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What he will he does, and does so nuch
That proof is call'd inpossibility.
--TRA LUS AND CRESSI DA

It is always the puzzle of the nature of
time that brings our thoughts to a stand-
still. And if time is so fundanmental that
an understanding of its true nature is for
ever beyond our reach, then so also in al
probability is a decision in the age-|ong
controversy between determ nati on and
free wll.

-- THE MYSTERI QUS UNI VERSE

By Janmes Jeans
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| NTRODUCTI ON

It is a never-ending source of entertaining discussion among those who
are fascinated by the great events of history: "Wat if . . . ?" Throughout
time, and the great events of Man, it has often been said that what has
occurred was deternmined by the Fates. Or perhaps each decision that resulted
in sone great achievenent, heroic and everlasting, in fact hinged on plain
dumb | uck.

Students of the Civil War often notice these peculiar and intriguing
occurrences nore readily than the historians fromwhomthey |earn, possibly
because it is the job of the historian to ignore the "what if" and focus
i nstead on what _was_. And often, the nore endearing charnms of history are
pushed aside by these very students, in pursuit of a higher test score.

There have been countl ess debates on the outcone of significant events:
VWhat if . . . Stonewall Jackson had |ived? Wuld his presence at Gettysburg
have turned the tide in Lee's favor? Even those who were there at the tine
felt his absence. What of the "lost orders" of Lee, found by chance by
scavengi ng Federal soldiers, who surely valued the cigars around which the
papers were w apped nore than the papers thensel ves? Yet, at |east one of them
had the wisdomto show the papers to an officer, who in turn went to Cenera
McCl el l an. Thus was the Battle of Antietam fought at all.

But these are docunented, discussed, and debated because the events were
monurrent al , the results clear and defined. For each of these, how many were
never di scovered at all, never noticed in the mundane day-to-day lives of the
anonymous sol diers and civilians? Even those, the insignificant events that no
one ever sees, determ ne history. There is no sense of fate, or even luck, for
the character who lives in the tine, or perhaps well after the tine; who
exists in a world that has been made for him in circunstances deci ded by
others, and by events of |ong ago. That person sinmply lives in the world
around him absorbing what is there, what courses are open to him what
opportunities there may, or may not, be. For himor her, dwelling on what
m ght have been is an exercise in frustration, because what _is_ was decided
| ong ago, by events long forgotten, or |ong m sunderstood.

Hodgi ns McCormi ck Backmaker is as unlikely a protagoni st as you can
find. He is born into a dismal tine and a dismal place, created by the
hi stori cal decisions of two generations prior. He lives in a world far
different fromour own, an age shaped by the outcone years earlier of the \War
of Sout hron | ndependence.

And the South _is_ independent. They won the war. And thus, the Southern
states have prospered; a great many "what ifs" have gone their way. Hodge
Backmaker spends his youth in the dismal decay of the North, a |land void of
prosperity, opportunity, and joy. And in this |land, Hodge is clearly not a nman



who has exhibited great capacity, or even the inclination, to change his own
fate. But to his credit, he will try to nove beyond what has been deci ded
_for_ him to make sone effort to seek something in a world in which he does
not seemto fit.

If we believe we are here for a purpose, that each of us possesses a
duty to performin one certain way, one certain task, then how are we to
understand what that task is? Are we ever to be aware if we have succeeded?
And, if we do _not_ succeed, will anyone suffer but ourselves? O, is the
failure a success? Perhaps your grand purpose is _not_ to succeed. Churn these
guestions through your nmnd and find, as does our hero, that the answers are
el usive at best, that the questions thenselves nay becone destructive.

As we foll ow young M. Backnaker along his journey, we may |earn that
our curiosity, our attenpt to understand our own path, may only be satisfied
when the path is already behind us, when the deed is done. And what follows is
a new path, one that may reach far beyond ourselves. It may be a path that
changes all things, all history, and the lives of everyone yet to cone.

Confusing? Possibly. But this is not a story of history; it is the
personal tale of one young man, who may yet learn that the question is not
"What if . . . ?" but "Wiat if _I_ "

Jeff Shaara
August 1996

l.
LI FE I N THE TVENTY- SI X STATES

Although | amwiting this in the year 1877, | was not born until 1921
Nei t her the dates nor the tenses are error--let ne explain:

| was born, as | say, in 1921, but it was not until the early 1930s,
when | was about ten, that | began to understand what a peculiarly frustrated
and disinherited world was about nme. Perhaps ny approach to realization was
t hrough the crayon portrait of G anpa Hodgi ns which hung, very solemly, over
the mantel

Granpa Hodgins, after whom | was nanmed, perhaps a little
grandi | oquent!ly, Hodgi ns McCorm ck Backnaker, had been a veteran of the War of
Sout hron | ndependence. Like so nany young nen he had put on a shapel ess bl ue
uniformin response to the call of the ill-advised and headstrong--or
martyred--M. Lincoln. Depending on which of ny lives' viewpoints you take.

Granpa lost an armon the Great Retreat to Phil adel phia after the fal
of Washington to General Lee's victorious Arny of Northern Virginia, so his
war ended some six nonths before the capitul ation at Reading and the
acknow edgnent of the independence of the Confederate States on July 4, 1864.
One-armed and enbittered, Granpa canme home to Wappinger Falls and, like his
fellow veterans, tried to remake his life in a different and increasingly
hopel ess worl d.

On its face the Peace of Richnond was a just and even generous
di sposition of a defeated foe by the victor. (Both sides--for different
reasons--remenbered the nutiny of the Unreconstructed Federals in the Arm es
of the Cunberl and and the Tennessee who, despite defeat at Chattanooga, could
not forget Vicksburg or Port Hudson and fought bloodily against the order to
surrender.) The South could easily have carved the country up to suit its nost
fiery patriots, even to the point of detaching the Wst and naking a
protectorate of it. Instead, the chival rous Southrons contented thensel ves
wi th drawi ng the new boundary along traditional |ines. The Mason-Di xon gave
t hem Del aware and Maryl and, but they generously returned the panhandl e of



western Virginia jutting above it. Mssouri was naturally included in the

Conf ederacy, but of the disputed territory Col orado and Deseret were conceded
to the old Union; only Kansas and California as well as--for obvious defensive
reasons--Nevada's tip went to the South.

But the Peace of Richnond had also laid the cost of the war on the
beaten North, and this was what crippled G anpa Hodgins nore than the | oss of
his arm The postwar inflation entered the gall oping stage during the
Val | andi gham Admi ni stration, becane dizzying in the tine of President Seynour,
and precipitated the food riots of 1873 and '74. It was only after the
el ection of President Butler by the Wiigs in 1876 and the reorgani zati on and
drastic deflation followi ng that nmoney and property becanme stable, but by this
time all normal val ues were destroyed. Meanwhile the indemities had to be
paid regularly in gold. Ganpa and hundreds of thousands |ike himjust never
seened to get back on their feet.

How wel | | renmenber, as a snall boy in the 1920s and ' 30s, ny nother and
father talking bitterly of how the war had rui ned everything. They were not
speaking of the then fairly recent Enperors' War of 1914--16, but of the War
of Sout hron I ndependence which still, nearly seventy years later, blighted
what was |left of the United States.

Nor were they unique or peculiar in this. Men who slouched in the smthy
whi | e Father shod their horses, or gathered every nonth around the post office
waiting for the notice of the winning lottery nunbers to be put up, as often
cursed the Confederates or discussed what night have been if Meade had been a
better general or Lee a worse one, as they did the newtype bicycles with
cl ockwork auxiliaries to make pedaling uphill easier, or the |atest scanda
about the French enperor Napol eon VI.

| tried to imagine what it nust have been like in Ganpa Hodgins's day,
to visualize the lost past--that strange bright era when, if it could be
beli eved, folk like ourselves and our nei ghbors had owned their farns outright
and didn't pay rent to the bank or give half the crop to a I andl ord.
searched the w ggling crayon lines that conmposed G anpa Hodgins's face for
some sign that set himapart fromhis descendants.

"But what did he _do_ to lose the farn?" | used to ask ny nother

"Do? Didn't do anything. Couldn't help hinmself. Go al ong now and do your
chores; |I've a terrible batch of work to get out."

How could Granpa's not doing anything result so disastrously? | could
not understand this any nore than | could the bygone tinme when a man coul d
nearly always get a job for wages which would support hinself and a famly,
before the system of indenture becane so conmon that practically the only
alternative to pauperismwas to sell oneself to a conpany.

Indenting | understood all right, for there was a mll in WAppi nger
Fal I s which wove a shoddy cloth very different fromthe goods ny nother
produced on her hand | oom Mdther, even in her late forties, could have
i ndented there for a good price, and she adnitted that the work woul d be
easi er than weavi ng homespun to conpete with their product. But, as she used
to say with an obstinate shake of her head, "Free | was born and free ||
die."

In Granpa Hodgins's day, if one could believe the folktales or fanmly
| egends, nmen and wonen married young and had large fam lies; there nmight have
been five generations between himand nme instead of two. And many uncl es,
aunts, cousins, brothers, and sisters. Now |late marriages and only children
were the rule.

If it hadn't been for the war. . . This was the basic theme stated with
variations suited to the particular circunstance. If it hadn't been for the
war the nost energetic young men and wormen would not turn to em gration
visiting foreigners would not cone as to a slum and the great powers would
think twi ce before sending troops to restore order every time one of their
citizens was molested. If it hadn't been for the war the detestable buyer from
Boston-- detestable to nmy nother, but rather fascinating to me with his
brightly col ored vest and snmell of soap and hair tonic-- would not have cone



regularly to offer her a miserable price for her weaving.

"Foreigner!" she would al ways exclaimafter he left; "Sending good cloth
out of the country.”

Once ny father ventured, "He's only doing what he's paid for."

"Trust a Backmaker to stand up for foreigners. Like father, like son
suppose you'd let the whole thieving crewin if you had your way."

So was first hinted the scandal of G andfather Backmaker. No enl arged
portrait of him hung anywhere, much |ess over the mantel. | got the inpression
my father's father had been not only a foreigner by birth, but a shady
character in his own right, a man who kept on believing in the things for
whi ch Granpa Hodgi ns fought after they were proved wong. | don't know how
| earned that Grandfather Backnaker had made speeches advocating equal rights
for Negroes or protesting the mass |ynchings so popular in the North, in
contrast to the humane treatnent accorded these noncitizens in the
Conf ederacy. Nor do |I remenber where | heard he had been run out of severa
pl aces before finally settling in Wappinger Falls or that all his life people
had muttered darkly at his back, "Dirty Abolitionist! "--a very deep
i nprecation indeed. | only know that as a consequence of this taint ny father
a nmeek, hardworking, worried little man, was conpletely doni nated by my not her
who never let himforget that a Hodgins or a McCormck was worth dozens of
Backmaker s.

| must have been a sore trial to her for I showed no sign of proper
Hodgi ns gunption, such as she displayed hersel f and which surely kept us
all --though precariously--free. For one thing | was remarkably unhandy and
awkward, of little use in the hundred necessary chores around our dil api dated
house. | could not pick up a hammer at her conmand to do sonet hi ng about
fixing the | oose weat herboards on the east side w thout mashing ny thunb or
splitting the aged, unpainted wood. | could not hoe the kitchen garden w thout
damagi ng preci ous vegetabl es and | eaving weeds intact. | could shovel snow in
the winter at a trenmendous rate for | was strong and had endurance, but work
requi ri ng manual dexterity baffled nme. | funbled in harnessing Bessie, our
mare, or hitching her to the cart for my father's trips to Poughkeepsie, and
as for helping himon the farmor in his snmithy, I"'mafjaid ny efforts drove
that mld man nearest to a tenper he ever cane. He would lay the reins on the
pl owhorse' s back or his hamrer down on the anvil and say nournfully:

"Better see if you can hel p your nother, Hodge. You're only in ny way
here.”

On only one score did | cone near pleasing Mother: | learned to read and
wite early, and exhibited sonme proficiency. But even here there was a fl aw,
she | ooked upon literacy as sonething which distingui shed Hodgi nses and
McCorm cks fromthe ruck who had to make their mark, as an acconpli shment
whi ch mi ght sonehow and unspecifically | ead away from poverty. | found readi ng
an end in itself, which probably rem nded her of ny father's laxity or
G andf at her Backnaker's subversi on.

"Make somet hing of yoursel f, Hodge," she adnoni shed ne often. "You can't
change the worl d"--an obvious allusion to G andfather Backmaker--"but you can
do something with it as it is if you try hard enough. There's al ways sone way
out."

Yet she did not approve of the post-office lottery, on which so nany
pi nned their hopes of escape from poverty or indenture. In this she and ny
father were agreed; both believed in hard work rather than chance.

Still, chance could help even the steadiest toiler. | remenber the tine
a mnibile--one of the small, trackless |oconotives--broke down not a quarter
of a mle fromFather's smthy. This was a gol den, unparallel ed, unbelievable
opportunity. Mnibiles, |like any other luxury, were rare in the United States,

t hough they were comon enough in prosperous countries such as the Gernman

Uni on or the Confederacy. W had to rely for our transportation on the
never-failing horse or on the railroads, worn out and broken down as they
were. For decades the great issue in Congress was the never-conpleted Pacific
transcontinental |ine, though British Arerica had one and the Confederate



States seven. (Sailing balloons, economnmical and fairly comon, were stil

| ooked upon with some suspicion.) Only a rare nmllionaire, with connections in
Frankfurt, Washington-Baltinore, or Leesburg, could afford to indulge in a
costly and conmplicated mnibile requiring a trained driver to bounce it over
the rutted and chuckhol ed roads. Only an extraordinarily adventurous spirit
woul d | eave the tar-surfaced streets of New York or its sister city of

Br ookl yn, where the minibiles' solid rubber tires could at worst find traction
on the horse or cablecar rails, for the norasses or washboard roads which were
the only hi ghways north of the Harl em Ri ver

When one did, the jolting, jouncing, and shaking inevitably broke or
di sconnected one of the delicate parts in its conplex mechanism Then the only
recourse--apart fromtel egraphing back to the city if the travel er broke down
near an instrument--was the closest blacksmth. Smiths rarely knew nuch of the
principles of the mnibiles, but with the broken part before themthey could
fabricate a passabl e duplicate and, unless the machi ne had suffered severe
damage, put it back in place. It was customary for such a craftsman to
conpensate hinmself for the tine taken away from horseshoei ng or
spring-fitting--or just absently chewi ng on an oat straw -by denandi ng
exorbi tant remuneration, anmounting to perhaps twenty-five or thirty cents an
hour, thus avenging his rural poverty and self-sufficiency upon the effete
weal th and hel pl essness of the urban excursionist.

Such a gol den opportunity befell nmy father, as | said, during the fal
of 1933, when | was twelve. The driver had nmade his way to the smthy, |eaving
the owner of the ninibile marooned and funming in the encl osed passenger seat.
A hasty visit convinced Father, who could repair a clock or broken rake with
equal dexterity, that his only course was to bring the machine to the forge
where he could heat and straighten a part not easy to disassenble. (The
driver, the owner, and Father all repeated the nane of the part often enough
but so inept have | been with "practical" things all ny life that | couldn't
recall it ten minutes, much less thirty years later.)

"Hodge, run and get the mare and ride over to Jones's. Don't try to
saddl e her--go bareback. Ask M. Jones to kindly lend ne his team™

"I"ll give the boy a quarter dollar for hinself if he's back with the
teamin twenty mnutes," added the owner of the minibile, sticking his head
out of the w ndow.

I won't say | was off like the wind, for my life's work has given ne a
di staste for exaggeration or hyperbole, but | noved faster than | ever had
before. A quarter, a whole shining silver quarter, a day's full wage for the
boy who could find odd jobs, half the day's pay of a grown man who wasn't
i ndented or worked extra hours--all for nyself, to spend as | w shed!

I ran all the way back to the barn, |ed Bessie out by her halter, and
junped on her broad back, ny enthralling daydream growi ng and deepeni ng each
monent. Wth ny quarter safely got | could perhaps persuade ny father to take
me along on his next trip to Poughkeepsie; in the shops there | could find
some yards of figured cotton for Mdther, or a box of cigars to which Father
was partial but rarely bought for himself, or an uni magi ned sonething for Mary
McCut cheon, sone three years older than I, with whomit had so recently becone
di sturbing as well as inperative to westle, in secret of course so as not to
show onesel f unmanly in sporting with a weak girl instead of another boy.

It never even occurred to ne, as it would have to nost, to invest in an
eighth of a lottery ticket. Not only were ny parents sternly against this
popul ar ganble, but | myself felt a strangely puritanical aversion to nmeddling
with nmy fortune.

O | could take the entire quarter into Newran's Book and C ock Store.
Here | could not afford one of the | atest English or Confederate books--even
the novel s | disdained cost fifty cents in their original and thirty in the
pirated United States' edition--but what treasures there were in the
twel ve-and-a-hal f-cent reprints and the di ne cl assics!

Wth Bessie's | egs noving steadily beneath me | pored over in ny
i magi nati on M. Newran's entire stock, which | knew by heart from exani nations



lulled by the steady ticking of his other, and no doubt nore sal abl e,

nmer chandi se. My quarter would buy two reprints, but | would read themin as
many eveni ngs and be no better off than before until their menory faded and
could read them again. Better to invest in paperback adventure stories giving
sharp, breathless pictures of life in the West or rekindling the glories of
the war. True, they were witten alnost entirely by Confederate authors, and
was, perhaps thanks to Granpa Hodgins and ny nother, a devout partisan of the
| ost cause of Sheridan and Sherman and Thomas. But patriotismcoul dn't steel
me agai nst the excitenent of the Confederate paperbacks; literature sinply

i gnored the boundary stretching to the Pacific.

| had finally determined to invest all my twenty-five cents, not in five
paper bound vol unes but in ten of the same in secondhand or shopworn condition
when | suddenly realized that | had been riding Bessie for some considerable
time. | |ooked around, rather dazed by the abrupt translation fromthe dark
and slightly musty interior of Newnan's store to the bright countryside, to
find with dismay that Bessie hadn't taken me to the Jones farmafter all but
on some private tour of her own in the opposite direction

I"'mafraid this little anecdote is pointless--it was nonmentarily pointed
enough for me that evening, for in addition to the | oss of the pronised
quarter | received a thorough whacking with a willow switch from ny nother
after nmy father had, as usual, dolefully refused his parental duty-- except
perhaps that it shows how in pursuing the dream| could |lose the reality.

My feeling that books were a part of life, and the nost inportant part,
was no passing phase. Other boys in their early teens dreanmed of going to the
wi | ds of Dakotah, Montana, or Womi ng, indenting to a conpany run by a young
and beautiful woman--this was also a favorite paperback theme--di scovering the
| oot hidden by a gang, or emigrating to Australia or the South African
Republic. O else they faced the reality of indenture, carrying on the fanly
farm or petty trade. | only wanted to be allowed to read.

| knew this anmbition, if that is the proper word, to be outrageous and
unheard of. It was also practically inpossible. The school at Wappi nger Falls,
a survival fromthe days of conpul sory attendance and an object of doubt in
the eyes of the taxpayers, taught as little as possible as quickly as
possi bl e. Parents needed the help of their children to survive or to build up
a small reserve in the illusory hope of buying free of indenture. Both ny
not her and mny teachers | ooked askance at my longing to persist past an age
when ny contenporaries were making thensel ves econom cal |y usef ul

Nor, even supposing | had the fees, could the shabby, fusty Acadeny at
Poughkeepsi e--originally designed for the education of the well-to-do--provide
what | wanted. Not that | was clear at all as to just what this was; | only
knew t hat comercial arithnetic, surveying, or any of the other subjects
taught there, were not the answer to ny desires.

There was certainly no noney for any college. Qur position had grown
slowy worse; ny father talked of selling the smthy and indenting. My dreans
of Harvard or Yale were as idle as Father's of naking a good crop and getting
out of debt. Nor did | know then, as | was to find out later, that the
col l eges were increasingly provincialized and decayed, contrasting painfully
with the flourishing universities of the Confederacy and Europe. The average
man asked what the United States needed coll eges for anyway; those who
attended themonly | earned di scontent and to question tinme-honored
institutions. Constant scrutiny of the faculties, summary firing of al
i nstructors suspected of abnormal ideas, did not seemto inprove the situation
or raise the standards of teaching.

My nother, now that | was getting beyond the switching age, |ectured ne
firmMy and at length on idleness and sel f-indul gence. "It's a hard world,
Hodge, and no one's going to give you anything you don't earn. Your father's
an easygoi ng man; too easygoing for his own good, but he al ways knows where
his duty lies."

"Yes, ma'am"” | responded politely, not quite seeing what she was
driving at.



"Hard, honest work--that's the only thing. Not hoping or w shing or

thinking miracles will happen to you. Wrk hard and keep yourself free. Don't
depend on circunstances or other people, and don't blame themfor your own
shortcom ngs. Be your own man. That's the only way you'll ever be where you
want to."

She spoke of responsibility and duty as though they were neasurable
quantities, but the gentler parts of such equations, the factors of affection
and pity, were never nmentioned. | don't want to give the inpression that ours
was a particularly puritanical famly; | know our neighbors had of necessity
much the same grimoutlook. But | felt guiltily vulnerable, not nerely on the
score of wanting nore schooling, but because of somnething el se which would
have shocked ny nother beyond forgi veness.

My early tussles with Mary McCutcheon had the natural consequences, but
she had found ne a too-youthful partner and had taken her interests el sewhere.
For my part | now turned to Agnes Jones, a suddenly alluring young worman grown
fromthe skinny kid 1'd al ways brushed away. Agnes synpathized with ny
aspirations and encouraged ne nost pleasantly. However, her specific plans for
my future were linmted to marrying her and hel ping her father on his farm
whi ch seemed no great advance over what | could | ook forward to at hone.

And there | was certainly no asset; | ate three hearty meals a day and
occupi ed a bed. | was conscious of the | ooks and sniles which followed ne. A
great lout of seventeen, too lazy to do a stroke of work, always wandering
around with his head in the clouds or lying with his nose stuck in a book. Too
bad; and the Backmakers such industrious folk, too. | could feel what the
shock of ny behavior with Agnes added to ny idl eness would be to ny nother

Yet | was neither depraved nor very different fromthe other youths of
Wappi nger Falls, who not only took their pleasures where they found them but
often nmore forcibly than persuasively. | did not analyze it fully or clearly,
but | was at least to sone extent aware of the essentially |ovel ess atnpsphere
around ne. The rigid convention of late marriages bred an exaggerated respect
for chastity which had two sides: sisters' and daughters' honor was sternly
avenged with no protest from society, and undi scovered seduction produced that
much nore gratification. But both retribution and venery were sonewhat
nmechani cal ; they were the expected rather than the inescapabl e passions.

Revi val i sts--and we country people had a vast fondness for those itinerants
who cane periodically to castigate us for our sins--denounced our laxity and
pointed to the virtues of our grandparents and great-grandparents. W accepted
their advice with such nodifications as suited us, which was not at all what

t hey i nt ended.

And this was how | took ny nother's adnonition to be nmy own man. \Wat
debts | owed her and mny father seened best discharged by relieving themof the
burden of ny keep, since | was clearly not fitting nyself to reverse the
bal ance. The notion that there was an enotional obligation on either side
hardly occurred to nme; | doubt if it did to them Toward Agnes Jones | felt no
debt at all.

A few nonths after ny seventeenth birthday | packed my three nost
cheri shed books in ny good white cotton shirt and, having bade a nost romantic
good- bye to Agnes, one which would certainly have consummat ed her hopes had
her father cone upon us, | left Wappinger Falls and set out for New York

M.
OF DECI SIONS, M NI BILIES, AND TI NUGRAPHS

| thought | could do the wal k of sone eighty mles in four days,
allowing time to swap work for food, supposing | found farners or housew ves
agreeabl e to the exchange. June made it no hardship to sl eep outdoors, and the
ol d post road ran cl ose enough to the Hudson for any bathing I might care to
do.



The dangers of the trip were part of the pattern of life in the United
States in 1938. | didn't particularly fear being robbed by a roving gang for |
was sure organi zed predators woul d di sdain so obviously unprofitable a prey,
and individual thieves | felt | could take care of, but | was not anxious to
be picked up as a vagrant by any of the three police forces, national, state,
or local. As a freeman | was nmore exposed to this chance than an indent woul d
be, with a workcard on his person and a conpany behind him A freeman was fair
gane for the constables, state troopers, or revenuers to recruit, after a
perfunctory trial, into one of the chain gangs upon whomthe roads, canals,
and ot her public works were dependent.

Sonme wondered why the roads were so bad in spite of all this apparent
surplus of |abor and were dubi ous of the explanation that surfacing was
expensive and it was inmpossible to maintain unsurfaced hi ghways i n good
condition. Only the hint that prisoners had been seen working around the
estates of the great Wiig fam lies or had been lent to some enterprise
operated by foreign capital brought know ng nods.

At seventeen possible disasters are not brooded over. | resolved to be
wary, and then dism ssed thoughts of police, gangs, and all unpl easant ness.
The future was mne to make as nmy mother had insisted, and | was taking the
first steps in shaping it.

| started off briskly, passing at first through villages long famliar
then, getting beyond the territory I had known all nmy life, | slowed down
of ten enough to gaze at sonething new and strange, or to wander into wood or
pasture for wild strawberries or early blueberries. | covered | ess ground than
| had intended by the tine | found a farmhouse, after inquiring at severa
ot hers, where the wonman was willing to give ne supper and even let nme sleep in
the barn in return for splitting a sizable stack of logs into kindling and
ml king two cows.

Exerci se and hot food nust have counteracted the excitement of the day,
for | fell asleep imediately and didn't waken till quite a while after sunup
It was another warm fine norning; soon the post road | ed, not between shabby
villages and towns or struggling farms, but past the stone or brick walls of
opul ent estates. Now and then | caught a glinpse between old, well-tended
trees of nmagnificent houses either a century old or built to resenble those
dating fromthat prosperous time. | could not but share the general dislike
for the wealthy Whigs who owned these places, their riches contrasting with
t he conmmon poverty and deriving fromexploitation of the United States as a
colony, but I could not help enjoying the beauty of their surroundings.

The hi ghway was better traveled here also; | passed other wal kers, quite
a few wagons, a carriage or two, several peddlers, and a nunber of |adies and
gent | emren on horseback. This was the first tinme 1'd seen wonmen riding astride,
a practice shocking to the sensitivities of Wappi nger Falls which al so
condemed t he fashion, inported fromthe Chinese Enpire by way of England, of
fem nine trousers. Having | earned that wonen were bi pedal, both custons seened
sensible to ne.

| had the post road to nyself for some miles between turns when | heard
a conmmoti on beyond the stone wall to ny left. This was foll owed by an angry
shout and shrill words inpossible to distinguish. My progress halted,
instinctively shifted my bundle to nmy left hand as though to | eave ny right
hand free for defence, but against what | had no idea.

The shouts cane closer; a boy of about my own age scranbled frantically
over the wall, dislodging sone of the smaller |ichen-covered rocks on top and
sending themrolling into the ditch. He | ooked at me, startled, then paused
for a long instant at the road' s edge, undecided which way to run

He was barefoot and wore a jute sack as a shirt, with holes cut for his
arms, and ragged cotton pants. Hs face was little browner than ny own had
often been at the end of a summer's work under a burning sun

He cane to the end of indecision and started across the highway, |egs
punpi ng hi gh, head turned watchfully. A splendid tawny stallion cleared the
wall in a soaring junmp, his rider bellow ng, "There you are, you damed bl ack



coon!"

He rode straight for the fugitive, quirt upraised, |lips thickened, and
eyes rolling in rage. The victimdodged and turned; in no nore doubt than
that the horseman nmeant to ride himdown. He darted by ne, so close |I heard
the | abored rasp of breathing.

The rider swerved, and he, too, tw sted around ne as though I were the
post at the far turn of a racecourse. Reflexively | put out my hand to grab at
the reins and stop the assault. Indeed, nmy fingers actually touched the
| eather and grasped it for a fraction of a second before they fell away.

Then | was alone in the road again as both pursued and pursuer vaulted
back over the fence. The whol e scene of anger and terror could not have | asted
two mnutes; | strained nmy ears to hear the shouts coming fromfarther and
farther away. Quiet fell again; a squirrel flirted his tail and sped down one
tree trunk and up another. The epi sode ni ght never have happened.

| shifted nmy bundl e back and began wal ki ng agai n--1ess briskly now M
legs felt heavy, and there was an involuntary twitch in the rmuscles of nmy arm

Way hadn't | held onto the reins and del ayed the hunter, at |east |ong
enough to give his quarry a fair start? What had made ne draw back? It had not
been fear, at least in the usual sense, for | knew | wasn't tinorous of the

horseman. | was sure | could have dragged himdown if he had taken his quirt
to ne.

Yet | had been afraid. Afraid of interfering, of meddling in affairs
whi ch were no concern of mne, of risking action on quick judgnent. | had been

i mobilized by the fear of asserting ny synpathies, ny presunptions, against
events.

Wal king slowy down the road, | experienced deep shane. | mght, |I could
have saved soneone from hurt; | had perhaps had the power for a brief instant
to change the course of a whole life. |I had been guilty of a cowardice far
worse than nere fear for my skin. | could have wept with nortification--done
anything, in fact, but turn back and try to rectify ny failure.

The rest of the day was gloony as | alternately taunted and feebly
excused mysel f. The fugitive m ght have been a trespasser or a servant; his
fault m ght have been sl owness, rudeness, theft, or attenpted nurder. Whatever
it was, any retaliation the white man chose could be inflicted with inpunity.
He woul d not be punished or even tried for it. Popul ar opinion was unani nous
for Negro emigration to Africa, voluntary or forced; those who went westward
to join the unconquered Sioux or Nez Percé were | ooked upon as depraved. Any
Negro who didn't enbark for Liberia or Sierra Leone, regardl ess of whether he
had the fare or not, deserved anything that happened to himin the United
St at es.

It was because | held, sonewhat vaguely, a stubborn refusal to accept
this conventional view, a refusal never precisely reasoned and little nore,
per haps, than romantic rebellion against nmy nother in favor of mny disreputable
gr andf at her Backmaker, that | suffered. | couldn't excuse ny failure on the
grounds that action would have been considered outrageous. It would not have
been consi dered outrageous by ne.

| pushed self-contenpt at ny passivity aside as best | could and strove
to recapture the nood of yesterday, succeeding to sone extent as the nmenory of

the scene cane back less insistently. | even tried pretending the epi sode had
per haps not been quite as serious as it seened, or that the pursued had
somehow in the end evaded the pursuer. | could not make what had happened not

happen; the best | could do was nminimze my cul pability.

That night | slept a little way fromthe road and in the norning started
of f at dawn. Although | was now little nore than twenty mles fromthe
metropolis the character of the country had hardly changed. Perhaps the farns
were small er and cl oser together, their juxtaposition to the estates nore
i ncongruous. But traffic was continual now, with no enpty stretches on the
roads, and the small towns had horse-drawn cars running on iron tracks
enbedded i n the cobbl es.

It was |late afternoon when |I crossed Spuyten Duyvil Creek to Manhattan



Between ne and the city now lay a wlderness of squatters' shacks nade of old
boards, barrel staves, and other discarded rubbish. Lean goats and nangy cats
nosed t hrough rubbl e heaps of broken gl ass and earthenware dem johns. Munds
of garbage |ay beside aimess creeks struggling blindly for the rivers. As
clearly as though it had been procl ai red on signposts this was an area of

out casts and fugitives, of nmen and women ignored and tolerated by the | aw so
long as they kept within the confines of their horrible slum

Strange and repugnant as the place was, | hesitated to keep on goi ng and
arrive in the city at nightfall, but it seemed unlikely there was a place to
sl eep among the shacks. Once away fromthe order and sobriety of the post road
one could be lost in the squalid maze; undefined threats of vaguely dreadful
fates seened to rise fromit |ike vapors.

Then the fading light reveal ed the anomaly of a venerabl e mansi on set
far back fromthe highway, with grounds as yet unusurped by the encroaching
stews. The house was in ruins; the surrounding gardens | ost in brush and
weeds. Evidently a watchman or caretaker guarded its forlorn dignity or had
very recently abandoned it; | could not imagine its remaining | ong w thout
being entirely overrun ot herw se.

It was alnmost fully dark as | nmade ny way cautiously toward the remnains
of an ol d summrerhouse. Its roof was fallen in, and it was densely encl osed by
anci ent rosebushes whose thorns, | thought, when they pricked ny fingers as |
struggl ed through them ought to give warning of any intruder. For
weat herwort hi ness this shelter had little advantage over the hovels, yet
sonehow the fact that it had survived seenmed to make it a nore secure retreat.

| stretched out on the dank boards and slept fitfully, disturbed by
dreans that the old nmansion was filled with people froma past tinme who begged
me to save themfromthe slumdwellers and their house from being further
ravaged. Brokenly | protested | was hel pless--in true dream manner | then
becanme hel pl ess, unable to nmove--that | could not interfere with what had to
happen; they npbaned and wrung their hands and faded away. Still, | slept, and
in the norning the cranps in ny nuscles and the aches in my bones di sappeared
in the excitenent of the remaining mles to the city.

And how suddenly it grew up around ne, not as though it was a fixed

collection of buildings which | approached, but as if | stood still while the
wood and stone, iron and brick, sprang into being all about.
New York, in 1938, had a popul ation of nearly a mllion, having grown

very slowy since the close of the War of Southron |Independence. Together wth
the half million in the city of Brooklyn this represented by far the |argest
concentration of people in the United States, though of course it could not
conpare with the great Confederate centers of WAshington, now incl udi ng

Balti nore and Al exandria, St. Louis, or Leesburg (once Mexico City).

The change fromthe country and the dreadful slums through which | had
passed was startling. Cablecars whizzed northward as far as Fifty-ninth Street
on the west side and all the way to Ei ghty-seventh on the east, while horse
cars furni shed conveni ent crosstown transportation every few bl ocks. Express
steamtrains ran through bridged cuts on Madi son Avenue, an engi neering
achi evenent of which New Yorkers were vastly proud.

Bi cycl es, rare around Wappi nger Falls, were thick as flies, darting
ahead and al ongsi de dray horses pulling wallow ng vans, carts, or wagons.
Prancing trotters drew private carriages, buggi es, broughams, victorias,
hansons, dogcarts or sulkies; neither the cyclists, coachnmen, nor horses
seened overawed or di scormbded by occasional minibiles chuffing their way
swiftly and inplacably over cobbl estones or asphalt.

Incredibly intricate traceries of tel egraph wires swarned over head,
crossing and recrossing at all angles, slanting upward into offices and flats
or downward to stores, a remnder that no urban family with pretensions to
gentility would be without the clacking instrument in the parlor, that every
child learned the Morse code before he could read. Thousands of sparrows
considered the wires properly their own; they perched and swng, quarreled and
scol ded on them leaving only to satisfy their voracity upon the steamn ng



nmounds of horse dung bel ow

The country boy who had never seen anything nore netropolitan than
Poughkeepsi e was tremendously inpressed. Buildings of eight or ten stories
were comon, and there were many of fourteen or fifteen, serviced by pneumatic
English lifts, that sanme marvel ous invention which pernmitted the erection of
veritabl e skyscrapers in Washi ngton and Leesburg.

Above t hem bal | oons noved gracefully through the air, guided and
controlled as skillfully as old-tine sailing vessels. These were not entirely
novel to me; | had seen nore of themthan |I had ninibiles, but never so nany
as here. In a single hour, gawking upward, | counted seven, admring how
nicely calculated their courses were, for they seldomcane so low as to
endanger |ives beneath by having to throw out sandbags in order to rise. That
they could so maneuver over buildings of greatly uneven height showed this to
be the air age indeed.

Most exciting of all was the great number of people who wal ked, rode, or
nmerely stood around on the streets. It seened hardly believable so many hunans
could crowd thenselves so closely. Beggars pl eaded, touts wheedl ed, peddlers
hawked, newsboys shout ed, bootbl acks chanted. Messengers pushed their way,
| oaf ers yawned, | adi es shopped, drunks staggered. For |ong nonents | paused,
standi ng stock-still, not thinking of going on, merely watching the spectacle.

How far | wal ked, how nany different parts of the city | explored that
day, | have no idea. | felt |I had hardly begun to fondl e the sharp edge of
wonder when it was twilight and the gas lanps, lit simultaneously by tel egraph
sparks, gl eaned and shone on nearly every corner. \Watever had been drab and
dingy in daylight--and even ny eyes had not been blind to the dirt and
decay--becane in an instant nagically enchanting, softened and shadowed into
nmysterious beauty. | breathed the dusty air with a relish | had never known in
the country and felt | was inhaling some elixir for the spirit.

But spiritual sustenance is not quite enough for a seventeen-year-old,

especially one who is beginning to be hungry and tired. | was desperately
anxious to hoard the three precious dollars in ny pocket, for | had little
i dea how to go about replacing them once they were spent. | could not do

wi t hout eating, however, so | stopped in at the first gaslit bakery, buying,
after some consideration, a penny |oaf, and wal ked on through the entrancing
streets, nmunching at it and feeling like a historical character

Now the fronts of the tinugraph |yceuns were lit up by porters with I ong
tapers, so that they gl owed yellow and inviting, each heralded with a boldly
| ettered broadside or dashingly drawn cartoon advertising the amusenent to be
found within. | was tenpted to see for nyself this magical entertainnent of
pi ctures taken so close together they gave the illusion of notion, but the
| owest admi ssion price was five cents. Sonme of the nore garish theaters, which
speci alized in the incredible phonotos--tinugraphs ingeniously conbined with a
sound- produci ng machi ne operated by conpressed air, so that the pictures
seened not only to nove but to talk--actually charged ten or even fifteen
cents for an hour's spectacle.

By this time | ached with tiredness; the insignificant bundles of shirt
and books had becone a burden. | was pressed by the question of where to sleep
and began thinking nore kindly than |I woul d have believed possible of |ast
night's slum | didn't connect ny need with the glass transparenci es behind
whi ch gaslight shone through the unpainted letters of BEDS, ROOMS, or HOTEL,
for my mnd was hazily fixed on some urban version of the inn at Wappi nger
Fal |l s or the Poughkeepsi e Conmercial House.

| becane nmore and nore confused as fatigue blurred i npressions of stil
newer marvels, so that | amnot entirely sure whether it was one or a
succession of girls who offered delights for a quarter. | know | was solicited
by crinmps for the Confederate Legi on who operated openly in defiance of United
States law, and an incredi bl e nunber of beggars accosted ne.

At last | thought of asking directions. But without realizing it | had
wandered fromthe thronged wooden or granite sidewal ks of the brightly lit
avenues into an unpeopl ed, darkened area where the buildings were | ow and



frowni ng, where the flicker of a candle or the yellow of a lamp in w ndows far
apart were uncontested by any streetlights.

Al'l day ny ears had been pressed by the clop of hooves, the rattling of
iron tires, or the puffing of mnibiles; nowthe enpty street was unnaturally
still. The suddenly loom ng figure of another wal ker seemed the | uckiest of
chances.

"Excuse me, friend," | said. "Can you tell nme where's the nearest inn
or anywhere | can get a bed for the night cheap?"

| felt himpeering at ne. "Rube, huh? Mich noney you got ?"

"Th--Not very rmuch. That's why | want to find cheap | odging."

"COkay, Reuben. Come al ong."

"Ch, don't trouble to show nme. Just give ne an idea howto get there."

He grunted. "No trouble, Reuben. No trouble at all."

Taking my armjust above the elbowin a firmgrip he steered ne al ong.
For the first tine | began to feel alarm However, before | could attenpt to
shrug free he had shoved ne into the nouth of an alley, discernible only
because its absol ute bl ackness contrasted with the relative darkness of the
street.

"Wait--" | began

"I'n here, Reuben. Soundest night's sleep you' ve had in a long time. And
cheap--it's free."

| started to break | oose and was surprised to find he no | onger held ne.
Before | could even begin to think, a terrific blow fell on the right side of
nmy head and | traded the bl ackness of the alley for the blackness of
insensibility.

M.
A MEMBER OF THE GRAND ARMY

| was recalled to consciousness by a snell. Mre accurately a cacophony
of snells. | opened ny eyes and shut them agai nst the unbearabl e pain of
light; | groaned at the equally unbearable pain in my skull. Feverishly and
against my will | tried to identify the walloping odors around ne.

The stink of death and rottenness was thick. | knew there was an
out house- - many out houses--nearby. The ground | lay on, where it was not stony,
was danp with the water of endless di sh washi ngs and | aunderings. The
noi soneness of offal suggested that the garbage of many famlies had never
been buried, but left torot inthe alley or near it. In addition there was
the snmell of death, not the sweetish effluvium of blood, such as any country
boy who has hel ped butcher a bull calf or hog knows, but the unm stakable
stench of corrupt, maggoty flesh. Besides all this there was the spoor of

humani ty.

A new di sconfort at |last forced ny eyes open for the second tine. A hard
surface was pressing painful knobs into nmy exposed skin. | |ooked and felt
around rme.

The knobs were the scattered cobbles of a fetid alley; not a foot away
was the cadaver of a dog, thoroughly putrescent; beyond him a drunk retched
and groaned. A trickle of liquid swill wound its way delicately over the noldy
earth between the stones. My coat, shirt, and shoes were gone, so was the
bundl e with nmy books. There was no use searching my pocket for the three
dollars. | knew | was lucky the robber had left me my pants and ny life.

A m ddl e-aged man, at |east he | ooked niddle-aged to nmy youthful eye,
regarded me specul atively over the head of the drunk. A pale, elliptical scar
interrupted the wrinkles on his forehead, its upper point making a pernmanent
part in his thin hair. Tiny red veins marked his nose; his eyes were
bl oodshot .

"Pretty well cleaned yuh out, huh boy?"

| nodded--and then was sorry for the notion



"Reward of virtue. Assum ng you was virtuous, which |I assune. Come to

the sane end as nme, stinking drunk. Only | still got my shirt. Couldn't hock
it no mtter howthirsty I got."
| groaned.

"Where yuh from boy? What rural --see, sober now - precincts niss you?"

"Wappi nger Falls, near Poughkeepsie. My nane's Hodge Backmaker."

"Well now, that's friendly of you, Hodge. |I'm CGeorge Pondi bl e. Periodic.
Just tapering off."

| hadn't an idea what Pondi bl e was tal king about. Trying to understand
made ny head worse

"Took everything, | suppose? Haven't a nickel left to help a hangover?"
"My head," | munbl ed, quite superfluously.
He staggered to his feet. | slowmy sat up, tenderly touching the [unp

over my ear with ny fingertips.

"Best thing--souse it in the river. Take nmore to fix nine."

"But . . . can | go through the streets Iike this?"

"Right," he said. "Quite right."

He stooped down and put one hand beneath the drunk, who rurnmured
unintelligibly. Wth the other he renoved the jacket, a naneuver betraying
practice, for it elicited no protest fromthe victim He then performed the
still nore delicate operation of depriving himof his shirt and shoes, tossing
themall to nme. They were a | oathsone collection of rags not fit to clean a
manur e spreader. The jacket was torn and greasy, the pockets hanging |like the
ears of a dog; the shirt was a filthy tatter, the shoes shapel ess fragnments of
| eather with great gapes in the soles.

"It's stealing,” | protested.

"Right. Put themon and let's get out of here."

The short walk to the river was through streets |acking the glamour of
those of the day before. The tenenents were snoke streaked, with steps between
the parting bricks where nortar had fallen out; great hunks of wall were kept
in place only by the support of equally crazy ones abutting. The wretched
things I wore were better suited than Pondible's to this neighborhood, though
his woul d have marked himtranp and vagrant in WAppi nger Falls.

The Hudson, too, was soiled, with an oily scum and debris, so that |
hesitated to dip even the purloined shirt, much [ ess ny aching head. But urged
on by Pondible |I clinbed down the slimy stones between two docks and pushi ng
the fl otsam asi de, ducked myself in the unappetizing water

"Fi xes your head," said Pondible with nore assurance than accuracy. "Now
for mne."

The sun was hot, and the shirt dried on ny back as we wal ked away from
the river, the jacket over my arm Now that ny mind was clearing ny despair
grew rapidly; for a noment | wished | had waded farther into the Hudson and
dr owned.

Admitting any plans |1'd had were nebul ous and inpractical, they had yet
been plans of a kind, sonething in which | could put, or force, ny hopes. My

appear ance had been presentable, | had the nmeans to keep nyself fed and
sheltered for a few weeks at |east. Now everything was changed, any future was
gone, literally knocked out of existence, and | had nothing to | ook forward

to, nothing on which to exert ny energies and dreans. To go back to Wappi nger
Fall s was out of the question, not sinply to dodge the bitterness of admitting
defeat so quickly, but because | knew how relieved nmy nother and father mnust
have been to be freed of ny usel essness. Yet | had nothing to expect in the
city except starvation or a life of petty crine.

Pondi bl e guided ne into a sal oon, a dark, secretive place, gaslit even
this early, with a steam piano tinkling the popular, mournful tune, _Mornon
Arl_:

There's a girl in the state of Deseret
| love and I'mtrying to for-get.
Forget her for my tired feet's sake



Don't wanna wal k to the Geat Salt Lake.

They ever build that railroad toooo the ocean
I'd return ny Mornon girl's devotion

But the tracks stop short in |loway .

| couldn't remenber the next line. Something about I|njuns say.

"Shot," Pondi ble ordered the bartender, "and butterm |k for my chum
here.”

The bartender kept on polishing the wood in front of himwith a wet,
dirty rag. "CGot any jack?"

"Pay you tomorrow, friend."

The bartender's uninterrupted industry said clearly, then drink
t orror r ow.

"Listen," argued Pondible; "I'mtapering off. You know ne. |'ve spent
pl enty of noney here."
The bartender shrugged. "I don't own the place; anything goes over the

bar has to be rung up on the cash register."

"You're lucky to have a job that pays wages."

"Times |"'mnot so sure. Why don't you indent?"

Pondi bl e | ooked shocked. "At ny age? What would a conpany pay for a
wor n-out old carcass? A hundred dollars at the top. Then a release in a couple
of years with a med hol dback so 1'd have to report every week somewhere. No

friend, I've come through this long a free man--in a manner of speaking--and
"Il stick it out. Let's have that shot; you can see for yourself |I'mtapering
off. You'll get your jack tonorrow "

| could see the bartender was weakeni ng; each refusal was |less surly,
and at last, to my astoni shment, he set out a glass and bottle for Pondible

and an earthenware nmug of butterm |k for me. To my astonishment, | say, for
credit was rarely extended on any scale, large or small. The inflation, though
sixty years in the past, had left indelible inpressions; people paid cash or
did without. Debt was not only disgraceful, it was dangerous; the notion

things could be paid for while, or even after, they were being used was as
unt hi nkabl e as was the idea of circulating paper noney instead of silver or
gol d.

| drank ny buttermlk slowy, gratefully aware Pondi bl e had ordered the
nmost filling and sustaining liquid in the saloon. For all his unprepossessing
appear ance and peculiar noral notions, ny new acquai ntance seenmed to have a
rude wi sdomas well as a rude kindliness.

He swal | owed his whiskey and called for a quart pot of |ight beer which
he sipped slowy. "That's the trick of it, Hodge. Avoid the second shot. If
you can." He sipped again. "Now what ?"

"What ?" | repeated.

"Now what are you going to do? Wiat's your aimin |life anyway?"

"None--now. I. . . wanted to learn. To study."
He frowned. "CQut of books?"
"How el se?"

"Books is nobstly witten and printed in foreign countries.”

"There m ght be nore witten here if nore people had tine to learn.™

Pondi bl e wi ped specks of froth fromhis beard with the back of his hand.
"M ght and mightn't. Oh, some of ny best friends are book readers, don't get
me wrong, boy."

"I'"d thought," | burst out, "I'd thought to try Colunbia College. To
offer--to beg to be allowed to do any kind of work for tuition.”

"Hm | doubt it would have worked."

"Anyway | can't go now, |looking like this."

"M ght be as well. We need fighters, not readers."

RRYvOpY

He did not explain. "Well, you could always take the advice our friend

here gave ne and indent. A young healthy lad |like you could get yourself a
t housand or twelve hundred dollars--"



"Sure. And be a slave for the rest of my life."

"Ch, indenting ain't slavery. It's better. And worse. For one thing the
conpany that buys you won't hold you after you aren't worth your keep. Not
that |ong, on account of bookkeeping; they |ose when they break even. So they
cancel your indenture without a cent of payment. Course they'll take a ned
hol dback so as to get a dollar or two for your corpse, but that's a long tine
away for you."

An inconceivably long tine. The nedical hol dback was the | east of ny
di staste, though it had played a large part in the discussions at hone. My
not her had heard that cadavers for dissection were shipped to foreign nedica
school s like so much cargo. She was shocked not so rmuch at the thought of the
scientific use of her dead body as at its disposal outside the United States.

"Yes," | said. "Along time away. So | wouldn't be a slave for life;
just thirty or forty years. Till | wasn't any good to anyone, including
nmysel f."

He seened to be enjoying hinself as he drank his beer. "You're a gl oony
gus, Hodge. 'Tain't 's bad 's that. Indenting' s pretty strictly regul at ed.
That's the idea anyway. | ain't saying the big conpanies don't get away with a
lot. You can't be nade to work over sixty hours a week. Ten hours a day. Wth
twel ve hundred dollars you could get all the education you want in your spare
time and then turn your learning to account by nmaki ng enough to buy yourself
free. "

| tried to think about it dispassionately, though goodness knows 1'd
been over the ground often enough. It was true the amount, a not inprobable
one, woul d see ne through college. But Pondible's notion of turning ny

"learning to account” | knew to be a fantasy. Perhaps in the Confederate
States or the German Union know edge was rewarded with wealth, or at least a
confortable living, but any study | pursued--1 knew nmy own "inpracticality"

wel I enough by now -was bound to yield few nmaterial benefits in the backward
United States, which existed as a nation at all only on the sufferance and
unresol ved rivalries of the great powers. |'d be lucky to struggle through
school and eke out sone kind of living as a freeman; | could hardly hope to
earn enough to buy back an indenture on what was left of ny tinme after
subtracting sixty hours a week.

"I't wouldn't work," | said despondently.

Pondi bl e nodded, as though this were the concl usion he had expected ne
to come to. "Well then," he said, "there's the gangs."

| |1 ooked ny horror.

He | aughed. "Forget your country rearing. Wiat's right? Wat the
strongest country or the strongest man says it is. The governnment says gangs
are wong, but the governnent ain't strong enough to stop them And maybe they
don't do as nuch killing as people think. Only when sonmebody works agai nst
them-just like the government. Sure they have to be paid off, but it's just
like taxes. If you |l eave the parsons' sernons out of it, there's no difference
joining the gangs than the arny--if we had one--or the Confederate Legion--"

"They tried to recruit ne yesterday. Are they al ways so . "

"Bol d?" For the first time Pondible | ooked angry, and | thought the scar
on his forehead turned whiter. "Yes, damm them The Legion nust be half United
States citizens. Wien they have to put down a disturbance or run sone little
cockroach country they send off the Confederate Legi on--made up of men who
ought to be the backbone of an army of our own."

"But the police--don't they ever try to stop then®?"

"What'd | tell you about right being what the strongest country says it
is? Sure we got |aws against recruiting into a foreign army. So we squawk. And
what have we got to back it up with? So the Confederate Legi on goes right on
recruiting the nen who have to beg for a square neal in their own country.

Wl l, the government is pretty near as bad off when it cones to the gangs.
Best it can do is pick off some of the little ones and forget about the big
ones. Most of the gangsters never even get shot at. They all Iive high, high

as anybody in the twenty-six states, and every so often there's a



di vi dend--nore than a workman nmakes in a lifetine."

| began to be sure ny benefactor was a gangster. And yet . . . if this
were so why had he wheedl ed credit fromthe barkeep? Was it sinply an
el aborate blind? It seened hardly worth it.

"A dividend," | said, "or a rope."

"Mpst gangsters die of old age. O conpetition. Ain't one been hung
can think of the last five-six years. But | see you' ve no stomach for it. Tel
me, Hodge--you Whi g or Populist?"

The sudden change of subject bew | dered nme. "Wy... Populist, | guess."
n W]y?ll
"Ch. . . | don't know . ." | thought of some of the discussions that

used to go on anong the nen around the snmithy. "The Whigs' 'Property,
Protection, Permanent Popul ation'--what does it nean to ne?"

"Tell you, boy, means this: Property for the Confederates who own
factories here and don't want to pay taxes. Protection for foreign capital to
cone in and buy or hire. Permanent popul ation--cheap native labor. Build up a
prosperous enpl oying class.”

"Yes, | know. | can't see how it helps. |I've heard Wi gs at hone say the
nmoney' s bound to seep down from above, but it seens awfully roundabout. And
not very efficient."

He reached over and cl apped me lightly on the shoulder. "That's mny boy,"
he said. "They can't fool you."

| wasn't entirely pleased by his comendation. "And protection neans
payi ng nore for things than they're worth."

" '"Tain't only that, Hodge, it's a damm lie as well. Wi gs never even
tried protection when they was in. Didn't dast. Knew the other countries
wouldn't let them"

"As for 'permanent population' ... well, those who can't make a living
are going to go on enmgrating to prosperous countries. Pernmanent popul ation
means dwi ndling population if it means anything."

"Ah," he said. "You got a head on your shoul ders, Hodge. You're al
right; books won't hurt you. But what about em grating? Yourself, | mean?"

| shook ny head.

He nodded, chewi ng on a soggy corner of his mustache. "Don't want to
| eave the old ship, huh?"

| don't suppose | would have put it exactly that way, or even fully

formul ated the thought. | was willing to exchange the famliar for the
unknown--up to a certain point. The thought of giving up the country in which
I'd been born was repugnant. Call it loyalty, or a sense of having ties with
t he past, or just stubbornness. "Sonething like that," | said.

"Well now, let's see what we've got." He stuck up a dirty and slightly
tremul ous hand, turning down a finger as he stated each point. "One, patriot;
two, Populist; three, don't like indenting; four, prosperity's got to cone
fromthe poor upward, not the rich down." He hesitated, holding his thunb.
"You heard of the Grand Arny?"

"Who hasn't? Not much difference between them and the regul ar gangs."

"Now what nakes you say that?"

"Why. . . everybody knows it."

"Do, huh? Maybe they know it all wong. Look here now -and renenber
about the Confederate Legion riding over the aws of the United States--what
woul d you think ought to be done about foreigners fromthe strong countries
who cone here and walk all over us? O the Wigs who do their dirty work for
t hen®?"

"I don't know," | said. "Not nurder, certainly."

"Murder," he repeated. "That's a word, Hodge. Means what you want it to
mean. Wasn't nurder back during the war when Union soldiers was trying to keep
the country frombeing split up. 'Tain't nurder today when somebody's hung for
rape or counterfeiting. Anyhow the Grand Arnmy don't go in for murder."

| sai d nothing.

"Ch, accidents happen; wouldn't deny it. Maybe they get a little rougher



than they intend with Wiaig traitors or Confederate agents, but you can't make
bacon out of a live hog. Point is the Gand Arnmy's the only thing in the
country that even tries to restore it to what it once was. Wat was fought for
in the war."

| don't know whether it was the thought of G andfather Backmaker or the
unassuaged guilt for the miserable figure I had cut only three days back that
made ne ask, "And do they want to give the Negroes equality?"

He drew back sharply, shock showing clearly on his face. "Touch of the
tar brush in you, boy? By--" He bent forward, |ooking at ne searchingly. "No,
| can see you ain't. Just some notions you'll outgrow. You just don't
understand. W m ght have won that war if it hadn't been for the
Abolitionists.”

Wuld we? 1'd heard it said often enough; it would have been
presunpt uous to doubt it.

"The darkies are better off ampbng their own," he said; "they never
shoul d have been here in the first place; black and white can't m x. Leave
i deas |ike that alone, Hodge; there's plenty and enough to be done. Chase the
foreigners out, teach their flunkies a | esson, build the country up again."

"Are you trying to get ne to join the Gand Arny?"

Pondi bl e finished his beer. "Wn't answer that one, boy. Let's say |
just want to get you somewheres to sleep, three neals a day, and sone of that
education you're so fired up about. Come al ong."

V.
TYSS

He took ne to a bookseller's and stationery store on Astor Place with a
print shop in the basenment, and the man to whom he introduced nme was the
owner, Roger Tyss. | spent alnmpst six years there, and when | left neither the
store nor its contents nor Tyss hinmself seenmed to have changed or aged.

| know books were sold and others bought to take their places on the
shel ves or to be piled towerwise on the floor. | helped cart in many rolls of
sul fi de paper and bottles of printers' ink, and delivered many bundl es of danp
panphl ets, broadsi des, |etterheads and envel opes. |nked ribbons for
typewiting machi nes, pen points, |edgers and daybooks, rulers, paper clips,
| egal forms, and cubes of india rubber came and went. Yet the identical
i nvinci bl e di sorder, the synonynmous dog-eared vol unes, the indistinguishable
stock, the unaltered cases of type seened fixed for six years, all covered by
the sane filmof dust which responded to vigorous sweeping only by rising into
the air and i mediately settling back on precisely the sane spots.

Roger Tyss grew six years older, and | can only charge it to the
heedl ess eye of youth that | saw no signs of that aging. Like Pondible and, as
| learned, so many nenbers of the Grand Arny, he wore a beard. H s was closely
trimmed, wiry and grizzled. Above the beard and across his forehead were many
fine lines which always held some of the grime of the store or printing press.
You did not dwell long on either beard or winkles, however; what held you
were his eyes: large, dark, fierce, and conpassionate. You m ght have
di smissed himat first glance as sinply an undersized, stoop-shoul dered,
slovenly printer, had it not been for those eyes which seened in perpetua
conflict with his other features.

"Robbed and bl udgeoned, ay?" he said with a curious disrespect for
sequence after Pondi bl e had explained ne to him "Dog eats dog, and the
survivors survive. Backmaker, ay? |Is that an American nanme?"

So far as | knew, | said, it was.

"Well, well; let's not pry too deeply. So you want to |earn. \Wy?"

"Why?" The question was too big for an answer, yet an answer of sone
ki nd was expected. "l guess because there's nothing el se so inportant.”

"Wong," he said triunmphantly, "wong and illusory. Since nothing is



ultimately inportant there can be no degrees involved. Books are the waste
product of the human mind."

"Yet you deal in them™" | ventured.
"I"'malive and | shall die, too; this doesn't mean | approve of either
life or death. Well, if you are going to learn you are going to learn; there's

nothing I can do about it. As well here as another place."

"Thank you, sir."

"Gratitude, Hodgins"--he never then nor |ater condescended to the
fam liar "Hodge" nor did | ever address or even think of himexcept as M.
Tyss--"Gratitude, Hodgins, is an enotion di sagreeable both to the giver and to
the receiver. W do what we nust; gratitude, pity, love, hate, all that cant,

i s superfluous."”

| considered this statement reflectively.

"Look you," he went on, "I'Il feed you and | odge you, teach you to set
type, and give you the run of the books. I'll pay you no nobney; you can stea
fromme if you must. You can learn as nuch here in four nmonths as in a college
in four years--if you persist in thinking it's learning you want--or you can
learn nothing. I'Il expect you to do the work | think needs doing; anytine you
don't like it you're free to go."

And so our agreenent, if so sinple and unilateral a statenment can be
call ed an agreenent, was made within ten mnutes after he net nme for the first
time. For six years the store was hone and school, and Roger Tyss was
enpl oyer, teacher, and father to ne. He was never ny friend. Rather he was ny
adversary. | respected himand the longer | knew himthe deeper becane ny
respect, but it was an anbivalent feeling and attached only to those qualities
whi ch he hinself would have scorned. | detested his ideas, his philosophy, and
many of his actions, and this detestation grew until | was no | onger able to
l[ive near him But | amgetting ahead of mny story.

Tyss knew books, not nerely as a bookman knows them -bi nding, size,
edition, value--but as a scholar. He seenmed to have read enornously and on
every conceivabl e subject, many of themquite useless in practica
application. (I remenber a long discourse on heraldry, filled with ternms |ike
"pal ey-bendy," or "fusils conjoined in fess, gules" and "sable dem -lions." He
regarded such erudition, indeed any erudition, contenptuously. Wen | asked
why he had bothered to pick it up, his retort was, "Wy have you bothered to
pi ck up cal | uses, Hodgi ns?")

As a printer he followed the same pattern; he was not concerned solely
with setting up a neat page; he sonetines spent hours |aying out sone trivia,
whi ch coul d have interested only its author, until he struck a proof which
satisfied him He wote nmuch on his own account: poetry, essays, nanifestos,
conposing directly fromthe font, running off a single proof which he
read- - al ways expressionl essly--and i medi ately destroyed before piing the
type.

| slept on a mattress kept under one of the counters during the day;
Tyss had a couch hardly nore |uxurious, downstairs by the flatbed press. Each
nmorni ng before it was tine to open he sent nme across town on the horse cars to
t he Washi ngton Market to buy six pounds of beef-- twelve on Saturdays, for the
mar ket, unlike the bookstore, was closed Sundays. It was al ways the same cut,
heart of ox or cow, dressed by the butcher in thin strips. After | had been
with himlong enough to tire of the fare, but not |ong enough to realize the
obstinacy of his nature, | begged himto let me substitute pork or rmutton, or
at |l east some other part of the beef, like brains or tripe which were even
cheaper. He al ways answered, "The heart, Hodgi ns. Purchase the heart; it is
the vital food."

VWhile | was on nmy errand he woul d buy three | oaves of yesterday's bread,

still tolerably fresh; when | returned he took a | ong two-pronged fork, our

only utensil, for the establishnent was i nnocent of either cutlery or dishes,
and spearing a strip of heart held it over the gas flame of a light standard
until it was sooted and toasted rather than broiled. We tore the |oaves with

our fingers, and with a hunk of bread in one hand and a strip of heart in the



other we each ate a pound of neat and half a |oaf of bread for breakfast,
di nner, and supper.

"Man i s uniquely a savage eater of carrion," he inforned nme, chew ng
vigorously. "What lion or tiger would relish another's ancient, putrefying
kill? What vulture or hyena displays human ferocity? Too, we are canni bal s at
heart. W eat our gods; we have al ways eaten our gods."

"Isn't that figurative, or poetic, M. Tyss? | nean, doesn't it refer to
the grain of wheat which is "killed' by the harvester and buried by the
sower ?"

"You think the gods were nodel ed on John Barl eycorn and not John
Barl eycorn on them-to conceal their fate? | fear you have a hi gher opinion of
manki nd than is warranted, Hodgins."

"I"'mnot sure | know what you mean by gods."

"Enbodi nents or personifications of human aspirations. The good, the
true, the beautiful--with winged feet or bull's body."

"How about. . . oh, Chronos? O Satan?"

He |icked his fingers of the meat juices, obviously pleased. "Satan. An
excel l ent exanmple. Epitome of man's futile longing to upset and defy the
di vine plan--1 use the word 'divine' derisively, Hodgins--; who does not
admre and reverence Lucifer in his heart? Wl l, having made a god out of the
devil we eat himdaily in a twdfold sense: by swallowi ng the nyth of his
enmty (a truer friend there never was), and by digesting his great precepts
of pride and curiosity and strength. And you see for yourself how he finds
i nteresting thoughts for idle mnds to speculate on. Let's get to work."

He expected me to work, but he was far froma hard or inconsiderate
master. In 1938-44, when the country was bei ng ground deeper into colonialism
there were few enployers so lenient. | read nuch, generally when | pleased,
and despite his jeers at learning in the abstract he encouraged nme, even going
to the length, if a particular book was not to be found in his considerable
stock, of letting me get it fromone of his conpetitors, to be witten up
agai nst his account.

Nor was he scrupul ous about the time | took on his errands. | continued
to ranbl e and sightsee the city much as though | had nothing el se to do. And
if, fromtime to time, | discovered there were girls in New York who didn't
| ook too unkindly on a tall youth even though he still carried sonme of the
rustic air of Wappinger Falls, he never questioned why the walk of half a mle
took me a couple of hours.

True, he kept to his original prom se never to pay me wages, but he
of ten handed me coins for pocket noney, evidently satisfied | wasn't stealing,
and he replaced nmy nmakeshift wardrobe with worn but decent cl othing.

He had not exaggerated the possibilities of the books surrounding ne.

H's brief warning, "--you can learn nothing," was |lost on nme. | suppose a

di fferent tenperanent m ght have become surfeited with paper and print; | can
only say | wasn't. | nibbled, tasted, gobbled books. After the store was shut

| hooked a student lanp to the nearest gas jet by nmeans of a long tube, and
lying on ny pallet with a dozen volunmes handy, | read till | was no | onger
able to keep my eyes open or understand the words. Oten | woke in the norning
to find the light still burning and ny fingers hol ding the pages open

I think one of the first books to influence nme strongly was the
monurrent al _Causes of Anmerican Decline and Decay_ by the al ways popul ar
expatriate historian, Henry Adans. | was particularly inpressed by the fanous
passage in which he reproves the "stay-at-honme" Bostonian essayists, WIlliam
and Henry Janes, for their quixotic sacrifice and espousal of a |ong-Iost
cause. History, said Sir Henry, who had renounced his United States
citizenship and been knighted by WlliamV, history is never directed or
diverted by well-intentioned individuals; it is the product of forces with
geogr aphi cal , not noral roots.

Possibly the | earned expatriate was right, but my instinctive synpathies
lay with the Janeses, in spite of the fact that | had not found their books
enjoyable. This was due at least partly to the fact that the small editions



were badly printed and marred, at least so foreign critics clainmed, by an
excessi ve use of Yankee col |l oquialisns, consciously enployed to denonstrate
patrioti smand disdain of inported el egance. For some reason, obscure to ne
then, | did not mention Adams to Tyss, though | usually turned to himwith
each of my fresh discoveries. Wen he came upon me with an open book he woul d
gl ance at the running title over ny shoul der and begin tal king, either of the
particular work or of its topic. Wiat he had to say gave me an insight | m ght
ot herwi se have missed, and turned ne to other witers, other aspects. He
respected no authority sinply because it was accl ai ned or established; he
prodded ne to exami ne every statement, every hypothesis no matter how conmonly
accept ed.

Early in my enploynment | was attracted to a | arge framed parchnent he
kept hanging, slightly askew and highly attractive to dust, over his type
case. It was sinply but beautifully printed in 16 point Baskerville; | knew
wi t hout being told that he had set it hinself:

The Body of
Benj ami n Franklin
Printer

Li ke the Cover of an A d Book
Stripped of Its Lettering and G I ding
Lies Here

Food for Wbrnms.
But the Work Shall Not Be Lost
For It WIIl, as He Believed,

Cone Forth Again
In a New and Better Edition

Revi sed & Corrected

By
The Aut hor.

When he caught me admiring it Tyss laughed. "Felicitous, isn't it,
Hodgi ns? But a lie, a perverse and probably hypocritical lie. There is no
aut hor; the book of life is sinply a mess of pied type, a tale told by an
idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying nothing. There is no plan, no
synopsis to be filled in wi th pious hopes or sanctinonious actions. There is
not hi ng but a vast enptiness in the universe."

"The other day you told me we admired the devil for rebelling against a
pl an."

He grinned. "So you expect consistency instead of truth from ne,

Hodgi ns. There is no plan, authored by a mnd; it is this no-plan against
whi ch Lucifer fought. But there is a plan, too, a mndless plan, which
accounts for all our acts."”

| had been reading an obscure Irish theol ogi an, a Protestant curate of
some forsaken parish, so ill-esteemed he had been forced to publish his
sernons hinsel f, named George B. Shaw, and | had been inpressed by his
forceful style. | quoted himto Tyss, perhaps as nuch to preen nyself as to
counter his argunent.

"Nonsense. |'ve seen the good parson's book with its eighteenth-century
logic and its quaint rationalism and know it for a waste of ink and paper
Man does not think; he only thinks he thinks. An automaton, he responds to
external stinuli; he cannot order his thought."

"You nmean that there's no free will? Not even a margi nal mini num of
choi ce?"

"Exactly. The whole thing is an illusion. W do what we do because

someone el se has done what he did; he did it because still another someone did
what he did. Every action is the rigid result of another action."
"But there nust have been a beginning," | objected. "And if there was a

begi nni ng, choice existed if only for that split second. And if choice exists
once it can exist again."



"You have the maki ngs of a metaphysician, Hodgins," he said witheringly,
for nmetaphysics was one of the npbst despised words in his vocabulary. "The
reasoning is infantile. Answering you and the Reverend Shaw on your own | evel,
I could say that tine is a convention and that all events occur
simultaneously. O if I grant its dinension | can ask, Wat nakes you think
time is a sinple straight line running flatly through eternity? Wiy do you
assune that time isn't curved? Can you conceive of its end? Can you really
i magi ne its begi nning? O course not; then why aren't both the same? The
serpent with its tail in its nouth?"

"You mean we not only play a prepared script but repeat the identica
lines over and over and over for infinity? There's no heaven in your cosnos,
only an uni magi nabl e, never-ending hell."

He shrugged his shoul ders. "That you shoul d spout enotional apol ogetics
at me is part of what you call the script, Hodgins. You didn't select the
words nor speak themvoluntarily. They were called into existence by what |
said, which in turn was mere response to what went before."

Weakly | was forced back to a nore elenentary attack. "You don't act in
accordance with your own conviction."

He snorted. "A thoughtless remark, excusable only because automatic. How
could | act differently? Like you, | ama prisoner of stimuli."

"How pointless to risk ruin and inprisonnment as a nenber of the G and
Arnmy when no one can change what's predestined. "

"Pointless or not, enotions and reflections are responses just as nuch
as actions. | can no nore hel p engaging nyself in the underground than | can
hel p breathing, or my heart beating, or dying when the time comes. Nothing,
they say, is certain but death and taxes; actually everything is certain.
Everything," he repeated firnly.

I went back to sorting sone panphlets which were to be sold for
wast epaper, shaking my head. His theory was unassail able; every attack was
di scounted by the very nature of the thesis. That it was false | didn't doubt;
its inpregnability nmade its fal seness still nore terrifying.

There were fully as many imagi nary discussions with Tyss as real ones.
Yet even in these di senmbodi ed argunents | could gain no advantage. Wiy do you
| ook back on the War of Sout hron | ndependence with regret for what night have
been, if no m ght-have-been is possible? | asked himnentally, know ng his
answer, | cannot help nyself, was no answer at all.

The logical illogic of it was only one of the multitude of
contradictions in him The Grand Arny to which he was devoted was a viol ent
organi zation of violent men. He hinself was an advocate and inpl ement of
vi ol ence--one ill egal paper, the _True Anerican_, came fromhis press, and
often saw crunpl ed proofs of |arge-type warnings to "Get Qut of Town You Conf.
TRAITOR or the GA WIIl HANG YOU'" Yet cruelty, other than intellectually, was
repugnant to him his vindictiveness toward the Wi gs and Confederates rose
from comm seration for the condition into which they had plunged the country.

Pondi bl e and the ot hers who bore an indefinable resenbl ance to each
ot her, bearded or not, cane to the store on Grand Arny business, and | was
sure many of the errands | was sent on advanced or were supposed to advance
the Gand Arny's cause. Those who signed receipts with an X--and in the
begi nning, at least, Tyss was strict about assurance of delivery--seened
unlikely customers for the sort of nerchandi se we handl ed.

| was relieved, but puzzled and perhaps a little piqued, that aside from
the very first conversation with Pondible no attenpt was nmade to persuade ne
into the organi zati on. Tyss must have perceived this, for he expl ai ned
obl i quel y:

"There's the formative type, Hodgins, and the spectator type. One acts,
and the other is acted upon. One changes events, the other observes them O
course,"” he went on hastily, "I'mnot talking metaphysical rubbish. Wen | say
the formative type changes events | nerely mean he reacts to a given stinmulus
in a positive way while the spectator reacts to the sane circunstances
negatively, both reactions being inevitable and i nescapable. Naturally, events



are never changed."

"Why can't one be one type sonetinmes and the other at other tinmes? |'ve
certainly heard of nmen of action who have sat down to wite their nemoirs.”

"You are confusing the aftereffect of action with nonaction, the dying
ripples on a pond into which a stone has been tossed with the still surface of
one whi ch has never been disturbed. No, Hodgins, the two types are conpletely
di stinct and unchangeable. The Swi ss police chief, Carl Jung, has refined and
i mproved the classifications of Lonbroso, showi ng how the formative type can
al ways be detected.”

| felt he was tal king pure nonsense, even though | had never read
Lonmbroso or heard of Chief Jung.

"To the formative type the spectator seems useless, to the spectator the
man of action is faintly absurd. A born observer would find the earnest
efforts of the Grand Arny--the formation of skel eton conpanies, the
appoi ntnent of officers, the secret drills, the serious attenpt to becone a
real arny--lacking in hunor and repellent."

"You think I'mthe spectator type, M. Tyss?"

"No doubt about it, Hodgins. Certain features m ght be deceptive at
first sight: the w de-spaced eyes, the restrained fl eshiness of the nouth, the
el evation of the nostril; but they subordinate to nore subtle indicators. No
qguestion but that Chief Jung woul d put you down as an observer."

If his fantastic reasoning and curious manner of classifying
personalities as though they were zool ogi cal specinens could relieve ne of
having to refuse point-blank to join the Grand Army | was content. Wile this
hardly alleviated ny di sturbance at being, no matter how renotely, accessory
to mayhem ki dnappi ng, and murder | conprom sed with my consci ence by trying
to believe | might after all be mistaken in thinking | was being used. There
were times when | felt | ought boldly to declare nyself and | eave the store,
but when | faced the prospect of having to find a way to eat and sl eep, even
if I put aside the inperative necessity of books, | |acked the courage.

Spectator? Why not? Spectators had no difficult decisions to nake.

V.
OF VHI GS AND POPULI | STS

A country defeated in a bitter war and divested of half its territory
loses its drive and spirit and suffers a shock which is comrunicated to al
its people. For generations its citizens brood over what has happened,
preoccupied with the past and dream ng of a miracul ous change, until tinme
brings apathy or a reversal of history. The Grand Army, with its crude and
brutal phil osophy and net hods, was pride's answer to defeat.

It was not the only answer; the two major political parties had others.
The realistic Wiigs wanted to fit the country and its econony into actua
worl d conditions, to subordinate it wholly and openly to the great
manuf acturing nations and accept with gratitude foreign capital and foreign
protection. The i mediate result would be nore prosperity for the propertied
cl asses; they contended this would nmean a gradual raising of the standard of
living, since enployers could hire nmore hands, and that indenture, faced by
conpetition with wages, woul d dwi ndl e away.

This the Populists denied. The governnent, they insisted when they were
out of office, should create industries, forbid indenting, buy up the
i ndentures of skilled workers and offer high enough pay to create new markets,
and defy the world by building a new arny and navy. That they never put their
programinto effect they laid to the wily tricks of the \Wigs.

The presidential election of 1940 was as violent as if the office were
really a prize to be sought rather than a practically enpty title, with al
real power now held by the Majority Leader of the House and his cabinet of
Conmittee Chairnen. As early as May one of the |eading contenders for the



Popul i st nom nati on was shot and badly crippled; the Ceveland hall where the
Whi g convention was being held was fired by an arsonist.

| would not be old enough to vote for two years, yet |, too, had
canpai gn fever. Jennings Lewi s, the Populist, was perhaps the ugliest
candi date ever offered, with a hairless, skeletonlike face; Dewey, the Wig
nom nee, had a certain handsoneness, which night have been an asset if the
persi stent advocates of woman suffrage had ever gotten their way.

Traditionally, candidates never ventured west of Chicago, concentrating
t heir appearances in New York and New Engl and and | eaving the campaign in the
sparsely settled trans-M ssissippi to local politicians. This year both office
seekers used every device to reach the greatest nunmber of voters. Dewey nade a
grand tour in his balloontrain; Lewis was featured in a series of short
phonot os whi ch were shown free. Dewey spoke several tines daily to small
groups; Lewis specialized in enormous weekly rallies followed by torchlight
par ades.

One of these Populist rallies was held in Union Square early in
Sept enber; out goi ng President George Norris spoke, and ex-President Norman
Thomas, the only Populist to serve two terns since the bel oved Bryan. Tyss
i ndul gently gave nme perm ssion to | eave the store a couple of hours before the
neeting was to commence so | mght get a place fromwhich to see and hear al
that was goi ng on. Though he characterized all elections as neani ngl ess
exerci ses devised to befuddl e, he had been active in this one in sonme
nmysteri ous and secretive way.

The square was already well filled when | arrived, with the nore
acrobatic nenbers of the audi ence perched on the statues of LaFayette and
Washi ngton. Calliopes played patriotic airs, and a conpressed-air machi ne shot
up puffs of snoke which nonentarily spelled out the candidate's nane. Resigned
to pantom me glinpses of what was going on, | noved around the outside edge of
the crowd, thinking I mght just as well |eave altogether

"Please don't step on ny foot so firmy. O is that part of the Populi st
traditi on?"

"Excuse me, mss; I'msorry. Did | hurt you?"

W were close enough to a light standard for nme to see she was young and
wel | dressed, hardly the sort of girl to be found at a political neeting, few
of which ever counted nuch of a fem nine audience.

She rubbed her instep briefly. "It's all right," she conceded
grudgi ngly. "Serves ne right for being curious about the nob."

She was plunp and pretty, with a small, discontented nmouth and pale hair
worn | ong over her shoulders. "There's not nuch to see fromhere," | said,;

"unl ess you're enthusiastic enough to be satisfied with a bare | ook at the
i mportant people, perhaps you'd let me help you to the streetcar. For ny
cl unsi ness. "

She | ooked at me thoughtfully. "I can manage by myself. But if you fee
you owe ne sonething for tranmpling ne, maybe you'll explain why anyone cones
to these ridicul ous gatherings."

"Why. . . to hear the speakers."

"Hardly any of themcan. Only those cl ose up."

"Well then, to show their support of the party, | guess."

"That's what | thought. It's a customor rite or something like that. A
stupi d amusenent."

"But cheap," | said. "And those who vote for Populists usually haven't
much noney. "

"Maybe that's why," she answered. "If they found nore useful things to
do they'd earn noney; then they wouldn't vote for Populists."

"Avirtuous circle. If everyone voted Wig w'd all be rich as Wigs."

She shrugged her shoul ders, a gesture | found pleasing. "It's easy
enough to be envious of those who are better off; it's a lot harder to becone
better off yourself."

"I can't argue with you on that, mss.. . urn.. . ?"

"Why M ster Populist, do |adies always tell you their names when you



step on their feet?"

"I"'mnot usually lucky enough to find feet to step on that have | ovely
| adi es attached," | answered boldly. "I won't deny Populist |eanings, but ny
nane is really Hodge Backnmaker.™"

Hers was Tirzah Vame, and she was indentured to a famly of wealthy
Whi gs who owned a handsome nodern cast-iron and concrete house near the
reservoir at Fortysecond Street and Fifth Avenue. She had used the apt word
"curious" in characterizing herself, but it was, as | soon found out, a cold
and inflexible curiosity which explored only what she thought m ght be useful
or which inpressed her as foolish. She was interested in the nature of
anyt hi ng fashi onabl e or popul ar or nmuch tal ked of; the idea of being concerned
wi th anythi ng even vaguely abstract struck her as preposterous.

She had i ndented, not out of stark econom c necessity, but cal cul atedly,
bel i eving she could achi eve econom ¢ security through i ndenture. This seened
par adoxi cal to ne, even when | contrasted ny "free" condition with her bound
one. Certainly she seenmed to have mnimumrestriction on her tine; soon after
our introduction at the rally she was neeting ne al nost every evening in
Reservoir Square where we sat for hours talking on a bench or wal king briskly
when the autumm weat her chilled our bl ood.

| did not long flatter mnmyself that her interest--perhaps tol erance woul d
be a better word--was due to any strong attraction exerted by me. If anything
she was, | think, slightly repelled by ny physical presence, which carried to
her some connotation of ordinary surroundings and contrasted with the well-fed
snoot h surfaces of her enployers and their friends. The first tinme | kissed
her she shuddered slightly; then, closing her eyes, she allowed ne to kiss her
agai n.

She did not resist nme when | pressed ny | ovenaking; she led ne quietly
to her roomin the big house on ny transparent plea that the outdoors was now
too cold even for conversation. | was no acconplished seducer, but even in ny
awkwar d eagerness | could see she had made up her mind I was to succeed.

That her conpl ai sance was not the result of passion was soon obvi ous;
there was not so nuch a failure on ny part to arouse her as a refusal on hers
to be aroused beyond an inescapabl e degree. Even as she permitted our intimacy
she remained as virginal, aloof, and critical as before.

"It seens hardly worth the trouble. Imagi ne people talking and witing
and thi nki ng about nothing else.”

"Tirzah dear--"

"And the liberties that seemto go with it. | don't think of you as any
nore dear than | did an hour ago. If people nmust indulge in this sort of
thing, and | suppose they must since it's been going on for a long time, |
think it could be conducted with nore dignity."

As ny infatuation increased her coolness did not |essen; curiosity alone
seened to nove her. She was anused at ny pathetic search for know edge. "\Wat
good is your |earning ever going to do you? It'll never get you a penny."

| snoothed the long, pale hair and ki ssed her ear. "Suppose it doesn't?"
| argued lazily. "There are other things besides noney."

She drew away. "That's what those who can't get it always say."

"And what do people who can get it say?"

"That it's the nost inportant thing of all,’
"That it will buy all the other things."

"It will buy you free of your indenture," | admitted, "but you have to
get it first."

"CGet it first? | never let it go. | still have the contract paynment."

"Then what was the point of indenting at all?"

She | ooked at me wonderingly. "Haven't you ever thought about serious
t hi ngs? Only books and politics and all that? How could | get opportunities
wi t hout indenting? | doubt if the Vames are much of a cut above the
Backmakers; well, you're a general drudge and |I'm a governess and tutor and
even in a way a sort of distant friend to Ms. Snythe."

"That sounds suspiciously |ike snobbery to ne."

she answered earnestly.



"Does it? Well, I'"ma snob; |'ve never denied it. | want to live like a
| ady, to have a good house with servants and carriages and ninibiles, to
travel to civilized countries, with a place in Paris or Rone or Vienna. You
can | ove the poor and cheer for the Populists; | love the rich and the \Wigs."

"That's all very well," | objected, "but even though you have your
i ndenti ng noney and can buy back your freedom any noment you want it, how does
this help you get rich?"

"Do you think | keep my nmoney in ny pocket? It's invested, every cent.
Peopl e who cone to this house give ne tips; not just noney, though there's
enough of that to add a bit to ny original capital, but tips on what to buy
and sell. By the time I'mthirty |I should be well off. O course, | may marry
a rich man sooner."

"That's an awful ly col d-bl ooded way of |ooking at marriage," |
renonst r at ed.

"I's it?" she asked indifferently. "Well, you' ve been telling ne I'm
col d- bl ooded anyway. | may as well be col d-bl ooded profitably."

"If that's the way you feel | don't understand what we're doing here at
this moment. |'d have thought you'd have picked a nore profitable |over."

She was unruffled. "You didn't think about it at all. If you had, you
woul d have seen | could hardly encourage any of the men fromthe class into
which | intend to marry. Geat |adies can |laugh at gossip, but the faintest

whi sper about soneone |ike ne woul d be damagi ng. Scandal woul d be unavoi dabl e
if | appeared to be anything in this house but a chilly prude.™

An appearance not too deceitful, | considered, sickly jealous at the
t hought of nen who mi ght have been in ny place if they had been as anonynous,
as inconsequential as |I. But this withing jealousy was little nore painful

than nmy frustration at having been made a conveni ence, a trial experiment.

Al most anyone of equal uninmportance, anyone who was not a fellow servant or a
famliar in the house woul d have done as well as I, anyone unlikely ever to
cone face-to-face with Ms. Smythe, nuch less talk to her

Looki ng back, trying to recapture for a nonent that vani shed past, |
have a sad, quizzical welling of pity for the girl Tirzah and the boy Hodge.
How gravely we took our noral and political differences; how lightly the
flying monents of union. W said and did all the wong things, all the things
whi ch fostered the antagoni sm between us and none of the things which m ght
have softened our youthful self-assurance. We w angl ed and argued: Dewey and
Lewi s, Whig versus Populist, materialist against idealist, reality opposing
principle. It all seens so futile now, it all appeared so vital then

Added to the al nost unani mous di strust and hatred of all foreigners in
the United States, we regarded the Confederates in particular as the cause of
all our msfortunes. We not only blaned and feared them but | ooked upon them
as sinister, so Populist orators had a ready-nade response every tinme they
referred to the Wiigs as Sout hron tools.

Contrary to the accepted viewin the United States, | was sure the
victors in the War of Southron | ndependence had been men of the highest
probity, and the nobl est anong them was their second president. Yet | also
knew that imrediately after the Peace of Richnond | ess dedi cated individuals
becarme increasingly powerful in the new nation. As Sir John Dahl berg remnarked,
"Power tends to corrupt.”

Fromhis first election in 1865 until his death ten years later
Presi dent Lee had been the prisoner of an increasingly strong and
i mperialistic Congress. He had opposed the invasion and conquest of Mexico by
t he Confederacy, undertaken on the pretext of restoring order during the
conflict between the republicans and the enperor. However, he had too profound
a respect for the constitutional processes to continue this opposition in the
face of joint resolutions by the Confederate House and Senate.

Lee remai ned a synbol, but as the generation which had fought for
i ndependence died, the ideals he synbolized faded. Negro emanci pati on, enacted
| argely because of pressure fromnmen |ike Lee, soon revealed itself as a
device for obtaining the benefits of slavery without its obligations. The



freednmen on both sides of the new border were without franchise, and for al
practical purposes without civil rights. Yet while the old Union first
restricted and then abolished immgration, the Confederacy encouraged it,
maki ng the newconers subjects |ike the Latin Amreri cans who made up so much of
t he Sout hron popul ation after the Confederacy expanded southward, linmiting
full citizenship to posterity of enfranchised residents in the Confederate
States on July Fourth 1864.

The Populists clainmed the Wigs were Confederate agents; the Wigs
retorted that the Populists were visionaries and demagogues who tolerated if
they did not actually encourage the activities of the Gand Arnmy. The
Populists replied by pointing to their platformwhich denounced ill egal
organi zations and | awl ess nethods. | was not too inpressed by this, know ng
how busy Tyss, Pondible, and their associates had been ever since the canpaign
start ed.

On election night Tyss closed the store, and we wal ked the few bl ocks to
Wanamaker & Stewarts drygoods store where a big screen showed the returns
bet ween tinugraphs puffing the firmis merchandi se. Fromthe first it was
apparent the unpredictable electorate preferred Dewey to Lewis. State after
state, hitherto staunchly Populist, turned to the Wiigs for the first tine
since WIliam Hal e Thonpson def eated President Thomas R Marshall back in 1920
and again Alfred E. Smith in 1924, before Smith gained the great popularity
whi ch gave himthe presidency four years later. Only Massachusetts,
Connecticut, Dakotah, and Oregon went for Lewis; his own Mnnesota along with
twenty-one ot her states plunped for Dewey.

Di sappointed as | was, | could not but note Tyss's cheerful air. Wen
asked hi mwhat satisfaction he could find in so overwhel m ng a defeat he
sm | ed and said, "Wat defeat, Hodgins? Did you think we wanted the Populists
to win? To elect Jennings Lewis with his program of world peace conferences?
Real |y Hodgins, |I"'mafraid you | earn nothing day by day."

"You mean the Grand Arnmy wanted Dewey all al ong?"

"Dewey or another; we prefer a Whig administration which presents a
fixed target to a Populist one wavering all over the place."

O course, it should have occurred to nme that Tyss and Tirzah woul d w nd
up on the same side. It was a measure of my innocence that it never had.

V.
ENFANDI N

Tirzah's question, "Wat good is your |earning ever going to do you?"
bothered me fromtime to tinme. Not that | was burdened by any vast anount of
know edge, but presumably |I would get nore--and then what? It was true
expected no rewards fromreadi ng except the pleasure it gave ne, but the
future, to use a top-heavy word, could not be entirely disregarded. |I could
not see nyself spending a lifetine in the bookstore. | was grateful to Tyss,
despite his disdain of this enption, for the opportunities he had given ne,
but not grateful enough to reconcile nyself to beconm ng another Tyss,
especially one without his vitalizing involvenment with the Grand Arny.

O her courses were neither nunmerous nor inviting. To follow Tirzah's own
exanpl e m ght have seened feasible if one ignored the vast differences of
situation and character, to say nothing of those between a hul king youth and a
pretty girl. | could hardly hope to find a wealthy fam |y who woul d buy ny
services, put ne to congenial tasks, and | ook with tol erance on ny efforts to
advance myself right out of their enployment. Even if such a chance existed
could not have utilized it as she did; | should undoubtedly confuse one stock
wi th another or neglect to buy what | was told until too late, winding up with
lottery tickets and | osing the stubs.

My hel pl ess uncertainty only added to ny di sadvantage with her. | had no
hope her cool ness would change to either ardor or affection. At any nonment she



m ght decide her curiosity was satisfied and find the awkwardness,
i nconveni ences, and what nust have been to her the sordi dness of the affair
too great.

W were a strange pair of young |lovers. Wen we tal ked we argued
opposi ng views or spoke sedately of things not near our hearts. Wien we wal ked
together in the streets or fled the gaslit pavenents for the nmoon over
Reservoir Square we neither held hands nor kissed inpul sively. Because
prudence forbade the slightest physical contact save in utnost privacy there
were no innocent touchings or accidental brushing of hands agai nst hips or
arnms agai nst arns, and our secret enbraces were guilty sinply because they
were secret.

Oten | dreaned of a mracul ous change, either in circunstances or in
her attitude, to dissolve the walls between us; beneath the hope was only
expectation of an abrupt and final break. Yet when it came at last, after nore
than a year, it was not the result, as | had agoni zedly antici pated, of sone
successful speculation or an offer of marriage, but of natural and normal
actions of ny own.

Among the custonmers to whom | frequently delivered parcels of books was
a Monsi eur René Enfandin who lived on Eighth Street, not far fromFifth
Avenue. M Enfandin was consul for the Republic of Haiti; the house he
occupi ed was di stingui shed from ot herwi se equally drab nei ghbors by a |arge
red and bl ue escutcheon over the doorway. He did not use the entire dwelling
hi nsel f, reserving only the parlor floor for the office of the consulate and
living quarters; the rest was let to other tenants.

Tyss's antiforeign bias caused himto jeer at Enfandin behind his back
and enbark on di scourses which proved by anthroponetry and frequent references
to Lonbroso and Chief Jung that Negroes were incapable of selfgovernnent.
noti ced, however, that he treated the consul no differently, either in
politeness or honesty, fromhis other patrons, and by this tine |I knew Tyss
wel | enough to attribute this courtesy not to the self-interest of a tradesman
but to that conpassi on which he suppressed so sternly under the contradictions
of his nature.

For along tinme | paid little attention to Enfandin, beyond noting the

wi de range of interests reveal ed by the books he bought. | sensed that, like
nysel f, he was inclined to shyness. He had an arrangenent whereby he turned
back nost of his purchases for credit on others. | sawthat if he hadn't, his

library woul d have soon di spossessed him as it was, books covered all the
space not taken by the paraphernalia of his office and bedroomw th the
exception of a bit of bare wall on which hung a | arge crucifix. He seened
al ways to have a volunme in his |large, dark brown hand, politely closed over
his thunb or open for eager sanpling.

Enfandin was tall and strong-featured, notable in any conpany. In the
United States where a black man was, nore than anything el se, a rem nder of
the disastrous war and M. Lincoln's proclamation, he was the pernanent target
of rowdy boys and adult hoodl unms. Even the diplomatic i mmunity of his post was
poor protection, for it was believed, not without justification, that Haiti,
the only American republic south of the Mason-Dixon line to preserve its
i ndependence, was disrupting the official if sporadically executed policy of
deporting Negroes to Africa by encouraging their enmigration to its own shores
or, what was even nore annoying, assisting themto flee to the unconquered
I ndi ans of |daho or Montana.

Beyond a " Good norning" or "Thank you" | doubt if we exchanged a hundred
words until the time | saw a copy of Randol ph Bourne's _Fragnment_ anong his
sel ections. "That's not what you think it is," | exclainmed brashly; "it's a

novel . "

He | ooked at me gravely. "You al so admire Bourne?"

"Ch yes." | felt atrifle foolish, not only for having thrust ny advice
upon him but for the inadequacy of nmy commrent on a witer who had so nmany
pertinent things to say and had been persecuted for saying them | was
consci ous, too, of Tyss's opinion: How could a cripple |like Bourne speak to



whol e and heal thy nmen?

"But you do not approve of fiction, is that so?" Enfandin had no
di scerni bl e accent, but often his English was uncol |l oquial and sonetines it
was overly careful and stiff.

| thought of the adventure tales | had once swall owed so breathl essly.
"Well . . . it does seemto be a sort of a waste of tinme."

He nodded. "Tine, yes . . . W waste it or save it or use it--one would
al nrost think we mastered it instead of the other way around. Yet are al
novel s really a waste of the precious di nension? Perhaps you underestimate the
val ue of invention."

"No," | said; "but what value has the invention of happenings that never
happened, or characters who never existed?"

"Who is to say what never happened? It is a matter of definition."

"Al'l right," | said, "suppose the characters exist in the author's m nd
i ke the events; where does the value of the invention cone in?"
"Where the value of any invention comes in," he answered. "In its

pur pose or use. A wheel spinning aimessly is worth nothing; the sane wheel on
a cart or a pulley changes destiny."

"You can't learn anything fromfairy tales," | persisted stubbornly.

He smiled. "Maybe you haven't read the right fairy tales.”

| soon discovered in hima quick and penetrating synpathy which was at
times alnmost telepathic. He listened to nmy call ow opinions patiently, offering
observations of his own wi thout diffidence and wi thout didacticism The
under st andi ng and encouragenent | did not expect or want from Tyss he gave ne

generously. To him as | never could to Tirzah, | tal ked of ny hopes and
dreans; he listened patiently and did not seemto think themfoolish or
i mpossi bl e of acconplishnent. | do not mninze what Tyss did for nme by saying

that wi thout Enfandin I woul d have taken nuch |less profit fromthe books ny
enpl oyer gave me access to.

| was drawn to himnore and nmore; |'mnot sure why he interested hinself
in me, unless there was a reason in the remark he made once: "Ay, we are
ali ke, you and I. The books, always the books. And for thenselves, not to

becorme rich or fanous |ike sensible people. Are we not foolish? But it is a
pl easant folly and a sonetines bl anel ess vice."

| wanted anxiously to speak of Tirzah, not only because it is an urgent
necessity for lovers to nention the name at |east of their bel oved a hundred
times a day or nmore, but in the nebul ous hope he coul d sonehow gi ve ne an
answer to her as well as to her question. | approached the topic in a nunber
of different ways; each tinme our conversation nmoved on w thout ny having told
hi m about her.

Oten, after | had delivered an arnful of books to the consul ate and we
had tal ked of a wi de range of things-- for, unlike ne, he had no
sel f-consci ousness about what interested him whether others might consider it
trivial or not--he would wal k back to the bookstore with ne, |eaving a note on
his door. The promi se that he would be "Back in ten mnutes" was, |'mafraid,
seldomfulfilled, for he became so deeply engrossed that he was unaware of
tine.

The occasion which was to be so inportant to nme sprang from a di scussion
of nonresistance to evil, a subject on which he had nuch to say. W were just
passi ng Wanamaker & Stewarts and he had just triunphantly reviewed the anazing
deci si on of the Japanese Shogun to abolish all police forces, when | becane
consci ous that someone was staring fixedly at ne.

A mnibile, high slung and obviously custombuilt, noved slowy down the
street. Its brass brightwork, bunpers |ike two enormous tack heads, hub rins
like delicate eyelets in the center of the great spokes, rococo lanps, rain
gutters, and door handl es, was dazzling. In the junp seat, facing a | ady of
maj esti ¢ demeanor, was Tirzah. Her head was turned ostentatiously away from
us.

Enfandin halted as | did. "Ah," he nurnured, "you know the | adi es?"

"The girl. The lady is her enployer."



"I caught only a glinpse of the face, but it is a pretty one."

"Yes. Ch yes . . ." | wanted desperately to say nmore, to thank him as
t hough Tirzah's | ooks were sonmehow to ny credit, to praise her and at the sane
time call her cruel and hard-hearted. "Ch yes.

"She is perhaps a particular friend?"

| nodded. "Very particular.” W walked on in silence.

"That is nice. But she is perhaps a little unhappy over your prospects?"

"How di d you know?"

"It was not too hard to infer. You have been conceal ed fromthe
m stress; the young lady is inpressed by wealth; you are the idealistic one
who is not."

At last | was able to talk. | explained her indenture, her anbitious
pl ans, and how | expected her to end everything between us at any nonent. "And
there's nothing | can do about it," I finished bitterly.

"That is right, Hodge. There is nothing you can do about it because--
You will forgive me if | speak plainly, brutally even?"

"Go ahead. Tirzah"--what a joy it was just to say the nanme--"Tirzah has
told me often enough how unrealistic I am"

"That was not what | neant. | would say there is nothing you can do
about it because there is nothing you wish to do about it."

"What do you nean? |'d do anything | could . "

"Wul d you? G ve up books, for instance?"

"Why should | ? What good would that do?"

"I do not say you should or that it would do good. | only try to show
that the young | ady, charming and inportant as she is, is not the npst
magnetic or inportant thing in your life. Romantic love is a curious
by- product of Western European feudalismthat Africans and Asians can only
criticize gingerly. You shake your head with obstinacy; you do not believe ne.
Good, then | have not hurt you."

"I can't see that you've hel ped ne nuch, either.”

"Ay! What did you expect fromthe black man of Haiti? Mracl es?"

"Nothing less will do any good, |I'mafraid. Now | suppose you'll tell ne
"Il get over it in time; that it's just an adol escent |angui shing anyway."

He | ooked at nme reproachfully. "No, Hodge. | hope | should never be the
one to think suffering is tied to age or tinme. As for getting over it, why, we
all get over everything in the end, but no nmatter how desirabl e absol ute peace
is, fewof us are willing to give up experience prematurely."

Later, | conpared what Enfandin told me with what Tyss m ght have said.
Did the responsibility of holding Tirzah lie with me and not with both of us,
or with fate or chance? O were events so circunscribed by inevitabilities
that even to think of struggling with themwas foolish?

| also asked nyself if | had been too proud, too hypersensitive. | had
tried to nake her see ny viewpoint by arguing, by fighting hers; mght it not
be possible, without giving up essentials, to approach her nore gently? To
divert her, not fromher anbitions, but fromher contenpt for mnine?

Ful | of resolves, | left the store after eight; eager wal ki ng brought ne
to our meeting place in Reservoir Square early, but the nearby church bells
had hardly sounded the quarter hour when she said, "Hodge."

Her unusual pronptness was a good onen; | was filled with warm optim sm
"Tirzah, | saw you this afternoon--"

"Did you? | thought you were so busy with Sambo you woul d never [ ook
up. "

"Why do you call himthat? Do you think--"

"Ch for heaven's sake, don't start making speeches at me. | call him
Sanbo because it sounds nicer than Rastus."”

Al my resolutions about trying to see her point of view "I call him
M si eu Enfandin because that's his nane."

"Have you no pride? No, | suppose you haven't. Just some strange
manners. Well, | can put up with your eccentricities, but other people

woul dn't understand. What do you think Ms. Smythe would say?"



"Never having nmet the lady, | haven't the faintest idea."

"I have, and | agree with her. Wuld you like me to be chunmy with a
naked cannibal with a ring in his nose?"

"But Enfandin doesn't wear a ring in his nose, and you nust have seen he
was fully dressed. Maybe he eats missionaries in secret, but that couldn't
of fend Ms. Snythe since appearances woul d be saved."

"I'"'mserious, Hodge."

"So aml. Enfandin is ny only friend."

"You may be above appearances and considerations of decency but |'m not.
If you ever appear in public with himagain you can stop com ng here. Because
I won't have anything nore to do with you."

"But Tirzah . . ." | began hel pl essly, overwhel ned by the inpossibility
of coping with irrel evanci es and inconsi stencies of her stand. "But Tirzah

"No," she said firmy, "you'll sinply have to grow up, Hodge, and stop
such childish exhibitions. Only friend i ndeed! Why | suppose if he appeared
here right this mnute, you'd talk to him"

"Well naturally. You'd hardly expect ne to--"

"But | do. That's exactly what |'d expect. You to act like a civilized
man. "

| wasn't angry. | couldn't be angry with her. "If that's civilization
then | guess | don't want to be civilized."

| detected astoni shnent in her voice. "You nean, actually mean, you
intend to keep on acting this way?"

G andf at her Backmaker must have been a stubborn man; | had my nother's
word | possessed no Hodgins traits. "Tirzah, what would you think of me if |
turned on my only friend, the only thoroughly kind and understanding friend
|'ve ever had, just because Ms. Snythe has different notions of propriety
than | have?"

"I"d think you were beginning to understand things at |ast."

"I"'msorry, Tirzah."

"I mean it, Hodge, you know. 1'll never see you again."

"If you'd only listen to nmy side--"

"You nmean if | would only become a crank like you. But | don't want to

be a crank or a martyr. | don't want to change the world. |I'mnormal."
"Tirzah--"
" Good- bye, Hodge."
She wal ked away. | had the irrational feeling that if | called after her
she might cone back. O at least stand still and wait to hear what | had to

say. | kept ny nmouth obstinately closed; Enfandin had been right, the
responsibility was mne. There were things | would not give up.

My heroic nmood nust have lasted fully fifteen minutes. Then | hurried
through the little park and across the street to the Smythe house. There were

lights in the upper floors, but the basenent, as always, was dark. | dared not
knock or ring the bell; her admonitions were too firmy inpressed on ny nind.
Instead, in a turmoil of enotions, | paced the flagged sidewal k until the

suspi ci ous eye of a patrol man was attracked; then | fled cravenly.

| couldn't wait for the next day to wite a long, chaotic letter begging
her to let me talk to her, just to talk to her, for an hour, ten mnutes, a
mnute. | offered to indent, to emgrate, to nake a fortune by sone inspired
means if only she would hear ne. | recalled noments together, | told her
| oved her, said | would die without her. Having covered several pages wth
these sentinents | began all over and repeated them It was dawn when | posted
the letter in the pneumatic mail .

Sl eepl ess and tornented, | was of little use to Tyss next day. Wuld she
tel egraph? If she answered by pneumatic post her letter mght be delivered in
the afternoon. O would she cone to the bookstore?

The second day | sent off two nore letters and went up to Reservoir
Square on the chance she m ght appear. | watched the house as though ny
concentration would force her to energe. On the third day ny letters cane



back, unopened.

There is sone catchphrase or other about the elasticity of youth. It is
true it was only weeks before ny mi sery abated, and weeks nore before |I was
heart-whol e again. But those weeks were | ong.

The subject of Tirzah did not come up again between Enfandin and ne. He
must have sensed | had | ost her, perhaps he even guessed his connection wth
the break, but he was too tactful to nention it and | was too sore.

I don't know if the episode precipitated sone maturity in me, or if, as
aresult of grief and anger, | tried to turn ny mnd away fromthe easy
enotions and shield nyself against further hurt. At any rate, whether there
was a | ogical connection or not, it is fromthis period that | date ny resol ve
to centre nmy reading on history. Sonewhat diffidently |I spoke of this to him

"Hi story? But certainly, Hodge. It is a noble study. But what is
history? Howis it witten? Howis it read? Is it a dispassionate chronicle of
events scientifically determ ned and set down in the preci se nmeasure of their
i mportance? |Is this ever possible? O is it the transnutation of the ordinary
into the celebrated? O the cunning distortion which gives a clearer picture
than accurate bl ueprints?"

"It seens to me facts are primary and interpretations cone after," |
answered. "If we can find out the facts we can form our individual opinions on
them™

"Perhaps. Perhaps. But take what is for me the central fact of al
history." He pointed to the crucifix. "As a Catholic the facts are plain to
me; | believe what is witten in the Gospels to be literally true: that the
Son of Man died for ne on that cross. But what were the facts for a
contenmporary Ronan statesman? That an obscure |ocal agitator threatened the
stability of an uneasy province and was pronptly executed in the approved
Roman fashion as a warning to others. And for a contenporary fellow
countryman? That no such person existed. You think these facts are nmutually
excl usive? Yet you know no two people see exactly the same thing; too many
honest witnesses have contradicted each other. Even the Gospel s nust be
reconciled."”

"You are saying that truth is relative."

"Am | ? Then | shall have ny tongue exami ned, or my head. Because | mean
to say no such thing. Truth is absolute and for all tine. But one man cannot
envisage all of truth; the best he can do is see a single aspect of the whole.
That is why | say to you, be a skeptic, Hodge. Always be the skeptic."

"Ay?" | was finding the adnonition a little difficult to harnonize with
hi s previous confession of faith.

"For the believer skepticismis essential. How else is he to know fal se
gods fromtrue except by doubting both? One of the nmpbst pernicious of folk
sayings is, 'l could scarcely believe ny eyes.' Wy should you believe your
eyes? You were given eyes to see with, not to believe with. Believe your m nd
your intuition, your reason, your feelings if you like--but not your eyes
unai ded by any of these interpreters. Your eyes can see the nirage, the
hal | uci nation, as easily as the actual scenery. Your eyes will tell you
not hi ng exi sts but matter--"

"Not mny eyes only, but ny boss."

"Ay? What are you saying?" For all his amability Enfandin enjoyed
interruption in mddiscourse no nore than any other teacher. But in a nonent
his irritation vani shed, and he listened to nmy description of Tyss's
mechani stic creed.

"God have nercy on his soul," he nuttered at |ast. "Poor creature. He
has liberated hinself fromthe superstitions of religion in order to fall into
superstition so abject no Christian can conceive it. lmagine to yourself"--he
began to pace the floor--"time is circular, man is automaton, we are dooned to
repeat the sane gestures over and over, forever. Ch, | say to you, Hodge, this
i s monstrous. The poor man. The poor man."

| nodded. "Yes. But what is the answer? Linmitless space? Limtless tinme?
They are al nost as horrifying, because they are inconceivable and awful ."



"And why shoul d the inconceivable and awful be horrifying? I's our small
human understanding the ultimte measuring stick and gui de? But, of course,
this is not the answer. The answer is that all--time, space, matter--all is
illusion. All but the good God Hinself. Nothing is real but Hm W are
creatures of His fancy, figments of His imagination. "

"Then where does free will cone in?"

"As a gift, naturally. O supernaturally. How el se? The greatest gift
and the greatest responsibility.”

| can't say | was entirely satisfied with his exposition, though it was

certainly nore to ny taste than Tyss's. | returned to the conversation at
intervals, both in my thoughts and when | saw him but in the end |I suppose
all | really accepted was his admonition to be skeptical, which | doubt I

al ways applied the way he neant ne to.

VI,
OF CONFEDERATE AGENTS | N 1942

To anyone but the mooncalf | still was in the year of nmy majority it
woul d have | ong since occurred with considerable force that Enfandin ought to
be told of Tyss's connection with the Negro-hating, antiforeign Gand Arny.
And the thought once entertai ned, no matter how bel atedly, would have been
i Mmediately translated into warning. For me it becane a dil emma.

If | exposed Tyss to Enfandin | would certainly be basely ungrateful to
the man who had saved ne from destitution and given ne the opportunity I
want ed so rmuch. Menbership in the Gand Arny was a crine, even though the |aws
were |laxly enforced, and | could hardly expect an official receiving the
hospitality of the United States to conceal know edge of a felony against his
host, especially when the Gand Arny was what it was. Yet if | kept silent |
woul d be less than a friend.

If | spoke | would be an inforner; if |I didn't, a hypocrite and worse.
The fact that neither man, for totally different reasons, would condemm ne
whi chever course | took increased rather than dimnished nmy perplexity. |
procrastinated, which nmeant | was actually protecting Tyss, and that this was
agai nst my synpathies increased ny feeling of guilt.

At this juncture a series of events involved me still deeper with the
Grand Arimy and further conplicated ny relationship to both Tyss and Enfandin.
It began the day a custoner called hinmself to ny attention with a
sel fconscious clearing of his throat.

"Yes sir. Can | help you?"

He was a fat little man with pal pably fal se teeth and hair hangi ng down
over his collar. However, the sum of his appearance was in no way | udicrous;
rat her he gave the inpression of ease and authority, and an assurance so
strong there was no necessity to buttress it.

"Way, | was |ooking for--" he began, and then scrutinized ne sharply.
"Say, ain't you the young fella | saw wal king with a Nigra? Big black buck?"

Seemingly everyone had been fascinated by the spectacle of two people of
slightly different shades of color in conpany with each other. | felt nyself
reddening. "There's no |l aw against it, is there?"

He nade a gargling noise which | judged was | aughter. "Wuldn't know
about your damyankee | aws, boy. For nyself |'d say there's no harmin it, no
harmin it at all. Always did like to be around Nigras nyself. But then I was
rared anong 'em Mbst danyankees seemto think Nigras ain't fitten conpany.
Only goes to show how narrerm nded and bi goted you fol ks can be. Present
conpany excepted."

"M sieu Enfandin is consul of the Republic of Haiti," | said; "he's a
scholar and a gentleman." As soon as the words were out | was bitterly sorry
for their condescension and patronage. | felt ashamed, as if | had betrayed

himby offering credentials to justify nmy friendship and inplying it took



special qualities to overconme the handicap of his col or

"A mussoo, huh? Furrin and educated Nigra? Well, guess they're al

" Hs tone, still hearty, was slightly dubious. "Ben working here | ong?"
"Nearly four years."

"Kind of dull, ain't it?"

"Ch no--1 like to read, and there are plenty of books around here."

He frowned. "Should think a hefty young fella'd find nore interesting
things. You're indented, of course? No? Well then you're a mghty lucky fella.
In a way, in a way. Naturally you'll be short on cash, ay? Unl ess you draw a

| ucky nunber in the lottery."

| told himl'd never bought a lottery ticket.

He sl apped his leg as though I'd just repeated a very good joke. "Ain't
that the pattrun,” he exclained; "ain't that the pattrun! Necessity makes 'em
have a lottery; puritani smkeeps 'emfrombuying tickets. Ain't that the
pattrun!" He gargled the hunor of it for sone tine, while his eyes noved
restlessly around the diminterior of the store. "And what do you read, ay?
Sernons? Books on w tches?"

| admitted |I'd dipped into both, and then, perhaps trying to inpress
him explained ny anbitions.

"Going to be a professional historian, hey? Little out of ny line, but
don't suppose they's many of 'emup North here."

"Not unl ess you count a handful of college instructors who dabble in

right.

it."

He shook his head. "Young fella with your ainms you could do better down
South, I'd think."

"Ch yes, some of the npbst interesting research is going on right nowin
Leesburg, Washington-Baltinmore, and the University of Lima. You are a
Conf ederate yoursel f, sir?"

"Sout hron, yes sir, | amthat, and mighty proud of it. Now |l ook a-here,
boy; 1'll lay all ny cards on the table, face up. You're a free nman and you
ain't getting any pay here. Now how d you like to do a little job for ne?
They's good noney in it; and | imagine 1'd be able to fix up one of those

deal s--what do they call 'enf schol arships--at the University of Leesburg,
after.”

A schol arship at Leesburg. \Were the Departnent of Hi story was engaged
in a nonunmental project--nothing |less than a conpilation of all known source
material on the War of Southron |Independence! It was only with the strongest
effort that |I refrained fromagreeing blindly.

"It sounds fine, M.--?"

"Colonel Tolliburr. Jest call me cunnel."

There wasn't anything renmotely mlitary in his bearing. "It sounds good
to me, Colonel. What is the job?"

He clicked his too regular teeth thoughtfully. "Hardly anything at all
m boy, hardly anything at all. Just want you to keep a list for ne."

He seened to think this a complete explanation. "Wat kind of I|ist,

Col onel ?"

"Why, list of the people that come in here steady. Especially the ones
don't seemto buy anything, just talk to your boss. Nanes if you know 'em but
that ain't real inportant, and a sort of rough description. Like five foot
ni ne, blue eyes, dark hair, busted nose, scar on right eyebrow. And so on
Not hing real detailed. And a list of deliveries."

Was | tenmpted? | don't really know "lI'msorry, Colonel. I'mafraid
can't help you."

"Not even for that schol arship and say, a hundred dollars in rea
nmoney?"

| shook ny head.

"They's no harmin it, boy. Likely nothing' Il come of it."

"I"'msorry."

"Two hundred? |'m not talking about Yankee slugs, but good CSA bills,
each with a picture of President Jimy right slapdash on the niddle of it."



"It's not a matter of noney, Colonel Tolliburr."

He | ooked at nme shrewdly. "Think it over, boy. No use being hasty." He
handed nme a card. "Anytine you change your nmind come and see ne or send ne a
tel egram'’

| watched himgo out of the store. The Grand Army nust be annoying the
m ghty Confederacy. Tyss ought to know about the agent's interest. And | knew
| would be unable to tell him

"Suppose, " | asked Enfandin the next day, "suppose one were placed in
the position of being an involuntary assistant in a--to a . "

| was at a loss for words to describe the situation mnthout bei ng
incrimnatingly specific. I could not tell himabout Tolliburr and my clear
duty to let Tyss know of the colonel's espionage wi thout revealing Tyss's
connection with the Gand Arny and thus uncovering my deceit in not warning
Enfandin earlier. Whatever | said or failed to say, | was somehow cul pabl e.

He waited patiently while | groped, trying to fornulate a question which
was no |longer a question. "You can't do evil that good may come of it," |
burst out at |ast.

"Quite so. And then?"

"Well . . . That mght nean eventually giving up all action entirely,
since we can never be sure even the nobst innocent act may not have bad
consequences. "

He nodded. "It might. The Mani chaeans thought it did; they believed good
and evil balanced and man was created in the inmage of Satan. But certainly
there is a vast difference between this i nhuman dogma and refusing to do
consci ously wi cked deeds."

"Maybe," | said dubiously.

He | ooked at ne speculatively. "A man is drowning in the river. | have a
rope. If | throw himthe rope he may not only clinb to safety but take it from
me and use it to garrote sonme honest citizen. Shall | therefore | et him drown

because | nust not do good lest evil come of it?"

"But sonetinmes they are so mixed up it is inmpossible to disentangle
them™

"I npossible? O very difficult?"

"Un. . . | don't know"

"Are you not perhaps putting the problemtoo abstractly? |Is not perhaps
your situation--your hypothetical situation--one of being accessory to wong
rather than facing an alternative which neans personal unhappi ness?"

Again | struggled for nonconmittal words. He had formul ated my dil emma
about the Grand Arny so far as it connected with giving up my place in the
bookstore or telling himof Tyss's bias. Yet not entirely. And why could | not
| et Tyss know of Colonel Tolliburr's visit, which it was certainly nmy duty to
do? Was this overscrupul ousness only a neans of avoi ding any unpl easant ness?

"Yes," | muttered at |ast.

"It would be very nice if there were no drawbacks ever attached to the
virtuous choice. Then the only ones who would elect to do wong would be those
of twi sted minds, the perverse, the insane. Wo woul d prefer the devious
course if the straight one were just as easy? No, no, ny dear Hodge, one
cannot escape the responsibility for his choice sinply because the other way
nmeans i nconveni ence or hardship or tribulation."

"Must we al ways act, whether we are sure of the outconme of our action or
not ?"

"Not acting is also action; can we always be sure of the outcome of
refusing to act?"

Was it pettiness that nade me contrast his position as an official of a
smal |l yet fairly secure power, well enough paid to live confortably, with mne
where a break with Tyss neant beggary and no further chance of fulfilling the
anbition every day nore inportant to me? _Did_ circunstances alter cases, and
was it easy for Enfandin to talk as he did, unconfronted w th harsh
alternatives?

"You know, Hodge,

he said as though changi ng the subject, "I am what



they call a career man, meaning | have no noney except mny salary. This m ght
seem much to you, but it is really little, particularly since protocol says |
nmust spend nore than necessary. For the honor of my country. At hone | have an
establ i shnment to keep up where ny wife and children live--"

| had wondered about his apparent bachel or hood.

"--because to be rudely frank, | do not think they would be happy or
safe in the United States on account of their color. Besides these expenses |
make personal contributions for the assistance of black nen who are--how shal
we say it?--unhappily circunstanced in your country, for | have found the
official allotment is never enough. Now | have been indiscreet; you know state

secrets. Wy do | tell you this? Because, nmy friend, | should like to help.
Al as, | cannot offer noney. But this | can do, if it will not offend your
pride: | suggest you live here--it will be no nore unconfortable than the

arrangenents you have described in the store--and attend one of the coll eges
of the city. A nedal or an order fromthe Haitian government judiciously
conferred on an em nent educator-- decorations cut so nicely across color

i nes, perhaps because they don't show their origin to the uninitiated--
shoul d take care of tuition fees. Wat do you say?"

What could | say? That | did not deserve his generosity? The statenent
woul d be meani ngl ess, a catchphrase, unless | explained that I'd not been open
with him and now even |l ess than before was | able to do this. O could | say
that bare minutes earlier | had thought enviously and spitefully of hin®
W et ched and happy, | nunbl ed i ncoherent thanks, began a number of sentences
and | eft themunfinished, |apsed into dazed sil ence.

But the new y-opened prospect cut through ny introspection and scattered
nmy self-reproaches. The future was too exciting to dwell in any other tine; in
a nonent we were both sketching rapid plans and suppl ementing each other's
designs with revisions of our own. Wrds tunbled out; ideas were caught in
m dexpression. W decided, we reconsidered, we returned to the first
deci si ons.

| was to give Tyss two weeks' notice despite the original agreenent
maki ng such nicety superfluous; Enfandin was to discuss matriculation with a
prof essor he knew. My enployer raised a quizzical eyebrow at ny information

"Ah, Hodgi ns, you see how neatly the script works out. Nothing left to
chance or choice. If you hadn't been relieved of your trifling capital by a
man of enterprise whose nethods were nore successful than subtle, you m ght
have funbled at the edge of the academic world for four years and then, having
substituted a wad of unrelated facts for comobn sense and whatever ability to
thi nk you may have possessed, funmbled for the rest of your life at the edge of
the econonmic world. You wouldn't have net George Pondi ble or gotten here where
you coul d di scover your own mind wthout adjustnment to a professorial iron
mai den. "

"I thought it was all arbitrary.”

He gave ne a reproachful |ook. "Arbitrary and predeterm ned are not
synonynous, Hodgi ns, nor does either rule out artistry. Mndless artistry, of

course, like that of the snowflake or crystal. And how artistic this

devel opnent is! You will go on to becone a professor yourself and construct

i ron mai dens for prom sing students who ni ght becone your conpetitors. You
will wite learned histories, for you are--haven't | said this before?--the
spectator type. The part witten for you does not call for you to be a
partici pant, an instrument for--apparently-- influencing events. Hence it is
proper that you report themso that future generations may get the illusion

they aren't puppets.”

He grinned at ne. At another time | would have been delighted to pounce
on the assortment of inconsistencies he had just offered; at the noment |
could think of nothing but my failure to nmention the Confederate agent's
visit. It alnost seenmed his nmechani st notions were valid and | was destined
al ways to be the ungrateful recipient of kindness.

"Al'l right," he said, swallowing the ast of his bread and hal f-raw
meat, "so long as your sentinmentality inpels you to respect obligations | can



find work for you. Those boxes over there go upstairs. Pondible' s bringing a
van around for themthis afternoon.”

|'ve heard the assunption that working in a bookstore nust be |ight and
pl easant. Many tinmes during the years with Roger Tyss | had reason to be
t hankful for ny strength and farmtraining. The boxes were deceptively small
but so heavy they could only have been solidly packed with paper. Even with
Tyss carrying box for box with me | was vastly relieved when | had to quit to
run an errand.

When | got back he went out to make an offer on someone's library.
"There are only four left. The last two are paper wrapped; didn't have enough
boxes. "

It was characteristic of himto |l eave the |lighter packages for nme. | ran
up the stairs with one of the two remai ni ng wooden cont ai ners. Returning, |
tripped on the I owest step and sprawl ed forward. Reflexively | threw out ny
hands and | anded on one of the paper parcels. The tightstretched covering
cracked and split under the inpact; the contents--neatly tied rectangul ar
bundl es--spill ed out.

| had | earned enough of the printing trade to recognize the brightly
col ored oblongs as lithographs, and | wondered as | stooped over to gather
t hem up why such a job shoul d have been given Tyss rather than a shop
specializing in this work. Even under the gaslight the colors were hard and
Vi gor ous.

Then | really | ooked at the bundle I was hol di ng. ESPANA was enscrol | ed
across the top; belowit was the picture of a man with a | ong nose and jutting
underlip, flanked by two ornate figure fives, and beneath themthe | egend,

CI NCO PESETAS, Spani sh Enpire banknotes. Bundles and bundl es of them

| needed neither expert know edge nor minute scrutiny to tell ne there
was a fortune here in counterfeit noney. The purpose in forging Spanish
currency | could not see; that it was no private undertaki ng of Tyss's but an
activity of the Gcand Army | was certain. Puzzled and worried, | rewapped the
bundl es of notes into as neat an imtation of the original package as | could
contrive.

The rest of the day | spent casting uneasy glances at the nmound of boxes
and watching with apprehensi on the novenent of anyone toward them Death was
the penalty for counterfeiting United States coins; | had no idea of the
puni shment for doing the same with foreign paper, but | was sure even so m nor
an accessory as nyself would be in a sad way if sone officious custoner should
stunbl e agai nst one of the packages.

Tyss in no way acted like a guilty man, or even one with an inportant
secret. He seened unaware of any peril; doubtless he was daily in sinilar
situations. Only chance and ny own | ack of observation had prevented ny
di scovering this earlier.

Nor did he show anxi ety when Pondible failed to arrive. Darkness cane
and the gas | anps went on in the streets. The heavy press of traffic outside
dwi ndl ed, but the incrimnating boxes remai ned undi sturbed near the door. At
| ast there was the sound of uncertain wheels slow ng up outside and Pondible's
voi ce adnoni shing, "W-Woa!"

I rushed out just as he was dismounting with slow dignity. "Wo goes?"
he asked. " 'Vance and give a countersign."

"It's Hodge," | said. "Let nme help you."

"Hodge! A d friend, not seen long tine!" (He had been in the store only
the day before.) "Terrible 'sfortune, Hodge. Dr-driving wagon. Fell off. Fel
of f wagon | mean. See?"

"Sure, | see. Let ne hitch the horse for you. M. Tyss is waiting."

"Avoi dabl e," he nuttered, "nuvoidable, voidable. Fell off."

Tyss took himby the arm "You cone with ne and rest awhile. Hodgins,
you better start |oading up; you'll have to do the delivering now"

Rebel | i ous refusal fornmed in nmy mnd. Why should | be still further
i nvol ved? He had no right to demand it of ne; in self-protection | was bound
to refuse. "M. Tyss . . ."



"Yes?"
Two weeks would see ne free of him but nothing could wi pe out the debt
I owed him "Nothing. Nothing," I murnmured, and picked up one of the boxes.

VI,
IN VI CLENT TI MES

He gave ne an address on Twenty-sixth Street. "Sprovis is the nane."

"AlIl right," | said as stolidly as | could.

"Let themdo the unloading. | see there's a full feed bag in the van;
that'll be a good tine to give it to the horse.”

"Yes."

"They'l|l |oad up another consignnment and drive with you to the

destination. Take the van back to the livery stable. Here's noney for your
supper and trainfare back here."

He thinks of everything, | reflected bitterly. Except that | don't want
to have anything to do with this.

Driving slackly through the al nbst enpty streets ny resentment continued
to rise, drowning, at |least partly, ny fear of being for some unfathomable
reason stopped by a police officer and apprehended. Wy should | be stopped?
Why should the Grand Arny counterfeit pesetas?

The address, which I had trouble finding on the poorly it thoroughfare,
was one of those four-story stuccos at |least a century old, show ng few signs
of recent repair. M. Sprovis, who occupied the baserment, had one ear
distinctly larger than the other, an anomaly | could not help attributing to a
trick of constantly pulling on the lobe. He, like the others who cane out wth
himto unload the van, wore the Grand Arny beard.

"l had to cone instead of Pon--"

"No nanes," he growl ed. "Hear? No nanes."
"Al'l right. I was told you'd unload and | oad up again."
"Yeah, yeah."

| slipped the strap of the feed bag over the horse's ear and started
toward Ei ghth Avenue.

"Hey! Where you goi ng?"

"To get sonething to eat. Anything wong with that?"

| felt himpeering suspiciously at ne. "CGuess not. But don't keep us
waiting, see? W'll be ready to go in twenty mnutes."

| did not like M. Sprovis. In the automatic |unchroom where the dishes
were delivered by a clever clockwrk device as coins were deposited in the
right slots, | gorged on fish and potatoes, but ny pleasure at getting away
for once fromthe unvarying bread and heart was spoiled by the thought of him
And | was at best no nmore than half through with the night's adventure. What
freight Sprovis and his conpanions were now |l oading in the van | had no idea.
Except that it was nothing innocent.

When | turned the corner into Twenty-sixth Street again, the shadowy
mass of the horse and van was gone fromits place by the curb. Al arned,
broke into a run and discovered it turning in the mddl e of the bl ock.
junped and caught hold of the dash, pulling nyself aboard. "What's the idea?"

A fist caught me in the shoul der, al nost knocking me back into the
street. Zigzags of shock ran down my arm termnating in nunbing pain.
Desperately | clung to the dash

"Hold it," someone runbled; "it's the punk who came with. Let himin."

Anot her voice, evidently belonging to the man who'd hit me, adnonished,
"Want to watch yourself, chum Not go jumping like that w thout warning. |
m ght of stuck a shiv in your ribs instead of my hand."

| could only repeat, "What's the idea of trying to run off with the van?
I"mresponsible for it."

"He's responsible, see,

nocked anot her voice fromthe body of the van.



"Ain't polite not to wait on him™"

I was wedged between the driver and ny assailant; my shoul der ached and
| was beginning to be really frightened now nmy first anger had passed. These
were "action" nenbers of the Grand Arny; nmen who regularly commtted battery,
mayhem arson, robbery, and rmurder. | had been both fool hardy and | ucky;
realizing this it seened diplomatic not to try for possession of the reins.

| could hear the breathing and rmunbling of others in back, but it didn't
need this to tell nme the van was overloaded. W turned north on Sixth Avenue;
the streetlights showed Sprovis driving. "G dap, gidap," he urged, "get

goi ng!"

"That's a horse,"” | protested, "not a | oconotive."

"What do you know?" canme from behind; "And we thought we was on the
Erie."

"He's tired," | persisted, "and he's pulling too nmuch weight."

"Shut up," ordered Sprovis quietly. "Shut up." The qui etness was not
deceptive; it was om nous. | shut up

Speed was stupid on several counts. For one thing it called attention to
the van at a time when nost conmercial vehicles had been stabled for the night
and the traffic was alnost entirely carriages, buggies, hacks, and minibiles.
| visualized the suspicious cromd which would gather inmediately if our horse
dropped from exhausti on. There was no hope that consci ousness of an innocuous
cargo made Sprovis bol d; whatever we carried was bound to be as incrimnating
as the counterfeit notes.

Di sconnected scraps of conversation drifted from Sprovis's conpani ons.
"I says, 'Look here, you're making a nice profit fromselling abroad. Either
you. . .'

"And, of course, he put it all on a twenty-dollar ticket, even though.
. my taxes,' he says. 'You worry about your taxes,' | says; 'I'm
worri ed about your contributions.'"

A monot onous chuffing cl ose behind us forced itself into ny
consci ousness; when we turned eastward in the Forties, | exclainmed, "There's a
mnibile foll ow ng us!"

Even as | spoke the trackl ess engine pulled al ongside and then darted
ahead to pocket us by nosing diagonally toward the curb. The horse nust have
been too weak to shy; he sinply stopped short, and | heard the curses of the
fell ed passengers behind ne.

"Not the cops, anyway!"

"Cons, for a nickel!"

"Only half a block from-"

"Qui ck, break out the guns--"

"Not those guns; one bang and we're through. Air pistols, if anybody's
got one. Hands or knives. Get themall!"

They piled out swiftly past ne; | remained al one on the seat, an
audi ence of one, properly ensconced. A few bl ocks away was the small park
where Tirzah used to neet nme. It was not believable that this was happening in
one of New York's quietest residential districts in the year 1942.

An uneven, distorting |ight enphasized the abnormal speed of the
i ncident that followed, naking the action seem junpy, as though the
partici pants were caught at static nmonents, changing their attitudes between
flashes of visibility. The tenmpo was so swift any possible spectators in the
borderi ng wi ndows or on the sidewal ks wouldn't have had time to realize what
was going on before it was all over

Four men fromthe mnibile were net by five fromthe van. The odds were
not too unequal, for the attackers had a discipline which Sprovis's force
| acked. Their | eader attenpted to parley during one of those seconds of
apparent inaction. "Hay, you nen--we got nothing against you. They's a
t housand dollars apiece in it for you--"

A fist smacked into his nouth. The |light caught his face as he was
jolted back, but | hardly needed its revelation to confirmnmy recognition of
Col onel Tol liburr's voice.



The Confederate agents had brass knuckl es and bl ackj acks, Col one
Tol l'i burr had a swordcane which he unsheathed with a glinting flourish. The
Grand Army nmen flashed knives; no one seenmed to be using air pistols or
spri ng- powered guns.

Both sides were intent on keeping the clash as quiet and inconspi cuous
as possible; no one shouted with anger or screaned in pain. This nmuffled
intensity nmade the struggle nore gruesone; the contenders fought their natura

i mpul ses as well as each other. | heard the inpact of blows, the grunts of
effort, the choked-back cries, the scraping of shoes on pavenent, and the thud
of falls. One of the defenders fell, and two of the attackers, before the two

remai ni ng Sout hrons gave up the battle and attenpted escape.

Wth united inpul se they started for the mnibile, evidently realized
they woul dn't have tinme to get up power, and began runni ng down the street.
Their noment of indecision did for them As the four Grand Army nmen closed in
| saw the Confederates raise their arms in the traditional gesture of
surrender. Then they were struck down.

| crept noiselessly down on the off side of the van and hastened quietly
away in the protection of the shadows.

I X
BARBARA

For the next few days reading was pure pretense. | used the opened book
to mask nmy privacy while | trenbled not so much with fear as with horror.
had been brought up in a harsh enough world, and rmurder was no novelty in New
York; | had seen slain nen before, but this was the first time | had been
confronted with naked, nercil ess savagery. Though | believed Sprovis would
have had no qual ns about dispatching an inconvenient witness if | had stayed
on the van, | had no particular fear for ny own safety, for ny know edge of
what had happened becane | ess dangerous daily. The terror of the deed itself,
however, renained constant.

I was not concerned solely with revul sion. Inquisitiveness | ooked out
under | oathing to nake nme wonder what |ay behind the night's events. \Wat had
really happened, and what did it all mean?

From scraps of conversation accidentally heard or deliberately
eavesdropped, fromthe newspapers, from deduction and renenbered fragnents,
reconstructed the picture which nade the background. Its borders reached a
l ong way from Astor Pl ace

For years the world had been waiting, half in dread, half in
resignation, for war to break out between the world's two great powers, the
German Uni on and the Confederate States. Sonme expected the point of explosion
woul d be the Confederacy's ally, the British Enpire; nost anticipated at | east
part of the war would be fought in the United States.

The scherme of the Grand Armmy, or of that part of it which included Tyss,
was apparently a far-fetched and fantastic attenpt to circunvent the probable
course of history. The counterfeiting was an aspect of this attenpt which was
nothing less than trying to force the war to start, not through the
Confederacy's ally, but through the German Union's--the Spanish Enpire. Wth
enornous anmounts of the spurious currency circul ated by em ssaries posing as
Conf ederate agents, the Grand Army hoped to enbroil the Confederacy with Spain
and possibly preserve the neutrality of the United States. It was an ingenuous
i dea evolved, | see now, by men without know edge of the actual nechanics of
world politics.

If | ever had any sentinmental notions about the Army, they vani shed now.
Tyss's mechani sm may not have been purposefully designed to palliate, but it
made it easy to justify actions like Sprovis's. | had no such conveni ent way
of numbing ny consci ence. But even as | brooded over the weakness and
cowar di ce which made nme an acconplice, | |ooked forward to ny rel ease. | had



not seen Enfandin since his offer; in a week | would | eave the bookstore for
his sanctuary, and | resolved my first act should be to tell himeverything.
And then that dream was exploded just as it was about to be realized.

I do not know who it was that broke into the consulate or for what
reason, and was surprised in the act, shooting and woundi ng Enfandi n so
seriously he was unable to speak for the weeks before he was finally returned
to Haiti to recuperate or die. He could not have gotten in touch with me, and
I was not permitted to see him the police guard was doubly zeal ous to keep
himfromall contact since he was both an accredited di pl omat and a bl ack man.

| did not know who shot him It was nost unlikely to be anyone connected
with the Gand Armmy, but | did not know. | could not know. He _might_ have
been shot by Sprovis or George Pondible. Since the ultimte chain could have
| ed back to ne, it did |ead back to ne. If this were the Mni chaeani sm of
whi ch Enfandi n had spoken, | could not help it.

The [ oss of ny chance to escape fromthe bookstore was the |east of ny
despair. It seened to me | was caught by the inexorable, choiceless
circunmstance in which Tyss so firmy believed and Enfandin denied. | could
escape neither ny guilt nor the surroundi ngs conducive to further guilt. |
coul d not change destiny.

Was all this nmerely the self-torture of any introverted young man?

Possibly. | only know that for a long tine, long as one in his early twenties
nmeasures time, | lost all interest in life, even dallying with thoughts of
sui cide. | put books aside distastefully or, which was worse, indifferently.

I must have done my work around the store; certainly | recall no
comments from Tyss about it. Neither can | renenber anything to distinguish
t he succession of days. Cbviously | ate and slept; there were undoubtedly | ong
hours free fromutter hopel essness. The details of those nonths have sinmply
vani shed.

Nor can | say precisely when it was ny despair began to lift. | know
that one day--it was cold and the snow was deep on the ground, deep enough to
keep the minibiles off the streets and cause the horsecars trouble--1 saw a

girl wal king briskly, red-cheeked, breathing in quick visible puffs, and ny
gl ance was not apathetic. When | returned to the bookstore | picked up Field
Marshal Liddell-Hart's _Life of General Pickett_and opened it to the place
where | had abandoned it. In a nonment | was fully absorbed.

Par adoxi cal ly, once | was nyself again | was no | onger the sanme Hodge
Backmaker. For the first time | was determined to do what | wanted instead of
wai ti ng and hopi ng events woul d somehow turn out right for ne. Somehow | was
going to free nyself fromthe bookstore and all its frustrations and evils.

This resolution was reinforced by the discovery that | was exhausting
t he volumes around me. The books | sought now were rare and ever nore
difficult to find. Innocent of know edge about academic life | imagi ned them
ready to hand in any college library.

Nor was | any longer satisfied with the printed word al one. My
friendship with Enfandin had shown me how fruitful a personal, face-to-face
rel ati onshi p between teacher and student could be, and it seened to me such
ties could develop into ones between fell ow scholars, a mutual, unconpetitive
pursuit of know edge.

Additionally | wanted to search the real, the original sources:
unpubl i shed manuscripts of participants or onlookers, old diaries and letters,
wills or account books, which m ght shade a neani ng or subtly change the
interpretation of old, forgotten actions.

My problems could be solved ideally by an instructorship at sone
coll ege, but how was this to be achieved wi thout the patronage of a Tolliburr
or an Enfandin? | had no credentials worth a second's consideration. Though
the imm gration bars kept out graduates of foreign universities, no college in
the United States woul d accept a sel f-taught young man who had not only little
Latin and |l ess Greek, but no mathematics, |anguages, or sciences at all. For a
long tinme | considered possible ways and neans, both drab and dramatic; at
last, nmore in a spirit of whinsical absurdity than sober hope, | wote out a



letter of application, setting forth the qualifications | imagined nyself to
possess, assaying the extent of ny learning with a generosity only

i ngenuousness could palliate, and outlining the work |I projected for ny
future. Wth nmuch care and many revisions | set this composition in type. It
was undoubtedly a foolish gesture, but not having access to so costly a
machi ne as a typewiter, and not wanting to reveal this by penning the letters

by hand, | resorted to this transparent device.
Tyss picked up one of the copies |I struck off and gl anced over it. His
expression was critical. "lIs it too bad?" | asked despondently.

"You shoul d have used nore leading. And lined it up and justified the
lines and elinm nated hyphens. Setting type can never be done nechanically or
hal f heartedly--that's why no one yet has been able to invent a practica
typesetting machine. I'mafraid you' Il never nmake a passable printer
Hodgi ns. "

He was concerned only with typesetting, uninterested in the outcone. O
satisfied, since it was predeterm ned, that coment was superfl uous.

Government mails, never efficient and al ways expensive, being one of the
favorite victins of hol dup men, and pneurmatic post linmted to |ocal areas,

di spatched the letters by Wlls-Fargo to a conprehensive |list of colleges.
can't say | then waited for the replies to flowin, for though I knew the
conpany's system of heavily armed guards would i nsure delivery of ny
applications, | had little anticipation of any answers. As a matter of fact |
put it pretty well out of ny mnd, dredging it up at rarer intervals, always a
trifle nmore enbarrassed by nmy presunption

It was several nonths later, toward the end of Septemnber, that the
tel egram cane si gned Thomas K. Haggerwells. It read, ACCEPT NO OFFER TILL OUR
REPRESENTATI VE EXPLAI NS HAGGERSHAVEN.

| hadn't sent a copy of ny letter to York, Pennsylvania, where the
tel egram had ori gi nated, or anywhere near it. | knew of no colleges in that
vicinity. And | had never heard of M. (or Doctor or Professor) Haggerwells. |
m ght have thought the nmessage a nmean j oke, except that Tyss's nature didn't
run to such hunmor and no one el se knew of the letters except those to whom
t hey were addressed.

I found no reference to Haggershaven in any of the directories |
consul ted, which wasn't too surprising considering the slovenly way these were

put together. | decided that if such a place existed | could only wait
patiently until the "representative," if there really was one, arrived.
Tyss having left for the day, | swept a little, dusted sone,

strai ghtened a few of the books--any serious attenpt to arrange the stock
woul d have been futile--and took up a recent enendation of Geasy's _Fifteen
Deci sive Battles_ by one Captain MacArt hur.

I was so deep in the good captain's analysis (he night have nmade a
respectabl e strategi st hinself, given an opportunity) that | heard no custoner

enter, sensed no inpatient presence. | was only recalled fromny book by a
rather sharp, "lIs the proprietor in?"
"No ma'am " | answered, reluctantly abandoning the page. "He's out for

the nonent. Can | hel p you?"

My eyes, accustoned to the store's poor light, had the advantage over
hers, still adjusting fromthe sunlit street. Secure in ny audacity, |
nmeasured her vital femininity, a quality which seened, if such a thing is
possi bl e, inpersonal. There was nothing overtly bold or provocative about her
t hough 1'm sure nmy nother would have thinned her lips at the black silk
trousers and the jacket which enmphasized the contour of her breasts. At a tine
when woren used every device to call attention to their hel pl essness and
consequently their desirability and the inplied need for men to protect them
she carried an air which seened to say, Wiy yes, | ama woman: not furtively
or brazenly or incidentally, but primarily; what are you going to do about it?

| recognized a sturdy sensuality as | recogni zed the fact that she was
bar eheaded, alnost as tall as |, and rather |arge-boned; certainly there was
nothing related to me about it. Nor was it connected with surface attri butes;



she was not beautiful and still further frombeing pretty, though she m ght
have been call ed handsome in a way. Her hair, ginger-colored and cl ubbed | ow
on her neck, waved crisply; her eyes appeared slate gray. (Later | |earned
they could vary frompale gray to blue green.) The fleshly greedi ness was
betrayed, if at all, only by the width and set of her lips, and that insolent
expr essi on.

She smiled, and | decided |I had been quite wong in thinking her tone
perenmptory. "I'm Barbara Haggerwells. |I'm|looking for a M. Backnaker"--she
gl anced at a slip of paper--"a Hodgins M Backmaker who evidently uses this as
an acconmodati on address."

"I'"'m Hodge Backnaker," | muttered in despair. "I--1 work here." | was
consci ous of not having shaved that norning, that ny pants and jacket did not
match, that nmy shirt was not clean

| suppose | expected her to say nastily, So | see! or the usual, It mnust
be fascinating! Instead she said, "I wonder if you've run across _The
Properties of X_ by Witehead? |1've been trying to get a copy for a long
tinme."

"Uh--1 . . . Is it a nystery story?"
"I"'mafraid not. It's a book on mathematics by a mathematician very nmuch
out of favor. It's hard to find, | suppose because the author is bolder than

he is tactful."

So naturally and easily she led me away from nmy enbarrassment and into
tal ki ng of books, relieving ne of self-consciousness and sonme of the
nortification in being exposed at ny hunble job by the "representative" of the
telegram | admtted deficient know edge of nmathematics and ignorance of M.
Whi t ehead though | maintained, accurately, that the book was not in stock
whi l e she assured me that only a specialist would have heard of so obscure a
theoretician. This made nme ask, with the awe one feels for an expert in an
alien field, if she were a mathematician, to which she replied, "Heavens, no.
I'"ma physicist. But mathematics is ny tool."

| looked at her with respect. Anyone, | thought, can read a few books
and set hinself up as a historian; to be a physicist nmeans genui ne | earning.
And | doubted she was nuch ol der than I.

She said abruptly, "My father is interested in know ng somnet hi ng about
you. "

| acknow edged this with sonething between a nod and a bow She had been
exam ni ng and gauging me for the past half hour. "Your father is Thomas
Hagger wel | s?"

"Haggerwel I s of Haggershaven," she confirmed, as though expl ai ni ng
everything. There was pride in her voice and a hint of superciliousness.

"I"'mdreadfully sorry, Mss Haggerwells, but I'"'mafraid |I'mas ignorant
of Haggershaven as of mathematics."

"I thought you said you'd been reading history. Odd you' ve conme upon no
reference to the Haven in the records of the past seventy-five years."

I shook ny head hel plessly. "I suppose ny reading has been scattered."
Her | ook indicated agreenent but not absolution. "Haggershaven is a college?"

"No. Haggershaven is. . . Haggershaven." She resumed her equanimty, her
air of smling tolerance. "It's hardly a college since it has no student body
nor faculty. Rather, both are one at the Haven. Anyone adnmitted is a scholar
or potential scholar anxious to devote hinself to learning. | mean for its own
sake. Not many are acceptable.™

She need hardly have added this; it seened obvious | could not be one of
the elect, even if | hadn't offended her by never having heard of
Hagger shaven. | knew I couldn't pass the nost |enient of entrance exam nations
to ordinary colleges, nmuch |l ess to the dedi cated pl ace she represented.

"There aren't any formal requirements for fellowship," she went on
"beyond the undertaking to work to full capacity, to pool all know edge and
hol d back none from schol ars anywhere, to contribute economically to the Haven
i n accordance with decisions of the majority of fellows, and to vote on
guestions w thout consideration of personal gain. There! That certainly sounds



like the stuffiest manifesto delivered this year."

"It sounds too good to be true."

"Ch, it's true enough." She noved close, and | caught the scent of her
hair and skin. "But there's another side. The Haven is neither wealthy nor
endowed. W have to earn our living. The fellows draw no stipend; they have
food, clothes, shelter, whatever books and materials they need--no
unessentials. We often have to | eave our own individual work to do manua
| abor to bring in food or noney for all."

"I"ve read of such communities,” | said enthusiastically. "I thought
they'd all disappeared fifty or sixty years ago."
"Have you and did you?" she asked contenptuously. "You'll be surprised

to learn that Haggershaven is neither Oamenite nor Fourierist. W are not
fanatics nor saviors. W don't live in phalansteries, practice group marriage
or vegetarianism Qur organization is expedient, subject to revision, not
doctrinaire. Contribution to the common stock is voluntary, and we are not
concerned with each other's private lives."

"I beg your pardon, M ss Haggerwells. | didn't nean to annoy you."

"It's all right. Perhaps I"'mtouchy; all ny life I've seen the squinty
suspi ci ousness of the farners all around, sure we were up to sonething

imoral, or at least illegal. You ve no idea what a prickly armor you build
around yoursel f when you know that every yokel is cackling, 'There goes one of
them | bet they . . .' whatever unconventional practice their imaginations

can conceive at the noment. And the parallel distrust of the respectable
school s. Detachedly, the Haven may indeed be a refuge for misfits, but is it
necessarily wong not to fit into the civilization around us?"

"I"'mprejudiced. | certainly haven't fitted in nyself."
She didn't answer, and | felt | had gone too far in daring an inpul sive
identification. Awkwardness made nme blurt out further, "Do you... do you think

there's any chance Haggershaven woul d accept nme?" Whatever reserve |'d tried
to maintain deserted nme; ny voice expressed only childish I onging.
"I couldn't say," she answered primly. "Acceptance or rejection depends

entirely on the vote of the whole fellowship. Al I"mhere to offer is train
fare. Neither you nor the Haven is bound."
"I"'mperfectly willing to be bound," | said fervently.

"You may not be so rash after a few weeks."

| was about to reply when Little Aggie--so called to distinguish her
from Fat Aggie, who was in much the sane trade but nore successful --canme in.
Littl e Aggi e suppl enented her nocturnal earnings around Astor Place by beggi ng
in the same nei ghborhood during the day.

"Sorry, Aggie," | said. "M. Tyss didn't |eave anything for you."

"Maybe the |l ady would help a poor working girl down on her luck," she
suggested, coming close. "My, that's a pretty outfit you have. Looks like rea
silk, too."

Bar bara Haggerwells drew away wi th anger and | oathing on her face. "No,"

she refused sharply. "No, nothing!" She turned to me. "I nust be going. |'ll
| eave you to entertain your friend."
"Ch, 1'll go," said Little Aggie cheerfully, "no need to get in an

uproar. Bye-bye."

I was frankly puzzled; the puritanical reaction didn't seem consistent.
I woul d have expected condescendi ng amusenent, di sdai nful tol erance, or even
haughty annoyance, but not this furious aversion. "I"'msorry Little Aggie
bot hered you. She's really not a w cked character, and she does have a hard
time getting al ong."

"I"msure you nmust enjoy her conpany i mensely. I'msorry we can't offer
simlar attractions at the Haven."

Apparently she thought nmy relations with Aggi e were professional. Even
so her attitude was odd. | could hardly flatter nyself she was interested in
me as a man, yet her flare-up seened to indicate jeal ousy, a strange kind of
j eal ousy, perhaps like the sensuality | attributed to her, as though the nere
presence of another woman was an affront.



"Pl ease don't go yet. For one thing--" | cast around for something to
hold her till | could restore a nore favorable inpression. "--for one thing
you haven't told nme how Hagger shaven happened to get mny application.™”

She gave ne a cold, angry | ook. "Even though we're supposed to be
cranks, orthodox educators often turn such letters over to us. After all, they
may want to apply thensel ves someday."

The picture this suddenly presented, of a serene academic |life which was
not so serene and secure after all, but prepared for a way to escape if
necessary, was startling to me. | had taken it for granted that our colleges,
even though they were far inferior to those of other countries, were stable
and shel tered.

When | expressed sonething of this, she laughed. "Hardly. The coll eges
have not only decayed, they have decayed faster than other institutions. They
are nere hollow shells, ruined ornaments of the past. Instructors spy on each
other to curry favor with the trustees and assure thensel ves of reappoi nt ment
when the faculty is out periodically. Loyalty is the touchstone, but no one
knows anynore what the object of loyalty is supposed to be. Certainly it is no
| onger toward learning, for that is the |east of their concerns.”

She slowy allowed herself to be coaxed back into her previous nood, and
again we tal ked of books. And now | thought there was a new warnth in her
voi ce and gl ance, as though she had won sone kind of victory, but how or over
whom t here was no indication

When she left | hoped she was not too prejudiced agai nst ne. For nyself
| readily admitted it would be easy enough to want her--if one were not afraid
of the humiliations it was in her nature to inflict.

X
THE HOLDUP

This time | didn't offer Tyss two weeks' notice. "Well Hodgins, | nade
all the appropriate valedictory remarks on a previous occasion, so |I'll not
repeat them except to say the precision of the script is extraordinary."

It seened to me he was saying in a roundabout way that everything was
for the best. For the first tine | saw Tyss as slightly pathetic rather than

sinister; extreme pessimsmand vul gar optimsmevidently met, like his
circular time. |.snmiled indulgently and thanked himsincerely for all his
ki ndness.

In 1944 al nost a hundred years had passed since New York and eastern
Pennsyl vania were first linked in a railroad network, yet | don't suppose ny
journey differed much in speed or confort from one which m ght have been taken
by Granpa Hodgins's father. The steamferry carried me across the Hudson to
Jersey. | had heard there were only financial, not technical, obstacles to a
bridge or tunnel. If the English and French coul d burrow under the Channel, as
they had early in the century, and the Japanese conmplete their great tube
beneath the Korea Strait, it was hard to see why a | esser work here was
di smi ssed as the inpractical suggestion of dreaners who believed the cost
woul d be saved in a few years by running trains directly to Manhattan

Nor was the ferry the only antique survival on the trip. The cars were
all ancient, obvious discards from Confederate or British Arerican |ines. Flat
wheel s were common; the worn-out | oconotives dragged them protestingly over
the wobbly rails and uneven roadbed. First-class passengers sat on napl ess
pl ush or grease-glazed straw seats; second-class passengers stood in the
aisles or on the platformnms; third-class rode the roofs--safe enough at the | ow
speed except for sudden jerks or jolts.

There were so nmany different lines, each jeal ous of exclusive rights of
way, that the traveler hardly got used to his particular car before he had to
snatch up his baggage and hustle for the connecting train, which mght be on
the sane track or at the same sooty depot, but was nore likely to be a nile



away. Even the adjective "connecting" was often ironical for it was not
unusual to find tinetables arranged so a departure preceded an arrival by
m nut es, necessitating a stopover of anywhere from one hour to twel ve.

I f anything could have quieted my excitenent on the trip it was the view
through the dirt-sprayed wi ndows. "Fruitless" and "unfulfilled" were the words
conm ng oftenest to ny mind. | had forgotten during the past six years just how
desol ate villages and towns coul d | ook when their jerrybuilt structures were
sunk in apathetic age without even the fal se rejuvenation of newer
jerry-building. I had forgotten the m | dewed appearance of tenant farnhouses,
t he unconvincing attenpt to appear businesslike of false-fronted stores with
clutters of hopel ess nerchandise in their di mw ndows, or the inadequate bl uff
of factories too small for any satisfactory production.

Once away from New York it was clear how atypical the city was in its
air of activity and useful ness. The countryside through which the tracks ran
between fiel ds and pastures or down the center of main streets, should have
been the industrial heart of a country bustling and vigorous. |nstead one saw
potentialities denied, projects wthered, poverty, and dil apidation.

W crossed the Susquehanna on an old, old stone bridge that nade one
t hi nk of Meade's valiant nen, bloodily bandaged many of them
somanbul i stically marching nort hward, hel pl ess and hopel ess after the
Confederate triunph at Gettysburg, their only thought to escape Jeb Stuart's
pursuing caval ry. Indeed, every square mile now carried on its surface an
al nost visible weight of historical menories.

York seemed ol d, gray, and crabbed in the afternoon, but when | got off
the train there | was too agitated with the prospect of being soon at
Hagger shaven to take any strong inpression of the town. | inquired the way,
and the surly response confirnmed Barbara Haggerwells's statenment of |oca
aninosity. The distance, if ny informant was accurate, was a matter of sone
ten mles.

| started off down the highway, building and denolishing daydreans,

t hi nki ng of Tyss and Tirzah, Enfandin and M ss Haggerwells, trying to picture
her father and the fellows of the Haven and for the thousandth time marshaling
argunents for nmy acceptance in the face of scornful scrutiny. The early

Cct ober sun was setting on the rich red and yell ow | eaves of the mapl es and
oaks; | knew the air would becone chilly before | ong, but exertion kept ne
warm | counted on arriving at the Haven in plenty of time to introduce nyself
bef ore bedti ne.

Less than a mile out of town the highway assunmed the famliar aspect of
t he roads around Wappi nger Falls and Poughkeepsie: rutted, wavering, wth
deep, unexpected holes. The stone or rail fences on either side enclosed
harvested cornfields, the broken stalks a dull brass with copper-col ored
punpki ns scattered through them But the fences were in poor repair, and the
of t - nended wooden covered bridges over the creeks all had signs, DANGEROUS,
TRAVEL AT YOUR OMN RI SK

There were few to share thehighway with nme: a farner with an enpty
wagon, urging his teamon and giving me a churlish glance instead of an
invitation to ride; a horseman on an el egant chestnut picking his course
careful |y anong the chuckhol es; and a few tranps, each bent on his solitary
way, at once defensive and aggressive. The condition of the bridges accounted
for the absence of minibiles. However, just about twilight a closed carriage,
conplete with coachman and footnman on the box, rolled haughtily by, stood for
a nonent outlined atop the slope up which | was trudgi ng, and then di sappeared
down the other side.

| paid little attention except--renmenbering my boyhood and ny father's
smthy--to visualize automatically the coachman pulling back on the reins and
the footman thrusting forward with the brake as they eased the horses
downward. So when | heard first a shout and then fem nine screans ny instant
concl usion was that the carriage had overturned on the treacherous downgrade,
broken an axle, or otherwi se suffered calamty.

My responsive burst of speed had al nbst carried ne to the top when



heard the shots. First one, like the barking of an uncertain dog, foll owed by
a voll ey, as though the pack were unl eashed.

| ran to the side of the road, close to the field, where | could see
with | ess chance of being seen. Already the dusk was playing tricks,

di storting the shape of sone objects and nonentarily hiding others. It could
not, however, falsify the scene in the gully below. Four men on horseback
covered the carriage with drawn revolvers; a fifth, pistols also in hand, had
di smounted. Hi s horse, reins hangi ng down, was peacefully investigating the
roadsi de weeds.

None of themattenpted to stop the terrified rearing of the carriage
team Only their position, strung across the road, prevented a runaway. |
could not see the footman, but the coachman, one hand still clutching the
reins, was sprawl ed backward with his foot caught against the dashboard and
hi s head hangi ng down over the wheel

The door on the far side was swung open. | thought for a nonment the
passengers had managed to escape. However, as the unnounted hi ghwaynman
advanced, waving his pistol, the other door opened and a man and two wonen
descended into the roadway. Slowy edging forward | could now plainly hear the
gang' s obscene whistles at sight of the wonen.

"Well boys, here's sonmething to warmup a cold night. Hang on to them
while | see what the mster has in his pockets."

The gentl eman stepped in front, and with a slight accent said, "Take the
girl by all neans. She is but a peasant, a servant, and may afford you
anusement. But the lady is ny wife; | will pay you a good ransom for her and
nmysel f. | am Don Jai me Escobar y Gall egos, attached to the Spanish | egation."

One of the men on horseback said, "Well now, that's real kind of you,
Don Hi gh-me. W m ght have taken you up on that, was you an American. But we
can't afford no conpany of Spanish marines conming |ooking for us, so | guess
we' |l have to pass up the ransom and settle for whatever you've got handy. And
M ssus Don and the hired girl. Don't worry about her being a peasant; we'll
treat her and the madam exactly the sane."

"Madre de Dios," screanmed the |lady. "Mercy!"

"It will be a good ransom " said the Spaniard, "and |I give you ny word
my government will not bother you."

"Sorry, chum™" returned the gangster. "You foreigners have a nasty habit
of interfering with our donestic institutions and hangi ng nen who nake a
living this way. Just can't trust you."

The man on foot took a step forward. The nearest rider swung the naid up
before him and anot her horsenman reached for her mstress. Again she screaned;
her husband brushed the hand aside and put his wife behind him At that the
gangster raised his pistol and shot twi ce. The nman and worman dropped to the

ground. The maid shrieked till her captor covered her nouth.
"Now what did you want to do that for? Cutting our woman supply in half
t hat way?"

"Sorry. Mghty dam sorry. These things always happen to ne."

Meanwhi | e anot her of the gang slid off his horse, and the two went
t hrough the dead, stripping themof jewelry and whatever articles of clothing
caught their fancy before searching the |uggage and the coach itself for
val uables. By the time they had finished it was fully dark and I had crept to
within a few feet of them crouching reasonably secure and practically
invisible while they debated what to do with the horses. One faction was in
favor of taking themalong for spare nounts; the other, arguing that they were
too easily identifiable, for cutting themout and turning themloose. The
second group prevailing, they at |ast galloped away.

A sudden thrashing in the cornstal ks just beyond the fence startled ne
into rigidity. Something which mght be human stunbled and crawl ed toward the
carriage, snuffling and noaning, to throwitself down by the prostrate bodies,
i ts angui shed noi ses growi ng nore high-pitched and chilling.

| was certain this nust be a passenger who had junped fromthe off side
of the carriage at the start of the hol dup, but whether man or woman it was



i npossible to tell. | noved forward gingerly, but sonmehow | rnust have betrayed
nmy presence, for the creature, with a terrified groan, slunped inertly.

My hands told ne it was a woman | raised fromthe ground, and the snel
of her was the snmell of a young girl. "Don't be afraid, mss," | tried to
reassure her; "I'ma friend."

| could hardly leave the girl lying in the road, nor did | feel equal to
carrying her to Haggershaven which | reckoned rmust be about six miles farther
| tried shaking her, rubbing her hands, nmurnuring encouragenent, all the while
wi shing the moon woul d come up, feeling sonehow it would be easier to revive
her in the noonlight.

"Mss," | urged, "get up. You can't stay here--they may cone back."

Had | reached her? She stirred, whinpering with strange, nuffled sounds.
| dragged her to her knees and managed to get her arm over ny shoul der. "Get

up," | repeated. "Get on your feet."

She noaned. | pulled her upright and adjusted my hol d. Supporting her
around the wai st and i npeded by my valise, | began an ungraceful, shuffling
march. | could only guess at how rmuch tine had been taken up by the hol dup and

how sl ow our progress would be. It didn't seemlikely we could get to
Hagger shaven before mi dni ght, an awkward hour to explain the conmpany of a
strange girl. The possibility of |eaving her at a hospitable farmhouse was
renote; no isolated rural famly in times |like these would open their door
wi th anythi ng but deep suspicion or a shotgun bl ast.

W had made perhaps a mile, a slow and arduous one, when the noon rose
at last. It was full and bright, and showed ny conpanion to be even younger
than | had thought. The light fell on masses of curling hair, wildly
di sarrayed about a face unnaturally pale and lifeless yet extraordinarily
beautiful. Her eyes were dosed in a sort of troubled sleep, and she continued
to nmoan, though at |ess frequent intervals.

| had just decided to stop for a nonent's rest when we cane upon one of
the horses. The clunsily cut traces trailing behind himhad caught on the

stunp of a broken sapling. Though still trenbling he was over the worst of his
fright; after patting and soothing himl got us onto his back and we proceeded
in more confortable if still not too dignified fashion

It wasn't hard to find Haggershaven; the side road to it was well kept
and far snoother than the highway. W passed between what | ooked to be freshly
pl owed fields and came to a fair-sized group of buildings, in sone of which
was pleased to see lighted windows. The girl had still not spoken; her eyes
remai ned cl osed, and she npaned occasionally.

Dogs warned of our approach. From a dark doorway a figure canme forward
with arifle under his arm "Wwo is it?"

"Hodge Backmeker. 1've got a girl here who was in a hol dup. She's had a
bad shock."

"Al'l right," he said, "let me hitch the horse. Then I'Il help you with
the girl. My nane's Dorn. Asa Dorn."

| slid off and lifted the girl down. "I couldn't |eave her in the road,"

| offered in inane apol ogy.

"I"ll water and feed the horse after. Let's go into the main kitchen
it's warmthere. Here," he addressed the girl, "take my arm™

She nade no response, and | half carried her, with Dorn trying hel pfully
to share her weight. The building through which we |ed her was obviously an
ol d farnmhouse, enlarged and renodel ed a nunber of times. Gaslights of a
strange pattern, brighter than any |I'd ever seen, reveal ed Asa Dorn as perhaps
thirty with very broad shoul ders and very long arns, and a dark, rather
nmel ancholy face. "There's a gang been operating around here," he informed ne;
"tried to shake the Haven down for a contribution. That's why | was on guard
with the gun. Must be the sane bunch.™”

We bustled our charge into a chair before a big fieldstone fireplace
whi ch gave the large roomits | ook of welcone, though the even heat cane from
sets of steam pi pes under the wi ndows. "Should we give her some soup? O tea?
O shall | get Barbara or one of the other wonen?"



Hs fluttering brushed the outside of ny mnd. Here in the light |
instinctively expected to see sone faint color in the girl's cheeks or hands,
but there was none. She | ooked no nore than sixteen, perhaps because she was
severely dressed in sone school uniform Her hair, which had nerely been a
di sordered frame for her face in the noonlight, now showed itself as deeply
bl ack, hanging in thick, soft curls around her shoul ders. Her features, which
seened made to reflect enmotions--full, mobile lips, faintly slanted eyes, high
nostrils--were instead i npassive, devoid of vitality, and this unnatura
gui escence was hei ghtened by the dark eyes, now wi de open and expressionl ess.
Her mouth nmoved slowy, as though to formwords, but nothing canme forth except
the faintest of guttural sounds.

"She's trying to say sonething.” | |eaned forward as though by
synmpathetic magic to help the nuscles which seenmed to respond with such
difficulty.

"Wy, " exclained Dorn, "she's . . . dunb!"”

She | ooked agoni zedly toward him | patted her arm hel pl essly.

"I"ll go get--" he began

A door opened and Barbara Haggerwells blinked at us. "I thought | heard

someone ride up, Ace. Do you suppose . Then she caught sight of the girl.
Her face set in those lines of strange anger | had seen in the bookstore.
"M ss Haggerwel | s--"
" Bar bara--"
Dorn and | spoke together. Either she did not hear us or we made no
i mpression. She faced me in offended outrage. "Really, M. Backmaker,
t hought 1'd explained there were no facilities here for this sort of thing."
"You m sunderstand,"” | said, "I happened--"
Dorn broke in. "Barbara, she's been in a hol dup. She's dunb .
Fury made her ugly. "Is that an additional attraction?"
"M ss Haggerwells," | tried again, "you don't understand--"
"I think I understand very well. Dunb or not, get the slut out of here!
Get her out right now, | say!"
"Barbara, you're not |istening--"

She continued to face me, her back to him "I should have renmenbered you
were a ladies' man, M. Self-taught Backmaker. No doubt you i magi ned
Hagger shaven to be sonme obscene liberty hall. Well, it isn't! You'd be wasting

any further time you spent here. Get out!"

Xl
OF HAGGERSHAVEN

| suppose--recalling the inexplicable scene with Little Aggie--1 was
| ess astoni shed by her frenzy than | m ght have been. Besides, her rage and
m sunder st anding were anticlinmactic after the succession of excitenents | had
been t hrough that day. Instead of amazenent | felt only uneasiness and tired
annoyance.

Dorn steered Barbara out of the roomw th a conbination of persuasion
and gentle force disguised as solicitous soothing, |eaving the girl and ne
alone. "Well," | said, "well "

The | arge eyes regarded nme hel pl essly.

"Well, you've certainly caused ne a |lot of trouble . "
Dorn returned with two wonen, one niddl e-aged, the other slightly
younger, who flowed around the girl like soapy water, effectually sealing her

away fromall further masculine blunders, uttering little bubbly clucks and
sudsy confortings.

"Overwor k, Backnmaker," Dorn nunbl ed. "Barbara's been overworKking
terribly. You rmustn't think--"

"I don't," | said. "I"'mjust sorry she couldn't be made to realize what
actual Iy happened. "



"Hypersensitive; things that wouldn't ordinarily . . . It's overwork.
You' ve no idea. She wears herself out. Practically no nerves left."

H s face, pleading for understanding, |ooked even nore mel ancholy than
before. | felt sorry for himand slightly superior; at the nmonent, at |east,
didn't have to apologize for any fermal e unpredictability. "Okay, okay, there
doesn't seemto be any great harm done. And the girl appears to be in good
hands now. "

"Ch she is," he answered with evident relief at dropping the subject of
Barbara's behavior. "I don't think there's anything nore we can do for her
now, in fact I'd say we're only in the way. How about neeting M. Haggerwells
now?"

"Why not?" The | ast epi sode had doubtless finished me for good so far as
Bar bara was concerned; whatever neutral report she m ght have given her father

originally could now be counted on for a damming revision. | night as well put
a nonchal ant face on matters before returning to the world outside
Hagger shaven

Thomas Haggerwel |'s, | arge-boned like his daughter, with the ginger hair
faded and a florid, handsome conpl exi on, nade ne wel cone. "Historian, ay,
Backmaker ? Del i ghted. Conbination of art and science; Cio, nost enigmatic of
t he nuses. The ever-changi ng past, ay?"

"I"'mafraid I"'mno historian yet, M. Haggerwells. 1'd |like to be one.
| f Haggershaven will let ne be part of it."
He patted me on the shoulder. "The fellows will do what they can

Backmaker; you can trust them"

"That's right," said Dorn cheerfully; "you | ook strong as an ox, and
hi stori ans can be kept happy wi th books and a few old papers.”

"Ace is our cynic," explained M. Haggerwells; "very useful antidote to
some of our soaring spirits."” He | ooked absently around and then said
abruptly, "Ace, Barbara is quite upset."

| thought this extreme understatenent, but Dorn merely nodded.

"M sunder st andi ng, M. H"

"So | gathered." He gave a short, self-conscious laugh. "In fact that's
all I did gather. She said sonething about a woman. . . ."

"Grl, M. H, just a girl." He gave a quick outline of what had
happened, gl ossing over Barbara's hysterical wel cone.

"I see. Quite an adventure in the best tradition, ay Backmaker? And the
victins killed in cold bl ood; nmakes you wonder about civilization. Savagery
all around us." He began pacing the flowered carpet. "Naturally we rnust help
t he poor creature. Shocking, quite shocking. But how can | explain to Barbara?

She . . . she came to nme," he said, half proudly, half apprehensively. "
woul dn't want to fail her; | hardly know . " He pulled hinmself together
"Excuse me, Backmaker. My daughter is highstrung. | fear |I'mallow ng concern
to interfere with our conversation."

"Not at all, sir," | said. "I'"'mvery tired; if you'll excuse ne . "

"OfF course, of course," he answered gratefully. "Ace will show you your
room Sleep well--we'll talk nore tomorrow. And Ace--come back here afterward,
will you?"

Bar bara Haggerwel I s had both Dorn and her father well cowed, | thought
as | lay awake. Clearly she could brook not even the suspicion of rivalry,

even when it was entirely imaginary. It would be rather frightening to be her
father, or--as | suspected Ace night be--her |over, and subject to her
tyranni cal dom nance

But it was neither Barbara nor overstinulation fromthe full day which
caused ny insomia. A tornment, successfully suppressed for hours, invaded ne.
Connecting the trip of the Escobars--" attached to the Spanish | egation"--
with the counterfeit pesetas was pure fantasy. But what is logic? | could not
argue nyself into reasonabl eness. | could not quench ny feeling of
responsibility with ridicule nor convincingly charge nyself with perverse
conceit in magnifying nmy trivial errands into accountability for all that
flowed fromthe G and Arny--for much which mght have flowed fromthe G and



Arnmy. @iilty nen cannot sl eep because they feel guilty. It is the feeling, not
the abstract guilt which keeps them awake.

Nor could | pride nyself on my chivalry in rescuing distressed maidens.
| had only done what was unavoi dabl e, grudgingly, w thout warnmth or charity.
There was no point in being aggrieved by Barbara's msinterpretation with its
di sastrous consequences to my anbitions. | had not freely chosen to help; |
had no right to resent a catastrophe which should properly have foll owed a
ri ght eous choi ce.

At last | slept, only to dream Barbara Haggerwells was a great fish
pursui ng me over endl ess roads on which ny feet bogged in clinging, tenacious
mud. Opening ny nouth to shout for hel p was usel ess; nothing canme forth but a
croak whi ch sounded faintly like my nother's favorite "Gunption!"

In the clear autumm norning my notions of the night dw ndled, even if
they failed to disappear entirely. By the tine | was dressed Ace Dorn showed
up; we went to the kitchen where Ace introduced ne to a niddl e-aged man, Hiro
Agati, whose close-cut stiff black hair stood perfectly and symmetrically
erect all over his head.

"Dr. Agati's a chenmist," remarked Ace, "condemmed to be head chef for a
whi |l e on account of being too good a cook."

"Believe that," said Agati, "and you'll believe anything. Truth is they
al ways pick on chenmists for hard work. Physicists |ike Ace never soil their
hands. Well, so long as you can't eat with the common folk, what'll you have,
eggs or eggs?"

Agati was the first Oriental |'d ever seen. The great anti-Chi nese
massacres of the 1890s, which generously included Japanese and indeed all with
any sign of the epicanthic eye fold, had left few Asians to have descendants
inthe United States. I'mafraid | stared at himnore than was polite, but he
was evidently used to such rudeness for he paid no attention

"They finally got the girl to sleep,” Ace inforned me. "Had to give her
opium No report yet this norning."

"Ch," | said |lanely, conscious | should have asked after her wi thout
waiting for himto volunteer the news. "Ch. Do you suppose we'll find out who
she is?"

"M. H telegraphed the sheriff first thing. It'll all depend how
interested he is, and that's not likely to be very. What's to drink, Hro?"

"Imtation tea, made fromdried weeds; initation coffee made from burnt
barley. Wich' Il you have?"

| didn't see why he stressed the imtation; genuine tea and coffee were
drunk only by the very rich. Mst people preferred "tea" because it was |ess
obnoxi ous than the counterfeit coffee. Perversely, | said, "Coffee, please."

He set a large cup of brown liquid before nme which had a tantali zing
fragrance quite different fromthat given off by the beverage | was used to. |
added milk and tasted, aware he was watching ny reaction

"Way," | exclained, "this is different. | never had anything like it in
my life. It's wonderful ."

"C8 HIO @2," said Agati with an el aborate air of indifference.
"Synthetic. Specialty of the house."

"So chem sts are good for something after all,"” remarked Ace.

"G ve us a chance," said Agati; "we could nake beef out of wood and silk
out of sand."

"You're a physicist like B--1ike Mss Haggerwel|ls?" | asked Ace.

"I"ma physicist, but not Iike Barbara. No one is. She's a genius. A
great creative genius."

"Chem sts create," said Agati sourly; "physicists sit and think about
t he universe."

"Li ke Archinedes," said Ace.

How shall | wite of Haggershaven as ny eyes first saw it twenty-two
years ago? O the rolling acres of rich plowed land, interrupted here and



t here by stone outcroppings worn smooth and round by time, and trees in
woodl ot s or standing al one strong and unperturbed? O the main building, grown
by fits and starts fromthe original farmhouse into a great, ranbling
eccentricity, stopping short of monstrosity only by its conplete i nnocence of
pretense? Shall | describe the two dormitories, severely functional, escaping
har shness because they had not been built by carpenters and, though sturdy
enough, betrayed the amateur touch in every line? O the cottages and
apartments, two, four, at nobst six roons, for the nmarried fellows and their
fam | ies? These were scattered all over, some so avid for privacy that one
coul d pass unknowing within feet of the concealing trees or shrubbery, others
bold in the sunshine on knolls or in hollows.

| could tell of the small shops, the miniature | aboratories, the
i nadequat e observatory, the heterogeneous assortnent of books which was both
|l ess and nore than a library, the dozens of outbuildings. But these things
were not the Haven. They were nerely the | east of its possessions. For
Hagger shaven was not a material place at all, but a spiritual freedom Its
l[imts were only the limts of what its fellows could do or think or inquire.
It was circunscribed only by the outside world, not by internal rules and
t aboos, conmpetition or curricul um

Most of this | could see for nyself, much of it was expl ai ned by Ace.
"But how can you afford the time to take nme all around this way?" | asked. "I
nmust be interfering with your own work."

He grinned. "This is ny period to be guide, counselor, and friend to
t hose who've strayed in here, wittingly or un. Don't worry, after you're a
fellow you'll get told off for all the jobs, from shoveling manure to gil ding
weat her cocks. "

| sighed. "The chances of mnmy getting to be a fellow are m nus not hi ng.
Especially after last night."

He didn't pretend to m sunderstand. "Barbara'll come out of it. She's
not always that way. As her father says, she's high-strung, and she's been
working madly. And to tell the truth,” he went on in a burst of frankness,
"she really doesn't get on too well with other wonmen. She has a mascul i ne
m nd. "

| have often noticed that men not strikingly brilliant thensel ves
attribute masculine mnds to intelligent women on the consoling assunption
that fem nine mnds are normally inferior. Ace, however, was manifestly
i nnocent of any attenpt to patronize.

"Anyway, " he concl uded, "she has only one vote."

| didn't know whether to take this as a pledge of support or nere
politeness. "lIsn't it wasteful, assigning a chemi st like Dr. Agati to kitchen
work? Or isn't he a good chenist?"

"Just about the best there is. Hs artificial tea and coffee would bring
a fortune to the Haven if there were a profitable market; even as it is it'll
bring a good pi ece of change. Wasteful ? What would you have us do, hire cooks
and servants?"

"They' re cheap enough."

"Or frightfully expensive. Specialization, the division of |labor, is
certainly not cheap in anything but dollars and cents, and not always then
And it's unquestionably wasteful in ternms of equality. And | don't think
there's anyone at the Haven who isn't an egalitarian.”

"But you do specialize and divide |abor. Don't tell me you swap your
physics for Agati's chem stry."

"In a way we do. OF course, | don't set up as an experinenter, any nore
than he does as a speculator. But there have been plenty of times |I've worked
under his direction when he needed an assistant who didn't know anythi ng but
had a strong back."

"AIl right," | said, "but | still don't see why you can't hire a cook
and some di shwashers."

"Where woul d our equality be then? What woul d happen to our fell owship?"

Hagger shaven's history, which | got little by little, was nore than a



link with the past; it was a possible hint of what m ght have been if the War
of Sout hron I ndependence had not interrupted the Anerican pattern. Barbara's
great - great - grandf at her, Herbert Haggerwells, had been a Confederate najor
from North Carolina who, as conquerors sonetinmes do, had fallen in love with
the then fat Pennsyl vania countryside. After the war he had put
everyt hi ng--not much by Sout hron standards, but a fortune in depreciated, soon
to be repudi ated, United States greenbacks--into the farmwhich later forned

t he nucl eus of Haggershaven. Then he married a local girl and transforned
himsel f into a Northerner.

Until | became too accustoned to notice it anynmore | used to stare at
his portrait in the library, picturing in idle fancy a possible neeting on the
battl efield between this aristocratic gentleman with his curling nustache and
daggerli ke inperial and my own pl ebian Granpa Hodgi ns. But the chance of their
ever having conme face-to-face was nmuch nore than doubtful; I, who had studied
both their Iikenesses, was the only |ink between them

"Hard-1 ooki ng character, ay?" commented Ace. "This was pai nted when he
was mellow imagine himtwenty years earlier. Pistols cocked and Juvenal or
Horace or Seneca in the saddl ebags."

"He was a cavalry officer, then?"

"I don't know. Don't think so as a matter of fact. Saddl ebags was j ust
my artistic touch. They say he was a holy terror; discipline and all that--it
sort of goes with a man on horseback. And the old Ronman boys are pure
deduction; he was that type. Patronized several witers and artists; you know
"Drop down to ny estate and stay a while,' and they stayed five or ten years."

But it was Mj or Haggerwells's son who, seeing the deterioration of
Nort hern coll eges, had invited a few restive scholars to nake their hone wth
him They were free to pursue their studies under an el astic arrangenent which
permtted themto be self-supporting through work on the farm

Thomas Haggerwel | s's father had organi zed the scheme further, attracting
a larger nunber of school men who contributed greatly to the material progress
of the Haven. They patented inventions, marketless at hone, which brought
regul ar royalties fromnmore industrialized countries. Agronom sts inproved the
Haven's crops and took in a steady inconme fromseed. Chem sts found ways of
utilizing otherw se wasted by-products; proceeds fromschol arly works--and one
nore popul ar than schol arly--added to the funds. In his will, Vol ney
Haggerwel I's left the properties to the fell owship.

| suppose | expected there would be sone uniformty, some basic type
characterizing the fellows. Not that Barbara, or Ace, or Hiro Agati resenbl ed
a stereotype at any point, any nore than | did nyself, but then | was not one
of the elect nor likely to be. Even after | had met nore than half of themthe
noti on persisted that there rmust be some stanp on them procl ai m ng what they
ver e.

Yet as | wandered about the Haven, alone or with Ace, the people | net
were quite diverse, nore so by far than in the everyday world. There were the
ebullient and the glum the talkative and the laconic, the bustling and the
sl ow nmovi ng. Some were part of a family, others lived ascetically, wthdrawn
fromthe pleasures of the flesh

In the end | realized there was, if not a simlarity, a strong bond. The
fell ows, conventional or eccentric, passionate or reserved, were all earnest,
pur poseful , and, despite individual variations, tenacious. They were, though I
hesitate to use so enotional a word, dedicated. The cruel struggle and
suspi cion, the frantic endeavor to i nprove one's own financial, social, or
political standing by maimng or destroying someone el se intent on the sane
endeavor was either unknown or so subdued as to be inperceptible at the Haven.
Di sagreenents and jeal ousies existed, but they were different in kind rather
than in degree fromthose to which | had been accustomed all mnmy life. The
pervasive fears which fostered the latter, the sane fears which nmade lotteries
and indenture frantic ganbles to escape the wetchedness of life, could not
circulate in the security of the Haven

After the scene at ny arrival, | didn't see Barbara again for sonme ten



days. Even then it was but a glinpse, caught as she hurried in one direction
and | sauntered in another. She threw nme a single frigid glance and went on
Later, | was talking with M. Haggerwells, who had proved to be not quite an
amat eur of history but nore than a dabbl er, when, w thout knocking, she burst
into the room

"Father, I--" Then she caught sight of ne. "Sorry. | didn't know you
were entertaining.”

H's tone was that of one found in a guilty act. "Cone in, cone in,

Bar bara. Backmaker is after all sonething of a protégé of yours. Uania, you
know-if one may stretch the ascription a bit--encouraging Clio."

"Real |y, Father!" She was regal. Wunded, scornful, but mgjestic. "I'm
sure | don't know enough about sel ftaught pundits to sponsor them It seens
too bad they have to waste your tine--"

He flushed. "Please, Barbara. You nust, you really nust contro

Her di sapproval became open anger. "Mist |1? Must |1? And stand by while
every pretentious sw ndler usurps your attention? Ch, | don't ask for any
speci al favors as your daughter; | know too well | have none coning. But I
shoul d think at |east the consideration due a fellow of the Haven woul d pronpt
ordi nary courtesy even where no natural affection exists!"

"Barbara, please . . . Oh, ny dear girl, how can you. . . ?"

But she was gone, |eaving himdistressed and nme puzzled. Not at her I|ack
of restraint but at her accusation that he |acked a father's |ove for her.
Not hi ng was clearer than his pride in her or his protective, baffled
tenderness. It did not seem possible so willful a m sunderstanding could be
mai nt ai ned.

"You can't judge Barbara by ordinary standards,” insisted Ace
unconfortably, when | told himwhat had happened.

"I"mnot judging her by any standards or at all," | said; "I just don't
see how anyone coul d get things so wong."

"She . . . Her nature needs synpathy. Lots of it. She's never had the

under st andi ng and encour agenent she ought to have."

"It |ooks the other way around to ne."

"That's because you don't know t he background. She's always been |onely.
From chi | dhood. Her nother was inpatient of children and never found tinme for
her."

"How do you know?" | asked

"Why. . . she told nme, of course.”

"And you believed her. Wthout corroborative evidence. Is that what's
called the scientific attitude?"

He stopped stock-still. "Look here, Backmaker"--a noment before | had
been Hodge to him-"Look here, Backmaker, |'m dammed tired of all the things
peopl e say about Barbara; the jeers and sneers and gossip by people who just
aren't good enough to breathe the sane air with her, much | ess have the
faintest notion of her mnd and spirit--"

"Come off it, Ace," | interrupted. "I haven't got anythi ng agai nst
Barbara. The shoe is on the other foot. Tell her I"'mall right, will you?
Don't waste tinme trying to convince nme; I'mjust trying to get along."

It was clear, not only fromthe slips which evaded Ace's guard, but from
| ess restrained remarks by other fellows, that Barbara's tortured jeal ousy was
a fixture of her character. She had created feuds, slandered and reviled
fell ows who had been guilty of nothing except trying to interest her father in
some project in which she herself was not concerned. | |earned nmuch nore al so,
much Ace had no desire to convey. But he was a poor hand at concealing
anything, and it was clear he was hel pl essly subject to her, but wthout the

usual kindly anesthetic of illusion. |I guessed he had enjoyed her favors, but
she evidently didn't bother to hide the fact that the privil ege was not
excl usi ve; perhaps indeed she insisted on his knowi ng. | gathered she was a

fiercely noral polyandrist, demandi ng absolute fidelity wthout offering the
slightest hope of reciprocal single-mndedness.



X,
MORE OF HAGCERSHAVEN

Among the fellows was an Oiver Mdbin, a student of what he chose to
call the new and revol utionary science of enotional pathology. Tall and thin,
with an incongruous little potbelly Iike an enlarged and far-slipped Adam s
appl e, he pounced on nme as a ready-nmade and captive audience for his theories.

"Now t hi s case of pseudo-aphonia--"

"He neans the dunmb girl," explained Ace, aside.

"Nonsense. Dumbness is not even the statenment of a synptom but a very
i nperfect description. Pseudoaphonia. Purely of an enotional nature. O
course, if you take her to some medi cal quack he'll convince hinself and you
and certainly her that there's an inpairment, or degeneration, or atrophy of
t he vocal cords--"

"I"'mnot the girl's guardian, M. Mdbin--"

"Doctor. Phil osophiae, Gottingen. Trivial nmatter."

"Excuse me, Dr. Mdbin. Anyway, |'m not her guardian so |I'm not taking
her anywhere. But, just as a theoretical question, suppose exanination did
reveal physical damage?"

He appeared delighted and rubbed his hands together. "Ch, it woul d.
assure you it would. These fellows always find what they're |ooking for. If
your disposition is sour they'Il find warts on your duodenum In a postnortem
In a postnmortem Whereas enotional pathology deals with the sour disposition
and lets the warts, if any, take care of thenselves. Matter is a function of
the m nd. People are dunb or blind or deaf for a purpose. Now what purpose can
the girl have for nuteness?"

"No conversation?" | suggested. | didn't doubt M dbin was an authority,
but his manner made flippancy al nbst irresistible.

"I shall find out,"” he said firmy. "This is bound to be a sinpler
mal adj ust ment t han Barbara's--"

"Aw, cone on," protested Ace.

"Nonsense, Dorn, obscurantic nonsense. Reticence is a necessary
i ngredi ent of those medical ethics by which the quacks conceal inconpetence.
Mumbo junbo to keep the | ayman from aski ng annoyi ng questions. Priestly, not
scientific approach. Art and nystery of phlebotonmy. Don't hold back know edge;
publish it to the world."

"I think Barbara woul dn't want her private thoughts published to the
world. You have to draw the |ine sonewhere."

M dbin put his head on one side and | ooked at Ace as though he were
difficult to see. "Now that's interesting, Dorn," he said; "I wonder what
turns a seeker after know edge into a censor."

"Are you going to start exploring ny enotional pathology now?"

"Not interesting enough; not nearly interesting enough. D agnosis while
you wait; treatnment in a few easy installnments. Barbara now-there's a really
beautiful case. Beautiful case; years of treatnment and little sign of
i nprovenent. O course, she wouldn't want her thoughts known. \Why? Because
she's happy with her hatred for her dead nother. Shocking to Ms. G undy;
doubly ditto to M ster. Exaggerated possessiveness toward her father makes her
m serabl e. Thoughts known, misery ventilated: shame, condemation, fie, fie.
Her fantasy--"

"M dbi n!"

"Her fantasy of going back to chil dhood (fascination; adult enploys
infantile time sequence, infantile magic, infantile hatreds) in order to
injure her mother is a sick notion she cherishes the way a dog |icks a wound.
But w t hout anal ogous therapy. Ventilate it. Ventilate it. Nowthis girl's
case is bound to be sinpler. Younger if nothing else. And nice, overt
synmptons. Bring her around tonorrow and we'll begin."

"Me?" | asked.



"Who el se? You're the only one she doesn't seemto distrust."

It was annoying to have the girl's puppylike devotion observed and
commented on. | realized she saw ne as the only connection, however tenuous,
with a normal past; | had assuned she would turn naturally after a few days to
t he wonen who took such open pleasure in fussing over her affliction. However,
she nerely suffered their attentions; no matter how | tried to avoid her she
sought me out, running to me with muted cries which should have been touching
but were only painful

M. Haggerwells's telegramto the sheriff's office at York had brought
the reply that a deputy sheriff would visit the Haven "when time permtted."
He had al so tel egraphed the Spani sh | egati on who answered they knew no ot her
Escobars than Don Jainme and his wife. The girl mght be a servant or a
stranger; it was no concern of His Mst Catholic Mjesty.

The school uniformmade it unlikely she was a servant but beyond this,
little was deduci ble. She did not respond to questions in either Spanish or
English, and it was inpossible to tell if she understood their meaning, for
her bl ank expression remai ned unchanged. Wen offered pencil and paper she
handl ed them curiously, then let themslide to the floor

I wondered briefly if perhaps her intelligence was slightly subnormal,
but this was net by a firm even belligerent denial from M dbin, whose
concl usi on was confirmed, at least in nmy opinion, by her apparently excellent
coordi nati on, her personal neatness and fastidi ousness which were far nore
delicate than any I'd been accustoned to.

M dbi n"s method of treatnent snacked of the mystical. H's subjects were
supposed to relax on a couch and say whatever came into their mnds. At |east
this was the clearest part of the explanation he gave when | rebelliously
escorted the girl to his "office,”" a |large, bare room decorated only by sone
ol d European cal endars by the popul ar acadeni ci an, Picasso. The couch was a
cot which Mdbin hinmself used nore conventionally at night.

"Al'l right," | said, "just how are you goi ng to nanage?"
"Convince her everything's all right and I'mnot going to hurt her."
"Sure," | agreed. "Sure. Only how?"

He gave ne one of his head-on-shoul der | ooks and turned to the girl who
wai ted apathetically, with downcast eyes. "You lie down," he suggested.

"Me? |'mnot dunb.”

"Pretend you are. Lie down, close your eyes, say the first thing on your
tongue. Wthout stopping to think about it."

"How can | say anything if |I'mpretending to be dunb?" Gudgingly I
conplied, fancying a faint |ook of curiosity passing over the too-placid face.
" 'No man bathes twice in the sane stream' " | nuttered.

He nade ne repeat the performance several tines, then by pantom ne urged
her to imtate ne. It was doubtful if she understood; in the end we nudged her
gently into the required position. There was no question of relaxation; she
lay there warily, tense and stiff even with her eyes cl osed.

The whol e busi ness was so manifestly usel ess and absurd, to say nothing
of being undignified, that | was tenpted to walk out on it. Only ignoble
calculation on Mdbin's voting for nmy acceptance in the Haven kept ne there.

Looking at the formstretched out so rigidly, | could not but admt
again that the girl was beautiful. But the adnission was di spassionate; the
beauty was abstract and neutral, the lovely young |lines evoked no lust. | felt
only vexation because her plight kept me fromthe wonders of Haggershaven.

"What good can this possibly do?" | burst out after ten fruitless
mnutes. "You're trying to find out why she can't talk, and she can't talk to
tell you why she can't talk."

"Science explores all methods of approach,” M dbin answered loftily;

"I"msearching for a technique which will reach her. Bring her back tonorrow. "
| swal | owed my annoyance and started out. The girl junped up and pressed

close to ny side. Qutdoors the air was crisp; | felt her suppress a slight

shiver. "Now | suppose I'll have to take you where it's warmor find a wap

for you," | scolded irritably. "I don't know why | have to be your nursenmid."



She whi npered very softly, and | was renorseful. None of this was her
fault; my callousness was inexcusable. But if she could only attach herself to
some other protector and | eave ne al one

As one about to be banished | tried to crameverything into short days.
| realized that these autum weeks, spent in casual conversation or joining
the fam liar preparations for rural winter, were a period of thorough and
critical probation. There was little | could do to sway the decision beyond
the exhibition of an honest willingness to turn to whatever work needed doing
and to repeat, whenever the opportunity offered, that Haggershaven was
literally a revelation to ne, an island of civilization in the mdst of a
chaotic and savage sea. My dreamwas to make a | andfall there.

Certainly nmy meager background and scraps of readi ng woul d not persuade
the men and wonen of the Haven; | could only hope they m ght divine sone
prom se in me. Against this hope | put Barbara's enmity, a hostility now
exacerbated by rage at Aiver Mdbin for daring to devote to another
particul arly anot her woman, the attention which had been her due, and the very
techni que used for her. | knew her persistence, and | could not doubt she
woul d nove enough of the fellows to insure ny rejection

The gang whi ch had been operating in the vicinity, presumably the sane
one | had encountered, noved on. At least no further crines were attributed to
it. Once they were gone, Deputy Sheriff Beasley finally found tine to visit
Hagger shaven in response to the telegram He had evidently been there before
wi t hout attaining much respect on either side. | got the distinct inpression
he woul d have preferred a nore formal exam nation than the one which took
place in M. Haggerwells's study, with fellows drifting in and out,
interrupting the proceedings with corments of their own.

I think he doubted the girl's dunbness. He barked his questions so
l oudly and brusquely they would have terrified a far nore securely poised
i ndi vidual. She pronptly went into dry hysterics, whereupon he turned his
attention to ne.

| was apprehensive lest his questions explore ny life with Tyss and ny
connection with the G and Arny, but apparently one's nere presence at
Hagger shaven i ndi cated an i nnocence not unrelated to idiocy, at |east so far
as the nore popul ar crines were concerned. My passage of the York road and al
the events leading up to it were outside his interest; he wanted only a
succinct story of the holdup, reminding me of the late Colonel Tolliburr in
his assunption that the lay eye ought normally to be photographic of the
m nut est detail.

He was clearly dissatisfied with ny account and left grunbling that it
woul d be nmore to the point if bookworms |earned to identify a man properly,
instead of logarithnms or trigononetry. | didn't see exactly how this applied
to nme, since | was |laudably ignorant of both subjects.

If Oficer Beasley was di sappointed, M dbin was enchanted. O course, he
had heard ny narrative before, but this was the first tine he'd savored its
possi bl e inpact on the girl.

"You see, her pseudo-aphonia is neither congenital nor of |ong standing.
All logic leads to the conclusion that it's the result of her terror during
t he experience. She nust have wanted to scream it must have been al npst
i npossi ble for her not to scream but for her very life she dared not. The
instinctive, automatic reaction was the one she could not allow herself. She
had to remain nmute while she watched the nurders."

For the first tine it seemed possible there was nore to Mdbin than his
garrulity.

"She crushed back that natural, overwhel m ng inpul se,” he went on. "She
had to; her life depended on it. It was an enormous effort, and the effect on
her was in proportion; she achi eved her object too well; when it was safe for
her to speak again she couldn't."

It all sounded so plausible it was sone time before | thought to ask him
why she didn't appear to understand what we said, or why she didn't wite
anyt hi ng when she was handed pencil and paper



" Conmuni cation,"” he answered. "She had to cut off comunication, and
once cut off it's not easy to restore. At least that's one aspect. Another is
nmore tricky. The hol dup happened nore than a nonth ago, but do you suppose the
af fected m nd reckons so precisely? Is a precise reckoning possible? Duration
may, for all we know, be an entirely subjective thing. Yesterday for you may
be today for ne. W recognize this to sone extent when we speak of hours
passing slowy or quickly. The girl may still be undergoing the agony of
repressi ng her screans; the holdup, the nurders, are not in the past for her
but the present. They are taking place in a long drawn out instant of tine
whi ch may never end during her life. And if this is so, is it any wonder she
is unable to relax, to let down her guard | ong enough to realize that the
present is present and the crisis is past?"

He pressed his nmiddle thoughtfully. "Now, if it is possible to re-create
in her mind by stinulus fromw thout rather than by evocation fromw thin the
conditions leading up to and through the clinmacteric, she would have a chance
to vent the enotions she was forced to swallow. She nmight, | don't say she
woul d, she m ght speak again."

| understood such a process woul d necessarily be I engthy, but as tine
passed | saw no indication he was reaching her at all, rmuch |less that he was
getting any results. One of the Spani sh-speaking fell ows, a botanist who cane
and went fromthe Haven at erratic intervals, translated nmy account of our
nmeeting and read parts of it to the recunbent girl, followng Mdbin's excited
stage directions and interpol ations. Nothi ng happened.

Qutside the futile duty of coaxing the girl to participate in Mdbin's
sessions | had no obligations except those | took upon nyself or could
persuade others to delegate to nme. Hiro Agati declared nme hopel essly
i nconmpetent to help himin the kiln he had set up to nake "hard glass," a
t hi ck substance he hoped night take the place of cast iron in such things as
woodst oves, or clay tile in flues. He conceded | was not entirely useless in
the small garden surrounding their cottage where he, Ms. Agati--an architect,
much younger than her husband and extrenely dimnutive--and their three
children spent their spare tinme transplanting, rearrangi ng, or preparing for
the foll owi ng season.

Dr. Agati was not only the first American Japanese | had ever net; his
was the first famly | had known who broke the unwitten rule of having only
one child. Both he and Kim Agati seemed unaware of the stern injunctions by
Whi gs and Populists alike that disaster would follow if the popul ation of the
country increased too fast. Fumio and Ei ko didn't care, while Yoshio, at two,
was just not interested.

The Agatis represented for me one nmore pang at the thought of bani shnent
fromthe Haven. Since |I knew neither chem stry nor architecture, our
conversation had limts, but this was no drawback to the pleasure |I took in
their conmpany. Oten, after | was assured | was wel come there, | sat reading
or simply silent while Hro worked, the children ran in and out, and Kim, who
was conservative and didn't care for chairs, sat confortably on the floor and
sketched or cal cul ated stresses.

Gradually |1 progressed fromthe stage where | wanted deci sion on ny
application postponed as |ong as possible to one where | was inpatient to have
it over and done with. "Wy?" asked Hiro. "Suspense is the condition we |ive
inall our lives."

"Well, but there are degrees. You know about what you will be doi ng next
year."

"Do | ? What guarantees have |? The future is happily veiled. Wen | was
your age | despaired because no one woul d accept the indenture of a Japanese.
(We are still called Japanese even though our ancestors nmigrated at the tine
of the abortive attenpt to overthrow the Shogunate and restore the Mkado in
1868.) Suspense instead of certainty would have been a pl easure.”

"Anyway," said Kim practically, "it may be nonths before the next
nmeeting."

"What do you mean? Isn't there a set tine for such business?" Sure there



must be, | had never dared ask the exact date.
H ro shook his head. "Wy should there be? The next tine the fellows

pass on an appropriation or a project, we'll decide whether there's roomfor a
hi storian."
"But. . . as Kim says, it might not be for nmonths."

"Or it mght be tonorrow," replied Hiro

"Don't worry, Hodge," said Fumi o, "Papa will vote for you, and Mbther
too."

H ro grunted.

Wien it did cone it was anticlinmactic. Hro, Mdbin, and several others
with whom|'d scarcely exchanged a word recomended nme, and Barbara sinply
i gnored ny existence. | was a full fellow of Haggershaven, with all the duties
and privileges appertaining. I was al so securely at home for the first tine
since |I left Wappinger Falls nore than six years before. | knew that in al
its history few had ever cut thenselves off fromthe Haven, still fewer had
ever been asked to resign

At a nodest celebration in the big kitchen that night, the Haven
reveal ed nore of the talents it harbored. Hiro produced a gallon of |iquor he
had distilled from sawdust and called cellusaki. M. Haggerwells pronounced it
fit for a cultivated palate, following with an inmpronptu di scourse on drinki ng
t hrough the ages. M dbin sanpled enough of it to imtate M. Haggerwells's
| ecture and then, as an inspired afterthought, to denonstrate how M.
Haggerwel I's might mimc Mdbin's parody. Ace and three others sang ball ads;
even the dunb girl, persuaded to sip a little of the cellusaki under the
di sapprovi ng eyes of her self-appointed guardi ans, seemed to becone faintly
animated. |If anyone noted the absence of Barbara Haggerwells, no one conmented
on it.

Fall became winter. Surplus tinber was hauled in fromthe woodl ots and
the lignin extracted by conpressed air, a method perfected by one of the
fellows. Lignin was the fuel used in our hot water furnaces, and it provided
the gas for the reflecting jets which magnified a tiny flame into strong
illumnation. Al of us took part in this work, but just as | had not been
able to help Hro to his satisfaction in the | aboratory, so here too ny
i neptness with things nmechani cal soon caused ne to be set to nore congeni al
tasks in the stables.

| did not repine at this, for though | was delighted with the society of

the others, | found it pleasurable to be alone, to sort out ny thoughts, to
slow down to the rhythm of the heavy Percherons or enjoy the antics of the two
young foals. The world and time were somewhere shut outside; | felt

contentnent so strong as to be beyond satisfaction or any active enotion.

| was currying a dappl ed mare one afternoon and reflecting how the steam
pl ow used on the great wheat ranches of British America deprived the farners
not merely of fertilizer but al so of conpani onship, when Barbara, her breath
still cloudy fromthe cold outside, cane in and stood behind me. | made an
artificial cowmick on the mare's flank, then brushed it gl ossy snmooth again.

"Hello," she said.

"Uh . . . Hello, Mss Haggerwells."

"Miust you, Hodge?"

| roughed up the mare's flank once nore. "Must | what? |I'mafraid
don't understand."

She came close, as close as she had in the bookstore, and I felt ny
breath quicken. "I think you do. Wiy do you avoid ne? And call nme 'Mss
Haggerwel Is' in that primtone? Do | |ook so old and ugly and forbiddi ng?"

This, | thought, is going to hurt Ace. Poor Ace, befuddled by a Jezebel
why can't he attach hinself to a nice quiet girl who won't tear himin pieces
every time she follows her inclinations?

| snoothed the mare's side for the last tinme and put down the curryconb.

"I think you are the npst exciting woman |'ve ever met, Barbara,"
sai d.



X,

TI ME

"Hodge. "

" Bar bar a?"

"Is it really true you' ve never witten your nother since you left
home?"

"Way should I wite her? What could | say? Perhaps if nmy first plans had
cone to sonething, | mght have. But to tell her I worked for six years for

not hi ng woul d only confirm her opinion of ny |ack of gunption."
"I wonder if your anbitions in the end don't amount to a wish to prove
her wrong."

"Now you sound like Mdbin," | said, but I wasn't annoyed. | nuch
preferred her present questions to those |I'd heard fromher in the past weeks:
Do you love me? Are you sure? Really love, | nmean; nore than any other wonman?

Why ?

"diver has had accidental flashes of insight."

"Aren't you substituting your own for what you think night be ny
notives?"

"My nother hated me," she stated flatly.

"Well, it isn't a world where love is abundant; substitutes are cheap
and avail able. But hate--that's a strong word. How do you know?"
"I know. What does it matter how? |I'mnot unfeeling, |ike you."

"Me? Now what have | done?"

"You don't care about anyone. Not ne or anyone el se. You don't want ne;
just any wonman woul d do."

| considered this. "I don't think so, Barbara--"

"See!l You don't think so. You're not sure, and anyway you woul dn't hurt
nmy feelings needlessly. Wiy don't you be honest and tell the truth. You'd just
as soon it was that streetwal ker in New York. Maybe you'd rather. You m ss
her, don't you?"

"Barbara, 1've told you a dozen tines | never--"

"And 1've told you a dozen tinmes you're a liar! | don't care. | really
don't care.”

"Al'l right."

"How can you be so phlegmatic? So unfeeling? Nothing nmeans anything to
you. You're a real, stolid peasant. And you snell |ike one, too, always
reeking of the stable.”

"I"'msorry," | said mldly; "I''ll try to bathe nore often.”

Her taunts and jealous fits, her insistent demands did not ruffle nme. |
was too pleased with the wonders of life to be disturbed. Al 1'd dreaned

Hagger shaven coul d nean when | was sure | would never be part of it was
fulfilled and nore than fulfilled. Haggershaven and Barbara; Eden and Lilith.
At first it seemed the bookstore years were wasted, but | soon realized
the value of that catholic and serendi pitous reading as a preparation for this
time. | was nonentarily disappointed that there was no one at the Haven to
whom | could turn for that personal, face-to-face, student-teacher
relationship on which I'd set so great a store, but if there was no historica
schol ar anong the fellows to tutor nme, | was surrounded by those who had
| earned the discipline of study. There was none to discuss the details of the
Industrial Revolution or the failure of the U tranontane novenent in
Cat holicismand the policies of Popes Adrian VII, VIIIl, and I X, but all could
show me schenme and nethod. | began to understand what thorough exploration of
a subject neant as opposed to sciolism and | threw nyself into my chosen work
with furious zest.
| also began to understand the central nystery of historical theory.
When and what and how and where, but the when is the |least. Not chronol ogy but
relationship is ultimately what the historian deals in. The el ement of tine,



so vital at first glance, assunes a constantly nore subordi nate character
That the past is past becomes ever |less inportant. Except for perspective it
m ght as well be the present or the future or, if one can conceive it, a
parallel time. | was not investigating a petrification but a fluid. Wre it
possi ble to know fully the what and how and where one might |earn the why, and
assuredly if one grasped the why he could place the when at will.

During that winter |I read phil osophy, psychol ogy, archaeol ogy,
ant hropol ogy. My energy and appetite were prodigious, as they needed to be.
saw the field of know edge, not know edge in the abstract, but things |I wanted
to know, things | had to know, expanding in front of me with dizzying speed
while | crawl ed and crept and stumbl ed over ground | shoul d have covered years
bef ore.

Yet if | had studied nore conventionally | would never have had the
Haven or Barbara. Novelists speak lightly of gusts of passion, but it was
nothing less than irresistible force which drove ne to her, day after day.
Looki ng back on what | had felt for Tirzah Vame with the condescensi on

twenty-four has toward twenty, | saw my younger self only as callow, boyish,
and slightly obtuse. | was enbarrassed by the torments | had suffered.
Wth Barbara | lived only in the present, shutting out past and future.

This was only partly due to the intensity, the fierceness of our desire; nuch
cane from Barbara's own troubled spirit. She herself was so avid, so
demandi ng, that yesterday and tomorrow were irrelevant to the insistent
nmonent. The only thing saving me from ensl avenent |ike poor Ace was the
belief, correct or incorrect | amto this day not certain, that to yield the
| ast vestige of detachment and objectivity woul d make me hel pl ess, not just
bef ore her, but to acconplish nmy ever nore urgent anbitions.

Still I know much of my reserve was unnecessary, a product of fear, not
prudence. | denied much | could have given freely and w thout harm ny guard
protected what was essentially enpty. My fancied advantage over Ace, based on
nmy havi ng al ways had an easy, perhaps too easy way w th wonen, was no
advantage at all. | foolishly thought nyself master of the situation because
her infidelities, if such a word can be used where faithfulness is explicitly
ruled out, did not bother ne. | believed | had grown i mensely wi se since the
time when the prospect of Tirzah's rejection had nade me m serable. | was
wrong; mny sophistication was a | ack, not an achi evenent.

Do | need to say that Barbara was no wanton, nmoved by |ight and fickle
vol upt uousness? The puritanismof our tine, expressing itself in condemmations
and denials, nmolded her as it nol ded our civilization. She was driven by urges
deeper and darker than sensuality; her nad jeal ousies were provoked by an
unappeasabl e need for constant reassurance. She had to be dominant, she had to
be courted by nore than one man; she had to be told constantly what she could
never truly believe: that she was uni quely desired.

I wondered that she did not burn herself out, not only with conflicting
passions, but with her fury of work. Sleep was a weakness she despi sed, yet
she craved far nore of it than she allowed herself; she rationed her hours of
unconsci ousness and drove herself relentlessly. Ace's panegyrics on her
i nportance as a physicist | discounted, but ol der and nore objective
col | eagues spoke of her mat hematical concepts, not nmerely with respect, but
with awe.

She did not discuss her work with ne; our intimcy stopped short of such
exchanges. | got the inpression she was seeking the principles of
heavier-than-air flight, a chimera which had long intrigued inventors. It
seened a pointless pursuit, for it was manifest such levitation could no nore
repl ace our safe, confortabl e guided balloons than ninibiles could replace the
hor se.

Spring nade all of us single-mnded farners until the fields were pl owed
and sown. No one grudged these days, for the Haven's econonic life was based
first of all onits land, and we were happy in the work itself. Not until the
nost feverish conpetition with time began to slacken could we return to our
regul ar activities.



| say "all of us," but | must except the dunb girl. She greeted the
spring with the nearest approach to cheerful ness she had di spl ayed; there was
a distinct lifting of her apathy. Unexpectedly she reveal ed a tal ent which had
survived the shock to her personality or had been resurrected like the
pussywi | | ows and crocuses by the warm sun. She was a craftsman with needl e and
thread. Timdly at first, but gradually grow ng bol der, she contrived dresses
of gayer and gayer colors in place of the drab school uniform always, on the
conpl etion of a new creation, running to nme as though to solicit nmy approval.

This innocent if enbarrassing customcould hardly escape Barbara's
noti ce, but her anger was directed at me, not the girl. My "devotion" was not
only absurd, she told me, it was al so conspi cuous and degradi ng. My taste was
i nexplicable, running as it did to i mature, deranged cripples.

Naturally when the girl took up the habit of comng to the edge of the
field where I was plowi ng, waiting gravely notionless for me to drive the
furrow toward her, | anticipated still further punishment from Barbara's
tongue. The girl was not to be swayed from her practice; at least | did not
have the heart to speak roughly to her, and so she daily continued to stand
t hrough the I ong hours watching me plow, bringing me a |unch at noon, and
docilely sharing a small portion of it.

The planting done, M dbin began the use of a new techni que, show ng her
drawi ngs of successive stages of the hol dup, again naggi ng and punping ne for
details to sharpen their accuracy. Her reactions pleased himimensely, for
she responded to the first ones with nods and the throaty sounds we recogni zed
as understandi ng or agreenent. The scenes of the assault itself, of the
shooting of the coachman, the flight of the footman, and her own conceal ment
in the cornfield, evoked whinpers, while the brutal depiction of the Escobars
mur der made her cower and cover her eyes.

| suppose | amnot particularly tactful; still | had been careful not to
mention any of this to Barbara. M dbin, however, after a very gratifying
reaction to one of the draw ngs, said casually, "Barbara hasn't been here for
along time. I wish she would cone back."

When | repeated this she stormed at ne. "How dare you discuss me with
that ridicul ous fool ?"

"You've got it all wong. There wasn't any di scussion. Mdbin only
sai d--"

"I know what Oiver said. | know his whole silly vocabul ary."

"He only wants to help you."

"Help me? Help ne? What's wong with ne?"

"Not hi ng, Barbara. Nothing."

"Am | dunmb or blind or stupid?"

"Pl ease, Barbara."

"Just unattractive. | know. |'ve seen you with that creature. How you
must hate ne to flaunt her before everyone!"

"You know | only go with her to Mdbin's because he insists."

"What about your little lovers' meetings in the woodl ot when you were
supposed to be plow ng? Do you think I didn't know about thenP"

"Barbara, | assure you they were perfectly harm ess. She--"

"You're a liar. Mdre than that, you' re a sneak and a hypocrite. Yes, and
a nmean, craw ing sycophant as well. | know you nust detest me, but it suits
you to suffer nme because of the Haven. |I'mnot blind; you've used ne,

deliberately and cal cul atedly for your own selfish ends."

M dbi n coul d explain and excuse her outbursts by his "enotiona
pat hol ogy," Ace accepted and suffered them as i nescapable, so did her father
but | saw no necessity of being always subject to her tantrunms. | told her so,
addi ng, not too heatedly | think, "Maybe we shoul dn't see each other al one
after this."

She stood perfectly immobile and silent, as if | were still speaking.
"Al'l right," she said at last. "All right, yes . . . yes. Don't."
Her apparent cal m deceived ne conpletely; | smled with relief.

"That's right, laugh. Wy shouldn't you? You have no feelings, no nore



than you have an intelligence. You are an oaf, a clod, a real bunpkin.
Standing there with a silly grin on your face. Ch, | hate you! How | hate
you!"

She wept, she shrilled, she rushed at me and then turned away, crying
she hadn't neant it, not a word of it. She cajol ed, begging forgiveness for
all she'd said, tearfully promsing to control herself after this, npaning
that she needed me, and finally, when I didn't repul se her, exclaimng it was
her [ove for me which tornented her so and drove her to such scenes. It was a
wr et ched, degradi ng nonent, and not the |least of its wetchedness and
degradati on was that | recognized the erotic value of her abjection
Detachedly | might pity, fear, or be repelled; at the sane tinme | had to admt
her sudden humility was exciting.

Perhaps this storm changed our relationship for the better, or at |east
eased the constraint between us. At any rate it was after this she began
speaking to ne of her work, putting us on a friendlier, less furious plane.
| ear ned now how conpl etely garbled was nmy notion of what she was doing.

"Heavi er-than-air flying machines!" she cried. "How utterly absurd!"

"All right. | didn't know "

"My work is theoretical. I'mnot a vul gar nechanic."

"Al'l right, all right."

"I"'mgoing to show that tinme and space are aspects of the sane entity."

"Al'l right," | said, thinking of sonething else.

"What is time?"

"Uh? . . . Dear Barbara, since | don't know anything | can slide
gracefully out of that one. | couldn't even begin to define tine."

"Ch, you could probably define it all right--in terms of itself. |I'm not

dealing with definitions but concepts."

"Al'l right, conceive."

"Hodge, like all stuffy people your levity is ponderous."

"Excuse ne. Go ahead."

"Time is an aspect."”

"So you mentioned. | once knew a man who said it was an illusion. And
another who said it was a serpent with its tail inits mouth.”

"Mysticism" The contenpt with which she spoke the word brought a sudden
i mge of Roger Tyss saying "metaphysics" with much the same inflection. "Tine,
matter, space, and energy are all aspects of the cosmic entity.
I nt erchangeabl e aspects. Theoretically it should be possible to translate
matter into terns of energy and space into ternms of time; matter-energy into
space-tinme."

"I't sounds so sinmple |I'm ashaned of nyself.

"To put it so crudely the explanation is msleading: suppose matter is
resolved into its conponent "

"Atons?" | suggested, since she seenmed at |oss for a word

"No, atoms are already too individualized, too separate. Something nore
fundanmental than atons. W have no word because we can't quite grasp the

concept yet. Essence, perhaps, or the theological 'spirit." If matter
"A man?"
"Man, turnip, or chem cal conpound,” she answered inpatiently; "if

resolved into its essence it can presumably be reassenbl ed, another w ong
word, at another point of the time-space fabric."

"You nmean. . . like yesterday?"

"No--and yes. What is 'yesterday'? A thing? An aspect? An idea? O a
rel ati onshi p? Oh, words are usel ess things; even with mathematical synbols you
can hardly ... But sonmeday |I'Il establish it. O lay the groundwork for ny
successors. O the successors of ny successors.”

| nodded. M dbin was at |east half right; Barbara was emptionally sick
For what was this "theory" of hers but the rationalization of a daydream the
daydream of di scovering a process for reaching back through time to injure her
dead nother and so steal all of her father's affections?



XIV.
M DBI NS EXPERI MENT

At the next meeting of the fellows M dbin asked an appropriation for
experimental work and the hel p of Haven menbers in the project. Since the
extent of both requests was nodest, their granting would ordinarily have been
a formality. But Barbara asked politely if Dr. Mdbin wouldn't like to
el aborate a little on the purposes of his experinent.

| knew her manner was a danger signal. Nevertheless Mdbin nmerely
answer ed good-hunoredly that he proposed to test a theory of whether an
enotional |y i nduced physi cal handicap could be cured by re-creating in the
subject's mnd the shock which had caused--to use a | oose, inaccurate
term-the inpedi nent.

"I thought so. He wants to waste the Haven's noney and time on a little
tart he's having an affair with while inportant work is held up for |ack of
funds. "

One of the wonen called out, "Ch, Barbara, no," and there were

excl amati ons of disapproval. | saw Kim Agati |ook steadfastly down in
enbarrassnent. M. Haggerwells, after trying unsuccessfully to hold Barbara's
eye, said, "I nust apol ogize for ny daughter--"

"It's all right," interrupted Mdbin. "I understand Barbara's notions.

I"msure no one here really thinks there is anything inproper between the girl
and ne. Qutside of this, Barbara's original question seenms quite in order
Quite in order. Briefly, as nost of you know, |'ve been trying to restore
speech to a subject who lost it--again | use an inaccurate termfor
conveni ence--during an afflicting experience. Prelimnary explorations
i ndi cate good probability of satisfactory response to ny proposed nethod,
which is sinply to enploy a kinematic canera |like those used to make
entertai nment tinugraphs--"

"He wants to turn the Haven into a tinugraph nmill with the fellows as
munmmer s! "

"Only this once, Barbara, only this once. Not regularly, not as
routine."”

At this point her father insisted the request be voted on w thout any

nore di scussion. | was tenpted to vote with Barbara, the only dissident, for
foresaw M dbin's tinugraph woul d undoubtedly rely heavily on cooperation from
me, but | didn't have the courage. Instead | nerely abstained, |like Mdbin

hi nrsel f and Ace.

The first effect of Mdbin's programwas to free ne fromobligation, for
he deci ded there was no point continuing the sessions with the dunb girl as
before. All his tine was taken up anyway w th phot ography--no one at the Haven
had specialized in it--kinematic theory, the art of pantom ne, and the
relative merit of different makes of caneras, all manufactured abroad.

The girl, who had never |ost her tenseness and apprehensi on during the
i nterviews, nevertheless clung to the habit of being escorted to Mdbin's
wor kroom Since it was inpossible to convey to her that the sessions were
temporarily suspended, she appeared regularly, always in a dress with which
she had taken nmanifest pains, and there was little | could do but walk her to
M dbi n"s and back. | was acutely conscious of the ridicul ousness of these
par ades and expectant of retribution fromBarbara afterward, so | was to sone
extent relieved when Mdbin finally nade his decision and procured canmera and
film

Now | had to set the exact scene where the hol dup had taken place, not
an easy thing to do, for one rise | ooks much Iike another at twlight and al
ook differently in daylight. Then | had to approxi mate the origina
conditions as nearly as possible. Here Mdbin was partially foiled by the
[imtations of his medium being forced to use the canera in full sunlight
i nstead of at dusk.



| dressed and instructed the actors in their parts, rehearsing and
directing themthroughout. The only immunity I got was M dbin's concession
that | needn't play the role of nyself, since in ny early part of spectator |
woul d be hi dden anyway and the succor was onmtted as irrelevant to the
t herapeutic purpose. Mdbin hinself did nothing but tend the canera.

Any tinugraph nill would have snorted at our final product and certainly
no tinugraph | yceum woul d have condescended to show it. After sone hesitation
M dbi n had decided not to make a phonoto, feeling the use of sound woul d add
no val ue and consi derabl e expense, so the filmdidn't even have this feature
to recomrend it. Fortunately for whatever involuntary professional pride was
i nvol ved, no one was present at the first showing but the girl and nme, Ace to
work the magic |lantern, and M dbin.

In the darkened roomthe pictures on the screen gave-- after the first
m nut es--such an astoni shing illusion that when one of the horsenen rode
toward the camera we all reflexively shrank back. Despite its amateurishness
the tinugraph seened an artistic success to us, but it was no triunph in
justifying its existence. The girl reacted no differently than she had toward
the drawi ngs; if anything her response was |ess satisfactory. The inarticul ate
noi ses ran the sanme scale fromdismy to terror; nothing new was added.
Nevert hel ess M dbin, his adam s apple working joyously up and down, sl apped
Ace and ne on the back, predicting he'd have her talking like a politician
bef ore the year was out.

| suppose the process was inperceptible; certainly there was no
di scernible difference between one showi ng and the next. The boring routine
continued day after day, and so absolute was M dbin's confidence that we were
not too astonished after sonme weeks when, at the noment "Don Jainme" folded in
si mul at ed death, she fainted and renai ned unconscious for sone tine.

After this we expected--at |east Ace and | did, Mdbin only rubbed his
pal ms together--that the constraint on her tongue would be suddenly and
entirely lifted. It wasn't, but a few showings later, at the sane crucial
point, she screaned. It was a genuine scream clear and piercing, bearing
smal | resenbl ance to the strangling noi ses we were accustoned to. M dbin had
been vindi cated; no nmute could have voiced that full, shrill cry.

Pur sui ng another of his theories, he soon gave up the idea of hel ping
her express the words in her mnd in Spanish. Instead he concentrated on
teaching her English. Hs method was prinmitive, consisting of pointing
solemmly to objects and repeating their names in an artificial nonotone.

"She'll have an odd way of speaking," remarked Ace; "all nouns, singular
nouns at that, said with a mouthful of pebbles. | can just imagine the happy
day: 'Man chair wall girl floor,' and you bubbling back, 'Carpet ceiling earth
grass.'

"I"ll supply the verbs as needed," said Mdbin; "first things first."

She nust have been paying at |east as nmuch attention to our conversation
as to his instruction for, unexpectedly, one day she pointed to ne and said
quite clearly, "Hodge . . . Hodge . . ."

| was di sconposed, but not with the sane vexation | had felt at her
habit of seeking nme out and follow ng me around. There was a faint, bashful
pl easure, and a feeling of gratitude for such steadfastness.

She nust have had sone grounding in English, for while she utilized the
nouns M dbin had supplied, she soon added, tentatively and questioningly, a
verb or adjective here and there. "I . . . walk. . . ?" Ace's fear of her
acquiring Mdbin's dead inflection was groundl ess; her voice was | ow and
charm ngly nodul ated; we were enchanted listening to her el ementary groping
anmong wor ds.

Conversation or questioning was as yet inpossible. Mdbin's "Wat is
your name?" brought forth no response save a puzzled | ook and a nonentary
si nki ng back into dullness. But several weeks |ater she touched her breast and
said shyly, "Catalina."

Her menory, then, was not inpaired, at |least not totally. There was no
way of telling yet what she renenbered and what self-protection had forced her



to forget, for direct questions sel dom brought satisfactory answers at this
stage. Facts concerning herself she gave out sporadically and without relation
to our curiosity.

Her nane was Catalina Garcia; she was the much younger sister of Dofia
Maria Escobar, w th whom she lived. So far as she knew she had no ot her
relatives. She did not want to go back to school; they had taught her to sew,
t hey had been kind, but she had not been happy there. Please--we would not
send her away from Haggershaven, would we?

M dbin acted now Iike a fond parent who was both proud of his child's
acconpl i shnments and fearful |est she be not quite ready to | eave his
solicitous care. He was far fromsatisfied at restoring her speech; he probed
and searched, seeking to know what she had thought and felt during the |ong
nont hs of nut eness.

"I do not know, truly I do not know," she protested toward the end of
one of these examinations. "I would say, yes; sometines | knew you were
talking to nme, or Hodge." Here she | ooked at nme steadily for an instant, to
make ne feel both renorseful and proud. "But it was |like soneone talking a
long way off, so | never quite understood, nor was even sure it was | who was
bei ng spoken to. Oten--at least it seenmed often, perhaps it was not-- often
| tried to speak, to beg you to tell me if you were real people talking to ne
or just part of a dream That was very bad, because when no words cane | was
nore afraid than ever, and when | was afraid the dream becane darker and
dar ker . "

Afterward, |ooking cool and fresh and strangely assured, she came upon
me while | was cultivating young corn. A few weeks earlier | would have known
she had sought nme out; now it mght be an accident.

"But | knew nore surely when it was you who spoke, Hodge," she said
abruptly. "lIn nmy dream you were the nost real." Then she wal ked tranquilly
away.

Bar bara, who had studi edly said nothing further about what M dbin was
doi ng, comented one day, apparently w thout rancor, "So diver appears to
have proved a theory. How nice for you."

"What do you nmean?" | inquired guardedly. "Howis it nice for nme?"

"Why, you won't have to chaperone the silly girl all over anynore. She
can ask her way around now "

"Ch yes, that's right," | rmunbl ed.
"And we won't have to quarrel over her anynore," she concl uded.
"Sure," | said. "That's right."

M. Haggerwel | s again comuni cated with the Spanish diplomats, recalling
his original telegramand nentioning the aloof reply. He was answered in
person by an official who acted as though he hinmsel f had conposed the
di scl ai m ng response. Perhaps he had, for he made it quite clear that only
devotion to duty made it possible to deal at all with such savages as
i nhabited the United States.

He confirned the existence of one Catalina Garcia and consulted a
phot ograph, carefully shielded in his hand, conmparing it with the features of
our Catalina, at last satisfying hinmself they were the same. This formality
finished, he spoke rapidly to Catalina in Spanish. She shook her head and
| ooked confused. "Tell himl can hardly understand, Hodge; ask himto speak in
Engl i sh, pl ease.™

The di pl omat | ooked furious. M dbin explained hastily that the shock
whi ch had caused her nuteness had not entirely worn of f. Unquestionably she
woul d recover her full menmory in tine, but for the present there were stil
areas of forgetful ness. Her native | anguage was part of the past, he went on
happy with a new audi ence, and the past was something to be pushed away since
it contained the terrible noment. English on the other hand--

"I understand," said the diplomat stiffly, resolutely addressing none of
us. "It is clear. Very well then. The Sefiorita Garcia is heir--heiress to an
estate. Not a very big one, | regret to say. A noderate estate.”

"You mean | and and houses?" | asked curiously.



"A noderate estate," he repeated, |ooking attentively at his gl oved
hand. "Some shares of stock, sone bonds, sonme cash. The details wll be
avail able to the sefiorita.”

"I't doesn't matter," said Catalina timdly.

Havi ng put us all, and particularly me, in our place as rude and nosy
bar bari ans, he went on nore pleasantly, "According to the records of the
enbassy, the sefiorita is not yet eighteen. As an orphan living in foreign

| ands she is a ward of the Spanish Crown. The sefiorita will return with ne to
Phi | adel phi a where she will be suitably accommodated until repatriation can be
arranged. | feel certain that in the proper surroundi ngs, hearing her natura
tongue, she will soon regain its use. The--ah--institution may subnit a bil

for board and | odgi ng during her stay."

"Does he nean--take ne away from here? For al ways?" Catalina, who had
seened so mature a nonment before, suddenly acted like a frightened child.

"He only wants to nmake you confortable and take you anbng your own
people," said M. Haggerwells. "Perhaps it is a bit sudden . "

"I can't. Do not let himtake me away. Hodge, Hodge-- do not let him
take me away."

"Sefiorita, you do not understand--"

"No, no. | won't. Hodge, M. Haggerwells, do not let him"

"But ny dear--"

It was M dbin who cut M. Haggerwells off. "I cannot guarantee against a
rel apse, even a reversion to the pseudo-aphonia if this emptional tension is
mai ntained. | nust insist that Catalina is not to continue the conversation
now. "

"No one's going to take you away by force," | assured her, finally

finding nmy courage once M dbin had asserted hinsel f.

The official shrugged, managing to intimate in the gesture his opinion
that the Haven was of a very shady character indeed and had quite possibly
engi neered the hol dup itself.

"If the sefiorita genuinely wishes to remain for the present"--a lifted

eyebrow | oaded the "genui nely" with neaning--"1 have no authority at the
monent to inquire into influences that have persuaded her. No, none at all
Nor can | remove her by--ah--1 will not insist. No. Not at all."

"That is very understanding of you, sir," said M. Haggerwells. "I'm
sure everything will be all right eventually."

The di pl omat bowed stiffly. "Of course, the--ah-- institution
understands it can hope for no further conpensation--"

"None has been given or asked for. None will be," said M. Haggerwells
in what was, for him a sharp tone.

The gentleman fromthe | egation bowed. "The sefiorita will naturally be

visited fromtinme to tinme by an official. Wthout note--notification. She may
be renpved whenever His Most Catholic Majesty sees fit. And, of course, none
of her estate will be rel eased before the eighteenth birthday. The whol e
affair is entirely irregular.”

After he left | reproached nyself for not asking what Don Jaine's
m ssion had been that fateful evening, or at least for not trying to find out
what his function with the Spanish | egati on was. Probably he could in no way
be connected with the counterfeiting of the pesetas. By naking no attenpt to
| earn any facts which mght have | essened the old feeling of guilty
responsibility | kept it uneasily alive.

These reproaches were pushed asi de when Catalina put her head agai nst ny
col I arbone, sobbing with relief. "There, there," | said, "there, there."

"Uncouth," reflected M. Haggerwells. "Conpensation indeed!"

"Dealing with natives," said Mdbin. "Probably courteous enough to
Frenchnmen or Afrikanders."

| patted Catalina' s quivering shoulders. Child or not, now she was able
to talk I had to admit | no |onger found her devotion so tiresone. Though
was definitely uneasy |est Barbara discover us in this attitude.



XV.
GOOD YEARS

And now | come to the period of ny life which stands in such sharp
contrast to what had gone before. Was it really eight years | spent at
Hagger shaven? The arithnetic is indisputable: | arrived in 1944 at the age of
twentythree; | left in 1952 at the age of thirty-one. Indisputable, but not
quite believable; as with the happy countries which are supposed to have no
history I find it hard to go over those eight years and divide them by
remar kabl e events. They bl ended too snoothly, too contentedly into one
anot her.

Crops were harvested, stored, or marketed; the fields were plowed in the
fall and again in the spring and sown anew. Three of the older fellows died,
anot her becane bedridden. Five new fellows were accepted; two biologists, a
chemi st, a poet, a philologist. It was to the last | played the sane part Ace
had to ne, introducing himto the sanctuary of the Haven, seeing its security
and refuge afresh and deeply thankful for the fortune that had brought ne to
it.

There was no question about success in ny chosen profession, not even
t he expected alternation of achievement and di sappoi ntment. Once started on
the road | kept on going at an even, steady pace. For what woul d have been ny
doctoral thesis | wote a paper on "The Tining of General Stuart's Maneuvers
During August 1863 in Pennsylvania." This received flattering coment from
scholars as far away as the Universities of Linma and Canbri dge; because of it
I was offered instructorships at highly respectable schools.

I could not think of |eaving the Haven. The world into which | had been
born had never been fully revealed for what it was until | had escaped from
it. Secrecy and ugliness; greed, fear, and call ousness; neanness, avari ce,
cunni ng, deceit, and self-worship were as close around as the nearest
farmhouses. The idea of returning to that world and of entering into daily
conpetition with other underpaid, overdriven drudges striving fruitlessly to
apply a dilute coating of culture to the unresponsive surface of unwilling
students had little attraction

In those eight years, as | broadened nmy know edge | narrowed ny field.
Undoubtedly it was presunptuous to take the War of Southron | ndependence as ny
specialty when there were already so many conprehensive works on the subject
and so many cel ebrated historians engaged with this special event. However, ny
choi ce was made not out of self-inmportance but fascination, and undoubtedly it
was the proximty of the scene which influenced the selection of ny goal, the
last thirteen months of the war, from General Lee's invasion of Pennsylvania
to the capitulation at Reading. | saw the whol e vast design: Gettysburg,
Lancaster, the siege of Philadel phia, the disastrous Union counterthrust in
Tennessee, the evacuation of Washington, and finally the desperate effort to
break out of Lee's trap which ended at Reading. | could spend profitable years
filling in the details.

My nonographs were published in | earned Confederate and British
journal s--there were none in the United States--and | rejoiced when they
brought attention, not so nuch to ne as to Haggershaven. | could contribute
oniy this notice and my physical labor; on the other hand | asked little
beyond food, clothing, and shelter--just books. My field trips | took on foot,
often earning nmy keep by casual |abor for farnmers, paying for access to
private collections of letters or docunments by indexi ng and arrangi ng them

The tine devoted to schol arship did not al one distinguish those eight
years, nor even the security of the Haven. | have spoken of the sinple, easy
manner in which the Agatis admtted me to their friendship, but they were not
the only ones with whomthere grew ties of affection and understanding. Wth
very few exceptions the fell ows of Haggershaven quickly |l earned to shed the
suspi ci on and al oof ness, so necessary a protection el sewhere, and substitute



acceptance. The result was a tranquillity | had never experienced before, so
that | think of those years as set apart, a golden period, a tinme of perpetua
war m sunshi ne.

Bet ween Barbara and nme the turbul ent, amnbival ent passi on swept back and
forth, the periods of estrangenent seemingly only a generating force to bring
us together again. Hate and |love, admration and distaste, inpatience and pity
were present on both sides. Only on hers there was jeal ousy as well; perhaps
if I had not been indifferent whenever she chose to respond to some other man
she might not have felt the errant desire so strongly. Perhaps not; there was
a noral urge behind her behavior. She sneered at women who yielded to such
tenptations. To her they were not tenptations but just rewards; she did not
yi el d, she took them as her due.

Sonetimes | wondered if her neurosis did not verge on insanity; |I'msure
for her part she nust often have stood off and appraised ne as a m st ake.
know t here were many tinmes when | wi shed there would be no nore reconciliation
bet ween us.

Yet no amount of thinking could cancel the swift hunger | felt in her
presence or the deep nutual satisfaction of physical union. Frequently we were
lovers for as long as a nonth before the inevitable quarrel, foll owed by
varyi ng periods of coolness. During the weeks of distance | renenbered how she
could be tender and gracious as well as ardent, just as during our intinmacy I
remenbered her ruthl essness and doni nance.

It was not only her tenperanental outbursts nor even her unappeasabl e
craving for love and affection which thrust us apart. |npedinments which, in
t he begi nni ng, had appeared i nconsequential assumed nore inportance all the
time. It was increasingly hard for her to | eave her work behind even for
nmonents. She was never allowed to forget, either by her own insatiable drive
or by outside acknow edgnment, that she was al ready one of the forenopst
physicists in the world. She had been granted so many honorary degrees she no
| onger traveled to receive them offers fromforeign governnents of well-paid
jobs connected with their nunitions industries were common. Articles were
written about her equation of matter, energy, space, and tine, acclaimng her
as a revol utionary thinker; though she disnissed them as eval uati on of
el ementary work, they neverthel ess added to her isolation and curtailed her
freedom

M dbin was, in his way, as nuch under her spell as Ace or mnyself. H's
triunph over Catalina' s dunmbness he took lightly now it was acconplished;
stabilizing Barbara's enptions was the victory he wanted. She, on her side,
had | ost whatever respect she must have had for himin the days when she had
submitted to his treatnent. On the very rare occasi ons when the whi m noved her
to listen to his entreaties--usually relayed through Ace or ne--and grant him
time, it seenmed to be only for the opportunity of making fun of his efforts.
Patiently he tried new techni ques of exploration and expression.

"But it's not rmuch use," he said once, dolefully; "she doesn't _want_ to
be hel ped. "

"Wanting seened to have little to do with nmaking Catty talk," | pointed
out. "Couldn't you

"Make a tinugraph of Barbara's traumatic shock? If | had the materials
there woul d be no necessity."

Per haps there was less malice in her nockery now Catty was no | onger the
focus of his theories about enotional pathol ogy; perhaps she forgave himfor
her temporary di splacenment, but she did not w thhold her contenpt. "Qd i ver
you shoul d have been a woman," she told him "you woul d have been inpossible
as a mot her, but what a grandnmother you woul d have made!"

That Catty herself had in her own way as strong a will as Barbara was
denonstrated in her determ nation to becone part of Haggershaven. Her reaction
to the visit of the Spanish official was translated into an unyi el di ng
program She had gone resolutely to Thomas Haggerwells, telling himshe knew
quite well she had neither the aptitudes nor qualifications for adnission to
fell owship, nor did she ask it. Al she wanted was to live in what she



regarded as her only honme. She would gladly do any work from washi ng di shes to
maki ng cl ot hes--anyt hing she was asked. Wen she came of age she would turn
over what ever noney she inherited to the Haven without conditions.

He had patiently pointed out that a Spanish subject was a citizen of a
far weal thier and nore powerful nation than the United States; as an heiress
she could enjoy the luxuries and distractions of Madrid or Havana and
eventual ly make a suitable marriage. How silly it would be to give up al
t hese advantages to beconme an unnoticed, penniless drudge for a group of
cranks near York, Pennsylvania.

"He was quite right you know, Catty," | said, when she told ne about the
i nterview.

She shook her head vigorously, so the |loose black curls swirled back and
forth. "You think so, Hodge, because you are a hard, prudent Yankee."

| opened my eyes rather wide; this was certainly not the description
woul d have applied to nyself.

"And al so because you have Angl o- Saxon chivalry, always rescuing mnai dens
in distress and thinking they must sit on a cushion after that and sew a fine
seam Well, | can sew a fine seam but sitting on cushions would bore ne.
Wmnen are not as delicate as you think, Hodge. Nor as terrifying."

Was this last directed toward Barbara? Perhaps Catty had claws. "There's
a difference," | said, "between cushionsitting and |iving where books and
pi ctures and nusic are not regarded with suspicion.”

"That's right," she agreed; "Haggershaven."

"No, Haggershaven is an anomaly in the United States, and in spite of
everything it cannot help but be infected by the rest of the country. | neant
the great, successful nations who can afford the breathing spaces for
cul ture.”

"But you do not go to them"

"No. This is ny country."

"And it will be mine, too. After all it was nmade in the first place by
people willing to give up luxuries. Besides you are contradicting yourself: if
Hagger shaven cannot avoid being infected by what is outside it, neither can
any other spot. Part of the world cannot be civilized if another part is
backward. "

There was no doubt her denure expression hid stern resolution. \Watever
else it hid was not so certain. Evidently M. Haggerwells realized the quality
of her determ nation for eventually he proposed to the fell ows that she be
allowed to stay and the of fer of her noney be rejected. The notion was
carried, with only Barbara, who spoke long and bitterly against it, voting
"no."

In accepting Catty out of charity, the fell ows unexpectedly made an
advant ageous bargain. Not nerely because she was al ways eager to help, but for
her specific contribution to the Haven's economny. Before this, clothing the
Haven had been a haphazard affair; suits or dresses were bought wi th noney
whi ch woul d ot herwi se have been contributed to the general fund, or if the
fell ow had no outside income, by a grant fromthe sane fund. Catty's artistry
with the needl e nade a revolution. Not only did she patch and nend and alter;
she desi gned and nade cl ot hes, conveying sonme of her enthusiasmto the other
worren. The Haven was better and nore handsonely clad, and a great deal of
nmoney was saved. Only Barbara refused to have her silk trousers and jackets
made at hone

It was not entirely easy to adjust to the new Catty, the busy,
efficient, self-reliant creature. Her expressive voice could be enchanting
even when she was speaki ng nonsense--and Catty rarely spoke nonsense. | don't
mean she was priggish or solemm, quite the contrary; her spontaneous | aughter
was qui ck and frequent. But she was essentially not frivolous; she felt
deeply, her loyalties were strong and enduri ng.

| mssed her forner all too open devotion to nme. It had caused
enbarrassnent, inpatience, annoyance; now it was withdrawmn | felt deprived and
even pettish at its lack. Not that | had anything to offer in return or



consi dered that any enmotion was called for fromme. Though | didn't express it
to nyself so openly at the time, what | regretted was the sensually val uabl e
docility of a beautiful woman. O course, there was a confusion here: | was
regretting what had never been, for Catty and the namel ess dunb girl were

di fferent individuals. Even her always undeni abl e beauty was changed and

hei ght ened; what | really wanted was for the Catty of nowto act |like the
Catty of then. And w thout any reciprocal gesture from ne.

The new Catty no nore than the old was disi ngenuous or coquettish. She
was sinply mature, dignified, selfcontained, and just a trifle anmusedly al oof.
Al so she was very busy. She did not pretend to any interest in other nen; at
the sane tine she had clearly outgrown her childish dependence on ne. She
refused any conpetition with Barbara. Wen | sought her out she was there, but
she made no attenpt to call me to her

I was not so unversed that | didn't occasionally suspect this mght be a
cal culated tactic. But when | recalled the utter innocence of her |ook I
reflected I would have to have a very nice conceit of myself indeed to believe
the two nost attractive wonmen at Hagger shaven were contendi ng for ne.

| don't know precisely when | began to see Catty with a predatory nal e
eye. Doubtless it was during one of those tines when Barbara and | had
quarrel ed, and when she had called attention to Catty by accusi ng ne of
dallying with her. | was essentially as pol yganous as Barbara was pol yandr ous
or Catty nonoganous; once the idea had formed | nmade no attenpt to reject it.

Nor, for a very long time, did | accept it in any way except
academ cally. There are sensual values also in tantalizing, and if these
val ues are perverse | can only say | was still immture in many ways.
Additionally there nust have been an el enent of fear of Catty, the sanme fear
whi ch mai ntai ned a reserve agai nst Barbara. For the tine being at least it
seened much pleasanter to talk lightly and i nconsequentially with her; to
| augh and boast of my progress, to discuss Haggershaven and the world, than to
face our elenentary relationship.

My fourth winter at the Haven had been an unusually mld one; spring was
early and wet. Kim Agati who, with her children, annually gathered quantities
of mushroons fromthe woodl ots and pastures, claimed this year's supply was so
| arge that she needed hel p and conscripted Catty and ne. Catty protested she
didn't know a rmushroom from a toadstool; Kim inmrediately gave her a brief but
t horough course in nycol ogy. "And Hodge will help you; he's a country boy."

"Al'l right," | said. "I make no guarantees though; | haven't been a
country boy for a long tine."

"I"'mnot so sure,” said Kim thoughtfully. "You two take the small
sout heast woodl ot; Fumi o can have the big pasture, Ei ko the small one; Yosh

and I will pick in the west woodlot."
W carried a picnic lunch and nests of |arge baskets which were to be
put by the edge of the woodlots when full; late in the afternoon a cart would

pick themup and bring themin for drying. The air was warm even under the
| eaf | ess branches; the danmp ground steaned cosily.

"Kim was certainly right," |I comrented. "They're thick as can be."

"I don't see . " She stooped gracefully. "Onh, is this one?"

"Yes," | said. "And there, and there. Not that white thing over there
t hough. "

W filled our first baskets w thout noving nore than a few yards. "At
this rate we'll have themall full by noon."

"And go back for nore?"

"I suppose. O just wander around."

"Ch. . . Look, Hodge--what's this?"

"What ?"

"This." She showed nme the puffball in her hands, |ooking up inquiringly.

| |1 ooked down casual ly; suddenly there was nothi ng casual between us
anynore, nor ever would be again. | |ooked down at a woman | want ed
desperately, feverishly, imedi ately. The shock of desire was a weight on ny
chest, expelling the air frommy |ungs.



"Goodness--is it some rare speci men or sonething?"

"Puffball,"” |I managed to say. "No good."

| hardly spoke, | could hardly speak, as we filled our second baskets.
was sure the pounding of my heart must show through my shirt, and severa
times | thought | saw her |ooking curiously at ne. "Let's eat now, " |
suggest ed hoarsely.

I found a pine with | ow hangi ng boughs and tore down enough to nmeke a
dry, soft place to sit while Catty unpacked our picnic. "Here's an egg," she
said; "l'mstarved."

W ate; that is, she ate and | pretended to. | was half dazed, half
terrified. | watched her swift motions, the turn of her head, the clean, sharp
way she bit into the food, and averted ny eyes every time her glance crossed
m ne.

"Well," she nurnured at last, "I suppose we nustn't sit idle any |onger
Cone on, lazy; back to work."

"Catty," | whispered. "Catty."

"What is it, Hodge?"

"Vait."

oedi ently she paused. | reached over and took her in ny arms. She

| ooked at ne, not startled, but questioning. Just as ny nouth reached hers she
nmoved slightly so that | kissed her cheek instead of her lips. She did not
struggl e but lay passively, with the same questioni ng expression

| held her, pressing her against the pine boughs, and found her nouth.
ki ssed her eyes and throat and nmouth again. Her eyes stayed open, and she did

not respond. | undid the top of her dress and pressed ny face between her
breasts.

"Hodge. "

| paid no attention

"Hodge, wait. Listen to me. If this is what you want you know I wll not

try to stop you. But Hodge, be sure. Be very sure.”

"I want you, Catty."

"Do you? Really want _me_, | nean."

"I don't know what you nean. | want you."

But it was already too late; | had nade the fatal error of pausing to
listen. Angrily | noved away, picked up ny basket, and sullenly began to
search for nushroons again. My hands still trenbled, and there was a quiver in
nmy |l egs. To conplenent ny nood a cloud drifted across the sun and the warm
woods became chilly.

"Hodge. "

"Yes?"

"Pl ease don't be angry. O ashaned. If you are | shall be sorry."

"l don't understand."

She | aughed. "Ch ny dear Hodge. Isn't that what nmen al ways say to wonen?
And isn't it always true?"

Suddenly the day was no | onger spoiled. The tension nelted, and we went
on pi cking rmushroons with a new and fresh i nnocence.

After this | could no I onger keep all thoughts of Catty Qut of the
intimacy with Barbara; now for the first tinme her jeal ousy had grounds. | felt
guilty toward both, not because | desired both, but because | didn't totally
desire either.

Now, years later, | condemm mnyself for the |ost rapturous nmonents; at
the tine | procrastinated and hesitated as though | had eternity in which to
make decisions. | was, as Tyss had said, the spectator type, waiting to be

acted upon, waiting for events to push ne where they woul d.

XVI .

OF VARI ED SUBJECTS



"I can't think of anything nore futile," said Kim, "than to be an
architect at this tine in the United States."

Her husband grinned. "You forgot to add, 'of Oriental extraction.'

Catty said, "l've never understood. O course, | don't remenber too
well, but it seens to ne Spani sh people don't have the sane racial fanaticism
Certainly the Portuguese, French, and Dutch don't. Even the English are not
quite so certain of Anglo-Saxon superiority. Only the Anericans, in the United
States and the Confederate States, too, judge everything by color."

"The case of the Confederacy is reasonably sinple," |I said. "There are
about fifty mllion Confederate citizens and two hundred and fifty mllion
subjects. If white supremacy wasn't the cornerstone of Southron policy a
visitor couldn't tell the ruling class at a glance. Even as it is he sonetines
has a hard tine, what with sunburn. It's nore conplicated here. Renenber, we
| ost a war, the nobst inmportant war in our history, which was not unconnected
with skin color.”

"I'n Japan," said Hiro, "the lighter-colored people, the Ainu, used to be
| ooked down on. Just as the Christians were once driven underground at exactly
the sane tinme they thensel ves drove the Jews underground in Spain and
Portugal . "

"The Jews," nurnured Catty vaguely. "Are there still Jews?"

"Ch yes," | said. "Several million in Uganda-Eretz, which the British
made a sel f-governing doni ni on back in 1933 under the first Labour cabinet.
And nunbers nost everywhere el se, except in the German Union since the
massacres of 1905--1913."

"Whi ch were nuch nore thorough than the anti Oriental massacres in the
United States," supplied Hiro.

"Much nmore thorough,” | agreed. "After all, scattered handfuls of Asians
were left alive here.”

"My parents and Kinm's grandparents anong them How | ucky they were to
be American Japanese instead of European Jews."

"There are Jews in the United States,” announced Kim . "I met one once.
She was a t heosophist and told ne | ought to learn the wi sdom of the East."

"Very few of them There were about two hundred thousand at the cl ose of
the War of Southron I ndependence on both sides of the border. After the
el ection of 1872, General G ant's Oder Nunmber Ten, expelling all Jews from
the Department of the M ssouri, which had been rescinded i medi ately by
Presi dent Lincoln, was retroactively reenacted by President Butler, in spite
of the fact that the United States no longer controlled that territory.
Henceforth Jews were treated like all other col ored peopl es--Negroes,
Oientals, Indians, and South Sea |slanders--as undesirables to be bribed to
| eave or to be driven out of the country."

"This is very dull stuff,” said Hro. "Let nme tell you about a hydrogen
reaction--"

"No, please," begged Catty. "Let nme listen to Hodge."

"Good heavens," exclaimed Kim, "when do you ever do anything else? I'd
think you'd be tired by now "

"She will marry himone of these days," predicted Hro; "then the poor
felloww |l never be allowed to disguise a lecture as a conversation again."

Catty blushed, a deep red blush. | laughed to cover some constraint.
Kim said, "Co-betweens are out of fashion; you're a century behind the tinmes,
H ro. | suppose you think a woman ought to wal k two paces respectfully behind
her husband. Actually, it's only in the United States wonen can't vote or
serve on juries."

"Except in the state of Deseret," | rem nded her

"That's just bait; the Mornobns gave us equality because they were
runni ng short of wonen."

"Not the way | heard it. The Latter Day Saints have been the nearest
thing to a prosperous group in the country. Wnen have been noving there for
years; it's so easy to get married. Al the grunbling about pol ygany has cone
frommen who can't stand the conpetition."



Catty gl anced at me, then | ooked away.

Had she, | wondered afterward, been thinking how Barbara woul d have
rejected nmy observation furiously? O about that day in the spring? O about
Hro' s earlier comment? | thought about it, briefly, nyself.

| also thought of how easily Catty fitted in with the Agatis and
contrasted it with the tension everyone would have felt if Barbara had been
there. One could | ove Barbara, or hate her or dislike her or even, | supposed,
be indifferent to her; the one thing inpossible was to be confortable with
her .

The final choice (was it final? | don't know. | shall never know now)
har dened when | had been nearly six years at Haggershaven. It had been "on"
bet ween Barbara and me for the |longest stretch | could recall, and | had even

begun to wonder if sone paradoxi cal equilibrium had not been established which
woul d allow nme to be her |lover w thout vexation and at the sane tine
i nnocently enjoy a bond with Catty.

As al ways when the hostility between us sl ackened, Barbara spoke of her
work. In spite of such occasional confidences it was still not her habit to
talk of it with me. That intimacy was obviously reserved for Ace, and | didn't
begrudge himit, for after all he understood what it was all about and
didn't. This tine she was so full of the subject she could not hold back, even
fromone who could hardly distingui sh between thernodynam cs and ki nestheti cs.

"Hodge," she said, gray eyes greenish with exciterment, "lI'mnot going to
wite a book."

"That's nice," | answered idly. "New, too. Saves time, paper, ink. Sets
a different standard; from now on scholars will be known as 'Jones, who didn't
wite _The Theory of Tidal Waves_,' 'Smith, unauthor of _Gas and Its
Properties_,' or 'Backnaker, nonrecorder of _CGettysburg and After_.'"

"Silly. I only neant it's beconme customary to spend a lifetine

formul ating principles; then soneone el se cones al ong and puts your principles
into practice. It seens nore sensible for ne to denobnstrate my own concl usi ons
i nstead of writing about them?"

"Yes, sure. You're going to denonstrate . . . uh. . . ?"

"Cosmc entity, of course. What do you think I've been tal king about ?"

| tried to renmenber what she had said about cosmic entity. "You nmean
you're going to try to turn matter into space or sonething |like that?"

"Something like that. | intend to translate matterenergy into ternms of
space-tinme."

"Ch," | said, "equations and synbols and all that."

"I just said | wasn't going to wite a book."

"But how-" | started up as the inpact struck me. "You're going to - -
." 1 groped for words. "You're going to build a. . - an engine which will nove

t hrough tine?"

"Putting it crudely. But close enough for a |layman."

"You once told ne your work was theoretical. That you were no vul gar
nmechani c. "

“I'l'l becone one."

"Barbara, you're crazy! As a phil osophical abstraction this theory of
yours is interesting--"

"Thank you. It's always nice to know one has anused the yokelry."

"Barbara, listen to ne. Mdbin--"
"I haven't the faintest interest in Aiver's stodgy fantasies."
"He has in yours though, and so have |I. Don't you see, this

determ nation of yours is based on the fantasy of going back through tine
to--uh--injure your nother--"

"Aiver Mdbin is a coarse, stupid, insensate |lout. He has taught the
dunb to speak, but he's too nmuch of a fool to understand anyone of norma
intelligence. He has a set of idiotic theories about diseased enotions, and he
fits all facts into themeven if it neans chopping themup to do it or
i nventing new ones to piece themout. Injure ny nother indeed! | have no nore
interest in her than she ever had in ne."



"Ah, Barbara--"

"' Ah Barbara,'" she m mcked. "Run along to your pompous w ndbag of a
M dbi n or your oh-so-willing coweyed Spani sh doxy--"
"Barbara, I'mtalking as a friend. Leave Mdbin and Catty and

personalities out of it and just look at it this way. Don't you see the

di fference between promul gating a theory and trying a practical denonstration
which will certainly appear to the world as going over the borderline into
charl atani sn? Like a spiritualist nediumor--"

"That's enough! 'Charlatan'! You unspeakabl e guttersnipe. Wat do you
know of anything beyond the seduction of cretins? Go back to your trade, you
errand boy!"

| seened to renenber that once before an incident had ended precisely
this way. "Barbara--"

Her hand caught ne across ny nouth. Then she strode away.

The fell ows of Haggershaven were not enthusiastic for her project. Even
as she outlined it to themin nore sober |anguage than she had to ne it stil
sounded outl andi sh, like the recurrent idea of a telegraph without wires or a
rocket to the noon. Besides, 1950 was a bad year. The war was coni ng cl oser
at the least, what was |left of the independence of the United States was
likely to be extinguished. Qur energies had to be directed toward survival
rat her than new and expensive ventures. Still, Barbara Haggerwells was a
famous figure comuandi ng great respect, and she had cost themlittle so far
beyond paper and pencils. Reluctantly the fell ows voted an appropriation

An old barn, not utilized for years, but still sound, was turned over to
Barbara, and Kinm was delighted to plan, design, and supervise the necessary
changes. Ace and a group of the fellows attacked the job vigorously, saw ng
and hamering, bolting iron beans together, piping in gas for reflecting
lights to enable themto work at night as well

| believe | took no nore interest than was inescapable as a fell ow of
Hagger shaven. | had no doubt that the noney and | abor were bei ng wasted, and
foresaw a terrible disappointment for Barbara when she realized the
i npossibility of her project. For nyself | did not think she would play any
further part of inportance in ny life.

W had not spoken since the quarrel, nor was there inclination on either

side toward com ng together again. | could not guess at Barbara's feelings;

m ne were those of relief, unm xed with regret. | would not have erased al

t here had been between us, but | was satisfied to have it in the past. The
ragi ng desire vani shed, gradually replaced by an affection of sorts; | wanted

no nmore of that tenpestuous passion, instead | felt aloofly protective and
under st andi ng.

For at last | was absorbed with Catty. The raw hunger of the nonment when
| first realized | wanted her canme back with renewed force, but now ot her

nore di ffused feelings were equally part of nmy enotion. | knew she coul d nmake
me jeal ous as Barbara could not; at the same tinme | could see tranquillity
beyond turbul ent wanting, a tranquillity never possible w th Barbara.

But my bel ated realization of what Catty neant to me was no reaction to
Barbara or connected with the breaking of that tie. The need for Catty was
engendered by Catty alone, and for Catty apart fromanything |I had ever felt
for another. It was in sone ways an entirely new hunger, as the man's need

transcends the youth's. | understood now what her question in the woodl ot
meant, and at last | could truthfully answer.
She ki ssed me back, freely and strongly. "I |ove you, Hodge," she said;

"I have | oved you even through the bad dream of not being able to speak."
"When | was so unfeeling."
"I loved you even when you were inpatient; | tried to make mysel f
prettier for you. You know you have never said | was pretty."
"You aren't, Catty. You're extraordinarily beautiful."
"I think I would rather be pretty. Beauty sounds forbiddi ng. Ch, Hodge,
if I did not love you so much I would not have stopped you that day."
"I"'mnot sure | understand that."



"No? Well, it is not necessary now. Sonetines | wondered if | had been

right after all, or if you would think it was because of Barbara."
"Wasn't it?"
"No. | was never jealous of her. W Garclas are supposed to have Morisco

bl ood; perhaps | have the harem outl ook of ny dark Muslimancestors. Wuld you
like ne to be your black concubi ne?"
"No," | said. "I'd like you to be ny wife. In any col ors you have."
"Spoken with real gallantry; you will be a courtier yet, Hodge. But that
was a proposal, wasn't it?"

"Yes," | answered grimy. "If you will consider one fromme. | can't
t hi nk of any good reason why you shoul d."
She put her hands on my shoul ders and | ooked into ny eyes. "I don't know

what reason has to do with it. It is what | always intended; that was why |
bl ushed so when Hiro Agati blurted out what everyone could see."

Later | said, "Catty, can you ever forgive ne for the wasted years? You
say you weren't jealous of Barbara, but surely if she and I--that is
anyway, forgive ne."

"Dear Hodge, there's nothing to forgive. Love is not a business
transaction, nor a case at law in which justice is sought, nor a reward for
havi ng good qualities. | understand you, Hodge, better | think than you
understand yourself. You are not satisfied with what is readily obtained,
ot herwi se you woul d have been content back in--what is the nane?--Wppi nger

Falls. | have known this for a long tine, and | could, | think--you mnust
excuse ny vanity--have interested you at any nonent by pretending fickleness.
Just as | could have held you if | had given in that day. Besides, | think you
will make a better husband for realizing you could not deal with Barbara."

| can't say | entirely enjoyed this speech. | felt, in fact, rather
hum liated, or at |east healthily hunbl ed. Wich was no doubt what she
i ntended, and as it should be. | never had the idea she was frail or insipid.

Nor did Catty's explanation of a harem outl ook satisfactorily account
for the sudden friendliness of the two wonen after the engagenent was
announced. That Barbara should soften so toward a successful rival was
i nconpr ehensi bl e and al so di st urbing.

Because both were fully occupied they actually spent little tine
together, but Catty visited the workshop, as they called the converted barn
whenever she had the chance and her real admration for Barbara grew so that |
heard too often of her genius, courage, and inmagination. | could hardly ask
Catty to forgo society | had so recently found enchanting nor establish a
taboo against nention of a name | had lately whispered with ardor; still |
felt alittle foolish, and not quite as inportant as | night otherw se have
t hought mnysel f.

Not that Catty didn't have proper respect and enthusiasmfor ny
fortunes. | had conpleted nmy notes for _Chancellorsville to the End_--that is,
I had a nmass of clues, guideposts, keys, ideas, and enphases whi ch woul d serve
as skeleton for a work which mght take years to wite-- and Catty was the
audi ence to whom | expl ai ned and expounded and used as a prototype of the
reader | mght reach. Volune one was roughly drafted, and we were to be
married as soon as it was finished, shortly after ny thirtieth and Catty's
twenty-fourth birthday. There was little doubt the book would bring an offer
fromone of the great Confederate universities, but Catty was firmfor a
cottage like the Agatis', and | could not conceive of being foolish enough to
| eave Hagger shaven

From Catty's talk | knew Barbara was running into increasing
difficulties now the workshop was conpl ete and actual construction begun of
what was referred to, with unnecessary crypticisml thought, as HX-1. The
i mpendi ng war created scarcities, particularly of such materials as steel and
copper, of which latter metal HX-1 seened inordinately greedy. | was not
surprised when the fell ows apol ogetically refused Barbara a new appropriation

Next day Catty said, "Hodge, you know the Haven woul dn't take ny noney."

"And quite right, too. Let the rest of us put in what we get; we owe it



to the Haven anyway. But the debt is the other way round in your case, and you
shoul d keep your independence.™

"Hodge, I'mgoing to give it all to Barbara for her HX-1."

"What ? Ch, nonsense!"

"Is it any nore nonsensical for me to put in nmoney | didn't do anything
to get than for her and Ace to put in tinme and know edge and | abor?"

"Yes, because she's got a crazy idea, and Ace has never been quite sane
where she's concerned. If you go ahead and do this you'll be as crazy as they
are."

When Catty laughed |I remenbered with a pang the | ong nonths when that
| ovel y sound had been strangled by terror inside her. | also thought with
shanme of ny own failure; had | appreciated her when her need was greatest |
m ght have eased the |ong, painful ordeal of restoring her voice.

"Perhaps | amcrazy. Do you think the Haven woul d nake ne a fell ow on
t hat basis? Anyway, | believe in Barbara even if the rest of you don't. Not
that I'mcriticizing; you were right to be cautious. You have nore to consider
than demonstration of the truth of a theory which can't conceivably have a

material value; | don't have to take any such long view. Anyway | believe in
her. O perhaps | feel | owe her something. Wth nmy noney she can finish her
project. | only tell you this because you may not want to marry ne under the

ci rcumst ances. "

"You think I'mmarrying you for your noney?"

She smled. "Dear Hodge. You are in some ways so young; | hear the
wounded dignity in your voice. No, | know very well you aren't marrying me for
nmoney, that it never occurred to you it might be a good idea. That woul d be
too practical, too grown-up, too un-Hodgelike. | think you m ght not want to
marry a wonman who' d give all her noney away. Especially to Barbara
Haggerwel | s. "

"Catty, are you doing this absurd thing to get rid of me? O to test
ne?"

This time she again | aughed loud. "Now |I'm sure you will marry ne after
all and turn out to be a puzzled but anmenabl e husband. You are ny true Hodge,
who studies a war because he can't understand anything sinpler or subtler.”

She wasn't to be dissuaded fromthe quixotic gesture. | night not
understand subtleties, but I was sure | understood Barbara well enough
Foreseei ng her request for nore funds would be turned down, she nust have
cultivated Catty deliberately in order to use her. Now she'd gotten what she
wanted | confidently expected her to drop Catty or revert to her accustoned
vi rul ence.

She did neither. If anything the anmity grew. Catty's vocabul ary added
words |ike "magnet," "coil," "induction," "particle," "light-year,"
"continuum" and many others either inconprehensible or uninteresting to ne.
Breat hl essly she described the strange, asynmmetric structure taking shape in
t he workshop, while ny m nd was busy with Ewell's Corps and Parrott guns and
t he weat her chart of southern Pennsylvania for July 1863.

The great publishing firmof Ticknor, Harcourt & Knopf contracted for ny
book--there was no publisher in the United States equipped to handle it--and
sent ne a sizable advance in Confederate dollars which becane even nore
sizabl e converted into our nmoney. | read the proofs of volume one in a state
of sem consci ousness, sent the inevitable tel egram changing a footnote on page
99, and waited for the infuriating mails to bring ne nmy conplinmentary copies.
The day after they arrived (with a horrifying typographical error right in the
m ddl e of page 12), Catty and | were married.

Dear Catty. Dear, dear Catty.

Wth the approval of the fellows we used part of the publisher's advance
for a honeynobon. W spent it--that part of it in which we had time for
anyt hi ng except being al one together--going over nearby battlefields of the
| ast year of the War of Southron | ndependence.

It was Catty's first excursion away from Haggershaven since the night |
brought her there. Looking at the world outside through her perceptions, at



once insul ated and nmade hypersensitive by her new status, | was shocked afresh
at the harsh indifference, the dull poverty, the fear, brutality, frenzy, and
cyni ci sm highlighting the strange resignation to inpending fate which
characterized our civilization. It was not a case of eat, drink, be nerry, for
tomorrow we die; rather it was, let us live neanly and trust to

| uck--tonorrow s luck is bound to be worse.

W settled down in the autum of 1951 in a cottage designed by Kinm and
built by the fellows during our absence. It gave on the Agatis' cherished
garden, and we were both nmoved by this evidence of |ove, particularly after
what we had seen and heard on our trip. M. Haggerwells made a speech, filled
wi th classical allusions, welcomng us back as though we had been gone for
years; M dbin | ooked anxiously into Catty's face as though to assure hinself |

had not, in nmy new role as husband, treated her so ill as to bring on a new
enoti onal upset; and the other fell ows nade appropri ate gestures. Even Barbara
stopped by | ong enough to comment that the house was ridiculously small, but

she supposed Kinm's novabl e partitions hel ped.

| inmedi ately began working on volune two, and Catty took up her sew ng
again. She al so resuned her visits to Barbara's workshop; again | heard
detail ed accounts of my former sweetheart's progress. HX-1 was to be conpleted
inthe late spring, or early sumer. | was not surprised at Barbara's faith
surviving actual construction of the thing, but that such otherw se
| evel - headed people as Ace and Catty coul d envisage breathlessly the mracles
about to happen was beyond me. Ace, even after all these years, was stil
benused--but Catty. . - ?

Just before the turn of the year | got the following letter

LEE & WASHI NGTON UNI VERSI TY

Departnent of History
Leesburg, District of Cal hounia, CSA
Decenber 19, 1951

M. Hodgi ns M Backmaker
"Hagger shaven"

Yor k

Pennsyl vani a, USA

Sir:

On page 407 of _Chancellorsville to the End_, volune I, _Turning Tides_,
you wite, "Chronol ogy and topography--tining and the use of space--were to be
t he decisive factors, rather than popul ation and industry. Stuart's
det achrment, which nmight have proved disastrous, turned out extraordinarily
fortunate for Lee, as we shall see in the next volune. O course, the absence
of cavalry m ght have been decisive if the Round Tops had not been occupi ed by
t he Sout hrons on July 1 . "

Now, sir, evidently in your forthcom ng anal ysis of Gettysburg you hold
(as | presume nost Yankees do) to the theory of fortuitousness. W Sout hrons
natural ly ascribe the victory to the suprene genius of Ceneral Lee, regarding
the factors of tine and space not as forces in thenmsel ves but as opportunities
for the display of his talents.

Needl ess to say, | hardly expect you to change your opinions, rooted as
they rmust be in national pride. | only ask that before you commit them and
t he concl usi ons shaped by them to print, you satisfy yourself as a historian
of their validity in this particular case. In other wrds, sir, as one of your
readers (and may | add, one who has enjoyed your work), | should like to be
assured that you have studied this classic battle as carefully as you have the
engagenents described in volune I.

Wth earnest w shes for your success,



| remain, sir,
Cordially yours,
Jefferson Davis Pol k

This letter fromDr. Polk, the forenost historian of our day, author of
t he nmonurent al bi ography, _The G eat Lee_, produced a crisis in ny life. Had
t he Confederate professor pointed out flaws in ny work or even reproached ne
for undertaking it at all wthout adequate equi pnent | would, | trust, have
acknow edged the reproof and continued to the best of nmy ability. But this
letter was an accol ade. Wthout condescension Dr. Polk admitted nme to the
ranks of serious historians, only asking me to consider the depth of ny
eval uati on.

Truth is, | was not w thout increasing doubts of ny own. Doubts | had
not allowed to rise to the surface of my mnd and disturb ny plans. Polk's
letter brought theminto the open

| had read everything available. | had been over the ground between the
Maryl and |ine, South Mountain, Carlisle, and the Haven until | could draw a
detail map fromnmenory. | had turned up diaries, letters, and accounts which
had not only never been published, but which were not known to exist until |
hunted them down. | had so steeped nyself in the period | was witing about
that sometinmes the two worl ds seened interchangeable and | could live partly
in one, partly in the other

Yet with all this, | was not sure | had the whole story, even in the
sense of whol eness that historians, knowi ng they can never collect every
detail, accept. | was not sure | had the grand scene in perfectly proper

perspective. | admitted to nmyself the possibility that | had perhaps been too
rash, too precipitate, in undertaking _Chancellorsville to the End_ so soon. |
knew t he shadowy sign, the one which says in effect, _You are ready_, had not
been given. My confidence was shaken

Was the fault in ne, in ny tenperament and character, rather than in ny
preparation and use of material s? Was | drawi ng back fromcomitting nyself,
fromacting, fromdoing? That | had witten the first volunme was no positive
answer, for it was but the fraction of a whole deed; if |I withdrew now | could
still preserve ny standing as an onl ooker

But not to act was itself an action and answered neither Dr. Pol k nor
nmysel f. Besides, what could | do? The entire work was contracted for. The
second vol une was promi sed for delivery some ei ghteen nonths hence. My notes
for it were conplete; this was no question of revising, but of wholly
reexam ni ng, revaluing, and probably discarding themfor an entirely new
start. It was a job so much bigger than the original, one so discouragi ng
felt I couldn't face it. It would be corrupt to produce a work | acking
absol ute conviction and cowardly to produce none.

Catty responded to ny awkward recapitulation in away at once heartening
and strange. "Hodge," she said, "you' re changi ng and devel oping, and for the
better, even though |I |oved you as you were. Don't be afraid to put the book
aside for a year--ten years if you have to. You nust do it so it will satisfy
yoursel f; never m nd what the publishers or the public say. But, Hodge, you
mustn't, in your anxiety, or your foolish fear of passiveness, you nustn't try
any shortcuts. Prom se nme that."

"I don't know what you're tal king about, Catty dear. There are no
shortcuts in witing history."

She | ooked at me thoughtfully. "Renenber that, Hodge. Oh, renenber it."

XVI .

| could not bring nyself to follow the pronptings of nmy consci ence and



Catty's advice, nor could | use my notes as though Dr. Polk's letter had never
cone to shatter my conplacency. As a consequence--w thout deliberately
conmitting nyself to abandon the book--1 worked not at all, thus adding to ny
feelings of guilt and unworthi ness. The tasks assigned by the fellows for the
general welfare of the Haven were not designed to take a major part of ny
time, and though | produced all sorts of revolutions in the stables and barns,
| still nmanaged to wander about, fretful and irritable, keeping Catty from her
work, interrupting the Agatis and M dbin--1 could not bring myself to discuss
nmy problenms with him-and generally making nmysel f a nui sance. Inevitably I
found ny way into Barbara's workshop.

She and Ace had done a thorough job on the old barn. | thought I
recogni zed Kim's touch in the structural changes of the walls, the strong
beams, and the rows of slanted-in wi ndows which admtted |ight and shut out
gl are, but the rest nust have been shaped by Barbara's needs.

Iron beans held up a catwalk running in a circle about ten feet
overhead. On the catwal k there were at intervals what appeared to be batteries
of tel escopes, all pointed i nward and downward at the center of the floor
Just inside the columms was a continuous ring of clear glass, perhaps four
inches in dianeter, fastened to the beanms with gl ass hooks. C oser inspection
proved the ring not to be in one piece but in sections, ingeniously held
together with glass couplings. Back fromthis circle, around the walls, were
various engines, all enclosed except for dial faces and regul ators and al
dwarfed by a manmoth one towering in one corner. Fromthe roof was suspended a
| arge, polished reflector

There was no one in the barn, and | wandered about, cautiously avoiding
the nysterious apparatus. For a noment | neditated, basely perhaps, that al
this had been paid for with ny wife's noney. Then | berated nyself, for Catty
owed all to the Haven, as | did. The noney mi ght have been put to better use,
but there was no guarantee it woul d have been nore productive allotted to
astronony or zool ogy. During eight years |I'd seen many pronising schemes cone
t o not hi ng.

"Li ke it, Hodge?"

Bar bara had cone up, unheard, behind me. This was the first tine we had
been al one together since our break, two years before.

"It 1ooks like a trenendous anount of work," | evaded.

"It was a trenmendous anount of work." For the first time | noticed that
her cheeks were flushed. She had | ost weight, and there were deep hol |l ows
beneat h her eyes. "This construction has been the least of it. Nowit's done.
O has begun. Dependi ng how you | ook at it."

"Al done?"

She nodded, triunmph accenting the strained | ook on her face. "First test
t oday. "

"Ch well . . . in that case--"

"Don't go, Hodge. Please. | neant to ask you and Catty to the nore
formal trial, but now you' re here for the prelinmnary I'mglad. Ace and Fat her

and Diver will be along in a mnute."
"M dbi n?"
The fam liar arrogance showed briefly. "I insisted. It'Il be nice to

show himthe mind can produce somnething besides fantasies and hysterica
hal | uci nati ons. "

| started to speak, then swallowed ny words. The dig at Catty was
i nsignificant conpared with the suprene confidence, the abnormal assurance
prompting invitations to witness a test which could only reveal the
i mpossibility of applying her cherished theories. |I felt an overwhelnming pity.
"Surely," | said at |ast, seeking to make sonme preparation for the
di sillusionment certain to come, "surely you don't expect it to work the first
time?"

"Why not? There are sure to be adjustnents to be nmade, allowances for
erratic chronol ogy caused by phenonena |ike the pull of conets and so forth.
There m ght even have to be mmjor alterations, though | doubt it. It may be



some time before Ace can set me down at the exact year, nonth, day, hour, and
m nute agreed upon. But the fact of space-time-energy-matter correspondence
can just as well be established this afternoon as next year."

She was unbelievably at ease for sonmeone whose |ifework was about to be

wei ghed. | have shown nore nervousness di scussing a disputed date with the
honorary secretary of a local historical society.
"Sit down," she invited; "there's nothing to do or see till Ace cones.

|'ve m ssed you, Hodge."
| felt this was a dangerous remark and wi shed |I'd stayed far away from

t he workshop. | hooked nmy | eg over a stool--there were no chairs--and coughed
to hide the fact | was afraid to answer, |'ve m ssed you, too; and afraid not
to.

"Tell me about your own work, Hodge. Catty says you're having
difficulties.”

| was faintly annoyed with Catty, but whether for confiding in Barbara
at all or specifically for revealing sonething unheroic | didn't stop to
consider. At any rate this annoyance diluted ny feeling of disloyalty for
conversing with Barbara at all. O it may be the old, |ong-established bond--I
al rost wrote, of synpathy, but it was so rmuch nore conpl ex than the word
i ndi cat es--was reawakened by proximty and put me in the mood to tell ny
troubles. It is even possible I had the altruistic purpose of fortifying
Bar bara agai nst inevitabl e di sappoi ntment on a m seryl oves-conpany basis. Be
that as it may, | found nyself pouring out the whole story.

She junmped up and took ny hands in hers. Her eyes were gray and warm
"Hodge! It's wonderful--don't you see?"

"Ch . . ." | was completely confused. "I . . . uh . . .

"The solution. The answer. The neans. Look, now you can go back, back to
the past in your own person. You can see everything with your own eyes instead
of relying on accounts of what other people said happened.”

"But . . . but--"

"You can verify every fact, study every nove, every actor. You can wite
hi story as no one ever did before, for you'll be witing as a wtness, yet
with the perspective of a different period. You'll be taking the mnd of the

present, with its judgnment and its know edge of the patterns, back to receive
the inpressions of the past. It al mbst seenms HX-1 was devi sed especially for
this."

There was no doubt she believed, that she was really and unselfishly
gl ad her work could aid mne. | was overcone by pity, helpless to soften the
di sillusionnent so soon to come, and filled with an irrational hatred of the
thing she had built and whi ch was about to destroy her

| was saved from having to nmask ny enotions by the arrival of her
father, Ace, and M dbin. Thomas Haggerwel | s began tensely, "Barbara, Ace tells
me you intend to try out this--this machine on yourself. | can't believe you
woul d be so fool hardy."

M dbin didn't wait for her to reply. | thought with sonething of a

shock, M dbin has gotten old; | never noticed it. "Listen to me. There's no
poi nt now in saying part of your mnd realizes the inmpossibility of this
denonstration and that it's willing for you to annihilate yourself in the

attenpt and so escape fromconflicts which have no resolution. Although it's
somet hing you nust be at |east partly aware of. But consider objectively the
danger involved in meddling with unknown natural |aws--"

Ace Dorn, who | ooked as strained as they in contrast to Barbara's ease,
grow ed, "Let's go."

She smled reassuringly at us. "Please, Father, don't worry; there's no
danger. And diver.

Her smile was al nost m schievous and very unlike the Barbara | had
known. "Aiver, HX-1 owes nore to you than you will ever know. "

She ducked under the transparent ring and wal ked to the center of the
floor, glancing up at the reflector, nmoving an inch or two to stand directly
beneath it. "The controls are already adjusted to minus fifty-two years and a



hundred and fifty-three days," she inforned us conversationally. "Purely
arbitrary. One date is as good as another, but January 1, 1900, is an al nost
automatic choice. 1'll be gone sixty seconds. Ready, Ace?"

"Ready." He had been slowy circling the engines, checking the dials. He
took his place before the largest, the nonster in the corner, holding a watch
in his hand. "Three forty-three and ten," he announced.

Bar bara was consulting her own watch. "Three fortythree and ten," she
confirmed. "Make it at three forty-three and twenty."

"Ckay. Good luck."

"You mght at least try it on an animal first," burst out Mdbin, as Ace
twirled the val ve under his hand. The transparent ring gl owed; the mnetal
reflector threw back a dazzling light. | blinked. Wien | opened ny eyes the
light was gone and the center of the workshop was enpty.

No one noved. Ace frowned over his watch. | stared at the spot where
Barbara had stood. | don't think my mnd was working; | had the feeling ny
l ungs and heart certainly were not. | was a true spectator, with all faculties
save sight and hearing suspended.

" on an animal first." Mdbin's voi ce was querul ous.

"Ch, God . . ." muttered Thomas Haggerwells.

Ace said casually--too casually, "The return is automatic. Set
bef orehand for the duration. Thirty nore seconds."

M dbin said, "She is . . . thisis. . ." He sat down on a stool and bent
hi s head al nost to his knees.

M. Haggerwel | s groaned. "Ace, Ace--you should have stopped her."

"Ten seconds," said Ace firnly.

Still I couldn't think with any clarity. She had stood there; then she
was gone. What . . . ? Mdbin was right: we had |let her go to destruction
Certainly nore than a minute had passed by now.

The ring glowed and the brilliant light was reflected. "It did, oh, it
did!" Barbara cried. "It did!"

She stood perfectly still, overwhel med. Then she came out of the circle

and ki ssed Ace, who patted her gently on the back. | suddenly noticed the pain
of holding ny breath and rel eased a trenendous sigh. Barbara kissed her father
and M dbi n--who was still shaking his head--and, after the faintest

hesitation, me. Her lips were ice-cold.

The shock of triunph nmade her voluble. Striding up and down, she spoke
with extraordinary rapidity, wi thout pause, alnost a little drunkenly. In her
excitement her words cluttered her tongue; fromtine to tine she had to go
back and repeat a phrase or sentence to nake it intelligible.

When the light flashed she, too, involuntarily closed her eyes. She had
felt a strange, terrifying weightl essness, an awful di senbodi ment, for which
she had been unprepared. She thought she had not actually been unconscious,
even for an instant, though she had an inpression of ceasing to exist as a
uni que coll ection of nenories and of being sonehow di ssol ved. Then she had
opened her eyes.

At first she was shocked to find the barn as it had been all her life,
abandoned and dusty. Then she realized she had i ndeed noved through tinme; the
di sappearance of the engines and refl ector showed she had gone back to the
unr enodel ed wor kshop

Now she saw the barn was not quite as she had known it, even in her
chil dhood, for while it was unquestionably abandoned, it had evidently not
| ong been so. The thick dust was not so thick as she renmenbered, the sagging
cobwebs not so dense. Straw was still scattered on the floor; it had not yet
been entirely carried away by mce or inquisitive birds. Al ongside the door
hung bits of harness beyond repair, some broken bridles, and a faded cal endar
on which the ink of the nunerals 1897 was still bright.

The minute she had allotted this first voyage seened fantastically short
and incredibly long. Al the paradoxes she had brushed aside as of no
i medi ate concern now confronted her. Since she had gone back to a tine before
she was born, she nmust have existed as a visitor prior to her own conception



she coul d presumably be present during her own chil dhood and growth, and by
maki ng a second and third visit, multiply herself as though in facing mrrors,
so that an infinite nunber of Barbara Haggerwells could occupy a single
segment of tine.

A hundred other parallel speculations raced through her mnd w thout
interfering with her rapid and insatiable survey of the comonpl ace features
of the barn, features which could never really be comonpl ace to her since
they proved all her specul ations so victoriously right.

Suddenly she shivered with the bitter cold and burst into
teeth-chattering | aughter. She had made such careful plans to visit on the
First of January--and had never thought to take al ong a warm coat.

She | ooked at her watch; only twenty seconds had passed. The tenptation
to defy her agreenent with Ace not to step outside the tiny circle of HX-1's
operating field on the initial experiment was al nost irresistible. She | onged
to touch the fabric of the past, to feel the worn boards of the barn, to
handl e as well as |ook. Again her thoughts whirled with specul ation; again the
petty monent stretched and contracted. She spent eternity and instantaneity at
once.

Suppose ... But she had a thousand suppositions and questions. Was she
really herself in the flesh, or in sone nental projection? A pinch would do no
good; that m ght be projection also. Wuld she be visible to the people of the
time, or was she a ghost fromthe future? Oh, there was so rmuch to learn, so
much to encounter!

When the nonent of return cane, she again experienced the feeling of
di ssolution, followed inmediately by the light. Wien she opened her eyes she
was back.

M dbi n rubbed his belly and then his thinning hair. "Hallucination," he
propounded at last, "a |logical, consistent hallucination. Answer to an
overriding wsh."

"You mean Barbara was never gone?" asked Ace. "WAs she visible to
you--or M. H or Hodge--during that m nute?"

"I'l'lusion,” said Mdbin, "group illusion brought on by suggestion and
anxi ety."

"Nonsense, " excl ai nred Barbara. "Unless you're accusing Ace and nme of
faking you'll have to account for what you just called the |ogical consistency
of it. Your group illusion and ny individual hallucination fitting so neatly
t oget her. "

M dbi n recovered sone of his poise. "The two phenonena are separate,
connected only by sone sort of emptional hypnosis. Certainly your daydream of
havi ng been back in 1900 is an enotionally induced aberration."

"And your daydreamthat | wasn't here for a mnute?"

"The eyes are quickly affected by the feelings. Note tears, 'seeing
and so forth."

"Very well, diver. The only thing to do is to let you try HX- 1
yoursel f."

"Hey, nmy turn's supposed to be next," protested Ace.

"OfF course. But no one is going to use it again today. Tonorrow norning.
Bring Catty, Hodge, if she wants to cone, but please don't say anything to
anyone else till we've nade further denonstrations, otherwi se we'll be
besi eged by fellows wanting to take short jaunts into popul ar years."

| had little inclination to discuss what had happened wi th anyone, even
Catty. Not that | shared Mdbin's theory of nothing material having taken
place; | knew |I'd not seen Barbara for sixty seconds, and | was convinced her
account of them was accurate. What confused me was the shock to ny
preconceptions involved in her proof. If tinme and space, matter and energy

red,

were the sane, as fog and ice and water are the sanme, then I--the physical
at least--and Catty, the world and the universe nmust be, as Enfandin had
insisted, nere illusion. In that sense M dbin had been right.

I went furtively to the workshop next day without telling Catty, as
t hough we were all engaged in some dark necromancy, sonme sacrilegious rite.



Apparently | was the only one who had spent an anxi ous night; M. Haggerwells
| ooked proud, Barbara | ooked satisfied, Ace cocky, and even Mdbin, for no
under st andabl e reason, benign

"Al'l here?" inquired Ace. "lI'meager as a fox in a henhouse. Three
m nutes in 1885. Wiy 18857 | don't know, a year when nothi ng nuch happened,
suppose. Ready, Barbara?"

He returned to report he had found the barn well occupied by both cattle
and fow, and been scared stiff of discovery when the dogs set up a furious
bar ki ng.

"That pretty well settles the question of corporeal presence,"”
remar ked.

"Not at all,"” said M. Haggerwells unexpectedly. "Dogs are notoriously
psychic."

"Ah," cried Ace, bringing his hands from behind his back, "look at this.
I could hardly have picked it up with psychic feelers.”

"This" was a new | aid egg, sixty-seven years old. O was it? Trips in
time are confusing that way.

Bar bara was upset, nore than | thought warranted. "Ch, Ace, how could
you be so foolish? W daren't be anything but spectators, as unseen as
possi ble."

"Why? |'ve a notion to court ny grandnother and wind up as my own
gr andf at her . "

"Don't be stupid. The faintest indication of our presence, the slightest
i mpi ngenent on the past, may change the whol e course of events. W have no way
of knowi ng what actions have no consequences--if there can be any. Goodness
knows what your idiocy with the egg has done. It's absolutely essential not to
betray ourselves in any way. Please renenber this in future.”

"You mean, 'Renenber this in past,' don't you?"

"Ace, this isn't a joke."

"It isn't a wake either. | can't see the harmin bringing back tangible
proof. Loss of one egg isn't going to send the prices up for 1885 and cause
retroactive inflation. You' re making a mountain out of a molehill--or an
onelette out of a single egg."

She shrugged hel plessly. "diver, | hope you won't be so foolish."

"Since | don't expect to arrive in, say, 1820, | can safely prom se

neither to steal eggs nor court Ace's fenale ancestors."

He was gone for five mnutes. The barn had apparently not yet been built
in 1820, and he found hinself on a slight rise in a field of wild hay. The
faint snick of scythes, and voices not too far off, indicated nowers. He
dropped to the ground. Hi s view of the past was restricted to tall grass and
some persistent ants who explored his face and hands until the tine was up and
he returned with broken spears of ripe hay clinging to his clothes.

"At least that's what | imagined | saw," he concl uded.

"Did you i magi ne these?" asked Ace, pointing to the straws.

"Probably. It's at least as likely as tinme travel."

"But what about corroboration? Your experience, and Barbara's, and Ace's
confirm each other. Doesn't that mean anything?"

"Certainly. Only I'mnot prepared to say what. The mind can do anyt hi ng;
anything at all. Create boils and cancers. Wiy not ants and grass? | don't
know. | don't know. "

After nore fruitless argunent, he and | left the workshop. | was again
rem nded of Enfandin--Wy should | believe ny eyes? | felt though that M dbin
was carrying skepticismbeyond rational linmits; Barbara's case was proved.

"Yes, yes," he answered when | said this. "Wy not?"

| puzzled over his reply. Then he added abruptly, "No one can hel p her
NOW.

XVILT.



THE WOVAN TEMPTED ME

Gently, Catty said, "lI've never understood why you cut yourself off from
t he past the way you have, Hodge."

"Ay? What do you mean?"

"Well, you've not conmuni cated with your father or mnother since you |eft
hone fourteen years ago. You say you had a dear friend in the man fromHaiti,
yet you' ve never tried to find out whether he lived or died."

"Ch, that way. | thought you nmeant. . . sonething different." By not
t aki ng advantage of Barbara's offer | certainly was cutting nyself off from
t he past.

"Yes?"

"Well, | guess nore or |ess everyone at the Haven has done the sane
thing. Let outside ties grow weak, | nean. You for one--"

"But | have no parents, no friends anywhere else. All ny life is here."

"Well, sois mne."

"Ah, dear Hodge, it is unlike you to be so indifferent."

"Catty darling, you were brought up confortably in an atnmosphere know ng
not hi ng of indenting or sharecropping, of realizing the only escape from
wr et chedness was in a nmiracle--usually translated as a w nning nunber in the
lottery. | can't convey to you the nmeaning of utterly |ovel ess surroundi ngs, |
can only say that affection was a |uxury ny nother and father couldn't
afford. "

"Perhaps not, but you can afford it. Now And nothing of what you have
said applies to Enfandin."

| squirmed shanefacedly. My ingratitude and cal | ousness nust be apparent
to everyone; even Barbara, | remenbered, had once asked me nmuch the sane
guestions Catty asked now. How could I explain, even to ny own satisfaction
how procrastination and guilt made it inpossible for nme to take the sinple
steps to di scover what had happened to ny friend? By a tremendous effort |
m ght have broken through the inertia years ago, just after Enfandin had been
wounded, but each day and nonth between confirned the inpossibility nore
strongly. "Let the past take care of itself,” | muttered.

"Ch Hodge! What a thing for a historian to say."

"Catty, | can't."

The conversation nade ne nervous and fidgety. It also made ne renmenber
much | preferred to let fade: the G and Arny, Sprovis, the counterfeit pesetas

Al the evil | had unwillingly abetted. If a man did nothing, literally
nothing, all his life, then he mght be free of culpability. Mnichaeani sm
said Enfandin. No absol ution

My idleness, | knew very well, heightened all these feelings of
degradation. Were | able to continue in the happy, cocksure way | had gone
about nmy note gathering and the witing of volune one, | would have neither

the tine nor susceptibility to be plagued by this disquiet. As it was | seened
to be able to do nothing but act as audi ence for what was going on in the
wor kshop.

Wth childi sh eagerness Barbara and Ace explored HX-1's possibilities
for the next two nonths. They quickly learned that its range was limted to
little nore than a century, though this Iimt was subject to slight
variations. Wen they tried to operate beyond this range the translation
simply didn't take place, though the same feeling of dissolution occurred.
When the light faded they were still in the present. Mdbin's venture into the
hay field had been a freak, possibly due to peculiar weather conditions at
both ends of the journey. They set 1850 as a safe limt, with an undefined
mar gi nal zone further back which was not to be hazarded | est conditions change
during the journey and the traveler be |ost.

Wiy this imt existed at all was a matter of dispute between them a
di spute of which I rnmust adnmit | understood little. Barbara spoke of subjective
factors which seened to nmean that HX-1 worked slightly differently in the case
of each person it transported; Ace of magnetic fields and power relays, which



didn't nean anything to me at all. The only thing they agreed on was that the
barrier was not imutable; HX-2 or 3 or 20, if they were ever built, would
undoubt edl y overcome it.

Nor would HX-1 work in reverse; the future remai ned cl osed, probably for
simlar reasons, whatever they were. Here again they di sputed; Ace holding an
HX coul d be built for this purpose, Barbara insisting that new equations woul d
have to be worked out.

They confirmed their tentative theory that time spent in the past
consunmed an equal anount of time in the present; they could not return to a
point a mnute after departure when they had been gone for an hour. As near as
I could understand, this was because duration was set in the present. In order
to come back to a tinmepoint not in correspondence with the period actually
spent, another HX, or at |east another set of controls, would have to be taken
into the past. And then they would not work since HX-1 could not penetrate the
future.

The npst inconvenient circunscription was the inability of one person to
visit the same past nonent tw ce. When the attenpt was made the feeling of
di ssolution did not occur, the Iight went on and off with no effect upon the
woul d- be travel er standing beneath it. Here Barbara's "subjective factor" was
triunmphant, but why or how it worked, they did not know. Nor did they know
what woul d happen to a traveler who attenpted to overlap by being already on
the spot prior to a previous visit; it was too dangerous to try.

Wthin these limts they roaned alnmost at will. Ace spent a full week in
Cct ober 1896, wal king as far as Phil adel phia, enjoying the enthusiasmand fury
of the presidential canpaign. Knowi ng President Bryan was not only going to be
el ected, but would serve three terns, he found it hard indeed to obey
Barbara's stricture and not cover confident Wig bets on Maj or MKinley.

Though both sanpl ed the war years they brought back nothing useful to
me, no information or viewpoint | couldn't have got fromany of a score of
books. Lacking historians' interests or training, their tidbits were those of
curious onl ookers, not probing chroniclers. It was tantalizing to know that
Bar bara had seen Secretary Stanton at the York depot or that Ace had overheard
a farmer say casually that Southron scouts had stopped at his place the day
bef ore and they had thought neither incident worth investigating further

| grew increasingly fretful. | held |long colloquies with nyself which
al ways ended inconclusively. Wy not?_ | asked. _Surely this is the unique
opportunity. Never before has it been possible for a historian to check back
at will, to select a particular nmonent for personal scrutiny, to wite of the
past with the detachment of the present and the accuracy of an eyew tness
knowi ng specifically what to | ook for. Wiy don't you take advantage of HX-1
and see for yoursel f?_

Agai nst this | objected--what? Fear? Uneasi ness? The "subjective factor"
in HX-1? The superstitious notion that | might be tanpering with a taboo, with
matters forbidden to human shortcom ngs? _You mustn't try any shortcuts.

Promi se ne that, Hodge . Well, Catty was a darling. She was my bel oved w fe
but she was neither scholar nor oracle. On what grounds did she protest?
Wman's intuition? A respectable phrase, but what did it nean? And didn't
Bar bara, who first suggested nmy using HX-1, have wonmanly intuition al so?

A half dozen times | tried to steer our talk in the direction of ny
t houghts; each tine | allowed the words to drift to another topic. What was
the use of upsetting her? _Prom se me that, Hodge_ . But | had not prom sed.
This was something | had to settle for nyself.

What was | afraid of ? Because |'d never grasped anything to do with the
physi cal sciences did | attribute some ant hroponorphismto their
mani festations and |i ke a savage fear the spirit inprisoned in what | didn't
understand? (But HX-1 _did_ have subjective factors.) | had never thought of
nmysel f as hi debound, but | was acting like a ninety-year-old professor asked
to use a typewiter instead of a goose quill

| recalled Tyss's, "You are the spectator type, Hodgins." And once | had
called himout of ny menory I couldn't escape his fam liar, sardonic,



i nterm nabl e argunent. _Why are you fussing yoursel f, Hodgins? What is the
point of all this introspective debate? Don't you know your choi ce has al ready
been nade? And that you have acted according to it an infinite nunber of tines
and will do so an infinite nunber of tines agai n? Rel ax, Hodgi ns, you have
nothing to worry about. Free will is an illusion; you cannot alter what you
are about to decide under the inpression that you have decided._.

My reaction to this imagined interjection was frenzi ed, unreasonable. |
cursed Tyss and his damabl e phil osophy. | cursed the insidiousness of his
reasoni ng which had planted seed in nmy brain to sprout at a noment |ike this.

Yet in spite of the violence of my rejection of the words | attributed
to Tyss, | accepted one of them | relaxed. The deci sion had been nmade. Not by
mechani stic forces, nor by blind response to stinulus, but by my own desire.

And now to ny aid came the image of Tyss's antithesis, René Enfandin.
_Be a skeptic, Hodge; be always the skeptic. Prove all things; hold fast to
that which is true. Joking Pilate, asking, "Wat is truth?" was blind. But you
can see nore aspects of the absolute truth than any man has had a chance to

see before. Can you use the chance well, Hodge? That is the only question_.
Once | could answer it with a vigorous affirmative, and so buttress the

determ nation to go, | was faced with the problemof telling Catty. | could

not shut her out of so inportant a move. | told nyself | could not bear the

t hought of her anxiety; that she would worry despite the fact others had
frequently used HX-1, for my object could not be acconmplished in a matter of
m nutes or hours. | was sure she would be sick with apprehension during the
days | would be gone. No doubt this was all true, but | also renenbered,
_Prom se nme, Hodge_

| finally took the weak, the ineffective course. | said |'d decided the
only way to face ny problemwas to go to Gettysburg and spend three or four
days going over the actual field. Here, | explained unconvincingly, | thought
I mght at last come to the conclusion whether to scrap all my work and start
afresh or not.

Her faintly oblique eyes were inscrutable. She pretended to believe ne
and begged nme to take her along. After all, we had spent our honeynbon on
battl efi el ds.

Wuld it be possible? Two peopl e had never stood under the reflector
toget her, but surely it would work? | was tenpted, but | could not subject
Catty to the risk, however slight. Besides, how could | explain?

"But, Catty, with you there I'd be thinking of you instead of the
probl em"

"Ah, Hodge, have we already been married so | ong you nust get away from
me to think?"

"No matter how long, that tinme will never come. Perhaps |I'm w ong,
Catty. It's just a feeling | have."

Her | ook was tragic wth understanding. "You nust do as you think right.
Don't .. don't be gone too |ong, ny dear."

| dressed in clothes | often used for wal king trips, clothes which bore
no mark of any fashion and m ght pass as current wear anong the poorer classes

in any era of the past hundred years. | put a packet of dried beef in ny
pocket and started for the workshop.
As soon as | left the cottage | |aughed at ny hypersensitivity, at al

the to-do I'd nade over lying to Catty. This was but the first excursion;
pl anned others for the nonths after Gettysburg. There was no reason why she

shoul dn't acconpany nme on them | grew |ighthearted as ny consci ence eased,
and | even congratul ated nyself on ny skill in not having told a single
techni cal fal sehood to Catty. | began to whistle, never a habit of mne, as |

made ny way al ong the path to the workshop
Bar bara was al one. Her ginger hair gleamed in the |light of a gas gl obe;
her eyes were green as they always were when she was exultant. "Well, Hodge?"
"Well, Barbara, I . . ."
"Have you told Catty?"
"Not exactly. How did you know?"



"I knew before you did, Hodge. After all, we're not strangers. Al
right. How | ong do you want to stay?"

"Four days."

"That's long for a first trip. Don't you think you' d better try a few
sampl e m nut es?"

"Why? |'ve seen you and Ace go often enough and heard your accounts.
"Il take care of nyself. Have you got it down fine enough yet so you can
i nvariably pick the hour of arrival?"

"Hour and nminute," she answered confidently. "Wat'li it be?"

"About mi dnight of June 30, 1863," | answered. "I want to cone back on
the night of July 4."

"You'll have to be nore exact than that. For the return, |I nean. The

dials are set on seconds.

"Al'l right, make it m dni ght going and com ng then."

"Have you a watch that keeps perfect tine?"

"I don't know about perfect--"

"Take this one. It's synchronized with the master control clock." She
handed ne a | arge, rather awkward timepi ece which had two i ndependent faces
side by side. "We had a couple made like this; the duplicate dials were useful
before we were able to control HX-1 so exactly. One shows 1952 Hagger shaven
tinme."

"Ten thirty-three and fourteen seconds,"” | said.

"Yes. The other will show 1863 time. You won't be able to reset the
first dial--but for goodness sake renenber to keep it wound--and set the
second for - . - 11:54, zero. That nmeans in six mnutes you'll leave, to
arrive at nmidnight. Remenber to keep that one wound, too, for you'll go by
that regardl ess of variations in |ocal clocks. \Whatever el se happens, be in
the center of the barn at midnight--allow yourself some |eeway--by m dnight,

July 4. | don't want to have to go wandering around 1863 | ooking for you."
"You won't. 1'll be here.”
"Five minutes. Now then, food."
"I have sone," | answered, slapping nmy pocket.
"Not enough. Take this concentrated chocolate along. | suppose it won't

hurt to drink the water if you're not observed, but avoid their food. One
never knows what chain mght be started by the casual theft--or purchase, if
you had enough ol d coins--of a |loaf of bread. The possibilities are linitless
and frightening. Listen: how can | inpress on you the inportance of doing
not hi ng that could possibly change the future--our present? I'msure to this
day Ace doesn't understand, and | trenble every nonent he spends in the past.
The nost trivial action may begin a series of disastrous consequences. Don't
be seen, don't be heard. Make your trip as a ghost."

"Barbara, | promise I'll neither assassinate General Lee nor give the
North the idea of a nodern six-barreled cannon.”

"Four minutes. It's not a joke, Hodge."

"Believe me," | said, "I understand."

She | ooked at me searchingly. Then she shook her head and began maki ng
her round of the engines, adjusting the dials. | slid under the glass ring as
I'd so often seen her do and stood casually under the reflector. | was not in
the I east nervous. | don't think I was even particularly excited.

"Three minutes," said Barbara.

| patted my breast pocket. Notebook, pencils. | nodded.

She ducked under the ring and came toward ne. "Hodge . . ."

"Yes?"

She put her arms on ny shoul ders, leaning forward. | kissed her, a
little absently. "dod!"

| 1 ooked at her closely, but there were none of the famliar signs of

anger. "A nmnute to go, it says here," | told her
She drew away and went back. "All set. Ready?"
"Ready," | answered cheerfully. "See you mdnight, July 4, 1863."

"Ri ght. CGood-bye, Hodge. dad you didn't tell Catty."



The expression on her face was the strangest 1'd ever seen her wear. |
could not, then or now, quite interpret it. Doubt, malice, suffering
vi ndi ctiveness, entreaty, love, were all there as her hand noved the switch. |
began to answer sonething, perhaps to bid her wait--then the |light nade ne

blink and I, too, experienced the shattering feeling of transition. My bones
seened to fly fromeach other; every cell in nmy body exploded to the ends of
space.

The instant of translation was so brief it is hard to believe all the
mul titude of inpressions occurred simultaneously. | was sure ny veins were

drai ned of blood, ny brain and eyeballs dropped into a bottom ess void, ny

t houghts pressed to the finest powder and bl own a universe away. Mst of all,
| knew the awful sensation of being, for that tiny fragment of tinme, not
Hodgi ns McCorm ck Backmaker, but part of an _I_ in which the | that was ne
nmerged all identity.

Then | opened ny eyes. | was enotionally shaken; ny knees and wists
were watery points of hel pl essness, but | was alive and functioning, with ny
i ndividuality uninpaired. The |ight had vani shed. | was in darkness save for
faint noonlight com ng through the cracks in the barn. The sweetish snell of
cattle was in nmy nostrils, and the slow, ponderous stanmp of hooves in ny ears.
| had gone back through tine.

XX
GETTYSBURG

The barking of the dogs was frenzied, filled with the hoarse note
i ndi cating they had been raising the alarmfor a long tine w thout being
heeded. | knew they nmust have been baying at the alien snells of soldiers for
t he past day, so | was not apprehensive that their scent of ne would bring
i nvestigation. How Barbara and Ace had escaped detecti on on journeys which
didn't coincide with abnornmal events was beyond nme; with such an unnerving
racket in prospect | would either have given up the trips or noved the
appar at us.

Strange, | reflected, that the cows and horses were undi sturbed. That no
hysterical chicken | eaped fromthe roost in panic. Only the dogs scented ny
unnatural presence. Dogs who, as M. Haggerwells remarked, are supposed to
sense things beyond the perceptions of man.

Warily | picked ny way past the livestock and out of the barn, fervently
hopi ng the dogs were tied, for | had no mind to start my adventure by being
bitten. Barbara's warni ngs seemed i nadequate indeed; one would think she or
Ace mi ght have devised sone nmethod of neutralizing the infernal barking. But,
of course, they could hardly do so without violating her rule of
noni nt er f er ence.

Once out on the fanmiliar Hanover Road every petty feeling of doubt or
disquiet fell away, and all the latent excitenent took hold of nme. | was
gloriously in 1863, half a day and sonme thirty mles fromthe Battle of
Gettysburg. If there is a paradise for historians | had achieved it without
t he annoyance of dying first. | swung along at a good pace, thankful | had
trained nyself for long tranps, so that thirty mles in less than ten hours
was no nonstrous feat. The noi se of the dogs died away behind ne, and
breathed the night air joyfully.

| had already decided | dared not attenpt to steal a ride on the
railroad, even supposing the cars were going through. As | turned off the
Hanover Road and took the direct one to Gettysburg, | knew | would not be able
to keep on it for any length of time. Part of Early's Confederate division was
moving along it fromrecently occupied York; Stuart's cavalry was all around;
trifling skirm shes were being fought on or near it; Union troops, regulars as
well as the militia called out by Governor Curtin for the energency, were
behi nd and ahead of me, marching for the Mnocacy and Cenetery Ridge.



Leavi ng the hi ghway woul d hardly slow ne down, for |I knew every side
road, |ane, path, or shortcut, not only as they existed in ny day, but as they
had been in the tine where I was now. | was going to need this know edge even
nore on ny return, for on the Fourth of July this road, |ike every other
woul d be glutted with beaten Northern troops, supplies, and wounded | eft
behind, frantically trying to reorganize as they were harassed by Stuart's
caval ry and pressed by the victorious nmen of Hill, Longstreet, and Ewell. It
was with this in mnd | had all owed di sproportionately |onger for com ng back

| sawny first soldier a fewmles farther on, a jagged shadow sitting

by the roadside with his boots off, massaging his feet. | guessed him Northern
fromhis kepi, but this was not conclusive, for many Southron regi nents wore
kepis also. | struck off quietly into the field and skirted around him He

never | ooked up

At dawn | estimated | was hal fway, and except for the sight of that
single soldier I might have been taking a nocturnal stroll through a
countrysi de at peace. | was tired but certainly not worn-out, and | knew I
could count on nervous energy and happy excitement to keep me going long after
nmy muscl es began to protest. Progress would be slower from now on--Confederate
i nfantry nmust be just ahead--even so, | should be at Gettysburg by nine or
ten.

The sudden drunm ng of hooves brushed me off the dusty pike and
petrified ne into rigidity as a troop dressed in gray and dirty tan gall oped
by screani ng, "Eeeeeeyeeee" exultantly. The gritty cloud they stirred up
settled slowy; | felt the particles sting ny face and eyes. It would be the
side roads fromnow on, | determ ned.

O hers had the sane inpul se; the side roads were well popul at ed.

Al t hough | knew the nmovenent of every division and of nmany regi ments, and even
had some considerable idea of the civilian dislocation, the picture around ne
was junbl ed and turbulent. Farners, merchants, workers in overalls rode or
tranped eastward; others, identical in dress and obvious intensity of effort,
pushed westward. | passed carriages and carts with wonen and children
traveling at various speeds both ways. Squads and conpani es of bl ue-clad
troops marched al ong the roads or through the fields, tranpling the crops, a
confused sound of singing, swearing, or ainless talk hanging above themlike a
fog. Spaced by pacific intervals, men in gray or butternut, otherw se

i ndi stingui shable, marched in the sanme direction. | decided | could pass
unnoticed in the mlling crowds.

It is not easy for the historian, ten, fifty, or five hundred years away
froman event, to put aside for a nmonent the |large concepts of currents and
forces, or the mechanical aids of statistics, charts, maps, neat plans, and
di agrams in which the mgration of men, wonen, and children is indicated by an
arrow, or a brigade of half-terrified, half-heroic nmen becomes a neat little
rectangle. It is not easy to see behind source material, to visualize state
papers, reports, letters, diaries as witten by nen who spent nost of their
lives sleeping, eating, yawning, elimnating, squeezing blackheads, |usting,
| ooki ng out of wi ndows, or tal king about nothing in general with no one in
particular. W are too inpressed with the pattern revealed to us--or which we
t hi nk has been revealed to us--to renenber that for the participants history
is a haphazard affair, apparently aimess, produced by human bei ngs whose
concern is essentially with the trivial and irrelevant. The historian is
al ways consci ous of destiny. The participants rarely--or mstakenly.

So to be set down in the mdst of crisis, to be at once involved and
apart, is to experience a constant series of shocks against which there is no
anesthetic. The soldiers, the stragglers, the refugees, the farm boys shouting
at horses, the top-hatted gentlemen cursing the teanmsters, the teansters
cursing back; the looters, pinps, ganblers, whores, nurses, and newspapernen
wer e indisputably what they appeared: vitally inportant to thensel ves, of
little interest to anyone else. Yet at the sane time they were a paragraph, a
page, a chapter, a whole series of vol unes.

I"'msure | was faithful to the spirit if not the letter of Barbara's



war ni ngs, and that none of the hundreds whom | passed or who passed ne noted
nmy presence, except cursorily. |, on the other hand, had to repress the
constant tenptation to peer into every face for signs which could not tell me
what fortune or m sfortune the decision of the next three days would bring to
it.

Afewmles fromtown the crowded di sorder becanme even worse, for the
scouts fromBEwell's corps, guarding the Confederate left flank on the York
Road, acted like a cork in a bottle. Because |, unlike the other travelers,
knew this, | cut sharply south to get back on the circuitous Hanover Road
had left shortly after mdnight, and crossing the bridge over Rock Creek
stunbled into Gettysburg.

The two-and-a-half story brick houses with their purplish slate roofs
were placid and charming in the hot July sun. A valiant rooster pecked at
horse dung in the mddle of the street, heedl ess of the swarm ng soldiers, any
of whom mi ght take a notion for roast chicken. Privates in the black hats of
the Arny of the Potomac, cavalrymen with wi de yellow stripes and cannoneers
with red ones on the seans of their pants, swaggered inportantly. Lieutenants
wi th hands resting gracefully on sword hilts, captains with arns thrust in
unbuttoned tunics, colonels snoking cigars, all noved back and forth across
the street, out of and into houses and stores, each clearly intent on sone
busi ness whi ch woul d affect the course of the war. Now and then a general rode
his horse through the crowmd, slowy and thoughtfully, oppressed by the cares
of rank. Soldiers spat, |eered at an occasi onal wonman, sat dol efully on handy
stoops, or marched smartly toward an unknown destination. On the courthouse
staff the flag hung doubtfully in the linp summer air. Every so often there
was a noise |like poorly organi zed thunder

Imtating the adaptable infantrynen, | found an unoccupi ed stoop and sat
down after a curious glance at the house, wondering whether it contained
someone whose letters or diaries | had read. Drawi ng out ny packet of dried
beef, | munched away wi thout taking any of my attention fromthe sights and
sounds and snells around ne. Only | knew how desperately these soldiers would
fight this afternoon and all day tonmorrow. | al one knew how t hey woul d be
caught in the inescapable trap on July 3 and finally routed, to begin the | ast
act of the war. That major, | thought, so proud of his new won gol den oak
| eaves, may have an armor |leg shot off vainly defending Cuip's Hill; that
sergeant over there may lie facel ess under an apple tree before nightfall

Soon these nmen woul d be swept away fromthe illusory shelter of the
houses and out onto the ridges where they would be pounded into defeat and
di saster. There was nothing for me nowin Gettysburg itself, though | could
have spent days absorbing the color and feeling. Already | had tenpted fate by
my casual appearance in the heart of town. At any noment soneone mi ght speak
to ne, to ask for alight or a direction; an ill-considered word or action of
m ne m ght change, with ever-w deni ng consequences, the course of the future.
| had been foolish enough | ong enough; it was tinme for me to go to the vantage
point | had deci ded upon and observe wi thout peril of being observed.

| rose and stretched, ny bones protesting. But a couple of nmles nore
woul d see nme clear of all danger of chance encounter with a too friendly or

inquisitive soldier or civilian. | gave a last look, trying to inpress every
detail on ny menory, and turned south on the Emm tsburg Road.
Thi s was no haphazard choice. | knew where and when the crucial, the

deci sive nove upon which all the other noves depended woul d take place. Wile
t housands of men were struggling and dying on other parts of the battleground,
a Confederate advance force, unnoticed, disregarded, woul d occupy the position
whi ch woul d eventual ly domi nate the scene and win the battle--and the war--for
the South. Heavy with knowl edge no one el se possessed | made ny way toward a
farmon which there was a wheat field and a peach orchard.

XX.



BRI NG THE JUBI LEE

A great battle inits first stages is as tentative, uncertain, and
indefinite as a courtship just begun. At the begi nning the ground was there
for either side to take without protest; the other felt no surge of possessive
jeal ousy. | wal ked unscat hed al ong the Enmitsburg Road; on ny left | knew
there were Union forces conceal ed, on ny right the Southrons maneuvered. In a
few hours, to wal k between the Iines woul d nean instant death, but now the
decl arati on had not been made, the vows had not been finally exchanged. It was

still possible for either party to withdraw, no furious heat bound the two
i ndi ssolubly together. | heard the periodic shell and the whine of a mnié
ball; mere flirtatious gestures so far

Despite the hot sun the grass was cool and |ush. The shade in the
orchard was velvety. Froma |ow branch | picked a near-ripe peach and sucked
the wy juice. | sprawed on the earth and waited. For mles around, nmen from
Mai ne and Wsconsin, from Georgia and North Carolina, assumed the sane
attitude. But | knew for what | was waiting; they could only guess.

Sone acoustical freak dinmed the noises in the air to little nore than
anplification of the normal sumer sounds. Did the ground really trenble
faintly, or was | translating ny nental picture of the marching armies, the
great wagon trains, the heavy cannon, the iron-shod horses into an imagi ned
physical effect? | don't think | dozed, but certainly nmy attention w thdrew
fromthe rows of trees with their scarred and runnel ed bark, curving branches
and graceful |eaves, so that | was taken unaware by the unni stakable clunmp and
creak of mounted nen.

The bl ue-uniformed cavalry rode slowy through the peach orchard. They
seened like a group of aimess hunters returning fromthe futile pursuit of a
fox; they chatted, shouted at each other, wal ked their horses abstractedly.
One or two had their sabres out; they rose in their saddles and cut at the
branches overhead in pure pointless m schief.

Behi nd them cane the infantrymen, sweating and swearing, nore serious.
Sone few had wounds, others were without their nuskets. Their dark blue tunics
were carel essly unbuttoned, their lighter pants were stained with nud and dust
and grass. They tranpled and thrashed around Iike nen |long weary. Quarrels
rose among themswi ftly and swiftly petered out. No one could m stake them for
anything but troops in retreat.

After they had passed, the orchard was still again, but the stillness
had a different quality fromwhat had gone before. The | eaves did not rustle,
no birds chirped, there were no faint betrayals of the presence of chiprmunks
or squirrels. Only if one listened very closely was the dry noise of insects
perceptible. But | heard the guns now. Clearly and | ouder. And nore
conti nuously--much nore continuously. It was not yet the full roar of battle,
but death was authentic in its |ow runble.

Then the Confederates canme. Cautiously, but not so cautiously that one
could fail to recognize they represented a victorious, invading arny. Shabby
they certainly were, as they pushed into the orchard, but alert and confident.
Only a minority had uniforns which resenbl ed those prescribed by regul ation
and these were torn, grimy, and scuffed. Many of the others wore the
sem of ficial butternut--crudely dyed honespun, streaked and nuddy brown. Sone
had ordinary clothes with mlitary hats and buttons; a few were dressed in
Federal blue trousers with gray or butternut jackets.

Nor were their weapons uniform There were long rifles, short carbines,
nmuskets of varying age, and | noticed one bearded soldier with a ponderous
shot gun. But whatever their dress or arnms, their bearing was the bearing of
conquerors. If | alone on the field that day knew for sure the outcone of the
battl e, these Confederate soldiers were close behind in sensing the future.

The straggling Northerners had passed ne by with the cl ouded perception
of the retreating. These Southrons, however, were steadfastly attentive to
every sight and sound. Too late | realized the difficulty of renaining
unnoticed by such sharp, experienced eyes. Even as | berated nyself for ny



stupidity, a great, whiskery fellow in what nust once have been a stylish
bottl e-green coat pointed his gun at ne.

"Yank here boys!" Then to ne, "Wat you doing here, fella?"

Three or four came up and surrounded ne curiously. "Funniest |ookin'
danyank | ever did see. Looks like he just fell out of a bathtub."

Since | had wal ked all night on dusty roads | could only think their
standards of cleanliness were not high. And indeed this was confirnmed by the
snell coming fromthem the stink of sweat, of clothes Iong slept in, of
unwashed feet and stal e tobacco.

"I"ma nonconbatant,” | said foolishly.
"Whazzat ?" asked the beard. "Sone kind of Baptist?"
"Naw, " corrected one of the others. "It's a | awword. Means not al

right in the head."

"Looks all right in the foot though. Let's see your boots, Yank. Mne's
sure wore out."

VWhat terrified me now was not the thought of my boots being stolen, or
of being treated as a prisoner, or even the renote chance of being shot as a
spy. A greater; nore indefinite catastrophe was threatened by ny exposure.
These nen were the advance conpany of a regi nent due to sweep through the
orchard and the wheat field, explore that bit of wild ground known as the
Devil's Den, and clinmb up Little Round Top closely followed by an entire
Conf ederate brigade. This was the brigade which held the Round Top for severa
hours until artillery was brought up, artillery which dom nated the entire
field and gave the South victory at Gettysburg.

There was no all owance for a pause, no matter how trifling, in the peach
orchard, in any of the accounts |I'd read or heard of. The hazard Barbara had
war ned so insistently agai nst had happened. | had been di scovered, and the
nmere di scovery had altered the course of history.

| tried to shrug it off. Delay of a few minutes could hardly nmake a
significant difference. Al historians agreed that the capture of the Round
Tops was an inevitability; the Confederates would have been foolish to
overl ook them-in fact it was hardly possible they could, proninent as they
were both on maps and in physical reality--and they had occupi ed them hours
before the Federals nmade a bel ated attenpt to take them | had been
unbel i evably stupid to expose myself, but | had created no repercussions
likely to spread beyond the next few m nutes.

"Said let's see them boots. Ain't got all day to wait."

A tall officer with a pointed inperial and a sandy, faintly reddish
nmust ache whose curling ends shone waxily came up, revolver in hand. "What's
goi ng on here?"

"Just a Yank, Cap'n. Making a little change of footgear." The tone was
surly, alnmost insolent.

The gall oons on the officer's sleeve told me the title was not honorary.
"I"'ma civilian, Captain," | protested. "I realize | have no business here."
The captain | ooked at ne coldly, with an expression of disdainfu

contenpt. "Local man?" he asked.

"Not exactly. I'mfrom York."

"Too bad. Thought you could tell me about the Yanks up ahead. Jenks,
| eave the civilian gentleman in full possession of his boots."

There was rage behind that sneer, a hateful anger apparently directed at
me for being a civilian, at his nen for their obvious |lack of respect, at the
battle, the world. | suddenly realized his face was intimately famliar
Irritatingly, because | could connect it with no nane, place, or circunstance.

"How | ong have you been in this orchard, Mster Cvilian-from York?"

The effort to identify himnagged me, working in the depths of ny mnd,
obtrudi ng even into that top | ayer which was concerned w th what was goi ng on

What was goi ng on? _Too bad. Thought you could tell ne about the Yanks
up ahead. How | ong have you been in this orchard?_

Yanks up ahead? There weren't any. There wouldn't be, for hours.

"I said, 'How long you been in this orchard?



Probably an officer later promoted to rank proni nent enough to have his
picture in one of the minor narratives. Yet | was certain his face was no
likeness |'d seen once in a steel engraving and di sm ssed. These were features
of ten encountered.

"Sure like to have them boots. If we ain't fightin' for Yankee boots,
what the hell we fightin' for?"

What could | say? That 1'd been in the orchard for half an hour? The
next question was bound to be, Had | seen Federal troops? Wi chever way I
answered | would be betraying ny role of spectator.

"Hey Cap'n--this fella knows sonething. Lookit the silly grin!"

Was | smiling? In what? Terror? Perplexity? In the mere effort of
keeping silent, so as to be involved no further?

"Tell yah--he's laughin' cuz he knows sonethin'!"

Let them hang ne, let themstrip ne of my boots; fromhere on | was dunb
as dear Catty had been once.

"Qut with it, man--you're in a tight spot. Are there Yanks up ahead?"

The confusion in ny nmind approached chaos. If | knew the captain's
eventual rank | could place him Col onel Soand-so. Brigadier-General Bl ank
What had happened? Why had | let nyself be discovered? Wiy had | spoken at al
and made sil ence so hard now?

"Yanks up ahead--they's Yanks up ahead!"

"Quiet you! | asked him-he didn't say there were Yanks ahead.™

"Hay! Damyanks up above. Goin' to now us down!"

"Fella says the bluebellies are layin' fur us!"

Had the lie been in my mind, to be telepathically plucked by the excited
sol di ers? Was even silence no refuge from participation?

"Man here spotted the whole Fed artillery up above, trained on us!"

"Pull back, boys! Pull back!"

I'd read often enough of the epidemic quality of a perfectly
unr easonabl e notion. A m sunderstood word, a basel ess runor, an inpossible
report, was often enough to set a troop of arned men--squad or army--into
sensel ess nob action. Sonetinmes the infection nmade for feats of heroism
sonmetines for panic. This was certainly |less than panic, but ny nervous,
nmeani ngl ess snile conveyed a nessage | had never sent.

"It's a trap. Pull back boys--let's get away fromthese trees and out
where we can see the Yanks!"

The captain whirled on his nen. "Here, damm you," he shouted furiously,
"you all gone crazy? The man said nothing. There's no trap!"

The nmen nmoved slowy, sullenly away. "I heard him" one of them

nmutt ered, |ooking accusingly toward ne.
The captain's shout becane a yell. "Cone back here! Back here, | say!"
H's raging stride overtook the still irresolute men. He grabbed the one

call ed Jenks by the shoul der and whirled himabout. Jenks tried to jerk free.
There was fear on his face, and hate. "Leave me go, dam you," he screaned.
"Leave ne go!"

The captain yelled at his nmen again. Jenks snatched at the pistol with
his left hand; the officer pulled the gun away. Jenks brought his nusket
upri ght against the captain's body, the nuzzle just under his chin, and
pushed-- as though the firearm somehow gave him | everage. They westled
briefly, then the nmusket went off.

The captain's hat flew upward, and for an instant he stood, bareheaded,
in the private's enbrace. Then he fell. Jenks wenched his nusket free and
di sappear ed.

When | cane out of ny shock | wal ked over to the body. The face had been
bl own of f. Shreds of human neat dribbled bloodily on the gray collar and

soil ed the fashionably Iong hair. | had killed a man. Through ny interference
with the past | had killed a man who had been destined to longer life and even
some nmeasure of fame. | was the guilty sorcerer's apprentice

| stooped down to put ny hands inside his coat for papers which would
tell me who he was and satisfy the curiosity which still basely persisted. It



was not shane which stopped nme. Just nausea, and renorse

| saw the Battle of Gettysburg. | sawit with all the unique advantages
of a professional historian thoroughly conversant with the patterns, the
novenents, the details, who knows where to | ook for the coming dramatic
nonment, the recorded decisive stroke. | fulfilled the chroniclers' dream

It was a ni ghtnmare.

To begin with, | slept. | slept not far fromthe captain's body in the
peach orchard. This was not call ousness, but physical and enotiona
exhaustion. Wen | went to sleep the guns were thundering; when | woke they
were thundering louder. It was late afternoon. | thought imediately, this is
the tine for the futile Union charge agai nst the Round Tops.

But the guns were not sounding fromthere. Al the roar was northward,
fromthe town. | knew how the battle went; | had studied it for years. Only
now it wasn't happening the way it was witten down in the books.

True, the first day was a Confederate victory. But it was not the
victory we knew. It was just a little different, just a little short of the
triunph recorded. And on the second day, instead of the Confederates getting
astride the Taneytown Road and into the position fromwhich they tore Meade's
arnmy to bits fromthree sides, | witnessed a terrible encounter in the peach
orchard and the wheat field--places known to be safely behind the Southron
l'i nes.

All my life I'd heard of Pickett's charge on the third day. O how the
di sorgani zed Federals were given the final killing blowin their vitals. Wll,
| saw Pickett's charge on the third day, and it was not the sane charge in the
historic place. It was a futile attenpt to storm superior positions
(positions, by established fact, in Lee's hands since July 1) ending in
sl aught er and def eat.

Defeat for the South, not the North. Meade's army was not broken; the
Conf ederates could not scatter and pursue them now. The capitulation, if it
ever took place, would cone under different circunmstances. The independence of
the Confederate States m ght not be acknowl edged for years. If at all

Al'l because the North held the Round Tops.

Years nmore of killing, and possibly further years of guerrilla warfare.
Thousands and thousands of dead, their blood on nmy hands. A poi soned
continent, an inheritance of hate. Because of ne.

| cannot tell you how | got back to York. If I walked, it was
somanbul i stically. Possibly | rode the railroad or in a farner's cart. Part
of my mind, a tiny part that kept com ng back to pierce me no matter how often
| crushed it out, renmenbered those who died, those who would have |ived, but
for me. Another part was concerned only with the longing to get back to nmy own
time, to the Haven, to Catty. A rmuch larger part was sinply blank, except for
t he awesone, incredi ble know edge that the past could be changed--that the
past _had_ been changed.

| must have wound ny watch--Barbara's watch--for it was ten o' clock on
the night of July 4 when | got to the barn. Ten o' clock by 1863 tine; the
other dial showed it to be 8:40, that would be twenty of nine in the norning,
1952 tine. In two hours | would be hone, safe fromthe nightmare of happenings
t hat never happened, of guilt for the deaths of men not supposed to die, of
the awful responsibility of playing destiny. If | could not persuade Barbara
to smash her dammabl e contrivance | would do so nysel f.

The dogs barked madly, but | was sure no one heeded. It was the Fourth
of July, and a day of victory and rejoicing for all Pennsylvanians. | stole
into the barn and settled nyself in the exact center, even daring the use of a
match, ny last one, to be sure |I'd be directly under the reflector when it
materi al i zed.

| could not sleep, though |I longed to blot out the horror and wake in ny



own time. Detail by detail | wentover what | had seen, superinposing it like a
pal i mpsest upon the history |I'd always known. Sl eep would have kept nme from
this wetched compul sion and from questioning ny sanity, but | could not

sl eep.

| have heard that in nmoments of overwhel mi ng shock some irrel evancy,
some inconsequential matter persistently forces itself on the attention. The
crimnal facing execution thinks, not of his immnent fate or of his crine,
but of the cigarette stub he left burning in his cell. The bereaved w dow
dwel | s, not on her |ost husband, but on tonorrow s laundry. So it was with mne.
Behind that part of my mind reliving the past three days, a nore el enmentary
part gnawed at the identification of the slain captain.

| knew that face. Particularly did | know that face set in a sneer
distorted with anger. But | could not remenber it in Confederate uniform |
could not renenmber it with sandy nustaches. And yet the sandy, reddish hair,
revealed in that terrible nmonent when his hat flew off, was as famliar as
part of the face. Ch, | thought, if | could only place it once and for all and
free ny mind at least of this trivial thing.

| wished there were sone way | could have seen the watch, to concentrate
on the creeping progress of the hands and distract nyself fromthe wave after
wave of wretched neditations which fl owed over nme. But the noonlight was not
strong enough to nake the face distinguishable, rmuch I ess the figures on the
dials. There was no narcotic.

As one always is at such tines | was convinced the appoi nted nonent had
passed unnoticed. Something had gone wong. Over and over | had to tell nyself
that mnutes seemhours in the waiting dark; it mght feel like two or three
inthe norning to ne; it was probably barely el even. No use. A minute--or an
hour or a second--later | was again positive m dni ght had passed.

Finally I began to suffer a nmonstrous illusion. | began to think it was
getting lighter. That dawn was coming. O course, | knew it could not be; what
| fancied lifting darkness was only a sick condition of swollen, overtired
eyes. Dawn does not conme to Pennsylvania at mdnight, and it was not yet
m dnight. At midnight | would be back at Haggershaven, in 1952.

Even when the barn was fully lighted by the rising sun and | could see
the cattle peaceful in their stalls | refused to believe what | saw. | took
out ny watch only to find sonething had di sturbed the works; the hands
regi stered five o' clock. Even when the farner, mlk pails over arm started in
surprise, exclaimng, "Hey, what you doing here?"--even then, | did not
bel i eve.

Only when | opened ny nmouth to explain to ny involuntary host did
somet hi ng happen. The puzzl e which had pursued ne for three days suddenly
solved itself. | knew why the face of the Southron captain had been so
famliar. Fanmiliar beyond any of the better known warriors on either side.
had i ndeed known that face intimtely; seen those features enraged or
sneering. The nose, the mouth, the eyes, the expression were Barbara
Haggerwel I s's. The nan dead in the peach orchard was the nman whose portrait
hung in the library of Haggershaven, its founder, Herbert Haggerwells. Captain
Haggerwel | s--never to become a major now, or buy this farm Never to marry a
local girl or beget Barbara's great-grandfather. Haggershaven had ceased to
exist in the future.

XXI.
FOR THE TI ME BEI NG

| amwiting this, as | said, in 1877. | ama healthy nman of forty-five,
no doubt with many years ahead of ne. | nmight live to be a hundred, except for
an illogical feeling that | nust die before 1921. However, eighty-nine should
be enough for anyone. So | have anple tine to put ny story down. Still, better
to have it down and done with; should anything happen to ne tonorrow it will



be on paper.

For what? As confession and apol ogy? As an inverted substitute for the
nmerci ful ammesi a whi ch ought to have erased ny nmenory as well as ny biography?
(I have witten to Wappinger Falls; there are no records of any Hodgi ns
fam ly, or of Backmakers. Does this nean the forces | set in nmotion destroyed
Private Hodgins as well as Captain Haggerwells? Or only that the Hodgi nses and
Backmakers settled el sewhere? In either case | amlike Adam-in this world--a
speci al, parentless creation.) There is no one close enough to care, or
i nti mate enough to accept ny word in the face of all reason. | have not
married in this tine, nor shall 1. | wite only as old men talk to thensel ves.

The rest of ny personal story is sinple. The nane of the farner who
found ne in his barn was Thanm s; they had need of a hired hand and | stayed

on. | had no desire to go elsewhere; in fact | could not bear to | eave what
was--and wi |l never be--Haggershaven

In the beginning | used to go to the location of the Agatis' garden and
| ook across at the spot where | left our cottage and Catty. It was an enpty

pilgrimge. Now | content nyself with the work which needs doing. | shall stay
here till | die.

Catty. Haggershaven. Are they really gone, irrevocably lost, in a future
whi ch never existed, which couldn't exist, once the chain of causation was
broken? O do they exist after all, in a universe in which the South won the
battl e of Gettysburg and Maj or Haggerwel I s founded Hagger shaven? Coul d anot her
Bar bara devise a nmeans to reach that universe? | would give so much to believe
this, but | cannot. | sinply cannot.

Chi I dren know about such things. They close their eyes and pray,

"Pl ease, God, make it didn't happen.” Oten they open their eyes to find it
happened anyway, but this does not shake their faith that many tinmes the
prayer is granted. Adults smile, but can any of them be sure the menories they
cherish were the sanme yesterday? Do they know that a past cannot be expunged?
Children know it can

And once lost, that particul ar past can never be regai ned. Another and
anot her perhaps, but never the same one. There are no parallel
uni verses--though this one may be sinuous and inconstant.

That this world is a better place than the one into which I was born
and promi ses to grow still better, seens true. \Wiat idealismlay behind the
Sout hron cause triunphed in the reconciliation of nen |ike Lee; what was
brutal never got the upper hand as it did in ny world. The Negro is free;
bl ack | egi sl atures pass advanced |laws in South Carolina; black congressmnen
conport thenselves with dignity in Washington. The Pacific railroad is built,

i mm grants pour into a welcomng country to make it strong and weal thy; no one
suggests they shoul d be shut out or hindered.

There are runors of a deal between northern Republicans and sout hern
Denocrats, betraying the victory of the Gvil War--how strange it is still,
after fourteen years, to use this terminstead of the famliar War of Southron
| ndependence--in return for the presidency. If this is true, ny brave new
world is not so brave

It may not be so new either. Prussia has beaten France and proclained a
German Enpire; is this the start in a different way of the German Union? WI I
1914 see an Enperors' War--there is none in France now- -l eaving Gernany
facing. . . whon?

Any one of the inventions of my own tine would make me a rich man if |
could reproduce it, or cared for noney. Wth nmounting steel production and the
tremendous junp in popul ati on, what a success the mnibile would be. O the
ti nugraph. O controll abl e ball oons.

The typewiter | have seen. It has devel oped al ong different and
clumsier lines; inevitably, | suppose, given initial divergence. It may mean
greater advances; nore likely not. The universal use of gaslight nmust be far
inthe future if it is to come at all; certainly its advent is delayed by al
this talk of inventing electric illumnation. If we couldn't put electricity
to work it's unlikely ny new contenmporaries will be able to. Wy, they haven't



even made the tel egraph cheap and conveni ent.

And sonething like HX-1? It is inconceivable. Could it be that in
destroying the future in which Haggershaven existed | have al so destroyed the
only dinension in which tine travel was possibl e?

So strangely easily | can wite the words, "I destroyed."

Catty.

But what of Tyss's philosophy? Is it possible | shall be condemmed to
repeat the destruction throughout eternity? Have | witten these lines an
infinite nunber of tines before? O is the nercy envisaged by Enfandin a
reality? And what of Barbara's expression as she bade me goodbye? Coul d she
possi bl y

Editorial note by Frederick Wnter Thanmis: Qite recently, in the
sumer of 1953 to be exact, | comm ssioned the renodeling of my fam |y hone
near York, Pennsylvania. Anong the bundl es of old books and papers stored in
the attic was a box of personal effects, labeled H M BACKMAKER In it was
t he manuscript concluding with an unfini shed sentence, reproduced above.

My father used to tell nme that when he was a boy there was an old man
living on the farm nominally as a hired hand, but actually as a pensioner
since he was beyond the age of useful |abor. My father said the children
considered himnot quite right in his mnd, but very entertaining, for he
often repeated | ong, disjointed narratives of an inpossible world and an
i mpossi bl e soci ety which they found as fascinating as the Oz books. On | ooking
back, he said, A d Hodge tal ked |ike an educated man, but this mght sinply be
t he inpression of young, uncultivated m nds.

Clearly it was in sone attenpt to give formand unity to his tales that
the old man wote his fable down, and then was too shy to submit it for
publication. This is the only reasonable way to account for its existence. O
course, he says he wote it in 1877, when he was far fromold, and
di sconcertingly, analysis of the paper shows it m ght have been witten then

Two other itenms should be noted. In the box of Backmaker's bel ongi ngs
there was a watch of unknown manufacture and uni que design. Housed in a cheap
ni ckel case, the jewel ed novenent is of extraordinary precision and delicacy.
The face has two dials, independently set and wound.

The second is a quotation. It can be matched by sinmilar quotations in
any of half a hundred volunes on the Civil War. | pick this only because it is
handy. From W E. Wodward's _Years of Madness_, p. 202:

" Uni on troops that night and next norning took a position on
Cenetery Hill and Round Top. . . . The Con federates could have occupied this
position but they failed to do so. It was an error w th nonentous
consequences. "
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