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Chapter 1- August 15, 1864 

Damn! Van said suddenly, startling Old Maib, riding beside him, and 
causing the sweating horses to swivel their ears back, raising their heads, at the 
broken silence, “I don't see why Maggie wants to work at Madam Doyne's, 
anyway.

Maib glanced at Van, but said nothing. He grunted and kept his mouth 
shut against the fine, blowing dust that caked his nappy hair, beat against his 
ashy gray-black skin and filled his vast, broad nostrils.  

"Guess I'll just ask her tonight,” Van continued, “why in hell she 
wants to work for that fat, greedy sow.”

Old Maib sighed disapprovingly, “I s'pect she likes to satisfy men 
hungry fer a woman…like you be.” 

Van ignored this comment.   “What the Hell does she get out of it? 
That pig isn't going to pay her much. With her looks, Maggie doesn't need 
Doyne. She could do better on her own…if she has to do that kind of work.”

Maib sighed again, resenting the conversation but feeling like he had 
to answer the question. “Prob'ly the same thing you git outta fightin' a war that 
ain' none your concern.” He could feel the grit of the dust on his teeth.  His 
saliva was thick and his throat felt sore with dryness.  

“Why Maib,” Van grinned facetiously seemingly oblivious to the dust, 
“you know I'm fightin' for slavery.   You don't think I could get along without 
my slaves, do you?”

Maib grunted.   “A man wanted slaves, he'd be home in that fine 
mansion, a niggah to straighten his tie, an one to tie his shoes, an one to take 
breakfast in bed...”

“I don't want my shoes tied and my breakfast in bed. I just want a big, 
old fool like you to save my life now and then, when I'm dumb enough to put it 
in jeopardy; and to steal food for me when I'm hungry; and to deliver messages 
back and forth across the lines when I'm too damn scared to do it myself,” Van 
laughed. 

“Huh, you ain' nevah been skeered o' nothin' in yo' po, dumb, life. 
You ain't got sense 'nough to be skeered. You the dumbest, fightenest, luckiest, 
whorinest, man evah I see.” 

Van laughed again.   “I can't deny I have my share of luck. 
Especially when you're around. You the luckiest cuss I ever see. I'm not so sure 
it's just luck. Sometimes, I think maybe it's some damn voodoo, or something 
an ordinary man wouldn't understand,   like   you have a direct line to God-
almighty...the way you always know just when to run and when to hide, and 
just where the Yanks are...”

“Doan take the name of the Lord in vain…an quit that talkin' like po 
white trash!.”

“What did I say?,” Van demanded. “I talk just like you do.”
“It awright fo me to speak that way. That's the way I learn to speak. 

But you a genteman. Yo daddy an mama teach you better.  Yo 'sposed to talk 
like white folks- and not po white trash neither.”

“Hell,” Van laughed, “who do you think taught me to be the…what 
was it?   The fightenest, luckiest, whorinest man you ever see, and to talk like 
that, if it wasn't my daddy?”

Maib frowned his disapproval. “Yo daddy a fine man. He nevah 
taught you to go gallivantin' aroun' aftah no whores.”

“Shore did,” Van replied. “When I was just fifteen, my dad asked me 
if I wanted to go to a whorehouse.”

Maib brushed the dry dust from his face and looked at Van 
disbelieving.

“What's more,” Van said defensively, “he told me a whore saved his 
marriage…taught him how to make love to mama…'stead of just using her for 
his cum rag.

“Hush you mouth!” Maib nudged his horse back into the pacing stride 
they had taught their mounts to keep for covering long distances.

“Sure, my dad's the finest man alive.” Van's mount took up the pacing 
stride, too. Van sounded almost penitent. “But he's done just about everything 
that's called sinful…and in that respect, I'm just like him.”

“Yeah, you jes like 'im awright. Yo may be as fine as he is one day, 
iffin the Yanks doan get you too soon…o' the Carrol County sheriff.”

Van lit a cigarette.   He couldn't get used to these newfangled little 
things that had begun to take the place of the cigars nearly all the men smoked. 
He liked the convenience of being able to carry them around in his vest pocket, 
and he had begun to like the taste better, too.

“I'm depending on that famous luck to hold,” he grinned.
“They's othahs like to hang you from the highest tree, too, iffin they 

could catch you, and they mo dangerous than the Yanks o' the sheriff, o' the 
devil, hisself.

“What you talkin' 'bout now?” Van threw the dust-laden cigarette 
away.

“I talkin' 'bout all them you cheated and stole from.”
“Cheated?!” Van was genuinely surprised. “I never cheated at cards in 

my life! I'm just lucky, like you said.  And I never stole a horse, nor even a 
shinplaster, neither.”

“That true, but you been a cheatin' and a stealin' jes the same.”   Maib 
was squirming to try to ease his saddle-weary butt bones and bruised inner 
thighs. “What you think them fancy friends o' yourn goin' do iffin they find out 
you be spiritin' they 'spensive niggahs away? They goin' say you cheatin' and 
they goin hang you from the highest tree.”

“Yeah, I guess we've cheated 'em out of quite a sizeable chunk of 
cash, altogether. Sometimes, I feel guilty about it.” he smiled... “I'm sure my 
parents must have, too, but they never did let on that they felt that way.”



“Guilty!   Why you feel guilty for helpin men to freedom? I doan 
believe God punish you fo' that kind a' sinnin.'“

“I'm not afraid of God punishing me, nor of getting hanged from the 
highest tree, but I do feel kind of like a hippocrit to eat and dance, and hunt 
and laugh with folks that think I'm one of them, just so I can get their property 
away from them.”

Maib grunted.
“You know, I thought I was one of them, and I didn't see anything 

wrong with that, until I was fifteen years old.”
“Yo fifteenth year was mighty importent. Look like everything happen 

that year.” Maib sounded skeptical again looking at this white man covered in 
the dust of the trail- this white man he considered his friend.

“Well, the day I found out my parents were spurious…not what they 
pretended to be at all, I felt ten years older when I went to bed, all right, than I 
did when I'd got up in the morning. That was the day we found you. We come 
damn near gettin' caught!  If we had, you can bet we would all have been hung 
from the highest tree, or maybe even from a low rafter in some old barn, which 
probably would have been just as bothersome. It would feel about the same I 
imagine, and take considerable less time than climbing the highest tree to get 
the job done.” He grinned.

Maib merely grunted.
“I   didn't sleep a wink that night.”   Van swatted irritably at the gnats 

buzzing persistently around his face. “What with my dad askin' me if I wanted 
to visit a whorehouse, and then findin' out we were part of the railroad.  At 
first, I thought daddy was talken 'bout the real railroad and didn't get what he 
meant by 'underground'.    The whole concept was almost too much for the 
naive boy I was.”   Van remembered quietly for a while, watching the 
shadows lengthening along the hills to the west- shadows creeping like 
someone on tiptoes coming to see if a boy was safe in his bed.  

Maib broke the silence- asking the question that had been gnawing at 
him since the war had begun “How come it is that on the one han you be so 
good to be helpin free men with the underground railroad and on the other you 
go on afightin' a woah against freedom as hard as slave-ownin' men?   Yo doan 
wan' slaves and ya help steal away they slaves- why you go on afightin' they 
woah?”

Van's grin disappeared again.   “I see what you mean. Well, that isn't 
exactly a part of the ploy.   I'm a genuine Southerner.   I don't have no truck 
with the fools that got us into this war, but now that we are into it, I want to do 
my part.  There are a lot of fine boys out there fighting when they should be at 
home raisin their families and planting their corn. Most of them don't believe 
in slavery, either.”

“Why they do it, then?” Maib felt the hair of the back of his neck rise.
Van glanced at Maib speculatively. “It was the question of slavery that 

really brought on the war, of course.   My dad told us all long ago, that it 
would eventually end in a fight.   A lot of the big-wig, pompous-assed fools 
like Yancey and Old Rhett and Ed Ruffin, kept up the hot winds for secession 

from the Union. The “fire-eaters”, they called them.   Most of these men were 
guests in our home at one time or another. Some of them many times.”

Van ran his hand up under his white stallion's long, white mane, and 
patted the sweating neck. “It sounds illogical, all right…but another thing my 
dad told us, was that whoever wins this war, slavery will not survive. I believe 
it. You can believe it too, Maib.   Your friends and relatives will all be free…
just as soon as we can win this damn war.”

Van didn't believe the South had a chance in hell of winning   the war, 
but he liked to pretend it might be possible.   

“There's the cabin we used the last time we were here.”   Van pointed 
at the gray, plank wood shack coming up in front of them.   “It must be vacant. 
The door's half off.”  

“That doan mean nothin' to some folks,” Maib answered. “Some folks 
doan care nothin' 'bout they doors an' things o' that kind.   They just wants 
lottsa beans an' bacon and settin' an' fuckin'.” But he was pulling his horse 
over. He wasn't sure himself if anyone had ever lived in the shanty.  “More 
likely chickens,”  he thought to himself- or maybe someone built it to store 
somethin in.  Anyway- it looked empty now.  A few feet beyond, the trail 
turned into  a sort of road that went between a few buildings that made up the 
center of this rural community of farmers and cattlemen.  The finest house sat 
off to the side of the rest of the community as if an outcast or maybe a snob. 
This was Madam Doyne's house of pleasure.

They had dismounted and were stretching their legs, bouncing on their 
heels to ease their strained muscles from the long day's ride.  They dropped the 
reins and started toward the cabin.   Maib walked ahead and snuck his hand 
down the front of his pants and untangled his manhood from the threads left of 
his well worn underwear.  His ass ached and itched and longed for a long soak 
in a hot washtub.

Van said absently. “I hate these excursions into civilization. I'd rather 
stay out in the woods and fight Yanks. A man can be himself out there.”

Maib longed for real civilization which would include a decent 
outhouse with some paper, a clean pair of underwear and a soft bed.  This old 
clapboard shack on this dusty plain was not his idea of civilization.  Then he 
saw the old metal tub over by the water pump.  A bath.  A bath would sure feel 
good.

CHAPTER 2  

Van was thinking of Maggie as he paid for his haircut.. 
There was music and dancing over at Doyne's entertainment house, 

and card games, and other gambling, and even good food and drinks, if one 



could put up with all the racket.  One could have dinner in privacy with a 
“girl,” for a sum of money.  In addition, he would be expected to pay for an 
hour or so with the girl in her room.

Van didn't like Doyne and he avoided her as much as possible on the 
occasions he visited the place.  He didn't disapprove of her for the business she 
was in.  Hell, didn't they have bawdy-houses in every town, large and small? 
That was the affair of the girls who worked there and the madams who 
managed them.    But he had taken a dislike for Doyne the first instant he saw 
her.  There was something obscene about her.    All madams were greedy, he 
supposed, but her greed seemed to live and breathe on its own.  It surrounded 
her with a kind of sick heartiness.  She was big, heavy-limbed.  Had he ever 
known a madam who was not? She wore rich, bejeweled clothes.   Her heavy 
perfume was stifling.  She had eyes like a fat sow he remembered of seeing in 
a brood-house.   Those eyes, though, were capable of prying into you.  Her lips 
were sensual and damp, on a coarse, florid, fat face.  Van shuddered.

He finished his dinner in the little, dark, restaurant and stood a long 
time slouching against the bar, chewing a toothpick.    He watched the people 
come and go.  His thoughts were in a turmoil.  He almost decided to go back to 
the cabin and just talk with Maib, but he knew he must see whether or not the 
information Maggie had for him was anything of importance.    He suddenly 
swung away from the bar and with his long strides, he made his way to Madam 
Doyne's.

He pulled back the heavy, oaken, door.  He squinted as he walked into 
the darkened, smoke-filled, room.  The noise and the odor of whiskey, 
unwashed flesh, stale air, combined with the smells of food and coffee, 
disgusted him.  He felt a little nauseated.    He did not miss the big, brutish, 
black man standing near, watching him intently.    He knew that every patron 
of this place was watched carefully.  If anyone looked suspicious in any way, 
he was taken aside and questioned, or sent on his way.    Van took off his gun-
belt with its two pistols and deposited them with the others on the table.

His skin crawled when he saw Doyne.  Her large figure was moving 
lightly among the guests and her girls.  She placed her flabby, bare arms 
around one and another of them, in a familiar way.    “If she touches me, I'll 
kill her,” Van thought.   He looked around, peering through the blue smoke. 
He recognized several of the girls.  He didn't see Maggie.  Since the first time 
he had come here, he had never gone upstairs with any other girl.  He didn't 
know exactly why.  He had taken women in whorehouses everywhere, without 
much discrimination.  There was something special about Maggie.

He stood about, rejecting with as little rudeness as possible, the 
advances of the other girls.  He almost decided, again, to forget about it all and 
go back and spend the evening with Maib.    But then he saw her.  She was 
walking down the stairs.    Her chin was high.  He enjoyed watching her 
graceful movements.    She was expressionless; seemed not to be aware of 
anyone or anything.

He was completely engrossed in watching her, when he felt a tug at 
his sleeve.    He turned, annoyed, to find himself looking into Doyne's little pig 

eyes.  He jerked away, his eyes slashing her.    But as he stepped backward, she 
clung to his sleeve.    Her lips were moving in a hoarse whisper.  A thick white 
substance clung the corners of her pig mouth.  Automatically, he stopped to 
hear what she was saying.  It could be something he might benefit from 
knowing, even if he did loathe listening to her.

“I've been watching for you to come in,” she said, her eyes twitching 
in excitement.  She waited, but when he didn't respond, she continued, “I have 
something very special for you.”   Still eliciting no answer, but a steady 
challenging stare, she went on,   “Yeah, I have   something very special…just 
for you.  She's a little jewel.  The fulfillment of every gentleman's dream.  Oh, 
any of them would give their eye-teeth for her, but I saved her for you.  You're 
the kind of man that ought to have this little prize.  Besides,” she added, coyly, 
“You're the only one that can afford her.” She laughed a low, brittle laugh, 
meant to acknowledge that she was paying him the highest compliment.  “But 
I'll guarantee you, you'll find her worth the price,” she hurried on.  “I'll 
guarantee you she's the sweetest little cherry you've ever plucked, bar none...” 
Her voice was beginning to sound a little urgent and unsure.

Maggie met Van's eyes with a happy little smile.  “Hello, Darling,” 
she said quietly.  Her delightful fragrance, barely discernible, floated up to 
him.    Her eyes were those that could only be described as 'liquid.' They were 
of a dark, luminous blue, surrounded by thick, long lashes, set in a pale, but 
very vibrant-looking face.  Her lips were soft and clean-looking.    Her hair 
was dark, glossy, piled on her head, aristocratic looking.  Her azure, silk, gown 
did not boast the fashionable low-cut neckline, to show the cleavage of the 
breasts.  Her dress was designed to be more revealing of her good figure, more 
tantalizing, as it gave the appearance of demureness and innocence.

Van leaned and gave her a light kiss.  He pulled her arm through his. 
He sighed.   “What would you like to do?” he asked.   “Would you like to 
dance, drink, gamble, eat? Name your poison.”

She swept her long lashes up to look at him.  “I would like to just be 
with you…alone.”

He was relieved.  She always seemed to know how to please him. 
He didn't want to dance, drink, eat or gamble and he was glad that she didn't 
demand to do any of those things, as most of the other girls surely would have.

He guided her to the stairs, and they climbed them together, arm in 
arm, not speaking, appearing for all the world like a young married couple 
decided it was time for bed.    She led him to a door at the end of the hall.  She 
unlocked it with a key she produced from within a fold of her skirts.    The 
place was almost a small suite.  It was not luxurious, but it was neat, 
comfortable, attractive.    He suddenly wondered if Maggie had any other life, 
away from this room where she entertained the elite of patrons from far and 
near.    He wondered what her dreams were, her hopes, her ambitions.   What 
did she do when she wanted some other kind of company than the male, sex-
seeking citizens, mostly married and highly respected.

He stood looking at her, hesitant, like a little boy unsure whether or 
not to accept a proffered treat.  She smiled and came close to him.  She 



chained her arms around his neck and molded her body to his.  She removed 
her arms from his neck and began to unbutton  the new  chambray shirt.     He 
stood quietly, contemplating   her,   feeling   a   little foolish, dreaming 
forgotten dreams.  She finished the unbuttoning and pulled the sleeves off his 
hard, muscular arms.    She laid the shirt carefully over the back of a chair.  He 
waited knowing, yet not knowing what to expect.  Did she know how this 
effected him?   Did she treat her patrons all alike.    Or did she somehow 
recognize the distinct needs of each one and behave differently each time? 
Certainly, she had never behaved the same on two different occasions with 
him.  There was always an element of suspense each time he had come to her.

She knew her work well.    She walked leisurely back to him.    She 
ran her hands down over the curling hair on his chest.    She watched his face. 
The warmth of her soft hands, the feathery touch, titillated him more than he 
would have suspected.    His passions were stirring in a mad compulsion, 
urgent, delightful, demanding, yet not settled completely into that one 
imperative demand.    There were emotions he didn't understand…conflicting 
emotions.  Though he didn't recognize the meaning of them, he recognized the 
need to obliterate the contradictions so that he would feel only one thing…that 
all consuming fire that would wipe out the interfering sensations, so he could 
be satisfied by lying with a woman in a loveless bond.

Maggie stepped into a little side-room, not explaining her departure. 
Van sat down on the bed.  He couldn't deny the deep sadness he felt along with 
the delight.  He remembered again, that it was his birthday.  He was twenty-
seven today.  His mind whirled back to his youth, to his fifteenth birthday...

He had been popular, yet somehow a loner, even then.  He was 
friendly enough.  All the other boys, and girls, too, for that matter, sought out 
his company.  He was always a little relieved, though, when he could get away 
without offending any of them, and go somewhere to be alone.  Often, he 
would go to his father's library and spend happy hours reading.  Many times he 
would seek out his dad for the long, quiet talks he enjoyed so much, or go to 
find his mother, to bask in her assurance and serene wisdom.

He never did really seek Wally's company, even though Wally was his 
closest friend.    Wally was almost like a brother;   a brother who was 
fascinating in his harmless mischief, his daring, his imaginative peccadillos.

Wally was slighter in build than Van, but one of the most attractive 
young men in their group.  He was handsome, with that
shock of black, curly, hair, falling down over his forehead, those sparkling dark 
blue eyes.  Girls were enthralled with him.    They liked his air of nonchalance, 
his quick wit, his way of being friendly, but elusive enough to create a contest 
among the girls as to which one could gain his attentions.  He was attuned, too, 
to their need for compliments.  He knew how to make his flattery sound 
sincere, and extemporaneous.  His manner of giving out those compliments 
bordered on the risque, yet not quite to the point of denoting any disrespect.

Van was unendingly amused by Wally.  Wally seemed to adore Van 
and if he ever needed anyone, it appeared to be Van.  Van admitted to needing 

Wally.  He was the only one of the group that was never boring.  Van had 
known Wally all his life.    They had played together, fished together, ridden 
together, and skipped classes together.  He supposed he loved Wally as much 
as he could have loved any brother.  Wally was almost a year younger, but he 
was more daring than was Van.

The guests had begun arriving three days before Van's birthday party. 
The old people and the young children arrived first.     The young ladies were 
accompanied by a trusted relative.    The young men came galloping in, 
usually on the last day before the festivities began.  The boys in between the 
children and the young romancers, were sometimes allowed to ride alone, as 
long as they stayed within sight of their parent's wagons.

These boys gravitated to the stables, or any likely place, where they 
could talk their own language.  The talk invariably, inevitably turned to girls.

Because Van didn't enter into the banter, he often became the target of 
their teasing.  They giggled and behaved, Van thought, a bit like girls, 
themselves.    They shoved and jostled while they kidded each other about 
their exploits into the forbidden world.

“Mean to say you've never laid a woman?” One said to Van.    “You 
must've fucked ole Sarah.    She'll lay down for anybody.”
 “Gotta be a eunuch,” put in another, shaking his head.

At that statement, little Jimmie, a freckled, wiry boy of thirteen, and 
one of the most voluble on the subject of these esoteric acts, had pointed a long 
finger at Van.  “That man a eunuch,”   He laughed, evidently trying to sound 
sardonic.  “Hell, have you ever seen the cod hangin' on him? He's built like my 
dad's old Durham bull!” There was a roar of laughter.

“Yeah,” said another, “I saw that big pecker of his one time when he 
had a hard on.  Hey, Van, you really ought to make the girls happy, You're not 
really holding out on them, are you?”

“Come on,” they were making a chorus of it now, “don't try to kid us. 
How many women have you had?”

Van was embarrassed.    He didn't know how to participate in   that 
kind of repartee.    He had never had a sexual experience with a woman, and 
he doubted that most of them had, in spite of their boasting.  He knew in 
reason, though, that some of it was true.  Wally had told him in some detail 
about his experiences with Sarah.  Van believed that even what Wally had told 
him was greatly embellished.  He felt an ambivalence he couldn't explain.  He 
had been aroused by the creamy swell of Sarah's ample breasts.    He had 
dreamed of fondling them, uninhibited.    He couldn't quite bring together the 
undeniable delight he felt on these occasions, and the feelings of aversion, 
sadness; feelings of an indefinable nature.  He wanted very much to understand 
these feelings.  He wanted to know what they denoted about his character. 
Was he a weakling because he didn't submit to his urges? Or was he wise to 
keep his feelings in tow? He didn't know.

He didn't think of the boys' activities as immoral, but that indefinable 
something, always present, held him back.  “Hell,” he thought, “I was still a 
virgin when I met Sylvia.  If she had married me, I don't believe I would ever 



have wanted another woman.    I was a one-woman man.  Maybe I was 
unnatural.  The days that are no more.” he said aloud.
 

 

CHAPTER 3 

“What did you say?”   Maggie asked.    “You've been a million miles 
away.    Is there anything I can do to bring you back?   Back to this little 
boudoir with your old friend, Maggie?”

“Sorry,” Van sighed, “Yes, I was a million miles away in a different 
world that existed a million years ago…but I'm back now, here with you, 
Maggie, and damn glad to be back.” He'd said that last in truth.  He had loved 
the days when he rode with his father, listening to his long talks and narratives, 
and his advice, but those days were gone forever.  He couldn't bring them 
back.  He was here in the present.  He was ready to go on with his life, 
whatever that held for him.  The things that happened to him since that day so 
long ago, had made him bitter and angry.  He had become restless.  His friends 
all thought of him as outstandingly brave.  It was more a heedlessness. 
However, his natural sense of survival and caution had once more come to the 
front, and he had become wily.

“Well, what were you thinking about?” Maggie asked with a teasing 
smile.

As he often did since he had come back from Texas, Van shifted into 
the Texan drawl.  It seemed to fit his mood when he was slightly embarrassed 
and wanted to hide that fact behind a little bantering attitude.    “Waal, gal, a'll 
tell ya.” He said in a lazy manner.  “I jest kinder drifted off into the past.    I 
wuz athinkin on when I wuz fifteen.  I'm twenty-seven today.    Yeah, this is 
my birthday.  When I was fifteen years old, my dad told me how to make 
love,” He grinned.

“He did!   And I always thought I was the one who taught you that.”
“Well, little gal, what you've taught me is what I want now.    My dad 

was a great guy.  I thought he knew everything.  He damn near did, too.”   He 
sighed.  “They don't make them like him any more.”

Maggie put a dainty finger on his lips.  “Oh, I'm not so sure about 
that.    Have you ever taken a good look at Van Walling?   Have you truly ever 
seen a better specimen?   I expect your dad was a great man, to have produced 
offspring like you…but I'd be willing to bet he wasn't any more of a man than 
you are…or will be when you grow up.”

They were laughing, entangled in each other's arms on the bed.    But 
Van's voice became serious again.  “I don't know why I speak of him in the 

past.    He's still alive, you know.”  Somehow, she seemed to respond, even 
though she said nothing.

“You're doing it again,” she accused a couple of hours later. 
“Thinking about things that aren't good for you.  What are you thinking about 
now?”

“I wasn't thinking about anything…and a lot of things; life, you...”
She pushed up on one elbow, leaning over him with a grin on her face. 

“Me?” she asked importunately.  “Me? Gee, what were you thinking about 
me?”

“Oh, Hell, Maggie, what is there to think about you?   You've never 
told me anything about yourself.  I've told you most of my life's story; about 
Sylvia, and Wally, about being a goofy kid; about being a hero in a fight with 
the Indians.  Then, about living with the Indians; about my trip to Oregon 
country; about living in Texas, and buying land there; about there being a price 
on my head.  You know all about me.  Now, why don't you tell me about you?”

She laid her head back down on the pillow.  He heard a sigh that he 
doubted she knew she had made.  She didn't answer.    Finally, he said, “I'm 
sorry.  I didn't mean to pry.  It's just that I've wondered a good many times why 
you choose to spend your time here.    You're a beautiful woman, and 
intelligent.    There are a lot of other things you could do.  So, I assume you're 
here by choice.  Oh, don't get me wrong.  Far be it from me to lay any 
judgment on you for anything you see fit to do.    But we've been friends for 
quite a spell now and I'll have to admit I'm curious.     Why does any girl 
choose this kind of life? Thank God, they do, but why do they?   I mean, do 
you have any dreams, any plans, any hopes? What about the future?”

She lay very still for a long moment.    “I'm a damn fool!”   he said, 
He started to gather her into his arms, but she pushed him away.  “No, Van 
you're never a damn fool.  It makes me feel wonderful that anyone would care 
about my hopes and dreams.    Oh yes, I have them…or had them once.” She 
hesitated for a long moment again.  “I can tell you why I'm here.    I can tell 
you why most of the others are, too, even though there are probably as many 
different reasons as there are girls here.    With some, it was a choice between 
this and starvation, or being raped on the streets.  With others, it was a choice 
between unbearable life at home, and a chance to pretend once in a while that 
you have some dignity.  You can at least wear nice clothes here, and eat three 
meals a day, and have, just once in a while, a little privacy.  If you're smart 
enough, and pretty enough, you can sometimes steal a few minutes of genuine 
friendship and affection, like this.  And then, once in a while, some girl 
inveigles…or maybe I should say wriggles, her way to the top.  I mean 
occasionally a girl marries a rich man, or at least a man that can support her.

“Then, sometimes, one is chosen to become the private whore of 
some fat, greasy, bastard, who can't satisfy his deviations any other way.  Oh, 
of course, all the deviants and perverts can come here to find what they want. 
There's always a way to make the girls oblige.  But sometimes, an unctuous, 
rich, old goat, wants to take it home with him, so he can partake of it on the 



slightest whim.  Ugly as that sounds, some of the girls prefer it.    At least, they 
know what to expect and they usually have more time for themselves.  They 
have to put up with the same thing here, anyway, instead of just as much as 
one man can keep himself titillated to.  Here, they may have to face a half-
dozen of the same ilk in one night.”

“My God!” Van said heavily, “I've lived twenty-seven years, been 
everywhere, done everything, been to dozens of whorehouses, and it never 
occurred to me that some of the girls might be…slaves!   I've liked some, and 
thought some were mighty silly, but that possiblility didn't register on me.  I 
almost always took an instant dislike for the madams.    They are all so much 
alike; greedy, fat, sweaty, pig-eyed.    I often wondered why girls would work 
for such vile women, but I didn't think it was any of my business, so I didn't 
ask.”

“Well...,” Maggie's voice sounded lighter.  She ruffled Van's hair.
“Stop that!” He ordered, just as she flipped over out of his reach. 

“Messin' up my new hair-cut.” He smoothed his hair back from his forehead. 
“You think a man has no pride? I took a bath tonight, too.”   She giggled and 
he felt relieved.    But some deep nerve had been touched.  He couldn't stay 
flippant for long.  “What about you, then? How come you stay here?   Why did 
you come here in the first place?” His voice was almost demanding now, and 
angry.”

“It's a long story,” she said, “I don't know that you could stay awake 
that long.  And besides the Madam Bitch may be knocking on my door before 
long.  If I weren't a special whore, and you weren't a special customer that 
doesn't object to paying extra for extra time, she would have been here before 
now.  Like you said, she's greed itself.  She wont take a chance on losing a 
nickel, you can bet on that.”

Van's insides were crawling in that old, familiar way.    He felt the 
gnawing need again, to clamp his fingers around Doyne's dumpy neck and 
squeeze until all the greed and evil could no longer cause hurt to anyone. 
“Don't worry,” he said “I think she knows that if she comes up here, I'll kill 
her.  I've let her know, on occasion, how I feel about her.” He stretched, 
sighed, “I'm glad you aren't too much under her bidding.  You can leave here 
any time you want to, can't you?” 

She laughed.    “You're naive for a gentleman twenty-seven years old 
who's been around as much as you have.  Yes, I could leave here if I wanted to, 
but as they say, it's a good thing I don't want to.”

“What do you mean?” he demanded, “Can you leave here if you want 
to, or not?”

“I could leave,” she said, “Madam Doyne would send someone after 
me.    If they could persuade me to come back, they wouldn't cut me up or 
disfigure me any way.  Of course, they could just bring me back, but if I 
showed any inclination to continue to give trouble, they could still do the job. 
I am merely property to them.    I am worth something if I am not scarred, and 
if I behave myself.

“We often hear screams in the night.  That's one of our little amenities 
here.    We aren't supposed to think anything about it…and God help the one 
that would mention it, or try to do anything about it.  We have seen a couple of 
the girls try to run away and another two or three who had refused to go 
upstairs with some particularly beastly man.  Then Doyne's sadistic bastard 
henchman were turned loose and Doyne enjoyed the scene as much as they 
did.    She always wants all the girls to witness as much of this sort of thing as 
possible.  It is a great deterrent to their misbehavior.”

“My God, Maggie, you don't have to put up with being prisoners! 
Slaves!.    This sort of thing is against the law!” Maggie's laugh interrupted 
him.    “The law!   Van are you kidding?   The law's on her side! The law 
protects her.  The law is enforced by men who spend half their time here. 
Surely, you knew that, Van.”

“No,” Van was embarrassed.  “I'm just taking lessons in the 
whorehouse business now.  Do go on.” He had been trying to decide whether 
or not all she said was true.  Impossible as it was to believe, he knew it 
probably was.

She threw an arm over Van's chest.  Van shifted, but seemed 
unwilling, or maybe too deep in thought to respond.

“A time or two I've found one of these honorable law-men I could 
persuade to take my side against Doyne…as long as I would play their game. 
Then I'd play it both ways.  I would have a power that existed only in their 
dread of what either of them could do to the other.  So, it's a fragile power, at 
best, but it has worked well a few times.  I have a weak-kneed, sonofabitch 
playing up to me now.  Quince.  He thinks I am the only girl in the world that 
is enough of a woman to get his limp little pecker up.  I took advantage of that, 
and I give him my full cooperation only when he does as I say…to the extent 
that he can, or isn't more scared of Doyne even, than he is of refusing to 
cooperate with me.  I like to think I've eased the pain a little for some of the 
girls, and that I can maybe do more now and then.  God, though, it's very little. 
Sometimes I think the world is full of maggots!” She shuddered.

“Yeah,” Van still sounded absent-minded.  He'd known a lot of 
depraved men, and women too, for that matter.  “What you need,” He suddenly 
said, “is a long, slow ride under the Texas skies;   across the hills and dales and 
the great prairies.    There's no meanness out there; not much, anyway, and do 
you know why?   Because there aren't any people for miles.    It's not the world 
that's so putrefied, it's the people in it.    Out there you can breathe the clean 
air and look   at the clean, big, sky and forget that all this rottenness exists. 
You feel like it is a newly created, undefiled world.    It's a magnificent place. 
You'll feel like a new person out there.”

“Oh, it sounds wonderful, Van! It truly does.” She had raised herself 
up on her elbow again, to look down at him.  “I think one could renew one's 
soul out there…anywhere where there are no vile people committing vile 
crimes on helpless others.”   She fell back on the bed.    “But I'd take the 
abomination with me.    The putrefaction that runs in my veins would go with 
me.”



Now he was up on his elbow.  His face looked stormy.  “No, it wont! 
You'll see.  We'll go out there and you'll see how wonderful it is.    You'll never 
give things like this another thought.    You can do what you want.  You can 
sing.  You'll be happy.  You'll be free!”

“Oh, Van,” she laughed, “what a dreamer you are.  You're precious. 
I've read Cinderella and the other fairy stories,   but I'm not a fairy-princess. 
I'm just a human being.  A fouled, dirtied, ruined, human being.  I can't get 
away from it any way in the world.  I belong here.  I'll probably die here.”

“Maggie, don't be a fool!” He was genuinely angry now.  “There's no 
reason you should stay here.  You're not foul or dirty.    You're one of the finest 
persons I have ever known.  You'll see.    It'll work fine.    We can get you out 
of here tonight.    We can leave here right now.  By daylight we will be so far 
away they'll never bother even to look for us.  If you think I can't get you out 
of here, you don't know me.  It won't even be a challenge.  There's nothing I'd 
like better than to send a couple of these crawling, white grubs to Hell on our 
way out.    So, don't worry about it.  We'll get out.” He started to get up to 
dress, but she pulled him back.

“Look, Van, you may be Prince Charming on a white steed, but you 
don't know what you're talking about.  Oh, I don't doubt that with all the 
experiences you've had, and your ingenuity and bravado you could take me out 
of here, even though it would be far more of a challenge than you think.  You 
don't know all the tricks they're up to; what a system they've worked out to 
prevent just such an occurrence.  They could never keep the girls here if their 
system wasn't pretty perfect.    That is, they couldn't keep most of them.  Some 
would stay in any case.    But they'd never know where they stood, if they let 
everyone go who got a whim to do so.  And, of course even if the law-men are 
weak, and obsequious and greedy, in this town, there are those in other places 
who just might listen and make a ruckus if some of the girls got to them,   even 
if it was for no other reason than their jealousy of the officers here.    So, 
Doyne and her henchmen have to be ruthless and prevent anything like this 
from happening.  The way they run it is the only safe way for them.

“But even if we did get away and rode out there on the sunny lands of 
Texas, I would never be free.  The filth is in my bloodstream.    It runs in my 
veins.  There's no force on earth that can cleanse me.  I'm infected, like a leper. 
I'm unclean.”

“What are you talking about?” He demanded, angry.
She laughed,   “I don't have a disease of the flesh.    What I've lived 

through is like a cancer in me.  It gnaws and eats away at me forever.  It can't 
be rooted out.  Not even by the wide, clean Texas plains, and all that goes with 
it.    I don't think even God can cleanse me.  I believed for a long time, that I 
could be clean and new and decent again.    But now I know that that's not 
going to happen.  I can never get away from it; could never run far enough to 
rid myself of the...  the...”

“That's just a lot of poppycock! Get your clothes on! We'll get out of 
here and you'll see what a decent, fine, person you are.    We'll get married. 
You can have a grand house, and servants, if that would make you feel any 

more worthy.    You deserve them.    You'll never give this sinkhole another 
thought.”

 

CHAPTER 4  

She was crying.    He turned to her, stunned.  He'd never seen her cry. 
His harsh words belied his sympathy.  “What the hell's the matter with you?” 
He demanded.  “There's nothing to worry about.    Just do as I tell you and 
after this night you'll never see the inside of this place again.  You don't need 
it.  Get dressed!”

He had got up and was pulling his pants on.  He stooped and looked at 
her in irritation.  She didn't move.  She had rolled over on her stomach and 
buried her face in the pillow.  Sobs shook her.    He laid his shirt aside and 
pulled her over to face him.    “What the hell's the matter with you?” he asked 
again, more kindly.

The tears were still on her cheeks.    “Oh, Van, what chivalry.    You 
would even marry me to save me.  I'll remember that as long as I live.  It's the 
most beautiful thing that was ever said to me.  That fact will give me strength 
when I most need it.  I am a strong person, Van.  I am not afraid of pain or 
death, but I need ten...  no, a thousand times more strength and guile, to do the 
things I have to do.”

“What the hell do you have to do? I'm not going without you, if I have 
to carry you out of here stark naked.”

“You asked me how come I was here, Van,” she said in an 
unaccustomed, ragged voice.    “There is a reason.  I wasn't just naturally the 
type to wind up in a place like this.  But there really isn't any me.  Something 
happened.  Something I can't bring myself to talk about excepting that I think I 
do want to tell you, Van, sometime, when...  Much as I would like to go with 
you and forget about all this, and my past, the ties I have with this place bind 
me.  I cannot leave until I have righted a few things.”

“I'll help you right them, then.  I'm not going without you.”
“Please believe me, Van.  In this case, there is nothing you can do. 

Gallant as you are, only I can do this.  My sanity depends on it.”
Van was not reassured, but he knew she was sincere, and that she 

needed to be left to her commitment, whatever it was.    “I'll go then, for the 
time being, but I'll be back.  I swear I will get you out of this hell-hole.  You 
don't belong here.”

“I have a fantasy, Van, of some day getting enough money to start a 
little home for all the runaways, strays, and disowned that go to make up the 



most of the inmates of this special hell.    I'd like to give them all a chance.  A 
chance to know decency, love, dignity.  I'll do it someday, Van! If I have to 
marry some fat pig with his brains in his balls, just to get his money.    You 
wait and see.” Her voice lost it's enthusiasm and she sounded drained.    “It 
will be just a drop in the ocean of all the injustices,   but   it will help a few.” 
She was almost whispering.

He sat down heavily on the bed.  “Yes,” he said, “you'll do it.    I don't 
doubt that you'll do it.”   The muscles were working in his jaw again, and his 
eyes blazed.  “You'll throw away your own life to save a bunch of misfits, 
dregs, and whores!   It isn't worth it, Maggie.  Use your head.  It isn't worth it. 
Come with me.”

“No,” she said, quietly, “I'm not going.  I know what makes these 
people whores and misfits and dregs of the earth, and I am going to do a small 
part in helping them to recover their dignity; their birthright.  I can't help it 
Van.  That's what I'm going to do.”

He pulled a belt out of his pants and opened a small pocket sewed 
inside.  He took out the contents, throwing it on the bed.    “Here, then, maybe 
this will buy a few weeks for your broken whores.”

She smiled up at him and pushed the money under her.  “Thank you, 
Van.    It will help a lot.  Like I said, you're a prince.”

He looked down at her and wondered again, how she could be so 
beautiful.  “I admire you, Maggie.  You're the finest woman I've ever known.  I 
admire you, but I'm damn mad, too.  I think you're wasting yourself.”   He 
started again to get dressed in readiness to leave.  She watched him, but didn't 
get up from the bed.

“I have to get to figuring out something now, to do about the new 
one,” she said absently.

“I'll be back one day.  Maybe I'll need a room in that home you're 
going to make for the derelicts.”

“You'll always be welcome, wherever I am, Van.” She sounded as if 
he might have meant that last statement.

He was thinking that he had asked this woman to marry him.    She 
had turned him down.  He couldn't say that he loved her.    He had loved once, 
and he would never love again, but he had meant what he said.

“What do you mean, the new one?” He asked.
Her eyes lit up with anger.  “Oh, that's going to be a dinger!   It's 

going to be the most difficult thing I ever tried.    They're really watching her 
close.  They don't get very many virgins in here, and they're worth a fortune.

“They'll sell her to the highest bidder and she'll be a whore for the rest 
of her days...  that is, if I can't pull something off.    I have to.    I think I can 
do it, but it's dangerous, both for her and for me.  The hardest part, is that she 
still believes Doyne is God himself.  She gave the girl a place to stay, food, 
lovely clothes, and what is probably more important, affection.    She hugs her, 
coos to her, and makes her think she has found a new mother.  She believes all 
Doyne tells her.  She thinks everything is wonderful; that she'll be treated this 
way for the rest of her life.  It's next to impossible just to get in to talk to her, 

and completely impossible to make her see any kind of reason.    She thinks 
this is Heaven.    God, if she only knew what they'll do to her!   I just hope it 
hasn't already been done.  I hope I'm not too late.  It's been almost a week 
since I talked to her.”

Van sat down again.  “So that's what that old sow was talking about.” 
Maggie just looked at him questioningly.  “She offered me a prize, a little 
jewel, a virgin.  She said I was the only one that could afford her.  I didn't give 
it a second thought.  So that's it.”

Maggie sat up.    “Yes, Van, that has to be what she was talking about. 
Then she hasn't been sold.    I still have time.    I have to get busy.  They may 
find someone to pay their price any time.  Excuse me, Van.” She began to pull 
on her clothes.    “Oh Van, pray that I can do something! I wish the little fool 
knew the truth!   I've got to think.  Go, Van, love,   I'll see you one of these 
days.  Do come again.” She was wildly throwing on her clothes.  “Damn! 
Fasten this for me like a dear.  There, how do I look.  Like I haven't had any 
sleep for a week. Like a worn out hag...?”

“You look like a god-damned queen.    You're the most beautiful 
woman I've ever seen, Maggie.”

“I know,” she said, “thanks.  Hand me that reticule, will you?   Let's 
see.  I'll have to contact old Quince, even to get in the room.    Then, I'll have 
to use all my wiles to get her even to agree   to go out.  It has to work, Van. 
That poor little girl.  I have to get her out of here...”

“I have no doubt at all that you could do it.  But just to give you a 
little edge, I'm going to help you.”

She jerked away from him.  “No! Van! It would be too dangerous for 
you.    You mustn't! You don't understand these people.  They'd kill you in a 
minute.  They'd love to.  They wont kill me...  nor disfigure me.  I'm worth too 
much to them, but they'd show you no mercy.  You go, Van.  I want you to go. 
I can do this by myself.”

“I'm staying,” he stated, and she knew there was no use to argue 
further.  “Now tell me everything you can.  Where is her room?   What does 
she look like? What is out back of this building? Have you made any plans at 
all?”

“Her room is at the other end of the hall.  She is guarded very 
carefully.    They aren't taking any chances, and Van, she's a little fool, but 
she's the most beautiful child you ever laid eyes on.  And she is a child.    At 
fourteen, I was a woman, but she is a child.  Maybe she's lucky, at that. 
We've seen ten and twelve-year-olds in here.  I don't know why she ran away 
from home, but I guess that isn't important.  She is a virgin.    That's like 
finding a diamond.    And she's beautiful.    She has eyes that stop you cold. 
I've never seen eyes like them before.    They're green, with little gold flecks, 
but they seem to change color with her emotions.    She's a knockout! Her 
hair's burnished gold.  She looks like an angel...  No, well, the only plans I 
have so far, is to get Quince in here, bribe or blackmail him into getting the 
door open, and getting rid of the guards for a few minutes.  After that, I haven't 



been   able   to   think   what   might work…but I know there has to be 
something...”

“No, we'll do it this way.” Van said.  “I'll come back tomorrow night 
and tell the old sow I want to see this little prize she offered me.  Give me back 
that money.  He scooped it up from the bed…and all you have.” She pulled a 
little bag from her reticule and handed it to him.    He put it away carefully. 
“Now, I'll come back tomorrow night and make a deal for the little virgin. 
How close can I get out back with the horses?”

“Not very close, Van.  You'd be better off to have them ready in the 
stable, down the street, and chance going in there the back way.    The guards 
would almost for sure find horses in the back, but in the stable they will arouse 
no suspicion.    It's still dangerous, but I'll think of some way to create a 
diversion.    I'll try to keep the guards busy.    They probably wont be 
suspecting anything, but they'll keep a close watch on you just the same…and 
on her.  I think I can still use Quince's help.    He can talk to the guards.  They 
trust him; that is, as far as anyone trusts anyone else around here.    They pay 
him off for Doyne, so they know he isn't going to kill the goose that lays the 
golden eggs.  He'll do what I say, though, since I'm as necessary to his self-
image as is the money he gets from them.” 

He laid down beside her again.    “Is it 'sometime,' now? You said that 
sometime you would tell me why you're here.”

She snuggled close to him and pulled his arm around her, as if seeking 
reassurance. 

“I loved my mother,” she began in a low, uncertain voice.    “She was 
beautiful, sweet and very wise.    However, she had made one mistake.  That 
same mistake so many young, trusting maidens make.  She had fallen in love, 
and had been persuaded to give herself to the young man of her affections. 
After he had possessed her and left his seed in her womb, he left her.  She 
received a note from him, telling her that he would always love her, but that he 
was married and there was no way he could ever see her again.”

Maggie proceeded to tell her story in her own way, while Van 
listened, both shocked and mesmerized.  “My mother almost died of 
loneliness, fear, lost love, and humiliation.  She was of a good family and she 
had fouled the fine old name.  

“Well, it was finally settled by my grandparents paying their illiterate 
and uncouth old gardener, to whom they had never spoken, except to give him 
orders, to take my mother away as far as he could go.  They gave him quite a 
sum of money, but it didn't occur to them to give my mother any.

“My mother was happy to have this awful thing settled.   
 She went along with the old lecher of a gardener without hesitation.    It 
wasn't long before she learned what a brutal, inconsiderate, thing he was.  She 
had not dreamed such people existed.     She had never before been subjected 
to such treatment.   She was still determined to be a good wife.    She did 
everything she could to make her marriage work, but her husband continued to 
be more and more brutal.

“He took her to a place in the country where there was a small cabin. 
It was dirty, cold in winter, hot in summer, had sod floors, was nothing like 
anything my mother had ever seen before.    She set in to make it livable.  She 
cleaned and scrubbed, and made things as attractive as she could.  She asked 
for material to make curtains, but my dad laughed at her.    “Why waste money 
on such nonsense.   

“'You don't need curtains.  You wont be living as silly a life as you did 
in that big mansion.  You'll live down-to-earth and learn what counts in this old 
world.  It sure ain't luxuries like curtains.'

“My mother was heartbroken, but she didn't complain.  God had been 
good to her to allow her to solve her terrible problem, she thought.    As it 
happened, she wouldn't have needed to be sold to a beast.    Within three 
weeks after leaving her home, she had a miscarriage.  She almost died, but she 
got no concern or sympathy from her husband.

“Well, maybe you can imagine what she went through, during those 
years.    She was soon pregnant again.  I was the result of that pregnancy. 
After another fourteen months, she had another girl…my sister, Carol.

“I was terribly afraid of my dad.  I hated him.  He had never touched 
me, nor even spoken to me, except to give me brief orders once in a while.  He 
was almost always drunk.  The money my grandparents had given him was 
better spent on whiskey, than on frivolities like curtains.

“When I was thirteen years old my father's attitude seemed to change 
toward me.  He began to pull me to him and hug me quite often.    I was 
pleased.  I began to think that maybe my dad loved me, after all.  Even though 
I had almost hated him, I think children always want to feel that their parents 
love them.  It didn't register on me that my dad never demonstrated   any 
affection except when my mother was gone…and that he arranged for her to be 
gone more and more often.    He sent her to the little village for whiskey, 
pickled pigs feet and other things that struck his fancy.  He sent her to the 
neighbors when someone was sick.  He had never done that before.    Little he 
cared if one of the neighbors died!  

“He sent her out into the fields, even, and when I wanted to go with 
her, he refused in a brusque, ugly way.  But my emotions still held sway over 
my logic.  My dad loved me! That was the most important thing in the world at 
the moment.  It was a new and wonderful feeling.  What a fool!

“Well, as you can guess, his 'affection' became more and more 
frequent.    He drew me on to his lap and caressed me.  'I want ye to know that 
I love ye.' he said.  'I've never told ye, because I was afraid your mother 
wouldn't understand.' I knew that this didn't ring true, but I wasn't in a mood to 
question the sincerity of my father's love.  I was elated.  When his hands 
strayed farther and farther, I was startled, frightened, but still did not allow 
myself to doubt my own father.

“Then one day when my mother was to be gone for several hours and 
my sister with her, my father pulled me on his lap as usual, but then he pushed 
me over onto the floor and tearing at my clothes, he forced his hard, swollen 
organ into me.  I tried to scream, but he told me if I didn't shut up, he would 



cut me to pieces with his belt.  I didn't doubt now that he was capable of doing 
just that.  I fainted.  I don't know how long I was unconscious, but when I 
came to, I was lying on the floor with my clothes in shreds and all bloodied.  I 
crawled to the door and vomited.  I thought I was dying, and God, how I 
wished I would! But no such luck.  I went on breathing and my heart went on 
beating and that's what is generally thought of as living.”

Van was thinking too many things to be able to pull his thoughts 
together to say anything.  His body was taut and his muscles were as tense as if 
he were ready to pounce on a dangerous enemy, but he said nothing.

“I went on 'living' in that way for a year.  How I dreaded for my 
mother to leave the house! I tried to stay near her, but my father found more 
and more reasons to send her anywhere to get her away for a while.  I thought 
of telling her, but my father had warned me again.  He showed me his wide, 
leather belt.  'You open that trap o' yourn, an I'll cut you to pieces with this.'  I 
didn't doubt that he was capable of carrying out that threat.
 

 

CHAPTER 5 

“He no longer petted me or made any pretense of affection.    He just 
tore off his pants and throwing me to the floor, thrust himself into me like a 
big, inflamed boar.  I thought I'd go mad.  I thought it was all my fault.  I felt I 
had deceived my mother and even that my father must be justified in what he 
had done.”

Van  heard the choking sound again, and patted her  reassuringly.    “It 
isn't easy to talk about, Van.  It isn't easy to explain, or to understand.” She 
shuddered and turned away.

“My God, Maggie...,” Van began through gritted teeth.   
 She was trembling.  Van held her closer.

“I can never feel like a human being again.  That's what I was trying 
to tell you before; why I said there isn't any me.    There hasn't been since the 
day he first raped me.  I felt dead.  I went through the motions of being alive, 
but had no being.” She hesitated another long moment.  “No, that isn't true, 
either.    In a way I felt my humanness too deeply.    If I had been dead, I 
wouldn't have had to live with sick, hot, filthy, putrefaction coursing through 
my veins, instead of blood.  Even contaminated blood doesn't run in my veins, 
Van.  It's rottenness, pure and simple, always, forever.    The semen of a 
bastard…a thing crawled out from under a dung-hill.   I'm filthy, Van.”   Her 
voice was breaking.    “I'm not fit to bear the name of a decent man.  I'm not fit 
to be in the company of decent women.  I'm not fit to be a wife and mother...”

Van was appalled.  His anger roiled so that he was almost speechless. 
“For God's sake Maggie, stop it!” He tried to pull her back around to face him. 
“You weren't to blame!  You aren't guilty!   You are one of the finest women 
I've ever known.    You would be a far better wife and mother than most of the 
woman I know.” Maggie turned, buried her face in his shoulder and sobbed. 
He patted her and stroked her forehead.

When she quieted, she continued.  “I didn't think or make any plans. 
My mother knew something was wrong.  She wanted to take me to a doctor, 
but my dad absolutely refused to listen.  He said there was nothing wrong with 
me but ill-temper and that a good whippin' would take that out of me.    I tried 
to be more responsive, more alive, for my mother's sake.  Then, one day, I 
knew I was pregnant.   

I had never known such terror.  I was afraid to tell my mother and 
more afraid to let my dad find out.  I kept trying to think of something to do. 
There was no answer.  I finally decided that I would find a way to kill myself. 
I thought about it day and night.  I reached the decision that I would go to the 
pond, just as soon as I could make the opportunity and I would drown myself 
there.  I felt sorry for my mother.  I knew she loved me, but I couldn't take that 
into consideration.  I had to do it.

“Then, one day, after I had made up my mind, I saw my dad looking 
at Carol.  How could I be shocked? Knowing what kind of animal my dad was, 
how could I be shocked? But I was.  And that very shock brought me out of 
my stupor.  I became an animal, too.  I was a sick and wretched animal, but 
sly, and ready to fight.    My sister would not be sacrificed to that beast as I 
had been.    I watched the old boar carefully.   Before that day was over, I 
heard my father ordering my mother to take me and go into town for supplies. 
He had to have his pickled pig's feet, tobacco, and whiskey.  I knew 
immediately why we were to go.  I had to make some plans fast.  It seemed 
that it was not I making the plans, but that it was I who had to carry them out. 
Now, I recognize that I rejected several ideas, before I made the decision.  My 
father was not a man one defied…that is, women and children didn't.

“My mother had driven just a few hundred yards when I asked her to 
pull over into the glade.  I explained that I had forgotten something.  She 
looked at me, astonished, and afraid for me, I'm sure.    We weren't permitted 
to forget anything.   She pulled the horses over to the side.  She looked at me 
questioningly.    I almost decided to tell her everything.  

“I jumped from the hack, removed my old, broken shoes, and ran as 
fast as I could back to the house.  I crept to the little window.    How could it 
be so startling to see exactly what I had expected? My father sat with my sister 
on his lap, fondling her.    I could hear his words clearly.  I had heard them all 
before.    'I don't often tell ye I love ye.' He was crooning.    'Your mother 
wouldn't understand, so don't tell her any of this.    It's just a little secret 
between you and me.  You're my little girl and I want ye to know I love ye.'
    “Carol was soaking up the venom, just as I had; unsuspecting, happy, in this 
new discovery of her father's love.  I turned and stumbled back to where my 
mother was waiting.  Through her gentle patience, it was easy to detect the 



fear.  Before I realized what I was saying, I was gasping out the whole story. 
I hardly gave my mother time to feel the impact of this added, cruel, blow. 
'We have to go back,' I said, 'but we have to have a reason…a real reason...' I 
jumped out of the decrepit buggy again and began to yank at a wheel.  'We'll 
have to get the wheel off,' I said.  Without a word, my mother began to work 
with me.

“Luckily our rig was old, and the bolts were all rusted.  Anyway, 
through desperation, with torn hands, exhausted and frenzied, by pounding 
with rocks and prying with whatever we could find, we got a wheel loose 
enough that anyone could see it would not go far without falling off.

“Suffice it to say, we were two frantic people when we drove limping 
back into the yard, the loose wheel screeching.  The old man came stalking out 
into the yard.  His face was red and swollen.    He was cursing with every 
breath.  Carol crept out behind him.

“My mother and I had made some brief, tentative plans on the way 
back.    Carol and I would slip away that night.  At first my mother was 
determined to go with us.    Not for herself, but because she thought she could 
be some protection to us.    I talked as convincingly as I could to get her to 
stay.    I said that my father would not make much of an attempt to find us 
girls, but he would turn over Heaven and earth, and Hell too, to find her, and 
would probably wind up by killing all three of us, if she went.

“She finally agreed.  'I'll try to create a diversion,' she said.    She hid 
our clothes, patched and faded, but clean, in a flour sack.    We placed all the 
food we could spare in another.    It wasn't a lot.    Among the items was a jar 
of cooked, dry beans.    We didn't own any coats, but we had some shawls 
mother had knitted.    They were too small for us, and God only knows where 
she got the yarn she had to have brought it with her when she left her home, 
even though there was not much room for anything other than a few 
necessities.

“I worried about the danger our going would cause my mother.    I 
worried about taking the horses.  I knew it would make my father more 
furious, and more apt to look for us, besides putting my mother afoot.  Of 
course, she never went anywhere anyway, without my father's orders, but I 
hated to put her in a more helpless position.  In any case, I knew we wouldn't 
stand a chance without the horses.  I don't know yet, what my mother told 
Carol, but she went along with our plans, quietly, if somewhat reluctantly.

“When it was time to go, and my mother had created the diversion…
she coaxed my father to drink all that was left in the whiskey bottle, and he 
followed her into the bedroom.  We led the horses quietly out of the barn.  As 
soon as we were out of hearing, we climbed aboard our steeds, and plunged 
down the road as fast as our stringy, tired, old, mounts could go.  We abused 
our faithful old horses unmercifully that night.  We'd travelled about ten miles, 
though it seemed like a million, when Old Nell, Carol's horse, stumbled in a 
deep wagon rut and fell.  Carol was thrown over her neck.  The poor old horse 
moaned.  She'd broken a leg.  I didn't know what to do.”

“Maggie, no child…no person on earth, should have to go through all 
you did...”

But Maggie wasn't listening.  Van thought she sounded as if she were 
telling this story more for her own ears than his, so he kept quiet.  She went on. 
“Carrie wasn't hurt badly, but she was stunned and scratched and scared.  I felt 
that if she could yell and stand on her two feet, which she had been able to 
achieve very quickly, she couldn't be dying, so I tried to concentrate on what to 
do with the injured horse.  Whatever I did, they would find her soon, but if I 
left her in the middle of the road like that, they would find her sooner, and it 
wouldn't be long then, until they'd run us down, too.  I had to move her 
somehow.    Like I said, I'd become crafty as a weasel.    I got the saddle off 
the suffering, flailing mare and dragged it into the woods.  Then I went back 
and took off the bridle.   I wondered if I could kill Old Nell by smashing her 
head in with a rock.  I wouldn't have hesitated, but I wasn't sure I was strong 
enough to get the job done, and I didn't want to just hurt her more.  I probably 
made a mistake.  I've often wondered if I could have hurt her more by trying to 
bludgeon her to death.

“But I was frantic, and I was in a hurry.  I tied the reins around her 
neck, and using my own horses bridle, too, while I guided him with a string 
from the flour-sack, I dragged poor Old Nell back into the trees dragged her, 
while she was still alive, over that rough, rocky ground, back into the trees.    It 
was dark by then, and I couldn't see what kind of track we had made, but I 
couldn't do anything about it, anyway.    I got Carol up behind me.  She was 
still whimpering.  We rode on.  Old Tom was gasping for breath in a short 
while, but I kept prodding him with all my strength.  I kept telling him I was 
sorry.  I don't suppose it helped much.  Carol kept crying.  The horse kept 
wheezing.  I kept beating him and telling him I was sorry.  I kept worrying 
about the pain I had caused poor Old Nell.

“Finally, feeling Old Tom trembling, and realizing he couldn't go on 
like this, I stopped and took the saddle off to allow him to rest and browse a 
bit.  Carol fell on the ground and went sound asleep.    I covered her with our 
shawls and tried to clear my mind.  My mother had given us one good piece of 
advice.    'Go South,' she'd whispered.  'They will expect you to go to the 
nearest town...Paintsville.  They'll look for you there first.' Paintsville was only 
five miles north, but it was thirty miles south to Van Lear.  Van Lear was a 
much bigger town.  None of us had ever been there.

“Well, our old wind-broken horse lasted until daylight.  Then he 
quietly laid down and died.  I thanked him for going out away from the road to 
do so.  We'd made about sixteen miles.    We were out in the middle of 
nowhere on foot.  We were so frantic that we weren't rational.  I think that is 
all that saved us from madness.

“I wanted to calm Carrie, but I was too scared myself.  I told her to 
shut up and handed her a piece of dry bread and a bit of moldy cheese.    The 
jar of beans had broken when Old Nell fell.  I had been tempted to try to scoop 
them up, but there was too much glass and gravel in them.  We tried to thrash 



out some of the bit of oats we had brought for the horses, but found it too slow. 
The few grains we did manage to get out were delicious.

“Finally we slept a little, and when we awoke we were startled to 
remember where we were.  We smoothed our clothes and our hair as best we 
could, and started out again on our imperative way to nowhere.    Carrie had 
quit crying and seemed to be in a daze.  She walked along beside me, half 
moaning, but keeping up the slow, steady pace we had set for ourselves…like a 
sleepwalker.

“That night it began to rain.  We shivered and cried and stumbled 
along until morning.  We had no idea where we would go or what we would do 
when we got there, but we were away from that hog of a man.  That was all 
that kept me going.  We didn't try to talk.  There seemed to be nothing to say to 
each other.

“The sun came out bright the next morning.  It dried our clothes, and 
warmed our bodies and our numb bones.  We were very young and our spirits 
lifted.  Life still seemed to hold some promise.    What fools we mortals be! 
Not long after sun-up, we heard the unmistakable sound of an approaching 
wagon.  We were tortured as to whether to hide, or to see if we could get a lift 
into Van Lear.  I don't know what good we thought that would do.

“Anyhow, the wagon appeared back of us and an old man with a 
dowdy woman by his side, pulled his horses to a halt.  He spat tobacco juice. 
The woman looked at us blankly.  'Where you young ladies gwine?' the man 
finally asked.

“'We…we're trying to get back home,' I lied.    'We were out with our 
father gathering wood, when my dad took sick and told us to go into town and 
bring out a doctor.  He said he'd wait there, in the wagon, in the woods, until 
we got back.'   I thought my story sounded so good, I got braver.  I continued, 
'Could you-all give us a lift into town? It would be much faster, and we'd be 
ever-so-much obliged to you.  It might even save my father's life!'

“The old man cleared his throat and spat again.  'Guess so,' he said, a 
little irritably.  'Git in.' He flicked the horses with the reins and they took of in 
a trot, before we'd even got settled among the sacks of potatoes in the back. 
We hadn't lost any time getting in and settling down, though.  Carrie was 
asleep as soon as she laid her head down on a potato sack.    She looked 
ghastly and I was worried about her.  I was sure I didn't look much better.  I 
drifted off to sleep too, but not until I had stolen several little, dusty potatoes 
and stuffed them into our flour-sack.

“The next thing I knew I heard dogs barking and an unfamiliar voice 
calling, 'Hey you, young-uns.    Git out.  Here's Dr.  Divine's house.  Go about 
yer business now.  Good luck to yer.'

“I got Carrie awake and we crawled from the wagon.  The little 
woman still sat like a statue there beside the man.  She had never said a word 
to us, but as we started to leave, I saw a faint smile and she raised her fingers 
in a little salute.

“I've often wondered what would have happened if we had confessed 
everything to these old people.  Might they have helped us?   Probably not. 

Most people don't dote on pregnant thirteen-year-old,   or starving little eleven-
year-olds, either, to feed and clothe and look after.  Oh, I know there are kind 
people in the world.  There are people who would have helped us, but we 
didn't know how to tell which ones they were, or where to find them.  So, we 
kept trying to fend for ourselves.    We walked slowly toward the doctor's 
house, until the strangers were out of sight, then we turned back onto the road.

“Carrie was whimpering from hunger, fear, exhaustion, desperation. 
I was angry with her for hurting, but I was longing, too, to take her somewhere 
where she could have some good, hot food, and a warm, clean, place to sleep. 
I knew there had to be a way to do it.  I racked my brain, but I couldn't come 
up with anything.  We just stumbled along.  

“People looked at us.  Some stared.  No one said anything to us, but 
we heard quite a few remarks.  One lady, clinging to the arm of a dandy-
looking man, pulled her skirts closer around her.    'Street urchins!'   she said. 
'Seems as though there are more of them every time I go out.  They had ought 
to be kept off the streets.  They behave like little animals.'

“'Hmm, yeah,' he answered, 'Steal everything they can get their hands 
on.'

“That was an idea, I decided.  I'd always thought God punished people 
who stole.  I had never stolen anything in my life, until the three potatoes. 
But I was ready for it now…if I could just find something to steal.  As it turned 
out, it was easy.    We found a little house on a lonely street.    The back door 
was open.  On the table was a fresh gingerbread and some apples.  I snatched 
them and ran back to where I'd left Carrie hidden in the hedge row.  I grabbed 
her hand and we made our way further back into the shadows.  We sat down 
and gorged ourselves.  We'd managed to eat.  Now what about a place to sleep? 
'Let's go to the barn.' Carrie said; almost the first words she had said since 
leaving home.  It as a good suggestion.    We made our way into the barn, 
found a ladder and crawled up into the hayloft.  With our shawls and the few 
other ragged garments in the flour-sack, we huddled together and slept soundly 
through the night.  

 

CHAPTER 6 

“We were awakened by a voice in the barn below.  We tried not to 
breathe, for fear we would be discovered.  We could hear someone talking to a 
cow.  We could hear the stream of milk hissing into the pail.  What wouldn't I 
have given for a cup of that warm milk! But we had to be still.

“Later, we saw through the loft window, a woman come out of 



the house with what we supposed was a pail of milk.  She went to the well and 
drew up a bucket of water.  When she'd emptied the water into a container, she 
placed the pail of milk in the big water-bucket and let it down into the well.  It 
would be nice and cold for dinner.    But by dinner time it wasn't there.  Two 
street urchins had stolen it.

“We thought we had taken enough from this one place, so we started 
out again to seek our fortune.  We felt almost good.    We had got away from 
the beast that sired us, and we had survived.    We had eaten and slept.  We 
hadn't found a way to clean up and we were feeling that need urgently.  Our 
mother had always insisted that whatever we lacked in clothing or food, we 
must never fail to keep ourselves and our clothes clean.  How could we 
accomplish that?   We kept walking until we came to a bridge across the Lewis 
Fork River.  Underneath were quiet little pools of water.  We climbed down the 
steep embankment, slipping and sliding most of the way, creating a small 
avalanche of rocks and dust.  We found a secluded spot where the water was 
comparatively warm and still.  We decided to bathe and then wash our clothes. 
After determining that there was no one near, and that no one could spy us 
from the bridge, we undressed and went into the water.  Soon, we began to feel 
human again.    Some of the tension and fear were gone.  We actually laughed 
and played in the water together.

“We had begun our wash when we heard a sound behind us.  We 
jumped up and whirled around, but before we could see what was happening, I 
felt a vice-like grip on my arm.  It was useless to struggle.    My sister was 
held by an arm, too.  I looked up at my captor and saw a brawny, black man. 
He looked at us with huge,   black eyes.  His face was stormy, threatening, 
ugly.  He had already warned us not to scream.  We both recognized the danger 
in crossing him.  He stood just looking at us for a long moment.  We could 
only stare back.  We were two naked little girls and we knew the tendencies of 
men.  We figured it was all up with us.  He could do whatever he wanted to, 
and probably no one would even know.  I noticed then, that he was trembling 
as hard as we were.

“'Dress yerselves' he commanded angrily, 'didn't yo mama teach you 
better than to be goin buck neckid where other peoples be seein ya?'  

He released us and we hurriedly got our crumpled clothes from the 
flour-sack where we had left them.  He seemed to not want to look at us but 
could not trust us enough to look completely away.

“His clothes were more shredded than ours.  We could see his rib-cage 
through his thin shirt.  As I frantically got dressed, I felt very ill and began to 
vomit.  

“'I'm not goin' to hurt you,' he said.  It was little consolation.  I knew 
there was no use to run.  He could have caught us before we had taken two 
steps.

“'I'se a runaway slave,' he said.  'You knows whut they do to runaway 
slaves when they catch us?' Of course we knew that slaves were the property of 
other men and we'd never questioned the right or wrong of that.  We had also 
heard of some of the things that had been done to runaway Negroes.  These 

things weren't very nice.  We hadn't questioned the right or wrong of that, 
either, even though we had shuddered at the thought of it.

“'Not many folks care what happen to a slave,' he said.  'You's jes 
children, so you couldn' know.  They kill me iffin' they fine me.  They kill me 
dis time.  De firs' time they jes do dis.' He pushed back his dirty, ragged, sleeve 
and showed us the sores still running with blood and pus.  We stared.  He took 
off his shirt and turned his back.  The deep cuts there had healed, but it was 
plain to see that the whip had eaten away flesh to the bone.  He turned back to 
look at us.  He shuddered convulsively and fell to the ground in a limp heap.

“Maybe because we were sort of slaves and runaways, too, Carrie and 
I felt an empathy with him.  We had felt like this when our dad had beaten 
poor Old Tom or the faithful Nell.  We had wanted to help them, but we could 
never find any way to do so.  The black man came out of his faint in a minute 
or two and lay groaning.  'What can we do?' I asked.  He gasped for breath.  'I 
sho hungry.  I ain't eat fer...' He passed out again.

“Carrie and I acted as one.  We covered him with our shawls.  We 
scrambled up the steep slope.  We ran back to the main part of town, arriving 
out of breath and still wet from the river and now from sweat.  We strolled 
around as unobtrusively as possible, trying back doors.  Finally, we found one 
that opened.  We heard voices inside, so we retreated.  We hid and watched. 
After a while a man went out into the field, and a woman began working in the 
flower-bed.

“We were good little thieves by now.  We sneaked inside and got 
away with a loaf of bread.  I got very brave and went through the house 
searching for a bottle of whiskey.  There was none to be found.  We robbed a 
chicken-house of three eggs, and went back to our patient.  He was huddled 
where we had left him, but he was conscious.  We gave him the food and asked 
him his name.  

Van had heard some of this story before and knew that the man was 
Maib- the same Maib who later would become his best friend.  

'Maib' he told us.  I told him our names but he seemed disinterested as 
he ate the three eggs first, breaking them and pouring them into his mouth. 
Then he ate half the loaf of bread.  He looked longingly at the rest of it, but 
wrapped it carefully in some clean leaves and laid it aside.  He must have got a 
little nourishment from the food before his stomach found that it couldn't 
handle it and he began to retch.

“I knew that when my dad had some kind of minor wound…he never 
had occasion for a major one…he always poured some of his whiskey over it, 
and then drank a big gulp.  'Heps to stop the blood-pizen,' he'd say each time. 
I had wanted to get some whiskey for Maib.  We knew we had to get more 
food, too, for him and ourselves.  We made another foray and came back with 
a pot of beans from over a fireplace, five more eggs, a bucket of milk from the 
same well we had stolen the first one from, and even a small blanket and a few 
items of various sizes and kinds of clothing.

“On the way back we had run into a man staggering along by himself. 
He called and beckoned to us.  He had a bottle in his hand.  We ignored him 



and he tried to follow us.  'Hey little purties, where ye goin?' He had asked. 
'Hey, listen.  Come 'ere and I'll give ye somethin' good.  I'll give ye some 
licorice.' His words were thick and barely understandable.  It had given me an 
idea, though.  I saw to it that Maib had a little food, and placed the rest of it far 
enough away that I thought he wouldn't get it…knowing that it would do him 
more harm than good to eat it too fast.  I made Carrie stay there with him and I 
scrambled up the hill once more.  I went in search of the drunk man.
 “I found him not too far from where we had seen him.  He was 
still weaving along the path, holding the bottle, taking a swig every few paces. 
I approached him cautiously.  I was quite close before he noticed me.  He 
peered at me through rheumy, blood-shot eyes.  He grinned a toothless, ogre-
like grin.  'Well, look who's 'ere.  A little gurlie.' Sinking to sit on the ground 
he pulled something from his pocket.  'C'mon over,' he invited, 'I'll give ye a 
purty.  See what I got.' He held something up in his hand.  'I'll give ye my 
watch.  It's a good 'un.' He laughed raucously.  'I jes stole it yestidy.'

“I went closer.  He was watching me with that awful grin.   I could 
smell his strong stench.  He smelled of whiskey, sweat, and I also thought of 
urine.  It had probably been a long time since he had bathed.  His hair was 
matted and I assumed probably infested with lice.  I felt like retreating, but he 
was still holding the bottle.  I could see that it had a little whiskey left in it.  I 
made a sudden dash, surprising him and knocking him over, but I had the 
bottle of whiskey.

“I ran as fast as I could back to the river.  I heard the old drunks howls 
of wrath, but I only laughed.  I proudly gave Maib the whiskey.  He looked 
frightened, but slowly reached for the bottle, never taking his eyes off mine. 
'De Lawd mighty good,' he breathed.  'De Lawd God bless you,' little sistah.' 
He drank some of the whiskey and poured the rest over his arm.  His head fell 
back and I didn't know whether he was dead, unconscious, or just asleep.  I 
heard his heavy breathing then, and decided he was asleep.  I looked at the sky 
and prayed for the sun to go down.  It seemed like forever, but finally it 
descended and darkness began to cover us.

“We spread the small quilt over Maib.  He lay quietly moaning all 
night.  We had lain down with the other garments of any warmth and slept 
some.  We were awake before dawn.  Maib was moving around.  He was the 
biggest, ugliest, skinniest man I had ever seen, but my heart leaped with joy to 
see him looking so much better.  Somehow I found myself loving that ugly 
face more than any I had ever known except for my mother's and Carrie's.  Of 
course, I had never seen many other than my mother's and Carrie's.

“Maib was limping and his body seemed twisted.  I rushed to him and 
asked him what was causing his pain.  'My bones all a 
achin', gurl,' he said, 'don' fret you haid none.  Ole Maib be awright, soon as I 
wear off the stiffness.  I got my life, ain't I?    Yo'uns saved Ole Maib's life. 
Mebbe God bless you even fo savin' a ole bad niggah's life.'

“You aren't bad! I shouted at him.  'And don't say 'ain't.  It ain't…I 
mean it isn't correct.  My mother says ladies and gentlemen never say 'ain't'

“'No? Whut I say den, little sistah? Issent? Dat don' ring no bettah in 
my eahs, but den I say anythin' you wants me to, you done so good fer me.' I 
decided it would be expedient for the moment, to give up on the English lesson 
and progress to more important things.  I demanded to have a look at his arm. 
The sores looked a little better, but they were still virulent.     “We'd better get 
you to a doctor,' I said.  “This doesn't look so good.

“He sprang back from me like I had hit him.  'De doctah!' he said. 
And then he straightened up, looking at me with new recognition.  'Don' you 
know whut would happen iffin I went to a doctah?' I'd be a gonner for sho.  Ole 
Maib stan' a chance to git away now, but that chance is on you haid.  Yo'd git a 
good reward iffin' you tuhned me in.  Ole Maib cain't spec' you-all to care iffin 
I live o' die.  But I don' b'leeve yo'd like to see me hangin' fum the highes' 
tree.'“

Even in his sick disgust about all that had happened to Maggie, Van 
had to smile at those familiar words of Maib's.

“'Oh, no!' Maggie was going on, 'we want you to get away.  We didn't 
know…how it was.  Where are you going to go now? How are you going to 
get food? How are you going to keep out of sight? What can we do to help 
you?'

“He hesitated.  'I'se tryin' to git to Virginia.  I wuz suppose' to go east, 
but I don' know which way east is.  I don' know which way is noath o' south, o' 
wheah I am.  I wuz lookin' fer a station, but when the dogs come too close, I 
had to run and dodge and cross the rivah, an' I got turned aroun'.  Now I doan' 
know where I is.'

“'What's a station?' Carrie asked.
“Maib looked at her and then at me, a frightened look coming back 

into his eyes.  He fell down onto his knees and began to cry, folding his hands 
imploringly, as if praying.  'Please,' he said, 'don' evah tell folks I say that 
word.'

“'What word?' Carrie asked bewildered.
“'Station.  Please, I am askin' you in the name ob the Lawd.  Don' 

evah tell no one I said that word.'
“Carrie and I were both astounded.  'What's the matter with him?' 

Carrie asked, still staring at him.  I ran to him and put my arms around him.  'If 
you don't want us to say that word, I promise it shall never pass our lips.' I 
didn't know then what the word 'dramatic' meant, but of course I was being 
dramatic.  I had heard of the superstitions and 'voodoo' of the Negroes, and 
supposed this word was forbidden for some unfathonable reason.

“'What's a station?' Carrie repeated.
“'Carrie!' I screamed at her, 'don't ever say that word! It…it's 

forbidden.  Promise you'll never say it again as long as you live!' I demanded.
“'I promise, but I'd still like to know what it is,' she said, chewing on a 

raw potato.
“'Iffin they ebeh fine out dere be a station in Van Leah, dere be a lot o 

good peoples hurt.' He was still trembling and rolling his eyes.  'Good peoples, 



white peoples an Black peoples, too.  Good white peoples like you 'uns.  They 
be hurt, killed mebbe, fo heppin' slaves.'

“We began to understand then, what a station was.  We recognized 
why it was imperative that we never say anything about there being a station in 
Van Lear.  We swore again that we would never breath a word about it.

“When Maib found out that he was in the city of Van Lear, he cried 
again.  'De Lawd done delivered me,' he said.  'Do you know of a street they 
calls Rowan? It be back of the stables an afore you git to the…the place where 
the rich peoples sleeps.'

“'The hotel?' I asked.
“'Dat's it! De hoetel.'
“We hadn't seen the stable in all our wondering around, nor the hotel. 

We decided to go reconnoitering, again.  We ordered Maib to remain where he 
was and we went back to the streets of Van Lear.  We located the stables and 
the hotel and the little unpainted house Maib had said was the station.  Right 
back of it was thick brush and a steep little bank that led to a creek dammed 
with rubbish and filth.  We hurried back to Maib and told him of our discovery. 
We drew a map in the sand and told him to follow the dirty creek right to the 
door of the station.  When it was very dark he left us.  We all cried and clung 
to each other, but he had to break away and continue the dangerous flee for his 
life.”

 

CHAPTER 7

The candles were burning low and Maggie got up from beside Van to 
light another.  She pulled a robe from a hook on the wall and wrapped it 
around her.  Van could see a shiver run through her.  A draft of cold night air 
had blown a chill through the room.  As she lit the new candle she continued 
her story.

“Carrie and I finally slept again, and when morning came we started 
out to seek food and whatever else we might profit by.  We were walking idly 
down a road at the end of one of the better streets, when a beautiful brougham 
went flying by, with two of the finest matched bay mares you'd hope to see. 
We had to jump out of the way to keep from being run down.  We were about 
to go back into the road, when the coach pulled to an abrupt stop.  We heard a 
woman's voice screaming out a stream of words.  We couldn't hear the words, 
but the coach was backing up, almost to where we stood.  We gaped in 
astonishment.  An immaculately dressed woman stepped through the door. 

The coachman had found himself at a loss to get around quickly enough to 
help her down.

Maggie moved back to the bed and got under the blankets with Van. 
She pulled herself close to his warmth and put her head on his shoulder.  “She 
ran to us and grabbed Carrie.  Carrie was so surprised she merely stood there 
and allowed the woman to embrace her.  The woman was cooing and crying. 
'Oh, my baby!' she said in her cultured voice.  'My baby.' She kept pushing 
Carrie back to look into her face and then hugging her close again.  'My baby!' 
she repeated over and over.  'I told them you weren't dead.  They told me you 
were dead! Now you've come back to me.  Come, Darling,' she said, in control 
again.  She turned and led Carrie away.  'You must tell me all about what 
happened to you,' I heard her say, 'My poor, poor baby.  I knew it wasn't true 
when they told me you were dead.  What foul people took you away and did 
this to you? Your clothes! Your hair! They hid you away in some dirty hovel. 
But I've found you.  That's all that matters.  We'll go home and get you all 
cleaned up, and we'll never let anyone take you away again.' She rambled on 
while she led Carrie to the beautiful coach.

“'Help little Alice into the coach,' the strange lady ordered her 
coachman.  He hesitated.  He started to tell her that this child was not her 
daughter.  'Hush!' she said, 'Such impertinence! Bradley will hear of this! I 
know my own child when I see her! Help her in!'“

“The coachman helped Carrie into the coach.  He turned and looked 
at me.  'Who is this?' the lady asked, irritably.  Is she one of those who stole 
my Alice from me?'

“'No,' Carrie said.  She had been watching me all the while, leaning 
out the door to look back at me, her eyes like saucers, 'She is my sister.  She 
didn't help to steal me.  She brought me here.”

“Oh my poor baby.  All this has you addled.  You don't have a sister. 
You are my only daughter.' She gave Carrie another hug.  'If she helped little 
Alice to find me again, bring her along.' She got into the coach by herself, 
while the coachman helped me in beside him.

“Carrie leaned against the strange woman and went to sleep.  I could 
hardly stay awake, but I was too full of questions.  Who were these people? It 
looked as if Carrie was safe for the moment.  I didn't know what would be 
done if the woman suddenly realized her mistake.

“We rode several miles further south.  We drew up in front of a huge 
mansion.  It was beautiful.  My mother had told us about the beautiful place in 
which she had lived, but I had never dreamed it was anything like this.  It was 
like the castles my mother had read to us about in the fairy tales, and the 
stories of kings and queens who had lived and ruled other countries.  I couldn't 
believe people really lived in places like this.  I stared.  Servants came running 
and looked as amazed as I felt.  There was such a swarming that I didn't know 
who was doing what, nor what I was expected to do.

“'I've found Alice,' the strange woman announced.  'Come! Don't 
stand there gaping! I told all of you many times that Alice was not dead.  Now, 
get in there, Ann, and prepare her bath.  Lay out her clothes.  Uncover the 



things in her room.  Make up her bed.  Bring her dolls.  Hunt, get her pony into 
the stable.  She'll want to ride when she's rested.' The servants began to do her 
bidding.  They all stare D.E.  at me openly.  I'm sure they wondered what to do 
about me.  Nothing was said in the way of an answer to that.

“They all called the lady 'Miz Clara.' They seemed to be afraid to 
draw her attention to me.  Finally the old footman pointed at me and began to 
stammer.  'Who is this?' Miz Clara demanded.     The footman answered what 
he probably believed would best serve for the moment; that I had brought 
Alice home.

“She glanced at me then, evidently confused.  'Take her in, then.  Tell 
Dodie to give her a bath, and to give her something decent to put on; to comb 
her hair.  She helped my baby.  She helped me find little Alice.' She seemed to 
be deliberating the rationale of this.  'We'll...' It was obvious she had forgotten 
about me again.

“I stayed at that mansion about three weeks.  I saw Carrie very 
seldom.  She looked beautiful.  Her eyes were shining.  She wore the most 
beautiful clothes I'd ever seen.  She didn't seem very interested in talking to 
me.  She seemed to be dazed.  Once, though, when I found a minute with her 
before someone whisked her away, she giggled and told me that they had to 
make all new clothes for her, since the ones 'Alice' had worn were all too 
small.  'My mother,' she said, without  showing any signs of not being sincere, 
'said that it would be expected that I would grow in the year I was lost.' Then, 
before being led away, she said 'Please call me Alice, Maggie.  I like it.'

“I had been given a 'decent' set of clothes and a little room in the attic. 
I think the servants...  house-slaves...  all were so confounded about what to do 
with me that they just put me where I was least apt to draw attention and hoped 
for the best.  They saw to it that I ate well, but never at the table where Alice, 
the mother, and her young son, Michael, ate.

“I wondered what Michael would do.  Would he convince his mother 
that Carrie was not her lost child? Would he send her away? I kept trying to get 
a glimpse of him.  He was handsome, tall, well dressed.  He was very quiet.  I 
had been able to sneak around and eavesdrop on him several times.  If Carrie 
was going to stay here, I wanted to know as much about these people as 
possible.  I vacillated between hoping they would keep her, and being scared to 
death they would.  If they were good people I would let her stay…until I 
decided what to do.  If they were evil people, I would sneak her out and away.

“The young man's name was Michael Bradley.  The Bradley name 
was known far and wide.  I didn't know that then, of course.  I'd never heard of 
them.  They were rice farmers with over a hundred slaves.  I tried to talk to the 
slaves to see if they had been beaten, like Maib had, but even though they were 
kind to me, they wouldn't talk to me.  I could see for myself, of course, that the 
house slaves lived much better than the field hands.  They all seemed as if they 
might want to be friendly, but they also showed that they were afraid this 
would not be the proper thing to do.

“I sneaked down to the shacks of the field hands one night.  I wanted 
to eavesdrop on them, too.  I heard one man and a woman quarreling in a good 

natured way, while a baby cried.  I went to another shack and heard someone 
playing plaintive music on some kind of fiddle.  I stood and listened for a long 
time.  It was the most stirring music I had ever heard.  Well, I hadn't heard 
much music of any kind, of course.

“Finally, one day, Mrs.  Bradley had a caller.  He was a good-looking 
man about thirty-five years old.  He was invited in and served tea.  Mrs. 
Bradley called him 'Dr.  Gaylord.' He had been asked to come to examine 
Carrie.  I don't know whether it was on general principles, or what, but perhaps 
Brad…they all called Michael, Brad…had thought it a good idea, if Carrie was 
going to live in the house; or maybe even if she wasn't.  Anyhow, when the 
doctor was brought in to Carrie's room, she put up such a howl that he couldn't 
do anything with her.  No one could console her.  Finally, one of the maids 
suggested they bring me there to see if I could reason with her.  I was 
summoned.  When I entered the room, Mrs.  Bradley looked at me with 
astonishment.  'Who is this person?' she demanded.  'Where did she come 
from? Did she come with you, Dr.  Gaylord? Where has she been hiding, then, 
while we had tea? She must have tea.  Gloria, bring Dr.  Gaylord's girl some 
tea and biscuits.'

“Dr.  Gaylord's look at me showed surprise, but he didn't say 
anything.  He was acquainted with Miz Clara's eccentricities.  Carrie had asked 
for her sister, so Dr.  Gaylord probably deduced that was who I was.

“Carrie grabbed me as if the Devil was after her.  I talked to her, and 
assured her that she would not be hurt.  I explained that the Dr.  was there to 
help her.  I'm sure she didn't understand, but she trusted me, so she allowed 
herself to be undressed and examined by the doctor.  Finally, he turned and 
announced, 'She is a healthy girl, Madam Bradley.  Evidently, she didn't suffer 
too much from her ordeal.' He was going along with the woman's delusion.

“When Miz Clara left the room, I heard him tell Brad that it was 
probably best.  'It gives her some happiness.  Why not? I think the girl is a 
pauper.' He turned then, and looked at me.  His eyes seemed to bore through 
me.

“'What are you going to do about this one?' he asked.  Brad was at a 
loss.  'I don't know.' He said, looking at me a little sadly, 'She must be a sister. 
It doesn't seem right, but mother will never stand for her living here very long. 
Even in her state of mind, she will become more and more aware of her being 
here.  It will upset the apple-cart, as far as her believing this girl is Alice, 
because the little girl keeps insisting that this is her sister.'

“It was as if I were deaf, or wasn't even present.  'I could take her off 
your hands, Brad,' the doctor said.  'Mary needs constant attention.  She wont 
allow the Blacks to touch her.  Old Bess is getting so she can't hear or see well 
enough and she isn't able to do it all any more, anyway.  She looks like a 
strong, healthy girl.  She could be trained...' Were they discussing a mule, 
maybe, or a horse?

“'Yes, yes, by all means!' Brad said.  He looked at me and I saw that 
look again, of sadness, or remorse.  I think he was sorry for me.  Sorry that 



sisters had to be separated, maybe; or maybe just sorry that he was alive. 
There was something in his face that I liked, in any case.

“I was seated in the carriage almost as if I had been a piece of 
luggage.  No one had given any consideration, it seemed, to what I might want 
in the matter.  The doctor drove.  We sat side by side.  After we had gone along 
for some minutes, he glanced at me shyly.  'You're with child.' He said.  I 
began to tremble.  I had hoped that I might be given a work-place in his home, 
helping to care for his wife, as I had heard him say to Brad.  But my hopes 
plunged when I heard his words.  I don't know how I expected to keep the 
secret from anyone for very long, but I wasn't very rational about anything at 
the time.

“I didn't answer.  After a while he continued.  'What happened? Did 
you give your heart to some young man who didn't do right by you?' I still 
couldn't answer.  I tried to shrink back into the seat.  I would have been 
grateful if I could have sunk right through the seat and through the earth into 
Hell.  I belonged to Satan, anyway.  He'd taken over my life long ago.  'Or did 
some older man seduce you? That happens sometimes.  You're too young to 
know all the things in this upside-down world.  A doctor sees a lot.  I've seen 
things you wouldn't dream of.'
  

CHAPTER 8 

“'I've seen things you wouldn't dream of, my good doctor,' I wanted to 
say, but I still couldn't speak.

“'You're a little young, aren't you?' he said with more assertiveness in 
his voice.  'What…fourteen, fifteen?'“

“'I'm thirteen, and it was my father.' I had finally found my voice.”
“He looked at me uncomprehending, unimpressed.  'What was your 

father, dear?' he asked patiently.
“I began to sob uncontrollably.  He stopped the team and turned to 

me, disturbed.  He put his arms around me, and smoothed my hair gently. 
'There, there, what is it?' Yes, I know it's a bad thing for a young lady to be 
bearing a child when she has no husband.  You will be a marked woman for 
life.  It's too bad.  It's too bad,' he cooed.

“I went on sobbing.  After a while he said, a little angrily now. 
'Who was it did this to you, little girl?…What's your name?'

“'My name's Maggie,' I blurted out, 'and it was my father.'
“He threw me back at arms length and looked into my face.  He was 

very angry.  'Do you mean your own father did this to you?' he demanded.

“'Yes,' I whispered.
“He was silent for a long moment.  'Yes, it happens.' he said in a 

controlled voice.  'It happens.  Some people are born without conscience.  He 
had become shy again.  'I'm sorry.' he said.

“He hadn't picked up the reins to drive on.  Finally, he looked at me 
again, peering under my hat to see my eyes.  'Little girl…Maggie, what do you 
want to do about it?' I thought that a very foolish question.  'I would like to 
die.' I said.

“'Oh, no!' he gasped, 'that I wont help you with.  But if...if...you don't 
want to have the baby…I could...'

“'That's already settled.' I said, 'There isn't anything I can do about it.'
“'You're young,' he said.  'Of course you don't know.' He drew on his 

pipe for a long moment.  'If you don't want the baby, I can help you.' he said, 
almost guiltily.

“'Of course I don't want to have it!' I said angrily, 'but it's there, 
anyhow.'

“He was obviously disturbed.  Finally, he said, 'You've never heard of 
abortion...  getting rid of a baby?'

“'Killing it, you mean.  Can you murder a baby?'
“'Not like you're thinking of, of course...  but we could cause the baby 

not to be born.  I can't think of it as murder.  It is merely preventing the fetus…
that which is inside you, from growing any farther...  having it be discharged 
from the body.  In some cases…in this case, I think it is the kindest thing to do, 
the most decent thing, the most civilized thing.  I certainly cannot think of it as 
murder.  You can love the baby, you know, and still do this; as the kindest 
thing for the baby, as well as yourself.  Children born out of wedlock suffer as 
much, and sometimes more, than the mothers.  Abortion is often the most 
sensible and moral thing.'

“My heart leapt.  Could this be true? I suddenly believed him.  I 
wanted it so much that I didn't dare hope…but I did hope.  I had to control my 
voice.  I was so wildly excited that I might scream.  'Could you do it, really?' I 
asked.  He nodded his head.  'Could you do it right now?'

“He almost smiled.  'No, I can't do it here.  I have to have instruments, 
hot water, some morphine for the pain.'

“'Oh, I cried, 'I don't care anything about the pain.  If I can get away 
from having this baby, I can stand anything…I think.'

“'No need to suffer any more than you have to little 
girl…Maggie.  If that's what you want…and I think it is the best thing under 
the circumstances…then we'll see to it.  It will be a secret, though.  A secret 
just between you and me.' For a moment that almost made me change my 
mind.  Hadn't that been exactly what my father had said, when he had made 
me do as he wished?

“Dr.  Gaylord picked up the reins and drove on.  I suddenly felt an 
overwhelming love for my baby.  It was mine.  It was a part of me.  I felt that 
this baby and I had consulted and decided together, that this was the thing to 
do.  I felt happy and almost gay.  I felt that sometime, when the time was right, 



this other part of me, my baby, and I would be together again, and things 
would be right for us.  You know, Van, I still feel that way.  My baby's life is 
still waiting somewhere, for the right time.  Do you think that's crazy?”

Van had maintained a silence after she had several times seemed to 
want him to do so.  Now he felt he could speak.  “No, I don't.  I don't think it is 
half as crazy as ninety-nine per cent of the religions of the world...including 
the so-called Christian religion.  It continues to astound me, the things people 
do in the name of Christianity.  Atrocities which they seem to justify just 
because they think of themselves as good Christians, so anything goes.  They 
committed murder in their self-righteousness in the Crusades, the Catholics 
and the Protestants tortured, burned and killed each other happily, in the name 
of God.  Hundreds of innocent people were butchered for God, when the good 
people decided to rid the world of witches, and there were dozens of other 
times most anyone could mention.  They did the most atrocious things in the 
name of 'goodness.' It's paganism in its worst form.  It's uncivilized.

“No, I think your feeling that your baby is still waiting somewhere for 
the right time is far more sensible than the things most people believe.” He 
sighed deeply and when she didn't offer to continue he added, “What people 
suffer that we never dream of unless we get to know them.  I would never have 
thought of you as one who had suffered such ignominy, such injustice, such 
abuse, such outrageous abuse! I wish there were some way I could right it. 
You know, Maggie I never wanted to kill a man.  I have always felt remorseful 
about the one I had to kill—-But    I believe I could kill this man…your 
father…without any remorse at all...'

Maggie shuddered, but didn't answer.
“I had gone to hell and back, but the baby and I had had our way.  As 

soon as was possible, after arriving at his home, Dr. Gaylord assisted me as he 
promised he would.

Dr.  Gaylord introduced me to his wife as soon as I was well enough 
to be about.  She was a bitter-faced woman in a wheel-chair.  It was plain to 
see that she had once been a beauty, but her hands were knotted now, and her 
knees, and her eyes were glazed from the large and frequent doses of laudanum 
she took.  She was as unpleasant as she looked.  I often wondered how Dr. 
Gaylord could be so patient with her.  The old woman, Bess, too, was the 
epitome of patience and tried to cater to her every command.  I disliked Mrs. 
Gaylord very much and wanted to show how I felt.  I had no sympathy for her 
aching joints and twisted body.  However, I served her as best I could.  I 
learned to turn a deaf ear to her constant complaints and criticism, her 
whimpering.

“Dr.  Gaylord tried to see to it that I had everything I needed.  He 
bought me clothes.  Actually, the servants at the Bradleys had sewed and fitted, 
to outfit me very well.  I had a nice room at Dr.  Gaylord's.

“Often Dr.  Gaylord would put a hand on my shoulder and peer at me 
in that shy way.  It was as if he were trying to determine if things were all right 
with me.  He never talked to me very much, but he often found occasion to 

come into the room, where I might be sitting, sewing, or mending.  He would 
stand and just look at me speculatively.  His look was always a little 
questioning, but I couldn't decide what the question was.  Then, one day he 
came to me where I was sitting.  He sat down beside me...shyly, as usual.  I 
smiled at him.  He smiled and drew a little closer.  'Maggie,' he began 
falteringly, 'Maggie, I want to ask you something.  I...I don't want to frighten 
you.' He had to turn away.  His face was red.  'You can say yes or no.  I want to 
do what your father did to you...But,' he added hastily, 'I'd never force you. 
I'm not an animal.  It's just that I am so lonely.  My wife...you know how it is 
with her.  She is no longer a wife to me in any way.  I would like to marry you, 
Maggie, but you see how it is.  I can't...yet.  Lots of girls are married at 
fourteen,' he sounded defensive, 'And are mothers.' He got up suddenly and 
walked to the window.

“I felt sick.  If he had just said 'I want to fuck you,' it wouldn't have 
sounded so bizarre.  I wanted no part of anything like what my father had done 
to me.  I couldn't think of a sexual act as being anything other than a brutal 
experience.  I felt as if I were choking.  I got up and ran from the room.

“I went to my little room and crawled into bed.  I covered up my 
head, and tried to shut out the whole world.  I was beyond tears.  I couldn't 
sleep.  I just stared at the ceiling.  I realized, numbly that it was time to prepare 
dinner for Mrs.  Gaylord.  I didn't care.  I remained where I was.  Next 
morning I was surprised to awake and learn that I had at last fallen asleep.  I 
was thinking of running away, but I didn't care enough about myself to make 
the effort.  I just laid there.

“After a long time, a light knock came at the door.  I didn't answer, 
but the door opened slowly and Dr.  Gaylord came in with a tray.  I turned my 
face away.  He put the tray down before he said anything.  'You must eat,' he 
said, turning and walking to the window.  'I'm sorry,' he said in a very unhappy 
voice.  'It's just that you're such a lovely young lady.  You tear at a man's heart, 
you know.  But that's no excuse for hurting you.  I wouldn't have hurt you for 
anything in the world.     I love you too much for that.  Oh,' he said 
impatiently, 'I'm not good at this sort of thing.  I never should have thought...'

“My feelings began to return.  I didn't feel repelled any more.  I began 
to think of how good he had been to me.  I thought of how comforting he had 
been when I felt frightened or disturbed.  How he had helped me with the 
problem about the baby...without making me feel guilty.  He had always shown 
that he cared about me.  I crept out of bed and went to him.  I felt like a mother 
comforting a hurt little boy.  I touched his arm and he turned.  I went into his 
arms.  He didn't even kiss me.  He just held me as if I were very precious to 
him.  I wanted very much to pay him back for all the kindnesses he had shown 
me.  I had no feelings of desire or repugnance about going to bed with him.  I 
could see his agitation and suffering.  I wanted to heal that hurt.  I pulled him 
to the bed.

“'Are you sure, Maggie.  I don't ever want to do anything that hurts 
you.'

“'I'm very sure that this is what I want.' I said.



“I hadn't expected to have any feeling, but I found myself enjoying 
the contact, the caresses, the tender touching.  The sexual part was just 
payment to him, and it didn't bother me.

“I lived with him for two years.  I came to love him very much.  He 
was gentle, considerate, shy and a very good doctor.  His home was an old 
mansion.  It had seen its best days.  It was run-down, neglected, but the parts in 
which we lived were decent.  I worked to keep it clean and attractive.  I made 
curtains.  I covered the worn seats.  I sorted the best of the furniture and 
prevailed upon Dr.  Gaylord to get rid of the rest.  I helped to take care of Mrs. 
Gaylord, but I stayed out of her way as much as possible.  She was a very 
unpleasant person to be with.  I suppose I felt guilty, too, but I was almost 
happy.

“One night when Dr.  Gaylord...I never called him anything else, was 
in my room with me, and we lay side by side enjoying being together, talking, 
we heard a tapping outside the door.  I sat up, gasping.  Dr.  Gaylord turned out 
of the bed and began to pull on his clothes.  The door opened and there stood 
Mrs.  Gaylord.  She screamed at us.  Pointing a crooked finger at me, she 
yelled 'I told Richard you were no good! You bitch.  I told him you would 
bring ruin down on us! I told him you were a whore.' She went on with her 
invective, while Dr. Gaylord continued to dress, complete down to his high 
collar and tie.  It was obvious that she was greatly under the influence of the 
morphine she always took.  But she was certainly not in a state of morpheus. 
She had risen from her wheel-chair and had walked about three steps to our 
door.  She hadn't been up out of that wheel-chair on her feet before, for over 
three years!”

Maggie turned her face away and Van felt her muscles tighten.  He 
gently massaged her back and waited for her to regain her composure.  “It was 
awful...all that day; the ranting, the disgusting things she said to Dr.  Gaylord. 
What she said to me just bounced off.  I hadn't any feelings left.  I didn't care, 
but my heart ached for the doctor.

“When I could get a chance to speak to Dr.  Gaylord alone, I told him 
I was leaving.  He begged me not to go.  He offered to give up everything and 
go with me.  He even said he would arrange a divorce and marry me.  He 
looked bereaved.  When he saw that he could not deter me, he gave me a purse 
full of money.  I had some jewelry he had given me, too.  He was not a rich 
man, but he had been generous.  I thought I was rich.

“I hadn't seen Carrie since I left the Bradley mansion.  I had been very 
lonely for her, at times.  Now I decided to go there.  Dr.  Gaylord had kept me 
informed about her; that she seemed to be happy, but he warned me that it 
would not do for me to go to call on her.  It might cause a major upheaval.  But 
I was heedless.  I would go.  I would try to sneak in, but I would see her.

“As it happened, it was very easy.  I rode the little mare the doctor 
had given me up into the yard, and was met by one of the slaves.  He greeted 
me courteously and seemed to believe that I had a right to see Miz Alice.  I 
was introduced into the lavish drawing-room and 'Alice' was brought there. 

When she saw me her eyes lighted up, but then it seemed she squelched the 
feeling that she didn't want to show...or maybe to have, and greeted me coldly. 
I wanted to hug her and talk for hours, but she pushed me away.  She invited 
me to sit down and took a seat across the room with an affected manner.  She 
asked if I would like tea, and turned to one of the slaves.  'Bring tea for Miz 
Margaret.' she said in a condescending way.     She was dressed beautifully. 
With her lovely blonde hair and big, violet eyes, she was stunning.  I was 
almost sixteen now, and she was a very grown-up fourteen.

“She already had a voluptuous look.  She would surely be a knockout. 
I was wishing mama could see her.  Mama would be happy that she was so 
well cared for...even if she would not have approved of the sensuality.  Her 
gown was cut a bit too low, exposing all that was allowed of her breasts, but 
that was the fashion.  Who would make an issue of that, when she was so 
happy and secure? Not I!

“I couldn't get her to talk about herself.  I wanted to know everything. 
I kept asking questions, but she evaded them.  I tried to talk about our life 
before she had become 'Alice,' but she pretended to remember none of it.  I 
didn't get much satisfaction out of seeing her.

“After I had had tea, she practically dismissed me.  I was just rising to 
go when Mr.  Bradley came it.  He looked surprised and excused himself, but 
he kept standing there staring at me, as if in a trance.  Carrie sauntered up to 
him, swinging her hips in a provocative way.  'Brad, Darling,' she said, 'This is 
Margaret Davis.  She dropped in to say good-
 bye.  She is leaving the Gaylord residence.  Oh,' she asked, superciliously, 
'Were you dismissed, or were you offered a better position?'

“'I was offered a better position.” I said airily.  'Good-
 day Miz Carrie.' I was being vindictive.  I was baffled and angry.  I offered my 
hand to Mr.  Bradley.  He took it and stood looking at me for a long time.  I 
glanced up and he turned pink.  'I am very happy to meet you,' he said as if we 
hadn't met before.  I looked at Carrie and saw that she was angry.  I didn't read 
all the signs then, but I soon understood that she was in love with Mr. 
Bradley...and he evidently didn't return her affections.

“Brad drew my arm through his and walked to the door with 
me.  He clapped for a groom, and had my mount brought up.  He helped me 
into the saddle and stood watching me ride away.  Carrie had come to the 
porch.  When she saw me look at her again,she tossed her curls and turned 
away.  That's the last time I ever saw Carrie.  I have wondered about her so 
many times.  I was angry about her attitude, but then why wouldn't she put on 
airs.  Probably I would have too, under the circumstances.  It could be just an 
innocent phase.  She was still very young.

“Within two months what I had thought was a fortune, was gone.  I 
found myself here in Ashland, and one cold, rainy, night, after I had exhausted 
all my resources, and my strength, to no avail, I sat down in the shelter of a 
doorway.  I was soaking wet, shaking, hungry, tired, and disillusioned.  Well, I 
was found by a 'kind' man, and brought here.  Doyne took me under her wing. 
She fed me, gave me a warm place to sleep, patted me and soothed my roiling 



mind.  She knows her business.  It wasn't long until I found myself a prisoner 
here and discovered what I was here for.  I've been here three years.  A 
lifetime.” she sighed.

“I'm sorry for the Hell you've been through.” Van said, his jaw 
working.  “As soon as we get this kid taken care of, in a good home, or a 
school somewhere, I'm coming back and take you out.”

“Dear Van,” was all she said.

Van strolled around nonchalantly most of the next day.  He finally 
picked a man he believed he could trust, to go to the stables and buy two 
horses.  He paid the man to have the horses saddled, packed and ready to go at 
exactly eleven O'clock that night.

Van walked into a trading-house and bought clothes for a thirteen-
year-old boy.  He bought a few items of necessity, including a bottle of 
whiskey, in case of cuts, bruises, and bullet-holes.  He then went back to the 
cabin to talk to Maib.  He went out and reluctantly turned his white horse 
loose.  “You'd be too easily spotted, old boy.” He patted Pegasus on the 
shoulder.  “I have to leave you for a while...but as soon as I can I'll be back for 
you.” The horse nickered softly and nudged Van's arm.  “You understand every 
word I say,” Van said fondly.

Van returned to the cabin and busied himself cutting long, stout, 
thongs from rawhide.  Maib helped him experiment with hiding them under his 
clothes.  He also hid a knife and a small handgun in his boots.  All this 
required a lot of maneuvering but at last he was satisfied.  He lay down and 
slept soundly.

 

CHAPTER 9

At ten in the evening, he walked with his long, loose, stride, into 
Doyne's place.  He leaned on the bar and ordered a drink.  He was watching 
Doyne and taking notice of all around him, but he was so subtle about it that 
no one would have guessed he had anything on his mind other than a few 
drinks and a woman.  He drifted to the gambling room and watched for a few 
minutes.  He went back into the main room and stood about.  He sipped 
another drink.  He was waiting for Doyne to approach him.  He was almost 
desperate when she sidled up to him.  She smiled questioningly.  He remained 
calm.

Van believed that Doyne was not intimidated by many people, but he 
was making all the use he could of the fact that she seemed to be intimidated 
by him.  Maybe it was his confident, arrogant, if quiet, attitude toward her that 
caused her to appear to be threatened by him.  He knew she must hate him, but 

it seemed she could smell money, and that was the one thing that counted with 
her more than anything else on earth.  When she didn't broach the subject that 
was on his mind, Van decided he would have to.  “Yeah,” he said, looking off 
into the faces of the other girls and seeing nothing, “I'll bite.  How much do 
you want for her?”

She drooled.  She began a long, hoarse, harangue extolling the virtues 
of her girl.  Van's stomach knotted.  “I've already stated an interest in her!” He 
didn't try to cover his anger.  “Either bring out the goods, or shut up! I'll 
leave.” He turned to go.  She clutched his sleeve and pulled.  He curbed his 
feelings and turned back to her.

“All right, big man,” she said with her ugly grimace that was meant 
for a smile, “but we don't want to bring her out here, now do we? Come, I'll 
take you to her.  You will want this all very private.” She led him up the stairs 
and to the room at the end of the hall where Maggie had said the girl was kept. 
She stopped then, and clutched his sleeve again.  His skin crawled.  “Now 
about the price.  This is something very special.” Her voice was oily.  “You 
understand you don't come across something like this very often.  She's a 
virgin!” Her eyes gleamed.  “What man wouldn't give his eye-teeth for such a 
prize? Dozens of men would pay a lot for her favors.  So...”

“Come to the point!” he snapped, and she knew she had almost gone 
too far.

“Oh, yes, the price...that'll be two hundred dollars.”
He whirled around, almost knocking her from her feet.  He glared at 

her.     “Two hundred dollars! You're crazy.  Who's...?” He caught himself. 
“Not until I've seen her, lady.  How do I know she'll please me? She could be 
ugly as a mud fence.  Maybe that's why she's a virgin.  They're not so hard to 
find.”

Doyne gasped.  “Oh no, big man! I wouldn't cheat you! She's a real 
little beauty.  Worth every cent.  You can trust me.”

“I'm sure I can,” he grated, “but you can't trust me.  I will pay for her 
after I've seen her and decided whether or not she pleases me.  She may not. 
In that case, I'll leave her for some other sucker.”

Doyne was hesitant, but she was shrewd enough to know when she 
had played her hand to the limit.  She tapped on the door.  It was opened 
slowly by a big, burly, man with a long, ugly, scar across his face.  He had 
shaggy hair and low eyebrows and looked less than human, Van thought.  He 
smelled like a billy-goat-goat, but Van had not missed the fact that he had 
quick, alert eyes, huge hands, and muscles like a bear.

They entered the room and Doyne called in a low, persuasive voice, 
“Come, darling.  There is a man here who wants to meet you.” She put her arm 
around the girl and drew her forward.  The girl's eyes, as Maggie had said, 
were the most unusual Van had ever seen.  She looked up at him uncertainly, 
frightened, he thought.  Doyne spoke to her in a soothing voice and patted her 
arm.  The girl continued to stare at Van.  Her eyes were like magnets...and 
clean, tumbling water.



“Take the gorilla out,” Van hissed.  The other man swung his pistol 
around, but Van ignored him.  Doyne hesitated, then barked, “Go! But stay 
near!” The man went reluctantly out the door.  His body was stiff with anger 
and chagrin.  Van had laid his two revolvers, as usual, with the others on the 
table, but he was glad of the Bowel-knife and the tiny pistol hidden and 
unsuspected.

Doyne stood waiting.  Van had had every intention of paying 
whatever price Doyne asked for her 'prize, but suddenly the idea sickened him. 
He made a quick decision.  “All right,” he said, “she's satisfactory.  Well worth 
the price.  There's only one thing I want before I pay you.” She looked 
suspicious.  “I'll promise not to disfigure her, but I don't want her howling, 
either.  I'll bind her while you're here, and then I'll pay.”

Doyne's face still betrayed her suspicion, but she could understand 
that he would not want the girl squealing bloody murder.  The show of being 
the sweet, motherly savior, was over in any case.  The girl had to understand 
by now, what was going on.  Van quickly tore a sheet and bound the girls 
hands, then stuffed a quantity of the same sheet into her mouth.

He was surprised at how determinedly she fought him.  He wondered 
if this could have been handled in some better way.  He hated to hurt or 
frighten this girl.  There was no help for it now.  He had to go ahead with his 
plans.  He hoped she would guess what he was about and would be more 
cooperative.  Of     course as soon as they were on the trail, he would explain it 
all to her.  He turned and started to bring out his money pouch.  Just as Doyne 
leaned over to grasp it, her beady eyes gleaming, he grabbed her arm and 
placed his hand over her mouth.  He stuffed her mouth with rags, with 
somewhat less care than he had taken with the girl, then bound her tightly.  She 
choked and struggled.  Van laughed.  He didn't waste any time.

He furtively opened a window, looking around carefully.  He sent 
down the strong rope he had made of rawhide.  He took Laura to the window 
and tried to get her through.  She kicked and struggled so hard that he found it 
impossible.  He was trying to explain all the time that he wanted to get her 
away from here where she would be safe.  She refused to listen.  He hated the 
loss of precious time, but he drew the rope up again and tying Laura in it 
carefully, but quickly, he let her out the window and down to the ground.  He 
made his way down.  He picked Laura up in his arms and ran with all speed 
toward the brush that covered the grounds a few yards away.  He heard a shot. 
Laura suddenly became very still.  He had to keep going, fighting his fear and 
sickness, feeling that surely she had been hit.  Then, through it all, he heard her 
breathing, and knew she was still alive.  What would he do if she were badly 
hurt? He couldn't start out on the trail.  Well, they would certainly kill him, but 
since she was worth a lot to them, they would not harm her...until they could 
arrange to sell her again.

He made his way to the stable.  He was inside and untying the horses, 
when the gorilla-man pounced on him.  The fall knocked the breath out of Van. 
He saw Laura roll over into the straw.  She lay still.  The burly man aimed his 
pistol, cocked the trigger.  Van had trained all his life to be quick and efficient. 

He rolled away just as the ball struck the spot where he had been.  The other 
man was trained, too, and determined, but he was just a little too slow.  Van 
tackled his ankles and pulled him to the floor.

They struggled.  The other man had the advantage of weight 
and brawn, but Van utilized his knowledge of the Japanese methods of 
fighting.  Nevertheless, he was panting and badly bruised by the time he had 
overcome his opponent and tied him.  Even while his mind was busy gauging 
the other man's strength and ability, he was also wondering if he could get this 
man taken care of and get on the road with his charge before others of the 
gorilla's type showed up to help get rid of him and take their little prize back to 
Doyne.  Maggie must have been able to get Quince to divert their attention, or 
they surely would have been here by now.

Van brushed himself off, retrieved his hat.  He picked Laura up like a 
sack of potatoes and tried to place her on a horse.  Her continued kicking and 
biting made it impossible.  He was almost sorry she had been able to work the 
gag out of her mouth.  He wondered briefly why she hadn't screamed.  Finally, 
to save time, he got her up in front of him on his own horse and spurred the 
startled animal into a plunging run.

He kept to the back paths as much as possible.  He unbound Laura's 
hands and she immediately scratched his face.  She cursed him like a sailor. 
She grabbed a rein and yanked, almost causing the horse to fall.  Half in 
desperation and half in amusement, he gave her an ultimatum, “Be quiet or be 
tied again.” She glared at him, her eyes seeming to turn colors like deep green 
water.  She continued cursing, scratching and flailing.  He tied her again.  He 
had hardly hoped that she would be quiet.  He felt a heavy weight in his 
innards, to have to tie her again, but he had to get her to safety, if even against 
her will.  He knew he would do it if he had to keep her trussed up like a 
Christmas turkey all day.  When she could no longer cause any damage, her 
eyes spoke for themselves.  They expressed almost as much as the words she 
wanted to say.

He was angry about the delay she was causing, but he couldn't help 
being amused, too, at the fiery temper, the determination, the courage.  He 
wondered what she would do if she knew that he would like to hold her gently 
and comfort her.  He knew she was a very frightened and desperate child.  He 
told her over and over that he was taking her away from all the danger and that 
she was safe now--but his words fell on deaf ears.  Each time he tried to say a 
word, she continued to curse him.

Her attitude made it necessary to change his plans.  He had depended 
on her to understand what he was trying to do and to cooperate so that he could 
remove the ties.  He had tried to tell her of the true nature of the situation she 
had been removed from, but she either didn't understand or didn't believe him.

He wanted to put as much distance as possible between them and the 
dangers for her, but after twenty-four hours, he had made very few miles. 
Travelling was slow and awkward.  He had to keep her tied in order to travel at 
all, or to get any rest.  He had to make frequent stops to do the necessary 
chores, preparing food, caring for the horse.  He wanted to buy another horse, 



but if he had one, could he persuade her to ride him? Or would he have to 
throw her across the saddle like a pack? He hated to hurt her.  He was careful, 
however, not to allow any of his regret to show.  “She would certainly know 
how to make the most of that,” he thought, amused again.

 

CHAPTER 10 

At night, he had made a mattress of boughs and spread her saddle-
blanket over it for her to sleep on.  She refused to lie on it.  He waited for 
several hours, believing she would become so exhausted she would finally 
succumb, but he had misjudged her.  He decided that all tactics were useless. 
He knew he had better get some rest, as he would need all his resources 
tomorrow to remain alert and ready for anything that might arise.

He tied a strong buckskin thong around Laura's ankle, making it 
doubly secure as he would have for an untamed horse.  He tied the other end of 
it around his wrist and lay down to sleep.  He had no more than dozed off 
when he felt a tug on the thong.  He sat up.  She was lying on the little bed of 
boughs he had made.  Her dark, gold, hair was down.  She had removed the 
beautiful dress she had worn away from Doyne's.  Her rounded curves were 
uncovered except for the light underthings she wore.  Her exposed body 
gleamed in the firelight.  The picture of her was like a Raphael.  One a man 
would never forget.  He was a disciplined man, but a very virile one.  He was 
shaken.  He got up quietly.  She watched him like a hawk watching its prey. 
He pretended not to notice.

He took the thong from his wrist and tied it securely to a tree.  He 
walked away.  He breathed in the cool, fresh air and cursed.  He walked to the 
creek below and bathed his body in its icy waters.  He cursed some more.  His 
body ached from need of rest, the bruises he had undergone back in the stable, 
and natural animal lust.  It was useless for him to try to sleep.  He built up the 
fire and made coffee.  He sat brooding.  He refused to look at her.  He didn't 
know whether he was more apt to throttle her or make love to her, if he did.

He wondered vaguely, if she had known what Doyne's place was. 
Maybe she had, after all, and had wanted to remain there.  Maybe this had all 
been in vain.  She had surely been exposing herself wantonly tonight.

He would have to find a suitable place for her as quickly as possible. 
It was going to be a problem.  It grew darker.  The fire was out.  It was almost 
time for morning light.  He looked at her.  She was sound asleep, as relaxed 
and unperturbed, it seemed, as if she had been at home in her own bed.  He 
wanted to shake her.  He did nothing.

That morning, he tried to talk to her.  She only cursed him.  When she 
could get her breath, she asked, “Are you going to go with me into the brush?” 
I think a lady should have some privacy.”

“A lady, yes! A lady should, but not a little wild-cat like you.  You bet 
I'm going with you.  You know very well I can't trust you.  I don't need any 
more trouble.  C'mon.” He had the end of the thong in his hand and started to 
lead the way into the brush.  She balked.  He looked at her threateningly.

“If I promise to come back?” she asked almost meekly.
“I don't imagine your promises would mean a damn thing, young lady. 

I wouldn't trust you to...”
“I never promised you anything before,” she persisted.  “Now I'm 

saying I will come back.  I always keep my promises.  No matter if they are to 
a...a...”

“A what?” He wanted to hear her express her opinion of him.  But she 
didn't answer.  “I'll keep my promise,” she repeated.  Suddenly he threw the 
thong to her and turned his back.  After all, there was no way she could get far. 
But why was she suddenly so modest after her brazen manner last night?

She crept away and he listened for any signs of her returning.  He 
fully expected to have to go and chase her down, wasting more precious time. 
He heard footsteps crackling through the brush.     She appeared, looking 
refreshed.  She had gone to the creek, too, and washed herself and smoothed 
her hair.

He removed the boys clothing from the saddle-bag and tossed them to 
her.  “I want you to get into these.” he said, “I'm going to buy another horse up 
ahead, and I don't want anyone suspecting I have a young lady with me.  That 
gorilla is probably out looking for us with plenty of help.  We aren't going to 
leave any clues.  By-the-way, what did you think of that ape? Did he treat you 
nice and sweet, too, like Doyne did? Do you think he is a harmless, good, man 
who had kind intentions toward you?”

Her glare was icy.  “I'm not a fool, you silly bastard.  I knew what was 
going on all the time.  I mean after the first day.  I was planning to escape.  I 
had to make them believe I thought they were...what they pretended.  I'm not a 
dumby.”

He looked at her, astounded and angry.  “Then why in hell's name 
have you caused all this trouble? Why did you make everything so impossible? 
I don't believe you knew.  Why would I have had to fight you when you could 
see I was trying to get you away? You had to know that.  You saw me tie that 
pig up, and battle it out with the gorilla.  I don't think you knew at all!”

“Oh yes, I did!” she shouted, “I knew for a long time! And how in hell 
could I do anything when you tied me up first? Remember? What could I have 
done?”

“You could have stopped kicking, so I could get you out of the 
window...and you could have told me all of this before, and cooperated so we 
could get away on both horses; and not risked my being killed before we got 
started, and you taken back into the...”



“Do you think I relished the idea of your taking me out and raping 
me, any more than I did what they were planning? And I figured a man like 
you would sure as the badman have it planned to get more for me than you had 
paid--else why would you want me?”

“Godalmighty, Laura! Do you believe that there aren't any decent men 
in the world? Anyone who would want to help you just because you're a 
human being--a child being treated wrong?”

“I'm not a child!” she flared.  “and if there are any decent men in the 
world, I have yet to meet one...I mean...” she lowered her eyes, her voice 
quivered.  “I've known some good men.  My papa was a good man, and my 
brother.  Some of the neighbors were good men.” Her voice drifted off.  She 
looked up at him, something unfathonable.  in those disturbing eyes.

He had to busy himself again.  Her words made him wonder what had 
driven her into such a place as Doyne's.  When the time was right he would ask 
her.

He found and bought three more horses.  One for her to ride and the 
others for pack-horses.  She had insisted that he purchase more cooking 
utensils, flour to make biscuits or bannicks, soda, salt, coffee, sow belly, and 
Van had decided that a girl should have a hairbrush and a mirror.

He was afraid to trust her, but she rode gracefully and made no move 
to run away.  Nevertheless, he kept a close eye on her.  He had been pondering 
the idea of putting her in a convent.  He thought that would be the best thing, if 
he could just be sure she wouldn't run away from there.  He didn't deceive 
himself that he had really learned anything about her, other than that her 
character was very adamant.

They came to be able to talk a bit in the evening after they had eaten 
and finished their chores.  He had a feeling of deep contentment, sitting by the 
blazing fire, talking to her.  She still was very caustic at times...most of the 
time...but they managed to have a few civilized words between them.  He 
decided to broach the subject of the convent.  She flew into a rage.  He had 
expected that she might object, but he hadn't foreseen such an outburst.  He 
seldom foresaw her behavior about anything.  Whatever attitude he least 
expected, was usually that with which she responded.

He sat and watched her vituperative tirade with fascination.  He 
hardly heard the words.  It was the emotions in her face, the movements of her 
body, the changing colors of the fire in her eyes, the ephemeral transience of 
the tiny dimple at the side of her mouth, the soft curved lips that were capable 
of uttering such scurrility, the toss of her chin, the changing shape of her 
brows, as her forehead expressed unfathonable.  emotions, the    unkempt, 
long, swinging, hair that caught and reflected the colors of light, the frenzied 
fluctuations in her voice, from the high pitch of hysteria to the low animal-like 
warning sounds.  She continued to amaze and puzzle him.  The many 
expressions in her face were always fascinating; the more so, because they 
were so distinctive, and yet completely unreadable.

When she had exhausted herself and fallen into a forlorn heap on the 
ground, he went to her and laid a hand gently on her shoulder.  Immediately 

she was up and had scratched his face so deeply that blood trickled down his 
cheek.  He wasn't even angry.  He was simply at a loss.  Finally, when she had 
settled down again, and sat staring dejectedly into the fire, he approached her 
again--but with caution.  He didn't try to touch her.  “Laura,” he said, in a kind 
voice, “what am I going to do with you?” She didn't respond.  “I want to help 
you.  What do you want to do? Where do you want to go? Do you have a 
home? Why were you in Doyne's place? I have to find a place for you.  I want 
to know that you are safe.  I want to know that you will be looked after and 
happy.”

“Why should you care what becomes of me?” Her voice was 
sarcastic, but she didn't look up.

“Well, I do care.” He was still incredulous.  “I care a whole lot.  I 
don't want anything...unpleasant to happen to you.  I want to take you 
somewhere where you can be safe and happy.”

“Then take me with you.” Her voice was barely audible.
“What did you say?” He seemed to have to ask, even though he had 

heard perfectly well.  She didn't offer to repeat what she had said.  He stood 
looking at her for a long time.  She seemed so despairing that he wanted again, 
to take her in his arms and comfort her.  But he didn't dare.  Even if she would 
allow it, he couldn't trust his own feelings.  He had always been a proud man. 
He had always considered himself well disciplined.  He respected integrity, 
honor, dignity.  He had never thought of himself as anything other than a 
champion of those virtues, even in his debauchery after he lost Sylvia.  He had 
lived by the standards his family had set for him--in most things, but how 
could he reconcile the feelings he was having these days, even with decency?

 

CHAPTER 11 

He was beginning to ask himself questions about his own character. 
Was he, after all, no better than Maggie's dad? Wouldn't a man who lusted after 
a child be in the same category?    He made a new vow and a renewed effort to 
eradicate all thought of her in that respect.  He had been selected by fate, if 
there was any such thing, or maybe by God, if there was a God, to protect and 
care for this child and that he would do.  He would do just that--if it did feel as 
if he were being burned
at the stake for his vows.  Sometimes, he had to admit that it did.  His dad had 
warned him about that, too, he remembered.

Laura didn't help matters any.  She behaved very modestly most of the 
time, but she seemed to think nothing of displaying her curves and long legs, 



whenever she decided to go for a swim, or to discard for washing during the 
hottest part of the day, the boys clothing she had donned at his orders.

He laughed.  “You don't want to go with me,” He managed to say.  “I 
can't take you with me.  I have a lot of things to do; a lot of places to go.  I 
have to get back into the fighting.  There's a war, you know.  You need a 
comfortable, safe, place to live; where you can have nice things, decent 
clothes, friends...”

“There's no one on earth that cares anything about me.” Her voice was 
subdued.  She still stared into the fire.

“I care about you.  I care about you a lot.  That's why I want these 
things for you.  If you can't live with your own parents for some reason, I have 
plenty of money to see that you live in a proper place...”

“I don't have any parents, and if you care anything about me you'll 
take me with you.”

He stood staring at her.  “I can't take you with me.  I don't know why 
you think you want to go with me, anyway.  It would be miserable.  I can't live 
like a normal human being.  I have to keep on the go.  I will be in dangerous 
places.  I am on my way right now out to Kansas where I have to take over a 
group of twenty ex-slaves, four deserters from our army and three Union army 
deserters.  They are a desperate bunch.  They would probably do anything to 
get away.  I can't take care of you...but I want you properly cared for.”

She didn't answer.  “Besides,” he laughed “It's hardly proper for a 
young lady to go gallivanting around over the country with a man, all alone. 
Young ladies are supposed to be chaperoned even to go out to play nine-pins 
on the lawn.”

“I'm not playing nine-pins and I don't give a damn what anyone thinks 
of me and I wont go anywhere except with you.”

Her evident misery and his desire to comfort her caused him to go to 
her again.  He sat down beside her where she lay so despondently, and not 
forgetting the small scar left from his last attempt to do so, placed his hand on 
her shoulder.  To his surprise, she didn't attempt to scratch him this time, but 
suddenly turned and wound her arms around his neck.  His mind and his 
emotions were reeling.  He had to call on the chivalry that had been ingrained 
in him.  The memory of his dad's strong features that had always bespoken 
gallantry, nobility, decency, rejection of any weak, or easy way out of a 
problem, won out.  He put his own desperate needs aside and bade himself 
behave in accordance with his own statutes.

It was all he could do to pull her arms away, but suddenly she fell 
backward and rolled over on her stomach, sobbing.  No one had ever put Van 
in so much turmoil in so short a time as this little girl was doing.  He 
marvelled at the ability of a child to constantly keep him stupefied.  She had 
aroused feelings in him that he had never dreamed were a part of his character. 
He had always been able to remain in control of almost every situation.  He 
had trained in that all his life.  But he wasn't sure who he was any more.  He 
wasn't sure whether he was a cad and a weakling for feeling this desire for a 

child, or the man he had always considered himself to be, because he had so 
far, resisted that desire.

“Why do you hate me?” she demanded between sobs.
“I don't hate you! I'm very fond of you.  I care a lot about you.  But I 

thought until now, you hated me.  You've proved it often enough.  Why do you 
think you want to go with me?”

She sat up and looked at him unflinchingly through her tears. 
“Because I love you,” she said.

He wouldn't have believed that he still had the capacity for surprise 
from her, but he was astounded.  It took his breath away.  He couldn't answer 
for a moment.  But control was his forte, so he regained it quickly.  “Love me? 
Yes, you're a lovely child.  I love you, too.  You rightfully should love me,” he 
grinned hopefully, “I probably saved you from a fate worse than death.” He 
turned away and busied himself with the fire.  “Love is a fine thing.  People 
should love each other more.  I know you're a lonely child, without parents 
and...”

Her voice was scathing again.  “I'm not a child! I'm a grown woman. 
I've had dozens of beau before.  They wouldn't have pushed me 
away...wouldn't have...”

It struck him how cruel he had been.  She had told him she loved him 
in all sincerity, and he had practically scoffed at her.  He was deeply sorry.  He 
didn't know how to correct it.  He heard himself saying, “All right, Laura, I'll 
make you a deal.  I have to go back to Ashland.  I have to take this money 
back to Maggie.  She's the beautiful woman who got in to talk to you and told 
me about you.  I have a few more things to do while I am there.  I don't want 
you to be seen in those parts, so if you will agree to stay with some very good 
friends of mine, a German family by the name of Schultz, until I get back, I'll 
take you with me...just for a while.  Actually, I meant to stop off to see some 
other old friends of mine, in Eastern Kentucky, but now that will have to wait 
until I make this trip back to Ashland.  When I return I'll pick you up and we'll 
go on.  You can meet Wally and Sylvia.  They'll love having you.” “That will 
be an answer until we can find a better one,” Van was thinking.  “I can leave 
her there for a while.  They aren't far from where Maib and I will be working.”

“You wont come back!” she sounded accusing.
“What do you mean?” he asked, trying to look annoyed.  “Of course 

I'll come back! I have to come by this way, anyhow, to go to Wally's.  I'll stop 
by for you as soon as I can wind up my affairs in Ashland.”

“How long?”
“Oh, I'd say about three days each way, and allow two days there. 

That should do it.”
She looked as if she were weighing his words.  “All right.  I'll have to 

trust you.”
“Hell or high water couldn't keep me away,” he muttered, but he 

hadn't intended for her to hear him.
“What if that big gorilla, as you call him, kills you?”



“That big gorilla isn't going to get a chance to kill me.” He sounded 
matter-of-fact, “but don't be surprised if I come back with his scalp hanging on 
my belt.”

That night they camped in a little valley, where the grass was rich and 
the trees were tall.  Laura was in better spirits than Van had ever seen her.  She 
was even talkative.  After they had eaten a satisfying meal of sow-belly, beans, 
cornered, and coffee, along with a few dried fruits, Van lay down with his head 
against a log.  He sighed contentedly.

Laura looked at him.  She sat down so near that he was breathless for 
a moment.  “Why don't you tell me a tale?” she asked.

He raised up and looked at her.  “A tale,” he laughed, “what do you 
mean?”

“Well,” she said in that derisive tone he was becoming accustomed to 
expect.  “You think I'm a child.  Children like tales.  My father used to tell me 
a tale every night.  I expect you'd call them 'stories.'    That sounds more 
highfalutin, like you're used to...but to us a story was what you call a lie.  My 
mother would never let us say that anyone had lied to us.  We had to say 
'Bennie told a story,' or whoever it was that told the whopper.  To say that 
someone had lied was unladylike.  Oh yes, we had rules of behavior just as 
your kind do.  We had very strict rules about behavior.  You were considered 
crude if you used the word 'lie,' when you meant a story.”

Van scooted up higher, put his hands up behind his head and 
pretended to try to look solemn.  A look that easily betrayed his inner 
amusement.  “What would you like this tale to be about, little missie?”

“I'd like it to be about you,” she said without hesitation.
“About me! There's nothing to tell about me.”
“Oh, there must be.  Didn't you ever go galloping off on a white steed 

to rescue a damsel in distress?” Her voice was still derisive.
“Only you,” He laughed, watching her closely.  “You know, as it 

happened, I was riding a white horse the night I heard about you.  He is the 
most beautiful horse you ever saw.  I trained him.  He'll come when I whistle, 
stand all day, if necessary, without being tied.  He'll even lie down and be quiet 
when I give the order.  That comes in handy when I want to keep out of sight 
of the Yanks.  I love that horse.  Some day, I'll go back and find him.  Oh, I 
think I can.” He added when she looked skeptical.  He'll wonder around 
through those same hills where he was born.  No one else can catch him, and if 
they did, he wont let anyone else ride him.”

“I'm sorry,” she said pensively.
“Oh, come now.  Nothing to be sorry about...I'm not.”
“I didn't want you to lose your horse on account of me.”
“It's been worth it,” he grinned.
She didn't respond, but sat looking down so he couldn't see her face. 

He had never given up trying to read her face, though he didn't believe he 
would ever succeed.

After a while she said, “What I mean is did you ever have a woman. 
Have you ever been in love?”

“Yes,” he said, surprised that he was willing to talk openly about 
Sylvia.  “One time I thought I couldn't live without a certain woman.” He 
looked at her, but she only looked back, waiting.

“She was very pretty and sweet.  I saw her across the dance-floor and 
thought I'd found my soul-mate.  I thought she loved me.”

“What happened?”
Van looked up and found that he suddenly felt like grinning.  “She up 

and married my best friend.  In fact,” he continued when she didn't offer any 
response, “They're the Wally and Sylvia I want to see, on my way to Kansas.  I 
expect to be greeted as an
old friend, and to feel just that way, too.  I am eager to see them both.  That's 
where I was headed when I got side-tracked by a little green-eyed monster that 
was caught in a spider's web.  I had to rescue the little green-eyed monster, 
even though I didn't get to ride away with her on a white steed.” Van caught a 
glimpse of tears as she jumped up and whirled around to begin spreading her 
bed-blanket.  As usual, he was dismayed, but couldn't fathom what had caused 
her distress.

“I'll be thinking of him, while he will be dreaming of his Sylvia!” she 
was thinking, angry with herself and with him.

“I will have to stop and get a few dresses, and certainly another boy's 
outfit for her.” Van was thinking.  She will have to wear dresses at the Shultz's, 
and if she has another boy's outfit, she wont have to go half-naked while she 
washes out her clothes.  I never saw anyone so eager to wash clothes as she is. 
She even insists on washing my shirts and underthings, and sox.”

After the decision was made that Laura would stay with Van's German 
friends until he could get back from Ashland, they made good time.  Van 
worried about how Laura would behave with this very conscientious family. 
There was no swearing in their circle.  If Laura burst out with one of her 
tirades, what would they do? He knew that out of their friendship for him, they 
would not make a fuss about anything Laura did, but he didn't want them 
embarrassed.

When they rode up into the yard of the sprawling Shultz home, they 
were greeted by dogs barking, children screaming, a donkey braying, the 
screech of a peacock, and turkeys gobbling.  The parents appeared on the big, 
shaded porch.  As soon as they saw it was Van, they ran down the steps and up 
to the approaching horses.

The dogs had stopped at an imaginary line, beyond which they had 
learned they were not to go, when visitors arrived.  They were twisting, 
wagging their tails, and nipping at each other in their excitement.  The 
children, too, had quieted down.  They knew exactly what they would be 
expected to do, just as the    dogs did.  They stood in line, awaiting their turn to 
greet Van, and to be introduced to his guest.

A girl about fifteen years old, broke ranks and walked up to Laura's 
horse, smiling.  Laura smiled back.  The girl spoke in German.  “My name is 
Frieda,” she said.  “Will you get down from your horse and come into the 
house?”



Laura didn't understand a word the other girl had said, except she 
knew that “Frieda” was a name and assumed it was the name of the girl 
speaking to her.  She also could deduct from Frieda's gestures that she had 
invited her to get off her horse.  She dismounted and pointing to herself, said 
“Laura.” A boy about twelve years old, took the reins from her hands.  Frieda 
told Laura that this boy's name was Joseph.  With a broad smile he led her 
horse away.  She thanked him in English, and he responded with a nod, a smile 
and a few words in German.

Van was busy shaking hands with Mr.  Shultz, hugging Mrs.  Shultz, 
greeting the children and trying to answer all their questions at once. 
However, he was not too busy to take note of what was going on with Laura. 
He didn't speak German fluently, but adequately to converse with these old 
friends.

He heard Frieda repeat the name “Laura,” and then introduce each of 
the other children Thomas, Bertha, Annie, Dean, and Herman.

Frieda led Laura toward the porch.  Van could hear them speaking and 
trying to interpret and understand what each other was saying.  He heard them 
giggling and decided all was well for the moment.  The boy had taken Van's 
horse too, to put up and feed in the stable.  The Schultz's and Van started 
automatically for the house.

The children were all eager to talk to Van, but even more interested in 
Laura.  Occasionally, Van would stop and interpret something for Laura, or 
interpret something Laura said, to Frieda and the others.  They all were greatly 
amused.  He saw Frieda take Laura's hand then, and leading her from object to 
object, repeat in German, the names of each thing.      Laura listened carefully, 
repeated the name of each item several times.  “Hell,” Van was thinking to 
himself, not missing anything his guests were saying, “by the time I get back, 
she'll know the whole damn language! What a scholar.  She has to get into a 
good school, somewhere.”

Van had begun to believe Laura would behave civilly.  He rode away 
next day with mixed feelings.  His loneliness was oppressive.  He felt, 
however, that Laura would be happy with this congenial family.  He hoped she 
would refrain from the cursing at which she was so apt.  This family would be 
horrified to hear a woman use such language.

They were very modest, with high moral standards, and religious 
ethics.  That did not exclude, of course, the men's using words that would have 
been considered out of the question for their women.  This same standard was 
shared by his own people, so Van didn't give it a second thought.

In the morning Van before anyone else awoke--without saying 
goodbye to Laura, Van would set out for Ashland.
 

 

CHAPTER 12 

Van was used to being lonely.  He decided all was as well as it could 
be.  He pulled his hat down over his eyes and slouched in his saddle, as was his 
wont when travelling long distances--when it appeared safe to do so.  He 
allowed his horse to choose his own pace; a swinging gait he could keep all 
day if necessary.  Van hardly stopped for meals during the day.  He was more 
interested in his mount having his quick feed of oats, and his fill of water.  He 
sometimes chewed on a piece of stringy beef jerkey, or a piece of hardtack. 
Sometimes he dozed, dreaming.  At night he gauged his mount's fatigue and 
stopped before it was too telling.  He tethered the horse for maximum grazing, 
tended to his own needs and fell promptly to sleep.

He began to reminisce about his days as a raider.  He knew he had 
done a good job of running down spies from the North--or what was worse, 
spies from his own side of the lines; his own supposed compatriots.  He had 
had to play a subtle game .   In the capacity as a raider, he could make forays 
across the lines and everyone who knew him supposed that this was his whole 
assignment.  So far, there had seemed to be no suspicion of his more devious 
work.  That made it easier and safer.  It was not easy nor safe in any event.  He 
needed all the luck he could make for himself.

Van had interrupted transportation of Union goods and troops, cut 
hundreds of telegraph wires, removed railroad tracks and managed to make off 
with carloads of supplies that had been meant for the Yankee boys.  He had 
taken wagon-trains of ammunition, foodstuffs and medical supplies.  His 
spying fitted in well with this work.  He always wore civilian clothes, and he 
was hardly ever suspected, when he rode wherever he chose on the Federal 
side of the lines.  After all, there were numerous farmers, and other civilians, 
traders, business men, repair men and so forth, all of whom could not be 
questioned about their loyalties.  This fact enabled him to make his raids 
almost without interference.  He was subtle and careful, however, in his efforts 
to obtain badly needed supplies for the men fighting for the South, and badly 
needed information concerning what the Union Armies were about.

Everyone knew of the negligence and inefficiency of their own army 
in regard to getting supplies to where they were most needed at the right time. 
Most everyone knew that besides negligence, lack of transportation facilities, 
shortages of food and able workmen, there was also a lack of trained 
manufacturers in the South.  Venality, greed, and corruption, played a great 
part in defeating the purpose of keeping the fighting boys supplied with the 
requirements for fighting a war.

The railroad tracks in the South, were of different gauges.  This 
proved to be a real hindrance.  No one had considered it important to 
standardize the tracks of the different railroads.  Now, that stupidity was very 
apparent, and there were no extra men or materials to right the problem. 
When the quartermaster corps managed to raid the farms, robbing their own 



citizens of hard-earned and badly needed foods, those supplies would most 
often have to be side-tracked until they could be loaded onto another train on 
another track with a different rail-gauge.  If they ever got transferred at all, 
they were usually so mildewed, or rotten that they were useless.  A large 
number of the able-bodied fighting men were brought down by the poisons 
accumulated in these rotting foods.

Very often the healthy, young men who had gone to battle so eagerly 
decided that their country had abandoned them.  Their good natures and faith 
were tried.  They deserted.

Van had taken it upon himself to see that all he seized was delivered 
into the hands of those who most needed it, where the army had seemed to 
forget about them.  There was great rejoicing on the part of the fighting boys, 
on those occasions, but they all knew that at best, it was very little compared to 
the abysmal needs that were not being filled.

General Johnston had direct orders from President Jefferson, to take a 
few chosen officers into his confidence.  He advised them that this man was to 
have privileges not usually granted.  Johnston was one of the very few who 
knew that Van had been pardoned by President Davis, of any guilt that might 
have been attached to his name in the death of Weldon Balcom.

While Van was pleased to be pardoned, he knew that one person who 
did not know of that pardon, was Sheriff Balcom.  It had to remain that way 
until the war was over, in order not to arouse suspicions that might endanger 
Van's life more than the Sheriff's determination to have him hanged. 
Consequently, he would be a hunted man until he could be vindicated in some 
way--which wasn't likely as long as the present sheriff of Caroll  County lived 
and burned with hatred.

When it came to spying, one of the best sources of information was 
the bordellos.  Van could talk with the girls in these places without 
jeopardizing his or their safety.  Quite often the girls had visitors from the 
North.  The officers knew the consequences if they were suspected or 
discovered by their superiors.  The madams and the girls knew that 
secretiveness was a necessity for their businesses to thrive, so few men from 
the North were discovered.

Van had taken pains to search out the most intelligent and most 
popular girls.  From these he had selected out a few that he trusted.  They were 
then informed of what he wanted them to learn from the Union men.  The girls 
enjoyed doing something for the South.  Most of them were clever and 
courageous.  They were paid well for any information they got.  Some had 
even gone across the lines and plied their trade to bring back information.

One girl, Dolores, had gone across the lines and spent several weeks 
in Hooker's camp.  She laughingly told Van that it was not hard to get 
information from the officers who spent so much time back with the 
“followers.”

There were hundreds of black men who had been freed from their 
masters, now following in the wake of the Northern armies.  A lot of them had 
joined in the fighting, but hundreds more simply followed along behind the 

armies, with whites who had found that they had no other way to get food or 
shelter.  Their homes had been burned and their properties confiscated.  There 
were dozens of girls, black and white, there, to sell their bodies, the only way 
they knew to insure that they had food, and the other necessities of life.  Since 
it was no secret that Hooker himself visited these girls as often as he could, 
they had begun to be known as “Hookers.” This was amusing, and that 
cognomen spread rapidly.  Girls everywhere, North and South, who 
participated in this trade were called hookers.

This is when Van had first met Maggie.  Maggie was subtle, good at 
tableau.  She had obtained some helpful information for Van.  After he became 
acquainted with her, Van had become interested in her as a person.  She was 
honest,    intelligent, straightforward, loyal and sensitive.  He considered her 
one of his best friends.  He felt even closer to her after having heard her story. 
“God, the things that happen to people!” He marvelled again that his own life 
had been so good--up until Sylvia had married Wally, anyway.  “Well,” he 
thought, “even that hurt has finally faded away.” His life had become 
interesting once more; adventurous, full, if at times, dangerous.

“Just as soon as I get back, pick up Laura, get over to see Wally and 
Sylvia, get that business in Kansas taken care of, and talk Laura into going to 
school, I'll be on my way back to the front.”

As he rode throughout the long days, he began to think of his 
childhood.  He had been a happy child.  He thought his parents were the most 
wonderful people in the world.  They had performed miracles, it seemed to 
him.  He remembered the fascinating stories they had told him about his 
ancestors and about themselves.  “I'd like to hear how old Uncle Vincent is,” 
he mused.     “He, like my dad, is an outstanding man.  Few people would have 
taken their lives into their own hands with the courage and convictions he has. 
The repercussions of that, which would have ruined the lives of most people, 
only amuses Uncle Vincent.”

 

CHAPTER 13-July 20, 1834

Hayden Walling was an impressive figure as he walked down the 
boardwalk in the little town of Chicago.  He was dressed fashionably, in warm, 
subdued colors.  He was a big man who wore clothes well.  He was straight, 
carrying himself with a proud bearing.  He swung his gold-headed cane along 
in a small elliptical circle, as befitted a man of his stature.  He always had a 
rather dour look, as also befitted a man of his stature.     He recognized a figure 



approaching down the boardwalk.  He turned a little, toward the small, black, 
man walking a few paces behind him.  “Run along home, Drake.  Tell Mrs. 
Walling I will be a little late for dinner.” Drake hesitated as if wondering 
whether or not his charge would be safe alone.  Hayden swung the cane 
slightly at him and ordered in a sterner voice, “go along now.  I'll be there 
presently.  I have a little matter of some papers to sign.  You can tell Miz 
Harriet that.” He turned and continued on down the walk at his usual, slow, 
measured pace.

He was aware that Thomas, his old friend, had witnessed the scene, 
just enacted there on the boardwalk.  It irritated him.  He didn't really have 
anything against Thomas.  In fact, even though he didn't agree with Thomas' 
views on many things, he knew he had never known a finer man.  Thomas 
Sumner came more nearly living up to the principles he believed in, than any 
other man Hayden knew.  His principles, Hayden knew, were a major concern 
to Thomas, and they had become a major concern to Hayden, too, lately. 
Especially, this Quaker's belief that slavery was a sin against man and God.

Hayden knew he would be accosted and that he would have to try not 
so show his irritation, as Thomas told him what was right and what was wrong. 
He nodded stiffly as Thomas approached him.  
      Hayden admired Thomas for many things.  He considered many of the 
man's Quaker tenets very worthy.  He thought, however, that the way the man 
dressed was a bit silly.  The loose coat and tricorn hat looked more like a 
costume than a method of street dress.

Thomas smiled and extended his hand, “Mr.  Walling...  Hayden,” he 
said in a more enthusiastic manner than Hayden considered appropriate on the 
street.  “How art thou, neighbor?” He shook Hayden's hand vigorously, 
unabashed by that disapproving look.  The famous Mr.  Walling always 
exhibited that uncongenial look.  However, his handclasp was friendly enough. 
“I've been well.  And how are you, Thomas?”

God keepeth my body strong, for which I thank Him,” Thomas 
answered, “but my heart remaineth sick.  Even with the strength which the 
Lord giveth, I cannot keep up with His work; the work,” he continued as 
Hayden did not deign to answer him, “of helping the poor souls that come to 
me in the night...on the stormiest nights and cold; those that come to me 
frightened, hungry, lonely, and homesick.”

“You are still determined to break the law, Thomas?” Hayden's voice 
was disdainful.

Thomas continued in his quaker dialect, “There are higher laws than 
those man makes.” I do not like breaking the law of my country, Friend, but I 
must abide by that higher law which says that no man should be in bondage to 
another.  My friend, I cannot believe that a fine man like thou art can believe it 
is right to turn away those who come seeking their rightful freedom.  Men, 
women, and little children who have struggled against all odds to get to an 
unknown land where everything is strange to them, because they so much want 
freedom; that which is rightfully theirs by God's own laws.

“I simply do not believe as you do, Thomas.” Hayden's voice was a 
little less contemptuous, more condescending.  He looked away into the 
distance.  “I believe in the Constitution of the United States of America. 
According to that precious paper,     it is unlawful for any man to aid a slave 
who has run away from his rightful owner.  Slaves are, as you know, the lawful 
property of their masters.  They have no right to run away and seek what they 
think might be a better way of life in faraway lands of which they know 
nothing.  They are not suited to make their own way, nor are those from the 
South suited to the Northern climates.  They are taken care of in their homes. 
They are safe.  They have food, clothing, a roof over their heads, and plenty of 
time for their type of recreation...”

“Yes, friend Hayden,” Thomas sighed.  “I will have to admit that thou 
art right.  They have food, clothing, and a roof over their heads.  What more 
could anyone really want? Of course, their food consists mostly of the 
discarded guts of the animals the owners keep for their own tables.  Their 
clothing is issued once a year.  When that is gone, their children go naked, and 
the adults are in rags.  Their crowded shacks are cold in winter, stifling in 
summer; dark, dusty, or muddy, always.  They sleep on the floor, sometimes 
ten in an eight by eight castle, on straw and rags filled with lice...if they are 
lucky enough to have the straw and the rags.” He pretended not to notice the 
look of disgust on his friends face.  He well knew that the word he had used, 
“guts,” would be considered uncouth, to say the least.  “They have their friends 
and relatives; when their dear ones haven't been sold, or maimed, or worked to 
death, or even killed by irate owners, who want more and more work out of 
them to enrich themselves.

“In many cases, children are forced at thirteen or fourteen, or even 
younger, to accept the sexual partners of their masters' choosing.  Even those 
who are married, have to accept this same indignity.  After all, Mr.  Walling, 
friend, a large part of the profits from slavery is from selling the increase, and 
that increase brings a better price if sired by a white man.  This is very 
convenient for the overseers and the masters.  They can enjoy all the evil they 
like without any compunction, as their churches do not object to this vile act. 
Good, Godly, justified citizens, dost thou not think? They wouldn't break the 
law, as I do.  They go to their churches on Sundays, pray before meals, give to 
charities.  They donate generously to their churches, too, and invite their 
preachers home to eat chicken on Sundays...fine dinners their slaves have 
prepared for them.  These fine people can listen happily to their preachers tell 
them that God meant for one group of men to be servants of another, and that 
those servants must be punished when they misbehave that the Bible says so.

“Oh, there are some,” Thomas went on, ignoring the fact that Hayden 
was trying to make his getaway, “who dare to preach the truth, but these honest 
preachers, bless them, do not get many disciples.  The Southern slave-holders 
do not want to be disturbed by the truth or their consciences; by the urging of 
dignity and decency.  No, they only want to be exonerated.     Their greed has 
swallowed all their finer qualities and made them inhuman.”



Hayden wanted to walk away without answering, but he was a 
gentleman and Thomas was a friend.  He had been in the home of the Wallings 
many times.  He could not be dismissed without some show of respect.

Mr.  Walling's exasperation sounded in his voice.  “I respect your right 
to think and speak whatsoever you will, Thomas, but you must also respect my 
right to think differently.  I still say that you are seeing only the few instances 
of injustice, which occur in every strata of life.  You have not taken into 
consideration that the blacks are not morally on the same standards as the 
white people.  They are not intelligent enough to make good decisions for 
themselves.  They would make an awful chaos of their lives if they were free 
to do as they see fit...not to mention the chaos they would make of the lives of 
the rest of us.  They could never survive on their own.  They are for the most 
part treated fairly.  They were created to perform menial duties for those more 
fit to make social and political decisions.  That is obvious.  They are much 
better off as they are.  Leave it alone,    Thomas.  They, and we, too, will fare 
better.”

“In all due respect, friend, I shall never cease to fight for the rights of 
these people for their freedom.  Yes, you have the right to state your opinion, 
but friend, you consistently refuse to admit the truth.  Thousands of freed 
slaves re-located in the North, are doing well.  You have heard of Benjamin 
Banneker.  No one could deny that he is a genius.  And there were many more 
Gustavus Vassa, Phillis Wheatley, Jupiter Hammon, and many others who have 
proven that they art far more intelligent than you are, or I, or most of the other 
white people who think of themselves so highly.

“I have heard you say often enough that they are not capable of as 
deep feelings as is the white man.  That is an abject absurdity.  The mothers, 
even of those half-white children, born of the men they fear and hate, protect 
those children with their lives.  Isn't that a lot more than the fathers do? Who 
shows the most depth of feeling in that case? Thou knowest as well as I do that 
it is not uncommon for fathers to sell their own children for as much profit as 
they can get.  Could anything be more heinous than that?”

Hayden smiled indulgently.  “You make the slaves out to be some 
kind of Gods, above the white people.”

“No,” Thomas sounded sad.  “They are not Gods...nor are they devils, 
nor are they different in any way from their white brethern, other than the color 
of their skin.  There are the weak, the ignorant, the criminal types, just as there 
are among whites anywhere.”

Hayden was trying to wish Thomas away.  He didn't want to listen to 
all this senseless rambling.  He didn't want to be reminded of some of the 
things he had seen when he visited the South.  He had, for instance, never 
forgotten that beautiful girl, with the delicate, tawny, skin and the frightened, 
doe-
 like eyes.  She was probably fourteen and had a figure of which a goddess 
could boast.  She had been sold to the highest bidder on the auction block.  The 
disturbing thing which Thomas   had said about those slaves sired by white 
men, being worth more to their owners, kept prodding at his mind.  Money was 

obviously no object to the lust-crazed bidders.  She was sold for an exorbitant 
sum and led away--in chains.

Also, he had seen a father and mother sold separately and their 
children to others.  Their cries and pleas were ignored or silenced with the 
whip.  He had heard it said that their moans and cries were ploys for sympathy. 
He had allowed that to allay his emotions.  “After all,” he had continued to tell 
himself, “these unlearned savages could not possibly feel the pangs of 
bereavement as the more refined people do.” He had left and gone to a tavern 
to forget about the whole unpleasant experience.  It was not his business.  The 
owners of these slaves had the right by law to dispose of their property in any 
way they saw fit.  The sellers were all good, law-abiding citizens; Christian 
men.  They would not do anything that was truly unjust.  They were 
thoughtful, kind men.  He did not need to wrestle with his conscience. 
Unpleasant things occurred in the lives of all people.

 

CHAPTER 14 

“Oh, well, Hell, Thomas, I'll donate another thousand to your cause. 
Not because I believe in what you're doing.  I don't.  I should turn you in...but I 
do value our friendship.  I even admire your determination, even though it is 
for the wrong cause.  So, let this be a little token of my esteem.”

“Wilt thou not come to the meeting tonight?” Thomas seemed 
unimpressed.  with either the compliments, or the generous donation; quite a 
concession for a man who owned five slaves.

“No, I certainly will not go to the meeting tonight...or any other time! 
As I said, I don't believe in what you're doing.  It causes dissension between 
the states.  It could eventually cause serious trouble if it continues.  I don't 
know why I have agreed to help you again.  You are breaking the law of our 
country, in which I believe.”

“Dost thou believe, also, that it is not against a higher law, the law of 
our God, to sell a young girl away from her mother when it is breaking both 
their hearts?”

Hayden's eyes snapped.  He looked surprised and angry.  “What are 
you talking about!” he demanded.

“Dost thou deny that you have made arrangements to sell Blossom to 
a man from the South, away from her mother?”

“No I shan't deny it! I am not a liar! How the hell did you get that 
information? It's my business, you know.  They are my property.  I shall do 
whatsoever I choose with them! It is none of your business.  I will not be 



interfered with.  Your beliefs and interference are offensive to me.  You are 
supposed to be a friend, yet you imply that I am not a man of honor.  That 
would once have been reason for...I want to hear no more about this!”

“Thou knowest I will not allow this sale to take place, if I can help it, 
my friend.  I will be truthful with you, then.  Your property, your slaves, Dahlia 
and her daughter, Blossom, are safely over the line into Canada.”

Thomas thought Hayden was going to hit him.  He saw the violent 
leap of anger in the other's eyes.  He knew that it was all the emotionally well-
trained man could do to restrain himself.  Thomas had not flinched.  He felt a 
surge of happiness, as well as sympathy for his old friend.  “I am sorry for you, 
brother Hayden.  Not for the loss of what you think of as your property, but for 
the loss of your dignity, your honor.  Thou hast given over all of your most 
precious assets for the feeling of power and distinction it gives you to possess 
slaves.  It isn't as if thou couldn't afford to pay for the services you need.”

There were so many things the astonished and humiliated Hayden 
wanted to say that none of them were coherent.  He was not used to being 
judged on his honor.  He stared at Thomas.  “You tell me,” he finally managed, 
“that you have stolen from me and you expect to go scot-free? Well, certainly 
you shall not...in spite of our long friendship.  I shall have you arrested.  You 
cannot go about committing crimes and get off without paying for them.  You 
have broken the law and I shall see that you pay the full penalty!”

“Yes,” Thomas answered quietly, I have broken your law, but I have 
kept the law of our God.  I am not ashamed nor am I concerned with that law, 
supposedly of our country, which disregards the rights of all persons to life, 
liberty and the pursuit of happiness.  I love our country and will do all I can to 
enforce the real law.  I have been jailed before, my friend, and many others 
have been jailed, fined, and threatened.  It will not deter us.  I think you know 
that.”

“My people have always been treated well.” “Thou dost not believe 
that, brother Hayden.  You know, of course, that Blossom is with child.  That is 
why you ere selling her.  Who do you suppose the father of her child to be, 
friend Hayden?”

“Yes, I knew she was carrying a child! I do not know who got her 
pregnant, but I do know that when these wenches get to the nubile stage they 
are looking around for anyone they might engage in sexual intercourse.  They 
have no sensibilities, no morals.  They only want to satisfy their desires.”

“Brother Hayden, I am going to tell you who I think is guilty of 
raping Blossom.  Oh, yes, it was rape! Blossom tried in every way she could to 
avoid this fiend.  You must admit, friend, that under the circumstances that was 
an impossible thing to do.  Anyway, she was raped time after time by a man 
who thinks as you do...that she cannot feel pain, humiliation, degradation; that 
because her skin is dark, she has no right to her own body, her privacy, her 
morality, her dignity.  When a man forces a girl to have relations of this type 
with him, when she has no defense against him, it is rape, even if that man is a 
respected, prestigious man of excellent reputation.  Your own brother, 
Hayden.”

“I don't believe it!”    Mr.  Walling was losing his renowned self-
control.  “I'll have you sued for slander! Maynard wouldn't do such a thing! I 
will hear no more abusive talk about myself and my brother.  Step aside, 
Thomas, and I'll be on my way.  But be sure you have not heard the last of this! 
I never realized before what a trouble-maker you are.  I no longer consider you 
my friend!”

Thomas did not move and Hayden found it necessary to walk around 
him.  He seemed to lose a little of his poise in doing so.  After he had gone, 
Thomas moved on down the street.  “I do not believe he means it.  I have 
always thought he was intrinsically fine.  I trust he will not disappoint me.  It 
would be difficult to adjust to having him turn out to be what he exhibits on 
the outside...but it may be so.”

Mr.  Walling did not look quite so dignified as he had when he first 
met Thomas.  He was seething.  “That bastard,” he grated, but he could not 
deny that even angry as he was, there remained a deep, abiding respect for Mr. 
Sumner.  He tried to replace his respect with the contempt he wanted to feel. 
He had to justify his own attitudes about honor.  He was an intelligent man. 
He hated to admit that he was not going to be able to dismiss this whole 
conversation without some soul-searching.  Could he truthfully say he believed 
everything he had said today? He was irritated by that thought and heartily 
wished he had never met Mr.  Sumner, or any of his ilk.

He remembered that he had sworn to have Thomas arrested and 
prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.  “I'll do it!” he said aloud, but he 
knew he would not go to the magistrate's office.  Furious as he was over the 
theft of his slaves, he would take that humiliation rather than go through the 
indignity of having multitudes coming to the aid of his adversary--of being 
scorned and ridiculed by the crowds.

Most people in Chicago, who didn't own slaves themselves, were 
abolitionists.  Although there were a lot of people who were sincere and 
thought the institution of slavery to be unpardonable, there were probably as 
many who had joined the abolitionists merely for the purpose of harassing the 
Southerners, who they felt had become too arrogant, too critical, and 
demanding of advantages from the North.  Hayden believed this fervor for 
abolition was a fad, more than a conviction.  But at the moment, great offense 
was taken toward    the men who were sent North to recover human properties 
for their masters.

It had become almost impossible for these men to get their charges 
out of the area, after they had run them down.  They went to the law offices 
and in most cases were backed up by these institutions.  It didn't do them much 
good.  When they had obtained the needed papers, allowing them the right to 
return with their prey, they usually didn't get far before they were accosted by 
dozens of cat-calling, rock-throwing, men, women and children.  These groups 
usually managed to take away the victims who had cost the owners so much to 
find.  The hunters of these slaves most often went away dejected, even 
bludgeoned, and without their booty.  Being right in the face of such odds, was 
not worth it.



“Of course it wasn't Maynard who forced Blossom, if indeed anyone 
did!     He has a beautiful wife and daughter.  He would not need nor desire the 
body of a simple black girl.  Of course Maynard had visited in Hayden's home 
last August.  Hayden had noticed the unpleasant attitude Blossom and then her 
mother had taken toward Maynard.  Hayden had taken the servants to task for 
this unreasonable behavior toward a visitor in his home.  He had been 
disgusted when Blossom had burst into tears as if there had been anything to 
cause this whimpering.  Both women had become almost defiant toward him. 
He had thought of having them whipped, but he had never had a slave whipped 
before and was reluctant to do so now.  He would not abide insolence, 
however.  If it came to whipping, he would have it done.

He knew that his brother had his own slaves whipped quite often--
both males and females.  “You have to keep them in line,” 
Maynard had explained, “or you'll have them running all over you.”
    “Of course it wasn't Maynard!”, Hayden told himself again, but he was not 
convinced.  “It could have been.” Suddenly all his wrath was directed at his 
brother.  “A man with a lovely wife! A man who is highly regarded by all his 
associates.  A man who stands high in the hierarchy of his community.  A man 
who was instilled all his life with the highest of standards.  A man who holds 
his head up with an air of dignity and walks with an air of pride.” Hayden's 
contempt knew no bounds.

“Is that what I'm doing?” he suddenly asked himself.  “Am I walking 
with my head high, feeling my station in life, upholding my own views, 
without consideration for the truth when it doesn't please me? Do I have no 
consideration for those less fortunate than myself? I've always given great 
sums of money for charities...but did I give it because I gave a damn about the 
people who couldn't take care of themselves, or because I wanted to impress 
the world with the station of the Honorable Mr.  Hayden Walling?”

He came to the conclusion that he had deceived himself about many 
things.  He felt a moment's regret for the predicament of Blossom and her 
mother.  “Am I beginning to be a fool?” He asked himself.  His genuine 
honesty forced him to admit that he was just beginning to see what a fool he 
was.  Was the great admiration he felt for Thomas, which he hadn't been able 
to dispel, because Thomas was right? All these thoughts had hit him with a 
nauseating jolt.  He had to be truthful, whatever the cost, or lay down his 
respect for himself.  He turned and slowly retraced his steps.  His heart was 
heavy.

At home his wonderful wife and two little sons were waiting for him. 
Hayden had tried never to show the effect it had on him to look upon his 
deformed son.  Every time he saw his son walk across the floor, he flinched. 
Little Vincent, who dragged his heavy, malformed foot every step, was a great 
joy and at the same time, a deep sadness, to Mr.  Walling.  Hayden had always 
been kind and patient and cheerful with this son.  He loved the boy so much 
that he wondered why he had never been able to adjust to the fact that he 
would never be normal.  He loved Tom, his other son, as much, but in an 

entirely different way.  This fine, intelligent, handsome boy had been named 
for Hayden's best friend, Thomas Sumner.

 

 CHAPTER 15

Thomas's usually unreadable features showed surprise when Hayden 
walked into the meeting that night with his wife on his arm.  He gained his 
composure immediately and welcomed the pair as if he had fully expected 
them.  “So very glad thou hast chosen to come, friends.” Thomas shook 
Hayden's hand heartily and placed his hand on Harriet's arm affectionately. 
Hayden retained his wonted dour look.  “I've decided to make out 
manumission papers for Gabe, Sill and Drake.” he pretended not to notice 
Thomas's astonished look.  “They may work for me if they choose; for fair 
wages.  If not, they are free to go where they will.  In that case, they will each 
have a fair bonus.  This is true, too, of Dalhia and Blossom.  They will have 
their papers, so that they may come back into the area with impunity.  They, 
too, may have work in my home, if they choose.  I'm a proud man, Thomas, 
and you have lacerated me.  But I am an honest man.  Much as you have hurt 
me, you were right to do so.” Someone was calling Thomas, and he went to 
see what was needed of him.

After making another generous donation, Hayden grasped his wife's 
arm and escaped as quickly as possible.  As Gabe drove them down the street, 
Hayden clung to his wife like a child.  “I'm so glad, Hayden,” she said, “I feel 
as though a great burden, which I didn't recognize, had been lifted off my 
heart.  I think we both always knew it was wrong...but it was so deeply 
ingrained into us from childhood, and so many of our friends insist on the right 
of it, that we couldn't see straight.  I am so happy that we are awakened.  I feel 
as though we are the ones that have been freed.

“May God forgive us,” was all Hayden could manage to say.

It was only a matter of time that Hayden and his wife made 
reparations to their past by becoming involved in the underground railroad.

“We have decided to go back to Boston,” Hayden was soon telling his 
old friend, Thomas Sumner.  “I don't think any of us have ever liked Chicago. 
I think we can do more good there, too.  There are plenty of families left here 
to keep the people moving along a safety route.  There are already houses all 
along the way to Boston, where they can rest and be safe, until they can be sent 
on to us.  My family has holdings in Boston.  It will be easier to see to all the 
businesses from there.  Can you see your way to go back there, too, Thomas? 



We could do better working together, than either of us can alone? Don't you 
feel that Boston is still our home?

“It had not occurred to me.  Yes, I do miss our old home in Boston.  I 
will talk to Velda.”

Now Haydens friend, Thomas Sumner, his wife, and the black man 
recently returned from the South with his family, were the only ones joining 
the Wallings at a meeting held in their home, August, fifth, 1819.  “It is settled 
then,” said Mr.  Walling, “that my son Tom, will go with Riley, to help get 
some other relatives and friends out of Charleston.  When they are safely on 
their way, Tom will go directly to...my brother's home.  He will ingratiate 
himself into the good will of his uncle.  He will then...taking every 
precaution,” Hayden looked at his son with anxiety, “do all he can to denude 
his uncle of his human properties.  We will, of course, be in touch whenever 
we can.  There are people all up and down the line we can trust.  But we must 
not be too trusting!” He looked at Tom again with apprehension.  “We will be 
ready to give assistance in every way we can.  When the fugitives arrive here 
we will have arrangements to get them across into Canada.  We will have 
people ready there to help them obtain land, get jobs, and get settled into the 
neighborhood.  May God help us...and speed you on your way,” This time his 
glance at his son was with actual fear in his eyes.

Tom reflected none of the worry.  He was eager to be off.  He hated 
the idea of slavery with a passion, and would work with that passion to combat 
it.  That was exactly what worried his father.  He was afraid Tom's youthful 
confidence and daring would cause him to lose sight of the caution needed to 
succeed and survive.

Tom didn't throw caution to the winds, however.  He took great 
measures to insure his own safety and the success of the project in every step. 
He knew the lives of others depended on his judgment.  He was exhilarated 
every time he managed to help even one of his uncle's slaves to escape.  Once 
in a while he succeeded in getting a whole family out and safely on their way. 
He didn't allow himself to feel the pride that would have been so satisfying. 
He had never been much of a church-man, but he often found himself praying, 
or humbly thanking God for his success.

He often had to curb his impatience, when it appeared that another 
getaway might be auspicious.  Wisdom, prudence, he knew would be more apt 
to gain his ends.  Difficult as this discipline was at times, Tom enjoyed the 
demanding rules required to accomplish his work--to keep his actions from 
looking suspicious or actually discovered.

Tom studied by the hour the chances of this or that plan, trying to 
detect and rectify every flaw.  There had to be some gamble every time he took 
action.  He had to try to minimize that gamble by thinking of every possibility, 
and planning for any eventuality.

He knew he was doing a good job, but he couldn't allow that 
knowledge to be a factor in his decisions.  He could take into consideration, 
each time, what he had learned in the preceding cases.

He hated the fact that he was living in his uncle's home, while he 
continued to deceive him.  He wanted to make arrangements to move.  This, 
however, could arouse suspicion.  What excuse could he have for wanting to 
move away from the luxury and hospitality of the House of Manford? This 
huge, ostentatious plantation had not been named for a vale or a flower or a 
tree, as so many of them were.  It was merely called “Manford” for the master, 
or “The House of Manford.

Tom had decided on what he thought was a quite good excuse for 
moving out.  He would let it be known that he was looking for a wife.  They 
would all understand that he would want a home to take her to.  He would look 
for a place as far as possible from his uncle's home, that would still allow him 
to continue with his work.  That would be no easy matter.  If he got caught, 
and surely he would some day, he could not escape to some unknown place so 
easily as if he owned nothing.  He would have to give it a great deal of 
thought.

He had never met a woman who had caught his fancy in a way to 
cause him to want to make her his wife, and he didn't expect to at any time 
soon.  He wanted to finish his mission here and return home to Boston, before 
he allowed himself the pleasure of actually trying to seek out someone who 
would fill his dreams of the perfect wife.  He hadn't even visualized what this 
perfect wife would look like, or really even how she would behave.  He only 
felt that he would know her when he met her.

His uncle and aunt were the center of the community as far as social 
life was concerned.  They entertained ostentatiously and far too often to suit 
Tom's practical nature.  A huge ball was planned for the night of the full moon. 
Tom dreaded it.  He didn't like crowds and his uncle's friends seemed 
superficial to him.  In any case, he must be there.  He would behave in the 
manner expected of him.  He wanted nothing more than to please his father's 
brother and his Aunt Elma.

Tom didn't like to dance, but he knew he must.  He must be sure to 
dance with every lady at the ball.  He must be courteous, attentive, just 
flattering enough, and as interesting as possible.  He had always been popular, 
but the thought of that was of no comfort.  His uncle's wife, Elma, introduced 
him to the daughter of a close friend.  He guided her about the floor gracefully, 
trying to appear to be giving her his full attention while his mind was busy on 
other things.

Something pleasurable intruded through his preoccupation.It was a 
sudden whetting of his senses.  A delicate, unique fragrance prevaded, 
caressed, him.  His thoughts were abruptly brought back from their 
wanderings.  It was like being awakened from a sound sleep.  It took him a 
moment to gain his usual equilibrium.  He glanced up.  He saw the lovely 
vision from which the fragrance emanated.

He ushered his partner back to her seat, smiled, bowed, thanked her 
for the dance, barely aware of his actions.  He subtly maneuvered an 
introduction to the girl who had so suddenly gained his attention and asked her 
for the next dance.  She accepted gracefully.  He was afraid she would hear his 



heart pounding.  Holding her in his arms was a more exquisite experience than 
he had ever before enjoyed.

He didn't believe in love at first sight.  It had always sounded quite 
juvenile to him.  He believed in the more orthodox methods of meetings, 
courtship, and contemplated matching of spirits.  He wondered if his beliefs 
had betrayed him.  He wondered if this sudden change in his attitude toward 
love and courtship and marriage was an ordained state of affairs.  He certainly 
felt that his life had been changed, somehow.  This woman was entrancing.  He 
knew he wanted to pursue a courtship with her.

The dance ended.  Tom felt that he needed to know as quickly as 
possible, how she felt about him.  In any case, there would have to be a certain 
long period of courtship, after getting acquainted with her family and obtaining 
their permission to see her.  Tom was delighted, if surprised when Delia 
maneuvered him deftly out to the veranda, where they were alone.  He pulled 
her to him.  “May I kiss you?” He asked.

“No,” she said quietly, “I didn't lead you out here for that 
purpose...not entirely, anyway.  She smiled.  “I am afraid  I have a more 
sinister purpose...for the moment.  My aunt,” she continued, “told me what you 
do.  She has known almost from the first.” She patted Tom's arm, reassuringly 
“She has done all she could to assist you and to cover for you.  But she lives in 
constant fear of your being discovered.  She knows the repercussions would be 
almost unbearable, in that case, probably the least of which there would never 
be any more slaves freed from the famous House of Manford.

“She has found out that Joseph, the one you have been working with 
lately, intends to betray you.  She has a few trusted spies among the slaves. 
When Joseph heard that his master had offered a large sum of money, and 
freedom, to any of the blacks who will tell him who is helping them to escape, 
Joe fell for it, poor fool.  It didn't enter his head that he will never get either. 
The other blacks have beaten him.  They almost killed him.  They have 
chained him and are holding him in the old root cellar.  A thing like that is not 
going to go undiscovered for long.”

She talked as calmly and quietly as if they had been discussing what 
to have for dinner.  He was trying to think just what to say and what action it 
would be best to take, when she continued.  “My aunt says you are not to 
interfere in what the Blacks are doing.  It would only cause an unnecessary 
furor and expose everything.  She said to tell you she would handle that part of 
it...whatever that means.  She said for you to find an urgent reason to leave 
right away.  Oh, she knows you will not give up your work.  She wouldn't want 
you to.  But right now, she knows best.  Will you do it?”

She was closer to him.  The request somehow seemed personal.  It 
pleased him.  “Is that what you think I should do?” His manner was half-
teasing.

“Of course.” She was still matter-of-fact.
“Then I shall,” he said, “on one condition.”
“What is that?” Her lips were very close to his.
“That I can see you, court you, try for this dainty little hand of yours.”

“I wouldn't have dreamed of anything else.” She still sounded almost 
indifferent.

He kissed her then.  After responding slightly, she slapped him.  “That 
was for propriety,” she smiled, “You mustn't take too much for granted.” Then 
she wound her arms around his neck and kissed him soundly.

She started to lead him toward the door and then stopped in her tracks. 
“Why don't we make some plans?”

“Yes, let's.” He was thinking of nothing but to keep her in his 
presence as long as possible.

“You have to get away, and you're going to have to make it look like 
an urgent mission.  Any ideas?”

“The most urgent thing I can think of,” he said, “ is getting your 
promise to marry me, and convincing all your family that I am worthy of 
you...or at least that my intentions are good.”

She laughed lightly.  “That might not be so difficult with some of 
them.  My aunt gave this awful ball and brought me all the way from 
Charleston just to see if I could catch you.”

Tom liked the candid way she had said that.  “Your aunt is a woman 
after my own heart,” he said.

“There aren't too many of us.” For a moment Tom didn't realize that 
she had changed the subject.  “Even my family is divided.  My mother is 
undecided.  Maybe not really about the question, but more about the 
consequences of expressing an unpopular opinion.     My aunt and I are the 
only real believers.  That's part of the reason she sent for me; to help to warn 
you and decide what to do about you.”

“Have you decided what to do about me? I'm sorry if I've developed 
into a problem.”

“Well, you definitely have developed into a problem.”  
  For the first time her attitude was a bit coy.  “And yes, I have decided what to 
do about it.”

“I can't wait to hear your decision.” He wasn't sure he liked the turn of 
the conversation.

“The only thing plausible.  The only thing that might work.  We shall 
elope.”

When he could get his breath, he was sure he was pleased.  He 
wondered if she could possibly be serious.  He wanted to say, and ask, a 
million things.  All he could manage was “When?”

“Now, tonight, of course.” She sounded decisive and sincere.  “You do 
have to get away immediately and under circumstances that will arouse no 
suspicion.  What could be better?”

“What could, indeed?” he muttered, as he followed her back into the 
ballroom.

 



CHAPTER 16

There was some hurried discussion about the man the other slaves 
held prisoner.  Tom knew Elma's decision was right.  She and he and all the 
other slaves would be safer if he left without interfering, but it grated on his 
character to run away when there was a problem.  He wouldn't leave without 
knowing Elma's plan for the prisoner: to decide for himself whether or not 
there was anything further he could do that would not jeapordize Elma and the 
others more than if he simply disappeared.

She would tell the trusted slaves to bring Joe, the culprit, to her.  She 
would frighten him into telling the master a lie about who was whisking his 
slaves off so successfully.  This would prevent his master from being too angry 
and punishing him too severely.  Elma would stress that the simple-minded 
negro had merely been misled.  Manford would be furious, but not as angry as 
he would be if he thought the old slave had backed out of his promise.

Tom believed this plan had a chance of working.  Elma had a good 
deal of influence on her husband's thinking.  She seemed sure this deceit would 
keep all suspicion off Tom.

Tom told Delia of his dream of going to Kentucky some day to settle 
on a plantation.  It would be an ideal place from which to carry on his work--
their work.  There would be gossip and recriminations about the elopement, 
but since Delia and Elma seemed undisturbed about it, Tom surely would not 
worry.

Tom and Delia settled in their new home in Kentucky.   
  They had been enthralled with each other and with life.  Their children never 
tired of hearing the story of their “romantic courtship.” Tom and Delia never 
tired of telling it.  After a decade the wonder of it remained as exquisite as 
ever.  It was with astonishment that Van, their first-born child, learned years 
later, that there had been an episode in his parents lives which had almost rent 
their wonderful marriage into fragments...even before it had got well started.

Tom was so happy that he thought there was nothing under the sun 
that could mar that happiness.  But before they had even reached Kentucky, he 
found himself worried.  He sensed that Delia was not entirely happy.  When he 
asked her about it, she denied that anything was wrong.  She insisted that she 
loved him, and she wasn't the kind to be false.  More and more, though, she 
seemed to resist his fervent need to actuate their oneness.  The rapture of 
possessing this woman was beyond description, but he came to know that she 
did not share his passion.

He was frightened.  He would refrain from all embracing, rather than 
lose her.  She seemed to enjoy his kisses.  She snuggled into his arms happily 
when they sat on the couch before the fire.     She often came to him and put 
her arms around his neck, but when he became a bit ardent, her attitude 
changed.  He wasn't sure what she wanted.  He wanted more than life, to 

please her.  He found himself joining the boys at the taverns more and more 
often.

It wasn't that he wouldn't have enjoyed being with Delia, even without 
touching her, if that was the way it had to be, but he felt her unease with him. 
He could feel that she was uncomfortable with any advances from him.  If he 
refrained from touching her, she would surely wonder why.  In order to give 
her more freedom and himself time to try to discover an answer, he found it 
prudent to spend time elsewhere.  His adoration and respect were not lessened, 
but his uneasiness was acute.  How could he make things perfect as they 
should be? He found an answer in an unexpected and unorthodox way.

In spite of his worries, Tom was ecstatic when he learned Delia was 
with child.  He looked for signs that she was unhappy about it.  He found none. 
She appeared to be as full of joy as he was.  He wondered how he could have 
lived if she had resented the baby.  A little more than a year after they were 
married, a son was born to them.  They named him Hayden Vance Walling. 
Before long, the nickname, Van, was the name he went by.

About a year later, their girl was born.  She was named Marion.  With 
all the extra work, Delia refused to have more than two servants, Marybelle, 
and Marybelle's young daughter, Belle, who took on responsibilities like a 
mature person might have.

Marybelle, a slight, frail looking woman, had been selected very 
carefully.  They had to have someone astute and loyal enough to work with 
them.  She was to be thought of as a slave.  She behaved as one at all times. 
Her daughter was taught to behave as one, and to accept that position as her 
destiny.  She was intelligent and the time would come when she, too, could be 
told how things were.

The three slaves, Mose and Luke and Luke's young nephew, Rowdy 
were given the same instructions.  They had been picked carefully, too.  They 
loved their part in aiding the many runaway slaves that came there for succor, 
encouragement, and physical help in escaping their masters.

Van was just five and his sister nearly four when he was exposed to 
the nature of his mother's character.  He remembered the incident clearly all 
his life.  Of course he was older before he was capable of recognizing the 
significance of his mother's actions on that day.  The whole thing revolved 
around Old Mose.

Van had come to love Uncle Mose almost as much as he loved his 
father.  The black man had spent hours with Van in the saddle with him.  Van 
enjoyed these rides immensely.  When he was old enough, he was set upon the 
saddle by himself, while Uncle Mose led the gentle old mare around the corral. 
Mose watched Van carefully and gave him hints on how to handle a mount. 
Lately, he had ridden his own horse, while Mose rode beside him, gauging 
Van's ability and setting the pace to accommodate his growing skills.

Van had been proud, too, when Uncle Mose had begun the same 
routine with Marion.  “A couple a yeahs, an you two young-uns'll be aridin' all 
ovah dis place.  Yo gonna be good ridahs if Ole Mose know anythin' about it.” 



As far as Van was concerned, Uncle Mose, Luke, Rowdy, Aunt Marybelle, and 
Belle were as much a part of the family as was any other member.

One day, when his dad was away on business, Van was playing under 
the big old oak tree in the front yard.  Six men raced into the yard.  They were 
led by Orville.  Van had known Orville all his life.  Orville spent a great deal 
of time in the Walling's home.  Even at his age, Van sensed some animosity 
between Orville and his parents.  He was too young to be able to recognize it 
for what it was, or to wonder why Orville was always welcome in their home, 
in spite of his parents evident dislike of him.

The men's faces were angry.  They jerked their horses cruelly to a 
standstill.  The horses were rearing, pawing, and whirling in the mud.  Van was 
worried about the lawn old Mose had kept so beautifully groomed.  He thought 
this was a little careless of these men.

It was Orville that shouted, “Tom, Tom, come on out here! We want 
to talk to you!.” All the men were uttering coarse, gutteral noises, incoherent 
to Van.  Van noticed vaguely, how straight they sat in their saddles, how taut 
their muscles looked, how their faces gleamed with some unusual moist 
sensuousness.  Thinking about it years later, it still made him shudder.  Orville 
called again and when no one came out, he began to whip his already frenzied 
horse, cursing and muttering.

The door opened slowly and the little, bent figure of Marybelle 
appeared.  Marybelle was as old as the hills, Van thought, and as calm and 
unyielding.  “Whut you-all want?” she asked quietly.  This seemed to incense 
the men even more.  They looked as if they could hardly contain their 
emotions.  Orville cracked his whip close to Marybelle's head.  Miraculously, 
she seemed hardly to notice.  She didn't even blink, Van thought.

“Listen, you black nigger bitch!” Orville shouted.  “We said we 
wanted to see Tom! Now go fetch him before I flake the nigger skin off your 
back.  Van backed farther around the tree.  He leaned against the treetrunk, 
gasping for breath, then crept back far enough to see what was happening.  He 
knew something unusual and terrible was taking place.  He had never seen men 
behave in this manner before.  He wanted to shout that his father was not at 
home, before the wicked men flayed the black skin off Marybelle's back, but 
he was numb.  He wondered what his father would want him to do.  He 
decided that his father would have said, “Van, wait until you are sure what's 
going on.” So he waited.

Marybelle was speaking.  Van could hardly hear what she said with so 
much stomping, cursing, horses nickering, and the jangling of the bridles and 
spurs.  “Why Massa Tom be away,” she stated.

“What!” someone shouted.  “Where in Hell is he?,” another screamed. 
“You'd better not be lyin' to us, nigger!” Van's mother stepped through the 
door.  She stood erect, her chin high.  Her big, blue-green eyes were blazing. 
A sudden hush descended on the motley group.  “What's the meaning of this?” 
she demanded in a modulated, but indignant voice.  She glanced from one man 
to another, contempt clearly written on her face.  “Oh, pardon us, ma'am,” one 
man said, lifting his hat, attempting a smile.  “We're looking for Tom.”

“Yeah,” another put in, “we have a big problem on our hands, and we 
want to talk to Tom about it.”

“We have a duty to perform,” one explained.
“Yeah, and we want to get on with it!” said another with more 

assurance.
Orville pushed his horse through the milling crowd.  “Look, Delia, I 

didn't want to get you into this.  This is a dirty business, but necessary; man 
business.  We wanted to get Tom to go along with us.  He'd know it was the 
only thing to do...but a woman, well, women can't be expected to understand 
this sort of thing...” his voice trailed away.

No one had any difficulty hearing every word Delia said, even though 
she did not raise her voice.  “On the other hand,Orville, you knew very well 
Tom was not here when you rode into the yard.  You wouldn't have dared ride 
up in this uncivilized manner if you'd thought he was here.  You wouldn't have 
dared set even one foot on that new lawn.” She pointed to the ruined sod, 
“Much less than mill around here, cursing and shouting and speaking to 
Marybelle as you have.  “And yes, I expect it is dirty work, you're up to, and 
that's the reason you came when Tom wasn't here.  You knew he wouldn't 
participate in your ugly business, whatever it is! It doesn't exonerate you one 
iota, to try to pretend that he would have considered what you're planning to 
do.  You know better.  You, Orville! Why can't you learn? Now, get yourselves 
out of here!” She turned slightly and took a long rifle from Marybelle, who had 
unobtrusively brought it out while the conversation was going on.  She lifted 
the heavy weapon and pointed it at Orville's fat middle.

“Wait a minute, Delia! For God's sake put that thing down! We'll go.” 
Orville turned his horse, but called back, “We'll go.  I'll admit Tom is too 
queasy about things like this.  Always was.  But we'll be back for Mose.  No 
nigger is gonna get away with rape while we're alive!” They were all off then, 
in a whirl of mud and sod.

“Mose!” Delia whispered, “Mose.  What are they talking about? 
Moses.  My God, they can't mean that! Van, where are you?    Run to the 
stable.  Tell Luke to saddle horses, quickly!    Marybelle, ride over and get 
Henry...no, that will take too long.  No use to get Jake.  He would side with 
those bastards.   

Marybelle, get some food packed! Get blankets.  I hope it isn't too 
late.  Maybe they've found him and taken him, already.”

Van was frightened.  He wished for his dad.  His mother was 
wonderful and all-knowing, but she was such a delicate little thing--and he'd 
never seen a woman with a gun before.  He lost no time getting to the barn and 
locating Luke, however.  “Saddle two horses.  Quick, mama said,” he gasped. 
Luke brought up the saddled horses.  His mother leaped into the saddle.  She 
and Luke were off, spurs digging into the sides of their startled horses.  Van 
saw Rowdy, Luke's sixteen-year-old nephew run to the porch, then run to the 
stable with a pack and the same long rifle his mother had flourished a few 
minutes ago.  He, too, then rode off hurriedly, bareback and with only a rope 
on the horse's neck, a half-hitch around the nose.



 

CHAPTER 17 

It was long hours before his mother and Luke returned.  Mose wasn't 
with them.  Rowdy hadn't returned.  Van didn't ask any questions, but he 
couldn't eat.  He knew that whatever was happening, it meant Mose was in 
trouble.  They would tell him when the time was right.  He was angry with 
whomever had caused Uncle Mose any trouble.  His aversion toward Orville 
increased.  He didn't go out to play.  He lingered in the kitchen, being careful 
to keep quiet and stay out of the way.  He didn't want Marybelle to order him 
out.  He could feel the tension.  No one seemed to notice him.  Marybelle and 
his mother worked quietly together, saying almost nothing.  His mother's lips 
were set in a grim line.  Marybelle's visage never changed much, whatever 
happened, so he could read nothing there.

The young maid, Belle, came in with her charge, Van's little sister, 
Marion.  Van's mother fell into a chair as if she were very tired.  This was out 
of character.  She usually, walked, sat, stood, like royalty.  His mother had 
taken Marion on  her lap.  She held the baby close, as if for her own comfort. 
Van saw the tears in his mother's eyes.  She reached for Van and pulled him 
into her arms.  He was comforted by her warm, firm embrace.  “Moses is all 
right,” she said, “for the time being.  We managed to find him before they did. 
We took him to...a shelter.  He cannot come back for a long time.  Those men 
wanted to hurt him.  They are...” He saw his mother's jaw tighten.  “Those men 
are evil.  They've made a mistake.” Van looked up to see who she was talking 
to.  He couldn't decide.  “A woman was hurt over at Bidwell's, and they think 
Mose did it.” She suddenly stood up, handed the baby back to the waiting 
slave-girl and pushed Van away.  “Go along now and...” by that time 
Marybelle had taken over.  She herded the children gently outside.

Van lingered at the door.     He didn't think of eavesdropping.  He 
merely wanted to stay near his mother and Marybelle.  He heard his mother 
say with a viciousness he had never heard in her voice before.  “The bastards!”

“Yes Ma'am,” Marybelle answered in her usual uninflected voice.
“Rape!” his mother hissed.
“Yes ma'am.”
“They know as well as we do that it wasn't Mose.”
“Yes Ma'am.”
“It was probably one of them; the bastards.”
“It was one ob them bastahds,” Marybelle's voice intoned.

“When Tom gets back, he'll get to the bottom of it!” his mother's 
voice had a different tone.

“When Massa Tom git back he git to the bottom ob it.” Marybelle 
went about her work as usual.

When Tom arrived next day, Delia told him about the events of the 
day before.  “I think,” she said, “You have done enough for that obnoxious 
cousin of mine.  You've fulfilled your promise to his mother.  I think you 
should forbid him to come here again, ever, for any purpose.”

Tom rubbed the back of his neck and pulled a hand down over his 
chin.  “Delia,” he finally said, “I've wanted to whip the tar out of him dozens 
of times.  He's one of the most trying people I've ever run across.  Yes, he's 
obnoxious...but somehow, I don't feel ready to give up on him.  I can't forget 
the look of his mother, lying there dying, pleading with me to take care of 
Orville.  I promised, but I surely failed to make a man of him.  Maybe nothing 
could have.

“Of course do as you see fit,” Delia said.
“Let's give it a little longer.” He was relieved at her resiliancy.
The girl that was raped didn't die as was expected.  She could not 

identify her attacker, however, or was afraid to.  She did say that he was a 
white man.  “Yes,” Tom said, “I agree that it was one of them.  They thought 
to make a fine scapegoat of Mose.  Tom was more harsh with Orville than he 
had ever been before.  “You ever pull something like that again and I'll make 
you sorry you ever saw the light of day: bringing that bunch of fools here, 
when you knew I was gone, frightening Delia and the others, speaking to 
Marybelle in such a manner.  Watch your step, you dolt!” Orville cringed and 
tried to make excuses.  Tom walked away, leaving him talking.

From the first, Tom and Delia had courted their neighbors.  They had 
one of the finest homes in Kentucky.  They entertained lavishly.  Everyone 
liked them.  People were made to feel at ease and free to drop in at any time. 
Men liked to walk with Tom to check on his Red Durham cattle, and famous 
quarter-horses.  They spent hours just sitting visiting with Tom in his library.

Very soon there were no more popular nor influential people in the 
community than the Wallings.  They were respected and sought after.  Not to 
be seen at a ball given by the Wallings was as to be ostracized.  Delia and Tom 
were very careful not to ever forget to invite everyone who had any status in 
the community.     Neither of them enjoyed entertaining.  They didn't enjoy the 
company of the elite of the area, nor the prestige they had established.  They 
agreed, however, that their work made it imperative that they be thought of as 
paragons of cogeniality.  They needed everyone in the community to enjoy 
being with them; to see them as a family with power and influence.

Tom had made only one enemy--and possibly others who would 
champion Mr.  Balcom.  Even though Mr.  Balcom and his friends were all 
men who were thought of as “the lower class”, and would not be apt to 
influence those who were most important to Tom and Delia in their work, it 
worried Tom.     However he didn't know how he could have taken any other 
action than he had.  As it happened, the man in whom he had raised such 



animosity, Mr.  Balcom, had later become sheriff of Carrol County.  Even 
though Arthur Balcom had been elected sheriff, he was not really well-liked 
anywhere.

It was known that Arthur owned two slaves and that he mistreated 
them badly.  “I suppose it gives him that feeling of power he doesn't really 
have,” Tom had mused.

The men gathered around the tree where the black man was tied, 
hardly looked up when Tom approached.  Tom noticed superficially that all of 
them looked tense.  They were like statues.  What little movement any of them 
made was more like zombies than men.  They looked as if they were 
hypnotized.  Not the big, black man tied to the tree.  The Negro's face was 
alive with agony and fear.  The man whipping him had an ugly distorted smile 
on his face.  It sickened Tom.  Each lash of the whip brought a moaning cry, as 
if there wasn't enough strength left in the black man for a scream.

Tom dismounted, dropped the reins.  He spoke softly to his frightened 
mount, patting his neck.  The horse had seemed as disturbed by the exhibition 
as was Tom.  The men paid no attention to Tom.  He couldn't miss the 
repugnant fact that all the men were in various stages of erotic arousal.  Even 
as he noted this with sick disgust, one man drew out his engorged organ and 
with great shudders, his body curling, his orgasm was a manifestation of the 
rapture the power over others gives a certain breed of men, Tom thought. 
“Making others suffer has always been a compelling proof of power to weak 
men,” he said to himself.

Tom's reaction was not planned.  It was as involuntary as his next 
breath.  He jerked the whip from the hand that wielded it, before he knew what 
he was doing.  He reacted in the same manner, when he whirled away from 
Weldon's ferocious attack.  He saw, as if in a nightmare, the ghastly face of the 
sheriff's son.     It seemed to be floating toward him.  Automatically, without 
even thinking, Tom twisted his body, threw his heavily-booted leg into 
Weldon's knee, and sent him sprawling.  He side-stepped, drawing his revolver, 
as the other men began to recover from their ecstatic entrancement.

The flaccid look on all their faces had disappeared.  Their bodies had 
taken on an entirely different look.  They no longer were eroticized with 
power.  Now they were deflated, humiliated, angry.  “They would like to lynch 
me on the spot.” Tom thought.  “However, they all realize that the 'best' 
families do not approve abject mistreatment of slaves.  They will probably not 
wish to be fitted into the catagory of the less esteemed.  There would definitely 
be a stigma attached to them if word of what had happened here, got out. 
They have to know, too, that it would not be in my best interests to mention 
what I have seen here today.  They will carry their hostility and malice forever, 
but more than likely they will wait for a more opportune time to vent it.”

The men mounted and rode away.  Tom was left with the wounded 
black man.  Tom untied him, put him on his horse and made his way back 
home.  He had the man's wounds administered to, had food prepared for him, 
and put him to bed.  A few days later the man was spirited away to the North, 
where Thomas would see that he got to a safe refuge.

Tom knew he had jeopardized his position as an ardent Southerner 
today.  Punishment of slaves was accepted as the right of the owner.  Most of 
Tom's close friends would not have approved of this kind of whipping of a 
slave, but neither would they have approved of interference such as Tom he 
understood.  “Even though most people who own slaves try to convince the 
general public, especailly the abolitionists, that they do not approve of severe 
punishment for slaves,” Tom was thinking, “it is prevalent enough to account 
for thousands of atrocities each year.”

There were, Tom knew, many owners who would not any more be 
vicious with their slaves than they would with their expensive horses.  It would 
not be to the advantage of the owners of either.     It was true, however, that 
severe punishment for runaways was becoming more frequent, even with the 
most respected families, now that there was so much anti-slavery agitation in 
the North, and so many blacks were being spirited away from their owners.

 

CHAPTER 18

It was Van's birthday.  He was fifteen.  People had been arriving for 
two days, to celebrate, dance, eat, visit, and play together.  It was to be the 
biggest social event of the season.  The older people with children arrived first, 
in their wagons, carriages, buckboards or buggies.  They had bags, hampers of 
foods they had eaten from along the way, gifts, and various and sundry other 
items for the slaves to unload and then help to unpack.  Delia had insisted on 
hiring several more “people,” who were usually available this time of year. 
After the older guests with their children, came the well chaperoned young 
ladies.  Lastly, came the young, unmarried men, galloping in on lathered 
horses on the last day, when the revelry was sure to be in its fullest swing. 
Then all the guile the girls could use, and all the strategy the young men could 
employ, was dedicated to pairing off and getting somewhere alone for a little 
while.

Those of Van's age usually had to travel with their parents.  They 
hated this, but they were not old enough to be allowed to travel alone. 
Sometimes, they could persuade their parents to allow them to ride alone, as 
long as they would keep in sight of their parents wagons.

Van wasn't happy about the birthday party.  Like his parents he didn't 
enjoy crowds of people and merry-making.  Like his father, he was so friendly 
that no one would have guessed he was not enjoying himself.  He realized the 
time and expense his parents had gone to, to put on this three-day party, so he 
made every effort to show the enthusiasm he did not feel.



Wally made it easier.  Van had known Wally all his life.  He loved 
Wally like a brother.  Wally was almost a year younger, but he was more 
daring than was Van in most things.  While van dreaded social events, Wally 
loved them.  He fit in with everyone, it seemed.

When the boys gravitated to the stables, or any likely place where 
they would be undisturbed, Van was ill at ease with their bawdy talk.  Wally's 
attitude was so free and easy, that it bolstered Van's confidence.     He always 
felt comfortable with Wally.  He could talk about things with Wally he would 
have hesitated to mention to anyone else.

Today, when the boys had gathered at their usual rendezvous, the talk, 
as it invariably did, got around to girls.  Van was uncomfortable, and was glad 
when he could get away.  He and Wally found an opportunity to be alone. 
They ran to the river.  They sat down on a half-rotton log.  The things Wally 
confided were pretty convincing.  Van was shaken.  He couldn't deny the 
delight he felt, and the excitement on occasions when he had been so erotically 
aroused by the sight of Sarah's big breasts, and the thought of actually 
possessing her, but he couldn't deny, either, the feelings of sadness, the 
aversion, the undefinable emotions.  What Wally told Van he had done, 
disturbed Van, even though he knew that most men took no exception to 
behaving in this way with what they called a “loose” woman.

He had heard Orville talking with his dad one day.  He, too, had been 
talking about Sarah.  He had laughed in his raucous way.  “There's a nice little 
piece of tail, Tom.  The way she flaunts it around nobody could blame a man if 
he caught her out in the dark one night...hey, could he, Tom? Nobody'd blame 
a man.  Hey, Tom?” The way she flits that little tail around ain't she askin' fer 
it?”

His dad hadn't answered and Orville's voice had lost some of its 
bluster.  He went on, however, speaking in less certain terms.  Finally, Van 
heard his dad answer.  “Are you figuring on trying it, Orville?” His usually 
controlled voice carried a vague threat.  If Orville had answered, Van hadn't 
heard him.  He wondered if the old lecher had ever carried out his implied 
intentions.

Van got around to the talk he had been wanting to have with his dad. 
As he had expected, his dad made it easy for him.  Van didn't know just how 
that had been accomplished, but he was relieved.  After a while, his dad had 
said, “Don't ever be ashamed of your feelings...or the tendencies of your body, 
son.  Your feelings are all an honest part of you.  God made you the way you 
are.  It's what you do about those feelings that makes up your character.  There 
are a lot of different opinions even about that.  Probably no one is wise enough 
to know, absolutely, which opinions are right.  I have mine and they're pretty 
adamant.  Oh, I'm capable of changing my mind sometimes, but I don't 
consider myself capricious.  I want you to form your own opinion about what's 
right.  Form your own opinion, after assuring yourself that you are being 
honest in your mind.

“Correct opinions and judgments cannot be made if they are allowed 
to be influenced by prejudices, desires, and emotional motivations.  Then, 
whatever that decision is, don't allow yourself to be swayed from living by it.”

He stuffed tobacco into his old pipe and drew on it, then continued. 
“The preachers will tell you that it is sinful to...well, to even have these 
feelings; that you should deny them, as if you could fool God.  And they will 
tell you that it is a sin to do anything to relieve the demands your body makes, 
naturally, as it was created to do.  I don't happen to believe that way.  You can 
give it some thought and make your own decision.  As long as a man lives by 
his own beliefs; his real, genuine, thought-out, beliefs, I don't think he is 
sinning against man or God.  I think it's always a sin to do anything that hurts 
anyone else.  Even that has to be qualified, as it surely isn't wrong to defend 
your country, or your family, or yourself, against others that would do you 
harm.     In doing those things, one can cause a lot of pain.  You just have to 
use your own best judgment, always.  That's all God or man can expect of you.

Van was vaguely surprised that his dad would refer to God so many 
times in one sincere conversation.  He was not a very religious man, from all 
appearances.

“There's an awful lot of ignorance in the world.  I believe that that in 
itself is the cause of most pain on this old planet; the cruelty, the suffering. 
Find a cure for ignorance and you'll find a cure for most of the tribulations of 
mankind.  You're not ignorant.  You're a fine, smart boy...and I believe you will 
always make good decisions; objective decisions, disregarding your own 
emotions, not bending to superstitions, prejudices, or the desires of your body, 
mind, or heart...where they are not in accord with genuine integrity.  It takes a 
lot of strength, sometimes, to admit that you know what's right when 
something else is heavenly...or even hellishly attractive.  But you aren't 
weakling.  You're a Walling, with the Walling strengths built into you.  You 
have the Randolph's strength, too, from your mother's side.  She's inimitable.  I 
am a lucky man to have her for a wife, and you're a lucky boy to have her for a 
mother.”

This conversation impressed Van indelibly.  Throughout his lifetime, 
he heard again and again, in his mind, the words of his father.  Many times, he 
made decisions he would not otherwise have had the strength to enforce, by 
reiterating his father's advice.

 



CHAPTER 19

Most of the guests had gone, leaving Van with a happiness he felt 
slightly guilty about.  He liked all these people--or most    of them, but he 
didn't have that precious time to himself, that privacy he treasured, when so 
many people were around.  He loved solitude.  He liked time to read his 
father's many books; the great tombs of history, literature, philosophy, the 
Greek myths, the plays by Shakespeare, the political arguments by Plato, 
Aristotle, Hegal and others.  Also, he had read books like “David Copperfield,” 
several times.

He felt personally acquainted with the good old slave, Epictetus.  Van 
felt that he, like Joseph, in the Bible, had outwitted his captors with his 
remarkable insight and ability to twist negative occurances around to his 
benefit.  “I admire him,” Van had said to himself a hundred time, “but I could 
never be that forgiving.  “Vengeance is mine,” he quoted from the Bible, but 
he knew that in some instances he would want, and take revenge, if he could. 
He had never been treated unjustly enough to need any revenge on anyone, but 
he had seen others treated in such a way as to make him wish fervently to take 
vengeance into his own hands.  He had seen his father do so on occasion.

He had bid farewell to most of the guests, trying to remember to say 
to each one that he had enjoyed his or her company, and to thank all of them 
for the various gifts they had brought.  Only a few of the nearest neighbors 
lingered.    

Van thought he could sneak away unnoticed now and relax in his 
father's library.  When he reached the door to that room, he heard voices.  It 
was Orville Bennet talking in his overloud way.  Van couldn't help hearing the 
words.  He didn't like Orville and he believed his dad disliked him heartily, but 
if so he kept this fact well under control.  Van had wondered about this, since 
his dad stated quite frankly, his dislike for  certain  people.   That wasn't very 
many people, but his dad had never tried to hide his feelings about corrupt and 
deceitful men.  So, it seemed strange that he put up with Orville's obvious 
underhandedness and unprincipled behavior.

Orville was greatly amused with himself, as he usually was.  “Now 
the kid's fifteen, we'll have to take him into town for the treatment, hey Tom? 
Hey Tom?” Van could just see that obnoxious smile and that ugly grimace of a 
wink Orville never failed to employ when he was making an audience of 
someone who could hardly evade him.  Van marvelled that anyone could grow 
as old as Orville was, without ever coming to recognize how nauseous was his 
manner.

As usual, Tom was a long time about answering Orville's impetuous 
and absurd questions.  Finally, he said in his quiet way, “Yeah, Orville, I'll see 
to it.” Dense as Orville was, it appeared that he always knew when he had 
pursued any conversation to its limit.  He laughed again and clomped from the 
room.  Van turned away in order not to have to face him, but it was useless. 

“Hey, kid c'mere,” the distasteful voice called.  Van took his time about 
turning, but he would not have thought it proper not to show courtesy toward 
one of his parents guests.  He tried to smile and walked up to the unpleasant 
man.  He observed the damp lips, the watery eyes, sparkling with myrth at his 
own esprit.

“Hey kid,” Van involuntarily shrank from the hand Orville laid on his 
shoulder.  “Hey, boy, you're fifteen now; old enough to be initiated into the 
rites of life.” He laughed gleefully.  Vile breath eminated from his thick, moist 
lips.    

“We're gonna take ye into Kate's place and let ye play around a little 
with the purtties there.  Hey, kid, that's whut a boy your age needs.  Ye gotta 
learn how ta make the women happy.” A bit of spittle dripped down his chin, 
turning Van more nauseous.

Orville continued, his eyes seeming to take on a glazed look.     “Ye 
gotta learn what that little tassle hangin' on ye down there, is fer.” Orville 
walked away, guffawing.  Van shuddered.

He sought refuge in his own room.  He had a few good books stowed 
away in odd places there.  He tried to read, but he couldn't get his mind off the 
things he was feeling.  There was no inkling of the demanding force that had 
overwhelmed him when he had been aroused by Sarah's body.  He felt as if 
nothing on earth could arouse those feelings in him ever again.  He was 
surprised and disappointed, angry, to wake up in the night, his swollen penis 
punching him in the stomach like a broom-handle.

That brought up a question.  Would his dad really take him into town 
to go to Kate's place? What would he do if this happened? Would he enjoy it? 
Would he be frightened.  Would he be able to perform as he was expected to? 
Would the woman laugh at him? The woman...who would select her, and how? 
Would she tease him? Would she be dressed and have to pull her skirts up and 
remove her underclothing as Wally had said Sarah had? Or would she be naked 
and waiting? Would his dad pay her, or would he be expected to? How much? 
When did one pay? What did one do afterward? Did a man just get up, put his 
clothes on and walk away? What did one say? “Thank you?.” “Thank you, 
Ma'am?” Just “Good-bye?”...or merely nothing.  Just walk away.

“Has my dad ever been to one of these places?” he asked himself. 
“Of course not,” his mind answered.  “Why would he ever want to go and lay 
with a whore when he had a woman like Mother?” The thought disturbed him. 
Surely his dad had never done such a thing.  Surely no man would go and pay 
to lie with a cold stranger who sold her body for money, when he could lie 
with a sweet, clean, loving, wife.  Of course he hadn't.  Never! Just men like 
Orville--evil men would think of such a thing.  Then his dad would certainly 
not take him there.  He decided he didn't want to go under any circumstances. 
His dad was just appeasing that old fool of a lecher.  He finally slept again, 
fitfully.

The next morning Van was late for breakfast.  He felt drained.  He 
was usually enthusiastic and up at dawn, so as not to let the day slip away from 
him before he had made full use  of it.  He felt a little guilty.  His dad had 



come into the room where he was bolting down his late biscuits, eggs, and hot 
cocoa.

“Well, son,” his dad smiled, “how are you this fine morning? Do you 
feel any older? You're fifteen now.  Seems impossible.  You're a man.  How 
would you like to go into town with me today? I'd like to have your company. 
I've asked Mose to saddle the horses.  I'd like to leave as soon as you've 
finished here.” He looked at Van a little anxiously, seemed about to say 
something and then evidently changed his mind.  “All right with you, son?” He 
walked away.

It was a beautiful day.  The sky was bright with a few cumulous 
clouds drifting dreamily.  The horses plodded along the dusty road, 
contentedly.  The slight squeek of saddle- leather, the tinkling of the metal on 
the bridles, the smell of horse-flesh, the constant, rythmic, oscillating of the 
horses ears, to and fro, to and fro, the occasional lifting of the horses heads to 
snort the dust out of their nostrils, altogether leant to the serenity.  It was an 
enjoyable experience for Van.  He loved to ride and he especially loved to ride 
with his dad.  His dad seemed a bit preoccupied today,however.  Van kept 
glancing over to see if he could detect any signs of worry in the older man's 
face.

“You know, don't you son,” his dad finally began, “that your mother 
and I have decided to buy land in Texas? I sent out there for information and 
just the other day we got some word back.  We've decided to buy two thousand 
acres in the eastern part.  I've seen that part of the country and I think it's 
grand.  We'll be going mostly into cattle out there.  That's why I've bought up 
the good breeders, when I could.  The land around here is getting worn out.  I 
also think there very well may be a war.  I think we would be safer and better 
off away from here if war comes.

“We'll be kind of pioneering, you know.  We wouldn't have the big, 
nice, house we have here.  Not until we had time to build, anyway.  You know 
that your mother has relatives out there.  the Shannons have lived there since 
around '46.  They live in a beautiful place.  They have a nice home and they 
love that area.  They've had a few incidents with Indians, but nothing very 
radical.” He tamped tobacco into his pipe, and lit up before going on.

“What do you think, son? Would you miss the old place too much? Do 
you think you'd transplant all right? You've lived here all your life, you and 
Marion, and I'd understand if you'd feel a lot of reluctance to be uprooted.  You 
might get homesick in a new place.  Texas is entirely different.  Parts of it up 
there are kind of primitive compared to here.  Things could be rough for a 
while.” He looked anxiously into Van's eyes, puffed on his pipe and asked 
again.  “How would you feel about that, son?”

Van was astounded.  His emotions were roiling again.  The idea of 
living in Texas on a big cattle ranch was exciting.  He didn't know how much 
time it would take to make an adjustment like that.  He couldn't imagine living 
any other way than he had always lived.  One of his first thoughts was would 
Marybelle and the other slaves go along.  They seemed like part of the family 
to him, and he would be very unhappy if they were left behind.  Before he 

could put his thoughts into words, his dad went on.  “Well, you can think on it. 
It would be an adjustment...for all of us.  It would be a great adventure, 
though, wouldn't it? I'm pretty thrilled with the idea.  I worried about your 
mother for a while.  I don't want to put her to any hardship, but she is as eager 
to go as I am.  She has several good reasons for wanting to go.” Tom hesitated. 
“Like Orville?” Van asked before he had thought that that might not be an 
appropriate question.  Tom smiled.     “A little strange, isn't it, that a man like 
Orville, who seems to have no emotions, could make you laugh or cry, feel 
happy or sad, arouse your feelings to their full gamut, with his singing.  I've 
never heard anyone who could mesmerize people with their singing like he 
can...yet I really don't think he knows what an emotion is.” 

“That has puzzled me.” Van said.  After a short interval he continued. 
“Yeah, moving to Texas sounds like a fairy- tale.  Fabulous! I think it'd be a 
great adventure.  I think I'd like it fine.  What does Marion think of it? We'd 
take Moses and the others, wouldn't we? What a caravan we'll make! Will we 
go in covered wagons...and camp every night along the way? I'll miss Wally, 
and some of the others, but then I guess things change in this old world 
whatever you do.  When will we be going? When will we start?”

“Oh, it'll be a little while,” his dad said idly, “We have a lot of things 
to see to here first.  We'll have to sell the old place, buy wagons, get supplies. 
We wont go until after next harvest.  We'll have to weed out the poorest of our 
stock, and decide which to take.  We'll take along brood sows, a few Plymouth-
rock hens, a few good milk-cows, what stock we decide on for beef cattle, and 
of course, all the horses.  You overheard what Orville said to me in the library 
last night, didn't you?” Van was startled by the sudden change of subject.

“Yes, sir.
“What did you think of it?”
Van didn't look up.  He felt his face flushing.  “What did you think of 

it, dad?”
His dad laughed.  “A diplomat in the family.  Answer a question with 

a question.  Well, I don't ever think much of anything Orville says.  I think, in 
any case, you're still too young.  There's lots of time for that sort of thing; in 
case you do decide it suits your fancy.  You don't have to rush into a thing like 
that just because you're fifteen.” After a long silence, his dad continued.  “Of 
course, if you want to go, it is your decision.  In my opinion, which isn't 
infallible, there are those for whom it is far less harmful to visit those places 
than not to.  I think there are circumstances which make it...well maybe not 
right...but the lesser of two evils.  You're grown up now and it's your right to 
make the decision.  I'd not say it's the wrong thing to do.      I    know    how 
one can yearn and burn at your age.  God knows I'm no ascetic.  Self-control is 
one thing, a necessary thing for a man of any honor, but self- denial is another, 
and in some cases, just damn foolishness, as far as I'm concerned.  When the 
ache gets too big, do something about it if you can.  If you can't, be a man 
about it and suffer in silence.  So, what'll it be, Van? Fittin' in all your different 
ideas of integrity, honor, self-discipline, with your needs, what is your best 
decision?”



“I...I don't know, Dad,” Van stuttered, “I...don't want to go...but...”
“But what, son? Out with it.  Hell, boy, this is your old man you're 

talking to.  You can say anything to me...I hope you can.  No cause to be 
embarrassed.  We're all built alike...all of us men.  We all have those same 
hellish and heavenly fires...and believe me, they are heavenly sometimes, and 
hellish at other times.  No one knows that better than your old dad does.”
 

 

CHAPTER 20

“Well, I've heard of men going to those places.  A lot of men.  Do all 
men go there? Is it a way of life? Somehow it seems a little...a little...well, 
wrong, especially for married men.  But they seem to be the ones that go there 
most often.  Why, Dad? It seems deceitful to me; unfair.  Why, when a man has 
a good wife at home to love him, would anyone want to go to a place like 
that?”

“A very good question, son, and good reasoning, too.  I see your 
point.  Well, I'll tell you why I went there.  I had the sweetest wife in the 
world, and I loved her more than a man probably should love a woman.  You'll 
find the Walling's emotions run deep.  You'll probably be the same way.  When 
you pick a woman she'll probably be the only damn woman on earth that you 
will ever give your heart to.  She'll mean your whole soul to  you, and you 
wont be able ever to get along without her.  So, when you've found a woman 
you really want for the rest of your life, be prepared to fight for her if you have 
to.  It will mean that you have given yourself for everlasting and you can't do a 
damn thing to change it.” He puffed on his re-lit pipe, squinting into the 
brightening sun.  “That's the way it was with me and your mother.  But I 
almost lost my lovely little girl.  My life would have been ashes and dust 
without her...but I almost lost her.

“A prostitute showed me how to hold her love.  I have always been 
grateful for that.  There are a lot of different kinds of people in the world, Van. 
Some of them are good and some are evil.  I admire and respect a good 
prostitute.  I don't like a slut.  Maybe its just my wording, but in my mind 
there's a world of difference.  You may have another opinion.  You have every 
right to that.  You have a right to judge me, too, for the things I did.  I don't 
claim to know it all.  Maybe I was wrong.  I'm not afraid of God's punishment 
like the preachers are so fond of warning us about.  I think God's got better 
sense than that.  I think as many prostitutes will go to heaven as will preachers; 
maybe more.” He laughed.  “Of course, I don't suppose they'll be prostitutes 
after they get up there.  They'll probably go through a purifying process, like 

the rest of us will have to do, including all those silly preachers.  Most of them, 
I mean.  I've known a few preachers who were fine, decent men.  I admire a 
good preacher as much as I do a good prostitute.

“Anyhow, there are a lot of different ways one can feel about the act 
of sex.  You can fuck, you can have sexual intercourse, you can rape, or you 
can make love.  Sad as it is, some men prefer fuckin' an rapin' to makin' love. 
I like to make love.  Guess it's a matter of taste.  Anyhow,” his voice took on a 
more somber tone.  “I didn't know how to make love when I married your 
mother.  I'd listened to my friends, as you probably have, or will, and I had the 
notion that it was a man's right...or obligation, to prove his virility and 
manliness  by his forcefullness in bed.  I almost ruined my little Delia's respect 
for me before I woke up...or was awakened, to what I was doing.

“The human being is a strange beast, Van.  We think of ourselves as 
civilized and intelligent.  It's plumb funny, if it wasn't so sad, how mistaken we 
can be about that.  We're dumber critters than the cattle in the fields.  And 
sometimes we behave worse than they do.” He drew on his pipe again, found it 
burned out, swore under his breath, lit it again, striking match after match to 
secure one that didn't blow out, or just die away.  When he got the recalcitrant 
pipe going, he continued.

“Like I said, Delia was my whole heart and soul.  I wanted her.  My 
need to possess her was like a forest on fire.  It couldn't be subdued.  When we 
were married, I dove into her like a mad bull.  It didn't occur to me that that 
was not pleasing to her.  I couldn't figure out why she cried afterward.  It was 
heaven itself to me, and I hadn't thought of anything other than that it would be 
to her, too.  You see, I'd listened to the boys all telling me what a stud I was 
and how the women would love it, and how, even when they seemed to be 
reluctant, they really wanted it, so it was fine and right to be “manly” and 
forceful.  God, what a fool!

“Well, all through our honeymoon days, I could see that my little girl 
was sad, disappointed, grieved.  It scared the hell out of me.  I knew I wasn't 
pleasing her in some way.  Of course with all my false notions, and 
misinformation and natural male instinct to be proud of his skill, I tried harder 
and harder to prove myself...what a great stud I was.” He laughed, unamused.

“My little wife wouldn't talk about it.  She just went around being 
more and more aloof; more and more silent; more and more sad.  I knew I 
wasn't pleasing her.  I knew I was losing her.  I couldn't face that.  I finally did 
awaken to the fact that she was reluctant to bed me.  She would never actually 
refuse me.  She had been trained too well to think it was her duty to be a 
compliant wife.  I took advantage of that fact.  I kept thinking that she would 
come to enjoy the act as much as I did.  Why not? She had loved me, hadn't 
she? She had even shown some signs of desire for my body, before we were 
married.

Now all that desire had seemingly disappeared.  A reluctance, a great 
dread even, had replaced it.  I was stunned and angry...and scared.  I didn't 
want to lose her, but I didn't want to live a monastic life, either.  I was really in 
a snake-pit.  I'd never been so miserable in all my life.



“One night I lingered in town.  I didn't want to go home and watch my 
sweetheart suffer.  I knew she was suffering, but I didn't know why.  I didn't 
want to hurt her.  I wanted her to love me.  I didn't want to do anything to turn 
off her love for me, but I knew that was exactly what I was doing.

“The boys began talking about going to Belle's place.  I'd never been 
to a whorehouse.  Believe it or not, I'd never wanted to go to a whorehouse. 
Oh, I'd had a couple of women, but it had proven very unsatisfactory.  I was all 
hooked in on love.  There'd been too much missin' when I'd laid with women 
that didn't mean a damn thing to me; women I didn't even have any respect for. 
I'd never felt anything deep for any woman but Delia.  I was really a one-
woman man.  Funny, really strange as hell, how damn bad a man wants to have 
a woman, though, just to get rid of the fire and ease the pain, and believe me, 
son, it's true that that burning fire can be turned into a little bit of heaven, even 
with a woman you wouldn't have touched with a ten-foot pole when that fire 
was not arampagin'.

“But, God, there's a difference between having sexual intercourse just 
for its own sake, and making love to a woman you feel is your own somehow 
by God Almighty's decree.  But it's no good if she doesn't want you.  It's just 
rape.  Funny how a man wants a chaste, little woman for his own, always, and 
how women are taught to keep themselves virgins for their husbands, and then, 
when they are married, the whole thing is supposed to be immediately 
reversed.  The woman, who has been taught that to show her ankles is not 
ladylike, is suddenly supposed to feel free to express whatever passion is left in 
her emotional character, and is expected, furthermore, to be exultant and 
uninhibited about it! A man wants a woman he loves, to instantaneously revert 
from being the demure, innocent girl, who has been taught all her life that her 
purity and chastity are the most precious things she can possess; into a 
tempestuous, fervent, assertive lover.  Well, it just ain't agonna' happen.”

Van had noticed through the years that his dad spoke perfect English 
at times, and at other times used the colloquialisms habitually used by most of 
the local people.  Even most of the “gentry,” spoke less formally than his dad 
usually did.  He wondered idly about this, as he had many times before, but he 
said nothing about it.  His mind was whirling around many other things.  He 
was astounded by the things his dad had told him.  His parents had always 
been so loving, and so compatable, that it didn't seem possible they ever could 
have been at odds about anything.

“So, as I said,” his dad went on, “I was in town one night just hangin' 
around with the boys, dreading going home and facing my unhappy wife, when 
the boys began talking of going to Belle's.  I had never entertained the remotest 
notion of going to a place like that.  Hadn't ever needed it.  But I was 
depressed, feeling down.  I had had a few drinks too many and I suddenly 
decided I'd trail along with them.  It would ease the knawing fire, and I 
wouldn't have to see Delia's unhappy attempts to fend me off, or to give her 
body unwillingly.

“Belle was a decent sort, as madams go.  She put me at ease and got 
me paired up, I've forgotten just how, with a voluptuous maiden with red hair 

and a wide, friendly smile.  I liked Connie right off.  I began to feel relaxed 
with her, as if I'd found a friend.  I hadn't known what to expect, of course.  I 
had sort of visualized women of this kind to be somewhat less than human; had 
never supposed in my remotest fancies that I could feel friendly and at ease 
with one.  I was really surprised.  I was pretty green as far as that sort of thing 
was concerned.  

“She took me to a room, after a few drinks, and offered me a chair. 
She began to talk to me as if I were just an old friend.  In a little bit she'd got 
me pouring out all my anguish about my marriage and my tortured mind about 
losing my wife's love.     “'Tom,' she said, “She'd begun to call me Tom right 
from the first.  'Tom, you've made some big mistakes...some very natural 
mistakes,     but     you     probably     haven't ruined everything...yet.' Then she 
told me these things I've been telling you.  She said that society had a few 
things backward, but since that was the way of life, we had to deal with them 
as best we could.  'You men meet a woman with a fervor for sex and you think 
of her as a slut.  She isn't good enough for you.' She grinned at me to keep me 
from taking offense at that.  'Isn't that the way it is, Tom? Didn't you pick the 
purest, most chaste little thing you could find to fall in love with?'

“Of course she was right.  I had been greatly impressed with Delia's 
modesty and dignity, her unassailable virtue.  I'd known a lot of girls I could 
have influenced to lie with me; girls that were flirts, show-offs; girls that 
would probably have been as she had said, fervent sex partners.  I had wanted 
none of them.  That attitude didn't appeal to me one bit.  I definitely wanted a 
'virtuous' woman.  But I could see the sense of what Connie was saying.  If a 
girl has been trained and induced in every phase of her life, to believe that any 
thought, even, of sex, or any feelings of anything so inelegant, is defiling and 
low-bred, she can't be expected to change those feelings in the blink of an eye.

“'You've never learned how to make love, Tom,' she laughed.  'You 
know there are thousands of pompous men out there, who think they know 
how to make love.  You couldn't make them believe that they are just 
committing rape.  They feel so sure of themselves.  They come in here and 
rape me every night, and believe they have made love.  Fools! You couldn't tell 
them anything.  But I think you're different, Tom.      I    think    you're    just 
confused.     I think you are a man with a man's needs and a man's pride but 
with sense enough to know that something is wrong between you and your 
wife.  It can be corrected...if you're willing to take a little pains to do so.'

“'I wont insult your intelligence by pretending you need any 
titillating.  You're already on fire.  I'll help you ease that fire, and I wont 
pretend that we've made love.  You will know different, anyway.  She removed 
her clothing and got under a sheet, almost modestly.  I took off my clothes 
without any embarrassment and got in beside her.  She didn't offer her 
voluptuous breasts, nor press her body against me.  She merely laid her hand 
on my arm and, spoke in a low, calming voice.  She was pliant, but not fervid. 
Like she said, this wasn't making love.  it was sexual intercourse.  I wanted 
relief, comfort, from her, but not any demonstration of to what heights she 
could raise my fires.  She wanted to help me to quench them, not increase 



them and that was exactly right for me.  I can't deny it was a wonderful 
experience.  I suppose sexual intercourse almost always is, for a man...hell I 
know I am contradicting what I said before...but she was sure right! It was 
nothing like making love: like making love proved to be after I learned how to 
make love. 
 

 

CHAPTER 21

“After my great flame was quenched, we lay together and talked for a 
long time.  I was relaxed and more at ease than I had been for months, but I 
couldn't say I was contented.  Not with this big sore spot still in the air 
between my wife and me.  Connie talked some more about the things I've been 
telling you.  That a woman couldn't just change her habits from the way she 
had been trained in.  She began to tell me then, how to maybe get my wife 
back in love with me, and cause her to be able to respond to my great need for 
her physical love.  

“'What you've been doing,' she repeated, 'is nothing but rape.  No 
woman wants to be raped, even by the man she loves.  And for God's sake, 
don't think you can maul her and prod her breasts and run your fingers over her 
tender parts and make her want more! That's usually the way most men think 
they can make a reluctant woman beg for more of what they have to offer.  It's 
a lot of bull-shit! It wont work with a woman that's been taught like your wife 
evidently has.  That's as disgusting to her as just going ahead with the rape.  In 
fact, you get it over with quicker if you just rape her and be done with it. 
Don't try to suck on her breasts, thinking that will arouse her natural instincts. 
It wont.  Not until she has learned not to block out all her natural feelings with 
those absurd teachings.  She doesn't even realize, of course, that it is those 
absurd teachings that is causing her to feel repugnance.  Things of that kind 
will only make things worse; make her more angry with you; cause her to bury 
her natural feelings of desire for you, all the deeper.  Oh, yes, her breasts and a 
few other places are especially sentient and can become acutely stimulating, 
but just because they are so sensitive, the assault on them can result in that 
same denial of all such feelings throughout the whole body.

“'I know whereof I speak.  I've experienced it all.  I was married once. 
I was madly in love with my husband before I married him.  I dreamed of 
tender love-making when we were married...even though I had to cover up my 
head to do so.  It left me feeling very guilty, and evil even to think of such 
taboo things.     It wasn't nice to think of such things until after you were 

married.  My husband couldn't understand what was wrong with me when I 
didn't respond to his violent sexual prowess.  He was incredulous and then 
angry.  He couldn't believe I wouldn't enjoy his rough prodding, pawing, 
probing, stabbing.

“'Finally, he decided I was just being obstinate and trying to 
manipulate him.  He decided to teach me a lesson by making me jealous.  He 
began flirting with all the other girls.  He wound up by bedding every one he 
could induce or seduce.  This gave him a feeling of manliness.  He was proud 
of his exploits.  He loved telling me in detail about them.  This is what a lot of 
women have to live with for the rest of their lives after they are married and 
their dreams are shattered.'

“'I decided I wasn't going to live that way.  I walked out and into this 
place.  My husband almost died of humiliation.  Served him right.  He sold 
everything he had and moved into another district.  I had a lot of crazy things 
happen, a lot of crazy men...but nothing more humiliating than having my own 
husband, whom I had loved deeply, turn out to be so stupid and offensive; 
having him try to force his insults on me.  I have never been sorry.  Once in a 
while I have a man like you who shows respect for my body.  It makes me 
happy to know that there are a few men in the world who are sensible enough 
to know that women aren't made expressly to do their bidding in bed.

“'I don't enjoy having a man batter me now any more than I did then, 
but I enjoy giving a decent man tenderness and comfort.  I don't hate sex any 
longer.  Neither do I worship it.  I don't believe it is a thing men and women 
have to try to make themselves believe is either too precious to enjoy, or too 
wicked.  It is a part of our nature.  A big part.  It is foolish to deny that and it is 
foolish to suffer the need for it when it is so obviously a built-in, inherent, 
undeniable need.

“'Go back and when you take your wife to bed, do not approach her 
with the idea of making her endure what she does not want...in any way.  And 
don't make her feel guilty.  Lay your hands only on her arm...at first.  Rub her 
head.  Keep your hands away from those touchy points.  That only sets her to 
willing herself against your touch.  Caress her tenderly without any force or 
demands.  Kiss her gently, like a child.  Don't try to force her lips apart or 
probe her mouth with your tongue.  Be more than gentle.  Let her know that 
just holding her, touching her, being near and feeling her warmth, is important 
to you.'

“If she loves you, and I believe she does, from what you have said, it 
will not be long before you can go just a little farther without frightening her to 
death.  You can gently touch the outside of her thighs...just the outside. 
Believe me, I know what I'm talking about.  When she doesn't flinch at that-- 
and for God's sake be sensitive enough to recognize when she is 
displeased...then try going a little further.  I said a little further.  It wont take 
forever.  She'll surprise you.  You'll even begin to enjoy the game, the 
challenge.

“When you get to boiling so that you can't stand it, come to me.  A lot 
of people would judge that to be giving in to a pressure one doesn't want to 



bother to resist.  I think it is using common sense.  It seems much better to me 
than making her feel guilty or causing her to have to do a thing that makes her 
so unhappy.  You can never resolve your problems that way.  As I said, and as 
you know, this sort of thing, bears absolutely no relationship to making love. 
It has no bearing on your love for her.  It is merely an outlet for your 
overwrought body.  It doesn't mean anything at all as far as your marriage is 
concerned.  I think it is a great service to her as well as to you.  I sincerely 
hope and believe that when the time comes that you want to discuss this with 
her, she will agree and be obliged to you for it.  I do very much hope so, Tom.

“'Eventually, soon, you will be able to touch the inside of her thighs. 
That is a sensitive area,' and can feel very sweet to a woman who has those 
deep yearnings, but who has them buried so deeply that she no longer 
recognizes them.  Do not be tempted to go too far, when she doesn't resist you. 
That will be your greatest temptation.  Let her set the pace.  You can judge 
when the time is right to go farther each time, if you let her take the lead, and 
don't let your desires dictate your judgment.  Don't ever be demanding.  Think 
always of how she's feeling...not what you would like it to be.  She married 
you because she loved you.  However, protected as she was, she knew that 
love-making goes along with love and marriage...but she wasn't prepared for it. 
Most men don't want to marry a little hot tomato, but they want their wives to 
turn into one on pronouncement of the wedding vows.  Right, Tom?'“

“I took her advice.  I followed her instructions.  I started making love 
to my little girl.  I wouldn't have believed the response.  When she saw that I 
was not going to force myself on her, she began to snuggle up to me.  God, 
what heavenly agony! Of course she couldn't help knowing how desperately I 
wanted her, but she pretended not to notice, just as I did.  Once she asked me 
timidly, 'Tom, is this harder on you than if...I didn't touch you? I don't want to 
make you uncomfortable.  I don't want to be unfair.  I know you're doing this 
for me.  I love you for it, but I don't want you to suffer.'

“'Sweetheart,' I said, there's only one thing I want you to promise me. 
There's only one thing I must know.  I have to know that you will never again 
give yourself to me for my sake.  I love you.  I will always want you.  But if I 
have to live the rest of my life this way, just holding you close; if you don't 
enjoy the things I enjoy, I will never again go any farther, so help me God! 
Will you promise me that?' I said, 'Will you grant me that?' But don't deny me 
the sweetness of holding you.'

“'Yes, Tom,' she said, 'yes, my darling, I will grant you that.  I love 
you for it, and I will never give myself to you unless...until...until...'

“All right, sweetheart.  I'll hold you in my arms, and I'll love your 
sweet body and I'll thank God that you are mine, until and unless the time 
comes that you want me.”

“I like to think Delia kept her promise.  I think she did.  Each time I 
held her close, she responded a little more.  Soon, she was rubbing my body, 
just in the most unlikely places...my back, my arms, my ribs, but even that set 
me on fire.  Well, I was already on fire, so it didn't make all that much 
difference...but a hell of a lot, too.  I revelled in every touch of her soft fingers, 

wherever she touched me.  After a short time, her hands wondered to the 
outside of my legs.  She pressed me to her a little more meaningfully.  Has 
God ever created any feelings more cogent? Surely Heaven holds nothing 
sweeter,     or or that matter, any more demanding.

“I don't know for sure yet, whether Delia knew about my visit to 
Connie, but I think she did.  She never questioned me and I was afraid to tell 
her.  I was afraid that being a woman, she would not understand that a man can 
lay with a woman sometimes, other than the one he loves, and have it mean 
absolutely nothing to him, other than relief, survival, cleansing his body of a 
burdensome hindrance.  Oh, hell! How can anyone explain it? Even the 
ascetics, the men in the monasteries have to find ways to ease the pain of the 
urgencies of their bodies...even though their whole time is given to praying and 
denying that truth.

“Oh, I hope you're not mis-reading me, son.  I'm sure as hell not 
saying that a man can't control his feelings, and especially his actions.  A real 
man has to resist a lot of things in life he would like to partake of freely.  Self-
discipline is the one most important thing, maybe, that distinguishes men from 
animals...and probably the most important thing that distinguishes a man from 
a supposed one, like Orv...  Anyway, the thing that distinguishes a real man 
with dignity from one who has no scruples about anything.  It may sound 
contradictory, and maybe it is, but what I am saying, is that a man can have a 
lot of self-discipline and dignity and still make use, at times, of a whorehouse.

“And there's as much difference between the women that work there, 
as there is between the men that visit them.  A lot of men go there just to 
indulge their lust.  They even encourage their lust in order to gratify it...like 
creating an itch for the satisfaction of scratching it.  They're gluttons, just like 
the men who choke down more food than is needed, in their eagerness to give 
themselves a feeling of consolation.  They never get enough.  They try 
everything on earth, including sadistic measures, to titillate themselves to one 
more bit of that feeling that has proven itself to be enjoyable.  The women 
catering to this type of men are hard put,     sometimes,     to     please     them. 
If     the men have worn themselves out to the place where they cannot 
function sexually any longer, they blame the women and prod them to perform 
in some manner to restore their former lust.

“Women go into the houses for different reasons.  Some are driven 
there by the necessity to eat.  A lot of them...most of them...in my belief, go 
there in order to stay alive.  This is a different viewpoint from what I had had 
before visiting Connie.     They're driven from their homes by various means. 
I've known of girls thirteen years old, who went into the business as the only 
means of getting away from homes where life was more unbearable for them, 
even than it was in the bordellos.

“I never went to any other woman than Connie that one time, but I 
learned a lot about what went on behind those walls, and much of it is 
abominable.  The putrescence of the earth.  That was a big lesson to me.  I 
discovered that if you know the circumstances, you don't find occasion to 
judge people as often as you think you do before knowing those circumstances. 



It leaves judging other people and their actions, in almost every case, a 
presumptuous, pompous indulgence.  It is certain that circumstances played a 
large part in Connie's decision...as they always do in the decisions people 
make.

“I sometimes wonder if the rotteness of the world is equaled by the 
fineness of mankind.  I doubt it...but there is a fineness, a nobility, a wonderful 
magnificence, that cannot be denied...even with all the loathsome things men 
do.  There are those that spend their whole lives fighting for justice, for the 
good, the right, the elevation of mankind in general.  That fineness is worth 
making a great deal of sacrifice for.  Of course, it isn't a sacrifice to do the 
things that are required to be a human being instead of a beast.  It's really a 
privilege.  But you'll think, sometimes, that you're a human sacrifice...to the 
God's that be.

No man ever got through this old world without suffering.  Some 
more, some less, but you'll suffer, son.  I think the important thing to 
remember, is that when you exact a price for that suffering...when you make it 
pay you something back, you haven't suffered in vain.  The trouble is, most 
people suffer and get nothing for it.  They suffer, and make things worse, 
causing others to suffer for their suffering, in a vicious cycle, causing greater 
and greater suffering for themselves.  It isn't beneficial, but like so many other 
things it is the way people behave, when they allow their feelings rather than 
logic, to dictate their actions.  That is what most people do, you know; act on 
their feelings.

“Always remember son, that you're a Walling.  You're one of the 
strong ones.  You're one of the intelligent ones.  One of those few who make a 
difference in this old world, simply by using that intelligence and behaving 
with honor, even when it hurts...always acting on logic, rather than your own 
beloved feelings.  You can be sensible enough to avoid suffering when it's 
possible, and to suffer with strength when it isn't.”

“I think one of the most important things to remember, too, is that 
when people do things you see as weak, or that you might put a judgment on 
them for, it is not always the way it looks.  That is what I was saying about 
Connie.  She is one of those who has strength, too.  She is a fine person.  She 
should not be judged by appearances.  What she chose to do, does not make 
her a weakling.  She is a considerate, kind, intelligent woman.  Her choice, 
under the circumstances, was probably as good as she could have made”.

Van glanced at his dad.  He had always thought his dad was 
exceptionally handsome.  He was big, tall, graceful.  But now Van saw 
something else he hadn't recognized, hadn't named before.  That something 
was strength.  Some faces looked weak, like Orville's, he thought, but his dad's 
looked as if it might have been chisled out of rock.  He couldn't imagine a man 
who looked like his dad, doing anything that might be called weak, or 
ignorant.  His body was built strong, too; hard as granite, but supple and 
controlled.

“Well, I guess you can imagine, son, it was the happiest day of my life 
when your mother came to me of her own free will.  She had been a little coy 

all day, and I kept thinking how cute she was.  She had a little sparkle in her 
eye.  That night when I went to our bedroom, she was already there.  I was 
surprised.  She usually waited as long as she could to come in, hopin' I 
presumed, that I'd be asleep.  Well, as I said, I was surprised and delighted. 
She had put on a wispy little garment, and her hair; her beautiful, golden hair, 
was down and just falling around.  She looked so sweet that I wanted to stop 
time and stand there looking, with that feeling and that picture and that 
promise forever present.  No need to say she took my breath away.

“Time didn't stop.  She walked up and put her arms around my neck. 
She laid her cheek down against my shoulder.  Her fragance was inimitable.  I 
wanted to forget about all my fine resolves, crush her to me, carry her to the 
bed and possess her...but I wanted more than that, to allow my wiser instincts 
to bring about that which I wanted most in the world.  I restrained my arms 
with difficulty.  I held her close, but not crushingly.  I whispered all my love 
into her ears, and kissed them gently, and finally, when she didn't protest, her 
neck.  How right Connie had been.  Hard as it was to keep my promise, the 
challenge of it was more satisfying than I had guessed it might be.  What I felt 
was victory...I mean victory over my own weaknesses, my own desires.  It's a 
pretty great feeling!

“I felt her trembling and wanted to soothe her.  I did pick her up then, 
and carried her to the bed...but I didn't even want to pounce on her as I would 
have done before talking to Connie.  I stroked her arms, feeling the greatest joy 
in just that.  Her hands crept up and smoothed my face.  Then she softly 
touched my arms.  It's hard to explain the feeling.  My new attitude set me on a 
completely different plane than I had ever experienced before.  A plane where 
sensations seemed to be enhanced to a place I had never dreamed they could 
be.  I wasn't sure it was real...but I knew it was the reality, which, sadly, most 
people, I believe now, never come to experience.

“Her hands stroked the outside of my thighs, and then timidly, the 
inside of my loins, No one could possibly begin to describe the feeling.  But 
then she suddenly turned away, and pushed back from me.  I hadn't done 
anything to cause this, so I sensed that she was embarrassed.  She wasn't used 
to taking any initiative.  She had had that all taught out of her.

“Sweetheart,” I said, “You are my wife.  My body is yours.  There's 
no way you could do anything to my body that would be wrong.  Men and 
women, since Adam and Eve have possessed each other's bodies.  There's 
nothing base, or unclean, or sinful, about love.  God made us as we are...to 
want and need each other.  It is...or should be...a beautiful part of life.  She 
began to cry.  'Oh, Tom, she said 'I do love you.  I've dreamed of turning loose 
and just being wild.  There's something in me that really wants to...but the 
feeling that it's evil, or weak, or that I have to maintain my virtue...' She was 
angry now.  'My mother was a sensible woman.  She taught me that making 
love wasn't really...dirty, but there were so many other things.  I heard so many 
things.  When the other girls flirted, my parents warned me that that was not 
appropriate behavior.  They said men got the wrong idea, and that every man 
worthy of a good woman wanted one who was modest and virtuous.  Modest 



and virtuous meant not having any feelings of desire for a man...for love.  I 
talked with my girl-friends and some of the things they told me they did, made 
me ashamed for them.  My dad called them little trollops.  I didn't want to be a 
little trollop.  I don't want you to think I'm a little trollop.'

“I had to laugh and she began to laugh, too, then.  She knew how 
absurd it all was.  But one can't help one's feelings.  I hugged her close to me 
and her hands began to wonder around over my body again.  'I love it,' she 
said, 'I do love your wonderful body.  I love all of you and I want you.  I want 
you wholly and without reservation.  I want to forget who I am for once, and 
just be your little trollop, all the way.'

“From then on, there was never any trouble with love-making.  She 
liked being her genteel, modest, dignified self, in the daytime...or when other 
people were around, but when we got alone, she liked to be my little trollop. 
Well, she was just my sweet little wife to me, either way, but I was glad she 
had found a way to make it seem all right to her.  She could be very aggressive 
at times.  I think she enjoyed defying the silly precepts she had always lived 
by.  I never knew whether she was going to be just sweet and seductive, and 
wait for me to succumb to that seduction, or whether she was going to be very 
aggressive and I'd have to pretend to be bowled over by her assault and make 
out to defend myself.  Either way I had no complaints.” 

Tom and Delia and the four conspirators, Marybelle, Luke, Mose and 
Rowdy, never relaxed their vigilance.  They succeeded with cautious daring, 
quick thinking, stratagem, subterfuge and much patience, to help a large 
number of men, women, and children.  to escape their bondage.  They were 
always in touch with Tom's brother, Vincent, and Thomas Sumner.  Vincent 
and his wife were effective workers.  Also, Tom knew that he could never have 
carried on his own part in the Underground Railroad work, if Vincent had not 
sent him half of all the profits from the businesses their parents had left to 
them.  Vincent had done a marvellous job of handling all their assets.  He had 
prospered in everything he touched, like Midas.  Tom was intrigued, too, with 
the way Vincent had handled his personal affairs.
  

 

CHAPTER 22

Vincent was lonely.  True, he made friends easily, but his awkward 
foot caused him to avoid most social events.  He continued to receive 
invitations to the best homes.  People hadn't stopped sending the invitations, 
although, he almost always sent pleasant little notes saying that he would be 
unable to attend.  Most of these people would have sincerely enjoyed his 

company.  He was a handsome, interesting, learned and dignified man.  His 
charm was renowned.  Mothers overlooked the ugliness of the dragging foot, in 
their hopes that their daughters might be able to attract such an eligible 
bachelor.

Vincent never entertained.  Most anyone in Boston would have been 
delighted to be invited to the home of the brilliant and very wealthy young 
Vincent Walling.  He recognized all this and was glad of his unusual success in 
business, and also of the fact that he was liked and respected.  His loneliness 
was of a nature he couldn't analyse.  He had had fantacies when he was 
younger about possessing an adorable and adoring woman.  However, the 
fantasy had always ended with the picture of the lovely girl being suddenly 
repelled by his ugly foot.

Finally he turned the fantasies off.  His life was full without a woman. 
He enjoyed the long hours at his drawing-board, designing beautiful furniture. 
Even though he had extended his business to include factories, with several 
hundred employees, and was beginning to be known as a shipping magnate, he 
still enjoyed working with his hands.  He never ceased to be thrilled to touch, 
rub, polish, and feel the contour and the symmetry of the furniture he created.

His only household help was the aging Drake, and Blossom's little 
daughter.  Everyone still thought of Dorinda as Blossom's little daughter, even 
though she was now twenty-two years old.  She was quiet, loyal, efficient, and 
beautiful.  She had never intruded upon the domain of her employer.  He 
treasured her.  He paid her well and was conscientious enough to see that she 
had time and opportunity to meet and entertain friends.

However, even though he had made the parlor available to her, she 
had never given a party or invited her friends in.  Occasionally, when old 
friends, or relatives dropped by, she entertained them in the kitchen.  Not 
obsequiously, but, she explained, it was cozier and friendlier.  There was very 
little conversation between her and her employer.

He had, on several different occasions, asked her to sit down and eat 
with him.  She had quietly refused.  One evening, when he arrived home he 
missed the fragrance that had always announced her presence.  He was slightly 
annoyed.  He had come to depend upon her efficiency to the extent that it 
never occurred to him that she might at some time not be there to do what she 
knew he expected of her.  He had no right, he told himself, to expect her to 
always know what he needed, and to do all the things that made him 
comfortable and contended.  He missed her like he would have missed a 
lighted lamp in the window when he arrived home.

He started a fire in the fireplace, which he had never had to do before, 
and sat down in his favorite chair, when he heard a moan from upstairs.  He 
was shocked.  Could Dorinda be sick? He climbed the stairs with 
unprecedented speed.  He heard her crying in her room.  He rushed in without 
stopping to knock.

He could see that she was very ill.  Her tawny skin had lost its glow. 
Her eyes were dull.  She hardly seemed to recognize him.  She was moaning 
and crying.  He had never seen her cry; had never heard her complain about 



anything.  He tried awkwardly to comfort her.  “Oh, my love,” she said, and he 
recognized delirium.

“I'll get a doctor,” he said, not knowing whether or not she was 
conscious enough to hear what he had said.  He hurried down the stairs and out 
into the street.  He shouted down a young man on a bicycle.  Pushing a large 
note into the boy's hand, he ordered him to go for the nearest doctor.

It seemed like hours before the doctor arrived.  Vincent had never 
been so on edge.  The doctor announced succinctly that Dorinda had 
appendicitis.  

Vincent waited for instructions from the doctor, doing his bidding 
efficiently.  He brushed the damp, black, curls back from Dorinda's forhead. 
She caught his hand and held it for a moment.  Somehow, this made him feel 
relieved of a little of the guilt he felt for having left her alone to suffer for so 
long before he found her.  He wished for Drake, the wise, little, bent man, who 
had been as loyal to him as Dorinda had.  Drake had gone on a trip to see a 
dying relative.  This was one of his very rare absenses from home,

Vincent hired a girl to come in to take care of Dorinda.  The girl was 
slow, often late.  Vincent tried to find someone more efficient and 
conscientious, but trained women were not easy to find.  Times were good in 
the North right now, and women were not eager to work.  A few of the less 
affluent might have been trained, but he could see that it would take some time 
and patience, to train the unkempt, illiterate, and unreliable girls who would be 
available, to be of any help.Vincent spent long hours by Dorinda's bedside, 
reading.  He thought that she must be lonely.  He brought in the victorola and 
some cylinders.  He played the music and she smiled happily.  Conversation 
was still almost nonexistent between them.  The doctor, who understood the 
importance of cleanliness better than most, came each day to clean and dress 
the wound.  He told Vincent to keep the room warm and see that Dorinda did 
not become chilled.

There had been a fire when he left on the fifth day of Dorinda's 
recovery, but when he returned, much earlier than usual, the fire was out and 
the hired girl nowhere to be found.  Vincent was as angry as he had ever been 
in his life.  He pulled the covers up over Dorinda and started a fire.

He went back and picked up one of her hands, and feeling it was like 
ice began chafing it.  She shivered and he tucked the covers closer.  She looked 
at him.  “Vincent,” her voice was low, sweet, music, “Thank you.” He nodded. 
“Vincent,” she repeated, “are you a happy man?”

He smiled.  “Oh, I suppose so.  As happy as any man, I think.”
“Is there anything you would like to change about your life?” 
“Sure.     A lot of things.  Isn't that true about everyone?”
She had never questioned him about anything before, certainly 

nothing so personal.  He didn't feel that she was prying or intruding on his 
privacy.  In fact, even though he was surprised at her sudden unwonted 
inquisitiveness, he felt a quick joy that anyone would be interested enough in 
him to ask these personal questions.  She startled him further, when she 

continued, “Well, I'll try again,” she said.  “Have you ever considered taking a 
wife?”

“Yes, yes, I have.  I've thought of it many times.  For a long time I 
didn't consider anything else.  I took it for granted that I would get married, 
have a family.”

“Why didn't you pursue it?” she persisted.  “Why didn't you find 
someone...find someone to love and share your life?”

He smiled again.  “That's something I can't answer.” He was still 
absent-mindedly rubbing her hands.  “I don't know why.  I do know that I shall 
never marry.  I no longer have that dream.  Maybe it is because I thought I 
would always be embarrassed.  Never feel quite whole...with a woman.”

“Because of your foot?” she was unabashed.
“Maybe...I suppose so.  At least that's part of it.”
“You can't visualize a woman loving you, maybe even more, because 

of it? Loving you so much that she loves the unnatural foot because it is a part 
of you?”

“No,” he chuckled, “I don't believe I could imagine that.  I don't 
believe it would ever happen.  But it doesn't worry me any more.  I can live 
without the ecstacy...and the pain, of love.”

He felt the conversation was fulfillment he had needed, had been 
waiting for, and searching for, for a long time.  He had a warm feeling he 
hadn't had for years...since his parents had died.  He felt almost as if he had 
come home after a long absence.  He wanted to retain that feeling.  He didn't 
know how to go about it.

“You know,” Dorinda was saying, “you would have to have a wife of 
the highest pedigree.  She would have to be beautiful, sensible, a good hostess, 
meet with all the requirements of a gentleman of your station in life.  I'm sure 
it isn't easy to find one who would be pleasing to all your senses, and meet all 
the necessary requirements.

He looked at her to detect any sign of facetiousness, but she was 
completely sincere.  “It isn't easy, I'm sure, but a man...one of your 
station...has an obligation.  Society expects certain things of you.  It's your 
duty to meet those expectations.  It is a responsibility.”

Vincent had basked in the sociability of the moment, hardly noticing 
where the conversation went.  Now he had to pay attention to what she was 
saying.  He believed there was some truth in her words.     He knew all the 
men of his acquaintance took this attitude.  They began at quite a young age, 
to look seriously for wives that would help them to maintain their status in life. 
Wives that would enhance their ability to gain, retain and utilize prosperity. 
As Dorinda had said, they wanted their wives to be beautiful, gracious, 
subservient, yet strong and wise.  He couldn't remember any one of these men 
ever mentioning love as a requirement of marriage; that ecstacy and 
gratification he had dreamed of.

“I'm sorry, Dorinda.     Maybe I am remiss.  Maybe I'm wrong, but I 
refuse to allow society to dictate how I am going to live my life.  I want to 
decide that for myself.  I am certainly not going to get married just as an 



obligation to society.  And I am not apt to find another reason for getting 
married.”

Dorinda sighed.  “Vincant” she said, “are you quite sure about this?”
“Of course I'm sure,” He smiled in a questioning way.
“Then I have a proposition to offer,” she said.
“What kind of proposition?” He was barely even curious, except that 

he still wondered about the direct turn-about in her attitude.
“I love you,” she said.  She noticed him stiffen.  “I've loved you ever 

since I can remember.  I've always known, of course, that it would never do for 
me to allow it to show.  I know I am behaving very inappropriately.  But I 
couldn't go on without telling you these things.  Since you believe that you will 
never want to marry, and I have come to believe that too, lately, I would like 
to...well, to put it simply, to become your woman.” She didn't look into his 
face, and he was glad for the moment, that she didn't.  “The world has come to 
accept our arrangement.  I mean, my staying on after your parents died.  At 
least they seem to accept it.  I've never heard any gossip, or jokes about it. 
Have you?”

“No,” he was visibly embarrassed.  “I haven't.”
“I love you and you need a woman's companionship.  A woman's 

love.”
He didn't answer and she went on.  “We would live otherwise just as 

we have.  I would continue to be your housekeeper and cook.  I would not 
presume to ask for anything.”

He still said nothing.
“I believe we would both be happier.  I know it would be unthinkable 

for a man in your position, to consort with a black woman openly.  The fact 
that I could pass for white, most places where I'm not known, has no bearing 
on the situation.  I'm black.  You're white.  I'm sure, though, that every man of 
prestige, who takes a black girl, doesn't do so against her wishes.  I am sure 
that some of them come together by mutual agreement.”

“I could never do that!” he snapped.
“All right,” she sounded disappointed, but sincere, “I'll never mention 

it again.  I just thought, circumstances as they are...it was really quite 
presumptuous of me.  I am sorry Vincent.  I'll go away.  I think you will want 
to terminate my services.  You should.  I can't believe I got arrogant enough to 
tell you how I felt and make such a suggestion.  I am not really sorry I did 
mention it, except that I think I have embarrassed you.  I don't think I could 
have borne to live and die without your ever knowing how I feel.” She 
laughed.  “Maybe      my      illness  addled my brain.”

He tightened his grip on her hand, seemingly unconsciously.  “It's 
very appealing,” he said, “You are a beautiful woman, Dorinda.  I'm sure you 
know I have thought of you in that way a million times.  What man wouldn't? 
You're a delightful person to be near.  I've had to refrain from even being 
friendly toward you for fear...I might do something to drive you away.  I didn't 
want you to dread seeing me coming.  I have learned to depend on you in so 
many ways.  I've come to depend upon your presence.  That need crept upon 

me step by imperceptible step.  Your presence always uplifts me, gives me 
confidence, encourages me.  Thinking of you here to meet me every evening, 
even though we never talked much, gave me a sense of security, of...it was like 
always having a light in the window to return to...but I couldn't live the way 
you suggest.”

All right,” she said again, “If you want me to stay, I will.  I 
understand.  Let's just forget I ever mentioned it.  I just thought you might be 
happier, and I knew I would...but I know the problems.  I respect the fact that 
we are of two different worlds.  I know you're right.  It could never work out 
satisfactorily.  I'll never marry anyone from my world, and you'll never marry 
anyone from yours.  Seems a shame, but I do understand.”

“I could never marry anyone beneath me,” he said, “and although I 
know it's done all the time, I'd never take a woman I wouldn't marry.”

“I respect that.  I respect you for that.  I wish more men felt that way. 
I'll never mention anything like this again.  If you want me to stay, I will.  I am 
ready to resume my duties.  We will just forget about this and go on as we 
were before.  I am glad if you want me to stay.  I wouldn't blame you if you 
didn't.”

“No,” he said, “I will not permit you to resume your duties.     You 
will never do any more cleaning, cooking, washing, ironing, in my house.” 

She blanched.  “I'm sorry.  I was being presumptuous again.  I 
understood that you didn't want me to leave.”

“God forbid!” he said.  There was a long moment of silence between 
them.  “There is a haven I have longed for all of my life.  A sweet, secure, 
peaceful haven, where there's real love and understanding and mutual respect. 
Those things which are so rare in life.”

She waited, puzzled.  He brought her hand to his lips.  “It's right there 
beside you.  May I lie there? I am so tired.  I've been so blind.”

She couldn't understand the contradiction, but the turn of the 
conversation was satisfactory, so she wouldn't question it.  She slid her body 
over on the bed.  He slipped off his shoes and lay down beside her.  He 
encircled her gently in his arms.     The solace of those arms around her was 
enough understanding for right now.

After a while she interrupted the silence.  “What am I to do then? You 
don't want me to work in your home.  Am I to look for another position?”

“Of course not, silly girl.  We will hire plenty of help.”
“Are you taking me up on my proposition, then?”
“No! Like I said, I could never live like that! You are going to be my 

wife.”
“No!” she sat up, flinging his arms away from her.  “I would never let 

you do that!” You would be ostracized! You are an important person in this 
community...in the country.  You are a pillar of society.  People depend on you. 
You are needed.  You are a paragon of the highest standards.  People emulate 
you.  I love you too much to allow you to ruin your life.  I just wanted to be 
with you...not to marry you!”



He laughed happily and brought her back into his arms.  “Are you 
turning me down? You were almost this vehement when I insisted you call me 
Vincent, instead of Mr.  Walling, but I finally won.”

“Well, I win this one.  Yes, I am definitely turning down any such 
offer! I would never do that to you.  You would come to hate me.  You know I 
couldn't entertain your friends.  None of them would come to your home.  I 
couldn't attend important functions.  I couldn't be seen with you.  I'm your 
servant girl.  I'm your black servant girl.  You are a well-known, greatly 
respected, very wealthy, man.  I don't know how much money you have, but I 
know you own factories, ships, real estate, God knows what all.”

“He is probably the only one that does know, and I am sure He isn't 
interested.  I certainly don't know, and truthfully, I am not interested, either. 
My trusted accountants don't know, though I pay them exorbitant sums for just 
that purpose.”

She felt he was purposefully and gleefully avoiding the issue.  “I'm 
sure it was just an impulsive suggestion.” she said, laying her head back on the 
pillow.  “but we will have to decide what we are going to do.  I still think you 
need me...until you find the right wife, anyway.  And I know I need you...as 
long as I can have you without causing you any more problems.”

“Yes,” he said, still blitheful, “I have furniture factories, shoe 
factories, lumber mills, milleries, and ships on the ocean.  I first bought ships 
when I needed to import wood for furniture; teak from Southern India, the best 
 mahogany from Honduras, Black pine from Germany, fruitwood from 
different Western Germany or Italy.  I began shipping corn, wheat, apples, 
hides, furs, tobacco, and cotton the other way.  It's all been enormously 
profitable.  I didn't begin all this in the first place for profit, though.  I built 
furniture for the joy of it.  The money was a bonus.”

“I thank God for the prosperity, of course.  Half of everything I have 
belongs to Tom.  He has used his time to great advantage to free men and 
women held in slavery.  He has taken chances on his life...he and his wife and 
even Van, lately.  Having the income has freed him from needing to spend time 
earning a living.     He can live as he needs to, to impress people with his 
power and wealth.  That, you know, is what people are judged by, looked up to 
for.  Not that Tom doesn't have the highest integrity and moral standards.  He 
does, and that deserves respect.  But without the money, he wouldn't have been 
able to keep up the charade of being one of those fighting for the rights of the 
Southerners to keep other men in bondage.

“Dorinda,” he said, seeing that she was puzzled and upset.  “I will 
admit I've had girls play up to me.  A lot of girls would be willing to forget all 
about the bad foot, for the money and prestige that goes with the Walling 
name.  I did want a wife, but none of these girls suited me.  They had all been 
trained to believe that a prestigious name and a lot of money were the most 
important things in life.  Not one of them would have been willing to gamble 
the name and the money to help me continue my parent's work with the 
Underground Railroad.  Much less, did any of them consider love an important 

ingredient of a good marriage.  I am not judging them.  I don't blame them. 
That is the way they were taught.  But they didn't have what I wanted.”

“You haven't given them a chance.  You avoid all the invitations, so 
you don't have an opportunity to get to know what the girls are really like. 
There are sensible, loving, honest women out there.  There are women who 
would name love as the most important requisite of a happy marriage.  And 
some, I am sure, who would be willing to go along with your wishes to make 
your home a refuge for the oppressed people who are trying to escape slavery. 
You will find her, Vincent.”

“I've found her.” His voice had a tone of finality.
“Don't tease me.  It's bad enough to have been born into the wrong 

class and then fallen in love with someone completely set apart, on an 
absolutely insurmountable level, without your making light of it.”

“I am not making light of it.  I've suddenly been lucky enough to be 
awakened to the fact that I've found what I want out of life, and I don't intend 
to lose it.  It's you.”

“That's wonderful.  I'll go along with that, but not marriage.  You said 
you wouldn't marry beneath you.  I go along with that, too.  Marriage to me 
would not only ruin your position, but people would no longer buy your 
furniture, no longer ship on your freighters, no longer buy your shoes, your 
furniture...People    are    vindictive,    vengeful.     They'd do everything they 
could to show their spite and contempt for you.  You would be ruined.  Your 
businesses would be ruined.  I will not be a party to that.  You would come to 
hate me.”

“I told you I was a stubborn man, love.  I could never live with myself 
if I allowed that kind of people to dictate how I am going to live my life.  I 
will do as I damn well please...about certain things, anyway.  I'm stubborn, not 
arrogant.  I would give up my own way for a lot of things, but I'll marry whom 
I please.  They can gabble all they like about it.  They can even try to ruin me 
financially.  It will be as the wind blowing; maybe a little annoyance, but a 
passing one.  One isn't deterred from a purpose by a little blow.”

“It would be more like a tornado! An earthquake.  It may all seem 
romantic and exciting right now, the defying of all the old rules and precepts, 
the freedom of rebelling, the flinging aside all the expectations of your friends; 
but tomorrow you'll see it differently.  You will realize your responsibility to 
your name, your associates, your neighbors, and your family.”

“Dorinda, now that I know you love me, I am going to marry you, if I 
have to take the cave-man route, tie you up and carry you down the street 
before all the neighbors, to find a preacher.  I will admit I'm a little hysterical 
in my euphoria.  How could I explain a thing like this, when it is impossible to 
understand it myself.  I thought of myself as quite happy.  I was contented with 
my life.  I had accepted it.  I enjoyed the challenge of designing furniture, and 
creating it with my hands.  It gave me a sense of fulfillment.  But since the 
discovery that I love you, and that you love me, I see how desolate my life 
really was.  What I had done, was to accept despair and try to make it feel as if 
it were not mere hopelessness.  I would not admit to myself how dejected I 



felt.  I could not live with the despair any other way.     So, you see, since I 
have discovered what life has to offer, nothing anyone can do will change my 
mind.  it means more to me than anything else in life.  Can't you see that? The 
things you are talking about are as nothing compared to what I am gaining. 
They mean nothing to me.  Now, little missy, no one will dictate to me what I 
shall do, not even my wife, so go to sleep.  Tomorrow is your wedding day.”

“And you'd expect me to sleep? Oh, Vincent,” she wrapped her arms 
around his neck, “Stay with me!”

“Don't worry, I shall certainly ravish you, have no doubt about that.” 
He tucked the covers closer around her.  “But you have to gain your strength 
back, first.  After all, I want you to have a fighting chance.”

“Vincent, those words take my breath away.  Something I didn't dare 
dream of is happening, but I'm afraid.  In spite of your insistence, your very 
sweet insistence, it can never be.  Have you stopped to think how it would be if 
we ever went anywhere? People would shun you like a leper.  We could never 
be seen together.  We couldn't even go to the theatre.  We'd be hooted down. 
I would be pointed out and laughed at even when I went shopping.  Of course, 
I would be happy to just live like hermits; never go out...but you can't do that. 
You have to associate with the people.

“Yes, you are right.  I can see the problems...for you.  You mentioned 
a while ago, that I am probably enjoying the notion of upsetting them all, of 
being a renegade.  Well, that idea does tickle my fancy.  I am looking forward 
to their superficial airs, their horrified expressions.  I'm a disrespectful clout, 
aren't I? One thing you have forgotten, though, is that they are all as frightened 
of losing my good graces, as you are of my losing theirs.  It is true, however, 
that they could and would, make it very unpleasant for you.”

“I am not worried about me.  Like I said, I would be happy never to 
set foot outside this house, if you were coming home to me every night, but it 
would turn your whole world upside down.” 

“Surely would, at that,” he chuckled.  “Give me a whole new 
perspective.  How many people get to view their world from an anastrophic 
position?”

“I don't know what that means, but please be serious.  This is a very 
grave thing we're talking about.  It has to be given some attention; some 
serious attention”

“I've given it that, my sweet, and I have made my decision.  Like I 
said, my only worry is your situation.  They will make it hard for you.  We are 
most certainly not going to hide here in this house.  We are going 
everywhere...except to the private events.  I hate them anyway, so that is no 
loss.”

“If you are really serious about this, there might be an answer.  We 
could go somewhere where no one knows me.  I can pass for white.  Probably 
no one would ever guess.  You wouldn't have to be ashamed of me.”

“Yes, we will go everywhere.  We'll travel, but we wont be driven 
away.  We wont hide that way, either.  My sweet, do you have any idea what 
joy, what rapture, I'm feeling? I will always be proud of you and more than 

ever, I think, when those around us are trying to make us feel despised.  Maybe 
I got this feeling inculcated into me when I was a kid.  All the other kids made 
fun of me because of my foot.  I kept all that humiliation inside.  Maybe that's 
what gives me such a feeling of victory at being able to rebel against all their 
shallow attitudes now.  That's a veneer, you know, of superiority.  A patina that 
hides their inadequacies.  Why wouldn't it be satisfying to exhibit a little 
disdain for their pretentions? I'll only exhibit my scorn in retribution.  That's 
the only way it would be entertaining.  It is going to be entertaining, you know. 
Callous, aren't I? But only when they try to make us feel like miscreants will 
we flaunt our disdain.  Only then will it be a pleasure to let them know that 
their regard means nothing to us.”

“There's something else we haven't talked about.” She spoke in an 
unsure way.  “Have you thought about...do you want...children?” 

“Of course I want children! Don't you? That is one of the things I 
thought I had to rule out of my life.  I feel as if my life were just beginning.  I 
am the luckiest man alive.  It makes me reel just thinking about it.  I can now 
look forward to having a family.  A wife, children, a real home.”

“But have you really thought it through? Vincent, can you honestly 
bear the thought of having black children?”

“I don't expect my children to be black...only tawny, like you.”
“Have you considered the fact that they may come to hate you, and 

me...or maybe just me? Vincent, I am the daughter of a slave.  A misbegotten 
daughter.  Wont they resent that?”

“Not if they're taught to be proud of it.  Not unless they're fools.  I 
don't expect to sire fools.” He laughed, “thank God it was proven that my 
uncle was not your father.  He is known now to have been...unable to sire 
children.  I will admit I would rather have you for a wife than a cousin.”

“Yes, your uncle wasn't the only one that took my mother against her 
will.  God, what a life she must have lived!”

“And thousands more have to continue to endure the same humiliation 
and indignities in the South...and even here, of course.”

“How lucky my mother and grandmother were to belong to a man like 
your father.”

“I guess you could call that good luck, compared to what many others 
have endured.     That is the reason I am so glad that Tom keeps managing to 
do his work.  If he were discovered, he would probably be lynched.  The hatred 
of the slave-owners is not just the fear of losing their property.  It is a deep, 
consuming fear of the blacks, themselves.  Fear generates hatred, and hatred 
causes people to commit atrocities.”

“Your brother and his family present another problem.”
“Yes, I was thinking of that,” Vincent interrupted.  I know what you're 

thinking.  If our disrepute proceeds us wherever we go, or even follows us, and 
we went there, the curtain would certainly fall for Tom and his family.  Their 
'friends' would consider us unworthy of Tom's hospitality, or even his 
acknowledgment.  If he showed us any, it would wreck his operations, to say 
the least; He would probably be in real danger for his life.”



“That in itself, is enough to cause us to refrain from our own wishes, 
and not get married.”

“Oh no, it isn't! You wont get out of marrying me that easily, my 
pretty miss.  There is more than one way to skin a cat...I wonder who is 
responsible for that unwholesome quotation...Tom has plans to go out to Texas. 
He believes there will be a war before too long, over secession.  Anyway, Tom 
believes his family will be safer in Texas.  When he gets out there we can visit 
him without causing any trouble.  In the meantime, we can all meet 
somewhere for a week or two...say in London or Paris.  That would be fun, 
wouldn't it?”

“It would be a dream.  Unbelievable.”
“Well, believe it, dear.  I think we should go there before too long.  I'll 

write to Tom right away.  I want to tell him about our marriage just as soon as I 
can, anyway.  He will be surprised that his recalcitrant brother has finally 
decided to get married.”

“And more surprised at who he's marrying.”
“Yes, that, too, but I would bet my bottom dollar that he will be happy 

about it.  He will recognize right away, what it took me so long to see.  He will 
know I couldn't have made a better choice.  In any case, he knows that no one 
ever knows what to expect from me, and he has never tried to change my mind 
about anything.”

“Do I remember of hearing you say that you are stubborn? Tom 
perceives that, too, without doubt, and knows there would be no use to argue 
with you.  I've found that to be the case.” She laughed happily.

“I want to hear more of that music of laughter.  I've never heard you 
laugh like that before.” 

“I will promise to laugh a great deal, sir, if you will promise not to 
look so somber all the time.”

“I think I shall never look somber again,” he grinned.  “I cannot 
believe that a man's whole life could be changed so dramatically in an hour or 
two.  Just a couple of hours ago, I had no thought of anything other than 
continuing in my daily routine.  I didn't feel oppressed or unhappy.  I did know 
that I looked forward to coming home every night because you were here.  The 
first thing I looked for when I got in the door, was your face.  I wanted to feel 
your presence...but even then, I didn't know that I loved you.  I can't believe it. 
My God, to think that I could have had you close, had you for my own...Now I 
simply couldn't face up to living like I did before.”

“Oh, Vincent, can this work? Or are we just dreaming? It is so...you're 
giving up so much.  It frightens me.  Maybe it's a mistake.  Maybe we should 
go back to my first plan.  It is much more simple.”

“Not on your life! I told you I would never lie with a woman I 
wouldn't marry, and like you said, I'm a stubborn man.  I feel as if a door had 
suddenly opened and I am free for the first time in my life.  The fact that I 
didn't recognize I was a captive doesn't make it any less wonderful.  Do you 
think I am going to give up this freedom? Not for all the tea in China.  That 
reminds me.  I'm hungry.  Shall I fetch some tea and sandwiches?”

“Anything.  If we are going to do this wild, crazy, unbelievable, 
wonderful thing, I certainly shan't be able to sleep.”

Besides Vincent, his wife, Thomas Sumner, there were others in 
whom the Wallings had complete confidence.  There were the already famous 
black man Billy Jackson, and his white partner, John Fairfield, who had begun 
their brilliant work in 1849.  Against all odds, they had taken whole families 
out of bondage, safely to the North.  It was said that they were lovers.  No one 
who knew what fine and sensitive people they     were,     cared     one    way 
or the other.  These two had heard about the Wallings and had sent several of 
their charges that way.  Also there had been times, when it had been expedient 
for the Wallings to send their people through the channels these two men had 
miraculously kept open.  The Wallings, and probably the two men, and most 
other of the most effective workers on the Underground Railroad, had met and 
worked with Harriet Tubs, and even the ill-fortuned John Brown, and many 
others.  

 

CHAPTER 23 

Tom and Delia discussed several times, telling Marion and Van about 
their secret life.  They were tempted to tell Van when he was fifteen.  They felt 
that a perspicatious boy like him would be almost sure to find out on his own, 
and that might be disastrous.  If he thought strange things were taking place, 
that his parents didn't want him to know about, maybe he would discuss these 
things with his friends, arousing curiosity and questions that might lead to 
tragedy.  It was not an easy decision to make.  They finally decided that they 
would wait, as they believed Van would bring any question to them before 
talking about it with anyone else.  They would wait for another year.

However, the next day, Moses came riding up in a big hurry, and 
called Tom out.  Tom got up from the dinner table and ran to the barn.  Van 
was right behind him.  Tom ordered Van to go back to the house, but for 
probably the first time in his life, Van refused to obey his dad.  He knew that 
whatever word Mose had brought, meant danger of some kind, and he was 
determined to go wherever his dad was going, to do whatever he could to help, 
even against his dad's wishes.

When Tom saw that Van was going in spite of his orders, he began to 
talk hurriedly.  “There isn't time now, to answer any questions.  If you are 
going, you will have to obey without knowing why.” They were riding swiftly 
now, after Old Mose.  



“There are some code words.  Remember them! When I say a 
sentence using the word 'whistle,' you must go quickly to fetch Luke and 
Mose.  'Yonder' means get back to the house and warn your mother that she 
will have someone to hide and take care of, in a few minutes.  The word 'loud' 
means to get to the rocky glen, misinform anyone who asks as to which way 
the escapee is going.”

Van's heart was pounding.  It was impossible to grasp the full 
implications of what was taking place.  However, he couldn't believe that 
whatever it was, he had had no suspicion of it.  He guessed at the truth.  The 
exhilaration was almost too much for him.  “I have to calm down,” he 
reminded himself.  “I have to behave like an adult.  I have to be a man.  I have 
to be ready to take a lot of responsibility; do exactly what my father wants me 
to.  I could put his life in more danger...and mine.” His senses did not respond 
as rapidly as he would have liked.  He began to go over the code words.  “The 
escapee.” That had to mean a Negro.  He had heard of the “Underground 
Railroad.” Could this possibly be what his parents were doing? He couldn't 
believe it.  His parents had five slaves of their own.  “Of course,” he said aloud 
to the wind.  “They are in on it, too.  They are all working    together! 
Whistle...fetch    Luke    and    Mose.  'yonder,...get back to the house...”

They followed Mose into the lower pasture.  Mose pointed, then 
whirled his horse and started back.  He knew well what was expected of him. 
A little farther down the gully, they came to an opening in the brush.  There 
was a big tree.  A group of men had a huge black man tied on a horse.  There 
was a noose around his neck.  One man was trying to throw the other end of 
the rope around a limb of the tree.  Tom rode up with his gun drawn and 
ordered the men to stop.  Van rode a little to the side and was quiet.  He stood 
watching, waiting, hoping he would not misinterpret any of the things his dad 
said, or did.  His heart was still beating wildly, but he felt he was in command 
of his mental facilities.

The men stood for a moment, glaring at Tom.  One of them demanded 
that Tom not interfere.  “It's none of your business, anyways,” he finished. 
Van wondered at how calm his father sounded.

“Does this man belong to one of you?” He asked, dismounting.
“No,” one of the men answered, “but that don't cut no ice.  He's a 

runaway.  You can see the brand there on his arm.  Don't try to stop us.  We're 
gonna string 'im up an' leave 'im hangin' fer an example to the others that are 
mutterin' an' complainin' about their treatment.  Hell Tom, there's gonna be a 
uprisin' if we don't control these brutes...with women and children murdered in 
their beds.  We can't let this kind a thing go on.  Maybe you don't care whut 
happens to your family, but we aint agonna stand fer it.”

“All right,” Tom said quietly, and Van was startled.  Tom walked 
around, looking up at the big Negro.  “You're right, of course...but it isn't right 
to dispose of a man's property when that man isn't present to say what he 
wants, now is it?”

There was some sputtering and muttering on the part of the men.  “I 
know this man and this brand,” Tom continued, and Van began to make sense 

of what his dad was doing.  “He belongs to an old friend of mine, Jack Jensen, 
down Atlanta way.  I know old man Jensen well enough to know that he would 
probably make us pay a big premium for this fine buck.  He'll probably boil 
him in oil himself when he gets him back, but that's his business.”

Van was hypnotized by the look on the black man's face.  The Negro 
was staring at Tom, his whole countenance a question.  He was trembling, but 
he sat up straight, with what appeared to Van to be more astounded interest, 
than fear.  “Probably,” Van reasoned, “He was sent here by someone who knew 
about my parents work, and he halfway understands that my father is putting 
on an act.  He is responding with enormous hope and real amazement at my 
dad's cleverness.”

“I'll take care of this man, and I'll see that he is returned to Jack. 
We're all honorable men here.  We'll do this thing right.  By law, the owner 
could make us pay for this young buck if we disposed of him.  That would be 
hard on us and it would give the other blacks something to crow about...”

A woman was riding up.  She ordered her husband to get home and 
mind his own business.  The man went.  One of the others concluded that Tom 
was thinking right and said he would appreciate it if Tom would take over and 
return the slave to his owner.  But the other man got belligerent “I be damned,” 
he said, “If I'm gonna give up that easy.  I got three of these black bastards 
myself.  They've been behavior' pretty smart-alecky.  lately.  Heard one of em 
was sayin' whut he was gonna do when he was free.  When he wus free mind 
you! They all gotta have a lesson.”

Tom didn't answer.  “I started out to string this bugger up, and i'm 
gonna see it through.  Them others is yaller dogs.  Larry allus lets his wife tell 
him whut t'do.  Elmer don't even own a slave, so whut the hell does he care? 
Don't have brains enough to see that his family will be in danger if these 
savages get too smart.” He had swung the rope up over the limb and it held.

Tom moved quietly, but quickly.  He walked up and swung a fist that 
was like a pick-axe.  The man fell.  “He'll be all right,” Tom said, to no one in 
particular.  When the man revived, Tom had removed the rope from the black's 
neck.  The negro was standing, wide-eyed, silent, waiting.

Tom repeated that he would deliver the slave back to his rightful 
owner.  Indicating for the black to follow, he walked away, leading his horse. 
Van followed, trying to analyse this whole thing.

When they arrived at the house, the escapee was fed, given water for a 
bath, given clothing.  “After he is rested,” Van's father explained, “We will put 
him on the train for Boston.  He will have papers to show that he is the 
property of Daniel Stuart.  When he arrives in Boston, your Uncle Vincent will 
arrange for his welfare, see that he gets a job and is treated fairly.” 

Van was still dumbfounded.  His parents explained that they had been 
in this business for years...ever since they had arrived here from North 
Carolina.  They had nearly been caught several times.     They had had to be 
wiley, secretive, constantly on the alert.  They had had to be extremely careful 
about who they trusted.  This knowledge in the hands of most people would 



have made it dangerous for the Wallings.  Sentiment ran high.  As time went 
on, that sentiment actually ran higher and higher.

Tom remembered the time when half the people in North Carolina 
were against slavery.  Now, with the agitation of people like Yancy and the 
constant editorials in papers like the Charleston Daily News and the Charleston 
Gazzette, the people had become more and more angry at the privileges the 
North was taking.  The Northerners had become disdainful of the rights of the 
South.  This was the catalyst that brought and held Southerners together. 
Many of them who used to openly voice their contempt of cruelty to slaves, 
had become more cruel than those they had formerly criticized.  People who 
still might go along with what the Wallings were doing, realizing the stronger 
sentiments, knew that they would be in much greater real physical danger now, 
by expressing their opinions, than they would have been a decade ago.  The 
laws concerning treatment of slaves had become more and more stringent. 
More and more black people were being flogged, tortured, hanged, burned, and 
even murdered, than ever before.  There were still some churches that 
preached the viliany of keeping men in bondage, but they had become 
unpopular.  Most ministers who believed in the abolition of slavery, had had to 
retreat to the North.

Just a few years ago, Tom had told Van, there had been churches 
where black people and white attended services together.  The excuse for 
owning other human beings was based to a great extent on the idea that it was 
made honorable by teaching them Christianity.  This notion had been imported 
from England.  Now, England had outlawed slavery, but the heritage of the 
former English tenets lived on.  

There had been renowned black ministers of the gospel in almost 
every church in the South.  Black ministers had been respected.  They were 
articulate and enthusiastic.  More white people went to listen to the black 
ministers, than attended churches where white men preached.  This had all 
changed.  Now no black man was allowed to preach in any church.  Black 
people were not allowed any more, even to attend churches.  First they had 
been segregated, walls being erected between the departments where black 
people were allowed to sit, and the benches of the white people.  Then, the 
black people were made to attend their own churches, exclusively.     But soon, 
the white people began to fear uprisings so much that they prohibited even 
these black churches.  A law was passed that no more than two negroes, even 
freedmen, could gather together, without the express permission of the 
authorities.

Dangerous as the situation had become for Delia and Tom, it had 
become more so for the four “slaves,” in whom they had confided.  Murder 
was certainly not unknown for white people aiding the blacks in any way, but 
it was almost mandatory for black people suspected of such “heinous” acts. 
All this had been explained to the four conspirators, and they had been urged 
to leave and go somewhere where they would feel more safe, but they refused. 
“Whut our lives wuth iffin we cain't hep our brothus when they need us so 
much.” said Mose.

 

CHAPTER 24 

Van couldn't get over the fact that his parents and the blacks could 
have kept the secret, even from him, for so long.  He was close to his parents 
and was naturally a curious and active boy.  He had felt sure he knew 
everything about his mother and dad.  Now he found that he hadn't known 
them at all.  He listened attentively and with unabated excitement, as they 
warned him that he must be ready to obey instructions absolutely, without 
question.

There were several incidents when Van had to use his parents advice 
and obey instructions without knowing why keeping those instructions was 
important.  He was often frightened and often wondered whether or not he was 
making a good decision.  There were times, as his father had told him, when he 
had to take a fleeing man to a hideout and wait there for word that it was safe 
to come out.  Usually, there was enough food and warm blankets, so that Van 
and his charge didn't suffer, but there were times, too, when Van wondered if 
he could keep a man alive until he could get word through that they needed 
food.

On one occasion when Van and an escapee were on their way home, 
Van suddenly heard a mewing sound beside the trail.  He listened, then started 
on.  He heard it again, louder.  He stopped to investigate.  There in the brush, 
like Moses, lay a baby.  This baby, however, was well-dressed and clean.  Van 
was astounded.  He picked the baby up and carried him to his parents home. 
He delivered his man to Delia and then laid the baby in Marybelle's arms.

Marybelle opened the blankets to peer at the child.  the child looked 
well-fed, unharmed.  “Tank the lawd,” Marybelle said.

The others had hidden and fed their refugee and had gathered around 
Marybelle.  “What are we going to name him?” Tom asked.

“He's name be Denber,” Marybelle said.
“How do you know?” Delia asked.  There isn't a note pinned on him 

is there?”
“No,” Marybelle said, “But when Van lay him in my ahms the Lawd 

say he's name be Denber.”
“Then Denver it is,” Tom laughed.
When Van was seventeen an incident occurred which changed the 

whole pattern of his life.  As before, Tom was called out to see to something 
happening in the ravine below his house.  He and Van rode down together. 
They had acted swiftly, but tried to maintain the attitude of leisurely riding 



over their property to check on stock or fences.  Actually, they were very 
alert.  They saw something dart through the brush, and then, not far behind, 
two men.  Tom was never quite as sure of his actions as it appeared to Van that 
he was.  He simply had to make quick decisions and hope that those decisions 
would prove to be the right ones.  He ordered the men to halt.  They stopped. 
One of them was Weldon Balcom, the sheriff's son.

“What the hell's going on?” Tom demanded.  “Sorry about yelling at 
you like that,” he said in a gentler tone, “but I didn't know who it was.  What 
are you doing here, anyway?” He sounded genuinely concerned and puzzled.

“There's a runaway out there,” Weldon was belligerent.  He did not 
attempt to hide his animosity toward Tom.

“Yeah,” the other agreed, spitting tobacco juice, “and we're taking 
him in.  This time we're going to be the ones to collect the reward.” Tom was 
pleased to learn that the rumer he had started that he had got a reward for 
returning the other man, two years ago, to Jack Jensen, who didn't even exist, 
had been taken as gospel.

“Well, that's fair enough,” Tom said.  “We'll help you.  Van, go up to 
the hill yonder, and if you see anything of him, give a loud whistle.  I'll go on 
up this way.  You men can take whatever way you choose; that way, I suppose, 
you're headed.  Was that where you thought you saw him?”

“That's the way he went,” the stranger said, spitting again, “but he 
wont go far 'cause he's carryin' a shot from Weldon's musket.” His grin was an 
ugly leer.  Van had read the code words “yonder,” and “loud.” He had studied 
quite a vocabulary of such codes since that day so long ago when he had first 
learned of them.

Van whipped his horse remorselessly that day to get the messages 
delivered and then race back to meet his father.  He went to the designated spot 
and gave a loud whistle.  Then he shot his pistol.  Tom shouted to the other 
men that the runaway had been spotted.  Even though Weldon and his 
companion hated Tom and his family, they had never had reason to    believe 
that   Tom would ever mislead them in anything.  They had a reluctant respect 
for his renowned integrity.

When they came up to him, Van pointed breathlessly in the direction 
of the creek.  “He ducked just as I shot, and crawled under some thick brush. 
He can't have gone far!” His obvious excitement was genuine.  He was 
trembling.

They kept this farcical game going successfully until dusk.  “It's 
almost dark,” Tom pointed out.  The strain in his voice was telling.  “Why 
don't we give it up for tonight? Come on up to the house.  We can have supper 
and start out again in the morning.  We know he isn't going far.” He grinned.

“I have a better idea,” Weldon said truculently.  “We'll start a fire here 
in the brush.  He'll come out fast enough.  If he goes out that way, he'll be in 
the open, and I can wing him from here.  If he comes out this way, we can 
draw straws on who gets him.  If he stays put, we'll have roast nigger.” His 
laugh was emetic.

“Sorry,” Tom said quietly, “but I can't allow any fires to be built.  It 
would be too dangerous.  Might catch the whole place, the barns, sheds, even 
the house.  I can't take that kind of a chance.”

“Hell, the wind's blowin' the other way,” the tobacco- spitting man 
said, scornfully.  “It ain't gonna catch nuthin' on fire.  Do the place good. 
Clean out some of this thick brush so somethin' worth while c'n grow.  Go 
ahead, Weldon, start yer fire.”

“I'm sorry,” Tom repeated, still quietly, “but I wont allow that.  It is 
my property and I wont allow it.”

Weldon paid no attention.  He had a small blaze going and started 
spreading the fire around.  “We will have no fire here,” Tom stated again, his 
violent anger not remotely showing.  He walked over calmly and started 
stamping out the fires.  Weldon had laid his musket down, when he lit the fire. 
He pulled out his pistol and pointed it at Tom.  Tom looked at Weldon with 
obvious disgust, but went on tramping out     the     fires. Van     was petrified. 
He had his colt at the ready.  “Put it away Van,” his father said.  Weldon 
cocked his pistol and Van shot him.  Van was as surprised as anyone.  He 
hadn't known he was going to shoot.  “I wasn't in the habit of disobeying my 
father,” Van told Maggie, in later years, “but I was scared out of my wits.  I 
still feel sure he would have killed my dad.  The fact that my dad was angry 
with me...for almost the first time in his life...made me far more uneasy than 
the fact that I had killed a man.  God, I hated for that man to be mad at me!”

Weldon's companion stood for a minute, looking at the still body.  He 
looked up at Van for a fleeting instant.  Van saw something in his eyes that sent 
a cold chill vibrating through him.  The man drew his deadly gaze around to 
Tom.  “There was no call for that,” he said, “I'll swear that it was cold-blooded 
murder.  There was no provocation.” His eyes gleamed with satisfaction.

“That's all right, Olson,” Van's dad evidently did know the man, after 
all.  “No one believes much of what you say, anyway.”

Olsen laughed.  A sickening, unhumorous laugh, that sent shudders 
through Van again.  “Oh, Sheriff Balcom will believe me.  We all know sheriff 
Balcom will believe it!” He spat again, barely missing Tom's boots.

“All right, Olsen,” miraculously, Van thought, Tom's voice still 
sounded calm, if very tired.  “You can go in and send out the sheriff.  I'm sorry 
for any man who's lost a son.  We'll have the body taken up to the house. 
Olsen began the retreat back to where he had left his horse.

When he had gone, Van dismounted and threw himself to the ground 
on his face.  For the first time in years he was sobbing.  “My God, I killed a 
man!” he said, “I wish it had been me instead.  How can I ever live with 
myself?”

Tom knelt beside his son.  He placed a hand gently on Van's shoulder. 
He sighed deeply.  “I know how you feel,” he said.  “It will eat at you forever.” 
He sounded as if he might sob, too.  “You will have to remember,” he finally 
said, “that     you saved my life.  Yes, he would have killed me.  He has hated 
me for years.  He would have loved to kill me.  It was his life or mine.”



Van sat up.  “But you told me to put the gun away! You weren't even 
going to defend yourself!”

“I don't rightly know why,” Tom said.  “I guess if you hadn't shot, I'd 
be a dead man now.” Van felt some relief.  If he had, indeed, saved the life of 
his father, he couldn't be sorry...even though he still deplored the fact that it 
had been necessary to shoot the other man.

When they entered the house, Delia nodded, to let them know that the 
runaway was safe.  Her face showed the strain of the ordeal.  She had been 
worried to the point of distraction, about her husband and son.  She could see 
the stains of tears on Van's face, and unmistakable worry signs on her 
husband's.

“Delia,” Tom said, sounding breathless, “Van just killed Weldon.” 
Delia gasped.  She looked at Van, her face turning white.  She caught the edge 
of a table to steady herself.  She looked at her husband, waiting for him to 
explain.

“He has to leave...right now,” Tom said.  “Have the boys and 
Marybelle prepare for his trip.  Food, extra clothing, money, everything.” 

Van was eager to know how the man they had rescued was.  “Is he all 
right?” Van asked.  “Olsen said Weldon had hit him.  Was he badly hurt?”

“He has a lot of bruises and open wounds from thorns tearing at his 
flesh, but Olsen was lying about his being hit.  He'll be fine.”

“We can't send him North, as we did the last one,” Tom mused.  It's 
going to be a little problem just what to do with him.  I don't think old Olsen 
got a good enough look at him to identify him...I think it would be wise for 
him to go with you, Van.”

“Here, son,” he said in a tender voice, “take this map.  Keep away 
from the main roads.  Keep going.  Don't let anything delay or stop you.

“Here are directions how to get to the home of The Denison's and 
Shannon's.  The Shannons are related to your mother.  Second or third cousins, 
I think.  They are fine people.  They will do all they can to help you.  You also 
have a relative, through your mother's side of the family, by the e name of 
Randolph out there.  One of the Shannons and a Randolph...I think they are 
brothers-in-law, have run the ferry on the Red River out there for years.  You 
can see them, too.  We have never met them, but of course we've always 
known about them.  (These people were all related to George.  George's 
grandmother's maiden name was “Shannon.” George's name is George 
Shannon.  George's grandmother's mothers maiden name was Randolph.     The 
Randolphs and the Shannons were related to Robert E.  Lee.  George doesn't 
know just how he is related to the Lees.  Also, the renowned spy, Mrs. 
Greenhow, mentioned in this story, was related to the Randolphs and the Lees. 
Consequently, George must have been remotely related to her in some way.

The City of Denison, Texas, is near where the Shannon home was 
located.  It was established probably in 1876--or so.  There is a Church named 
Shannon, and a graveyard, where George and I saw many gravestones marked 
“Shannon,” and “McHenry,” near Denison.  The Randolphs, of course, were 

some of the most famous people in Virginia about this time.  I think they are 
still prominent there.)

“You can have someone write now and then.  We will want to know 
that you are all right.  The letters can be worded so that they will mean nothing 
to anyone else, but so that we can understand them.  You know code words for 
'safe,' or 'things are bad,' and so on.  Use them.  We'll be waiting.  We'll be 
eager.     We'll be worried.  Hell, you can take care of yourself.  No, don't argue 
with me.  You are in trouble.  I would never run and never let you run, if you 
had the chance of a snowball in hell of getting a fair trial...but you don't.  You 
would be hanged.  Balcom has waited years for a chance to get even with me. 
He would go all out to see that my son was hanged...even if it weren't his own 
son that lies dead.  The word of that reprobate, Olsen, will be taken against 
ours, of course.  They would point out that we would have reason to lie, where 
he would not.

“I will have Luke take a couple of horses out toward the coast, and get 
word out that you went that way, intending to take a boat out of Savannah, to 
New Orleans.”

Delia was already moving toward the kitchen to get Marybelle started 
fixing food for two.  Tom shouted for Luke and had him saddle horses.

“We don't have time to get any papers made up...in case you're 
questioned.  The man's probably used to being a slave, so he'll play the part all 
right.  You may have to brush up on being a 'mastah,' but I'm sure you can fill 
the order.” Tom smiled.  “Just remember that his life and well-being depends 
upon your treating him in a downright debasing manner, at times.  He'll 
understand that.  It isn't necessary to be brutal, but you know how the fat cats 
treat their beloved slaves, at best, like grown-up babies that can't think for 
themselves, but have no limits to their endurance.”

Delia stood by.  She gave her son one quick hug.  Van saw the tears in 
her eyes.  She smiled.  “I'll be with you,” she whispered.  

 

CHAPTER 25 

Van enjoyed the trip across the long miles to Texas.  It was obvious 
that Old Maib was a happy man.  The appendage “Old,” came as naturally as 
any other adjunct made peculiar to the slave, even though Maib was only a few 
years older than Van.  The subjected station Maib assumed, as Van's slave, 
came as naturally, too.  Van hated those times when he had to act as the master, 
kind, but condescending, to his slave.  He kept his promise, however, and Old 
Maib kept his part of the bargain.  



When they were alone by the campfire, Van enjoyed talking with 
Maib.  Maib was intelligent, honest.  He was, of course, unlearned.  He asked 
questions about everything.  Van answered them all to the best of his ability. 
He often wished for the vast library at his father's house, to look for the 
answers to some of the questions Old Maib posed.  They were questions of 
history, law, geography and politics.  He was interested in every phase of how 
the government was run, and when he learned that experiments in governments 
had been going on since the beginning of time, he was fascinated and wanted 
to know what all the wisest men had said and written about it.

They saw sights they would never have dreamed of.  One of the most 
impressive was the day they were travelling along contentedly, in a cloudless 
sky, when suddenly the sky began to darken.  They heard a sound as if a storm 
were approaching, but didn't believe that possible.  Then they saw what looked 
like the biggest cloud they had ever seen--but it was not a cloud.  It was 
millions of birds darkening the sky for miles.  They stopped their horses to 
gaze at the passenger pigeons.  They watched, amazed, as the birds began to 
come to roost in the trees.  The birds were so numerous that there was no way 
they could all roost within a five mile circle.  Van remembered of having heard 
that sometimes it required more than twelve hours for a concentration of these 
birds to move over a certain area, even though they flew faster than a good 
horse could run! He had known about passenger pigeons, but it was still hard 
to believe.  Van and Maib picked up a couple from the ground where they had 
fallen from overcrowding of the roosting places.  They were excellent baked 
over coals on their campfire.

Van saw to it that messages were sent back to his parents as often as 
he could manage it.  Where there were telegraph lines, he sent telegrams in 
one or another strange name.  Where there was not access to these lines, he 
found strangers and paid them to write letters for him.

The two men finally arrived at the home of the Shannons, in the 
northeast part of Texas.  It was a beautiful place.  Van thought of his father's 
question, so long ago, about whether or not he and Marion would be contented 
to give up their comfortable home in Kentucky, and move west to an unknown, 
wild, country to start over.  He loved Texas and heartily wished for the time 
when they could all come here and build a new home.

One thing after another had delayed this contemplated move.  Tom 
and Delia hated to move Marion and Van from their schools, where they were 
doing so well.  His parents had investigated the possibility of getting Van into 
West Point, and had found that it would probably be possible.  Van had looked 
forward to that experience, but he could not say he was truthfully disappointed 
that this trip had postponed it.

Van and Maib stayed in Texas for a time.  They got acquainted with 
the Denison family and were impressed with their hospitality, good sense and 
the history of their family.

They made their way down to the Brazos Valley.  They visited in the 
home of Dr.  Lockhart in Washington county.  The big house had been built of 

timber grown on the place.  It was one and a half stories, with fluted pillars and 
dormer windows.  It was finished in plaster and walnut.

In front of the house was a long row of crep myrtles.  The slave 
quarters faced a lane, with trees and rose-bushes in front of each cabin.  The 
plantation had its own store, blacksmith shop, and mule-powered gin.  As far 
as Van and Maib could determine, the slaves here were treated much better 
than they were in the more Eastern states.  The visitors were treated with the 
utmost courtesy and hospitality.

After that, they visited the home of Thomas Affleck, the Glenbythe 
Plantation.  It consisted of three thousand, five hundred acres of fields, 
pastures, and woodlands.  There were one hundred twenty slaves.  The home 
had six bedrooms and two long galleries.  There were numerous other 
buildings, negro quarters, an overseer's house, a carriage house, a pigeonry, a 
church, a hospital, a sugar mill, a gin, a sawmill and a blacksmith    shop.  

On a high bluff on the east side of the Brazos, in Waller County was 
the Bernardo Plantation of Jared E.  Gorce, from Alabama.  The rambling 
home, built in 1822, was of cottonwood logs, hewn and counterhewn.  Polished 
walnut columns supported the house-length gallery.  Each room had a fireplace 
of sandstone, brought from the river.  Separate bedrooms, kitchen, dairy, 
doctor's house, guest house, slaves quarters, were off beside a small lake. 
There was a scaffold for drying meat.

Van and Maib tasted mustang for the first time, here.  Van didn't like 
it, and he learned afterward, that Maib didn't either, but neither would have 
shown that.  The meat was coarser, darker and stronger, than beef.  It was 
surprisingly tender, but, of course, it was explained, the mustang taken for food 
was always young.  The local people seemed to enjoy it.  The Gorce home was 
located on the road from Houston to Auston.  Houston himself had camped for 
two weeks here in 1836, the guests were told.

Jared Gorce's son, Leonard W.  Gorce, owned the Liendo plantation. 
It consisted of six thousand, seven hundred acres.  Three hundred slaves 
worked this huge place.  The foundation and chimneys of this home were of 
brick, made of the red clay of the Brazos.  This house was “colonial.” Built in 
l853 and 54, the outside walls had “drop-lead” siding, painted white.  The pine 
lumber had been shipped from Georgia by sea, to New Orleans, then hauled by 
oxen to its destination.  On the ceiling of the drawing-room, was painted a 
design of morning glories and roses.  Van tried to find out who the artist was, 
but failed to do so.  The kitchen was built separate from the house.  A whole 
beef--or mustang-- could be roasted in the fireplace.  There was a guest house 
and a school-house for the eleven Gorce children and neighbor children.

There were many other fine plantations.  At one place, Van and Maib 
were served soda and buttermilk biscuits, baked by “Aunt Ann”--who baked 
them in a dutch oven with fire-coals on the lid.  These were served with pecan 
preserves, sausage, lye-hominy, fried apples, and sweet potatoes.

The travelers discovered that the less wealthy usually had plenty of 
meat, but often only cornbread, molasses and milk.  On one finer plantation on 



the San Bernardo River, the men were served a fine dinner, but they were 
expected to use their own pocket knives, and forks made from cane.

At the beautiful home of Leander McNeel, Van and Maib were met at 
the roadside by a slave kept there to invite all belated travelers to stop and stay 
for the night, free.

Most of the people on these plantations wore clothing made from 
homespun cotton, and woolen cloth.  This material was dyed with local barks 
and berries.  There were some bolts of yard-goods in the stores, and often 
“store-bought” clothes.  Shoes were usually made by slaves, or itinerant 
cobblers.  Most women had fancy dresses and silk stockings for parties.

Van and Maib attended one of these parties, which lasted three days. 
They danced formal minuets, waltzs, cut the pigeon's wing, to such tunes as 
“Rosin the bow,” “Cotton-eyed Joe,” “The Arkansas Traveler.” They danced 
on puncheon floors- -split logs with the flat side up.  The music was made 
from all manner of improvised instruments; saws, garden hoes, even kitchen 
pans.  Ordinary music couldn't have been heard above the din of clattering 
boots.  Van saw people trading shoes, with others who had worn moccasins. 
This, he saw, was because those with moccasins could not dance in them.

A good caller for square-dances was popular.  “Choose your partners, 
form a ring.  Double eight and double L swing.  First swing six and then swing 
eight.  Swing 'em again like swingin' on a gate.  Ducks in a river, goin' to the 
ford.  Coffee in a little rag, sugar in a gourd.”

“Sally Gooden,” “Turkey in the straw,” “Leather Breaches,” “Buffalo 
Gals,” and “Black-eyed Susie,” were popular.  The schottische, waltz, glide, 
polka, and square- dances, the Virginia-reel, were danced until three o'clock in 
the morning.  As much as Van had always hated parties, and dancing,  he 
found himself enjoying this party immensely.  Of course, most of the time, he 
was merely looking on, but he did participate in some dancing, too.

A wagon-load of roasting ears were cooked.  Watermelons and 
cantaloupe were brought in by wagonloads.  Pound cakes, wild grape, 
dewberry and wild plum pies were devoured by the dozens.  A barrel of ice-
cold lemonade was on hand at all times.  Horse-racing took place in the 
daylight hours, before time to begin music for dancing.  The quarter-horse was 
the most popular.

Van and Maib were talked into attending church.  A sign on the door 
told men to discard their chaws of tobacco, and to refrain from spitting on the 
floor.   They learned that the first sentence of the Texas Declaration of 
Independence, signed March 2, 1836, consisted of 293 words.  

The two men spent over two years roaming Texas.  They lived with 
Indians.  The Indians took pleasure in Van's enthusiasm for learning their ways. 
They taught him how to train dogs and horses.  He had learned some of this at 
home, but he believed the Indians methods were superior to those of his 
acquaintances, in most ways, even though it was a subject their forbears had 
learned from white people.

Van learned how to search out and use the different herbs, roots, 
leaves, bark and berries from which they made cures for injuries and ailments 

for animals and themselves.  They taught their apt and eager student how to 
track--where tracks seemed non-existent.  They taught him how to hunt and 
dress the deer, buffalo, and even mustang, bear, and wild cattle.  They taught 
him how to cure and make the hides of animals pliable and soft; how to make 
strong rope of rawhide strips, how to walk through the woods without being 
heard, or seen.

Van found it difficult to swallow some of the foods the squaws 
prepared; rattlesnake, which turned out to be white, palatable meat,    the flesh 
of dogs, which was stringy and strong.     He remembered of having read that 
dog was one of the favorite meats of the famous Northwestern explorers, 
Lewis and Clark, especially Clark.  Van ate the liver of deer, which smelled so 
bad that Van wondered how anyone had ever been tempted to eat it--but which 
surprisingly tasted much better than it smelled.  (Rawhide Texas).

The Indians learned a lot from Van and Maib, too.  They never tired 
of listening to tales from the world from which the two strangers had come. 
They thought the black man was very brave for having defied his owners and 
run away.  They could never quite reconcile the difference between Van and 
those other white men who had made slaves of the blacks.  There were legends 
of some of their own Indian ancestors having died in the hands of white people 
who had made them slaves.  The Indians had a contempt for most white 
people.  Their liking for Van seemed not to be hindered by this fact, but 
seemed, indeed, to be enhanced by it.

After two years Van received word from his parents that they wanted 
him to look for some land to purchase.  They advised Van to be guided by Mr. 
Denison, who knew where the best land was, and knew also, how to go through 
the proceedings of purchasing land from the Government.

Van was thrilled.  At length, he and Mr.  Denison decided on a section 
not far from Mr.  Denison's own vast acreages.  Van thought this property had 
everything desirable.  There was plenty of water, forests, fine grass-lands, 
gullys, important for protection of animals in times of blizzards or Blue 
Northers.  It had a choice of beautiful building sites.

Plans and drawings were exchanged and Van, it was decided, would 
start building.  He had a lot of ideas gained from his visits to the beautiful 
mansions in the Brazos Valley.  He began work at once.  He hired Mexicans. 
Mr.  Denison was available to advise and guide.  Van and Maib were 
constantly busy choosing men to travel to New Orleans for supplies and 
materials.  Delia and Tom began shipping lumber, nails, and other 
equipment     for     use     in their new home.  Logs were cut and hewn for 
outbuildings.  Teams were bought to do the hauling, and to skid logs. 
Hardwoods were chosen for shingles, flooring, beams.  Van and Maib worked 
very long hours.  Van grew taller, brown, as strong as Maib.  He was happy.

Even here in the wilderness, there were parties, dancing, feasting. 
Van had a mild affair with a pretty Indian girl, and was pursued by Mr. 
Denison's daughter.  He felt a tug of emotion for both, but continued to refrain 
from any behavior that might have appealed to men of less prudish character. 
Van probably would have indulged in sexual satisfactions, if it had not been for 



his vivid memories of the long talks with his dad about the values of moral 
self-discipline, and the futility of causal sexual entertainment.  Difficult as it 
was, sometimes, to control his virile body, he took joy in the knowledge that he 
could exercise that control.  His dad's teachings had had a very deep impact on 
his character. 

 

CHAPTER 26  

Van had received word that his parents still felt that it was not safe for 
him to return to the vicinity.  Sheriff Balcom was continuing to rabidly seek 
the murderer of his only son.  However, they thought that Van could not 
continue to put off his education.  An appointment at West Point had been 
obtained, and Van was to report there as soon as possible.  He consulted with 
Mr.  Denison about people who could be trusted to take care of the properties 
until his parents could come there.  Mr.  Denison picked out several honest 
men and some families to stay on at the Walling estate.  

It was decided that Maib would remain there too.  Van knew he could 
trust Maib.  He was given authority to oversee the further construction, 
clearing land and seeing that everything was done according to Van's parents 
wishes.

Their parting was emotional.  They stood looking at each other, their 
faces conveying what they could not put into words.  They shook hands 
warmly, and then suddenly hugged each other, and Van turned and walked 
away.  

Van didn't like the Military School.  He strived to do his best, 
however, as was his nature, and received notice for his efforts.     His grades 
were excellent.  He took his initiation hazing with good grace, even though he 
thought it was quite childish.  When it was his turn to help in the hazing of 
new recruits, he refused to participate.  He was kidded about it, but no one 
cared to carry the joshing too far, as for some reason, even though Van had an 
attitude of friendliness, the other boys seemed to sense that he would not 
tolerate much of anything of which he really disapproved.  His classmates 
respected him and liked him, but they didn't pressure him about anything. 
They respected his obvious liking to be alone, and allowed him the freedom to 
do so without interference.

The four years finally ended.  Van's parents arrived for his graduation. 
He was delighted to see them again.  It had been a long seven years since he 
had seen them.  He had missed them terribly.  He had visited his uncle Vincent, 
in Boston, where Vincent had moved when he was twenty.  He knew that 

Vincent had married the daughter of one of his grandfather's former slaves, but 
he was surprised to see what a beauty she was, and how gracious.  Their two 
children were fine little specimens of humanity, too.  Van had heard something 
of the contempt their marriage had engendered in the community, and actually 
over a wide area of the country, Vincent being one of a respected and 
renowned family.

It was June 18th, 1861.     The war between the states had begun. 
“Exactly as my dad warned them it would,” Van thought, angrily.  “Fools will 
never listen! It could have been avoided.  It should have been avoided.”

After graduation, Tom persuaded his parents to let him go home.  He 
believed he could keep out of the sheriff's trap.  He wanted to be with his 
family for a while.  He wanted to see his sister Marion, who, he was told, had 
just become engaged to a Northerner.  She would be making her home in the 
North after she was married.  Van wanted to see his old friend, Wally.  They 
had managed to correspond, but Van had missed their talks, their intimacy.  He 
was delighted to be going home, even if it had to be for a very short time.

Soon after Van's arrival, there was a big ball in one of the mansions 
nearby.  Tom and Delia finally agreed that there would probably not be much 
danger in Van's attending.  His presence would not be likely to be reported by 
any of their class, and there would be no other class at the ball.  Van had never 
liked social gatherings, but he looked forward to this one.  It would be an 
opportunity to feel he was a part of the community again, before he had to 
leave.

Van was introduced to several girls he had never seen before.  He was 
busier dancing and talking than he remembered of ever being before.  He was 
even enjoying it.  He had seen Wally and they had spent long hours talking and 
laughing about old times.  They talked about their hopes for the future, and 
what they had done while apart.  Mostly, Wally had attended college and 
enjoyed the attentions of dozens of new girls.

Van had just finished a dance with a strange girl.  He glanced up to 
see Wally across the floor.  On his arm was the most stunning girl Van had ever 
seen.  They were making their way toward Van.  “Sylvia,” Wally was saying, 
“this is my old friend, Van Walling.  You've heard a lot about him.”

“I certainly have!” Sylvia smiled.  She extended a dainty hand.  “I'm 
so happy to meet you.” Van took her hand, led her to the dance floor, not 
remembering what he had said in response.  Wally walked away as if he had 
performed a duty.

“If Wally had a girl like this,” Van asked himself, “Why hadn't he 
ever mentioned her?” He meant to turn her back over to Wally when the dance 
was over, but Wally was on the other side of the room, obviously enjoying 
himself with a group of other girls.  He didn't even glance at Sylvia and Van. 
Van asked her for another dance, and when Wally still didn't approach, another 
and another.

Van was surprised at Wally's lack of courtesy, but he was glad to have 
Sylvia to himself for so long.  He was deeply impressed with her royal bearing, 
her subdued voice, her looks.  She was not the most beautiful girl Van had ever 



seen, but he had to admit she was the most attractive.  Finally, Sylvia asked to 
be excused and said she would like to be seated.  Van obliged, a little irritated 
with Wally.  Van remembered that he had obligations to some other of the 
guests, and Sylvia was immediately claimed by another eager young man.

Van had to laugh to find that he was a bit jealous.  “She's Wally's 
girl,” he kept reminding himself, but Wally seemed to have forgotten all about 
her.  Van was puzzled.  He was embarrassed for Wally.     Certainly Sylvia was 
not neglected, but it was not the best of manners to leave any girl one had 
escorted to a ball, to the disposition of others.

As soon as he decently could, Van asked Sylvia for another dance.  He 
made it known that he would like to see her again.  She readily agreed.  Van 
was sorry now, that he would have to leave so soon.  He decided that he would 
remain here for at least a few weeks, in order to get better acquainted with 
Sylvia.  Suddenly, there was nothing more important.  He honestly didn't 
believe his life was in danger.  He had agreed to leave to assuage his parents 
uneasiness.  The next day he asked Wally about Sylvia.

“Oh, I've known her for years.  Her parents and mine are close 
friends.     They like it when we see each other.  Sylvia isn't my type, Van, and 
she feels the same way about me.  If you're interested you have a free field as 
far as I'm concerned.”

Van was overjoyed.  He meant to make the most of his opportunity to 
court her.  He told her that he couldn't stay in the area for very long.  He even 
told her why.  She was shocked by the news that he had killed a man.  She was 
deeply devout in her religion and to her the killing of a man was a mortal sin. 
However, after she learned that it was his father's life against Weldon's, she 
relented and soon seemed to forget all about it.

She often quoted the Bible to Van.  Van was amused and respectful, 
but didn't take it too seriously.  “The Bible also says 'thou shalt not suffer a 
witch to live,'“ he said.  “and look how many good people were murdered on 
those grounds.” He was astonished by her reaction to that.  She reprimanded 
him severely.  She cried.  She refused to see him for two days.  He was 
shattered.  He sent his apologies.  He promised never to mention anything 
about Bible quotes, again.  He begged her to see him.  He knew that he was in 
love.  It would be as his father had said so long ago.  He would never love 
another woman.  He was a one-woman man.

Sylvia sent word that she would see him.  She was repentant.  She 
admitted that she should never have taken it so seriously.  She clung to him 
and allowed him to kiss her.  “I love you,” Van said.  “I want you to be my 
wife.  Say you will.”

In her old-fashioned way, she put him off.  “I will let you know soon,” 
she said.  He had no doubt that her answer would be yes.  He knew it was 
considered indelicate for a woman to say yes to a man the first time he asked 
for her hand.  He was willing to abide by all the rules of etiquette and wait the 
necessary months to be properly engaged, but he was eager to be married, too.

His thoughts were of Sylvia day and night.  His fondest dreams were 
to come true.  He would have a good and lovely woman for his wife.  He 

thought he must be the happiest man in the world.  His visit home extended to 
six weeks.  He felt blessed that Sheriff Balcom and his men had evidently not 
been alerted that he was near.  He didn't want anything to interfere with his 
plans now.  He waited impatiently for Sylvia's answer.  He wanted to put a ring 
on her finger that would    denote    to   the 
 
     world that she was his.  He believed her answer would be forthcoming very 
soon.

Sylvia finally promised shyly that she would marry him.  She said that 
she loved him.  She made it known that they would have to have their 
engagement announced in the accepted way and at the appropriate time.  She 
was a very properly brought up young lady and she would never allow herself 
to act impetuously about something so important.  Van understood this, and 
loved her more for her modesty and high standards. 
 

 

 CHAPTER 27  

Van was at a friend's one evening, waiting for the hour when he could 
see Sylvia, when Luke came riding up in a cloud of dust.  He ran up the steps 
and called for Van.  “They on they way heah, Van!” He gasped.  “They know 
you been home.  Yo daddy say git out fas'.  Yo daddy say go! He sen you dis.” 
It was a packet of money and a few small personal belongings.

Van would not go without seeing Sylvia.  He hurried to her home. 
Her mother met him at the door.  When Van asked to see Sylvia, her mother 
became agitated.  “She isn't feeling well,” she said, embarrassed, stuttering.

“Please, I must see her...for just a few minutes.  I am being sent away. 
I must talk to her, explain, before I go.”   
 Sylvia's mother stood reluctant, undecided.  Sylvia walked into the room.  She 
looked pale.  Her eyes were swollen as if she had been crying.  Van rushed to 
her.  He meant to take her in his arms and comfort her.  She backed away from 
him.

“Dearest,” He said, taking her hands in his, “I have to leave.  I will 
return as soon as I can.  I want to announce our engagement as soon as I get 
back.  I want to begin our life together just as soon as possible.” She removed 
her hands from his and turned away.

“What is it dear? Is something wrong? Don't keep anything 
 
     from me.  I want to know about anything that bothers you, always.  I love 
you.  I'll love you forever.  He knew she was inclined to take everything too 



seriously, and believed that whatever was bothering her could be solved with a 
few words.

She turned back to him, but kept her distance.  “Van,” she said, “I 
hate to tell you this, but I am not going to marry you.  Wally and I were 
married this morning.  I'm sorry.” She sounded as if she were choking.

Van was stunned.  It seemed hours before comprehension penetrated. 
No, this was not really happening.  He felt as if his body were slowly being 
torn into a million aching, throbbing, bleeding pieces.  He could never be 
reconstructed.  All the broken, sharp, pieces were dead, yet they kept hurting, 
throbbing, screaming.  He was dead, but he had to keep functioning.  He 
couldn't, but he had to.  He had to speak to her.  He had to ease her pain.  She 
was crying.  He had to tell her that if that were her choice, he wouldn't be 
angry with her.  He had to tell her that he loved her so much that he wanted her 
happiness above everything else.

He had no right to hate Wally, but he felt at this moment as if he 
would surely kill him.  He didn't want to have to think.  He didn't want to be 
here in the presence of this woman he loved; this woman who had just told him 
that she had married his best friend.  He didn't want to be here, but he wanted 
nothing more than to be in her presence for as long as he could.

He hadn't noticed Wally come into the room.  His voice startled Van. 
“All's fair in love and war, old man.” Van turned, wondering if he could greet 
Wally civilly.  He found that he could, but not of his own volition, it seemed. 
He took Wally's hand.  “Congratulations, Wally,” he said evenly, but in a voice 
he didn't recognize as his own.  “I certainly can't rightly fault you.  Probably 
the best decision you ever made.  Congratulations.” Wally was grinning 
happily.

Van turned to Sylvia.  She extended her hand.  Van saw the tears 
again.  “What a gentle person she is,” he was thinking.   
 
     “She should be smiling and happy, but knowing how hurt I am, she puts me 
first.  She gave Van's hand a quick squeeze.  That squeeze was meant to 
convey something, but he didn't know what it was...just sympathy? She knew 
how much he loved her.  She had to know how sick he was with 
disappointment.  What a wonderfully sweet, sensitive and understanding wife 
she would be.

He retreated from the room as quickly as he could.  He didn't see 
where he was going.  He acted purely on instinct.  He went to the horse Luke 
had brought, and whirled the beast away to take the path to he knew not and 
cared not where.

During the next few weeks, it seemed to Van that he was conscious of 
what he was doing only a small part of the time.  He arrived in New Orleans 
and looked up the man he had heard could teach the Japanese form of defense 
called Ju Jitsu.  He had thought for a long time that he would like to learn this 
form of fighting.  He threw himself into the difficult training course.  He 
practiced almost every waking moment.  Mr.  Hiroshoge smiled and said that 
Van was one of the most apt pupils he had ever taught.  He spent many extra 

hours watching Van, advising, correcting the slightest mismove, demonstrating 
the intricate maneuvers.

Van's mind was not eased about his loss of Sylvia.  He knew it never 
could be, but he came to be able to wear himself to exhaustion so that he could 
sleep at night.  Still, it seemed that his heartache woke him in the mornings, 
and went to sleep with him at night.  His anger became an integral part of him. 
He kept reminding himself that he couldn't rationally be angry with either 
Wally or Sylvia, but his old reliance on logic did not come to his rescue.

He began to drink heavily.  He laid with any woman, married, single, 
or widowed, who gave him the opportunity.  He never tried to seduce any of 
them, but there were enough of those who let it be known that they were 
available.  He didn't enjoy these encounters very much.  They did little to ease 
his pain.  They were simply a manifestation that he cared nothing for his  life 
    
    any more.  Before he lost Sylvia, he would have thought that this attitude 
was one of weakness, but he cared nothing for that characterization, either.

He had been strong all his life.  He had taken pride in using 
extraordinary self-discipline.  Now he thought of his former rectitude as being 
pretentious.  He didn't like the image of his former self.  He couldn't say he 
liked his new self any better.  He spent hours in houses of prostitution.  Some 
of them were quite renowned, and some of them were cheap and disreputable. 
He was usually too drunk to care which was which.

He had asked himself a thousand times, “Why did it happen?” He had 
been so sure that Sylvia loved him.  She wasn't the fickle type of woman.  She 
was sincere and conscientious.  She would never hurt anyone lightly.  Why had 
Wally changed his mind? He had seemed to care so little for Sylvia.  “She isn't 
my type,” He had told Van.  The only answer, Van told himself for the 
thousandth time, was that Wally had come to his senses, and realized what a 
precious jewel Sylvia was.  The only answer he could come to, concerning 
Sylvia's change of heart, was that he, Van, had been second choice, after all. 
She had loved Wally all along, but believing he cared nothing for her, she had 
settled on Van.  When Wally let her know that he loved her, she had not been 
able to control her feelings.  She realized that it was Wally she really loved. 
“Well, I can't blame either of them.  I want happiness for them both.” But the 
pain kept clawing at him.

Mr.  Hiroshoge reminded Van that one of the first requirements of the 
good samarai was to maintain his health.  Van appreciated the advice, but he 
continued on his path of destruction.  He worked with Mr.  Hiroshoge for over 
three months.  By that time he had become so restless that he decided he would 
have to move on.  He merely rambled over the country with no goal.

Van returned home to find that Wally and Sylvia had gone to 
Northeastern Virginia, where Wally had purchased a huge, run-down 
plantation.  The word was that Wally had prospered in the  year since he had 
bought the place.  He had built the old run-down plantation up, had found new 
ways to make it fertile again, had refurbished buildings.  He owned over a 



hundred slaves; was a proud and influential man in his vicinity.  It was little 
comfort to Van.

Van started out once more for Texas.  He had, even in his debauchery, 
kept in touch quite regularly with his parents.  He checked with Mr.  Denison 
and saw that things were progressing with the buildings and the clearing of 
land.  He then started on West.  He went to California.

Van had been such an enthusiastic and curious person that even in his 
bereavement, he found himself being surprised and delighted in some of the 
strange things he saw.  There were trading posts that looked quite modern and 
convenient.  There were wagon-trains; merchandising people delivering all 
types of goods to these outlying posts.  There were Indian villages, with 
children and dogs running everywhere.  There were long miles where he found 
no habitation at all.  Even in these remote and desolate places, he often passed 
wagon-trains going to California, or “back home,” from California.  Some of 
these travelers told him of their days looking for gold.  Some said they had 
made themselves rich.  Others said they had found their trip futile, expensive, 
dangerous.  He met a herd of thousands of sheep.  A man by the name of Karl 
Anton Von Schaver was taking them from California to Texas.  (Rawhide 
Texas).

Van didn't stay in California for very long.  He saw some of the rich 
missions, and the great forests of redwoods, and then started on North.  He was 
indifferent to danger, to the hardships of hunger, cold, exhaustion.

Even though he would have insisted that he wasn't interested in what 
he saw and heard, other than for the moment's diversion of his thoughts, his 
mind stubbornly kept recording it all.  He saw grizzly bear, coyotes, wolves, 
deer, elk, the big, blue heron, wild geese.  Against his will, he thrilled for a 
moment at the beauty of these wild creatures.  

He forded icy streams and rushing rivers.  Where the waters were too 
deep and swift, he built rafts of a few small chopped logs and crossed on them. 
He usually swam his horse, but where it was better to take his horse on a raft, 
he blindfolded him in order to get him on the crude craft.

He visited Indians, living as they did, when he remained with them for 
a night or two.  He took no caution to discover whether or not they were 
friendly before he rode into their camps.  His luck was good.  He was usually 
welcomed into their tepees without restraint.  Even though he had lost all 
compunction about lying with women, he refused the offer of squaws for his 
bed.  He did not consider himself above mating with them, but he considered 
them above his trifling feelings for sexual indulgence.  As he had in Texas, he 
ate dog flesh with the Indians, smoked their strange-tasting pipes, hunted with 
them and sometimes entered their horse-racing, and mustang-breaking games. 
They laughed at his lack of caution, thinking it bravery.  He managed to leave 
some little trinket with each of his hosts.

When it was possible, he sent word to his parents that he was all right. 
Sometimes weeks elapsed between occasions when he could do this.  He 
warned them that this was the case, so that they would not be too worried.

Sometimes it was weeks before he saw a white man.  There were 
trappers, and occasionally he found a white man living with the Indians.  There 
were wagon-trains.  On one occasion he was invited to travel with a wagon-
train going to Oregon Territory.  He traveled with them for a day, but he was 
too restless to listen to people talk, or to make conversation.  He rode on 
ahead.

After visiting Fort Clatsop, the camp-place of Lewis and Clark in 
Oregon Territory, Van decided to follow their trail on East, to see the Great 
Falls they had reported about.  He spent a few days at Fort Benton, where he 
was surprised to find comforts and modern facilities.  Here, there was news of 
the war.  It had been in progress now for three years.  It was going much better 
for the North than it was for the South.  That had been easy for people like his 
dad to foresee, Van thought.  The South had nowhere nearly the metals, 
factories, and manpower the North had.  “The fools!” He often repeated, “the 
damn fools! Yancey and others of his ilk got the people so worked up they 
wouldn't listen to reason.  Formerly intelligent people got so they resented it 
when my dad, and others, pointed out the truth to them.” 
  

 

CHAPTER 28 

It was June l864.  Van had been so angry with the “fire-eaters,” and 
others of his Southern countrymen, that he hadn't been interested in fighting 
their war.  But suddenly, he decided to head home.  He followed the Missouri 
River over the old Lewis and Clark trail, and then on down the Mississippi. 
He wasn't hurried.  He finally arrived in St.  Louis and then made his way 
eastward.

When he reached home, he announced that he did not intend to take a 
commission, as he was entitled to, but wanted to go out on his own--do some 
private spying and raiding.  “I believe that Jeb Stuart, and Mosbey's Raiders 
and some of our most astute spies, like Rosa Greenhow, have done more good 
than some of our generals...old Bragg, for instance.

Tom didn't approve of this decision.  He would have liked to see Van 
make use of the education he had obtained at West Point, but he made no 
objection.  “I want to take Old Maib and go out to Virginia to begin.  I expect 
we will be drawn to other states, as we see what is needed most and where we 
can do the most good.  If we are not successful, I will go ahead and put in for a 
commission, sit in a tent and drink whiskey and direct the boys where to go to 
get killed.” Van and Maib left before the week was out.  They headed for 
Virginia.  West Virginia had gained its request to break away from the Eastern 



part of Virginia and become a state in its own right.  There were more men 
fighting for the Union there than for the Confederacy.  “I believe we can make 
an impact in those parts,” Van said.  We wont be noticed too much since we 
aren't in uniform.  We can ride almost anywhere we want to, without drawing 
attention.  We can make forays quite easily into enemy territory...up into Ohio 
and even Pennsylvania, if so decide.

Their successes were so spectacular that even they were surprised. 
They took chances no sensible person would have taken.  They crossed the 
lines back and forth almost at will.  They captured patrols, changed into 
Yankee uniforms, rode further into Yankee country, gathered important 
information, spied and stole supplies.  They kept an eye out for medical 
wagon-trains, and watching for the opportune moment, took the men by 
surprise and made off with whole trains.  They stole food, clothing, whiskey 
and even tents.  They got away with quite a number of horses, by driving herds 
away from camps, by driving wagon-trains of supplies away when it was 
possible, and by taking the saddled horses of men they took as prisoners They 
soon found it expedient to confide in some of the superior officers.  They had 
to deliver their booty to someone.  They had to take their prisoners somewhere.

They were invited to join the regiments of one commanding officer 
after another, but they continued to work alone.  They were beginning to be 
notorious.  They were feared by the Yankees, and admired by the Southern 
boys.

Van found himself more satisfied with life than he had been in a long 
time.  He still thought of Sylvia, but there were so many other things to keep 
his mind occupied, that he was at times, almost happy.  He was still filled with 
anger, and took no thought for his life--except in a wily way, which was more 
of meeting a challenge, than concern for himself.  He never ceased to be 
thoughtful about Maib's safety.  However, Maib never showed any fear or 
resentment when Van placed their lives in jeopardy.

They enjoyed the times when they were alone, and could take a brief 
respite from the rigors of war.  They camped in some beautiful, serene, places. 
They usually had good food and good coffee, taken from the Northern boys. 
They were usually comfortable in their bedrolls.  They talked, schemed, 
reminisced, practiced judo, laughed and told stories of their adventures.

They were resting by a tributary of the Ohio River one evening.  It 
was almost dusk.  They had eaten their fill of venison stew and bannicks, with 
strong coffee.  Van lay back on his saddle, picking his teeth with a twig.  Maib 
got up to stir the fire.  Suddenly he stopped in his tracks.  “What that awful 
stench?” He said.  “It suah ain't no skunk.  No skunk evah smell that bad! Van 
was alert, listening.  They heard the crackling of brush.

The camp-fire leapt up and they could see movement in the shadows. 
They became aware of hounds baying in the distance, and guessed what was 
happening.  “It's human,” Van said.  The baying of the dogs sent a cold chill up 
his spine.  He shivered.     His sensibilities were not lessened by the knowledge 
that the men the dogs would be tracking were the enemy.

“Come on out,” he called, and two skeletons appeared.  At least they 
looked more like skeletons than they did like men.  The men were breathless, 
gasping.  They staggered.  One was trying with what little strength he had left, 
to support the other.  The one fell, almost into the fire.  The other sat down. 
He was groaning in a way that Van couldn't tell whether was more a sobbing, a 
pleading, or an animal wail.

Van and Maib put their guns back into their holsters.  The smell of the 
men, even out in the open, was stultifying.  “You're from Danville?” Van 
stated.

“Yes,” one of the men answered.  “They say no one ever escapes from 
Danville.  Guess it's true.  As man to man, though, would you be kind enough 
to shoot us? It would be much more humane than letting us be taken back to 
be...please.  Have that much mercy.  We are all men...or were once.”

The man on the ground had not moved.  Van heard his labored 
breathing, and saw his limbs jerk convulsively, and knew he was still of this 
world.  Van poured two cups of coffee and stirred up the stew.  He helped Maib 
get a little of each into the mouths of the starving men.  He produced a bottle 
of whiskey and gave them each a small drink of that.  Their eyes rolled, but 
they seemed unable to say anything.

“There's no time to waste,” Van said, “Maib, get the pack horses.” 
Van was pulling the filthy rags off the two enemy escapees.  They dressed the 
men in some of Van's and Maib's clothes: much too big for the emaciated 
bodies, but without the stench.  “Take them to the river, with food, whiskey, 
and a blanket each.  Put them in the boat we saw there.  Give them my rifle. 
Head them up the river.  Then make tracks back here and look as if you were 
alone.”

Van was on his horse.  He dragged the ragged clothing behind him. 
He headed his mount south.  He would keep just ahead of the dogs for miles. 
Then he would bury, or burn the clothing before the hunters arrived.  By that 
time the two men from the Southern prisoner's camp, would be headed up the 
river.  They just might make it.  It was a long way to their lines, but they had 
warm clothing, food and whiskey.  They had a gun to kill meat.  They had a 
boat, in which they could tie up and rest where there was thick brush along the 
river bank.  It was not likely that the men hunting them would look there. 
“They just might make it,” Van said, grinning.  He knew what the 
consequences of this treasonous act would be if it were discovered, but he was 
unconcerned.

Van and Maib had delivered two wagons and two prisoners to Major 
Babbit's camp.  Major Babbit was waiting for orders from General Lee and 
may not move out for several days.  In the meantime, the camp was a place of 
revelry and recuperation.  Even in the cold rain and their need for so many 
things, the men were in amazingly good spirits.  Some of this might have had 
to do with the contents of the two wagons Van and Maib had brought.  There 
was food, some medical supplies, and some good, leather, boots.

Even though Van was quite good-natured most of the time, everyone 
took it for granted that he was not to be tampered with.  They couldn't have 



said just what it was in his attitude that gave them this feeling.  They all 
admired him, but no one tried to become too familiar.

There had been one incident which could have helped to instill this 
attitude.  No one had heard exactly what Big Ben had said to Van that 
infuriated Van, but they believed it was something about women.  Big Ben was 
never known to have been defeated in fisticuffs.  He was not a bully.  He didn't 
openly pick fights, especially with anyone who was smaller than he, or showed 
any signs of meekness.  But it was known that he loved to fight.  There had 
been many a dull evening brightened by a bout between some volunteer and 
Ben.  The men always cheered for the underdog, but they admired and liked 
Ben.

Ben outweighed Van by a little, and had long sinewy arms and legs. 
Red hair covered his face, his chin, and more thinly, his whole body.  The men 
were startled when they saw Van swing at him.  They could enjoy a good bout, 
in which there would be someone picked to “referee,” and someone to bang on 
a tin plate for a bell , but this was different.

Van never showed his feelings very much and no one had suspected 
that he was filled with fury--and that certain subjects unleashed that fury.  The 
men felt sorry for Van, because they knew what Ben could do.

They were amazed to see that Van could hold his own.  There was 
much shouting, whistling, calling advice, and running about, to get a better 
view without getting in the way.  As expected, Ben was battering Van quite 
badly.  Van seemed to feel nothing.  He appeared to move slowly.  Big Ben put 
the strength of his whole body into a vicious punch, which he, and everyone 
present, excepting Maib, expected would end the fight.

Instead of Van's taking the hard punch, however, he leaned backward 
with the force of it, and rolled over on his back, pulling Ben right on over his 
head.  The unexpected move took Ben by so much surprise that he found 
himself landing on the hard ground with an impact that knocked the wind out 
of him.  Again, Van did the unexpected.  He moved quickly and landed in the 
middle of the prostrate man's stomach.

Ben turned just a little to the side, to try to dislodge this demonic 
maniac.  Van moved just as Mr.  Hiroshoge had so painstakingly taught him. 
He rolled Ben over on his stomach, so he could get his knee in the other man's 
back.  He thrust the other man's arm so far backward that it looked as if it had 
to be pulled out of the socket.  Ben lay perfectly still.  Van gave his arm 
another jerk.  As Big Ben made no move the men began again their yelling, 
whistling and shoving each other about.  There had been complete silence 
since Van had pulled the other man over his head.

Big Ben moaned and said quietly, “That's enough, Van.  You're a 
better man than I am.  I underestimated you.  That's sure a new one on me. 
Where did you learn to fight like that?” Ben was up now, and was holding out 
his left hand to Van, a broad, brown-toothed grin showing between the bristles 
of his beard.

Van shook his hand heartily, but did not offer to answer Ben's 
question.  Ben answered it for him.  “I've heard of ju jitso.  Guess it has a 

dozen different names.  It's based on the simple principle of using your 
opponent's momentum against him, isn't it? It's marvelous!” Ben was 
massaging his right shoulder.  “You're damn good at it.”

“It's been a help now and then.” Van grinned.
  

 

CHAPTER 29 

Van and Maib had gone only a few miles, next day, making good time 
in spite of the cold rain, when they were suddenly confronted by a dozen 
Union men on patrol.  They had not been looking for anything of this sort, but 
they had never let down their guard, either.  They berated themselves for 
allowing this to happen.  However, they did not waste much time on regrets. 
Their minds were busy trying to think of ways they might rescue themselves. 
They were quickly disarmed and tied.  They were allowed to ride their horses. 
Their captors wanted to remove themselves as far as possible from what they 
knew was a precarious position so near Babbitt's camp.

They all rode swiftly for several hours, arriving at Hooker's camp in 
mid-afternoon.  Maib whimpered that he wanted to join the Northern armies 
and that he would do anything he could to help his rescuers to conquer his 
hated oppressors.  He was released and ordered to go back to the camp-
followers crude shelters.  There were white men, women, children, young 
painted girls, Black men, women and children, and Black girls dressed to 
invite the attentions of any of the soldiers who might have a coin, a bit of 
meat, a handful of coffee or a bottle of whiskey; anything they could use or 
trade.

Maib put up his tent a little way from the others.  His pains were 
useless.  He was accosted from all sides.  Girls wanted to know if he was 
interested in their bodies.  Men inquired as to whether he had any tobacco. 
Women wanted to know if he had any food they could beg or barter for, to feed 
their starving children.  Many were interested in working out something to 
obtain from him any articles of clothing that might be worn or sold.  Many 
were merely friendly and curious, welcoming him into the greater and greater 
numbers of slaves who had escaped their brutal existence.

The next day, Maib was back in the Army camp.  No one paid much 
attention to him.  He saw the prisoners herded out and started to be marched up 
the road toward Petersburg, a railroad center from which the prisoners would 
probably be shipped to one of the Yankee prisoner's camps.  The weather was 
still unpleasant; drizzling rain and windy.  



They were breaking camp, getting ready to travel further west to meet 
General Grant.  Orders were shouted.  Men ran to obey those orders.  Others 
loitered, trying to look busy at the necessary moments.     Maib noticed 
everything.  He ingratiated himself wherever he could.  He knew enough, too, 
to stay out of the way, and remain inconspicuous.  Quite often he was asked to 
do some little chore that was needed.  He obliged with quiet subjection.

He saw the hostler bringing out the horses, saddling, harnessing, 
packing.  His horse was among them and he saw Pegasus.     The men were 
having trouble with the white stallion.     Maib thought quickly.  He didn't want 
to appear as if he knew anything unusual about the horse, but he wanted to 
offer his services, if he could without seeming to be stepping out of his place.

He watched, thinking.  He saw that the Major was greatly impressed 
with the beautiful horse.  The major stepped into the corral.  “Bring that horse 
to me!” he ordered, but he was approaching the horse.  He seemed to lose sight 
of the fact that it was he who had come up to the balking horse, rather than that 
the horse had been brought to him.  “Give me the saddle,” He said.  Maib 
could tell that the man was a good horsemen.  He was quiet, gentle and 
persuasive.  But Pegusas had been trained not to allow anyone other than Van 
or Maib to saddle or ride him.

The officer was getting disgusted.  He could do nothing with this 
horse.  He wasn't accustomed to having a horse defy him.  He was 
embarrassed.  He was angry.  Maib was afraid he might actually shoot Pegasus. 
He sauntered up to the officer, and Pegasus settled down.  “Mastah,” Maib said 
in an humble way, his head properly lowered.  “Dis be the hoss ob my mastah. 
I handle him fo Mastah Richards sometimes.  Iffin you want I should, I see 
iffin' I c'n git the saddle on fo you, suh.”

The officer started to object, then threw the rope to Maib.  Maib 
bridled and saddled Pegasus, who had become as docile as any animal in the 
corral.  The Major took the reins, pride showing in his eyes.  He'd never ridden 
such a splendid mount.  He started to put his foot in the stirrup, but Pegasus 
was turned the other way.  The major jerked the bridle angrily, cursed and tried 
again.  He could not get on the horses back.

Maib hoped he had found the right moment and could say the right 
thing.  “Mastah,” he said, managing to sound as irritated as the major.  “That 
Devil can git ornery.  Yo want I should take some ob that meanness out'n him. 
I gib him a workout will larn him a lesson.  Den he settle down fo you.  Yo'll 
sho look fine on dis beast, once he larn to behave.  He look jes right fo a 
general like you.  He sho be a fine lookin hoss.”

“That he is,” The Major said, actually flattered.
Maib climbed in the saddle, and rode out the gate.  He put on a good 

act of having to whip and discipline the horse.  As soon as he was out of sight, 
he turned and rode in the direction in which he had seen Van and the other 
prisoners disappear.

Van looked as if he were walking in his asleep.  His step never varied 
and his eyes were half closed.  His head turned neither to right nor left.  There 
was probably no man among the prisoners who was more awake and alert than 

he was.  He was taking note of everything.  He was aware of all that was going 
on around him.  He was studying the attitudes of the men next to him.  Were 
they angry, defiant, defeated, despondent--or self-confident, intelligent, 
hopeful, watchful? Where was each guard, and what was his attitude? Was he 
arrogant, boastful, tricky, happy with his lot, dutiful, or disgusted with the 
whole unpleasant situation?    Was he angry, disdainful, self-serving?

He studied the terrain.  Open country? Hills? Forests? Trees? A creek? 
River? Farm houses? Fences? Would it rain harder, or was it clearing up? 
Could the mud be made to be of use to him, or was it a hindrance? About how 
long would it take for Maib to figure out some way to get Pegasus loose, and 
catch up with the prisoners?

He constantly watched for opportunities to change his position in the 
troop.  He wanted to work his way forward.  The guards sometimes shouted 
threats when the men changed positions, At other times they seemed too 
engrossed in their own misery, keeping their hats pulled down over their faces 
to keep the rain from washing down their necks.  Once in a while one would 
take out to the side for a minute or two, and that gave Van the chance to move 
ahead.

He spoke to no one and refused to answer if spoken to.  They weren't 
supposed to talk, but that, too, was a thing the guards were very erratic about. 
There was really quite a lot of talking, especially with those who remembered 
to keep their voices down to a whisper.  The noise of the marching, the rain, 
the cursing guards, the horses hooves, covered a lot.  Most of the guards were 
on foot, marching along beside their captives, but there were several on horses, 
too.  Those who were mounted, rode up and down the lines of prisoners, 
shouting orders, cursing first the prisoners and then the guards, the rain, the 
Union army, the traitorous Confederacy, or anything else that happened to 
occur to them.

Finally, Van had picked a man he believed he could trust.  A man he 
had decided on and watched carefully for quite a way.  This man was big, 
looked intelligent, self-confident, un-awed by his present predicament.  Van 
bided his time and when he found the auspicious moment, he whispered 
without turning his head, “Stay near me.” Van had no idea how this man might 
react to such a request, but he saw the merest blink of an eye and knew that 
this was his response.

The long, wet march continued.  Van had made several moves and the 
stranger was still beside him.  They swung along, not attempting to speak, 
even though the guards had seemed to relax their orders against talking.  There 
was quite a lot of visiting now, and the guards even talked with the prisoners 
now and then.  Mostly to satisfy their curiosity about the brutality of the 
Southerners toward their blacks.    
 Everyone had read Harriet Beecher Stowe's “Uncle Tom's cabin,” and wanted 
to know how much truth it portrayed.  Of course,     there    were a lot of other 
sources of the same kind of information, which enthralled them, more than it 
raised their sympathy.



Suddenly Van bent down.  He had watched for a sharp rock.  He had 
seen several he would have liked to have, but the time did not seem auspicious. 
Now, while the men were talking and their attention was more diverted, he 
believed he could get away with it.  He picked up the sharp rock and hid it 
quickly in the top of his boot.

“What in Hell are you doin?” the nearest guard yelled, swinging his 
musket around.

“Just tyin' my shoe,” Van said and walked on, seemingly 
unconcerned.

“Hey Jack, for god's sake when are we going to put up for the night?” 
the grizzly guard ahead called back to the one nearest Van.  “My feet are killin' 
me.  Why in hell didn't they let us ride? Damn fools.  There was enough 
horses.  They'll just drive them, anyway.  Just because we're the damn infantry 
don't mean we can't ride a nag.”

“I'd rather walk any time than straddle one of them joltin', upside 
down boats,” the other returned.  “We ain't gonna stop until we get to 
Petersburg.  We take the train from there, you know.”

“God, how much farther is it? I'll sure be glad to get this bunch of 
nigger-killers in them box-cars an lock the door and throw the key away. 
Maybe then we can relax a while, and get somethin' decent to eat.  My 
stomach's eatin into my backbone.  I'm starved an' wet an' cold an' tired and 
damn disgusted with the whole damn lot of fools that thought a bunch of 
niggers wuz worth fightin' fer...” He went suddenly quiet, and the prisoners as 
well as the guards saw that the Commanding Officer was approaching.  He had 
had to hear a little of the conversation.  The officer heartily reprimanded the 
guards.  He looked at the marching prisoners as if they were a herd of cattle he 
was driving to market.  He then rode on, not ten feet from Van.

By switching positions, slowly and carefully, not even breaking stride, 
Van and his newly picked partner had come in line with a fourth guard.  They 
had tried to gauge the other three--or Van had, and decided that none of them 
could be used.  The guards, Van saw, were not particularly interested in what 
they themselves or the prisoners were doing, but they did not dare relax their 
duty too obviously.  Van believed this was not even loyalty to their 
government.  They just didn't want any trouble.  Any of them could probably 
have been bribed if he hadn't dreaded the thought of detection and the 
consequent unpleasant results.

The man they had come abreast of now, was their most likely 
candidate, Van believed.  He was shifty-eyed, clean-shaven and shaggy-
headed.  He might be intelligent, but Van thought it was more likely to be the 
intelligence of a fox, wary, cruel, greedy, unprincipled.  Van decided he was 
also probably a sadist and a coward.  The man glanced at Van as if he knew 
what Van was thinking.  He shifted his musket to the other shoulder.  Van 
caught his co-conspirator's eye and they both nodded, imperceptibly.  It was 
dusk and rapidly growing darker.  The officer who had formerly reprimanded 
the guards, came trotting by on his horse, going the other way.  “Hurry it up!” 
he shouted, “get moving.” He fired a shot into the air for effect.

Almost everyone, including the guards, looked around to see who had 
been shot.  The guards began to swear and even to prod the prisoners.  Van 
kept close to the shifty-eyed guard, and his new partner stayed by his side.

The Southern men were famished, thirsty, cold, wet, discouraged, and 
frightened.  They'd heard about the treatment of prisoners in the North.  Some 
of them had been in these prison-camps.  A few--a very few--had escaped. 
Some had been exchanged.     Grant had made it almost impossible to be 
exchanged now.  He had talked Stanton and Lincoln into believing that every 
man they exchanged back into the South, would be one more hand to build 
cannon, raise badly needed food, work in the factories, or even fight against 
the Union again.  It seemed that they weren't  in the least concerned about their 
own men rotting away in the Southern prisons.  They had a war to win, and 
they were going to win it any way they could.  It seemed individuals didn't 
count for much. 
 

 

CHAPTER 30

Van was beginning to limp.  The rock was cutting into his leg.  He 
wasn't sure how much longer he could stand it.  He could stand a lot of pain, 
but he knew it would be unwise to cause an open sore that might get infected. 
Maybe he would have to get rid of the rock after all, when he could find an 
opportunity.  He had made this decision, when they saw that they were coming 
into a village.

The men all expected rest and rations before they were herded onto 
the train, but they were disappointed.  The train was waiting for them and the 
crew was impatient to get on the way.  There were already a large number of 
prisoners in boxcars.  There were several flat-cars prepared for the extra men. 
Van had not known just how he would try to use the shifty-eyed guard's help. 
He only thought that it would be wise to try to influence a collaborator, in case 
he found any way to make use of one.  He approached the guard, and startled 
him by showing him a gold pen and whispering, “How about a trade?” The 
man turned away and pretended to have heard nothing.  “Hell,” Van said, “you 
know the men trade all the time.  Even the officers trade.  Why should you be 
the only one not to take back souvenirs? It's just a matter of being...a little 
subtle.

The man reached out and plucked the pen from Van's hand.  “What is 
it you want for it?” He asked sullenly, not looking at Van.  Van reached out and 
retrieved the pen before the other knew what he was about.  He knew that he 



had gained the animosity of the other.  When he had a chance to talk again, he 
said in a low, slow, way, “see that this man and I are shoved   aside   until  all 
    
    the box-cars are filled.  Get us on one of the flat-cars, and the pen is yours.”

The other didn't answer.  He looked sullen and pompous at the same 
time.  Van knew that this guard could very well report him and have him put in 
chains--but he believed he knew character better than that.  Anyway, he had to 
gamble on it.  He kept the pen in his hand, and when it was most apt not to be 
seen by others, he tried to make it visible to the one he wanted to make a deal 
with.  The gold pen was worth at least ten dollars in good greenbacks, and Van 
knew that the men liked nothing better than to take some souvenir home to 
show that they had got the best of some “treasonous rebel.”

As it happened, Van probably wouldn't have had to part with his pen. 
The box-cars were all filled up to capacity before it was his and Steve's turn to 
be loaded.  Van and Steve had had the opportunity to exchange names and a 
few other bits of information during the chaos and hectic time of loading.

There were three flat-cars and the necessity for their use had been 
anticipated.  They were enclosed with heavy chains and chicken--wire.  Not 
nearly as safe as the box-cars in which to transport the rabid prisoners, but the 
best that could be done quickly, under the circumstances.  To offset this 
handicap, there would be more guards on the flat-cars.  Also, Van noticed there 
were guards on top of the box-car next to them, a real vantage point from 
which to watch the men below.  The only little bit of help here Van could 
detect, was that the guards were all tired, disgruntled and eager to protect 
themselves from the rain.  “We wouldn't have had even this much 
advantage...would have been put in box-cars, if Maib and I hadn't blown up all 
those box-cars on that siding out of Petersburg,” Van thought, smiling.

Van would have liked to maneuver himself and Steve onto the last of 
the three flat-cars, but this not being possible, he hastily climbed onto the one 
indicated and muscled his way into a corner against the enclosure.  “Get back! 
Get back! Make room!” the guards were shouting, gouging the men here and 
there    with 
 
      their bayonets.  The men pushed and shoved and with each shove, Van 
maneuvered a little better position and acquainted himself a little more with 
the bottom of the fence holding the prisoners in the flat-cars.  His knife had 
been taken away from him along with his weapons, but he was glad he hadn't 
had to give up the sharp rock.

He looked up at the guards on top of the box-car next to the flat-car he 
and Steve were on.  He shivered.  Undoubtedly they would like nothing better 
than to fire indiscriminately into the lot of hated prisoners.  They could easily 
say that the prisoners had provoked this slaughter.  He felt how satisfying that 
whole thing would be to the cold, hungry, wet, miserable guards.  “Maybe they 
will do just that,” he was thinking.  He watched them, mesmerized.  “I wonder 
why they don't?” he thought.  “I expect our only salvation, in this case, is that 
the men are aware of the fact that if they begin some chaotic situation, it could 

take hours to get everything straightened out, and that would delay their 
getting to the place where they could change into dry clothes, get something to 
eat and rest.

He made himself as comfortable as he could in his soggy clothes, and 
pushed against the chicken wire.  A chain cut into his back, but he ignored it. 
He closed his eyes as if he were trying to sleep.  He nudged Steve and 
whispered.  Get the rock out of the top of my boot.  Cautiously, slowly, Steve 
worked his hand inconspicuously to Van's boot.  He watched the guards 
furtively.     He finally retrieved the rock without being seen and began to inch 
it toward Van's hand.  Van worked the rock behind him.  He had already felt 
the wires and marked where he would begin the sawing.  The noise of the 
rasping bothered him, but there was no help for it.  The sound of the wheels, 
the wind, the guards shouting, or talking, the men moving, cursing, talking, 
helped to disguise the sound of cutting.

Van worked until his hands were so numb he couldn't control them. 
He nudged Steve again and worked the rock over into his hand.  It was hours 
before they had cut the wires enough  to pull them apart so they could roll 
through.

 Van was impatient to locate the right terrain.  It had to be a good 
hillside, so they could roll down and there had to be adequate foliage near.  “If 
I know Old Maib,” he was thinking, “he wont be far from here.  I don't want 
him to get too far behind, or to arrive with exhausted horses.  Each hour it had 
taken to cut through the barrier had worried Van.  It was that much farther 
Maib would have to travel.  He thanked God fervently that the train was not 
travelling very fast.   
 Maib, if he had been lucky in getting away before too long, would have had 
all the hours the prisoners were marching, to get ahead of them.  Maybe it 
would work out.

 The Northerners would have taken it for granted that Maib would be 
delighted to be free from his brutal masters.  They would think of him only as 
one more of the increasing number of followers, a mild nuisance, a stolid, 
vacuous being, incapable of treachery.  Maib would do all he could to reinforce 
this notion, while he used his cunning and quick thinking to outwit them.

 It had not been difficult to do this.  He could go almost anywhere, do 
almost anything, without arousing suspicion.  The most difficult thing had been 
to retrieve Van's white stallion.  When Van and Steve managed to roll off the 
moving flat-car into a steep gully, without being shot, Maib was not far behind. 
He had stolen two other good horses and saddles.   
 He had had to bring out his concealed weapon and kill a guard, but when the 
shot was heard, and men came running up, they believed Maib when he told 
them he had seen an escaping prisoner riding off to the south.  “He had one ob 
you blue unifohms on, but he be a stinkin' Reb awright.  I'm s'posed to take 
deese two hosses back to camp,” he said, and they did not doubt his word.

 They'd have to make out with the one pistol.  Maib was sorry his 
plans for obtaining another hadn't worked out, but the men had arrived too 
quickly for him to take the rifle from the body of the guard he'd had to shoot. 



He hadn't managed to get any food, either, and as he had suspected, Van was 
famished when he found him--to say nothing of the new man.

 Maib didn't apologize.  “Be glad you got you skins,” he said.  He 
was, as usual, succinct.  Van and Steve laughed.   
 They were hungry and cold and tired, but they were elated.   
 They had no doubt they could make their way back around the foothills to 
their own lines.
 =

 

CHAPTER 31 

Three    horsemen    approaching!” a sentry yelled.   
 “Strangers!” Morris walked out of his tent, chewing on a piece of half-cooked, 
stringy, beef.  He shifted the mouthful around, looking disgusted and trying to 
look important, as usual.     “What you sayin', Trent?” he asked, quite 
uninterested.

 “Three strangers ridin' in.  No white flag.  Look exhausted.  Don't 
look like Yanks.  Don't look like ours, either.  Mebbe a ruse.  Whatcha wantta 
do about 'em.  Shall I wake up the old man?”

 Morris spat out the offending beef and scratched his crotch.     “No. 
Prob'ly some farmers wantin' somethin...er somebody lookin' fer gold.  Heard 
there used to be some mines in this Godforsakin' country.     Guards are on 
duty, of course?” He hoped it was Yank deserters, some drunk farmers, 
runaway slaves, or Lazerus himself, if it would help to dispel the monotony of 
this place.  He hadn't seen a good fight, or had a drink of whiskey, or a woman 
for a month and his patience was wearing thin.  He was bareheaded, and his 
long wisps of hair blew in the wind.

 Suddenly a whoop split the air.  He looked up to see what was 
causing the excitment.  Excitement, he loved, as long as it did not call for any 
effort on his part, or put him in any danger.  He saw the thinly clad, hungry, 
barefooted men runnin toward the approaching horsemen.  His curiosity was 
piqued.   
 “What the Hell?” he asked, but his ennui was gone.  He too, was      racing 
toward the newcomers.  He cursed the boy for not bringing his horse, and 
walked on through the muddy field.   
 The men were still whooping.  They had pulled the newly arrived men from 
their horses.  Then he heard the names, “Van, Steve, Maib.” A hundred 
questions were being asked, while no one listened to the answers, if there were 
any.

 “Just give me a piece of corn pone and a slab of bacon if there is 
any...and here,” Van tossed a bag to the cook.   
 “That's some of that damn tea the Yanks are so crazy about.   
 We'll try to drink some of that.  Oh, you just put it in some boiling water. 
Make it like coffee, then.  Doesn't matter much.  Tastes like pee however you 
do it.” He flung himself down on the dryest piece of grass he could find and 
the others followed suit.  Maib knew it was out of character for Van to make 
insipid jokes, but he smiled at the notion that Van, and most other Southerners, 
hadn't drunk tea before.
 
    Even Old Maib wasn't allowed to unsaddle and hobble the horses.  Anybody 
who could manage to get away from the Yanks after being taken prisoner, was 
a hero, and would be treated as such--for a few days, anyway.

 “Old Maib got us out,” was the only answer they got to their myriad 
questions, so they finally became quiet, to give the heroes a chance to eat and 
sleep.  They knew they would hear about it at a later time.  They knew, too, 
that since it would be Van and Old Maib that would relate the stories, they 
would be embellished beyond recognition, and they would never know the real 
truth.

 Van and Maib immediately went back out into the countryside to 
work as they had before.  They continued to have good luck.  They rode 
twenty hours a day some days, and on other days, took their time.  They 
enjoyed their successes.  They enjoyed taking whatever they could get away 
with, to the hungry, freezing, boys on the front.  They enjoyed evenings when 
they could relax and just visit.

 Even though Van was satisfied with their successes and enjoyed 
much of the time alone with Maib, his anger at the folly of the South for ever 
having been led into this war did not subside.  The war was going badly for the 
South.  “The boys in gray,” were hardly ever in grey.  They wore brown 
homespun, old, discarded clothing, uniforms stolen from the Union soldiers, 
sometimes dyed, or changed in whatever manner they could be: no one wanted 
to be mistaken for the enemy.   
 There had been far too many of that kind of mistakes, in any case.  Most of 
the men were barefooted.  They couldn't get the supplies they constantly 
sought, and even when they did manage to get a shipment of boots, it was 
found, more often than not that they were made of cardboard.  The hides that 
would have made good boots, were being shipped to England, France, and 
even to the North.

 Men were making themselves rich by these unscrupulous actions. 
They continued, nevertheless, to obtain contracts from the Government.  Fine 
bacon, sausage, hams, beef, and fresh vegetables sat rotting by the tons in 
railroad cars that had been shunted to the sidetracks, so that cars could pass, 
containing frills and luxuries for the wealthy.

 One of the biggest banes, was the fact that so many of the railroad 
tracks going into or out of any one center, was of a different gauge than the 
next.  This necessitated emptying all cars of their contents, hauling whatever 



the contents consisted of, to another car on another track, before it could be 
sent on.  There was simply not enough extra manpower to carry on all the 
necessary work that needed to be done.

 The South had always looked with contempt on the engineering 
professions.  Consequently, there were few good engineers available now that 
they were so desperately needed.   
 They were suddenly elevated from a position of contempt, to one of high 
respect, but there were not nearly enough of them.   
 The Confederacy kept importing engineers from Europe to try to help solve 
their stultifying problems, but this took too much time.

 The Tredegar Iron works was the South's best example of industrial 
production of wartime munitions, cannons, and ships.        Mechanics and iron 
founders were detailed from the army to work in the Tredegar works and its 
subsidiaries.  Hundreds of slaves labored in these foundries and shops.  Negro 
convicts from state institutions were used.  Nearly eleven hundred cannon were 
built here.

 Feeding the 2,500 workers and their families was a monumental task. 
To clothe his laborers, Brigadier General Joseph R.  Anderson, owner of the 
Tredegar works, built his own tannery and shoe factory, and hired blockade-
runners to  
 carry cotton to Bermuda and return with needed cloth.

 There was another remarkable arms and munitions industry in the 
South.  Arsenals for the fashioning of artillery, small arms, and ammunition 
were established by the Government in Richmond, Atlanta, Selma, and a 
dozen other cities.  By late 1862, these factories were in steady production. 
These shops were run by a General Josiah Gorgas.  He was said to be a genius 
of industrial organization.

 But even with the brilliant management of Anderson, the 
government's help in expansion, and the indefatigable Gorgas, these founderies 
could not compete with the North's many shops, their numbers of low-cost 
laborers and their ability to purchase any needed items.  The boys on the front 
lines were always in need of small arms, munitions and even cannon.  The 
whole South was in need of railroad tracks, engines, and railcars.   In 
1862, also, the farmers had planted only about one- third as much cotton as 
they had before, and converted large plots of land to raising corn, and other 
foodstuffs that had formerly been imported from the North.  But even though 
this experiment was successful, and the farmers cooperated to the best of their 
ability, the food seemed doomed never to get to the starving armies.

 Van remembered of his dad trying to point out all the shortages of 
engineers, railcars, tracks, other vehicles, small arms and ammunition plants, 
and the fact that food had to   be      imported from the North in greater 
quantities every year.  He remembered how his father's friends, had laughed at 
his concern.  “The fools! he said over and over again.  “Their lack of foresight 
and common sense is now causing unutterable suffering and the death of our 
boys...and will, in the end, cause us to lose the war! Why is it intelligent 

people lose sight of common sense so easily when their emotions get involved? 
Probably that question will never be answered.”

 How people's emotions ruled them was one of the things that 
occupied a lot of Van's thinking.  He couldn't get used to the idea that people 
could be so generous; fight for justice one day, and the next seem not to feel 
anything akin to generosity or kindness.  It puzzled him.

 He thought about the fact that not long before someone had taken the 
time and trouble to send out thousands of leaflets advising the public that a 
“live,” black man would be burned.     Three thousand people had appeared to 
witness that event.  “If anyone had asked me,” Van thought, “if I believed any 
of my friends or acquaintances would be among those that would go, I would 
have said an emphatic 'no!' But, I believe if you had walked around asking 
everyone you ran across if they thought any of their relatives or friends would 
go, they would every one have said a definite no.  So, who were all these 
people that were so eager to go see a man burned alive?” It was something Van 
could not begin to comprehend.  “People; what are they really like? Maybe no 
one knows.   
 Maybe no one will ever know,” he concluded.

 

CHAPTER 32 

Van had visited several bordellos along his and Maib's way around the 
country.  Mostly, these had been on their own side of the lines, but he had not 
hesitated to go to one now and then in enemy territory.  He took a few 
instinctive precautions, but he was not really uneasy.  On August 29th, 1864, 
Van     and     Maib     rode into the outskirts of Ashland.  They espied an 
empty shack and expropriated it.  They cleaned the cabin, put their horses up 
in the little stable in the back, and made themselves comfortable.

 Van had heard of the house of prostitution in this little town.  It was 
famous.  Here, it was said, was one of the most beautiful girls one could hope 
to meet.  She was known far and wide.  She was very expensive.  Her name 
was Maggie.

 He made his way to Doyne's place, which was the bordello where 
Maggie worked.  The decorations here were expensive, if not in the best of 
taste.  The madam, Van immediately labeled as a pig.  In this particular house, 
the madam was to be paid before the client was allowed to go up with his 
chosen partner.  Van threw out a hundred dollars, without even counting it. 
“Maggie,” he said.  The madam looked at him in astonishment.  “You want the 
whole night.” She seemed to be making a statement, rather than asking a 



question.  Van didn't care whether he had paid for the whole night or for an 
hour or two.  It was all the same to him.  He would be restless after a couple of 
hours anyway, and would have discovered all he wanted to know about 
Maggie's possibilities as a recruit.

 Even though Van had heard of Maggie's beauty, he hadn't been much 
impressed.  When he saw her, he was stunned.  It was true.  She was the most 
beautiful girl he had ever seen.  Not only that, but she had a look of dignity, 
poise.  She looked like a girl of an aristocratic family, dressed for a 
distinguished ball in one of the mansions.  He smiled.  He was led without 
ceremony, up the wide stairs.  He noticed how gracefully Maggie moved, the 
firm, rounded countours of her body, the light enticing fragrance of her hair. 
“Very unusual,” he was thinking, “for a house of prostitution.”

 She unlocked a door, and took him into a small, unelaborate, but neat 
suite.  This was unusual, too.  It made him wonder.  She behaved as if she were 
a hostess and he was a guest in her home.  She offered him a drink, and he 
accepted.   
 She began to talk to him as one of his most gracious friends might 
have done in her home.  Van thought he might have objected to having paid so 
much only to find her diverting him from his supposed purpose.  Actually, 
however, he was pleased.  He asked himself how Maggie could talk in such a 
friendly manner, without prying or asking embarrassing questions.

 He had never stopped to think, before, how he approached a woman. 
He had only wanted to appease the anger and the fires that flared in his groin. 
Somehow, now he was almost shy.  Maggie struck him as being too delicate to 
take with the abandon he had formerly felt.  She seemed to read his thoughts. 
She pulled his face around so that his lips met hers.  From then on he had no 
misgivings.

 The act was more satisfying than anything Van had experienced in a 
long time.  He was surprised to awaken with Maggie by his side.  He laughed. 
“Just like an old married couple,” he said.

 “You're married, then?”
 “No, not married, just speculating,” he answered.
 “Most of my customers are married,” she said, “but I doubt that this 

is much like their nuptual beds.”
 Van had a moment of familiar disgust with his fellow-men, and 

women, too.  He didn't allow himself to dwell on it.  “I'm glad I was so full of 
fury that I handed that old biddy enough to stay the night,” he said.  “This is 
the most restful bed I've slept in in a long time.

 Is that a compliment to my bed...or me?” she laughed.
 “To both.  I've not slept in a bed for a long time...and I've never 

enjoyed a woman so much.”
 “Why is that?” 
He was fleetingly irritated, but his irritation was immediately replaced 

by a sense of relief that he could talk in this intimate way with someone.

 “I don't know.  I guess it's that I never thought of the others as 
women.  None of them had any reality for me...other than...”Other than a 
receptacle for your bruised spirit's surfeit of self-sympathy?”

 He was angry.  His anger, too, was quickly replaced by appreciation 
for her honesty.  He laughed.  “That's a euphemistic way of putting it.  I would 
have thought it was more like seeing them as mere recepticles...for relief of 
another surfeit.”

 “That, too, maybe, but that isn't all of it...nor even the most of it.”
 “You're very perceptive,” he said.  He knew that it was not nearly so 

much for sexual release, that he had taken whores so often, without 
discrimination, as it was to verify that he was no longer that man who had 
loved and lost Sylvia.

 Van and Maggie talked most of the rest of the night.  Van was 
surprised that he was so relaxed and willing to talk.  He told her about his 
heartbreak when Sylvia married his best friend; the first time he had been able 
to mention her name to anyone since that fateful day.  He told her what 
wonderful people his father and mother were.  He told her about the blacks, 
and how he had enjoyed learning to ride.  He caught himself, however, 
stopping short, before telling her that the blacks were not slaves, and that they 
had all been involved in the Underground Railroad together.  He felt cheated 
that he couldn't go ahead and confide implicitly in her.  It seemed that he had 
known Maggie forever, and that he could trust her with anything, but he was 
not foolish enough to give that feeling too much substance.  When he left, he 
decided that he was a freer man than he had been in years.  Somehow a great 
deal of his anger had been uprooted.  He felt relieved and light-hearted.

 When Van returned to the shack where Maib was waiting, he was 
more cheerful than Maib had seen him in years.  The black man was delighted 
to see his old friend buoyant again, his smile more frequent, his jokes more 
natural, his body more vibrant.

 Whut you plan fo tomorro? We goin' back Noth agin?” Maib asked.
 “No,” Van said, “I'd like to take some time to do something 

    I've been thinking of for a long time.  Let's go out and capture that big, 
white stallion we've seen with his harem, back in these hills”

 “Yo crazy?” Maib asked, “nobody ain' nevah goin' catch that devil! 
He too fas and too smaht.  Why you tink nobody take 'im befo'? He ain' goin' 
be caught...even by a slickah like you.”

 “That's why I need your help,” Van grinned.  “I've thought it all 
out...just how we're going to catch him.”

 “That hoss done thought it all out, too, you c'n bet, jes how he not 
goin' let you catch 'im.”

 “We can't catch him right off,” Van said, “but remember that little 
filly we saw trailing after her dam? Well, we can catch her.  We'll build a 
corral and put her in it.  Her mother may not come for a day, or even two, but 
she'll come.   



 The lead-mare will follow, or maybe even lead her in.  Where the lead mare 
goes the other mares go.  They'll all be in the corral before long.  That lead-
mare is a beauty, too.  We can take her at the same time if we want to.”

 The lead-mare was a gleaming sorrel, with long, flowing, white mane 
and tail.  “Her tail sweep the groun',” Maib said,”She look like a queen, she so 
proud.”

 “Yeah,” Van said, “the Arabians are proud.  They're the most 
sensitive and intelligent horses known...and when they're trained, the most 
loyal.  The Arabs used to use them something like    watchdogs.      They 
could    sense    a    traveller approaching...one on horseback, anyway...for 
miles.  They'd put up a real commotion.  I suppose it was instinct for survival, 
even though they were very loyal to their masters.”

 “Jis like some dumb niggers.”
 Van laughed.  “Yeah, that's true...and just like some with more sense 

than their masters.”
 Maib grunted.
 “I think these Arabian horses are really finer than any of those my 

dad has on his place...those renowned quarter- horses.     I'd put that white 
devil up against any of his, for stamina   and 
    speed.  He paid a lot for the dams and sires of his herd.”

 “He gots some mighty fine hoss-flesh,” Maib warned.
 “True,” Van conceded, “but I'd put up a thousand to one any day that 

when I get that white beast broke, I can outrun and outlast any one of those he 
has on the plantation.”

 “An mebbe that white devil won' be broke.  Mebbe he too smaht fo 
you.”

 “I'll break him.  Wait and see.  He'll be my friend.   
 He'll love me.  Wait and see.”

 It took two long days, but Van and Maib came back with the 
beautiful, white horse.  They could have brought in the stunning sorrel mare, 
except that when she was almost secure, Maib removed a rail of the 
improvised corral and watched her gracefully jump the fence.  She seemed to 
crouch then, to make the long leap that set the pace for her elegant strides.  She 
bounded lightly over a fallen log, and into thick brush, to be hidden from view 
as quickly as possible.  Van and Maib watched her go, enthralled with the 
beauty of her movements, each muscle quivering under the rich, gleaming 
hide.

 Van hated to lose such a prize, but Maib said, “we take huh, they gots 
no one lef'.  She like they mama.  They follow her.  They trus' her.  They needs 
huh.”

 “That's right,” Van agreed.  He knew and he knew that Maib knew 
that tomorrow a new stud would take the place of the one they had stolen, and 
if they had taken the lead-mare, a new lead-mare would have taken over, too, 
but he liked Maib's sentiments and was not sorry the sensitive man had had his 
way.

 The white horse tried to kill Van the first day.  He almost succeeded. 
Van anticipated his moves and barely evaded being tramped under those quick, 
sharp hooves.  He continued to be gentle and patient with the animal.  After a 
week he was riding Pegasus.  Van had been reminded of the winged horse of 
the old fables, and thought his beautiful stallion must look much like the fairy 
story horse.

 Within two weeks, the horse responded to his whistle.   
    Within three weeks, he responded like a puppy.  He watched for Van.  He 
nickered when he saw Van approaching, and flung his noble-looking head.  He 
followed at Van's heels when allowed to do so.  He tolerated Maib, but he 
recognized Van as his master.  When Van was absent, Pegasus would answer to 
Maib's whistle, and even nicker for his company.  Van taught him how to pace, 
a gait that came naturally to him, as an Arabian.  He taught him to lie down 
and be quiet on orders.  He spent hours working with him.

 He utilized all he had learned from the Indians about training.  The 
horse seemed to enjoy the lessons as much as Van did.  Van was constantly 
thrilled with him.  He believed  
 there wasn't a horse in the country that could outrun him, or stay on the trail as 
long as his white beauty could.  Pegasus seemed as proud to wear the saddle, 
after Van had accustomed him to it, as Van was to ride him.  He sat back on his 
haunches and pranced.  This was something he chose to do.  Van hadn't taught 
him that, but he enjoyed the envy in other men's eyes when they saw this 
excellent speciman of horse- flesh.

 Van and Maib had lived in the cabin for several weeks.   
 They had not been idle.  They had gone out on a few short raids.  Van had 
visited Maggie four times.  She had gleaned a little information from an officer 
of the Union Army.  Van would discover later whether or not it was useful 
information.  “You know, Maggie, you have helped me dispel that grinding 
anger I've carried around inside me all these years.  I'll always be grateful for 
that.”

 “Glad to be of help.” She was teasing.
 “I don't feel like I used to.  Oh, I know I'll never love another woman, 

but I can think of Sylvia now without feeling as if a band of hyenas were 
knawing away inside me.  I don't want to hit every man that comes near me.  I 
can think of Wally again as the old friend he was; in fact I'd like to see 
him...and Sylvia.     Right now I have to get back to work.   
 I'll be leaving here in a day or two.  I'll miss you.  When I get back this way, 
I'll be in again.”
  “I'll always be glad to see you, Van.” She sounded wistful.

 “Time to get out to work,” Van announced when he got back to the 
cabin.  “Let's head out tomorrow morning.  I'm thinking of going back into 
Northern Virginia.  We had awfully good luck there, making our way up across 
into Pennsylvania and Ohio.  Maybe we can get a few more prisoners, bring 
back some more wagon-loads of supplies, tear up a few more rails.”

 “Hope you good luck keep up,” Maib said.



 “My good luck! I think it's your good luck that's saved us.  Like I 
said, Maib, sometimes I think you aren't human.  I think you have some kind 
of line to the powers that be.  You never seem to worry or get scared.”

 “When you ben chased by dogs, and had to swim rivahs and try to get 
away thuh swamps and storms, you git so afraid don' mattah much no mo'.”

 Lately, Van hadn't found it necessary to drink as he formerly had.  He 
had to admit that he had never got used to not being in control of all his 
facilities.  He still took a drink when he wanted it, but he didn't like the feeling 
of being drunk, so it was no problem to refrain from partaking of enough 
alcohol to cause any inefficiency or to impede his capacity for quick-thinking. 
His reasons for visiting the houses of prostitution had changed, too.  Now, he 
was eager to talk to the girls he had chosen to spy on officers from the Union 
army.  They each had given him some helpful information at different times.

 The next time Van and Maib had occasion to take prisoners and loot 
to a Confederate Army headquarters, there was a message from Maggie that 
she wanted to see Van.  The two raiders rode fifty miles next day.  They didn't 
try to talk much.  When they were nearing the little town of Ashland, Van 
startled Old Maib.     “By damn,” he said, suddenly, “I don't see why Maggie 
wants to work for that pig, anyway...”

 Doyne's place was located in an ideal place for the sort of work he 
needed done.  It was so near the border between Kentucky and West Virginia, 
that he knew officers from the Yankee   army often came here.  They felt quite 
safe, since good business dictated that no one in the place reveal their 
presence.   
 Maggie was a drawing card.  If anyone could get these officers to drink 
enough to be responsive to her subtle questions, certainly she would be that 
person.  She was clever, and would not do or say anything, or even ask 
questions, in a way that would arouse their suspicions.

 Each time Van came in, he flung a hundred dollars at Doyne and 
walked away as quickly as he could to avoid hearing  
 her gushing, ingratiating words.  Maggie always greeted him as if she were 
genuinely glad to see him.  He began to feel closer to her than he ever had to 
any of his former friends.   
 The fact that he enjoyed her body seemed irrelevant to their friendship.  
 
      Each time Van saw Maggie he was impressed anew with her poise and 
dignity.  He was happily surprised too, at how much at ease she made him feel. 
He continued to enjoy telling her about his life, his adventures, the ideals his 
dad had instilled in him when he was young--and how he had violated those 
ideals.  He explained that keeping his dad's tenets had never been a burden to 
him, but a source of joy and pride, until Sylvia had changed his life.

 He told her that his brotherly affection for Wally had been sorely 
tried, but that he had come to feel again the depth of that affection.  He was 
spending less and less time thinking about Sylvia.  There was still a deep hurt, 
but there were times when he almost forgot about that hurt.  He began to enjoy 
reading again, to think about the future, to look forward to the time when the 

war would end and he could settle with his family in their new home in Texas. 
He knew he would never love another woman, but he could now face life 
without Sylvia.  The deep wounds were finally healing.
 

 

CHAPTER 33-Sept 29, 1864 

When Van had arrived back in Ashton, after leaving Laura with the 
Schultz family, he contemplated what would be the best way to contact 
Maggie.  He would have gambled on just walking in to Doyne's, but he knew 
that would disturb Maggie, and probably create a major upheaval.  The 
nauseating Madam Doyne and the stupid, but physically powerful and sly 
guards would certainly be determined upon revenge for the loss of a prize like 
Laura.  They would stop at nothing to see that he suffered.  While he believed 
he could handle them, it would cause the loss of precious time and quite 
probably cause Maggie to be subjected to their sadistic treatment.

 He went directly to the cabin he had used so often.  He walked over 
to the little village.  He talked idly with several different men.  Finally, he 
picked one he believed he could trust to go into Madam Doyne's and get a 
message to Maggie.

 The man  was  an unkempt, dejected looking youth.   He was alone. 
He  wasn't  even  drinking,  which  Van  presumed  was because  he  was 
broke.  He  had an intelligent, if defeated, looking  face.  Van  approached  him 
casually.   “Hi, Bud,” he said, “how's it going with you today?”

 The  young man looked at him with open hostility, but some 
questioning interest, too.  “Can I buy you a drink?” Van asked.

 The other man stared at Van for a time.  “Why?”  he asked.
 “Oh,  you  look  like  a loner, like I am.   I want someone intelligent 

to  talk  to  right  now.   I don't know this place very well.   I'd like some 
information.”

 The  stranger was silent again for another long moment and then  he 
nodded  his head.   Van ordered drinks.   The young man relaxed a bit.

 “I've  heard  there's  a  quite  famous  bordello  in this town...though 
from  the  looks  of  the  place,  it's  hard to believe.”  Van was watching the 
young man's reaction.

 “Yes,” the other replied, “it's here.”
 “My  name's  Damion  Russel,” Van said, offering his hand.   

 “What's your handle?”
 “They call me Butch.”
 “Butch, how would you like to earn some money?”



 “Doing what?”  Butch sounded definitely suspicious.
 “Well,  it's  a  little  bit  sticky.  I  want  a message delivered  to  a 

girl who is supposed to be working in Doyne's place.”
 Butch merely looked his suspicion.
 “After  the  message  is  delivered,” Van went on, “I want someone 

to  be  clever enough to listen carefully to what this girl  says,  and help her to 
do whatever it is she wants to do.   
 I 
    picked  you because you look capable of taking care of yourself and being 
sagacious enough not to cause any undue problems.”

 Butch  was  looking interested now.   A slight smile played around 
his  dry  lips.  “I kindie think I can do that,” Butch said,  trying, Van  thought, 
not to sound too excited by the prospect.

 “The  girl  may  want  to come out,”  Van stated, watching Butch's 
reactions.   “If so, can you keep your temper, whatever is  said to you, and play 
the game exactly as this girl directs you.  I  don't  want  any  heroics,  or fancy 
planning.  I want everything  done  exactly  as  she  says,  quietly, without any 
questions or objections.”

 “Yeah, I can do it.”  Butch looked impassive.
 “I  believe  you can,” Van said, “I'll pay you ten dollars before  you 

go in, and if you complete the job satisfactorily, another ten will be waiting.”
 The  youth  looked  surprised  for  the  first  time.   Van pulled  out  a 

ten dollar certificate, to assure that he meant what  he  said.  Butch  looked  at 
the money and proceeded to drink  his beer.   “What's the the girl's name? How 
am I gonna know her?”

 “Maggie,” Van said.   “You'll know her.”
 Butch  stuck  the  money  casually  into  his  pocket  and nodded.  He 

finished  his drink and arose.   He already looked like a different man from the 
dejected one Van had approached.

 Van  waited  in  his  cabin.  He was as nervous as he had ever  been. 
Would  this  young  man  be  able  to deliver the message? Would Maggie be 
able to get out?:  Or send a message back? Would the sharks who did Doyne's 
dirty work for her, be as  alert and eager as Maggie had said they were. 
Should he go to  see  if  he  could rescue the young man and Maggie?  It had 
been  so  long, he felt sure they must be in trouble.   That is, if  the youth had 
ever gone.   Somehow, he didn't doubt that the young man had attempted to 
fulfill his promise.

 Van  heard  the  clip-clop  of hooves--two horses.   He was instantly 
out  the  door,  his pistol drawn.   It was the young man  and Maggie!  He 
threw the pistol back into the holster and dashed up  to  the  horse Maggie was 
riding.   They were both laughing.   
 He  pulled her from her horse and hugged her.   They both talked at once.

 Butch  stood quietly aside.   When Van took time to turn to him,  he 
was  surprised to see what had slightly registered on him  before.   Butch was 
dressed in nice clothes.   He was shaved and  stood  straight.  His  eyes  had  a 
look of victory.   Van shook  his hand vigorously and thanked him.   He knew 

that Butch must  have  spent  the whole of the ten dollars on clothes.   He 
didn't  mention it, but he decided the man deserved the clothes plus  the 
money.   when Van handed him two ten dollar notes, he handed  one  back.  “I 
kindie like to keep the deal's I make,” he  said.  He  turned to go, but Van 
stopped him.   “I may need you again.   Where can I find you?”

 “I'll check back with you,” Butch said and rode away.
 Van  and Maggie talked far into the night.   They talked of life,  war, 

love, families, and some just plain nonsense.   Van gave  her  back the money 
he had taken the night he had escaped with  Laura,  plus quite a large sum. 
“This is for the cause,” he said.   “Not the war; your cause.

 “What bank did you rob this time?” she asked.
 “Well,  my  parents  keep  sending  me  money,  and I keep getting 

paid  for  doing little, ridiculous things.   Once in a while  the army pays me 
some of what they owe me.   I don't have much use for money.

 “Catch you doing anything ridiculous!”  Maggie said.
 “I do something ridiculous almost every day,” Van said.
 “What?”  she  demanded.  The  word  itself sounded like a reprimand 

for such an absurd statement.
 “Maggie,”  he  said,  turning  so  serious that Maggie was instantly 

concerned,  “I guess you're the only person on earth I'd  say this to...and expect 
them to understand me.   I sure as hell  don't  understand  myself.” He  waited 
and  she looked expectant and concerned.

 He  hesitated,  embarrassed  in  spite  of himself.   “It's 
    Laura.  I  always  gave  myself  credit  for  being  a  fairly honorable  man. 
I  have a built-in demand to meet some certain criterion of decency.”

 “Yes,”  Maggie  said.  Had  he  wronged  this child?  She couldn't 
believe  it,  but he was trying to tell her something that  was  difficult  for him 
to admit.   Something for which he evidently felt  guilty.  He  didn't  continue. 
Maggie  was worried.  “Laura?” she  prompted,  almost frightened of what she 
would hear.   “What about Laura?”

 He  pulled  her  over to the bunk and sat down beside her.   
 “I  don't  know  myself,”  he  said.  “No one could have made me believe...the 
things I'm guilty of.”

 Her  heart  sank.  She had always considered this man the epitome  of 
chivalry.   Could he really have harmed that child?  
 He  had  gambled  his  life to take her away from harm.   Had he then  harmed 
her? She  was trembling.   What had taken place?  
 How had it occurred?

 “What happened,” she asked, sick at heart.
 “Oh,  not  what  you're  thinking,”  he hastened to assure her,  having 

noticed  the dejection in her voice.  “I didn't do anything...physical.   It's  just 
that I can't get her out of my mind.  I  wanted  her from the first.   Maggie, can 
you imagine how  that  makes  me  feel? I  no longer have any respect for 
myself.  I  determined over and over that I would not think of her,  in  a 
physical sense;  that I would stop craving to hold her;  to  possess  her.   Yes, to 
make violent love to her.   But to  no  avail.  For the first time in my life I 



ordered myself to  do  something  and could not accomplish it.   It's lecherous 
for  a  man  as  old  as  I am to desire a child...in that way.   
 It's  as  bad  as...”  she knew he had started to say as bad as her father, but she 
was glad he had not finished.

 “What did you do about it? she asked.
 “Well, nothing, really.  I  just  burned  and  damned myself.”
 “Does she know how you feel?”
 “I'm  sure  she  had  to,  sometimes,  but  she  never let 

    on...well,  except  the  time  she  removed  almost  all of her clothes  and 
tried  to  seduce  me,  after telling me that she loved me.”

 “Laura  did that!  She took off her clothes?  She told you she loved 
you?”

 “Well,  not  in  that  sequence,  but practically, yes.   I really  couldn't 
tell  you  how  many clothes she had left on, but it  wasn't  many.  Well,”  he 
seemed  to be defending her.   
 “She  was trying to get even with me.   She had told me that she loved  me, 
and I had practically scoffed at her.   When I awoke and  looked at her next 
time, she was lying there with half her clothes  off.   She wanted to hurt me as 
I had hurt her, and she damn  well  succeeded.  What  in hell's wrong with me, 
Maggie?   
 A  decent  man  shouldn't  give  it a second thought, except to warn  her  that 
that is a dangerous way to behave around a man.   
 But  it's  a  picture  I  will  remember  all my life, and yes, treasure  all  my 
life.   And how sweet the memory of her words will always ring in my ears 
when she said that she loved me.”

 “How on earth  can  a  woman...angry  and  unpleasant, 
uncommunicative,  sarcastic,  dressed  like  a  pauper, all her clothes  wrinkled, 
her  face  sooty  and  ashes  in  her hair, swinging  a  saddle  up  on  a horse's 
back...a very unfeminine thing  to  do...be  so damned enticing that a man's 
body reacts in  such a way that he desires nothing more than to hold her in his 
arms  and  seek  that  final fulfilling relief from a need that  seems  to  grow 
and widen and deepen with every day that passes:  no,  with  every  glance  at 
her? A  need that also entails  protecting her from all harm and pain?  What is 
it she possesses? I've  never  been  fond  of unseemly things.   I've always  had 
an  eye  for  beauty,  in  things  man-made, or in nature...especially women.   I 
admire neatness, symmetry, color- coordination,  delicacy,  femininity,  and 
yes,  even chic and elegance.  What  then  is it this...this uncouth child does to 
me?” But  even  as  he  used  the  word “uncouth,” he knew it applied  to  her 
about as accurately as it would to a butterfly or a fawn or an orchid in the wild.

 “Is  there  another woman on earth that could arouse a man so 
    much,  dressed  like she does, in droopy, wrinkled, ill-fitting clothes, 
squatting  on  her  haunches  in a graceless fashion, like  an  Indian  squaw, 
frowning into the smoke, with her hair falling  around  in  the  most unruly 
manner, her face smudged, her  nails  broken, her hands red and rough:  the 
very opposite of  all  the things I have always sought in a woman?  Yet every 
little  grimace,  every  little  twitch of muscle, every little turn  of her body, 

every little shift of her brows, or chin, or lips,  seems  to  turn  on  some  key 
inside my guts.   And that opens  the door further and further for her to walk in 
and take possession  of  my  being.  Damn  it!  Never before in my life have  I 
been  totally  unable  to  command my own life...and I honestly don't know 
whether it makes me weaker or stronger.”
 
    “I  would  guess  stronger.  At  least  it  makes  you  see something  you 
never realized existed.   Something outstanding, and beautiful:    a sensation 
you    would never have discovered...would  always  have missed, just seeing 
the beauty of,  as  you  say,  neat,  feminine, delicate...and maybe quite 
artificial  women.  I  think  it would have been a shame for a man  like  you 
never  to have realized how much deeper feeling can  go,  than  just that the 
ordinary man feels when he sees a pretty, neatly groomed, well-dressed 
woman.”

 Van  sat contemplating this.   A faint smile showed through his 
turmoil.
 

 

CHAPTER 34

Did she tell you just once that she loved you?”
 “Yes, the rest  of  the  time  she  was  busy  biting, scratching, and 

scalding  me  with  invective  you  wouldn't believe.” He  showed Maggie the 
scar across his face that had been  left by Laura's fingernails.   I sometimes 
think she truly hates  me...yet  she keeps insisting on going with me.   I don't 
understand her...or myself, for that matter.”

 “She  scalded  you  with  invective, scratched your face so deeply  as 
to leave a lifetime scar, kicked your chins; I take it  that's  where she kicked 
you, and you thought it was cute?”  
 She was laughing.

 “Yes,  Damn it, Maggie, all of it intrigued me.  Everything she  does 
is attractive...cute, as you say.   I could spend the rest  of my life just watching 
the expressions on her face, the toss  of  her  head,  the  curve of her neck, the 
ripple of her body  under  her  ugly  man's  shirt,  the gestures of her red, 
swollen,  hands,  the  little  mannerisms she doesn't even know she  has,  the 
flash  of  those eyes, the little twitch at the corner  of  her  mouth  when she is 
deep in thought or occupied with  something  that  requires  all her attention: 
Well, just all  of  her.  I  am  enchanted  by  her voice even when she's cursing 
me.



 “It  isn't  all just her body.   I like her mind, too.   She has  an 
exciting  mind.  She wants to know everything.   She's never  had  much 
schooling, but she has a good vocabulary--just from hearing others speak, I 
imagine.   She'd make a wonderful student.  She  remembers everything she 
hears, without seeming to  make  any effort to do so.   She has a real sense of 
loyalty and  fairness,  too,  and  she's  sensitive.   Even when she was angry 
with  me, her loyalty and fair character showed through.   
 She  insisted  on  doing  her  share  of  everything.   She even insisted  on 
washing my clothes.   She is really an outstanding person.  Maggie.”

 “What's your problem?”  Maggie asked, smiling.
 “My problem! Damn  it,  Maggie,  I've  been  making  a confession. 

I  feel beastly!  It's abominable to lust after a child.   Any child!  I don't like 
myself any more.”

 Van  stared  at  Maggie's  smile.   It made him angry.   How could 
she  take  this lightly?  He had thought she was the one person  in  the  world 
that  he  could talk to about this: who would  understand  and  maybe  give 
him some advice concerning what to do.

 “Van,”  her  voice  was  soft.  She  placed a hand on his arm. 
“Don't you  know  what  ails  you? There's  nothing abominable about being in 
love.”
  “In  love!” He  jumped  as  if  she had stuck him with a knife.  “Don't 
be silly, Maggie.   I...I...” he sat staring at her.

 She  smiled  back at him.   “Love is a beautiful thing; and from  what 
I  gather, I expect she returns your love, in spite of  all  the  kicking, biting, 
scratching and invective, as you call  it.  Her  wrath  is  probably  that  of a 
woman scorned.   
 Instead  of  feeling  like  a lecher, you should be very proud.   
 She offered  herself  and  you...even  with  all  your  manly lust...,”  she 
grinned, “denied  yourself that great hunger.   
 Van  you're  precious.   You haven't committed any evil.   You're still a 
gentleman through and through.”

 “Even  if you're right about the fact that I love her, and of  course, 
you  are,” he said, “it's indecent for a man of my age;  a  man  who  has done 
all the things I've done, to love a child...in that way.”

 “Oh,  Van,  she  isn't  a child!  She's...what?  Fourteen? probably 
nearer fifteen.   How many girls have you known to get married  when they 
were fourteen?  Most of them made good wives and  mothers,  too.   Most 
people consider a girl over seventeen an  old  maid.  My God, Van I wish there 
were some way to make you  see  how  lucky  that girl is to have a man like 
you...old age  and  all...in  love  with her.”  She was genuinely amused.   
 “How  old  are  you,  Van?  Twenty-seven you told me when I saw you  last. 
You're probably more right for each other than any couple  who has fallen in 
love in a century.   I'm glad for you, and  even  more  glad  for her.   I thought 
you'd never get over Sylvia.  Now  you're  really  in love.   You're lucky and 
she's lucky.  Make  the  most  of it!  Go back and marry her.   Don't let  her  get 
away  from  you.  Don't reprimand yourself.   Be happy!  Make her happy.”

 Van  felt  as if he had almost painlessly been opened by a good 
surgeon's  knife,  to drain off virulent poisons that had accumulated 
throughout  his  body.  He argued a while longer, that  it  could  not be right for 
him to feel so great a desire for  a  girl  Laura's age, but it was because he 
wanted to hear over  and  over  the  reassurances  that  it  was not vile.   He 
could not  quite 
    accept  the  change in his emotions so easily, but he felt that as the poisons 
seeped out, a euphoric balm filled the vacuum.

 “Hey,  come  to,”  Maggie  goaded  him.   “Are you going to accept 
your good fortune, or just throw it away?”

 “I  don't  know  whether  anything  that  wonderful  could really 
happen in this life, or not.”  He sounded wistful.

 “It can and it has.   Just be sensible about it.”
 He  was  quiet  for  a  long moment, absorbing the welcome feeling 

of having recaptured his perspective, and his sense of moral dignity.
 “Maggie,  you're  sure  as hell an oracle.   I...don't know if  you're 

right, but it's great to think that it might be.   I don't  like  being  the  fool.  It's 
a hard thing to describe; feeling  such  joy just to be with her, but feeling like a 
fool and worse all the time, too.”

 “I  understand.  But  that  feeling  of  being  a fool is wrong.  Just 
accept  yourself,  and  her  and go on with your life.   Make it good.”

 He  pulled  her  up  and humming a tune, danced her around the 
rough,  splintery  floor.   He had never enjoyed a dance so much.  They 
laughed and continued to dance.   Van thought what a  shame  it was that there 
wasn't an audience to thrill at the lithe  and  graceful movements of his partner. 
She was dressed fit  for  any  ballroom,  too.  Her dress was of elegant silk, 
flounced  and  gathered  in  to  her  tiny midsection.   “What a waste,” he said.

 “What's  a  waste?”  she straightened her skirts after the wild whirling 
and looked up at him.

 “You  should  be  in  some  great mansion entertaining the jealous 
wives  of  the  most  prominent  men  in  the country.   
 Maggie,  once  more, will you go away with me?  Let me take you away  from 
that  rat's  nest.  You can have a good life.   You would  fit  in  with  the  finest 
people.   You would adorn any man's home.”

 “I  can't  tell you how much that means to me, Van, dear.”  
 she  looked as if she were considering what he had said; “but I cannot 
leave...yet.  I  still  have  some things that must be done.  I  will  eventually 
have  a  place, like I said, where all the misfits  and  lost  souls,  can  go to gain 
back their dignity.   
 That's  my  dream.  If  I can't do that, I don't think my life will ever feel 
worthwhile to me.”

 “What  a  waste,”  Van  repeated, but he knew there was no use  to 
argue  with  her.  “Well,  what is our next step?  Is there  anything  I  can  do 
for you before I leave.   God, how I hate  to  leave  you in these circumstances. 
Will there be any repercussions about your leaving like you did?”



 “No,  I  don't  think  so.  Your man was very clever.   He told  the  old 
witch  that  he was my brother, and that he had come  to  take  me  to  our 
mother's funeral.   He showed her an obituary  and  a  picture  of a woman who 
died a couple of days ago.  She was suspicious, but she decided to call me and 
allow us  to  talk  in her hearing.   I knew that the message was from you, 
when  he put his thumbnail under the word 'disadvantage,' in  a  little portion 
that was left on the obituary notice.   He kind of blocked out all of the word 
except “van.”

 “I  put on an act of being very bereaved.   He'd said, 'Oh, Sis,  I have 
some bad news.'  I fell on his neck and cried like a  baby.  Almost  had  him 
bawling.  It was very convincing.   
 There  was  certainly no compassion in Doyne's decision, but as usual,  she 
thought letting me have my own way about something that  was  so  important 
to me, would help to insure my staying there  and  raking  in  the  coins for her. 
Then, too, she was probably afraid I'd go to Quince...”

 Van  glanced  at  her with a suspicious look.   She noticed this,  and 
said,  “Oh,  I'll be fine, but there is one thing I would  like  very  much  to do, 
if you have time.   I'd like for you  to go with me to see my mother.   I can't 
face up to seeing that old goat, who is my father, alone.

 “Sure.”  Van  was  happy  to  be  able  to  do some little thing for her.
 “And  then  I'd like to go see my sister.   It would mean a lot 

    to me.”
 “Why not?
 “When shall we start?”
 “How about early morning?”
 “All  right  by  me.  He  felt so happy to have the heavy load of guilt 

lifted,  that  he  was  willing  for  almost anything.  He  was  eager  to  get 
back to pick up Laura.   He would  tell  her the instant he could arrange to see 
her alone, that  he  loved  her  and  wanted her to be his wife.   Then, he 
wanted  to  take  her on to see Sylvia
and Wally, and leave her there  while  he  got  back to work.   He decided 
another day or two would not hinder him.
 

 

CHAPTER 35 

As  they  rode  into the yard,  Maggie looked worried.   “I can't 
believe  it,” she said.   “Do you suppose they have moved away?” She 
surveyed  the  scene:  the good looking horses in the  pasture, the fine cow in 
the corral, the well-kept fences, the  pigsty  where  several  fat  shoats  rooted. 

“This can't belong  to  Mr.   Davis,”  Maggie  said, “and mama couldn't have 
done  all  this alone.   I wonder what's happened.   They rode up to  the  door 
and  called.  No  one  appeared.  They  looked around.  There  had  to be 
someone about, since it was obvious the place was inhabited.   Maggie was 
near to tears.

 Van  led  the  way down toward the creek.   The path looked warn 
enough  that  possibly  it could lead to some clue.   They saw  smoke  from  a 
small fire.   Van stopped and dismounted and waved  for  Maggie  to do the 
same.   They tethered their horses and  walked  quietly  down  the  path.  Van 
saw them first.   A woman  sitting  in  a  rocker.  A  man, shirtless, barefooted, 
scrubbing  clothes  on  a  rock.   The woman's back was to them, but  they 
could  see  that  she wore a bonnet.   Coming closer, they  could  see  that she 
had her legs spread apart to make a lap,  where  she  held  a  big  picking of 
green peas.   She was shelling    the    peas    and    dropping    them    into    a 
kettle.  She  was  humming  a  little tune.   Beside her was an opened  can of 
peaches.   Now and then, she would stop her work, take  up  the  can and dip a 
wooden spoon into the can and take several bites of the delicacy retrieved 
therefrom.

 Van  and  Maggie  stood  and  watched, entranced.   “That's him,” 
Maggie said in a whisper.   “I can't believe it!  What do you suppose has 
happened?”

 “Maybe he  is  trying  to  wash  away  his  sins,” Van whispered back.
 “No,  not him.   He would never admit to any sins.   There's 

something  passing  strange, here.”  They took a few steps more and  Maggie 
gasped.  Just  at  that  time,  Van  saw what had brought  this  surprise.  Mr. 
Davis had a strong cowhide thong tied around his ankles.   He was tied 
securely to a tree!

 They  looked  at each other.   They began to laugh.   Maggie ran 
forward  and fell at her mother's feet.   “Mama,” she cried as the  tears  came 
flowing.  “What  on  earth...? What's happened? I've  worried  so much about 
you!  It looks as if I needn't  have  worried.” Her  tears  had  turned to laughter. 
 “Tell  me  what's  going  on  here,  please.  How did you ever accomplish a 
thing like this?”

 Maggie's  mother  pulled  Maggie  into  her arms, spilling most  of 
the  peas on the ground.   “Oh, Margaret!  Sweetheart.   
 How  I  have  longed  to see you!  God answers prayers.   I have never  missed 
a day praying that you were still alive; that you were  all right; that you'd come 
back some day, to see me.   She wiped  her  tears on her apron, neglecting the 
peas.   “Now life is  complete.  The  day  you left, I never thought it would be 
good  again,  but  it  is  good.   Maggie, you are so beautiful.   
 Where  is  Carrie? Is  she all right?”  She looked at Maggie, new  concern in 
her eyes.   “Couldn't she come with you?  Is she all right, Maggie?”

 “Yes,  Mother,  Carrie  is all right.   We are going to see her  when 
we  leave  here.   She is living in a beautiful home, where  she  is  loved and 
has everything she wants.   I will see if  I  can bring her here to see you.   But 
Mama,” she swept her arms out to 



    include  all  they  had  seen.   “What happened here?  The place looks so 
fine.   You look...prosperous.   What have you done?”

 “I'll  tell  you  all about it,” her mother answered, “but first tell me 
who your young man is.   Is he...are you...?”

 “No  mama,  we're not married.   I know it isn't considered good taste 
for  a  young  woman  to  ride  out  with  a  man unchaperoned,  in  this 
manner, but it was the only way I could get  out  to  see  you.  Mr.  Walling is 
an old friend.   He was kind enough to escort me here.”

 Mrs.   Davis  extended  her  hand and Van took it in a firm grasp. 
“I'm  mighty  pleased  to meet Maggie's mother.   She's told me a lot about 
you.   She's missed you a lot.”

 “I'm  charmed,”  she  said, and then blushed.   It had been twenty 
years  since she had said that sort of thing to anyone.   
 “Sit  down  and  I'll  tell you all that has happened since you    
 left.  How  long  ago,  Maggie? It seems forever.   It's been about  six  years. 
Well,  those six years haven't been so bad for  me.” She  smiled  and  they  all 
looked at the man still working  silently  with  the clothes.   He was twenty 
yards from them and he had seen them, but he hadn't offered to speak.

 “The  night you left, Maggie, I decided I'd had enough.   I got  the 
whiskey bottle and went in to create the diversion I'd promised.  I  was 
pleasant to him for the first time since I'd discovered  what he was.   I actually 
seduced him.   Not only for me,  but  to  drink more and more whiskey.   I 
knew that I would die  before  I would ever let him touch me again.   That was 
the last time.”

 Maggie  looked  at  her  mother  in  wonder.  Van laughed silently. 
“When he was laid out with the whiskey, I got ropes and  tied him up.   He's 
been tied ever since, and locked in his room  a  lot  of  the  time, too.   He does 
exactly as I say.   I give  him food when I feel like it.   If I'm tired, he waits.   I 
get  him  up  at daylight and keep him going all day.   He mends fences,  builds 
whatever we need, washes the clothes.   He put a floor  in  the shack.   He even 
built his own prison.   I had him make  a 
    strong  door, with a good lock on the outside, and bars for the windows.  I 
lock him in every night.”

 She  laughed.  “No  English  gentleman  ever had a better slave. 
And,  yes, dear, I've become quite prosperous.   I sell butter  and  milk  and 
eggs  to the folk around.   I have pork, beef  and  mutton  in  the  fall.  I have it 
all sold ahead of time,  so  that  none  goes to waste.   I make soap from all the 
extra  fat.  That  brings  in  a little money.   I even do some sewing  for  the 
neighbors.  I  make  baby  clothes,  aprons, quilts.   I  can  arrange  my  work 
so as to fit it in with his, like  today,  picking  and  shelling  the  peas.   I have a 
fine garden.  All  I  can  eat  and  plenty for the market.   See, I traded  corn 
for this fabric.   isn't it nice?”  She pulled up a bit of her dress to show off.

 “It's  lovely,  mama.” Maggie  glanced  again at the man washing 
clothes.  He  had  a  boiler  of hot suds in which he would  dip  a  garment and 
then rub it on a rough rock, squeeze the  suds  through  it  and  then repeat the 

rubbing.   Then, he would  dip  the garment into the creek and rinse it 
thoroughly.   
 His wife wouldn't put up with a poorly done job.

 Selma  squatted  and  scooped  some  of the remaining peas into  the 
kettle.  She  straightened her dress and patted her hair.  Maggie could hardly 
believe how much younger her mother looked  than  she  had  when  she  and 
Carrie  left.  She was thrilled to see her mother no longer a slave...but owning 
one.

 Selma  seemed  to read her daughter's thoughts.   “I should have 
done  it long ago, dear, when you were little, and set us all  free,  but  I  was 
afraid  you  would get hurt.   I wasn't absolutely  certain I could pull it off.   If I 
had known what a cinch  it  was going to be, I most surely wouldn't have 
waited.   
 You  know,”  she continued, taking Maggie's arm and starting up the trail,  “I 
almost took a lover, too.”

 Maggie gasped, “Mama, you didn't!  Why didn't you?”
 Van  was  laughing.  He  wouldn't  have dreamed any woman could 

actually do a thing like this.
 “Well, I didn't, but as I said, I came near to it.”
 “Who  was  he.  Tell us about him.   What stopped you?  Is he still 

around?  Do you still see him?”
 “Well,  it  was  kind  of  funny.  It was he that decided against  it. 

The reason for that was that he couldn't abide my holding  Judd  prisoner.  He 
thought that wasn't fittin'.   He said  that  if  I would agree to run Judd off, he 
would protect me  from  him, or if I would have Judd sent to prison, he would 
take  care  of  me.”  She laughed.   “I guess it wasn't worth it to  me.   Oh, he is 
a handsome rake, and he would have been good to me.   He is decent.”

 Van  turned  and  looked  at the man still struggling with the  laundry. 
Was  she just going to leave him there?  It was dusk  and  would  soon  be dark. 
Would she just leave him tied there  for the night?  It would serve the old 
lecher right, Van thought, but he couldn't believe she would actually do that.

 Again,  she  seemed  to  read  their minds.   “I'll get him later,”  she 
explained.  “I  never move him without my gun on him.  He's  getting  pretty 
tame, but I don't trust him.   I'll bring  my  gun  and  come back after we've 
eaten.   I don't like the stench of him in the cabin, anyway, when I'm eating.”

 They  were having coffee on the front porch.   They heard a horse's 
hooves  on the hardened path.   They looked up to see a big  man  on  a  fine 
gelding, approaching,  He was dressed for the  saddle, with a broad-brimmed 
hat shading his face from the setting  sun.  He looked over the trio on the 
porch, intently.   
 He stopped in the yard and waited.

“Get  down,  Major,” Selma called.   “Come have a cup of hot tea. 
Meet my daughter and her escort, Mr.  Walling.”

 The  man  tipped  his  hat and dismounted.   He dropped the reins 
and  walked  over to the porch, his spurs jingling.  No one said anything, as he 
plodded up the steps.



 Selma  arose  and  extended  her hand.   He smiled then, to reveal 
strong, white teeth.   Van liked his looks; his leathery face, and strong jaw.

 He  took  Selma's  hand in an almost reverent manner.   His look 
revealed  his  interest  in  her.  She  stepped back and introduced 

Maggie  and  Van.  Mr.   Thornburg  was  his name.   He bowed to 
Maggie and shook Van's hand with a sincere clasp.

 “I didn't mean to intrude while you had company, Selma.”
 “Oh,  Henry,  I  am  so  glad you dropped by!  I wanted my daughter 

to  meet  you.  Do  sit  down.” Maggie had already brought a cup of steaming 
tea.

 He  looked  around  as  if  expecting to see someone else.   
 “Judd's  still  down  at the creek.   We wanted a little time to ourselves,”  she 
explained.  “He's  not hurting.   We'll bring him  up  presently.  How have you 
been, Henry?”  She turned to Maggie  and  Van.  “When  Judd  brought  me 
here, he was just squatting.  Mr.   Thornburg  owns  this  place.   I thought Judd 
owned  it,  but  I  should have known better.   Anyway, when Mr.  Thornburg 
came  back  from  the  war and found us here, he was very  gallant.  He  could 
have put us off.   In fact, we could have  been put in jail.   Instead, Henry 
allowed us to stay.   He gave  me  permission  to  do all the improvements you 
see here.   
 He even lent a great deal of help.”

 “I  find  your  mother  a  most engaging woman, Maggie.   I wanted 
her  to  see  about  getting her marriage set aside...a divorce;  and  I  wanted  to 
marry her, but she refused me.   I will  admit  that it gave me goose pimples, 
sometimes, to think of  being married to a woman like Salma.”  He grinned. 
He drew a pipe from his pocket and began to tamp tobacco into it.

 Selma  laughed.  “He's afraid I might make a slave out of him, too...if 
anything comes up that I don't like.”

 “Yes,  I  have tried ever since I met her to talk her into having  this 
beast  put  into  prison and forgetting all about him.”

 “He  heartily  disapproves  of what I am doing.   He thinks it  is 
unbecoming for a woman.   But I will not give up until I have  rendered my 
full payment.   Well, I can never make him pay for  all  he  did...to you 
children, and all.   I spent fourteen years  as his slave.   I had to do his bidding 
in everything.   I put  up  with  his  sloth,  his  beatings, his drunkenness, his 
complete  lack  of decency.   What I am doing to him is not half as  bad.  I 
intend  to  extract  full measure for whatever is possible. I     may    keep    him 
    this way for the rest of his life.”

 “Mama,  you've  had  him  in custody to you for six years.   
 that's  nine years less than you served him and put up with his indecency.  I 
don't  blame you for wanting full measure...for wanting  full revenge.   But 
Mama, you're hurting yourself worse than  you're hurting him.   You deserve a 
life.   Don't allow him to  do  any  more  to  you.  Don't allow him to deprive 
you of anything  more.  That would be foolish.   That would be letting him 
win, after all.   You told us how you felt about this man,” she  went  on boldly. 

“Mr.  Thornburg seems to be a fine man.   I think you should consider his 
offer.”

 Selma  looked at her daughter, speculatively.   “I'll think on  it,”  she 
said, turning pink.   “I don't really think Henry would  make  a  good  slave. 
It's  been very refreshing,” she continued  in  a more earnest tone, “to have a 
man show me that they  are  not  all  alike.   I had begun to wonder if the 
whole world  was  made  up  of  the  kind  of  men Judd is, and their slaves.  I 
am  glad  to find that there are fine and valorous men,  just  as  I used to read 
about when...when I was a lady.”  
 Her voice had turned wistful.

 She  jumped  up  suddenly.  “Let's  go get old Judd.” she said.  They 
all  traipsed  back  down to the creek.   Judd was sitting  disconsolately  on  a 
wet  rock.  The clothes he had  
 washed  were  spread  on bushes to dry.   The fire was out.   The other  three 
watched as Selma unlocked the padlock on the chain that  held  the  captive 
man.  She  led him like a bovine, or mule, back up the trail.

 Van felt  it  was  a  victory  of  which  he  completely approved. 
Nevertheless,  it  was embarrassing to see a man so humiliated.  He  could  see 
that Mr.  Thornburg was affected in the  same  way.   Selma sensed this, and 
after she had ensconced Judd  in  his bedroom jail, she sat down at the table 
where the others  had  gathered.  “I know it's shameful to witness a man so 
abased.   But can you imagine my humiliation, my degradation through  the 
long years I had to submit to an animal's pawing, had  to  submit to the 
indignities of...?”  She turned away and Henry quickly went to her.   He laid a 
gentle hand on her shoulder.

 “Selma,  no  one  is  blaming you.   I think  you have more courage 
than  any  other woman I've ever known, to do what you did.  He  deserves 
every bit of what you've done to him...and more.  But  it  is  as  your  daughter 
says.   I'm afraid it is hurting  you  more  than it is him.   You deserve a life of 
your own...some  happiness.   You've given enough.   He deserves to be in 
prison, but you shouldn't have to be his keeper.”

 Selma  turned  troubled  eyes  to  him.  “I  know, Henry.   
 You're  right,  but just what can he be jailed for?  No sheriff will  arrest  a man 
for treating his wife intolerably; even for beating  her.  I  am  not  going  to 
sully my daughter's life by...”  She looked at Van and paled.

 “It's  all  right,  Mama,”  Maggie  said, “Van knows all about it.   I 
told him everything.”

 Selma looked astonished, glanced at Van in disbelief.
 “I  know  what you're thinking,” Van said in answer to her 

questioning  look.  But  I  don't agree with the notion that a woman  who  has 
suffered  what  Maggie  did, is an outcast, or lessened  in  any  degree. 
Maggie is one of the finest women I have  ever  known.  She  bears  no  guilt 
for what happened to her.” He  looked  at  Maggie,  “She  does,” he said, “But 
she shouldn't.”

 Selma  looked at him for a long moment.   “You're some kind of 
man,” she said, “I'm really proud to know you.”



 Maggie  turned to her mother.   “Mama,” she said, “will you take 
Mr.   Thornburg's  advice  and  turn  that man over to the authorities  to  deal 
with?”  She took her mother in her arms.   
 “Mama,  I've worried so about you all these years.   I wanted to send  money, 
but  I  thought  he  would get it.   The same with messages.  I  never dreamed, 
of course, of how things were.   I didn't think you would ever be allowed to see 
a message.”

 “I  can  do it only if I know he will never molest another child.   I 
don't care about myself.”  She looked at all of them, jutting  out her small chin. 
“I will never turn him loose until I  am  sure he can never harm another child. 
I even thought of gelding  him.  I  almost did.   Probably should have.   I wish I 
had.”  She turned away, emotionally spent.

 Van  was  half  amused  by  this bold admission.   It would have  been 
“fittin'“  at  that, he thought.   He saw that Henry was  suppressing  a smile, 
too.   He looked at Henry.   “Is there any way...”

 “Yes,”  Henry answered before Van could finish.   “I can do it.   I  am 
not  so  moralistic  that  I  wouldn't  see justice done...for  the lack of proof.   I 
can handle it.   I will see to it.”

 Selma  looked  at  him  with searching eyes.   “All right,” she  finally 
said.   She whirled and smiled at all of them.   “I trust  you,  Henry.   He's all 
yours.   But remember, if you fail me, I will have you down there in a noose, 
doing the wash.”

 “Agreed.”  Henry  smiled,  “If I can't handle this, I will agree, with 
these  witnesses  present,  that  I  will  live forevermore  with  a  string around 
my neck and do your bidding in all that you require of me.”

 She  laughed  happily and went to him.   She put her arms around his 
neck and he bent to kiss her upturned lips.  Maggie  wanted  to  tell  her 
mother about what had happened to the  baby.  She  made  it possible to have a 
moment alone with Selma,  but  she  couldn't  bring  herself  to  tell all of the 
truth;  until  such  a  time  as  she  could  explain the whole thing.  “I  had  a 
miscarriage,”  she said, “so there isn't a little one waiting to see his grandma...”

 Selma  hugged  Maggie again.   “I guess it is something for which 
we  should  really thank God.”  She brushed away another tear, and then 
smiled.
  

 

CHAPTER 36 

When  they  had  taken  their leave of the newly betrothed couple, 
Maggie  became  quiet and pensive.   Van allowed her to delve  into  her 

emotions  without  interruption  for a while.   Finally,  she  said,  “Van I have 
another great favor to ask of you.”

 “Shoot,”  he  said,  “If  it's  as  rewarding  as this one turned  out  to 
be,  it  will be more of a favor to me than to you.”

 She  smiled  in appreciation.   “I would like you to go see my sister 
alone.”

 He  looked at her, waiting for an explanation.   “It's just that  I am 
worried about Fran...and some of the others there in the  snake's  nest.  I  want 
to get back.   But I do want very much  to  know how Carrie...Alice, is.   I'll 
see her some other time.  I  think  I will be getting away from that place before 
long  and  then  I can really have a visit with her.   Would you mind?”

 Van  was lost in his own thoughts as he approached the big house. 
Maggie  had  said  that  Mr.  Bradwell was the owner of this  plantation.     Van 
saw  the  long rows of cotton and the black  people  working  mechanically  to 
pluck it and stuff it into  the  huge,  dragging,  sacks.  A  bit  of  anger stirred in 
him.  These  people could feel the heat, just as well as the honorable  Mr. 
Bradley  could.  He rode up to the porch and a groom  magically  appeared,  to 
take his horse.   He was met at the  door  by  a black maid in uniform.   She 
took Van's hat and stood  waiting  for  him  to  give her his name.   He 
introduced himself  and  said  that  he  was  here to see Alice.   The girl nodded 
and  went  to  announce  this  man's  arrival  to  her mistress.

 Van  waited  several  minutes  before  Alice  entered  the room.  He 
was  struck  by her resemblance to Maggie.   She was beautiful,  but  there 
seemed to be something missing.   He was wondering  just  what  it  was, when 
she spoke.   She approached him  with  her hand extended and a welcoming 
smile on her face.   
 It  struck  him  then,  that  she was not as natural as Maggie.   
 Her movements were somewhat artificial.     “You're  Mr.  Walling,” she 
stated,  and  Van noticed, too, that her voice was  not  as  natural  and  easy-
flowing  as  Maggie's.   It was brittle  and  “put on.”  He nodded and she 
continued.   “I had a message  to  expect  you.  I'm  glad  to  meet you.   Please 
be seated. Lottie,     Please     bring     tea    for    Mr.  Walling.  Or 
would  you  prefer  something more stimulating?”  

She  looked up at him coyly, and Van thought that that too, was 
something  maggie  would  never do.   Maggie might play at being coy  when 
that was part of the game, but in most instances, she was  completely  natural. 
She  certainly would never play coy with a stranger.

 “Now,  Mr.   Walling,  what  was  it  you  wanted to see me about?” 
Her voice sounded altogether condescending.

 “Your  sister  asked me to come to see you.   She was going to  come, 
but...” He  was  stopped by her gasp and her angry retort.

 “I  have  no  sister! What  are you talking about?”  She seemed  to 
notice the distaste in his manner at her words, and relented.  “Mr.   Walling,” 
she  said  in a milder tone, as if explaining  something  to a backward child, “I 
know who you are talking about.   You  have  brought  a  message  for  me 
from Maggie,havn't  you? But  surely  you  can  see why I deny the 



relationship.  I  like  to  think  of  myself as a lady.”  She indicated  the 
surrounding  richly  furnished  room.  “I have lived  honorably.  I  believe  in 
virtue for a woman.   I have kept  myself  clean  and...untarnished.   I'm sure 
you know that Maggie  cannot  say  as  much.  Oh, I know about her.   She's a 
whore!” Van was remotely aware that the door had opened and a man  had 
entered.   He was so intent though, on the girl before him,  and  the  things  she 
was saying, that he didn't react to this awareness.

 Alice  glanced  at the man and with a slight change in the tone  of 
her  voice,  obviously  meant  to  impress  him,  she continued.  “I  am  a lady. 
I live here in this house with my mother...and  Mr.   Bradley.  Maggie  asked 
me  to  go see her mother.” She  had  arisen,  and had moved toward Mr. 
Bradley.   
 “I  have  no  wish to see that slovenly old woman, and I do not call 
Maggie...that slut my sister.”

 “From  what  I've  seen  so  far,” Van said, “I would have thought  it 
was the other way around.   That Maggie is the lady and  you  are  the  slut.” 
Alice gasped, but smiled.   She was still  trying to impress him.   She was 
flirting with him.   “Mr.  Walling, 
    I  am  sure  you  are not the type to consort with this Maggie.   
 You  are  making  a  joke,  of  course.  I'm sure you know the difference 
between a lady and a slut.”

 Van  didn't  realize  he was going to hit her until he saw her 
sprawling  on  the  floor.  No  one  could have been more surprised  than  he. 
“I never hit a woman before in my life.” he  said,  as  he  turned to ward off the 
blow he felt would be forthcoming  from the man who had entered.   Instead, 
he was met with  an  extended  hand,  and  a  smile  that broadened across 
Brad's  face.  Van  took  the  hand.  He was dumbfounded.   “I never  hit  a 
woman before in my life,” he repeated.   Alice was mewling  on  the  floor. 
Mr.   Bradley laughed.   “She's needed that  for  a  long time.   I never had the 
nerve to do it.   Come on.   Let's go have a drink”  He started for the door.

 Van  took  a  step forward, and then turned to the wailing girl.  He 
stepped back, gave her his hand, and drew her to her feet.  He  then  turned 
and  followed  Mr.   Bradley  into the drawing  room.   Alice's cries grew in 
intensity as she ascended the  stairs  to  her  room.  The  men  smiled, but 
ignored her otherwise.

 “I  guess  you  know  the  story  of her coming here,”  Mr Bradley 
said.  “By-the-way,  I'm Brad.   You're Van Walling, I believe.” Van  nodded. 
Brad  offered his hand again.   “I am happy  to  make  your  acquaintance,”  he 
said  with  a hearty shake.  “Well,  I've  never  made  any  fuss  about her living 
here...as  my  mother's  daughter.   It made my mother happy and kept  her 
mind  off  her loss.   I can't say that this girl has been  a very concerned or 
conscientious daughter, but my mother doesn't  notice  the  neglect,  and the 
selfishness.   She isn't aware of many things...as you probably know.”

 Van  noticed  now, the sad look that dwelt on Brad's face.   
 He certainly  had  a  strong  face,  and  was  handsome,  Van thought.  He 
found  himself  liking this man.   Was he the one Van  had  already  decided 

was insensitive, because he had seen all  the black people, men, women, and 
children laboring in the hot,  dusty,  fields? It  made  him wonder a bit.   Of 
course, most  of  the  people he  knew kept slaves, and they were considered 
the elite of the community,  but  that  hadn't  made Van endorse their policies, 
nor respect them as men and women.

 “I heard you mention Maggie,” Brad said, “How is Maggie?”
 “She's  just  fine,”  Van  said  a  little  surprised.   “I wasn't aware that 

you knew Maggie.”
 “I  didn't  know  her  very  well.  She came here when my mother 

picked  Alice  up.  She  had to stay out of sight,” he smiled.  “She  wasn't 
dressed for meeting people.   But for all that,  she was the most beautiful girl I 
had ever seen.   She is one  of  those you see...just once in a while.   Even 
dressed as she was and  all  the  shock  she  had  been  through,  she 
maintained her  poise.  She has a delightful presence.   I guess I  fell  a  little 
in love with her that day.   I've never been able  to  forget  her.   I even tried to 
find her after she left Dr.   Gaylord's  employ.   And then, after Alice got this 
message from  her,  I  went  in  to  Ashland  and discovered what she's doing.” 
The  look  of  sadness  came  into  his  face  again.   
 “You're  right,  though,  Van.  She  is  a  lady  in  spite of everything...and 
Alice  is  the  whore.   I've never called any woman  that  before,  but  since 
she  insisted  on  using that nomenclature,  it  does fit her better than it ever did 
Maggie, in  my  opinion.  I'd  like  to  see Maggie.   Do you think she would 
see me?”

 Van  smiled,  but  didn't  say what was on his mind...that she  would 
see  anyone who went into Doyne's place with enough cash.  Brad laughed too, 
then.   “Oh, I know how I can go about seeing  her,  but  I  wondered  if she 
would see me on a social basis.  I am not too sure what the...procedures are, in 
a case like that.”

 “Well,  it  might  be arranged,” Van said.  “I will ask her about it, if 
you would like for me to.

 Brad nodded.   “I would appreciate it,” he said.
 Van  felt by now that he could talk on a more confidential level,  with 

this  man.   He was eager to know how he justified keeping  slaves...so many 
of them.   He couldn't accept the fact that  this  man  with  whom  he  felt  such 
a close affinity of values, could  condone  the  institution  of slavery.   He 
asked boldly.   “Mr.   Bradley...Brad,  you have quite a number of blacks. 
What is  your  honest  feeling  about  one  man  keeping  another in servitude? 
I  hope  you  understand  that I wouldn't take the liberty  of  asking many 
people that question.   Maybe you don't give  a  damn  in  hell whether I 
respect you or not, but it is because I respect you that I can ask you this.”

 “I  am  honored  that  you  would  ask  me...and  by  your respect.  I, 
as  you,  know that it is an important question.   
 And  I  show  my  trust  and  respect  for  you  by telling you something  that 
few people know.   These people actually belong to  my father.   He left and 
moved to France.   It has been quite a  long,  drawn-out affair, but I cannot free 
them until I have that  legal  right.  Neither  can I talk to them and tell them 



that  my plans are to free them.   You can probably see what the repercussions 
of  that  would be.   As soon as I have the right to  do  so,  I will begin freeing 
them.   In the meantime, I try to  see  that  none  are  overworked,  that  they 
have  decent shelter, food, clothing  and  that  none  are  forced  into 
unsatisfactory  relationships.  None  are  sold.  They are as free  as I can 
possibly allow, under the circumstances.   I have been  criticized  a  great deal 
for giving them so much leeway.   
 You  know  how it is.   People are afraid of uprisings, and even afraid  that 
people treated decently will cause others to rebel and become hard to keep 
under control.

 Van  nodded,  delighted  that  he  had assessed this man's character 
correctly.

 “That's another  thing  Alice  doesn't  like.  She  was furious  when 
she  learned  that she didn't own the slaves, as she  has  taken  possession  of 
many other things around here.   
 Oh,  I  don't  mind  her having some fun, taking advantages now and  then,  if 
it makes her happy...but I wouldn't allow her to abuse  the  girls...the  servants. 
Mother has always been kind to  them; even protected them from my father 
when he would have abused  them.   Alice  thought I was being terribly unfair. 
She has  the  idea that she will inherit everything here.   My mother has   told 
her   as   much.    I  want  my mother to do exactly as she sees fit about that. 
But of  course she believes that Alice is her daughter.   I will not allow  Alice 
to cajole her into doing anything unwise.   Alice, as  I  said,  would  like  to 
have the property in her own name right  now.  If  Alice could get that 
arranged, my mother would no  longer  even  have a home.   So, I am being 
watchful of what goes on.”

 Van  took  his leave of Brad, and made his way back to the cabin, 
where  he  found  Maib  waiting  with  a  message  from President  Davis.  “De 
President  want to see you right away,”  
 Maib  said.   “I  puts  off that mission to the Noth 'till I could see if you need 
me on dis occasion fust.”

 Van  was annoyed.   He was late now getting back to pick up Laura. 
He  had  always  liked  Jefferson Davis.   Before he was President,  he  had 
visited  in  Van's  parent's  home several times.     He  had seemed to be an 
intelligent and compassionate man.  He  had  heard, even, that Davis's slaves 
all loved him, and  how  his faithful black servant had saved his life when he 
had  had  pneumonia  out  in  Wisconsin.   Van didn't doubt that Jefferson  was 
kind  to his slaves, but he knew that no man in bondage  really could keep 
from resenting that subjugation.   He remembered,  too,  the  statement 
Jefferson  had made in 1863, that  all  free  Negroes  thereafter  captured,  and 
all  free Negroes  in  the  South would be made slaves.   Van deplored the 
injustice  of  this.   However,  even though he had lost a great deal  of  his 
liking  and  respect,  and he  knew this summons would  mean  a  change  in 
his way of life, which right now was what  he  wanted  least,  he  could  hardly 
deny a visit to his President  at  a  time of war.     He reluctantly took his leave 
of Maib and rode to Richmond.

 The  President  greeted  Van  cordially.  Van  shook  his extended 
hand  with  sincere  warmth.   The President  inquired about  Tom  and  Delia 
and Marion.   After they were seated and Van  had  been  offered  a  drink, 
Davis began in his courteous way, “Officially,  I  can't  condone  what you've 
been doing.   
 Personally,  I  think  you  might  have done more good than any other  one 
man  in the army.   The fact that what you have been doing   is unauthorized, 
will make what  I  want  you  to do, easier.   I want you to continue what you're 
doing...to some extent, but I want you to do some extra chores  for me, along 
with it.   I hear you are quite successful at  intelligence work.   Several of 
them...the officers and even the  generals...have  reported  that  you  brought 
them useful information.  Anything  that can help our boys on the front is of 
great value, of course.”

 Van  wanted  to lash out at him.   “If you want to help our boys,”  he 
wanted  to  say, “the best thing you could possibly do,  is put an end to this 
futile, damn war.   We had few enough resources  to  begin  with,  and have 
fewer now.   Boys can't be expected  to  go  on fighting, outnumbered ten to 
one,  with no proper  food,  no  shoes,  no good shelters, no decent hospital 
facilities, almost no medications,    not  nearly  enough doctors.”

 Van  knew  Davis  had  been admired and influencial in the Senate, 
before  the  Union  broke  up.  He  had distinguished himself  in  the  war  with 
Mexico.  He  was  a deeply devout Christian;  had  been  considered  almost 
everywhere a wise and good  man.  He  had  suffered  deeply,  when his wife of 
three months  had  died  of  malaria.   That had changed his character from  an 
outgoing,  witty,  personality,  to  being  quiet and thoughtful.  After  seven 
years,  he had married again, quite happily,  but he never again regained the 
cheerful disposition of his younger years.

 Van knew that even  though  Davis  had  been  almost unanimously 
chosen  for  the  Confederate  Presidency,  people everywhere, including  his 
generals  and  cabinet  had  lost confidence in him.   There had even been talk 
of impeachment.

 “Of  course, we have  a few good intelligence people,” Van heard 
Davis  going  on,  but  mostly  they  are unimaginative; family  men  that  don't 
really want to put their lives on the line.     Can't  blame  them.  They tell me 
you are afraid of nothing.  You've accomplished  more  than  some of my 
armies.   
 No,  that's the truth.  We  have some excellent generals and officers,  but we 
have some weak ones...damn fools, too.   Seems they  just  can't arrange to be 
at the right place at the right time.  I   wish we had a thousand...ten thousand 
like you.”

 “You  flatter me,”  Van said, but he knew that some of the generals 
and  others  in  responsible  positions,  were either stupid,  or cowards, or both. 
Often they had got more of their own men killed than they had of the enemy.

 “I  have  several  chores  I need you for.   However, right now,  I 
would  like  for you to make a trip back to Kansas for me.  Major  Hanson 
started  out  to Missouri with twenty-four runaway  slaves,  four deserters from 



our armies, and two Union army  deserters.  They  were  chased  down in the 
big swamp of Eastern  Texas.  Thousands of escaped slaves, Union deserters, 
Confederate  deserters, criminals and anyone who wants to hide, are known to 
go there.   It is almost impossible to find them.

 “Hanson meant  to  turn these men over to authorities in Missouri, 
but he got sick suddenly and died:  quick consumption,  they  say.  He had five 
men to help him, but the prisoners,  somehow  found  an  opportunity  and 
attacked them, killed  one and injured another.   So, they arranged to put them 
in  a  compound  there,  and  are waiting for someone to go and bring  them  on 
out.  There  are the three men left, who will stay and help you.”

 “I'll  do what I can,”  Van said, not really relishing the new 
assignment.

 The  president smiled, but Van noticed the slight grimace, which 
indicated  the  pain he suffered almost ceaselessly from neuralgia.

 “Oh,  one  more  thing,”  the president said.   “I've heard about  the 
warrant  out for your  arrest for murder.   I took pains  to  get  the details of 
that occasion.   I have written a pardon  in  full.   However, that information 
cannot be revealed right now.   It would arouse too much suspicion.   All 
right?”

 All right by me,” Van said.   I appreciate it.”
 Van  returned  to  recite  the whole conversation to Maib.   

 Maib nodded.
 “Oh,  that  reminds  me.  I've  been meaning to tell you.   

 You  remember  the  little  girls you told me helped you in Van Lear?  
Well,  one  of  them  is  the  girl  I've  been  seeing  at the 

brothel...Maggie.  I've  been meaning to tell her, too.   I bet she'd  be tickled to 
death to see you again...to know  you made it  to  safety,  even  if  it  wasn't to 
Virginia:  that you're alive and well.”

 Maib  didn't  answer.   Van wondered if he was disappointed that  the 
little sister he had become so fond of had turned out to be a whore.

 A  few  days  later,  Maggie  had  a visitor, who paid her price,  but 
who,  as Brad, did not go there for the purpose of sexual  gratification.  He 
was  welcomed  with open arms.   “I prayed for you every night.” Maggie said.

 “I ask God evah night, to hep you too, little sistah.”

 

 

CHAPTER  37-SEPT.  20, 1864

Van  had  taken care of everything he could in Ashland and was 
heading  back  to  Olive  Hills,  where  he had left Laura waiting  with  the 
Schultz  family.  He  was thinking for the thousandth  time that he would like 
to get Laura entered into a good  school.  He  would  send  her  to  some 
prominent girl's school.  She  would  find  herself  embarrassed, maybe, in the 
future,  meeting  educated  and  refined  ladies,  if  she knew nothing  about 
the amenities, and didn't even know how to read and  write.  Of course quite a 
number of the “refined,” ladies he  knew,  didn't know how to read and 
write...but Van believed that  it  was  important  for  every woman to have this 
kind of learning  along with the other considered pertinent to a lady's image.

 For  his  own  part, if there were no responsibilities, or obligations  in 
this  old world, nothing would suit him better than  to  go  on  forever 
travelling  out under the skies with Laura...as  lovers,  of  course,  or man and 
wife.   “But a girl needs more,”     he said  to  himself,  “and  I'll  see that she 
gets it.   I'll see that  she  has the best of everything for the rest of her days.   
 He  was  filled  with  a  happiness he couldn't describe, at the idea of just 
seeing her again.

 As  he  rode  into  the  yard,  he  was  met  by  the same tumultuous 
racket as before.   He smiled.   The dogs barked.   The children  ran  about, 
screaming at each other, and at the dogs.   
 A burro began braying.  A  turkey  gobbled.  A  peacock screamed.  Mr.  and 
Mrs Schultz appeared on the wide porch, and with a  certain  amount  of 
subdued  yelling  and  whistling themselves, quieted the dogs and the children.

 Van  dismounted,  a  little dismayed that Laura and Frieda had  not 
come  out.  His horse was whisked away by some eager boy,  hoping  to 
ingratiate  himself with the company and with his  own  parents.  With  smiles 
and  hugs and handshakes and greetings,  Van  was  led into the house.   Laura 
was nowhere to be  seen.   His heart was racing.   Had she left, after all?  Had 
she  made  herself  unwelcome in some way--or had she run away?  
 He  was  worried.  Laura.  His  arms  ached to hold her.   His heart  ached  to 
tell  her  that  he  loved her and wanted her always.

 “Where  is  Laura?”  he  asked  in  German,  as soon as he decently 
could,  without seeming uninterested in all they were saying...”and Frieda?” 

(In  German)  “Oh, Laura  and Frieda went to the Harvest Festival  at 
Morehead.   They were very happy girls.   They went with  two  of  the 
handsomest  and  most  popular  boys in the county.  Nice  boys,  of  course.” 
At  Van's  look  of utter consternation,  Mrs.   Schultz added, “They are well 
chaperoned, of  course.  The aunt of one of the boys, Mrs.  Stoner, and her 
husband,  and  another family well thought of in the community, are  with 
them.  They  will be well taken care of.   They will return  Monday.”

 (In  German).  This  friend,  this young man, Homer, is a fine 
person,”  Mr.   Schultz added, trying to soothe Van, as he saw  his wife was 



trying to do.   They were both upset that they might  have  done  something of 
which Van did not approve.   “He would make      a fine  husband.  He fell in 
love with Laura the instant he laid eyes  on  her.  But  he's  not shallow.   He is 
an intelligent, honest  man.  He  and  Laura  looked beautiful together.   Good 
thing!” He  slapped  Van  on  the arm in a reassuring manner, smiling broadly.

 Van  felt  as if his heart had collapsed and all his blood had  run  out 
from some deep, gaping slash delivered by a sharp blow.  He  was  angry.   He 
felt like a child again, needing to vent  his  pain and anger in tears.   He had 
resisted tears when he  was  a  child,  but  he  was  sick  of always resisting his 
emotions  in  the  name  of  being  strong  or  “well-bred,” or morally  right  or 
“a  gentleman.” No one saw anything other than  that invulnerable man they 
had always known in Van.   They would  have  been  very surprised to know 
that he was saying to himself,  “I  can't stand this.   I don't want to have to try 
to stand  it.  She's mine.   God damn it, she's mine!”  They stood by  quietly, 
thinking Van's attitude probably meant that he was concentrating  on some 
perplexing aspect of the war.   They knew he  was  involved  in  the  war effort, 
but had no idea in what way.

 After  some time Van asked casually,  “Where is this place they  went 
to celebrate the Harvest Festival?”  He listened to the  directions, ignoring the 
puzzled questions on the faces of his  hosts.  He  got  his horse and the big 
roan, saddled them  
 without  explanation and with cordial thank-yous and good-byes, rode away.

 It  was  evening when Van reached Morehead.   He approached the 
place  he  had  been directed to.   He heard music, and the clatter  of  boots 
and  slippers  on  the board floors.   As he entered, he was  due  for  another 
shock.  He  saw  Laura immediately.  She  was standing on the crude 
musician's stand, her  fingers  flying  over the strings of a violin, as she drew 
the  bow  over  them  in  unison.   She was being accompanied by several 
other  players;  two  guitars,  another  violin  and a banjo.  The  music  was 
entrancing.  It  sent ripples of new emotions  surging  through  his aching soul. 
He stood watching Laura  and  listening to the music for a long time.   It was 
not believable.   How had she learned to play music like this?

 There  were  dancers  on  the floor, keeping the rhythm of the  music, 
but  there  were  several  swains  leaning  on the podium,  their  attention 
seeming  to  be riveted on the girl playing  the  hoe-down,  “Old  'zip Coon,” 
with such sensitive, flawless, abandon.     The whole roomful of  people  was 
intoxicated without  having  imbibed  anything  intoxicating.   
 The German  people  used  plenty  of  liquors,  but the young people  who 
were of the good families,  would not have thought of drinking enough of any 
of  them  to  be  considered intemperate.  Even  if  some  of them had been so 
inclined, it would  not  have  been  tolerated  by  the numerous, jovial and 
romantic chaperones.

 Van  was  as  demoralized as he had ever been in his life.   
 He  heard  the  demand  within  him  to  behave  in a civilized manner,  to  be 
sensible,  to  accept  things as they were, to acknowledge  that  this  was 

probably the best thing that could have  happened  for Laura, that he had no 
business interfering.   
 But  there  was  a  greater  demand which overwhelmed all these logical ones 
into oblivion.

 When  Laura  saw Van, she stopped the music abruptly.   The room 
became  so silent that people could hear their own hearts beating.  No  one 
knew  exactly what was happening.   Everyone turned  to  look  at Van.   They 
watched him as he strode across the  room  to  where Laura still stood, holding 
the violin.   He took  the  violin  without a word, laid it, almost carefully in its 
case.  He  took  Laura's arm and pulled her down from the dias.  She  gasped, 
but made no protest.   A handsome young man took  Van's  arm and tried to 
loosen his grip on Laura's elbow.  “Look,”  the  young  man  was  saying.   “I 
escorted Laura here.   
 I'm  responsible  for  her  safety  and...”  He got no further.   
 Van  hit  him  with  a  resounding blow that sent him sprawling backward  on 
the  floor.   He shook his head and started to get up.

 During  the  instant  it  took his friends to rally to his cause,  Van 
pushed  Laura  behind  him and stood with his legs braced  for their attack. 
They hesitated, waiting for Homer to indicate his  wishes.  Homer  arose  and 
faced  Van  again.   
 Something    in   Van's face was so menacing that  he  was  puzzled  more 
than frightened.  “As  I  said,”  he  stated, “I am responsible for this  young 
lady's safety.   What right do you have to interfere in  this  way?  If you do 
have that right, I must know why, and I  may not challenge you...but if you do 
not, I will defend her with my life.”

 Van  was  impressed,  but  unyielding.   The fact that this young  man 
probably  had more right, morally speaking, than he did,  to  claim Laura's 
attention and regard only made him more angry.  “Thank  you  for being 
concerned with her safety,  I'm sure  you are trustworthy,” Van said coldly, “but 
I took her to the  Schultz's  for  a  short  visit  only.  She  is  under my 
jurisdiction.     It  is  my  obligation  to  see  that  she  is delivered safely 
back...to...her own people.”

 Laura  came  around  then, to face Homer.   “Thank you very much,” 
she said solemnly, while Van fumed inwardly, angry with himself  and 
everyone else.  “You've been very kind.   I enjoyed your  company...all  of 
you,”  she  waved  to  include all the people  in  the  hall.   She turned to 
Frieda, who had rushed to her  side.  “It's  been  wonderful.  I'll  write  to 
you...in German,” she smiled.

 “Oh,”  Frieda  paid  no  attention  to  Van's  threatening stance.   She 
embraced Laura.   “Do write.

 They  walked  to  the  horses together.   Van was wondering what 
Laura  was  thinking.  He untied the roan, and turned to help  Laura  into  the 
saddle, but she had leaped onto the back of  the  white  stallion  and  was  off 
like a bullet.   Van was surprised  again.   Evidently the horse had made no 
objection to her  mounting him.   He had to laugh.   He got into the saddle of 
the  big roan and started after Laura as fast as the roan could travel.  He  felt 



better.   He was aware that this was because he  had  Laura  back.  He  had her 
back in person, anyway, but although  she  had made no objection to going 
with him, she had not uttered a word to him since his arrival.

 Maybe  she was really angry with him now.   Maybe the young man 
had  meant  a  lot  to her.   He certainly appeared to be a fine sort,  as  Mr. 
Schultz  had  said he was.   He was probably far more  suitable  for a husband 
than he himself, would be.   Maybe she would never forgive him.   Maybe that 
was what he deserved.

 Finally,  he  heard  Pegasus'  snort, and his hoofbeats on the  hard 
ground.   Laura had slowed him to a walk.   Van drew up beside  Laura.  She 
turned  her face away and patted Pegasus' neck.  He  snorted  again,  prancing. 
“Proud old devil,” Van said,  “just  like  you  to  desert  me  for  a golden 
maiden.”  
 Pegasus  swung  his  head,  sending  his  long mane flying, and continued  his 
ostentatious gait.   Laura continued to look the other way.

 Van  peered  at  her in the dim moonlight.   “I promised to take  her 
with  me,”  he was thinking.   “I'm trying to keep my word.  But  what  the hell 
am I going to do with her now.   I'm  
 not  sure  I can stand much more of this sort of thing.   I have to  go  back  to 
Kansas.   She  should  be  in  a  good  school somewhere.  She should be given 
a chance to grow up.   And yes, she  should be given the chance to meet people 
like Homer...but the  truth  is, I'd kill him before I'd let him touch her.   How 
do I reckon with that deplorable fact?”

 They  rode on in silence.   Daylight came.   Suddenly, Laura pulled 
her  mount  over  and slid down out of the saddle.   Van drew  up  beside her 
and dismounted, also.   He stood looking at her.  The  dress  she  was  still 
wearing  was  cut very low.   
 Dawn's  light gleamed on her face and neck.   Van's anger blazed anew.  Roger 
had undoubtedly enjoyed gazing on such delightful beauty.

 Laura's  voice  startled  him.  “There  was  no  call for that.”  The 
voice was scathing.

 “For what?” Van asked, knowing what she meant.
 “For  hurting  Homer.  He is a very nice man.   He was sweet to me.”
 Van  wasn't  ready to admit any wrong.   Somehow, he felt a need  for 

her  to  know  how angry he was.   “He's damn lucky I didn't cut him up into 
pieces and feed him to the dogs.”

 “You're a reprobate!” she grated.
 “That I am,”  Van agreed.
 Laura  snorted  and  glared  at  him; “Why?” she demanded.   

 “Why did you want to hurt him?  What did he ever do to you?”
 “He  caused me more pain than any other human being I ever met,” 

Van said.
 When? What  did  he  do? When  did  you  ever meet him before?” 

Her attitude demanded an answer.
 “Oh,  to  hell  with  it.  I  never  saw him before in my life.  He's 

probably a fine man.   He just...irritated me...got in  my  way.”  He had no 

reasonable answer to give her.   He was sick  inside.  There  was  no way 
things could be as he wanted them  to  be.  He knew better than to even 
attempt to help her back  on  her  horse.  He got into his saddle.   “Coming?,” 
he asked.     After a few  minutes,  she  followed.  “I  don't understand  myself 
at all,” he admitted.   He knew that she was right.  He  had  had no call to hit 
Homer.   He knew, too, that there  would  be  less  than  no  use  to  apologize. 
He said nothing.

 They  were  back  where they had started.   They spoke only when 
necessary.   Laura did what she considered her part of the chores.  She  filled 
the  granite  pie-pan, which served as a plate,  with  hot food, and handed it to 
Van without looking at him.  She  poured  his  coffee.  If there was dried fruit, 
or canned  peaches  in  their packs, she served them after the hot food  had 
been  consumed.  She  carefully cleaned the plates, cups and pots, and packed 
them.

 Van  was  enjoying life again, in spite of himself.   Laura seemed  to 
be  quite  happy,  too.  She  often  hummed as she worked.  After  they had 
finished their evening meal, if there was  any daylight left, she walked about, 
picking wild flowers, or  berries.  When she found berries, she washed them, 
divided them  and  served  Van's  to  him  at  what  she considered the 
appropriate  time.  She washed  his clothes, as she had done before, along with 
her own.

 She  had  wrapped  the lovely dress and put it away in her saddle-bag. 
It was the dress she had worn at Doyne's when she had  first  met  Van.  She 
had  mended  it, freshened it, and enjoyed wearing  it  when  she went to the 
Festival with Frieda and her friends.

 “It  was  nice being there,” she mused.   “They were all so sweet  to 
me.”  She had even enjoyed the attention she got from all  the  young  men  in 
the  neighborhood.   They seemed to be drawn  to  her like filings to a magnet. 
“It was fun,” she was thinking,  “but  as fine as Homer was, I felt nothing more 
than a  slight  fondness  and great respect.   I could never love any of  them.  I 
still love this blackguard!  I'll probably go to  
 my  grave,  an  old  maid,  brooding over a scoundrel who never gave  me  a 
second  thought...except  to  try  to make me into another  of the same kind of 
girls he has probably made love to by the dozens, and then discarded.”

 

CHAPTER 38

One  night  they  made  camp under a wide-spread Oak tree.   



 The  nearby  grass was lush and green.   A gurgling stream could be  heard 
from  their  fireside.  Laura  had  begun  what she assumed  as  her  chores; the 
unpacking of the vittles, getting water,  cooking...while Van saw to the horses, 
got wood, made a fire, cleaned weapons.

 Conversation  had  not  prospered  between  them.   Van had made 
several attempts to promote it, but Laura's tongue was so caustic  that he 
believed he was annoying her needlessly, so he refrained  from  any  further 
pursuit  of it.   Even though her
    quick retorts amused him, he didn't want to antagonize her.

 Van  had  not told Laura about his mission.   He was making his  way 
as rapidly as he could to where he was to pick up the prisoners.  He  continued 
to wonder where he could leave Laura so  that  she would be safe.   He hated to 
be alone again; hated to  think  of being alone, even though she hardly spoke to 
him, but  he  knew  he  must make a decision.   He had to talk to her about  it. 
“Laura,”  he  said,  “we  have to make a decision, right  away, what we are 
going to do with you.   We can send you back  to  my  parents in Kentucky, and 
have them get you into a good school, or...”

 “I  knew  you  wouldn't keep your word!”  She was as angry as  he 
had  ever  seen her.  “You had no intention of taking me with  you.  I  knew 
you were a story-teller...a liar!  How can you stand yourself? You have no 
honor at all!”

 “Granted,”  he  said,  his  heart aching, “but things have changed  a 
bit since I promised to take you with me.   President Davis  has  given  me 
orders  to go to Kansas, to pick up some prisoners.  It  will be dangerous.   I 
will have to travel at a killing  pace.  I expect to make sixty, eighty, even a 
hundred miles  a  day.  I  can't  expose  you  to  these  dangers, and 
discomforts.   You don't need to go through things like that.”

 “Then  I will just ride away!  I hate liars.   I don't know why  I 
thought  you  would  keep your word!  I guess I didn't, really.  I  don't  care 
how  many  miles  you  travel  in one day...if  you  don't kill the horses.   I can 
ride as far as you can.  And  I'm  not  afraid  of the prisoners.   If you survive 
them,  I  will  too.”  She was sounding a little contradictory.   
 She  turned  and  started to saddle her horse.   “I'll just ride away  and you can 
forget all about me.   You don't need to worry about me.   I can take care of 
myself.”

 She  had  won  again.  Van couldn't let her ride away, or leave  her 
alone,  and he couldn't take time right now to take her  to  a  place  of  safety. 
She  probably  would  not stay anywhere he took her, in any case.

 They  finally dismounted in a little vale not far from the 
    trail  they had been following.   It was a pleasant place.   Both of  them were 
glad to get their chores finished and get settled for  some  rest.  By  the time 
they were prepared to lie down, the  stars  were  twinkling  above, and a new 
moon gleamed from the  west.  Van  looked  up through the branches of the 
trees, where  the  leaves  were  dancing  to  the tune of the erratic, whistling 
breeze.  “Who  was it said that trees are nature's wind  harps?” He  felt a deep 
contentment.   He thought of how he  would  like  to throw all principles away 

and move over and take  Laura in his arms.   Why did he have to be plagued 
forever by  a  set of morals that may not have any meaning?  What would she 
do  if  he  approached her in this way?  Once, she had put her  arms around his 
neck and told him she loved him.   That was a  childish act and an act of 
gratefulness, when she discovered that  he really meant her no harm.   Could 
he hold her just as a child  would  like  to  be  held;  in  an embrace of--
spiritual love? “No!”  his  body  screamed.   “It would be well worth the 
agony,”  His mind argued.   The rapture of having her body close against 
his...he  held  his  breath.   “Oh,  God,”  he breathed aloud,  “why do I keep on 
with this debate with myself?  I know right  from  wrong.  I  am not capable of 
deliberately doing a thing  that I know is so deplorable, just to satisfy a 
physical need.” He groaned.

 Laura  heard  the  groan  and  sensed what he was feeling.   
 She  had  thought  a  lot  about  the  incident  at the Harvest Festival.  She 
knew now that it was jealously that had caused Van  to behave as he had. 
“Maybe he doesn't recognize it...but that  is  what  it  was,”  she  declared  to 
herself.   But her thoughts  insisted  on  being contradictory.   “I wonder what 
he would  do if I crawled over into his arms.   He'd probably think I'd  got 
frightened  by  the  shadows,  give  me  a pat on the shoulder, tell me 
everything  is  all  right  and  go  to sleep...while he dreams of his Sylvia!” He 
couldn't  sleep.  He  arose  and  threw  a  small  log  on the coals.  They 
brightened.  The log caught.   The fire leapt up.  Laura sat up.   “You got 
colic?” she asked.

 “Yeah,” he answered dourly.   “Thought you were asleep.”
  “How  can  I  go  to sleep.” she said, “You didn't tell me any bedtime 
tale.”

 He didn't answer.
 “I  can't go to sleep,” she persisted, “unless you tell me a bedtime 

tale.”
 “What  would  you like to hear about this time?” he asked, glad  to 

have  anything to talk about.   It was better than the silences and the caustic 
remarks between them for so long.

 “Let's  see.”  she  leaned back against the saddle she had been  using 
for a pillow.   “What's the most exciting thing you ever did?”

 “Take you out of the brothel.”
 “That's not a tale!” she accused.
 “Well,  I've been shot at.   I've been ambushed.   I've been chased  by 

Indians.  I've  had  the sheriff and a posse after me.”
 “What else?”
 “Well,  the  time I was most scared in my life, was when I shot the 

first man I ever killed.”
 She  sat  up  straight,  glaring  at  him,  her green eyes flashing.
 Van  realized  he  had sounded brazen, callous.   “I didn't mean  to 

kill  him.   I was just seventeen.   He pulled a gun on my  father.  The fact that 
my father was mad at me scared me a hell  of  a lot more than the fact that I 
had killed a man.   He didn't  let  the  fact  that  he  was  mad at me, keep him 



from thinking  fast,  though,  and making a plan to keep my neck out of  the 
noose.  He  would  have  let  me  take my chances, of course,  if  he  had 
thought  there  was  a  possibility of my getting  a  fair  trial,  but  he  knew I 
would not.   The man I killed  was  the  sheriff's son.   The sheriff already 
hated my dad.  My  dad  had  humiliated  the  hell  out of him one time for 
beating  up a slave.   Legally, the sheriff was in the right, too,  since  a  slave 
is  property and a man has a right to do whatever he pleases with his own 
property.

 “It  isn't  safe  to  be  a  crusader  for  the  rights of Negroes.  My  dad 
didn't let his views be known, but he helped many a      slave 
    escape  from  cruel  owners.   He took some awful risks.  God! If he'd  ever 
been  caught!  That is the one thing most people in the  South  can't  abide 
these days...anyone who takes a small part of the injured slave.”

 “Those  fine  people  you  call your friends.” she said in her most 
reproachful voice.

 He  was  quiet a long time.   “Yes, that's true.   We called them  our 
friends.  We  entertained  them,  danced with them, called  at their homes, 
hunted with them, rode with them, dined with them.     Let God judge whether 
or  not  that  was underhanded.  We  knew  we had to do it in order to 
accomplish the  little  we could to help the damn, poor, victims of brutal fools. 
Anyway,  my dad sent me to Texas to keep me from being hanged.  Later  he 
wrote  that  he wanted me to buy some land there.

 Laura sat  staring  into  the  fire  for  a  long  time.   
 Finally, she rolled back onto her blanket and turned away.

 They  traveled  as  far  as  they could next day.   She was quiet. 
When  they  had  settled for the night, she asked, “Did you go to Texas?  Did 
you buy the land?”

 “Yes,”  he  said,  glad  that  she  would talk more freely these  days. 
“I  bought  the  land  and  stayed  almost three years.  I  had  some  huts  built, 
a  big  barn, some storage houses,  fences  for  garden  and  orchard,  cellars 
dug, and a well.  I  lived  with  Indians  for a while, and with Mexicans most of 
the time.   The Mexicans made the best workers.”

 “Indians!” she gasped.   Did they hurt you?”
 “No,”  he  laughed,  “They were friendly Indians.   I liked some  of 

them  very  much.  They  taught me a lot, too.   They taught  me  how  to  be  a 
better  hunter, how to walk through the forest  without making a sound, how to 
track when the tracks are  invisible...just  by  little  broken  sticks  and indented 
leaves  on  the  ground,  or different-looking places on rocks.   
 They  taught me how to handle a canoe, how to dress a deer, how to  make 
buckskin  and  how  to  make  medicine from roots and leaves  and bark.   I 
was surprised at how great their medicines are. I     saw     them     apply 
a     mixture     of leaves  to  a  bad  wound on a horse's hip.   I didn't think the 
horse  would  ever  be  any good again, but in a short time, he was  completely 
recovered.  It  can  do  the same for a man's wounds...gun wounds and so 
forth.”

 “What plants are they?” she asked eagerly.

 “Oh,  mullein, and a lot of others.   I'll teach you all of them some 
day.”

 “Right now!”  she demanded.
 He  smiled.  “All right.   Just as soon as we can find the leaves and 

roots and barks to use.”
 “Will you teach me how to shoot, too?”
 “Ladies  don't need to know how to shoot,” he said, but he didn't 

believe  that.   He thought it was an excellent idea for a  woman to know how 
to use a weapon.   His mother had made good use of her ability several times. 
He would never forget that.

 “I'm  not  a  lady,  and I want to know how to shoot!” she said, 
indignation in her voice.

 “All  right.”  he  said  jovially.  “Shall we start right now?” She 
jumped up and ran to get the pistol.   She handed it to  him.   He explained all 
the parts.   She mumbled the names of each  after  him.   He broke open the 
chamber and showed her how to  load  the  magazine.   He stood up straight 
and held his arm out  just  the  right  height to be most efficient, if shooting 
without  sighting.  He  then  showed her how to use the sight.   
 He  pulled  her  up  against  him  and held her arms.   A sudden erection  sent 
his  mind spinning on other things.   He stepped back.  She  held the pose for a 
moment and then tried to sight properly  again.  She  seemed not to have 
noticed the physical transmutation.  “Hell,  why  should  she?”  he  asked 
himself.   
 “I've  been  in  this  condition  most  of the time since I met her.  He  couldn't 
feel right about it, though, and continued to  berate  himself  for  being a cad 
who lusted after a child.   
 He  couldn't  become  accustomed  to  not  having  respect  for himself.   Self-
respect had been the essence of his character.

 “Who  am  I?” he asked himself.   “I'm definitely not the man 
    I  always  thought  I was.   I still have the highest regard for decency  and 
propriety,  but  where it used to be a joy to put right  before  feelings,  it  now 
seems  that my feelings have complete  control  and I have no power to reject 
the demands of my  body.  Will  it  always haunt me?  I still feel humble.   I 
still  admire integrity, but do I no longer have any?  Whatever I  am,  I  would 
fight  to  the last breath to defend anyone I thought  was the victim of someone 
else's misbehavior.   I would kill  anyone  I  thought wanted to harm Laura...in 
the same way I...desire  her.   Oh, God,” he moaned.   “Was Sylvia right after 
all.  Are  we punished for our sins here on earth?  Is this my punishment?” He 
berated  himself  some  more for having such foolish  thoughts,  and went back 
to his seat against the knot of a half-rotten log.

 “When  it's  daylight  I want to practice,”  Laura stated, and  Van 
knew they wouldn't get started on their way until she had  had  her  workout 
with the pistol.   It pleased him.   Even though  he didn't try to get close 
enough again to position her arms  correctly,  she  proved  to  be a very apt 
pupil.   He was proud  of  her.  He  was as eager as she to stop for the night and 



watch her progress.   She insisted on practicing before she prepared anything to 
eat.

 After  they  were settled for the night, she said “Tell me about your 
time with the Indians.”

 “I've  told  you  everything.   They're interesting people.   
 I  met  dozens  of  different  tribes.  I couldn't name all of them.  I  rode 
hundreds of miles to the north, saw where Lewis and  Clark  had  camped,  and 
then went East to where they had  
 discovered  the  Great  Falls.  I'd  heard  some of the tribes along  the way 
were dangerous, but I never did have any trouble with  any  of  them.  They 
were  all eager to get acquainted, learn  what  they  could  about our ways, 
show me the way to my next destination.     They always  made  me  welcome. 
They sometimes  tried to give me one of their squaws for a night, as a token of 
their hospitality.”

 “How  awful! Of  course  you accepted.”  That accustomed scorn 
persisted.
  Van  laughed.  “No,  I  took  a  gamble  on  their  being offended  and 
refused  their  squaws.  But  it isn't awful to them.  It  is  their tradition and 
they think of it as nothing offensive  to their women.   The women  choose 
whether or not to go  to  be  with  the stranger.   It isn't a matter of chastity.   
 It  is  a  matter of hospitality, of prestige, even.   Bedding a man  is  almost 
immaterial  to  them, except,  of course, when they  fall  in  love.   They are as 
subject to that sophistry as we are.”

 “Tell  me  the  tale  of  Lewis and Clark.   That must have been a 
wonderful  adventure! I'd  like  to  follow  their footsteps  some  day.  I've 
never heard much about them.   I'll learn  to  read  some  time  and  then  I  can 
find out all the fantastic things they did.”
 
  “Yes, there are thousands of things you can read about.   All through the 
history  of  man,  there  are  grand adventures, philosophies,  discoveries,  that 
are more fascinating than any 'tale.'    Reading  is one of my greatest pleasures. 
Laura, we have  to get you into a good school.   You have to learn to read and 
write and figure and how to...
 
   “How  to  what.   What were you going to say.   How to hold a dainty  cup 
on  my knee, so I can impress your kind of people?  
 I  don't  think  I  like  your kind of people.   I don't want to impress them.”

 “Yes,  that's  part  of  it.  That's important, too, to a young  lady. 
You'll find that we...my kind of people...as you put  it,  are  not  so bad.   We're 
pretty much all alike as far as the  fundamental  things  are  concerned.  There 
are fools, liars,  unpleasant,  repugnant  people in every strata of life.   
 No  more,  I believe in those thought of as aristocrats than in the uneducated; 
the poor...”

 “You can teach me how to read,” she stated.

 “Not  like  you can learn in a good school.   We'll have to start 
thinking  seriously  about which school.   My sister went to  a  girl's  school  in 
Charleston.   That would be a good one for you.”

 She  appeared not to be listening.   He decided it was time to  change 
the  subject.  He didn't want to pressure her into getting  
    all  her  defenses  up  against the idea, if indeed, she hadn't already.

 I  think it's time you told me a tale,”  Van said, wanting to  guide  the 
conversation away from dangerous ground.   He was going  to  persist  in 
getting her into a school, but he had to do  it with all the finesse he could 
muster.   Right now was not the time to pursue it further.

 “There's nothing to tell about my life.”
 “There  is  bound  to  be.  Did you ever believe in Santa Clause?
 “Oh, for a little while, when I was very young.”
 “Were  you  disappointed  when  you found out it was all a hoax?”
 “Not  very.   We were so poor, my parents couldn't put much of 

anything  in  our  sox, anyway.   That made me believe Santa had  to  be 
unfair,  since  he  gave  the  rich  kids a lot of things.  I  sure  was  disappointed 
when I learned that birds didn't  cuddle  down in their nests together to sleep at 
night, though.   I still am.”

 Van  laughed.  When  he made no comment, Laura continued.   
 “I  had  always  thought they went to sleep at night cuddled in their  nests.  It 
was a comforting feeling.   When I found out they  just  sat  out  on limbs all 
night, I was mad.   It seemed like  such a cold, unfriendly thing to do.   It didn't 
seem cozy, like  the  thought  of  a  nest  did.  Makes  me think of some 
people...”

 Again,  Van  thought  it best to change the subject.   “How did you 
get in that place where I found you?”

 “Oh, that?  Well, I ran away from home.”
 “Go on.”
 She looked at him, undecided.   “That's all,” she said.
 “No, it isn't.   Why did you run away from home?”
 “I don't like to talk about it.”
 “I want to hear about it.”
 “My  mother  died  when  I was very young.   My dad married 

another  woman...about  two  years  ago.  She  acted real nice until  after  they 
were married.   Then she drove him nuts.   She killed 
    him.  She poisoned him.   He died.   As soon as he was dead, she and  her 
son  went  and  had  everything he had owned...which wasn't  a  lot;  mostly 
just land...put into their name.   They hated  me.  She  was always slapping me. 
I slapped her back a few  times,  but then her son would hold me and let her 
slap me some  more.   I got a little tired of that.   It didn't pay, so I just walked 
away.”

 “Where did you go?”
 “I  didn't  have anywhere to go.   I had a brother, Bennie,  

 who  was  in  the  army  somewhere.   I didn't know how to begin looking  for 
him.  If  he  had  written  lately,  the Brown's  



 hadn't  let  me  know  about it.   He could write just a little, and  had  managed 
to keep my father informed as to where he was and  how  he  was.  My  dad 
couldn't  read, but he always got someone to read the letters to him.

 “I  walked  into  a  small  town  and a kind looking woman offered  to 
take  me  home with her.   She said I could eat and have  a  bath,  and a nice 
room to sleep in.   I didn't think of anyone's  being so...bad! Even after my 
experience with the Brown's.  The  woman was Doyne, in the brothel.   I didn't 
know what  kind  of  place  it  was  at  first.   When I found out, I decided to 
run  away.  I  discovered  that  she  kept  the door locked  and  had  a  guard 
watching me.   When the beautiful lady  came  in  and  said  she  would try to 
help me, I was the happiest  child  you  ever  did  see.   I began to think she 
had forgotten  or  was  just  talking,  when  she didn't come back.   
 When  you  came  in,  I thought things had taken a turn for the worse.  I 
thought you would take me and sell me to the highest bidder.  I  never dreamed 
the beautiful lady had sent you.   Why would I guess that?”

 “Her  name  is  Maggie.  I  wish  I  could have told you.   
 You've  had  a rotten deal.   Laura, I'll make you a promise.   I will  start  a 
search  for  your  brother.  I will also begin proceedings  just  as  soon as I can 
get somewhere from which to do  so,  to get your property back from the 
people who stole it from  you.  It can be done.   I know good attorneys.   We'll 
get it  back.  She will plead, of course, that being your father's wife,      she 
had     a     right 
    to  whatever  was his at his death...but we will, if you really think  she 
poisoned him...scare her so badly that she will not hesitate  to  turn  it all back 
over to you.   I'm sure your dad wanted  you  to  have  it,  so that's the way it's 
going to be.   
 What is your brother's full name?”

 She  looked  at him with unashamed tears in her eyes.   “Do you 
really  think  that's possible?”  It was almost a whisper.   
 “I  don't need much.   It's just that it made me so mad.   It was all so...cruel. 
My  brother's  name is Daniel Bennet Hudson.   
 He  always  went  by  the  name  of  Bennie.  If you can get the property back, 
I want him to have it.”

 “We'll get it.”

 

CHAPTER 39 

She  jumped  up  and  got  the pistol.   After a session of practice,  she 
went  and  got an empty can from which they had eaten  peaches.  She  stopped 
and looked speculatively at him.   
 She  stuck  the  can  up  close  to  his face.   “What does that say?”she asked.

“It says 'peaches, Smith brothers, New  Orleans, Louisiana.”
 She  stood  looking  at  the  can  for  a  long time.   She pointed  to 

the  abbreviation  “La.”  and  said with her usual scorn, “you mean to try  to 
tell  me  that  word  says 'Louisiana?'“

 He laughed.     “That's an abbreviation.     It  means Louisiana.”
 “That's  not  fair!”  she  seemed  on  the verge of tears.   

 “How  can  you  ever  learn to read when they pull that kind of trick?”
 “It  really  isn't  a  trick.  That's  the way things are done. 

Abbreviations  are  very  useful.  You'll  get  used to them.”
 “How come you have to know everything?”  she was angry.
 “You  flatter me, little lady.   I wish I knew a great deal more.   I 

learn something every day.”
 She  looked  at him with disgust, “What do you learn?  How could 

you learn anything out here.   There aren't any books and there isn't anyone to 
teach you.”

 “There's  you,” he smiled.   She only looked more angry, so he 
continued,  “I've learned a lot from you.”

 “That's  silly.  You sure didn't ever learn anything from me,”  she 
contradicted.   “I don't know anything.   I don't even know the letters.”

 “Reading  and  writing  aren't the only things to learn in life,”  he 
said.   “In fact, they aren't even the most important things.”

 What else is there?  What's more important?”
 “Well, how  to  cope  with  life.  How  to  solve  your problems. 

How    to    be    fair    and just in your relationships...even  when  you  don't 
like  someone.  How to cooperate,  so  that  two  people  can accomplish more 
than two individuals.  There's  a  lot  to learn that has nothing to do with 
reading and writing.”

 She didn't answer.
 “Ill  admit  that it is very important to know how to read and  write. 

We  can  learn a lot from the experiences and the wisdom  of those more 
intelligent than we are.   Those who think logically  and  sensibly, and write 
these thoughts down for us.   
 We  can  compare  the  thoughts of the wise men and make better decisions, 
based on the  knowledge  we  gain  from  their conclusions.  I  love  to  read. 
We  have  a lot of books at home.  Some  written  by  great  scholars  like 
Plato, Thomas Aquinas,  Augustine,  Plutarch,  Tacitus,  and  then  there was 
Chaucer and Shakespeare and dozens of others...”

 “Who are they?” she interrupted.



 They  are  men  from different eras.   For instance I enjoy reading 
about  a  man  named  Epictitus.  He  was  a slave; a Greek...”

 “Not a black man?”
 No.   He was a Greek: a well-educated, intelligent man...
 “I  didn't  know  there were any slaves but black people.”  

 She sounded skeptical.
 “Yes,  unfortunately,  there  have  been many slaves other than  black 

people.  Actually, there have been a few times in history  when  black 
civilizations made slaves of other people, including 
    white  people  and  other  black  people.  In  a  place called Timbuktu,  in 
West  Africa, for a while, the Black people were the  best  educated, the 
richest, the most powerful.   They held white slaves, black slaves and others...”

 “Tell me about this...this Greek slave.”
 “You'll  read  all  about  him  when you go to school,” he said.
 “I  didn't  know  there were any slaves but black people.” she 

repeated.
 “There  were  a  lot  of  them,  in different countries at different 

times.  
“Tell me about some of them.”
 “Didn't  you  ever  read--hear,  about  Joseph;  the Bible story? She 

looked  at him, waiting, so he continued, “Joseph was  sold  into  slavery  by 
his  brothers.   His brothers were jealous,  because they thought Joseph was the 
best-loved of all of  them.  He  was  the  youngest.  Their  father  was a very 
prosperous  man.  He  had  thousands  of  cattle,  horses  and sheep.  Joseph 
and his brothers were sent out one day to check on  the  vast  herd  of  sheep. 
A  caravan was passing through their  area,  on  its  way  to  Egypt.  They  had, 
among other things,  a  number  of  slaves  from  different  countries,  to 
deliver to Egypt for sale.

 “The  jealous  brothers  decided  to  kill  a  sheep, soak Joseph's 
jacket  in  the  sheep's  blood,  sell  Joseph to the caravan  and  tell  their father 
that Joseph had been killed by wolves.  Joseph  was  taken as a slave to Egypt. 
A woman lied about  him  and  got  him thrown into prison.   He was slated to 
die.   He outsmarted the whole Egyptian people.

 “How did he do that?”
 “Well,  very  few  ever  came  out of that prison.   Mostly they  died 

there.  But  Joseph was a thinker.   He heard about the  Pharaoh  having a 
dream that he couldn't get off his mind.   
 The  Pharaoh had dream interpreters come from far and wide, but none  of 
them  interpreted  his  dream  to  his  satisfaction.   
 Joseph  got  word out  through another prisoner for whom he had done  a 
favor, that he could interpret the dream.   The Pharaoh  
 decided     to     send 
    for him.   He would have nothing to lose by it.

 “The  Pharaoh  told his dream.   He had dreamed that he saw seven 
fat  cattle  emerge  from the river.   After that, he saw seven starving cattle 
come out.

 “Well,  it's  just  my  own  opinion,  but I don't believe  
 Joseph  had  any  more  power to interpret dreams than you or I have.  He  was 
just clever, and saw a chance that he might get himself  out  of  that death-hole. 
And it worked.   He told the Pharaoh  that  the seven fat cattle meant seven 
good years, and the  seven  starving  cattle  meant  that  after the seven good 
years,  there  would  be  seven years of famine.   Joseph humbly led  the 
Pharaoh to see that if he used the seven good years to store  up  grain,  the 
country could survive the seven years of famine.

 “The  Pharaoh was  very  pleased.   He thought Joseph was extremely 
wise.   He ordered Joseph to be released from prison, and  asked him to 
supervise the storing of the grain throughout all  of  Egypt.  Joseph  took the 
job and did it well.   He had great  silos  built,  and  had  the grain stored. 
Men all over Egypt expressed their admiration for him.

 “Well,  after  a  while, as is the nature of things, their came  a season 
of drought.   Everyone who had had any doubts now believed  that  Joseph had 
interpreted the dream correctly.   He was put in charge of the stores.

 The drouth,  the  famine,  hit  all  over  the  country.   
 Joseph's  father  had money, but they had no grain.   His family was  starving. 
He had heard that there was plentiful grain in Egypt.  He  sent  his  sons  to 
see  if  they could make some bargain  for  grain.   When they saw Joseph, he 
recognized them, but  they  did  not  recognize  him.  Joseph  could not resist 
having  a  little  fun  with  them.  He  arranged to have them arrested  and 
thrown into prison.   However, he still loved his brothers,  and  wanted to know 
how his father was.   He revealed his identity.

 “The  brothers  were  overjoyed  to find that he was still alive.  They 
had lived to regret their evil deed.   Joseph sent great  bags  of  grain  home 
and told his brothers to return if more 
    grain was needed.

 “This  whole  story, I think, points up how it is possible to  turn very 
negative circumstances around to work for you, if you  use  the  old bean. 
Epictitus, the Greek slave's, success in  doing so was not nearly so spectacular, 
but he did turn bad circumstances  to  his  advantage.   He turned out to be 
greatly admired  in Rome where he was taken.   All the people  who could do 
so,  sent  their children  to him to be taught.   He could have  been  very  bitter, 
because he was crippled for life from beatings  by  his  masters, before they 
learned what a valuable man  he  was.  He  never  would  have  been 
discovered  to be valuable,  and  come  to  be  admired  and  exalted, if he had 
allowed bitterness to rule his life.”

 “I'll  never  learn  to read well enough to read all that!  
 I want to read all of them!  It would take a thousand years!”

 Van  laughed.  He  was  pleased.  “Yes,  you have to get started  right 
away,  in  a good school.   You'll love reading.   
 No one can ever read everything, of course.”

 “I want to read everything!  I want to know everything!”
 Van  laughed  again.  “I'd  like to know everything, too, but no one 

ever does.   It's  impossible.”



 “I thought you knew everything.”
 “Far  from  it.  We could live a thousand years and study all the time 

and we still wouldn't know nearly everything.”

 

CHAPTER 40

They  made  good  time,  in  spite  of  Laura's  delays to practice 
handling the pistol, and her keeping Van awake at all hours.   It  seemed  the 
tension had lessened between them, even though  Laura's  tongue  was  still 
often caustic.   In spite of that,  and the fact that he was worried about taking 
Laura into such  a  dangerous  situation,  Van  enjoyed  the  rides.  Van 
worried,   too,   about allowing  Laura  to  ride so far in any one day, but as she 
had intimated,  she  seemed  to  be able to stand the long rides as well  as  he 
could.   She never complained, even though at times she certainly looked to be 
on the verge of exhaustion.

 Even  then,  she  would  not allow Van to take over any of the  chores 
she considered her work.   If he insisted, she would fly  into  a  rage.  So, even 
though he had to make long miles each  day,  and  even  though  he realized 
that he had had much more  conditioning  for  this  sort  of  thing than she had, 
he could  not  do  much other than try to think of ways to make it easier  for 
her.   As it was, he knew he had taken at least two more  days  to make this trip 
than he otherwise would have.   He was  not  bothered  by  that,  but  that was 
about all he could allow,  without  this  very  important  mission appearing to 
be unimportant to him.

 They  had  ridden  hard  all day.   The horses were tiring.   
 Van  hoped  to make at least another ten miles.   It was getting late.  The  sky 
began  to  darken.  It  suddenly turned very cold.  Van  stopped  long enough to 
get all their wraps out of the saddle-bags.     He knew  that  what  was  called 
“blue northers,”  did  not  really  occur here, but he knew also that the 
temperature  sometimes dropped so suddenly that people had frozen  to death, 
if they could not find shelter.   Animals, too had  drifted, and when they could 
not find a gully or some kind of  protection,  often  were found the next day up 
against a fence, or  against  each  other,  frozen stiff and still standing.   He 
began  to  try to determine in his mind, just how far it was to the  old  miner's 
cabin, he had stopped in once before.   It was too  far, he decided, to try to find 
before dark, and before it got too cold to travel.

 He  watched Laura.   He could see that she was beginning to tremble 
with  cold.  He  tried  to  hurry the horses.   He was suffering  from cold, 
himself, and knew they would have to find some  kind  of shelter, if they were 

to survive.   He pushed the horses  onward.  The  pack horses began to balk. 
He tightened their  lead-ropes,  swearing  under  his  breath  at the delay.   
 While  he  had  to  be  off his horse, anyway, he insisted that Laura    change 
    with  him  and  ride  Pegasus.  He knew that Laura's mount was strong,  but 
if  any horse would outlast all the rest, he knew it would be Pegasus.

 It  continued  to  get  colder.  He was almost stiff with cold, and he 
saw  that  Laura  seemed  to  be  asleep,  or unconscious.  He  stopped  once 
more and climbed onto Pegasus behind  her.  He held her as close as he could, 
trying to warm her.  He  was frightened.   He began to believe that they could 
not  get  anywhere  to find shelter before it was too late.   He tried  to think 
clearly what would be the best thing to do.   He found  that  it  was  difficult 
for him even to think.   Was he going  to  become  unconscious,  too? He tried, 
through stiff lips,  to  talk  to  Laura.   He found that he could hardly form 
words,  and  she  did  not respond.   She was breathing rapidly.   
 He had never been more frightened.

 He  knew  the  horses  were  worried, too.   They laid back their  ears 
and  had  to  be  coaxed  to  move.  That is, all excepting  Pegasus.  He 
showed  his weariness and reluctance, but  he continued to plod along at Van's 
command.   Suddenly, in his  half-conscious  state,  Van saw Pegasus prick up 
his ears.   
 His  pace  quickened  and  the other horses followed suit.   “He senses 
something!”  Van thought.   “He senses shelter ahead.”  
 
    Van  gave him free rein.   The horse kept his ears forward, and  increased 
his pace almost to a trot.   He came to a sudden stop.  Van  could see dimly 
through the darkness, the shape of the  cabin  he  was  looking  for.   He 
climbed as swiftly as he could  from the horse, and took Laura to the door.   It 
required all  his  effort  to  accomplish this.   He kicked the door open and 
staggered  to  the makeshift bed.   He laid Laura there and covered  her  with 
several  buffalo  hides that were scattered about  the room.   Summoning all his 
concentration and strength, he  found  the  stove,  lit  the  already  set fire, and 
almost collapsing  there  to  warm  himself, he garnered all his will, and went 
out to bring the horses in.

 At  the  end of the room was a thin board partition, and a 
    door  which  led to a small stable.   There was a manger and hay there.  Van 
managed  to get the saddles and the packs off the horses  and  returned to 
Laura.   She was still.   Van could hear her labored breathing.   His fear spurred 
him on.

 He  made  his  way  to the stove, found candles, lit them, and  put 
more wood in the stove.   The cabin was not tight, and it  was  difficult  to 
warm.  The wind whistled and screamed.   
 Van  did not often pray, but he found himself thanking God that they had 
found  shelter.  “We  wouldn't  have  lasted  much longer,”  he  said.  He  was 
still  shivering  from  cold and exhaustion.   He  had  thanked God again, when 
he found that the water  pump  under  the  board shelf actually brought up 
water.  Van  kept  going  back  to  check  on  Laura.   She had begun to groan. 



He found several different kinds of food on the shelf, and  managed  to  put 
enough of it together, to make a strange, but  nourishing soup.   He poured 
some into a cup and took it to Laura.  He  lifted  her head and she awoke 
enough to sip a bit of it.   Van drank heartily of it.

 It  was still far from warm in the cabin.   Van knew it was way  below 
freezing  outside.  He  thanked God again, for the shelter.  “And  you,  too, 
Pegasus.   You got us here.   What a horse!”    Laura  was  asleep  again,  but 
the  fast,  labored breathing  had  stopped.  The buffalo hides had helped to 
warm her,  and  Van  began  to feel that she would be all right.   He was  still 
shivering.  He  built  up  the fire some more, and thanked  whomever  it  might 
have been that occupied this cabin last,  for  arranging  things  as  they  should 
be for the next visitors.  It  was  a  tacit  rule that anyone who stayed in a cabin 
out  in the wilds, such as this, would leave a fire set, leave  food,  hay  for 
horses,  the  buffalo hides.   “How many lives  has it saved?”  Van wondered. 
“And even when it doesn't save  lives,  it  certainly  comes in handy a lot of 
times, for late,  exhausted travellers.”  The wind screamed, moaned, shook the 
cabin.

 Van lay down on the sod floor.   He had put all the saddle- blankets 
over  Laura,  but  he  had his jacket.   He still felt stiff  with  cold.  He 
wondered  if  he  would ever feel warm again.  He 
    heard  Laura  moan.  He  looked  up.  “Van,  come here!”  she said.  He 
staggered  to  the  bed.   She lifted up the buffalo hides.   “Lie down here,”  she 
said.

 “No,” he said,  “I'll be fine.”
 “I'm  cold!” She shivered.  “You can help to warm me.”  He kicked 

off his boots and lay down beside her.   She snuggled up as  close  as  she 
could  get.  The warmth of her body warmed him.  He  began  to stop 
shivering.   He was exhausted.   He was asleep before he had time to think of 
anything else.

 Laura  lay  awake for a long time.   “He would have laid on that 
floor  and  probably  frozen to death  when the fire went out...or  caught 
pneumonia.  He's such a fool.”  She listened to  the  wind  howling.   It 
screamed, wailed, howled, whispered, demanded,  pleaded, whined, wept, 
threatened, scolded, laughed, and then did them all over again, in a different 
series.

 Laura  could  hear  the horses contentedly chomping on the hay, 
snorting  out the dust now and then.  She had a euphoric  
 feeling  of well-being.  “I'm getting warm.   The wind complains, but  it can't 
get to us.   The raging wind is a wonderful sound, when  you  are warm, safe, 
the horses are fed, and you can defy the elements.     It gives one a feeling  of 
complete contentment.  Here  I  lie  beside  the  man  I love; his arms around 
me.  I  would like for time to stop and just stay like this  forever.  Is there 
anything in the world as wonderful as getting  warm,  when you are half-
frozen?  Is there anything in the  world  as  good as feeling safe again, after 
thinking your life  may  be  coming  to an end?  Could there be anything more 

 wonderful  than  lying in the arms of the man you love?  I want to  make  the 
best of every moment of this,” she was thinking.   
 “It  is  all  I  am  ever  going to have.   A man like Van could never  be  happy 
with  a  girl  like  me.  He  has  to have a delicate,  carefully trained aristocrat. 
He has to have a wife that  can meet anyone of his breed on their own terms. 
One, as my  mother  used to say, who knows that the 'right' thing to do when 
you  go  calling,  is to present your calling-card.   I've never  even  seen  a 
calling card.   I don't know all the graces and 
    amenities  these people take for granted.   I'd look like a fool to  his  friends. 
I'd  disgrace  a  man  like  Van.  He'd  be embarrassed  to death...even if he 
ever considered marrying me: which  he  wouldn't.  No, I'll have to make the 
few memories I can  build  up,  do  for  the rest of my life.” She sighed, and 
snuggled closer to Van.

 Van  awoke  several  times  and  put  more  wood  into the stove.  He 
marvelled  that  he  could  have slept lying there beside  Laura.  He  didn't 
hesitate,  however,  to  get  back between  the  buffalo  hides, and pull her to 
him.   “Laura,” he said  to  himself,  as he thought she was sound asleep, “I 
have to  tell  you  right away that I love you, and ask you to be my wife.” 
Could  man  ever achieve such happiness as it would be if  he  could  have 
Laura for his own, forever?  Probably not-- but he was going to try.

 When  Laura  awoke,  Van  was  making coffee and bannicks.   
 She  smelled bacon, too.   She was hungry, and happy and glad to be  alive. 
The cabin had finally warmed.   The temperature had gone up several degrees. 
The wind had stopped.

 Laura insisted on  cleaning  the  utensils,  preparing something 
suitable  for  their  noontime meal so they wouldn't have to  stop  long  enough 
to  build  a  fire,  and  putting everything  back  in  order,  while  Van  took  the 
horses out, cleaned  the  little barn, brought in wood, set kindling, ready for  a 
fire, put candles where they could be found most easily, and filled the lantern 
with kerosene.

 They  rode  on.  After about twenty miles, they came to a trading-
post.  Van  stopped.  They  went  in and Van began to make  arrangements  to 
have someone sent out to the cabin with hay  and  oats  for  the  horses,  new 
candles,  staple foods, coffee, tea, and kerosene.

 “Yeah,”  the  store  manager  said, “We've replenished the larder  out 
there a number of times.   My boy, Joe, knows where it  is,  and what to do. 
He'll go out this morning.   Damn good thing  you  transients  see to it that it's 
taken care of.   One time,  two men died out there, because someone had left 
without leaving  anything  prepared.  Just such a night as last night.   
 Awful.”

 “We were lucky,” Van said.
 “Do you want the hides worked?”  the storekeeper asked.
 “I  didn't  see any lice or bugs...guess it wouldn't hurt.   

 They  seem  to  come  from  nowhere sometimes.   Yeah, go ahead.   
 Have your boy do them.”



 “It'll  only  take  a  quart  of  kerosine and a couple of hours. 
Probably be the safest thing.   Get them things on your hide  and  it  takes 
weeks  and  a lotta washin' to git rid of 'em.”

 “That's for sure,” Van said.
 

 

CHAPTER 41

We're  only  two  days  from  our destination,”  Van told Laura.  “This 
is  Wednesday.  Should  be  there  by Thursday night.  I'll  be  glad to get this 
little chore over, and head back  home.  How  about you?”  Van had made 
some plans, but he hadn't  told  Laura what they were.   “It's treason, of 
course,”  
 he said to himself, “but I've committed treason before.”

 They  had  ridden  six long hours.   Van thought they could make 
another  six without hurting the horses.   He felt that he and  Laura  could  ride 
as long as the horses could travel.   He was  amazed  at  Laura's stamina, but 
he was amazed at her most of  the time.   “Very unusual woman,”  he thought. 
“Calling her a woman, now, instead of a little girl, too.”

 They  came  to  a stream in a little ravine.   They stopped to  refresh, 
to fill the canteens, and to let the horses drink, and  have their feed of oats. 
They took out the food Laura had prepared  that  morning  which  would  not 
need heating.   They missed  having  coffee,  but  drank heartily of the cold, 
clean water.  There  was  quite  a  stiff breeze, which seemed to be increasing 
by  the  minute.  “We'll  feel the  breeze more up there,”  Van said.

 When  they  had  come  out  of  the  gully, the breeze was stronger.  It 
began to feel almost as if it were going to be a blow.  The grass was very high. 
It was so tangled that it was 
 
    difficult  for  the  horses to walk through.   There were slight signs  of  other 
horses  and probably deer having been through and  they  tried  to  follow 
those tracks, where the grass was slightly  beaten  down.  It  was  prairie as far 
as they could see.     Travelling would be slow through  this  matted, 
interlaced, sea of grass.

 They  plodded  along, picking their way slowly through the tangle, 
each buried  in  thought.  The  breeze  increased.   
 Suddenly,  they  heard  men  screaming.   They looked up and saw two 
horsemen riding as fast as was possible, toward them.   The horses  were 
laboring  mightily through the tangled grass, and the  riders  were  lashing 

them  on.  They  still  made  slow progress.   “Run! Run  for your lives!” the 
horsemen screamed.    
 Then,  Van  and  Laura saw on the horizon, a billowing cloud of smoke.  It 
swirled ominously into the air, sinking and rising in  ever  increasing waves. 
Red and blue and black and  orange and  white  and green smoke were all 
gyrating in an apocalyptic phenomenon.  It  looked like a million devils 
dancing in glee, whirling, spiralling and bounding toward them.

 Van  was  instantly  alert.  He  was  off  his  horse and calling  orders 
to Laura.  “Get off!  Hold tight to your horse!  
 Unsaddle!    Get  the water bags down!  Stay very close to me!”  
 Van  knew Laura would do exactly as he said.   She could be very recalcitrant 
and  stubborn,  but always in situations where it had  been  necessary  for 
safety  or efficiency, she had never questioned  him.  She  did  exactly  as  he 
ordered.  He had Pegasus  unsaddled  and  the  water bags down.   He then 
quickly removed  his  forty-four  from  its  holster  and  shot Pegasus through 
the heart.   Laura gasped and wondered fleetingly if he had  gone  mad.  Her 
own horse jerked and almost freed himself when  Pegasus  dropped and began 
to flail about.   Laura managed to  hold  the  bridle  and  brought the horse 
closer as Van had instructed.  Van  grabbed  the  reins  and hitting the horse a 
slash  with  the  quirt,  got  him to step closer to the fallen horse.  He  then 
shot  him  as efficiently as he had Pegasus, through the heart.  He  called  to 
the  approaching  men, 
    “Stop!” When  they  ignored  him, he ordered “Halt!” and then pleaded, 
“Stop,  men!.  For god's sake, stop!”  They did not slow their pace.

 Laura  was  aghast.  She  had no idea what Van was about.   
 “Pour  the  water  over  yourself!.   Get your hat wet; all your clothes! Wet  the 
saddle  blankets.   Get between the horses, and  pull  the  blankets  over  you! 
Be quick!”  While he was shouting  instructions  to  her,  he  had  shot both 
their pack horses  and  the horse of one of the  men who was attempting to ride 
by.   The maddened man tried to run on, but Van caught him and  pushed  him 
down  beside  his dead horse.   The man was so weak  from  fear that he only 
cursed and lay still.   Van tugged the  saddle off the man's horse.  He soaked 
the saddle-blanket quickly  and threw it over the man.  “It's your only chance,” 
He yelled.  “Stay there!”  The man lay still.

 Van  barely  had time to slide under the wet blankets with Laura, 
between  Pegause and Laura's horse, when the fire swept over them.

 Somewhere  in  his  frantic mind, Van had had a glimpse of the 
second  rider  a  few  hundred  feet  away,  still cruelly lashing  his  struggling 
mount.   As he heard the fire rush like a  violent  windstorm,  over them, he 
heard a scream that could have come from the  depths  of  Hell.  He  could 
hardly distinguish  the  screams  of  the horse from those of the man.   
 Van felt as if his blood was truly curdled.

 He  didn't  believe  he could move a single muscle, but he found 
himself  on  his  feet,  pulling the blanket from Laura.  “Lie  still,”  he ordered. 
He didn't want her to get out until the  coals  of  grass had cooled.   He ran to 
the stranger.   The man  was  burned,  and unconscious, but he was alive.   Van 



then ran  to  the other man.   The horse was still alive, but the man was  dead. 
Van  shot  the  horse.  “If  only  he  would have stopped.  Maybe  we  could 
have saved him, too.   I just didn't have time to shoot both the horses...”

 Van  felt guilty that he had allowed this stranger to die, 
 
    but  the  man  who  had  lived  and Laura knew now that Van had worked a 
miracle to keep the three of them alive.

 Laura  now  saw  the  wisdom of what Van had done; and the wisdom 
of her  having  obeyed  him  without  hesitation  or question.  The  time 
between when she had dismounted at Van's orders,  and  when  she  was 
covered with the wet blankets was only  a  very  few  seconds.  She 
recognized  that the horses could  never  have got through the grass quickly 
enough to take them to safety.

 The  ground  was  cooled enough to be walked upon, if they watched 
for smoldering bits  of  animal  dung,  or  heavy concentration  of  grass.  The 
stranger was in a great deal of pain  from  his  burns  and  still  badly  shaken. 
Laura had a burned  wrist,  and  Van had a burn on his elbow and one on his 
ankle.

 They walked back to the creek.
 Laura  was crying quietly.   Van had so seldom seen her cry that  he 

was  immediately concerned.   He went to her.   When he touched    her 
shoulder, her sobs seemed to become uncontrollable.  He  was  genuinely 
worried.  “It's all over now, Laura.   We're safe.   We'll be fine.”

 “Pegasus,”  she  said  “Your beautiful winged horse.   He's dead. 
You  killed him!”

 “Yes,  I  killed  him,” Van sighed, “and I would almost as soon  have 
shot  myself.   If I had hesitated just one fraction of  a  second  more,  I 
couldn't  have  done it.   Even then, I hesitated  so long that I might have 
sacrificed the other man's life.  We'll never know.”  He looked ill.   “God, how 
I'm going to  miss  Pegasus! But  Laura, I'd rather shoot him than have him 
wondering  around out there, blind and half dead.   That is the  way  it would 
have been.   Even stout-hearted as he was, he couldn't have outrun the flames 
through that maze.

 “Anyway, I'm  going  to  indulge  some  of  my  childish 
superstitions...if  that  is  what  it  is...and  hope there is really  such  a  thing 
as  reincarnation, and that old Pegasus will  be  born  as another noble, white, 
stallion, and join his harem  back  in the hills.   If so, I hope no damn fool man 
ever gets      the      notion     to     go 
    out and catch him...just to  satisfy  his  own  selfish desires...” Van  had  had 
to turn away.   Tears had filled his eyes and he didn't want Laura to see them.

 “I  hope  that,  too,”  Laura whispered.   “I would like to think  that, 
too.” She  dried  her  eyes and began to try to clean  her clothes and to make 
the burned man as comfortable as she  could.  They  heartily  wished  for the 
medical kits that were in their packs.

 

CHAPTER 42

“I'll  be  back  soon,”  Van said, and walked away without explaining 
where  he  was  going.  When he returned, he had a large  bundle.   He  had 
salvaged  some of the cooking utensils from  the  packs.   They were black, but 
easily cleaned.   He had found  some  medicines and even a few foodstuffs 
undamaged.   He applied  salves, which had been melted, but still effective, to 
their  burns, bandaged them, then built a fire.   He brought out a  big  roast  of 
venison.   “Where on earth did you get that?” the stranger asked.

 “I  saw a deer roaming around, blind and with all the hair burned  off 
her hide.   I shot her, more for her sake than ours, and  cut  off  all  the  meat 
we  need.   The flour isn't hurt, either,  just  scorched a little on the outside. 
These prairie fires  burn over so swiftly, that they leave the animals burned but 
alive,  and some things, like the saddles, just scorched.” He  started  the meat 
cooking and went to look for herbs to add to it for a stew.

 “Our  biggest  problem  now  is transportation,” Van said.   
 It's  a  long  way  back  to any settlement, where we could buy horses.” He 
stirred the fire and checked the stew.  “Well,” he  said,  I'd bet there'll be a 
pack of Indians coming through before  long,  looking  for  whatever they 
might salvage, along with animal carcasses.   Maybe we can trade for a few 
ponies.”

Right  at  the  moment,  nothing interested the stranger and Laura 
more  than  the  prospect  of  partaking of some of that roasting meat  and 
boiling  coffee.  “Shall  we  make  some bannicks?”  Van asked.

 Neither  Van  nor Laura felt much like making conversation as  they 
rode the next day.   “I'll just have to think of it as a  very  wonderful episode of 
my life ended,” Van said.   “Did I really  feel  this  bad  when  I  lost Sylvia?” 
It was hard to believe  that  he  had, but he knew in reason, that he had been as 
devastated  as  it was possible for him to be at that time.   
 Van  knew  that  Laura  was  suffering, too, but he didn't know anything  to  do 
to help her.   She didn't seem to want to talk.   
 His heart ached for her and for his own loss.

 That  night  they  were  quiet.  They ate in silence, and prepared 
their  bedrolls.  Their  little ponies were tethered and  cared  for as carefully as 
their beloved Pegasus had been.   
 They  couldn't  make  more  than  half  the miles they had been making. 
But  on  Friday  afternoon  they  arrived  at  their destination.

 Van  did  something  he  had never done before.   He rented two 
rooms  at  a  nearby  inn.   He asked the proprietor if the rooms  were  clean,  if 
the beds had clean sheets.   I will pay extra  if  you want it,” he said to the man 



at the desk, “but I don't  want anyone disturbing either of us.”  He had heard 
that quite  often  two  or  three guests were put into one room.   He would not 
tolerate that for himself or for Laura.

 When  the arrangements had been made, he took Laura to her room. 
“I want you to stay here until I finish my business,” he said.   “Then  I  will  be 
back, we will eat in the dining-room, and  remain the night.   Tomorrow 
morning we will begin the trip home.  I  will  try to find some better horses and 
new saddles before we start.   I don't want to be all winter getting back.”

 Van  rode  to the complex where the men he was looking for were 
held.  He found the three remaining guards.   “I know you are  ready  to  go  on 
with me if I need you,” Van said, “but I have  my  own  help,  so I wont need 
your services.   I will pay you  for  your  time and you can return to your 
homes.   Show me the men I'm 
    supposed to escort to Missouri.”

 The  men  went  with  Van to the jail.   “They're dangerous men,” 
Van was warned.   “Do watch your step.   You know we had a man  killed and 
another badly injured.   Don't trust any of them for a minute.”

 “Point out to me the one that did the damage,” Van said.
 “He is a deserter from our army,”  Van was told.
 Van  saw  thirty thin, half-dressed, starved looking, men.   

 They  were  all  in  chains.  “All right,” he told the guards.   
 “I'll take over.     Remove  the  chains,  prepare  a  good, nourishing,  meal, 
for  these  men.”    The  guards started to refuse.  “I'm in charge,”  Van said. 
“I'd advise you to do as I  say.   Remove the chains!  Bandage those running 
sores!  Make hot coffee.   On the double!”

 Reluctantly,  the men obeyed.   They were visibly afraid of the 
prisoners.  However,  there  was  no  trouble.   The half- starved  men  ate  with 
relish.  They  drank three gallons of coffee.   Their wrists and ankles were 
bandaged.

 “All  right,”  Van said to the guards, “you are dismissed.   
 I  will  handle  it  from here on out.”  The men were surprised and  it  was 
evident  that  they thought Van was mad, but they were glad enough to be 
dismissed.

 When  they  had  gone,  Van turned to the prisoners.   “You are  all 
free to go,” he said.   “Yes, I mean it.   You can make your  way  back to the 
swamps in Texas, or go wherever you want to.  I  am sorry I can't furnish you 
with horses...but I think you'll  make  it.  Here is a ten-dollar gold piece for 
each of you.   Good luck.”

 “Of  course it's treason,” Van said later, “but why should I  take 
slaves  back to their owners, to be tortured and maybe killed? Why  should  I 
take  deserters from our armies back, probably  to  be  killed, when they don't 
have a chance in hell of  doing  any  good? It's  a  wonder  to  me  they don't 
all desert.  It  is  folly to stay and fight with nothing to fight with, nothing to 
eat,  no  warm  clothes,  no  boots  and outnumbered     ten    to    one.      I 
    kind  of  admire a man that will desert.   Mr.  Davis, I'm afraid you  trusted 
the wrong man this time.   I don't expect you would be  as  eager to write out a 

pardon for this as you were for my killing  a  man.  I don't blame you.   You 
have to do your job.   
 I am a traitor, but I'm not sorry.   I'll never be.”

 Van  made  his  way  back  to the inn.   He found Laura and they 
went  to  the dining-room to eat.   He felt better than he had  since he had had 
to shoot his beloved horse.   Laura seemed in  a  bit  better  spirits,  too.   “Are 
the prisoners ready to go?” she asked.

 “Yes...actually  they are already gone.”  Van told her the whole  story, 
not  forgetting  to  add  that  he had committed treason,  and  that  he  had 
intended to do just that, from the first.

 Laura  didn't seem surprised.   She smiled.   “Then we'll be riding 
back all alone?”

 “That we will,”  Van said.

 

CHAPTER 43

Van  had found suitable horses and new saddles.   They made good 
time  on  the  way  back.  They  arrived in Northwestern Virginia  within a 
week.   Van immediately contacted Maib.   Maib had  been  called  in  to  talk 
with  President Davis.   He had reported  on  several expected plans of the 
Union armies, which Davis  would  take  as  quickly  as  he  could, to the 
officers concerned.  The  officers would be glad to get the information, but 
they  deeply  resented  the  fact that Jefferson spent too much  time  in  the 
field,  directing them.   Quite often, they knew that the President was wrong in 
his adamant decisions.

 The  President  had then told Maib that as soon as Van got back,  he 
had  another  urgent assignment for the two of them.  “Your  main  work,  then, 
will  be to find the bastard that is crossing our  lines...at  will  it  seems...taking 
supplies, getting   information 
    by  some  kind  of wiley means, and taking it back to the Union Armies.  He 
even  robs banks, takes all the gold.   He doesn't touch  the currency.   He 
doesn't hesitate to murder, rape, burn homes,  or  whatever takes his fancy. 
I've had men looking for him  for months, but he seems to be an abstraction. 
He is like a  ghost.   When the men get close to him, he simply disappears, like 
thin  air,  they  say.  Pick  the  men you want.   Report directly  to  me, I'm 
depending on you.   We'll win this war.   
 We've had some reverses lately, but we'll win.”

 Van  listened  to  Maib relate President Davis's requests.   



 “I  have  a  few  things to take care of, and then I will go on out.  Do  you 
mind going back to Washington?  If you find out anything,  send  a  telegram 
to me at Plainsville.   Give  your whereabouts, so I can send a return telegram 
if I need you.”

 Van  tried  again,  to  explain  to Laura that it would be impossible 
for  her  to  go  with  him,  out on this dangerous mission.  She  was  as 
adamant  as ever that she wanted to go with him, whatever the  circumstances. 
“Can  a  man  be exasperated,  and  glad  at  the same time for the same 
thing?”  
 He  asked  himself.  “I'm  really  happy that she will be with me...but  I  do not 
want to subject her to danger, either, so I am  exasperated  with her.   How am I 
ever going to resolve this thing?”

 Van  thought  he  had found a few clues concerning the man he  had 
been  sent  to  find.  He was beginning to be excited about  the  challenge.  If 
all he had heard was true, this man was  a  real  reprobate.  He stopped at 
nothing.   He was using the North against the South, for his own personal gain.

 As  their  horses  plodded  along  the well-used road, Van remarked 
several  times  about  all the beaten  down grass and shrubs.  “Must  be a whole 
battalion passed this way.   There's both  cavalry  and  infantry.”  He  was 
watching  the  tracks.   
 “There,  look  up  there!”  he  said.     “They're  preparing  a medical 
facility...in  that  big  house.  The  army isn't far ahead.”

 Men  were  seen bustling about.   Wagons were being shifted here and 
there, some  loading,  some  unloading.  Horses nickered, 
    men shouted.   No one seemed to notice Van and Laura.

 They  rode  on.  Van  was  more watchful than ever.   They heard  the 
rat-a-tat-tat  of  guns and  the  boom,  boom  of artillery.  They  could  see  the 
smoke from the cannon.   Van shuddered.  He  knew  what they would see if 
they went on.   He hated  it  for Laura's sake.   He wished for the thousandth 
time that  she  weren't  so stubborn--but he had to admit, too, that his  life 
would be destitute without her by his side.   She was a  part  of him.   He 
wondered if he could ever feel whole again without  her  near.  He  knew, in 
spite of that, that he would gladly  make  the  sacrifice,  to  know  she was 
safe.   He rode glumly,  cautiously, onward.   The gun-fire suddenly changed 
its tempo.  He  drew  up  and  waved  for  Laura  to be quiet.   He listened.  His 
heart  leaped.  Yes,  the  Union  Army was in retreat!

 “My  God!”  he  said aloud, “How can they do it?  They are starving, 
exhausted,  out-manned by thousands, lack ammunition and  all  kinds of other 
supplies...but they've put the Yankees on  the  run once more.”  He laughed. 
“By Damn, I wonder if we are  going  to  win  this war after all.   If we can win 
battles like  this  against  all  the  odds, then we might just win the whole 
damn war!”  He led out again toward the sound of guns, a broad smile lighting 
his face.

 They  met  a  contingent  of  well-dressed prisoners being guarded  by 
a  throng  of  angry,  ragged, exhausted men.   Van recognized  in  the faces of 
his compatriots, the need to raise their  guns  and  finish  the enemy on the 

spot.   He hoped they would refrain from that  desire,  even  though  he  could 
understand  it.   They  would  have  to  share what little food, shelter, 
medicines,  and  care, they had, with men who had not suffered as they 
themselves had.   No wonder emotions ran high.

 However,  the looks on the faces of the prisoners, were of such  fear, 
anger,  defeat, hopelessness, that he knew none of them  could  probably 
understand how the Southerners felt; the injustice  of  having  to  use  their 
time and energy to try to keep  their  enemy alive...even  for  the  horrors of 
such as Andersonville.
   Hearing  the  screams  of  injured and dying horses, mules and  men, 
Van's  thoughts were wrenched away from this line of thinking.   He  was  still 
delighted that the tattered South had managed  to  put the well-fed and well-
clothed Yanks on the run one more time, but he knew it was at a mighty cost.

 They  rode carefully into the milling crowds of men.   Some were 
hastily  preparing to go on forward to pursue the fleeing men  from  the  North. 
Some were loading the injured and dying into ambulance  wagons,  to  drive 
back  to  the  improvised hospital.  Many  of  these  would have to be left until 
wagons could  be  brought  back  to transport all of them.   Some  were 
gathering  guns,  ammunition,  food,  clothing and whatever the Union  Army 
hadn't managed to destroy, into piles to be picked up  when  there  was  time. 
The carnage was rampant.   Van had known  strong,  trained,  men  who  had 
vomited  or lost their ability to function when they had witnessed such horror.

 Men  and horses lay mangled, the dead, the injured and the dying. 
Moans, cries, screams of horses, mules, and men echoed through  the valley. 
The dying animals made an unearthly sound that  was  like  nothing  else  ever 
heard.  Van took out his revolver.  He  began to walk through the masses of 
bodies.   He shot  horses  who were hurt too badly to get to their feet.   He 
helped  the  wounded  back  to the places where they would wait for  wagons. 
He  carried  those  too  badly hurt to walk.   He checked  the  heartbeat  of 
those  who  lay  too still.   Laura followed  him,  wordless.  He noticed that 
Laura was trying to soothe a crying man.
 
   “Take  this  man's  canteen.  Give  him  and the other men water.  Be 
careful! Loosen clothing.   Cover them with horse blankets,  when  you  can 
get  them off the dead horses.   Make them  as  comfortable  as  possible.  Take 
the boots and other clothing,  and  whatever is of any worth from the bodies of 
the Union  men.  This  is  war!”  he said harshly, when he saw her look  of 
shock.  “We  will  also  take all the good boots and anything  else  of  value 
from our own men.   They would want it that  way.    The others that will 
    take  up  their  fight  will  benefit  by  them.   That's reason enough.” He 
seemed to be trying to justify such irreverence.

 Laura  found  herself  busy and not in need of any further 
instructions.  She  unsaddled  dead  horses,  to  retrieve the saddle-blankets--if 
they were not too covered with blood.   She removed  jackets  from  the 
corpses of Union Army men to cover the  injured.  She  made  no difference 
between those from the North  and  those from the South.   “Pigs!” she 



shouted, shaking her  fist in the general direction of the North.   She had heard 
of  how  they  burned  homes,  destroyed  crops,  took  all the livestock,  and 
whatever  they  wanted  from helpless old men, women  and  children  left  on 
the farms.   And now to find that they  had  gone  and  left their own  wounded 
and dying men for their  enemy  to  do  with  as  they  pleased, she thought, 
was uncivilized.  She  had hated all Yankees with a vengeance, but now  to  see 
their young men lying, suffering, without help, or friends,  she began to think 
of the North as a separate entity, and  these men as human beings caught up in 
a mesh not of their own doing.

 She  bent  to  remove the oddly colored jacket from one of the 
Yankees  when  she was startled to see that he was moving.   
 He  groaned.  She  stooped  to hear the man breathing heavily.   
 “Where are you hurt?”  she asked.

 “My  leg,  I  think,”  he  moaned,  “and my insides.”  She gently 
removed  his jacket and shirt; fine materials, warm and well-fitted.  Even  with 
all  the  grime, blood and dirt, she knew  it  was  not the uniform of a Union 
officer.   She removed his  boots  and  his trousers.   There was a swollen, blue, 
lump on  his  leg.  She  could see no injuries on his body.   He was trying  to 
talk  again.   She leaned closer to hear what he was saying.  “My  horse  fell 
on  me.  Crushed me...my belly, my leg.”

 “We'll  take  care  of  you,”  she  heard  herself saying.   
 “We'll  get  you  to  a hospital.   They'll fix you up; give you something  for 
the pain.”  She wondered why she was giving him such  hope.  She  knew  the 
Southern hospitals were shockingly short of medical supplies.
   She  wondered  briefly  if  the  Yanks  had  abandoned any wagons 
which might contain  medicines.  All  the  wagons containing  medical 
supplies  had been left back of the lines, and  they probably would have picked 
them up, and taken them on their  hasty retreat.   She was informed, however, 
by one of her own  side,  that  the  medics  from  the  North would have kits 
containing  morphine,  bandages  and  a  few  other items.   She looked  for 
the  uniforms  that  distinguished  the medics and retrieved  some of these kits 
from men still alive as well as a couple  of  corpses.  She gave the morphine 
carefully to those who  were  in  the  most pain, equally between the grey and 
the blue uniforms.

 Laura  saw  Van  coming  toward  her.   Her heart leapt, as usual, 
making  her  angry  and  eliciting the need to call out some  stinging  remark--
but  she held her tongue.   Van knelt by the  side  of the man she had been 
ministering to.   “Go ahead,”  
 Van  waved  at  the  men  carrying  stretchers.  “Pick  up the others.  I'll  take 
care  of this one.   You can take him next time.” He  leaned close to the man. 
He could barely make out his  words.  “They'll hang me.   They'll never let me 
go into a prison camp.   I'm...I'm...”

 “All  right,”  Van  said,  suddenly  rising,  “I know what you're 
saying.   I'll  see what I can do.”  He glanced at Laura meaningfully.  “Get  a 
uniform  that fits him from one of our men.  Put  it  on  him.   They are so 
busy, no one will notice.   

 Be  sure  to  keep  his  clothes  and  look for dog tags.” He turned  away  and 
began to work with the other men again.   Then he  stepped  back.  “We  will 
not take him to the wagons.   If they  come for him, stall them.   You'll know 
how,” he said when she looked questioning.   “Don't let them take him.”

 She  turned  back to her work, angry.   Was he going to let the  man 
die  here alone?  He needed medical care--but she had no  doubt that Van had 
something in mind that would work out to make sense,  so  she  quieted  her 
tongue  again.  She  was preparing  the man as Van had asked her to do, when 
she noticed a  leather  pouch  on  a dead horse lying a few feet away.   She 
decided  to  see  what it might contain.   She found it to be so heavy    that 
she    could    hardly 
    lift  it.  She  opened  it  and peered inside.   “It's gold!  I believe  it's  gold!” 
It was a struggle, but she lifted it to the back of the saddle of her own horse 
and tied it securely.

 All  the  wagons  were  loaded.   Drivers were taking their places  to 
transport  the  injured  men  back to the hospital.   
 There  were  still  more injured men, but they had been made as comfortable 
as possible, with a few guards to look after them, until  someone  could  return 
for  them.  A  few men had been ordered  to  prepare whatever they could find, 
including horse- meat, for the evening meal.

 Van  rode up beside Laura.  “Wait here,” he said.   “I'll go find 
another horse.   I'll be back shortly.   Laura sat on a log near  the  injured  man, 
who had quieted under the influence of the  morphine.  She  felt  drained and 
tense.   She didn't know what  Van  was  about,  but  she  knew she would find 
out soon.   
 “The  black-hearted  bastard,”  she said aloud, as she felt the old yearning 
descending on her again.   “I hate that man!”

 Van  came  with  the  extra mount.   He got down, picked up the 
half-conscious  man  at  their feet and laid him carefully over  the  saddle.  The 
horse  shied,  but Van calmed him and ordered  Laura  to  get  her own horse. 
As they made their way out  of  camp, some heads raised to look, but no one 
questioned them.

 

CHAPTER 44

  They  had  travelled several miles at the most rapid speed they 
could  make with the injured man.   “I think he is a spy.” Van  said.  “He  was 
more  than  likely caught in the battle, trying  to  get  word to the C.O.   He 
evidently never got there with  his  message...we  have  the  Lord to thank for 



that...or there  might  well  not  have been a retreat.   Instead, our men could 
have  been  routed  again.  This  little  battle,  you understand,  while  it  is  a 
miracle that we won it, does not mean  much.  We  are  whipped.  It is just a 
matter of having given that many more lives.”

 Laura  was  deeply disappointed.   She had taken Van at his word 
when he had said so enthusiastically that the South might win the war after all.

 “It  wasn't  for his sake I didn't let him be taken to the hospital.  I 
think  I can use him, and his uniform, maybe, in our  behalf.  We'll  give him 
all the medical help we can, but we'll  watch  him.   I think he can do us some 
good.”  He hadn't told  Laura  about  his  mission, but he believed this might 
be the  man  he  was  looking  for;  the  man  President Davis had ordered him 
and Maib to find.

 That  night  they  camped  at  the bend of the Ohio River.   
 They  made  a  fire and Laura prepared food.   Van ministered to the  stranger. 
He  was  awakening now.   Laura made some broth from some  turkey  they 
had  carried,  and  some  herbs  Van gathered.  The  stranger  seemed  to  enjoy 
the meal more than they  would  have thought, if he were truly injured 
internally.   
 They  ate  heartily.  They  were  exhausted from the gruelling day,  but  Van 
wouldn't  chain  or bind the stranger.   He sat, wakeful,  through  the  night,  to 
see  that  the  man did not attempt to escape.

 Next  morning the stranger was much improved.   He ate some 
biscuit,  some  well-cooked  horse-meat  and  drank coffee.   He seemed  to 
feel much better.   “You will understand,” Van said,  
 “that  I  have  to  bind you.   I am going to sleep a few hours.   
 Don't  mistake  Laura's efficiency with that gun.   She is quick and  accurate 
and  without any womanly scruples.   On the other hand,  she  wont  shoot you 
unless you make some wrong move.   I hope you understand me.”

 The  stranger nodded.   “I understand,” he said, appraising the  girl 
who  stood with the pistol pointed at him.   “I don't feel  like  anything but rest 
right now, myself.   I promise not to  attempt  any  escape.  I  don't think I have 
any reason to want  to  escape.   We are from the same side of the line.   I am 
one of you.

 “My  company  was  routed,”  the  man sounded as if he was 
speaking  to himself.   “They're a bunch of fools.   We have some officers that 
are real fools.   My name's Daniel,”  he said.

 “Daniel,”  Laura  said  slowly,  “I  have  a brother named Daniel; 
Daniel  Benjamin...we  always  called  him  'Bennie.'  
 He's  off  to  this silly war, too.   Only God knows where he is now.  Fighting 
as if it were important to him.   He didn't need anything but to be left alone.”

 “Well,  I don't believe in slavery, either, if that's what you  mean. 
Rich  men have always instigated wars and the poor men fight them.   Did you 
tell me your name?”

 “My  name's  Laura,”  she  said,  remembering that Van had used  her 
name  when  he  told  the man that she would have no scruples about shooting 
him if he made any wrong move.

 “Laura,”  he said, “I hate to bother you, but I seem to be lying  in  an 
ant-hill.   I can feel the little devils burrowing into  my flesh all over.   I'd be 
beholden to  you if you'd help me  to  move.  I  can't  even scratch, the way he 
has my hands tied.” He lifted his hands to remind her how he had been made 
helpless.

 She started  toward  him,  then  stopped.  “I'm  sorry, mister,”  she 
said, “but you'll just have to live with the ants until yonder gentleman wakes 
up.”

 “Are  you  his wife? Mistress?  Slave?  Do you always do his 
bidding?”

 “I  am  not his wife,” she said between clenched teeth.  “I am  not 
his  mistress  and  I  am  not  his  slave.   I had the misfortune  to  have  him 
save  my  life  one  time  and  I've been...tied to him ever since.”

 “You are a slave then, in a sense.”  He sounded amused.
 She  looked angry.   “No, it's just that he likes the crust and  I  like 

the crumb of the cracklin-bread, so we make a good team.”
 He  laughed.  “I  noticed  you  worked exceptionally well together 

when  you  brought  me in.   I'm not sure I don't envy the  man.” He  noticed 
her turning pink and added, grinning,  
 “I think he's a lucky man.”

 Laura  whirled  away  for  a moment, and then turned back, with  her 
pistol pointed at Daniel.   “Our being together means 
    nothing!  You have nothing to envy.”

 “So?”  He  raised  his  brows.   “Is he a fool then?  Or an eunuch?”
 “He's  a  fool!” she answered.   “I wouldn't know about the other.”
 Daniel  laughed again, uproariously.   He hadn't missed the cogent 

masculinity  of  the other man and it was difficult for him  to  believe  that 
these two could be travelling like this, without  having  come  together  as 
lovers,  if not as man and wife.

 Laura  made  coffee,  prepared  food.  Van  watched  her, wishing  he 
could make things easier for her; wishing he could take  her  away  from all 
this and see her dressed in beautiful and  appropriate  clothing;  wishing  he 
could  give  her  the comforts  and conveniences of a good home.   He 
reminded himself that  he  had  tried to get her to go where she could enjoy all 
these  things,  and  that she had continued to flatly refuse to go.  He  would 
have to think of another way to convince her of the  futility  of living this way. 
He couldn't understand her.   
 He  would  have  to  force the issue without understanding her.   
 She  shouldn't  be  living this way.   She deserved everything a young  lady 
might  dream  of and he was going to see to it one way  or  another  that  she 
got  it.   His life would be bereft without  her,  but  that  was selfish.   Her 
welfare was what he had to consider, and he would consider  just  that, 
notwithstanding his own feelings.

 He  noticed  that  Daniel was watching her, too.   His guts began  to 
coil,  but he had to restrain his anger.   Daniel, if that  was  really  his name, 
was handsome, he had to admit.   He had  a strong look about him.   Whatever 



else he was, he was not a  weakling.     He  was  intelligent.  That,  Van was 
sure of.   
 Just  what was he?  What was his game?  Van felt certain he was a  spy. 
Probably  the one he was looking for.   It wasn't just intuition  on  Van's  part, 
or even the slight indications that that  might  be  the  case.  He  had been a spy 
long enough to recognize  some  of  the necessary attributes.   The behavior of 
this  man  belied  his  being just another army man, either for the Confederacy 
or the Union.
   He  had  said,  “I  am one of you.”  That would be exactly the  sort 
of thing a good Union spy might say, in an effort to get  to  stay  alive  a  little 
longer.   Certainly, whatever he was,  he  had  not  told the truth.   Van could 
take no chances.  Also,  whatever  he  was,  Van resented his obvious interest 
in Laura.  He  would  have  to be doubly vigilant to be sure that Laura  was 
safe--but he could not allow his resentment, and his concern  for Laura, to 
influence  him to do anything that would cause  him  to  play  into  the  hands 
of Daniel.   Daniel would certainly  be  the  kind  to use the slightest mistake 
on Van's part.

 

CHAPTER 45

Van's  mind  was almost subconsciously formulating a plan.   
 Any  plan would have to be clever and cleverly executed to keep a  man  like 
this  from detecting it.   “Whatever he does,” Van was  thinking,  “will 
probably be in the same vane.   Even this interest  in  Laura  could  be feigned. 
“He will do everything possible  to  mislead  us.”  But Van could not convince 
himself that  the  look  in  Daniel's  eyes as they followed Laura, was acting.

 Van  called  Laura  to  his  side.  “I need you to run an errand  for 
me,” he said.   “There is a black man by the name of Maib,  waiting  for me in 
Dalton.  I have to get a message to him.  He  can  read,  but I don't want the 
message written, in case  it  falls into the wrong hands.   He can carry the 
message in  his  head.   Tell him to hurry back to Charleston and make a report 
to President Davis.   Tell him that I believe I have the man  we  are  looking 
for, but I will have to check it out more thoroughly before I am sure.”

 Then  have  this  telegram sent to Davis.   “Maib will make our 
report in person.  He has orders that if he is picked up, he  is  to  present  the 
papers  I have given him.” They all knew,  of course, that every black man, 
slave or free, could be picked  up  by any white person who  cared to do so. 
The white person    could 

    claim  the  black  as his slave and that claim would be honored by  the 
courts.  Maib would most undoubtedly be claimed , but if  he  showed  his 
papers and told each claimant that he was a personal  messenger  of President 
Davis, no one would be apt to take  the  chance  that  all  his  credentials were 
false.   The claimant,  in  case  these  credentials  were  good,  would  be 
severely dealt with by the President.

 Almost everyone  had  heard  that  President  Davis  was especially 
lenient  with  his  slaves,  just as his father had been.  In  fact, it had often been 
said that the slaves of the Davis's  loved  their  masters.  Since  no  man liked 
to be in bondage  to  anyone  else,  Van  doubted this.   However, it was certain 
their  slaves  were treated far better than most.   The black  people 
undoubtedly  recognized this and appreciated it.   
 Van  knew  that the faithful body servant, James Pemberton, had been  given 
credit for saving his master's life, when Davis had had  pneumonia  in the 
wilds of Wisconsin.   Undoubtedly, he had been shown appreciation for this in 
some significant way.

 Laura  had  returned  from  her  errand  and  was  busying herself 
with  chores.   Van kept his voice level as he began to visit  with  the stranger. 
“How is the leg feeling?” he asked.   
 He  reached  over  and handed the man a cigarette.   Daniel took the cigarette 
with a nod of thanks.

 “Well,  I  don't feel like running any races.”  He lit his cigarette  and 
his  eyes  turned  back  to  Laura.   He smiled, revealing  straight,  white, 
teeth.  He  motioned  toward the girl.  “Mighty  pretty  little  thing,”  he said, 
looking back intently  at  Van.  “You're  a  lucky  man.  Not  many of the 
Southern  officers  can  afford to take along a little woman to help  fight  the 
war.  Is  she  a  captive,  or  does  she go willingly?” His voice was arrogant, 
and Van knew he was being baited.  Daniel  was  trying his temper.   If he 
could draw Van into  an  altercation,  even  if  he was overpowered, he could, 
perhaps,  find  some  way  to  take  advantage  of  the ensuing embroilment  to 
get a gun, take the girl as a hostage, or shove Van     into     the    fire,    and 
free    himself.      He 
    would bear close watching.

 Van  saw  Laura start toward the man with a plate of food.   
 He  quickly  intercepted  her.   He took the plate and handed it to  Daniel. 
Laura  looked  at Van with her usual disgust, and returned  for  coffee.  She 
handed it to Van, with a resigned air.

 “Well  trained,  too.”  Daniel smiled, “does she read your mind? Does 
she  do  your bidding in everything?  Nice set-up you have, I'd say.”

 Van  smiled.  “Yes,  it  works  out  just  fine,” he said amiably,  while 
his  stomach roiled.   He was startled then, to hear  Laura's  voice, unstinted. 
“I told you mister,” she said boldly,  “there is nothing between us.   He saved 
my life, so he has  to  take  care  of me.   That's the way the Japanese think.   
 If  someone  saves your life, he is responsible for you.  He's tried  to  get  me 
to go into a convent, or a school somewhere.    
 I  don't  do  his  bidding,  as  you  say.  I  am not a child.   



 There's nothing between us...like...like you're suggesting.”
 Daniel  smiled.  “She's a regular little spitfire, too.  I admire  that 

kind  of spunk.   You'd rather go fight a war, and live  in  the  soot  and  dirt, 
than to go into a nice home and live  like a lady.   Do you like living like this; 
wearing men's clothes, ashes in your hair, soot on your nose?”

 Laura  brushed  at her hair and then at her nose, angrily.   
 “I guess I do, or I wouldn't be doing it, now would I?”

 “Finish  your dinner,” Van said, rising,  “I'm going to go out  and 
look  for something for breakfast.   Laura, I want you to go to the creek with 
me.   I'll have some fish to clean.”

 “Can  a  man  go into the brush for a few minutes?” Daniel asked, 
still amiable.

 “Go  ahead.”  Van  said  “I'll  be right behind you with a pistol 
trained on your back, so don't try anything funny.”

 “No, no, had no  intention  to,” Daniel  remarked, smiling.  “I  know 
when  I'm  licked.  Hell,  I wouldn't try anything.  Couldn't  go  anywhere  if  I 
did get away.   Can't walk.” He  arose  and  started limping toward the brush. 
Van followed    with    the 
    promised pistol in his hand.

 “What  does  he  have  in mind now?”  Laura asked herself.   
 She  cleaned  the  plates,  put  the the lid on the stew, put a small  stick  of 
wood on the fire.   When the men returned, Van tied  Daniel's  hands  and  feet 
exceptionally  well.   He made Daniel  as comfortable as he could under the 
circumstances, and motioned  Laura to follow him.   She walked along, Indian 
style, behind him, down the little path toward the creek.

 When  they  were  well  out of hearing, Van turned to her.   
 “Can you play a little game for me?” he asked.

 “What kind of game are you thinking about?”
 “I  want you to make this bozo think you are interested in him.  Flirt 

with  him.  But do not ever get close enough for him to lay his hands on you!”
 She  continued  to  look  at  him questioningly, her vivid green eyes 

suspicious.
 “All  right,”  he  said,  “the  idea is to see if he might confide 

anything  to you.   He isn't going to tell me anything.   
 He's  smart  and  he's  wary.   I need to know who he really is, and  what  he's 
up to.   I...think he's a spy.   If so, I need to find  out  how  much  he knows.   I 
need to find out how much he got  through  to the Union headquarters before 
he got caught in that  battle.  I  need  to  know why he was there.   A good spy 
would  hardly  be  caught on the battleground...unless he had a very  good 
reason.  And  if  this  man is a spy, he is a good one.  He  isn't  stupid.   I need 
to know everything I can find out  about  him.  I'd even like to know what his 
real name is.   
 I  suspect  it isn't Daniel.   I'd like to know where he's from.   
 If  he  is  a  spy,  and  as loyal as I think he is, he will do anything,  including 
sacrificing  his life, to try to get back to his lines.

 “He  told  us  out  there,  that he was one of ours.   I am quite  sure 
that  that  isn't  so.   If he were one of ours, he would  trust  me, and it is quite 
evident that he doesn't.   So, we  have  to act on the assumption that that was 
just a ruse to get  us  to  take him  anywhere  other than the hospital.   He 
would  have  far less 
    chance  of  getting  away if he had been taken to the hospital, and  if  he  is 
up  to  what I think he is,  It's a risky game you're  playing...but  then,  it's been 
a risky game all along.   
 I  wish  you  would  go  back  to my parents home, or anywhere, where you'd 
be safe.”
 

 

CHAPTER 46 

“I'll  play  my  part,”  Laura  said.   “I'll do my best to seduce  him.” 
At  his  look  of consternation, she smiled and added,  “but  I wont get close 
enough for him to actually carry it  out.  I  think  I should begin slowly, so he 
wont catch on that we planned this...I mean if I go back right now and...”

 “Yes,  you're  right,  of course.”  His heart swelled with pride  in  her 
good judgment, her understanding, and her trust in him.

 “Now,”  he  said,  “you will have to go back with the fish I  said  I 
wanted  you  to  clean.   He proceeded to the creek, managed  to  catch  three 
fish  within  a few minutes, cleaned them, strung them on a willow fork, and 
handed them to Laura.

 She  walked  back  to  the campsite.   The man seemed to be asleep, 
although  he  looked  terribly  uncomfortable, tied so closely.  Laura  took  off 
her  shoes,  rubbed her feet.   She removed  her  boy's  shirt.  She took a knife 
from the side of her  boot, cut the sleeves out of the shirt.   She gathered some 
elder  berries  from  nearby and placed them in a stew-pot full of  water.  She 
placed  two flour-sacks she had saved, in the pot,  set  it  on the fire and put on 
more wood.   After a half- hour,  the  flour-sacks  were  a  pretty,  if  unevenly 
shaded, pink.  She dried them on a bush in the sunlight.   She took out her 
needle  and  thread  and sewed the flour-sacks together on two  sides.  She 
gathered one open end to fit her waist.   She made  a  slit  down  one  side  far 
enough  for  her  head and shoulders  to  slip  through.   Cutting the top two 
buttons from her    sleeveless    shirt,    she    sewed    them    on one 
    side  of  the  slit,  made  buttonholes  on  the other side and slipped the 
whole thing on over her head.

 Her  legs were bare.   She was barefooted.   The shirt neck, missing 
two  buttons,  was  open revealingly low.   She let her hair  down  loose.   She 



cleaned the curry-comb she had used for grooming  the  horses,  and  brushed 
her own hair with it.   The one  Van  had bought for her so long ago had been 
ruined in the prairie fire.

 She  set  the boy's clothes she had been wearing aside for washing.  “I 
wish  I had more buckskin.” she thought.   “There isn't  enough.  I'll  have  to 
tell Van to get another deer or two  and I'll have to start working on the skins 
like he showed me.  I  will need buckskin for a lot of different things.   Van 
said  the  Indian  squaws sometimes soften the skins by chewing them.  I'm 
not  sure I want to do that.   I could if I had to.   
 They  can  be worked though, with rough rocks and plenty of oil from bear-
fat, and a little  touch,  now  and  then  of kerosene...isn't that it?  I'll have to 
ask Van.”

 She  strode  around  in  her  outfit,  wondering  how  she looked.  She 
knew  she  didn't  look presentable in the sense that  women  of  the gentry 
would think fitting.   They would be dumbfounded;  scandalized.  They  would 
think  she couldn't possibly  have  any  sense  of  morality--or even decency. 
She didn't  have  any  feeling  of  immodesty.  She only wanted to accomplish 
the  purpose  Van  had  given  her.  She hoped the stranger  would  look at her 
more as a woman, now.  She did feel more comfortable than she did in the 
boy's outfit.

 She  didn't  have  long  to wait.   She had barely finished washing  her 
other  set of boy's clothes and flung them on the bushes,  when  she  heard 
Daniel's moan.   He tried to move, but his  bindings were too tight.   She heard 
him struggling against the  thongs.  He was not trying them, she believed, but 
merely attempting  to get more comfortable.   She glanced at him.   When he 
saw  her  he  became  still.  His  eyes  were  alight with amusement.  “You're  a 
knock-out!”  he  laughed.  “I've seen beautiful  women  at  grand  balls.   I've 
seen women in various stages  of  undress.  I've 
    seen  women  wearing  thousands  of  dollars  worth of garb and jewels  and 
furs...but I have yet to see one as enticing as you are  in  that  outfit.   Laura, 
you're wasting yourself out here in  this  godforsaken  place.  Why  don't  you 
go  on back to civilization  and  enjoy  being  a woman?  You are a woman, 
you know...and what a woman!”

 “Thank  you,”  she  was being coy.   She refrained from the sarcastic 
retort  she  might  have  had  ready.  She  smiled.  “You're  uncomfortable,” 
she  said,  starting  toward him, but stopping  just  out  of reach, even though 
his hands were tied.   
 “I  think  that's unnecessary...cruel.   I don't think you're so wicked  that you 
have to be kept tied.   You wouldn't try to run away, would you?  You wouldn't 
hurt us, would you?.”

 “Of  course  not!” Why  would  I  hurt you?  I'm on your side.  I'm  a 
rebel,  just like you are.   I want to work with you.     I am as loyal  to  the 
South  as  you  and  your paramour...oh, forgive me...as you and your friend 
are.”

 “Where  are  you  from?” she asked, busying herself around the fire, 
“What state?”

 “I'm  from  Alabama, really, but we moved to Kentucky just before 
the  war  broke  out.  We  hadn't  much  more than got settled  into  our  new 
home, when I had to trek off to war.   I haven't  seen my family for a long time. 
I'm kind of homesick, if the truth is to be told.”

 “Are you married, then?”
 “No.  I  meant my mother and dad and sisters.   I have two brothers 

that  are  in  this  fight,  too,  if  they're  still alive.     War is a hellish thing, 
huh, my dear?”

 Laura  would have resented most men calling her “my dear,” but 
somehow  the  way  this  man  said  it,  it didn't sound offensive.  It  sounded as 
if he might be talking to a sister.   
 In  spite  of herself, she felt a little sorry for him.   “Maybe not  a  word  of  it 
is  true, she reminded herself...but then maybe  it  is  true.   How can I find out 
for sure?  One thing I have  noticed is that he has no southern accent.   In most 
cases that  is  pretty  much  a  giveaway...but then neither does Van have  an 
accent.  He  speaks just like the Northerners.   That could  be  a  real  danger 
for  Van,”  she  went  on  with her thoughts,  “except  that  on  cue,  he can 
switch over and talk with  as  much  of  an  accent  as  any  of  his  neighbors 
or friends.” She  pondered  on this strange anomaly, but not for long.  For 
whatever  strange  things  Van did--and there were plenty of them--there would 
always be an explanation.

 Van  approached so quietly that she didn't hear him, until he  gasped. 
She  whirled  around  to  meet  his  eyes.   He was looking  at  Daniel.   She 
turned  back and saw that Daniel was watching  with  a  broad smile on his 
face.   Van looked back at Laura.  Laura  knew  that  the  gasp  had  been 
because of her attire.   He  looked overwhelmed.  “What is he thinking,” Laura 
asked herself.

 Somewhere  in  Van's  mind  a voice was screaming that the only 
worthwhile thing to do, to fight for, to think about, was to  take  Laura to some 
far away place and make her his own for the  rest of time.   He shouted down 
the voice.   “This can never be! She  is  not  for  you.   She is a child!  A very 
wise and wonderful  child,  but  a child, nevertheless.  It would outrage 
decency.” It outraged his  sense of honor; all propriety, to  allow  himself  even 
to think such things.   He regained his composure.

 There  was  a  heaviness  in  his  heart;  an ache that he doubted 
would  ever  be abated, but he would not disgrace her.   
 He  would  not  abrogate  his integrity for the satisfaction of the  flesh.  “No!” 
he  shouted down the voice within.   “It is nothing  other than the demands of 
the flesh.   Even my loving a girl  like  this  denies decency.   It doesn't matter 
whether it is  called lust, or love...it is not right.   I know that I love her  as 
deeply  as  man  can  love...but  lust  has  to  be an element.   A man my age

has no right  to love a girl her age.   Oh, it's done.   It's done 
every day,  but that doesn't make it right.   A girl needs someone her own  age. 
I've  lived  a  thousand times too much to think it could  be  right to subject her 
to what I am.   I have made love to dozens  of  women  promiscuously, 
without  love,  without meaning.  She has the right to more; to a first love 



untainted by  all  the  wrong  things I have done.   She has a right to do all  the 
wrong things, if she is going to do them, with someone who  is  doing them for 
the first time.   I am sure as hell what they  call  between  a  rock  and  a  hard 
place.   I can't live without  her  and I can't take her...even if she would have 
me.   
 And  if she were willing, and I made her my wife, I would never have  a 
moment's  peace.  I'd never feel like a man again.   I would feel as if I had 
damaged her, defiled her.

 “Maybe  it's  my  destiny for my life to end fighting this war.  I'm 
sure  as  hell going to do all I can to stay alive, but  I  am  going to do all I can 
to make the Yankees pay, too.   
 Why  can't  I  retreat  from a war I never did believe in?”  He sighed  and 
brushed the hair back from his damp forehead.   The muscles  in  his  jaw 
could  be  seen  tightening.  Laura was becoming  familiar  with  this,  and  the 
meaning it signified.   
 She  knew  something  was bothering him, but she couldn't guess what.     She 
knew he was perturbed by the unknown characteristics  of  their  captive,  but 
that was the sort of thing he worked through without  flinching.  This  was 
something,  she was coming to understand, that hurt him deeply, or  angered 
him.  She  would have given a lot to know what it was.  She  suspected  it  was 
Sylvia, and his lost love.   She wished  it  were  possible  for her to stroke his 
forehead, and comfort  him,  but  that feeling seemed like a betrayal to her, so 
she denied it with, as usual, an attitude of scorn.

 “Well,”  she  said,  “It's nice to have you back.   We were beginning 
to think you had decided to leave.   She had stressed the  “we,” and  walked 
over toward the wounded man, glancing at him  and  smiling.  He smiled back, 
but she got the impression he was laughing at her rather than with her.
   It  was  beginning  to be a challenge to find out anything at  all  about 
him.   Just what was he thinking?  What were his intentions? How come he 
was out on the battlefield if he was, indeed,  a  spy for the Union?  How could 
she draw him out?  He was  wily,  as  Van had said he was.   He wasn't apt to 
fall for any little put-on act she might be able to devise.

 “Van,”  she  said, “Daniel is uncomfortable.   I think it's nonsense  to 
keep  him  tied  up  like  this.  He isn't going anywhere.  I  think  he  is 
trustworthy.   Just because he is a Yankee,  doesn't  mean  he isn't human.”  She 
turned to Daniel.   
 “What  would  you  do  if  we  turned you loose?  Would you run away? 
Would  you  go back to your Northern friends?  Or would you  realize  that 
you  are in no condition to go back to war?  
 Wouldn't  you  just  stay  here  and all of us trust each other like friends?”

 He  grinned  in  that  mocking  way.   He watched her for a minute 
before  answering.  “I told you,” he said, “I am not a Yankee.  I  am  from  the 
South.   All my loyalties are to the South,  just  as  yours are.”  He gave her a 
steady look.   “You and your man are loyal to the south aren't you?”

 “He  isn't  my  man!”  she  said heatedly.   “I told you he just  saved 
my life and has to take care of me.   And you're not from  the  South.   You 

don't  have  the Southern accent.”  She gazed challengingly at him, her green 
eyes flashing.

 “Neither does your man.” he countered.
 She  whirled  around  to  put  her  back to him.   Her face turned 

pink.  This  man was charming and she knew that he was somewhat  attracted 
to her.   She couldn't be sure whether that interest  was  strong  enough  to 
prevent him from using her to gain  his  ends,  or  not.   He probably wanted to 
use her if he could,  to get away, or to accomplish whatever it was he had in 
mind.   She  believed he was not dangerous in a wanton way.   She believed  he 
would behave with respect toward her, even though the  circumstances  might 
suggest  that  she  was  not  overly respectful  of  herself.  But  she  felt  sure 
too, as Van had said,  that  he would not hesitate to do whatever was necessary 
to try to fulfill what  he  surely  saw  as  his  first 
    duty.  That,  she  believed,  would  be  to  overcome  them in whatever  way 
he could, get a horse and guns, if possible, and make  his way back to his unit 
across the lines.   This he would do, Van had said, whether or not he was a spy.

 Van  had  said,  “Maybe  he  can  do  us  some good.”  She wondered 
now just what Van had meant.   How did Van plan to use this  man? the 
clothing  Van had instructed her to save, had revealed  nothing,  other  than 
that he dressed well, while the men  of  south  were  in rags, and the men of the 
North all had quite  suitable  uniforms.     If  they could find out what this 
stranger  knew and of what he had informed the Yankee Generals, it  would be 
of great help to the Southern Armies.   But did Van believe  there  was  any 
way to get that information from this man? She  couldn't believe Van would 
torture anyone, even for important  information.  She  shuddered.  Well, of 
course Van was hoping  she  might  be  able  to  get  Daniel  to  reveal 
something.

 “That's  true,”  she  said,  after  a  long pause.   “Van's family  was 
from Boston.   They never really acquired the accent we  are  supposed  to 
have.  And  Van  spent  four years in a university  up north; in Washington. 
He still has relatives up there.     Guess most  Southerners  do.” She  heard 
herself repeating  things  Van  had  told  her about himself.   “You may even 
have relatives in the South.   Do you?”

 He  was  obviously  enjoying the conversation and watching her 
captivating movements, as she went about her chores around the  campfire. 
His smile was of genuine enjoyment.   “He isn't at  all  worried about what we 
might do to him,” Laura thought.   
 “How  does  he  know  we  wont  torture him, or kill him?”  she began  to 
resent  his  assurance.   “It is actually arrogance,” she thought.

 “Yes,”  he  was  saying, I do have relatives in the South.   
 I  happen  to  be one of those who do not have relatives in the North...that is 
any that I know of.”

 “Methinks  he  protesteth  too  much,” Van said from the side.  The 
men stared at each other for a long moment.   Laura had  never  heard  the 
quote.   She was at a loss as to what the meaning    was.   



    She  sensed  that  it  held  something  significant to both the men.  She 
turned  back to Daniel.   “Where are you from, then, Mr...?”

 He  seemed  to  relax  again  as  he  looked at her.   “Mr.  Thomas,” 
he  supplied,  “and  I'm  from  Alabama.  I told you that.”  Laura didn't like the 
look of amusement on his face.

 “You  aren't  any  more from Alabama than I am!” Van said.   
 You  can  always tell an Alabaman.   The accent is unmistakable.   
 I  would have given you more credit than to think we might fall for  that  one. 
Why don't you just square with us, and we can all  get  to  doing  whatever  we 
decide  is  best  under  the circumstances.”

 Van  was  thinking that Daniel had not acted as if he were really 
trying to convince them that he was from the South, and he  had not behaved 
as if he wanted them to believe he was from the  North,  either.  He was surely 
trying to confuse them and he  had succeeded.   Van couldn't figure out any 
sensible reason why  Daniel  should  not try to make them believe either one or 
 the other.   He was puzzled.

 He  had  certainly tried to keep Daniel confused, too, for his  own 
reasons.   “Yes, that Northern twang has come in handy, at  times,  he  said, 
when I wanted to get across the lines to see  what  I  could  accomplish,  it 
made it much easier.   I've accomplished  quite a lot to help the South in this 
fight...and I'll  be  going  back right away.   There will be a train coming out 
of  Uniontown  soon.  I  intend to be there and upset the plans  of  the 
workmen  on  that train.   And I intend to bring back a few wagon-loads of 
supplies.”  
 
    Daniel  looked  intently  at  Van, as if he were trying to see  into  his head. 
He seemed hesitant, but then he evidently came  to  a  decision.   “You have 
never done anything like that in  your  life.  Your  name  is  not Van Walling. 
It is Loren Bailey...among  other  aliases.  I  haven't  decided yet, what your 
relationship with this young lady is, or what her part in all  this is, but I will 
warn her right now that you have raped more  women than she can count on 
her fingers.   You have robbed and  lied  and  stolen.  You  have committed 
treason.   You are actually  from the South, but you 
    have  sold  secrets  to  the North, and the South.   You have no respect  for 
God  nor  man...or  women,”  he added, looking at Laura.   “I  will  have  to 
admit  that you are one of the best actors  I  have  ever  run across.   I was 
warned of that.   That makes  you  doubly  dangerous.   I was told that you had 
a great deal  of  charm.  That's true.   People look at you and want to trust  you, 
want you to be what you appear to be.”  He sounded angry now.

 Laura  looked  at  Van,  astonished.  Van  appeared to be unmoved, 
other  than that his jaw was tightening, a sign Laura was  beginning  to 
understand.   Also, it seemed his eyes were a shade darker than usual.

 Van thought quickly, and  decided  to  keep  up  the charade..  “How 
did  you  catch  on to all this.   How did you know?”

 

CHAPTER 47 

“I've  been  after  you  for  weeks,”  Daniel said, almost triumphantly. 
“You  always  take some valuable information to General  Grant,  or  other top 
officers.   You are well paid for it.  But  instead  of  taking that good sum of 
money and going back across the  lines,  you  go  around  the  countryside, 
destroying  young women, taking whatever you fancy, robbing and stealing. 
Then  you  cross  back  to  the  South and sell our secrets to your superiors. 
You are a weasel.”

 Van's  mind  was  turning  over  in  a  thousand different channels. 
“Well,  we  know  now  that he will make no further assertions  that  he is a 
Southerner.   The only reason he could possibly  have  for  saying  all  this, that 
I can think of, is that  he is the man I am looking for, and he has found it to be 
very  successful  each  time someone corners him, to make these accusations, 
which  sound  so valid that everyone has believed him.  That  is  how  he  has 
got by with his treachery for so long.” Van  felt  gratified to have learned so 
much from this stranger.  If,  by any long chance, Van's guess was wrong, and 
Daniel      was     not 
    the  man  he  was looking for, then who was he, Daniel, looking for? It 
would  have  to  be  the  same  man  Van himself was searching  for.  Van 
admitted in his mind, that he had met his equal in subterfuge.

 Van  walked  around, thinking.   “You picked me, out of all the  men, 
to  get you away from the scene of the battle.   That was clever.   How did you 
manage it?”

 “I  lay there for a long time among the dead and dying.   I thought 
you  would  be  there  somewhere.   I had been informed that  you  intended to 
go right through the battle-lines.   Your escape  was  always worked out ahead 
of time.   This time it was to  be  with  some  of  the men who had rebel 
uniforms on.   You have  good  men...that  is, loyal men, and that is because 
they get  their share of the booty you take...but one of the men did get 
disgusted when you killed one of your own men, rather than take  him  on 
with you when he was injured.   This one informed on  you.  Of course it was 
not expected that the Northern boys would  be  routed.  I didn't spot you until 
after my horse had fallen  and  broken  my  leg.  I was maddened with pain, 
but I watched  and pretended to be dead.   I was stunned when the girl came 
by.  Then,  when  you came, I knew I had accomplished my goal.”

 Van  was  thinking  that  this clever man must surely know that  Van, 
and Laura too, knew his leg was not broken.   It was badly  bruised, but that 
was all.   “How were you so sure that I was the man you were looking for?” 
Van asked.



 “How  could I miss?  The description was perfect.   You are 
handsome  as  it  was said, with a fine physique, and you dress nicely,  when 
the  whole  South  is  practically in rags.   You speak without an accent. 
Everything fits.”

 Van  was  silent  for  a  long minute.   “Well,” he finally said,  “It  is 
a  very strange thing, but I am not the man you are  want.  I  am glad I am not. 
None of the descriptions fit me  too  well,  in  any  case.”  He was silent again. 
“I'm not sure  that  it  makes  any  difference to me whether or not you believe 
me.   I'm not much interested in what you believe.”
  “I'll have to admit that you are one slick sonofagun...and  that you 
have the kind of personality that was described  to  me  over  and over.   You 
are so likeable, that I almost  wish  you  weren't  the man I've been looking for. 
Too bad.  They  told  me  you were a man of great charm, who could make 
anyone  believe  the  moon  is made of green cheese.   You speak  with  a 
forked tongue, as the Indians say, and an oiled one, at that.   No wonder you 
got by for so long.

 Van's  curiosity  was  aroused.  He  felt  sure  that  it couldn't  be 
true,  but  again  he  wondered  if they might be looking  for  the  same  man. 
Van believed, however, that the best  way  to  keep Daniel  talking and 
revealing more that Van needed  to  know,  was to make him continue to 
believe that Van was the person Daniel thought he was.

 Van  made  another  quick  decision.   “All right,” he said striding 
toward  Daniel.  “I'm convinced that you are telling the  truth.  I had to be sure, 
you understand.   Sorry I had to keep  you tied up like this.   I think the best 
thing we can do, is  to  get  ourselves packed and ready to proceed, now that 
we understand  each  other.  He  began  to cut the leather thongs that bound 
Daniel.

 He  tried to appear relaxed and unconcerned, but actually, he  was 
very  alert.   He had weighed the circumstances, and he believed  he  could 
outwit or overcome the other man, if he had to.  It  would  look  suspicious  if 
he  didn't give Daniel a pistol.  He  hated  to do that, as he was worried about 
Laura, but  certainly  the  man would not believe that he had complete 
confidence in him as a co-conspirator if he did not.   

Van  now felt so sure that this was the man, the extremely clever 
man,  he  was looking for, that if he believed that Van was  going  along  with 
his  treachery and wanted to work with him,  he  would  be  satisfied,  and 
would  take  him into his confidence.  He  handed  Daniel  a  gun.  “Now  let's 
get the horses  packed  and get going.   We have a lot to do.”  He began to  put 
out the fire.   “Bring the horses, will you, Laura?  he said.    He  wanted to 
         reinforce  the  idea  Daniel  seemingly already had, that Laura did  his 
bidding,  and that he really didn't have much concern for  her.  He  depended 
on  Laura to catch on--as she usually did.  Laura  snorted  and  walked out to 
where the horses were tethered.

 Van  deliberately  turned  his  back on the other man.   He appeared 
to be calm, but his mind was racing.   He was ready to respond  if Daniel 
attacked him.   He believed that Daniel would refrain  from  using  the  pistol. 

He knew that Laura carried one,  and  that  she would be apt to shoot him if he 
put Van in danger.   At least that was what he had to wager on.

 Daniel  was  lithe,  and  he  was quiet.   Trained.   He was upon  Van 
so  suddenly that even with his sense of waiting for just  that,  Van  was 
surprised.   Van was quick, too, however, and  he was swinging with the weight 
of the other,  who already had  him  in  a  viselike  hammerlock.  Van managed 
to use his knowledge  of  Judo  to  loosen the other's hold enough to free 
himself  and gain the upper hand.   Van was quick and strong and determined, 
but  he  found  that  the  other  was just as well prepared,  just  as strong and 
just as determined.   They fought and  rolled  and  pummeled  each  other in 
the dirt for several minutes.  Each  was  putting everything he had into the 
fight.   
 Suddenly,  Van  saw  an advantage and got a clinch on the other that would 
not allow him to move without breaking an arm.

 Laura  was  close  by.  “Bring  the  thongs,” Van ordered hoarsely, 
out  of breath.   Van went about tying the man again.   
 Van's  arm  was aching.   He had sand in his eyes.   He was badly bruised  and 
muscles had been strained.   He was not angry.   He had  learned  what  he 
wanted  to  know.  “If Daniel had been looking  for  the  same man I am,” Van 
thought, “and believed I was  that  man, he would have been wise enough to go 
along with me  and  make  a  move  later.   I feel sure that he believed my ploy 
that  I  had  come  to  think  he  was a conspirator too, wanting  the  same 
things I do--to make as much money as I can from  the sale of information to 
both sides, and that I trusted him  to  work  with  me.  I think he has proven 
that he is not looking     for     a     traitor,     but     evidently     he    thinks  I 
am  not clever enough to work with that traitor.   It seems  more  evident  than 
ever that he is the man I am looking for.” 

He  had  to make some plans.   Just what was he going to do with  this 
man who had such sinister purposes.   He wasn't ready to  turn him over to the 
authorities.   They would ask him a few questions  and  then hang him and Van 
would probably never find out  all  he needed to know about him;  who he 
worked with; how many  men  he  had;  what he had done with all the booty he 
had taken from the North and the South, in turn.

 “Can  you  make  some  coffee,  Laura,” Van said.   “Me and Daniel 
here  had  quite  a  little wrestling match.   We are in need  of refreshment.” 
He looked at Daniel and smiled.   It was obvious  that Daniel was in pain, but 
he smiled back and nodded in  agreement.   “Some  food,  too,  if  that  meets 
with  your approval,” he said.

“Sure thing,” Van said.
 Laura  gave a snort of disgust and set about making coffee and 

preparing  food.  The  horses  stood  nearby, saddled and ready  to  go.  There 
was  a  noise in the brush nearby.   Van grabbed  his  rifle.  “It  may be a wild 
animal,” he muttered, “but  no  use  to  take chances.   “Hello,” he called, but 
there was  no answer.   He waited and listened.   Laura was very still, listening, 
too.



 Van  noticed Daniel's interest, and saw  that his face was intent, 
contemplative, even relieved.   Four armed men appeared from  four 
directions.  Each  had  a  rifle  trained  on Van.   
 “Don't  move!”  one  of  them said.   “Drop your rifle!” another ordered.  Van 
hesitated.  He  could get two--possibly three, but  Laura  would  still  be at the 
mercy of whatever the other and  Daniel  wanted  to  do  with  her.  He 
dropped his rifle, kicking it over to the nearest man.

 “Hello,”  Van  heard  Daniel  saying,  amiably, “Kingsley, boys. 
Glad to see you.”

 “Glad  you're  alive,”  one  of  the  men  said,  glancing menacingly 
at Van.   “You've done a fine job”.

 “No  wonder  you're  such  a prized goose,” one of the men said  to 
Van.   “Never have failed to accomplish your ends.   You get more attention 
than Davis, himself.”

 The  men took Van and tied him securely.   “Glad this one's through. 
His  dirty work is finished.   He's been pretty wily, but  he  went  too  far  this 
time.   Did you know he robbed the Redmond bank?”

 “Do  they  have the gold with them, do you know?”  another asked. 
“Where did he pick up the girl, anyway?”

 Daniel  was  stretching,  rubbing  his  limbs.  He walked about, 
limping  a  little.  He  looked  happy, gratified.   He didn't  look arrogant,  Van 
was  thinking,  just pleased and relieved.  Van  was  trying  to  formulate  a 
plan.   “Five of them! It  may  not  be  the easiest thing in the world.”  His 
main  concern was for Laura.   He couldn't see any way right now to  defeat 
them.   He would have to wait and watch carefully for an opportunity.

 “You  go  ahead  and take him in, Kingsley.   I want to see about  a 
few things.   I'll ride in later.   See you in Redmond.   
 Don't have to warn you to watch your step.”

 “No,  we  have  his  number,” one of the men said, shoving Van 
toward  a  horse.  “Get  going, Judas.   Your treachery is over.   Move!”

 Van  had  been  in  situations  a  number  of  times, that appeared 
absolutely  hopeless, and had managed by one means or another  to  extricate 
himself.  He would be on guard, and he was  always  willing  to  take  chances. 
But he couldn't take chances  on  Laura's  being hurt.   He started toward the 
horses the  men  had  brought.  He  stopped  in spite of the prodding rifle  in 
his  back.  He  looked  at Daniel.   “What about the girl?”  His voice was level, 
but his eyes were very dark.

 Daniel  looked at him without flinching.   “Laura will come with 
me.” his voice was quiet.

 “I  wish  to  hell  you  would  tell  me  what this is all about,” Van 
said.

 This  is  one  thing  it  is  about,” one of the men said, holding    up a 
leather pouch.

 Laura  gasped.  They  all  turned  to  her.  “Surely you didn't  think 
you  could hide behind a girl's skirts,” the man said scathingly.

 “Van  didn't  know  it  was  there!” Laura  shouted.   “I picked  it  up 
there  on  the ground...from his fallen horse!”  
 She  pointed  to Daniel.  “I was going to tell Van about it when I  got a 
chance.   I...didn't get a chance.”  She looked at Van, her eyes speaking her 
dismay.

 Van  could  hardly believe his senses.   He was dumbfounded that  the 
leather  pouch proved to hold what appeared to be an unlimited  number  of 
gold  pieces.  “Where  was  it  hidden, Laura?” he  asked,  seemingly 
unperturbed  by  his untenable situation.   His voice sounded amused.

 Laura  was embarrassed and unhappy and frightened.   “I saw it  there 
on the ground, when I was looking for the injured.   I was  surprised,  but  I 
thought  it  would be best to take it, since  otherwise,  someone  dishonest 
might get it and...”  She saw  the  unbelieving  smirks  on the faces of the four 
who had come to take Van.

 “You  have  a  fine little collaborator there.   We'll take her in too, 
huh, Daniel?”

 “No,”  Daniel  said, “Leave her here with me.   She'll ride in  with 
me  tomorrow.   I'm not sure yet whether or not she is implicated  by  choice. 
I expect so, but I want to be sure.   I don't  want any hot-headed decisions to be 
made here.   We'll do this  right.  None  of  us  is the kind of yellow dog this 
man is.   We'll do things by the law.”

 “I  still  wish  I  knew  what it is I am supposed to have done,”  Van 
said in a friendly manner.   “Not sayin' I didn't do it, but I would like to know 
what I'm being accused of.”

 “As  if  you didn't know,” said the man who had his gun in Van's 
back.   “Now git!  Git over there on that horse and don't try  anything 
funny...or you wont last until we get back to the jail.   Just you be mighty 
careful even which way you look!”
  Van  made  his  way  to the mount.   He saw Daniel watching him. 
He  believed  that Laura would be safer here with Daniel than  she  would  be 
taken along wherever they were taking him.   
 He  knew  and  had deplored the fact, that Daniel was attracted to  Laura--but 
now it seemed that that attraction might be some insurance  for  her.   He had 
begun to believe that this strange man  was  not  the  man  he had been looking 
for after all: the murderer  and  rapist.  But  who  could  he be?  Was he really 
looking  for  the  man  Van himself was looking for?  It didn't seem possible, 
but it must be true.

 Laura  was  frantic  when they rode away with Van.   He was tied, 
with  four  men  to  guard him.   Even with his record of success,  how  could 
he free himself?  She was trying to think of  some  way  she  could help him. 
She didn't even have a gun  
 or  a  knife  now,  and  even if she did, what good would it do her?    They 
would certainly hang him--”If, that is, they don't murder  him  before  they get 
there.   Van had given her a smile and  faint  wink,  as they led him away. 
Could he have a plan?  



 No,  she  didn't think so.   Even he was not invincible.   Oh, he wouldn't  give 
up,  she  knew, until the last second, but what could he do?

 “God,  what  a  mess!”  she  said to herself, watching the grinning 
man  across  from her.   She thought her hate for that man would consume her, 
yet  in  some  way  she  couldn't understand,  she  was  glad there was another 
human being near.   
 How  could  the  hopelessness  of  the situation be lessened by someone  who 
had been the chief architect in creating it? She looked  at  him  and knew that 
if there was any hope at all, it had  to  lie  with  him.   How could she induce 
him to help her?  
 She  had  never  in  her  life played on any man's feelings for her,  to  gain her 
ends--until Van had asked her to play a game with  this  man.  But  she  was 
ready to do anything she could now,  mentally or physically, to incite or allure 
the hated man into helping her.

 She  grinned  back  at  him.  “Quite the rascal, isn't he?” she said, 
moving closer to Daniel.

 “I've  been  after  him  for  almost a year.” He looked at Laura with 
admiration in his eyes.   “I'm glad to have caught up with him  at  last.” He 
was  still  watching  her  with  what she recognized  as  physical  interest. 
Could she make use of that interest,  somehow? She  knew this man was no 
fool.   He would recognize  any  attempt  merely to seduce him, for what it 
was.   
 He  certainly  would not take a chance on losing the man he had worked  so 
long to find, for the pleasure he might find with a woman for a short time.

 “What  did  you  want  him for?” she asked, hoping that he would 
interpret  her  emphasis  as meaning that she had reason for wanting him in 
irons, too.

 “Like  I  told  you,” he said, almost impatiently, “He has been 
raiding  our  camps.  He  has acted as a spy for General Grant  in the North and 
for others in the South.   He was such a clever  spy, that it got him in good 
stead to make raids on our storehouses,  pay-stations,  banks,  and  our women. 
He wasn't doing  any of it for his country...for the South.   He was doing it  to 
enrich  himself.  And he hardly ever left any place of his  depredation  without 
having  raped and killed, and burned families  out,  just  to  satisfy his own lust 
and greed and to prevent  those people who might identify him from doing so. 
He is  the most clever man, the most crafty, I have ever met.”  He smiled 
again.  “I  think  the  war  is over anyway, Laura.   I think  we've won.  I think 
this whole damn hellish thing will be history  before  many more days.”  He 
stopped and looked at her thoughtfully for a long time.

 “I  don't  see  how Van could have done all the things you say  when 
I was with him all the time for the past two months.   
 We  came  here  from  Ashland,  where  he  rescued  me  from  a whorehouse. 
We  were on the trail all the time.   But we never did  go  across  the lines, into 
the North.   He certainly never did see General Grant.   He was with me, day 
and night.”

 Daniel  stared  at  Laura for a full half minute.   finally he  said,  “A 
whorehouse--I  can't  believe  it.  I thought-- wanted  to think...Well, anyway, I 
would expect you to say that you  two were never across the lines.   You're in 
love with him, and      you're loyal.  he is...was, a lucky rat.   It did have me 
confounded, how  a  girl  like  I thought you were, could care for a rascal like 
him.”

 Laura  knew  Van was a rascal, but not the rascal this man thought  he 
was.  “I certainly never could have cared one bit for a man like you describe. 
Van is not that man.”

 Laura  had  once  almost  come  to  like  Daniel.   She had believed 
he was telling the truth most of the time.   She meant to  continue to be wary, 
but she believed that without his help there was nothing  she  could  do  about 
Van's  situation.   Probably  there was nothing she could do with this man's 
help-- even if she could obtain it.

 

CHAPTER 48

Laura was trying to keep  her  mind  from  running amuck,after  those 
men who had taken Van away.   She was trying to  think.  “If  I  could possibly 
convince Daniel that Van is the  wrong  man,  maybe he would help me.   All 
this information he  has  is  about  some  other person, not Van.”  Daniel, even 
though  he  had  shown  an  interest  in  her, had seemed to be respectful,  she 
thought.  She had never naturally been a coy person,  but  now  she  would use 
any means she could think of, fair or foul, to get help in rescuing Van.

 She  came  closer to Daniel and gave him her most charming smile. 
“You do have the wrong man, you know,” she began.   She sensed  that  she 
must  not sound as frantic as she felt.   She believed  this  man would be more 
apt to help her if he thought she  was  interested  in  helping Van merely 
because she didn't want  to  see  an innocent man hang, than if he thought she 
was just one of Van's lovers.

 “I  don't  think  you  are the kind of man that would want another  to 
hang for something he didn't do.”  She looked up at him,  making the most of 
her thick, long, lashes and expressive eyes,  while  she pretended to be 
cleaning her fingernails with a sharp twig.

 “Well  now,  that's  true.  I wouldn't see a man hang for something  he 
didn't do, but I am sure that this man is guilty of  all  the  atrocities I told you 
about.   He is the  man, all right, and he deserves hanging.”

 “That  isn't  possible,”  She  was  still  trying to sound nonchalant.  “I 
was  with  him  all the time for the last two months.  The  day  we rescued you 



was the closest we ever came to  the  lines.  I can tell you everywhere he has 
been for all the time since he rescued me.”

 “From  a  whorehouse,  you  said.  It's  hard to believe.   
 Were  you...are  you...did  you work in a whorehouse?  You look awfully 
young...but  yes,  I've  seen  them  that  young.”  He seemed  to  be  appraising 
her.   She suddenly felt that he saw through  her  clothes  and  was  tracing 
every line of her body with  his  eyes.  It frightened her.   She didn't allow 
herself to  dwell on it, however.   Her mind was occupied with trying to do 
something to save Van.

 “As  a  matter-of-fact,”  Daniel  was saying, “You are the only  thing 
that doesn't ring true about this whole thing.   It isn't  like  this  reprobate  to 
take along his own whore.   He takes  his  women, mostly maidens, wherever 
he finds them.”  It seemed  to  Laura  that  he  was  musing  more  to himself 
than talking to her.

 She  turned  around  to  sit on a rock near him.   She felt her  arm 
caught  in  a steel vice.   She was angry with herself for  having  allowed  this 
to happen.   Van had warned her.   She didn't  intend  to  be at this man's 
mercy, however.   She would get  away  and  watch  him  more  carefully.   She 
tried to pull away.  “Let  me  go!” she said and she saw him hesitate.   Then the 
vice  tightened.  She  twisted, but to no avail.   She was really  angry  now. 
She  stomped  on his toe.   He yelled, but laughed  at her.   She tried kicking 
his chins, and landed a few good  blows,  but  his hold didn't loosen.   He 
swung her around and  had her in his embrace.   She struggled, kicked, 
scratched, bit, stomped, but her  endeavors  were  in vain.   He seemed not to 
notice in the least that  he  was  bleeding from scratches, that her teeth had torn 
the  flesh  on  his  shoulder.  He  actually had noticed these things.  He was 
eroticized by them, and amused, even though he had winced now and then at 
the pain.

 “Van!” she screamed, “I was just trying to help Van!”
 “Listen,”  he  said, holding her so tightly that she could hardly  move. 

“If  you  will be quiet, I will promise to help Van.”
 “Rat!” she hissed, but she became quiet.
 “I  can't  understand  why  you're making such a fuss,” he said,  not 

angrily,  but questioningly.   “I'll pay you as much as  any  of  your customers 
did in that place where you worked.   
 What's  the  difference?” He  was  thinking  as he said these things,  that  he 
was disappointed to find that she wasn't the innocent  little  girl  he had 
discovered himself believing she was at times.

 “Rat!” she  gritted  again.  She  was  trembling.  Her instincts could 
not  allow  her  to  accept  this  indignity without  some  resistance,  but  she 
was  trying  to  face the inevitable.     She  had  lost  hope,  even,  that  he  had 
any intention  of helping  her free Van.   “I gambled on a weak hand and  lost.” 
She  tried to turn her mind off.   She didn't want to  think  about what was 
happening to her, and the mistake she had  made.  She  writhed  in  anger,  as 
he  planted his lips heavily  on  hers.   He made the kiss long and sensual, 
ignoring her attempt to free herself.

 She  decided  to  try  to  appear acquiescent.   Maybe that would  give 
her  a moment in which to get loose.   He moved his lips  down  her  neck, 
kissing the exposed upper breast.   Then, since  she  had  ceased to struggle, he 
unloosed the top button on  her  odd  shirt,  exposing  one  firm,  full, mound. 
As he pressed  his  lips to it, he pulled her to the ground with him.   
 She  screamed,  and  kicked  and bit and lashed out at him, but her  emotions 
seemed to become  exhausted, her limbs weak from fear and hatred.   She 
quieted.

 He  fondled  and  caressed her and slid his hands up under the short, 
pink skirt.   She shuddered.

 “What  an  exceedingly lovely body.   Van doesn't know what a lucky 
devil  he  was.”  She felt the tumescent organ beginning to  be  admitted  into 
her body.   She thought she would faint.  She  wished  she  would.   And then, 
suddenly, the man above her jackknifed,  groaning,  and  rolled  over to the 
side, spilling his  seed on the ground.   “My God!” she heard him groan, as she 
quickly  crawled  to her feet and grabbed his pistol, “You're a God-damned 
virgin! It  simply  isn't possible!  You said...

“ He  sounded  bereaved.    
“I'm  sorry,  Laura.  God!  Laura I'm sorry! Why  did  you  say  you 

came  from  a  whorehouse?  I thought...What the hell's the matter with me?”
 He  hardly  resisted  while  she  tied  him  with the same thongs  he 

had been tied in before.   She was fast and efficient .  She  tore  the  ruined 
things from her body and put on the freshly  washed  boy's  clothes, once more. 
She pulled the old cap  down  over  her  head,  pushing her hair up under it. 
She faintly  heard  his  words.  “Laura,  I'm  sorry! Don't  go!  Wait! I  believe 
you  now! I know Van isn't the man, after all.  God  damn it!  I believe you 
now!  I'll help you!  Don't go  alone.”    He  was  pleading, but she ignored 
him.   She had expended  all  her  faith in him.   She was out of hearing.   His 
words meant nothing, anyway.

 He  stared  after her abjectly confounded and unbelieving.   
 After  a  while he smiled.   “I should have known,” he said.   He began to try 
to twist out of the thongs that tied him.

 Laura  was  trying to think.   She made plans and discarded them, 
one  after  another.  “Just  one  stupid girl to try to outwit  and  fight...how 
many armed and well-trained men?  What a  fool  to think I can do anything. 
Maybe she would just make things  worse  for  Van.  Well,  they probably 
couldn't be any worse,  she  decided.  “That  might  work,”  she  said  aloud. 
“Stands  about one chance in a million.”  It was a plan she had gone  over  and 
discarded several times.  “Anyway, it's the only one  that  sounds  like  it even 
might work.   Crazy.   But maybe crazy  is  all  that  can  be hoped to work. 
With all the odds against  me,  there isn't much to try.   Crazy, but I'll have to 
try  it.  God,  I wish I knew what to do!  God, let this silly plan     work!

God, I  hope I can pull it off.  I never was much good at fooling 
anybody.   They probably wont  be  fooled  for  one second.   I have to try 
something.   I wish  I  was  smart  enough  to  think  of  something sensible. 
Something that stood a chance.”



 She  was  urging  the  horses  on  as  fast  as they could travel.  As 
she  approached  the  little village, she slowed, dismounted,  threw  the  reins 
over  a  branch.  She left the revolver  in  the saddle holster.   She crept up to 
the building she  had ascertained to be the jail.   There were two guards out in 
front, and a lot of people milling about.   She sauntered up to  the guards, 
putting on a face of docile unconern.   “Howdy,” she  said, when one of the 
guards noticed her.   She was chewing on a straw.   She spat.

 “What  are  you doing here?” the guard asked irritably, as his  partner 
stood and surveyed the skinny, witless looking boy gouging the ground with 
the toe of his boot.

 “A'm alookin' fer me uncle.”
 “And who might that be?” the man asked truculently.
 “They  tole  me  me uncle works at the jail.   He keeps the bad guys 

in.   I come all the way fum Joliet jis to see 'im.”
 There  was no response.   All Laura heard was her own heart beating 

wildly.   The two men stood looking at her.
 “Haint  seen im fer six yar.   Woulden' be 'ere now, but me maw  up 

'n  died las' week an I hadda go some'ers.”  She still stood  with  her head 
down, playing with the dirt with the toes of her boots.

 “Must be York's relation,” she heard one man say.
 She  marvelled  at  how the words tumbled out of her mouth 

unbidden, extemporaneously.  “Yeah,”  she  said,  “Me  uncle York.  I  need to 
see 'im bad.   I come a long way.   I'm 'hungry an' I got no place to go.   I 
needa see 'im bad.”

 “Guess  there's  no  harm  in  him agoin' in.   York can do whatever 
he  wants with him.   If we turn the kid away and York don't like it, there'll be 
Hell to pay.”

 They  could  see  no harm in allowing a backward boy to go into  the 
jail  where  their boss, Irvin York, was keeping his two hour  watch  over the 
prisoner.   The awkward boy lumbered to the door and  stalked  in.  York 
looked  up  in  surprise.  “What  in hell...?” he began.

 “I'm  jes  alookin'  fer  me uncle.” Laura repeated.   “I need  to see 
'im bad.   They tole me 'e worked  'ere aprotectin' the  good  citizens.  I come a 
long way.   Me maw died an' lef' me  alone.   She tole me to come 'ere an' me 
uncle wud see 'bout me.  Do  ye  know where me uncle is? 'E still works 'ere, 
don' 'e?”

 “What  did  them fools let him in here for?” she heard the man  say 
as she contrived to take notice of all that surrounded her.  She  had  seen Van 
and knew that he recognized her, even though  she  had practiced all the way 
here, to mimic the voice of a backward boy.

 “What's your uncle's name?”  Mr.  York asked.
 She  saw  that  Van  was  locked  in with a huge lock that seemed  to 

be impervious, besides the fact that his hands were held  together  behind him 
in hand-cuffs.   She noticed that the jailor  had  a  big ring of keys on his belt. 
She noticed that there  was  a  water-jug  and a dipper on a little shelf to the 
left.  She  noticed  that  back  of  the  sheriff  was a small window.  It  was 

open  to  let  in the little breeze that was stirring.  “Me  uncle's  name  is 
Tom,” she said absently, in answer  to  the  guard's  question.  She walked to 
the bars in front  of  Van.  He  frowned  to  let her know that he did not 
approve  of  what  she  was doing.   She frowned back to let him know that he 
had better not disrupt her plans.

 But  how could she get the gun from the guard?  And if she could, 
what  could  he  do  with it, chained as he was and his hands  handcuffed 
behind him?  And even if it were possible to overcome  all  that,  what  would 
they do next?  There were two more  guards outside, and in just a few minutes 
those two would be  letting  in  the  men  that were to take Van to the gallows 
that waited so ominously not far from the door.

 Wagons of people--men, women and children, and horsemen, and 
even people on foot had been arriving all afternoon to see the  hanging.   Van 
had never been one to give up until the last minute,  but  he couldn't visualize 
any way to get out of this.   His “trial,” had taken place just as he had surmised 
it would-- out  under  the trees, with the jurymen selected at random from the 
angry  people.  Van knew it was futile to say anything in his  own defense. 
The Judge took five minutes to pronounce the sentence.   Death by hanging, as 
soon as possible.

Van  had been shocked to see Laura.   Even though his heart leaped 
with  joy  to see her, he was desperately sorry she had come.  There  was 
nothing  she  could do, and she was putting herself  in  enormous  danger. 
There  was nothing he could do about  that,  either.  He  had  felt sure he could 
walk to the gallows  without  flinching,  but  everything  within his being 
shouted  that  he  didn't  want to die now, in this manner--and especially  he 
didn't  want  Laura to see him die in this way, however  stoic he was about 
facing up to it.   But the great joy of seeing Laura once more would not 
subside.

 Laura  staggered awkwardly over to the water-jug.   “I need a  drink 
a'  water,”  she whimpered.   She decided quickly that this  was  not  the  best 
vantage-point for her purpose, after all.  She  stumbled  to  the little dirty back 
window.   “C'n I see me uncle acomin' frum 'ere,” she asked.

 “No!”  Mr.   York  answered  irritably.   “I don't even know who  your 
uncle  is.  Anyhow,  you  may  as  well not be in a hurry.  This  bastard  has  a 
right  to a last meal and a few words  said  over  his  black  soul  by a preacher. 
Lotta good that'll  do  'im.  His  soul'll  writhe  in  hell.   That's fer sure.” Mr. 
York  had  often  wondered that men would put off their  planting,  harvesting, 
or  whatever  needed to be done, hitch  up  and  take  their  wives  and 
children  for miles to witness  a  hanging.  They  all milled around, visited, 
joked, laughed,  and  made  a general party out of it.   After the deed was 
done,  they  had  a  big  feast,  usually  danced,  drank,      
 until  daylight.  The  party  often lasted three days.   It was usually  the 
biggest  celebration of the year for the ordinary citizens.

 He  was  as  eager as the next man to see this villain pay his dues, 
but hangings as such had never before interested him and this  one  did  not. 
He would be glad when it was over and he could  go  home  to  rest;  get  away 



from  the  noise and the turmoil,  the fool people.  He had always considered 
himself a cut  above  the  ordinary  man.  He  spent  as  little time as possible 
with their macabre entertainments.

 He  sat  smoking,  facing  the prisoner.   His loaded rifle lay  on the 
table beside him.   He was bored and angry with that fool  boy--angry  too, 
with the two guards who had allowed him to  come  into  the  jail.  He  would 
see that they were duly reprimanded  when  he  had  finished with his two hour 
stint of guarding the prisoner.

 He  was  deep  in  thought, nursing his anger and planning his 
revenge  on  the  two hapless guards, when he was startled by a  strange  sound 
behind him.   It was a woman's voice.   He couldn't  believe  it.  He  turned to 
see a woman, a beautiful young  woman, standing naked right by his side.   By 
the time he had  regained  his composure, she had plucked the rifle off the 
table and had it pointed at his heart.

 “I  know,”  she  said,  “that  if this gun goes off, there will  be  a 
dozen  guards  in here in a few seconds.   I know I will  die.  But  you  will  be 
dead,  too.   Is it worth it to you?    Especially  since  I can prove that this is 
not the man you are looking for.”

 Mr.   York  glared  at  Laura.   He knew he was not going to die  if  he 
could  help  it just so that this man would swing.   
 Anyway,  he  half believed what the girl was saying.   He simply had  not 
been  able  to  make himself believe this man was the robber,  rapist,  killer he 
was supposed to be.   He had known a lot  of  killers.  He  had never failed to 
recognize the type.   
 This man was not the type.

 Laura  believed he was to the point of wanting to save his life  more 
than he wanted to do his “duty.”  “Unlock the door,” she  said  in  a  quiet 
voice.   “Take off the handcuffs and the ankle  chains.” Mr.   York  obeyed. 
Van had taken the gun and was  keeping  a  close watch.   He shoved Mr.  York 
into the cell and  locked  him  in.   He took the keys with him.   “Don't yell, or 
give any signs, or you will still get a bullet through the heart,” he said.

 Mr.   York  had  not  uttered  a word.   He didn't even look subjected, 
or  very  surprised, or disappointed.   His look was only that of a question.

 Laura  dressed  with  all the speed she could muster.   Van went  out 
the  window  first in order to check to see if there was  anyone  in  sight.  It 
was a very tight squeeze.  Laura lost  no  time in squeezing through after him. 
“The horses are this  way,” Laura  pointed to the left.  There was no one in 
sight.     They  were  running  as fast as they could toward the horses.  “Halt,” 
they  heard  the  voice like a sward cutting into  their  hearts.  They stopped. 
“Throw down the gun,” the man  said.   Van threw down the rifle he had taken 
from Mr.  York and put up his hands.

 Van  had  had  absolutely  no hope when he had seen Laura.   
 He  had  had  very  little even after she had got the rifle and handed  it  to 
him,  but  his  hopes  had soared when they had managed  to  get  out  the 
window  and  started  toward  their horses.  The  resulting  precipitous  plunge 
of that hope was devastating.

 They  were  walked  around  the  building and in the front door. 
They  heard  the  raucous  laughter  and  calls  of the excited  crowd of 
spectators.   They were shoved bodily into the same  cell  from  which  Van 
had  just  begun to think himself free.  The door was chained and locked.   The 
handcuffs and leg irons  were  not  replaced.  What  was the use, the guards 
had thought,  when  the  hangman  was here and ready to do his part for the 
general good of the public.

 Van  wanted  to  take  Laura  into  his  arms,  but  could anything 
comfort  her  now? She  had turned her back, and he thought  she wanted a 
moment of privacy, such as it was, before communicating  with  him  in any 
way.   He waited.   “Not even an army  could  rescue  us  now,” he said to 
himself.  The guards outside  had  their whistles ready to call out the whole 
town-- any  who  might not already be there--with their weapons at the ready, 
to see that nothing went amiss on this important day.

 Van  still  believed  he  could  be  calm,  and  go to the gallows with 
dignity.  But how could he do so, knowing that Laura was going  to suffer the 
same fate, for his sake.   She would surely be  hanged,  and  maybe before his 
eyes, as they  walked him up the  plank.  He  had never been subject to 
depression, but now he  was  as morose as any man could be.   He tried to 
regain his accustomed  equilibrium.  He  wanted  to  give  Laura  all the 
comfort  he  possibly  could,  which in any case, would be very little.
  

 

CHAPTER 49

He  looked  at  her  and  saw nothing written in her face, other  than 
anger.   Her eyes still blazed defiance.   He had to smile.  She  glanced  at him 
just as he smiled.   She glared at him  for a moment and then she smiled, too. 
She even managed a giggle.  “Now what?”  She  didn't sound in the least 
dejected, as  far  as  he  could  determine.  “What a girl.   She's worth 
everything  a man could do, to live.   But for the first time in my  life, I think 
it's all up.   'Never, Never give up,' his dad had  said,  and  that  advice  had 
saved him many times.   Those times  he  had kept struggling, kept his wits 
active, to see if any  remote  opportunity  offered  itself.   He had always found 
some little  toehold,  some  quick  little  act,  some  quick thinking,  some 
error  in  another's  judgment, that had saved him.   But  now there was 
absolutely nothing more he could think of.  His  mind was still racing and his 
muscles braced to act, but  no  chance  to  use them came.   They could hear 
the medley crowd  outside,  the  cacophony  of  sound,  a  caterwauling, a 
litany of death.



 “Laura,”  he said, and his voice held a great deal of what he  felt. 
“Laura.” He was stepping toward her.   He meant to take  her  in  his  arms and 
tell her how much he loved her and  
 how  much  he  would  love her throughout eternity, wherever he was 
destined to spend that.   He was going to tell her how much he  admired  her, 
and  how  much  he wished her away from this inferno, what a unique person 
she was..

 The  door  opened  and  his  heart  sickened.  It was too late.  They 
were  here  to take him to the gallows.   He would not  make any problem if 
they took him alone, but if they tried to  harm  Laura  while he was alive, he 
would fight to the last breath--for all the good it would do.

 They  both  gasped  to see Daniel walk in.   His face had a look  of 
disinterest.   Several men were with him.   “Before you take  him  up,  I  want 
to  talk to him alone.”  His voice was authoritative.  “You can wait outside. 
You there,” he pointed to  one  of  the  guards.  “You can stay...and you.   I 
wont be long.  I  have  some  important  questions to ask this bastard before he 
swings.”

 Laura's  senses  were  reeling.  She felt as if she might retch  up her 
whole insides.   Once she had almost come to trust this  man.   It hadn't 
occurred to her that he might try to rape her.  She  had come to think of all 
men as like Van.   The fact that  he  had  stopped  when  he  discovered  she 
was a virgin, hadn't caused her to forget about the nauseating moments.

 They  heard someone outside shout, “That's the feller that caught 
'im.  He  deserves  to see the party.”  There was more raucous  talk  and 
laughter.   Excitement was rampant.   As soon as  the  door  was  closed, 
Daniel walked over and unlocked the cell.  He  pulled  Van  out and shoved 
him toward the two men.   
 “Don't  slit  his throat, or you'll spoil the circus.   Besides, I  want  the answers 
to a lot of questions before he takes that long  sleep.” Quietly,  he turned his 
gun on the guards.   “Be very  quiet,  if you want to keep your lives,” he said, 
handing Van  and  Laura each one of the rifles he took from the guards.   

“There's  no way an army could make their way through that wolf-
pack  out  there.  We'll  have  to  get out the back some way.  We will have to 
be quiet and quick!”

 Van  and  Laura  needed  no  such advice.   Van was already gagging 
the two men and was tying them efficiently.   Laura was at  the window, 
struggling to raise it higher.   She climbed out and  the  two  men  were  right 
behind her.   Laura and Van were very  conscious  of  the  fact that they had 
thought themselves safe this way  before  and  had been caught.   Every step 
was like walking on  very  thin  ice  where  one  knows the water to be deep 
and treacherous  underneath.  But each of those steps brought them nearer  the 
horses.   Daniel had left his horse a short distance away,  aware  that  it 
wouldn't  be  possible  to  go back out through  the  crowd.     He had walked 
into the village as Laura had.

 They  were  in  the  saddles  and away! They were alive!  They  were 
breathing.  They might make it.   They pushed their horses  relentlessly.  “It 

will  be  only a few minutes until they  discover  what's  happened, and have a 
posse like an army out after us,” Van stated.

 “That's  true.   That's why I wasted seven precious minutes drilling  a 
rather  dense country boy to take our horses, when we  reach  him,  and ride 
hell-bent for Dalton...and then on up into  the  hills as far as he can go.   I gave 
him gold and your fine  chestnut  mare,  to coax him to do it just as I wanted it 
done.  But he'll do it.   I told him that if he failed, I would not  only take the 
gold and the chestnut back, but I would give him  a  good  whuppin'  besides. 
He'll do it, and they will be chasing  him  for several hours.   In the meantime, 
we'll run to the  river  and  steal  a  boat  I  know  about.  We can drift 
downstream  and  row  like hell at the same time.   We will stay on  the  far 
side of the river.   If we are seen, we will be so far  away that no one will be 
apt to recognize us.   No one will probably be looking for us in that direction 
anyway...I hope.”

 Van  didn't  say anything.   He was relieved that there was a  good 
plan.  He  didn't doubt that they would make it.   Now that  he  had  been 
snatched from the gallows, he felt that he had  never  for  an  instant  doubted 
that  he would live.   He wondered  if  that  was  ungrateful.   He knew, though, 
that his gratefulness knew no  bounds.  His  mind  seemed  to  seek irrelevant 
things right  now.  He  decided  there  was  no contradiction  in  his  certainty 
that  he would live, and his infinite gratitude.

 They  met  the  stolid,  taciturn,  boy  and  turned their horses  over 
to  him.  His  movements  were so slow that they wondered      if he would, 
indeed,  get  the horses up into the hills at all, much less,  with  the  necessary 
haste.  But  when  he mounted the beautiful  chestnut,  it  was  obvious  that he 
was a horseman.   
 With  a  quick  pull  on  the reins, he went galloping down the dusty road, the 
extra horses in tow.

 The  three  escapees made their way quickly to the river's bank, 
being  careful to extinguish their tracks where they had met  the boy.   They 
slid down the steep embankment, heedless of the  brambles,  sharp rocks, and 
jutting tree-trunks.   The boat was  there.  They  climbed  into  it and Van took 
up the oars.   
 What  freedom  he  felt!  What joy!  It could not be expressed.  His  main 
concern had been for Laura, but he had to admit that it  was good to be alive, 
instead of swinging back there in the village, for the entertainment of the 
crowds.

 “They  told  me  outside  that  you  escaped once before,” Daniel 
said.  “They were about ready to hang York for letting you  get  away.  How  in 
hell did you manage it?”  How could a mere  girl overpower a man with a 
rifle? “Must have been some sorcery  there.”  He was looking at Laura with 
admiration and a bit of awe.

 “There was that,” Van said.  “She took off her clothes.”
 Daniel  roared  with laughter.   “What in hell did you take off your 

clothes for?”  There was evident pride in his voice.



 Van  saw  Laura's face turn red, and was sorry he had said anything. 
He  had  been  so  proud  of her ingenuity, that it hadn't occurred to him that it 
would embarrass her.

 “Because  I  had  to  think of some way to make him forget about  his 
gun,  long  enough for me to snatch it.   Why else?”  
 She sounded defiant.

 “Makes  sense.”  Daniel  was  still  laughing.  “Were you scared? 
Didn't  you  ever  feel that it was all over for you?  
 Didn't  you  know  that  they  meant to hang you?  I would have been scared 
silly.   How did you ever get so much nerve?

 Laura  shivered.  “I  was  so  damn scared I could hardly walk  to  the 
back  of  the  room.  I  was shaking so hard, I couldn't   find the  buttons,  so I 
could take my clothes off.   I was...well.  I was scared!

 “She sure didn't show it?” Van mumbled.
 “Why  in  hell  did you tie me up so I couldn't come along and help?”
 “Because  I  didn't  trust  you.  Why  else?  How could I trust  you, 

after  you  lied  to me...and especially after...I didn't trust you, naturally.”
 “Makes  sense,”  Daniel  said  again,  his voice now had a ring  of 

sorrow  in it.   He looked at Laura with a pleading in his  eyes.  Laura  knew 
what  that look meant, but she wasn't ready to forgive him yet--if she ever 
would be.

 It  was  Van's time to roar with laughter.   He was greatly amused 
that  she  had  managed to trick this shrewd man, which she  would  have  had 
to do, in order to tie him.   The laughter felt  as if it carried away all the 
dismay and tension and yes, fear he had endured for the past ten hours.

 Daniel  understood  that  Laura had decided on the spur of the 
moment not to mention his indiscretion.   He was wishing he could  get  a 
chance to tell her how abjectly sorry he was, and how  grateful  to  her for not 
mentioning it.   “The most stupid thing I ever did in my life,” he thought.

 Laura  was  pensive.  She  was sitting in the back of the boat.  “I'm 
ready  to  go  now,”  she said in a resigned way.   
 Daniel  and  Van  looked at her, startled, wondering if all she had been through 
had made her incoherent.

 “Go where?” Van asked.
 “I'm  ready  to  go  to  that  prissy  school  you told me about.”
 If  he  lived  with  her  for  a thousand years, would she still  astound 

him  with  everything she said and did?  He was glad,  but  he felt a great 
loneliness descending upon him.   He was  suddenly reminded of the night he 
had spent holding her in his  arms,  at the little miner's cabin.   “What wouldn't 
I give for  another  night  like  that? Just  everything I will ever own.  God, will 
there ever be another night like that?  I wish for it, but  can't  wish  for  it, 
either.   I want her to have every chance for happiness.   That cannot be with 
me.”  He sighed.

 “What  made you decide to help me?” Van asked.   A question that 
had  been  on his mind ever since Daniel had revealed his intentions.

“It  was  this little minx,”  Daniel smiled.   “She convinced me  that 
you were telling the truth.   We're enemies.   We're on opposite  sides of the 
war, anyway.   But I didn't want a man to be hanged for something he didn't 
do.”

 Laura  was thinking that she would never tell Van what had really 
convinced Daniel that they were telling the truth.   She guessed,  rightly, that if 
he knew, he would not go on until he had reckoned with Daniel, and one of 
them would lie dead.

 “Well,  we  are  all  men, whether we are fighting for the North  or 
the  South.  We all hate it.   We all have relatives and  friends  on  the other 
side...or most of us do.   We're all just men.   Neither side has a corner on right 
or wrong.”

 Laura  looked  at  him  disdainfully and started to speak.   
 Van  interrupted  her.  “That's right, Laura.   We think of our own  boys  as 
being  heroes, and most of them are, but they do the  same  kinds of things the 
boys from the North do.   In war, men  become  less  than  human.  They do 
unforgivable things.   
 They  commit  atrocities  that  would  make them cringe to even hear about 
during peace times.”

 He  was thinking about Andersonville.   It's mere existence was  a 
heinous  stain  on  the dignity of mankind.   And he was thinking of  the  awful 
things  the  Northerners  had  done.   
 Neither  side  had  a  claim to much dignity or probity.   Where did  men's 
conscience go in time of war?  Each man alone, would undoubtedly  have  had 
compassion  for the poor civilians that were  set  adrift  with  nothing to 
assuage their hunger, their cold  and  fear.   How did it happen then, that as a 
group, they could    commit,    apparently    without conscience, these 
atrocities? “Makes  one ashamed to belong to the human race.” he thought.

 They  were  glad  to  see a little village below them.   “I don't think 
word  will  have  got  out here about us,”  Daniel said.   “There  is  no 
telegraph  here.  It  is an unlikely place for anyone  to  come to look for us.   I 
think we will be safe...for the  short  time  it will take us to get some food, 
horses, and clothing.  They were glad to land the little craft.   The water was 
deep  and clear.   When they were near enough, Daniel stood up  to throw the 
rope over a rock.   The boat began to rock.   It dipped  so  far  that Daniel lost 
his footing.  Van saw what was going  to  occur  and  threw his weight to the 
side, so that it would  be  more difficult for Daniel to regain his balance.   He 
fell  headlong  into the water.  Daniel waded out, sputtering, but  he  laughed. 
“That  is for giving my chestnut away,” Van said,  “and  this is for saving my 
life.   He extended his hand.   
 They  shook hands heartily, smiling.   “I hope you catch up with the bastard 
you took me for,” Van said jovially.   

Oh,  I will.” Daniel sounded certain.   “I will.   Guess we might  as 
well part ways here, huh.   I'll be going a different direction  from  you  two.  I 
like  you, Van, and I like this feisty  little  girl  of  yours.” He smiled as he saw 
Laura's blush.  It  was  not,  he  knew,  for  the compliment.   It was because 



he  had called her Van's girl.   “You know as well as I do,”  he  continued, 
“that I will do everything in my power to defeat  you.  Just  as  I  know you 
will do everything in your power  to  defeat  my  side.  Wish  we  could  have 
met under different  circumstances.  Hope  we don't meet where one of us has 
to kill the other.”

 “Maybe  we'll  meet  in  better times.” Van said,  “I hope so.”
 Daniel  had  been longing to have just a moment alone with Laura. 

He  had  decided  that  it was going to be impossible, when  Van  suddenly 
stepped  aside  to  hail down a man to ask where they might buy good horses.

 “Laura,”  Daniel  began,  “I  never  regretted anything so much  in 
my  life.  Can  you  ever  forgive  me? I...really wouldn't  blame you if you 
couldn't.   It was an atrocious thing to  do.  I  don't  even know how to explain 
it.   I should have known  you  weren't...I  should  have known what you were 
like.   
 God, I'm sorry.  Can you ever forgive me?  I'd surely sleep a lot better at 
night.”

 Her  eyes  blazed  as  she  gazed  at  him.   “You saved my life,” she 
finally said.   “I'm very grateful.”

 He  didn't  take  this  for  any kind of acceptance of his apology. 
“Grateful...but  you can't forgive me?  I can't tell you  how  sorry  I  am, but as 
I said, I can't blame you.   If I did  save  your  life,  that  doesn't  make  the 
matter right.   
 There's  something  I want you to know, Laura.   If I hadn't had such 
formidable  competition,  I would have done everything in my  power to make 
you love me.   I've never met a girl like you, before.  You  are very unusual. 
You're a wonderful girl.   Any man  would  be  lucky to have your love.   And 
another thing;  I have  never  known  any  man  in  my  life I would have 
thought worthy  of  you, other than Van.   He is an unusually fine man.” 
Laura's eyes seemed to be changing several shades.

 Van  was  approaching.  Laura looked at Daniel.   She seemed to  feel 
how  stricken he was, and how sincere.   “I do forgive you.   After all, you 
didn't really...do anything wrong.”

 “It  was  certainly  wrong,”  Daniel said, “But thank you.   
 It means a lot to me.”

 

CHAPTER 50 

Van  got  a  room in a hotel for Laura.   She was impressed with  its 
elegance,  but  she was unhappy to be away from Van.   

 It  wasn't  easy  to  get  Laura  into  a ladies shop to try on blouses, skirts, 
dresses,  wraps,  shoes,  stockings,  hats, gloves  and  underwear.  The 
saleslady  was baffled.   She had never  met  a  woman  before who took 
absolutely no interest in being outfitted in pretty new clothes.      “Do  I  really 
need  all these things?” Laura asked.   She had  never seen anyone spend so 
much money at one time, but she decided  it  wouldn't  do to mention that to 
Van.   “You'd think he  was  a  bank  robber, with all that money.”  Van chose 
some cases 
    for her clothes.   He bought perfume, powder, handkerchiefs.

 Back  in  her  room,  when  Laura  deigned  to  throw  the articles 
they  had  purchased,  into  the bags, she found that they  wouldn't  all fit in. 
She rolled up some of the articles into  a  parcel  and  tied a leather thong 
around it.   When Van came  to take her to the train, he was unprepared for the 
sight of  Laura,  lovely  in  her  new attire, carrying the bundle of clothing. 
There wasn't time to purchase another case.   He was at  a  loss.  He decided 
that to accept the situation would be the  least  embarrassing to Laura.   He 
sought out the conductor and  gave  him  a  large  bank-note.  “See  that this 
lady has everything  she  might  want.  Look after her.”  The conductor 
nodded.  Van  wasn't  sure  he could make himself obey his own commands 
not  to  crush Laura in his arms and beg her to stay; to  marry  him  tomorrow. 
He  turned to go buy some mints for her.  The  conductor picked up her 
luggage and started for her sleeping  car  where  her  compartment  was 
located.  Van had appeared  to be so sophisticated and experienced that it 
hadn't occurred  to the conductor that Laura was at a complete loss as to  what 
was  expected  of  her.  It didn't occur to Laura to follow  the conductor.   She 
saw some people boarding the car at hand,  and  followed  them  up  the step. 
She was disappointed that  Van had disappeared.   She had hoped he would 
hold her and kiss her good-bye.   “Probably best this way,” she thought.

 Laura  didn't know whether she was more angry or sad.   She didn't 
know whether she most wanted to swear and throw things, or  to sit down and 
cry.   Since tears always made her feel more guilty  than  swearing  did,  she 
resorted  to the latter.   No matter  that  all  the  passengers  turned  to  stare at 
her in amazement.  She was hardly aware of their presence.   Her heart and 
mind  and  being  were  left  behind with that awful ogre, Van.  This 
knowledge made her more angry--that he could still illicit  any  feeling  from 
her.  She had tried to uproot all feeling  for  him  from  her  system.  She flung 
her bundle of clothing  against  a  window so hard, that it bounced back onto 
the  floor  at  a  gentleman's  feet.  She  removed one of her irksome    new 
shoes    and    threw    it    against    the 
door  of  the  car,  almost  hitting  a conductor, who was just entering.  One 
nattily  dressed  young  man  guffawed  so loudly as to be quite  unbecoming 
to  one  so  obviously  pedigreed.   A mother bounced  up  out  of  her  chair-
seat,  and switching her ample bustle,  flounced  to  her daughter and stood 
trying to cut off the  girl's  view  from  this  horrible  sight.   The young girl 
shoved  her  mother  aside  and  continued  to watch Laura with evident 
delight.  The conductor walked slowly to Laura's side and  started  to say 



something.   He hesitated, then said within hearing  of everyone.   “If there is 
anything at all I can do to make  your  trip more comfortable, Miss Hudson, 
please just let me  know.”    He  felt he had to earn in some way that enormous 
tip Van had given him.   People continued to stare, perplexed.

 Laura  was  unaware  of their perplexity or their chagrin.   
 They  were  all nonentities, as far as she was concerned.   They were  like  so 
many  characters  in  a  picture-book  she  had outgrown long ago.

 The  girl  whose  mother had tried so valiantly to prevent her 
daughter from seeing or hearing any evil, had succeeded in neither.  Gloria 
was enthralled with what she saw--and heard.   
 Her  mother,  having  almost lost her balance when the girl had thrust  her 
aside,  fell  into  the  nearest  vacant  seat, as gracefully  as  she  could 
manage.  It was a good thing.   She would  probably  have  fainted  at  her 
daughter's  next move.   
 Gloria  walked  up  to  Laura  and  with  a  smile, stuck out a daintily  gloved 
hand.  “I'm  Gloria,”  she  said  in a well- trained,  but  still childish, voice. 
Her mother was sure that this  wild  creature Gloria was talking to, would hit 
Gloria or wound  her  in  some  way,  but Laura only stood looking at the other 
girl.   It seemed that consciousness was slowly returning to  her  foggy  mind. 
If there was anything she hadn't wanted, it was  interference,  prying.  But 
when  she  looked  into Gloria's  eyes,  there  was something there that 
intrigued her.   
 She  saw  amused  admiration  and  respect.  She felt a sudden kinship with 
this girl.     She  gave  Gloria  her  rough,  calloused,  ungloved,  hand,  in a 
sincere clasp.   “Howdy,” she said, “I'm Laura.”

 Gloria  stood  contemplating  Laura  for a moment.   “Let's find  a 
chair  together,”  she said, taking Laura's arm.   “How far  are you going? 
We're going to Charleston.”  Somehow, this announcement  put  Laura  at 
ease.  She  hadn't  been  really frightened,  but  just a little unsure about how 
one determined when  one  had  arrived at one's destination, and other matters 
pertaining  to  travelling  on  a  train.  She went along with Gloria quite 
meekly, for Laura.

 Gloria  had  spoken  quite  loudly  for the benefit of the other 
passengers,  including  her  mother.  She  was  greatly enjoying  their  shock. 
She  carefully  guided  Laura  to the inside  seat.  She wanted to make it harder 
for Laura to bolt, if  she suddenly so  decided.   The young man who had 
laughed so raucously  was  the  only  other passenger who was enjoying the 
whole scene as much as Gloria was.

 Laura  wasn't  paying  much  attention  to what Gloria was saying, 
even  though  this new friend talked constantly to try to  put  Laura at ease, and 
it registered on Laura that all the talk was not intended  for  response,  but 
merely  as  a diversion.  But  Laura's  attention  was  suddenly piqued when 
Gloria  whispered,  “Jeez,  Laura,  you can cuss like a sailor.   
 Where did you learn to swear like that?”

 Laura  wasn't  fooled.  She  detected  that Gloria wasn't making  fun 
of  her.   She could see from the first that Gloria was  from one of the 

“aristocratic” families that peopled Van's world,  so  she had probably never 
heard a woman swear before-- at least, not openly.

 “Oh,  I  just  grew up with it,” Laura responded.   “My dad and  my 
brother  couldn't have spoken a sentence without a few swear  words.  My 
mother  never  breathed  a  bad word in her life.  She  didn't  like to hear me 
swear.   But I was out with my  dad  and my brother a lot more than I was in 
the house with my  mother...and  my mother died when I was so young.  I 
guess I just   took   up  the 
    habits of the menfolk.”

 “Your  mother  died  when  you were young?”  Gloria almost forgot 
to  be  subtle.  She  touched  Laura's  arm then, in a little  signal of sympathy 
and changed the subject.   “Where are you  going? Did  your dad and your 
brother decide to send you away for a holiday...?”

 “No,”  Laura  snapped,  startling  Gloria.  “It wasn't my father  and 
my  brother.  It was a sonofabitch named Van!  He wants  me  to  become a 
lady...like you.” Laura looked again at Gloria's  lovely  clothes,  her 
beautifully  coifed  hair, her white, smooth hands, now ungloved.

 Gloria  feigned  a  need  to look for what was holding her sleeve,  in 
order to stifle a grin.   She turned back to Laura, quite  composed.  “This...this, 
Van.  Who  is  he?”  She had forgotten all about  being  subtle.  Could  this 
unkempt, unsophisticated girl, even though she was  inimitably fascinating, 
have  man  trouble?  She could hardly contain her glee  and her curiosity.   She 
was wriggling unbecomingly in her excitement to learn more about Laura and 
this Van.

 This  was a diversion, also, from the determination Gloria felt,  to 
get  the  attention of the young man who had been so amused  by  Laura's 
entrance.   Darryl Davenport had not so much as  given Gloria a second glance. 
Now his eyes were constantly seeking  out  the two girls.   The fact that Laura 
was what drew his attention, was of secondary consideration right now.

 Gloria  espied  her mother making her way toward them with what 
her  mother  probably  thought of as decorum.   She had to think  quickly. 
“Let's  go  back to your compartment.   You do have  a compartment?” she 
said, already on her feet and tugging at  Laura's  arm.  Laura obeyed without 
comment.   She was glad to  learn  how  to  go about finding her compartment. 
When she had  boarded  the train, the conductor had meant to show her to her 
compartment, but he thought her attitude was dismissal for the  moment,  so 
he  had  waited.  He didn't dream that Laura didn't  know  what  a 
compartment was and that she didn't much care      what      she 
    might  be  entitled to on this damn, bouncing,swaying, rushing, horseless 
wagon-train.

 Gloria  pulled  Laura  inside the little room, locking the door 
securely.  The  crowded  space and the swaying car, were inducements  to  sit 
and  they found themselves sitting on the cushioned  bench, Gloria  giggled. 
Her  mother  would  have frowned  at  her  manner.   “Tell me,” she said as 
calmly as she could, “about yourself, and this man, Van.”

 Laura looked a bit puzzled at Gloria's interest.



 “God!”  Gloria sat back in her seat.   “What beautiful eyes you  have! 
I've  never  seen  anything  like  them.  Do  you know...God, what I couldn't do 
with eyes like that!”

 “You have very pretty eyes yourself.”
 “Yes,”  Gloria  leaned  forward  to  peer into the mirror.   

 “I've  been  told  that  a  thousand  times...but your eyes are something  out  of 
this world.   They're green, yet they're not green.  They're as deep as the 
ocean...and as fathomless...but expressive,  too.  Absolutely  unique.  You'll 
never need any jewels,  Laura.  No  one  would  ever  look at them.   No jewel 
could match those eyes.   Lucky girl.”

 It  didn't  occur  to Laura that this was a compliment, or that  she 
might thank Gloria for it.   She thought of it merely as a statement, and one of 
very little account, at that.

 “And  another  thing,  while  I'm  at  it,”  Gloria  said,  
 “those  boobs of yours;  they're priceless!”  Gloria had always thought  of 
herself  as  well-built,  and very pretty, but she felt  a  tinge  of  jealousy  now. 
What did this raw girl need with  such assets?  But she was glad it was 
Laura...someone she liked,  rather  than  one  of  the  little bitches she couldn't 
stand.

 “What do you mean, boobs?” Laura was saying.
 Gloria  put  her  hands  up  to  her  own breasts.   Boobs, breasts, 

bosom...
 “Are  you  kidding?” Laura  sounded disgusted.   “What on earth 

would  anyone want with them?  They only get in the way.   
 They're  quite bothersome, I think.   I'd rather be built like a boy...flat 
    and  smooth.  I  could  move  faster, and wouldn't get hurt so easily.   I could 
shoot better, run faster, fight better.”

 Gloria  couldn't  believe her ears.   To have such a figure and  not 
even  appreciate  it!  What a girl!  Gloria wanted to know  everything  about 
Laura  that  it was possible to learn.   
 She  tried  to  restrain  her  eagerness.  She  didn't want to alienate  Laura. 
She  felt so close to this girl already that she believed Laura must feel some 
affinity for her, too.

 “I'll  bet  that  man  of  yours...that  Van...appreciates those  big 
breasts,” Gloria said, watching Laura for any signs she  might  be offended. 
She had learned already, not to judge what  this girl might do, or think.   She 
had already found that she  could  count  on her reactions being different from 
anyone else's she had ever met.

 Laura  merely  looked at her and Gloria began to be afraid that  she 
had offended her.  She was wondering how to retrench gracefully,  when  Laura 
asked, quite sincerely.   “Do you think men like...these big things?”  She 
wrinkled her nose.

 “Yes,  Laura,  men  like  those  big  things.  They think they're 
feminine,    womanly...heavenly.”     Laura looked doubtful.  “Believe  me,  it's 
true.” Gloria said.   When Laura said  nothing,  she  added,  “didn't your Van 
ever tell you how lovely they are?  didn't he ever...fondle them?”

 Laura  was  looking  at  her  with  those devastating eyes again. 
Gloria  couldn't  read there whether she was offended, embarrassed, or merely 
questioning this new idea.

 “Fondle  them?”  she  finally  said.   “No, I couldn't even get  him to 
kiss me.   He hardly touched me.   Only to pick me up and  throw  me  over a 
horses back when it was necessary, or to tie me up to a tree when it was 
necessary, or...”

 Gloria  was  astounded  again.   She loved being astounded.   
 She  wanted  to  open  this  Pandora's box wide.   She wanted to know 
everything.  Again, it was difficult to restrain herself from  acting  impulsively 
and  maybe making Laura wary of her.   
 She  had  never  in  her  life before, been afraid of offending anyone.   
    Certainly,  she  would  never  have  even  deigned  to speak to anyone  so 
obviously  beneath her station in life, before this day: before meeting this 
incredible girl.

 “You  mean  you  actually tried to get him to kiss you and he 
refused? What would be the matter with a man who wouldn't make  love  to  a 
woman  like  you,  if  he was given half the chance?”    And  a  man,  Gloria 
was  thinking,  who  threw  a beautiful  girl over a horses back, “when it was 
necessary,” or tied  her  to a tree.   She began to wonder if Laura were out of 
her mind.  Surely  these  absurd  things  had  never  really happened.  Gloria 
looked at her captive and knew that her mind was intact; that these things were 
for real.

 “Yes,  he  refused to make love to me.   I tried to get him to one 
time.”

 What a Pandora's box!
 “Is he...could he be...impotent?”
 Laura  laughed  for  the  first  time.  “No, he certainly isn't  impotent. 

I'm sure of that...because he wasn't entirely in  control  one  time  when he 
picked me up.   I'm not dumb.   I knew what ailed him...but it didn't seem like 
he did.”

 Gloria  looked  at  Laura in wonder.   “Do you mean that he 
never...that you never...?”

 Laura  giggled.  “No,  I  never,  and  he never.   I still don't  know 
whether  to  be glad or sorry.”  It seemed she was suddenly close to tears.

 Gloria  liked the giggling better than the hurt look.   The giggling, 
after all, made them seem more intimate.   Of course, confidences  would,  too, 
if  she  could  illicit them without turning Laura's trust away, by appearing to 
pry.

 “What  did  happen  between  you  then?” She  was  still wondering 
how  Van  could  have come, “by necessity,” to throw Laura  over  a horses 
back, like a sack of potatoes, and to tie her  up to a tree.   It didn't seem to 
Gloria the most conducive thing  for  romance.  “Or  does  it?,” she asked 
herself.   She felt  a  little  thrill of eroticism and smiled.   Maybe it did, at 
that.    Later  in 



    their  lives,  Laura  would  assure  her that there was not one iota of any of 
this behavior done for the purpose of romance.

 

CHAPTER 51 

The  girls  had  been  in  Laura's compartment for quite a long  time, 
with  the  door  barred.  They didn't stop to ask themselves  why  no  one  had 
knocked at the door.   They would never  have  dreamed  that  Gloria's  mother 
had approached the conductor  with a look of determination, and told him in a 
loud whisper  that the “little Mrs.” travelling alone, was pregnant; that  she 
had become quite ill with the movement of the train, and  that  her own kindly 
daughter had taken it upon herself to care  for the poor child, and that she 
thought it would be wise if  the  good  conductor left the two alone until they 
summoned him  for  some  purpose.  This was not in any way an effort to 
protect  the girls, except to hide the fact that her well-bred, and  aristocratic 
daughter  was  consorting  with  an  obvious  
 “nobody.” It had worked well, in any case, to allow the girls to be left alone to 
chat and become acquainted.

 “Tell  me  more about this man,” Gloria said, judging that Laura  was 
not taking offense at her inquiries,  “what sort of man  is  he?”  Is he a 
roughneck?  Why do you suppose he didn't want  to  make  love  to you?  I 
can't imagine! Most men will make  love  to  anything  that wears a skirt, 
indiscriminately.   
 At  least,  that's  the  way  it's  been  with  the  men  in my experience.  Get  in 
a  dark  corner,  or out of sight of the elders,  anywhere,  and  they can't wait to 
fondle your breasts or pinch you behind, or pull up your skirts...”

 Laura was giving her that unpredictable gaze again.  “I've  really  not 
found men like that,” Laura said.   “That is, most  of  the  young  men  I  dated 
before  I  went  into  the whorehouse where I met Van.”

 Gloria  almost  fainted.  It  was  more  with delight and elation than 
surprise,  even  though  that  element  was  in abundance, too.   
    This  all had to be just one big fabrication.  It didn't sound one  little  bit 
plausible.   She had to admit, however that it didn't  sound  made up, either. 
She couldn't believe all this, yet she did believe it.

 “I've  always  thought  I  was  so lucky to have been born into  the 
elite,  the gentry, but I'm beginning to wonder if I missed  out  on  life because 
of it.   If all the 'nobodies,' as my  mother  calls everyone who doesn't belong 
to our station in life,  have  as  fascinating  a  life as this girl must have, I 
would  be  willing  to trade with the next girl I see in rags.”  

 She  glanced  in  the mirror again, at her perfectly done hair, her  elegant 
clothes,  her  well-cared-for  skin,  and for the first time in her life, felt that she 
had been cheated.

 When  she had regained her breath, she asked, with as much 
composure as she could muster,    “You  met  Van  in  a whorehouse?”  Gloria 
held her breath.

 “Yes,”  Laura  sounded  wistful.   “He came to take me away from 
the  place,  but I thought he was just another one of the rapists,  so I fought him 
tooth and nail and almost got us both killed.     He  saved  my  life, and then he 
was responsible for me.  That's  what the Japanese say, anyway.   Van told me 
that.   
 He  took  me with him for weeks on the trail.   I cooked for him and  washed 
his  clothes.  It  was  his drawers that gave him away.

 “His  drawers,  Yes?” Gloria  said, when she could speak calmly.
 “Well,”  Laura's  voice  had  that  old scathing tone.   “I went  to  do 

his drawers in the creek one day and I noticed the label on them.     I can't 
read,  but  the  quality  was unmistakable.  I  knew  no  ordinary man could 
afford them.   I didn't  know  whether he was a bank robber, or a highwayman, 
or what...”

 “Well, what did you find out?”
 “He  wasn't  a  bank  robber,  or a highwayman, but he was worse.  I 

found  out he was a damned aristocrat.   My dad used to  say  that  aristocrats 
are bigger thieves than bank robbers or  highwaymen.  Robbers  take  your 
money without any deceit about 
    it.  But of course an aristocrat wouldn't want a girl like me.     Gloria smiled. 
She  suspected  that  Laura  meant  no offense.  She  had  to  know  that  Gloria 
belonged  to  this despised  group,  but she probably didn't think of her as 
being in  any  position  to  participate  in the type of thievery she believed 
aristocrats were prone to.

 “But  if  he  wasn't  interested in you, why did he rescue you  from 
the  whorehouse?” Gloria's  heart  was beating too fast.

 “I'm  not  sure.  I  guess he just thought it was a shame for a girl...a 
virgin, to be used in that way.”

 “Then  why  did  he keep you out on the trail with him for all those 
weeks?  You said he didn't...didn't...”

 “Like  I  said,”  Laura  explained patiently, “he saved my life,  so he 
was responsible for me.”  After a while she added, “Oh,  he  tried  to  get rid of 
me.   He wanted me to go away to school  right  from  the  first,  or  to  a 
convent, or to his parents  home,  but  I  refused.  He  had  to take me with him 
wherever he went, even out on the battlefield.”

 “You went out on the battlefield?”
 “Sure,  I  helped  to  catch  a spy, only he turned around and  betrayed 

us,  and  almost got us hanged.   Then, he almost got killed rescuing Van and 
me.”

 “And  you  would  rather  be  dragged  around the country, living  in 
campsites,  washing  out  men's  drawers  in a cold creek,  and  being shot at 



and all, than to go to a nice ladies school? Or  into  a  home where there are 
servants to do your every bidding?”

 “Well,  not  with just anyone, of course, though I think I would...will 
hate  being  a prissy thing laced in corsets, and playing helpless all the time, 
like you.”

 Gloria  glanced  at  her  quickly, but decided she was not aware  of 
saying anything derogatory.   She was merely stating a fact  again,  like saying 
that Gloria's dark purple dress would not be becoming to herself.

 “Is  that  where you're going then; to a school, to become a prissy 
little thing like me...to please this man?”
 
   

 “Yes,  I  guess that's it.   That's why I wanted to go with him  all  the 
time  and why I tried to get him to make love to me.  I  started loving him 
already when he had me tied up in a bundle,  and  my  mouth stuffed with rags 
so I couldn't scream.   
 I  had  a  lot  of suitors when I was at home, but I never felt like  I  wanted any 
of them to...make love to me.   I wanted Van to, but he refused.”

 “I  wonder  why,” Gloria mused, still not able to conceive of such a 
thing.

 “He  said  it  was  because  I  was  a  child  and that no honorable 
man  would make love with a child.   The sonofabitch!  
 I'm  a  grown  woman.  I  know what I want.   I love him and he will  never 
love me...but I am going to show him that I can be the  prissiest,  corsetedest, 
helplessest  girl  in  the whole world.  I  swear by all the stars that I am going 
to make that man look at me!”

 “Did  he  never  look at you...in a wanting way?  You said you felt all 
that...manliness when he picked you up.”

 “Oh  yes, he looked at me all right.   He almost never took his  eyes 
off  me,  but  I  guess  he  was looking through me.   
 Anyhow, he never seemed to see me...not as a woman, anyway.”

 “Gloria  had  guessed by now, more of the truth than Laura had  ever 
imagined.  Of  course, this man wanted Laura.   What man  wouldn't? But  he 
had  been  reared as a gentleman, and gentlemen  didn't  go  around making 
love to girls Laura's age.  In  theory,  they  didn't,  anyway.  Gloria  was 
sophisticated enough  to  realize  that “gentlemen,” were often not what they 
were  supposed  to  be.   But this fish must be one of that rare type  who  held 
their  moral  ethics  in  high  esteem.  Hmm, interesting.

 “And  now you are on your way to go to school to learn how to  be 
that lady...that prissy little thing you think he wants you to be.     What  school 
are  you  going  to,  and  what arrangements have been made for you?”

 “It's  something  called 'Miss Gibson's School for Girls,' in 
Charleston.”

 “Why  that's  the  best  school  in  the country!”  Gloria said.  “This 
guy  must  be  in the clover.”  Also, Gloria was thinking,    he 

    must  think  a lot of this strange girl, to invest that kind of money  in getting 
her educated to be a prissy, helpless, little thing like Gloria, herself.

 Laura  made a quick decision.   “You know, Laura, my mother has 
been trying to get me to go to school for two years.”  She giggled.   “I  guess 
she wants me to get a little prissier, too.   
 She'll  be delighted that I have decided to go to Miss Gibson's school.  We 
will  be right there together.   We'll be friends.   
 We  wont  get  lonesome  because  we know each other!  It's all settled.  I'll go 
tell my mother.”  She arose and unlocked the door.

 

CHAPTER 52

It  had  been what...four years since Van had seen Sylvia.   
 He  had  had  the  picture  of  her written so indelibly on his mind: he  could 
see  vividly  the  little upturned nose, the delicate  lips,  the  wide,  innocent, 
blue  eyes,  the finely drawn,  arched brows, the flawless, creamy skin.   He 
remembered the  feel  of her warm body in his arms.   She was so little and 
helpless.  It  was  as  his dad had said so many years ago; he had  loved  her 
for  her  modesty, her chaste manner.   She had been  slow  about  even 
allowing him to kiss her, and had been very shy and reserved about it.

 He  wondered,  as he had a million times, how it was, that a  man 
wanted  a  woman  for her qualities that were thus, and then  dreamed  of  her 
being  violently passionate.   He had to smile.  “Just  as  my  dad  told me,” he 
thought.   He wondered again,  too,  how  he  would  have approached that 
problem, for certainly  it  would  have  been  a problem.   His passions were 
rampant.  He  was  a  virile man with a man's needs.   Could he have  been  as 
patient  and  understanding  as  his father had been? Would  Sylvia  ever  have 
come  to be responsive as he would  have  liked her to be?  She had said that 
she loved him.   
 She  had  said that she wanted to marry him.   She had said that no  other  man 
would ever mean anything to her.   What did love mean    to    a    woman? 
Did she have those deeply 
    buried  feelings his dad had talked about?  Would she ever have come  to 
allow them to surface?  At the time, he hadn't cared a lot.  He had loved her so 
much that he would have been willing to  take  her on any grounds.   But he 
couldn't help speculating now and then, about how it might have been.

 And  he  couldn't  help wondering again and again, why she had 
changed  her mind so suddenly.   That was her right, but it wasn't  like  Sylvia. 
When she gave her word, he had thought, nothing  could  change it.   But 



something had happened that had turned  her against him and caused her to fall 
into the arms of the  waiting  Wally.  What was it?  Had she thought that Wally 
needed  her  more?  Wally had said that he did, of course.   She was  such  a 
tender-hearted little thing, that that would have affected  her.  “Nobody  on 
earth  could have needed her more than  I  did,”  he  said  aloud.   “I hadn't 
known love could be such  a driving force; such a deep overpowering emotion. 
I was a  better  man  for  loving  her,  but  I had vested some of my strength  in 
her,  too, so that in some ways I was not so much in  control  of  my own 
character.   I didn't even think of that as  a  loss,  but  rather  an enhancement 
of myself...my better qualities.  God,  I  was a shattered man when I found that 
she had  married  Wally.   Could  she  have  underestimated what she meant to 
me...and believed that it meant more to Wally?”

 Once  Wally  had  said  to  him,  “Hell, Van you're such a paladin, 
you  could  survive  fire,  but  I'm just a human.   I can't  take  things  like  you 
can.”  Van had thought of it as jest,  but  he had come to know that he was the 
stronger of the two.  He used to think, when they were young, and Wally was 
so much  more  daring  and adventuresome, that Wally was way ahead of  him. 
He had envied Wally, but later experiences had proven that  Wally  was  really 
not always as quick, as tenacious in a fight,  as  level-headed  as  Van was. 
But surely no one could have  been  more  torn  apart  than  Van was at the loss 
of his love.  Well,  that  was  all in the past.   He had survived his loss  and  had 
come  to feel that it was all for the best.   He held  no  rancor toward Wally or 
Sylvia.   His loving Sylvia had been a wonderful experience in his 
    life,  but  now  he  only  felt  happy for his two old friends.   
 There  was  no  more  of  that  hollow,  hurting,  place in his heart.  It  would 
be good to see Sylvia and let her know that now he could truly be glad about 
her happiness.

 He  was  almost  there.   He was looking forward to sitting on  the 
veranda  and  talking  over  old  times.   His gleaming sorrel  mare  began  to 
prance.   Van patted her neck, with it's long,  flowing,  silver  mane.  “You're a 
real aristocrat,” he laughed,  “but these are just home folks.   We don't have to 
put on  an  airs  for them.”  The mare settled down and a groom met Van  at 
the  porch.  Van  swung down.   “Thank you,” Van said.   
 The groom looked at him with surprise, and led his horse away.

 Van  started  eagerly  up  the  steps,  a big smile on his face.  The 
door  swung  open and a well-dressed man appeared.   
 Van  hardly  recognized  Wally.  They  met  on  the  steps and started  to 
shake  hands,  but  before that was complete, they fell  into  each  other's  arms 
and were hugging each other and laughing  like two long-lost brothers.   They 
danced and whooped and  almost  lost their footing on the steps, before they 
could gain  their  composure  enough  to walk on up to the door.  They were 
still  laughing and talking, both asking questions at the same time.

 When  they  reached  the  door,  it  opened  magically, it seemed. 
Wally paid no attention, but Van noticed a black girl he  judged  to  be  about 
sixteen years old, who seemed not to want  to  be  noticed.  She stood almost 
behind the door while they  entered.  She  then  took Van's hat and quietly 

followed them.  Wally  led  Van  into  a  big,  almost dark, parlor and motioned 
him  to  a  seat.   “Bring a...let's see...is it still bourbon  and  water? And I'll 
have my usual.”  He turned back to  Van.  “God,  it's  good  to  see you!” he 
repeated for the fifth  or  sixth  time.  “How  long  has it been?  Four...five  
 years?  A lot of water has gone under the bridge.”

 “Yes,  it has,” Van agreed, looking at Wally intently.   He couldn't 
get over how much Wally had changed.   “Have I changed that  much?”  Van 
asked  himself, and decided he probably had.   
    Wally  appeared  pale,  though.  He  didn't have that healthy, brown  look 
Van  remembered  him  as  having.  His  hair  was thinning and  he  looked 
weary,  in  spite  of  his  evident enthusiasm  at  having  Van  there.     “He 
doesn't look at all well,” Van thought.

 They  went  on  talking and laughing.   It was getting late afternoon. 
Finally,  Van  asked,  “Well,  when do I get to see your  wife? Where  is she 
hiding, anyway?  He had wondered at her  not  having  shown  up  before  now, 
but  he thought that possibly  it  was embarrassing for her to have to face him, 
and if  that  was  true,  he  was  sorry.  “She  needn't  be,”  he thought, “I  am 
ready  to accept things as they are,  and to meet  her  as  an  old friend; a very 
special old friend.   I'll try to make that obvious to her, so she will be more at 
ease.”

 Wally  hadn't answered Van's question.   Van looked at him, 
beginning  to  be  more  anxious  about  Wally's evident health problem--and 
whatever  it  was  that had prevented Sylvia from being there to greet him.

 Wally's  face had gone a shade whiter.   He mumbled and Van had  to 
ask  him  to  repeat his words.   Wally was acting very agitated.  He  got  up 
and strolled around the room, swirling his  drink  in his glass and watching it, 
instead of looking at Van.

 Finally,  Van  prodded, “Come  on  Wally.  Out with it.   
 What's  wrong? Is  there anything wrong with Sylvia?  Are you ill?”

 Wally  whirled  around.  “No,  there's nothing wrong with me!”  he 
sounded  querulous.   “But God! How I hate to tell you this,  old  boy. 
Sylvia...she's  not  in  any  shape  to  see visitors...”

 Van  stared  into  Wally's  eyes,  as  if  trying  to read something 
there.  He  felt  his  heart  go  leaden.  He  was stunned.  “What  are  you 
talking  about?”  he demanded, “why isn't  she in any condition to see visitors? 
What's wrong with Sylvia?” It was a demand and Wally recognized it as such. 
He looked  a little frightened.   He could see that Van was getting angry,  his 
jaws  tightening in that old wonted manner.   Wally seemed  to  be  searching 
for what to say.   The maid brought in another drink and crept noiselessly from 
the room.

 Wally  was still striding around the floor.   He was almost gasping 
for  breath.  He kept glancing sidewise at Van, as if he  would  say something, 
and then evidently not able to decide just what to say.

 Van  got  up  from  his chair and took Wally's arm.   Wally stopped, 
stiffening.   “Damn it, Van,” he said as he pulled his arm  away  irritably, “I 
told  you I hated to tell you this.   



 Sylvia's not  well.   She's...her  mind's  not  right.  She's addled.   She...”
 “Where is she?”  Van's question was another demand.  Wally  was 

stammering.  He  looked  ashen.   “  Van,” he said, “don't  be a boor.   I told 
you Sylvia isn't in any condition to see  strangers...company.  Take  my word 
for it.”  After a few seconds,  he  continued.  “I'm  sorry, but I can't let you see 
her.  It  would  make  her  worse.   There isn't any need.   She wouldn't 
recognize  you.  We  have to be very...careful.   She has  to  have  special 
attention.   I'm sorry I couldn't let you know,  old  boy,  before you made the 
trip clear out here.   I'd like  to have saved you this.   But there was no way I 
could get word back to you soon enough.  It's hell, Van...”

 Van  sank  back into his chair.   He felt guilty for having had  the  gay 
afternoon  with  Wally  while  Sylvia  was  away somewhere  where she 
couldn't be reached, couldn't participate, couldn't  enjoy  life.  He felt a sudden 
anger with Wally, but sympathy wiped it away.   He sighed.

 He  arose  again  and  laid  a hand on Wally's back.   “I'm sorry, 
Wally.   I am just so confounded shocked.   I know it has to  be  hellish  for 
you.” They  paced  together  for  a few seconds.     “When  did  it  happen?” 
Van  asked.  “Was  there anything  specific  that started it, that you know of? 
Was she ill?    You've  had  the  best  of doctors, of course.   What do they 
say? Is  it...will  she  ever  be  better?  God, what a jolt!” His  voice  was  full 
of sympathy.   It was a horrible thing for Sylvia, but it had to be horrible for 
Wally, too.   

He  wondered  now,  vaguely, how Wally could have appeared so 
relaxed  and  undisturbed when he first arrived.   Of course, it had  to  be 
because  anything  to take his mind off this awful problem  for  a  little while, 
would have to be a great boon to him, and an occasion for even a few hours of 
good cheer.

 Van  could  see  that  it  was very hard for Wally to talk about  this. 
He didn't blame him.   “Where is she?” Van asked.   
 Wally  didn't  answer.  “Is she in an institution?  Do you see her often?  Where 
is she?”

 Wally  was  choked up.   It was all he could do to speak at all. 
Finally,  he  turned his back and said, still irritably.   
 “Yes...she's  in  Charleston.  Damn  it, Van.   Let's just drop this.  I  don't 
want...I  can't talk about it.   Can't you see what  you're  doing? You're  tearing 
the heart out of me.   I don't  want  to  talk  about it any more.   Please allow 
me that much respect, and don't mention it again.”

 Van  was perplexed.   His mind was in a turmoil.   He wanted so 
much to know all about Sylvia.   He felt that he had a right to  pursue  the 
subject, but he could see that Wally was carrying  a  great  burden,  and  he 
didn't want to exacerbate that.  He  decided  to bide his time.   He couldn't see 
any way he  was  going  to get Wally in any mood very soon, to tell him more. 
He  wondered  about the maid, and other servants he had seen.  Maybe  he 
could question them when the time was right.   

 He  smiled  and  took  Wally's arm.   “All right, old friend.   I know  how  you 
feel.   We wont talk about it any more right now.   
 Go  ahead,  have our horses brought up.   We'll ride out and you can show me 
around the place.”

 He  had  heard  that  Wally  was one of the richest men in Dade 
County.  Van  had  to  admire  him.  He  was a real go- getter.  He  had  bought 
this huge, badly run-down plantation and  proceeded  to  build  it  up into a 
very profitable place.   
 That  was  what  was  needed right now.   The war was taking its toll  on  the 
growers as well as everyone else.   All that could be  raised  was  needed  to 
keep the economy going.   Cotton was king.  Cotton  was  traded  for  other 
goods  the South badly needed,     from     England,     France,    and even the 
North,  when  it could be smuggled through.   In fact, there was always  quite 
a  trade in smuggled goods across the lines.   It was  well  known  that the 
North had an enormous advantage over the  South,  in  factories,  to  produce 
the equipment of war, guns,  cannon,  ammunition;  besides  the  items  for 
every day living, such as furniture,  clothing,  and  even  cooking utensils.  The 
South had the advantage of the cotton needed by the  whole  civilized  world, 
but they had to ship it out to be made into cloth and garments.

 Of  course,  every  effort  had  been  made to correct the problems 
that  caused  the  South to have to depend so much on foreign  countries,  and 
the  North.  Great  strides had been made,  but  every  able-bodied  man  was 
needed  on the front.   
 There  were  few  left  to  build  and operate factories, build ships,  railroads, 
the saw-mills, that were needed.   Women had to  come  to  the  assistance  of 
their men.   They had taken to spinning  and  weaving their own materials for 
uniforms, sewing by  the  hour,  mending,  repairing, doing anything they 
could.   
 They  had  become  nurses,  planters, and managers of farms and plantations, 
which  had  been strictly the arena of men before the war.  There  were  still 
exclusive  social  gatherings, dinners,  grand  balls,  among the gentry, and 
there were those who  would  not deign to soil their hands with the menial 
tasks that  needed  to  be done...but even they were not reluctant to push their 
slaves to accomplish more.

 Van  and  Wally  rode  out across the vast acres worked by Wally's 
one  hundred,  nine  slaves.   Wally pointed proudly to the  long  rows  of white 
cotton billowing in the light breeze.   
 There  were  fine,  brick barns where the cotton was worked and stored  for 
bailing and hauling to the railroad.   The planters expected  England  to buy 
the major portion of their crops this year,  but what they didn't know, was that 
the bins of England, France  and  all  the  other  European  countries  were 
already overflowing  with  cotton.  They  were selling quite a lot, in fact, back 
across the Atlantic, to the North American states.

 The  foreign  countries,  especially  England, had come to hate 
slavery  and  tried  to  use  their  influence to get the Southern states to rid 
themselves  of  the  offensive  institution.   However,  these same countries had 



changed and become defensive of  the  South.  Not because they had changed 
about the matter of  slavery,  but  because they wanted the trade with the south 
that  was  so  necessary  for them.   Another thing that angered England against 
the North, was the removal  of  two commissioners,  sent abroad to represent 
Confederate interests, from  one  of  England's own ships.   This was the mail 
steamer, the  Trent.  The  notion  that  Americans could halt a British ship  on 
the  high  seas,  and  remove  lawful  passengers was intolerable.  British 
troops were sent to Canada, the British fleet  was  put  on a war footing, and an 
immediate apology was demanded.  Angry  as  the British were over this 
incident, the government  waited to see what would happen at Antietam, 
before actually giving  the  south  any  further  assistance, When General  Lee 
lost that battle, the British threw their support to those they were now sure 
would win the war; the North.

 Antietam, too  was  the  factor  that  caused  President Lincoln  to 
write  the  Emancipation  Proclamation.  It  gave Lincoln  the  victory  he  had 
to have to make the proclamation expedient,  instead  of  appearing  to be a 
despairing cry for help.  

 Southerners,  in  general, including the leaders, were not aware  of 
the  European  countries change of heart.   They kept expecting the foreign 
countries to come to their aid.

 Van  wanted  to go down one of the long rows and talk with some  of 
the workers, but Wally evaded his requests.   Van would have  been  more 
adamant,  but his emotions were still too raw and  uncertain  after  what  Wally 
had told him about Sylvia to press Wally too hard for something like that right 
now.

 Their  ride wasn't too satisfactory for Van.   It seemed to clear  the 
air  for Wally.   He had become more jolly, like his old  witty and charming 
self.   Van was glad for Wally's seeming easier mind, the lessening of tension.

 At dinner all the  serving  women  were  silent  and 
    unobtrusive.  It  seemed to Van that they were extraordinarily restrained.  It 
must be that they all felt the heavy burden of the illness of their Master's wife.

 When  a  shrivelled  little black woman came into his room to  bring 
hot  water for a bath, followed by a younger, rotund one  with  towels  and 
other  equipment,  Van tried to talk to them.  His  words were met with somber 
looks and clamped lips.  “What's  the  matter  with all these people,” Van 
asked himself as  he  soaked in the tub.   When the younger one came back 
with another  pail  of  hot water to add to the bath, Van decided to be  more 
determined.  He  stood  up,  wrapped  a towel around himself and grabbed her 
arm.

 She  didn't  struggle.  She  merely  looked  at  him with abject  terror 
in  her big, brown eyes,  but with resignation.   
 Van  knew  she  didn't  dare to struggle.   She went limp and he thought  she 
was  going to fall.   Van had to hold her up.   His heart  ached for her obvious 
misery.  “Look,”  He said, “I'm not going  to hurt you.   I just want to talk to 
you.   I want you to tell  me  all  you  know  about  Sylvia...your  mistress.” In 

a moment,  she  gained  her equilibrium.   She was gulping, almost choking  on 
her  sobs.  Her  lips  were  clamped and her eyes closed, but streaming tears.

 Van  didn't know what to do next.   “I am not going to hurt you,”  he 
repeated.   I only want to know about Sylvia.   I am a long-time  friend.  I've 
known  her  for  years.   Wally, your master,  is too wrought up right now to 
talk about her.   I have to  know  what  happened,  where  she  is..” He  saw 
that her agitation was increasing  with  his  every  word.  Further questioning 
would  just  be  more  torture  for her, and would probably  gain  him  nothing. 
He let her go and sank back into the  cooling  tub  of water.   Whatever had 
happened with Sylvia surely  had  to  have  been  a traumatic experience for all 
the slaves,  for them  to take such an attitude even about the mere mention of 
her name.

 Van  didn't sleep much that night.   He kept seeing visions of  Sylvia 
as he had known her--and visions of what she must be like  now.  He felt the 
cold sweat on his brow more often than not.   He couldn't reconcile himself to 
the situation.

 

 CHAPTER 53

He  decided  to  make a renewed effort to talk to Wally at breakfast 
time.  He  recognized  how difficult it must be for Wally  to  talk, but it 
shouldn't be impossible for him to give Van  just  a  bit of information.   He 
bounded down the steps in quite  good  spirits  for  all  he had been 
experiencing in the last  few  hours.   Wally was already seated.   He looked up 
with hollow  eyes,  and  greeted Van without enthusiasm.   Before Van could 
speak,  Wally  began,  “Van,  I  have been summoned into Charleston.  I  will 
be  leaving  this morning.   I'm sorry as hell,  old  buddy,  but  maybe  it's for 
the best.  I'm not very good  company.   Maybe things will change for the 
better.   We'll be  seeing  each  other more often in the future, I hope.   I've 
really enjoyed having this much time with you.”

 “Yes,  let's  do get together more often.   Is this a visit to Sylvia?”
 Wally  had  risen.  He whirled away, obviously irritated.   

 “Yes!  Yes,  I'll  see  Sylvia...not  that it will do any good.   
 She  wont  know  me.  It just hurts all the more.   I sometimes wonder  why  I 
go.  He  turned  back  to face Van.   He looked angry.  “You'll  be  going  this 
morning?” It  was hardly a question.   “I'll  leave  word  that everything is to be 
readied for  you.  Your  things  will  be  packed.  Is there anything special  you 
want?  We could ride into Richmond together if you like.”  He was watching 
Van's face intently.



 Van  was  surprised and disappointed, but this might be an 
opportunity  to  find  out more about Sylvia, or maybe even see her.  If  he 
could  find out where she was he would talk with her  doctors,  and if they 
advised that it would not be wise to see  her, he would go along with that, but 
in case they thought it 
    could  not  harm  her,  he  would make every effort to see her, regardless of 
what Wally thought about it.

 He  smiled.  “All  right, Wally, I'll be ready in half an hour.  I'll  ride 
into Richmond with you.   I'll leave my horse there,  and  go  on  in  to 
Charleston  on the train with you.   
 We'll  have a little more time together that way.   Still have a lot of things to 
talk about, huh?”

 Wally  whirled  around  to face Van again.   “It's no good, Van! My 
mind  is  on just one thing.   I have to say this.   I don't  want  to  injure our 
friendship, but I don't want you to go  along  with  me  into  Charleston.  Like 
I  told  you, it wouldn't  do for you to see Sylvia.   There isn't any reason for 
you  to  go along with me.”  He hesitated, then continued, in a more  normal 
tone,  “But do ride into Richmond with me.   We'll part there.   I'll see you next 
time 'round, huh?”

 Van  was  beginning  to  feel as if Wally were a stranger.   
 Thinking  about  it,  though, he couldn't blame him.   How could he  be  the 
same  person,  after the tragedy that had befallen him?  “I'll get ready to go,” 
he said.

 He  climbed  the  stairs again.   He went to his closet and began  to 
pull  his  things  from the bureau drawers, throwing them  on  the  bed.  A 
light tap sounded at the door, and the little  shrivelled  woman  who  had 
waited  on  him yesterday, entered.  She  began  to  fold his clothes carefully 
and place them  in  the  valises.  He  stood  back and watched her.   She 
seemed  so  intimidated  that  he  didn't  want to frighten her further.  She 
glanced at him questioningly.   She had an air of uncertainty.  He wanted to put 
her at ease.   “Will you tell me your name?” he asked.

 “My  name  no  mattah,” she said, but he felt some victory that she 
had spoken to him at all.

 “But  it  matters  to me.   I would like to know your name.   
 I  would  like to know how you like living here, what you think of  your 
master.  Like I said, I have no wish to hurt you.   I would like to be your 
friend.”

 The  Black woman was standing watching him, almost in awe, he 
thought.  “Not  my  name,  but  they  calls  me Mandy,” she blurted out.

 “Mandy,”  he  repeated.  “That's not your real name?  Why don't they 
call you by your right name?”

 “They don'  axe  me  my  name  when they buy me fum Mastah 
Daily.  They  jes' calls me Mandy.   Don' know the why ob nothin' 'roun  heah. 
I don' talk no mo now, massah.   I good niggah.   I don'  want no troubles.” 
She turned away and began the packing again.

 But  Van couldn't let it alone.   His curiosity was aroused all  the 
more.  “Trouble?”  He said,  “What kind of trouble?”  
 How  could  he get her to open up more?  “Thank you for talking to  me,”  he 
said.   I do feel better now.   I would like to give you  a  little gift.   He pulled 
out the gold and ruby brooch he had  purchased as a gift for Sylvia.   He 
handed it to her.   She looked  at  it,  aghast.   She put her hands behind her 
back and clamped  her  mouth  shut,  but  she kept staring at the lovely brooch. 
“Here,”  Van said, “I'd like for you to have this.   I would  like  for  you  to  tell 
me your real name.   I'd like to call you by your right name.”

 My name Cora.”
 “Well,  Cora,  this  is  yours.  I want you to have it to remember  me 

by, and as a thank you for talking to me.   When I come  again,  I would like to 
see you  wearing it.   Will you do that for me?”

 “No, I cain't do that, Massa.   I don' make no trouble...”
 “Trouble? What  trouble, Cora?  What makes all of you so afraid? 

Is  master  Wally  severe  with  you?” Surely,  he wouldn't harm any of his 
people.   Would he, Cora?  Does he?”

 She  sighed,  “I  talk no mo.   I done talk too much.”  She busied 
herself  again.  His  consternation increased.   He had thought  he was making 
some headway, but she had gone back into her  shell, and he doubted that he 
would succeed in getting her to say anything more.

 He  laid  the  brooch  on  the  stand.  “Anyhow,  this is yours,”  he 
said.   They heard footsteps in the hall.   She began to  shake  and  looked 
helplessly at Van.   He could do nothing other than watch  her,  wondering. 
She was close to him and he heard her whisper  something.  He  leaned over 
and caught the words, “In the attic.”

 He  was  about to ask her to repeat what she had said, but he  caught 
himself.  He knew that she wouldn't have whispered if  she hadn't thought it 
necessary.   He wouldn't embarrass her by  asking  her to repeat something she 
so evidently was afraid for anyone else to hear.

 Wally  knocked  and  burst  into  the room.   He scowled at Cora. 
“For  God's  sake,  Van,  what's  going on?,” he asked.   
 “I've  been  waiting.   Thought you'd be finished by now.   These wenches  are 
slow.   Might have known it would be Mandy.   She's about  half  here. 
Shouldn't have wasted my money.   It's hard to  get  good people these days. 
Price goes up every day.   You take  a  gamble  every  time  you buy one. 
Usually get robbed.   
 Well, are you ready?”

 “All  ready,” Van laughed, picking up his cases and taking his  hat. 
“It  was  my  fault.  I  was  just dreaming along.   
 Thinking of things that might have been.   Sorry, Wally.”

 They  hurried down the steps, mounted their waiting horses and 
galloped out of the yard.

 Wally  seemed  in  a  hurry.  He  led the way.   He didn't offer  any 
conversation.   Van didn't push him.   They had gone a mile  when  Van 
suddenly  drew  his  horse  up.   “Oh Hell,” he said.  “I  left  my  money and all 



my papers in my wallet back there! That's what you get for dreaming.” He 
looked back down the  road.  He could see that Wally was angry.   “Nothing to 
do but  go  back,” Van  said.  “I'll just be a few minutes.”  Van could  see  that 
Wally was undecided.   Just as in the old days, though,  he gave in to Van, 
trusting him to keep his word as he always  had.  Reluctantly,  Wally turned 
and rode on without a word.

 Van  spurred  his horse to full speed, back over the damp, rutted 
road.  When he pulled up at the steps again, the groom looked  upset, but he 
didn't question Van.   He took the horse and started  to  the  stables again, 
looking back over his shoulder several  times,  at  the man climbing the steps 
and pounding on the door.

 The  same  little  black  maid who had opened the door for them 
yesterday met him.   She looked more frightened than she had  then.   He 
thanked her and smiled, but she seemed not to be aware  of  it.   She only 
stared at him.   “I left something,” he explained.  “I'll  be  a  little  while. 
Don't let it bother you.  I  wont  need  any assistance.   I made it all right with 
your  master.” He  bounded  up  the  steps.  Cora  was  just finishing  the 
cleaning  in  the room he had occupied.   At the sight  of  Van,  she began to 
pray.   “Lawd, fogib me iffen I do wrong.  I  done tole the secret we all swan 
not to speak ob.   I know I die fo it.”

 “The  secret! You mean Sylvia's in the attic, don't you?  
 Cora,  listen  to  me.  I  promise on my word of honor that no harm  will 
come  to  you  for  telling me.   Come...show me the attic.  I  want  to hear 
more about this secret, and why...but first I want to see where Sylvia is.”

 She  stumbled  speechlessly ahead of him.   She led the way up 
another flight of stairs.   There was only one large room in the  attic.  It was 
partitioned off.   The front part was open.   
 The  back  was  walled  in with a big door where bars were set.   
 Van  had  seen  a  lot of things in his life that had nauseated him, but he had 
never seen anything quite like this.

 He  walked  up to the barred window and peered in.   He saw Sylvia 
standing  by  the  window,  looking out.   He called her name.  She  turned 
slowly and made her way to where he stood.   
 She  looked  at  him  without  recognition.  Her  eyes  looked vacant. 
“Sylvia!”  he  said, “don't you know me?”  He put his arms  through  the  bars 
and  tried  to touch her.   She didn't move, but  she  was  not  close  enough  for 
him  to  touch.   
 “Sylvia!”  he  kept  repeating.  She  turned and walked to the bed.  She sat 
down on the edge of it, put her feet on a little stool,  and  began to look around 
the room.   He heard her voice then, an unintelligible soliloquy.

 He  was aware that Cora touched his arm.   He looked at her    with 
maddened  eyes.  Never in his life had he come so nearly to  losing  control  of 
his  senses.   He fought to regain that control.

 “I  will  see  that  you have your freedom for this, Cora.   
 You  have  done  a very fine thing.   God will reward you, and I will  too. 
Now  tell  me all you know about this.   Is there a key?  I want to get in there.”

 She  was  still  trembling.  “De  Massa, he allus take the key.  He don' 
trus' no one wid that key.   When he 'ere, 'e take one  ob  us up evah day to 
clean, take out the chamber-pots, and hep  miss  Sylbie  wid  huh bath an haih. 
But when he gone like dis,  she  hab  to  make  out.   It get mighty bad in dere 
fer a lady  like  miss  Sylbie.   De massa, he don' caeh none.   He make huh 
stay heah so she can' make no mo troubles.   Massa don' like no trouble 'bout 
the tings he do.”

 Van  was  eager to hear what those things were, but at the moment, 
his  mind  was  on  getting into that room, and taking Sylvia  out.  If  there 
was no key he would have to find some other  means  of  getting  in.  He would 
find an axe and break down  the  door.  He  ran down the steps, leaving Cora to 
make her way slowly, dazedly behind him.

 When  he  came  in with the axe, Cora followed him back up again. 
Several of the other Negroes came, too.   They were all very  much  in  awe  of 
the goings-on.   They were all obviously frightened,  but  more  determined  to 
see what was happening, than  to  save their skins from the flogging they knew 
would be forthcoming  from  the  Massa  when he found out what had taken 
place.

 Van  attacked  the  door  with a vengeance.   When he could get 
through,  he  ran  into  the  room.  Sylvia  was  hardly recognizable.  She  was 
a  skeleton.   Her skin was drab.   Her hair thin  and wispy.   Her eyes dull.

 He  picked  her  up  and carried her downstairs.   He asked the 
servants  to  bring hot water, give her a bath, dress her, do  her  hair,  bring 
food.   They scampered about, frightened, but  with  a new zest in their steps. 
They crooned over Sylvia and     handled 
    her  as  gently  as  a  newborn  baby.   Van watched it all.   He could  detect 
no  signs of recognition in Sylvia.   She allowed herself  to be groomed without 
any resistance or acknowledgment of  what  was going on.   She refused the 
food, at first, but as the  little  parlor  maid  kept  putting  a bit of broth to her 
lips,  she  took  the  spoon  and  helped  herself with all the dignity and poise 
she had had in the remote long ago.

 Van  decided  there  was  no  use to keep urging Sylvia to speak  to 
him.  He turned his attention to the slaves.   “Now, you  are  going  to  tell me 
the whole thing,”  He said kindly, but  firmly.   “I want to know  just how this 
happened and when, and  what  the  master  has  done about it.”  No one 
offered to speak.  He  looked  from  one  to the other.   His eyes came to rest 
on Cora.   She was the only one who had the nerve to speak to him in the first 
place.

 Finally,  she  began.   “De massah, he be mighty evil man.” She  was 
still  very  frightened,  and  Van  knew that she was watching  to  see  if 
anything she said was offending him.   She saw  only  encouragement  there, 
and went on.   “He buy me 'bout the  time  he  come  'ere.   I wuz to be huh 
pusonal maid.   I had been  fust maid to Mattie, at Mastah Daily's.   I know 
Massa not goin'  be  kin'  when  'e take me 'way fum Massa Daily's widout 
lettin'  me  say  good-bye to my husban and boys.   I didn' know how unkine 
till I get heah.



 “At  fust, he not treat Miz Sylbe too bad.   He stahted all the 
meanness when she foun'  out whut he doin' down at the huts.

 “What  was  he  doing  down at the huts?”  Van had to ask, even 
though he already knew what the answer would be.

 Cora  pointed  to  the little black maid who had first let Van  in the 
door when he arrived last night.  “Dis the fust one,” she  said  as  the  other 
backed from the room.   “When she jes twelve  yeahs  ole,  he come to the hut. 
He so almightly fiahed up  in  he  balls,  he  not  wait  to  take  huh to the 
house, o somewheah  he  cud  lay on a couch o' bed wid huh.   He take huh 
right  dere  befoe  huh mama and papa.   Huh papa so wile he try to     stop 
massa     fum     doin' whut  he  doin.' Massa not eben wait to stop up huh 
mouf, like he  allus do latah.   She screamin' hell all the whole time until she 
pass out.   When he thoo wit whut he doin' he mach Cobb out the  doah,  and 
whup 'im to an inch ob he life.   Den he tole us that  iffin any one ob us evah 
intefeah wid whut he doin' again, e wud make us mo sorry dan Cobb.”

 Van  had  noticed Sylvia raise her head and look as if she were 
listening  to what Cora was saying.   Then she had started humming and gone 
back into her limbo.

 “I'll  kill  him!”  Van had said several times, the menace more 
exaggerated  by  the quiet tone.   The black people looked at each other 
wonderingly.

 “Go on,” Van encouraged Cora.
 “One  man  an' he wife both kill deyselves, and they little guhl, 

befoe  they obey massa.  I tink Miz Sylbie don' know 'bout whut  goin'  on  fo a 
long time.   It when she go fo to hep Emly wid  the  baby,  Emly jes a chile 
huself.   Miz Sylbie cain't hep see  that  the  baby  a  white  man's.  Miz Sylbie 
axe me whut I know.  I  cain't  tell huh, an she see that.   She begin to make big 
trouble  fo  the massa.   Den he get meanah and when she say she  gwine  leave 
'im, 'e make the place in the attic an keep Miz Sylbie  dere.  He  don'  put  on 
no mo big bahbeques an dance- balls,  an  fish-fries  fo  all the peoples 'roun. 
He jes hab a few ole flinty friens comin' in now an den.

 “He  take  two little chilluns to the auction.   They 'is own flesh  an 
blood.   He don' want no one outside to fine out 'bout that.   He  say  it 
nobody's  bizness  whut  he  do  wid hes own propahties.  But  no  one  respec' 
Massa no mo.   They don' know all he do, but they don' trus' 'im.”

 “I'll  kill  him,”  Van  said again.   He looked at Sylvia.   
 unbelievingly.  “What a nightmare.   Wally!  I loved him like a brother!”    He 
sounded  anguished.  “And  Sylvia  loved  and trusted him!”

 His  mind  was  whirling  again.   “Just what am I going to do? I 
cannot  legally  interfere.  The  blacks  are Wally's property,   and no  sheriff 
would  arrest a man for abusing his wife.   It will be  a  tremendous  thing  to 
take  into  my  own hands.   There are...what  did  Wally  say...a  hundred, 
nine slaves here.   I can't  think  of  leaving any one of them to the fiendish 
deeds of  this  animal.  But  what is there to do?  He looked at his watch.  By 
this time Wally would have given up Van's arriving before  he  boarded  the 
train.   He could be on his way back to see  what  Van was doing.   Van would 

have to be on the lookout.  He  didn't  believe  Wally  would have any 
suspicions, however.   
 He  probably  would  have been relieved that Van did not return before  he 
got  on the train.   He wouldn't have wanted to have to face Van again.

 He  could  challenge  Wally  to a duel.   That would be one way  he 
could kill him without being hanged for it.   Duels were outlawed,  and  Van 
believed rightfully so, but they were still honored  as  the  right  of  gentlemen 
in most cases, and their outcome respected.

 And  after  that? Sylvia  wouldn't get anything from the vast 
properties  unless  Wally  had specified that she should.   
 That  was  most unlikely, especially since she was incapable of managing  her 
own  affairs.  There  would  be  a  stipend, of course, to pay for having  Sylvia 
cared  for  in  some institution.  Otherwise,  Wally would not be required to 
leave her anything.

 Van  had  seen some of the institutions.   They were animal pens. 
There  seemed  to be no thought given to the comfort or health  of  the 
inmates.   They were strictly for the purpose of keeping  the  insane  out  of 
the  way  of  those who might be embarrassed, inconvenienced, or endangered 
by them.

 Van  knew  Dorthea Dix had made great strides in bettering 
conditions  for these poor unfortunate people.   She had finally been  able to 
get separate quarters for men and women, and also separation    of  the 
common  criminals,  murderers,  rapists, thieves, from those with mental 
afflictions.

 It  would  be  a  long  time, however, before these places lived  up  to 
the  standards  she  had  fought  for.   Care was especially  poor right now, 
since every nurse was needed at the front.   Dorthea had  gone  back  to  the 
North, to nurse there, but even though she  was  one  of  the  “enemy,”  she 
was  and would always be revered  in  the  South  for the outstanding work she 
had done.   
 “What  we  need,”  Van  thought,  “Is  a  hundred...a  thousand Dorthea Dix's.”

 In  any  case  he could not think of allowing Sylvia to go into  one  of 
these  institutions.  It was possible, he knew, with  money, to obtain good care 
for one in her condition.   One could  not,  however, depend on that good care 
continuing, even after  the  money  had been paid, if close watch wasn't kept to 
see  that  administrators  and  stewards  were constrained from temptation.

 “I  will  never  put her in an institution, but as long as Wally  lives, 
he can do with her as he pleases.   She is almost as  truly  his property as are 
the slaves.   I will have to kill Wally.   Otherwise there will be no justice either 
for Sylvia or the  Blacks.  In  the meantime, I will have to protect Sylvia, the 
hapless  slaves, and even myself, from Wally...and the law that is on Wally's 
side.”

 



CHAPTER 54 

  He  looked  at  his  watch again.   “Wally must have caught the 
train.   At least he hasn't come back.   He more than likely took  it  for granted, 
just as he always did, that I would keep my  word.” Van  had  never  lied to 
Wally about anything.   He thought  now,  that  Wally  had feigned the need for 
this trip, just  to  get  rid  of Van.   He couldn't have wanted Van around after 
seeing  how  determined he was to find out about Sylvia.   
 Even  though  Wally  would  know  that  Van  could  do  nothing legally,  he 
would  also  know  that  Van would not accept the situation  without  making a 
great deal of trouble, if he found out anything more than Wally had told him.

 Van  decided  to wait and bide his time.   He would have to do  a  lot 
of  thinking.  He  would  use  some  time  to  get acquainted with the  slaves. 
They  generally  would  not  defy  their master's word.  The  punishment  for 
that  being  a  lessen too dearly learned.  But  he  expected he could get them 
to help him.   He would  have  to do a lot of plotting.   It would be easier to go 
in  search  of  Wally  and  get  the  thing  over  with, but he couldn't  leave.   If 
Wally returned while he was gone, he would go  to  any  ends to defeat Van in 
all of his intentions.   That would not be hard to do, with  the law behind him.

 Van  spent  some  time talking with those of the slaves he thought  he 
could  trust.  He  marked in his mind the ones he probably  could  depend 
upon.   Most of them were altogether too frightened  to  do anything that might 
antagonize their master.   
 Others  were  too  flighty, too old, too young, too resigned to their  situation. 
He  picked  three that he believed he could depend  on  to  do  his bidding.   He 
believed that each of them would  recognize  the  seriousness  of  the 
consequences if his plans  did  not succeed.   One of these was old Cobb, the 
father of  Emily,  the  parlor  maid  who had been raped at the age of twelve, in 
sight of her own parents and the others.

 Cobb  was  crippled and bent from the beating he had taken for 
trying to defend his daughter, but he was wiry...strong in mind  and  heart.   He 
did not fear death.   He wanted revenge on Wally  and  safety  for  his fellow 
slaves, more than he wanted life.  He  saw  that  his  only chance for that, was 
to follow Van's orders to the best of his ability.

 Another  was a strong, beautifully built young man, Jacob, who  was 
in  love with Emily.   His hatred knew no bounds.   He, too,  would  take  any 
chances  to have his vengeance on Wally, and  to  have  a  chance,  even  if 
remote, to make a life with Emily.

 The  third  was  Cora.   She had been the only one with the courage 
to  tell  Van about Sylvia.   That took a lot of nerve.   
 She  hadn't  much  reason  to trust Van, and she certainly knew what the 
tendencies and the punishments of her master were.

 Van  made  his  new  consorts vow, with their hands on the Bible,  not 
to  say  a word to anyone about his plans.   He did give them  permission to tell 

all the other slaves that he was going to  see  that  they  were removed from 
this plantation, sold to more  sensitive  masters, or freed.   In the meantime, 
they were to  go  on  working  as  if nothing had happened.   He knew they 
would  be  suspicious  about  the  new  circumstances,  but  he believed  they 
would  be  so  glad  to  think there might be a chance  to  be  freed, that they 
would not disobey the order to keep all they knew to themselves.

 Van  turned  to  the three blacks who were waiting for his word  on 
actions  to  be  taken.  “There's an overseer, isn't there.   Where is he?  What is 
he like?

 “De  obehseah  name  be  Albeht.  He as ebil as the mastah hisself,” 
Cora  said.  “He  lub to use the whup, an 'e lub to use  the  brandin' irhon. 
Massa allus like to know fust, when he gonna  punish a bad niggah.   He like to 
watch.   Mastah Broderick like  to punish, but he skeered too, ob the mastah, 
so he do whut the mastah axe.”

 “The  overseer will have to be one of the first concerns,” Van  said. 
“As soon as he catches wind of what is going on, he will  go  for  help.  Any 
help  he  can get would be right in restoring  him  back  to  authority and 
arresting me.   We can't let  that  happen.” He gave orders to the three to keep 
guard over  Sylvia.  They were given rifles and pistols from Wally's cabinet. 
Van  assured himself that the two men and Cora could use  the  arms  properly. 
He felt confident that these people would  be  as  trustworthy in carrying out 
any required action, as Maib had been.   No one could ask more.

 Van  asked  directions  to  the  overseer's  quarters.   He found  the 
man  there  asleep, just as the Negroes had said he would  be  at that time of 
day.   He was stunned and belligerent when  he  saw  Van.  He  was  used  to 
having  authority  and accustomed  to  wielding the means to enforce his own 
commands.   
 Van  had to hit him just once, however, to convince him that he should 
become  docile.  He  whimperingly  began  to do as Van ordered.  His  too 
white  skin  hanging  over  his  belt, his disgusting  stench,  his  shifty  eyes, 
turned Van's stomach.  He  proceeded  without  any  delay, however,  to push a 
pistol into the man's back and order him up to the house.

 He  ordered  the  fat,  puffing  man  up the stairs to the attic.  He 
shoved  his  victim  into  the  jail that had held Sylvia.     Van  and  the  two 
eager  black  men  repaired  and reinforced the door.   

 The  captive,  when he saw the people who had been subject to  his 
every  word  for so long, regained some of his bluster and  began  to threaten 
and curse them.   He promised the blacks that  he  would see them boiled in oil 
for their perfidy.   They cringed,  as  they  never before had been in a position 
to defy the  orders  of  a  white  man.  But  their confidence in this mysterious 
stranger  who  had  appeared  to  make  such sudden changes  in  their  lives, 
reassured them.   They were beguiled and  gleeful.  They  would have torn the 
overseer apart bit by bit,  if Van hadn't had them in complete control.   They 
had put their trust in him.



 The  blacks  were  told  that  they were to go about their work  as 
usual, but if anyone should show up making inquiries, they  were  to  say  that 
the  overseer was sick and was being cared  for  up  at  the  big  house.   They 
were to say that the master  had  gone  into  Charleston, and was expected back 
that night--whatever  day  the  inquiry  might  be  made.   The field hands 
would  be  apt  to  do  as they were instructed, as they actually  didn't  know 
anything different.   Van knew, too, that out  of  necessity,  black people in 
most instances, had become as  one  big  family,  keeping secrets they believed 
would help the  cause  of  any  one  of  them,  and  warning each other as 
quickly  as  possible,  of  anything they didn't understand, or thought  boded 
danger.   If Old Cobb and Cora told them what to say,  they would probably 
say just that, knowing that these two were loyal to all the family of slaves.

 Van  posted  Cobb  at watch for Wally's return.   Jacob was to  take 
his  place  four hours later.   Van would replace him, then,  until  daylight.  He 
didn't  really  think Wally would return  with  any  knowledge  of  what was 
taking place, but he wanted to be ready for any eventuality.

 He  went to bed, exhausted.   He fell asleep instantly.   He was 
awakened in what seemed like just a few minutes, by a loud cackling  woman's 
laugh.  He  lit  a  lamp.   He pulled a robe around  him and bounded out the 
door and down to the room where Sylvia  now  slept.  She  sat  on the bed, 
staring into space.   
 Her  hair  was  disheveled.  Her nightclothes were twisted and torn  into 
shreds.  She  had  stopped  the horrible laughing.   
 When  he entered the room, she looked up and smiled and reached out  her 
arms.   “Van!” she called, with a look of recognition.   
 His  surge  of  joy was overpowering.   He set the lamp down and walked  to 
her,  but  before  he could take her hands, she had turned  away  and begun 
humming a little tune, the vacuous look back  in  her  eyes.  He held her hands, 
but she seemed not to know  it.   He stroked her forehead.   He talked to her. 
He felt crushed that she had  gone  back  into  the  darkness  so quickly...but 
he  was  encouraged  that she had recognized him for the fleeting moment.

 “I  wish  I knew what it means.” he thought.   “What is the best 
procedure?  Is there anything I can do to help awaken her mind  again  to 
reality? Just  as  soon  as I can get things settled,  I  will  take  her  to  the best 
doctors.   Get things settled? How  am  I  going  to get things settled?  I have 
no powers  whatsoever  to  take  any  steps toward settling things here.”

 The  two  black  women  pampered  Sylvia.  They  prepared 
delicacies  several  times  a  day,  cooing  and coaxing her to eat.  They 
washed  her hair and brushed it incessantly.   They dressed  her  in her most 
attractive garments.   They encouraged her  to  walk  with  them  outside,  to 
look at the trees, the flowers.  They  made bouquets and slipped them into her 
hands.   
 They knew she had always loved flowers.

 Van  spent  hours  with  her, too.   He talked about things he thought 
she might be interested in, avoiding everything he thought  might  bring  back 
unpleasant memories.   She continued to  fail to respond, except that she 

sometimes looked at him as if  she  understood, and sometimes she would 
whimper, as if she might  be  trying to put something into words.   At other 
times, she would sob convulsively, her whole body shaking.

 Once  after  such  an  outburst, she turned away from Van, mumbling. 
Her  mumbling became more coherent, and turned into barely  discernible 
words.   “It was so awful, Van.   I loved you so much.   He knew I could never 
marry you after...”

 “Yes,”  Van  said,  “go  on.”  But she had gone back again into her 
private limbo.

 Van  had  not forgotten that he was supposed to be looking for a 
traitor,  who  was  giving  trouble  to  the  Southern armies.     He  had  to get 
something done here, and get back to work.  He  knew that Maib had come 
back and was working on the problem,  and  he  felt  that  whatever was to be 
learned, Maib would  learn  it.   That was some comfort.   Van never vacillated 
about  decisions.   Even though he felt a weighty responsibility to  his  country 
to help find the traitor,  he knew what he was going  to  do,  right  or  wrong. 
He knew he was not going to leave  Sylvia  and  the blacks until he could find 
some kind of answer to their problems.

 One  morning,  Sylvia  responded  to  the  girls  as  they ministered to 
her.   “Thank you,” she said in her old way.

 Both  of  the  black  women began to talk at once.   “Thank you,” 
Sylvia said again, wistfully.     “I'm  so  tired, Mandy...Emily.  Please  just  let 
me  sleep.” The two woman tucked Sylvia into bed and walked softly from the 
room.

 Van  was  encouraged when he heard about this.   He went to sit 
beside Sylvia.   When  she  awoke  she  looked  at  him, startled.  “It's  really 
you!”  she said,  “I dreamed you had come! Oh,  Van, I'm so glad to see you!” 
The tears sprang to her  eyes  and  she was sobbing again.   Van put his arms 
around her.

 “It's  all  right  dear.   Don't cry.   It's all over.   I've come  to...to  see 
that Wally doesn't hurt you any more.” She stared  at  him,  fear  in  her 
countenance.   She clung to his hand.  “It's  all right,” he repeated.   “Wally 
will never hurt you, or the others again.   I will see to that.”

 “Van! Is  that possible?  Can you prevent him from...can you  handle 
him?  What can you do?”  Van didn't know the answer to  that question, if 
there was any answer other than simply to kill Wally,  but he went on 
reassuring Sylvia.   He was seething with anger.  “I'll  see  to  it,”  he repeated. 
“I'll take care of Wally.  He  will never hurt anyone again.   He has done all the 
damage he is going to do.   He is going to pay!”

 Van's  anger  with  Wally  and his joy at Sylvia's greatly improved 
state created a turbulence, a labyrinth from which he must  calmly  find  his 
way to the light of logic, disregarding his  treacherous  emotions.  Among 
those disturbing emotions, Van  recognized  curiosity.  He had for so long 
needed to know why  Sylvia  had so suddenly decided to marry Wally.   The 
words she  had  said  the day before were branded into his brain.   “I loved  you 
so much.   He knew I could never marry you after...”  



 What  had  she  started  to  say?  After what?  He had to know.   
 Now  that  he  knew  what  Wally was really like, nothing would surprise him. 
 
    He  refrained  from  prodding Sylvia into talking about it right  now.  It 
would  be  too painful for her, he knew.   But when  the  time was right he 
would question her.   When the time was  right  it would be a cleansing of her 
spirit, he believed,  
 to  tell  him  all  about what Wally had done to make her think that  afterward 
she  had  no right to marry Van.   He felt sure that  he  knew  now,  what  it 
was, and if he was right, he was more  convinced  than  ever  that the only 
justice would be for him to kill Wally.

 He  kept  feeling  that he had to rid the world of Wally-- but  he 
knew it was not in his nature to kill any man.   He was consoling  himself, and 
the others, with the thought of it, but he  knew  it  would  have  to be Sylvia's 
and the Negroes lives against  Wally's,  if  anything ever really could push him 
into doing it.

 He  remembered  with  a sharp ache in his gut, the hideous feeling  he 
had had when he thought he was going to hang, there in  Benton  City.   “I sure 
ain't ahankerin' to swing,” he said, but  if it really comes to the point where I 
have to kill Wally to  protect  Sylvia  and  the blacks from further atrocities, I 
will  swing  before  I  will  allow  it.  “I'll  certainly  do everything  in  my 
power to prevent it's coming to that, but if that   is   the  only 
    answer,  so  be  it.” It was the nearest Van had ever come to vacillating 
about any decision.

 “You're  preoccupied,  Van.  I  know you have taken on an enormous 
responsibility.  One that shouldn't be yours at all.   
 Maybe  you  should  just go, my dear, good, friend.   You cannot do  yourself 
any good by staying here.   I doubt if you know how treacherous Wally  is...or 
his  power.   You are putting your very  life  in  jeopardy.  Wally, himself, is a 
coward, but he has  a crew who works with him.   They are without conscience 
as he  is.  They  would  do anything for money.   They have made a lot  of 
money, working with Wally.   He thinks I don't know, but it  wasn't  too  hard 
to  put two and two together through the years.  They  are  renegades, Van. 
They are unspeakably evil.   
 They are swine.   I know enough to hang them all.”

 Those  words  “I  know  enough to hang them all,” struck a chord  in 
Van.  Maybe  this was the way out.   Yet, he doubted that  what  Wally  had 
done,  villainous  as  it was, extended beyond  his  household  and his slaves. 
As much as that called for  the  utmost  degree  of  punishment,  the law would 
not do anything about it.

 “I  have  been  doing  a lot of thinking,”  Van said.  “You know  you 
have  almost no legal rights.   The blacks have none.  Everything  I  do  will 
have to be in direct opposition to the law.

 “It  worries me terribly, Van.   I'm frightened.   You don't know  how 
treacherous Wally is...along with his accomplices.   I don't  want  you  hurt.  I 
don't  want  you taking such great chances.”

 “The  one  thing  I  don't  want,  is  for  you  to worry, Sylvia.  I  am 
not going to take any chances I don't have to.   
 I  know  'caution is the better part of valor'...or whatever it is.  I  will certainly 
be careful.   But I do intend to get the job  done  one  way or another.”  He 
hesitated.   “You mentioned these  cohorts  of Wally's before.   Who are they? 
How many are there? Where  does  he  contact  them?  Tell me all you know.   
 Cora called them, 'some old flinty friends.'“

 “There  are  five now,” she said, “Unless he has picked up 
    another  one  or  two  somewhere,  lately.   There were six, but they  killed 
one.  As  far  as I could make out, that one was injured  and  they  couldn't 
bother  to  take him along.   They couldn't  take  the  chance  of  his  being 
caught and made to talk,so  they  killed  him.  Cold?  Ruthless?”  She 
shuddered.   
 “They killed him, like one would an injured animal.”

 “Must  make  the  others real trusting of each other,” Van said.
 “I  never  could find out where they meet.   They came here a  time 

or  two,  but I believe Wally has some way to let them know  when  he  has 
plans for a foray, and they meet somewhere else.  It could be Albert,” she 
continued thoughtfully.   “Yes, it  could  well be Albert.   He will do anything 
Wally tells him to,  and  I  expect  Wally  drops  him off a few crumbs now and 
then.  He  bargains off some of the black women...I don't know for what.”  She 
brushed away tears impatiently.

 “That's  all  over  now,”  he  promised once more.   “Don't cry.   It 
will never happen again.”

 The  fear  was still in her eyes as she looked at Van.   “I hope  you're 
right.  I  believe  you.  But, Van there are at least  five  of  them.  They  are 
ruthless.  The  others are contemptuous  of  Wally, but they follow his orders, 
because he is  so  sly.  He  makes all the plans and they never fail.   He has 
made them all rich.”

 “What is it they do?”  Wally asked.   “Just rob banks?”
 “Oh,  no! That's  part  of  it, of course, but they have other  ways. 

Van is thought of as a very valuable spy for the North.  He takes information to 
them.   They pay him well...but he  became  bolder  and  bolder.  He began to 
rob and rape and cover his tracks when  necessary by burning and murdering.”

 Van  began  to  laugh  and  Sylvia looked at him, shocked.   
 “Van!” There was panic in her voice; horror.

 “My  God,” Van explained, “he is the man I am under orders to  find. 
I had him right here under my thumb and let him get away! He's  also  the man 
Daniel was looking for.   Nothing on earth     could 
    have  made me believe Wally would turn out like this.   But it's true.  I'm 
sorry, Sylvia.   Anyway, the North has caught on and they  are  hot  on Wally's 
trail, and I have a partner too, who has  found  out  quite  a  lot  about him. 
The Northern people still  pay  Wally  and  encourage him to bring 
information, but they  intend  to  hang  him.  He  has  become  so bold that he 
doesn't  even  bother  to  take good information, any more.   He has become 
nothing more than a menace to them.”



 Van  would  tell her later, about his having been mistaken for  Wally 
and  almost  hanged.   He would tell her about being saved  from  the  noose by 
a spunky little girl, who had hardly been  off his mind, through all the mental 
turmoil.   Of course, he would give due credit, too, to a spy from the North.

 “If  I  can  produce  evidence  of Wally's perfidy the law will  take 
him and deal properly with him...but absolute proof of  that would be difficult. 
In the meantime, Wally could gain the  upper  hand  and put the lives of Sylvia 
and the blacks in jeopardy.  I  don't  have  only Wally to contend with.   Sylvia 
said  there  are  at  least  five  of  them,  all merciless and determined.   All 
confident.”

 They  prepared and waited and watched.   Van was touchy and 
nervous.  He wanted to get this thing over with.   He felt that Wally  was 
finished with his satanic works, but he didn't feel all  the confidence he had 
tried to exhibit for the sake of the others.

 

CHAPTER 55 

Van  and  Sylvia  sat  on  the  big,  front  porch.   Emily brought  mint 
juleps in dainty goblets.   Van considered these a lady's  drink,  but he didn't 
intend to complain.   Sylvia still had  a haggard look, but she had improved so 
much that Van felt there  was  no  reason  he couldn't expect her to go on 
gaining weight  and  confidence.   The tenseness remained, but that too, would 
disappear, he believed, when the matter of Wally was settled.

 However,  he had thought a great deal about whether or not he  could 
depend on Sylvia's  mental disorder being completely cured.  Might  it  return 
under stress?  He couldn't be sure.   
 He  very  much wanted to know what she thought about it, but he didn't  know 
how  to  put  the  question  into  words  without disturbing her.   She solved the 
problem for him.

 “You  know,  Van.   I don't believe I will ever come to the place 
where I have to go into hiding from myself and the world again.  I don't know, 
of course, what might have happened, but what  I  believe  is,  that  I  simply 
could not cope with the things  I  saw  happening.  I was helpless and 
frightened.   It seems  as though I simply turned my mind off and went into 
that mental  collapse  on  purpose.   It was awful, but not as bad, I believe,  as 
standing by helplessly and watching what was going on around me.   Does that 
sound possible?”

 “It  sounds perfectly logical to me, but as soon as we can get  out of 
here, we will talk to specialists about it, and see what  they  think.  I  do 
believe  that  if you think you are completely cured, you are.

 Van  had managed to send Maib a telegram, and Maib had got one 
back  to  him.  He  was  hot  in pursuit of Wally and his gang.  Van  hoped that 
Maib could handle the situation without serious  problems.  He  worried about 
Maib, and knew he should be  there  to help, but he knew, too, that Maib 
would know when to  get  help;  that he would not take any unnecessary 
chances.   
 He  had  sent every bit of information he could about this wily man.

 Sylvia  was  dressed  becomingly  in blue and silver lace.   
 “Nothing  could  set  off her dainty features better than those colors,”  Van 
thought.   Her hair was so light that it sometimes appeared  to  be  silvery 
gold.  Her  eyes  were  a blue that matched  the  blue  of  her gown.  “She is a 
pretty picture,” he thought.

 “I  don't  suppose  words  could  describe,” he said, “the comparison 
between  this and what the poor devils out there on the  front  are  going 
through.”  He hadn't meant to inject any 
    unpleasant  thoughts, but his mind was on the war, and what the situation of 
the South was at this time.

 Sylvia  seemed  to  meditate  on  what  he  had said.   She smiled  and 
her  little  pearly  teeth  gleamed.  “You are so conscientious,  Van.   It is surely 
good to hear someone talk of something  other  than  his  own wishes.   Of 
course, I wouldn't have  fallen  in love with you if you hadn't been like you 
are.   
 But  you've  done  your part.   You deserve a rest.   You deserve something  for 
yourself.”  She leaned forward so that she could look  into  his  eyes.  “Van,” 
she said, “I know they need you out  there, but we need you, too.   You could 
do so much for the war  effort  from  right here.   We could put the whole place 
in corn,  potatoes,  anything  the boys might need.   You said they were  short 
of food.   They can't fight without proper rations.   
 We  could ship wagon-loads of food!  We could put all the older ones  to 
spinning and weaving, and sewing, making bandages.   I want  to  do  all  I 
can,  Van.   I wouldn't know how to do it, alone.  Wont  you  stay  here  with 
me?”  Her face had turned pink,  but  she  went  on  determinedly.  “We could 
do so much together.  And  oh,  Van,  I  do  need you so much.  I know I'm 
being  shameless...but this isn't a time to be coy.   I think it is time for honesty 
and...”

 “You  couldn't  be  immodest if you tried,” he smiled.   “I suppose 
the  girl  I  knew  four  years ago wouldn't have said that,  but  I'm  glad  you 
can  be honest with me.   It means a great  deal,  I think, for people to be able 
to put aside their habitual  formalities at times when it is more meaningful to 
do so.  I  like straightforward, honest, talk between people.” He smiled, 
thinking  of  Laura.  Formalities  had never bothered her.  You could just about 
depend upon what she said, as being what  she  meant.  “Strange,” he said to 
himself, “that though she  is  completely  honest  in  everything  she  says,  she 



is infinitely  more  difficult  to read than this woman who always speaks  in a 
manner  considered to be 'well-bred.'  Even though this  is  often not quite 
honest, it is traditional, and ladies are  held  in  respect  for  it.”    He  could 
almost know what Sylvia  was thinking before she  said  it.   Laura never 
ceased to astonish him.   He brought himself  back  out  of  his  reverie.  He 
had  never meant to compare  these  two  women.   He had found himself 
doing so more often than he liked to admit.

 “I  am flattered,” he said, “and I would like nothing more than  to 
stay  here  with you.   But I have to go back, Sylvia, just  as  soon  as  it  is 
possible for me to leave.   I have a conscience  that  tells  me  what  I  have to 
do.   I am quite a slave  to  that  conscience.   I sometimes don't like my 
master, but  he  drives  me  just  as  Albert  drove  the slaves.   It's something 
you  can't  displace,  though,  as  we displaced old Albert.   I think my driver is 
forever.”

 “I  wonder,”  she said, “what it is that causes a man like you  to  have 
such  a  demanding  conscience, and someone like Wally to have none, 
whatsoever.”

 “Yeah,  It's  strange how I used to envy Wally his ability to  cast  all 
restrictions  to  the winds and just be himself.   
 The  things he did seemed like merely taking his freedom.   They struck  me 
as  being  peccadillos, at most.   Especially, since all  the  other  boys  were 
always daring him, and enjoying his boldness  and  audacity.  Then,  when he 
was older, he was the most  popular  one  in our crowd.   He was so damned 
attractive, with  that black, curly hair and mischievous blue eyes.   He had an 
attitude  of  self-assurance  all the girls liked...and the boys  too,  for  that 
matter.   He was always in demand.   That's why  I  was  so damn relieved 
when you told me you loved me.   I knew  I had some real competition in 
Wally.   He was a hell of a lot  more  fun to be with than I was.   You used to 
get after me about  my  solemn  ways.  That's  why,  too, I wasn't all that 
surprised  when  you decided to turn to Wally.   He had a way of getting  what 
he wanted.”  He saw that she had turned pale and took  her  hand.  “I'm sorry, 
Sylvia.   That was thoughtless of me.  I  was  just  thinking  about  what you 
said, and rambled on...”

 “No,  Van,  I  would  like  to  be  honest  and face up to everything. 
Wally  is  rotten  from  the core.   He has caused more 
    suffering  than  any man has a right to cause in this world.   I think  God 
will  deal with men like that, when they meet their maker.”

 “Maybe...but  I  intend  to  deal  with him right here and now.  God 
may deal with him in an appropriate way, but I can't take  a chance on the 
things he might do before he goes to meet that  maker,  if  I  don't  take a hand. 
I want to see that he never  causes  another  day's  suffering for anyone.   Yes, 
he's done far more than his share of that, and he's all through.” Sylvia 
shivered.  “It  frightens me, Van.   I know how capable you  are,  but it 
frightens me just the same.”  After a moment, Sylvia  continued.   “Where will 
you go from here, Van?  You say you  have  some  things  you have to take 
care of before you go back to the front.”

 “Yes,  I  have  several  things  to  see to.   Some will be interesting, 
and some quite obnoxious, probably.”

 “Dangerous, you mean!”
 “Well, not so dangerous.   Just unusual.”
 “Unusual?  Unusual in what way?”
 He  grinned.  “Well,  for instance, there is a little gal in a bordello 

back in Ashland...”
 He  heard  her  gasp and looked up.  “Oh Sylvia, I'm sorry.   

 I've  been  out  around rough men and coarse women for so long, I'm  afraid 
I've grown vulgar.   I didn't mean to offend you.   I keep  forgetting  what  a 
sensitive little thing you are.   I do respect  your refinement, your good taste. 
I always loved your modesty.   I didn't mean to offend you.   Please forgive 
me.”

 She  didn't  seem  to  hear  him.   She was staring at him.   
 “Van,”  she  said,  “do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that you have actually 
consorted  with  a...whore?” She whispered the last word.”

 “Please  forgive me, dear.   Let's just forget all about my past errors. 
I've done a lot of things I'm not proud of.”

 “Please  tell  me.   Never mind my...prudishness.   Have you really 
ever been in a bordello?”

 He  was sorry he had said anything about it.   “Sylvia, are    you sure 
you want to hear this?    It's really  a little...bazaar.”

 “Yes, Van,  I  want  to  hear  all  about  it.  I  have discovered  that 
my  'modesty,'  as  you so kindly call it, is merely  prudishness.  I am not about 
to turn off my standards, or  become  immoral,  but  I  have  grown up a bit...I 
hope.   I might  as  well  face  what  life is, rather than what I always wanted it 
to be.”

 “Well,”  Van  was  still reluctant to talk about this sort of  thing  with 
Sylvia.   “Actually, I was a little drunk...and angry,  too,  the  first  time  I went 
to Madam Doyne's.   I was being vindictive  against  I  know  not  exactly 
what...fate maybe...when  you  married  Wally.  Anyway,  it was more anger 
that  sent  me  there,  than  the  desire  to  assuage  my  hot passions.  I had 
been in whorehouses before, quite a number of times, but I had never seen 
anything like this one.

 “It  is  as  rich and fine as any mansion in Virginia.   It is  a  lot more 
flamboyant, not as elegant, but attractive in a coarse  way.  It's  done  mostly 
in  red  velvet,  with thick carpets,  jet lighting, marble floors, polished wood 
banisters, and  baroque  mirrors  all  over the place.   And girls...pretty girls, 
mostly.” He looked  at  Sylvia,  hoping  he  could gracefully  get around this 
talk.   She was still attentive, her eyes  riveted on him, her pupils enlarged and 
dark.   He sighed.     “Well,  you  know what to expect in a place like that...or 
of  course  you  don't! What a ridiculous thing to say.”  Van was  more 
agitated than he wanted to admit.   His long training in  self-control  came  to 
the fore and he continued.   “Most of the  girls  are pretty.   Some more, some 
less.   When you go in, it's  more like a big party.   There are men and women 
laughing, joking,  drinking,  dancing,  gambling  and  just talking.   The girls 



are  all dressed in pretty clothes: fashionable...but to exaggerate  their  most 
enticing  curves...anything to magnify their  best  features.   Eroticism, of 
course, is their stock in trade.     Their  gowns  are  usually  well-made,  and 
low-cut.   
 Actually,  our most elite society ladies wear them just as low, but...well,  you 
know  about all that.   After a while you will see  couples  going up the stairs 
    together.  They  look as much like married couples, newlyweds, as  they do 
couples just seeking each other out for the purpose of copulation.

 “Well,  the  first  time  I  went  there,  I  actually was looking  for  a 
certain girl I had heard about.  Maggie was a very pretty  girl.  She looked like 
a fashionable lady.   She was  dressed  more  modestly  than the others.   She 
didn't look like  one of them, or act like one of them.   I was attracted to her, 
just  as I would have been if I had met her at one of the social  affairs.  She 
would have stood out at any one of them, as  a  beauty  and as one with great 
poise and grace.   I had to laugh  at  myself  for  going  to  a  place  like that 
and then picking  the  most  unlikely  one  in  the group.   Such are the 
indiscretions of men.

 “I  knew  she would be expensive.   But what the hell did I care 
about money then?  It was about a year or two after I had lost  you,  Sylvia.  I 
hadn't talked to her over five minutes until  I  decided  I  liked this girl.   It 
doesn't surprise you any  more  than it surprised me.   At first I had gone there 
for the  sole  purpose  of defying all my old tenets of decency.   I guess  I  was 
trying to prove that I was no longer the man who had  loved  and  lost you.  All 
I was looking for was a sex- machine.  I  didn't care much how it was 
constructed.  The less human,  the  better.  Later, though, I had discovered that 
the bordellos  were  a  good  source of recruits to get information for  me 
about  what the officers from the North were doing.   I had  heard  about 
Maggie's  popularity,  and decided to have a talk  with  her.  She  immediately 
made me feel again, made me proud  again,  made  me  care about myself 
again.   I never knew whether  she  invited  me,  or whether I invited her, 
upstairs, but  it  felt  as  natural  and  right  as  if...well,  it felt natural.  There 
was nothing awkward, brazen, obscene.   It was just  an  art  of alleviating 
pain, erasing heartache, soothing the soul.

 “By  the  time  I  left,  I  felt as if I had known Maggie always.  I  had 
come to admire and respect her.   She probably knew  more  about  me  than 
any  other  person  on  earth.  I considered  her one  of my best friends, and I 
knew I would always cherish that friendship.  I  knew  she  respected me.   She 
despised most of her customers.   But she did her job well, even with them.”

 “It's  really  funny,”  she  said, “the notions people get about  things 
when  they don't know anything about them.   This will  sound  terribly  naive 
to  you...or  maybe just terribly silly, but  I  always  had  the  idea  that  the 
girls  were naked...or  in  various stages of dress; all in there together, and  that 
the  men  sort  of  picked  them out hit or miss, by whomever  was  nearest.   I 
didn't even think it would matter to a  man whether or not the woman was 
attractive.   I didn't think about  their  having  the  modesty  to go to separate 
rooms.   I thought  everything  probably happened right there, in front of 

everybody  else.  After all, if one doesn't have any morals or standards,  why 
does  it  matter  how  they  do things such as that? Why draw the line at any 
certain place?”

 “Damned  if  I know,” Van laughed.   “I guess it is because all  the 
time each one is kidding himself.   The men are trying to  make  themselves 
believe that this is their right, because of  the  way  they are made, or because 
they have been hurt, or because  they think they have missed out on something. 
I think some  of  them even confuse this act with love.   Others want to do 
things  considered  perverse,  to  satisfy  some  contrary desire,  but  they  don't 
want  to  be  considered  different, either.  You'd  be  surprised  at  the  dignity 
these  people profess  when  they  are  out  in  the  world, conducting their 
businesses,  running their plantations, or consulting with each other  about  the 
best way to run a city, a county, or a state.  Oh,  we're  the  elite  that visit these 
places, Sylvia.   We're the  best  citizens.” He  looked  at  her, grinning, as if to 
lighten the blow of something that would be hurtful to her.

 “I  see  now,”  she  said,  “how  utterly  absurd my ideas were.   Not 
only about that, but about many things, I suppose.”

 “It  may  not be as absurd as you think.   I could tell you things I've 
seen that even shocked me.”

 “All  right.  Please  do.”  She was calm now and sincere; 
    expectant.

 “Why  did  I  say  that?” Van  asked himself.   “I didn't really  want 
to  talk  about  this  sort of thing in the first place.   What a fool!”

 “Well,  when  I was out in California--I was out there for a  spell in 
'60...there was a place;  It was as ostentatious as Doyne's, but a  damn  sight 
wilder  and  that's  making  a statement.  Anyhow, one of the games they had 
there, was, they had  a  big rotating table in the middle of the floor.   All the 
girls  were  practically  naked,  and sometimes they pulled off what  little 
clothes they had on.   They all stood on the table and  it went 'round and 
'round.   The game was for a man to pick out  which  girl  he  wanted, and then 
he was to jump up on the table  and  take  her right there, if he wanted to.   You 
had to pay  well  to  get into this game in the first place.   Then, if you  missed 
and  fell  back...and it's no cinch to jump onto a rotating  table,  even  if  you're 
sober, but if you missed you had to pay a forfeit.”

 “Did you have to pay a forfeit, Van?”
 Van  laughed.  “I  didn't  enter  into  that game.   I can truthfully  say 

it didn't appeal to me.   I watched though, and have  to admit that it was 
exciting to gamble on whether or not a  certain  man  would succeed.   It 
depended a good deal on how drunk  he  was, and the drinks were cheap there; 
sometimes even free,  so  there  weren't  very many sober men.   But the circle 
was  always  full and men waiting in line.   I did have a notion to  try it once. 
Was tempted as hell.   Just wanted to see if I could  do  it.  If  there'd been a 
girl there that appealed to me,  I  might  have.  The girls were all so painted 
and coarse looking  that I couldn't see myself enjoying the company of any of 
them.” He  laughed.  “What  did I say about not giving a damn  about  how 
one  was  constructed?    Guess that couldn't have been entirely true.”



 “That's  another  thing,  Van.  How  does  a man choose a girl.  I 
can't see why it would make any difference which one you had, since it's 
just...just for...”

 Van  had  lost  his  embarrassment  and  was  amused.  He admired 
    her  for  being able to set aside her former fastidiousness and talk  openly 
about this.   He knew it wasn't entirely curiosity, even  though that would not 
have been objectionable to him, but it was a desire, as she had said, to “grow 
up.”

 “I've  seen some places of real horror, and I've seen some quite 
decent whorehouses.   There was one...”

 “A  decent  whorehouse! I  have  to laugh how that would have 
struck me a few years ago!  A decent whorehouse!  It would have  sounded 
like saying a sanitary pigsty.   Nothing on earth could  have  made  me  believe 
there  was  any such thing as a decent whorehouse...or a decent whore.”

 “There  was  a  time  when I thought that, too, and we may have 
been  right.  But  it's  like my old dad used to say, 'I have the utmost respect for 
a good whore.'“

 “A good  whore.  What  an  incredible...an  interesting thought.  I 
want to hear about this woman; this good whore you have to see.   Will you tell 
me about her?”

  

CHAPTER 56

Van  looked  out  over  the  lovely  panorama.   He thought about the 
man  imprisoned  upstairs.  The  cumulous  clouds drifted  lazily.  The  trees 
swayed gently, leaves hurrying as if  they  were  all  seeking  something 
together.   The scent of magnolia  was  in  the air.   “How soon can I get away 
to go see about  Maggie,  and  find  out  if there has been any word from 
Laura,  get the letters that must be accumulating from mother.” He  had written 
to her, but he hadn't given this as an address, since he didn't want anyone to 
know exactly where he was.

 “Maggie  is  probably  my  best friend.   She is a woman of the 
bordello.  I guess she is what one would call a whore.   I can't  think  of  her  as 
anything other than a lady.   She is a fine  woman.  She  is  one  of the 
strongest women I have ever met.  She  has  more  genuine  compassion for the 
weak and the helpless    and 
    mistreated than any person I know...excepting my mother.”

 “Yes,  Van,”  she  prompted, “just because this is all new to  me  and 
irreconcilable with all I have always lived by and believed,  doesn't mean that 

it is still repugnant to me.   I am becoming  enlightened.  I want to hear all you 
have to say.   I want  to  know  all  about  this  fine  woman;  this...bordello 
woman.  If  you respect her, Van, then I do too.   But it still confuses me.  Does 
she  mind  all  these  men...buying  her favors?  I can't help wondering how she 
feels about it.”

 “Yes,”  he  said,  “She  minds.   She doesn't enjoy it, but life  isn't 
like  you  were  brought up to believe it is, dear heart.  Life,  for  some  people 
is one constant fight to keep body  and  soul together...and a fight to help 
others to do the same.  Some  people  can't pick the way they live.   They can't 
choose  their  method  of earning a living.   Life is a trap for some  people;  a 
tight,  closed,  trap  from which there is no escape.  Look out there in the field, 
Sylvia.   Do you think it is  by  choice  those people are out there laboring their 
lives away  in  the heat and the dust with no recourse?  Do you think they 
choose  to  live  out  their  lives in dirty little huts, having  no  say  about  what 
happens  to their children, their husbands,  wives,  friends...being  raped  at 
the  will of any master?”

 “I  suppose  we  do take for granted the things we grow up with. 
Those  things  we are taught by loving, highly regarded parents.  We  never 
think  to doubt their word.   I will admit that  I  never  thought  about  the 
hardships and heartaches of these  people  any  more  than  I  did  about the 
horses in the pastures...until  I saw what Wally was doing.   I've never known 
such  shame.  I  wasn't  prepared  in any aspect of my life to believe  that  a 
man  could  perpetrate  such  injustices upon others.  You  know,  Van,  when 
we  were  children we weren't allowed  to  express  any sympathy for the 
slaves.   People were always  afraid  that  someone  would  extend that 
sympathy into action,  and  cause one of the ever-feared 'uprisings.'  If the 
black  people  had ever suspected how scared their masters were of them,  they 
certainly 
    would  have raised up and freed themselves.   They had no way of knowing, 
of  course,  excepting  a few in rare instances...and they  did  accomplish quite 
improbable things.   But usually all the  power and all the means of enforcing 
that power was on the side of the owners.”

 “Yes,  and  even right now, if we were heard to be talking like  this, 
we would be ostracized, to say the least, if not in real danger.”

 “I  don't  care  about  that any more, Van, but what can I do?” I  don't 
want  to  go on like this.   I want a different kind  of  life.  I don't want to own 
other people.   What can I do?”

 I  have  been  wanting  to talk to you about that.   I have some 
notions  about  what  you  should  do.   I'll tell you all about  it  and  then  you 
can  make  up your own mind what you want.   It will be a real adjustment.   It 
will take courage.”

 “I  don't  have  much courage, Van.   I know that.   I never had  need 
of any.   I didn't know it was valuable.   I didn't try to  develop any.   But I 
want to hear what you think, and as you said,  I  will  see  if  I  can carry out 
what you think is the right  thing.  But  right now, I want to hear the rest of 



what you  were  telling  me.  What about this girl, Maggie.   Is she beautiful. 
Are you in love with her?

 “Yes,”  Van smiled, “she is beautiful.   The most beautiful girl  I 
have ever seen.   But I'm not in love with her.   I love her  as  a friend.   I 
would do anything for her.   And she would do  anything she could for me. 
I'm not in love with her, but I did  ask  her  to  marry me.   She turned me 
down.   She said she had  to  stay there to help other people she knew, who 
couldn't help  themselves.  She  has  this dream of getting out of that place 
some  time,  and  starting a home for strays.   She knows the  feeling,  the 
smothered  dreams, the horrors of life, for all  the  young kids on the streets. 
Have you ever noticed the kids  on  the  streets  of  any  city, Sylvia?  You've 
seen the waifs,  the  street urchins, the homeless, wandering around the cities. 
What do you think becomes of them?  She wants to make a home for

all the outcasts, the 
    rejected, the lost.”

 “Yes,” Sylvia  said  in a whisper.   “I've seen them, and God  forgive 
me,  I  never  gave  them  a  second thought.   Oh Van...” Tears  came  to  her 
eyes.   “How stupid I've been.   I always  thought  of  myself  as  a  good 
Christian.   I went to church.  I  kept the commandments...I thought.   I see 
what you mean,  now.  This  woman, I would have thought so much beneath 
me...that  I  would  have regarded as unfit for my company; she has  more  real 
Christianity  than  I  ever  had.   She must be loved,  and  forgiven,  by  God. 
Oh,  and  even  that  sounds supercilious.  What  a  great  deal  more He has to 
forgive in me! I was so self-righteous in my judgments.   'Judge not that ye be 
not judged...'“

 “Don't sell  yourself  short,  Sylvia.  You're  a  good woman.  They 
don't make 'em any better.   The world needs your kind  of  morality  and 
compassion as well as her kind.   We are not  apt  to  see  things we aren't 
exposed to.   We accept what we're  taught.  Especially,  by  parents  that  we 
think of as infallible.  I think we all learn a lot as we progress through this  life. 
That  is,  if  we  want  to learn anything.   Some people  would  rather not 
learn, as that calls for changing and some  people  cannot  abide the idea of 
changing.   They seem to worship their own ways of thinking, their habits and 
values.”

 “I  think  that's  true,  Van,  I'm having to change right now...but  to 
me it feels good, like throwing off old, abrasive tethers.  I've come already, to 
admire this Maggie, Van.   When can I meet her?”

 Van  was  startled.  “No,  Sylvia!  That wouldn't do.   It wouldn't  be 
'fittin,' as they say.   No.   I wanted you to know that  she  is  a  good  person, 
but  I  don't want you to feel obligated  to  associate  with  her.  None  of your 
friends or relatives  would accept her.   You'd be ostracized.   When we get 
things  straightened  out  here, and you get back with your own people,  you 
can  have a good life.   I want that for you.   You will  be  wanted  in  all  the 
best circles.   You'll be sought after.  You'll  want  to  marry  again and have 
children.   You don't     want     a     stigma    that children would have to face 
up to.”

 Sylvia  looked  away  for  a long time.   Van wondered what she  was 
thinking.  He  was  having to get re-acquainted with this  woman  he  had once 
thought he couldn't live without.   “I want  the  best of everything for you, 
Sylvia.   You're entitled to  the  best  of  everything.  You'll  find  happiness 
again, and...”

 “Yes,  I  want  the best of everything...and I am going to do  my  best 
to obtain it.   But you are mistaken if you think I could  fit  back  into  the  life 
I  used  to  adore.   I was a childish little fool.     Innocent, but a  little  fool, 
nevertheless.  I  don't  want to go back to that life.   I want to  know  what  the 
world  is  like.   I want to look at things squarely  and  to participate in...in 
making it a better place.   
 I  want  to live.   The way I went through the days and weeks of my  life 
when  I  was  young,  was nothing more than a form of atrophy.  I thought I 
was living.   I was even quite happy most of  the  time;  especially after I 
thought I was going to marry you.  But  I  always  knew  that something was 
missing.   I was always  waiting for some fulfillment, some revelation.   I think 
I've had that, now.

 “What  I  would  really like, Van,” she continued, “is for you  to  stay 
here with me.   For us to run this place and just spend  a  lot  of  time  sitting 
here  like  this, talking and drinking  mint  juleps.  But  that  would  be a form 
of decay, too.  I  would  sink  into  it  like  one  sinks  into a thick featherbed, 
go  to  sleep and never wake up.   It would be that lulling.  You're too alive, too 
vital, for that sort of thing, and  it's  probably  a very good thing for both of us, 
that you are.”

 Van  was  disturbed  by  the change in Sylvia.   She wasn't the  type 
of  woman to assume the kind of responsibilities she saw  Maggie  as having 
undertaken.   He was afraid for her.   She had always  been  delicate, 
sheltered...before  she  married Wally,  and  that  experience  had  almost 
destroyed her.   She couldn't  fend  off  the world like a stronger woman could. 
He took  her  hand.  “Sylvia,  I  do love this kind of life.   Who wouldn't? I 
could live out my days like this, and never tire of      it. It's     just     that 
    I  have a war to fight, and a few other chores to take care of, but these 
things  wont  last  forever.  Why  don't  we  get married.  I...want to take care 
of you.   I'd feel better about things  if we were married.   We would have this 
to look forward to,  and to keep us inspired.   What do you say?  This isn't the 
most  romantic way in the world to propose to a woman.”  He was thinking  of 
the  night  he  had  proposed  to  her  before; a mystical,  balmy  evening, 
when  the  whole world seemed to be built  just for the two of them.   When 
she had consented to say yes,  and  told  him  that  she  loved  him, his heart 
had been bursting  with  happiness and pride.   Could anything ever again be 
as  glorious  as  that  moment? He  wondered  if she were remembering that 
night, too.

 She  studied  him  for  a  moment.  “Van,  have  you ever proposed to 
another woman?  Have you ever loved anyone else?”

 “Well,  yes and no.   I asked Maggie to marry me.   I admire and 
respect  Maggie  a  lot,  but  I  never  was  in love with her...nor she with me.”



 “Are  you  sure  about  that,  Van? About her not loving you? Men 
are  terribly  insensitive  to  things  like  that, sometimes.  If  I  were a 
wagering woman, I would wager a good sum that she is in love with you.”

 “Why  would  she  turn  me  down then, when I asked her to marry 
me? No,  I  don't  think Maggie loves me in a romantic way.  She  likes  me  in 
the  same  way  I  like her, but she wouldn't want to spend the rest of her life 
with me.”

 “Did  it  occur  to  you  that she may be too wise and too noble  to 
marry  a  man  who  proposes  to her just because he thinks  he  can  make  a 
good life for her?  A man who doesn't love her.”

 Van  looked surprised.   “That's what you're thinking about you  and 
me,  isn't  it  Sylvia?” He  looked  grave and sad.   
 “Sylvia  I  don't  believe  either  of  us  will ever feel that delirious,  sweet, 
madness  again  that we felt for each other when  we  were  young.  But I think 
it would be foolish not to take  whatever life has to offer us, just because we 
missed out on  that.   You and I enjoy each other.   I would always be proud of 
you.  No     man     could 
    ask  for  any  more.   I think it would be a good thing for both of us.   Don't 
you, really?”

 Van  had  been thinking of Laura.   It was not true that he could 
never  feel the delirious, sweet, madness again, that he had  felt  when  he 
thought  he loved Sylvia.   He longed every moment  for  Laura, her nearness, 
her ever uncertain  ways, her delightful thinking, her unpredictable reactions, 
her enthusiasm  about learning and doing new things.   Impossible as it  was  to 
think of living without her, he believed that that was  the  most fair thing for 
her.   Maggie had assured him that Laura  probably loved him, and he had 
revelled in that thought, wanting  to  believe  and accept it.   But Laura was 
very young.   
 She  would probably fancy herself in love several times, before she  found  the 
man  who  would be right for her.   Before now, there  in Charleston, where she 
would be learning how to behave in  the  best  of  company, she had probably 
already met young, attractive,  eligible  men,  whose company she could enjoy. 
If she  had  ever  really  thought  herself  in love with him, she probably  would 
laugh at that misinterpretation of her feelings now.  He  must  seem  old  and 
jaded to her by this time.   He wanted  her  happiness  more  than anything 
else.   He would not impose  his  own needs, his own desires on her.   It 
couldn't be the  right  thing  to  do.  Whatever else, he wanted to do the right 
thing  for  Laura.  His  old  guilt feelings had arisen again.  If  he  were 
married  to Sylvia, he believed he could make  himself  forget  about  his 
misbegotten  passion for the little  girl  with  whom  he  had  spent  so  many 
weeks in the countryside.  Surely  this  ache  in  his whole being, to have her, 
would not continue forever.

 “Will  you  give  me a little time to think about it, Van?  
 What is it you were going to propose that I do otherwise?

 “We  have lost the war,”  Van said.   “I know it is treason to  come 
out  and say it.   We are all supposed to pretend that everything  is going fine. 

But it's all nonsense.   We lost the war...who knows  when? Probably  the  day 
we  started  it.   Jefferson  Davis  and so many others were sure that England 
and France      and even  Mexico  would  come  to  our  aid.  Maybe  if  that 
had happened,  we  would  have had a chance, but they couldn't help seeing 
what  a  tremendous  advantage  the  North had in every way.     They wanted 
to  be  on  the  winning  side.  That's politics.  Oh,  we  did  get  a  few loads of 
arms, dry goods, boots,  and  so forth from England and a few items from 
France, but  Napoleon  wasn't sticking his neck out any more.   He could see 
just  as  well as anyone else could, who would look at the circumstances,  that 
we didn't have the wherewithal to fight a war.  We didn't have the factories, the 
ships, the collateral, the  manpower, the North had to begin with.   We have 
managed to do  miraculously  well,  considering the circumstances.   We can 
be  proud,  but  we  will  not  survive  as  a  nation.   We are doomed.  That  is 
just honest talk.   Truth.   Our men have been valiant.  No  more could have 
been expected of them.   But they are  getting  discouraged.  They know all 
their sacrifices are in  vain.  We've lost most of our seaports, most of our ships, 
our rivers, and nearly all of our railroads.

 “Still  the  men  fight  on,  and  win  battles, even when they're 
overwhelmed  in  numbers.  General  Grant,  and  the others,  too,  know that 
they don't have to sacrifice their men as  we  do.  All  they  have to do is wait 
until ours are worn down.  They fight a war of attrition.   Even at that Grant 
lost three  men  to  our  one in the last battle.   Incredible, isn't it? And  sad. 
We  don't  really  have  a  chance.   The odds against us are just too great. 
Were from the beginning.”

 “I  knew  things were bad, Van, but I didn't know how bad.   
 What will become of us?  What will happen after the war ends?”

 “What  always  happens  after  a  war? We will do as our captors 
direct us to do.   There will be more suffering.   There will  be  injustices. 
There'll  be plundering.   There will be destruction  and  rape.  Oh,  they're  not 
savages.   They are civilized  people.  Many  of them have relatives in the 
South.   
 But  there  are always those who want revenge, always those who are  greedy, 
malicious,  ignorant,  devious.  In any case, we will have hell to pay.”

 “What  shall I do to be as prepared as possible?  I am not a 
    woman  of  much  fortitude.  I will not promise to do anything that  requires 
much  bravery.  I  wouldn't be apt to succeed, even if I tried.   But I will 
consider anything you say.”

 “My  advise is this then.   Sell everything you can.   Don't take 
anything  other  than  gold  for it...even if you have to take  ten  cents  on the 
dollar.   Don't trust the gold with the banks,  or  anyone  else.  Bury it.   Be 
sure that no one other than  you,  knows  where  it is.   Bury it where no one 
would be apt  to  look  if  they get the notion it is here.   I know,” He laughed, 
“this  sounds  like a damned Hawthorne story.   But if you  are  not  going  to 
have everything you own stripped from  
 you after the war, it is necessary.”

 “How long will it be, Van?  How long do we have?”



 “Only  God  knows  that,  dear, and maybe He doesn't.   One man's 
guess  is  as  good as another's.   But it is obvious, it can't  be  long.  Our  fine 
boys are deserting by the dozens.   
 Most  of  them  never wanted to fight in the first place.   They are  mostly 
farmers  that  like minding their own business.   I don't  blame  any  of  them 
for quitting.   It isn't their war.   
 It's  the  pompous asses that think they were chosen by God, to rule  and make 
decisions for everybody else.   They are the ones that  would have benefited if 
we had won and it was their greed and self-righteousness that got us into it.”

 “Then  why  do  you  want  to go back and fight their war, Van?  You 
don't owe them anything.”

 “I  am  not going back to help them win anything, my lady.   
 I  am going back because there are thousands of poor devils out there  giving 
their  all for their country and these boys need some  help.  I can keep a few of 
them alive.   I can help a few with food and medicines.”

 

CHAPTER 57

“What  about the slaves?”  Sylvia asked.   “How does one go about 
freeing  them? Aren't  there  some legal aspects; some papers to have signed 
and so on.”

 “Yes,  but  that  would not be wise.   You would be putting your  life 
in  danger.   People don't like to see anyone taking the  part  of  the blacks right 
now.   Southerners are angry and vengeful.  They  blame  the  abolitionists  for 
the  war; and anyone  else  who  shows the least concern for the condition of 
the  blacks.  No,  it  would be wiser to just go along, giving the  slaves  all  the 
leeway you can, and wait until the war is ended.  Old  Abe's  Emancipation 
Proclamation will take effect as  soon  as  the  end  of the war is declared, and 
the Negroes will  be  free, anyway.   There is something else, however, that 
you  should be very aware of.   Many of the blacks are so angry, so  filled  with 
hostility  and vengeance, that they will be a very  dangerous  factor,  too. 
However much we know that they are  justified,  we do have to take 
precautions.   The number of those  who will become violent and dangerous is 
probably small, even  though they were all badly mistreated...but those few can 
do enormous damage.   You cannot take any chances.

 At  last  there  was  a report from Cobb, on watch, that a group  of 
horsemen was riding up.   Everyone was instantly alert and  on  guard.   Each 
was at his appointed post.   They had been drilled  over and over on just where 
to be, and what to do.   No one showed any inclination to retreat.

 Van  saw  Wally  as  if in a bad nightmare.   He stood with his  legs 
apart,  a  grin on his face.   His men were all close with  their pistols at the 
ready.   “Well, Van,” Wally said, “we finally  come  to  the  real parting of the 
ways.   Too bad.   Is there anything you want to say before I blow your brains 
out?”

 Van  was  thinking rapidly.   He could kill Wally.   The two black 
men  hidden  behind  him  could probably kill two of the others.  With good 
luck, maybe one or two more.   But certainly one  of  Wally's men would have 
killed Van by that time.   If he were  killed,  he felt that probably Wally's men 
would not harm Sylvia,  but  they would certainly torture and kill the blacks.   

He hated  not  to  have kept his word to protect all of them...but he 
couldn't  see  any  other way.   At least, Wally would do no more  harm. 
Sylvia would be safe.   He would have to settle for that.   He could accept 
death; if reluctantly.

 “Yes,”  Van  said  evenly, “There are a few things I would like to 
have cleared up before I kill you.”

 Wally visibly blanched.   He laughed uncertainly.
 “How  come  you  ran  away  and left the gold there on the 

battlefield?” Van  didn't  care.  He  was  just stalling for time, in which to try to 
think.

 “Well,”  Wally  said,  with  his  old confident arrogance, “There  was 
a  damn  Yankee spy waiting for us.   When we found out  about  that,  we 
took  the  wise  way.   When my horse was downed,  we  didn't take time to 
remove the gold.   We got stray horses  and got out of there.   That kind of 
thinking is the way we've  filled  our  coffers, and survived for so long.   We 
will go on with the same tactics.   We've used good judgment.”

 Van  felt  Sylvia  close  by  his  side.   He asked, almost involuntarily, 
“Why did you marry Sylvia?”

 Wally  laughed  in  his  coarse  way  again.   “Oh, I'll be delighted to 
tell you that.   I meant to, anyway.”

 Van  noticed the sixth man come in behind the others.   The odds 
were one more against him and his two black men.

 “Oh,  I  worshipped  you  when we were young, Van,”  Wally 
sneered.  “You  were  such a paragon.   I envied you your self- possession. 
You  were  never tempted by the little things the rest  of  the  gang  sought 
after.   You were never disturbed by anything.  You  knew  you  were on top of 
the world.   You were such  a  holier-than-thou  bastard.  I never could beat you 
at anything...until  I  saw the way by taking what you wanted most in  the 
world.” He  laughed again.   “It was so easy.   I took her  against  her  will,  of 
course.   That was gratifying, too.   
 She  was  just  like  you;  thought she was so much better than anyone  else. 
But  she wasn't my type.   I never did like her, even  though  I did escort her a 
few times.   We were neighbors, you know.   Her family and mine were  close 
friends.  They  liked to see us together.   No one objected  when  we told them 
we were going to be married.   They didn't  exactly  like the idea of our being 
in such a big hurry and  leaving to go so far away, but they accepted it.   I had 



to send  telegrams  sometimes,  to  reassure  them  that we were a happy  and 
prosperous  couple.” His  laugh was confident and assured.

 Something  in Van dictated that he should kill Wally right now,  but 
his  whole being was wrenched away from the trigger.   
 There  was  the  old  Wally  standing before him:  his same old flashing  smile, 
his  sparkling  eyes,  his black, unruly hair falling over his forehead,  in  the 
old  way.  Van  was paralyzed.   Wally!  He still couldn't accept the truth.

 “Even  as satisfying as it was to get the best of you, old boy,  I almost 
regretted my decision.   The little fool wouldn't stay  out of my affairs.   She 
kept babbling about the Bible and God.  I  couldn't  stand her.   I never touched 
her again after that first time.”

 Van  heard  several shots and some shouts from the back of the 
room.  He  saw  Wally  fall  to  the  floor,  a  look  of astonishment  on  his 
face.  Van hadn't shot.   Two of Wally's men  fell.  Van  hadn't  heard what was 
being shouted from the back  of  the room, but he saw, unbelievably, Wally's 
other men drop  their  guns,  turn around and put their hands in the air.   
 He  saw  then,  that the man who had come in last, was ordering Cobb  and 
Jacob, and two other men who had come in at his call, to  tie Wally's three 
living men up and to remove the bodies of the dead.

 Daniel  walked  toward  Van,  a big grin on his face.   Van was 
stunned.   “My  God,  Daniel,” he exclaimed,  “I am glad to see you!”

 “Let's  not  make  this...my  saving your life...a habit,” Daniel  said. 
“It might spoil me.   I told you I'd get my man.   
 And to think, I almost got you hanged for his atrocities.”

 “You don't know more than half of it!” Van said.
 Daniel  walked  to  Sylvia, giving her an intent look.   He took  her 

pistol  from where she had laid it on the table.   He broke  it open and sniffed 
it.   He looked at Sylvia again.   His eyes were expressing something 
unreadable.

 Van stared at Sylvia, as he realized what had happened.
 Sylvia  was  very  pale.   She was trembling.   “What's your name? 

Daniel asked.
 “She is Wally's wife,” Van said.   “Sylvia.”
 “I  suspected  as  much,”  Daniel said, still studying the shaken 

woman.   “You know, he was a traitor.   He is responsible for  any  number  of 
your boys' deaths.   He sold information to the  North  that  was  of great value 
to our generals.”  He had taken  Sylvia's  hand  in  acknowledgment  of the 
introduction.   
 “You  did  a  great  service to your country.”  He seemed to be pleading with 
her.

 “He  meant  to kill Van,” Sylvia said.   “I didn't know you 
were...going to help.”

 “Yes,”  he  said,  “I've  been  after  this  bird for some months.  I'm 
glad it's over.   I'm from the North.  Both sides wanted  him.   He betrayed both 
of us.   I'll have to hang around these  parts  until  all  the  ramifications  of this 
thing are brought  to  bear;  all  the  formalities  met  with  and it is decided 

which  side  is going to have jurisdiction.   It'll all take a little time and a lot of 
red tape.”

 “You're  more  than  welcome  to  stay here,” Sylvia said.  “Please 
make  yourself  at  home.  We have plenty of room and we'd be more than 
honored...”

 The  men  will be leaving,” he stated.   “They will have to set  things 
in  motion,  since this is the country in which he was apprehended, but  I  will 
accept  your  most  generous hospitality.  You do know, don't you, though, that 
you will be harboring one of the enemy.”

 Her  face blanched.   “I could never think of you as one of the enemy, 
after what you did today.   Oh, I wish...”

 “So  do  I,” Daniel said.   “So do all of us.   Why couldn't we  all 
work  in  friendly  cooperation,  like these men and I did.  We  have  the 
greatest respect for each other.   Hard to believe  that  our  compatriots  are 
out  there  killing  each other.”

 “I hope it's over soon.”  Sylvia said softly.
 Oh,  it's  almost  over,” Daniel said, “but the suffering, the  heartache 

and the results of all the destruction will last forever.  The  South can no more 
be restored than a mother hen can  restore  her  nest  of broken eggs.   There 
hasn't been the destruction  in the North, of course, that there has been here, 
but  the  mothers  will  never  get  their sons back, the wives their  husbands, 
the  children  their fathers...   Well, it has done  no  end  of mischief in both 
countries.   We will all just have  to do whatever we can to survive it.   It wont 
be easy for anyone.”

 Cobb and Jacob  stood,  grinning,  waiting  for  Van's instructions. 
“You did  splendidly,” Van  said.  He  had instructed  them  to  leave  Wally for 
his bullet, so that they would  not  all  waste  shots  on the same person, and 
they had heeded his word.

 Sylvia  called  Cora  and  Emily  and  began  to give them 
instructions  for  dinner.   Van asked Jacob to show Daniel to a room  and to 
take care of his needs for bath-water and whatever he  requested.  Cobb was 
asked to take care of Daniel's horse.   
 Van  climbed  the  stairs, feeling drained.   He was brought hot water  for  his 
own bath, and then he laid down and fell into a welcome sound sleep.

 Dinner  was  pleasant  with  just  the three of them.   The black 
women  waited on the table, as usual.   But for the first time,  they  had  big 
smiles on their faces.   Van had asked all the  blacks  to  eat  with  them, but 
they refused.   Habits had been  instilled  for too long, for them to change at a 
moment's notice.  Van  understood that it would take some time for them to 
feel  comfortable  sitting  with  those who had lately been considered their 
masters.

 “What  are  we  going  to  do  with the prisoner?”  Sylvia asked, 
turning to Van.

 “We  have  the  overseer  locked  in a room in the attic,”  
 Van  explained.  “Well,  we  could turn him loose in the slave quarters,  but  I 
guess  we'd  ought  to  give  the  bastard a fighting  chance,  especially  since 



it might go hard with the Negroes if it  was discovered  that  they  had  torn 
him  into shreds.   How about letting  him  take  his choice of being turned 
loose with them, or  being put on a horse, with his face to the East and told to 
ride  as  far  as  he can and promise never to set foot in this country again?”

 Daniel  laughed.  “Guess  that's  the best we can do,” he included 
himself in the decision.

 “Please; right away, after dinner,” Sylvia said.
 Albert  didn't  ask  for any of his belongings.   He kicked his  mount 

and  rode away as fast as he could prod the animal.   
 He didn't look back.

 “I  still  wish  you  could stay, Van, but I know you have things  to 
do.   I'll miss you so much.   You can never know how glad  I am that you 
came when you did.   You saved my sanity and my life.   How could I ever 
thank you enough?”

 “I    wasn't looking for thanks.     I owed Wally something,too,  you 
know, for what he did to me.   I trusted him so implicitly.   I never dreamed...”

 “I  don't  think anyone ever suspected what kind of person Wally 
really  was.   I never did like him, but I always thought he was decent, until 
that night...”

 “Don't  ever  think  about it again,” Van said.   “It's all over now...and 
we both have our future to look to.”
  

 

CHAPTER 58

Van  was gratified to find five letters from Miss Gibson's School.  Two 
were from the administrators, and three were from Laura.  Van  tore  open  the 
ones  from  Laura.   He found the earliest  dated  one and read it first.   It was 
poorly written, and  short,  but  it  showed she had begun to learn to read and 
write.  He  blinked  his  eyes  to keep back the tears, at the sight  and  sound  of 
it.  She hadn't written anything in the least  personal, but it was precious to 
him, nevertheless.   The second  showed  a  little more advancement.   Van 
laughed to see that she had  learned to write  the word “Damn.”  “I  have 
studied words and sums and am now  working on these damn things called 
parts of speech,”  She wrote.  Several words were misspelled, and the paper 
looked as if she might have crumpled it in despair a few times.

 The  third  letter said that she had mastered the parts of speech  and 
now they were working on sentence structure.   “And, of  course,”  she  said, 
“we  spend most of our time, learning just  how to hold a tea-cup on our knees, 
and what to do with a linen napkin.     We have  learned  how  to  acknowledge 

an introduction  and  a lot of other nonsense.   I like to read and spend  all the 
time I can reading.   My friend, Gloria, thinks I am  crazy  for  spending  time 
reading,  when one could be out flirting  with  the  boys.  That's  her  favorite 
pastime.   It seems a little bit silly to me.   I like Gloria, though.  “I  am 
writing  all these letters to you for practice on how a letter  should  be  set up, 
addressed and so on.   The next step is to write, 'Sincerely,' Laura.”

 Thrilled  as  he  was to get the letters, he had to wonder if  she  really 
had no motivation for writing to him other than for practice.   “Probably not,” 
he said.

 He  opened the letters from Miss Gibson's School, and read that 
Laura was doing remarkably well.   “She does puzzle us, at times.  We  have 
never had a student just like her.   Sometimes we  are  at  a  loss  as  to  just 
what is needed.   She is not interested  in  the  things the other girls enjoy.   She 
doesn't seem  in  the  least interested in making friends...either male or 
female.  That  doesn't  seem  quite  normal.   She seems to dislike  all 
formalities.  She  learns quickly and can handle herself  gracefully,  but  she 
actually takes the attitude that all  amenities  are superfluous, or artificial. 
Since teaching amenities  and  formalities  is one of our first concerns, this 
does  make  it  a  bit difficult.   Not that she is anything but courteous.  She  is 
always polite and gracious.   I would like to  see  her  make  more friends, and 
go along with the ways of the  other  girls  a bit more.   The girls all like her, 
but she is somewhat  aloof.  They  don't  know what to make of her.   As I said, 
we have never had a student just like her...”

 Van  knew that the writer was trying to convey to him that Laura  was 
difficult.   He didn't care how difficult she was, if they  didn't  do  anything  to 
deter her from learning what she needed  to  know.  He  had demanded when 
he sent the check and made  arrangements  for her to go there, that they let him 
know very  often  just how she was progressing and they had obliged, as 
nearly as possible.   It was evident that they were, as they said, puzzled about 
just what she needed.

 Van  laughed.  “They can't understand why she doesn't try to  be  just 
like  all the others.   Well, they will never make Laura  fit  into  a pea-pod. 
She doesn't make any effort to be different,  but  she  will always be different. 
I wonder about this  Gloria.  She,  too,  evidently  is  just  like  all  the 
others,but  for  some reason, Laura puts up with her.   Well, it must be good for 
her to have one friend.

He  was  happy  that  she  was  not  interested  in making friends, 
“either  male  or  female.” “I  suppose, “ he said, “that  I  am  being  petty.  She 
probably  should  make  more friends...of  both  genders.  The  expected letters 
were there from his mother, and he took time out to answer them.

 Van  got  in  touch  with Maib and told him that their man had  been 
caught, that he was going back to the front and hoped Maib  would  meet  him 
in Huntington, Virginia, within the next three days.

 Maib  was  there to meet him.   They went back to their old work.  It 
was  more  and more obvious each day that the fight was  futile  and  that 
there  would  soon be nothing more they could  do.  It  was  heart-rending. 



They saw homes destroyed, men,  women  and  children  wandering  around 
trying  to  find shelter,  food, warmth.   They were disturbed about whether 
they should  do  what  they  could to help these poor, half-starved,  dispossessed 
people,  or  to try to do what they could to help the  fighting  men.  There was 
so much that needed to be done, and it was evident that there was going  to be 
a great deal more when the war ended.   Van's anger increased.   His fury 
mounted.

 When  Van  heard  Lee's  plan  to go into Pennsylvania, in hope  he 
could  divert Sherman from his obvious intent to take Atlanta,  he was 
doubtful, but hopeful the plan would work.   It did  not.  Sherman  continued 
on his path of destruction.   He seemed  to have lost all human decency.   He 
burned homes, where the  people had no way to do him or his army harm, 
where people were  merely  trying  to  survive,  to  keep their children and 
their  old  people  alive.  He  had no mercy, seemed not to be effected  by  the 
death and destruction he was causing.   “This isn't war,” Van said.   “It is out 
and out murder.

 When Sherman  had  burned  Atlanta,  he  and  his  sixty thousand 
men  turned  toward Savannah.   They cut a swath sixty miles  wide  of 
burning, murder, destruction.   What they didn't need  for  their  own  comfort 
and desires, they ruined.   Here, again,  they  used  the  excuse  that  they could 
not leave the homes  and  harvests, because they might be used to the benefit 
of  the Confederate Army.   This was not in any wise a plausible excuse,  as it 
was known that the Confederate Army was at best, on its  last  legs, but  it  was 
sufficient  to  keep  the devastation going.

 Van  was not only angry, now he was genuinely alarmed.   He had 
known all along that the end would come for the South, but even  he had not 
visualized such dementia as Sherman's army had shown.  “It makes one 
ashamed to belong to the human race,” he said.  “The  fools  should  see  that 
they are destroying much that  they  themselves  will  need.  They will be 
obligated to “reconstruct,” the  South,  according  to  Lincoln's  already 
pronounced  agenda.  How  much  more  sensible  it would be to leave 
something  with which to reconstruct.   “They have turned into murderers, 
animals!” he said.

 “I  have to get into a town and send a telegram to Laura's school,” 
Van  told  Maib,.  “if there are any telegraph wires left.  She  has  to  get  out 
of  Charleston right away.   The murderer,  Sherman and his sixty-thousand 
henchmen, are turning north  from  Savannah.   They will go to Charleston. 
Charleston will fall.

 

CHAPTER 59

Laura  wasn't  impressed with all Gloria told her, but she went  along 
with  most  of  Gloria's  suggestions  because she believed  it  would  lead to 
her becoming what Van had sent her here  to  become.   She was not unpleased 
with her reflection in the  mirror,  when  Gloria spent hours making her dress 
in this gown  and that, and doing her hair in different ways.   However, that 
girl  in  the  mirror appeared to be “mighty useless,” to her.  Could  Van  be 
proud  of  a  girl  who  was so helpless looking? “I expect that is exactly what 
it would take to make him proud of me,” she admitted.

 Gloria  had thought that Laura would be greatly excited by the 
luxuries  and  comforts afforded at the famous school.   “I might  have  known 
better.  Nothing  is  going  to  send  her reeling,  unless  it is an earthquake...or 
an acknowledgment of her womanhood from Van.”

 Laura  didn't  like  the school, but she didn't hate it as much  as  she 
had thought she would.   This, she recognized, was due  in large part, to Gloria 
and her instructions about things Laura  didn't understand.   Laura made an 
honest effort to do as her  instructors  bade  her.  She  had  no  notion of how 
much stupefaction  she  rendered  in  the staff.   They were not, for the  most 
part, displeased, but they often were at a loss as to just  how  to  deal  with her. 
She didn't want to cause anyone any  consternation,  and behaved amenably 
enough, but she often brought  her  untamed ways into the classroom.   Her 
English was atrocious and sprinkled with unsavory words.

 She  was  urgently  eager  to learn to read and write, but she  was 
wont  to stop and swear a few choice phrases when she couldn't pronounce  the 
words,  or  misspelled  them.   This, of course, wouldn't  do  for  the  tender 
little things that attended the distinguished  school.  No  doubt  the good ladies 
who took it upon  themselves  to  protect the innocence and virtue of their 
charges,  would  have  had  reason  to gasp, had they known the extent of those 
girls  carnal  knowledge,  and  all  their secrets.  Or,  if  they  did know about 
the things their girls did,  they  played  the game handsomely and avowed in 
their own minds,  that  the  girls were the most virtuous, most innocent, most 
well-bred,  in  every  respect, in the nation.   The girls went willingly along 
with that game.

 Laura  didn't  know  that  Van  received  a  report on her progress 
each  week.  She  didn't  suspect,  either, that she would  never have been 
allowed to enter the college, if Van and his family  hadn't  been  well-known 
by  the  administrators there.     His  sister  had  gone  there,  and  his  family 
was recognized  by  the  families of most of the girls who attended the school.

 Van  read  the  reports  over  and over, greatly amused at Laura's 
antics,  which  kept  the faculty constantly appalled.   
 He  knew  that  her  actions  were  in  no  way planned to gain attention.  Nor 
would  she  have believed she was disruptive.   



 The  things  she  did were as natural to her as breathing.   She would  have 
vehemently  denied  that  she  was  the  center of attention.  She  didn't  dream 
that  all the other girls were enthralled  with  her, just as Gloria was.   She was 
so entirely guileless,  that  it  wouldn't  have  occurred  to her that the other 
girls  were  anything  other than what they pretended to be.  Nor  would  it 
occur  to her to pretend she was anything other  than  what  she  was.  This,  in 
itself, confounded the teachers...since  half  what  they  were  there  to  teach, 
was pretensions.

 “Do  you  want  to become that fancy and educated lady Van sent you 
here to learn how to be?” Gloria asked.

 Laura's  eyes  pierced  her,  shocking  and yet thrilling.   
 “Of course,” she said.

 “Then  you're going to have to be an actress.”  Gloria met her gaze.
“What  do  you  mean,  an  actress? Why  can't I just be myself?”
 “Because  it is yourself Van sent you here to change.   You think  the 

girls here are silly because they play games.   They flirt  with the boys when 
they get a chance.   They behave as if they  were more helpless than they really 
are.   They do quite a lot  of  things  that  are  nothing other than acting...just to 
impress the boys  and their friends.”

 “But don't the boys and the others see through all that?”
 “Well,  yes,  they  do...but  they  like the game just the same.  It's 

really all they know.   Van will like it, too.   He would  like  to  see  you 
putting  on  an act of helplessness.   
 Don't  you  see  that that gives the men a chance to feel their superiority? 
Their  strength.  They like for a woman to lean on  them.     Someone as 
capable as you are gives them no chance to  show  their  masterfulness.  It 
deprives them of something very important to them.”

 “It sounds like just deceitfulness to me,” Laura said.
 The  headmistress  had  sent  for  Laura.   “Come with me.” Laura 

asked  Gloria.   “Maybe  they're  going to dismiss me.   I don't think I ever did 
fit in here.”

 Gloria  was  glad  to  go along with Laura.   She wanted to know 
what they could want to see Laura about.   “You fit in all right,” she  said  as 
they  climbed the steps to the office.   
 “If  the  truth  were known, I think the faculty has learned as much  from  you 
as they have taught you.   This place will never be  quite  the  same for your 
having been here.   They wont want to  send  you away.   You are a kind of 
prize.   They will do all they can to hold on to you.”

 Laura thought  that  probably  this  was  only  Gloria's sentiments, but 
she didn't say anything.

 “There  is  an  important  message here from Mr.  Walling.”  
 the  headmistress  said.  “He wants you to leave and go to his parent's  home. 
Right  away.  He  thinks that Charleston will fall  very  soon,  and  that  it 
would be dangerous for you to remain  here.   I think he is right.   I think we 
shall close the school until further notice.  As it is going, we can expect 
Sherman and his army to be  here  very  soon.  If  he  continues to burn 

everything in sight,  as  he  has done so far, certainly all of our girls and we, 
would  be  in  real  danger.  We will have your papers in order in a couple of 
hours.  You  can  make  whatever arrangements you see fit.”

 “You can go home with me!” Gloria said.
 “No,  I  have  to  go  to  Van's  parents.”  Laura sounded determined 

if dejected.
 “Oh,  I  don't  want  you  to  leave.   How can I stand it?  What will  I 

do? My  life  will  be  over! But  I  can't understand,”  her  voice  had  taken on 
a different pitch.   “If you  do  have  to  leave,  why  do  you  have  to  go  to 
Van's parent's?”  She thought for a moment and then said  “I  should think that 
would be a real advantage.   He has  to  go  home  some  time, and there you'll 
be, waiting for him.”

 “A  lot  of  good  that  will  do  me.  As  far  as  he's concerned,  I  am 
just  a  child.   I'm not a blue-blood, and I don't  even  know  yet,  all  the little 
tricks the blue-bloods think  are  so  important...those  little  deceitful things 
you were talking about, and “Oh,  Laura,  you  make me sick!  You know all 
you need to know.  You  were  the  belle  of  the  ball, last week, at the 
semester-end  party..  No one would have guessed that you were a...that  you 
hadn't  always been one of them...one of us.   In fact,  you  have  learned  so 
well that you made no faux pas at all,  and  that's more than can be said of any 
of the others of us.  Some  of  the most 'blue-blooded,' as you call them, made 
blunders  all night, but no one paid much attention.   You don't really  have to 
hold your wrist crooked just so, you know,” she laughed.  “You just have to be 
polite, and speak correctly and not  walk  away when the mayor is asking you 
for a dance...like I  did...and smile at everyone and say please and thank you 
and dance  well  and  eat mincingly...never be hungry; and remember 
everyone's  name.  None  of those things give you any trouble.  You  can 
remember  names better than anyone I ever met before.   
 The  only  thing  suspicious about you is that you don't flirt, and  don't act 
helpless.   

Everyone  will think you're a snob.   You know, come to think of it, 
Laura, you are a snob.”

 Laura looked  at  Gloria  with  those  disturbing  eyes, questioning, 
but said nothing.

 “Anyone  who  would  turn  Darryl down when he asks to see her, 
has  to  be  a  snob.  You couldn't make him believe you weren't  an  aristocrat, 
as  you  always have a way of saying, even  though  he saw you when you got 
on the train.   I guess he thought  that  no  one who was not a real blue-blood, 
could get away  with  the  things  you  did  and  said that day.”  Gloria laughed 
again  at  the  memory.  “I told you that you are too aristocratic  for  the 
aristocrats.  Of  course  a lady never swears...excepting  those  that have it 
made to the extent that no  one  would dare criticize them.   There aren't many 
of those around,  but  they do exist.   Everyone envies them and tries to 
emulate them.”

 “What  would  anyone  want to go out with Darryl for?  All he  wants 
is to get me out somewhere and maul me.   He makes me disgusted.”



 “What  would  anyone  want to go out with Darryl for?  Why half 
the  girls  of  Charleston would give an eye-tooth, to go out with Darryl 
Davenport!

 Laura  looked  at Gloria with skepticism.   “Well, they can have 
him,” she said.

 “Laura,  sometimes  I  hate  you!” Gloria  was  close to tears.
 “Gloria, why!”
 “I  would  give  anything  to  have  Darryl ask to see me.   

 I've  been  crazy  about him ever since I met him, and he can't see anyone but 
you!”

 “Oh,  Gloria,  I'm  just  a  new  bug  to him.   He doesn't really like 
me.   He is just curious.”

 “Yes  you  were a new bug, and one that bit hard.   I think he  is 
really crazy about you.   I don't think he ever felt like that  about  anyone 
before.   Everyone knows he has just played around  with  girls;  never  got 
serious  about  any  of them.   
 Everyone  thinks  you  two are a real match.   Everyone knows he is serious 
for once.  And  of  course  it never occurred to any of them, that any  girl 
would not be dying for his attention.   And you don't want  to  be  bothered 
with  him! You don't want him mauling you! Laura  would  you  feel  the same 
way if it was Van that wanted  to  get  you  out  somewhere, and maul you, as 
you call it?”

 “If  Van  wanted to hold me and kiss me, I don't suppose I would 
think of it as mauling.”

 “Well,  see, that's the way the other girls all feel about Darryl.  That's 
the way I feel.   He could maul me if he wanted to...If only he wanted to.”

 “Well,  maybe  it's  because  he knows he can have you any time he 
wants you,” Laura pointed out.

 “Now,  look who's talking!  Don't you think the same thing applies to 
Van?”

 “It never did occur to me before,” Laura admitted.
 “Well,  it  looks  as if neither of us is playing the game right.   We are 

going to have to be a little more coy.”
 “Yeah,  a  little  more dishonest.   I don't suppose I will ever  like 

playing  games.  It  seemed right to me to let Van know that I loved him.  I 
guess  I  don't  understand men...women, people.”

 “That's  true, you don't.   You can't accept the way people are.  You 
don't like to flirt.   You don't like being coy.   You are  too  damned  honest  for 
your own good.”  Her tone changed again.  “But  I  think  you  are  right.  I 
think I will be a little more unavailable for Darryl and see if that helps.”

 It  was  drizzling  rain  when Gloria went to the railroad station  with 
Laura.   Gloria kept sniffling and sobbing all the way.  Laura didn't cry, but she 
felt like swearing in her best old-time way.

 When  they  alit  from their cab, Darryl came running from another. 
He rushed up to Laura and looked as if he were going to  embrace  her.   She 
deftly stepped aside.   He took her hand.   

 “Laura,”  he  said, “I looked all over for you.   They told me you  were 
leaving.   Please don't go without letting me know how to  get  in  touch  with 
you.   I want to see you again.   May I have your address?  Will you write to 
me?  May I come to see you?”

 Laura  was  wishing  that  she  could  transfer  all  this attention  to 
Gloria.  “Wouldn't  it  be wonderful if I could hand  her  this that she wants, 
and which  means nothing to me, as  a  parting  gift;  a  gift  of  my esteem and 
affection and appreciation.  “I  wish  it  were possible,” she thought.   The best 
she  could  do  was to bring his attention to Gloria.   It was  a  very small thing, 
compared to what she would have liked to  do.  “Gloria  has my address,” she 
said “If you need it at any time, you can get it from her.”

 He  looked  at  Gloria  then  for the first time.   “Yes, I have  her 
address,” Gloria said.  “When you want to write, come to see me, and I will 
get it for you.”

 The  train  arrived and whisked Laura away, frightened and skeptical 
about her next step in life.   She wished Gloria were there  with  her.  Gloria 
stood staring down the tracks after the  train,  wondering  what  she could do 
now to make her life worth  the  living.  All  the  adventure,  the excitement, 
the challenge were gone.

 “Can  I  give  you a lift home?”  Darryl startled her back into reality.
 “I  will appreciate that,” Gloria said, her heart skipping just a little 

faster.

 

CHAPTER 60 

If  anything could have put Laura at ease, the welcome she got  at 
Central  City  would  have.  The Wallings were at the station  to  meet her. 
They treated her in a manner that could not  have been more friendly, but 
which did not denote anything of  condescension,  artificiality, or obligation. 
They did not seem to  Laura  to  be  assessing,  or  prying,  as  she  had 
visualized  they  would  be.  They  didn't question her.   They accepted  her 
much  as  if they had known her all her life and were glad to see her.

She  was  awed  by  them  just  the same, and by the great mansion  to 
which  they  drove  in a sparkling barouche.   This huge  abode  was  more 
than Laura had ever dreamed of.   She had come  to  realize that Van's family 
was wealthy, but she hadn't thought of anything this grand.

 She  found  herself  gawking around and suddenly looked at the 
Wallings,  sure  that  they  would  be embarrassed by such gaucherie.  They 
were  smiling,  with  a  happy pride for her appreciation.  “We love it,” Mrs. 



Walling said.   “We've worked years  to  make  it  into  just  what  we  wanted. 
It  is the fulfillment of our dreams.”

 Mr.   Walling  nodded  in agreement.   “Would you like to go through 
the  rest  of  it, or are you too tired?  We can do it later, you know.”

 “I'd  like  to  see  it  all  now,”  she  said.  They all strolled  through 
the  house,  stopping  to  admire and remark about each room, together.

 In  spite  of  herself,  Laura  began to relax through the next  weeks. 
The  Wallings  were determined to give a ball in her  honor.  She  was 
frightened  of  the idea and wished she could  gracefully  talk  them  out  of  it, 
but  when  it  was announced  that  Mr.   Walling  had  been commissioned to 
take a boatload of supplies,  cannon,  muskets,  ammunition,  from Savannah 
to  New  Orleans, it was decided to go ahead with the ball.

 When  Laura met Orville, she was puzzled, as everyone else had 
been,  about the close kinship the Wallings seemed to have with  him.   She 
stayed away from him as much as she could.   She didn't  like  the way he 
leered at her, and she didn't like his crude  manners,  his  questions.   She 
treated him with respect, insofar  as  it  was  possible.   She was amazed, one 
evening to hear  him  suddenly  begin  to  strum  a  guitar  and burst out 
singing.  She  was  astounded  that a dolt like him could have such  a  voice. 
He  drew out all one's emotions.   He made her wonder  whether she wanted to 
laugh or cry.   She was stirred as never  before.  A  deep  longing,  a  need,  a 
fulfillment, a question,  were  aroused.   It  seemed that she could hear notes 
that were not there,  the tenor, that  made the harmony complete.   This in 
itself, brought contradictory  emotions  she  hadn't  been aware she had, up to 
meet each other  in  a tangled,  entwined,  whirlpool  of exhilaration. 
Completely  new  channels  of  perception  were opened,  completely new 
vistas of recognition, second insights, new  feelings for examination.   It was 
like having someone open doors  to  panoramas of life she had not imagined 
existed.   She was excited, sad, melancholy, depressed, buoyed up, challenged, 
elated, all at the same time.   “How on earth can a man  like  Orville  work 
such  miracles?”  she  asked herself.   
 Delia's  voice  startled her out of her complete concentration.   
 “We  have often asked ourselves how he can cause such reactions in  us  every 
time  he sings.   Surely, no one could arouse any more  conflicting  emotions 
than he does.   One would think that he  had  to  be  able to have those various 
emotions himself in order to  do  so--but  we  don't  believe  he  can  feel  any 
emotions.  Oh,  of  course,  he can hurt, and be disappointed, and  he  can  be 
glad  sometimes,  but  we don't believe he is capable  of  sympathy,  love, 
appreciation, or even hatred.   It is a real mystery.”

 Having  Tom ordered to leave was a great disappointment to Delia, 
but she realized it was his duty to go.   She would send him  off  with  the 
happiest attitude she could muster.   There were  only  two weeks to prepare 
and surprise of all surprises, what  could have been better than word that Van 
would arrive in time for the ball and to see his father off.

 When  the dogs began to bark, the members of the household 
gathered on the veranda to  see  what  was  making  the disturbance.  Two 

horsemen  approached.  As  the riders drew nearer  they  all  recognized that 
one of them was Van.   It was not  like  Van  to  ride in that way.   They would 
have expected him  to  come  riding  in  at  a  fast gallop, bounding off his 
horse's  back  before  he had come to a sliding halt.   They all peered  and 
mumbled,  worried.  It  was  evident  very  soon, however,  why  he  was riding 
so slowly.   The other rider was a woman: a  beautiful  woman, and she was 
pregnant.   Delia knew at    first    glance    that    she had to be in her last 
trimester of pregnancy.

 Van  grinned broadly and waved, but he dismounted and went to 
help  the  woman down before he approached for embraces and handclasps, 
greetings  and welcomes.   Denver appeared and with a  broad  grin  led  the 
horses away.   Van wanted to shake his hand,  and  visit  with  him, but he 
understood that Denver, or any  of  the  other  blacks,  would  never behave in 
a friendly manner in front of a stranger.

 Marybelle  and  Belle were at hand to help the newcomer in whatever 
way  they  could.  Laura wanted to turn and run away somewhere  where  she 
didn't  have to face Van and the girl he had  brought.  She was thinking, “Of 
course this is one of his women.  Maybe  his  wife.   What a fool I am to be 
bound to him with  my  whole soul!  There is no help for it.   I hate him for it, 
but  I  am committed to him forever.   She hid her feelings and  remained 
poised.   Van looked at her and Laura thought the world  had  stopped.  It 
seemed,  in  that brief moment, that there could be nothing else in existence for 
Van, either.

 Delia  glanced  from  Van  to Laura and back to the frail- looking, 
huge-bellied,  girl,  standing  close  to Van.   Van's mother's  mind  was 
whirling,  but she smiled and extended her hand in welcome as Van introduced 
his companion.

 “Mother,  Dad,  Laura,” Van said, “This is Jennie.   She is the  sister 
of  a  friend  of  mine.” He hesitated, a little unwonted  embarrassment  getting 
through  his  reserve.   “This friend...” He looked at Jennie, “She asked me 
to...I promised her  I  would...take  care of Jennie until she could make other 
arrangements  for her.   Is it all right?  I knew you would make her  welcome 
and...well,  here we are.”  It was not often that Van  was at a loss to express 
himself, but at this time, he was grateful  that  his  parents  were  the  type that 
would accept anything he asked, without question.

 Later  he  said  to  his  mother.   “This girl; she has had three 
different  names that I know of.   First, she was Carrol, then  she  became Alice 
for a few years, now she has elected to be called 

Jennie.  I don't know why.   I do know that she treated Maggie, my 
good  friend,  in a very shabby way.   Then, when she needed help,  the  first 
one  she turned to was Maggie.   She had been living  in  a  great  mansion, 
where  she  had  everything she wanted.  She  became  pregnant  by  a  deserter 
from the Union Army.  He  returned to the North when he found an 
opportunity, and  Alice...Jennie,  was left in a predicament.   the man where 
she  was  living,  did  not  throw  her  out, but she had pride enough that she 
would  not  go  back  there.  Maggie  did everything  she could for her.   But 



she doesn't have a suitable place  for  her  at  the  moment,  so  I offered to 
help out by taking  her  until Maggie can make better arrangements.   I know it 
is  not  pleasant.  You  don't  need  any more worries and responsibilities,  but 
I didn't know what else to do.   It wont be for long.”

 “You  know  it is perfectly all right.   It pleases me that you  would 
give us the benefit of the doubt, and know that you could  bring  her  here.   I 
am flattered.   She may stay as long as  it  is  helpful.   We will all make her as 
comfortable as we can.”  Delia repeated this information to Laura.

 Laura  kept busy.   She went in to check on Jennie.   Jennie looked 
petulant.   “How are you feeling?” Laura asked.

 “How  do  you  think  you would feel if you were pregnant, and  had 
to  spend  half  a day riding a bouncing horse?  They must  have searched the 
county over for the roughest riding nag they  could find,”  Jennie answered.

 Laura  wondered  if  Van  might  have  brought Jennie here against 
the girl's will.   “I'm sorry,” she said.

 “And  then,  I  was  kept  awake  all night, dogs barking, people 
running  up  and down stairs; it was too hot.   What did that  wench  think  I 
needed  with all these covers on a night like this?”

 “Is it  possible,”  Laura  was  thinking,  “for  a  poor pregnant 
woman,  in discomfort and worn out, to look obscene?”  
 Jennie  had  thrown off all her clothes and spread her legs, to benefit  from 
the  little  breeze.   “I don't blame her,” Laura thought  again.   Nevertheless, 
she turned away.   “Can I get you anything?” she asked, busying herself with 
straightening the room.

 “Don't you have niggers for that?” Jennie snapped.
 “No,  we  don't!” Laura  said,  angry  now,  in spite of herself.  “We 

have  paid  servants, who happen to be Negroes.   We  appreciate  and  enjoy 
them.  We  don't impose upon them.   They reciprocate.”

 Jennie  snorted.  “They were slaves just a few weeks ago, weren't 
they? You  must believe that we're going to lose the war,  and  want  to  get  in 
good with the Yanks when they come marching in.”

 The thought  curdled  Laura's  blood.  She  thought  of several  cogent 
remarks  she would have liked to make, but she said nothing.

 Jennie  had been there only three days, when she went into labor.  “I 
think it must be early,” Delia said,  “I can't talk to  her  about  it.  She  pretends 
not  to  know when she got pregnant.”

 Even  though  Jennie  had spoken in a most uncomplimentary way to 
Marybelle,  Marybelle  used  all  her  ingenuity  and expertise  to save Jennie 
and her frail baby girl.   After a two weeks  Jennie  was  still  not strong 
enough to get out of bed.  Laura,  Delia, Belle, and Marybelle, were all kept 
busy, trying to  fulfill  all  the  needs and demands of this irritable, and 
unappreciative  stranger.  The  baby was frail.   Jennie seemed to  care  little 
for  her.  She named her Alice Lynn.   On the insistence  of  Delia  and the 
others, she nursed the baby, but she  didn't  have enough milk to satisfy the 
infant.   Marybelle and  Delia  did their best to create a formula from cow's 
milk, that the baby could tolerate.

 Before  she  could  think  of  it, it seemed, the time had arrived  and 
the orchestra was there from Charleston, sounding out  their  instruments. 
Laura had chosen her gown with care.   
 It  was  a  green that matched her eyes, with pale pink piping, and  lace.  She 
refused to wear the low-cut gowns that were so popular.  Hers was demure 
beside the others.   Her dark, golden hair  was  piled high on her head, but long 
strands were curled and  loose,  as if they were an accident.   Her corset was 
laced tight, even though 
without  it,  Van  could  almost  have reached around her waist with  his  two 
hands.  Laura  was  not fully aware, as Gloria would  have  been,  of  the 
titillation  she caused in general among  the  men, but she was beginning to 
realize that men were attracted  to  those things she had lent little importance 
to.   She  couldn't  believe  that Van would be one of this category, but  then 
why  was  she working so hard to show herself off to the  best  advantage? She 
certainly  didn't  care  about the attentions of any other man.

She  had few words with Van.   She had avoided him for two  reasons. 
It  embarrassed  her  to  talk  to him, and she believed  that he and his parents 
had the right to every moment they  could  share,  before  he and his father had 
to leave for duty again.

Laura  had  noticed  Van  watching  her several times.   At those 
times,  knowing  her  face turned pink, and she began to tremble,  she  found 
reason  to  go  to her room or found some chore to do that took her out of his 
sight.

But  when  she  entered  the  ballroom, all eyes turned to her.  Even 
the musicians missed a beat.   Involuntarily her own eyes  sought  out Van. 
He was starting toward her.   She didn't know  who  the  boys were that had 
begun asking her for dances.   
Her  whole  mind  was  intent  on  what  Van was doing.   He was moving 
toward  her.   Her heart stood still…or was it racing?  
She  tried  to  calm  herself.  Van  took  her arm and without words,  led  her 
onto  the  dance  floor.   She wondered if she could  stand,  much  less  than 
dance.   She brought up all her reserves  to  prevent  herself  from  stumbling. 
She felt the restraint  in  Van  and wondered if he might be wanting to hold her 
close.   She shivered.   “Are you all right?” he asked.

“No,” she said, “I'm overwhelmed.”
He laughed.   “I could say the same.   Laura, I...”
“Hey,  Van, don't be a selfish oaf,  Give the rest of us a chance.  Van 

felt  as if he would double up his fist and land it  in  the  middle  of  the 
smiling face, but he gave Laura up gallantly  and went on to dance with 
another girl.   He knew all the  girls,  and  their mothers, would expect him to 
dance with them.   They were all old friends and neighbors.

The  music  stopped and it was announced that refreshments were 
being  served  in  the  dining-room.  The  crowd  flowed casually,  by  twos, 
past Laura.   She smiled and answered each one  as  they called out to her, or 
offered to escort her in to partake  of  the  bountiful  food and drink.   When 
the room was almost  cleared,  she  saw  Van  standing  about ten feet away, 



talking  with  his  mother.  They  had  escaped, too, somehow, being  swept 
along  with the jostling, merry, crowd.   When Van saw  her,  he  stopped  in 
the  middle  of  a sentence.   Laura wondered  if  that  look  on  his  face could 
mean what she had wanted  to see there for so long.   She was transfixed.   He 
made his  way  quickly  over to her side.   “Laura,” He took her arm.   
“Laura,”  He  pulled  her  out  onto the patio.   He drew her to him,  but  at 
that  moment  someone  shouted, “Van, Laura! You can't  keep  each  other  all 
to yourselves!  Come on.   Someone laughingly  took  Van's arm and pulled 
him away.   Laura thoughts he  had  died  inside.   “What was he going to 
say?”  She would never  know.   He was a lonely man with just two days to 
make up for  months  of  hardship and deprivation.  She was the “belle of  the 
ball,” so naturally, it would be a satisfaction to him to have a caress and maybe 
a quick kiss.

She  didn't  feel  that  she could go back in and face the crowd  with 
poise.   She braced herself and walked back in with the  dignity  of  carriage 
that would have done justice to the most prissy  graduate  of  Miss  Gibson's 
school.  She  was accosted  from  all  sides  and she managed to smile at all the 
unwelcome  advances.  She noticed Delia watching her.   She was glad  when 
Delia  beckoned  her  over  to  her side.   She took Laura's  hand and led her 
into the library.   Van and his fathers at  there,  smoking and talking.   Van 
quickly held a chair for Laura.   Delia  seated  herself  beside  her husband. 
“They wont miss us for a few minutes,” she said with a sigh.

Laura  felt  a  great happiness just to be alone in a room with  Van 
and  his  parents.  A contentment settled over her, like  she  had  not  felt for 
days.   Tom and Van welcomed Delia and  Laura  with a  smile.  “I  think  it is 
dangerous to remain here,” Tom was saying.  “As  soon  as  I  get back from 
this mission,  I wills sell  everything  we  don't want to take with us.   We will 
makeup  a wagon-train and get out.   We'll head for Texas.   This has been  our 
home  for  a  long  time,  but then, there isn't any reason we can't transport 
most  of  our  belongings  outtalking  have them shipped.   I'll have everything 
shipped by boat  to  New Orleans and then by wagon on through.   We'll have 
all  our  treasures  for  our new home.   That way it wont be so much of a 
transition.”

They  all  went  out  to  see  the  guests  off.  Several lingered  over-
long,  wanting  to talk with Van or to enjoy the presence  of  Laura.  Finally, 
they were all on their way.   I have  to  leave  in  the morning, Van.   There are 
some papers I think we should go over.   Can we do it now?”

Van  glanced  at  Laura.  He  showed  his disappointment.   
“Maybe  I  should  be glad,” he was thinking.   “If I could have said  the things 
I want to say, I might have been sorry for the rest of my  life.  She  would 
probably  have  thought  me presumptive,  to  say  the  least.  She  is  so 
beautiful and popular  and gracious now, that she can have any man she wants, 
from  any  strata  of  society.  I  don't  have a right to say anything  of  what  I 
feel.   Above everything, I don't want her to  think  I  am  trying to take 
advantage of the fact that she may feel obligated to me.”

Delia  looked  as  if she were about to say something, and then 
thought better of it.   “We may as well go get some rest, “she suggested.   “I 
can't go as long as Tom can without sleep.”

Laura  was ready to go to her room, too.   She didn't think he  could 
sleep,  but  she would welcome the chance to remove that awful corset.

 

CHAPTER 61 

The next morning, Van and Tom left  for  their assignments.  The 
farewells were short.   Everyone felt lonely and  not  in  the  least  finished 
with visiting.   It was a sad time,  but each one did his or her best to make it as 
little so as possible.

Twelve  days  after Van left, Delia received a letter from Van: 
“Dearest  Mom, Dad, and all of  you.   I take pen in hand to  try  to  write  a 
letter  to  you  in  the  dim light of a sputtering  candle.   It is impossible to find 
a decent quill or a  bottle  of  ink.  I will resort, therefore, to writing with this 
horrid  stub of a pencil.  (Thank God for whoever invented pencils—-how 
many  times  have  they  saved the day for us who cannot have a quill and 
ink?).

First,  I  send  my  love  to  each  one.   Secondly, since   
Atlanta  was  burned  to  the  ground, Savannah has fallen, and Sherman  and 
his  army  have  turned  North toward Charleston, reaping  havoc  at every 
step.   Lee has surrendered.   The Union armies  may  turn  in  that direction 
next.   I think you should make  haste to leave there.   I believe that we will be 
thinking along  the same lines, that I should go on out to Texas as soon as  I 
can  wind  up my affairs.   I will try to have everything prepared  for  your 
arrival.   I hope  this is satisfactory with you.   I will see all of you in our 
promised land.   I am your very respectful son, Van.

“He  has  taken  it  for  granted  that  Tom would be back before 
now.”  Delia  sounded  more worried than Laura had ever seen  her.  “I  wish 
he  were  here! We  will  make all the arrangements  we  can  to  be  ready to 
leave.   I wish we would hear from Tom.”

The  next  day  a  telegram arrived that the ship on which Tom  had 
sailed,  the  Golden  Goose,  had  been sunk with all hands, near the mouth of 
the Mississippi.

Delia  was stricken.   All the others tried to comfort her while they 
also tried  to  give  her  the  privacy  for her grief that she seemed  to  need. 
Each  of  them was grief-stricken, too, but their  sorrow was so great for Delia, 
that their thought of Tom was lessened.



Laura  felt  more  anger  than  anything  else.   “It isn't fair!”  she 
said.  “These  wonderful people have to suffer so much.  Tom was a prince. 
Delia is an angel.   How I wish there were  something…anything,  I  could  do. 
What are we to do? It  will  take  weeks  to  get  a  letter to Van.   There are no 
telegraph wires open  out  that  way now.   Tom wont be coming back.   We 
have to do something.   But what?”

On  April  22,  1865, Laura and Delia were together in the sitting-
room.     “Dere be a man  to  see  you.”  Marybelle announced.  “Says  his 
name be Butch.   Not much ob a name, but he look like a man you shud see.”

“That  is  good enough for me,” Delia laughed.   “Bring him in.”
“I  kindie  hate  to barge in this way,”  Butch began.   “I am  a  friend 

of Van's.   He has had me do a few chores for him now  and  then.  The last 
time I saw him, he told me he had to go  to  Texas.   He was awful mad about 
the rumors on the things Sheridan  done  in  the  Shenandoah  Valley.   He 
asked me to go check it out.”

“Yes, do sit down and tell us about it, Mr.”McCall.  Thank  you.”  He 
sank into a chair and accepted the cup of tea Marybelle had brought.”

“I  am Van's mother, Delia.   This is Laura Hudson.   We are very glad 
you came.   What did you find out?”

“Well,  everything  we  heard  was  true.  You  know, the  
destruction,  the  rape,  the  murders.  They  burned people's houses.   People 
had  nowhere  to  go.  Some  people  said the newspapers  overplayed what 
went on because all Southerners are so  mad  at  the  Federalists.  Well, it  ain't 
so.   I saw for myself.   I  kindie  got  acquainted with the people.   I saw the 
burned  homes,  the  fields  destroyed,  the  ruined barns, the skeletons  of 
animals  killed  and  left to rot, while the old  
and the little kids starved.  It was all true.”

“I  never  doubted it,” Delia said, “but we wanted to know the  truth. 
It's  deplorable.  Why do people want to do such cruel  things.  In  war,  there 
is enough pain and suffering.   
Why does anyone want to cause more than is necessary?” 
    “I  guess  there  ain't  no  way to understand it,”  Butch said.  “Then  I  heard 
about Sherman and his army, heading out of  Atlanta.  They  had  burned 
Atlanta, leaving people there without  anything,  too.   I couldn't get in touch 
with Van, but kindie thought  he  would want me to find out what I could about 
that, so  I  went  on  there.  After  burning  Atlanta, they started toward 
Savannah.  They  thought  they  could fool everbody by going  out  in 
different  directions,  making  detours.  They didn't  want  old Wheeler and the 
other of our armies down that way,  to  know what they were up to.   But they 
were heading for Savannah  all  right.  Can  you  imagine…you  can't. 
Nobody could  that  didn't  see it.  There are over sixty thousand of them.  It 
looked kindie like every one of them had turned into a devil,  Laughing at evil, 
like the Devil does.

“They  started  out  by  raiding everything in their path.  They  didn't 
keep  any of the protocols of war.   They was just savages,  not  civilized.  The 
men  wanted anything of value.   They  took  jewelry,  silver,  gold, antiques. 

But that wasn't enough.     After using  their  guns  to  help  themselves  to 
everything  they  took a fancy for; women included, they ruined and  fouled 
the  rest.   They  took  horses, conveyances of any kind,  loaded  them with 
loot, killed the beef, hogs, foul, cutout  choice  pieces  to  take  with  them, and 
left the rest to rot.  They  walked  into  people's  cellars,  pantries,  meat—
houses,  loading  anything  they  could use, and then destroyed the rest.”  

“How  did  you  manage to get all this information,  Laura asked. 
“You sound as if you saw it first-hand?”

“I  saw  it  first-hand.  All I have told and a lot more.   
It  was  sickening.   It  wasn't  hard to go anywhere you chose.   
There  was  thousands  of  people,  black and white, travelling along  with  the 
Army.  They  did their share of destruction, too.  The  Army  tried  to  put  all 
the  blame  on them, but indecent  as they were, they couldn't hold a candle to 
the Army men.

It  was  easy to go anywhere you wanted to without anybody payin' 
any  attention to you.   The soldiers were drunk most of the  time,  and 
wouldn't  a  noticed  if their own mothers had walked  in.  Besides,”  he 
laughed for the first time, “I am a clever man.”

“I  am  sure of that,” Laura smiled,  “Please go on.   Tell us all you 
know.”

“I couldn't  do  that,”  Butch  said.   “It  wouldn't  be possible.  But  I 
kindie thought you should know what they're doin'.     Maybe  we  could  all 
understand them takin' food to feed  their  big  army…and all the prostitutes, 
and scalawags that  trail  along.  That's  the  way  war  is.  But  all the 
destruction  of  what  was  needed  for  the  women, the little kids, and the  old 
people  and  even the  sick  people,  to survive…that's  awful! After  the 
soldiers had done so much that  you  would  think  they  couldn't do any worse, 
they kept setting  fires  to  the  homes to finish them off.   Some of the people 
were  already  dyin'.  Some  of the older ones and the sick  ones  couldn't 
walk.   They was  pregnant women, ready to have  their  babies.  Little  babies 
was  sent  out  into the weather,  with  no  food, sometimes no clothing; as they 
had to run  from  their  homes  so  fast, most of the parents couldn't grab  no 
wraps  or  blankets.  Where was they goin' to go for food  or  a  roof or help? 
Of course, nearly all the men had gone  to  war, so  the ones that  was left was 
women and kids and the old ones and the sick ones.

“As  we  went  on things got worse.   In every town we came to,  the 
mayor, or somebody, would come out and be real humble and  offer  to  do  all 
they  could  to help the rats.   People offered  their  homes,  and all the food the 
army wanted.   They cooked  their  meals,  waited  on  them,  did all they 
could to  keep  things  peaceful.   Sherman always promised that all their 
property  would  be  protected,  according  to  the articles of war.  He  said 
that  no  civilians  had anything to fear.   He promised  that  their  homes 
would be safe.     But there wasn't no homes  left without damage on their way; 
their sixty-mile—wide  path.     “Ole Sherman said over and over that he had 
give orders  that  the  civilians were to be protected, but it never did  happen.  I 
know the orders was given…but just the same, he  kept  on  a  encouragin'  the 



meanness.   Prob'ly thought he would  have  witnesses, if  he came to need 
them, that he had ordered  that  protection.      If  anybody  still believes that 
what    they    did    is    exaggerated,    there's    reports in  the  New York 
Times, the New York Tribune and all the other Northern  papers,  sent  by 
their own men as to what was going on.  Hard  to  believe,  but  some  seemed 
to be human.   They actually  tried  to stop the havoc and pillage and 
destruction.  One  of these was Major Conyngham.   Major General J.  D.  Cox 
was another.     And  then  there  was  General  Howard.  He  is  Christian,  and 
believes  in Christian ethics.   He didn't like the  cruelty, the ruination, the 
heartlessness.   He appealed to Sherman  several  times,  and Sherman always 
promised him, too, that  he  would  punish  the  culprits and see that guards 
were posted  to  protect  civilians.  But  the burning and mischief went on... 
actually  increased.  The  efforts  of  these  few sincere men were like a 
snowflake in Hell.” 

“The  beasts!” Laura  said.  “Van told me one time that the 
Northerners  were  no  worse than our own people...  that it all just depended 
on circumstances...”

“That  is  true,”  Butch said, sighing.   “I kindie hate to tell  you  this 
part...  more than any of the rest...  but I think you  need to know.   As mean as 
Sherman's men were, you wouldn't think  anyone could be much worse, but a 
lot of the people were scareder of  Wheeler's  men  than  they  were  of 
Sherman's.   
Wheeler's army,  there  to try to stop Sherman and to protect the  people,  were 
crueler  than  Sherman's  army.  Why?  Can anybody answer that?  I can't.

“One  of  the  things  Sherman excused the behavior of his men  on, 
was  their fury about the condition of some prisoners escaped from 
Andersonville.  These prisoners were so nearly starved  to  death,  that  they 
looked like skeletons.   The way our  own  countrymen  treated  the  men  in 
that  prison...and others,  is an outrage.   We have to look at things as they are, 
I think.

“The  excuse  our  people  made  that thousands of men had died  of 
starvation  in  prison, especially Andersonville, was that  we didn't have 
enough food for our own fighting men...but that,  of  course,  isn't  true.  Our 
fighting men did starve, suffered  terribly  for  want of food, clothing, 
ammunition and so  on,  but the  main reason they starved was not the lack of 
food.   It was lack  of  transportation  facilities.   Our railroads were never 
much  to  brag  about,  and  they've continued to get worse all through  the 
war.  Tracks couldn't be replaced when they were needed  and...  Well,  as  you 
know, a lot of it was just poor planning and management, corruption and lack 
of men to work.”

“I have heard  of  the  atrocities  at  Andersonville, Millen    and 
Americus,” Delia said, “but I didn't know whether to  believe  it  or  not.  It 
makes one ashamed.   We would all like  to be proud of our country, even 
though we are losing the war.  I  have  written several times to Jeff Davis, 
asking him to  see  about these shameful conditions.   I know of others who 
have  written,  also.   Jeff has always been a conscientious and compassionate 

man.  I  am  sure  he  does  not approve of the atrocities  in  our  prisons.  I 
can only believe that things have  got  out  of  hand...  that  his orders are not 
obeyed.   So many  people have lost confidence in Davis.   More and more 
have defied his orders.”

“Yes,  there  is no excuse for the men in Andersonville who  starved, 
when  they were so close to the richest garden in our  country.  There  was  no 
lack of food.   That, the men of Sherman's army could well see.”

“Kilpatrick's  cavalrymen  were guilty of more crimes than any  other 
unit  in Sherman's army.  I think.” Among the camp followers, were good-
looking  Negro  wenches,  as  well  as hundreds  of  whites,  dressed  in the 
finest silks and satins, sporting  diamond  ornaments.   Officers that was 
supposed to be above  such  pilferage, were wearing sparkling rings that would 
set  Tiffany  in raptures.”    They talked about the debauchery of  Hooker  in 
his camps.   I don't think he could hold a candle to this Kilpatrick.  

“We  have  the  Macon  “Telegraph,”  Delia said.   “Here is what  it 
says,  in  part.   'Hundreds of our people are without anything  to  eat.  Their 
stock of cattle and hogs are killed.   Horses  and  wagons are all taken off.   All 
through our streets and  commons  are to be seen dead horses and mules-
entrails of hogs and  cattle killed...  Oxen  and  carts  are  taken  away, so that 
we are notable  to  remove  the  offensive matter.   Our school houses and most 
of  the  churches  burned.  Captain  Bomer's  beautiful residence  in  ashes, 
together  with  everything that could be found  of  his, destroyed...  Clothes 
taken off the backs of some of  the  contrabands,  and  female  servants taken 
and violated without mercy.”

“I  am  not  surprised.”  Butch said.   “At one place where Kilpatrick 
and  his men forced the residents to cook for them, after  the  meal, they made 
a shambles of the house.   Later the lady  of the house, who had cooperated as 
best she could had nothing left to feed her  starving  children,  her old parents 
and herself.  That is uncivilized.”

“In  some  homes,  the  men  used fine china for chamberpots.   
After  using  it  thus,  they sometimes placed the china on the bed,  and  shot  it 
to  bits,  spilling the filth all over the bedding.”

“This  is sheer savagery!”  Laura said.  “It isn't war.   It has  to  be 
pure  spite,  ruthlessness,  callousness,  sadism.   These were helpless people-
many of them little children.!”

“These  madmen  have  no  sympathy  for  little children, “Butch 
said.  “In  one  place when a man saw that his home was burning,  he wrapped 
a blanket around his sick boy and took him out  and  laid him on the ground 
away from the fire.   Sherman's drunken  men  grabbed  the  blanket from the 
child and threw it into  the  fire.  When  the  father objected, the men told him 
that  if  he  didn't shut up, they would throw the boy in after the blanket.     If 
they  had  not  been  completely  without humanity,  they would not have 
destroyed the only shelters, the blankets,  the  food  they  knew  the kids had to 
have to live.   

They  even  burned  one  hospital,  and an insane asylum.   They 
swore  that  when  they  got to South Carolina, they would make what  they 



were  doing  on  the  way  to  Savannah look like a picnic.  They  all had a 
hatred for South Carolina, calling it the leader of secession.”

“The  men  kept  saying  that Sherman had give orders that the 
civilians  were  not  to  be  molested, but then the men turned around  and  said 
they were just doing what Sherman wanted.   He was  known  to  have  said 
that  what  one Rebel did, all were responsible  for.  He  certainly acted...  or 
allowed his men to act  as  if  the  women and kids and old sick people could 
have helped  kill  Yankees.  They  had  to pay for what they didn't do.”

Delia  sighed.   “The Northerners profess to be sympathetic with  the 
Negroes,  she  said  but I have heard of a number of murders,  tortures, 
atrocities of all kinds imposed on them in New  York  and  other  places  in the 
North.   Sherman shows his feelings  for  them.  He  stated that: ...  'slaves or 
free, the colored people of  the  South  are  incapable  of  assuming political 
equality with whites,' and '...  All the Congresses on earth  can't  make  the 
Negro anything else than what he is; he must  be subject to the white man,…
Two such races cannot live in  harmony  save  as  master  and  slave...”  

Laura  had received three letters from Darryl.   She hadn't answered 
any  of  them.  She  didn't want to be rude, but she felt  that  if she didn't 
answer, he would forget all about his infatuation  and  be  more apt to find 
solace with Gloria.   She had  had  several letters from Gloria, and had 
answered each of them.  Gloria  had  mentioned Darryl many times, but there 
was no  indication  that things were going any better for her where he was 
concerned.

Laura  went  to  her  room.  She looked at her reflection carefully  in 
the  mirror.  She was not unhappy with what she saw,  but  she  still  felt  that 
looking  so  helpless  was a mistake.  Did  men  really  admire helpless 
women?  “I suppose they do,” she admitted.

She  had  heard  about  people from the North, taking over the  banks 
and many industries in the South.   Some were simply confiscating  all  kinds 
of  properties.   There were those who were  honest,  but  the  law  was  now 
in  the  hands  of  the invaders.  Things were beginning to be chaotic.   One 
could not be  sure of anything.   Those who were intent on revenge against the 
South, and  intent  on  filling  their coffers at the expense of their former 
enemies,  outnumbered  the  honest ones, who would have done things 
according  to  the  rules  Abraham  Lincoln  had outlined for the reconstruction 
of the South.

It  was  known that President Johnston's cabinet, and many other 
Northerners felt that Lincoln's plans for reconstruction had  been  too  lenient. 
The “carpetbaggers,” did not abide by the  meager and vague laws, but took 
advantage of the fact that those  laws  were vague, and that the Southerners 
had no way of knowing  just what their legal rights were, in this new, hated, 
regime.

 

CHAPTER 62

General  Johnston  had  fought  for  civilian  rights  and civilian  laws 
in  his  settlement  with Sherman.   Sherman had said  that  he wanted to make 
the same generous settlement that Grant had  made  to  Lee.  However, 
generous  as  was  this settlement,  there  were  many  complaints of Lee's men 
forming bands,  robbing,  and molesting their own citizens, in order to survive 
and  to  try to get back to their homes.   Johnston had pointed  out  the  folly  of 
allowing that to happen again, and Sherman  agreed.  Sherman  agreed that the 
soldiers could take their  horses,  enough  food  to  see them back to their 
homes, arms  enough  to  protect themselves from roving bands, bent on 
robbery  and  murder.  In  trying  to  resolve this armistice, General Johnston 
on  two  different  occasions  defied  his President's  orders.  He  refused  to 
send  $39,000 to Davis, which  Davis  wanted  with  which to continue the war. 
General Johnston,  as most  other officers and civilians,  had lost all confidence 
in President Davis.   Johnston  kept the $39,000 and had  it  distributed  among 
his  men, who had not been paid in months and whose families were suffering.

Sherman  had  recognized,  also, that the civil law, as it was  already 
set up was the proper way to begin reconstruction with  the  South. 
Presumably  President  Lincoln had approved General Weitzel's  invitation  to 
the Virginia Legislature to assemble.   It  was  indicated  that  the  same 
recognition of Confederate legislators and  other  officials  would be extended 
to other states.  This  show  of  generosity  had  seemed  to meet with 
widespread  approval.  But  to  the consternation of those who were trying  to 
set  up  a  situation  which  could  operate successfully,  and  efficiently, 
without depriving the North of anything,  this  agreement was rejected. 
General Weitzel, who had  written  this  agreement,  was removed from 
command.   This agreement,  which  would  have gone a long way to heal the 
deep wounds  between  the  North  and the South, was rejected by the new 
President.   He demanded more authority over the South.   He said  that  no 
military  man  had the right to make agreements concerning government. 
Southern participation  in  civil policies would not be tolerated.

Consequently,  no  one, Northerner or Southerner could say for  sure 
just  what  the  laws  were concerning the rights of civilians.

To  Sherman's surprise, President Johnston ordered him not to  sign 
anything  giving  the South any right to conduct law.   
“That  is  the  right  of the President,” he said.   He insisted that  military  law 
was  the  right way to go.   As a result of these  disagreements  between 
Sherman  and  President Johnston there  was  very  little law in the South. 
The Northerners who were  penetrating the south like vultures, in their greed to 
be the  first  to  take advantage of the state of affairs, did not adhere to any 
previous laws.  They  made  their own laws, in their own favor,  and  to  the 
detriment of the Southerners.  Sherman's armistice  had  contained a paragraph 



guaranteeing the right of Southerners to  their  properties,  and  safety  of 
persons.   
President  Johnston objected to this on the grounds that slaves had  been 
considered property and that this wording might give the  Southerners  the 
right  to  proceed  with their “peculiar institution.”

The  paragraph  agreeing  to allow  civilians  to retain enough  of their 
arms to defend themselves against roving bands of  highwaymen,  angry 
freedmen,  or  others  who might menace their safety, was rejected  on  the 
grounds  that  these Southerners  might take up those arms again against the 
Federalists.

Sherman  was  very  angry  that  his  authority  in  these decisions  had 
been called into question.   He had made sensible concessions,  only  to  find 
them rejected.   He was more angry that  General  Grant  had  been  ordered to 
take command of his army  and continue hostilities.   General Grant 
sympathized with Sherman.  He  refused  to  take command of Sherman's 
army.   At last,  Sherman  called in General Schoefield to see if he could 
resolve  matters,  so  that  the  armistice  would be something everyone could 
live with.

Schoefield  wrote  up  a  paper which Sherman and Johnston signed. 
Sherman  ordered  his  top  generals to do everything possible to make things 
easy for the civilian population.

While  this was the fairest armistice that could be worked out,  under 
the  circumstances, the status of civilians in the South  was  still  precarious,  at 
best.  It  was  known that President  Johnston hated the rich landowners of the 
South.   He ordered  many  of  their  plantations  to be divided and handed over 
to former slaves and freedmen.   The carpetbaggers, taking note  of these facts, 
took advantage of them to put pressure of their  own  on  rich  holdings.   It 
could not be determined, inmost  cases, from what authority orders flowed. 
The subjugated Southerners,  especially where there were only women at home 
to try  to  take  care  of  legalities,  hardly dared question the words of any 
Northerner.

Also,  Laura  knew,  there  were bands of black men, angry and  bent 
on  revenge,  who  roamed  about  taking  what  they wanted, whether  it  be 
food,  animals,  women,  or comfortable shelter.     No law applied to them. 
No law could possibly hope to  control them.   While Laura didn't know how 
much of what she heard,  to  believe,  she  knew  that  some of it was true.   It 
frightened  her.  She  had  to  make a decision.   She hated to disturb  Delia in 
her sorrow, but she decided she would have to talk to the owner of all that was 
at stake.

She  found  Delia  sitting  alone in the garden.   “Delia, “she  said, 
“We have to make some decisions.   There is no way to get word  to  Van. 
Tom isn't coming back.   There is a lot of talk that  your  property is in danger 
of being confiscated by the Northern  business  people,  the banks.   I think we 
should look into all this so that you can decide what you want to do.”

“What do you have in mind?”  Delia asked.

“I  think I should go into Central City  and talk with one of  the 
bankers there.   I think I should find out everything I can  about  what  is going 
on and what can be expected.   It maybe  wise  to sell all you can while there is 
time...  if there is time.

“Laura  didn't know exactly what she had expected, but she had  not 
expected  Delia to take all this so resignedly.   “You are  probably  right,” 
Delia said.  “Will  you go tomorrow?   
I'll  get  all  the  papers ready, so you can show what we own.   
And  please, Laura, I will appreciate it, if you will do as you see  fit  while 
you  are  there.  If you think we should sell everything,  do  so.  I know that is 
a great responsibility to ask  of  you-but I just don't want to make decisions 
like that right  now.   Besides, you will make a much better decision than I 
would.  There  is too much sentiment attached to everything for  me.  You  will 
be much more objective.   It will be a real burden off my mind.   Will you do 
that?”

Laura  did  not  like  taking that responsibility.   On the other  hand, 
she  was  relieved.  She felt sure that the best thing  to do, was to sell 
everything for whatever she could get for  it, and get out as fast as possible. 
Every day there were intruders,  both  from  the  North  and the South, who 
demanded that food be  prepared  for  them,  who  took  items  Delia 
cherished,  without  apology.   They had not yet, taken the fine brood-mares 
and  the  pure-bred cattle, but Delia knew that it was  only a matter of time, 
until they would take whatever they chose.  They  marched  through  her 
home, without permission.   
There was no privacy, or guarantee of safety.

The  talk  of robberies, murder, rape, legal stealing, and manipulation 
had certainly proved to have some basis.   Van had assured  Laura  once long 
ago that the Northerners were not any worse than  their  own  people.  Be  that 
as  it  may,  the Northerners  were  in  the  driver's  seat  now,  and they were 
taking advantage of that position.

Laura  knew that there was danger, too, from the thousands of 
Southerners  who  had been driven out of their homes.   They were  frightened, 
hungry,  without  shelter, income.   Formerly responsible,  well-off  people 
were  now  completely helpless.  Many  of  them had children to think of and 
try to protect, and old  ones,  sick  ones.  They had no way now to care for 
them.   They  wondered  from  place  to  place,  taking what they could find, 
at gunpoint, if necessary.  She knew that most of these had  been  good  people, 
but  now they were desperate and they would  feed  themselves  and their 
families if they could, even at  the  cost  of  leaving others destitute.   The 
promised help for  these misplaced people, these refugees, had in most cases, 
as  yet  not  materialized.   It looked now that the promised help would never 
materialize.     Abraham Lincoln, the architect of the  “just” reconstruction, 
who had promised such help, had been assassinated.

Laura  dressed  in  her most becoming dress.   She corseted herself 
tightly.  She  did  her  hair  in  the  most  recent fashion.  She even applied a bit 



of the rouge Gloria had given her.  She looked in the mirror and didn't know 
whether she was more disgusted or pleased with what she had become.

Laura  was  just  coy  enough,  so as not to appear weak and  gullible. 
Mr. Dashiel  was impressed.   He had not many scruples  about  how  he  made 
his money, and he had certainly done  well  since  arriving in Central City. 
Also, he had done well  in the matters of the flesh.   He hadn't hesitated to take 
advantage  of  several  beautiful women, who were frightened of his  position 
and he was looking forward to an affiliation with this one.   He smiled.

“Well,  let's just see what we have,” he said, placing his spectacles  on 
his  nose  and  taking  the  papers from Laura.   
“Mmm,  mmm,' He sounded pleased.   This was going to be one of his  better 
days.  “This  is  a nice property,” he said.   “Of course  everyone  knows  of 
the Tom Walling place.   Let's see.   We  can  offer ten thousand dollars cash. 
You did say you have to  have cash?”  He looked at Laura in an unctuous 
fashion.   He fully  expected  her  to be intimidated as all the others, male or 
female,  had been, and to meekly accept his offer.   He knew how frightened 
all these people were, and it delighted him.

Laura  had arisen.   “Thank you very much, Mr.  Dashiel” she said. 
“Good-day.” she started toward the door.

“Wait!”  Mr.   Dashiel  sounded  dismayed.   “What is wrong, Miss 
Hudson?  That is a good offer.   You know these places are not  worth  nearly 
as much as they were considered to be a few years  ago...  or  even  a  few 
months.  What  can be done with them? There  will  be  no more free labor. 
There will be few buyers.   We will lose money on most of them.”

“Be  that as it may, Mr.  Dashiel, I will not even consider an  offer  for 
less  than twice that figure, and even then you will be stealing it.     I will take 
twenty  thousand dollars...all  in  gold and Union notes.   It is worth ten times 
that much, as you well know.”

“But Miss Hudson!”
“Good-day.”
“Miss  Hudson.  Wait.  I will reconsider.   Maybe I    a  little 

concession.  I understand your disappointment that  your  property  is  not  as 
valuable as you thought it to be.  Let's  see.   Tell you what.   If you will meet 
me tonight,here,  after hours, I will  have the twenty thousand in cash...gold 
and notes...ready for you.”

Laura  hid  her disgust and anger well.   “I will be here,”she said.
“I  don't  want  him  to know anyone is near until after I have  the 

gold  and notes in my possession.   He will expect me to  have  a carriage and a 
driver waiting, but I do not think I will get the money if he thinks there is 
anyone else there.

“You  can't  go!” Delia  said.   “We will figure out some other  way. 
We will take the lesser amount.   You must not go.   
It is too dangerous!”

“I  am  going,”  Laura's  announcement was not meant to be 
disrespectful,  only  final.  “It  is the only thing to do.   I will not be in danger. 
I will get the money and leave.”

“But  he will certainly lock the door!  You will be alone,helpless.”
“I've  thought  of  that,”  Laura said.   “I will not allow him  to  lock 

the  door.  He  thinks  I  am interested in him personally,  as well as for the 
money.   I learned a lot at Miss Gibson's  school.  I  didn't  think  flirting  was 
honest, and thought  it  was  a  useless  art...but  it has proven to be as useful 
as  Gloria  said  it  was.  I  flirted  with this ogre today.  I  am fairly good at it. 
Gloria would be proud of me.   
I will be all right.”

Laura  didn't  feel  nearly  the confidence she expressed.   
She  was  frightened  and  disgusted.   “Can I pull it off,” she asked  herself. 
“And  what  will  happen if I fail?  What will happen  to  Delia and the 
others?”  She placed her small pistol into her reticule.

Laura,  for  the  first  time  donned a very low-cut gown.   
She  hated  her  looks  in  it,  but she knew Gloria would have thought  it most 
adorable.   “And maybe most men would too,” she thought.  “I  wonder  if 
Van would like this?  I hope not.   I wish  the  sonofabitch were here.   He 
would know what to do and how  to  do  it.   He may be very angry when he 
finds out what I have done.”  Her determination was not lessened.

When  she  appeared  at the bank, Mr.  Dashiel unlocked the door  for 
her and smiled approvingly.   He turned and locked the door.  “Of  course,” 
Laura  thought,  “he could not leave it unlocked.   It is after hours.”

He  led Laura into a back room.   He started to take her in his  arms. 
She  pushed  him away.   “Not until after I get the money and the papers 
showing the sale,” she said.

He  was  annoyed.  He  started  to  object, but evidently decided  it 
was  not worth it.   After all, he did mean to keep the  deal,  so  why  not  do 
as she wished.   He handed her the payment  and  the  papers.  She didn't look 
at them.   She felt that  he  would not gamble on trying to cheat her...any 
further than he already had.   She placed them all in her reticule.

Again  he  started  to  embrace  her.  “Mr.  Dashiel,” she said,  “will 
you  really  be  satisfied with just a capricious little  incident? Why don't we go 
somewhere else?  After all,we  both  have  plenty  of  time.  Can  you truly be 
satisfied with...just  a quickie?  You appear to me to be a man with more class 
than that.   Is there anywhere else we can go and do this up  right?”

Mr.   Dashiel had not thought that the beautiful young Miss Hudson 
would be leaving the community.   He looked forward to a satisfying 
relationship with her.     She seemed  to  be intelligent,  discreet,  interested.  “I 
have a  suite at the Royal  Hotel.  I  am a bachelor, you know, so I am alone. 
you are  right.   It would be much better to go there.   We can do as we  please, 
without interference.”  He turned to get his coat.   
I will get a taxi.   There should be one close by.”

“No  need to bother,” Laura said,  “My carriage and driver are 
waiting  outside.  My  driver  can take us there.   He can wait...or I can dismiss 
him, whichever you think best.”

“Dismiss  him, of course.”  Mr.  Dashiel couldn't have been more 
pleased with the way everything was going.



Rowdy  drove  them  to Mr.  Dashiel's hotel.   Mr.  Dashiel stepped 
down  and  turned  to help Laura down.   She had arison from  the  seat,  as if 
she intended to follow him.   The horses suddenly lunged  into  a  gallop  and 
left Mr.  Dashiel standing abjectly disconcerted,  by  the  boardwalk.   He 
swore, but he knew there was  nothing  he  could  do.   He went dejectedly into 
his hotel and  cursed  some  more.  “That  bitch!”  he  said.  “I never 
thought...Just  wait.  I  have  more ways to get even than she can  count.  When 
I am through with her she will be glad to be my  guest,  if I will have her.”  He 
knew that he would be most happy  to  have her at any time she conceded to 
his wishes, but he  went  to  bed,  half  appeased by his intentions of ruining 
her.

Laura  put Rowdy and Luke to work remodeling the wagon the way 
she  wanted it.   She had a false bottom put in, and stowed most  of the gold 
there.   She didn't want a complete cover overall  of  the  wagon, but had a 
portion of it covered, where the baby  would  sleep.   The choice of what to 
take was a difficult decisions.  There  isn't  room  for  anything  other  than 
bare necessities.  We  will  take  two cook pans.   No flatware.   if they  can't 
eat  with  cleaned  sticks,  they will do without.   
“Bring  up  the  team,  three of the best mares, and one of the best  studs,”  she 
asked Mose and Denver.     We can't take too many  so they will have to serve 
as pack-horses.   Luke, will it harm  the  mares  or  their  colts if we use the 
horses in this way? We have to get some of the good stock out to Van.   There 
is  no  way  we can take any of the good cattle breeding-stock.   

She  had  to curb her anger, and stop herself from the swearing that 
would  have  helped  her  to  cope  with  it.  “It is so unfair.  Tom  and  Delia 
and Van planned for years to have all this  fine  stock  to  take to Texas.   They 
planned to take all their  lovely  furniture  and  treasures,  too.  It all has to 
remain  here...for  strangers to maul and enjoy.”  She was near tears.  “Poor 
Delia.  It will tear her heart out...on top of losing  Tom.   There is no way I 
could have got anything to  New  Orleans,  and expect it to arrive there safely, 
and to be  able  to  claim  it there...even if I were allowed to leave with it.”

 

CHAPTER 63

Marybelle and  Belle  helped  with  the  packing.  They prepared 
foods and followed Laura's orders about what could betaken.  They were 
appalled that she would think they could get by  with  two  pans,  no  flatware, 
nothing to drink from, only foods  that  required  the least space.   “Don't 
forget salt and coffee.” The  two  black  women  did as Laura directed.   They 

shed  their  tears  when they were alone.   They knew that their seeming 
strength would  help  Delia  more  than  tears  and apprehension  would.  “Put 
in the warmest blankets.   Only one set  of  extra  clothing  for each.   Pack 
plenty of clothes for the  baby.  Sorry  we can't take along a cow for milk for 
her,since  Jennie  doesn't  have enough.   I wish you and Belle were going  with 
us, You  are like a part of the family to Delia.   
She  will  miss  you terribly.   We will all miss you very much,  
but it is time you did something you want to do for yourself.”

There  were  tears  on Marybelle's cheeks.   “She don' miss me  mo' 
dan  I  miss  huh.   I sho will miss Miz Delia an' Tom.   
They be my fambly fo a long time.”

“What are you going to do?,” Laura asked.
“I'se  gwine  jes' set in a rockin-chaih fer the res' ob my bohn days,” 

Marybelle said.
“If  anyone catches you sitting in a rocking-chair,” Laura said,  “you 

will be surrounded by little children, learning to read and write and do sums.”
Marybelle  laughed,  a very rare thing for her to do.   “you be  right, 

Miz  Laura.   I couldn' sit still wit nothin' to do.   
De  chilluns  need to larn to speak and write and read.   I will be  busy  wid 
that  wuhk  I commenced awready.   Belle an Denber will  teach  the chilluns, 
too.   They speak like the white peoples.   
They  larn  that in that college.  De chilluns will gain by speakin' the  way ob 
the white peoples.   De white peoples don like the way I speak.   Why that is I 
don know.”

“The  white  people  are  enamored  with  their own ways.”Laura 
said.  “You  are  right, they actually believe that the more  the  black people 
can  be like them, the more intelligent they  appear.  I  agree, since things are 
as they are, that it is  a good idea for the children to learn to speak as the white 
people do.”

Laura  turned  to  Luke.   “See that we have grease for the hubs, water 
bags, tether ropes, hobbles.”

Delia  asked  Laura  what  she  should be doing, and Laura proceeded 
to  give  her  directions in the same confident tone she  used  with  the  others. 
Delia  didn't question her, but seemed  to  be  relieved  that at last something 
was being done toward  solving  their dilemma.   It would be a long time 
before any  of  them  recovered  from the shock of being uprooted from their 
home, but since some move had to be made, she was ready.

Laura  looked  around  fondly  at the magnificent mansion,the 
mahogany  woodwork, the marble floors.   The finest oak had been used  for 
the  dance-floor  and  in  other  appropriate places.  The  best  Persian carpets 
were everywhere where they were suitable.     She looked  at  the  big  ornately 
framed portraits,  the  silk  and velvet drapes, the chairs and tables imported 
from  Italy,  France and India.   Other furniture that had  been  hand-carved 
carefully  by  the  inimitable Vincent.There  were lovely antiques; dishes, 
vases, goblets.   Delia was looking at one of the gold and silver goblets.



She  turned  it  over  and over in her hand, caressing it.   Delia  saw 
Laura  watching  her and smiled.   “This set was the first  wedding  gift  Tom 
gave me,” she said.   “They came from England.  They're  centuries  old.  It is 
said that they once served  King Henry.” She replaced the goblet.   “I know 
there is no  room  for trinkets, Laura.   I was just kind of saying good-
bye.   Is it time to go?”

“Yes.   Every  minute  counts.  They walked into the other room 
together.  Laura's  heart ached for Delia, but she could not  let  this  sympathy 
defeat her purpose of using every inch of  space  for  the  things  that would 
help them to keep alive through this trip.  “There  is  no way we can take 
them,” she said to herself.   “it will  take  me  five  minutes to dress and we'll 
be off,” Laura said bounding up the stairs.

Delia  and  the  others  gasped when they looked up to see Laura 
coming  down  the  steps.  She had found an old pair of Van's  trousers.  They 
were too big, but she hadn't hesitated to  don  them and an old shirt.   She wore 
her own riding boots.   

“I'm  sorry,” she said, not looking sorry at all, “but I refused  to ride  a 
thousand  miles gusseted up like a Christmas goose.   We  will  all  get  tired 
enough.   I advise everyone to get as comfortable  as  you  possibly can.   No 
thought can be given to fashion  or  even  custom.  We wont be seeing many 
people that will take notice of how we look, in any case.”

Jennie  snorted.   She was dressed in a low-cut dress.   she had 
definitely  donned  a corset.   “Is there any reason not to try to look civilized?” 
She asked.

“Not  at  all,” Laura said, “but we do not have room for anything  we 
do not have real need for.   I will guarantee that if  you wore that corset and 
that dress, you would very soon be discarding  them,  and  that room would be 
wasted.   So, you are not  going  to  start  in  them.  You don't have to wear 
men's clothing,  even  though  it would be wisest.   But you will wear 
something  far  more  simple.   One of Marybelle's loose dresses would be 
ideal.”

“I  wouldn't  be  seen  in  one  of  Marybelle's dresses!”Jennie 
objected.

“Fine,”  Laura said evenly, “but you are not going to wear that.  So, 
make  up  your mind.   The wagon is leaving in less than five minutes. 
Whoever isn't on it, will be left behind.”

While  the  wagon  was  waiting for Jennie, Laura ran back into  the 
house.   She returned with a small box under her arm.”Luke,  please  hide  this 
box way down under things, wherever you  can.  I don't want it broken--or 
stolen.   It's sort of an emergency box.”

Jennie  arrived sobbing, but dressed in one of Marybelle's gowns.
Laura  brushed the damp hair back from her forehead.   “Get thee 

behind me, Satan.” she said aloud, not knowing why, other than  that she was 
full of fury.   Fury with the North for being such  a  beastly  demon,  fury  at 
the  South  for having been foolish  enough  to think they could win a war with 
the North--why  couldn't they have seen the truth as Van had seen it?  she was 

furious  with  the  bankers,  the  black  men,  with  poor frightened  Jennie, 
and her crying baby.   She was furious with Delia.   Why hadn't she made up 
her mind to go on weeks ago?

“Why  don't  you  go  on  by  yourself,  then?”  she asked herself. 
“You  could  make  it so much more easily unburdened with  them.” She 
answered under her breath.   “Because I love these  people.  Damn  it, I love 
them more than anyone else in the  whole world.   They're my people...as 
much as if I had been born  into  the family.  I couldn't any more go and leave 
them than  Jennie  could  leave  her crying baby.   I want to be with them,  and 
I  want  to do whatever I can for them.   They would have done as much  for 
me,  if  circumstances  had  been different.  In fact, they have done as much for 
me.   More than I  could  ever repay.   I am as much indebted and as enamored 
as Ruth  was  with  Naomi.   'Your people shall be my people.   your God,  my 
God.  Where  thou  goest, I shall go.'  Only I would like  to  wring  Van's 
neck.”  But she could only visualize him crushing  her  to  him, her arms 
entwining his neck in a tender embrace.  That  picture,  making  her  more 
angry  than ever,elicited  the  swearing  again.  “Sonofabitch!”  her mind said 
with  vehemence.   She had always been careful not to allow Mrs.Walling  to 
hear  her  swear.   She had never heard Delia say a swear  word, nor even a 
slang word.   “She would hate me,” Laura said.

“I  am  going  to  drive...for  a  while,  anyway,”  Laura announced. 
Luke  and  Rowdy  and Mose all objected, but Laura was  adamant.  “I will tell 
you when I want one of you to takeover.  Ride  the  horses.   Jennie will ride in 
the back of the wagon with the baby.”

Jennie settled in as best she could with the sacks, cartons,cans,  a 
trunk.  She murmured petulantly, but no one paid any attention to  her.

Delia  didn't  cry  when  they drove away from her beloved home. 
She  sat  stalwart  and  straight, beside Laura, on the high  driver's  seat.  Her 
face was very white, but she looked only  ahead,  as  if  eager  to  see 
whatever  was going to been encountered  next.  No one had ever seen Delia 
dressed any way other  than  appropriately  for  the  occasion.   Today, she had 
taken  Laura's  advice  and  wore  a  loose  dress  without her corset. 
Somehow, she looked as poised and regal as ever.

“I  wish  I  knew  how to read this cussed map,” Laura was thinking. 
“I  wish they had taught us something useful in that damn  school.  I  know 
how to hold a dainty teacup on my lap,and  just  how to turn my wrist to move 
my fan and how to dance the  Virginia  Reel, but I don't know how to follow a 
map.   Oh,well,  I know we head out toward  Earling and from there toward 
Arlington,  and  then  on West, West, West...if I can only tell which way is 
West.”

She  clucked  at  the  horses  and  flipped  them with the reins.  She 
hoped  to keep up a good pace.   She wanted to get as  far  as  possible,  but 
she didn't want to wear the horses down  before  they  had  put  in  a  good 
eight  or  ten hours travelling.  She looked at the thin, gray woman sitting 
beside her  and  wondered  if  she  could  last  as long as the horses could.  She 
didn't  look  as  if  she  could  hold herself another  half-hour,  but  Laura  had 



seen her go through great tribulations  without  ever  uttering  a  word of 
complaint, or giving  in  to  her  emotions, or her weariness.   She suspected 
thst  Delia  would  hold out as long as any of them.   Her heart went  out to 
Van's mother, whom she loved for her own sake, but she  couldn't  allow 
sympathy  to swerve her from her purpose    She  knew  that  they  had  only  a 
few months to make the long trip,  before  the bad weather set in.   They would 
stand little chance  of  ever  making it, if they didn't get there before it got  too 
cold.  “God, how long did Van estimate it would take to make the trip.   Three 
months?  Forever!

The  weeks when she and Van had ridden together had seemed to 
short.  They  had ridden across hills  and plains, rivers, streams,  through 
forests, grassy meadows, over deer trails and Indian  paths.  What  a 
wonderful  time  it  had  been.  Why couldn't  they  have  continued  it 
forever? Of course, this stupid  war  had  been  a  blot  on  their  happiness. 
Their happiness?  Had Van felt as she had about it?  Did he look back on  it 
with  nostalgia as she did?  “Of course not,”  she said aloud.  Delia  looked  at 
her  quizzically,  but Laura didn't attempt to explain.

Suddenly  Laura  became  aware that Jennie had stopped her sniffling 
and  sobbing.  She  turned  to  look at her and was relieved  to  see  that  she 
was  sound  asleep along with the baby.  Luke  and Old Mose were nodding. 
They both had a lost,forlorn, look of doom.   Rowdy didn't appear to be so 
unhappy.

The  surrounding  countryside  became  more  pleasant.  A light 
breeze  caressed them.   The scenery looked as if it had put  on  its  Sunday 
best  for  them.  The colors all blended harmoniously  and the sky was 
sprinkled with little fleece-like clouds,  hanging out of the brilliant blue, 
flowing contentedly along.  Laura's  bruised  soul  was eased a little.   “I just 
wont  think  about  the  problems,  and  the  distance, and the dangers...and 
Van,” she vowed.

“I wonder  about  Jennie,”  Laura  said.  She  is  such a...well,  not  the 
type one would expect Van to take up with.   
I wonder how he is affiliated with her.”

“I  meant  to tell you,” Delia answered, “Van said she was a  sister  to 
a  very  good fried of his--a girl named Maggie.   
Maggie  couldn't  take  care of her right now, and he wanted us to take her 
until Maggie could make arrangements for her.”

“Oh,  for  goodness sake!  Maggie is the girl who told Van about me 
when I was locked in the...”

“Locked where?”
Laura  was  visibly  embarrassed.  She  hadn't  meant  to mention 

anything about  those  days  with  Van.  It  would certainly  be  difficult  to 
explain to Delia how she had been locked  in  a  whorehouse  and  how Van 
had rescued her.   Delia would  be  shocked  to  know that Van had a “very 
good friend,”who worked in a bordello.

But  Delia  surprised her.   “Don't be embarrassed.   I know all  about 
Maggie.   Van told me that she is a fine girl, and I believe  him.   Van and I 

have never kept many secrets from each other.  I  don't  mean, of course, that 
he would ever kiss and tell.  He certainly didn't tell me about his personal life, 
in many  cases.  Actually, I probably wouldn't have understood so well  about 
Maggie, if I hadn't had a very good friend myself,who was a whore.”

Laura  was  surprised  to  hear  Delia  say  the  word  so 
unflinchlingly.     Ladies didn't use such words exceptionally  in  whispers. 
Delia  hadn't  even  lowered  her voice.

“You had a friend who was a...”
“Yes,  you  are  surprised  aren't  you? I wouldn't have believed  it 

either, a day before I met Connie.”  She hesitated as  if  the conversation were 
over.   Then, she continued.   “you see,  Tom  went  to  a  whorehouse one 
time.   He didn't tell me about  it,  and  I  think he thought I didn't know about 
it.   I didn't  for  a  while,  but things like that seem always to get around 
somehow.  A  gossipy  little  woman  told me the whole thing.  Her  husband 
had  told  her.   I didn't believe her at first  and  ordered  her  out of my home. 
But I was furious.  I was  so  angry  that I promised myself that if this were 
true I would  get  a  divorce  immediately.   I never wanted to see Tom again.” 
She smiled.  “I decided to go to the bordello myself and  find  out  if  anything 
so abominable could be true of my husband.   I hated him just thinking about 
it.

“I  went  to  Madam Belle's,  where I had been told this unbelievable 
thing  had happened.   I knew that other men went to  these  places,  and I had 
always deplored the idea that any wife  would  have to put up with a husband 
that would do such a dreadful  thing--but my own husband!  I couldn't believe 
it and yet I did believe it.   I was seething.   I hated Tom.

“When  I  arrived at Madam Belle's, I was nauseated to the point  that 
I  almost  turned  around  and  left--but I had to know.  I  didn't  know  how  to 
approach  the  subject,  as I suspected that no one  would  break a confidence 
like a thing of this kind surely would  have  to  be.  I  decided  to  be  very 
bold, and I was deceptive thing I dislike.

“I  told  the  madam  that  I  was  a sister to one of her girls: a  girl 
named Connie.   I said I had only a short time to  be  in  the  vicinity  and I had 
to see Connie.   It worked.   
The  madam called Connie and told her that her sister was thereto  see her. 
Connie looked at me with surprise, but she didn't give me  away.  'Come 
upstairs,' she said.   'Let's talk for awhile.'

“I  could  hardly  manage  to stand much less to negotiate   
the  stairs.  If  I had had a gun with me, I would have killed Connie.  Imagine. 
If I had had a gun, I would have spent the rest  of  my  life  in prison.   My 
husband's life and Van's and Marion's  would have been ruined.   A good 
woman would have been dead.  Sometimes  luck  and nothing else decides our 
fate.   it was  mere  luck  that  I  had  been  so agitated that it hadn't occurred 
to  me  to  take  a  pistol.  I yearned for a loaded pistol.”

“'Sit  down,'  Connie said with no apparent embarrassment.  Of 
course  she  didn't  know who I was.   I immediately set her right  on  that.  I 
am Tom Walling's wife,' I said.   I didn't try  to  hide  the  anger;  the contempt 



I felt.   'I know,' she said  calmly,  'or  at least I surmised as much.   Tom 
described you  to  me.  No other woman could meet those glowing words he 
said  about  you.   Almost all he talked about was how beautiful and 
wonderful you were and how much he loved you.   I never saw a man so much 
in love.”

I  was  astounded.  I hadn't supposed that a man would go to  a 
brothel  and  then  talk  about  his wife--at least in a complimentary  way. 
There was nothing  I could think of that I wanted to say.   I merely wanted to 
kill her--and Tom, too.

“Finally  I  said,  'Then why did he come here--to a place of  this 
kind,  if  he  loved  me? That  is  ridiculous--andabominable!  No decent man 
would do that to his wife!'

“'I  know  it  is hard to understand,' Connie said, 'and I am  so  very 
sorry--not sorry that he came certainly, but sorry you don't understand.'

“What  is there to understand?”  I said.   'My husband went to  a 
brothel  to  be  with  a whore.   There's nothing more to understand.  No 
decent  man  would  do that.   Do you think it helps  to  say  that  he told you 
he loved me?  Why should it?.   
He  proved  he  didn't love me when he came here.   No man could love a 
woman and go to a stinking place like this!'

“Connie  sighed.  'Nevertheless,' she said, Tom came here because  he 
did love you--he loved you so much that he was sick with  fear  that  he  was 
losing  you.  He told me about your problems.  He  told  me about how he had 
grown up thinking, as so  many  men  do,  that  women  like  a man to be 
forceful and demanding  in  bed.  He  had listened to the men saying that 
woman  were  as lusty as men were, but that they didn't want to admit  it: That 
the only way to make a woman let go and enjoy making  love,  was  to  force 
her  to  do  what she was merely reluctant to admit.

“'He  said  that  his  desire for you was like a forest    he  had  never 
wanted  a woman in that way before:that  he had never really had many 
women in his life because he was  all  hooked  on love.   He knew something 
was wrong, but he didn't  know  what.  He  was  frightened  to death that he 
was losing  you.  He had stayed away that night because he dreaded going 
home  to  you,  when  he sensed that he was not pleasing you.  Even then, he 
wouldn't have come to me, if he hadn't got a  bit  drunk with his friends--just 
trying to forget about the fact that he thought he was losing you.'

“Connie  stopped  and looked at me, but I was too angry to say 
anything.  'I  told  Tom that he was going about his lovemaking  all  in  the 
wrong way.   I told him that I knew because the  same thing had happened to 
me, but that my husband had not been  as wise as he was, and I had left him--
for the life I was leading.'

“I  was  still  seething, but I was beginning to remember,too, how Tom 
had suddenly changed--how tender and understanding  he had become, how 
sweet his touch was beginning to  be, how I came to need him and want him--
or to allow myself to  realize  that  I  did,  and  had  all  along, but how I had 
snuffed out all my feelings of that kind because of my wrong teachings.

“'Tom  never  came  back  to  me, and I believe he took my advice 
and  treated  you  like you deserved to be treated.   At least I never did hear 
anything about a divorce.'“

“'You  saved our marriage,'“ I heard myself saying.   I sat there  for  a 
long time, forgetting where I was and what I had come  for.  My  emotions 
began  to  do flip-flops.   The wrath began  to  sink  to  the  bottom  and  my 
love  for Tom and my appreciation  of  his tenderness and patience with me, 
began to take  precedence.  'You  saved  our  marriage--and  the  whole 
meaning of life for me--for us.'“

“She  didn't say anything.   Finally she said, “Believe me,Delia,  that 
is  all  I  wanted  to  do.  I  am so glad if it worked.' I  began  to  cry  and 
Connie  did,  too.   We found ourselves  in  each other's arms, comforting each 
other.   I had never  felt  closer  to  anyone.  After  a  while, Madam Belle 
knocked  on  the  door  and  said.  'A  gentleman  asking  for you,Connie.' I 
was shocked.   She was being called to service some  man,  probably  one  she 
didn't  even  know.   'Don't go,Connie!' I  said.  She  smiled an unhappy smile. 
'I have to go,  Delia.  This  is  how  I  make  my living.   This is how I manage 
to eat.'

“'My  God!'  I said.   “You did what you did for Tom and me and  Tom 
didn't  even  see  that you had...that you got out of here!”

“She  didn't  answer,  but began to get ready to admit the customer. 
'Don't  go,  Connie.   Please don't go.'  I began to cry  again,  and  as  you know 
I am not a crying woman.   It was suddenly  the  most important thing in my 
life--to prevent this woman  I  had come to love in such a short time, from 
having to submit  to  the  indignities  of  whoredom.   I grabbed Connie's arm. 
'You  don't  have to go.   You never have to go again.   I have  plenty  of 
money  so that you can live well without ever having to do such a thing again.”

“Connie  smiled.  'I  hate  this  life,  of course--but I don't think I 
could accept charity, either.'

“'Connie,  what  can  you do?  What would you like to do?'  The 
madam  was  pounding  on  the door again and calling to Connie.  'I  am  a 
good  seamstress.   I have hoped to save enough to go into a little shop of my 
own--but...'

“'Tell  her you're not coming.' I urged--ever again!'  'if you  don't,  I'll 
go  in  your  place,'  I opened the door.   A leering,  man  stood  there  with 
Madam  Doyne.  His face was flushed  with animal lust and...I almost vomited. 
How on earth had  Connie  stood  it? I  decided  not  to  offer  myself in 
Connie's  place.  'She isn't coming,' I said.   I took Connie's arm  and  we 
walked out the door.   Connie agreed to allow me to set  her up in her own 
shop.   She has done well.   She is a good seamstress,  as she said.   I have 
almost all my clothes made at Connie's  shop.  All my friends do, too.   The 
last time  I saw her,  Connie  seemed  to be weathering the carpet-baggers. 
she was  not  afraid.  Many of the women from the North had become her 
customers.  That  gave her some protection, I think.   She is  a  good  business 
woman--and one of the finest women I have ever  known.   I love her like a 
sister.   I always meant to tell Tom  what  I had done, but I never will get to 



now.”  She wiped away  a  tear.   “So you see, I can easily see Maggie as being 
a fine  woman,  too.  I  know  she is, or Van wouldn't have said so.  I  hope  I 
will meet her sometime.   I wish Van would get her  out  of that place and set 
her up some other way to earn a living.  He said he had tried, but she has 
refused, so far.   I feel  that  he  will convince her to accept his offer sometime. 
I hope so.”

“There is no one on earth like you, Delia,” Laura said.
Laura  was lost in reverie when she heard hoof-beats back of them. 

She  sat  up and called back to the men to be ready for anything.  She knew 
that they would all have heeded her former directions and be holding their 
loaded revolvers at the ready.

As  the  lone  rider with a pack horse in tow, approached,Laura 
gasped.  “It's  Darryl!” He pulled his foaming, hard-breathing  horse  to  a 
stop,  beside  the  wagon.  “What  on earth...?” Laura said.   “What are you 
doing here?”

“I'm going with you.” he stated.
She  had  to smile.   Darryl  had never appeared to be either resolute 

or  defiant about anything before.   “What brought you to  that decision?”  she 
asked, trying to make up her mind just what she should do about this turn of 
events.

“We  were  burned  out  in  Charleston.   My family went to Delaware. 
We  have relatives there.   I didn't want to go with them.   I  went over to see 
you.   The neighbors told me that you had  left  for Texas.   I'm not going back, 
so there's no use to try to send me.”

Laura  was  thinking,  “He's strong.   He's as brave as the next  man. 
He's willing.   He will do almost anything I ask him to.  He  has a fine horse 
and a good revolver, plus a carbine.   
He's  a  good shot.   He can read and write.”  But she felt that she should make 
some objection to such a startling decision.

“What about your  share  of  provisions?”  she  asked.  “Something  to 
eat,  medications.  We  don't  have enough for another person.”

“I  have  some  good  bank-notes with me...no, they're not ours,  not 
confederate notes.   They're United States notes and good  anywhere.  As  for 
the other things, I have some food, around  of cheese, coffee, flour, some dried 
fruit.   I brought a canteen, blankets.   I have a tent.”

Laura  was  pleased.  Someone  with  his  experience  and training 
could  be  a big help, even though his experience was not in the  rough  world 
she  knew.  “There's  safety  in numbers,” she  thought.  She was glad to have 
him along, but she didn't intend to let him know that--yet.

She  turned, clucked to the horses and started on.   Darryl followed. 
He plodded along in the dust behind the wagon, with the  others,  evidently 
content.   His horse, too, with his eyes half closed  seemed  to  be  glad  the 
straining, mad, dash was over.

Laura was tired, hungry,  hot,  sick  of  the  dust,frightened  of  the 
future,  and  angry.   She wondered how the others  had endured it all without 
complaining.   Of course, she had  heard Jennie  sobbing  and  the baby 

whimpering, and old Mose sighing deeply  and  Luke  swearing  under  his 
breath.   She had heard nothing  from  Delia.   She knew that this frail woman 
had to be suffering.  She was getting old and had been brutally uprooted from 
her  home.  She  had  gone  through  the  death  of  her husband.  She  had  had 
to  remain  quiet  while  men with no chivalry,  no  concern  for  her and no 
education, had told her what  she  could  and could  not do with her own 
property and person.  She  had  had to leave friends of a lifetime, many of 
whom  she  could not even have the comfort of telling good-bye.  Laura, 
glancing  at  her,  wondered  if  she  didn't feel like swearing, too.

Laura  knew that they had to push on as fast as they could with  the 
best  economy.  She  wasn't sure whether they would make  better  time  by 
stopping  to  rest,  and allowing their exhausted  horses  to  browse  and  gather 
some strength, or to whip  them on another few miles.   She decided it would 
be wiser to  stop.  She  asked  herself if she were being influenced by the 
evident  fatigue  of  the others, or even that of her own.   
She  was  satisfied  that  she had made her decision on nothing other  than 
what she saw as the most expedient action, for the benefit  of  all.  She knew 
that if she ever came to the point of  making  decisions  on  sympathy,  whims, 
emotions, or even despair, they would all be lost.

She  saw a little glade by the side of the road and pulled the  team 
over.   She got down off the wagon and wanted to help Delia,  but  she knew 
this would be the wrong thing to do under the  circumstances.  She  turned  to 
the rest of the group for whom  she  had  taken  responsibility  and  began  to 
give curt orders.  They  didn't hesitate to obey her.   She was stiff and sore  and 
very much more unsure of herself than any one of them would  have 
suspected.  She turned away from them and went in search  of water.   She 
knew there was a spring or creek nearby,as  was  evidenced  by  the white-
trunked aspen trees, all in a cluster,  their  leaves  quaking  in  the  slight 
breeze.  “I suppose  this  is  why  they are so often called 'quakinasps,'“she 
said.  In  any  case,  where  they  clustered,  there was usually surface water, 
but she  knew that sometimes it only meant that the water-table was high  at 
that  point.  “My  father  couldn't  read,”  she was thinking,  “but  he  taught 
me more than they did at that silly school,”

 

CHAPTER 64

She  came  upon  a  cold  stream gurgling over grey rocks.  She  felt 
that  she  would  like  to  sit  down and stay there forever.  “It's  just like the 
one I washed his damned drawers in.”  She  angrily  brushed  away a tear. 



“That's what started all  the  trouble...my  washing  his underpants.   That's 
when I found  out  I  would have to change myself, in order to be good enough 
for  him.   The damned aristocrat!  A lot of good it did me.  Well, it was worth 
it.   That one look he gave me there at his home, with all  those  beautiful, 
'well-bred'  women fluttering  around  him,  was  worth it.   And then he pulled 
me out  on  the  porch  and I know he meant to kiss me.   I haven't seen  him 
since,  nor  heard much, either.   He may not even be alive  by  now.   He may 
be married.   He may be with Sylvia.   of course, he's with Sylvia.   He'd be 
crazy if he wasn't.”

She  threw  a  little  of the cold water over her face and neck  and 
looked up into the foliage of the trees.   The leaves trembled,  making  that 
sweet,  quiet  music  she had so often listened  to,  when she was travelling 
with Van.   “Wind harps,”Van had  called them.   “That is what Emerson called 
them,” he had said.   She made her way back to the campsite.

A  little  fire  was  going.  There was the rich aroma of coffee  and  the 
smell  of  sowbelly.   “Why can't I just faint from  hunger  with  that  good 
smell in my nostrils?  Why do I have  to  pretend to be strong and try to make 
myself believe I can do something for all these people?”

Each  one  of  them, excepting Jennie, tried to hand her a clean,  half 
smoothed  piece  of  wood  on which food had been piled.     Darryl  was  there 
first and was the most insistent.  The  others  fell  back  and  began to eat from 
their own crude plates.  Daryll stood looking at Laura for a full minute.   She 
felt  her  face  begin  to  flush, but she kept her eyes on her food, and pretended 
that she noticed nothing.

That  day  a telegram had arrived for Delia from Tom, that he  was 
the  only  survivor  of  the  freighter,  the  “Golden Goose”.  He  was injured, 
but would be all right.   He would be on his way back home within a couple of 
weeks.

The  telegrapher was conscientious enough to send a return telegram, 
telling  Tom  that  his  family had gone, headed for Texas.

Darryl  had  put  up  his  tent.   As soon as he had gulped down  his 
supper,  he  went out and gathered boughs for a bed.   He  cut  only  the 
springiest boughs and placed them carefully.   The  others, though they didn't 
have tents, began to follow his lead.

Laura  knew  that Darryl had been disappointed because she showed 
no  appreciation for his bringing her the food.   He was trying  to  get  her 
attention and when he got merely a casual”thank,  you,” he had stood for a 
minute, waiting for something more,  or trying to think of something to say 
that would engage her  in  conversation.  When he saw that she was occupied 
with her own  thoughts and almost completely unaware of him, he walked 
away ,  dejected.  “I hate to hurt anyone,” she thought, “but I cannot  afford  to 
give  him  any  special attention.   Maybe I should have  made  him turn back. 
But I do need him.   I don't want  him  to  guess how much.   I wonder if I can 
be completely honest  and say that the fact that I know he is attracted to me as 
a  woman,  is  not any small part of my needing him on this trip.  I  don't  want 

this  to be true, but admiration from a handsome  and  popular  man  is  a 
heady thing...when you have nothing else.

“I  can't  have  this,” she told herself, but she knew she was  enjoying 
his  attentions.   She found herself noticing the swell  of  the  muscles  in  his 
bare  arms,  the width of his training  shoulders when he was at work, the 
swing of his longhair  when he bent to pick up a stick of wood.  He had quite a 
stubble beard  now, and she thought it was becoming.  She noticed that the 
watched  her,  and  was  aware  of  a little thrill at that knowledge.  It pleased 
her that he knew that she would not put up  with  any  open  demonstrations  of 
his  feelings.   He had understood her and respected her wishes.

She  and  Van used to sleep at the same time, without fear of  harm 
coming to them for lack of a watch, but Laura thought it  wise  to  keep 
someone  on watch.   Any band of outlaws, or ever  a  reconnaissance  group 
from the Northern lines--or for that  matter, maybe one from the Southern 
lines--would not have much  trouble doing pretty much as they pleased with 
them.   She ordered  a guard posted.   Luke was to take first watch, for two 
hours,  then Darryl would relieve him and then Rowdy, Mose, and herself.  She 
didn't excuse Jennie because she felt sorry for her,  but  because  she knew she 
would be worse than useless on watch.  She  believed that all the others would 
recognize that this  was  the  reason.  She  excused  Delia, because she knew 
that  everyone  there  would  want it that way, excepting Delia herself.

Laura  knew  Darryl  would  offer her the tent in which to sleep.  It 
made her happy, but she had no intention of taking any  favors from him.   She 
wouldn't have thought of sleeping in the  tent  in  any  case,  excepting  if  all 
the  others  had something  as good or better.   She wished that Delia could 
take the  more comfortable bed in the tent, but Delia was as adamant against 
it,  as was Laura.   The result was that Jennie and the baby took the tent.

The  night  went  peacefully.  Laura  sat  for  some time visiting  with 
Delia.  “I  would even have liked to go to the prison  and  say  'good-bye,” to 
Orville,”  Delia confessed,during their conversation.   “Oh, he deserves 
everything he got-
-and  more.  The  perfidious  crime  he  committed  cannot  be overlooked! He 
raped that woman over at Bidwell's, and,” she shuddered,  closing  her eyes, 
“he murdered poor Sarah.   I have no  sympathy  for  him.   Yet, he is a human 
being.   He was born without  a  conscience.  How  can  anyone  judge  what 
demons possessed     him? Certainly,     he     had     to be punished--and put 
away  where  he  could  never  again  hurt anyone.     Maybe my sentiments 
about him are wrong,misguided...”

Laura  didn't  sleep much.   She was up and had made coffee before  it 
was time for her early morning watch.   Everyone had begun  to  know  what 
his or her chores were, and they were all working  together  as  an efficient 
team.   In spite of the fact that  time  counted for so much, Laura insisted that 
they spend some  time  practicing  defense.  She drilled them all to work 
together  as  a defense team, just as they were as a travelling team.  “It  is 
essential that each of us knows exactly what to expect  from  each  of  the 
others.   In case we are attacked by robbers,  Indians,  or  some of those cobras 



from the North, we will  always  know  what  each  one of us is going to do. 
Mose will  always  come  from  the left, Luke from the right, I from the 
center,  and  Darryl  will look to see what seems the most auspicious  place  for 
him,  wherever  he  sees  help  is most needed.  A  lot  will  depend  on  his 
quick  thinking,  good judgment,  fast  action  and  that gun he says can kill six 
men without  having  to  be  reloaded.  This  way,  we wont all be shooting  at 
the  same  target.  Mrs.  Walling and Jennie will always,  without exception, 
lay low, keep that baby quiet, someway.  Keep  completely  out  of sight if 
possible.   Don't make any noise at any  time! That  means  no  squallin',  no 
screamin'',no  movin',  no  trying  to  run,  Jennie--and I will shoot  you  myself 
if  you break the rules; or anyone else who breaks  them! Everyone  present 
felt safer and more at ease,for Laura having taken that unrelenting attitude.

Later  she  had  time to tell Delia.   “I know you are good with  a  gun, 
and I want you to keep it handy at all times, and uses  it exactly as you see fit, 
and when.   But you know that we can't  trust  Jennie.  Your  being  with her 
may keep her from getting us all killed.”

Delia  nodded, “I  understand,”  she  said,  patting the derringer she 
kept in the pocket of her long, full, skirts.

They  were  on  their  way again.   The sun came out bright and 
sticky,  or  so it seemed.   Laura longed for a bath.  “what wouldn't I  give for a 
good duck in a cold stream--with Van waiting back at  camp.  Right now I'd 
even settle for a hot bath in a sudsy tub,  with a starched maid pouring water in 
to keep it hot, and drying  me  off  with  a  big,  fluffy  towel,  as  if  I  were 
completely  helpless.  I  guess  being helpless does have it's merits, after all.”

The    baby    cried    incessantly and Jennie cried intermittently.  No 
one paid much attention to them, but Laura knew  that  each  one  was 
probably feeling a great deal:  some sympathy,  some  anger,  some  a 
questioning, just as she was.    
When  they  made  camp that night, Laura ordered Luke to go out and  bring 
back some kind of fresh meat.   A rabbit, a deer, an elephant...anything!

It  was late when Luke finally returned with his kill.   it was  a  wild 
turkey; or at least Laura hoped it had been a wild one.  She  wasn't  sure  how 
far  it  might be to the nearest farmhouse.   She had it cooked without 
compunction.

She  was  trying  to  figure  out  something  to use for a nipple.  No 
one  in  the group had a glove, or she would have tried  a  finger  of that.   In 
despair, she finally told Darryl to  cut  off  a  little  piece of his tent.   She 
boiled it, and then molded it around  a  piece  of  cloth  from  Delia's petticoat. 
When  she  had  it  about  the size and shape of a nipple,  she  carefully 
punched  two  very  small holes in the end.  She  pinched  in the top of a can 
that had held peaches,but  which  had  seen service as a coffee cup for several 
days.   

She  filled the can with the warm broth from the boiled turkey,and 
tied  the  upper  part of the improvised nipple as well as she  could  around  the 
can.  This  required  a  lot of time,patience,  a  few choice curse-words, a great 
deal of artifice,but at last she succeeded.

She took the  baby  from  her  mother's  arms  without preliminary  or 
explanation.  She  stuck  the nipple into the baby's  mouth.   The child 
immediately expelled it.   Laura again placed  the nipple in her mouth.   She 
expelled it again, crying louder  and  sounding  more angry than Laura would 
have thought possible  for  such  a  frail,  little thing.   Undaunted, Laura kept 
replacing the nipple as  fast  as the baby could push it out.   She held it as 
firmly in  place as she could without injuring the baby's lips.   After a  long 
time,  the  child,  seemingly  tiring of the game, and finding  it  to  be a losing 
one, quieted.   She suddenly opened her  eyes  wide, looked surprised, and 
drew on the nipple.   she continued  to  gaze, and tried the experiment again. 
Evidently the  result was satisfactory.   She tentatively began to suck on the 
softened  cloth  nipple.  The  baby sighed, as if she had solved  a  great 
problem, closed her eyes, drank almost all of  the broth, and went to sleep.

Everyone  was  very  much  relieved.  “I  marvel  at you,Laura,” 
Delia said.

They  got  through another night without disaster.   It was the  next 
day  that Laura almost lost her life, and the others berated themselves for not 
being able to help her more.

At  high  noon,  they  arrived  at a little village on the banks  of  the 
Glasgow  River.  They  needed supplies.   Laura carried  a  little  of  the gold 
with her in her reticule.   She hoped  that  if  they  were robbed the thieves 
would think that was  the  total of their wealth.   She knew that many 
highwaymen would  take  their  wagon,  their horses and whatever else they 
had,  but  she had to take a chance on that.   By no means would all 
highwaymen,  thieves,  robbers,  want  to be burdened with anything  other 
than  Federal  bank  notes and gold.   Anything else  would  slow  them down a 
lot.   If they got gold, that was the  most  easily  moved,  and least traceable. 
Not that there was  any law in this part of the country, but there were group of 
people,  ready  to  form  posses  and  go  after those that endangered their lives, 
their families and their properties.

Laura  drew up at a hitching post.   She elected to go into the  store 
for  the provisions.   “I don't expect any trouble,”she  said,  “but you all know 
your places, in case there should be any.”

The  store  was  a  combination  of  things.  There was a section  for 
such supplies as groceries, ropes, saddles, axle-
grease, wagon-spokes,  and  clothing.  The  clothing  included stylish hats, 
dresses,  petticoats,  and  stockings.   There were boots for men and high-
heeled, button-shoes for ladies.

Another  section  was  a  bar.  Several rough-looking men stood 
drinking.  The  men  all  turned  as  one,  to stare at Laura.  She  did not glance 
at them, but she was very aware of them.  She  noticed  the  stares,  the  foul 
smell.  One man approached her  with  a  business-like  air.   She had begun to 
give  him  her  order,  when  she  heard a loud cackle from the bar.  She  didn't 
turn,  but she could see that the attendant was  disturbed.  Laura went on giving 
him her order, trying to distract  his  attention from the men, but he dodged 



around her and  started toward the bar.   This seemed to please the others,and 
provoked further truculence and glee.

“Now  there's  a  pretty  little  piece of fluff,” one man said, and the 
others all laughed and gabbled.

“Yeah,”  another  said,  “But  you'd  have to peel off all that  raunchy 
stuff to find the fluff.”  They all roared, the one  added,  “That'll be my 
pleasure.   Let's see what she looks like  without  all  that  gunnysackin'  on. 
They  all started toward  her.  Her  mind  insisted  on  taking into account how 
absurd  it  was to ridicule her clothing, when their own was so incredibly  dirty, 
ill-fitting,  and  in need of mending.   She reached  inside  her  pocket  and 
drew out her pistol.  She had been  able  to  count  the men.   Seven.   If the 
boys reacted as they  should  and  lost no time when they heard her first 
shot,they  should  have  no  trouble  overcoming  seven, half-drunk,ignorant, 
and  unprepared  men.  All the same, her knees were trembling.  She  would 
be  glad when they were away from this disgusting place and out on the clean 
road again.

Laura  didn't  move until the men were within five feet of her.  She 
then  showed the gun and ordered them to stay back.   
They  hesitated--all  but  one  did.   He didn't hear, or hadn't cared,  what  she 
said.   She saw that he was reaching for her.   
She  fired  the  gun.  As  close  as he was, she couldn't have missed  him,  she 
thought,  but  he  was clutching at her with brutish  strength.   She  saw  then, 
that  she  hadn't  missed him, but when he had lurched  to  the  side,  she  had 
only grazed his arm.   It was bleeding  profusely,  but  that  didn't  seem to 
deter him.   It seemed  to  madden  the others.   “She's shot Old Jake,” 
someone screamed.  “She'll pay plenty for that!”  They were all on her at 
once,  pulling  at  her  clothes,  shoving  her about.   She couldn't  use  her  gun 
now.   She was beginning to panic.   The proprietor  had  tried in a meek way 
to stop them, but they had pushed  him aside.  “Git outn' the way, Ben, you 
ain't gonna cut no  ice  in  this  bus'ness.  If'n you behave yerself, you c'n have 
er,  too.  She's  all  yourn,  after we've finished with 'er.”

Laura  expected  the  door  to  burst  open and let in the boys,  but 
instead she heard a shot and a man's scream and then a  woman's  scream and 
the awful, horrifying scream of a horse.   She  was  really  frightened  now. 
There was no way she could stop  these  scoundrels.      They  threw  her 
crudely  to  the floor.  Her  shirt  had  been  ripped  off.  Her breasts were 
almost  completely  exposed.   Her trousers were ripping, as the men  pulled 
and  tore  at them.   She was bruised and battered.   She  felt as if all the 
strength were oozing out of her.   “I've been  in tight spots before,” she told 
herself.  “Like Van said,he  was  sure  he  was  a  gonner  several times, but he 
always managed  to  get  out  of  seemingly  impossible situations.   I wonder 
if  he  still has done so.   Sometimes you lose.   I hate being  helpless...I 
wonder  what happened out there.   They are my  responsibility.  I  have  to get 
them to Texas.   I have to get them to Van...if he is alive.”

Her  struggles  were futile.   Her body was being stripped.   She  could 
see  the  dirty, foul man readying himself to mount her.  His  hair  was long and 

dirty.   His teeth were brown and broken.  He  stank  like  a  billy-goat.   Laura 
didn't give up easily  but  she  had  always  sworn  that  before she would be 
raped,  she  would  take her own life.   But how?  How could she do  it?    Was 
this small comfort going to be denied her, too?  
She  was  still thrashing about, and she could see the dangling organ  of  the 
beastly man above her.   He was lowering himself and  in  one  more  moment 
would have that awful, disgusting thing pushed into her.

She  suddenly  found  one of her legs freed, while the man trying  to 
mount  her,  used his grimy hands to loosen his own clothes.     Her  movement 
was like lightning.   She kicked him in  the  groin.   He went reeling backward, 
moaning.   She hadn't long, however to enjoy her success.   The other 
demented, beast-like  creatures  became  more  vicious  and  depraved  in their 
anger.  They  all piled on top of Laura, pulling at her limbs,pummeling  her, 
each  trying to position himself to insert his swinging,  half-stiffened, dirty 
penis.   Laura kept struggling,but  she was losing strength.   She managed to 
send one more man reeling,  but  he  was  not  hurt  badly  enough to prevent 
his coming  back  for  more.   The man who had been shot in the arm,sat 
hunched  in  a  corner intermittently sobbing, cursing and urging  the  others 
on.   “Kill her!” he screamed once.  “That'll keep  the bitch still!”  But the men 
liked their women a little feisty.     It  added  to  the  zest.  It  would  be  the 
more  because  they  had had to overcome her.   The fact that  there  were  still 
six against one would not detract from this feeling of victory.

It  seemed  to  Laura  that  time  stood  still for little periods.  She  had 
time again to wonder what was happening to her  people  outside.  What 
would  become of them if she were killed? She  had  no  illusions that they 
could or would push on.  She  had  time to wonder how she would feel, if these 
men succeeded  in  their purpose and then allowed her to live.   How could 
she ever live with the filth coursing through her veins,as  it  would  seem, for 
the remainder of her days?  “Oh, Van,”she heard herself saying, “you 
sonofabitch, where are you?”

She  felt  the hot flesh against her genitals.   She wanted to  scream, 
but  she  wouldn't  give  them the satisfaction of hearing  that.  She  clenched 
her  teeth,  and  then suddenly opened  her  mouth  and clamped her teeth 
again over a piece of  the  man's face.   She bit down until blood spurted.   She 
closed her  eyes,  as  the  man yelped and backed away.   She wanted to laugh, 
but  she  knew she was not out of danger.   In fact, she knew    she    had 
engendered   more danger.  She  didn't  let  that stop her, however.   As the man 
backed  away,  she  was  up  on  her  elbows.  As the next man assailed  her, 
she managed to give him a hard kick.   He evaded its  coming in contact with 
its goal, and shouted with glee, as he  shoved  her  back  down  and proceeded 
to climb between her legs.  Now  a man held down each leg, and another two 
held her arms.  She  was  helpless.   One man began to stuff a dirty rag into 
her  mouth.  She twisted her neck and managed to prevent this  getting  it in 
place.   Someone began to choke her then and she  had to struggle for air. 
“This is all there is left,” she thought,  “This  is  the way it is to end for me. 
Did you have to give up, too, at last, Van?”



 

CHAPTER 65

Half conscious she heard shouts,  shots,  cursing,running.  She lay 
alone on the hard floor.   She couldn't think of  any  proper  words  to  express 
her  thanks to God, so she simply laid still for a moment.

She  felt  herself  being  picked up.   Immediately she was fully 
aware.  “Put  me down!” she ordered.   Nothing happened.   
“I've  fought  off enough male creatures for one day!” Darryl put  her  down 
then.   She was almost naked.   Her nakedness did not  diminish  her.  She 
retraced her way until she had found her  knife,  her  gun  and the little bag of 
gold.   The men had all  been  so  engaged  in  using her for their lust, that they 
hadn't  noticed  these  things.  She called to Jennie to fetch her  something  to 
put  on.   “I'd take some clothes from these animals  if  they  weren't  all  so 
filthy that a dog wouldn't touch  them,”  she  said  as the men crouched lower 
against the wall where Luke held a gun on them.

“Turn that one loose,” she  said,  indicating  the proprietor,  who 
stood  aligned  against  the  wall  with  the others.  His  mouth  was open and 
his eyes bulged.   Laura Laura knew  he  had never uttered a word after the 
men had warned him not    to    interfere.   

She  grasped the shawl that Jennie had brought, swung it around her 
to  cover  as  much  of  herself  as possible, and went on ordering her supplies 
as if nothing had interrupted her.

“Tie  all  these  dogs  up, securely.   Take every gun, all the 
ammunition,  knives, anything worth while.   “I want you to know,  you  so-
called  men,” she said, having just noticed that their  ragged,  dirty  clothes 
were, or had once been, the blue uniforms  of  the  Yankees,  “that there is a 
band of boys from the  United  States  Army  just behind us.   They're looking 
for deserters.  They'll  find  a  nest of them here, and what will they  say  about 
the desecration of the uniform; allowing them to  become  so  defiled,  to  say 
nothing  of  your  execrable behavior toward the wife of an officer.”

Once  she  would  have  thought  of this as an inexcusable,  but  the 
ring  of  it,  and the look on the faces of the hated  men,  was  enough  to 
kindle her animosity to the point where  she  could  dispense  with her former 
qualms.   She heard one  man  moan, and another seemed to be having trouble 
getting his breath.

“What's  outside?” she asked.   It had been hard to wait to find  out 
what  had taken place out there.   She had restrained herself  from  the  impulse 
to  run  out  to discover what had happened.  Was  that  Delia  she had heard 
scream?  Jennie had been all right and the four men were whole.

She  could see that they all wanted to talk about what had taken 
place.   Luke and Mose and Rowdy had been taught to defer to  others,  and 
Jennie  was  obviously  too  frightened to be coherent.  “We  were watching the 
door...mostly,” Darryl said,”When  these  eight  men  jumped us.   They caught 
us unawares.”  
His  face  turned  pink.   “We  were  so concerned about you, we didn't  think 
of  everything as we should have.   They had seen us  coming and had hid 
around the corner, until they could could come  at  our  backs.   They wanted 
gold.   They ordered us to lineup.  We  did.   They began to prod us to tell them 
where we had money  hidden.   We told them we had none.   They shot one of 
the pack-horses  as  a  warning.  Mrs.  Walling was over there, and Jennie 
further back with  the  baby.   Mrs.  Walling drew that little revolver out of her 
pocket  and  shot one of them through the heart.   They all turned  to  see 
where that bullet came from.   That gave us the split  second  to  draw  and  get 
them in our sights.   I had to kill  another  one.  Four  are  tied up over there. 
Three are badly  wounded.  Two got away.” He looked into her stormy eyes 
and blanched.   “I'm sorry,” he said.

Her  eyes  were  like  icy  emeralds.  “I want you all to listen  to this,” 
she said, “I told you not to ever concentrate on  my  safety.  That  can  get us 
all killed.   Think of every contingency.     Be aware and prepared  for 
anything  and everything  that  could happen.   We are a small group.   We will 
have  to  compete  with  larger groups at times.   We have to be quicker, 
smarter,  and  better  prepared,  in  order  to  stay alive.  Next  time,  I  don't 
want  anyone taking any special interest  in  protecting  me...any more than we 
are all pledged to  protect one another and ourselves.   Where did you make 
your mistake?  Don't let it happen again!”

No  one  answered.  Laura heard a swish of skirts.   Delia walked  up. 
Her  arm  was  bandaged and she looked pale.   she smiled  at  Laura.  “None 
of them can be faulted, Laura.   none of  them  missed  a  trick.  They  were 
keeping  watch  every direction  as  you  taught them to do...but the 
highwaymen were well trained  and  experienced,  too.  They  had planned 
well.   
These  boys  worked a miracle to overcome them.   If they hadn't acted  so 
quickly  and  in unison and so bravely, we would all have been done in.   They 
deserve nothing but praise.”

Delia  couldn't  read Laura's disturbing eyes, but she was not subdued. 
Laura whirled around.  Her  face  was  a composition of  anger.  Everyone was 
quiet.   “I am very proud of  you,”  she  said, “and I am very grateful to you for 
saving me  from...from  those  beasts.   Thank you.   Let's see to those injured 
men.  I want to see that arm, too, Delia.   How bad is it?”

“It  isn't  bad,  thank the Lord,”  Delia sounded sincere.   
“We can tend to it later.”

“We'll  tend  to  it now!”  Laura said.   Delia smiled, but made no 
further objection.

Someone  had  done  a  pretty  good  job  of  wrapping the wound.  “I 
tried  to  get carbolic acid for our medicine box,but  the  proprietor  told me 



there wasn't any this side of New Orleans.  Get some whiskey from the bar,” 
she said.  “That will have  to do.”  She walked on to where the injured men lay. 
One was  moaning,  one  had  just died, one seemed to be recovering rapidly. 
“Put  the dead men over there,” she pointed to a big oak  tree,  “and move the 
others over into the shade.  “Tie this one.”  she  pointed  to  the one who 
seemed to be recovering so well.  She  took  the whiskey from Luke's hand and 
poured some on  each  of  their wounds.   She poured a plentiful amount over 
Delia's  wound.  “Bind  it  back up again, Jennie.”  She spoke absently  as she 
walked on to seek out a place where the graves could most easily be dug.

“Here,”  she said, and they all knew what she meant.   They got 
shovels and began to dig in the soft, sandy, soil.

“Maybe  we'd  oughta  leave  coyoties fer coyoties,”  Luke offered.
“We  wont  become  beasts  just  because  they are,” Laura said. 

“We're  civilized.   We'll bury them properly.   We don't know  their  names, 
but if the proprietor does, he can put them on  later.   He'll need something to 
get back in the good graces of  the  others,  anyway.   Pick  the best horses 
from those the highwaymen  had.  None  of them can begin to compare with 
that sleek  mare  we  lost,  but  we  have to have another horse and saddle, and 
another pack horse.”

It  was late afternoon before they got started on down the road  toward 
that  far-off  promised  land.  The  weather was pleasant.  Laura  sat  in  the 
driver's seat, clucking to the team.  She  had  never relinquished her place on 
the high seat in  the  front  of  the  wagon and Delia still sat there beside her. 
Many  times,  Laura  had tried to get Delia to go to the back  and  let  Jennie 
ride in front.   In the back, Delia could lie down, relax, lean against a sack of 
flour, get more rest.

The  horses  plodded  along  rhythmically,  their  harness squeaking. 
That  sound  of leather and harness had a soothing effect  on  Laura,  along 
with  the  smell of horse-flesh, the breeze  rustling  through  the trees, and the 
occasional bird's call.     She  wondered if the others were effected in this 
way,too.  “Surely,” she thought, “even Jennie must find this music sweater 
than  that  she  danced  and  frolicked  to, while she flirted with all the  most 
eligible  young  men  in  the community.” She  wondered  how  Jennie  felt 
about giving all that  up.  Laura  knew Jennie had suffered--probably more 
than any  of  the  others,  simply  because  she was not made of the stern  stuff 
the others were.   She suspected that Jennie would never  have  moved away 
from the famous Bradley home, if it had not, for some reason, become 
necessary.

Alice  Lynn  had  become  more  fretful.  “She's hungry.”Laura  said, 
and  Delia nodded.   “The broth helped to keep her alive,  but  it  doesn't 
satisfy her needs.   It makes me angry with  Jennie,  that  she  can't  supply 
enough milk.   I guess I shouldn't  be  angry.  She can't help it.   I don't think it 
is so  much  the  fact  that  she  can't  supply the milk the baby needs,  but it is 
her attitude about her child.   Sometimes, she neglects  her altogether, then at 
other times, she behaves in a quite  maudlin  way  with her.  In fact, if it hadn't 
been for you,  she would have lacked care in a number of cases.   I think you 

have  done  more  to keep her diapers washed and to change her when she 
needed it, than Jennie ever has.”

“Luke  has  been  a great help, too, Laura.   He has washed as  many 
diapers as I have.   I had to laugh when he erected the funny-looking  line 
back  of the wagon to dry diapers on as we travelled, but it has really come in 
handy.”

“Luke  seems  to  have  unending  patience with Jennie.   I don't 
know  why.  She  has  been so hateful to him; spoken so derogatorily about 
him.”

It  was  a  hot  afternoon.  It  seemed  that the sun was angry.  It's  rays 
lashed  out  at them like slashing knives.   
Laura's  eyes  burned from the dust and sand and sun.   Her skin felt  as  if  it 
had  been drenched in acid.     Her hair felt as if it were made of  coarse,  dry 
straw.   Mosquitoes  buzzed  and  bit, raising great,  red  welts.  The  wind  was 
in alliance with the other elements to poke and prod and slash.

Alice  Lynn  had  cried almost all day.  Laura stopped the team  and 
called  to  Jennie,  who  was  walking  along beside Darryl.  “Get  in  the 
wagon!”  Laura ordered, disgusted with Jennie  for her constant flirting with a 
man who obviously felt nothing other  than  scorn  for  her.  “Keep  yourself 
busy brushing  the  mosquitoes off your baby.   Keep the sun off her,too.  If  I 
see  one  welt on her, or one bit of sunburn, you will answer to me!” Jennie 
obeyed,  but  with  evident resentment.

“Was  I  mesmerized when Van and I travelled these trails?  
We  didn't  know  there was a mosquito within a thousand miles,or  any dust, 
or hot sun, or blowing sand, or ants.   There were just  the  balmy,  caressing 
breezes,  the  warming  sun,  the cooling  clouds,  the  birds  singing,  the light 
winds dancing with  the  leaves,  and the music of the streams--or that's the 
way it always seemed.”

They  came out of a thicket, into a clearing.   There was a rock  fence, 
a  few  shabby  buildings, one of which emitted a thick, brown  smoke. 
Children  could  be  heard  screaming, laughing,  crying.   Laura pulled the 
horses over toward the building that  looked  as  if  it  might  be  the abode of 
the children.    Everyone  with  Laura  was surprised.   They hardly ever 
stopped unless  it  was  absolutely  necessary.  Most  of the settlers along  this 
part  of  the road were Mexican families, and this proved to be the case now.

As  they  drew up in the door-yard, children seemed to pop from 
everywhere.  They  had become quiet, wide-eyed, staring.   
A  very  fat, slovenly woman appeared in the doorway, a baby on her  hip.  One 
huge breast dangled free as the baby loosed its grip to look about.   Laura 
crawled stiffly down from the wagon-
seat.  She  walked up to where the woman stood, her feet apart in  a 
challenging  manner.   All the others were still, waiting for  Laura  to  indicate 
what  their  role  might  be  in this situation.

“Do you speak English?” Laura asked.
The  woman  threw  back  her  head  and laughed raucously.   



“No,  Senora,  No  habla Engles.”  She went on speaking rapidly in Mexican. 
Laura had no idea what she was saying.  When  she  had  finished speaking, 
Laura pointed to the exposed breast.  She took a piece of gold in her hand and 
showed it to the  woman.  She  pointed  to the gold and then to the women's 
other breast,  and  said,  “I  will pay for all that's in this one.”

The  woman  laughed uproariously again.   She began another long 
tirade,  not one word of which Laura understood.   (Inserthere  a  few derisive 
sentences in Mexican--”Oh, so you want to suck  like  a  baby.   I've known 
women to lie with one another,but  I've  never  seen  one  that asked for baby's 
milk.”  more loud  laughter.  “But  then,  the  Americans are full of funny 
ways.  You  never  know  what  one might want.   But I've never seen the likes 
of this.”  More laughter.

She  quieted  then  and  looked  at  the  gold piece.   She reached  out 
to  touch  it.   Laura closed her hand.   The woman looked  at  her 
suspiciously.   “Bring the baby, Jennie,” Laura ordered.

Jennie  set  up  a  wailing  and howling.   “No!” she said,  “I'll  not 
have  my  baby touched by such as this dirty woman.  I'll  not  have her 
sucking milk that will poison her!  I don't want  her  to have that dirty Mexican 
milk.   By the time Jennie had  finished,  Delia  had brought the baby to Laura. 
This was the  first  time  Laura touched the baby since the time she had forced 
her  to  take  the  broth.  She  cherished  the  brief moment.  She  opened her 
hand and showed the gold piece again.   The  Mexican  woman opened her 
other breast and reached for the gold.  Laura closed her hand over the gold 
again.   “Bring some water, and a cloth,” she ordered.

Luke  brought  the  water  and  clean  cloth.   The Mexican woman 
took  the cloth and wiped her breast.  “Americanos!” she said, contempt in her 
voice.

She  took  Alice  Lynn  then,  and  put  her  to  her full breast.  The 
baby  nursed  greedily.  The woman kept looking down  at the baby,  seemingly 
awed.   She clutched the gold piece in one hand and  kept  looking from it to 
the baby and back again.   All the children  swarmed  around,  obviously 
awed, too.   They glanced from  their  mother,  to  the wagon, to the baby, and 
to Laura.   The  dogs  had  stopped  barking.  Even the hens had seemingly 
decided  to  accept  the  interruption  and  had  resumed their scratching and 
clucking.

It  was  gratifying  to  all  of  them  that  the baby had finally  had  a 
chance to fill her stomach to her content.   “I wish  we could take it with us,” 
Laura thought.   “I expect that if  I  offered  this woman a few more pieces of 
gold, she would trek  along  wherever  I  wanted  her  to with all her troop of 
children...or  even  leaving  them behind, but there is no room for  her.  She 
sighed and took the baby away from the puzzled mother.  (In 
Mexican--”These  American  women.  They have no breasts.”) She  pointed  at 
Laura's  adequate  bosom.   Laura smiled  and pointed to Jennie.   The other 
woman made a resigned mumble  and  watched  the  women  make  their way 
to the wagon,climb  up  and  drive  away.  It  was  probably the most quiet 
eighteen  minutes the Sanchez family had ever lived through, as they  stood 

watching the unfathonable.  Americanos drive up the hill and out of sight 
around the bend.

Seven  more  days and nights they travelled ever westward,without 
further mishap, other than the baby's constant crying,mosquito  bites, 
weariness,  several  instances  of  having to become ready  for  any 
circumstance,  when they met strangers along  the  road.  Most  of  these 
turned out to be fewer than they  were,  and at least as weary and uncertain. 
Many of them were  trying  to  return  to their homes, even though they knew 
their  homes  had  been  confiscated,  or  burned,  or  razed--
ostensibly  to  prevent the Confederate army from making use of them. 
Others were heading  West  with  less  purpose  or destination than was their 
own  little  group.  “Stupid bastards!”  Laura said.   “They didn't have to 
destroy the homes and    the crops of the civilians.     Their so-called 
reconstruction,  they  keep  talking about, which Lincoln wrote up  long  ago, 
wouldn't  be  nearly  so  hard, if they ever do actually  put  it  into practice, if 
they had left something to start  with.  The  civilians  have  suffered  so 
uselessly, so terribly.   It's ridiculous!

As  usual,  Laura  was  seeking the water she knew must be near  their 
camping  place.   She wondered down a little trail,evidently  used  by man and 
beast.   She saw tracks and signs of deer,  bear, coyotes, turkey, wolves and 
men.   She was startled by  an unfamiliar sound nearby.   There was a 
movement of brush,along  with  a fearful, little wailing noise, intermittent with 
what  must  be  the  hoarse,  ragged  breathing of some animal.   

Laura  drew  her  pistol  and  tried to pinpoint the place from where 
the  sound  came.  To  the left just a little.   Further away.  No, nearer the 
spring.   She saw what appeared to be the head  of  a  man.  It was attached to a 
body--but what a body!  

If  she  hadn't  heard the labored breathing, and seen a slight 
movement,  she  would  have thought it was a skeleton.   She had never  seen 
such  an emaciated body.   She put the gun away and stood  looking  at  the 
man.   He was young.   That was evident,even  in his condition.   She noticed 
that though he was bare to the  waist,  and badly scratched by brambles, his 
trousers were the  blue  of  the Union Army.   Or at least they had once been. 
They  were  hardly more than bleached, discolored, shreds, now.  He  moaned 
and  opened  his  eyes.  His eyes were swollen and bleary.

“Hello,” she said.
He  jerked  convulsively and tried to move his head to see what  had 

spoken.  She walked closer and leaned over him.   His eyes  focused  then, and 
he grimaced.   “Hello,” she said again.   He  moved his lips, but no sound 
came, other than another moan.”How did you get here?” she asked.

He  was  trying  to  speak, but he was only mumbling.   She removed 
her  shirt, dampened it and wet his lips.   He tried to devour  the  cloth.   She 
got a little water in her pail, lifted his  head  and  helped him to drink.   He 
revived a bit and then suddenly  fell  back,  limp,  as  if  dead.   She held him 
for a minute,  until  she could see that he was still breathing.   She gave  him  a 
little more  water.  “That's  all  you  can have for the moment,” she said.  “You 



can  have  more  later.   Too much right now could kill  you.  Stay  where  you 
are,”  she  said  unnecessarily,”someone  will  come  to take you up to our 
camp.   We have food there.” His  muscles  jerked  involuntarily  and he 
relaxed a bit.

She  hurried  back up the path and sent Luke and Darryl to bring  the 
stranger  up.  They  returned in a few minutes and placed  their  slight  burden 
on a blanket Laura had prepared.   
She  lifted  his  head and began to give him small spoonfuls of broth,  from 
her  wooden  spoon.   He swallowed the warm liquid greedily.  As he became 
more aware, he began to look around at all the others, uncertainly.   He looked 
frightened.

“Where  did  you come from?”  Laura asked when she thought he 
was  able  to  speak.   He looked at her in a half conscious way.  “Are you a 
deserter?”  she asked.   He shivered, but said nothing.  “We  are  Southerners,” 
she  went on, “if you are a deserter,  you  have  nothing  to  fear from us.   We 
could only admire  anyone  who  left  that stinkin' army of rats!  So, you don't 
need  to  worry.”  She was thinking that he might have a great  deal  to  fear 
from  them,  if  he  were here for other purposes.  He could be a spy, sent to 
learn what he could, and as  loyal  to  his  own country as the next Yankee. 
“Of course that  isn't  likely,  the condition he is in--unless he got off the track 
and came to this state of affairs involuntarily.”

He  revived  a  little more and continued to look into the face  of each 
of them at length.   Finally, he sighed, and began to  speak.  “I'm  a deserter,” 
he croaked, “and I'm damn proud of  it.   You're right,” he said, “bringing his 
eyes back around to  stare  into  Laura's  face.   “They're  a  stinkin' bunch of 
rats!”  Tears  began  to  stream  down his face.   Unheeding, he went  on.  “I 
was so proud to join up with them.   I thought I was  being  a hero.   I thought I 
would bring honor to my family and  my  country.”  He laughed a brittle little 
laugh.   “Honor?How  can  any  one  of them be proud?  God!  Oh, God!  Poor 
old women  and  half-dead old men, and little children arunnin' and tryin' to 
get  away,  and  them agoin' on  just  like  they  was  ahuntin'  rabbits.  People 
starvin''  while  they  took  their  food  and their animals and burned  their 
homes and...” He broke down, sobbing, and then went  limp and was quiet. 
Laura covered him with a blanket and walked  away.  The  others  took  this as 
a signal for them to leave,  too.  They  went about getting the camp set up for 
the night.

Laura  pondered  over  what to do with the boy.   She would give  him 
breakfast, and whatever he needed for survival until he  could get somewhere 
to find help.   Whatever else, she would not  permit  him  to delay them.   If he 
was too weak or too ill to  travel,  he  would  have to get by with whatever they 
could leave  for  him  until...She  could  not  afford to feel guilty about not 
having room to take a runaway Yank.
  

 

CHAPTER 66

Next  morning,  Laura found Jennie up preparing breakfast.   
She  was  surprised, but pleased.   Jennie had been reluctant to cooperate  in 
any  way.  She  had  made it more difficult for Laura  to  see  to  it  that she did 
her share of work, than to make  do  without her help.   Very soon, Laura was 
made aware of why  the  big change in character had taken place.   Jennie 
made a  bowl  of  food  ready  and  sat  down  beside  the  skeletal stranger. 
She  had  already  propped  him  up,  with  her own blanket  behind  him.  She 
coaxed him to eat.   She ladled the food,  bit  by  bit.  Even  though  he 
evinced  that  he  was ravenously  hungry,  he  could  not  swallow  the  food 
without choking  and  sputtering,  which  made  the  feeding him a slow 
process.

Later,  when  the  subject of what was to be done with him was 
broached, Laura unhesitatingly.  stated that they would not take him.     “We 
do  not  have  any  room  for  him.  we're overcrowded  and  overloaded 
already.  We'll  leave  food and water.   He'll be all right...probably.”

“He's  too  weak  to stand!” Jennie said, with some of her old 
arrogance.  “He  wouldn't  have  a chance!  If men didn't kill him,  for  the  bit 
of food we'd leave, wolves would.   You know there are wolves around here!”

The  others  stood  waiting  for  Laura's reaction to this outburst. 
Laura didn't often change her mind, but somewhere in the  back  of  her 
thoughts,  just as she had with Darryl, she knew  she was going to take this 
man with them.   She did regret not  having more room, or another horse.   He 
might have to walk a  great  deal  of  the way, when he grew strong enough. 
Quite often  the  men had chosen to walk.   It was a rest from sitting in  the 
saddle  such  long  hours.  For  now, Laura  felt she should  keep her hands on 
the reins of the team, as well as her hold on the little group.

Delia  slumped  and  Laura  knew  that she was in a lot of pain.  She 
should  be lying down right now.   She would insist that  she  lie down in the 
back of the wagon, when they started on.   Nothing had frightened Laura any 
more than Delia's evident weakening.  She felt that although she was the 
guiding hand in choosing  their  course  of  action  in  most things, Delia was 
really  the  backbone of the group.   She had been so strong, so staunch,  that 
everyone  had  taken  courage  from her.   Laura recognized  her  need  to  lean 
on Delia to advise her, to give her  the  moral  support  she so badly needed. 
She recognized the  need  for  an  authoritative  voice  to back her up in her 
unsure  decisions.  She  couldn't have Delia getting sick.   it was  that  wound. 
The injury hadn't seemed very bad, but Laura knew  the dangers of blood-
poison.   She suspected that this was exactly  what  was  causing  the  problem. 
She wanted to take another  look  at  the  arm, but there was no further thing 
she could  do  for  it,  and unwrapping it again, could do no good.   
They were out of whiskey.



“All  right,”  Laura  said  without preamble, “Jennie, you and  Luke 
walk for a while.   This man can lie in the wagon for today.  Also,  Delia  will 
ride  in the back.   Mose, you will ride  up  front with me.   Darryl and Rowdy 
will change off with Luke  and Jennie.   The baby can stay in the back until she 
gets too fussy.   Then, Mose,  you  can  hold her.   She expected some 
objections to her plans,  but  there  were  none,  excepting Jennie's.   “Why do 
Ihave to walk with that niggar?”  Jennie said.

Laura  looked  at  her  with  that  fury  her eyes were so capable  of 
expressing.   Jennie  shrank  back  from that look.   
“That  niggar  saved  your worthless hide!”  Laura said.   “I am not  in  the 
least sorry that you have to walk with him.   If he were  a  lesser  man, I would 
feel sorry for him that he has to be  with  you...but he is above that kind of 
petty things.   Now do as  you  are  told.”  She  turned  away  with  an  air  of 
dismissal.  “She  has  tried her best to get Robert interested in  her  from  the 
first  hour  they  brought  him up from the spring.  She  has  flirted  with  him 
shamelessly.  She  has manouvered  to  be  alone with him in every instance 
she could.    

Darryl  practically  scorned  her,  and  now Robert makes every effort 
to avoid her.   She doesn't seem to have given up.   I do wish she had more 
sense.”

Three  days  passed.   Delia was white and weak.   She could not  eat. 
Laura  could  see her effort to be quiet and not to show  how  she  felt,  but 
now and then a half-conscious moan would  escape  her lips.   Laura searched 
her mind over and over for  some  answer  as  to  what  to do to ease the pain 
and the danger.  The  mustard poultices had appeared to help at first,but  now 
they  seemed to be useless.   Laura wondered how Delia could  stand  the 
wracking pain, the heat, dust, sickness, the poison  that  was  taking 
possession  of  her  body.   They had stopped  several  times to bathe her in 
cool water, but even as frightened  as  Laura was for Delia, she was more 
frightened to tarry.  She  didn't  know  which  was  the greatest risk.   She 
didn't  want  anyone  to  guess  how frightened and worried she was.

She  had  talked  alone  with Delia several times and each time,  Delia 
had urged her to go on.   “Is there a possibility,”Laura  kept asking herself, 
“that we will come upon someone who can  give us some help...or some advice 
as to what to do?  Even someone with some whiskey?”

She  knew  that  if  they  had  taken  the other road, the”Santa Fe 
Trail,”  they  would  have  passed  mail-coaches, passenger coaches,  and 
wagon-trains, but on this lonely road there were few  travellers.  This was the 
shortest route, and the way Van had  said  would  be  best  for them to take, to 
save time.   Of course,  it  had  never occurred to Van that his father and all the 
slaves  would  not  be  along,  with  a  real  caravan  of supplies, arms, their 
blooded horses, and pure-bred cattle.

Laura  remembered  of  Van's  telling  her  about  all the herbs,  roots, 
barks,  leaves,  that  the  Indians  made  into effective  medications.   She 
cursed herself and Van for her not having  learned  more  about what these 
plants were, and how to use them.

That  night  they  came to the creek where she and Van had stopped 
just  before  the fatal attempt to cross the plains of Kansas.  Laura  was 
relieved.   At least they were on the right trail.  Across  and  up  the hill was 
where Van had killed his beloved  Pegasus.  The thought of it brought tears to 
her eyes again.  A  man  had  lost his life, too, but Van had saved the life of 
another by his quick thinking and actions.

It  was  cool  and  would have been restful excepting that Delia  was 
so  weak  and  evidently  growing worse.   Laura was getting  panicky. 
Something had to be done!  She couldn't let this  woman die!  She gave curt 
orders and then walked about to see  if  she  could  recognize  any herbs that 
might be used infighting  off  the  virulence.   She didn't dare allow anyone to 
see  her despair.   She saw nothing that appeared to be anything she had seen 
Van use, as medication.

She  walked  back  to  the camp empty-handed.   They bathed Delia 
in  cool  water  and  got  a few drops of broth down her throat.  She  seemed 
just a little better.   “Luke, please get that  box  I  told  you  to  bury  deep 
where  it  wouldn't be discovered--the one I told you was a kind of emergency 
kit,

When  Luke  brought the box, Laura opened it and presented it  to 
Delia.   Delia gasped.   Tears flooded her eyes.   “Laura,you  shouldn't  have!” 
she  said.  She  took  the beautiful,dainty  goblets  out one by one and caressed 
them.   The goblet she had always  been  her  fondest  treasure, but out here in 
the harsh environs,  they  became  more  precious than ever:  A symbol of the 
home and security she had left behind.   Then she slept. 

Laura  slept  fitfully.  She knew in the back of her mind that  there 
was  trouble  brewing between Luke and the Yankee,Robert.  She  suspected  it 
revolved  somehow, around Jennie.   
“What  has she done to cause trouble between them?” Laura asked herself.  “It 
would  be  hard  to  get  Luke into any trivial disagreement.”  She knew she 
would have to interfere, but right now, she had too much on her mind.

A  lone  rider  came  galloping  at  full speed into their camp.  All  the 
group  was ready for trouble.   “Put your guns away,”  the  stranger  said, “I 
have some good news for you.”  
He  dismounted  and  pointed  to  the  coffee  boiling  on  the canpfire.   “How 
about a cup of brew?” he asked.

He  settled  himself  with  the can of coffee.   “A Mr.  Tom Walling 
has sent out word to everywhere along this trail where there  is  a  telegraph 
line still up, that he would pay a good reward  to anyone who would find 
you...and let you know that he is  still alive.”  He hesitated then, to allow all 
the group to imbibe  this news.   They hardly dared believe it, but they were 
exhilarated,  too,  that  it  was  probably true.   He had a few things  to  take 
care  of there in Central City, and then will start  out  for Texas by the New 
Orleans route.   Quite a reward offered.  Must  really have been eager to get 
this word to you.   Glad I'm the one that found you.”

All  of  the  group  was elated.   Delia was so happy, that Laura 
thought  she  may  get well, after all.   “The best tonic she  could possibly 



have!”  Laura said.   Wonderful as this news was,  however,  Delia was near to 
delirium that night.   Laura's hopes dimmed again.

Next  morning  they continued up the hill and out into the tall  grass 
where  she  and  Van and the other two men had got caught  in  the  prairie-
fire.   The grass was not as high as it had  been  then.  It still presented some 
detriment to travel.   
She would have  to  let  the horses pick their own pace, as it would tire them 
to  push  through the high grass.   “Anything to take more of  our  time!”  she 
fretted.  “We  need  to be making better time!” Delia  was  moaning  and 
seemed to be half-conscious.   

Laura  decided  to  stop under a scraggly, lone oak tree ahead.   
She  pulled  up.  “We will rest here a while.” she said.   “The horses are tiring.”

She  told  the  boys  to  make  a comfortable place in the shade  for 
Delia  to  lie.  “Put  the  baby over there in the filtered  sun.  She  needs the 
warmth.   Watch her eyes.   Roydy, (as she sometimes called Robert Rowdy), 
start  a small fire.   Darryl, unpack some coffee and bring some of  the cooked 
venison.   We'll heat a little and give Delia and the  baby  some broth.   Luke, 
unharness the team and remove the packs  and  saddles  from  the other horses. 
Tether them over there where the grass is best.”

They  got  a bit of broth down Delia.   The baby had become used  to 
the  makeshift  nipple,  and took broth quite readily from  it.  Jennie's  breasts 
had completely dried.   Laura knew that  baby needed more nourishment than 
she was getting, but she hadn't  solved  that  problem.  Delia went to sleep. 
The baby lay  on  a  blanket  in  the half shade, intent on catching her elusive 
toes.

They  heard  hoof beats.   They all looked toward the creek,from 
which  the  riders were coming.   There were three riders.   
They  looked  wild.  Their  horses were foaming.   They spurred them  on 
without mercy.   As they approached Laura's group, they yelled  out, “Indians! 
Run for your lives!  They'll be here as soon  as  they finish with the wagons 
they caught at the creek!  
A  massacre!” They  were  gone,  their  horses stumbling with exhaustion.

The  men  ran for the horses.   Jennie screamed for them to help  her 
untie  a  horse.  The  horses,  frightened, were rearing  and  turning,  tying  the 
tethers  in knots.   “Stop!”Laura  shouted,  bringing  her  colt pistol up.   They 
heard the click  of  the  hammer as she cocked the gun.   They all stopped 
stared at her, wide-eyed.

Jennie  screamed at Robert,  “Come on!  We're not going to stay  here 
and  be murdered by savages!  Help me get this rope off!  Saddle my horse!”

The  gun  cracked.  Laura  hadn't  meant to hit either of them,  but  as 
she  pulled  the trigger, Robert lurched to the side,  and was almost hit.   He 
screamed with rage, and the fear that  had already taken possession of him. 
Luke and Mose stood immobile,  their  eyes  showing  more white than usual. 
Darryl and Rowdy had run toward Jennie and Robert to bring them back.

Jennie  was  afraid  to  try to go on alone.   She couldn't get  the  ropes 
from the frightened, rearing, horse's legs, so she  went  back  with  Rowdy, 

screaming  and flinging her arms about.  No one paid any further attention to 
her.   They pushed her aside, so they could hear what Laura was saying.

“I'll  kill the first one of you who doesn't obey me now,”she  said, 
sounding  completely calm.   “Listen to me carefully and  do exactly as I say. 
Luke and Mose find sticks, branches,anything that will  burn.  Use  dried 
grass.  Empty  our kerosine,  axle  grease,  whatever  will burn on the grass. 
Be careful  with  it! Make every drop count.   Make long torches.   Have  them 
all ready.   Robert, you take them and lay them about ten  feet  apart,  right 
down to that tree, there to the left.  Rowdy,  you  take  some  and  do  the 
same  in that direction.   Darryl,  take  that  carbine  of  yours,  load it, take all 
the ammunition  you  can,  climb  as  high as you can in this tree.   Make 
yourself  as  comfortable  as possible.   Keep a watch out toward  the  creek. 
Jennie, you keep the fire going.   Make it as  smoky  as  you can get it.   Keep 
it going!  We want them to see  it  plainly  and  to head this way.   Do it!”  She 
had seen Jennie's  hesitation  and didn't want to have to use her pistol again.

She  turned  her  attention  to Delia.   She was trembling.  She  didn't 
want anyone to notice that.   She began to take the bandages off the swollen 
arm.   It was red and badly swollen.

“Please,  Laura, don't do this!”  she heard Delia's hoarse whisper.  “Go 
on!  You can save yourselves!  Just load my gun and  hand  it  to  me.  I  want 
to die with dignity.   I may be dying, anyway.   Please go, Laura!”

“Be  still!” Laura  commanded.  “You  are  not going to die.  We are 
all going to live and meet Van in Texas...and Tom is  coming!” Her  own 
bravado gave her a lot more confidence,but  she  still  did  not have the 
conviction of her words.   in  fact, she had never been more frightened.

“Yes,  go  on  to  Van.   He needs you...so much.   He loves you,  you 
know.  You are so right for him, Laura.   You belong together.”

Laura  almost  lost  her  composure.  She wondered if she could stand 
on  her  two  feet.  Was Van's mother delirious?  
Surely,  she couldn't think Van loved her, or that she could be right  for  him  in 
any way.   Van needed a strong, wise woman,and  yes, she could see now, an 
older one, with more experience in  life, more education: an aristocrat.   No 
wild creature like herself  could  ever  fill  an  important place with a man like 
Van.  He  deserved  everything  that  was  fine and right--butDelia's words 
thrilled  her.  She  would  be  everlastingly grateful  to Delia, delirious, or not. 
She had to restrain her own  errant  legs  now,  from running to the fastest 
horse, and dashing off toward Texas to find Van.

If  they  lived--if Delia lived, she wanted to pursue this conversation 
later.  Right now, she had other things to think abut.  Could  her  absurd  little 
plan work?  What a gamble.   
But there was nothing else to do.

Darryl  had taken a hatchet and cut limbs away, so that he could  draw 
up  the  heavy carbine and ammunition.   He cut out the  branches  to  make  as 
comfortable  a place to sit as was possible, and to give himself the best vantage 
point.



After  attending  Delia  as best she could, Laura tried to gather  her 
wits.   She checked all the weapons.   She laid those Luke  used  to  the  left, 
those Mose used to the right, those Rowdy  would  use  in  the  center.  She 
kept her own near the fire,  close  to Delia and the baby.   Delia had her gun, 
loaded and  ready, after she gave Laura her promise that she would not use  it 
on  herself  unless events proved to be such that they would all be better  off  to 
take  their own lives.   It would not be likely that  they  would  have a chance 
to do that, if they did decide it  was  best.  It  was more likely that Delia would 
have that chance,  as  the Indians would not bother with a helpless women 
while  the  others  lived.  The  Indians  would  probably  not suspect that she 
had a loaded weapon.

Everyone  was  tense.  Jennie  was  grumbling that it was insane  for 
them  to  remain here to be butchered just because that  old  woman  couldn't 
travel.   “It's plain to see that she is  going  to  die,  anyway,” she said, “so, it's 
crazy--sinfulfor  her  to hold us back to die with her.   What about my baby?  
She  should have a chance to live.   She shouldn't be sacrificed for this dying 
woman!”

Laura  didn't  usually  pay  much  attention  to  anything Jennie  said, 
but  she  felt like lashing out now.   “Do tell!”she  said,  “You  are  actually 
worried about your baby?  What would  have happened to her if we had all 
acted as you did, and run  for  our  horses, leaving her lying there?  If you want 
to take  a  horse  and  go on alone, go ahead.   But the rest of us are  going  to 
stay here and live.   If you go, you will perish out there.  Right  now,  I  don't 
care very much about that.”   

Jennie gave Laura a look that she couldn’t decipher.     
“Get  some  more  wood  on  that  fire!  Quickly!”  Laura  said.  Get 

branches, so they will make more smoke.”  Jennie ran to obey.

 

CHAPTER 67 

“They're  coming,” Darryl shouted.   “God, a horde of them,Laura! 
There  must  be  fifty! They're heading right toward us!”

Laura  was  on  her feet.   “Don't anyone shoot until I say so!”  she 
shouted.  Darryl,  that  means you, too.   Hold your fire! Mose  and  Rowdy 
and Luke were already dashing for the torches.  Get  ready  to  light them, but 
don't start lighting the grass until I say so.   How far are they, Darryl?”

“A half-mile...maybe.   God, I can't tell.   A half-mile.”
Be  ready, but don't light the fires until they are within a  hundred 

yards.  Tell  us,  Darryl, when you think they are about  a  hundred  yards 

away!  Are they staying together?  are they  scattering? Does  it  look like they 
are slowed down by the grass?  Are they riding fast?”

“They're  slowed  down  by  the  grass...but  making time.   
They're  mostly  together,  heading  straight for us.   Some are beginning  to 
scatter  a  little.   They are using the path the head horses make.   Coming more 
single-file.

“My  God,”  Laura said.   “I hope they don't beat the grass down  so 
much  they  can  outrun  the  fire! Fifty, you say.   
Damn!  They'll have it all beaten down.”

“More  like  thirty.  About  thirty.  They're scattering more.  They're 
slowing down.   The horses are tiring; fighting the  high  grass.  They're  not 
slowing much, though.   They're whipping the  horses.  They're  close.  They're 
a  hundred yards...I think, Laura.

“Light  the  fires!” Laura shouted, running up and down to see  that 
each  fire  started.  Luke and Mose were already inaction.  They  ran through 
the  paths they had beaten down,lighting  the  bunched,  dry  grass they had 
prepared.   “God, I wish  that  wind  was stronger,” Laura said.   “I wish that 
wind would  blow! But  the  wind  kept on at its rather capricious pace.

The  fires caught and began to spread.   Laura was sure she had 
misjudged  and  had  them lighted too late.   Dan and Rowdy ran  back  and 
forth relighting the fires that hadn't taken off as  desired.   The fire was slowly 
beginning to spread and cover the  ground  from  one end of the path to the 
other.   “It's too late!”  Laura  moaned,  but  she  was careful that no one heard 
her.   “I  didn't start in time.   It's too slow!  Why doesn't it go  faster? Why did 
I wait so long?” It seemed that the fires were  exceedingly  slow  and 
recalcitrant.  They could not be hurried.

“They're  slowing!” Darryl  shouted.   “They're stopping.   
They're  milling around.   Some are going around the ends of the fire! Some 
are  coming on through, following the path of the wagon-tracks!  They're 
getting close!  Ready with the guns!”

Each  one  had  his weapon ready.   They stood watching for some 
sign  of the Indians.   It was smoky and difficult to see.   
One  horse  bounded  out of the burning grass, and then another and another. 
They  kept  coming  through.  About  ten  are through,”  Darryl  shouted,  as 
he  fired and sent one reeling over  his horses rump.   Laura  had already given 
the signal for all  to  fire, and a barrage of gunfire answered her.   Two more 
Indians  went  down.  The  others  were very close.   They were firing  now, 
too.   Mose went down on his knees.   Laura saw him go  down  and  saw  that 
he  continued  to  fire his gun.   She thanked God, that he was not fatally hit.

One  big, painted Indian, burned and blackened by the fire he  had 
ridden through, grabbed Jennie by the hair and drew his knife.  Luke's  gun 
barked  and  the Indian fell.   Jennie was screaming.  She  fell  to  the  ground, 
too,  and no one knew whether  or  not  she was alive.   Another blackened 
savage fell almost  on  top  of  Delia.  It  was  Delia's own gun that had stopped 
him.  Two  more  suddenly  turned  and  whipped their horses  into the fastest 
gait they could attain and headed back from  where  they  had  come.   One 



horse stumbled and the rider went  over  his head.   The horse had breathed 
some of the smoke and  probably  some  of  the fire as he had run through it. 
He was  dead.  All  the  other Indians were either lying dead, or running  away. 
“Don't  kill  him,” Laura shouted, as each one who  had  the  fallen  rider in his 
sights, eased their weapons down  in  dismay.   “See if you can take him alive. 
Be careful!  Watch  him! Take  that  horse,”  Laura  pointed to one of the 
Indian  ponies,  who  was standing, with his head down, looking defeated.  The 
horse's  hide was burned and Laura believed he was  blind,  like  the  deer and 
the horse she and Van had seen after  the  prairie-fire,  but  he would obey the 
reins and last  as  long  as he could stand on his feet.   Luke was on the horse's 
back and off in an instant.

“Cover  him! Watch  him.”  Laura  shouted.   Darryl's gun cracked 
just  as  the  Indian  brought  his  rifle up to shoot Luke.  The  Indian  screamed 
and  then  became silent as Luke bound  him with the rawhide from his own 
dead horse.   Rowdy and Darryl  ran to help Luke, as they could see that the 
Indian was more  than  a  handful.   The three men dragged the gyrating man 
back to the camp.
“Robert!  Where are you?”  Laura had called, when Luke got on  the  horse  to 
start  after  the wounded Indian.   “Get out there  and  bring  Mose  back.  He's 
hurt.  I don't know how badly.   Hurry!”

The  Indian  looked  very sullen.   Laura walked up to him.   “Do  you 
understand English?” she asked.   He spat.   Is it required  three  of  the men to 
hold the Indian still, even with the rawhide  ropes  tying  him.  Laura tried 
several times more to talk  to  him.   He refused to make any response.   She 
walked to the  fire  and  picked  up a skillet Jennie had been heating in which 
to  cook  cornbread.  She walked back to the brown man.   

“If  you  understand English, you will know what I intend to do with 
this...and  probably  if  you  don't understand English.”   

She  held  the  skillet  close to the Indian's face.   He didn't blink.  His 
mouth  was  set  in  a straight, hard, line.   She brought  the  skillet  closer. 
Nothing happened.   She suddenly pushed  the hot iron against his shoulder. 
All the others were watching.  The  Indian  looked  so immobile that they 
couldn't believe  it.  But  after  that  first  fraction of a second of seeming 
complete  disregard,  a  scream  rent  the  air, which startled  them  as  much 
as the stoic manner with which he had first  met  the  scorching  skillet.   The 
smell of burned flesh sickened Laura.

Intent  as  she was, she took note vaguely that Darryl had left, 
running  out  toward the end of where the fires had been started.  She  didn't 
have time to give it any thought.   Laura was  shaking,  but  she was 
determined not to show how weak and sick  she  felt.  “Now!  she said 
importunately, “say that you understand  English!    The  Indian  turned  away. 
She put the skillet  back  on  the  hottest  coals.  Luke added wood.   She 
waited  a  full  minute.  She was aware that Robert and Darryl were    carrying 
Mose    in.      She wanted  to  stop and see how he was, but she felt it 
imperative to  keep  up  her  posture  of  authority over the Indian.   She 
brought  the  hot  skillet  back  close  to  the Indian's face.   

“I'll  keep  on  until you speak...so you might as well make it now! It  will  be 
easier.”  He didn't answer.   She shoved the reheated  skillet  against  the  other 
shoulder.   He jumped and twisted  and  tried  to  evade  the pain.   Finally, he 
screamed again.  Laura was wondering if she could stand as much of this as he 
could.

“I speak,” he said.
“That's  better.” Laura placed the skillet back in place for  the 

cornbread.  “Now  speak!” He closed his mouth in a tight  line again, and 
stared at her defiantly.   “I'll kill you if  you  don't  cooperate  with me,” she 
said.   “I'll kill you,but  not quickly.   I'll kill you as painfully and slowly as 
any of  your  braves  kill their victims.   It will be something you haven't even 
even  thought  of.  She  knew that he probably didn't understand  all  that  she 
was  saying,  but  she  believed he understood enough to get the gist of her 
meaning.

“You know 'sick?,'“ she asked.
He merely looked at her, his anger salient.
Laura  told  Luke  to bring him over to where he could see Delia.  She 

uncovered Delia's arm and shoved the Indians head down  close to the sick 
woman.   “Sick!”  she said.   She unbound Delia's  arm.  He  made no 
response.   “This wound needs herbs,medicine.” She  looked  around and 
plucked some leaves from a nearby  bush.  “I know there are plants, roots, 
leaves, barks,berries,  that  will  heal wounds like this.   I want you to get some 
and make medicine for this woman.”

There  was  still  no answer.   Laura picked up the skillet again.   “I 
not medicine man,” the Indian said, still sullen.

“Just  the same, you know which plants to use to make this woman 
well.  You go with this man.   She pointed to Luke.   You show  him.   He bring 
back.   This woman get well, you live.   She die, you die...slowly, long time.”

The  Indian  had  to  be prodded to get up and go ahead of Luke.  “Go 
with  them,  Darryl, and keep a loaded gun on him.   Try  not  to...but  don't 
take  any chances.   Do what you have to.”

The  three  made  their  way  slowly  out  into the brush.   Laura 
turned  to  Mose.   Rowdy and Dan sat by his side.   Laura could  see  that he 
was losing blood, even though Dan and Rowdy had  done  their best to staunch 
the bleeding.   Mose was trying to  talk.  

“Don't  use your strength to talk,” Laura said, but Mose  did  not  pay 
any  attention.  

“He  my  son,”  Mose was saying.  “He  know how much he mean to 
me.   I want him to come along, but we  think  it  be  best  he  stay  close  to 
his mama...until...” His  head  rolled  to  the  side,  and  they wondered if  he 
was  dead.  He  continued  in  a  weak  but determined  voice.  “I love Vera. 
She belong to Massa Wilson.   We  spend all the time togethah, we can.   It 
nevah enough.   When she  know she have our baby, we make plans.   When 
the baby bohn,I  stole  him  away.   I hide him in the brush--fo Rowdy to fine. 
I  know  he git good caeh wit' you, Delia, and Marybelle.   He be my  son. 



Denber.  He  see hes mothah often as he can.   I do,too.   Do you think she 
evah be free?”

“Yes!”  Laura  said,  holding  Mose's  hand.   “She will be free.  We 
will  see  that she and Denver can be together.   We will  see that they are taken 
care of.   We will see that Denver gets  a  good  education.   He can continue at 
Oberlin College.”  
Laura  couldn't  stop  the tears, but she did what she could to hide  them  from 
Mose.  “I  love  you,  Mose.   You are such a wonderful  friend.  Delia  and 
Tom and Van love you, too, and Luke  and  Rowdy--and all of us--everyone 
who ever knew you...”  
She believed Mose had heard her words, before he died.

They  had  pulled the blanket up over his face.  “I don't believe  I  can 
stand  it!,”  Laura thought.   “I got this good man  killed!    Why  did  I ever 
convince myself I could get us out  to  Texas? I  am  a fool.   Oh, God!  She 
wanted to burst into  tears  and  give  the whole thing up.   She just wanted to 
side into  oblivion  and  refuse  any  more  responsibility.   
“Laura,” she heard Delia's voice.

She  went  to  Delia.  “I  would  like to cry and lament,too,”the  older 
woman said.   “I feel so bereaved.   Mose has been one of  our family for so 
long.   I loved him...but Laura, we are in hard  times.  He  is gone.   You have 
truly worked a miracle to get  any  of  us  through this.   I marvel at you.   We 
can mourn Mose,  but we mustn't live in remorse.   He is gone.   We must go 
on,  for  as  long  as  it is God's will...”  Her voice trailed away.  She  was 
exhausted.   Laura sat down and took her hand.   

“It  seems  her  strength  flows into me.   What a great woman.”Laura 
said  to  herself.  “If  I  lose  her, too, I cannot goon.”    She  didn't  have  a lot 
of faith that the Indian would bring  back  herbs  that  would  help Delia.   “I'm 
clutching At straws,” she admitted to herself.

She  turned  a  white  face to Robert and Rowdy.   “Get the shovel,” 
she  said.  Make  his grave deep, so that no animals can...” the  two  men had 
already started toward the wagon to retrieve the shovel.

Laura felt  alone  and  bereaved  and  frightened.  She noticed  Jennie 
pick up her ailing baby and begin rock her back and  forth,  her eyes wild. 
Laura looked at the little, golden head  and  wondered  what  would become of 
this child.   She had never  touched  the  baby,  nor  given her any attention, 
other than  to  hold  her  when  she forced her to take the makeshift nipple, 
and  to  hand  her to the Mexican woman.   No one would have  believed  that 
she  was fond of the child.   No one would have  guessed  how  she  longed  to 
hold the baby, fondle her,croon  to  her,  comfort  her  when she cried.   “I 
guess I love that  baby,”  she  said  to  herself.  But  it had seemed more 
expedient,  somehow,  not  to  reveal  her  emotions  about the child, just as it 
had about so many other things.

Laura  had been thinking about Van and all that his mother had  said, 
even,  it  seemed  when  she was most occupied with trying  to  make 
important  decisions.   There was a joy in her heart  that  was  not  consonant 
with all the recent events and the  circumstances.   She longed for some time 

alone, to let the balm  of  the  thought  that  he  might really love her, as his 
mother had said, heal her sick heart.

Her  thoughts  were interrupted by a shot in the distance,and a 
scream.   She held her breath and listened.   She hoped Darryl hadn't  had  to 
kill the Indian.   She took it for granted that it  was  the  Indian  that had 
screamed.   “I should have warned Darryl  how  very  important  it  is  to  keep 
him alive,” she thought.

Out  in  the  creek bed, and along the edge of the forest,the  Indian 
was  grabbing vines, leaves, berries, and stuffing them  into  the  basket.  He 
had  been recalcitrant at first.   
Then,  he  had  made a clever attempt to escape.   That was when Darryl had 
shot  him  through the buckskin  moccasin.   He had screamed  and  then he 
had turned to Darryl.   He pointed to the already  suppurating,  raw,  burns  on 
his  shoulders, and his injured toe.   “I get plants, fix woman, you fix?”  

“You  make woman well, we fix you fine,” Darryl said.   The Indian 
had  hurried  along, then, looking right and left, here and  there,  plucking and 
pointing to the berries and leaves he wanted Luke and Darryl  to  harvest. 
They  soon  had  a basketful.     The Indian hesitated,  looking  about  in  an 
uncertain way.   “No here.   No here,” he said.

“If  there isn't everything we need, we may as well go and do  what 
we  can  with  what we have,” Darryl said.   They made their  way  back  to 
camp.  In  answer to Laura's questioning look,  Darryl  told  her  that there 
were some other things the Indian  had  wanted.  “But evidently they don't 
grow here.   At least  he  couldn't  find  any.   I think he was being truthful, 
because  we  promised  that if he made Delia well, we would fix his  burns 
and  his toe.   I had to shoot him, but I managed to do  so without injury 
excepting to his big toe.   I know it hurt like hell--but he settled down.”

Laura  nodded approvingly and turned to see what was to be done 
with  the  plants.  The Indian indicated that the choke-cherries  and some of the 
bark from that tree were to be boiled together.  All  the other things, roots and 
leaves, were to be boiled  separately.  The  resulting mess was to be rolled in a 
cloth.  The  Indian  let  Laura know as best he could that the Indian  rubbed 
this  mixture  on  straight  to the wound, but Laura  was  afraid to do that.   She 
made a poultice from it and applied it  to  the swollen, red arm.   The Indian 
was allowed to direct the  application  of  the  odd  mixture to his own wounds. 
The mullein  leaves  were  to be used for his burns.   They were not applied to 
Delia's arm.

Laura  had  never  allowed  them to remain in one campsite NY 
longer  than  was  absolutely necessary, but this day THEY ALL  sat, rested, 
slept, even visited.   Laura's anxiety and her pain  at  Mose's  death  had  not 
abated, but the rest and the reprieve  from  constant  travel, buoyed her spirits. 
The next night  as  she  sat  by  Delia's side, she could not believe it when 
Delia  suddenly  asked for something to eat.   She ordered it  prepared.  She 
unwrapped  Delia's arm and was amazed that the  swelling  was  down and the 
redness was gone.   “I wouldn't have  bet  a  plugged nickel that the plants 
would help!  Could this  miracle  really  have  happened?  Could those silly 



vines and  leaves,  that  foul-smelling  mess  really  have helped to bring  the 
poison  out  of  that malignant arm?”  She couldn't believe  it,  but  she couldn't 
doubt it, either.   Well, it was enough that Delia  was  better.     Van  had  told 
her  how miraculous these medications were.

 

CHAPTER 68

Luke,  Darryl, Robert, Rowdy, go to the creek and see what remains 
there.  Bury  the  dead.  See  what  you can find to identify  who  they  were. 
They  didn't burn the wagons or we would  have  seen  the fire.   “I would like 
to give that little burned,  blind Indian pony a medal...but all we can do is 
shoot him.  That  seems to be the way life is sometimes.   Those that most 
deserve a medal get shot for their being valiant.

Go  out and  shoot all the ponies that are hurt so badly that  they 
wouldn't  be  apt to live.   If they are blind, they might  make it, but it is more 
likely that they would die long,slow  deaths,  so  shoot  them  too.  Leave  all 
that are not injured,  but  be sure their saddles, or ropes or whatever they have, 
are  removed.   Bring one of the best ponies, and a saddle if there is one.”

They  were  all  glad to be on the road again.   The Indian made  no 
objection  to  going with them.   He seemed to take it for  granted  that  that 
was what he would do.   He rode along,gazing  at  the  ground,  sullen and 
quiet, but without causing any  problem.   Even the baby seemed to be 
enjoying it.   She lay gurgling and watching whatever she  could  focus  those 
inquisitive  eyes  on,  with  seeming  wonder at each different thing.   Laura 
wouldn't allow Delia to ride up in the seat yet.   
Delia  was agreeable to just lie in the back, and relax as best she could.

That  night, when they had found a suitable place to camp,water  had 
been located, a simple meal of beans, cornbread and dried  fruit  had  been 
eaten,  Laura sat down close to Delia.   She  was gratified that Delia's color 
was coming back.   She was regaining  her  strength  rapidly.  “I  think,”  Laura 
began,without preamble, “that he loves Sylvia.”

Delia  didn't  answer  for  so long that Laura thought she was  going 
to  ignore her.   But after a long moment, she began to  talk.  “He  used to love 
Sylvia,” she said.   “He loved her so  much that it almost killed him when she 
married Wally.   Van is  that  kind  of  man.  He can't love easily nor can he 
stop loving  easily.  It  took him a long time to recover from that hurt.  But 
even  the  deepest  love  loses  its validity, its cogency,  after  a  while.  After 
it  finds no reflection, no response, no fulfillment, no  purpose,  no  surcease, 
no quietude.  What  then, shall it become? It must finally burn itself  out, as a 

candle that has used all the wick.   It can no longer  thrive.  It  leaves  a great, 
deep cavern of yearning,but the love has died of famine.”

There  was a long silence.   “Oh, don't think for a minute,Laura,  that 
you  are needed, just to fill that abysmal cavern of  need,  although  you  would 
do that, too.   But if that were all  that was needed, Van would have found 
healing long ago.   I think  you  know  that  he  had  a  choice  of fine, 
beautiful,learned,  women,  and  I dare say, of quite a few that were not so 
nice.  But that wasn't  what  Van  wanted,  or  needed.   He needed a woman 
that could  elicit all the emotions and sensory processes he has the capacity 
for.  He  needed  a  woman  that could titillate him mentally, as  well  as 
physically.  It  is  quite  easy  to titilate  any  man  physically, but the other is 
more rare and difficult.

“A  man  like Van must have someone with whom he can share 
adventure  of the mind and heart.   Sexual gratification is thus made 
secondary.  Oh,  he  needs  you  in  that  way,  too, of course.  That  is 
obvious,  and all else wouldn't amount to a lot  without  physical  love.  But 
you are the only person he ever  met  who  could fill all these needs.   No, 
Sylvia didn't.  That  doesn't mean that he didn't love her, completely...at the 
time.  But  his self, his being, his needs even, have changed.   If  Sylvia  had 
married  him, she would have had his love, his loyalty  forever.  He  would 
never  have  regretted  that  he married  her.  He  would  have remained 
devoted to her for the rest  of his life.   But that love is as dead as cold ashes. 
He didn't  kill  it,  or allow it to die from neglect.   It died of starvation,  like  I 
said.   Now, he loves you.   It is a bright,new,  all-consuming, forever, love.   I 
hope you wont let it die for  lack  of  sustenance.  He  has  suffered for so long. 
He would be so happy with you...and only with you, Laura.

“I  didn't  know  for  sure that he did love you until the last  time  he 
was  at  home.  His  love  for  you was like a tangible  thing,  flowing out. 
Everyone in the room could feel it.  It  was like the force of magnetism.   His 
love is a great force, Laura.   A man like Van doesn't love lightly.”

Laura  didn't try to hold back the happy tears.   It seemed that  they 
were  washing away the weeks and months of hurt and frustration and need she 
had lived with so constantly.

“If  he wants me, Delia, you can be sure that I am his for the  rest  of 
our lives.   I wouldn't have believed that anyone could love another as much as 
I love that...”

Delia  smiled.   She had heard Laura cursing him more often than 
Laura  would  have  believed,  and  she  knew  why  Laura resorted to the 
cursing.

“Laura!”  Luke  shouted  as  he ran up.   “Robert has taken one of the 
best mares, and gone!  The Indian has gone, too!”

“Are  you  sure  Robert hasn't just gone to hunt, or...No,of course not! 
I should have known!”

“We'll  go  after him.   He can't have too much of a start.   
We'll bring him back.”



“That  mare  is  a  valuable animal.   My god.   We lost one back at 
the  trading-post  and  now  another!” Laura  felt emotions stirring  she  could 
hardly  bare:  anger,  regret,disappointment,  frustration, guilt.   “Luke, we 
can't afford to lose  that  mare,”  her voice was broken.   “But we can't afford 
the  time  for  you  to  go bring that thief back with her!  We can't  get  caught 
in the bad weather.   We have been delayed so much.  We  are  behind time 
now.   God!  Why did I ever think I could  get  the three mares out to Van?  He 
and Tom expected to have  all  the  horses,  the  cattle, even the pigs and 
Minorcha hens.   Oh, hell...”

“Don't  fret  about  the mare,” Delia said.   It's too bad,but she isn't 
worth your worrying  about.  Van  will understand.”

“I should never have taken that fool along!”
“It  seemed  like  the  best  thing  to  all of us, at the time.   You made 

the right choice.   It isn't your fault.”
“Thank  you,  Delia.” Laura  walked away, trying to hide the tears that 

were filling her eyes.
Jennie  had been practically scorned by Robert  yet it was plain  to see 

that she mourned his absence.   “She seems to have no  pride,”  Laura  thought, 
half sorry for anyone so foolish,and  half  disgusted.  “I wish she could see 
what is important in  life  from  what  is  not.   She wants love...but can anyone 
ever  love  her,  if  she  remains  so  selfish,  so unaware of values?”

They  travelled  on.   Baby Alice Lynn became more fretful.   Laura 
was  angry  with  Jennie  again, for not having milk for the baby.  “Why  does 
it  make  me so angry.   It isn't sensible to blame  her.  She can't help it.”  ... 
“Maybe  if  she cared more, was more responsible, she would  have had  more 
milk.  It  sounds  sensible,  but  I guess it isn't really objective.”

Quite  often  Luke  carried  the  baby  for miles.   He was often  the 
only one that could quiet her.   Quite often, too, he seemed to be the only one 
who had the energy left to try.

Jennie  had  objected  to  having  to  walk  with  Luke at first.  Now, 
she  made excuses to be with him.   Sometimes the two  of  them  lingered  far 
behind the wagon.   This irritated Laura,  but  she trusted Luke to use good 
judgment.   Laura knew that  there  were  great grizzly-bear in the vicinity and 
packs of  huge  grey  wolves.  Neither  would  be  dangerous in most 
circumstances.  The  bear  would  not  be  apt to attack a man excepting if  it 
was a mother with cubs, who wondered onto the road  at  the time someone 
was passing.   Luke's rifle would not likely stop a grizzly bear, but be more apt 
to only infuriate one into making an attack.

Wolves  had  been  known  to  attack  only  in  those rare instances 
when they were practically starved.   Laura had heard of  their attacking lone 
riders and an instance or two of their surrounding  a  wagon.  The  killing  of 
one or two had always sent  them scurrying away.   However, there were a lot 
of people who  dreaded  the  thought of wolves attacking or of a grizzly-
bear's  approach.  “People are really the  greatest danger for the  two  so  far 
away  from the rest of us,” Laura said.   she couldn't  understand  why  Luke 
wanted to take that chance.   It wasn't like him.

More  and more she noticed Jennie's outright flirting with Luke.  As 
far  as  Laura  could determine, Luke had responded only  with  quiet 
kindness, but she had noticed too, that Luke seemed  to  be beguiled with 
Jennie.   She didn't like it.   Luke was  too fine to be taken in by the fickle 
artifices of such as Jennie.  Jennie  never  lost  a  chance to lean on Luke, or to 
call  him  to  rescue  her  from  a  spider,  a  thorn, or some imaginary  evil.  It 
was  obvious that Delia noticed what was going on,  too,  and  that  she 
disapproved,  but  she  said nothing.  Laura  decided  not  to  interfere unless 
things got worse.  “And  by  that  time,”  she  thought,  “It  may be too late.” 
She hadn't forgotten how     Jennie had  tried her wiles on Darryl the first days 
after he arrived,and  later,  on  Robert.   Even though both men had ignored 
her,she  had  not  given  up until Robert ran away.” Laura thought,”She  could 
be  beautiful.  Why  does  she  have to be such a fool? She  could  have  the 
attentions  of men without being so...”

“Darryl,”  Laura  thought, “I would like for him to find a good 
woman  and  be  happy.   I may not be fair with him.   I do not  want his love, 
but I need his company and his loyalty.   He is  a  fine  man and completely 
devoted.   If I hadn't fallen in love  with that reprobate, maybe I could have 
returned Darryl's.  My  life  would have been  less confounded.   I wouldn't 
have  been  so  bewildered.  Why must I continue to love a man who  brings 
me  nothing but heartache?  He is a plague to me!”  
But  just  the  thought of him, even when she was so angry with him, brought 
her pleasure.

They  drove on, into the setting sun each night.   The days were 
getting  shorter.  It was hot and dry.   Laura wished she could  estimate  how 
much longer it would take to get over the remaining  distance.  Even  with 
Darryl's help, she could not determine  just how much farther they had to go, 
or how long it would  take.  “Just forever,” she said, and turned her mind to 
other things.

Once  more  they  were  startled  by  horses hooves behind them. 
Laura  stopped  the  wagon and each of the men took his place  for  defense. 
As the horses and rider came nearer, they could  see  that it was the Indian. 
He had the fine brood mare Robert  had  stolen,  in  tow.   All of the group was 
surprised.   
They  had  not  expected  ever  to  see the Indian, or the mare again.  Laura 
was  greatly  pleased.  She wanted to show her appreciation  somehow.  That 
was  hard to do with the Indian.   
He  refused  to  sit with them to eat.   He usually even refused their  food.  He 
killed,  and prepared his own meat.   Some of the  other  foods  he  prepared 
for himself, none of the others could  guess  the  nature of.   They supposed it 
was mostly wild vegetables and fruits.

“He  is  just  like  Van's loyal white horse,” Laura said.   
He wanted  to  kill us the first day--but after he got to know us,he has been as 
loyal as anyone could be.”

He almost never talked, but they never needed to worry about fresh 
meat.  He  brought  freshly killed venison, skinned and dressed.  He  even 



brought  a  huge piece of a hindquarter of buffalo.  He  always  put the offering 
down in front of Laura.   
He  would stand for a moment, as if for her thanks, and then he would walk 
away without a word.

Laura  hoped  the Indian hadn't killed Robert.   She didn't dare  ask, 
and  the Indian didn't offer any explanation of how he had got the mare back.

“Have  I  lived  through  this  moment before?”  Laura was struck  by 
the  thought,  when  they came out into a clearing.   
They  saw before them a few huts, a rail fence, with some crops growing 
within.  The  only thing that distinguished this from the  Sanchez  home  where 
they had found a full breast of warm milk for  Alice  Lynn,  was  that  there 
were  no  screaming children.  They  heard  only  the  barking of dogs, the 
shrill braying  of  a  donkey  and  the  cackling  of a happy hen, the bleating  of 
a few goats, “Probably foolish enough to be happy because  she  has  just 
delivered  a  large  brown egg,” Laura thought.  “Just  like  people,  basing 
their happiness on the wrong things.”

They didn't turn in the ruts that led through the leather-
hinged  gate.  The baby was crying again, and they all knew it was  from 
hunger.   Probably each one of them was wishing there were  another  woman 
here  with  a  nursing  child.  They saw nothing that indicated such might be 
the case.

Passing  the  huts,  they  saw  a  white  man  and a squaw standing 
quietly watching them.   Dogs barked, but there was no other  disturbance. 
They  had  almost got out of sight of the house,  when  Laura  pulled  the  team 
over  to the side.   The others  waited  for  her  explanation,  ready  to  comply 
with whatever  request  she might make of them.   “Darryl,” she said,”See  that 
little nanny-goat over there in the field?  She has two  kids following her.   She 
has milk.   Go get her.   Deal with the  couple,  if  you  can.   Here is  a  gold-
piece.   If you can't deal with them, steal her.   in that  event,  leave  the  gold 
piece where they will be sure to find it.   But bring the goat!”

Darryl  handed the lead-rope of his pack horse to Luke and turned  his 
mount  around.  He wasn't so worried about how he was  going to make the 
deal as how he was going to get the goat to  the  wagon.   Laura was driving 
on, unconcerned, leaving the problem to him.

If  it  had  been Luke, he would have placed his bed-roll,over the 
saddle; he would have then placed the nanny over the roll  on  her belly and 
calmed her by scratching her ears.   Bur Darryl  wasn't  used  to  handling 
animals,  other  than polo,hunting,  and  riding horses, and trained dogs.   He 
wound up by leading  the  goat.  The two kids bleated and tried to follow,but 
the  seller  assured  Darryl  that they were old enough to survive  without  the 
milk  for  which they dogged their dam's every step.

“More  than  likely,  the  rams  will wind up next Sunday,browned 
nicely  over  the  fire  in the stone fireplace, for a visiting priest's dinner,” 
Darryl thought.

Darryl  didn't  catch  up  with  the others until they had stopped  and 
begun  preparations for the night.   The nanny was bleating  wildly.  She  was 
frightened,  exhausted and dirty.   
She  had  trod  in  the dust of Darryl's horse's hooves all the way hours since he 
had bargained for her.

Laura  was eager to get some of the milk for the baby, but Luke 
warned  her  against  it.  “Wait until the goat has rested and  recovered from 
her frightening journey.   Her milk will n not be  good  until  then,” he said. 
He led the little goat to the side  where  there  was  thick  brush.   He brought 
water to her instead  of  leading  her  to the creek.   He scratched her ears and 
spoke soothingly to her.   She had soon eaten and drunk her fill and laid down 
to rest, quite calmly, chewing her cud.

When  the  goat  was  rested, Luke was given a clean cloth and  water 
to  wash  her udder.   He got about two cups of milk from  her.  Laura  was 
thrilled.   They got half the milk into the  baby's  empty  stomach  and she fell 
asleep.   The remainder of the milk was  set  down into a pail of cold water and 
covered to keep it claen and sweet for the next feeding.

Next  morning  there  was  a  consultation  about how they could  take 
the goat.   “You'll have to lead her,” Jennie said.   
“How else could anyone take a goat along?”

Luke  explained  that  that  would not be practical.   “She will  play 
out,  and then there will be no milk,” he said.   By nature  she  would browse in 
the mornings and evenings, and lay chewing  her  cud  most  of  the day.   She 
should be put on the wagon.”

Jennie  snorted.   “Put that dirty goat in with my baby?  I should say 
not!”

Laura  suspected  that  Jennie was more concerned with the fact  that 
there  would  be no place for her to ride, when she felt  like  it.  Luke lifted a 
few shovelfuls of soil into the wagon,  covered it with grass and leaves.   He 
placed the trunk and  cartons  so that the little animal would have to remain in 
that  one  spot.  She  could  be snubbed so that she could n not climb.  She 
could lie down or stand, as she chose.   After the first  few  hours,  she  seemed 
to  become  accustomed  to her habitat.  She  lay  contentedly  chewing  her 
cud  while they travelled.   Baby Alice Lynn thrived.

 

CHAPTER 69 

Tom  had arrived back in Central City.   He went to the old Walling 
plantation and surveyed the scene.   He was as angry as he  had  ever  been. 



Tom had never been a vindictive man, but neither  had  he ever been one to see 
injustice done to others,nor  to  his  family, without retribution.   He went to 
the bank in  Central  City  where  Vincent had always sent the monies he 
insisted  belonged  to  Tom.  This  constant  inpour  of  good American  dollars 
had  been  instrumental  in keeping the bank going  during  the  period  of  war, 
when Confederate money had lost its worth.  Of     course,     the     bank was 
owned  by  people  from  the  North,  now.  It  had  been transferred  as  so 
many other things had, by undetermined and underhanded  means.  Even  the 
bankers and other business men did  not  know  how  much  authority  they 
had,  or  what  the Northerners could  legally  do--consequently  they  could 
deal almost anything they chose.

Tom  went  into  the bank and asked for Mr.  Dashiel.   “I'm sorry,” 
the  secretary  said  in a condescending way, “But Mr.Daschiel  is  in 
conference.   He will not have time to see you today.”

“The  hell  he wont!” Tom said loud enough for everyone in the  bank 
to  hear.   He will see me right now!”  The secretary jumped  up,  mumbling 
and  stuttering,  but  made no effective move.  Tom  went  to the door and 
opened it.   He marched in to where  Mr.   Daschiel  was  sitting  talking  to a 
woman who was listening  with  a  very  tear-stained  face  and  intermittent 
sobs.  “I  want to hear what it is that has you so disturbed.”Tom  said  to  the 
woman.   “But first I have to talk with this sonofabitch.   Please wait outside 
for me.”

The  woman  arose  hesitantly,  wiped  her  eyes, began to smile  and 
left  the room.   Tom yanked the other man up out of this high-backed  swivel-
chair,  and  set  him  down  none  too carefully  on the floor before him. 
“Now, we'll see who cheats a  Walling  and gets away with it!” he said.   “Not 
the likes of you!”

Mr.   Daschiel was definitely frightened.   “Oh, are you Mr.Walling? 
Tom  Walling.  I  wouldn't think of trying to cheat you!  Please, let me 
explain.”

“Explain,  hell,  You can explain to the devil.   I have no time  to 
listen to your palaver.   I am withdrawing all my funds from  this  bank  right 
now.  I  will deposit them across the street,  in  the bank that you have caused 
to have to close its doors:  a  decent,  honest  bank.  You  will get no more of 
my funds.  Without  them,  as  you  know,  you  will not survive.   
Everyone  else  around,  too, I will guarantee you, will remove  funds  they 
may have here, and deposit them elsewhere.   I know the people in this 
community.”

However,  your  bank going broke is not the main thing you have  to 
worry about right now.   You will make arrangements to locate  all the 
beautiful furniture, all the lovely silver, all the  antique  treasures my wife had 
in our home.   Oh, I know it isn't  an  easy  assignment.  I didn't expect to make 
anything easy  on you.   Liars and cheats like you need no quarter.   Just get  it 
done,  and  muy  pronto!  I will be leaving within the week,  but  not  before  I 
ship all my wife's belongings to New Orleans,  to  be  taken  to  our new home. 
You don't have much time, so I would advise you to get help--a lot of it!”

Mr.   Daschiel was  white  and  trembling.   For the first time  he 
wished he had remained in the North, where people were civilized.  He  held 
his  stomach  and  put  a  hand over his mouth.   He was afraid he was going to 
vomit there in the room.

Maggie  opened  her door.   The only guard who had remained on 
duty,  was standing there.   “Someone is asking for you,” he said.  Maggie 
showed  her  surprise.   “Who is it?” she asked.   
The  guard  evidently  did  not  have the confidence he used to have,  that  he 
could intimidate Maggie.   “He isn't at all sure just  where  he  stands;  just 
how much authority I have,” she thought.

“It's  a  woman.” He  seemed  to be wavering between his desire  to 
show  his power and his indecision as to whether he still  had that power.   “It 
makes him angry, not to know he has his former power,” Maggie decided.

Finally,  the  guard  continued,  with  evident reluctance”She says her 
name is Sylvia.”

“Sylvia!” Maggie was more surprised than ever.   “What on earth  can 
she  be  doing  here?”  She was talking to herself.   
She  looked  in the mirror.   Straightened her hair, brushed her dress out, and 
walked downstairs.

She  saw the woman standing at the door.   She walked up to her  and 
offered  her  hand.  “I'm Maggie,” she said.   Sylvia placed a daintily-clad hand 
in hers.

“I  am  so glad to find you,” Sylvia said.   Maggie noticed the 
cultured  sound  of  her  voice, the perfect grooming, the expensive, well-
chosen  clothes.  “What on earth could this woman have to see me about?”  she 
asked herself again.

“Come  in  and  have  a  chair?” Maggie  managed to say.   
“Would you rather go to my quarters, or talk here?”

“This is just fine,” Sylvia said.
Maggie  led  her to a big, overstuffed, red, velvet chair.   

Would you like something to drink?  Maggie asked.
Sylvia  sensed  Maggie's  discomfiture.   “Do you have some tea?” 

she asked.
Maggie  called  one  of  the  girls and asked her to bring tea.   The girl 

looked astonished, but she brought the tea.
“You're  as  beautiful as Van said you were,” Sylvia said.   

Maggie  smiled  her  thanks.  “Van  talked  about  you a great deal,”  Sylvia 
went on.   “He not only said you were beautiful,but he said you were one of the 
finest women he had ever met.”

“I'm  sure  he  was  just  trying  to  make an interesting story,” 
Maggie  said, “but thank you.   A compliment never goes amiss.”

“I  was  not  trying to flatter you.   I was just trying in an  awkward 
way,  to  prepare  you for what I am going to say.   
Van  told  me  also,  that you want to build a place...for what did  he 
say...misfits--well,  people  who  are  down  on their luck.”



“Yes,”  Maggie  said,  “I  have  worked  toward that, ever since I 
came here, I guess.   I haven't been able to save a lot-
-but  I  haven't given up.   I still plan to do it somehow, sometime.

“I have plenty of money,” Sylvia stated.
Maggie couldn't  answer.  What  did  this  woman  want.   

Surely  she  didn't  surmise  that  she could go in partnership with Maggie, to 
run a bawdyhouse.

“I  believe  I  know what you're thinking,” Sylvia smiled.   
“Why  would  a  woman  who  has obviously been reared in a home where  the 
word  'bordello'  probably  wouldn't even have been spoken--yes,  that  is  the 
way I was brought up--walk into one as  boldly  as  I  have today, and offer to 
go into partnership with  you on a place for misfits and worn out whores?--
People I wouldn't  have  even  thought  fit  to  come  into my presence,before.”

“That  is  one  of  the  reasons  why  I want to do this,”  Sylvia  went 
on.  “I  thought  I  was  such a good person.   I thought  I  was  a 
Christian...because  I  went  to Church and prayed  and  kept myself apart from 
those less virtuous than I.   
I  don't  suppose  you  can  understand  how sick that makes me now.     I am 
grateful  that  I  was  made  to  see  what  a supercilious,  silly  thing  I  was.  I 
know now that I don't possess  a  tenth  of  the virtue that you do, Maggie.   I 
am so glad  that I discovered that.   Maybe I can become a real person now, 
like  you.   Oh,” she laughed, “I don't want to enter your profession.  I  am  not 
prepared to go that far, to prove the change  in me--but I do want to help to 
establish this home you have been thinking about.”

“It  doesn't  sound  like  Van to tell you that...you were not living 
right.   Maggie managed.

“Oh,  Van  didn't  tell  me anything of the kind!  He just talked  about 
you  and I saw what a brave and Christian person you  are.   It was a 
revelation.”

Maggie was silent.
“Now,”  Sylvia  took a more business-like tone.   “Have you made 

any plans?  Do you know of a good location?  How does one go  about 
starting something like this?  What problems will we be likely to run into?”

“If  you  are  serious,”  Maggie  said, “and I believe you are,  although 
it  would have been hard for anyone to convince me  that  anything like this 
could come to pass--the best place in the country for such a project, is right 
here.”

“Here?”  Sylvia  looked around at the massive, carved wood furniture 
and  stairway  rails,  the  ornate  chandeliers, the plush,  red  carpets,  the 
velvet  drapes,  the heavy gold and silver mirror and picture frames.

“Madam  Doyne  is  dying,” Maggie  said.   “She owns this place.  As 
far  as anyone has been able to determine, she has no  relatives.  The  place 
will  be  for  sale within a short time.  think  it  can  be  had for a fraction of 
the cost of building.   It  would  take  a  lot  of  money  and time for anyone 
else to establish  the  business  over again--that Doyne had.   It would be  very 
difficult  for anyone to establish the relations with the  law-people  that  she 

had.  Also,  there is another such place  already  running  on  the  other side of 
town.   More and more  of  the  girls and the clients are going there.   It would 
probably  start  an  all-out  war, if someone new tried to keep this place going.”

Sylvia was looking around, assessing the place.
“There  are  a number of bedrooms, and more can be made of  

rooms  that  are  now being used for other things.   The kitchen  dining-room 
could be used as they are.   The gambling rooms can  be remodelled into 
whatever is needed.   The dance hall can be  used  for recreation.   The grounds 
can be made nice, with a little  work.   They can be used for picnics, and other 
types of recreation,  and a playground for children.   Maggie had started to  tell 
Sylvia  of  the  children  in  this  place, who would require  a  lot  of love and 
care, ever to become happy, useful citizens,  but  she  decided  this was not the 
appropriate time for that.

Sylvia  was  excited.  “Can  you  make  the  arrangements then.   I 
would like to get started as soon as possible.”

“We  really  can't  do  anything as long as Madam Doyne is alive.”
Oh, yes--how much longer do you think she has?”
Maggie  smiled.  “Well,  it depends.   She would have been dead  long 

ago  if  most  of them had had their way.   They all would  have  liked  to  see 
her lie there unattended.   Even her faithful  guards  deserted  her,  as  soon as 
they saw that she would not be able to protect them from the law.”

“And  it  was  you  who went in and cared for her,” Sylvia.  “You 
who had so much reason to despise her.   You had been  so  meanly used by 
her.   Maggie, you are, as Van said, an outstanding woman.”

“Well,  if  there's any redeeming element in the fact that I  would  not 
let torments, such as starving and thirsting, be added to  the  agony  of a dying 
human being, then so be it.   I don't think  it  deserves  any credit.”  She arose, 
as if to end that vein  of  the  conversation.  “In  any case, she will die very 
soon.  She  looked intently at Sylvia, who was at a loss as to what  to  read in 
Maggie's face.   “I never thought I would meet a  woman  like you, Sylvia.   I 
don't think you have thought out what  this  would  mean.  You  mustn't  think 
of ruining your life.  This is something for a person like me--but you...it is not 
for  gentle-folk  like  you.   It's wonderful and inspiring for  you  to  have 
come.   That, in itself, took a great deal of courage.  You  are  a fine woman; 
Van said you were.   He loved you to distraction, you know.”

“Yes  I  know,”  Sylvia  was wistful.   “And I loved him as much.”
Maggie  whirled  to  face  her  again.  “Then why did you break his 

heart by marrying his friend?” she demanded.
“Come,”  Sylvia  said.   “Can we go to your room now?  I'll tell  you 

all  about it.   No, I'd like to.   It eats at me.   it would  do  me  good  for 
someone to listen to it all.”  Maggie supposed  the  sudden  tears in Sylvia's 
eyes were for Van, but they were not.

Maggie  listened  attentively  to  the story of how Sylvia had  been 
reared.   She had been taught that she was above most other  people.  She  had 
never questioned that the things she was  taught,  were  right.  She had never 
liked Wally, but her parents  had  never  ceased  to let her know that they 



would be pleased  with an alliance between her and the son of their best friend. 
“When  I  met  Van,  I fell so much in love with him  
that  it  was hard to remember that a proper young lady did not allow  a  man 
to  kiss  her  until  he  had  put a ring on her finger.”

Then  Wally  had raped her.   She had known that any decent man 
would  not  marry a girl that had been raped.   So, she had agreed  to  marry 
Wally,  and  to go to the place where he had purchased  a  huge  plantation. 
She  was  grateful that Wally didn't  ask  her for any further intimate relations. 
“I was so naive  that  I didn't believe what Wally was doing in the slave 
quarters.  When that knowledge  was  forced  upon me, I hardly accepted it as 
truth.   
I  couldn't believe anything so hellish really ever happened on this  earth. 
When  I  tried to interfere, I was imprisoned in the attic, and lived there for 
over a year.”

“Poor  Van.   He loved Wally,”  was all Maggie said, excepting that 
she  had expressed her shock and grief several times with a half voiced “Oh,” 
or “Oh, God!”

“As  much  as  I suffered; and I did suffer like I had not believed 
possible,  I  think  my  soul  was  awakened  to many truths.  I  came  to 
realize  that I was not one of God's own angels.  I saw that I was weak, foolish, 
misinformed.  By the time  Van  came,”  she  squeezed back tears,  “I had 
completely lost  my  mind.  I  would  never  have regained it without his 
patience  and understanding.   You can imagine how grateful I am to  him. 
But strange as it seems, even to me, I no longer felt that  mad  infatuation,  that 
deep, genuine love, I had had for him.  I  couldn't have admired him more, so 
the only way I can explain  that, is that our beautiful love had been killed:  had 
died  a  long,  dreadful death, for both of us.   Even love like ours was, cannot 
survive years of dearth and pain.

Maggie  was  thinking how fortunate it was that Sylvia had not  gone 
on loving Van after he had ceased to love her and had come to love Laura so 
undividedly.

“In  spite  of the fact,”  Sylvia was going on, “that I no longer  felt 
the romantic love for Van, I practically proposed to  him.  People  who used to 
know me, would have raised their brows  at  that.  It  would  have  been  a 
good marriage, even without  love,  that  old romantic love--except that he told 
me afterward,  he  loves  another  girl.   I am so glad.   I hope he found her and 
married her.”

“He  hasn't  married  her yet,”  Maggie said.   “She was in Miss 
Gibson's  school for girls, the last I heard.   But I have no  doubt  he will marry 
her when the time is right.   I'm happy too,  that  Van  has  found someone to 
share his life with.   He is...the most wonderful man I ever met.”

Sylvia  peered  at  Maggie  questioningly”No,”Maggie answered  the 
question  that  look implied,”I am not in love with him either--in the sense of 
wanting him for a husband I probably  could have been...would have been, if 
things had been different,but my life was already destroyed long before I met 
Van.”

“I  am so sorry I would like for you to tell me why you feel  that 
way,but there is onemore thing I want to tell you Maybe it's asking too much It 
isn't easy to deal with a broken-hearted woman.”

“I  don't understand,” Maggie said.   She was thinking that Sylvia had 
just told her that she no longer loved Van.

“Yes. After Van came  and  rescued me, and I killed my husband  and 
things were beginning to be settled and Van left,I  discovered that a fine man, 
Daniel, loved me.   He is the one who  came  in and rescued us, when Wally 
came back with all his  crew  and they had us under their guns.   I knew almost 
from the moment  I  looked  into  his  eyes--he  was so concerned for me 
because  he  thought  I  would  be upset about having killed my husband that  I 
was  destined to love him.   He proposed to me and  I  accepted  readily.   We 
were married and there is no way to  describe  how happy I was.   Being free 
of Wally and all his unconscionable  acts,  was delightful, but to have someone 
love me  again! To  have someone I adored want to be with me, want to  hold 
me, talk to me, laugh with me; it seemed I couldn't be joyful  enough...that  it 
would  overwhelm me.”  Sylvia took a dainty  kerchief  from her bag and 
wiped her eyes.   She made an effort  to  straighten  her  face.  “Forgive me,” 
she said, “I didn't  want to get emotional.   You're so strong.   Van said you 
never cried.”

“Oh,  yes,  I cry!”  Maggie said.   “And I sometimes wish I could  cry 
more.  I  don't  think there's anything weak about crying.  I sometimes think it's 
a strength.   If Van could have cried,  he could have got rid of the bitterness 
sooner.   I told him one time to learn to cry; that it would strengthen him.”

“What did he say?”
“He  said  that he had always been taught that crying--for a  man,  was 

a  sign of weakness, but that he had decided once that  if  there  was  anything 
he  didn't  want,  it was to be strong.  He  said  he  was  sick of being 'manly.' 
Of course,being  Van, there was no way he was going to give up being what 
the  naturally  was.   Being manly is as much a part of him as is his  head.  He 
wouldn't know how to live without being strong.   

“I  interrupted  you,” Maggie continued,.  you were going to tell me 
something very difficult for you to talk about.”

“Yes,”  Sylvia  said,  “I do want to tell you.   It helps a little  to  be 
able to talk about it, and that's all there can be--that  little  bit  of  help.” She 
had a moment's trouble controlling her facial muscles again.

“They  came,”  Sylvia  sighed heavily.   “My own countrymen came--
the  people  I  was supposed to thank, and pray blessings  
upon,  for protecting me from my enemies.   They came and hanged my 
wonderful husband right before my eyes.   According to them,he  was  the 
enemy.   He had told me that he would be considered  enemy,  and we had 
planned to go back to the North to make our  home.  We  were almost ready to 
go.   Oh, God! that we had gone  on  without  finishing  all the things we 
thought were so necessary.

“I  had  to  dispose  of  the  plantation.  Get papers of manumission 
for all the blacks--or see that they were employed by  decent  masters. 



Sometimes I wonder if it pays to try to do  the  right  thing.   Oh, God, Maggie, 
I want to forget about it--but  of  course I never can.   I don't even know what 
to try to direct my feelings toward, now...”

“I'm  sorry,  Sylvia.  I  do  know more about what you're feeling  than 
you  probably  suspect.  No  one  can ease your pain.  Words  wont  help.  Your 
memories  will  go  right on haunting  you.  But the only thing you can do is to 
go on.   It isn't  much  consolation, but there are thousands of people out there 
wondering around with broken hearts.   They've lost their homes,  their 
friends,  their  families.   They didn't see them hanged,  as  you  were  forced 
to do, but they have seen their  children and other  loved ones starved; seen 
them die of exposure, seen them beaten  for the little bit of food or clothing or 
blankets they might  possess.  This, too, was not  the enemy, the North, but our 
own countrymen; their own neighbors and former friends.”
  

 

CHAPTER 70

“Yes,  It's  such  a boiling cauldron of anguish, that one wonders  if 
there  is any use to try to make the smallest dent in  it.  If  we  make a home 
for the misfits, you have dreamed about, where do we  stop? Can  we  bear  up 
under  the responsibility  of  choosing,  always, which ones we will help,and 
which  ones  of  the  others,  we  will  turn away?--which children  to  relegate 
to  the hopelessness, the suffering and fear...? Oh,  Maggie, I want to do 
something, but I wonder if I  am  strong  enough,  after  all.   I was thinking of 
the good feeling  we  would  have  at  night,  after  giving new hope to 
hopeless  people--but instead of that I think we will go to bed every  night 
feeling  guilty, defeated, because we cannot take all  those  that  need  so  little, 
just  a  crust of bread, a shawl...three grains of corn...”

“I  believe  that  if  we do all that is possible, you are right,  we  will 
still feel guilty, sick at heart.   But there's no  help  for  that.  We  will  know 
we have done all that was possible.   We have  to do what we can--or at least I 
do.”

“Then  I  will  too.   I want to start as soon as possible.   
I  will  put  funds  at  your  disposal,  and  let you make the necessary 
arrangements.   If you need me, please send a letter,by messenger.”

They  walked  down  the  stairs  together.  The place was almost 
deserted.  “I  have  to  check on Madam Doyne,” Maggie said.

“May  I  come  with  you?” Sylvia  surprised  Maggie  by asking.
“Of  course.   If  you're  sure  you  want  to.   It isn't a pretty sight.”

“I  don't  want to go for entertainment,” Sylvia said.   “I will  admit, 
though, to some curiosity, since Van told me about her.  The  main  reason I 
want to go with you, though, is that if  we are going to work together, I want to 
begin right now to share any responsibilities you have.”

“Thank  you,”  Maggie  said.  “You'll probably never know how much 
help you have already been.”

As  they walked into the darkened room, the smell assailed them.  “I 
do  all  I  can  to keep the room, and her, clean,”  
Maggie said.   “It's a losing battle.”  She raised the blind.

Sylvia  was  shocked  when  she saw the woman lying on the  
bed.  She  was  a  terrible color of grey.   Her eyes were sunk into  her  skull. 
Her face was twisted in pain.   “She is full of laudenum and she is still in 
pain,”  Maggie said.

“Who is it?  Maggie?”  the old woman croaked.
“Yes,  it's  Maggie.”  Maggie  touched the shoulder of the emaciated 

woman.   “Can I do anything for you?”
“Just  give  me  death,” Doyne said in her cracking voice.   

Just pray to God to let me die.   Give me more morphine.”
“Can't you eat anything?”  Maggie asked.
“No! the thought sickens me.   I can't...”
Then we'll wash you and change your linen,”  Maggie said.
“No!  Please don't!”
“I'm  sorry.”  Maggie  said,  “but  we  must.   You'll feel better after a 

bath.”
Sylvia  was  thinking  that  Van  had  said  that he would finally  kill 

Doyne.  Well, he didn't have to worry now.   The way  he  would  have  killed 
her,  would probably have  been a blessing,  compared with the  agonizing 
disease that was eating away at her entrails, hour by hour.

 

CHAPTER 71

Maggie  bought  the  place for a pittance.   It was filling up  even 
before the work of remodelling could be finished.   as it turned  out,  Maggie 
and  Sylvia  showed no preference for the misfits.  There  were  a few who had 
stayed on when Doyne  had become  ill.  There  were  seven  boys ranging 
from age ten to fifteen,  who  had  been  prisoners,  sold  each  night  to the 
highest  bidder.    The two women insisted, since these boys were not  allowed 
to  attend the local school, that they must study under  a knowledgeable and 



kindly old man who was glad to teach them for a place to eat and a place to lay 
his head at night.

Maggie  was  happy  and excited, in spite of the heartache for  those 
that  they  could  not  accommodate.   As Sylvia had said,  all they could do 
was not as a drop against the ocean of horror and grief.

Sylvia  was pale and thin and quiet.   She worked on with a 
desperation  that  sometimes seemed to match that of the hordes of  derelicts 
that  dropped by.   Maggie worried about her, but she  could  not  get  her to 
take shorter hours, or eat more of the food that others so badly needed.

The  work  that  had  to  be  done required long hours, in  spite  of  the 
fact that they required everyone there to do his or  her  part.  There  were  three 
beds in Maggie's room.   She often  took a shivering child into her bed, so that 
the parents could  go  in search of food and a place to care for their own.   
Several  of  these  children still remained.   Their parents had never  returned. 
No  one  knew  if  they had merely given up,  were  dead,  or  if  they  were 
still searching for some way to take care of their children.

After  Van's  visit,  Mr.   Bradley  had  sent a messenger,asking  if 
Maggie would see him in a social way.   She had sent back  word that it would 
be almost impossible for her to go out to  see  him,  but  if he wished to come 
there as a client, she would see him in her suite.

He  arrived,  sent  word  to  Maggie, and stood, decidedly 
uncomfortable  in  the  presence of Doyne and the others.   when she  arrived, 
it  took  his breath away.   He remembered her as beautiful,  royal looking, but 
he had never seen her dressed as she  was  now.  He  couldn't  believe he was 
in a place of the kind  this  was.  He wanted to take her out of here, and go so 
far  away  that she would not remember of having ever seen such a  place.  But 
it  was  not to be.   Therein, began what might have been the strangest 
courtship in history.

Mr.   Bradley  didn't  want  to  lie  with  Maggie  in this place.  He 
didn't want to feel that he had paid for her love.   He  told  her  that he loved 
her and wanted her to be his wife.   She  told  him  that she loved him, too. 
She looked forward to seeing  him  every  week, even though the arrangements 
were not exactly  to her liking, either.   It sickened her that he had to pay  to 
see her, and then that they had only a certain limited time  in  a  whorehouse 
suite to be together, but there was no alternative, for the present

Now  that  Doyne  was  dead, Brad came more often.   It was still 
impossible  for  them  to have much time together.   Brad begged  her to marry 
him immediately.   She was ecstatic that he wanted  her.  She  knew  she loved 
him as she had not expected ever  to  love  a man.   But Maggie could not get 
the feeling of being  unclean  out of her mind; the feeling that she could not be 
a  wife  to a decent man, the mother of his children.   Brad spent  as much time 
as he could get with her to try to persuade her  that  that  was not true--that she 
was the finest woman he had  ever  known  and that he would always be proud 
of her.   As yet,  he  had  not  succeeded  in  getting her to set a wedding date.

He  told  her  that  he  wanted  to  make  as  much  of  a contribution 
to  her  work  as  was possible.   She made use of this  offer  in  many  ways. 
His  ingenuity,  his advice, his actual labor, were all a great deal of help.

He  suggested  that  he  contribute  enough money to add awing  to the 
building.   It was finally agreed upon.   Sylvia and Maggie  were  elated  that 
they  could  now  hope to give more people a home  for  a  few  days,  until 
they  could  make arrangements to live otherwise.

It  was  a  warm,  balmy  day.  Most  of  the  inmates of Stopover 
House,  as  the place had been named, were out in the gardens.  Happy  sounds 
came from the play area.   The people,old  and  young, sounded almost 
carefree.   Maggie was busy, but the  sounds  penetrated  her  thoughts,  and 
filled  her  with gladness.  The  door  flew  open and a gasping black 
messenger dashed  in.  “He hurt,” the man rasped.   Maggie threw down her 
pen.   “Who's hurt?”  she demanded.

“Mastah Bradley.  They come and buhn eberting.   Hang tree ob  ouah 
brothuhs.   Kill some otheruns.   Some ob us git away in the  woods.   When 
they tru wid they duhty whuk, we sneak back.   We fine  mastah  Bradley  neah 
the buhned-down house.   He hurt bad.   
Maggie  stared  at  him.   “They shot mos' ob the hosses, and buhn all  the 
hacks,  so we had to make a littah to bring 'im in, and the othuhs.”

The  door  swung  open and several black men carried in an 
improvised  stretcher,  with Mr.  Bradley.   Two more stretchers,with  black 
men  in  them  were  brought  in.  The  strecher carriers were all breathless.

A  man  was  sent  on  their fastest horse to try to get a doctor.  Men 
were  sent  back  in  a  hack,  to  the  Bradley's plantation,  to  see  if they 
could find others that were still alive and needed help.

Two  other  black  men, carrying a women and two children,straggled 
in.  Some  stray  horses had been found.   Two black men  and  the  woman 
died.  Mr.  Bradley and some of the other black  men were badly injured. 
Word was brought that there was no doctor available.

Maggie  hastily  wrote  a  note, called another messenger,and  directed 
him where to go, over forty miles away.   When Dr.Gaylord  received the note, 
he had his horse saddled and was on his  way  within  minutes.  When he 
entered his eyes rested on Maggie.  He  went to work by her side.   His 
efficiency was not lessened  by his seething anger.   He knew he could not save 
Mr.Bradley.  All he could do was to keep him in as little pain as possible. 
“Those  weasels!”  he  said.  “Rats that go around doing  their dirty work, 
hidden behind hoods.   I've heard their deomonic  talk.  Doing God's work, 
they say.   If anybody roasts  hell, it will be them!”

After  they  had  done  all they could for the injured and dying,  Dr. 
Gaylord turned to Maggie.   “You must rest now,” he ordered,  “or you will be 
the next casualty.”  She saw the look of  adoration  in his eyes, and went to his 
side.   She laid her head  on  his  shoulder and sobbed.   He held her gently, 
trying to  say something soothing.   She finished with her sobbing, and looked 
up  at  him,  wiping  away her tears.  “It's been a longtime since I did that, Dr. 
Gaylord,” she said.



“Good for you,” he said.   “Now go to bed.”
“I  will  do  that,” Maggie said, “if you will take a room and lie down 

for a few hours.”
“The  same  old  Maggie,”  he smiled,  “always thinking of others. 

I'll accept.”
Dr.   Gaylord  didn't  rest  for long.   He crept out of bed and  back to 

Brad's bedside.   “I'll take over for a while,”  he said  to the fat, capable, little 
woman who had been helping to care for his patients.   “Go get some rest.”

Brad  opened  his  eyes.  He  reached  out  to  take  the doctor  hand. 
“Dr.  Gaylord,” he whispered, “I know what the prognoses  is.  I'm  not  ready 
to  die--but  I'm not afraid,either.   Where is Maggie?”

“I sent her up to rest.   I'll get her...”
“No,  please,  not yet.   There is something I want to talk to  you 

about.   I want to write a will.   I want Maggie to have everything  I  own. 
Everything  that's left.   They burned all the  buildings, the  furniture, the 
valuables, all the wagons and hacks, the crops.”  His face twisted in pain. 
“But I have funds  in the banks, the land, the insurance...I want Maggie to have 
it  all.  She  will do right by my people...the blacks--those  that lived through 
it.   I need a lawyer.   I want my will to be be air-tight.”

“You  don't need a lawyer,”  Dr.  Gaylord stated.   “I think you  need 
a  preacher.   Maggie wants to marry you.   I know you want  to  marry  her. 
That way, everything you have will go to her automatically.”

The  wedding  was splendid to have been arranged in such a hurry,  at 
such  a  busy  time.  All the guests were in their Sunday best.  The old man, 
turned school-teacher, brought out his  violin,  tuned it and played sweet 
music.   Adelle, a black girl  with  a  fine  voice  sang.   The cake was still 
warm, but decorated  beautifully.  Someone played “Here Comes The Bride”on 
the  old tinny piano.   Brad, propped on his pillows, smile and  held his bride's 
hand.   Brad astonished everyone by living almost two weeks.

There  had  been many funerals at Stopover House, but none as  sad 
and  sincerely mourned than that of Brad.   Maggie know that  Brad  was  a 
man she could have loved all her life--a man whom  she  could  have  enjoyed 
having hold her close,  without feeling that her body was further soiled.

The  news  of  the war effort continued to get worse.   Dr.Gaylord 
continued  to  stay at Stopover  House.   He was always busy.  He  told 
Maggie  that he had never ceased to love her,but that he no longer hoped that 
she would return that love.

“I  do  love  you,  Dr.   Gaylord, but as you know, it is a different 
kind  of  love  from  that  I  had for Brad.   I like having  you  near.   I miss you 
when you are gone.   I feel as if you  are  a  very  dear relative.   Yes, I feel as 
if you were a dearly beloved brother.   I couldn't love you more.”

Dr.  Gaylord had to be satisfied with that.

 

CHAPTER 72

Maggie  was  standing  by the desk in her office.   She was about  to 
go to the door to call Sylvia for a consultation.   it seemed  to  her  that  she 
felt  the pain before she heard the explosion.  She  felt the pain again, and 
didn't recognize anytime  had  passed, until she woke up.   She remembered of 
having wanted  to scream, but she didn't know whether she had actually 
screamed  or  not.  She  heard  voices,  but  she could see n o one.     She 
raised  her hands and felt bandages over her eyes.   

She  tried to get up, but her legs would not respond.   She felt 
someone take her hand and knew it was Dr.  Gaylord.

“Don't  say anything,” he ordered.   “You don't need to say anything 
now.  We'll talk later.     Can  you  take  some nourishment?”

“No!”  she  said.  “I  don't  think I can ever eat again.   
Can I scream?  Cry, moan, tear out my hair?”

Dr.   Gaylord  grinned,  but  she could not see that smile.   
“Yes,  go  right  ahead.   Do just whatever you feel like doing.   
If you want to yell, by all means, do so.”

She didn't and he'd known she wouldn't.
“I'm  sorry,  Doctor,  but I want to talk now.   I want you to tell me 

what you know.   What happened.”
“It  was the same hooded devils! They have only recently been 

organized.  They  organized  as  the  'Kylos,' which, of course,  is  Greek  for 
'circle,'“  he  said.   No trace of the amusement  was  left  in  his face.   “They 
tried to blow up the whole  place.  They  murdered  Brad  and  most  of his 
people,because  they  didn't  approve of his freeing his slaves.   they tried  to 
kill you and ruin this place because you were Brad's wife,  and because some 
of his people are still here.   This war has turned formerly decent people into 
animals.

“Some  men  have  banded together to try to find the group that  did 
this.   They will kill all they can of them, and then those  men  will  retaliate 
and  so  on and on, in one vicious cycle.  Nobody  knows when or where it will 
end.   The law will do  nothing.  Most  of  the people who are paid to enforce 
the law,  are  on  the side of the Klansmen.   There will be no help from that 
quarter.   It's a bad situation.

“When can I to get up?,”  Maggie asked.
Dr.   Gaylord had been dreading the time when she would ask this. 

He  had  tried  to  plan what he would say in answer to that  question.  “Not 
until you can eat; gain some strength.”he  said.   “Now I want you to take some 
medicine and go back to sleep.   You need rest.”

“Why are these bandages over my eyes?” she persisted.
“Your  eyes  were  injured.” He knew there was no use to lie  to  her. 

“I'm  not a specialist in ophthalmology.   I did what  I  could.  I really don't 



know how bad they are.   I have sent  for  information from a specialist in New 
York.   I'll let you know the minute I hear from Dr.  Moore.”

“You correspond with the Yanks!” she said.
“Certainly.  The  hope  of  a  doctor  is  to  heal,  not destroy. 

Wherever  we  can  get help, we get it.   No doctor I know would hesitate  to 
send  information  to  any  other,whichever side of the lines he was on.”

After  several  weeks,  Maggie had to accept the fact that she  was 
blind,  and that she might never walk again.   She Sat brooding  and  listless. 
She fretted about the work she needed to  be  doing.  Dr.   Gaylord stayed on. 
He pressed the women,and  the  men,  too,  into  doing  more and more to keep 
things going  as  they should be.   There was something for everyone to do 
from early until late.

Dr.   Gaylord  was  happily  surprised  to  see  the  smile playing  on 
Maggie's  face.  He had worked carefully with his deft  hands to mend the scars 
on her face and body.   He praised God  for  having  given  him  so much 
talent.   He knew he was a good doctor.

He  took  Maggie's  hand.   “What is it, Maggie?,” he asked hopefully. 
“You  look happy about something.   Are you, by any chance, feeling 
something in your legs, or seeing light?”

“None  of  the  above,”  she  said  lightly.  “I was just thinking of 
something.”

He  was disappointed that the smile was not because of any physical 
improvement, but he was glad she could smile.

“Do you want to tell me what it is?
“Yes,  you  remember  I  told  you--and I told Van--and my dear Brad 

the  only people I ever did tell, what happened to me.   I said  that  I  had 
prayed to God for Him to take away the filth poured  into my bloodstream by 
my father's lust.   He never did,and  I  had  stopped  praying.  But  now  He 
has  answered my prayers.   I am cleansed!”

Dr.   Gaylord  was sickened.   He had tried to show her that her 
feelings  about  her  own  unworthiness  were  simply  not true.     That  she 
didn't have need of cleansing.   But all had been  in  vain.  He knew what she 
meant now.   She had suffered this  awful  taking  of  her  eyesight and her 
ability to walk.   
She  felt  sanctified  by  that.  This  fact,  Dr.  Gaylord was afraid,  would 
cause  her  not  to  fight to gain her strength back.  “Why  do  people feel they 
must pay God again for their suffering?” he asked himself.

“I'm cleansed,”  she  repeated.  “You  don't  know  how wonderful  it 
feels  to be clean again.   Oh, it's the greatest jou I have ever known!”

“I'm glad,” dr.  Gaylord said.
Maggie  was  so  exuberant the next few days that everyone excepting 

Dr.   Gaylord  caught her merriment and the place was eager  than  it  had 
been  for  a long time.  Dr.  Gaylord was dejected.  He  spent hours 
encouraging Maggie to try her legs.   
She  didn't  show  much  interest.  She  said  that  she  felt nothing.  He  saw  to 
it that several of the women spent sometime  each  day massaging her legs, and 

exercising them in warm water.  She  wouldn't  allow  him to spend much time 
massaging her feet, but he insisted now and then.

They  were talking idly on one of these occasions, when he stopped 
suddenly  in  the middle of a sentence.   “What is it?”  
She  asked.  He didn't answer.   She was puzzled.   He was still massaging her 
foot.   “Oh,”  she said, “I felt that!”

“I  know,”  he  said.  “your  foot moved.   Maggie! do you know  what 
this means?  You are recovering some feeling.   that means  the nerves are not 
dead.   It means that you are going to walk again!  I know it!  I knew it all 
along!  Maggie!”

“I  want  to  go  to  see Van.” Maggie said.   “I am no use here, 
anyway.  I want to tell Van the good news--that I am clean.   I can  face  people 
now.   I can be a human being.   Van will be so glad.  He  cared about me.   I 
want to see him.”  She showed no interest  in  the  news  that  she had feeling 
in her legs, and would walk again.

A  faithful black servant was elected to go with Maggie to Texas. 
Their route was planned by stage-coach.   They would go to  Dallas  and  then 
by  horseback  from  there.  Maggie was excited  and  happy.   Her blindness 
seemed not to be of concern to her.

 

CHAPTER 73

The  Indian seemed to enjoy being around the fire with the rest  of 
them,  listening  to  their conversations.   He almost never  said  anything  and 
he would never sit with them to eat.   

He  spent long hours searching the woods for the roots and bark and 
berries  that  would  make  medicine.   He brought in fresh meat  almost  every 
day.   He skinned the animals, but he would not  cut  the  meat  off  the 
carcasses.   In his eyes that was woman's  work.  After the meat was cut, he 
would take over the chore  of  drying  it.  They  did  not stop long enough in 
one place  to  allow  it  to  dry naturally.   He indicated that the others  were  to 
cut it into small strips.   He placed these in the  skillet  with  which Laura had 
forced him to come to terms with  her,  and  kept it just hot enough to dry.   He 
laughed at the  efforts of the others to skin the animals,  cure the hides of deer, 
or to cut the meat properly, but he gave no advice.

They  never  went  to bed hungry now.   The Indian not only brought 
roots and herbs for medicines, but to put into the pot for  delectable  stews.  He 
would not pick berries.   That was woman's  work,  too,  Laura  decided.  But 
he  would lead the others  to  the most prolific patches and stand and sharpen 
his hatchet, while they picked the berries.



Jennie  whimpered  and cried when she stuck her fingers on the 
thorns.  Luke  stayed  by her side.   He tried to show her how  to  avoid  the 
thorns.   He plucked them out of her swollen fingers.  He  never  seemed  to 
tire  of  her  ill-temper and complaints.

One  evening,  when  they  were  all  out picking berries,Jennie began 
to  whimper  more  clamorously  than  she  had previously.  No  one  could get 
her to stop.   Luke tried to be gentle  and  helpful,  but  she  scoffed at him and 
ordered him away.  Her  cries  became  moans and then louder sobs and then 
shrieks.  Darryl,  who  was staying as near Laura as he could,looked 
questioningly  at her.   “I wonder if there is something wrong,”  He said.

“Sure sounds like it.   Can't ever tell about her.”
As  the  shrieks  continued  to be louder, Laura turned to Jennie  and 

saw  her  rolling  on  the  ground.  She  decided something  definitely  had  to 
be  wrong.   She went to Jennie.   
“What's wrong?” she asked.

“What do you suppose?”  Jennie screamed,  “I hurt!”
“Where,”  Laura  asked.  “Where  do  you  hurt?” Jennie turned 

away, but put her hands on her abdomen and continued to shriek.
“Bring her to camp,”  Laura said.
Luke  handed  his  tin  of  berries  to Darryl, and picked Jennie up. 

Jennie cursed him, but allowed him to carry her.
In  camp,  where  Delia  had remained to watch the baby, a pad  was 

prepared  and Luke laid Jennie on it.   She rolled and drew up her knees and 
continued to shriek.

The  Indian  opened  his  pouch  of herbs and made a fire.   When  the 
mixture was ready, he handed it to Laura.   She tried to  give  Jennie  some, 
but  Jennie turned her face away.   She refused  to  listen  to  the  urging  from 
all  sides that the medicine  would  help  with  the  pain.  She  cursed everyone, 
especially Luke.

“What do you think is the matter?”  Laura asked Delia.
Delia shook her  head.  “I  wonder  if  it  could  be appendicitis.  If 

so, the best thing she could do would be to take  the  medicine  the  Indian 
made.   It has helped with any injuries or illnesses we've had.”

Luke  was  close  beside  Laura.   She saw something in his eyes that 
frightened her.   “What is it, Luke?” she asked.

Luke  seemed  unable  to get the words out.   Laura waited.   
“I tink she be losin the baby,” Luke said.

“The  baby!”  Laura  gasped.  She  looked  at Delia.   “of course,” 
Delia  said,  nodding her head.   “The Indian knew and he prepared the right 
medicine for her.”

Again, they  all  tried  to  coax  Jennie  to  take  the medicine.  They 
brought  blankets,  prepared  broth,  offered whiskey.  Jennie  would  take 
nothing.   It seemed the screams must  take  all her energy.   Finally, she took a 
little whiskey and  then  a  little more until her pain was eased and she went to 
sleep.

She  awoke  up  with  a  wrathful scream.   Delia and Laura hurried to 
her side.   Luke too, stood near.

“We'll  have to shoo everyone away,” Delia said.   Luke was crying. 
Laura  felt  like crying, too.   “Poor, foolish girl,”she said.  They did 
everything they could for Jennie.

“I tried to git huh not to do it,” Luke said.
“Do what?”
“She  take a little stick an run it up into huhself.” Luke waited.  “She 

say  she not gonna have a baby.   The baby mine,Miz  Laura.  I  luv that baby. 
I luv Jennie, Miz Laura.   I luv huh  foeber.  I don' want huh to die.   I don' 
want huh to kill the  baby.  I want to take caeh ob huh an the baby.”  He went 
on sobbing.

“Do  you  think we should go on letting him think the baby is his?” 
Delia asked, when she could speak with Laura alone.

“Don't you think it is?”.
“I think it is far more likely that it is Robert's.”
“Of  course,”  Laura said.   “I don't know whether it would be  harder 

for Luke to know that, or to go on believing it was his.   What  a  shame.  Luke 
loves  her so much.   He doesn't deserve this!”

In  preparing  Jennie's  body  for the funeral, along with the  fetus,  it 
was exposed beyond any doubt, that the baby was Luke's.

Jennie  had  been buried and her incipient child with her.   
The  little  group mourned sincerely for Jennie and the tragedy that  could  so 
easily have been avoided.   Jennie had been thew source  of much irritation, 
but she was one of them.   They also mourned for Luke.

Laura  allowed  Luke  a  day  for  mourning.  He  sat  by Jennie's 
grave  and sobbed.   Laura hated to lose the time, but she  could  not  bring 
herself to order Luke away.   The weather was  growing  colder  and  she  was 
worried that they would be caught in a blizzard, as she and Van had been.

“I  could  never  push  on through it, as Van did, to save our  lives.  I 
lost  consciousness that day and Van got me on and  into  the  shelter of that 
little cabin.   “I wonder if Van ever  thinks  of  that night.   I wonder if he ever 
remembers of holding  me  in  his  arms.   God, how I wanted to turn over and 
put my arms  around  his  neck!--and  the  devil  take  the consequences.  But 
if  I  had,  he  would have thought it his manly  duty  to  remove himself from 
the warmth of the bed, and in  his  exhaustion, he would probably have fallen 
to the floor and...'

The  next day, they travelled on.   About sundown they come to  a 
cottage, a mud hut, really, in a little clearing.   A man sat  in  the  yard, 
rocking  and  chewing  on a corn-cob pipe.    
Laura  drew up the horses.   A strange looking animal charged at them.  The 
horses  reared  and  nickered.  The  animal was a ferocious  looking  thing, 
much  like  a wild boar.   He barked almost  like  a  small  dog  and rattled his 
teeth  It was dark gray  with  a  white band around the chest.   It had small 
erect ears,  and no tail.   None of them had ever before seen anything like him.



The  man  sitting  in  the  rocker laughed.   He arose.   He picked  up 
a stick and flung it at the animal.   “Go lie down.”he  ordered  and  to  the 
amazement  of all the onlookers, the animal obeyed.

“He's  my  watch-dog,”  the  man  explained.  “Only  he's better than 
any  watch-dog.  It's  a good thing you didn't get down.  He  could kill a man. 
You're safe now, though.   He wont attack unless  I  tell him to.   Get on down. 
Come and set.   The woman and kids'll be here soon.   We'll eat.”

Laura  regretted  that  she had pulled over.   She had done so  to  ask 
that  the  horses  be allowed to drink, and to ask directions  to  the  Walling 
Ranch.   The man was so amiable and insistent  she  decided  there  was  no 
way  to decently avoid taking  a  few  minutes  with him.   She cautiously 
began to get down  from  the wagon, watching in the direction of the strange 
animal.   However, the animal paid them no further attention.
     “The  man  got  several crude benches and placed them near where  he  had 
been sitting.   “The old woman and the kids'll be back  in  a few minutes. 
They're out pickin' berries.”  He put back  his head and roared with laughter. 
“They can pick faster than  most  people,  seein' as how they got six fingers on 
each hand.”

Laura  was  a little nauseated.   She planned to break away as  soon 
as  they  decently could.   “Make yourselves at home.” the  man  was saying. 
“We don't git many visitors through this way.  What's  the  latest  news? How's 
old  Davis? Nobody assassinated  him  yet?” C'm  on,  sit.” He  was  making 
no difference  between  the  black men, the Indian and the whites.   He 
beamed over Alice Lynn.   She smiled up at him and he backed quickly  away. 
“My  name's  Redford,”  he said, sticking out a hairy  paw.  Where you-all 
aheadin?  Yonder comes the family.”  He  laughed  again, as if it were some 
kind of joke.   “They's a passel of 'em.”

The  visitors  looked  up  to  see  a  horde  of  children swarming 
around  a scarecrow skinny woman.   They were making a sound  something 
like a gaggle of geese.   Each of them carried a  basket,  overflowing  with 
ripe,  red raspberries.   As they approached,  the  clamor  subsided.  All  the 
children became quiet.  They  had  stopped their cavorting antics.   They lined 
up  behind their mother, from the tallest to the smallest.   The line  bent,  as 
each child tried to look around those in front of him, to see the strange 
phenomena of visitors, with horses, and a wagon.

As  they  came nearer, Laura tried to make out which might be  boys 
and  which  girls.   Their dress and their hair was so nondescript that there was 
no evidence from that source.

Mr.   Redford  hadn't let up in his talking.   “The old lady makes 
prime  jam  out'n  them  berries,”  he was saying, still sounding  as  if it was all 
a big joke.   “That is, when she can git  sugar.  You-all  wouldn't  have  any 
sugar in them packs, would you?”

The  visitors  had  all  been  absorbed  in  watching  the approach  of 
the  strange children and their mother.   They had not paid much attention to 
the man's continued chatter.”

“We  may  have  a little,” Laura said.   “Luke will you see what  we 
have?”  Luke looked at her, trying to discern how much sugar,  if  any,  Laura 
would want him to “discover” that they had  in  their packs.   They had 
replenished their supply at the last  trading  post,  but he didn't intend to allow 
too much of it  to  get  away.   However, it couldn't be too much farther to 
Van's  place.  Most  likely,  he would have plenty of sugar on hand.  He  didn't 
know what the source of supply in this back country  would  be,  but if there 
was any available at all, Van would have some.

As  the  little  brood  came  nearer,  the mother and nine children, 
Laura  could  see that indeed, the bent little woman did  have  six  fingers  on 
one  hand.   She noticed then, that three  of  the  children  also  had the extra 
fingers.   None of them  seemed to be conscious of being any different.   They 
were all  shy,  but  Laura didn't think that had anything to do with their 
deformity.  She  was  slightly  nauseated  again,  but quickly regained her 
composure.  “Why  should this little deformity make me feel that way?” she 
reprimanded herself.  “There's  nothing  really unclean about  it?” She was 
astonished to recognize that that was how it  had  made  her feel: that there was 
something unclean about having  extra  fingers, instead of the generally 
allotted five!  “Where do our feelings really derive from?” she wondered.

The  old  man was laughing heartily again.   “Told ye there was  a 
passel  of 'em,” he said with pride.   “Say howdy to our company,”  he  said  to 
the  children and his wife in general.   The  woman  bowed,  but  no  sound 
escaped from her lips.   The children  all cried “Howdy,” in unison.   They set 
their baskets down,  and  walked  around,  so  as  to get better views of the 
strangers.

“The  old  lady'll  fix some vittles,” the man said, pride in  his voice 
again.   “She wont be long.   Casey, go dig your ma some  spuds.  Rob,  you 
go  help.  Get  some  beets and some cabbage  and some apples and whatever 
else your ma needs.   Ned, you  get whatever Ma needs from the spring--butter, 
eggs, milk, what do you need, Drue?”

The  crooked  little  woman  smiled.  “That'll  do,”  she said.   “I wont 
be long.   Start a fire Redford,” she said.

Mr.   Redford  laughed as he arose to start the fire.   “She ain't  never 
consented to call me 'Joe,'“ he said.   “It was Mr.  Redford  until  about  the 
sixth  (it was obvious he meant the sixth  child),  then  she  made it just 
Redford.   My name's Joe though.   You-all can call me Joe.”

Laura  repeated  her  name  and  each  of the names of her group. 
Then  she  went to Mrs.  Redford's side.   “Please don't bother  with  all  of 
us,”  she said.   “We have plenty of food with us.   You have enough to do.”

Drue  turned  questioning,  blue  eyes  on  her.  “I'd be pleased  to 
cook  a  meal for youse,” she said.   “We don't see people very often.   It's a 
nice surprise.”

She  sounded  so  sincere,  that  Laura  couldn't turn her down.  She 
offered  to  help  in the preparation of the food.   “No,”  the  woman  said.  “I 
have  plenty  of help.   See, six girls,” she gestured, smiling.     “Youse  is  tired 
from travelling.   Youse rest.   I wont be long.”



Laura  was  impressed  with  the  delicate features of the woman 
called  Drue.  She  would  be  beautiful  if...she  is beautiful!” she  concluded. 
I wonder if Mr.  Redford has any idea  what  a  lucky man he is.   She noticed 
then too, that the girls all had those same delicate  features,  and  the  three 
boys  were big, handsome,  pictures of good health and contentment.

The  cooking  was  done  outside, on a huge adobe and rock fireplace. 
There was one big pot.   Drue and her girls cleaned potatoes,  beets,  green 
beans,  onions, rutabagas and corn on the  cob,  tossing  it  all  into the pot 
after a huge sizzling venison roast.

Mr.   Redford  and his sons brought a big, plank table from 
somewhere,  and  arranged  the  benches  around  it.   The girls gleefully 
brought  out  a red and white table-cloth, spreading it  over  the table. 
“Reserved for very special occasions, I'd wager,”  thought Laura.   The girls 
then brought out a number of home-made  spoons,  forks  and  knives. 
Hollowed-out pieces of clean  hardwood  served as plates.   Small cans of 
every variety were used for cups and glasses.

Milk  was  brought  from  the spring in three-pound coffee cans. 
Sweet,  thick  cream  was  skimmed  from  the  top  and sweetened  with  a 
little of the sugar Luke had brought in from their  store.  Round loaves of light-
bread, obviously baked in coffee  cans,  were  laid on the table.   Home-made 
cheese, made from  clabbored  milk  was  brought  in  another wooden vessel. 
Coffee  was boiling in a large tin can.   Laura was beginning to look  forward 
to this meal, the thought of which had nauseated her a few minutes ago.

Two  little  girls--Laura  learned their names were  Annie and  Mary--
were  stationed  by the table with long switches Joe had  made of cleaned 
feathers, to prevent any wondering, hungry flies from becoming too interested 
in the food.

“They  manage  to  be cleaner than most people I know back in 
civilization,” Laura thought.

The  children  and  their  parents, too, made a great fuss over  baby 
Alice  Lynn.   They couldn't believe that so young a child  had  been  brought 
successfully over the long miles from the  East.  The baby was delighted to be 
played with.   She had never  participated  in  so  many unusual and delightful 
games.   The  other  children  didn't  want  to  take  time for the mere 
indulgence of eating.  It was far more fun to play with this strange, beautiful 
child.

The  adults, all but the Indian, sat around the big table, enjoying  the 
delicious  food,  the  coffee,  the berries with thick cream.

The  little  group  found  themselves enjoying the amiable 
conversation,  the  hospitality.  “What  is  that  animal  out there?” Darryl 
asked.   “It doesn't look exactly like a pig.”

Joe  threw  his  head  back and laughed in his hearty way.   “No,  it's 
a pecarry.   (Enc.  Brit.)  They're dangerous animals in  the  wild.   I heard tell 
that they made good companions and good  watch-dogs, when they was tamed, 
so I tuk a notion to git me  one.  I  stole  a  young un.   He wuz as easy to train 
as a puppy.  He  is  vicious  when  he  thinks  anything might be a threat  to 

me,  or  the  woman  or  the young uns, but he's as gentle  as  a kitten, 
otherwise.   They're more intelligent than you'd  think.  He minds any of the 
kids.   He looks after them.   See,  he's  a  layin  yonder awaitin' fer them to 
come an' feed 'im.  He likes to play with the young uns, too.   He's a little 
jealous  right  now, because they haven't invited him to go and play  with  them 
and the little girl.   Ned, call Ticker there.  He wants to play with you.”

On  being  called,  the  pig-like  animal  ran to join the fun.  Laura 
was  uneasy  at  first,  that  he  might hurt the uninitiated  little  Lynn,  but 
they  soon  saw that he was as gentle  with her as an old family dog would be. 
It was hard to believe.

Laura  offered  to  clean  up after dinner, but Drue would not  have  it. 
“No, no!” she insisted, “youse is company.  Sit down.  The  girls  will  do  this. 
A  big galvanized tub was brought  from  the  side of the house.   The boys 
filled it with water  from the spring, and set it over the fire to heat.   When the 
water  was hot, it was sudsed with yellow, home-made soap.   The  various 
utensils were piled in and allowed to soak.   Then they  were  washed  with  a 
clean rag, rinsed and piled on the plank table to dry.

“How  do  you  manage  when  the weather is bad--when it's snowing 
or...”

“Well,  it  is  a  lot  easier  when  we  can cook and eat outside,”  Mrs. 
Redford  said,  “but  we  do  have a fireplace inside.   We manage.”

Laura  wondered  where  they all slept, but refrained from asking any 
more questions.

“Dad  had  to  build  a  spring-house,”  one  of  the boys suddenly 
offered,  “to  keep  the rain out of the milk and the animals,  too,  and  the 
dust.”  His face turned red, and Laura suspected  he  was  sorry  he had ever 
offered to say anything.   She smiled at him.

 

CHAPTER 74

Laura  found  herself  seated  beside  Mr.   Redford.  She repeated  her 
earlier  question.  “Do  you know the Wallings?  We're  on  our  way  to their 
ranch.   Are we on the right road?  This is Van's mother, here with us.”

“Oh  yes! Everybody knows the Wallings.   We drove up there to  see 
all  the  buildin'  goin'  on.  It's  a reg'lar city!  People  runnin'  ever'where, 
buildin',  cuttin'  logs, haulin' furniture  up  from  New  Orleans.     They's  a 
passel  of 'em there.     They got more  horses,  mules,  wagons,  barrels, 
utensils,  tents than a Chinaman has tea.”  He laughed.   “Yeah, we  had  a 
grand ole time.   It was like a big celebration.   Fed us  all  we  could  eat and 



bedded us down in feather-beds!  We about  decided to just stay.   Acourse we 
couldn't do that, even if  they'da  allowed it.   We're country folks.   We like a 
quiet life.  The  hustle  and  bustle of  the  villages and cities disturbs us. 
That's why we came out here in the first place.

“People  back  East  used  to make Drue feel bad about her extra 
finger.  Hell,  little they knew.   Go a long way before they'd  find  a  better 
wife.   The number of fingers ain't whut counts.  It's whut's in the heart--an the 
head.   It beats all, what people make important, sometimes, don't it?”

“Yes,  it  does,” Laura agreed, “It beats all.   You have a fine wife, and 
a lovely family.”

Joe  beamed.   “Yeah,” he went on, “That Walling man.   Now, he's  a 
special  kind.  Liked  him right off.   Nothin' put on about  him.  He's liked in 
the village, too.   People got a lot of  respect for him.   They wuz all happy 
when he brought home a pretty  little  wife.   A man like that shouldn't spend 
his days alone.  Everbody  wuz  glad to see him with that little gal o' his.”

The  blow  was  softened  by  the fact that Laura knew Van couldn't 
be  married.  It wasn't possible.   Nevertheless, her heart  beat  too  fast, and 
she found that she couldn't rise up from  her  bench.   She stared at Joe.   She 
even managed a faint smile.  “We  have  to  be talking about two different 
people,” she  said.  “Van isn't married.   He would have let his parents know...it 
has to be some other man...”

“The  hell  it  ain't  Van  Walling!--beggin' your pardon, ma'am.  Don't 
mean  no  offense,  but  it's  Van  Walling all right.  I  seen  the  little  missus 
myself.   Purtiest little woman  you  ever  see.  You  could see how happy she 
wuz, too.   They wuz ridin' thu the village, goin' to the ranch.”

Laura  managed  to  get  up from her bench.   “We thank you very 
much  for  the  fine supper, and your hospitality.   We do have  to  be  on  our 
way.   We have been weeks on the road.   We have  to  get  these  things,  these 
people, delivered to Van.”  She  didn't  know  what she had said.   She was 
stammering.   She had to escape.   She called for Luke.

“Get  the  horses.”  she  said.  “We have to go.   Darryl, please get 
Delia.   She's visiting with Mrs.  Redford.”

Laura  didn't  know  whether  her  leave-taking  from  the Redfords 
was  civil, or not.   She remembered faintly that Drue had  hugged her, and 
each one of the others, except the Indian, who  had deftly evaded her.   Also, 
she remembered that Drue had said,  “Delia  tells  me  that  youse  are  settling 
out here.   That's  wonderful.   Please do come down to see us when you can. 
Stay a week.  As  you  can  see, we have plenty of room.”  She didn't know 
what  her  answer  had  been,  or  even  whether  she had answered.  She  was 
numb.   She had no feeling, and yet she was feeling  something  with  which 
she couldn't cope.   He couldn't be  married.  Somehow,  there  had  to  be  a 
mistake.   It was little comfort.   She knew he was married.

She  had  begun to really hope that she and Van were meant for  each 
other,  back  there when Delia had told her that she knew  Van  loved her. 
Why had Delia thought a thing like that?  Why  had  she  listened? What a 
fool!  Van could never love a girl  like  her.   He needed someone like himself; 

inured in the ways  of the rich and powerful.   She wished she could cry.   She 
wished  she  could  curse.   She wished she could kill him.   She longed  to see 
him, married or not.   Married or not, she had to see him.

They  stopped  within  a  few miles of the Redfords.   They made 
their  beds and settled down for the night.   Darryl heard Laura  tossing  and 
arose.   He pulled on his shirt and went to her  side.  He  knelt  there and 
whispered to her.   She didn't answer.  She  was  afraid  she  would betray her 
thoughts.   He laid  down  beside  her  and pulled her into his arms.   She did 
not  resist.  It  was  restful to lie her head on his shoulder and  bask in the 
tenderness with which he held her.   “I'm weak, I'm  a  fool,”  she  told  herself. 
He  held  her  close  and whispered  how  much  he  loved  her.   He sensed that 
she would object  instantly  if his hands strayed.   He knew that his best chance 
to  make  her  love  him  was to refrain from demanding anything  she  was 
not  ready to give.   “She will come to love me,”  he  said  to  himself.   “She 
must.   I cannot live without her.  My  life would be barren without her.   There 
is no woman on  earth  even  remotely  like  her.   She is not just one of a genre 
called  womankind.  She  is the epitome of what is most revered in 
womankind.”

Darryl  had  been  attentive  to  Laura all along the way.   That  is,  as 
attentive as she would allow him to be.   She had been  friendly and expressive 
of appreciation for his help, his readiness  to  accept  any  chore,  however 
irksome.  She had casually  avoided  any  touch,  however, letting it be 
unmistakably known that  she  would  not  welcome  any  advances.  He  had 
found occasion  now  and  then  to  take  her arm, to help her over a difficult 
piece  of  terrain,  or  up into the wagon.   She was aware  that he clung to her 
as long as it was possible, without making  an  evident  attempt  to  embrace 
her.   He had told her several  times that he loved her, but that he would respect 
her wish not to be obvious about it.

He  seemed to sense Laura's every nuance of feeling.   When she  was 
most  depressed, most frightened, most mind-weary, he was  always near, to 
offer support.   He did not do this to take advantage  of  her  more  vulnerable 
moments,  but because his heart  ached for her.   “I think I've loved you ever 
since I saw you  come  into that car to go to Charleston.”  He had to laugh at 
the  memory.  “I  hadn't dreamed there was a girl like you anywhere on  earth. 
I'd  always  thought  girls  were  just playthings.  You  gave  me a jolt out of 
that illusion.   There you  were,  a  genuine  woman,  completely  honest, 
completely unaffected,  completely  unaware  of  the make-believe swirling 
around you, and completely uncaring when you did discover it.

“There  is  no  one  like  you,  Laura.   I will never stop loving  you.  I 
could never settle for anyone else, now that I have  discovered  that a woman 
like you exists.   I want you for my  wife.  I  want  you more than I have ever 
wanted anything.   No  one  could have made me believe, before I met you, 
that any woman  would  catch  my  fancy  to the extent that I would ride away 
from  all  the  comfort,  attention,  and security I have always  known, and go 
riding off after her half-way across this untamed continent--to God only knows 
where.”



Laura  touched  his  arm.  His eyes lightened.   His heart raced.  “You 
are a wonderful man,” Laura said.   “I would miss you  very  much,  if  you 
weren't around.   You have been a real comfort  to  me.  And  your 
compliments,  your flattery, have helped  me to keep my strength.   That is the 
only way I know to tell you how much you mean to me.”

She  turned  away  from him.   He moved closer.   He slipped an arm 
lightly  around  her.  To  his  surprise she did not move away.  “Probably  you 
would make me a lot happier than the man I  love would,” she said.   “I expect 
that you would give me far less to be worried...and hurt, about.”

Darryl  pulled  her  close and laid his lips on hers.   For one  brief 
moment, she responded.   Then she pulled away.   “It's no  good, Darryl.   In 
spite of what he is, I love him.   Feeling as  I  do, I could never be what you 
deserve.   You mean so much to  me.   I wish with all my heart for you to have 
the happiness you deserve.   You are...the finest man I have  ever known.”

“This  Van,”  he  said,  “He must be one hell of a man, to capture  the 
heart of a girl like you.   I wonder if he has any idea how lucky he is.”

“He  is  one  hell  of a man,” Laura said, but sometimes I think I hate 
him more than I love him.”

Darryl's  arms tightened around her, but he didn't attempt to  kiss  her 
again.  “I  will  never give up,”  he said.   “I believe  I  can  make  you  love 
me.   I don't believe that man deserves  you.  I  don't either, but I would never 
do anything to hurt you...as he evidently has.”

She  was awake far into the night.  Whatever she tried to put  her 
mind  to,  it  returned  back  to  Darryl,  and their conversation.   “Why  can't  I 
love him?  I would undoubtedly be better  off.  I  wish I could just turn off my 
thoughts of Van and  love  this good man.   But the more I try to put Van out of 
my mind, the more he occupies it--demanding.

“Not  that  I really believe that he wants me.   He has had too  many 
sophisticated and beautiful women, to want me.   Delia said  that  he  loved 
me,  and  I  believed  her.   I wanted to believe  her.  But women are 
notoriously unknowledgeable about what  their  sons  and  daughters  want.   I 
know he got excited when  he  came near me--but that's just a natural male 
reaction to  a female when he has been separated from the more desirable types 
he  would pick in an atmosphere where he had his choice.   Yes,  he  did  come 
out  onto the veranda, and he was going to kiss me.  Well, I was

almost  the 'Belle  of  the Ball' that night, for some unknown reason. 
And what  man  doesn't  want  to be the partner of the most popular girl  in  the 
arena?  Van would never want me like Darryl does.   It  would  be so 
wonderful if that could be true!  I'm afraid I will  always  want  him, even 
knowing he's a scoundrel and that he is interested in me just as an amusing 
little girl.

“The  fact  that  he  refused  to make love to me on those occasions 
when  he knew he could, and he wanted to so much, is to  his  credit, I 
suppose.   Would it have been the same, if he had  had a chance to be alone 
with me after he saw me as grown-

 up? Probably  not.  He would probably have taken me and went on  about his 
living.   I'm sure that has happened with numerous other women he was 
attracted to momentarily.

“If  it  weren't  unfair  to Darryl, I'd go to him just to see  if  I  could 
make myself forget Van's arms around me there on  the horse when he was 
carrying me away from the whorehouse; and  there  when  he held me to keep 
me from freezing, and when he  taught  me to shoot, and when he danced with 
me, and...   He was  jealous--it  was downright jealousy, when he found me 
with Homer.  Any  man  probably  would  have been.   No man likes to have  a 
woman  he is escorting for any reason whatsoever, show  interest in another 
man--or that's the way it seems.”

Laura  hardly remembered where they spent the night.   When they 
drove into the little village, it was evening again.   The weary  horses  plodded 
along.   The group were all excited about the  prospects  of  arriving  at  their 
destination, after the long, arduous trek.

Dogs  barked as they came into the village.  Children ran after  them. 
Grown-ups  stared and muttered.   Drivers stopped their  wagons  and  looked. 
Laura  prodded the horses onward.   They  came  to  an  inn.  “Let's  stop and 
have a night on the town,”  Darryl  said.  Laura paid no attention to him. 
“Let's do,”  Luke  echoed.  “We  all  desuves a good night sleep an a good 
meal and a bath...”

“Why  not?”  Delia asked.   “They all deserve it.   We can't go on  out 
to  the  ranch  tonight, anyway.   It will take most of tomorrow.” Laura  pulled 
over.   The horses deserved the rest, too.”  she  thought.  She  brought  out 
enough gold to pay for rooms, baths, shaves, haircuts, and a dinner with wine.

“Can you accommodate us with six rooms?” Laura asked.
“Six  rooms!”  the  proprietor had a nasty grin.   “What on earth for?”
Laura's  face  turned an angry pink.   “Do you really care, as long as I 

pay for them?”
“How many in your group?”
“Six adults and a baby.”
“I'd  say  that  calls  for  no more than three rooms--two should do it.”
“I  want  six  rooms,” Laura insisted.   “What do you care, as long as 

you get your money?”
“Oh,  I  don't  care,”  he said.   “I was jist wonderin' if someone  looks 

like you do--he was looking her up and down, and was  evidently  referring  to 
her worn skirt and faded blouse--
 could  pay  for  six  rooms.” He  turned back to his reading.  “Where's  your 
man.   Send your man in,” he said without looking up, “and I'll discuss it with 
him.”

Laura  hit  the desk so hard with her bag of gold that the man jumped 
up, startled.   His look was challenging.

“Six  rooms,”  she  said,  pouring the gold onto the desk.   The 
proprietor    looked surprised, uncertain, greedy, obsequious.  “Right.   lady.” 
He picked up the gold and put it into the safe.

“The keys, please,” she said.



He brought out three keys and laid them on the desk.
“I said six rooms.   Give me the other keys.”
“Then  whut  am  I  gonna  do  iffin someone else comes in wantin'  to 

stay? I  wont  have  a room left,” he whimpered.   “Six  people  wanting  six 
rooms.   That's foolish.   Never heard of  anyone  havin' to sleep alone.   Much 
less, a whole six--all havin' to have separate beds.   Ain't you got no man?”

Laura  didn't answer that.   She turned to go gather in her guests. 
When  they  entered  the  proprietor  looked  caustic again.   “Whut are these 
'uns doin' here?” He inquired.

“They're my guests,” Laura said.
“Oh,  no.  Ain't  no savage Indian and niggars goin' stay in my place!”
“The  rooms  are  paid  for,”  Laura said.   “Come on,” she called to 

her group.
The  proprietor snatched up his revolver and pointed it at Laura.  “I 

said  there  ain't  no savages and niggars stayin' here.”
“Put  that  away,” Laura  said  quietly.   “Or I'll put a bullet through 

your heart.”
The  proprietor  saw  that  Laura had a gun trained on his heart.   He 

looked like an angry, frightened bull-dog.
Laura  handed  each  of  the group a key.   “Take these and find your 

rooms.”    She turned  back  to  the  quivering proprietor.  “Have  hot  water 
and soap and towels brought up right away.”

The  belligerent  man  had  regained  some of his bravado, when 
Laura  put  her  gun  away.  “My girls wouldn't think of serving  savages,”  He 
bellowed.   Laura turned her blazing eyes on  him.  “Then  you will bring them 
up yourself.” she stated.   “And  afterward  we  will  expect  a  good meal, in 
the dining-
 room.”

There  was  no  answer.   No one would ever know whether it would 
have  been  different  or  not, if the proprietor hadn't noticed  Darryl  with  his 
hand on his pistol, and the venomous looks on the faces of the others.

Darryl  stood  in his place, while the others helped Delia with  her 
bundle  of  clothing,  and baby Alice Lynn, and then brought in their own 
haversacks.

A  big  galvanized wash-tub was brought up, along with hot water, 
towels,  soap.   After their ablutions, the group met in the  dining-room.  They 
smiled  to  note that the blinds were drawn,  and  a  “closed”  sign  was on the 
door.   For the first time,  the  Indian  sat with them, to eat.   “A good meal,” 
they all  agreed,  “Not  half as good as last night, but better than another camp 
meal.”

Bone-weary  as  she  was, and appreciative of having a bed to  sleep 
in  for  the  first  time  in months, Laura couldn't sleep.  “I  might as well 
accept the fact that he is married,” she  said.   “I can't, but I must.   Well, I 
should have known it might  happen  any  time.  I couldn't expect a man like 
him to love  me.  He's  too  popular,  too virile, too sophisticated.   too 'high-
born.'

“Darryl is just as wealthy, just as popular, just as blue-
 blooded,”  she reminded herself.   “He must be crazy to think he loves  me.” 
She  tossed  for  an hour and got up and dressed.   She  crept  downstairs, 
unlocked the door and went out into the deserted  street.  She  knew it was 
foolish and even dangerous to  be  there alone, but she felt reckless.   She 
couldn't care.   She  saw  three  horsemen riding down the street singing at the 
top  of  their  voices  in a very off-key.   They were evidently too  drunk  to 
notice her.   She walked on.   She heard music and voices.  A  light  was 
shining from an open door.   The saloon was  humming  with  business.  She 
hesitated.   She decided she couldn't  go  back  and face the loneliness of her 
room and the thoughts of Van.

She  walked  into the saloon.   “I have to do something mad like  this, 
to  keep  my mind off things I don't want to think about,”  she  said.   As she 
entered the door a sudden hush fell upon  the crowd.   The final vibrations of 
the piano died in the quiet.

Laura  walked  to  the  bar  and  ordered a drink.   “After all,”  she 
told  herself,  “I am not really any different from the  girls that work here. 
Maybe this is where I belong.”  Men began  to  approach  her,  tentatively, at 
first.   She began to wish  she  hadn't  come.   She maintained her poise.   She 
didn't give the men the least attention.

One  man  braver and drunker than the rest, laid a hand on her  arm. 
She  shook  it  off, contemptuously.   “Don't put on airs  with  me,” he said 
belligerently.   “I'm not used to being trifled  with.  Ask  any  of  them.” He 
gestured around the room.  “They  all  know.  I'm the one they call Hardrock, 
for several  different  reasons.  Ask  them.  Don't try to put on pretty ways with 
me.”

She  got  up  from  the  bar-stool, shoving as hard as she could  at  the 
same time.   The man was drunk, and it threw him off  balance.  He  staggered. 
In that instant, Laura had her pistol  out.  “Get  out  of my way!” she ordered, 
and not many missed  the  glare  of  those  blazing eyes, and the meaningful 
edge of her voice.

The  impertinent  man  climbed  to his feet.   His face was red  with 
anger.   Laura knew she had humiliated him.   She tried to  read  in his face 
what his next move might be, and tried to decide  what  the  attitude the other 
patrons would take if she had  to  shoot  this  man.   He evidently didn't know 
whether to believe  that she might shoot him or not.   He must have decided to 
take  the  chance.  He started to take the step that would put  him  close 
enough  to take the pistol away from her.   She pulled  the  trigger.  The  gun 
didn't  fire.  Laura heard a gunshot,  then,  from somewhere else.   She looked 
around to see Darryl  standing  there.  The  abusive  man  had fallen to the 
floor.   He was rolling and gabbling in pain.

The crowd  started  pushing  toward  Laura  and  Darryl.   Darryl 
ordered  them  back, flourishing his gun.   Laura raised hers again, and kept it 
trained on them, too.



“Come  on, Laura,” Darryl said quietly, backing toward the door.  She 
followed.  No  one moved.   They went out the door and  up  the  street toward 
the inn.   They kept a careful watch back of them.

When  they  reached  Laura's door she faced him.   “How did you 
know where I was?”

“Did  you think I could possibly sleep before I checked on you? When 
I  found  that  you  weren't  in your room, I went looking for you.   I was 
lucky.”

“I  was  lucky,”  she said.   She unlocked her door.   “Come in,” she 
said.
 

 

CHAPTER 75

When  the  chambermaid  went to the rooms next morning, to clean, 
she  was  surprised to find that the first room had not been  slept  in.  They 
would  never  know, but the Indian had immediately  turned from the room, 
after making the strange key work  to  open  the  door, and made his way 
stealthily down the stairs.  He  went  out  into the stables, where he stood guard 
all night over the horses and the contents of the wagon.

The  maid  then  found that the next three beds had hardly been 
disturbed.  Each  of the Black men and Delia had been so exhausted that they 
had hardly turned all night.

In  the  next  room,  she  found  that  the bed had had no occupant, 
but  the  kerosene  lamp  was  missing.   In the next room,  she found the 
missing kerosene lamp, its kerosene almost burned  away.  Beside  it, stood the 
other kerosene lamp, with its  kerosene  burned  to  the bottom, also.   In this 
room, she found  two coffee cups, that had been missing from the kitchen, and 
a  coffee  pot.  Mr.  Welch, the innkeeper, was angry that someone  had  been 
able  to  creep  into  the kitchen and make coffee  without  his  waking  up. 
He remembered of having been lulled  to  sleep  by the rhythmic tapping of the 
leather strap just  outside  his window; its hypnotic, ambuatic rhythm slowly 
beating out some message that only nature could decipher.  “What  makes  this 
unrhythmic  undulation  so  hypnotic?” Laura  had  asked herself, after 
listening to the same thing in the  cabin,  on  the morning after she and Van 
had survived the storm.  “It  seems  to  be  because  it  is symbolic of life's 
vicissitudes,  never  predictable,  always  changing,  like the caprice  of  the 
wind--yet  caught in the immutable character, the  womb,  of  nature,  as 
predictable and as unpredictable as change.”

When  the little procession of people, a wagon, four pack-

 horses,  a  long-legged  colt and four horse-back riders pulled up  to  the 
partially finished mansion, there was a commotion.   The travellers  were  all 
excited about arriving.   They had rested well  at  the  inn,  but they were 
extremely glad the long trip was  over.  Each of them had bathed and donned 
his or her best garments for their arrival.

Laura's  heart  was  beating  too  fast.  She wondered if everyone 
could  hear it.   There was altogether too much racket for  that,  but  she  was 
unaware of the noise.   Was Van really married? Had  they been right at the 
village?  Was he lost to her  forever? “Married to a very beautiful young 
woman,” they had  reiterated,  smiling.  Evidently, they were all very fond of 
the young couple.

“I  wanted  so  much  to  believe  Delia when she said Van loved  me. 
Of course she was half delirious when she said it.   Still  I  did not quite believe 
Mr.  Redford or the villagers.   It  seemed  that  providence  itself  had 
promised that he was mine,”  she  said.  She was afraid that her heart would 
weight her down to the point that she simply couldn't move.

Someone  was  helping  Delia down from the wagon.   Someone took 
the  baby.  She  hadn't seen Van.   Could she still hope?  She  looked  up  then, 
and saw him coming out of the great oak door.  On  his arm was the most 
beautiful woman Laura had ever seen.  They  waited, the lovely young couple, 
for the group to finish  their  greetings  and welcomes and first unintelligible 
questions  and  answers.  Laura got down on the side away from the  house. 
She was hidden from the view of the couple on the veranda.  She  looked 
around  and  saw  that there were other wagons  close  beside  theirs.   She had 
been so eager, so tired and  frightened when she had driven up, that she hadn't 
noticed them--or  much  of  anything else, other than the couple coming out  of 
the door.   She knew that these had to be Tom's wagons, just  arrived.   “It  was 
faster  coming by way of New Orleans, after  all,”  she  was  thinking in the 
back of her mind, along with  all her other swirling thoughts.   She had 
glimpsed in the wagons  which  had  been in the process of being unloaded, 
some of the furniture from the Walling's home in Kentucky.

She  eased  around a wagon, and kept low.   She didn't want to 
be  detected.   She made her way to the corner of the house, and seeing  that 
no  one  was  in  sight,  dashed  down toward the stables.  She  looked  back. 
No one was in pursuit.   She was relieved.  She could not face all these happy 
people now.   She had  to be alone.   She hoped fervently that she would never 
see any  of  them  again.   She was glad the trip was over--the long weary 
days,  and  unpredictable  nights,  the  mosquitoes, the grime,  the  dust,  the 
stickiness,  the always present soiled feeling,  the constant tension, the fear. 
She wanted the guilt of  having  allowed Mose and Jennie to die, to go away; 
and the vexation  of  having  allowed Jennie to trick Luke, “I didn't succeed,” 
she told herself, brushing away tears as she ran.  “Oh,  I  don't give a damn!” 
she said aloud.   “I just want to  quit  feeling  anything  at all.   Oh God,” she 
moaned.   She had  scratched  herself  on  the arms and legs and had torn her 
skirt on snags and thorns.   She didn't feel it.   She felt it, but  welcomed  the 
pain.  She  noticed in her almost state of delirium,  that  she  had  followed  the 



path to the door of a small  cabin.   She veered away from it.   There might be 
someone there.  She  didn't  want  to  see  anyone.  She  sought out, 
instinctively,  like an animal, a grassy, shaded place and fell down on it.

She  heard  footsteps  approaching,  but  by that time she didn't  care 
who it was, what they thought, or what they might do.  She  was  through  with 
caring--about  anything  at all.   Automatically,  however,  she  rolled  over  on 
her stomach, so that  whoever  it  was  couldn't see her grimy and tear-stained 
face.

The  footsteps  were  hurried.  They  stopped and started again, 
closer.  She  didn't  care.  She  didn't even want to bother  to  breathe. 
Someone rolled her over, almost roughly, “What  in God's name are you doing 
here Laura?”  Van asked.  She didn't  answer, but tried to turn back on her 
stomach.   He held her so she couldn't move.   “Bastard!” she breathed.

Van  picked Laura up lightly and started toward the cabin.  “She 
burns  like  a hot brand into my mind and my heart and my soul--and  in  my 
loins.   I can't fight it any longer,” he said aloud.   “I  love  you, Laura.   I 
never wanted to hurt you, my dearest--but  I  want  you  now.  There's  some 
kind  of  decree  from somewhere  in  the  cosmos  that  says I am to have you 
now.   I love  you  like  I  didn't know any man was capable of loving a 
woman.  My  darling.  My  darling.  My  own”  He mumbled on, while  Laura 
lay limp in his arms.   She was aware of the words he  spoke.  She  was 
surprised  and delighted to know that he really did love her and had all along.

He  kicked  open the door to the cabin and laid her on the patchwork 
quilt.  He  began  to  remove his clothes.   She lay perfectly  still.  He put one 
hand under her collar and ripped her  blouse  from  top  to  her  waist.   Her 
undergarments were removed  with the same abandon.   Laura didn't move. 
Van cupped one  beautiful,  creamy  breast  in his hands.   He was over her 
body,  on  his  knees.  For  a long moment, he merely held the soft,  heaving 
breast  in  his  hands.   He groaned.   He leaned forward  slowly  and  laid  his 
warm,  moist lips  on a pink nipple.  He  felt  Laura  move;  a slight struggle. 
He almost relented--but  heaven  was too close.   He unbuttoned her skirt, and 
slid  it  down  over  her  rounded  hips.   He stopped.   He wanted  to feast his 
aching soul on the perfection of her firm, but  soft  body.  He  had seen many a 
woman's body, but he was startled  anew with her form.  I've ached for her ever 
since I first  laid  eyes  on  her; these lovely breasts.   These always fluctuating 
breasts,  having  forever  to  be  engaged in some alluring  movement,  some 
change  of  outline,  some different form,  some  new,  entrancing  shape. 
Every  little change of position  she makes seems to be for the sole purpose of 
sending those  entrancing  mounds,  those  beautiful  curves, rippling, rolling, 
softening, firming again,  sending  a  man  into rapturous  agony.  His  mind 
remarked  the slender waist, the graceful,  soft  arch  of  the  inner thighs; the 
downy, golden hair.  “How  could  I have waited so long?” he said aloud.   He 
began  again  to  fondle and kiss her breasts, and to draw each one  after  the 
other  tenderly into his mouth.   His hands and then  his  lips sought her 
tummy, her thighs, the downy hair at the parting of her legs.   She hardly 
moved.

“I'm  sorry,  Laura,”  he whispered as he gently pried her legs  apart. 
That was all he said, but he was thinking that it was  not  pleasurable for  a 
girl the first time.   He didn't want  to hurt her, “even though I've gone mad,” 
he thought.   He would  be  very  gentle.  Even the demand of his aching 
hunger would  not  allow  him  to be rough with her.   He laid the hard organ 
of  his  manhood  against  her.   He noticed, without its registering, that she 
was damp and warm.

He  brought  his  lips  back  to  her mouth, her ears, her neck,  her 
sweet nipples.   He was dimly  aware that he felt the thin  velous  membrane 
fracture and he was inside her.   He had been  so  gentle  that  he  didn't 
understand just how that had occurred without  his  having  been instrumental 
in affecting it.  But  Laura  knew.  She  had  recognized  and  loved  his 
gentleness,  but  she  was  impatient.  Her  own movements had caused the 
desired rupture.

Van  held  her,  kissed  her  and his whole body vibrated.   There  had 
been  nothing  in  his  life,  ever,  to match this elation.  It grew and bounded 
until heaven suddenly decided he couldn't  stand  any  more,  and  he was 
drained.   It seemed to fill  him,  also.  And the name--heaven's name, was 
Laura.   He kept breathing her name as he held her close.

For  a  long  moment,  neither  spoke.   After a while, Van reached 
over  the  side  of  the  bed, and brought up a loaded pistol.  He  handed  it  to 
Laura.   “Do it, Laura.   I deserve it.  No  one  could  have  made me believe 
that I could commit rape--under any circumstances.     It  was  rape,  pure  and 
simple.” She  saw  the awful, the dying, the dead look in his eyes.

Laura  hesitated  for  a long minute, toying with the gun.  “You  know 
as well as I do that that wasn't rape,” she finally said.  “You  must  know--or 
maybe  you  don't--that  if I had uttered one  word,  'don't,'  or 'no,' or 'stop,' if I 
hadn't encouraged  it,  hadn't  participated,  you would have stopped.   You  are 
not  capable  of  committing rape.   Surely you know I wanted  you  as  much 
as you wanted me.   I tried to get you to make love to me once before... 
remember? You  flatly refused me.  I've always wanted you  to  make love to 
me.   The way you treated me was almost as humiliating  as  rape  would have 
been.  She hadn't glanced at him, so she missed the look of delight and wonder 
on his face.

“Oh,  Laura  you  can't know how much that means to me and how 
much  I  wanted  you that other time.   How nearly I came a thousand  times to 
throwing all reserve to the winds and taking you.   My God! How I wanted 
you!”  How I've always loved you!”

He  pulled her back into his arms and they partook of each other  like 
starving children, except that there was the utmost tenderness  mixed with the 
violent, demanding messages of their bodies.  After  a  long  time,  they lay 
spent in each other's arms,  each delighting still in the feel of the other's body 
as they  continued  idly  to  stroke and caress and explore.   Just the  feel  of 
the muscles in his arms was a joy to her, and the feel  of  her body, her lips, her 
long, firm legs was something he had longed for forever.



“I'm  so  sorry,  Van...”  she began.   Van wondered if she were 
choking  back tears.   He raised on his elbow to look into her  face.  He  ached, 
bewildered,  to  see that she did have tears  in  her  eyes.  “Oh,  my darling 
Laura, please don't be sorry.  I'd  do  anything  to  erase  whatever--all that 
hurts you.”

“It  isn't  ...this,  You  silly  thing.  I'm  not  sorry for...making  love  to 
you.   I'll never be sorry for that.   Its just  that  I  failed  you  so  miserably.   I 
promised myself I would  get  every  one  of us through alive; and the six 
brood-
 mares.  I  failed  in  everything.  I  got our wonderful Mose killed.  Poor 
Jennie  and  her  baby  are  dead.   Your mother almost  died.  I  made  so many 
mistakes.   I never should have taken  that  bastard  of  a Yank along.   He 
would have got away with your last mare, if it hadn't been for the Indian.”

“For  God's sake, Laura!  You didn't fail in the slightest degree.  Don't 
you  know  that  not  one person in a thousand could  have  got  through  all 
you did? It's a long, danger-
 infested  road.  If  I  had  ever  dreamed  you were out there alone!      No 
one,  no  man,  however  experienced,  could have done any better.   I didn't 
have  any  more  than a couple of minutes to talk to my mother,  but she said 
you were wonderful--that she marvelled at you.   My mother doesn't 
exaggerate for anyone.”

“What did  you  say  to  her?” Laura  asked,  turning, snuggling  up  to 
him again and breathing on his neck.   “I said just  one  thing,”  Van  grinned. 
“I said, 'keep everyone away from us.'

“You had this all planned!”
“Yes,  I told you that.   I meant to possess you, if it was the  last act of 

my life.   I thought it might well be--and that would be what I deserved.”
“How  long  do  you think she can keep them away?  They're all 

eager  to  see  you.  They have a right to some time with you, too.”
“All  the same, she'll keep them away until she knows it's all right 

with us--until we return to the house.”
Laura  didn't  doubt  Van's  word.  She  had come to know Delia. 

“And  just  how  am  I  supposed to do that?” she said.   “Wrap this patch-work 
quilt around me?”

Van  laughed.  “I'll  go up and get a dress for you--from  one of the 
girls.” Darryl  had  walked  out  the back door.   He could not sit and  listen 
to  the  happy chatter of all the others.   He knew Van  and  Laura  had to be 
together.   His heartache was tearing him  into  shreds.   He wondered how he 
could possibly cope with it.  His  love for Laura seemed to be all-consuming. 
His life without  her  would be completely futile.   “I really believed I could 
make  her love me.   I know she came to have some feeling for me...'

He  heard  a  rustle  close  beside him.   He turned to see Laura 
standing  in  the  half-dusk,  a patch-work quilt around her.  He  started  to 
speak.   “Shh,” she warned, and beckoned him  to  follow  her.  She  led  him 
toward  the stables.   He followed,  unbelieving.  “Saddle  two  horses--not  the 
brood-

 mare.” He obeyed, wondering.   She climbed into the saddle and he took the 
other horse.

When  Van  returned  to the cabin, he couldn't believe it.   Laura  was 
nowhere  to be found.   He looked around and called.  Then  he  saw a note on 
the bed, which had been denuded of it's top  cover.  “Van;” it said, “I wish I 
were different.   I wish I  could  be  your concubine, stashed away somewhere, 
where you could  come  to  me  when  you  wished  to  do so--but I am too 
jealous.  I  would  probably  wind up by killing your wife, or you, or both...”

“My  wife!”  Van  said,  fear gripping him as nothing ever had  before. 
“My God!  She thought I was married!”  He didn't finish  the  note.  He 
dashed  out  the  door  and ran to the house.  “Laura's  gone!” he said, “I'm 
going to look for her.”  He  snatched  a  few  items, crammed them into a bag 
and ran to the  barn.  The inimitable Luke had his horse saddled.   “Thank you 
Luke,”  he  said,  as he rode out the gate and spurred his horse relentlessly.

Although  he  had  been  filled  with  panic when he found Laura 
gone,  he felt certain that he would find her in a short time.  He  had  heard  her 
say that she loved him.   Nothing on earth  was  going  to  keep  them  apart 
now.   He rode into the nearest  village.  She had evidently rode away with 
nothing on other  than  the  few shreds that were left of her clothing and the 
patchwork quilt around her.

He stopped at  all  the  trading  houses.  Finally  a  proprietor  told 
him that a man had entered the store, picking boy's  clothing,  and some 
camping equipment, a few foodstuffs.  He  rode  out  of  the  village.  He kept 
stopping wherever he found  anyone,  to  inquire whether anything had been 
seen of a couple  answering Laura's and  Darryl's descriptions.   Could he 
possibly  restrain  himself  from  killing Darryl when he found them? He 
searched  on.  He  engaged  several  people in the search.  He  paid exorbitant 
sums to have someone discover the address  of  Darryl's  parents.  He  then sent 
them a telegram asking if they had any information about Darryl's 
whereabouts.  The  answer was “no.”  He had every newspaper in the  country 
advertise  in big, whole page ads for information leading to the location of 
Laura and Darryl.

Since  Van  was  always on the go, all telegrams had to be directed  to 
the Walling home in Texas, and then relayed, when Van  asked  by  telegram 
for  them,  back  to  wherever he was waiting.  Van  had seen his mother only 
for a few minutes.   He had      been eager for  the  family  all  to  be together 
there at their new home.   When  he  had to wait for information which gave 
him time to do the writing, he sent long telegrams and wrote long letters,

When  his  father had arrived by way of New Orleans and he had 
learned  that  Laura was out there somewhere on the way to Texas,  he  and  his 
father  began  to  make  plans  to  start immediately  out  to  meet  them.  “All 
I could learn was that there  is  some  young man by the name of Darryl 
Davenport with them.  I  couldn't  learn much about him, but I assume he is a 
good  guide and that he knows the dangers of the road.   Surely, he  hired 
others  to help guard and care for everything.   Luke and  Mose  and are  all 
fine help; wise, strong and loyal, but  even  they  could  not do a lot to protect 



the others from the  dangers  they  might  meet along that route.   It seems the 
whole  world  has  gone mad.   People cannot be trusted anywhere any  more. 
There  are  too  many  who  have  been deprived of everything  they  own, 
including all  their rights.   There are too  many starving, too many that have 
become renegades, angry, frightened,  determined to reap revenge on 
someone.”  They were both sick with worry, knowing all  the  dangers,  and 
difficulties  of  what  Laura  and  the  others had undertaken.   They  had  made 
their  hasty  plans to leave to meet the group when the caravan arrived.
    Finally,  after two months, Van had an answer.   Someone sent a  telegram 
that  he had information concerning the couple Van was  searching  for.   When 
he arrived at the place where he was to  get  that  information,  he  was  told 
that a Mr.  and Mrs.  Darryl Davenport had sailed for Europe.

Van  didn't  want  to  get  drunk  as  he had when he lost Sylvia.  He 
had no desire to visit whorehouses.   He knew that if  he  went  to  Europe,  it 
would be impossible to locate any couple  who  did  not  want to be located. 
He had decided that Laura  was  making  every  effort  to  see that he did not 
find her.  “She  thinks  I  am  married,  and since I know that she loves  me, 
she is afraid that if we meet again, she would give in  to  what  she  believes 
would  be adultery and a demeaning life.  She believes she would have to live 
as  my  mistress to be visited only when it was discreet.   Oh,  God,  what am I 
to do.   My life is as nothing without her.   I'll  never  give  up.   She has 
married that man.   Laura in the arms  of another man!  I can't stand it! She 
loves me! I will never give her up.   I'll search for her forever.”

She  is  mine.  She  has  always  been.  Always will be.  When  I  find 
her,  I will make her see that.   I know that she loves  me.  That is a great joy to 
me, but the agony of losing her,  just  when  I  found out that she could love 
me...I can't cope with it.

Van  decided  that  there  was nothing further he could do for  the 
time  being.  He reluctantly made his way back home.   There was  little 
surcease  there  for  his  heartache,  his loneliness,  his  regrets.  He  threw 
himself into hard work, trying  to  tire  himself  to  the point that he could sleep 
at night.  His  parents,  and  the  others, saw his suffering and worried  about 
him.  “Why  on  earth did Laura do this?”  his mother  asked.  “I  know  how 
much she loved you.   She told me about  it  on  the  way  out here.   She loved 
you and wanted to marry  you.  She  said  that  she was elated when I told her I 
knew  that  you  loved  her,  too.  What  could have happened?  Darryl  seemed 
like a very nice man, but as reliable and loyal  as  he  continued to be all the 
way out, she never paid him any attention  other  than  to  be  her gracious self 
as she was to everyone else.   I can't understand it.”

“She thought I was married,” Van said.
“Oh,  God,”  tears  came to Delia's eyes.   I knew they all told  us that 

you were married to a beautiful little woman--but I  never  dreamed  that 
Laura believed them for one minute.   I knew  it  wasn't  true  and I took it for 
granted that she knew it,  too.   I wish I had talked to her about it.   I didn't 
think that  there  was any need to--and then we were all so tired, so excited, so 
glad to arrive at last...”

Van  still kept his expensive ads running in all the major papers  in 
the United States.   He received telegrams almost on a  regular basis, stating 
that the sender had information about the  people  he was looking for.   Van 
checked every one of them out,  but found them always to be false 
information.

 

CHAPTER 76

Laura  found  little  solace  in  Darryl's arms.   She felt guilty  that 
she  could  not  give  him  the  love she felt he deserved.  He  was  always 
considerate, thoughtful.   “He is so  sweet,”  she  told  herself, “why can't I 
have more feeling for him? Van  is  married; lost to me forever.   I should be 
happy with this good man--but I will never want anyone but Van.”

Darryl  knew Laura was not happy.   He was grieved and even angry 
about  that,  but  he  knew  that  he could never have a moment's  happiness 
without  her.  He still believed he could make  her  forget  that fiend she 
thought she was in love with, and feel about him as he wanted her to; as he felt 
about her.

When  they  discovered  that  Van  was searching for them, Darryl 
was  frightened.  He suggested that they go to Europe.  “There  is  so  much 
we can see and do there.   We will begin a new  life,”  he  said.  He believed it 
would work.   They would begin  a  new  life together, which would exclude 
all the past.   She would belong to him completely.

When  Laura  discovered she was pregnant, she was shocked.   “It  is 
Van's baby,” she said.   She couldn't help the thrill of knowing  that she would 
have that much of him.   “His baby!” she kept  saying.  Happy as she was, 
however, over that knowledge, she  wondered  just  what she would do.   “I 
cannot allow Darryl to  think  the  baby  is his--but if I tell him, it is going to 
hurt  him terribly.   She waited two weeks after she was sure of her  pregnancy 
to tell Darryl.   She decided that even though it was  going  to  hurt him so 
much, he had a right to know and to decide  what  he wanted to do about it. 
As much as she knew he loved  her, he surely would not  want to stay with her, 
knowing she was carrying another man's child.

When  she  told  Darryl, he looked at her with pain in his eyes.  “Why 
are  you  so  sure this baby is Van's?” he asked.   She  turned  away.  “I  know,” 
was all she could say.   “Maybe it's  wishful  thinking,” he said, in the most 
scurrilous voice she had ever heard him use.



“I  am  so  sorry, Darryl.” Darryl continued to stare at her.  His  face 
became more and more angry.   Finally he got up and walked out the door 
without a word.

Laura  sat for hours, looking at nothing.   She didn't dare let  herself 
think.  She  knew she would always want and love the  baby--but  what  could 
she  do for it.   She had no way to earn  a  living.  What  would Van do if he 
knew?  Was it right not  to  let  him know?  How would he feel about her 
having his child? He  had  sounded  so  sincere that night when they had finally 
come  together  as  lovers.   He had said over and over that  he  loved her.   “I 
believe he does love me, in a way.   In that  way  a man loves a mistress.   So 
many men want mistresses and  treat  them  well, even when they know they 
would not want to  give  up  their  wives.   It is hard to understand.   I could 
never  enjoy  one man when I was in love with another.   My God! that  is  so 
unfair to Darryl.   He must always have sensed that I couldn't  enjoy  intimacy 
with  him.  It  was  sweet  and comforting  to  have  his  love, to have his arms 
around me.   I needed  that  so  much,  but  it was abjectly unfair to go with 
him...and  of  course it would embarrass Van and maybe ruin his marriage  if 
he  knew  I was having his baby.   No, he must not ever know.”

After  a  very long time, Laura undressed and went to bed.   She  and 
Darryl had a lovely villa in the South of Spain.   They had  planned  to  visit 
France,  England, The Netherlands, and they  had  even  talked  of  sailing  to 
South  America.  The travels, the  new sights, the lovely places they lived, 
along with  Darryl's  constant  solicitations  of  her  happiness had helped  her 
to  survive.  “What  would  I  have  done without Darryl?”  she had said a 
thousand times.   She did everything in her  power  to  reciprocate  his 
kindnesses,  and  to make him happy.  Now suddenly, she was alone again. 
She couldn't think about what  she was going to do until  she  could get over 
the shock of realizing she was going to have Van's baby.

She  didn't  know  how  long  the villa was paid for.   She decided  she 
would  do nothing until she was notified that the time  was  up.  She walked on 
the beach, took her meals in her rooms,  read,  and  waited  to  be  notified 
that she must go.   Where  would  she  go? She  wasn't  going to think about 
that until  the  time  came  when  she must.   She simply had no idea what she 
would do.

A  week  passed.  She heard a tap at the door.   It opened and  Darryl 
walked  in.   He looked unhappy, and her heart went out to him.   She didn't 
say anything.

“You  know it hurts to think that you are carrying another man's 
child,” he said.   “It hurts like hell.”

“I  never  wanted  to  hurt  you,”  she said.   “You do not deserve  to 
be hurt.   I can't blame you for leaving me.   I had no  right to go with you in 
the first place.   It was selfish of me.  I  was lonely and frightened and I took 
advantage of your love...I  hope  that  some  day  you  can forgive me.   I didn't 
expect  you  to  stay  with me while I had another man's child.   That  would 
be  more  than  any man would want to do.   Darryl, please  believe  me, that 

selfish as I was, As much as I needed you,  I  would  never  have asked you to 
leave with me if I had dreamed I was pregnant.”

“I  am  not convinced that this baby is not mine.   I still think  there is 
no way you could be sure about that.   But if it is,  I  am prepared to care for it; 
adopt it and treat it as my own.”

“Darryl!” was all Laura could say.
“Did  you  think  I could live without you?  I've told you often 

enough  that  I  could  not.  I  have given it a lot of thought.  I  will  never 
believe the baby isn't mine.   I think you  will come to believe that some time, 
too.   But, as I said, if  it  is not, I will never make any difference in my 
behavior about  it.   It will always be precious to me, and I will always 
consider myself the father.”

Laura  was crying.   “You are the most wonderful man I have 
ever  known,”  she  said.  “I've told you that a lot of times, too.  Oh,  Darryl, 
my love, I will do everything I can to make you  happy.  I don't deserve you 
and your love, but I am going to try to deserve it.”

Van  had  been  back  living at home for two years when he had  a 
young visitor.   My name is Casey Redford, the boy said.   I  was  here once 
before with my family.   You may not remember.   My  mother was the sweet 
little woman who has a sixth finger on her right hand.”

“Of  course  I  remember,” Van said.   “I remembered before you 
mentioned  the  sixth  finger,”  he  said,  “but  there is something  I like about 
the way you have of being proud of your mother  and proud to identify  her by 
the fact that she has the sixth  finger.   She is one of the finest women I ever 
met.   How is she and old Joe?”  He managed a grin.

“They're  jest  fine.  All of 'em.   I come to see about a job.  I  want to 
go to work.   Would you have any work for me?”   “Van  had  stopped 
chopping wood as the young boy walked up.   He pushed back his hat and 
mopped his sweating brow.

“What can you do.?” he asked.
“Most  anythin'.   That is, most anythin' a workin' man can do.   Cain't 

do nothin' takes edication, a'course.”
“How come you decided you wanted to go to work?”
“Well,  to  tell the truth, I decided I would like to have some  of that 

thar edication.   Think people do better when they have  a  little a' that.   When 
I git married I want my wife and family  to live good.   I want to give them 
more than--well more than  my  mother  and the others have.   Oh, I don't want 
you to think  we  haven't  been  happy.  We  have been.   Happier than most,  I 
believe,  but, well, things are achangin'.   I want to be sure.”

“I'd  say  that's  real  good thinkin,” Van said.  “Sure, I have  work  for 
an  ambitious  man  like  you.   Come in.   Have dinner.  Lenna  will  show 
you  a  room.   You can wash up and tomorrow  we'll get you started at some 
good, heavy work.   Keep that fine young body strong and fit.”  Casey 
grinned.  He  stuck  out his hand and Van shook it heartily.

Van  was already making plans where he would send Casey to school. 
He  will  be  a  fine  man,  a  good  citizen, a good husband.  It  will  ease  just 



a mite the ache in my heart.   A very small mite--but any small ease is a great 
deal...”

Three  months  later  Van had made arrangements for Casey, Robert, 
Ned, and the  six  dainty-featured,  small-boned, intelligent,  little  girls, 
Annie,  Phyllis,  Carol, Amelia, Patricia,  and  Drue  to attend  school in 
Dallas.   It made Van happy.  He  couldn't  help  having  some joy out of seeing 
the happiness  of the children's parents, and that of the children, too.  “Those 
children haven't had any education to speak of,” he  said,  “but  they are every 
one smart kids.   They have been taught  integrity,  honesty, good values. 
They'll do fine,” he said.  “When  I find you, Laura, and I will; we will 
celebrate together the good things  these  children  are  going  to accomplish. 
Maybe  some  day,  we  will  have children of our own.  Laura, where are you? 
When will I have you back?  Would you  want  to  have  children? Our 
children?”  It hardly ever crossed  Van's  mind that Laura was married to 
another man.   He felt  a  screaming  jealousy,  but  how he would get Laura 
away from Darryl seemed never to cross his mind.

“I  want  to  begin  building  another  house  over in the vale,” Van 
announced.

Tom  and  Delia were surprised.   “What for?”  they finally asked.
“When  I find Laura, we will need a place of our own,” Van said.  “I 

want  a  large  family,  and  I believe Laura will, too...”
Tom  and  Delia  had  talked  a  lot  about  Van  and  his obsession 

with  finding Laura.   It worried them.   “He seems to completely  forget  that 
she  is married to another man,” they kept  reminding  each  other.  “Even  if 
he ever finds her, he cannot  do  anything  about  that.  Darryl  is a fine man. 
He loves  Laura  very  much.   He isn't going to give her up.   Even if  Laura 
does  still  love Van,  she  is  not the kind of woman who would divorce a good 
man who loves her to make things right for her and  Van.”

Tom  and  Delia  had begun to wish that they could get Van interested 
in  some  other woman.   Now that things are as they are--Laura  has  been 
married  for two years, he would be much better  off to get her off his mind 
and make a new start.   They planned  an  elaborate ball, inviting all the 
families from far and  near.  They  had seen some of the girls Van's age, around 
the  community,  and  some  of them were exceedingly beautiful.   But Van 
refused to go.   They didn't give the ball.

“It  seems  as  if  he  is really not exactly in his right mind,”  Delia 
said.   “He isn't looking at things as he usually does; logically.”

“I  can  understand  that,” Tom said, “I don't know what I would  have 
done  if  something  like this had happened when I found  you.   I would have 
gone completely mad.   There is no way I  could  have  gone on with my life in 
a rational manner.   Van will probably never live a normal life again.”

That Redford boy  coming,” Delia  said,  “and  Van's interest  in 
those children, has been the best thing that ever happened  to  him.  He  has 
shown more interest in life since then, than  any  other  time  since  Laura  left. 
It  is  a blessing.”

“Yes,  let's  do  everything we can to encourage that.   We will  have 
the Redford's here as often as we can--and when the children  come  home  for 
vacations, we will have them here as long as we can get them to stay.”

Van  had  begun the new mansion.   He worked, planned, made 
sketches,  directed work, sent for materials.   He seemed almost happy.   He 
slept better.   He looked better.

“Well,  maybe  he will eventually need it.   Surely he will at  some 
time  be  willing  to  see other girls.   He will find someone  he  wants  for  his 
wife  and  find  some  peace  and happiness  after  all.  He  has had so much 
heartache.   First, there  was  Sylvia, and then this.   It is just too much.”  They 
wanted  nothing  more  than  they  wanted Van's happiness.   “We will     just 
have     to     wait     and     hope    that this comes to pass,” they said.

The mansion  took  shape.  Van  found  solace  in  it's building.  He 
never ceased to think of Laura.   He spent hours going  over  in  his  mind the 
night they had had together.   “I could  never  touch  another  woman,” he said. 
“I will wait as long as I have to for Laura.   I will find her.”
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