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Nicur entered the clearng from the scrub The low
tangled growth of young oak and pine and palmetto fell
suddealy black and stlent, seeming to move doser m one
shadowy spring ‘The man told lumself there was nothing
to fear Yet as he walked towards hus cabin, naked and
new on the raw sand, darhness in this place seemed to hun
unfriendly

He thought, Time I get me a fence rased tomorrow,
maybe twon t seem so wild, like.”

Light stll hung raggedly above the hammock west of
the cleared acres Here and there a palm shook its head
agamst the fant orange of the sky, or the varnished small
leaves of 2 hve oak were for a moment luminous There
was an nstant when the hammoch reared back aganst
the west, when the outhoe of each tree top was disunct,
when the clearing gathered about 1t the shreds of twilight
‘Then there was no longer sctub or dearing or hammock
Blackness obhterated them with a great velvet paw and
crouched like a panther on the cabin doorstep

The man tested the secunity of the split rails that formed
a temporary pen about hus hogs The grey mule was hob
bled and the scrub mulch cow tethered The chichens
clacked and fluttered 1n the coop that must hold them
until a proper roost was built  After the fence was raised,
they could all run free He stood by the coop 2 moment
His thoughts sturred vneasly mn his mind, milling hhe the

T
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fowls He could not be sure that he had done well to move
s famuly here, across the nver He had not made a good
hng m the piney woods Only the hoowledge of his
nauve Flonda wife and of his neighbours, her kin, had
Lept him to the few crops that would yield on that grey
shifting land  His family of five was of an age now to
help with the crops He had exchanged pimeland for
scrub, with a precarious fringe of hammock

The Flonda scrub was unique ‘The man Lantry recog-
nised 1ts quality as well as us remoteness There was per-
haps no sumlar region anywhere It was a vast dry rec-
tangular platcau, bounded on three sides by two rivers
The Ocklawaha, flowing towards the north, bounded 1t on
the west At the north west corner of the rectangle the
Ocklawaha turned sharply at night angles and flowed due
cast, Joiung, at the north-cast corner, the St John's River
which formed the eastern demarcation

Within these deep watery lines the scrub stood aloof,
uninhabited through its wider reaches The growth re
pelied all human hiving The soil was a tawny sand, from
whose parched infertility there reared, mndifferent to wate-,
so dense a growth of scrub pine—the Southern spruce—
that the effect of the massed thin trunks was of a limitless,
canopied stockade Tt scemed impenetrable, for 2 man
high growth of scrub oak, myrtle, sparkleberry and ity
filled the ntersuces Wide areas, indeed, admutted of no
human passage.

In places the pines grew more openly, the sunlight fil
tered through and patches of ground showed bald and
lichened  The scrub was spaningly dotted with small [akes
and springs Around these grew a damp loving hammock
segetation Or a random patch of moisture produced, alien
sn the dryness, a fine stand of slash pine o long leaf yel
fow These were hnown as pinc 1slands To any one
standing on a nse, they were visible from a great d stance
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The scrub rolled towards 1ts boundaries Like a dark sea
Tt cast atself against the narrow beach of swamp and ham
mock that finged the rivers The two types of growth did
not mingle, as tnough an ascetic race withdrew 1tself from
a troprcal one and refused to inter-breed The mossture
ulong the rivers gave a footing for the lush growth of
cypress i the swamp, of live oak, magnolia, hickory, ash,
bay, sweet gum and holly that made up the adjoining
hammock

The western edge of the scrub platezu was hugh The
Ochlawaha ran forty or fifty feet below, so that its scrub
side bank rose from the r1ver swamp i a steep ledge Here
Lantry had come, cleartng land in the narrow strip of
hammoch along the top of the ndge The scrub adjorming
n front of hus cabin had been recently burned over by
forest fire The bush was young and Jow and he could
see across 1t for a mile or two

He had high hopes of the hammock sol He had a
deeper hope of what should pass for security, a sense of
safety achieved through 1solation  For ten mules, north or
south, there were no other settlers Behiad lum the nver
ran, deep banked and swift of current Before him lay the
scrub  Miles on mules of scrub rolled 1mpenetrable between
hus clearing and the rsing sun and moon

He piched up a gourd foammng with the nights milk
and moved to the house Laght from 2 fat wood hearth
fire flichered through the small paned windows on three
sides of the cabin  He lifted the wooden shoestring latch
of the door The clatter of cooking utensils on the clay
hearth, bitten 1nto by the snapping of the fire, was the only
sound 1n the room The woman, the three boys and two
guels seemed frozen, wating for hus return, bike 2 vixen
and her litter 1n a den  They sturred to Iife as he closed
the door and handed the gourd to his daughrer Piety

‘Ol cow know she’s done been moved,” he commented ™



4 SOUTH MOON UNDER

‘Didnt give no more’n the half o' what she belongs to

ve

Relaving, they loohed at him where he stood massive
across the door The man Lantry was tall and bulhy He
was ted brown, full bearded There was 2 suffness about
tis beard and hair, so that the firelight darting across them
gave the effect of sunlight on brown pine needles His
cyes were red brown, deep-sunk lihe pools of cypress
water He made on strangers an instant impression of
stolence, but no one m the country could report him as
anything but quer

The Lantry woman was small and fox faced She sat on
her haunches before the fire, her long nose pointed over a
black Dutch oven steamung with squirre] stew Her scant
streahed hair was twisted 1n a ught knob at the nape of
her neck Now and then she hfted a claw like hand to
smooth 1 wisp back of her car  She turned her head to
Lantry over her shoulder

‘You jest as good to put jyour baccy back i your
pocket, she smd, for suppers that near done hitll be to
spit out and waste *

He continued to pare a shaving from his twist

He smd, “A short chaw s twicet as good as a long un *

The boys dragged straght wooden benches and splhit
hickory chawrs from agunst the walls to make seats along
1 rough deal table The grrls lad the table with a red
cdoth, white English crochery and heavy knmives and
«poons. They handed plates to ther mother, which she
filled wath the stew, with soft-cooked grits and whate flour
biscuts  The yield of carn had been poor the previous
summer across the nver and they had long since been out
of meal They drank heartily of thich coffee, thrice boiled
since morning  The sugar, of ther own making, was
brown and sucky but of good flavour

There was hatle talk while they ate, but the meal was
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shot through with excitement There had been cold
Iunches eaten at the cleanng while they worked on the
house, but thus was the first family supper cooked on the
new hearth This was to be the first night of sleeping 1n
the scrub  They were here at last to stay, yet the place
scemed more unfamuliar than before The accustomed
dishes were strange  They had moved 1n actual distance
no more than twenty five miles But they had crossed the
nver mto the scrub  The clear dark stream divided one
world from another

Mrs Lantry was the first to fimsh She was nsensiive
to change, so Jong as the major matters of food and bed
were not interfered with She sat at the end of the table
nearest the fireplace, her hands folded m her lap, untd
the others should be done with their plates The boys had
bolted their meal They teetered back in thewr charrs, see
1ng who could lean the farthest Young Thaddeus sud
denly spilled bachwards, and the older two, Zeke and
Abner, were on hum lile terrrers The woman had no 1n
terest 1n thewr tumblings Lantry laughed aloud, wiping
the red mouth above his beard with the back of lis hand

‘The girl Piety said, ‘ Them crazies!”

Her look darted from the wrestling boys to the father;
to the mother She was alert to ther thoughts

She said to her sister Martha, ‘ Wouldnt we hetch i,
1ffen we was to toss and mess that a way!”

The mother said, “ "Tain’t mannerly, no-ways

“Sho, hut’s good for young uns,” Lantry saud

He rose from the table and moved hus chair close to the
hearth  He surred the coals, adding a log of hve oal, and
spat 1nto the fire His wife scraped the plates, opentng the
door a erack to put out the scraps for the hound whimper
1ng outside. The guls land away the red cloth and washed
the few dishes 1n a pan on the table

The boys threw themsclves on the rough pue floor
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before the hearth, watching the flames The gul Prety
went to the east window and pressed her forehead against
the pane She stood some time, loohing out iato the
blackness of the late winter mghe

Lantry ashed, ‘ What you studyin', Py tee?”

“Nothin® Lookin” to see 1s there ary thing to stady ™

“You look out You mght raly see you somethin®”

Mrs Lantry sud, “She wouldn't heer no ways She's a
perfechly cur'ous young un”

Young Thaddeus spoke eagerly

“Pa, what all you rechon s here 1 the scrub? Varmats
and snakeses and sich?”

The man looked long 1nto the fire before he spoke His
red brown b-ard shone Thoughts beyond the :mmediate
questian nppled across the deep pools of his eyes Puety
watched him doscly, her eyes small and bnght. He
answered slowly

“I dunno 1 dunno what-all's here The same as on
"tother side o the nver, 15 what I been tole B'ar, likely,
same as there Cattymounts and lynxes and wild cats Ol
man Wilson, your daddy,” he nodded at his wife, “done
tole me there was oncet hundreds o’ wolves, quare lookin’
and pieded”

The boys fidgeted 1n dehight

‘The woman sud with some ammation, “1 mnd me o
him tellin’ all that Him and the ol’ tumers say there were
1 day when "twa'n't safe to dress a becf 1n the woods and
tote 1t home slone”

Abner sad belligerently, ‘ They an’t no wolves now.
Leastways they ain’t none 1n the piney woods yonder ”

Lantry nodded “That’s st OF man Wilson sud one
day the wolves was here, hundreds The next day they
was gone Jest plumb gone No man hun say where they
soed They mought o' died o' some sort o plague Folkses
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mought o' got too thick for "em here 1n Flondy and they
mought o' takened out one mght and goed off to Texas”

He stroked hus beard

“They'’s mighty lectle here to harm a man™”

There was a defiance 1n Ius voice There was something
underneath what he said, Prety thought, lihe a trout
thrashing around under what seemed stll water

He said, “A panther kin worry a man I wouldn't want
no panther tralin’ me nor tracki’ me But they amn't
attackded much more n young uns, when 1t comes to hu-
mans I aint much afeerd of a bar A wild hog's bad,
now, and rattlesnahes™

He was tallung aloud to lumself He rose from hes char
and paced up and down the room, s chin sank 1n hus
beard, hts bands betund hs back  His voice was heavy
the room, hke thunder

“The worst things I knows of 1s rattlesnakes and some
kinds o’ people And a rattlesnahe munds his own matters
af he ain’t bothered A man's got a nght to kill ary thing,
snake or man, comes messin® up with htm”

Piety thought, “He’s afeerd ¢ somethin®  Somebody
interfena’”

It chulled her, that Lantry was afraid

Mrs Lanuy sad, *I'd orter be prean”. You gals had
orter be precan’” She said after a moment, ‘Im too wore
out, movin’ over and all, for prean’”

The family was silent Thought of the change was a
common holding Lantry and the woman and the boys
and girls drew close to one thought It was a smouldering
fire among them Now and then a fresh blaze flamed 1nto
speech  Each one fed a few words to the fire

Zeke sud, “1 reckon ever'thing’s 2 mite different®

Abner sad, “Scems to me they's cat squurrels ths side o
the river, "stead o fox-squurrels”

P

#

™
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‘You kin lay to 1, they's a reason, Lantry sud “You
jest don’t know the reason yu™

Mrs Eantry sad, * You-all kin set up of you're 2 mund to
Im fixin' to git mto the bed 1 be wore out™

She let down her streaked thin hair and braded 1t over
her shazp shoulders Her nose was peahed between the
brards

Abaer sud m 2 low voice, ‘ Ma looks somethun’ hle a
varmnt with her hawr that a way

Zeke and Thaddeus guffawed The woman gathered a
swift vixenish energy to slap the boy across the face

You be manoerly, you!*
Lantry frowned
You boys turn your backs now while the guls gus
vndressed

Prety and Martha took off thetr garments as far as eotton
undershufts, shipped on muslin gowns with fong slecves
and ligh necks, plated their soft young harr fike thesr
mother’s Mrs Lantry undressed

‘ Ary one want to wash their feet?”

The days work had been cleanly Feet were not soled
Mrs. Lantry padded about on bare soles wath a hand basin
of warrn water from the black sron kettle on the hearth
Each took a turn at washing face and hands with the
coarse washrag Lantry and the boys undressed as far as
thar undersuits, stretched ther toes, cramped from heavy
home made cowhide boots, before the fire Lantry and his
wife went 1to the adjoming room and between quilts into
a large pne bed The girds followed snto the same room,
talang = smaller bed ot the other end  The boys were ke,
three to the one bea, 1n the man room of the cabin They
eatled luxunously to thew sisters, thrashing thesr cold fect
under the covers

‘Pyteet Marthyl We got the fare] You all never fig-
gered on the farr}®
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Mrs Lantry called wearly, ‘ You boys shut your mouths
now The guls 1s warm as you”

The fire crackled The hight played jerhuly over the high
new rafters The Lantrys were warm under thick hand
preced quilts Mrs Lantry snored thinly, Iike a cat  There
‘was no other sound but the sputtering fat wood

In the mght Lantry awakened with a start The chickens
were cachling 1 alarm ‘The hound, huddled under the
doorstep, was rumbling ‘The man threw on his jacket,
examined his 11 gauge muzzle loader and went out of the
cabin 1ato the yard The hound crouched close at his heels
The chichens quieted as he came to the coop The mght
was chill and black He could see nothing He walked
around the house, wishing that he had brought a fat
woed splinter torch The hound reared agamnst him, lick
g his hand Whatever the intruder, 1t was of little con
sequpce He fele his wav to the front stoop A small
figure 1n a long white gown stood there

“That you, Py tee? He knew 1 the mght that 1t was
she ‘The night aurs 11 do for you, chuld ™

‘I wanted to se¢ what all were stirrin” out here

She walked down from the stoop, her bare feet white
against the sand  She stood by him, close under s shoul-
der, her arms crossed over her thin breast, shivering, They
Listened together

* You wa'n’t afeerd to foller me, Py tee?’

‘I wa'n't no-ways afeerd ”

As they stood, the blackness dissolved The sky was 2
mass of stars, close and bright The starlight spread to-
wards the earth, so that as they watched, the chicken coop
was visble The thick Iine of hammock behind the clear-
ng moved mn sight Stars clustered about the chimney-top
like silver bees i swarm

‘The gl said, * The longer you studies, the more you kin
see 1n the dark, hike”
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He turned her ahead of him into the house

“"Twa'n't nothin' out here but a varmunt A “possum or
sich arter the chicks They needs a roost™

‘The man looked at the straight figure, diminutive 1n the
long gown

He sad softly, “Leetle of’ scrawny cur'ous young un”

Over Ius shoulder, clostng the door, the cabin stood 1
the dlearing like a house on an 1sland He thought that he
heard the niver runming below the ledge 'The river was a
wall for tus back In front of the deaning the scrub rolled
1n, lapping at the edges of the bare sand Iike a vast sea



I *

AN hour before sunrise the gil Piety was awakened by
the throaty cries of hoot-owls The great might birds had
seldom sounded 1n the piney woods The bare pines were
not to their hking They preyed on small creatures that
fed 1 the richness of marsh and hammock ‘Their cry was
stirrning, ke a thick sob It rose 1n a rhythmic crescendo
of four major notes, substding 1 agony i a minor key

It had a pattern and a tune It was, strangely, a dance
step A bass fiddle was playing a schottische  Piety had
seen 2 man and woman from Virginia dance the schot
tische Slowly, one two-three four  And then a quick run
NN ctan  ~mas e
d -
embers to lite under {resh fat wood splinters ‘The boys
breathed heavily in their bed The coffee pot was empty
of iqmd and she added new coffee and water from the
Lettle to the stale grounds In the bedroom behund her she
could hear her mother creabing from the bed Lantry’s
deep voice sounded 1n a question

The gul hurried from the cabn  Voices would soon
populate the rooms The sun would fill the earth with
the sounds of birds and creatures Men would come
shortly after sunrise to help Lantry raise hus fences Women
would bring food and gossip, children would run across
the cleanng There was a need for hurry For a few
smoments she could hsten to the hootowls, v brant n the
grey daylight

1
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As the slow light felt its way towards the house, she
saw the scrub recede, as though darkness were gong out
Iike a ude. It was the hammock that was black now. The
scrub unrolled towards the east i must-filled valleys. The
thin young pines and palmettos were no taller than she.
She could look far across them to the honzon, pink and
purple like the petunias they had brought with them to
plant. She was startled—where she looked, the scrub was
moving. The motion was almost impercepuible, yet the
pines before her had changed therr posinon. Agamst the
east appeared a set of antlers; another. The smooth un-
horned heads of does lifted 1n the must. Picty ron across
the cleanng into the house. She cried out to the Lantrys.

“1 seed deer! A hull mess o' deer] *Most as many as
cartlel”

They stared at her, absorbed with the day's beginning.
Abner guffawed.

“A body'd figger you r’aly seed somethun’,” he said,
“Deer’s plentiful”

Lantry stretched hus long legs, lacng his boots by the
mornng fire

“Hit's one thing to know,” he said, “and 'tother thing °
to see. You kin know deer’s plenuful all your life tme,
but it an’c Iike seein’ ‘em clusteredlike, the way Py-tee
jest done”

She looked at lum with bright eyes, breathing quichly,
She had heavy hds, hihe a turtle’s, They maved up and
down aver the direct hazel-coloured eyes. Her hair was
hazelbrown. It sull hung in the night's plaitings. Slowly,
looking 1nto the fire, she unbraided it. Mrs. Lantry was
frying hot cakes on a long oval gnddle propped on bricks
over the flames. The smell of Jard and batter and coffee
was sweet 1n the room. Piety forgot the deer.

The fire on the hearth was golden 1n the sunfight that
came in through the front windows. The room was quick
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with the vibrancy of change. The mght's sleep had made
the place familiar The Lantrys had slepr 1 ther own
beds m this house and 1t became overmight therr home
The woman and her children accepted the cabin, as squir
rels accept a nest 1 new feeding grounds Only Lanuy
paced up and down the room before he went abour his
chores, hus chin sunk 1n s beard

The boys fed the chickens 1z their coop, the mule and
cow at their stahes The feed was a coarse corn fodder
The ammals were fed from troughs hand hewn from
cypress Lanuy mulhed the cow He leaned his face
aganst her warm flank, hus long fingers nippling over the
teats She was a heifer with her first calf and skitush He
spohe to her now and then, hus vorce deep 1n hus beard

Prety and Martha udied the cabm, hanging garments
on naifs behind the doors They swept the floors with a
new broom sage sweep The old palmetto broom had been
lefe behind, for 1t was unlucky to move 1t Mrs Lantry
busted herself with the day’s dinmer She had protested
the day of the fence rusing as commg too soon after the
move She had had no ume to bake and sten  Lantry was
anxious to fence, and sent the word up and down the
mer, ignonng her

He sad, ‘Folkses 1l carry rations”

I don t want to be scarce with the table, she said

The Wilsons, Mrs, Lantry’s kin, appeared at the miser
end of the clearing before Piety had the stoop swept They
had come by rowboat across the rver The hammock 1m
m~diately behind the house had been cleared as far as the
top of the steep nver banl The Wilsons heads bobb-d
abruptly over the edge of the clearing, as though they had
been 1n hiding all might behuind the ledge They walked
splay footed, bent a lmtle forward, pushing agamst the
shifung soil ‘The women carried bashets among them
They were dressed 1 neat cotton prints with large havs of
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woven palmetto strands The men wore their ordinary
boots and breeches or blue demm trousers

They haled Lantry with reserve The tall masave man
who had walked with great stndes into their section some
twenty years before and had marned therr hanswoman
was still unhnown to them They did not have with him
the case of mtercourse they had among themselves The
women went nto the house Piety lingered at her sweep-
g on the stoop The men 1n the yard called, * Howdy,
Miss Py tee,” and she answered, ‘ Howdy ™

©Old man Wilson said, watching Lanury at a pile of cy-
press slats ready for the fencing, ‘1 favors a split rail fence
myself Good heart pne”

Lantry said, ponung, ‘I got spht ras lard out yonder,
T aim to fence the yard with slats and spht rail the rest
I like a yard fenced 1n so’s a stranger camnt jest step over ™

Wilson nodded *Thats a good 1dee A man kin step
over a spht rail fence™

They handled the wood, discussing grain and quality
The men meandered about the clearing, mahing free com
ment The scrub was unknown to many of them who had
seldom crossed the nver ‘They remarked the sharpness of
the line where hammock ended and scrub began Spudd
Wilson hunted here

He sud, “Hut's the niver Hammock follers the water
Here’s the nver and the swamp and the bank Huw's
plentiful wet The hammock follers the wet  Farst foot
you guts away from the river damp, and into the white
sand and the sand soaks, nothin’ won’t make exscusin’ pal
meeters and that sorry pime”

Jack Wilson said, spitting, “And rattlesnakes™

They guffawed, their mouths wide

1 mean!”

Old man Wilson sud, “I don't ltke the scrub  Thus
hammock piece here 1s fine ground, and game plentiful.
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But I wouldn't keer to live with the scrub shuttin’ me 1
thisaway " He added profoundly, “But it's ever' man to
hus taste. I got nothun® to say ™

The sun was an hour high before other famuilies reached
the deanng from Big Saw Grass, Tobacco Patch Landing,
Turner Farm, Mill Crech and Moss Bluff ‘They came
largely by niver The Lantry landing at the foot of the
bluff was boggy and the visitors arnved with wet and
mucky shoes The women and guls sat down 1 the yard
and took off thewr shoes and stockings with relief They
were accustomed to going with bare feet about their own
homes It was good to stretch their broad strong toes in
the clean sand Piety placed therr shoes 1n a row They
walked with curiosity through the cabin  Many expressed
disappointment that Mrs Lantry had nothing new 1 the
way of chairs or tables, that the windows were bare of
curtamns and that there was no Litchen She was not
offended

“*Tan't nothin’ special,” she agreed, ‘but we kin male
out *tl the crops gits a gotn®”

Prety led them outside to the western wall The two
windows here had no panes, but were fitted with wooden
shutters that could be swung to at night

She told them, ‘Pa promises faithful when the spring
crops 1s made, hum and the boysil put a blow way here and
another bedroom to the side and 2 Litchen yonder”

They approved the prospect

‘Hant nothi? Lke a kivered blow way for comfort”

*Yes,” Ella Martin complained, * but the men folks keeps
“em so litered with their contraptions, their ol trapses and
sich, they ain’t no room hardly to set and shell peas™

‘ Well, when the guns and the trapses gits too thick, T
pitches *em off the place ' Anme Wilson said

‘Yes, and Annie wouldn t be past pitchin’ off the men
theirselves”

/
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They lauphed together 1n a soft cackhing The woman
Annic Wilson laughed with them with a nch sound She
was heavily buslt, deep-voiced and deepbreasted Her har
grew thick and low, the shimng black of gallbernes There
was a dark down on her upper Iip and on her large arms
She took everything comfartably, as st came  Piety darted
her quick look from Anme to the others  She thought that
3t was easy to distinguish the women who did field work
from those who did not The women who helped their
men to plough, to hoe, to cultuvate, to harvest, were
stpped gaunt and lean, stringy as an overworked horse
Only the women of more casual natures, like Annte Wil-
son, or of better circumstances, like the Fikes and Jachhin
women, grew stout in middie age

At eight oclock latecomers came 1n wagons from Ft.
McCoy, Orange Springs and Bureka They had crossed
the niver by ferry at the Springs and by brdge at Eurcka
They plodded up the sandy road that bordered the river
between scrub ond hammock  They found the fence
rausing 1 full swing The men jomed the others already
st work Twenty five or thirty men and boys swarmed
about the split rais, the gates, the stakes and the posts
that were to put the mark of avilisation on the deaning

They worked lemsurely, stopping short, dropping ther
hands to boast of strength and speed, to tell a denave
ancedote of one of them  Yet while they were sn move
ment they worked defily When Mrs Lantry was occn
pied, Piety shipped away to watch the men  The fencing
of fields was of greater 1ntercst than house matters The
stat fence about the yard went slowest A group of six,
fammbar with such a style of fenang, toded most of the day
at the smaller area Post holes were dug, posts dnven deep,
slats naled between with square nals and at last, breast
high to Lantry, a flat top was naled on for fimsh These
men worhed quietly The job was exacung
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Most of the men worked at the spht rail fences around
the cleared fields ‘The type of fence was familiar to the
youngest boy and 1t went up rapidly Lantry and hus sons,
Ibourng all of ther spare ume for two years, had
wrestled twenty acres of ground clear of the jungle ham
troch  Now 1n a hitdde whule, between sun and sun, a hand
{1 of men was shutting «t 1

"They tussled with the grey, seasoned wood, but there
was an abandon 1 the famuliar motions They sweat and
jostled and jested and threw a fence carelessly about what
had been so recently a sirgin wood The fence went 1n 2
z1g zag pattern  The eye of old man Wilson overseeing,
was true  Where men piled the railends at the corners,
mterlacing them like the fingers of two hands, there
became evident an undeviating straghtness

Some of the women left the house and came to the
fields to watch Prety trarled them Anme Wilson climbed
ponderously 1nto a wagon to look down the fence line
which wavered msolently, lihe a drunken man, along the
pushed back edge of hammock The men dropped the
rails to watch her, large and nch and black headed She
put her hands en her broad hips

How we comnt, Annse? they bellowed

She bellowed back at them

A heap neater’n I figgered youd git 1!’

They roared with laughter

“Looks jest Iike feather stitchin’,” she called, “dogged if
wdont”

Mo Jacklin yelled, You come take a hand, Anne, sec
hin you feather sticch with spht pine!”

She eased her heavy body over the wagon wheels and
rested a hand on Piety's shoulder as she jumped She ran
to the men on smill agile feet Her tecth were white in
her dark face Beads of sweat were Iike crystals across her
forehead and her downy upper Iip She lifted an armful
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of rails and hurled them at the men They warded them
off or dodged them or caught them from her in the arr

“T)f feather,” she panted, *and you all kin sutch!”

Spudd Wilson protested, doubling up with laughter,
“Iffen yow'd please to feather with somethm’ hght,
Ma'am—"

0Old man Fikes, her undle, broke a switch from a myrtle
bush

He said, “Anme, 1t's been thrty yare since I whopped
you when you was a young un, and you ‘hout four time
the s1ze you was then But dogged if I an’t man enough
to do it agin  You gt back to the women folks and leave
the men raise therr fences”

She left them, turning a broad amuable back Mo Jack-
Iin called after her

“When we're ready to stake and nder, come on back,
Anmie, and set on top o the stakes and they'll be no need
o dnvin’ ‘em”

She joined the women, puffing and chuckling  Most of
them were pale and quiet Her robustness was a rank
growth, like 2 huge ragweed flowertng 1n 2 worn-out field
The thin women dropped thewr eyes

Ella Martin sad querulously, “Iffen you worked hard as
1 do, Anmie Wilson, you'd have no strength lefr for sich
foolishness™

Anmic linked her arm 1 Puety's and they walked to-
gether to the yard  Picty saw her mother’s face sharpen
"The long nose scemed to grow more pomted Mrs. Lantry
reproached her cousin

‘Tl say to your face, Anme, what 111 say behind your
back  “Tan't mannerly no-ways to go scapenn’ acrost to
the men folks that a way "

‘The big woman laughed

“I always gaves them feffers as good as they sends,” she
sud  “They perfeckly enjoys 1t,” she added complacemly.
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The women called 1n some of the younger boys to help
lay plank tables on the south side of the house Romping
children and sprawhng babies were pushed aside to make
room Mrs Lantry brought out a long white tablecloth
‘The others protested 1ts use

‘ No use lettin’ them durty men smutty st ”

Graufied, she sent Prety to return 1t to her trunk in the
bedroom The guests had brought more food than twice
their number could eat Each woman flushed with satis-
faction over her splint hichory basket as the others 1nsisted
she had brought too much Mrs Lantry was providing
pork backbone and rice for the crowd The last of the
wanter’s butchering had been done before leaving the west
side of the nver Sausage casings had been stuffed and
given a first smoking Hams and shoulders and side meat
had been put down n barrels of salt brine The fresh
backbones were ssmmering 1 the black 1ron wash pot, the
smell sweet and heavy on the thin March arr  As the sun.
rose high, rice was added Piety was told to str the

pot

Annie Wilson sard, ‘ Leave Marthy do 1t Then mought
be she'd gt Syl Jachlin to he'p”

Mrs Lantry said, I dont aim to encourage Marthy
courtin’, She ain’t but sixteen’

Anme said easily, ‘1d buried me a man ume I were
seventeen  Sho, Py tee here an’t too young—what you,
honey, fifteen? Leastwise, to make a beginnin’  Twelve
ain't too young jest to let the boys come a sertin’ around
A gal young un o twelve’s mighty near growed”

“Well, mought be, but Marthy’s my big hep n the
house Py tec’s a purely willin’ worker, but she’s the big
gest crazy for field work Always a follenin’ her daddy to
the freld, totin” a hoe since she were sobig”

Ella Martin sud, “Lantry’s tucky Them boys 1s big .
enough to take out for thewrselves “T'won’t be too long *ul
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they're done gone Iffen Py-tee’s a good hand 1 the field,
T say, Lantry’s lucky”

The women warmed up to ther talk as the day
warmed They buzzed and clacked as they spread out the
food, tasung one another’s samples Dinner was not at
noon, because the men found that by warking steadily
they could raise the fences without dividing the day 1n two

“Le’s be done when we be done,” old man Wilson sug
gested ‘1 aim to eat hearty when T sets down to eat, and
they amn't a mite o’ pleasure 1n catin’ good and then car-
ryin’ your pore full belly to the field agin®

Young boys carned river water to the workers The new-
split rails were spotted with the sweat of men Hanas
were blistered and splintered  The Jean tanned faces were
gnmy from a constant wiping away of mowture There
was no more jesung  The work went doggedly The
rads swung nto place at the end of long arms, precisely,
rapidly There was no pause except to dnnk from holtow
gourds or to bite off a fresh mouthful of tobacco

The women nursed thew babies, the breasts hat and
pendutous  The babies stept  Children whimpered and
were quieted with sips of water and squares of cake, yel
fow wuth eggs and strong with meat-dnppings At half
past three the men plodded m from the north-east corner
The clearing was grdled with good fence The mark of
order was on the Lantry lands The men washed ther
hands and faces, rubbing ther bawr with damp towels
They went to the plank tables and seated themselves
Lantry towered over them The sun ghnted 1n lus eyes
and beard He cleared hus throat

‘Men," he sud, ‘1 cain’t eat a bite without I say I'm
powerful proud to have me a noble fence ke this un
Tm much obliged to you all, Im shore” He hestated
“Ary tme I kin do the same for ary man he ped me, Il
be proud to have hum call on me”
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‘The words were a fixed form Piety saw that they tor
tured him  His teeth were ught together the muscles an
Ius neck constricted  All he ashed was that these men go
away now and leave lum alone Old man Wilson help
g himself to a fried squirrel head before he sat down,
answered for the others

Thats jyest all night son Lantry Proud to hep and
youll be called on never fear

‘The women served the food hurrying around the tables
with hunched shoulders bending a lutle forward from
years of walking 1n the sand ‘They had put on their shoes
again for the occasion There was a hesitancy 1n begin
mng although several had filled their mouths

Mrs Lantry said uncomfortably Recken somebody had
orter give thanhs-—

111 ask the blessn Mo Jacklin proffered gravely

He rolled s eyes and nudged Spudd Wilson He bowed

hus head

Good God with a bounty

Look down on Marion County

For the soil 15 so pore and so awful rooty too

I don ¢ know what to God the pore folks gonna do

There was a silence a lifing of heads Spudd Wilson
cavered his mouth to stifle a gulp of m rth  Young Johnny
Martin giggled and pohed Piety stand ng behind him with
a plate of biscuts  Annie Wilson's broad shoulders shaok
Most of the women were vaguely hornified looking at
one another They sat down with the men

That 5 a powerful quare soundin blessin  Ella Martin
complamed Don't hnow as 1ts safe to eat under the sign
o sich foolishness

‘The men came stoutly to Mo s defense shovelling 1n fried
chichen pork backbone and nce, sausage beans, grits
corp pone and biscust
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“Ary thanks for rations 1s good thaoks,” sud old Fikes
1 figger the Lord know when a man’s thankful, and He
an't agow’ to snatch the wictuals outen his gullet jest
account o he don't mention “em ser'ous”

“] mean! When a feller aint proud to set down to
table, and plenty on 1t, ime to gt worried over what all
God’s fixin’ to do to him ™

“Pass me the rabbit stew,” Annie Wilson said  She
helped herself generously “I'm a slave to rabbu™

The women, for all their leanness, ate as much as the
men ‘Tafk increased as the eating grew slow They were
laboning at the food The men picked and chose among
the desserts; pound cahe, lard cake, sweet potato pane, pres
of canned bluebernes and peaches, wild orange preserves,
guava paste and cassava pudding

* Must be I got a bart,” Mo Jackhin sad, “ be gitan’ hand
o pertickler »

'The men dufted away from the tables The women
scraped plates indolently  Groups of men squatted on
thewr haunches en the shady side of the stoop, others sat
on the edge with legs suspended, chatung 1dly Clusters
of boys threw hmves at the young hive-oak at the north-
west corner of the house The well umed blades quivered
1n the wood

Ella Martin called, “You boys'll 1l that tree™

Prety smd quickly, “They aw’t barkin’ 3t none

The crowd was replete Here and there 2 man lay back
on the sand, hus hat over hus eyes, and dozed The smaller
children slept inside the house, curled like Littens on the
beds and on quits on the floor Ther dirty bare fect
twitched Now and then a woman came m quietly to looh
at them In the late afternoon a southerly breeze brought
a sound from the road Prety heard 1t first and pulled at
her father’s sleeve  Lantry hifted his hand.
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“Be sulll” he sud

Spudd Wilson winked

‘I figgered them fellers'd be moseymn’ along *bout now”

‘Who 1s 1t? Ella Marnn ashed. “Sounds Lke a
wagon "

Spudd said, “Willy Saunders and Buck Hinson and

em

The crowd stured The men sat upnght The women
fluttered Like disturbed hens Mrs Lanuy spoke indig
nantly

“Them Moss Bluff rowdies!”

“Easy, daughter! Old man Walson lifted his eyebrows
at her *They likelv bein’ sociable They got the same
night as ary man to be friendly "

Lantry listened closely, his eyes fixed on the blue haze
across the river, as though the approaching sound mughe
be of men from distant hills The creaking of wheels
came closer As the wagon emerged from the forest
growth, the men nding on high seats waved wide black
felt hats and called lustily

“Hiyuh! How's the work acommn’?”

Lantry walked to the new gate to meet them The
others straggled after lum He hailed the wagon

“Git down, men, and come 1n”

‘The newcomers were four Saunders, Hinson and two
strangers ‘They were markedly of 3 different breed from
the men who watched them jump down from thar seats
‘They were more heavily built and swarthser, as though a
thicker blood ran through them Not all the men knew
them Spudd Wilson greeted them in the casual tone of
1ptmacy

“You all's right peert guun’ to a fence ratsis”  Fence 1s
done raised”

“’Fhat's good news, boys' Saunders coched hus head at ,
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his compations “We studied on the éorreck tume to go
to a fence smain', and we figgered "twere when the work
was done done”

He slapped Ius leg and roared with laughter The rest
gunned, sptung  Hinson reached in the wagon and lifted
out two brown crockery demijohns with corn-cobs for
stoppers

“We didn't want you should think hard of us, Mr Lan-
try, and we carned somethun’ we figgered 'd make us a
sight more welcome than the work ”

Lantry sud nothing  Old man Wilson locked at hum
and moved forward

“Men, you're mughty welcome jest so, we had he’p and
a plenty, and were proud to sce you But now see here,
iffen ever” man figgered that-a way and carred what I
reckon you all carmed, and come late with i, what T say
as—where all'd be the fence raisin'?”

Hinson uncorked a jug

“There shore wouldn't be none,” he said, ‘but there'd
be a mghty merry time”

The crowd laughed and edged 1n towards the jug Each
man drank from the narrow mouth Lantry hesitated a
moment, then tpped the jug far back and swallowed
deeply He wiped the drops from hus mouth

“That's fine, st That's pime corn hiquor” He opened
and closed his mouth, judging the after taste  “Sprouted
corn or mealt?”

“"Pears to me the feller made 1t, mentioned meal,” Hin-
son saud demurely

The whiskey was of his own distilling, as all knew They
smehered s apprecianon

“Come to the house, men, and set down to the table”

Lantry waved them through the gate

“We had dinner, but we kin drnk and ser,” they told
m,
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‘They moved to the house with the demu johns  Spudd
Wilson ntroduced the Moss Bluff men to the women,
gathered together

* Ladies, these here 1s Mr Saunders and Mr Hnson and
therr friends’

‘How do™

Here and there 2 woman greeted them, lowenng her
eyes Picty was afrad food would not be offered them

Mrs Lantry sad suffly, “Won't you sct down and eat
cold rations?

They refused food, but mvited the women to drnk
They declned for the most ‘Those who accepted saud, ‘ A
mughty leetle Scems like hit goes to my head” Puty
noticed that the older women drank with greater gusto
Grandma Jacklin said, * Yes, 111 have a good big swaller
I were raised on 1t, and when hit’s good, hut he'ps my
stummuck * Anme Wilson, too, drank with pleasure.

Mrs Lantry said, ‘I got good scuppernong wine I made
last summer, 1ffen you ladies prefers it Go fetch 1t,
Py tee.”

The lasutude of the men vanished The liquor, sweet
and raw, burned their throats It struck through them,
hotter than the noon-day sun, drawing the sweat from
them They complained of the quality of the last whiskey
sold by the Eureka storckeeper St had no strength, no
wirtue  The price was high  Fifty cents a quart was unrea-
sonable It pard a man to make his own

Old man Wilson sad, ‘1 always figger to git me a barrel
made from cane-skimmun's 1n the fall*

The sun dropped below the hammock ‘Twilight came
unnoticed Suddenly they were aware of the darkness.
‘Willy Saunders shouted for lights Piety and Martha
brought torches of fat wood splinters They held them
while Lantry and the boys did the belated chores The
Moss Bluff crowd was outdrinking the others two to
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The women made incfectual sortics at their men, hinting
of home The men ignored them
“We an'’t a goin' home 'ul we've done danced wath all
you ladies,” Buck Hinson calfed
“That's nght! Make us a lectle music for a breakdown!”
Three of the men brought their mnstruments from the
house Old man Wilson, as crack fiddler, struck up a tune,
“Sugar in the Gourd” One of the Moss Bluff strangers,
a little tapsy, picked the stangs of a banjo, and Mo Jacklin
played the harmonica They played lusuly, somewhat out
of tune ‘The music jangled and the men clapped ther
hands The women could not resist patung their feet
Anme Wilson said, “A feller camn'’t dance to ‘Sugar in
the Gourd 15 pucely alin’”
Suddenly Lantry leaped into the hight of the torches,
*'Take your partners!’
He whooped and cried out a verse of the song

“Sugar 1n the gourd

Goed on the ground—

Way to gt 1t out

Is to roll the gourd around”

He was calling the set No one knew that he was
fambar with the figures of the dance They looked at
one another Piety edged 1n close to watch um  She fol-
lowed the big figure with shining eyes Some of the
women murmured 2 protest at dancing with the Moss
Bluff men Annie Wilson was kicking off her shoes. Tit-
tering, athers of the women removed thews. They came
slowly to the light and men scized them  Lantry snapped
Anme Wilson towards him as easily, Prety thought, as
though the woman were a saphng ‘There were shouts of
laughter when Buck Hinson, snstead of gathening 1n one
of the preay guls, swooped on Grandma Jackln and
swung her into the aurcle forming for the square-dance,
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“O'der they be, the more they hnows!”

The old woman showed the hiror miss pattern of her
teeth and cackled shrilly She followed until she was out
of breath

“I got to quit,” she gasped “Lasten to me hasshn’”

Then Hinson swung out a gul Anme Wilson and
Lantry were dancing furiously He called the figures with
a roar

‘Take tno backl
Promenade all!
Hold that calico
From the walll’

The parr scuffled hugely 1n the sand, the woman’s bare
feet hiching up a spray belund her The bearded man
and the big woman cast vast shadows that followed them
grotesquely m the smohy light Both were sweating When
the set was ended, Annte dropped near by on the sand
and fonned her hot face. Piety shpped to her side and
sat close agunst her A warm swect steam came to her
from the woman’s flesh  She saw a streak of grime across
Annte’s wnst where Lantry had pulled her towards him.

Lantry called to his wife to dance the next set with him
She refused curtly He blew through hus beard and drank
agan from the demi john

Piety heard one man say, “Never did see Lantry that
sociable,” and another, “No, nor I never seed that much
corn hquor 1nto tum, to make hum socable™ She was
pleased that her father danced and sang Old man Walson
began to fiddle agnun Lantry stood in front of Anme
Wilson and Piety He heatated Then he held out hus
hand to the gul

“Time your daddy was learnm’ you somethin’ besides ™
ploughiry’, honey,” he sad

She followed him, dizzy with pleasure i the *
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fus hot hand on her arm When he called the set, swing-
g her gallantly, he howled the name of a figure that
was strange to the dancers They continued to shuffle ther
feet 1 tme to the music, but did not advance, watching
hum with puzzled faces He danced the figure and some
of the quicker men followed Ius steps Others dropped
out of the set He fell back on familiar figures They
sashayed, swung their partners

“Swing or cheat!”

The set was ended Lantry indicated that he was done
for the everung The tune makers put up their instruraents.
‘The demm jobn passed around There was excited talk of
the new figute Groups knotted here and there outside
the light, talking of Lantry The Moss Bluff men nodded
to one another

“That feller's from a good ways off,” they sad wisely

' Lantryy Willy Saunders smd moving close to hm,
“where did you larn that figger?*

Lantry did not look at him

‘I disremember I reckon some knows it and some
dont”

‘Dont nobody know hit 1n these parts Where all you
come from, man?

Saunders ashed the qu 1 apparent

The man Lantry scemed to expand The deep chest
swelled, like a bull breathing before a charge The vast
shoulders lifted higher, the great arms hftng with them
The red brown eyes smouldered Like coals about to blaze
Above hus beard clenched teeth bared whate for an instant
Instinctively the crowd shrank away Piety blinked at hum
1 a sudden pame. She had never seen him so Saunders
faced him, swaying a httle

‘ Mought be you mn’t asayn’, Mr Lantry”

There were murmurs It scemed to those who Lnew
Lantry that they had warted twenty years for this moment.
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Lantry would bring down hus fist Iike an axe head Wally
Saunders would go down like a rotten fence post Through
hus tipstness the Moss Bluff man felt therr fear He rubbed
Tus eyes and his mouth with the back of fus hand  Lantry
was staring beyond hum  The big man’s pent breath burst
out 10 a sigh He dropped his arms The deep vowce
rumbled.

* Where T come from, Willy, men ain't impudent nor
nosey They minds therr busmess and leaves the other
man mind hus”

He turned hus back Saunders laughed nervously Hin.
son spohe sullenly

“Le's g0

The Moss Bluff men took therr jugs and wavered to
ther wagon They rattled off without leave-taking Mrs
Lantry's friends spoke mndignantly after therr gong

“Them fighun’ jessies come jest to stir up a ruckus Lan
try had orter crawled hus frame”

Old man Wilson said, * No, they come sociable. Leave
‘em go that a way”

‘The women gathered up the sleeping children They
had divided the food by dayhght, each one filing her
basket wath scraps of anothers cooking A plenuful sup-
ply was left for Mrs Lantcy They said to her, “Hit’s
hard to cock, and you no more than moved” They were
tired and sleepy 'The men were half-blind with drowsi-
ness ‘They moved slently to therr wagons at the gate,
through the dlearing, the hammock, down the bluff to
the nver landing, into ther rowboats They closed Lan-
try's new gates after them He had fenced hus land
One or two among them understood as well that he had
fenced them out

Lantry watched them disappear 1nto the darkness Thewr
voices died away Far dawn on the niver there was the
ebick of an carlock. The man threw back hus head
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“Well, you had a plenty this evemn’,” Mrs Lantry com-
plamned

“Gnt 1nto the house, woman{”

The woman and her children were as ahen to him as
the rest He herded them away Piety did not move She
watched him, her hand half over her mouth He could
never be strange to her, nor far away

She said, “Can’t T he'p free the creeters?”

He stared 2t her  He moved to her, laying his arm across
her thin shoulders

He sad gently, “Yes, Pytee, well turn ‘em loose
tonight ”

They went together to the animals The chickens were
asleep 1 thar coop They did not disturb them They
untethered the mule and cow and removed the rails from
around the hogs The creatures snorted but did not stur.
The mule understood that he was free and galloped across
the clearing The hogs grunted and shifted Lantry trned
the slats here and there

A feching of clation swept lum  He panted, Like 2 man
who has run a long way 1n the sun and has now flung
himsclf down in the shade to rest He looked over the
fence 1nto the scrub, mvisible with mght. There was no
sound but the sur of the pines He spoke in the blackness
to hus daughter

“I thinh welll gt along all nght and make a lvin'”

* He hesitated “Honcy, 1 got a 1dee this place be safe.”
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Frve years of planting had levelled the soil of the clear-
ing Sugar<ane and corn had flattened the fields Sweet
potatoes had been hulled and the hills knocked down agan
for the digging Plantng, growth and harvest, plantng,
growth and harvest, they had smoothed the sandy loam
to a counterpane flung down between scrub and
hammock

Lantry was late with fus corn It was Apnl ‘The whip-
poor wills had been calling for 2 month The cane was
well advanced, but he was only now planting his field
corn Crows made questton and answer 1n the neighbour
ang hammock, waiting for the seed to fall The birds inter
rogated raucously the man and mule moving steadily,
sideways to the hugh sun ‘The corn dropped like gold
nuggets from the onchorse planter The crows would
dnft down like shining leaves of burned paper and would
dig 1t up agan

Heanng them, the man felt an instant of desparr If
there were not crows to fight there was drought, if not
drought, 1nsects, incessant ramn or muldew Yet he had
praspered 1n hus five years in the scrub  The fringe of
hammock soil had produced with a lushness starthng to
hus expertence  Corn had grown higher than his head, so
that he had moved through 1t like a bearded prophet. He
rased a small patch of tobacco for his own use It had 2
fine flavour Yams had grown bigger 1han Pietys thuigh
His money crop, the cane; had made sugar and syrup of
chotce quality But he had had three sons at home to fight
with hum  Now they were leaving him.

3t
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Abner, the alien among them, had marned a consin
2nd maved back across the nver to the piney woods Zeke
was homesteading half 2 mile to the north, duplicating
his fathers clearng He had married and built a one
room cabin soon after New Years Thaddeus was court
g He had promised not to leave until the spring crops
were well along, but he worked haliheartedly Martha
was of httle use at field work His wife he discounted
She helped to plant and hoe and dig potatoes, but her
querulousness was a constant offense  He preferred to
leave her i the house and yard, complumng over her
pots and pans, throwing water at the cinckens 1n a sudden
pet After this spning, only Piety would be left to lum

The girl was turning beds for sweet potatoes in the
north cleanng  She drove a pony hke white horse and
small plow The plow handles pulled at her armpits, so
that her shoulders jerked at every roughness and her bare
feet flew up behind her  She held the plow steadily and
the lines of her beds were true  Lantry watched the small
figure on the other nide of the cleaning 25 he turned hue
corner  As he looked, the plow pomnt caught a root and
bucked The girl plunged forward 1n a somersaule The
man dropped his lines to run to her, but 1n 2 moment she
was on her feet He could see her brush the dirt from
her face with her arm and tahe up the plow lines again

He thought, “She dont weigh enough to hold herself
down *

He heard the gul’s high shnll voice call to her horse
She spoke seldom, and the small thin tones 1nvanably
surred lum  Heaning her, he felt for 2 moment that he
was not alone 1o this place He clicked to his mule He
finshed s planting before Piety was done There were
two hours of daylght lefr and the Apnl sun was warm
He fed and watered tus mule at the shed west of the houss,
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then turned the ammal to graze in the fenced pasture. He
went to the gl

“Leave me finish here, Py-tee,” he called to her “The
way the plow donc wasted you, can'’t be you got 100
much breath Ieft”

“Hit dida’t harm me none,” she laughed, shaking her
small head at bim  “Whoa!” She lay back on her plow-
lines to stop the horse ‘I am’t no-ways tired.”

“That’s what you say, honey 'Then time you gits to the
bouse, you're a settin® to the table nigh asleep and 2-draj
P’ 1nto the bed like a sack o’ meal ” -

“Well, I wants to fimsh These 1s my pertaterst” She
defied him, Javghing

“Look at you,” he derided her “A gal no biggern a
hammock wren, standin’ there a<lamn’ a hull pertater
field. Dogged 1f you an't gitnn’ impudent as a cucket”

He squatted on his haunches and stuck a straw of
broom sage 1n hus mouth

“Go ahead, finssh your hlls. 111 wait on you and quar
red with you f you don’t do 1t good.”

The straight thun back marched away from him, the
soles of the durty bare feet turned back at um He
chuckled to humself, hus eyes glowing, watching her pnde
i the evenness of her furrows The broom sage dangled
against tus beard  As she swung back at the far cod and
moved towards lum for the turming of the last bed, he
could see that her deepidded eyes were fixed far aver his
head She had picked out a distant tree to run by It made
hum lonely

They walked side by side to the shed to put up the
plough and care for the horse The cow had come to the
gate to be milked. Picty let her 1n and brought the gourd
while Lantry fed her The gul rubbed the hard head of
the animal as the man muthed The swest scent of the
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smooth harred hide, the perfumed breath, mingled with
the crunched corn and the sweaty acridity of the human
bodies In the cabin Mrs Lantry hifted her voice above the
Latchen clatter Martha answered, her vorce dull through
the pine wall

The milhing was done Piety took the gourd of mulk
in her two hands They walked slowly to the house The
breezeway and kichen had been added at the rear At
the steps of the breezeway Lantry sad, “Hold steady
now ” He picked up the gul by the waist and hifted her
tugh, the brimming gourd level in her cupped hands. Her
hare toes reached for the floor as he set her down

“That’s the way not to waste no mulk comin’ up the
steps ™

They laughed at each other Mrs Lantry grumbled at
them

Martha said, ‘Ma ’pears to me like you'd be used to
them cuttin’ the fool ”

Lantry sad, “Yes, Marthy, but she’s used to quarrelin’,
too”

Mrs Lantry saud, * Py tee, you he’p now”

‘There was no reabity except the work of the house The
woman hnew the fild work was hard Yet when the gul
came into the house, she made an aggrieved claim on her.

Martha said 1n a low voice, “Supper s about done, Py tee
You go set down 11 fimish *

The older girl was almost a woman, phlegmance and
maternal  She had Lantry's red colonng faded to sand-
ness Her plam, sohd face was spotted with yellow
freckles The younger gul sat on the top step of the
breezeway, leaming her head weanly agmnst the wall unul
supper was called After supper Martha made her a sign
that she would take care of the dishes Piety washed her
hands and face, her gnmy feet and legs, and shipped 1ato
the dusky bedroom Twilight filled the room with a
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<hadowy coolness She got into her mightgown and
stretched her legs agamst the one rough clean sheet She
drew a quilt over her and lay drowsily while the twilight
deepened into dark and bull-bats darted past the window.

Before the gurl dropped to sleep she heard voices on the
breczeway Zehe and his wife had walhed the half mile
from therr cleaning to pass an hour before bedume  Zelke
was lonely after the bustle of a family He came a httle
wistfully to offer the details of his homesteading for dis-
cussion He was a tip nosed, ash headed little fellow hike
a faded chupmunl  He had bright small eyes of robmn’s
egg blue Prety pictured hus eyes as he talked, his hair
turming up forlornly from his nech m pale drake’s tails

Lantry hstened as hus son spoke of the suck and-clay
fireplace he had completed that day, of the cooking rack
1 the yard, with hooks suspended to hold pots over the
fire; of the hog pen he would build, planming to make
hogs his maney crop The ammals ran wild m scrub and
swamp and hammoch, fattenung on pine and acorn mast,
on huckleberries and palmetto berries, large and black and
low growing

Lantry asked a queston now and then but gave no
advice Zele was a2 man and able to run his own affars
He knew as much of stoch raising and of farmuing as hus
father He sometimes recognised in the older man the
touch of the novice, so that he wondered how he had pre-
viously earned hus bread  He did not ask

Zeke's wife, Ella May, sad to Martha, “I seed your fellet
when we was to Eureha Sat'dy ™

The sandy face flushed

“That sorry Syl Jackh, I rechon™

“When you and him fixin’ to tahe up together?”

Martha shrugged her shoulders

‘Yan’t in no hurry 1 an’t fixia® to tahe up at all, lessen

he'll come hive over here™ e
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Lantry looked at her sharply He had not understood
that the courting had gone so far.

*None o' them Jacklins likes the scrub,” he sad

“Well, they's one of "emll Iike 1t, or he won't git to
marry me” She added, “And he better make me a i,
too” -

Piety, almost asleep, thought, “I woulda't figger thata-
way 1f a man done hus best”

She was aware by bow narrow a margin Lantry had
escaped disaster with Jus crops  There was somethung
about the most ferule field that was beyond control A
man could work himself to shin and bones, so that there
was no flesh left on um to mahe sweat 1n the sun, and a
crop would get away from him Thero was something
about all hiving that was uncertain

Ella May ashed, “Where all's Py tee?’

Mantha suid, “In the bed She's been beddin' sweet
pertaters I mean, she’s give out  Freld work’s too hard on
her”

Mrs Lantry said, ‘ Hit don't hurt her none Seem to
me she do 1t jest to git away from the housework

Lantry rumbled angnly, ‘ Don’t none of you know what
you're tallin’ about She perfeckly enjoys it She’s got a
Lnach for 1, hit comes to her natural Hit's 2 heap harder'n
the piddlin’ ol jobs to the house, but she hikes it I got to
have me some he'p”

Zehe asked, “Where all s Thad?”

“Acrost the nver, he’pin’ Abner round up some cattle.
Ab's gutin’ hum a fine bunch o' catde™

Zehe smd, “Long as he don’t heer whose calves he runs
1 along of hus own”

‘Abner wouldn't steal calves, no more than you and
el * Martha flashed at fum

Zeke began to whiste indiffercntly.

“Mcbbe not.”



SOUTH MOON UNDER 37

He sard after a moment, “Ab’s got hum one thung I'd
give a pretty for He had hum more syrup and corn than
he'll use, and he takened a couple o’ barrels and made him
the nicest ten gallons o* whiskey I ever did taste

li_lla May asked, surpused, ‘Did! Where'd he git the
stll?*

“Used the wash pot to cook the buck Fixed him a ¢y
press cover and daubed clay around the edge to make It
tght Frzed tum a pipe outen the top, 2nd a gutter for
the pipe to run through ”

*Well, 1 do know”

Lantry chuckled “Ella May, I ve seed stills made outen
alard pail, 2 hog trough and a gun barrel”

‘ Well, now!”

Mrs Lantry complained, “Yes, and makm’ ten gallons
1o 2 time, he'll be raisin’ up as bad a fuss with 1t as them
Moss Bluff fellers

‘Sho, hat's a sight better to make hut than to buy hut”
Lantry stroked his beard ‘You know what you're
drnkiy' T'm foan® to make me a few jugs, come fall,
and my cane juice plentiful 1 don’t use much liquor, but
filty cents a quart comes high™

“You mughty nght * Zeke nodded maturely at hus father.

“Ain’t 1t agin the law, makin® whiskey?" Ella May -
quired  “’Pears like I've done heard somethin’ ‘bout hat
ban’ agin the law”

‘1 dunno” Zeke puzzled 'l cain’t see why Cattle-
stealin’ 15 onlawful, and hog stealin’ And murder I can't
se¢ 1o harm to makmn' whskey *

Lantry stretched his long legs

“Why yes,” he said, “hat’s agmn the law They's a tax on
whiskey, 2 gov'mint tax  You kin make 1t, but you belong
10 git a license and pay a tax  But sho, nobody don’t pay
10 mind to a feller makin® a lectle jest to drnk and enjoy
and treat hus friends and hn folks”
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He straightened, electnic 1n the dusk

But now the gov'munt 15 mighty pertuckler m Caroliny
ind West Vurgiony The revenooers 1s jest bounden de-
termined nobody won't git to make none But sho, they
fest as good to stay to home and put their noses over ther
own pots They cam't half ketch them fellers malkin®
moonshune up 1 them mountings, When they do come
up with em, they're like to git buckshot 1n their breeches
for therr trouble. I mind me——"

You been there, Pa?” Zeke leaned toward him eagerly

Lantrv drew a vast breath and was silent He lit his cob
pipe and sucked on 1t The hight glowed against hus beard
His eyes were half closed

‘I'm tellin’ you what folks has tol’ me,” he said reprov-
mgly ‘Il quit telln® you, do you mnterrupt me”

‘ Well Pa, revenooers don’t never mess up with nobody
1n these parts, do they?’

‘I never heerd tell of ’em botherin® ary man  Flondy
1s a fine state thata way Folkses here 1s the best in the
world to mund thetr own business and not go nterfer’ i
nobody else’s’

Zeke sard, “Dogged if 1 wouldn’t hike to make whiskey
for a hvn'”

Mrs Lantry slapped at her legs

‘11 be laytn’ a fire 1n the smudge pot, 1ffen you're fixin®
to set up much longer The skeeters 15 2-commn’”

‘ Don’t make no smudge, Ma” Zeke and Ella May rose
‘We got to be goin” We got a half mile between us and
the bed"

Picty heard the talk trailing away hhke fog She wanted
to call after them, to say good mght to Zehe, but her eyes
and mouth would not open  She could hear the frogs 1
the swamp, louder now than the voices moving toward the
sate.
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“Pa, how come you never made you no liquor from the
cane juice before?”

“I dunno, son.”

Lantry’s decp tones washed over her in a last misty
‘wave.

“Jest someway never got around to it”
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A rew pine needles sifted down on the shoulders of the
company assembled for the burying of Lantry’s wife The
man and Ius daughter Piety stood together, a little apart
from the rest of the famly, as the last spadeful of sand
spattered over the grave In death the woman had been
brought back acrass the niver to the burying ground 1n the
piney woods Lantry had turned over the suff, fox faced
body to her hin with something like rehef, as though he
were returmng a mule or horse he had borrowed

Old man Wilson, the dead woman's father, remarked
brghtly, “Seven yare, mgh to the day, son Lantry, since
you takened her acrost the river to live 1n the scrub®

Lantry nodded, strohing hus beard, where a streak of sil-
ver ran like a thin shaft of lightmng  Picty moved dloser
to him

Old man Wilson continued, “You've prospered, son, and
this pore dead creeter he'ped you to do so Your young
uns 15 all growed and raisin’ families, exscusin® Py-tee, and
her almost twenty two”

Lantry spoke to her under his breath, “Le’s go, honey.
Q" Wilson’s drunk *

They turned away through the pine trees towards the
nver. Ther rowboat rocked among bonnet-pads at the
landing  They stepped in and Lantry poled off slently,
Martha and Zeke and Thaddeus and theis families were
to return to the scrub by wagon, crossing the niver bridge
at Eurcka They watched after their father and sister
‘Through a break 1n the trees they saw the big man bend

40



SOUTH MOON UNDER 41

to his oars. The young woman sat facng hum, her small,
chudlike face cupped 1n her hands

“Long as Pas got Pytee where he kin look at her,”
Martha smd dnly, “the rest of us kin Iive or die—"

On the scrub side of the nver Lantry grounded his boat
at his open landing South of Otter Landing the river
bluffs flattened, and scrub met swamp 1n 2 twasting mord
of briers and rattan and moccastns There was no ferule
ledge of hammock. Only cypresses reared their feathery
heads from mganuc bases Lantry waved Ius hand towards
the south He gave voice to Jus uneaswness for the first
tume 1n seven years

“Nobody won t never ship up on us thata way,” he smd

Piety blinked at hum, taking her thoughts from her
mother For Lantry, she sensed, there were other enemies
than death They walked together up the ledge. The trail
pas.ed up through the rich darkness of hammock, across
2 cleared field, and through a gate 1n the slat fence to the
house yard. They crossed the breezeway and hfted the
latch 1nto the front room  Puety looked about her The
house was no emptier than before. No place would be
empty, she thought, with Lantry m 1t. The mans bulk,
the fire of hus presence, filled the room so certainly thar
tus wife, returning from the grave, would have crowded it
Picty stared at the hearth musang the accustomed sight ot
her mother sitting near the fire It was as though 2 sharp
nosed, snappish bitch of long was gone.

The burymng had been at noon. It was now mud-after
noon. Lantry and hus daughter longed to go to the inter
rupted work of the field They sat sufly on a bench
aganst the wall Her mother, Piety thought, had enjoyed
s0 ludle,

In the sustaining of life were pain and pleasure. Her
mother had only understood the pan  Piety and Lantry
and 1ndeed most folk she hnew, felt 2 sharp pleasure 1
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the detals of the precanous thing that was exstence.
Breahfast was good, and dinner and supper, and a little
snuff afterwards The tug of the plow at the arms was
good, and the sight of new cane and corn sprouting green
ahove the earth Deer, big<yed and curious, and ther
spotted fawns, fox squirrels upside down on a pie tree,
black-backed and glossy, fucking thew tails, all the small
creatures that crossed her path were good to watch She
had never understood her mothers grumblings

Towards dark the creak of wagon wheels sounded down
the scrub road The rest of the Lantrys were returmng to
their homes, Zeke, lonely becanse he had lost hus wife 1
childbirth 1n the fall, Martha, contented with her hus
band, Sylvester Jacklin, and her twin babes, Thaddeus,
homesteading with his bride four mules to the north The
wagon halted 2 moment at the gate, then, as though 1its
occupants had suddenly changed thew munds, rattded on
northward

Prety and Lantry breathed deeply, rose from the bench
and went together to the kutchen Lantry sat by the range,
tending the fire while she cooked their meal “They ate 1n
thetr accustomed places across from each other at the
Tatchen table, the space empty at the end where Mrs Lan
try had sat  Lantry watched Picty as she washed the dishes
at the water shelf. She made quick, light movements hike
a qual. The man followed her with tus eyes When they
Ieft the kitchen he drew hus hand across her soft haw

‘11l move 1nto the front room to sleep,’ he sud “You
Lecp your mammy’s bedroom ™

They were exhausted and slept long and hard In the
morning she heard um surning ahead of her He was
building the kitchen fire  She opened her bedroom door
and peered 1nto the front room He had built a quick
blaze on the hearth for her to dress by Something more
than the small fire warmed her bones At breakfast Lantry
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moved to the place at the end of the table They sat close
together  He ate silently, moving his beard, us thoughts
rulhng behind hus eyes Startled, he looked up to see Prety
staring 2t him, her hands in her lap  She smiled, moving
her head a fide
* What you studymn” about, watchin® your Pappy thata
way?’

He poked Iis dull case hefe at her mbs to hear her
quich laugh

She wondered uneasily if he would go away to the field
without her She hurned to get the dishes done, the two
beds made, the mosquito bars rolled back, the floors swept,
the dog and cat and chickens fed, while he did the out
side chores  He dallied over the stock feeding and mulking
until he saw her at the last of her work He came to the
breezeway with two hoes

We got a day s worh fightin the 'muda grass, he sud

The day seemed short They hoed adjacent rows The
man’s long a.ms swung the hoe faster than her small
boned ones When he found himself too far ahead of her,
he turned to her row and hoed back to meet her

Mrs Lantry s tllness had intesfered with the routine of
the house The next morning Piety felt obliged to catch up
with the washing  She rose long before daylight and had
the clothes half rubbed and the black wash pot boihing
before Lantry was up After breakfast he contrived to
Leep humself busy about the yard He repared harness,
drew off a new axe handle, sorted over the equipment for
his muzzleloading gun Prety was using the pot water
to scrub the floors The corn shuchs scrub swished nowdy
across the rough breezeway Lantry filled his shotbag
with shot, his horn with powder, polished the hickory
ramrod, gathered a handful of dried Spanish moss for
wadding

“You thuy, Py tee?”
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“T'm thu™

“We best take the mule and wagon nto the scrub for
fat wood ™

She took off her wet apron, put on her palmetto hat and
went with hum, leaving the clothes to flap o the line and
the floors to dry swithout the usual last process of shufling
bach and forth across them with a cloth vnder bare fest
“The small thin figure with 1ts shoulders a litde beat tratted
beside the great butky ene

‘The scrub had not burned 1n the seven years since they
had come to st The mule threaded his way through young
pines and oaks higher than s cars Lantry had not been
glad to sce the heightemng of the growh  He had bked
10 be able 1o see across 1t for a mule or two fram the cabin
doorstep  The mule came to a stop He could go no
facther into the scrub  The undergrowth was 2 twisted
treachery  Saw palmetto ripped with sts batbs at lude and
flesh, the refuse of old fires cluttered the infertile sand
with matted lumbs, sturaps and logs, all laced together
with thorny vines The man and woman chmbed from
the wagon and began to sort out scorched pine trunks,
whose cores would burn hke o

‘1 gts a dream, someumes,” Lantry savd 10 a low voice,
“1 gus takened by surprise from the nver T belong to
ran T suns acrost the cleanng and into sch 2 piece o
scrub as this”

The sweat started from hus temples as he talled All
mght, he told her, when the dream rode hum, he ran
through the scrub, us feet anterminsbly enmeshed 1n ats
tormented tangle

“1 cain't someway put my hand to peace and comfort,”
he sud

Her heart beat hard  She braced her small feet 1 the
tugh boy's shoes.

She blurted, “Pa, what you been so feered of 1"
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He did not answer. His breath came and went like the
arr 1 a bellows

He sad at fast, * You jest as good to know Mought be
some day—you and me alone this-a way—you'd have me to
tude out Or lie for Honcy, I killed me a gov'munt man
n the up-country”

“How come you to do sich as that?”

The young voice was dispassionate, touched with a funt
anxiety

‘1 were malin’ moonshine whishey The revenooers
come messin’ up with me 1 got my gorge up and I killed
me one I Lt out for the south I been nght smart oneasy
ever since.”

She remembered a drunken man from Moss Bluff,
swaying n the firelight on the night of the fence-rasing,
asking Lantry questions

“Does folkses around here know?’

‘Deont nobody cold-out know, honey, but me and you
But "pears to me, tmes, ke, here and there a man has
someway got a 1dec”

“They amnt nary one tahened out after you?”

“If they has, they amt caught up with me” He added
slowly, “ But all my life I got 1t to study on *

Her heart thumped with his. She wanted to speak She
could not thmk of any words to comfort hum She&™went
with lum nside hus fear, as though together they entered
some lonely place of shadows They rode home without
further speech They were warm and dose It was as
though a skein of wool, tangled and torn, had been wound
at last mnto a firm bnght ball

The spring proved dry, and m March they planted a
garden at the foot of the bluff where the swamp merged
with the nver, and the ground was most without need
of rain In a week turnips and collards and omions showed
green agamst the black mucl, One Saturday mormag

~
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Lantry left her to work the garden while he rowed 10
Eureha to trade  When the dip of s oars was absorbed
by the rush of the nver she bent to her weeding

She was aware, with a slight accelerauon of her heart-
beat, of the Life going on around her, the movement of
alligators floundering 1n the creek, the slow beat of the
wings of herons, the catfish jumping  She worhed quietly
for so long that when she lifted her head she found herself
Joohing 1o the close bright eyes of an astomwshed cat-
squerel A Blackh swamp cabbu bopped casually by a
hand’s breadth away She stramghtened her back and
walled to the lower corner of the garden to find where
he had pushed through the loose rail fence She came there
on the recent trach of a panther She was not afrad by
daylight She bent again to her work She stayed at the
garden untl the earth about the plants was combed as
smooth as her hair, hoping that Lantry would come so
that she might meet him at the swamp landing

She returned to the house and started a fire for supper.
Towards sunset she heard him coming He was whisting
as sweetly as a redbird  She went 1o the door and shaded
her eyes against the westerly sun  Lantry was swingung
across the cleanng  His bearded head was thrown back,
his arms hung free from the shoulders, hus long legs
moved i time with his whisthng  He stopped whistling
sbruptdy and broke into a song It was his favonte, * Gu
along down” She heard tum all the way across the clear-
1ng 10 a musical burst of thunder

* Git along down, gt along down,
Gt along down to Rickmond town
To lay my 2 baccy down *
She wondered where Richmond town might be, but by

the time Lantry was at the house he was calling to her,
waving hus bags and bundles, and she did not remember
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to ask He had gone to Eureka cxpressly to buy new
strings for hus banjo, hanging long unused under the
rafters Now they were alone, he mught indulge his taste
for music He put the new stnngs on the instrument,
tuned 1t and picked at 1t, trying 1ts tone, while she cooked
supper  He sat in the breezeway with the setting sun in
his beard and unkled softly against the clatter of the pans

On the following Saturday he left her alone again  Time
seemed to hang on her hands when he was away and she
occupred herself with tasks with which she seldom con
cerned herself She grated cassava roots and made starch
and pudding The pudding was translucent like gum
drops Lantry was fond of 1t She went a short way mto
the scrub and cut boughs of Highland t1 t for a new yard
broom Lantry returned, his red brown eyes glowing,
with a small accordion for her

She preferred to listen to hum rather than to play her
self, but she turned earnestly to learning the mstrument
It was harder than ploughing new ground to remember
the difference between the two Lunds of notes, and that
the accordion was opened for one and closed for the other
She wheezed gravely 1n and out, her eyes on lum, the
tp of her tongue between her lips, following his dire
tions For more than a week she achieved nothing beyond
distressing howls and wheezes Suddenly Lantry guffawed
with a great roar, as she had not heard hum since he
laughed with Annie Wilson at the fence raising

“Honey,” he satd, “quit a twistin® that pore ol sich tom-
cat’s taill*

They laughed together untd they were fant from 1t

‘Here, honey, leave me show you—"

He took the accordion and closed Ius eyes and swayed
Ius shoulders The music seemed to flow wnto hum and
then flow out again  He played tunes she hnew and tunes
that were strange, songs any one could tell came from 2
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long way off Some were lively Others were sweet and
snfintely sad Then he opened tus eyes and handed her
back the 1nstrument, showing her once more the way 1t
went

She learned finally to play with the patent steadiness of
her shootng  She wheezed out the hymns very well, and
slow measured preces ike “Nellie Gray™ She had no feel
g for shythm Whea she got imto pieces hhe * Lattde
Brown Jug® and “Run, Nigger, Run,” she stumbled and
tripped over her own notes  She was hopelessly lost 1
such dance tunes as “Hen Cachle’ Sweanng, with a
desperate mtent, she squeezed a random note here and
there from the accordian in an attempt to keep the pace,
unti} Lantry stopped her gently

*Py tec, 5o use to try sich as that no more Dogged 1f
you dan't double back on your own track Iike a run wild-
cat”

He accepted her pecubiar nmelessness at the slower
preces and they played them together with mutual saus.
facion  Through two springs and summers, into the scc-
ond autumn, Zeke or Thaddeus or Martha, walking down
the road to visit, heard the pair at ther music They came
on them stting 1 the breczeway or before the hearth fire,
absorbed 10 the magic of stung and wind
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In the second October after his wife’s death Lantry ran
2 few quarts of hquor from his cane-skimmengs He was
leaning over to put more fire under the wash pot that
formed the cooker of the small sull, when he found 1t sud
dealy impossible to breathe Piety discovered hum an hour
later on the sand, sull fighung for air He had torn open
bus shure and was clutching with one desperate hand at hus
broad hairy breast She thought her own breath would
stop

The viciousness of the heart attack alarmed Lantry, not
for humself, but for her Lying weakly at rest on tus bed
while she Jeft him a moment to fire the pot agam, so as
1ot to lose the charge, a picture came before hum of that
scrawny fearless figure marching through the scrub with.
out lum The blood pounded agan 1n fus throat Ths
Place of dark hammock, of swift brown river, of impene-
teable scrub, became more than ever alien and unfrieadly
He saw the vague dangers that had never matenalised
against um, swallowing her up, as he had seen an alligator
saize a fawn at the nver’s edge and drag it under There
was nothing he could quite put hus finger on, to be afrad
of for her, but he could not endure to leave her here alone
She would have to live with Martha, or Leep house for
widower Zeke ‘That was no Lfe for 2 woman

He saw 1 a new light the stupid Jacklin boy, Willy—
Sylvester’s cousin—who had come halfcourung Prety with-
out encouragement from euther father or daughter Willy
made a pretense of visiting his cousn, rowing across the

49
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niver to the scrub Then he walked up as of by acaident to
st mutely with the Lantrys  He was slow and strong, with
2 black forelock that hung between tus eyes

The next ume he came, when Lantry was recovered,
the older man welcomed him with unaccustomed hospi-
tality He talked to hum of crops, and finding that the
youth had always worked at umbening, turned amuably
10 a discussion of trees There was a rumour that a Pal
stka lumber company might buy cypress nghts along the
viver and put 10 crews to imber and raft  Lantry brought
cut the straw-covered demi john of his last whishey and
asked young Jackhn’s optnion on its flavour

“The youth said, *1 amn t much for 1t,” but he tipped up
the jug and took an obliging swallow “That's noble
hiquor, Mr Lantry,” he said earnestly

Lantry took a deep dnnk, wiped his mouth and beard,
set down the jug and started away

“I1 jest go on and visit with Marthy and Syl a whiles)”
he smd “I figger you young folks don't want no nter-
ferin’

Piety's puzzled eyes followed him as he walked across
the yard and out of the gate  When Lantry came home
agan, the moon rode hugh over the serub  The narrow
road was a silver nbbon He was half way home when
he met Piety and Willy He thought with sausfacuon
that st was a fine might for rourng Piety turned and
walked back with him and Willy went on alone

When they were out of heanng Lantry sud, “That's o
fine young feller Couldn’t gt you no nicer young feller *
‘The gurl did not speak * Honey, he done said ary thing
yit about you marrymn'?”

“Nary thing, Pa* She looked at lum astonished.

He took her thin arm and squeezed 1t playfully

¢He jest been courtin’, that 1t? Talkin’ sweet? Pumtun®
tys arm around you, or kissin', or sich as that?”
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Her deep lidded eyes were round Willy had spoken
two or three tumes after Lantry’s going, and then only
about the saw mull at Palatka He had not moved from
the spot where Lantry lefc him, unul she had suggested
that they walk down the road and meet her father He
had jumped up then like a hound told to come or go

‘Well, I be dogged!” Lantry spat violently imto the
myrtle bushes “I jest be dogged ™

He said no more that might Looking at bim 1n the
bright moonlight as they went up the lane to the house,
she could not read his eyes She went to bed 1n a daze
For the first ume she did not understand him The next
morning Lamiry paced the breezeway after breakfast and
did not go to lus work He waited untl she had finished
her straghtening of the cabin

Py tee! Come here”

She settled herself on the stoop while he walked back
and forth, his hands clasped behind him, his beard sunk
on lus chest

“You ever studied on gitetn’ marrted

“When Marthy marned Syl, I studied some on 1t No*
lately, ¥ aine”

“Willy's foolishly fond of you, Pytce” He glared at
her sternly “He jest don’t say much, 15 all auls hum, but
he’s ratin’ to gt you”

She blinked at him

“Would yotr have him, 1ffen he was to ask you?”

“I dunno I amn't studied none on at”

He paced up and down

“You like him a'nght, Py tee?”

“1 rechon I like him”

He took a fresh start

“Honey, you like to be powerful lonesome thouten no
young uns Don't you fancy a passel o” the leetle fellers?”

She laughed “I 't much for dandlin’ "em  Always
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*peared to me young uns don't love to be dandled Time
they gits some size to 'em, I likes 'em a'night”

The chill thought struck her that Lantry was loncly.
Perhaps he intended to move down with Martha, whose
family was begun  Perhaps he planned to go back where
he had come from, to the strange places where he had
learned the tunes he played and the songs he sung Her
throat tightened

She asked bluntly, “You fixin® to go off?”

He laid his hands on her shoulders, so that the pulse of
fus blood warmed them

He sad gently, ‘Not 1f T kin he’p 1t, Py tee 1 don’t aum
to leave you long as 1 has the say A man caint always
hep hisself when hut comes to gomn’ or to comum’ or to
dyi’”

She understood She nodded

He said, * A man o’ your own’s natural Seems like ever”
thing go along better when you do what’s natural ®

She asked, What you want I should do?”

“Nothin’ you don’t r'aly want to But f Willy swits
you, 1 say take him™

“He suits me good as ary feller, T reckon”

He held her shoulders an 1nstant longer, then turned
abruptly to his work

Willy came agan on Sunday evening, bringing a gmft
of bass from the nver The older man met him at the
gate They walked together back of the house and began
to dress the fish while the scales were moust

Lantry sad, ‘ Wally, mebbe you know, Py-tee thinks
nght smart o’ you.”

The youth flushed “I'm shore proud to hear at”

‘I don’t atm to ask you nothin® you got no fancy for
answenn’, but of she was willin’, would you care for
marryin’?"

*“Yes sir, I'd be mighty proud”
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“Well you jest say to her then, Py tee, you say, hat's all
fixed we should marry And you see what she has to say ™

‘T'l do that thing, Mr Lantry Much obliged”

Lantry called towards the house *Py tee, fetch a pan
for the fish Willy carried you” He set off for the road
He curned back “Willy, you be foolishly fond of her,
am’t you? You be rann’ for her?’

Young Jacklin shuffled his feet in the sand

‘I reckon, ssr ' Why, sho”

Lantry's uneasiness Ifted He went whistling to Mar
tha's When he returned, he found the matter arranged

“Py tee sad, ‘All night, then, * Willy greeted lum He
poked an sntimate finger 1n her nbs ¢ Didn t you, Py tec?

“That’s what I sad *

Lantry said, * That s fine”

‘The three sat 1n silence on the stoop

A month later Lantry fetched the preacher from Eureka
by rowboat Piety and Willy Jackhn were marned at
Martha's, with a few of the Wilson and Jacklin kun pres
ent from across the river  Abner and his wife came, bring
ing a gmift of a quarter of beef and a bolt of unbleached
muslin Abner was domng well with catle He and hus
wife were growmng stout and florrd wath prospenty
Martha had sewed new shifts and nightgowns and aprons
for her sister and had cooked a wedding supper of chichen
pilau and pound cake, served with clderberry wine  There
were no festivitres and the group broke up before dark
Willy and Piety walked back up the scrub road to the
Lantry cabin Lantry would stay a few days with Martha

‘Guve the young folks a chancet to git acquanted and
settle down to thewr reglar ways, he sad  Let "em see
do they figger on quarrellin’, then I hin come in and say
who's night

There was no quarreling Willy went slowly about the
work of the Lantry place, amuable and sileat. Lantry came

L.
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home a week later, as eager as a lost dog Picty looked
from her father to Willy and back agan, as though to
understand why Lantry had encouraged s inclusion 1n
the family She felt a detached affection for her husband,
but when he was out of her sight she seldom thought of
him ‘They had moved nto the wide bed with the high
mosquito bar that her father and mother had occupied
It seemed to her that she was picking up m the middle
something that had been nterrupted But if there was a
meaning she could not find 1t

Willy had a way of sleeping curled up like a dog, Ius
head deep 1n his chest, one arm over his face She awak-
ened one night after Lantry s return, when the hoot-owls
were crymng 1n the moonhght, and looked at the doubled
up figure breathing beside her  She thought that 1t smght
just as well be a dog cutled up 1n the bed for all the
difference 1t made to her, one way or the other A good
dog, that fetched and carnied as she told lum

With Willy s broad stupid back bent easily to the harder
tasks, Lantry felt a secret tnumph It was as though, with
his back to the wall, he had stood up to the forces that
beat against him and had defeated them A man s Iife was
not hus own, nor the time or manner of his dymg He
moved like a cedar chup on the breast of the nver hkea
chicken feather lifted by a high wind ‘The man felt,
securmg this safety for the child for whom he knew such
tenderness, stronger than the niver or the wind
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Laxntry'’s impatience with Willy Jacklin began two years
later when Prety’s boy was born It was as though 1a that
moment the man’s slow usefulness was ended He 1nfun
ated Lantry on the day of the buth Piety had mustaken
her time  When, alone 1n the house with his wife, a heavy
agony overtook her, Willy’s mimnd was unable to accept the
fact of her travail, since by the calendar it was not yet due
The woman paced the floor of the cabin, her small swol
len figure tectering grotesquely The man stood bewil
dered 1n the doorway, watching her kmfe struch progres
sions.

He ashed, What you figger als you, Py tee?

* Must be Im took, Willy I ant never been with nary
woman when she was took Il see kin I walk the paias
off

The man twisted his hands together, hus black forclock
shaggy between his eyes

Be it better?”

“Nary 2 mite”

Beads of sweat stood out on her temples

“What you figger 1d best do, Py tee?’

She must use her last breath, she thought, to order hum
to come or go

Go call Pa’

He went to the landing where Lantry was repanng a
boat, calling him from the ledge as he came towards hum.
Lantry made out the words Py-tecs atlin’,” and began
to run up the bluff with long reaching strades. He was at
the cabin ahead of Willy

55
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* Honey, what’s 1t Iike?”

She gripped his sleeve and described the hot pan that
swelled to the unbearable, held its crest, like 2 kettle about
to boil over, and then 1n time receded

“You're took, Py tee It were that a way with your Ma™
He sad over his shaulder, “She’s took, Willy” He felt
her hands They were numb and cold ‘You best lay
down and git you warm Hit don’t do to gt all froze up,
like ” He settled her on her bed and covered her with the
white spread *You kin quilt with the counterpanc *tl
ttme to git you undressed

He came to the door Willy stood as he had Ieft him
Lantry roared at him

“Great God, feller, don't stand there 2 battin’ your eyes
at me! Git to Doc Lonmer! Don't make no difference
what he’s doin’, carry him back herel”

Willy hesitated

“Take the mule and wagon?’

‘Ob, my God—hit'd take you all the dayl Fetch him
1n the rowboat!’

Willy turned away He had had ume to reach the edge
of the hickory ledge Lantry saw him coming back
towards the cabm  Willy called from the rear gate.

* Is the oar locks 1n the boat?”

Lantry's blood surged into hus head and pushed agamst
his temples  His face was violent, the color of old beef
His red beard glowed, the streaks of silver Like tongues of
white hot flame. His eyes were on fire He ran to the
farm-bell lashed to an esght foot post and tolled 1t wildly
It would bring Zeke and Martha from their half mile and
two mules away Martha would help Piety while he was
gone

He passed Willy at the gate :n a rush He was ke a
1ed bull ploughing furiously across time and space  Willy
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heard bum 1 a few moments, clanking the chan of the
rowboat, ratthng the oarlochs The oars dipped nomsly
mto the shallow water by the nver-bank Then, an 1p-
stant later, the deep whisper of the niver current engulfed
all sound

Lantry was gasping for breath when he landed Lo
mer at the foot of the bluff He hurnied hum to the cabun,
where the woman Jaboured with a child too braway for her
spate loms Willy crouched unhappily on s haunches
1 the yard, fipping a koife into the sand  Martha moved
quictly back and forth with hot towels Lantry weat mto
the bedroom

“Is 1t bad, honey?”

“Hit’s bad ”

The turtlelike Iids of her eyes were blue with pan
Lantry could not endure to ook at her He motstened
hus lips

“You afeered, Py tee?”

The small head moved a Ltide on the pillow.

“I am’t afeerd ”

“Kin you stand 17"

‘What don’t kill you, T figger you kin stand.”

He left the room preciptously Martha's square frame
passed lum  Her eyes narrowed

“You never had nary doctor for Ma mn the child-bed,”
she said with a rare bicterness “ You made pary viut to
me two years ago when my Cleve come, 'ul he were a
day two old Now the way you carnies on—"

He sad hoarsely, “She's so scrawny and so lectle”

The woman’s voce softened

“I know, Pa Hut's perfeckly pitecful ”

The sun set, dropping behind the ledge The full moon
rose over the scrub

Martha sard, “Hit'll be a bay, comin’ on the full moon.”
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Lorimer sad, “T'll be dogged 1f I see how you women-
folks figure the moon when 1t comes to birthin’ young uns.
Don't none of you go that high to get one™

Piety pressed her lips together, so that a sharp cry
slipped out only now and then agawnst her will Moon-
Iight filled the cabn The boy was born  Martha wrapped
the new Jacklin 1n old soft muslin Lorimer joined Zehe
and Willy 1n the kitchen  They ate cold rations and drank
cold coffee; stretched and laughed and chatted ‘The job
was done and they talked of other things Birth and
death were unimportant, being only a beginming and an
end

Lantry did not appear 1n the kitchen Lorimer, wiping
his mouth with the back of his hand, passed through the
main room on s way agamn to Piety He found Lantry
half<onscious on his bed

When he had eased the man, he sard, “Shame ro you,
Lantry Tryin' to get two treatments for the price of one
Ive got the noton to charge you double ”

Zeke sad, “He Iike to rowed the guts outen him, 1
rechon, the time he made a fetchin’ you™

‘Yes,” Martha sad shortly, “and railin® out at pore
Willy didn’t he'p him none, nesther  Willy says he like to
went crazy when he come askin’ hum was the oar locks to
the boat”

Willy offered muldly, “ Peared to me like "twere savin’
time to come ash, 'stead o gutin’ there and findin’ ’em
back to the house”

Lantry smuled weakly, rubbing the sore battleground
of hus breast

“I had no night to take on so, son Hit jest put me
a blaze to sec you standin’ stll ™

Lorimer said, “Another of them petsll finish you”

Lantry did not sec Prety’s baby until after sun up the
next morning Then he was able, holding to Willy's
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shoulder, to walk slowly mnto the bedroom, breathung as
though his breath were of spun glass Piety lay sull ex
hausted, her closed lids white over her eyes The child
slept beside her Above the wrinkled face the silky birth
hair was the red-brown of Lantrys The man slipped one
cautous finger into the diminuuve fist The woman
opened her eyes She smuled 2 httle

She sad fantly, ‘Reckon us kin make a s for
hum?*

*Shore kin Ten twelve yare, anyways, and then if we ve
done raised him night, he kin make 1t for us”

His deep laugh shook the bed

‘ What you fixin’ to name him, Py tee?’

Willy shuffled his feet near the head of the bed

‘I studied some on namun’ him “Lantry’,” she sud “Kan
call bum ‘Lant*”

“Lantry Jackhn,” he sud stowly

Prety spoke politely to her husband

‘ That st you, Willy?”

He twisted has black forelock

“Hit’s as good a name as ary other, I reckon

*Hi yuh, you Jeetle of’ Lant™ Lantry strohed the baby’s
stomach “Got you red har hike your grand-daddy, you
booger ™

A heat flowed through s body, through the woman, to
the child It was as though 1t belonged to hum and not
to Willy

He sad slowly, “Kin make him a livio’ all night, Py-tee,
if nothin’ don’t iwterfere. You got the say so fur, and
then you got no say at all”



vi

Lantry and his grandson Lant sat on a fallen log beside
the tumber tranl that wound through the upper swamp At
thetr backs the ledge of hammock sheered steeply against
the shy Piety was huntung squurrels 1n the hickories Be
low them 1n the swamp and on the nver sounded the
racket of timbening It was incredibly noisy after the years
of sience The Murkley Cypress Company had come up
the Ocklawaha eight years ago, in the year young Lant
was born Their presence still irked Lantry The blows
of axe on cypress struck on his ears with a sharpness
leener than sound He shook s bearded head impa-
uently Young Lant looked at him cunously

At eight years of age the boy had hus father's heavy
forelock that dropped between s eyes, but 1t was dark
red, like Lantry's His nech was long and thin and the
thich hur made hum top heavy  His head, wath 1ts red-
brown eyes staning lihe those of a deer, might have gone
on a twelve year body He was all head and eyes and
neck The spindling frame mught some day equal Lantry’s
1n height, but the massive bulk would not be there Some-
thing about the country to which the grandfather had
brought his blood to breed, pared down progeny to a
square jointed leanness Lant edged closer to the old man

“Le’s go yonder to the umbenin® and see hin we hetch
Pa workn’ on a jog board

“You set stll Your Ma won't know where to look for

™

us, ume she’s done huntin’
]
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“I got no mund to set sull,” the boy said belligerently.

He glared at Lantry and for an ostant the man glared
back at hum They were much alike and the two minds
met i mud-air, hike game cocks, and dashed But Lanuy
was gentler with us age upon hum,

After 2 moment his red lips parted through his beard 1n
a smile, and he said quietly, “Set night sull and Grand
daddy'll tell you about the up-country And about the
world”

“What's the world?”

The man rummated His eyes twinkled

“Well, son,” he said, *I amn’t never travelled no direction
but south But if so hi’s the same 10 tother directions,
why, all T got to say, the world's a tng place and a lot o’
people 1n 1’

The boy frowned blackly

“That ain't no tale Tell me about mggers”

The subject fasanated the chld, for there was only one
negro 1n the scrub, an ex slave o whom his master had
given land 1n Flonda The negro hept to himself in an
old honse

“Niggers,” Lantry said, “ss borned male and female, hike
squirrels and dogs and whate folks Niggers 1s all shades
¢ black and brown and yaller” He dosed his eyes, an
though recalling a picture  He sang softly

“Massa had a yaller gal,

Brought her from the South

She combed her har so very tight
She could not close her mosth.

Her head was like a coffee pot,
Her nose was like the spout
Her mouth was like the fireplace
Witk the ashes taken out”
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The child shouted with Jaughter

“That's ‘Git along down,” an't 16?”

“You got 1t night, son That’s the song” .

Lantry leaned hus back aganst a palmetto trunk, scratch-
1ng his shoulder blades

“T mind me of a blg buck nigger m North Caroliny, had
cne glass eye—"

He smiled to lumself The boy, watching hum raptly,
<1w the Ids droop, the bug head nod The old man had
fallen asleep Lant yumped angnly on a dry palmetto frond,
hoping 1t would rouse lum His grandfather infunated
hum Lantry went to sleep with a story half told He was
ignorant, too, of most of the things the boy wanted to
Lnow He had wanted to ask humn if squurrels could swim
He decided that his grandfather would only have sad,
“Blest 1f I know” He would ask hus Uncle Zeke Better,
he would remember to ask old man Paine, the mighty
hunter who lived across the scrub and brought them pres-
ents of bear meat and venrson

He walked 2 few cautious feet away from the sleeping
man His movement went unheard He wheeled like 2
yearling deer and ran down the trail towards the swamp
He piched a vantage po nt ligh on a cable trail He could
see the pull boat anchored with 1ron stakes on the oppo-
site side of the river He could see the company house
boat above Otter Landing The boat lay quet now, but
last Saturday, after dark, 1t had been bright with lights
and the sound of men singing and playing His father had
hived on the boat before the timbering came close to the
Lantry land

Through the dense upper swamp Lant thought he could
identsly a man driving 2 wedge 1nto a cypress as Willy
Jackhn His father’s hanging black forelock shook ke 2
horse’s mane with the force of the blows The nowse of



SOUTH MOON UNDER 63

the nmber outfit hummed 1n Lants ears He heard the
shouts of men above distant axes and crosscut saws The
drum on the pullboat chattered the gears ground and
creaked A steam whistle blew, the engine puffed and
chugged The great cypress began to fall Three hundred
feet away he saw a trembling 1 the dark canopy that
was the tree tops over the swamp There came a nipping,
as woody cells, inseparable for a century, were torn vio
lently one from another ‘The tree crashed, flattening every
thing 1n 1ts path, and the roar of the fall went hke a roll
of thunder through swamp and hammock and scrub
The boy thought there was a hush after the Jast echo, as
though the men waited before they began to tum and saw,
watching the tree like a great prone anmmal that might
a0t be entirely dead

When he was a man, he dectded, he would not umber
His father, hus father’s coustn Sylvester, and his Uncle Thad
deus had been tmbening since the year he was born They
seemed stuptd, puny creatures to him, to be fellng and
rafung the gants of the swamp He would raise catdle,
Iike his Uncle Abner, or become a hunter like old man
Paine, or make whiskey as his Uncle Zeke was dong
The thought of hunting rermnded him that he had not
heard his mother’s gun 1n some ime  He scrambled to hus
feet and wotted back over the trail  Piety, coming down
the hammock ledge towards her father, saw the boy mov-
g m, with a cunious air of rapt detachment, on a line
<onverging with hers

Lantry was suil asleep He looked old His muad sull
ran pursued down dark roadways ‘This, she thought, and
not the wear of ime on the bully body, had weakened
him  She felt concerned about hus frailty, as he had once
concerned himself with hers. She was small and scrawny,
as she had always been  But she felt within berself a rooted

-
-
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strength, like that of a small plant suching at the earth
with deep tentacles Betwcen her father and her son she
was strong and comforted

Lant’s eyes shone as his mother fished out squurrels from
the pockets of the man’s jacket she wore There were
ten The boy gathered the limp grey bodies together and
tip toed on bare feet to his grandfather He piled them on
the sleeping man's lap and agamnst hus breast When he
laid one on either side of Lantry s neck, the man wakened
with a start and leaped to hs feet, scattering dead squr-
rels like leaves Piety chuckled and the child shouted

* Dog take st,” Lantry saud, “I figgered F'd done woke up
1n a3 nest o’ varnunts”

The boy sobered

‘ Squuerels ss varmunts, an't they?”

“I reckon so 1 had 1t ght A nest o' varmunts 1s jest
what 'twas”

They laughed together The man and boy were friend-
ltest when the woman was with them A turbulent stream
flowed 1nto a quiet pond and another flowed out of it
One violence did not meet the other The boy carried the
squirrels against hus chest He went ahead of Piety and
Lantry Where the hammock met the clearing, he stopped
short He pointed with a stubby brown toe to fresh deer
tracks

“A doc and a fawn,’ he said excitedly *Ma, le's track
the boogers and you shoot ’em

The fawnyin the early fall, must be past the spotted stage
and at its best for eating Piety turned to Lantry

“Rechon hut's ary use to try and foller? I ain’t much
for trackin’”

“The boy’s a ﬁnc xrachr," he sad indulgently “Le’s
go a piece, anyways”

The trail led in plain sight along the edge of the clear-
sng, across the road and nto the scrub  Piety hung the
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squirrels 1 the crotch of a tree ‘They crept slong 1n sin
gle flle Lant led the way, ponting out the tracks They
went a long way 10to the scrub It was the farthest erther
Piety or Lantry had come on foot

The trees grew thickly, hike trees in a dream, and there
were no shadows, because all the scrub was shadow The
scrub was unreal They had left behind the road, the
hammock and the niver Human Iife was left behund, and
human safety Nothing was here but thin pines and
blackjacks, with scrub palmettos thuck and hindermg
underncath They could scarcely walk for the low growth
Prety could sce no further track, but the boy nsisted 1t
was plan Where the underbrush was thuckest they heard
once the fant whur of a ratder All three stood breath
less for a long ime. At last the boy, shaking himself free
from hus mother s hand on lus shoulder, pointed a cautious
foot ahead There was no further sound The snake had
shpped away

The tral led wto the rough, a patch of ground that
had been lately burned, and the fire put out by rans. The
area here was as the scrub had been 1n front of Lantry s
deaning when he first moved from across the niver The
new growth was low and tangled, matted with stumps and
burned trees Because the stup was narrow, the three
contnued across 1t It led mto old scrub, scrub whose
tall pmes were beat by the storm of 71 The pnes grew
openly, with stretches carpeted with coarse grass, dotted
with the grey green of sweet myrtle bushes, of roscrnary
and sea myrtle.

The doe and fawn were here, bedding  The doc leaped
up ahead of them The fawn lurched to 1ts feet and turned
immense wondering eyes, FPiety cocked her gun and
levelled 1t, excrted her strength to pull the suff tigger
She was slow The fawn and doc were gone

The child weat 1nto a rage He stamped his foot on the
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ground like an mfunated bull yearling He spat, as he
had seen Lamry do His red brown eyes glared at hus
mother He seized the heavy gun from her hands and
tried to put 1t to his shoulder to fire n the direction of the
deer’s retreat He could not lift st. He stared at st His
fury subsided as quickly as it had come

Lantry sad gently, “Never you mund, son Grand-
daddy'll git you a leetle gun you hin tote and shoot all by
yourself "

‘The child nodded “Then I kin trail alone™

They turned to go home They walked silently for half
« rmile, each with his own thoughts The child was 1a the
rear, following without attention, hus head poked forward
on his long neck Lantry halted

“Py tee,” he said 1n a low voice, “this amn'’t night”

She looked at him, her hand half over her mouth

“I cain’t never find my way here, Pa,” she sud “I fig-
gered you knowed the way”

‘I figgered o too  But I ain’t never been much in these
parts I got no hankern’ to be 1 the scrub no time  Le’s
try up here a ways, see 11n we ht us a tral back ™

They went farther The scrub deepened They were
lost Lantry mopped his forehead with his bandana
Prety took out her snuff box from her blouse and hipped
a pinch for encouragement

Lantry sud, “No use, daughter, I got nary 1dee w here
were at”

The child jerked humself out of his reventes

Youall fixin’ to go home?” he asked abruptly

* Seon’s we hin find the way,” Lantry answered,

Lant craned his neck

He sad, “Laft me up so's T kin see™

He pointed from Lantry’s shoulder

“Yyonder’s the nver,” he said
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He set out ahead of them The man and woman looked
at each other,

DPrety asked, “Reckon he hnow?”

Lantry sud, ‘How Lin he know!*

But the erght year-old back ahead of them had a surety
that drew them One way was as good now as another
In a brief time they came out on the road that marked
scrub from hammock They could hear fandy the sounds
of the timbering ‘They had been near home all the ume
The boy turned to the night, stding brusquely

‘Son,” Lantry called, “how come you 1o know the .y ?*

The boy pomted to the nidge at his left

“Why,” he sad 1mpatiently, I could see the tops o’ them
big trees yonder Them s hickories  Aun’t none © them 1
the scrub  Awmn'c hichonies nowhere exscusin’ night along
above the niver

They retrieved their squurels and approached the clear-
g They saw three women and some children waiting
for them on the stoop Martha came down the fenced in
lane to meet them Behund her were Thaddeus’ wife and
Zeke's wife, Luly Zehe had marned Dan Wilson's widow
He was a gentle step-father to her girl-chld, Kezzy

Lulu had not been friendly after she married Zeke Prety
and Lantry had not seen the girl 1n some months Kezzy
was ten years old, with a mudk white skin, great black eyes
and smooth black hair that hung aver her shoulders n
suff brads  She was squarebuilt and quer Piety was
struck at once with her resernblance to some one she had
Iénnwn and lked Lantry studied the child, stroking hus

eard

“Lemme see—Anme Wilson were aunt to thus gal young
un. That nght, Lulu?”

Lulu sud, pumly belhgerent, “Annie were Dan’s sister,
all nght Her and Dan’s burted side by side right now I
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were always proud Dan never had none of Annie’s crazy
ways’

"};\nmc ‘Wilson were a fine woman,” Lantry sud quetly

He turned to us daughter Martha

“What you women folks studyin’ about? Clustered on
my stoop like hens with your biddies”

Martha smiled, smoothing back her sandy harr She
laid a band on the shoulder of her oldest hving chuld, the
boy Cleve He was ten, the age of Kezzy, a pasty faced
boy, sullen, mclined to a round puffiness Four younger
guls twisted therr hands mto the woman's full calico
skt

‘Well, Pa,” she answered him, “We been wonderin’
wasn’t you goin’ to start Lant 1n to the school this year
If you was, we figgered couldn’t we git you all to tote the
hull mess o’ young uns acrost the river in the rowboat ”

Lantry said, “We been talkin’ about 1t I been learnin®
hum since he were six  He do pretty good now at the read
i’ I rechon tamn’t the same as reglar schooln’, though®

Lant said, “I can’t go to school I'm fixin’ to hunt this
winter ”

The man stroked the boy’s head and studied him
thoughtfully Piety could not endure to have the boy all
day across the river, siting unwilling at desk and bench

‘Hell perfeckly hate 1t,” she sad *You jest as good
to put a wild cat to the books™

The boy Cleve grinned, exposing his gums

“He'll be a varmint shore, 1f you don’t learn hum some-
thin’ more’n runmin’ 1n the scrub

Lantry sud, * We got 1t to do, Py tee” He nodded at
the women “Leave us know the day school 1s due to
commence Have all the young uns 1s to go, at the Landin®
soon of a morni® Py tee and me between us hin tote ‘em
and fetch ‘em back agm”

Relieved, they talked a while of the timbening, of fall
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crops and hogs, then took therr leave The gil Kezzy
passed close to Lant

She satd 1n a low vorce, “You won't hate 1t the least bit,
ume you git used to 1t”

Lantry watched after her, smuling

He nodded to Prety, * She shore favors her aunt Annie™

Suddenly Piety was watchuing again a big man and
woman, scuffing sand in the dance, fat wood torches
flickered and she was siting close to Annie Wilson, hear
mg the rich laugh, smelling the sweet musk of the big
sweating body When the stoop under her took shape
agamn, her eyes came to rest on the boy His head was
thrown back like a deet’s at sound of the dogs His nos
tuls quivered He glared imparually at her, at Lantry,
and 1n the direction of his hin plodding down the lane

“I be dogged,” he said, “sf I aum to mess up with no
school no longer'n I have to.”
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T two years of school on which Lantry insisted, passed
for the boy Lant mn a dall torment By the spring i which
he was tea years old, he had learned to read and write and
to figure enough to make change 1 money He had
learned as well to pass the brief winter sesstons i the
unresssting aloofness of a caged ammal that has found
there 15 no escape

‘The second year was over and done with On an after-
noon m Apnl he followed Kezzy and his cousins out of
the schoolhouse and down the road through the pmey-
woods to the nver landing where hus mother wated for
them with the rowboat The gl of twelve hummed under
her breath Cleve was hilartous and chased the smaller
children around the pine trees Lant was preoccupied

He was thinking about squirrels He had thought about
them a great deal He could tel] young squirrels from old
ones and females from males There were squirrels 10
between that were neither male nor female Old man Patne
the hunter said 1t was to keep off too much fightng The
male squurrels were fighting naw, for they were maung
That mormng, coming through the hammock, he had
s=cn one big grey male attacked by three They had bated
bim one at a ume, while the female watched brighteyed
from a erotch

He had long wondered whether squirrels could swim;
whether they could swim across the fierce sweep of the
rwver current Now, as the children settled themselves 1n
the rawboat and Piety picked up the oars to swing out 1nto

i
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the niver, he saw that a grey cat squirrel was rocking back
and forth on the trunk of a palm, poising to jump nto the
water ‘The palmetto was fifty feet high and curved m
almost as sharp an arc as a sapling trap The bent top
leaned part way across the river ‘The woman settled to
her rowmg  The squurrel leaped  His jump, with hus tad
spread behnd him, carried him more than half way across
the stream  He paddled madly the rest of the way to the
east shore and was out of sight with a whisk The boy
grunted to himself

“Kan swim Like Hell,” he sard under his breath with sat-
isfacnon

Kezzy asked, * What you see now?”

He frowned and dabbled lus fingers indifferently over
the side of the boat

“Jest a ol’ squirrel ”

Piety said, “You young uns has got all your books and
sich T best to carry you thu the creek ”

Kezzy sad, Tis a sight closer, Aunt Py tee, but I hates
10 see you pohin’ thu sich a thick place Leave Cleve take
the boat thu the swamp” She added, looking at him,
“You big ol lazy, you”

He grinned at her but did not repeat her offer

At the entrance to the creek the woman Jad down her
oars and stood up m the stern to pole The channel par
rowed 1 the swamp It doubled back on itself, winding
about obstructions of rotted stumps and fallen logs It was
gloomy; almost without hight The boat slipped under the
arching growth like a waterbug ‘The boy Lant drew a
deep breath He reached for a leaf of fleamyrtle and
crushed its sprced sweetness agamst his nose He leaned
hus cheek against the board seat so that he might peer 1ato
the ends of hollow logs for a mght of hidden alligator or
corled moccamn

The creck spread flat 20d shallow in the overhanging
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swamp Piety poled the boat between cypress hnees The
children jumped out on hummocks of dark much Prety
tied the boat to a cypress and laid the gars behind 2 clump
of bushes Lant gathered 2 handful of twigs and crouched
a step at a time along the swamp edge He drew 1n hus
breath and let 1t out again with a puff, hurling his sucks i
the water A gurgle sounded above the npples he had
made, and a wider ning spread across the brown water.
Cleve called after him

“What yon chunkin’ sncks at?”

“Leetle ol’ *gator ”

“More’n likely a catfish,” the older boy sad. >

Lant shook his head :

“I seed hus big ol eyes”

He cut up the steep ledge at an angle from the others,
following a narrow tral among the lLive-oaks and hichortes
and magnolias The Apnl sunlight, so fercely student 1a
the open, was defeated by the dark hammock and filtered
1n thin patches to the ground The earth here was cool
Ferns were motst and sweet scented and fungus sprouted,
sometumes 1n alabaster sprays like uncarthly flowers He
broke one off, smelled of its loamy must, touched hus
tongue to the stem, splintered Iike crystal; remembered old
man Pane’s warming against possonous herbs and threw
it down

From the north the sound of the umbering came fantly
The crews had passed the Lantry land and were working
beyond Zeke Lantry’s homestead ‘Thad Lantry and Willy
and Sylvester Jacklm sull worked with them There
sounded the dull clang of wedges beng drven  Then
the boy heard the muffled crash of a tree From the thick-
ness of the sound he judged 1t to have been a dead fall,
taking the top of another tree with 1t He reached the top
of the ndge, where the hammock broke abruptly 1nto the
Lantry cleanng  Piety and Cleve and Kezzy and the small
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chddren were entering the field below um Ahead, he
saw Lantry s tall form moving about the yard

He was suddenly consaous that wnstead of the renewed
activity that usually followed a feeling, there had been a
silence Now he heard one man “Halloo-0-0-0, and an
other take up the ery The steam whistle on the pull-boat
burst mto a long drawn scream Piety cupped her mouth
with her small hands and called shnlly across the field

Lant! You go see what’s the matter »

He dropped his books on the sand and Joped dowsn
through the hammock towards the timbering  He had run
half a mile when he heard the voices of men come close
On the trail he met hus uncles, Thaddeus and Sylvester,
and two of the pmev woods Jacklins They were carrying
among them a large bundle wrapped i their clothing
‘Thad was naked to hts waist, white skinned and thin  His
blue work shurt with one sleeve danghng held the bundle
under the middle Blood soaled through 1t as from fresh
venuson 1t a sack The men looked at one another

Thad said, “Son, you jest as good to know now, ht’s your
daddy

The boy blinked He remembered the heavy crash of
cypress

*Was 1t hum caught in the dead fall?”

‘It were lum”

The men Jud the bundle on the ground Thad wiped
the sweat from s throat, passed hus hand down the hol
low between his ribs, leaving a streak of grime, shook hus
hand, so that small drops spattered o 2 palmetro frond by
the trail

One of the Jacklins sud, “I never figgered Willy na big
Lund of a man, but the pore feller’s as heavy totin’ as a
buck 1n the scrub®

Another sad, *Ir'll pussle us to git him home.

The boy stared at the bundle Syl Jackhlin Joohed at hum
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He were slow, son,” he said solemnly * Cousin Wily
were always slow Hit don’t do to be slow too clost to no
d=ad fall’

Lant ashed slowly, “Is he done dead?’

Thad sad, If we hadnt of knowed ‘twas Willy was
there, nobody wouldn t never of knowed who ‘twas, after
He spat to the side of the tral ‘Son, I don ¢ know what
Py tee kin do abou a fitten buryin’ They jest ain't enough
o Willy to fix mee m the cofin Les go, boys

They Iifted the bundle by 1ts four corners ‘The boy fol-
lowed behind  Has stomach hurt im  He remembered his
father, slow and quiet, with his black forelock between
his eyes He tried to mmagine a man smashed by a dead-
fall, he would be flat, Jike smoked mullet He could make
the two pictures of his father but he could not fit them
together

He ran ahead of the men to open gates for them into
the cleaning They passed through the garden mto the
yard  His mother walked slowly towards them, twisting
her apron between her hands Lantry stood by a chair on
the breezeway, holding to its back

Willy?* she ashed

‘Thad nodded

* Tahe him 1 to the bed,” she sud

Lantry watched after them, trembling as they passed
him In the bedroom the men hesitated

Sylvester sard, “Better git a o’ quult to lay under—-

The woman suid, “The mattress don’t matter  Hu’s jest
corn shucks.”

Lantry came to the doorway, leaning heavily agaunst the
frame

How come it to happen?” he asked

“The pore feller were slow, Pa,” Thaddeus sad *He
someway wa'n't paym’ no mmd when the tree were
throwed”
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The blood 1 Lantry's face grew purple His templs
pulsed

“God damn lus sorry hude)” he said hoarsely

The men rased from thur disposing of the lacerated
mass on the bed They gaped at lum

“Hits jest like the fool to make 2 pore widder woman
o' Py tee before her ime  He's a no account white man,
dead or alive—-"

Hus breath grew short He choked He put one hand to
Lus throat and dawed at huis windpipe  Piety left the side
of the bed and came to him

‘Pa—youre gitun yourself 1 a turnble fix *

Lant, by the window, saw that she was more concerned
for the Living man than for the dead She led hum to Jus
bed and loosened hus sturt The three Jacklins talked to
gether 1n the bedroom  Sylvester came alone to the
Woman

‘Pytee,” he suid, “ well jest go on and take Willy acrosc
the nyer for the buryin He flushed ‘A Jackho ant
beholden to nobody®

Lantry was fighting for breath The woman began to
pour whiskey a drop at a ume down his throat His mouth
was open, like a fish on a hne When hus throat was full,
the whishey began to tnchle out again  She called to her
brother

“Thad! You do whats nght about Willy I caint leave

3 He won't never come out of this un’

He nodded to the other men They passed through the
100m with the wet bundle Lant heard thewr voices m the
yard, then the movement of a mule and the sound of the
wagon ratthing down the road He moved across the room
to Lantry s bed ‘The man was black with agony A few
minutes before the end he drew a comfortable breath oz
two He knew that he was done for He clenched Prety s
wrist until 1t swelled 10 hus gup  He jerhed tus head to-
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wards the boy, bigeyed and whate of face at the foot of the
bed

He said hoarsely, “Hell look out for you, Py tee * He
gasped * This place—suit lum  He kin make a ltvin’ here
—somehow ”

He dosed his eyes His chin sagged, spreading hus beard
on his chest Suddenly he reared bolt upright 1n the bed
Terror wiped out his pain  His red eyes rolled He fell
back on hus pillow A crafty expression came over the glaz
ng face He had, after everything, gotten safely away He
p]ungcd pantmg 1nto the cool dark retreat of dcath He

d over his shoulder 1o old p

“Run, you bastards, run!”

gz pt
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Sorrow twas ltke the wind It came m gusts, shaking
the woman She braced herself She closed her eyes agamst
the sight of the dead man His set features were aquiline,
the yellow of bee s wax above the streahed red beard Safe
from his fear, he looked noble and at peace Pain swept
across her m a gale. The decp idded eyes blinked She
shook her small head to be nd of her torment

Suddenly Piety remembered her son He had gone away
as Lantry fought for hus last breath She went across the
breczeway 1nto the kitchen He sat on a low bench before
the stove He was trembling as 2 frghtened puppy trem
bles She had not scen him afraid before Lantrys fear
was tangible 1n the moment of his dying, and a cold breath
had blown 1 on the boy from a distant land  She sat be
side hun  ‘The wood fire was almost out and she reached
across him for a stich of pine He handed her splinters to
mahe a blaze and after they had sat together a while hus
trembling stopped

A ltde after sunsct the front gate clicked and steps
sounded on the stoop Zeke Lantry and his step-daughter
Kezzy came 1nto the room and Piety went to meet them
Zehe took hus sister s hand gravely and walked with her to
look down at hus father The drake’stails fluttered on s
nech His pale blue eyes watered and he blew his nose He
had spilled fermented mash on s trousers and the odour
rose about him 1 a sour wave

‘I ran off a charge this evemn’,” he sud ‘I were jest
crossio’ the niver from the eutfit, jugs and all, when a raft

brd
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o' logs passed me and the men hollers to me Willy were
dead and Pa were dyin' Hut tahened me so I like to turned
the boat over”

She ashed, “Where’s Marthy and Lulu and Nelhe®”

“Marthy don't dast leave the house She sent word you
was havin’ trouble enough without she should take to the
child bed on you” He blew hus nose again “Sis, my Lulu
and Thad s Nellie, they right-out say they il not put foot
1n your house agan  They both got Jacklin blood and
they're saym’ mughty hard things about you and Pa I
say, Pa wa'n't husself, and you camn't hold a dyin® man’s
words agin hum T say, you done night lookin’ after him,
with Willy to where mortal hand couldn’t rasse to he’p
him  The dead’s dead, but the breath o' life 1s the breath
o Iife”

He cleared s throat, pulled out 2 plug of tobacco,
Jooked at 1t and shoved 1t hastly bach into his pocket

Kezzy ashed in a low voie, “Where's Lant, Aunt
Py tee?”

“To the kitchen The young un’s had a perfeck fnght.”

The girl walked away with her eyes averted from the
sight of Lantry She found Lant feeding the fire and strok-
g the head of Lantry’s small mongrel dog

“Hey, Lant™

“Hey, Kezzy.”

She went to him and put her hand on his shoulder, lean-
ing over hum so that her long smooth brawds hung agamst
his flat chest He shook away

“Gut them of’ black snakes outen my way,” he said

They langhed He drew a deep breath. He realized that
he was hungry.

“Kezzy,” he whispered, “don’t nobody eat no supper
when folhses die?”

“You ain't had nothin’?”

She was not famihar with the kitchen Her mother had
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discouraged mtimacy between the two famultes, through
jealousy that the Lantry land was plamly to pass to Prety
nstead of the sons But she foraged in the Jatchen safe
and fned the boy cold biscuuts and warmed squirrel meat
and nice together He ate ravenously She lit 2 kerosene
lamp and sat beside hum  Piety and Zele talked 1a low
tones 1n the front room

Zeke called to Kezzy and they went away Lant sat
alone 1 the hitchen untd he nodded ‘Through the door
way he could see hus mother sitting motionless A shaft of
lamphight lay across her pointed face and on the small
knotted hands He did not want to see his grandfather
again  He moved without sound mto his bedroom off the
breezeway, undressed as far as his underwear and got 1to
his bed  After a ume he heard his mother stir in the front
room ‘Then she too went to bed

‘The woman was dropping off to an unhappy slecp when
she heard a sound as of a small animal scuffling across the
floor The boy was at the side of her bed, sipping 10 under
the quult beside her It was like having a wooden box in
the bed, she thought The buttons on hus underwear were
hard against her arm and hus knces and elbows filled the
bed He was all bones and buttons He had not slept at
her side since she had weaned lum She felt with her
hand untl she found tus hard young hnuchles She
drov sed Towards morning she wakened and found that
he had shipped away

In the afternoon Willy Jacklin was buned on the west
side of the nver and Lantry was bured on the east Sev-
eral Lantry and Jackhin infants lay under the blackjack
oaks of Martha's clearing and her husband Sylvester had
given 2 grudging perrussion that for Piety's sake the ofd
mn should rest there too The preacher and most of the
famuly buned Willy Even Abner Lantry had chosen to
follow him Only Piety and Lant, Martha and her chil-
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dren, and Zeke and Thad saw the sand fall on Lantry’s
home made pne cofin  Martha was big with chld
and lefe the burying nervously as soon as it was ended
‘There was no ceremony Piety thought bitterly that her
father had come without the word of his fellows nto an
alien country and was gone the same way Zeke walked
with her and Lant down the road as far as hus place.

“Sis,” he asked, * you got money sufficient to do with?*

“I got money to do with for a whiles Willy were rale
good thataway He give me his loggin® wages, what
didn’t go for rations, and I got some hud out I'm gittin’
corn and swect pertatets m the ground soon’s I kin T am
to fatten hogs, come fall ”

“You always was a great un for corn and ’taters and
hogs If I remembers, yon always had your hogs so rotten
spoiled to where they'd lay up near the house all day, scaire
to go to rooun’ off a ways for fear they wouldn’t hear a
year o corn to drap”

She smiled a httle ¢ Well, Zeke, I makes mughty fine
hogs when the "gators'll leave em be”

Zeke sad to Lant, “You been wild as a jayird, sonm,
runmn’ the woods You belong to he’p your mammy
now

They went on ‘The boy's long arms dangled at hus sides.
His big head, poked forward on Ius neck, moved from
side to side, like a turtle’s He frowned, hus eyebrows meet-
g over the red brown eyes

“Ma,” he burst out, “I been studym’ Grandpa wa'nt no
farmer Nor he wa'n't no trapper nor no timberman
What did he do for a win’ m the up-country where he
come from?”

“He never did love to say, but he told me oncet ‘twere
makin® moonshune whiskey *

The boy nodded

“The revenooers gits after them fellers up 1 Caroliny,”
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he sud wisely “Grandpa done tol’ me they was rasm’
sand all the tme”

His eyes turned to her and held, steady as 2 good bead
on a target

What were he skeert of, here 1n Flonida?”

She hesitated

“1 don’t rightly know,” she faltered

‘You do too,” be sud ‘ You do too know.”

‘I reckon he'd had trouble "

“What kind o' trouble?”

‘If you got to know, she said desperately, “he kidled
Iim a feller and had to take out”

‘ Who was after um for killin’ the feller?”

‘I reckon the gov'mint,” she sad * Hit were a gov'mint
feller”

“Didn’t nobody never come up with him, did they?*

“Nobody never come up with lum here. He had 1t
always to figger on”

The boy nodded.

* That's what he was skeert of ”

He spat zestfully into the gallberry bushes by the road

‘T jest bet he had good reason, killin® that feller No-
body better never come messin’ up with me, neither,’ he
sad

Huis matunty startled her

*No, nor you'd better not go to gittin’ biggety nor lookin™

for a fuss 'Xour Grandpa pxckcd nary fuss mn his Ife”
L.t 1 1n ctafalen oo

He swung a moment on the gate bc[orc galloping after
ber up the lane to the house
* Ma,” he coaxzd her, * say now I amn’t got to go to school
ne more, come fall
“You got to learn somethin’,” she protested,
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to hus umbering and Zeke before he went to hus sull Since
the occasion was somehow extraordinary, Lant rowed
across the river and brought back Abner. Abner was flond
and pompous He had cattle ranging on both sides of the
niver

He said at once to his brothers, * You fellers buried the
of' man too shallow Hit don't do to dig a grave too shal-
low™

Zeke sad mildly, “We an’t had much practice, Ab™

They were digging a new grave for luck, throwing the
red gold sand agamnst the sun ‘Thaddeus rested on hus
shovel

“I don’t know as a six foot grave be needful,” he sad
“Four foot had orter do for ary man™

“Not for me, "twouldn’t,” Abner said “I aim to swell
up when I die”

Zeke and Thad were doing the work Abner strolled
off to poke the body of the dead hound with his foot

“On my side the niver,” he remarked, “some o the folks
was so foolishly fond o’ Pa they'd say this were a case o
dog-eat-dog”

They guffawed

Zeke saud, “Pa were all nght”

Prety sat near by with her hand over her mouth The
boy watched with his hands 1n his overall pochets, scuf
fling the sand with his bare toes

Abner said,  Why'n't you bury your dog?’

“He werent mine  He were Grandpa’s 1 got nothin’ to
do with him  Let the buzzards have lim "

‘Th'ow him out 2 ways then”

Lantry’s board coffin was moved and the new grave
filled 1n Abner turned to the boy

“You want you a rale good dag, son?”

“I wouldn't heer”



SOUTH MOON UNDER 85

‘The man pondered He never gave something for noth.
g

“I tell you, son I got nobody to look after my cattle
this side the river T got a pair o young dogs has got no
names, even You come git them dogs and learn ’em to
un cattle and you he p round up and brand and butcher,
and you're welcome to the dogs and a calf for your own™

Lant’s face was eager s eyes shone, as though sun-
hight moved swaftly across pools of cypress water He had
never had 2 dog of hus own

He sad, “Fll come with you and git 'em ™

His undles laughed at hus eagerness

“You'd git there quicker to swim the niver, Lent,” Thad-
deus saad

Picty watched him follow after Abner She went back
alone ta the cabin  When dush came, and the boy had not
returned, and the hoot-owls cried, she hated the sound. She
got out her accordion and played a hymn on 1t Her
throat swelled and she thought she mughe feel better 1f
she played something lLively She began to play “Double
Eagle” but she remembered Lantry playing it on the banjo
with hus head thrown back and she was obliged to put away
the accordion She sat with her hands folded 1n her lap,
rocking 1n the buckskin rocker, hpping a lude snuff She
thought of walling down the road to Martha

“*Twon’t be the last ume Il set alone,” she deaided, and
did not go She had no existence, she thought, outsde
these two males, the one living and the other dead

The boy returned after darh  She heard him talking
softly to the new dogs He was bedding them under the
Litchen, tymg them so they could not run away She
heard him go 1nto the kitchen and get cornbread to feed
them She heard them lapping water She strained her
cars for the words he was saying to them ‘The boy cme
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an the house and she laid out 2 cold supper for hum  She
stuffed crumbs of biscint 1n her mouth, watching his face

“Them s fine leetle fellers, he said ‘One’s black as a
mgger and one’s hind o' red like ™ He stirred sugar in his
cold coffee

“Ive done named ’em Red and Blach, Ma™

She was grateful to hum for telling her what he had
named the puppies

“Them’s fine names for dogs o sich colors,” she smd
with enthusiasm  “You couldn’t git you no better names
for a pair o’ dogs”
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‘Tue new puppies, Red and Black, barked with proper
feroatty, reanng agamst the slat fence  The horse hooves
commng south down the scrub road sounded nearer Piety
was 1 the back yard at the wash tubs and Lant went to
the front stoop to watch A grey horse, ndden by a
stranger, drew up at the gate at the foot of the lane Lant
could make out the girl Kezzy sitting the horse prmly
behind the rider She shipped down and opencd the gate
and the stranger dismounted and followed her.

‘Hey, Lant]” she called

‘Hey”

The horseman spoke cordually.

‘ Howdy, son”

‘ Howdy "

"The boy was braced, as though on a shppery bank.

‘ Where's Aunt Py tee? the gul asked

‘ Back at the pot™

“The man here’s loohin’ for Zeke,” she sad, hfung her
heavy eyebrows ar him as she passed

The boy's blood pounded in his throat The stranger
must be a revenuer, or, sent by the government, had
tracked his grandfather down at last He thought wuh
relief that they were three months too late for Lantry
Then panic swept across him agat  The man, of course,
was after Zele.

“What's your name, son?"

“Lantry Jachlin”

“You any kin to Zeke Lantry?”

87
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“He’s my uncle”

“Well, now,” the stranger sad, leaning forward, “you're
just the fellow I want to see  Your uncle Zeke's at his sull,
sso't he?”

The boy did not answer The man studied him It irked
tum to have Zeke’s family evade him  Zeke s step-daughter,
alone at the house, had claimed no knowledge of his where-
abouts Zeke had already made excuses to keep hum away
from the stll When Pryde bought whiskey of 2 moon-
shiner, he liked to know where to find him

‘*Come on, sonny Tell me where your Uncle Zehe 15
nght now Just point which way ”

The boy felt the cocrcion and threw his weight aganst
1t, hike a young bull calf aganst the tug of the halter His
eyes glared but he did not move or speak

‘111 just bet you don’t even hnow™

There was no trap quich enough for the boy’s 1nstnct
He turned quetly mto the house He returned behind
Kezzy and his mother Pryde had seated himself on the
stoop

' How-do, Ma'am My name’s Pryde ”

He asked hus questions

Piety sud, “No, T got no 1dee where Zeke mought be”

‘Fm the man buying that cane syrup of his” he said
“That syrup that makes 2 man feel so pnme” He winked
at her

She smd polutely, ‘ That so0?”

A slence fell, m which the squirrels could be heard
barking 1n the neighbouning hammock

At last Pryde sad, * Well, I'm mughty sorry to miss him
1 had business with hum *

Piety and Kezzy looked quuckly at each other It would
be a pity to lose trade for Zeke The stranger seemed all
night. Piety believed fum to be the man of whom Zche
bad spoken. Pryde was the name, all nght She wanted
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to tell hum to go down the road to Magnobia Landing and
to halloo across the river to Zeke, who would answer hun
from Taylor’s Dread  She was unable to do so Caution
dammed the words 1o her throat

At last she sad questioningly, “If you was to carc to
state your business now? If you was to say what all you
wants o' Zeke, mought be 1 could find him and tell bum»

It was the best Pryde could do

He sad bluntly, ¢ Yes, 11l state my busiess Tell Zele
10 put a barrel of whiskey on the Mary when she comes
down Wednesday Here’s some tags to use Sce, Flonda
Cane Syrup, addressed to the Southern Wholesale Grocery
Company at Jacksonville Tell him to put one on the
barrel and to sent 2 barrel every Wednesday untl T tell
hun different”

The woman and the gl and boy blinked at hum  The
stranger turned away

Picty sud, spealung muldly after the vamshing back,
“Mought be a good 1dee to smear a leetle rale syrup around
the edge o' the barrel head, like the yuice were leakin® a
mute”

Pryde said over his shoulder, ‘I don't care what he does
10 the barrel head, as long as the barrel gets on the boat™

He mounted his horse and thumped off Pty turned
the tags over 10 her hand

She sad, “Reckon we better go tell Zeke. Mought make
;lu difference, setun’ up more mash, mebbe I git me a

o

She bLfted the wide hat of woven palmetto strands over
her head wuth a suff gesture, bringing 1t down to sit high
on her small head. The three walhed across the deanng
and down the hammocl. ledge to the open nver landing
Piety took up the oars

“11l raw dawn stream,” she sud, “and you young tas
¥un spell me off rowin’ back.”
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The rowboat moved rapidly The river scemed to stand
still while the banks shipped past Here and there the
tangled lushness bared to dry hammock with saw pal
mettos visible, and yellow sand Sometmes there was
a break both 1n swamp and hammock, and broom sage
and brier berrtes grew to the edge of the water No one
could have found the entrance to Taylor s Dread who did
not Faow the landmarks Hoop skurt, the big cypress, on
one side and on the other a dead grey magnoha The
nver here had the trick of sending a drbbling thread of
current through a slice of manland making 1n effect an
1sland  Yet between island and mamland the dividing
creel. was so tortuous and so shallow, that a stranger would
have called the island swamp Part way m, the channel
merged hopelessly with swamp

I am ¢t been here 1n a good whiles Prety sasd I caint
foller these creehs

The gl smd I cant foller em

The boy pomnted to an eddy under an overhanging
swamp laurel

Yonder tis
Thats it hezzy agreed Last time we come Zele
cut a limb there to stung fish

Picty swung with relief through the dimly marl ed open
ing Black rattan twisted about ash trees, scraped the
boatsides as they shid through At times 1t seemed as
though they must be agun mistaken 1n the channel for
there would come an obstruction  But a submerged log
that looked solid would yield to the pole a tangle of wild
rose briers would open at the last mnstant so that lowenng
their bodies flat to the boat, they could pass through A
quarter of a mile 10 there came to their noses the sour
sweetness of fermenting mash ‘They were opposite the
stll Piety spobe 3n a low voice, questioningly

“Zele?”
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The answer, as low, came starthngly at their elbotws
They had been seen and heard Zeke squatted behund 2
clump of palmettos

“Py tee?’

‘The woman turned the bow of the boat between cypress
Lnees Kezzy and the boy chmbed out, drawing the boat
high Puety followed Zehe stood up

“Hy, folkses”

Piety ashed, * Where’s Lulu?”

He jerhed hus head

“Yonder”

He was gathening an armful of ash wood for hus fire.
‘They piched their way through the swamp to the sull,
Lulu was there, tending the pot She spoke curtly to
Pty A pile of bricks and two large sheets of copper
stood at one side Zehe planned to buld a larger outfit
now that business was good There was a demand, even
at town bars, for good strong corn hiquor Piety gave him
the message from Pryde She descnibed the vistor  Zeke
nodde

‘ That's lam, a'nght That's Pryde”

Kezzy said anxously, ‘I jest dida’t know what to do
when he come to the house. All I could study on, was,
leave Aunt Py tee talh to him™

Zehe said amuably, ¢ You both done jest night. I jest as
Lief he not come nosin® around here”

The boy was prowlng around the wooden barrels of
mash He stood on tiptoe and surred one with the long
paddle standing there

‘You git out o there, Lant!" Piety spoke sharply.
‘You'll spile your Uncle Zeke’s buck

“That un am’t hardly buck yit, Py-tee Hut's slow, like.
Hit am’t made a cap yit and hit’s *most due to run.”

“Hi’s been cold, mughts” Lulu sad.

“That’s about it
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Zehe dipped a gourd n one of the barrels of seething

mash
You want some o the beer, Lulu? How bout you,
Py tee?

They refused He gave a drnk to the boy, hus face i
echipse behind the gourd They laughed at him  Zehe tool
the gourd and drank deeply

They got no call to laugh at us son  he said to Lant

Us knows whats good He wiped the foam from hus
mouth I declare this be the healthiest stuff to drnk
How come me to drinh 1t hits a pure nuisance to tote
nver water  And theys a taste to the ereeh water I jest
someways caint love T tried the buck one day I were
thusty and felt fund o porely and 1t done me good

The 1sland was cool and dushy The sunlight lay Like
lace under the palms and cypresses The blacl moust earth
smelled of leaf mould Wild yellow cannas and blue ies
bloomed around the braclish pools The pot boled,
gurgling as 1t began  Its steam passed through a pipe and
through copper coils submerged in water The d suilate
began to drp slowly from a copper spout The Lantrys
leaned their bachs agmnst tree trunhs and fell 1de and
slent The boy climbed a tall sweet gum and gathered a
handful of the balts to play with He seatled himself 1n 2
high crotch where Fe could gl mpse the river on one side,
and on the other hi* undde Abner s cattle coming through
the swamp to dnnk

‘There was sudderly a commotion at the edge of the
creeh Lant cried from hi t eecrotch  Hogses!  and half
a dozen black shoats splashed through the swamp throw
ng the muck and rathng palm-=it> {ronds. They collided
wviolently with one another as they ~hiscovered the group of
humans and fell in a heap They were arurk  The boy
laughed shrlly from the sweet gum threwing bis prchly
balls Zehe shouted and lunged ar hem They taggured
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to ther feet and ran sideways, their ears flopping over
hazed eyes He drave them back across the shallow water
of the creck They ran grunting to the piney woods be.
yond Prety and Kezzy and the boy langhed, but Zeke
was angry

“Dog take them shoatses o' Posey’s * He was out of
breath *They comes ever’ day a fillin’ thetr bellies with
my th'owed-out mash and gittn’ hog-drunk to go back
home agan  Ary fool could back-track ‘em here to the
stll T got a good 1dee to move my outfir”

“You feerd Posey Il call 1n the revenooers®” Plety asked

“Hell, no At no revenooers in these parts, Sis Im
sheert Posey'll come steal my whiskey ”

Piety chuckled and rose from the ground to go The boy
dambered down from the tree He ran ahead to chmb
1mn the boat and piched up the oars It would be a long
row aganst the current He settled down n hus usual
sifence, his eyes alert. On the way he mught see many
things, 2 buck crossing the miver, an otter’s smooth flat
niose lifted abos e the sinvous streak that was the swimming
body, always alligators and Poor Joes, and perhaps a
water turkey that at sight of them would drop from 1ts imb
as 1f shot, straight mto the depths of the niver

Kezzy said, “Leave me take 2 oar, Lamt”

*“I don't want no big ol girl rowin’ side o me,” he sud

On Wednesday Lant heard the Mary whistle as she
passed north and approached Two-Mile Landing above
Taylors Dread Zeke was there, he thought, leading hus
barrel of whishey with ts syrup label

*Sho,” he thought, ‘1 could tell the difference if T was
arevenooer Whiskey mahes a thin sound moving Syrup's
slow and thieh »

The barrel was not questioned, he deaded, for three
Wednesdays 1n succession ke heard the Mary whustle and
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no news came of trouble On a Monday the Mary went
south up the river as usual Soon after the last echo of the
engmes had been absorbed by the bends in the stream,
Lant heard hoof beats coming up the scrub road He
recognised Zeke, riding 2 bay mule, and ran to the gate
to meet lum Zeke was small and frightened on the big
ammal His pale blue eyes bulged and his mouth was
tremulous

‘Hit happened,” he smd “ You tell Py tee hut happened
I hnowed 1t were a risk  The last barrel busted its hoops
on the wharf at Jacksonwille Capn Turner’s mgger boy
th'owed me off a note 1 a bottle Cap'n done the best he
could for me He had to tell where the barrel was loaded,
but he let on like he didnt hnow my name I aim to stay
Ind out til I see what comes of 1t”

“Where you gomn’? the boy asked eagerly

“Son, I an’t telin’ nobody but my wife Lulu and her
Kezzy—and youall I ant even tellin’ Martha and Syl
nor Thad You tell your Ma IHl be at old man Paine’s,
and time she figgers they’s no more nisk, you come git me
word”

He hifted hus retas and the mule jerked forward

‘P'm jest dependin’ on you, son,” he called gravely over
hus shoulder

The bay mule jogged off The boy bolted up the lane
and 1nto the house to his mother He repeated breathlessly
us uncle’s message

‘I mean, oI’ Uncle Zeke 1s scairt,” he said

“He’s got reason,” she sard thoughtfully “But 1 some
ways don't figger no revenooers’l never gt fur into the
Dread”

“They’s nary man “tother side 0" the niver would tell 'em
the way to go? None o' Pa's hin what's mad at us?”

She shnlled indignandy at him

“You got you no sense? Don’t never leave me hear you
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say sich as that agan They’s nary Wilson nor Jacklin that
low-down and sorry, to turn a man up”

“Some of 'em’s night low-down,” he insisted,

That might he could scarcely sleep for excitement, Every
sound 1 the mghe struch quickly, like a blow Leaves fell
from the hive-vak on the shingles like fingers beng lud
on g latch When Red and Black, chained under the house,
changed postion 1n the sand, 1t was as though strange men
walked 1n the yard He was out of bed as soon as hus
mother 1n the morning, hurrying her at the stove He ate
hus breahfast 1 a deep absorption He did hus chores 1
2 careless hurry The woman heard him runmng down
the road toward Zeke's clearing

Lant slipped up to Zehe's back door He wanted to see
Kezzy Her mother sometimes sent lum curdy away
This time the girl herself came to the door, her square
hands dnpping with soap suds

‘Hey, Kezzy,” he whispered “Where's your Ma?’

She laughed

“She takened to the bed when the word come She’s
worse scairt than Zeke I an’t scamt T jest got 2 fechn®
nothin’ won't come of 1t *

He stepped 1nto the doorway besde her For all hus
gangling length at ten, the girl at twelve was sull 2 head
taller He stood on tptoe to whisper in her ear

“‘Did ol’ Zeke leave ary whiskey to the outfit?”

“Theee jugs, Ma sad”

He frowned importantly

* Kezzy, Unele Zeke done tol’ me to look out for things.
He sad he were dependin’ on me  How 'bout me and you
gota’ ;n the boat and gitun’ out that whiskey, if them
£oV'runt cat birds gomn’ to come?”

She looked at him a moment  She took off her gingham
apron, tossed 1t jnto the kichen behuind her and went with
hum without speaking  Her dark eyes shone. They watked =
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flat footed and silent until they were out of Lulu's hear-
ing, then scurned for the road They ran most of the
half mile

Piety saw the pair cutting across the far corner of the
Lantry clearing It was not like Kezzy to come so close
and not say “Howdy ” The woman went to the fence and
called to them 'They stopped in therr tracks She could
see them questoning each other Finally they walked
slowly towards her Kezzy looked sheepish The bev faced
hts mother boldly

She scolded, “You jest better come when I call I want
to know what all you young uns are up to™

Kezzy did not speal.

“We're gomn’,” the boy said, “no matter what you say»
We're gon’ to git out Uncle Zeke's jugs o° whishey”

The woman was silent

“You study about 1t right on,” he said belhgerently

“The way Im studymn,” she said, ‘ hut's the thing to do-
I been thinkin’, mought be he had axes and sich could be
proved was his”

“You got good sensc sometimes, Ma,” he said approv-
mngly

The woman and girl laughed together at hum

‘11t go along,” Piety smd “You young uns can’t hft
them jugs™

The rowboat was at the open landing Paddhing with the
swift current, the boy reached the entrance to the Dread 1n
A few minutes It was hard poling through the creek chan-
nel and he could only go slowly His high thin cheek-
bones were wet with sweat  All three felt hurned They
plunged across the swamp to the abandoned sull It stood
bleak and cold ‘The mash had been ready to run the day
before and was now flat  Zeke’s axe lay 1n plain sight with
{us 1mtsals burned 1n the handle  Kezzy ran with 1t to the
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boat The woman made three trips with the five gallon
derm johns of hquor They were heavy for her and at the
creck edge she drepped the third jug It struck a stump as
1t shipped and the crash reverberated back and forth acress
the Dread It frightened them They shivered 1n the dark
swamp

‘Gt the boat goin’,” the woman said nerveusly “We're
fixin’ to git caught ourselves *

Out of the swamp and on the open niver, Lant allowed
Kezzy to take one of the oars Prety sat in the stern seat,
her long full skut spread out around her, covenng the
two jugs underneath The boy tooh his thoughts from
the swamp and nver to watch hus mother’s small face,
drawn with her fear Half way home, the chugging of a
motor sounded down the current A small launch swung
suddenly around a bend and passed close to them

Two strangers on board eyed them casually, nodded to
the woman, the gul and the boy, and were gone, leaving a
wake that rocked the light rowboat The boy and gl
continued to row, not danng to looh at each other The
woman’s thin bips were dry ‘They heard the launch stop
at Two-Mile Landing The boy thought his heart would
burst against hus nbs Safe at the niver-bank at the Lantry
landing, he spoke

“Reckon we hin tote them jugs up the ledge?”

The woman shook her head

“Hide "em under the palmetters and lay moss and trash
on top™

They walked 1n single file up through the hammoch

Kezzy said, “I best be gittin’ on bach to Ma  She'll be
rann'™ She was subdued, but her mouth twitched as she
left them  “You Muster Lant, you,” she sad drly, “next
tme you git 2 1dee you jest heep 1t'

Picty sat down weakly in the breezeway ‘The boy sat
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beside her, kucking tus heels aganst the steps He had set
out proud and bold Now he felt hmp and half sick Prety
dipped herself 2 drink of water.

“A ruckus like this takes the starch outen you,” she said

“Ma,” he asked, “what happens if them gov'munt buz-
zards cold-out etches a feller?”

She blinked her turtle lItdded eyes and shook her head

“Jest amn't no tellin’”

They passed a weeh of torment Kezzy did not come
to the house They were trying to make up ther rmunds
to walk down to see her, braving Luly, when Cleve Jack-
In, who had been wisiting his Uncle Abner across the
river, brought Piety a note from hum Phrased discreetly,
1t passed the word that the revenue agents had come and
gone They had questioned half the men at Eureka No
one had heard of any moonshomng on the nver The
teventers had tred to find the outfit, working back from
‘Two-Mile Landing, but the swamp had been too much
for them It was safe for Zeke to come home again Prety
mught know her brother’s whereabouts, Abner did not
Cleve stood gossiping with his aunt  The boy Lant slipped
away

When Cleve had gone, Prety found Lant s2ddling the
mule Red and Black leaped about its heels

“I hin go tell Zele, can’t I?*

“Go ahead Kin you make Pat’s Island by mghe fall?”

‘ Yessum™

‘ You want to carry cold rations?”

‘ Better wrop up some biscuits ”

“What about your dogs? They’re rann’ to go, but it's
mughty fur for the leetle fellers”

“Call "em back, time Pm down the Jane™

He was gone, thin and bony on top of the mule, hus
elbows at angles

As he rode the long mules to old man Pane’s, the sand
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road shidowy under canopied prnes, a load lifted from
him The nver was safe, after 2ll, mtruders came, but they
went away, and swamp and hammoch and scrub were
safer  When he reached the tall yellow pines that hfted
Pat’s Island high above the dry scrub country, and found
Zele and old man Pame smohing and chating on th~
stoop, when they haded him like 2 grown man; when I~
spent the mght m 2 strange bed, with the smell of strange
walls and bedding abou* him, and when the old hunter
sud at daylight, “Boy, you spend a week o with re
Your mammy won't heer”, he forgot hus fears It wae as
though he had been away 1 a chill far land and had ccre
safe home again to the good scrub

Zele rode away to jom the umber creww  He was through
Xlth ‘shiung  The old man and the boy watched aster

m

Pame said, ¢ Zeke say you want to quit school and he'p
make a Lvin’ for your mammy I got a bait o’ trapses you
kin borry  You han trap all winter You got a fine place
for trappin’  You kin learn to shoot good and sell yemson
to them niver boats  Som, 111 lezrn you tricks about huntin®
and trappin® will open your eyes hike a mineday puppy.
I hnow the tnchs”

He pulled his stingy whishers and winked

“A young *coon for runmn’—but a ol’ *coon for cunnin’”
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Otp man Paine, suting on the Lantry stoop with Piety
and Lant, waved hus catfish whiskers over his chew of
tobacco

“Sun’s jest fixin’ to set over Simms’ ledge,” he sad

Lant sud, “Moon rise "bout a hour after sun tomght”

The old man nodded

‘ Finest kind o’ ume for the deer”

“Moon-down’s jest as good,” Lant said

Paine gave him a push with hus foot

“You leetle of’ shurt tail boy, you, settn’ there tellin® me
the tme to hunt How old you now, anyway?”

“Hes fourteen,” Piety answered defiantly “Yowd think
"he were a gmwcd man I declare I never hnowed a young
un so biggety "

The old hunter swerved to the boy’s defense  They had
become cronies, as close as the distance between them
allowed They visited back and forth several times a year
Pane had passed on to the boy his lore of scrub and ham-
mock  Much was only corroboration of what Lant had
guessed

‘Why, the boy’s nght,” he sad “He knows the deer
feeds on the moon, like most ary wild creeter Four umes
the deer feeds Surs or feeds Moon rise and moon-down,
and south moon-over and south moon under Come moon
ise, say, the deer’s done been sleepin’, am’t they? They
comes out about a hour *fore the moon They feeds 2
while and frolics a while™

“And blows,” Lant nterrupted.

we
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“And blows Or sets lullin’ around Or walls around
mbblin’ They fools around 2 good whiles” He spat from
the stoop “Hur's jest my 1dee,” he added, “favounn’ moon-
nse  Scem to me the deer’s hongner and more keerless
Jest Iike I enjoys my breakfast afore sun up the most of
ary meal™

“The best ime for deer,” Lant sad, “1s after two-three
days® rain

“You mughty night”

“Why's that®” Piety ashed

“Why, the deer won't sleep 1n the rain  Time the ram
stops, they beds down to sleep and you hun walk night up
on’em Many’s the ime I could of drug off a deer by the
scut, he'd be sleepn” that sound ”

“I never Lnowed that,” Prety sud

“Reckon not” Pame winhed at Lant “You an’t never
hved here 1n the scrub, Miss Pytce. You jest done been

ere,”

They laughed The old man dasped s hands behind
his head.

“What I love the most,” he said, “ss firehuntin’. Shippun’
along 1n the dark, with my ol’ fire-pan at the end of a pole
over my shoulder, and the fat wood splinters blazin’ away
—and then the hght shium’ sudden mn the ol' buck’s
eyes—

The boy hunched closer, breathless.

“~—and me balanan® the fire pole under my nght arm
and sy’ my nfle and takin® am betwixt them two
shimn’ eyes—"

The boy rubbed his bony knees. The old man spat
indifferently,

“—jest a puty,” he fimshed, “the moon™ be too bright
to fire hunt tonsght ”

The boy's face fll He gathered his lanky legs into
bus long arms, twitching 1 his cagerness
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“Le’s go jest at moon r1se, then,” he pled earnestly, “and
#ull us a deer 1 the Shanghm”

The old man, tormenting him, scemed to rurmnate

He said at last, ‘ Iffen you'll guarantee to hill lum*

‘11 kall im ”

Mind you do now You got 1t to do, now you got your
promuse out”

The boy ran for his gun and shells He shat a 12
gauge double barrelled hammer gun It was a heavy Bel
gian piece that must be cocked separately for the two
barrels, but he handled 1t well He was a better shot than
any of s uncles The dogs Red and Black sensed his ex
citement and jumped about him He pulled their ears
Red growled when the old man laid 2 hand on lum  Paety
apologised for the dog

‘Black’s right friendly,” she said, “but Red wan't even
let me tech lum That Reds a wild un Can’t nobody
but Lant much hum *

“They ate supper of cornbread, cold baked sweet potatoes,
white bacon and coffee  Prety had an won cook stove, but
she still used over 1ts open flame the Dutch ovens and
}ettles 1n which she and her mother had long done their
cooling on the hearth She offered white sugar and 2
bottle of Abner’s cane syrup to Pamne

“ Will you have long or short sweetemn™” she inquired
potitely

‘It take the long, Ma'am,” he said, pouring syrup 1n
his coffer cup “What a man’s raised on, seem to taste
better right on”

Prety said, “Don’t ask Lant here which un he want—
jest give lum one whopped on top of "tother "

The sun had set The kitchen 1n which they ate grew
ptack The stove and table and kitchen safe loomed
monstrous The faces were large and white The boy
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scemed to have only cheeks and eyes, for hus hair was one
with the ruddy dusk He and Pamne rose to go He
chained the dags so they could not follow Piety watched
after them 2 moment She would have Liked to go with
them through the soft might. She turned 1nto the house
Before the man and boy reached the sweet potato field
they heard the plaintive wheeze of her accordion maling
1ts faltering muste.

Pane led the way The boy felt proudly that he was
following a master The old man had hiled many hun
dreds of deer 1 his day, trailing and stalking, fire hunting
by mght, nhing’ a gun on a trail that led to a water hole,
gaugmg the proper height by the size of the tracks, so
th Ll o h amaTen manamed s hoeha b e oF
t . -

- - .

< . -
Crossing the scrub road that skirted an abandoned field,
Pane nudged the boy and pounted 1n the twilight to deer
tracks. A large buck bad fed twelve hours ago and had
come out this way

Hes Iikely layin up nght around here someeres,”
Painc whispered

They advanced slowly The old man was sure footed,
putung hus toe first to earth, so that of he stepped on 2
branch or twig that gave signs of crackling, he was ready
poised to withdraw Ius foot The boy was inherent],
awhward His body moved mn spasms under his impas
stoned control  Once, laying down hus foot on a dry
palmetto frond, he threw out his long arms to balanc~
himself agamnst the halted step He struck the boughs of
2 livecak They made the sound of a squurrel jumping
Lant held his breath unul the blood pounded agamst hus
ears. There was no answenng leap of startled game. He
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let out hus breath 1 2 puff and moved forward agan A
prickly pear yabbed its barbs through huis overalls He
made no sound

The scrub lay behind them  The buck would come from
the scrub tomght The moon rose as they reached the
potato field Lant pomnted to the vines, trampled and
caten ‘The man and boy moved an mnch at a hme The
buck had not come 1n

Pamne looked about lum apprasingly In the centre of
the field stood a tall slash pine The Jowest branches were
twelve fect from the ground The boy bad built 2 scaffold
among them Pame spoke aloud, but hghtly His voice
was no more than the str of one pmebough rubbing
against another

Well climb the tree, son, and wast for the scoundrel up
1 your Shanghay’

He hunched up the rough tree trunk, agile as an old
’possum The boy on tiptoe reached the guns up to him
and hunched after um They sat m the Shanghar ther
legs dangling The moon swung up over the scrub ‘The
hammock was blach velvet, but the field at their feet was
siver The sweet potato vines were siver grey There
was no wind Suddenly the hammock around the field
seemed to be faling down There was a crashing 1n the
underbrush then 2 thud thud where the buck had leaped
the fence He was among the potato vines

For a few moments he made no sound He may have
scented them faindy for he mndulged 1n a deer s mysterious
trich of standing still and stnking his hooves to make a
deceptive sound of runmng Then there came, when he
was satisfied as to hus surroundings, a soft rusthng ‘The
boy could not credit hus senses The buck was here, almost
under his feet, and be could not see hum  He had heard
of the things moonhght did to the bodics, but he could
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not have believed that a deer within twenty feet of tum
could clude us eyes Pamne eased huis gun higher

The rusthng moved farther away There was a breal
1 the hammock to the north, where the field joned the
rest of the Lantry cleaning ‘The boy saw a black outline
of antlers Lifted an instant agunst the bright mght He
fired blindly A snort sounded by the fence, there was
agan the thud of the fence leap, the buck s heels pounded
three or four times and he was gone Pame spoke 1n his
normal vorce

‘We jest as good to go home, son You won't see no
more deer tomght

Lant was sick with his chagnn

*Dog take 1t, I seed s o horns agin the fence top®

“Yes, and you fired too quick and too high > Pamne
spoke mildly I seed him when you shot, and your fire
plumb cleared huis head You got that to learn, shooun’ up
above thisa way You got to figger the same way shootin”
on top of 2 rise towards a valley You been used to shootin”
on a level Hu's the most natchel thing 1 the world,
over shootin® Ne’ mund, son, youll gu the hang of 1t ”
He chuckled I mean, the buck crashed thu like a lumber.
cart”

Lant considered himself a good shot It made hum ugly
to find there was sull much he did not knaw He did not
want to go home with Paine. He lagged behind

Pane sad, This ime o yare, a buck’s a night dark grey
color You'd of donc better to of wated You'd of got used
to him stirnn’ 1n the moonlight, and first thing, you'd of
seed hum clare

The boy stopped short  His heart beat violently If thar
were true, he could see the deer playing tonight 1n Twin
Sinks He had only been able to account for the mulutude
of tracks there by deading that the deer came 1n to frolic,
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He had intended to take old man Pamne with hum the
next time he went, but he was ashamed and wanted now
to go alone

He sud, “You go on, Uncle Frank 1 aim to lay for 2
rabbat *fore T comes ™

Paine thought he hoped to get another shot at a deer
He smiled to humself, nodded and went to the cabin  The
boy watched hum disappear and turned mto the mottled
half Light of the hammock

A bnght might made hatle change 1n the hammock
Where the sunhight was tawny, the moonlight was siver-
grey Sunbight or lLight or the ! e of sub
tropical stars no more than washed thinly through the live
oaks and magnolias A pillared canopy kept the earth black
and monst and cool The boy smelled the spice of crushed
fern as he walked Over its aroma lay the hghter odour
of palmetto bloom He divided them in his nostrils, the
one from the other The trail sometimes turned up the
sloping bluff, sometimes dipped without reason close to
the swamp The cypress men had perhaps made it so,
deviating this way or that to avord a fallen tree It was
fammihar by reason of a certan hickory here, a clump of
ash there, or a mere conunction of tree and shrub and
slope, the sum making something recognisable, as an assort-
ment of features makes a face

Lant kept the lower trail along the swamp until he was
directly below the Twin Sioks Then he turned sharply
rand climbed the stecp bluff The trees grew larger, the
hammock more open, as he reached the top The deer
might have come already, he approached the sink holes
cauttously ‘There was no evidence a shorr distance away
of the great caviies They yawned suddenly at hus feet
Limestone underlay the section, honeycombed by subter-
ranean sprngs and nivers  Every so often a shell of surface
soil, caten away from underncath, weakened by rain, gave
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way What seemed solid earth one day was a gaping hole
the next Sometimes spring water filled 1t for a foot or
two in depth, sometimes, as here, the hidden nver having
dropped nsidiously to a lower level, the snk hole was
perpetually dry

The deer had not yet come Lant peered over the edge
of the Sinks When the earth had caved 1n here, some forty
years before, a firm ledge a few feet wide had remained
standing m the middle On either side of the ndge lay 2
deep bowl, fifty feet deep, the almost perpendicular sides
sparsely grown up with tall luckories and magnolias and
sweet gums By daylight the boy had seen these walls so
spotted with deer tracks that 1t scemed as if 2 tnangular
hoe had worked the soil At the bottom of the east sink
were a gopher shell and a ratdlesnake sheleton ‘The gopher
had fallen 1n and had never been able to climb the slippery
sanded slopes to the top again  The rattlesnake, if the
stortes told were true, had been lilled by 2 deer The
skull of the snake was spht neatly down the muddle

There was no wind If he picked a proper position the
deer would not scent him At the brim of the west sink
grew a magnolia tree He chmbed 1, hoping that he
would not leave tao strong a tant behind hum  He seetled
Timself well above the lower branches Through the broad
varnished leaves the Twin Sinhs showed plae  The moon,
almost full and a quarter high, turned the gopher shell
below to wvory With the firm trunk of the magnoha at
Tus bach,, the boy dozed

He was waliened by the throaty cues of hoot-owls, The
birds were sobbing mn the trees around him  He had not

rd them 5o close before ‘Theur voices beat on lum Like

the deep strng of the banjo when he tore at 1t to make 2
fieree bass music. He hoard the sweep of wings across
the hammock, stnking on the sull arr The moon rode at
1ts zemith, swimmung through high clouds.
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¢ Jest south moon-over,” Lant thought ‘Feed ume for
them hoottn” scapers”

He could only guess that the deer would come here to
play He could only pray profanely, clenching hus square
tanned fists, that the tait of lim would not filter down to
frighten them away

He breathed deeply ‘I hopes I don’t sunk to where
them creeters hin smell me”

He could see nothing  The shadow of the magnoha lay
on the earth But there was motion He sensed 1, rather
than heard

“——slippin’ in, the way they does,” he thought

Deer could move more silently than any bird Qual
could not stur among the brambles without a rustling, nor
turtle doves fly from a pine without a whisthng of wings,
but deer, with hooves sharp enough to crack a snake skull,
could move without sound The grey bodies were there 1n
the bught moonlight Perhaps they stood at the edge of
the sink hole, heads lifted, nostrils wide, as he had often
secn them He scarcely breathed Then he heard a hight
thumping The fanuhar snap of the cradled leap sounded
below him There was a jostling and a multitudinous
thudding He strained Ius cyes, daning to lean an inch or
two to one side

As though a nffe sight had becn brought down accut
rately on an elusive mark, he saw them An old buck was
there, leading the play, with a doc and a yearhng The
buck ran down the far wall of the east sink hole, then
bounded up the near side, stretching hus legs 1n the joy of
the climbing The yearhng followed Sometimes they
ran at once down the side of the same sink; sometmes
they kicked up theur heels 2 moment on the dividing ledge

and plunged out of sight into the other They raced and
crowded onc another They blew and snorted Once the
doc stood at the bottom with wary lifted head while the
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buck and yearling frolicked They were more like moon-
Lt shadows than blood filled animals The boy could no
more than discern them, nebulous as the ghosts of deer

He longed for hus shotgun  He had left 1t 1n a clump of
palmettos He wanted to kil Yet the deer stered hum
If he had had Ius gun, he decided he would not have shot
They were strangely dear to lum They were 2 part of
fum, closer than his mother or hus dogs or his bed

The yearling butted at the doe Lant drew in his breath
and Jet 1t out agun with the sharp Hah! he used 1n
swinging an axe The sound struck ominously on the
hushed mght The deer threw up ther heads 1 a mo-
ment of alarm and were gone 1n three directions as noise
lessly as they had come Far off he heard the buck blow,
calling to the others He heard them answer

Lant shd down the magnolia trunl. He retraced his
steps, the hight so braght about hum that he could see the
shune of new green sparkleberries His gnn barrel ghnted
under the palmettos He swung the gun over his shoulder
and trudged home It was not far from dayhight

On the way home he considered the deer and the moon
He considered the fish and the owls The deer and the
rabbits, the fish and the owls, stirred at moon rise and at
moon-down, at south moon-over and at south moon under
The moon swung around the earth or the carth swung
around the moon, he was not sure ‘The moon rose 1 the
east and that was moon f1se  Six hours later 1t hung at 1ts
zenith between east and west, and that was south moon
over It set 1n the west and that was moon-down Then 1t
passed from sight and swung under the carth, between
west and east  And when » was directly under the earth,
that was south moon under

He could understand that the creatures, the fish and the
owls, should feed and frolic at moon nse, at moon-down
and at south moon-over, for these were all plain marks to
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go by, direct and visible He marvelled, padding on bare
feet past the slat fence of the clearing, that the moon was
<o strong that when 1t lay the other side of the earth, the
creatures felt 1t and surred by the hour it struck The
moon was far away, unscen, and 1t had power to move
them.
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True winter 1n which Lant turned sizteen was an un-
healthy one The weather had been unscasonable since
October, when the autumn storms faled to appear The
dry heat of summer had contnued on past Christmas
The mosquitoes thrived through January and February,
with no ran, no cold, to kil them It was impossible to
raise anything 1 the garden

Early m March the influenza struck along the river
There were a dozen deaths on the piney woods side Then
1t crossed the nver into the scrub On the morming of
the fifteenth Sylvester Jacklin rode to the gate, hiched
hus horse and walked up the lane. Lant and Prety me
hum at the front stoop They went into the front room
and sat by the hearth fire  Sylvester was il at ease He sat
on the edge of a hickory charr, twisung his widebnmmed
black felt hat 1n hus hands He had not been 1n the hous~

mce the day he had taken away the body of Willy Jack
lin Prety was glad to be friendly with her sister s busband

‘How come you not workin® today, Syl?* she asked

‘ The Comp'ny knoched off the last crew a week 2g0,”
he sud “Them scapers got enough cypress stacled 1n the
yards at Palatka to do ’em 'ul my joung uns 1s growed "

He twiled tus hat on one finger and did not Lt his
eyes

‘I wouldn't be to work no-ways this evenin’,” he sad
He blurted ou, “Py-tee, no man on carth hated to ask 2
favour worser'n me. But I got to ask you to come puss
Marthy Her and two o' the leetle gals has got the flu”

m
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*J tol’ you that were Doc Lonmer’s mare,” Lant nodded
at Piety

“I thought "twere Zehe’s Lulu had takened 1t,” the woman
sud “Kezzy were here Monday and sud her Ma were
down™

¢ Marthy tahened 1t from her, I rechon,” he said heavly
“Doc says theyre all 1n a mughty bad fix Thad’s down,
to0” He looked at her helplessly “*Tamn’t nobody but
you to go to That passel o' young uns o’ mrne, squalln’
and dirty and hongry—" He wiped Ius forehead

She rose quickly

‘You kin make out coolun’, cain'’t you, Lant?®”

* Shore kin - Mebbe Yl git me enough bacon for oncet”

Sylvester stood up, relieved

* Come eat with us, Lant,” he satd, “1f you git lonesome
or hongry 'fore your Ma gits back ™

‘Don't you worry bout him,” Pety called from her bed-
room ‘Hell go down to Zehe's and set on the back stoop
and Kezzy Il sneak hum out 2 hufl half a lard cake”

‘Uhhuh!”’ the man laughed “That's likely where my
Cleve goes when he comes home with his belly done
a'ready full”

Kezzy spoils all two of em And Lulu wondenn®

where the flour and sugar goes to”

She came out with a change of dothing 1n 2 clean flour
sack and fumbled on the mantel for her snuff-box

“I'm gone,” she smd to Lant * Don't you starve my cats
nor my chuckens™

He watched after her down the lane, crooking tus neck,
as long as a water turhey’s He had grown hike pmson
weed 1 the past year He was stretched out almost to his
full raw-boned length  His body was a jomted pole for the
suppost of hus big red haired head He called Red and
Black from under the house, laid them on their sides 1n the
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sun and picked off thew fleas The dogs groaned wath
pleasure.

Red was Lant’s favonte. He was a strange dog His
nature was for nught hunung  He had lun 1n the yard all
day, napping, opeming one eye, friendly enough, at the
cats and chickens The youngest hatten had played around
him, had chased small grey lizards across his paws, had
stept with hum 1n the afternoon sunhght, warming 1ts back
aganst him  Now the dog seemed 1o watch the progress
of the sun across the shy

Lant ate a cold supper and fed the dogs Black lay down
agan Red yawned, shooh himself, stretcched  When the
sun dropped behmnd the ledge, he walked suff legged to
the slat fence, wormed himself through a gap and began
his rounds He followed the first track he piched up
Usually a ’possum, a 'coon a wild cat or 2 skunk had
passed dose to the fence since dayhight Tonight when
he put tus nose to the tainted earth, the prey proved to be
one of Piety's kittens It leaped ahead of lum and made
a perstmmon tree 1 the dearing  The bark shpped Red
was on 1t He gave one prodigious shake of hus head He
strode off, superbly mdifferent that the same dead Lutten
had lan 1n the sun that day aganst his ruddy belly Lant
followed hum and buned the kitten under the persstmmon
Red, on hus way to the hammock, rolled hus eye at hum

“You better be proud Ma never sced you ketch that un,”
Lant called after fum

He spent the evening otling hus traps to put them away
for the spring and summer The trapping scason was
ended He had done well, especally with “coon hides. He
had made enough to live on, with a few dollars left over;
for three years there had been no more talk of school He
was almost a man, he thought, and the danger from that

source was over,
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In the morning he rolled up hus last bundle of hides to
tal ¢ to Eurcha for the sunerant fur buyer He re strung
his grandfather’s banjo and tuned 1t to a pitch that su ted
tim  Towards noon he went to the kuchen and looked
from the cold range to the cupboard and back agmn He
went whistling down the road to Kezzy

She came to the back door with red rims around her
eyes

‘Lant,” she said, ‘Im feered am’t none of ’em gomn’ to
make 1t”

He had not been concerned with hus atling kin  Be-
cause Kezzy was distressed, he became leaden He was not
even hungry any more

* Ary thing I lan do?* he asked

She shook her dark head At esghteen, she had unplaited
the smooth braids and coled them loosely at the nape of
her white nech  He mussed seetng them shake when she
moved her head

‘Jest come down ever' day to see,” she sud ¢ You'lll
belong to go for he'p if things goes the way I figger they're
gomn'”

She did not offer him dinner and he went home and
cooked an unpalatable corn pone In the late afternoon he
took Red and Black and went hunting 1n the scrub His
whole family faded from his mind

In the morning Zeke was agam 2 widower, for Lulu was
dead Through the rest of the week the others died who
had been strichen, Martha and two small gurls, and Thad
deus Lantry Picty thought that st was strange her gn-t
for them should be so thin. Perhaps death could only ¢~
great damage once  After the pan of Lantry's going, sor
sow for these others was a harmless shadow She s1w
them buned under the blackjacks, saw the Lantry settle
ment dissolve out of the scrub within a few short weehs

She half expected that Zeke or Sylvester Jacklin would
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marry Thads widow, Nelbe If Kezzy would stay and
Leep bouse for hum, Zeke said, he could get along without
a wife

“Take a heap more’n you, Zeke, to dnve me outen the
scrub,’ the gil sad

Nelle and her children moved back across the riyer.
Sylvester Jacklin moved back too  On the first of June he
martied a woman with children of her own who would
have nothing to do with Ius motherless brood. Nellie took
hus gurls 1o raise with her own  Prety agreed 1o tahe Cleve,
a lazy fellow of eighteen, unul he should find steady work.
She came away from the famly meeting at Abner Lantry's
house 1n the piney woods to tell Lant, waung with the
rowhoat, what she had done He frowned

‘We'll be feedin the scaper longer n you figger on,’ he
sad, “What with Kezzv stayin’ on 1n the scrub, and Cleve
hatn® work the way he do, he wont find nothun’ to do
You warch and see

“You jest dont want nothin around but a mess o
dogs,’ she sud ndignantly “Clevell tote my stove wood
and he’p 1n the garden

‘Yes,” he saud, and hell set on the stoop and swop hes
with you like ary woman

They rowed across the rver i silence. Half way up the
ledge to the deanng, Prety ashed

“You reckon Cleves courtn Kezzy?”

He said, “Cleve’s jest natchelly the courtn® Lind™

Cleve was to move hus clothes over the following week,
He would sleep 1n Lantry’s bed 1n the front room Piety
spent a day sortung her bedding to find quilts for bun Her
cyes burned and her neck ached She empticd a shelf over
her trunk to make a place for hus belongings The next
morning she had a hard chill and could not get up In
the afternoon 2 hugh fever set ;o Her back ached as
though she would break 1 two 1o the bed  She had had
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malatia before, but 1t had not struck so wicrously as
thus

*111 take me 2 leetle dosc o asafoetidy,” <he sard to Lant
“You better take one, too, to clear your bleod ™

“I won't touch the stinkin’ seuff,” he smd  “I been takin’
my medicine”

“What you been takin’?”

“Pve done carried a piece o’ prickly ash in my shoe all
spring to chew on”

“Dud you make 2 soap and honey poultice for that nsin’
on your arm, like I tol you yestddy?*

I made better n that I made a prickly pear pad and it’s
drawin’ fine”

“Youll take them wild things,” she complained, ‘and
not doctor yourself fitten”

‘You're down and I'm up, ant Ip"

The asafoetida, she admtted the nexe day, had not helped
her 'The rest of the week she took Blach Draught and
Prerce’s Chull Tome The fever grew worse  Lant broughe
Kezzy to see her

“Ma used to tie nine Knots 1n a string,” the gul told
her, “and dip 1t 1n turpentine and wear st mne days around
her waist, to cure the fever”

“1 done that the first day I hnowed 'twas chills and
fever,” the woman said ‘I takened it off and had Lant
dip 1t agin pest today”

“Maybe that's whats the matter,” Kezzy sad ‘Ma
never takened 1t off The stung keeps 1ts strength a long
time  When you take 1t off, 1t’s that strong to where you
can tic 1t around a tree and 1l gve the tree chlls and
fever”

“The girl bathed her and put a fresh shect or the bed and
a clean quilt over her She baked cornbread and bisausts
and swept the house Lant follewed her about

“If %twas you, would you foad Ma 1a the wagon and
carry her 10 Doci” he asked
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woman

“She ain’t fitten to carry  You go tell Doc what ails her
and leave hum send her mediane

Piety roused from her stupor

* Lant needs medicine, too,” she sad “ He's got a humour
1 hus blood and he'll eetch and ectch untl he'll seratch
tus back agin a post Like ary hog *

Kezzy said, “ "Pears to me lihe not havin’ no fresh greens
1 50 long 1s what ailded ever'body ”

‘Ol Docter Kezzy—" he taunted her He reached for
her hair “Dog take 1t, since you put them brads up I
cam’t git me no handful to pull

“Mcbbe that’s why 1 put ‘em outen the way *

He walked with her to the gate

“Cleve’s movin’ over Monday, ain’t he?” she asked.
“You and him come down to Zeke and me for your din
ners Don’t you set up to the table and wait for your Ma
to git outen the bed and cooh for you I declare, men folks
15 a sight”

He Ieft her and went to the niver to row to Eureka  Doc
Lonmer p escnbed heavy doses of quunine and sent bach
as well a dose of Is specal Liver-twaster

Thisll serape that scrub sand out of her guts,” Doc
sud  “Carry her down here when the fever leaves
her”

In a week she was free of fever, weah and Light headed,
but able to go 1 the rowboat to Lormer’s one-room offie
10 Eurcka. Lant jobed outside with erazy Ramrod Simp-
son while she made her call Old Doc wrapped up her
medicines,

“How much do I owe you, Doc?”

“Nothun' but sixty cents for the qumee Dont enough
stuff go 1n these here other things to matter My treat
ments ain't worth a cent when 1t comes to anybody Ive
doctored long as I have you I know too much about yox
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to charge you I know your grzzard forrards and back”
He handed her the package *Take one of them big pills
1n the morning Im wormun® you for luck ”

He walked with her towards the door

I mustrust the hookworm,” he said, “where folks has got
no outhouse Modrun science,” he sad, lifting his snow
white eyebrows over hus steel nmmed spectacles, “modeun
science figgers not havin’ no outhouse has got somethin to
do with it ™

Prety agreed with enthusiasm  Old Doc was deaf and she
lifted her smali voice

“That's what I tells Lant,” she said shodly ‘I heep
atelbn’ him and atelin’ him, but boy like he’s heedless
Lve purely begged hum to build us an outhouse, he’s got the
lumber, right there on the place he's got the lumber, and
he won’t go to the bother I tell hun Im ashamed when
the Wilsons and the Jackhins comes 2 visitin’, but what's
shame to him?

Ste had no strength  She was stil faint and dizzy Sit
ung 1dly 1 the breczeway through long afterncons of
summer sun, she had a heightened percepuion of the
changes that had swept across the Lantry settlement hke 2
storm She was conscious, as she had not been before, of
the thinming out of the scrub of its human inhabitants Her
father, she thought, had lived not quute long enough He
had died with the norse of imbening 1n his ears, the sound
of boats on the nver; i the swamp the voices of men
Under the blackjacks he had no ears to prick up i grat
tude for the new peace

“The fading away of human life was taking place all over
the scrub  She remembered as a gul a setdement of Eng
Tish people and Yankees at Riverside The Big Freeze of
*g5 had sent them scuttling away like rats, abandoning ther
homes and cleanings  Stray settlers on the small scrub Jakes
had lost beart and moved away The lumber company had
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taken the niver cypress and had gone. Towards Ruiverside
men had boxed the longleaf yellow pine, had sent out
rosin and turpentine, leaving the great trees to rot before
therr time A small mill at Cedar Landing had sawed our
most of the swamp cedar Turpentine sull and cedar mull
now lay abandoned. Men had reached 1ato the scrub and
along 1ts boundanes, had snatched what they could get and
had gone away, uneasy 1 that vast mdifferent peace; for
a man was nothing, crawhng ant like among the myrtle
bushes under the pimes Now thev were gone, 1t was as
though they had never been  The silence of the scrub was
pamordial  The wood thrush crying across 1t might have
been the first burd 1n the world—or the last

It seemed to Prety that human habitanon kept a house
standing Through the summer she saw Thads and
Martha's empty cabins sag a little at the corners, the roofs
begin to cave 1n like battered hats The rain pipes rusted
through, so that the cisterns went stagnant, then dry  Oak
snakes took up restdence along the beams The hammock
crept 1n from one side and the scrub from the other Wild
8rape vines began to lace themselves up the trellises where
coral vines had been, and seeding prae trees sprang up
between the steps She saw with a strange dlarty that it
did not matter Even Lantry did pot matter, for her son

. walled long and brown across the cleanng The dead

were the dead and the living were the hving The grow-
n . AT TS 5 X N

w .
that Lant and Piety somenmes forgot at first that he was
there He was mert and pasty, with a round full face,
His mother’s sandy colouring had come to hum stull further
faded His hair was fine and hght like corntassels. He
had pale sulky eyes Somctumes he gnaned broadly and
rxposed his gums
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He helped Piety whth the small chores of the place;
tatked cosily with hee on the stoop, bringlog gossip from
across the river, Lant was away a great deal, gone like 8
Tean red cat into swamp and hammockh and serub She
emoyed the company of the older youth, She could not
understand Lant's vague hostility ta hs cousin,

“1¢ "twas a "coon with ane toe gone, I'd takened in," she
said to her son, “you'd jest think It was pesfechly fine
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Tre sarnh lay parchung under an Avgust sun. The wirs.
grass was brown and dry  The scrub pines quivered 1 the
beat, thar taproots pushung desperately Iower for a wazer
that was not there. The dessicated needles gave forth an
2romanc scent as zcnd as though they were beng brofled.
Tk s2nd underfoot swas dhippery, like fine glass. Even the
gallbarry bushes wnthed and shnvellsd, and blucherries
dned oa therr stems.

Lant and Cl-ve trudzed across the open rough. The boys
2nd dogs were on the tra of a2 wild cat thar had clided
them. It had killed chichens m the very yard. A week ago
3t kad gotten awav with 2 newborn piz Whenever Lanr
had set the dogs after 1t, 1t had taken to the swamp and
geen away This ume 1ts tracks had I=d direatly 1nto the

They were on the second afternoon of the hunz. They
camed guns, ammunition, marches, jerked vemson and
cormnmen! to lage them several days. Lan® intend-d to rmn
Cown the cat if 1t took the rest of the summer A creature
‘hﬂ:m‘:fxmth:wdmdgc!u&lyzw:ywx:cbd‘
leng- thar could pot go vanoticed. The big cat had seruck
out azresy the very heart of the sareb It must be headed
for the bay-head flats, miles awav

Heat waves shummered before ther eyes, blinding them,
roghing wuth the smart of ther sweat. The saub palmer-
tos, texnng ar therr overalls, ranled like tuck dry paper.
They were barefoored and sharp dead himbs seratched thear
f“'mdlh:bahagygncwnndsw:d!hesds. Now
azd then they shafe=d thewr guns from car blistered shoul

f 29
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der to the other 'The dogs, Red and Black, no more than
kept ahead of them, smffing Jangwidly at the wild-cat trail
‘Their tongues lolled scarlet Therr sides heaved Cleve was
ready to go bach

Lant said, “I be dogged 1f I do Il not have that scoun-
drel chompin’ on my chickens You go back if you
want to”

Cleve sad, blinking his eyes, ‘I don't crave to backerack
alone ™

“Come on, then”

They had spent the previous mght not far from home,
for they thought the dogs had treed the cat just after night-
fall It wasin a tall pine and they deaided to wau for day
Iight to cut 1t down When dawn came, the black masked
face of a raccoon had peered at them from the pine boughs
‘They had beatea the dogs for musleading them

Cleve saud,  Mought o’ caught up with fum sf they’d had
some sense”

Lant reminded hum that they could have gone no farther
1 the night without a moon The trail was a liedle stale,
for the cat had travelled all mght It was hard to follow 1n
any case on the bone-dry sand The sun reached down Jong
tongues of yellow heat and Iicked up the scent of the cat-
tracks The dogs were without sufficient water, for there
were no crechs, no ponds, no lakes, no sink holes, for 2
ten mle radis

At sunset they were still 1n the scrub The area had gone
unburned for many years and the close-crowded pines were
tall To the north the boys made out an 1sland of long
leaf pine This indicated water They made for 1t and
found a small spring fed pond It was bordered with cat
tatls and pioh marsh mallows From among the water-
hyacinths, blue eranes flew up slowly The dogs went belly-
deep 1n the good water, and Lant and Cleve lay flat to Jap
with them
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The dogs were glad to rest and lay quietly Cleve lay on
bus back, his arms under his head, while Lant sat with
coched gun, waiting for fox squurrels He was sure they
would be fox squurels Theyre piney woods jessies, he
told hus cousin  The sun had been so hot that the squrrrels
were not anxiwous to feed As the sun dropped below the
pines there came a chattening and two fox squrrels scur
ried down a near by pine trunk

Lant brought down the first one 1n motion The second
leaped to an adjacent pine then flattened self on the far
side of the trunk The bushy black tail fickered 1a plain
sight Lant moved 2 lmde to the side and dropped 1t
One was as large as a pole<at, and as glossyblack It
was a castrated male Lant wondered how the old males
knew enough to wound the young ones, mn their fierce
squirrel battles, to their own advantage The second squir
rel was tawny gold, with a black tail and black striped
back and blach velvet face mash It was a female with new
young, for the breasts were full, and when he dressed 1,
the under side showed 2 networl. of mulk filled glands

Lant was sorry to have lalled her The shinned body
looked Like a naked baby with helpless arms He cut 1t 1z
preces, thinhing of the young squurrels m the nest, their
bright eyes peering into the sunset, ther small whiskered
mouths thirsty for milk, sweet with acorn and pine. He
baked hoe-cakes of meal and water on a split slab of fresh
green ok and roasted the pieces of squurrel on a stuck over
the coals Cleve had watched hus face 1dly as he dressed
the squirrdls When Lant chose preces from the large male,
Cleve guessed the reason He reached over and pawed at
the assortment

‘ Gimme one o' them belly preces from the ol’ mammy,”
h;od sud slyly “Them lectle utues tastes pertichler

Lant took a thigh deliberately from the same animal and
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ate 1t savagely, tearing the strands apart with sharp teeth
Red and Black snapped over the bones Cleve snichered
The sand gnats were troublesome and mosquitocs were
plentiful They turned the cook fire 1nto a smudge, and
one or the other roused at ntervals duning the mght ©
throw on a handful of leaves to keep the smoke going
The pines were black above them, and sturred constantly
as though restless Unul daylight the frogs shrilled and
the pond birds croahed and called and beat their wings As
the east grew light, small burds of the scrub, silent through
the day, trilled and twattered The wrens and jorees were
noistest, until woodpeckers and flickers began to drum
There were few songbirds The scrub was too vast, too
lonely, too desolate, for song Only the solitary note of the
thrush sounded, infinitely sweet and sad and forgotten
The boys made their breakfast on cold hoecake and
venwson They micked up the eat trad, which weng around
the pond They passed soon after sunnse through an open
stretch of grass and scattered yellow pine A heavy dew
had made the scent stronger They deaded that cat fur,
brushing aganst the grass, was as odorous to the dogs as
the track of the pads, just as quail feathers carried more
scent than the feet Black took a north-easterly cut, threw
up his nose and bayed The cat had rested this tume, too
High noon found them out of the open and snto the
almost impenetrable east scrub The pines crowded one an-
otber, myrtle and sparkleberry bushes filled the gaps
thorny vines laced back and forth, and wherever an inch
of sunhght came through, saw palmettos sent up ther
jagged toothed fronds The dogs could not get through
Therr ears and tails were bloody Lant called them 1n and
told Cleve to stay 1n one spot while he looked for a way
out He believed they were not far from the rver, which,
across the north boundary of the scrub, ran from west to
cast. He thought, above the pervasive pine, that he smelled



SOUTH MOON UNDER 123

swamp and nverbottom He cut widely to the west The
scrub grew open agan A yellow hammer flew ahead of
bim down the aisles of pme The scrub was deaning In
stead of the cathedral half Light, as though the sun came
down from high small windows, the space ahead was
tbright Lane stepped suddenly out of the scrub and was on
2 dim wagon road Ahead was a low stretch of gallberry
g:ts and beyond, 2 growth of small bay trees, ‘the

"

The preciprtousness with which the scrub stopped always
astomshed Lant It rolled, a great ocean of scrawny pine,
with boundaries sharper than any sea There were no pme
breakers, fecling out an alten soil It was there, the scrub,
ummense, aloof and proud, standing on its own ground,
making s own conditions, like no other When 1t ended,
1t ended, more implacably than a hfe, for there was some
thing 1n a Life that went on—a memory—a related hfe—a
uton with the earth, producing new growths and mew
hves The scrub made no umons The two swift rivers
bounded it, 2 fange of hammock, of swamp, as here, 2
stnp of gallberry flats and bay head flats, withun, 1t was
violable,

It was umnhabited Where there was true scrub, there
‘would pever be human habitatiop Tt pleased the boy that
he may have crossed where no man had ever crossed be
fore. 1t pleased tum, that he would come up on no dear-
1ng, o cabin, no clatter of human voices Here and there
1n the vast area was 2 lake, breeding place for alliga ors
and for strange white buds There was always a scutle
ment on one of these, sometumes one or two low cabms,
sometimes a small community of a dozen souls Even from
these, with their spot of mousture, the scrub drew away,
dry and disdunful With humankind, which must have
water, 1t had no concern  Old man Pame came the closest
of any one to living 1n the scrub. His deanng was on 2
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high pine 1sland, but even so, there was a pond at the foot
of the slope

Lant would have been glad to have the old man with
him now If the wild cat had rested the night before, as
the acuons of the dogs indicated, 1t must be headed for the
flats Paine would know Lant followed the road, boggy
even after the summers heat If there were cat tracks, he
could mat be sure they belonged to the one they trailed
They were all too weary to pick up a fresh cat His heart
jumped Ahead of lum, coming from the scrub, were
tracks so recent that fine partrcles of dirt were at this mo
ment crumbling from the edges He went back within
calling distance of Cleve and sct on the dogs

They bounded forward cagerly Black bayed, but Red
was silent, mtent not on the chase, but on the kil The
tracks went down the famnt over grown road a quarter of
a mule, then swung into the scrub again  Evidently the
wild cat, too, had no taste for the flats Fresh scent of bear
or panther might have turned him Then there was the
sharp staccato barking of Black, and the rumbling that was
Red going 1n head first, and he knew the cat had turned
to face them

The boys ran towards the fracas They had traled and
camped burning days and mghts for this moment Black,
as was hs custom, had the cat at bay The ¢reature was
large, sts flat vicious head twice the width of either dog’s
‘The striped and mottled body, crouched at the base of 2
pine, was a trgger-quick tumult of fury The nose was
wrnhled, the cat hps bared over dagger teeth For every
sortie Black could make, there was a hghtning thrust of 2
Iifted paw

Then Red was in He dove 1n head foremost, blind to
pan He clamped his jaws together on the tawny throat.
His grip was not deep enough He had not caught the
jugular vern The cat threw uself on sts back, slashing
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down with 1ts hind feet to nip open the dog’s belly Red
hnew the tick  He swayed hus body to the side and eased
his hold  The cat turned and sunk his fore claws behind
the dogs ears Slowly, mexorably, agunst the dog's des
perate bracing, 1t drew hus face close  Cleve danced madly
around them

Lookit! Loeoktt! He slapped his thighs n delighe
“Hes a pullin’ of Red to hum like they was gotn’ to kuss!*

Lant was tense Black, shrieking on the outskurts, watched
hum for 2 sign The cat was twice the weight of Red, but
the dog hiked to do hus kulling alone  Blood streamed from
hus ears, but he resisted sull With a sinuous twast the cat
achieved the last inch and sunk lus teeth 1n the dogs soft
nose Lant snapped his fingers

Git hum, Black ”

The smaller dog went 1 His jaws met through the
nape of the thuck catneck There was the sound of teeth
on bone As the cat relaxed, Red broke free When he
took the soft throat this time, 1t was forever hus

The boys watched quietly as the dogs fimshed the wild
cat The hide was too torn to be worth the skinning and
they left the ammal lying where 1t died They took the
narrow road west again between scrub and gallberry
Black was hurt a litde, but Red was well mangled Both
dogs were often cnippled for several days after a cat fight
Tt did not ympar therr zest for the hunt They always
Lilled their cat, and they were always ready, with half
healed wounds, to go back for more Red whimpered and
sat down 1 the road One ear was npped balf away, hus
nose was swollen, a triangular flap hung from one thigh
where the big cat had used his slashing hind daws, The
dog had bled much He was 1a pamn and exhausted Lant
slung hum acrogs hus shoulders, as he carned a deer, hold-
g each set of legs 1n erther hand  The red bnsdes
scratched the back of us neck and the dog’s heat mingled
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with lus own Sweat streamed from under hus hangung
forelock,

The boys wanted to make for the niver, running parallel
with the river, half a mile away across the flats It was an
arpenetrable half mile and they did not dare attempt it
‘The ground beneath the gallberries was boggy The bay-
head flats, where a few of the bay trees bloomed late and
in decepuve sweetness, were thich and swampy, the haunts
of bear and panther They were afraid to cross them with
fresh blood on the dogs Cleve stared uneasily across the
desolate stretch 'The flats made the scrub wself seem crvil
1sed The sun beat down the open road, too hugh overhead
for the scrub on their left to cast the shghtest coolng
shadow "The hotter the sun, the more aromatic the pines.
Lant drew the sweet warm spice wnto his nostrils and
hitched the drooping dog lugher Ttey stopped every few
hundred yards to rest

Lant sad, “You tote lum 2 ways, Cleve”

‘I ant gom’ to tote no damn dog”

“All night, mister You an’t got 1t to do  You're jest
plan sorry, thats what you are Try an’ git to go huntie®
with me agin, jest try "

“Don’t know as I keer to try Hit ain't pleasured me too
much, no-ways”

Wallung on angrily, Lant mussed the tral he had -
tended to take When he found that he had passed 1, he
decided to head on farther for the old Ruverside Settle
ment He had not been here before His grandfather had
told tum that 1t was deserted but 1t amazed hum to find
the wilderness where he had pictured prospenty The Big
Freeze of g5 had wiped out the strangers' orange plant-
ings, Lantry had said - All their money had been 1n grove
“They knew no other way to make a Living, and almost over-
aght they had packed up and gone away.

Hexe and thete 2 gnod two-story house was standingy
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1ntact with all its cypress fenaing  Here a house had been
torn down by lumbermen or hunters to make a camp on the
nver Forest fire had come through tn 1rrational streaks
and wiped out most of them Brick chimneys stood, gaunt
monuments to fire Someumes onc stretch of fence had
burned, and not another The setlement was desolate
Only crepe myrtle survived, and oleander, planted by men
and yet h dig ‘They bl d pink and
white across the abandoned clearings Lant stared at the
waste he had Jong thought of as a aity

Dogged 1f T couldnt of made a Iivin® on that good
land *

He marvelled that men should have owned cleared acres
and good houses, and then, afraid of gowng hungry, should
have hurried away Perhaps 1t was not hunger that fnght
cned them Perhaps, like Lantry, they did not belong here
It might be that adversity was only the last straw 1 the
burden of a wider desolatton The scrub had defeated
them The boy was glad they had gone He hated these
vanished people and prsed them

He knew that an old landing should be here The scrub
had closed 10 on both sides of an old road and he looked
ta his right for 2 trad that should lead to the niver He
found a dim track, tangled with wild pea vines, and turned
to follow 1t The pea vines were a mass of pale lavender
bloom It occurred to lum that the few flowers of the
scrub were bright gold, yellow as the strong sunlight which
reached them through a break mn the pines, or, like the
wild pezs, were this dum shade of orchud, washed thin and
fragile by the shadows The sea myrtle, 1ts Jeaves the same
grey green as hus mother’s sage plants, bore 1o winter puffed
clusters of sweet lavender bloom The rosemary flowered
1n a stoutes purplc

¢ track he was following led, as he surmised 1t must,
o an old niver landing A wooden runway weat across
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the black muck, ending 1n a platform at the edge of the
swamp The platform overloohed the nver It ran here
dark and swift The boys sat on the landing, hanging thewr
fect 1n the red brown river water Lant bathed both dogs
Red was refreshed and tottered to the shallow junction of
swamp and river, cooling his slashed flanks He lapped as
though he would never get enough The water tasted musty
from long running at the feet of oak and magnolia and
cypress, their leaves dropping perpetually 1n humid decay

In the afternoon, the sun behind the scrub, so that the
entire width of the niver was 1n shadow, 2 freight boat came
puffing up from Palatha The boys hailed the captan, who
recogmsed them The season had been dry and the nver
edge was too shallow for the boat to warp 1n dlose to the
landing  Zehe Lantry was on board He had been to
Palatha to buy Kezzy a new cooh stove He called to the
boys to wade to the boat It reversed tts engine, so that
the sweep of the niver current brought 1t towards them as
they plunged, holding therr guns high over therr heads
The dogs followed Red hesitated an instant midway and
turned agamn for shore Lant dropped back into the water
to encourage him The dog swam to meet hum and they
came side by side to the boat rail  Zeke pulled them in

The boat crew gave the boys tobacco The men sat on
the shallow decks and ashed quesuons about the cat fight
They bhed fighting dogs They offered Red and Black
scraps of food left 1 their dinner buckets Red was too
¢ hausted to want food He patted his tail 1n thanl s and
turned hus head away Cleve bragged about Black

1 mean, he hilt that big ol wild cat to the bay Hit

were 2 turrble rumpus ™
. Lant spat lofuly “*Twa'n’t no more of a fight than they
po'rally gits anto,” he smd

“The river men told of all the cat fights they had seen
“They t1lhed of panthers and of bears Most of them hoew
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no more than the fringe of the scrub They were vaguely
afraid of 1t

“ Don't you come up on a heap o' rattlesnakes®*

Cleve said swaggenngly, “A mughty heap™

But Lant sad, * Sho, they ain’t bothersome I mund me
one tume not seetn’ ‘em sheert me more’n seen’ ‘'em I
walked into a fernbrake and the ferns was jest now
springin’ back where somethin® had goed thu ’em Plumb
1n the centre was two brokeoff snake rattles One had
eighteen rattles and “tother had twenty I never did come
up with the ratders had jest done fought there And
not knowin® where they was at, skeert me worse’n scain’
the snakes theirselves ”

They asked him, “Don’t you fellers gt losted in the
sceub?

Cleve did not answer He could not keep his directions
half a mule from home

Lant snd, ‘T ain’t been losted yit*

“ What you go by? You always know where north lies®”

‘I don't pay no pertichler attention to north They's
landmarks for them knows ’em Jar Hill and Hog pen
Stand and Buzzard’s Roost and Buckskin Paraine and sich
as that When the sun’s shinm’, 1 go by the sun, and the
moon’s good he’p when 1t's showin’ If they ain't no sun,
and 1t cloudy or drizzhn’, the wind s the best way to teli
Times, 1t blows from the niver, times, from the scrub—
don’t matter which a way, long as you keeps track of 1t
1£ 1t changes, you belong to notice the change. And if they
an’t no sun nor wind nor moon, the trees therrselves 1s a
good sign ™

‘ How’s that?”

“Why,” he was impauent with their gnorance, “the *71
storm done bended the tall pie trees towards the south-
west”

An old man nodded
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“l mind me The big storm from the north-east Hit
blowed for three days and Iut ramned and purely loosened
the roots”

“That's the one That's how I tell "

‘The captain had been a nver man all his hife

“I could watch the sun and moon and wind,” he sad,
“and sull get lost 1n that place Ive got no taste for such
lonesome country And dry I like a place where I can
get water to drink  And whishey, too”

Zeke sad, “I never heerd o’ nobody 1n the scrub gomn’
short o” whishey

‘They laughed

“That were when you was makimn’ 1, Zeke You shouldn’e
of quit”

‘ You mughty nght I shouldn't never of quit™

The niver had ‘made sts right angled turn The freght
boat was moving due south Towards sunset 1t swung past
the entrance to Taylor's Dread Zehe nudged Lant and
jerhed his head 1 1ts direction  The boy nedded

‘I remember, a’right” He grinned at hus uncle “’Mem-
ber them hogs the day we all come down?’ He lowered
tus voice “I been trappin’ Ma some wild hogs been actun’
jest like unto that I rechon hit's one o’ the Poseys has got
him a outfit "bout 2 mile down the swamp ‘Them hogs
15 50 wild you cain’t come up on ’em lessen they're stag-
gern® drunk., Ma's been rann’ for some more hags—the
*gators heeps ’em cleaned out so bad—and 1 been pennm’
*em up when they come by from eatin’ Posey’s mash I
got five a'ready, come by too drunk to see™

*You're shore they’re wild, now?"

“Awn’t nary one branded ”

“A'nght Don't want you rasin’ stock the way AB
rase1t”

Lant frowned

“1 don't believe them things about Uncle Ab”
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Zeke laughed

“You've thought a heap of lim since he gave you them
dogs O Bull bat's all right, I reckon He jest looks out
for hisself”

* Bull bar?”

‘I hears folks call hun and us old lady, ‘Bull bat and
Whip-poor will* Jest somethin’ about them™

Lant Jaughed

‘Sort o pussle gutred, eh?”

The boat was to tie up at the old company camp south
of Otter Landing The nver was 1n total darkness The
boys were drowsy When the boat dacked they were the
first ashore The dogs followed with lawered heads They
cut up the slope and walked silently home

Lant clicked the gate latch and scuffied up the path to
the cabin  Red and Black crawled underneath and began
to lich nosily on their wounds Cleve went to the smoke-

ouse

‘ That you, Lant?™

Prety was waing for hum in the dark The small figure
n s hght print dress wavered to the doorway

“I figgered you boys was gone a'most too long ™

‘We was all nght We an’t no young uns. Least-
ways, I ain't Cleve's 2 sorry piece™

“What's the matter with Cleve?”

“Oh—jest sorry "

* Well,” she prodded hum, “did you come up with your
wild car?”

 We come up with um  He won't never be no deader’n
he 15 now”

“Is the dogs tore vp?”

* They're tore up nght smart™

Her pulse pounded in her ears, hearing his voice dlose
1n the yard again

“Where's Cleve?”™
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“Puttin’ hus snout 1n your wine”

“What you down” out there in the yard?”

“Lookin’ at where these sons o' bitches 1s diggin’ outen
the hog pen™

“Hit s that male hog,” she sad fervently “He’s like to
drove me crazy and you and Cleve not here to nail him
good 1 was feerd he'd git pen sick, shut up so long, but
he's jest arann’”

“Yes, and the skew tailed bastardl go on a ranin’ 'ul he
gits the pen tore up And oncet he do git loose, you've
seed the last of hum Hell be off like a jug handle”

He joined her in the breezeway

I don’t know as I want no more wild hogs,” she sad

“I told you they wa'n’t easy penned”

She tried to see hus face 1n the hot mght He was sweaty
and s eyes and high cheekbones ghstened ‘The smell of
hum was different from that of other boys and men There
was a scent she thought she would always recognmise. It
was an earthy mush, hike an ammal that bedded in dry
leaves Its pungency was threaded with something sweet
and compounded, as though pine needles had been
crushed with swamp muck and fish scales and blueberries.
‘There was perhaps as well an odour that lingered on hun
from her own body, 2 mark by which a female mught
always know her young

She ashed, “You boys or the dogs want supper?”

“We all hongry You got ary thing good?”

She said defensively, “How'd I know when you was
comin’ back? You goes off on them jants and stays off
and stays off I cooked yesuddy and I had it to throw
out Me and the cats don’t eat as much as you and Cleve
and the dogs Nothun® don't keep and the days so warm.
1 am't cooked today”

He was prowhng through the wire screened kitchen
safe, He turned wath hus mouth full,
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“You got biscuit puddin’ ‘That's good, an’t 1"

“I forgot I had biscwt puddin’™

Cleve came to the house, wiping his mouth He too
hunted through the kitchen safe

Lant went to the edge of the breezeway and threw a
handful of cornbread under the house for the dogs Piety’s
tom-cat, greeting him, reared aganst him, cawing with
pleasure  He shook hus leg free

“Git! Git! You ol pb-cat—"

The ammal persisted 1n 1ts attentions

‘*Gat now! 111 beat your bute!’®

“Lant,” the woman shrilled indignantly, “4of that aw't 2
pretty way to talk!”

[ The boy used the language of the Florida backwaods
It was not objectionable to Prety, for 1t was used by most
men and many women without offensive intent  She had
often heard “son of a bitch’ spoken by her father and
brothers with an amount of tenderness ‘Bastard® as an
epithet was more casual than obscene  Here she drew the
ine

‘Big as you be,” she threatened hum, “Ill tahe a bresh
to youl”



X

Davyuicur i September was coming noticeably later
Piety wakened 1n the greyness with a feeling of hurry She
had been getung up all summer at five oclock Now 1t
was stx when she went to the kitchen to build her fire for
breakfast She put on grits to cooh and deaded 1t was
tune to start the coffee pot with fresh grounds She had
added to the old ones for 2 weel,, and Lant was particular
She was measuring coffee by the window 1n the dim hght
when she heard Red rumble famntly in the yard and Kezzy
spoke to um The girl came quietly 1n the back door

The woman said, * You stirnn’ rmghty early, kezzy”

“Lant sad the mochin’ birds was gitun’ the grapes so
fast I'd best come nght quick  Zelie goed acrost the niver
yesuddy, loohm' for work He amn't back yit You know
how ‘uts when you re alone i a house all mght You am’t
afeerd, but you wakens soon of a mornm', hLstenn’,
somehow ™

‘I know Seems to me the hoot-owls and me puts in the
mght together, when Lant’s off It's a sight better wath
Cleve here”

‘I think 1t's fine the pore feller kin be here They're
both good boys They an't up yit, I s'pose”

She tptoed across the breczeway and peered 1n Cleve
lay on his back on Lantry’s small bed 1n the front room
His mouth was wide open in his round face. The door te
Lant’s bedroom was ajar She looked through the crack.

“They're a pretty parr,” she smd ‘I declare, Aunt Py-tee
come Yods . Yo yuang wn ¢ yuwr'n”

126
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The woman jomed her at the door The quilt over the
sleeping youth was an old one It was worn threadbare
and Lant was enmeshed 1 1t His knotty legs were pushed
through the rents and hus long brown arms were flung wide
at his sides

Kezzy said, * Dogged if he don't look like a crab in 2
fet’

Her voice wakened him and he raised up, pushing his
red forelock out of his eyes

‘What the devil Mess o women peelun’ 1n a man's
room”™

Cleve roused tn the front room and sat up 1n bed

* Hey, Kezzy, he said drowsily

He watched her with pale sleepy eyes

He sad, drawhng, Kezzy, come git nght plumb i the
bed with me, or gt out sos I hin git up

She laughed

‘I gt out *

The women went back to the Litchen Kezzy sat on 2
stool and tended the fire

‘Aunt Py tee, 15 all your quilts i the fix that one o'
Lant’s 15 1n?*

* They're all mughty migh as bad I got fifteen belonged
to Ma ‘The summer ones, like that un, 1s holes and nothin®
clse. My big winter ones s purely ravelled along the
edges™

You better leave me he'p you cover 'em  You got ary
precin’ done?

‘I got me a few kivers preced They're the Lighthouse
and the Log Cabin patterns”

*Them’s pretty *

“And I got a heap o' scraps cut and basted, Turkey red
calico I got a ydee 1d like to make 2 qult for ol Doc
Lortmer outen that Turkey red, with white, P'd bike to use
the pattern o the Right Hand o’ Fellowship”
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‘1 hep you do that thing You got plenty ramn water?
Well set 1n and wash all the quits 1s to be covered®

She went outside and began to carry water from the as-
tern to the tubs ‘The boys came to the kitchen to therr
breakfast and Cleve sat down and began to fill hus plate
Lant went to the side of the house to speak to Red and
Black The dogs came to meet tum Their cat wounds
had healed 1n clean welts They wagged ingrataung tals

“You ‘bout ready for another cat hunt,” he said

Piety brought out an armful of quilts and piled them in
the tubs and went to her breakfast Lant ate hurriedly and
reached for his cap

“ Where you goin’ today?’ the woman demanded ‘ You
been huntin® all week You aint been home scarcely long
enough to warm the bed, and now you re gone agtn *

‘I got to go look up Undle Abss cattle He won't like'y
drive "em up *ul cooler weather, but I got to Lknow where-
all they're at

You got a yearhin’ comun’ to you this tme, ain’t you?
You takin’ the dogs®”

‘I reckon they're plenty fitten You gom’ with me,
Cleve?’

‘The older boy hesitated Lant turned 1n the doorway

‘ You better stay and he’p the women folks,” he sad

Cleve did not answer

Lant satd, “Wrop me up some biscuts, Ma ™

He shouldered hus gun and called the dogs He looked
around the corner to speak to Kezzy She was standing
in a washtub, tramping the suds into the quilts with her
bare feet She threw bach her head and laughed when she
saw hum  He stood watching her She was full grown,
decp-breasted and heavily bult  Her black eyebrows met
over a firm nosc Her thich smooth har had shalen
Joose and hung black agunst the white of her shin, bruske !
zbout the mouth and cars with a fine down Her eyes
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were large and sweet Like blackbernies mn the sun Lant
felt warm and frendly

He sad, “You do a good day’s work for Ma That's
;‘Vhat I'm payin’ you wages for, and went away with the
ogs

Piety and Kezzy had eght qults ready for the line by
high noon  Cleve had tagged at their heels all morning
They put him av work at the last wringing  He helped to
carry the heavy pieces to the clothes kne  He was amable
and johed with them They had used most of Pietys

ome made soap on the quilts and before they went mto
the house for dinner they wet down 2 bed of hardwood
ashes over loose boards In three days Piety would be able
to filter the drippings through broom-straw and use the
fesulung liquid lye with her collected meat fats to mahe
2 hardy yellow soap

After dinner Kezzy stretched herself flat on the floor of
the breezeway to rest and dry out 1n the September sun

he was wet through with soapsuds and sweat She
lasped her hands under her head and closed her eyes.
Cleve sprawled beside her and drew hus finger slowly along
the hine of her clun She paid no attention to lim and
drowsed 2 litde Prety sat near them, rocking, her deep
1uds low over her eyes, one hand half over her mouth Her
1ips moved a lutle, savourmg the sweetness of her after
dinner snuff
‘I never thoughe to ask you did you want a leetle snuff.
c2zy”

“T wouldn't keer for 1t, Aunt Pytee” The gul’s voice
was thick and sleepy “I someways never could lhe g™

“Gimme a mute,” Cleve sud “T'm out of vbaccy Seems
Iike I'm always out” He sighed “I shore wishe 1 could
find me 2 piece o* work ”

Kezzy sad, “You an't tned for a month, have you?”

“No use trym’ They’s nothin’ this me o' yare.”
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*Zele's Sggenn’ on turpentin’ of he can’t gt nothia”
else”

“Chippin’ boxes—I know He’s welcome. That's nigger
work ™

“You're no better'n Zehe,” she said quietly

Piety sud, “Leave lim be, Kezzy Cleve's jest more'n
welcome here He pays his way, totin” wood and sich ”

*He eats the weight o' the stove wood,” she said

He grinned and dropped a few grans of sand on her
throat

‘You'd starve me if you had it to do, wouldn't you,
Kezzy?"

She sat up, smihng a hitle

Now you got me hongry agin.” she sad “I'm go’ to
go eat scuppernong grapes if they kill me "
Its nearly Jast chance,” Piety smd

The three went to the south field Lant had built 2 new
arbour and the vine covered a space sixty feet by thurty
A stem the size of a man's arm coided up from the sand,
bursting at the top 1nto an immense expanse of lace like
Jeaves and branches The grapes grew singly, as big as hog
plums, and the colour of old gold They stood 1 the
fretted shade and ate from the vine

“They don't taste half as sweet, ume you bring ’em 1n
the house,” Kezzy sud

In mud afternoon Lant found them still eating scupper-
nongs, popping them langudly into their mouths He was
frowning He pushed under the arbour

“Cleve,” he asked, “when you was acrost the nver last,
did you hear ary thing about the Alabamy feller was con-
tractn’ for the Moody homestead up above Uncle ‘Thad’s
old place?™

“No more'n he were contracun’™

Kezzy saud, “Zeke sad the deal was about to go thu.
Whas's the matter?”
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“The scaper’s moved 1n and dogged if he an’t fenced 1
about two square mile o’ worthless scrub ™

“Fenced 1t 1n!”

Cleve and the women looked at hum, gaping

“You heerd me night I come up on Ab’s cattle towards
Cedar Landing They re pore as snakes, and their tongues
hangin® out for water Me and the dogs drove ‘em a ways
and they turned back agin us Here, bless Katy, I finds
me a threestrand barbed wire fence, cuttin’ "em off from
the of’ run 1o the niver They hadn’t found ’em 2 new way
around I drove ’em to the swamp near Uncle Thad s place
and they was about give out”

Puety sud, “Well, I do know What you fizu’ to do?”

“Im gow’ to Undcle Ab night now”

Cleve was all good nature

He sad, * 111 row you, Lant  You been walkin® all day ™

Kezzy laughed

‘Look at ’em, Aunt Py tee, pleased as spring roosters
*cause they’s signs of a fuss Cleve’s the worst”

‘I bheve he 15 T bheve Cleve do love a ruchus a mite
more'n Lant”

* Pertickler of 1t's the other feller fusun’,” Cleve sud

The cousins went cagerly across the dleaning and through
the hammaock to cross the river They found Abner Laatry
at his farm  Lant reported the presence mn the scrub of the
Alabaman and hss fence Abner, big and ruddy, cursed
smoothly 1n a casual vorce When he stopped to spir, Lant
ashed, “What you fixin’ to do? Move the cattle?”

“Hell, no If he don’t do what's nght, move the man™

He stroked his chin

* Zehe sad he'd be by here this evenin’ *fore he goes back
acrost to the scrub Tl git aholt o Syl Jacklin and Luke
Saunders—they got cattle that side the rver "

Lant asked, “Mus’ I go gic the Halfbreed? He's got a
mess o' catde and hogs thu there”
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Half breed Tine lived 1n a shack above Riversde He
was believed to have negro blood He was known to be
2 hog thief

Abner said, “I don’t want nobody like that into it T aim
to talk sense to this Alabamy feller and fix things ctvilised ™

“Where you want Cleve and me to meet you, Uncle Ab?”

‘Le’s see 'Bout a hour after sun up we'd best meet at
Zele's”

They nodded, Iifing their hands in parting

Abner sard after them, “Much obliged, boys”

"They reached the cabin after sunset Piety had supper
waiting for them Cleve rose from the table, picking his
teeth

“What time did Kezzy go, Aunt Py tee?”

“’Bout a half hour to sun If you're goin’ down there,
tell her to come stay with me agin tomorrer 1f Zeke's fixin’
to git 1nto the row You gown’® down too, Lant?”

He stretched hus long legs under the table and yawned

‘Not me I want a prece o’ sleep too bad 1 done walked
a good twenty mile today ”

Lant, lean and brown at sixteen, looked as old as hs
cousin at eighteen, perhaps because Cleve’s round face
stayed boyish Watching the older boy walk off towards
Kezzy in the dusk, Prety thought that st was like watching
the devclopment of cockerels 1n successive hatchings of
chickens
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Twerve men from the piney woods met at Zeke Lantry's
place and walked down the scrub road to the Moody home-
stead Lant walked 1o front with Abner and Zeke Red
and Black traed fum Cleve dropped back to talh with
Lem Posey The lcan faces of the men were tacturn under
broadbrimmed black slouch hats They were unarmed,
ther hands hanging open at their sides Only the stillness
of the faces was omnous They went through the Ala
baman’s gate and mto Ius yard Debns lay about where
e had begun to enlarge the old Maody house.

The new owner wathed out and Abner said courteously,
“My name s Lantry, and these here men 1> my friends and
fan folks*

The stranger sad, * What you want? Im busy™

Abper asled, ‘Is 1t you done fenced in consid able
serub?

“Ive fenced 1n the land I ve pad for”

Abner pulled his Lip

‘Don v matter what youve pad for, Mister All of us
has homestidded or pard for our land, and we never had
nary cattle fence amongst us We fences our yards and the
fields we're croppn’ and sich as thae But now stoch has
always been free to come and go 10 these parts, both sides
0" the nver Your stock 1s welcome to go acrost my land
and the land of 41l these here men  But, Mister, we aim for
our stock to go acrost yours'

“You're wasting your tume 1f that's what you're here
abour ”

3
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“That’s what we're here about
“Well, you just go on about your business”

Abner’s thick neck swelled and turned cimson

“Mister, we're here peaceable, but if you aim to act that-
a way, you'll jest natchelly find your fences cut”

The Alabaman was a bully He made sure they had no
guns before he reached for hus own, standing on hus porch.

“You damn Crackers get going,” he smd “You keep off
my land and keep your stock off *

Abner asked quetly, ‘ You want trouble?”

* Yes, I want trouble, if that's all you know

He shot deliberately over their heads Three or four
ducked instinctively and Red and Black turned tail and
ran out of the yard He shot agan, this time to one side.
Abner moved swiftly, so that the stranger did not see what
he was doing From the carpenter tools scattered about,
snerdent to the building, he picked up a ten penny natl and
2 hammer He turned us back on the nifle and walked to
the gate ‘The others half turned to follow A massive live-
oah stood by the gate post The hoary Spanish moss, fes-
tooned almost to the ground, stirred as Abner moved to 1t.
‘With a few sharp blows he drove the nail an inch or so
mto the tree  The men crowded after hum, ther cyes on
the Alabaman, who came too, but wanly, afraid of bewg
rushed Abner pointed to the spike

Mister,” he said, “when that ten penny nai 1s done drave
m that oaktree plumb to the, head—you be gone from
here

He closed one eye lasurely, squinung out of the other

‘I mean, long gone,” he sad.

They moved off down the road ‘The Alabaman gaped
after them  They went silently as far as Zeke's place, then
sat down to talk Therq was Intle to say

Syl Jacklin asked, “How long you studymn’ to give hum
to gid”
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“’Bout a weck.”

“You want somebody shounld slip up and drive the sprke
’bout a half ch or inch 2 day, eh?”

‘That's nght.”

“You want we should all take turns?”

Abner’s eye fell on Lant and Cleve He loohed, calcu-
lating, from one to the other. Cleve stooped and began
to pick sand spurs from the hems of hus pincheck trousers
Lhi:t grnned at Abner and the man grnned back at

Abner said, “How ’bout 1t, Lant?*

Lant said, “You all best leave me do it I'm nght here
I ain’t workin® unul trappin’® begins, jest messin’ around,
huntin® deer and sich, sellin’ the saddles whea I Lin *

Syt Jacklin ashed, “What you gittn’ for ‘em?”

‘Dime or so a ponnd  Wisht I'd been huatia® when them
passenger boats was on the river. ‘They quit runam’ bout
the ume I commenced huntin® regllar. ‘Them scapers pud
forty ceats a pound ”

Syl sard, “T'hat were good maney.”

Lant sad, “I make sufficent now. Ma don't complain™

There was a silence

Zeke sud uneasly, “Don’t seem nght, leta’ a young
feller tale the rish ”

Syl said, “That’s iight That bastard il cut down on ary
thing he sec move.”

Lant spat contemptuously.

“He can’t bt me I kin move faster amongst them pes
than he kun watch me”

Abaer nodded

* They's no spectal nish. Leave the boy do it.”

They agreed

Zehe sad, “But now 1f they's much shootin’, somebody
else got to gt nto 1t

They nodded and began to break up to go home. Lant
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started down the road with Cleve He turned to Abner,
moving towards the niver

‘Uncle AbI”

* What you want?’

“What you fixin’ to do time I git the spike drove in and
the feller ain t gone?”’

Abner laughed, shaking lus ponderous chest

How come you askin’ sich tuflin questions?”

He said softly, watching the grave young face, * Frun’ to
gt jest a leetle rougher, son

Lant bnightened He would have felt foolish slipping up
to drive 1n a spike that meant nothing

‘The Alabaman ignored the ten penny nail for a day or
two, of was not aware that 1t had sunk deeper It was
undisturbed the first two times Lant shpped up to the
gate, just after dush, and gave it a measured blow The
third tme when he came, 1t had been puiled out He had
considered this possibality, for he would have done the
same He replaced 1t wath another that he carried for the
purpose  On the fourth mght he made out the figure of
the man siting beside the gate ‘The glmmenng of the
late twibight struck the gun barrel 1n the watcher s hands
Lant squatted noisclessly on us haunches to wait  He could
outwait 2 squirrel hiding 1n a palmetto, a snake 1n a hole,
2 catamount 1n a tree, he was i no hurry now

Unnl midmght there was no sound except a vague rest
lessness from the stranger He shufted lus posinon occa
stonally He was sitting on a chair or box  Once 1t scraped
agamst the wooden gate. Now and then he coughed sofdly
or cleared his throat Lant could not sce lum move, but
at last he heard lum stir, heard the even crunch that was
the sound of a man’s feet walking on sand He let the
sound no more than fade, to run to the tree, for if the man
was smart, this was a ruse, and he would return 12 2n
nstant The mook was there He strok it highaly, s baree



SOUTH MOON UNDER 147

mer head muffled this time with the shirt he had taken off
to wrap around 1t He ran on soundless bate feet down the
road It was hike fishing for a bass that struck and got
away It was good sport to keep after hum

At breakfast he said to Piety and Cleve, “This ruchus 1s
mughty good fun I blieve I'm obliged to drive that nall 2
mute slower”

Cleve sard, * T'll spell you off, Lant”

‘You shore wont You lost your chancet when you
didn’t speak up to Uncle Ab

The next two nights the Alabaman kept vigil all mght
long directly under the livecah  He was 1a position when
the boy arrived, so sull that Lant cheched himself only m
time from walking up on him He had to stop i his
tracks, much closer than be cared to be 1n case an acadent
gave him away He made up hus mind that if ants stung
hum, or a small ammal startled him, or a snake crossed
hus feet, he would not sur

The Alabaman sat almost as qumet There was a ttme
towards morning when Lant was afrard thar he would not
know 1f the man dropped to sleep But as the first grey
light appeared 1n the east, he heard a heavy sighing under
the Live-oak that must, he thought, be slumber That too
mught be a trick He waited In 2 Intle while there came
an unnustakable snore Lant crept i, struck the spike
;ver the sleeper’s head and was gone without awakening

tm

The next mght he did not fare so well The watcher
must have been on the alert most of the day, expectng this
time a daylight visit, but he was at hus post at dark Lant
was able to choose a safer position from a distance He did
not dare come 1n so close agun  He had seen tracks over
a wide radius where the man had hunted him  This ume
the Alabaman, exhausted, fell asleep a little eather Keyed
o a high patch, hus sleep was light and restless, for when



148 SOUTH MOON UNDELR

Lant, hearing him snore, moved sn and sunk the nail to
1ts head, some sound registered

‘There was the frenzied “Eh, eh, e¢h!” of a man startled
from a mghtmare slumber, and the figure started up undec
the boy’s withdrawn arm  Lant was off likke a dear, but he
was seen A nfle bullet whined over hum, smipping off a
small imb ‘The man was shooung high, but Lant ran
madly to get out of range He slowed down only when
he was opposite Zeke's clearing The mght was black, and
heanng the hoot-owls cry, and rabbuts surnng in the ham
mock, he knew the south moon was under fum

The direct unnerved the Alat or he was
already at the end of his tether The next day he packed
Ius houschold goods 1n his wagon and drove across on the
ferry at the Springs, tus face drawn and ugly He was not
seen agamn, and Lant took down the fenang and wound
it 1nto rolls Abner gave him 2 yearling and told hum to
keep the fenang The big red man laughed deeply

“Them Alabamy fellers 1s got no chutlin’s,” he smd He
waggled a portentous finger at the youth “Now you set,
son, how mice 1t be to settle things peaceable and avihised”
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T first October nor'easter blew 1n grey gusts across the
scrub  Beyond the tmmediate beating of ran aganst the
Lantry cabin, there sounded a {ow roar that was the move-
ment of pme trees 1n the wind The small east windows
rattled 1 loose frames, and a sudden spurt of swater, hiss-
ing agamnst the panes, dapped 1n around the edges The
mught was raw and after supper Piety bult a small fire on
the bearth 1n the front room and drew her rocler dose to

T, T -t ugh walls and
u . - *  crachled, and
*h - - \d rain seemed

to move farther away

Cleve lay on his stomach 1 front of the hearth, studyng
the 2lmanac, Lant sat m a corner, piching dly at hus
banjo

Cleve sud, “We better be changin’ them two boars, Aunt
Py tee, 1f you aim to mahe fitten barrows outen ‘em 1
time to butcher on the first cold”

“We're some late now,” she sud “See what the zondike
signs 15 for this weeh”

“That s what 1m looki’ for now No, ‘twon’t do Hit
comes right on Scorpion”

“*Twon't do,” she agreed “That's 1n the Secrers Theyd
bleed to death ™

He traced the calendar days with his forefinger

“The knees or legs or feet 15 best,” she sud

“Here's the Goat—heres the Water man” His finger
rested  “Here you are, Aunt Pytec. Monday week the
sign’s the Two Fishes”

149
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“Monday weeh, Lant,” she repeated * You remember,
now’

He nodded and began 2 tune on the banjo  He loved 1t
as Lantry had done He played with is grandfather’s
fervour, but he had his mother s peculiar imelessness He
picked out the tune before he began to sing He played
tred up 1n knots, his long legs intertwined, hus bony elbows
at nght angles, his crane’s nech looped 1n a passionate
absorption over the imnstrurrent

“ Somebody stole my ol ‘coon dog—
Wish they d bring him back
He'd chase the bsg hogs over the fence,
Tke litle ones thu the crack”

Cleve said, turming the pages of the almanac, * Way I
heerd that, "twere about a feller “stead of a dog, and 1t sud,
‘He'd chase the big girls over the fence, the little ones thu
the crack>”

Lant threw back hus head and patted hus foot m rhythm
with lus tune  He sang 1n a hugh nasal munor, tus foreloch
danghng over hus closed eyes

“Raccoon 15 a cunmn thing—
Travels 1 the dork
Don’t krow u hat trouble 15
*Td he hears ol Ranger bark”

Puety's turtle hdded eyes blinked at hum as he played
She watched bum wath 2 half smule  He began 2 wune for
which he knew no words She reached up to the mantel
for the mail-order catalogue She turned the pages with 2
luxunious slowness, seemng articles on every page 1t sould
be pleasant to have Kezzy called 1t “the wish book,” she
recalled  She had plenty of underwear and towels, made of
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flour and sugar sacking, but she needed unbleached musha
for sheets

Her eyesight troubled her and she hutched her rocker
closer to the fire, so that the light wavered across the book
She straned her eyes to make out the description under a
picture of a bargam bundle of remnants

“Neat small prints in blue and grey and brown 10 yards
for 7o

She was so small that very little materral made her a
dress She sewed laboriously by hard, making her dresses
after the pattern she had used for ten years She put to-
gether a sleeve pattern, long and full, gathered 1nto a band
at the wrist, a warst pattern that came to the throat, with
a turned back collar and buttoned down the front, and a
skurt pattern, long and full The bargain bundle was just
what she wanted It would make dresses for a year or two
She needed shoes She went barefooted often about the
house, but for farm and garden work she needed to be
heavily shod She turned to the pictures of boys’ shoes and
thumbed the page that showed 2 parr, hugh and thick soled
and sturdy, 2t §1 69 She lard down the catalogue and drew
a salt sack from behind the clock on the mantel She
turned the handful of loose silver into her lap and counted
1t slowly, moving her lips Lant slid the banjo across the
floor and came to her side  He squatted on hus heels by
her chayr He reached a bony hand 1nto the change and
clwed 1t over

“That all we got, Ma?”

“That’s all 1 declare, 1t don’t last™

*It shore won't last us "l trappin® money comes ™

Cleve looked up from the almanac, flushung  His full
Lps quivered

He said 1n 2 low vouce, “I better go™

DPiety sud quickly, “You hush, Cleve. 1 rechon Marthy's
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boy'’s jest plumb welcome to what we got, long as we
ot 1t

8 He lnd onc cheek agamst the almanac and threw one

arm over hus face Hhs vorce came, whining

‘ Ma wouldn't of wanted 1 should dis furmish you all”

Piety and Lant exchanged startled glances

Lant snd anxiously, “Cleve, we didn’t mean nothi’,
talkin’ about the money”

You thore did  You was throwin’ off on me”

“ We wasn’t nothin’ o” the sort I ain’t brought in a penny
myself since early summer  We always gits to figgenn’ this
ume o year”

“I better go You gat no way ta git money “fore trappa’
time *

Picty sad, “Cleve, 1 cain't bear you should talk thara-
way We'll jest all go hongry together, 1f need be *

Lant sad sharply, * Asn’t nobody gow’ to go hongry”

He began to walk up and down the room, his hands 1
hus pockets, his chun sunk on hus chest

Prety thought, “He awn't old enough to be worryma® about
things the way Pa done™

His shadow followed hum, leaping from wall to wall as
he turned, twace as long as he, twice as ganghing He paced
so for half an hour His concentration lightened The red
brown eyes snapped

* They’s as good cypress logs sunk 1n the creel and along
the old landin’s on the niver,” he sad, “as them umberin’
scapers ever rafted ™

Piety brought her small, work-twisted hand over her
mouth 1 the farmhar gesture

“J heerd you say that a yare ago,” she nodded She added
thoughtfully, “Hit'd be a pain to gt 1t out”

**Twould,” he agreed, “but cash moncy 1s cash money
Cypress 1s still worth rwelve dollars a thousand ™
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* You ain't got the strength for 1t,” she sud “Nor Cleve
an't got the strength to hep you”

Cleve sat up He smiffled self-consaously

Lant said, “I don’t aim for Cleve to he p me. Way I sees
it 1s this We belong to have us a good fall garden™

Huc had orter be 1n now,” Prety smd ¢ Worrywn' about

you and that Alabamy feller put the work outen my mind *

“ The ground had orter be ploughed and bedded up right
now,’ he agreed ¢ The sweet pertaters had orter be dug on
the next full moon Theres hogs to be butchered on the
full moon, 1f 1t’s cold If you Il take 1n and do my portion
o sich work, Cleve, I kin gt at them sunken logs I am
0 git me o’ Ramrod Sumpson to he’p me raise "em and
raft ’em down to Palatka He's been loggin' 1t alone since
the cypress company quit the river  That 2 way we'll have
garden stuff and pork and cash money all comin’ i ‘bout
the same time "Then hit'll be ume to trap agin  You and
me kin trap together, Cleve”

Cleve studied his fingers He absorbed their anxiety
with satisfaction

“A'nght,” he sud He gnnned
N ‘Ol Ramrod Stmpson! Hes crazy, Lant,” he reminded

tm

“The pore ol feller's cold-out crazy,” Lant agreed, *but
hes strong as ary bull and he makes 2 nughty clever raft”

Piety put away the salt sack of silver and Cleve began
to turn the pages of the almanac.

Lant asked, * Ma, were Ramrod always crazy?”

She chuckled

Long as I ve knowed him," she sud, “but ol’ Granny

Jacklin used to say he wa'n't no crazier’n no other boy, 'l
the preacher baptsed hum 1n the nver”

Cleve sud, “T ve always figgered 2 feller was crazy to pit
baptssed, but I never figgered a baptinn’ *d make you crazy ™

P
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“"Twa'n't the baptisin’ atself The preacher were jest
visitin” and he hadn’t never baptised 1n the Ocklawaha
Granny says she tol him to watch for the hole, hut he got
to praym’ and didn’t pay no mind to where he were
leadin’ Ramrod Furst thing he knowed, he wera 1n to hus
neck, and when he dipped Ramrod he hke to drowned
him He seratched for land and craclzcd pore Ramrods
head on a rock, haulin' hum out Granny says he wa'n't
never night agin Now I won't tell 1t for fact Thar's jest
Granny s tale”

Hit sound likely, Lant saud “ Must be some reason he
hate Jesus Christ the way he do” The bay stretched out
tus neck and imitated Ramrod s hugh rusty voice and cleft
palate “‘Dod damn ol Desus Chwist!’?

Cleve guffawed with ham and Piety s small frame shool

‘Thats hum anght, shesud Now Lant, you he keer
ful You cusses bad enough ‘thout takin’ on nope o
Ramrad s

They went to bed smiling about Ramrod

In the morning the nor easter stll blew Lant apd Cleve
spent the day indoors, thewr heads together over Lants
assortment of traps Suting cross legged on the foor, the
dark red head agamst the round light one, 1t seemed to
Picty they lost the look of men that often startled her
Because they seemed suddenly young she went o the
Litchen and made them a pan of syrup candy They filled
their mouths and chewed and argued amiably through the
afternoon Cleve s pasty face was smug

‘The storm cleared on the third day The early Qctober
arr was cnsp and clear, and the fronds of palmettos glt
tered against the sharp blue of the sky The change had
brought a suggestion of frost, so that the persimmon trees
sn the clearing were bronzed, and the frust stood out ke
small orange lanterns Cleve hutched Piety’s old mule to
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the turn plow. He whstled, puchering is mouth in his
round face

Lant sad, “I'm gone,” and went past the persmmons on
the trail to the niver landing It was eleven o'clock when
he reached Eureha He went to the store to ask Ramrod
Simpson’s wherezhouts and found the man lumself 1o ats
dark, odorous mterior, buying dried navy beans

‘ Hey, Lant,” he sud

“Howdy, Ramrod 1 want to see you when you git done
your business™

“P'm done now”

Lem Posey came 1 the store  He jerhed us thumb at
Ramrod

He sad over hus shoulder to Lant, He buys whatever's
cheapest—black-eyed peas, beans, anything  Today 1t s navy
beans” He lifted hus voice, although Ramrod was not deaf.
He winked at Lant “Howd you come out with those
blackeyed peas you bought 1 the spnng, Ramrod?”

The man rubbed a large hnotty hand over us thin-
stranded white hair  He turned pale blue puzzled eyes on
Lem His Adam’s apple worked up and down n hus
cylinder neck

“I've done tol' you, Lem,” he protested 1n a lugh thin
squeak “Awy ume awybody’s 1n the sto’ you ash me bout
dem peas. ¥ want you should wemembch and not ash me
no mo' It thusa way,” he turned to Lant, “I bought me
fifty pound o sced peas and 1 planted half *Totheh half I
la:l'.l“" 10 lard pads and kept ‘em to tooh and eat That's

“Did the cookung peas last you untl the sced peas grew? *
Lem prodded hum

“No, they divv out 'fore the peas tome up  You wemem-
beh hut were myghty dwy all spwing  Nothin' didn’t gwow
Iike 1t belonged to.”
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“Did you go hungry, Ramrod, ul the peas you'd planted,
made?”

‘I teep tellm’ you, I neveh went hongwy The peas
the gwound wa'n’t even spwouted and I dest dug me up
fo'five wows and washed ’em 1n the wiver and I done
et ’em”

Lem turned his back and slapped hus leg in a soundless
murth The storekecper chuckled Lant frowned

“1 hope I ai’t never put to 1t as clost as that,” he sad.

“What you want ¢’ me, Lant™ Ramrod ashed

‘11l walk with you a pece,” he smd He disliked Lem
“Ill oot have hum makin’ fun o’ me for workn® with
Ramrod,” he thought

Ramrod shared his dishke When they were part way
down the trml that led along the river to his small pine
shack, the man burst out, “ T don’ see how o’ Desus Chwast
tould let awy woman hatch and waise such 2 soncda
bitch!”

Lant guffawed He slapped Ramrod on the shoulder

“Don’t you mever let nary man tell you you're crazy,”
he sad

Ramrod turned to the youth with a swift muldness

‘You tome home and eat w1’ me 1 dot dood beans to
took ”

“Ramrod, you camn’t coch that hind for dinner today
You has to soak ’em all mght and bail the devil outen ’em
the next mormn®”

“I tell you a secwet I put a *poonful lye—Grant Lye—n
the por, and hit took dem beans soft as gwits by noon”

“Don’t never tell that to Lem Posey,” Lant cautioned
him

‘Not me Hit's a secwet ™

Lant wondered uneasily if he were bargaining for more
than he could handle. Another look at Ramrod’s hands
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hanging Iike great rooted stumps at the ends of powerful
arms, reassured him

“You jest the man I want, Ramrod,” he sad  “Is your
loggin® to where you kin leave 1t for a whiles?™

“I dot me enough logs to mahe one secuon,” he sad ‘I
kin leave em 1n the bushes if ol’ Desus Chwist don't find
‘em®

“How about you tahin’ a few weeks with me to rase
them good cypress logs 1s sunk mn the swamps and near
the landin’s, where the Comp’ny goed off and left 'em?”

“You and me waise em and waft ‘em?”

‘Raft 'em to Palatha, was my 1dee We'd belong to cut
encugh floaters to carry the smkers and then cnib raft
tem™

Ramrod was exated He stuffed Ius bag of navy beans
mnsde his shirt and 1nsisted on turming back and rowing
down stream with the boy to look the ground over AsZLant
cut through a channel to one of the shallow swamp crecks,
the man hung far over the side of the rowboat to peer 1nto
the brown clear water for cut logs

“Yonde® onel”

‘Wild rose brambles caught at his white hair, but the
insane pale eyes kept to thewr searchung He ponted out
another

Lant thought, “He an’t so crazy he don't know good
solid cypress™

He agreed to Lant’s suggestions for the raimng A pair
of improvised scows with a windlass and a pair of log tongs
would do the tnch Lant had much of the equipment
among hus grandfather’s oddments. By the ume they had
swung 10 and cut of half a dozen crecks that paralleled the
nver, locaung large sound logs and laywng therr plans, the
sun had dropped behind the westerly bank. The niver
began to steam faintly as the chull mght ar came down.
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“You're obliged to come spend the mght to the house,”
Lant said

Ramrod shool Ius head wigorously Between hus cleft
palate and lus exatement, he made Lant understand that
he was nervous in 2 strange house He had matches and
would build a fire at the edge of Otter Landing  As for
food, he had had breakfast, and one meal a day sufficed
tum He wanted to be up to start the work well before
day He laid 2 confidential hand on Lant’s arm

“I dest bed up 1n leaves on the gwound like a *possum
beddin’ 1n 2 twee,” he said.
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Tz raft lay at Otter Landing under the fog of carly
mormng It was tethered at both ends The nver current
swirled under it and 1t tugged at 1ts moorings The ten
thurty foot sections, joined fexibly, surred and nippled hike
the vertebrz of a great snake The fog filled the iver
from bank to bank, only the palmettos shook their heads
free from ats chill dankness. Ramrod was waiing at the
edge of the water He sat motionless on hus heels, his arms
between hus legs, hus hands resting ape like on the ground

Lant saw lum from the last bend of the hammock trail
The low hanging must rested over the man’s head and the
white hatr was dissolved 1 1t The outline of the abraft
showed beyond The boy hurred his pace He lad hus
hand on Ramrod's shoulder The old man started and
brought fus gaze to hum from a far distance

They moved to the raft without speahing  Most of the
supplies had becn loaded the eveming before Lant placed
the last box 1n the rowboat tied for towing behind the last
section He unfastened the Line that held the end of the
12ft 11 to the bank Ramrod loosed the line that held the
first secuon and jumped quickly to the car-bench Lant
walled the threc hundred feet of raft to the head and
pushed his jam hook aganst a eypress at the water’s edge

¢ head swung slowly away from the bank A quiver of
movement passed from one section to another, the wing
picces swung par by parr  Ramrod bent to the sweep
The current took the raft and delivered 1t 1nto the Jong
gnp of the niver  Lant shivered with delight

In the fog the was scarcely perceptible. The
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boy thought anxiously that they had started too early The
sun had been about to break over the scrub as he had left
the house Now he saw that inch by inch the fog hited
‘The water rushed visibly past the shore The nver was
straight for several hundred yards When they reached the
first curve, the banks were clear of must for a foot 1n height
hamrod swung the thirty foot ash pole on 1ts pwvot and
the head of the raft took the bend neatly The sections
followed docilely Within the cribs the great cypress logs
lay loosely penned pinned only at the heads

Ramrod dropped to the par bench and motioned Lant
bestde lum  He placed the boy s hands on the long sweep
held hus vast ones over them Lant felt the river lick at the
up of the pole Ahead the fog seemed mmpenetrable It
fted just ahead of them, then closed agan behuind The
nwver, deep and swift and narrow, wound tortuously It
flowed to the north but curved sometimes east, sometimes
west, and straightened out agmn  As 1t turned towards the
east, shafts of sunlight splt the fog The must rolled on
uself, billowed and disintegrated ‘The thin morning sun
broke through, teanng the last shreds from the river pinks
and asters It lay 1n warm bands acress the boy s shoulders,
chulled by the November dawn

He was amazed at Ramrod s silence ‘The old man had
been feversshly garrulous through the weeks i which they
raised logs from mud and creck beds and made up the raft
He had sometimes let go of the windlass rope when a log
was half hoisted, waving his hands to tell some mad grev
ance Now he sat 1n an oblvious peace, his pale eyes calm
and watchful He hummed a litle 1n a whining munor

Lant knew the nver by heart for a few mules below bus
own landing  Shingle Landing Mud Bottorn Springs, Saw
Grass, Indian Bluff, where he had found the old 4570
bullet, as big as hus thumb, from the Indian wars—he passed
them as he would pass folk he knew Today their faces
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were a hule strange, as though they showed an unsus-
pected lack of friendhiness The steep east bank was a wall
to be avarded, and every bend a menace Where the nver
current whirled under low hanging boughs, or rushed
agamst the shore before 1t took 1tself about a curve, the rafe
100 whirled and rushed Where the sweep was insufficient
to steer, Lant used the jam hook to keep the head out of
the wood

Ramrod had prepared the boy for passing the Lady Shp
per The turn was sharper than a nght angle, and as they
approached, the river debris that floated with them picked
up speed If the raft were not snubbed, 1t would pile up at
the turn Lant s heart pounded He walked the raft back
to the rowboat, untied 1t, passed along the side of the raft
and recerved from Ramrod one end of a long rope He
rowed to the convex bank to the east and as the head of
the raft drew oppostte, made half a dozen turns of the rope
about a stout cypress The rope tightened and sang The
cypress quivered The raft head swung slowly around the

Lant released the rope slowly, Iying back agamst
1t as 1t slipped through his hands The sections rounded
the bend

* Just like a o’ snake movin’,” he thought

The current returned from 1ts frenzed rush agamst the
far bank and settled agan 1nto 1ts steady four mules an
bour The raft swayed a bittle and seitled with st Ramred
pulled 1n the trailing rope-end  Lant caught up 10 the row-
boat, fastened 1t to the rear and boarded the raft Ramrod
nodded The boy felt srong and expenenced

He remarked wisely, The Lady Shpper's a perfeck
scoundrel »

The sun was high The nver was red and gold and
bronze, for the sweet gums and hichortes and maples were
3n full autuma colour The cypress needles had turned to
the deepred of Lant's har The niver water, staned by
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cypress and magnolia dissolved the colour 1n its clear
brownness Scarlet berries were thich on the swamp Jaurel
‘They were reflected 1n the calmer water along the shore,
as though they grew staunchly below the surface

Towards Hog Thief Creeh the nver straightened for 2
distance The sun was directly overhead Ramrod put the
sweep 1n the boys hands He had only to flutter it now
and then as a fisheagle soaring lifts one wing The man
stretched his arms and legs He went back to the supplies
and brought forward 2 un lard pail Prety had pached with
ready-coohed food He set 1t on the boy s hnees and took
the sweep from hun  Lant opened the pail and took eut
biscunts and cornbread from the top  Underneath were fried
squurrel and white bacon To one side was a bottle of
Abper Lantrys new cane syrup Ramrod watched the
bucket a little crosseyed like a hungry dog  He hitched
close on the oarbench Lant divided the food 1n equal
portions They ate while the raft dnfred handhing stself
There was more than they could eat i the one meal Laat
Ieft lus uneaten share in the bucket Ramrod turned pieces
of squurrel meat over n hts hands and put them regret
fully 1 his pochets They dipped nver water m ther
hands and drank deeply The water was cold and had 2
clean taste of brown leaves

The stream broadened to nearly three hundred feet A
few rare white oaks grew close to the water s edge The
raft passed close and Lant could sce the large acorns The
afternoon sun was strong It moulded the jimson weed into
towers of red and gold ‘The next ume Lant rowed to
shore to snub the rafthead, woodbine traifed across hum as
he passed under overhanging ash saplings Thesr touch
was reassuring  The vines were as they had always been
‘The banks were unchanged, after all The jab of snubbing
went smoothly and the raft took the bend like a stung of
well handled horses The boy lost the feching of uncasiness
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that had struck him 1n the chill morning The rrver was
safe and he could handle 1t

Ramrod gave hum the sweep on every straight reach To
wards suncet the bends grew frequent and the man took
over the steering agamn  Lant drew hus long legs nto the
carcle of hus arms  He was suddenly exhausted He dlosed
his eyes for a moment

He wakeped with the nver lapping under him, the
tethered raft rocking gently Ramrod had tied 1t up around
a curve where the current was deflected and slow The rear
was moored on the near side of the bend and the head on
the far The sections made two sides of 2 triangle around
the bend The sun was gone and the river lay m shadew
The bank beside him was black Live-oahs and magnolias
1n 2 patch of hammock loomed monstrous He looked
up Ramrod stood over lim, his hands hanging at hus
sides Lant sat up sharply

He ashed,  What we stopped for? 1 thought you fig
gered we'd dnift both night and day

The man suid, You *bout divv out I been pushin you.
You belong to west We dest camp tonught

Lant frowned He was ashamed of gomng to sleep

Ramrod said, * You dot to det used to this You young ™
He waved one hand at Lant s long legs “You gwowin' ™

He pushed fus hand through hus tufted white hair Hus
eyes stared across the dark water He shook his head,
trying to clear st of 1ts confusion He reached across his
madnass mto a far past He groped 1 a torment of
rememberin,

“I been a boy,” ke sad

The raft was under way before sunnse. There was less
fog than the morning before The weather was turnmng
warmer The niver past Orange Springs Ferry was not so
fdmiliar It turned sharply here and flowed almost due

;M
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cast along the north boundary of the scrub Ramrod ported
out trails to the water’s edge that the boy had nat known
eststed Black Hawh Cut-off, the Needles Eye and the
Galloping Reaches—these began to be strange

The south bank flattened There was more swamp and
less hammock The niver pinks grew 1n dense masses, piled
as high as small trees ‘There were fewer Iive-oaks and
maples, more bulrushes and willows At ‘Turkey foot Land
g a child 1n a ragged dress watched them pass They
hifted therr hands to her and called “Hey! but she pue half
her hand 1n her mouth and did not answer Rounding the
next bend Lant looked back She stoad without moving,
gazing after them from under shaggy harr

The days went faster for the boy because the north banh
was new They dnfted day and mght He took turns with
Ramrod at napping 1 the day nme The weather turned
warrm, the current slowed, the river was sun shot and sleepy
The afterncons were hot Blue johns flapped langndly
ahead and vultures did not str from therr roosts The
river edge was a bronze murror

‘There came a time 1 mud afterncon wher: all Life seemed
suspended ‘The niver flowed interminably but as though
without advance The boy thought that he had been always
m this sull, iquid place There was no change There was
no memory and no 1magining  The young male restlessness
that had begun to sur along his bones was quiet I Prety
and Cleve and Kezzy were really persons, instead of names,
they lay drowned belund hum  Nothing existed bue the
brown, clear water, flowing 1n one spot forever Ramrod
sat hunched at the oar bench, lunate, insensate, silent at
the sweep The water lettuce whurled slowly around and
around, lihe dancers waltzing 1n their sleep  Lant watched
untl he drowsed with 1t, arctnd and around and around

In the mght ume he was sharply aware of movement
Ramrod 1nsisted that the nver current was faster at nght
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They had warted for full moon for the trp and the nver
was as plun as by day Lant liked the swirling progress
1 the moonlight between the darkh banks He felt the
same drowsy exatement as when he played hus grand
father's banjo He could see water turkies and Limptuns
roosung high 1n the cypresses Wood-ducks hfted from
the coves with a wild rush of wings and herons, disturbed
at therr slumber, flew ahead of the raft, snow white 1 the
siver brightness Owls quavered from the shore He
breathed sparingly, histening to the niver sucking at the raft,
smelling the rank sweetness of the swamps

Op the strmght reaches Ramrod seemed to nap ar the
oar bench, rousing instinctively when the head of the raft
swung too close to shore Lant lay on his back, hus arms
under hus head, the soles of hus bare feet aganst the smooth-
ness of cypress, and watched the stars and the sailing moon
The trees, the clumps of tall tufted niver grass, the shadowy
banks, went by 1n the night ike things remembered 1n a
dream  The river flowed, a dream between dreams, and
they were all one, the boy and the nver and the banks

He was conscious of lying immobile, borne resistlessly
between two monons ‘The niver moved under bum and the
sky shipped over lum Out of the sy appeared the sun and
the moon, the stars and the wind, and they had something
to do with the earth They made day and mght and they
made feed ume, when the deer and rabbuts stured at the
swamp edge, the fish jumped 10 the nver and the owls
hooted 1 the hammock These things, he thought, were
concerned wath the earth even when they were mvisible

Dead River and the Narrows, the Blue Boar and the
Blue Sow; Bill Blount’s Honey and Turpentine Creek,
the raft passed them n the moonlight They went by the
old Riverside Landing by daylight  Looking up the shal-
low bank, Lant saw pine saplings massed against the sky
He recogmsed the cast scrub, where he and Cleve and Red
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and Black had run down the wild cat He wondered if
Red would Leep everybody out of the yard while he was
away The dogs were showmng therr age Even Blach, he
thought, was getong cranky

The familiar points of the scrub’s boundanes were -
creastngly strange from the niver, the Winding Blades, the
Devils Salad Patch, Davenport, the last landing on the
river, he would scarcely have known them ‘The sun was
seting  The palms reached up tousled heads and caught
the glow, red gold among therr fronds The spider hies
were wvory washed with thin gold Red hibiscus and the
wild Blazing Star flamed nchly Almost without warning
the river ended Beyond, the broad St John s moved slug
gishly northward to the sea, and there were pale orchd
water hyacinths on both sides of the raft

They tied up to wart for dayhght and coohed supper on
shore In the darkness before moonrise there came spundr
from a camp of negro fishermen, a mile away across the
greater river ‘The blacks were snging  Lant thought that
he had never heard such sweetness, dark and rich and flow:
ng, like the niver through the swamp In the mormng
they picked up a tow boat for the thuty miles down the
St John's to the lumber mulls at Palatka
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Cieve and Piety were at supper when Lant returned
from hus raft tup  He grinned 2t them from the doorway
and tossed his grandfathers old leather wallet on the
hatchen table in front of his mother She opened it and
took her eyes from him a moment to mahe a rough count
of the bills

Cleve said, * Lemme see

Prety sad, * Hit do pay mughty good ”

Lant dropped down beside her and poked his gnmy
fingers i her plate He dipped a piece of sweet potato 1
the bacon gravy and gulped 1t down

‘Dog take 1t,” he sud, Im hongry These 1s the first
white man’s rauons I ve seed”

‘Now you tell me,” she sad, ‘howd you cook and
manage?®

You git me filled up, youll be more like to hear what
I got to tell »

He ate from her plate while she heaped another for um

‘1 got no pre nor puddin’,” she sad  “I wa'n’t expectin’

oy *

Cleve said sulkily between mouthfuls, ‘ If I'd hnowed we
was waitm' on Lant to git pre and puddin’ on the table, Id
of goed to Kezzy for 16—

Piety said anxiously, I aun't meant to be scarce wath sich
as that, Cleve” She turned to Lant “We been workin®
mighty hard We got two hundred pounds o' meat smokin’,
and half the sweet pertaters dug before the moon begun
to wane

1%
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Cleve said belligerently, “I got *coon hides salted, maost
enough to bring as much money as you got”

Lant reached for a pork spare nb

‘ We 'bout to make us a hvin, dogged iof we ain't”

The fire in the ktchen range was deeply comforung
He sat on the bench beside 1t while Prety washed the
dishes

Put me on 2 kettle o' water time you're done, Ma Itll
take water hot enough to scald a hog to git the stk
off me”

‘ Well, you smell all nght to me” she sad “I am'’t
felt too easy, and you on that rver”

‘I rechon you figger 1tll pay to go ahead with the rest
o them logs,” Cleve smd

“You mughty nght”

“That raftun’s a man’s worl.,” Piety said doubtfully * Now
you tell me about the cookin’”

“The first might and the last un, we done tied up the
raft to the bank and cooked on shore *Tother tumes we
cooked oncet a day on the raft”

“Dudn't the water git to the fire?”

“The logs sticks up consid’able

“Dudn’t the fire burn the logs?”

“No We piled water lettuce and wet nver trash on top
and made the fir¢ on top o’ that”

“Well, 1 do know”

Cleve ashed, “How d you git home agin?*

*Rowin' and towin’. We got a tow part way up the St
John's and up the Ocklawaha from Riverside to Orange
Springs We rowed home from the Ferry ”

It was agreed that he would make two more trps with
Ramrod while Cleve trapped He would be through 15
time to trap, too, before spring Tt was hard to think of the
trapping and the farm work. and the garden He felt un-
steady on hus fect, as though the earth were liquid. Hif
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mund moved forward to February and March and Apri,
but the core of hus body still drifted on the fiver

He made the last rafung trp m January The wind was
blowing out of a grey north when they set out The ua
easess of atmosphere mfected Ramrod He was awhward
and nervous and chattered constantly He let go of the
sweep to wave hus hands Lant took 1t from him

He asked, ¢ What all ails you, Ramrod?

The man burst out unintelligtbly Lant made out at last
that Jesus Christ was after hum agam  Ramrod shrilled 1
hus thn falsetto, * Dod damn ol’ Desus Chwast!” The boy
was disturbed

He thought, ‘ [ m Iike to have a hell of a twist with hum **

He did not have Ramrod s sure hand on the sweep He
went cold at the parrow margin by which he was Leeping
the raft head out of the wood Rarurod dropped to s
haunches on the raft, swaymng from side to side Towards
the first bad curve, where the raft must be snubbed, Lant
seached back and shooh the man by the shoulder

“You got to take the sweep while I git to the bank,” he
shouted “If you dont hold the sweep ol Jesus'll shore gic
the raft”

Ramrod s dull eyes cleared He lfeaped to hus feet and
se1zed the long oar tn a frenzy

Snub 1t, boy! Snub n! We dest fool ol Desus!™

Lant considered tyrg up the raft at the nearest bend and
abandoning the tnip  But he had seen Ramrod come harm
lessly out of hus frenzies

He thonght, * I be dogged 1f I11 quat”

At Indian Bluff 1t began to ran Large drops fell singly
Iike exhausted hird shot Then they came rapidly, like rats
funmng across a yoof Long before they reached Orange
Springs Ferry the ramn was falling 1z sheets, a Ltde gant-
Wwise across the stream

He asked Ramrod, “You thunk 1t It clare tomorrer?™
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The man was a good weather prophet when he was calm

He said blankly, “Sho ™

The ran stopped at sun-down long enough for them to
dry out by a smoky fire on the raft The night was §Usty,
with spatters of ram that moved swiftly away Ramrod
held fathfully to the sweep The boy napped on and off
through the mght He thought, I better get my sleep
while Ramrod’s quet” In the morning 1t was plain that
a threc-day nor'easter had set tn They were drenched The
wind beat at them through the ram and fattened therr
clothes agamnst thewr bones Lant’s forelock dripped be
tween lus eyes and Ramrod s thin white hair lay lthe wet
fur 'The man was excited agan and Lant took the raft
from him and persuaded Ium to sleep through the after
noon He was calmer when Lant opeped a lard pall of
cacked food for supper He talked coherently Yet it
seemed to the boy that the man quivered with the rautness
of a snubbing rope when the raft stramed agminst it Dark
ness came without a visible sunset The wet greyness of
banks and nver turned black Wind and rain made 2
sudden tumult

He shouted, “Ramrod, we got to ue up”

“The man began to dance up and down with thin cfooked
Tegs

“Teep on! Teep on! OP Desus waitin’ yondeh by the
bank]”

Lant thought despainngly, “Just as good to keep 50108
and be done with 1t If the raft piled up, at least the night
mare would be ended

Straoing his eyes ahead, he found after 2 tyme a Juminos-
sty 1n the very ram, so that the banks showed dark sgnst
it Ramrod’s sight scemed sharper than hus own Aga?
and agan the man laid his hand on the boy'’s arm an
ponted to an 1mpending shore line Lant could heaf the
punes and cypresses threshing therr tops ‘The wind winpped
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the palmettos and they strred with the roar of a heavy
surf  Suddenly Ramrod began to hum The sound was
high and whining and vibrant It picked 1ts way 1n thin
threads of madness among the harmonies of the wind The
boy felt the hair rise on the back of his nech

Towards midmght a distant thunder and lighting
moved close The nver was llurmnated 1n broad flashes
The storm seemed to be making up stream Lightning
struck a hundred yards ahead Then 1t struck a pine on
the night bank so close that splinters fell on the raft The
pine blazed a moment before the rmn extnguished 1t
Ramrod braced his feet wide apart and threw back Ius
head Water streamed down hus neck  He shooh hus fist
at the sky

“ Shoot some’eres else, Dod dama you,” he shnlled ¢ You
amssin’ mel

‘The wind was high the next day but the rawn came
intermittent squalls In a lull, Ramrod leaned over the
frame of the crib for a drink of water Lant heard him
exclaim and turned He was 1n time to sce the upper plate
of the man’s false teeth eddyng down through the darh
water Ramrod dissolved m frenzy

'Ol Desus Chwist done 1t! Ol Desus Chwist have
stole my teef!”

Lant ‘shouted, “For Gods sake, Ramrod, don't git off
this raft)

Gibbering, the man was clambering 1 the rowboat and
casting loose the line  He picked up the oars and rowed
with powerful strokes back to the spot of the acadent He
Ieaned half ont of the boat to peer mto the water Straight
ahcad was the Double S Cut-off River debns and part of
an old raft lay heaped at the far side of the turn

Lant thought, *I just got to pile up, 1s all™

The current packed up He felt a sur along the linc of
logs. ‘They would pile up, one on the other, with the power
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of clephants Ramrod was rowing up stream agamn Lant
ran the length of the sections and piched up the snubbing
rope fastened at the end He gauged the increase in current
and Ius distance from the left bank He dropped 1nto the
mver and struck out with the knotted end of the line n Ius
teeth He swam lihe an otter  Close to the bank a dump
of elder boughs brushed the water He shd under them,
feeling for bottom with hus naked feet It was not there
There was, mstead, a ternfying world of water, and he
could nesther sce nor breathe The raft tail, swinging, had
tightened on the ine The knot had brought him up shert,
pulled him under He held on, fightng for the top In
his pamec he thought, this was the way a trout felt on
a hine

He could let go It was all hopeless Come to the top
and let the raft pile to blazes In an instant more he would
burst wide open The raft swung agan The hine slached
and he shot clear The air was a thuck red He could not
see the stump on shore  He felt ats staunchness and passed
s ine around 1t, once, twice, half a dozen times He
dropped slowly forward across 1t and felt the tightness of
the hemp under his lean belly He opened his eyes with
Ramrod standing over hum, twisting bss hands Lant wanted
1o curse, but he was too tired to open his mouth

Ramrod sad, “Mimute I done lef you, ol Desus Chwist
ship up on you I wont leave you no mo'’

Lant sat up His sight cleared He spat river water
The moonings held, he noticed The head of the raft was
1n smd stream, but the rear tugged fuulely, ke a ‘possum
caught by the tal Ramrod Lfted the boy to hus feet and
bent anxiously to wnng the water from the torn legs of
his overalls He would take the boat, he sad, and saub
the raft head at the nght bank When hus line was fasty
Lant could free the end 2nd get aboard The man’s min!
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worked clearly He was mild and chastened He went at
tus job with a painful concentration

The skies cleared and the wind blew cold on the fourth
day They dued out i the raw sunshine Lant thought
he would never be warm again  Because the weather hud
been threatening he had brought an extra supply of cooked
food It was all gone He lad a fire on a pile of rubbish
on the raft and opened the twenty pound lard pail for meal
to fry cornbread The cover had been ajar through the
storm and the sapplies were rumned Meal and coffee and
sugar were mextrcably blended wet and rank and
moulded Only the grits in a separate tin can were dry and
usable He boiled a cupful They ate unsalted gnts for
dinner mn silence

Lant took hus light rifle from under the oar-bench and
wiped off the motsture He watched the banks sharply
for a shot The ducks were 1n safe coves and the squirrels
would not stir 1n the high wind A possum, come to the
nwver s edge to drinh, would be acceptable meat Ramrod
waved wildly towards a water turhey 1o a cypress Laat
shook his head

They ainc fitten he sad

Limpk would have to be the dish The brown spotted
cranes were plentful and were an easy shot The man and
boy ate impkin bosled with grits three times a day the rest
of the way to Palatha Lant felt unhappdy that the nver
had betrayed hum It was 2 bad matter when there was
treachery 1n famibar thungs

Piety was startled the day that he walked in from the
serub road at noon  He was gaunt and tattered and there
were hollows under his eyes

She asked, Why you comn’ 1 from the road?

“ Cause the rowboat sprung a leak at Davenport”
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“You and the ol’ man walked all that way?”

‘We walked 1t”

“Whyn't you bring the pore ol feller 1n?”

“Amn’t no gittin’ lum under a roof *

He fished the wallet from his shirt and handed st to her,

“They cut the price this time I ain't sorry 1t's the end
o the cypress 1€ 1 got to starve to death, I'd like to starve
to death rested ”

He went 1nto hts bedroom and took off his overalls and
dropped 1nto bed  Piety worked quetly through the after
noon while he slept She was glad he was through with
rafting She had no fear for him from the scrub  He could
travel on foot from one end to the other and no danger,
whether of rattler or panther or bear, was quicker than he.
No storm could confuse him, no darkness cause him to
lose lus way But all the ume he was on the nwver, she
thought of him  She thought of hum borne helpless on 2
strong flowng thing

She cooked an early hearty supper and when she heard
him stir shortly before sunset, she sent Red and Black into
the house to lum  She heard the old dogs whiming with
ecstasy, pattng thewr tads on the floor of his raam He
bathed and put on clean clothes and sat by the hearth fire
sn the front room 1n the late winter afternoon and told her
of the trip and the storm and Ramrod’s madness  She sat
rocking gently, watching him as though the sight of hum
fed a hunger

He ashed, “Where's Cleve?”

“He goed acrost the river to sce about work He says he's
got to have work, when the trappin’s done  He figgered
he could git hum a job cuttin’ ties And board wath Abger.”

“Gittin’ right peest, an't he?”

She laughed

“I rechon he's got a reason”

She left him and went to the kitchen  She called hum.
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“Supper’s done.”

He sat down at the kitchen table She brought out from
the oven 2 large bird, roasted to a golden brown, exuding 2
stuffing odorous of sage and onton He dropped the steel
Lmife and fork with a clatter

Ma, whats that?*

‘ Limplan,” she said proudly ‘ Cleve canght 1t aceidental
1 a trap”

‘Git me somethin’ else quick T've got a bait o° them
squallin’ fellers Ive et 'em to where they was purely
squallin® 1n my belly I got no more use for 'em except o
hear ‘et holler when the cold’s done or a rain’s a-comn’ ™

After supper he said, “T better go on down to Uncle
Zeke's to see kun I quarrel with Kezzy She seed me go by
this mornin’, but 1 was too give out to stop”

He had scarcely gone, she thought, before he was back
The breezeway was sull hghted by the bright west He was
scowhng and scuffling the sand ahead of hum with us feet

“Wan't Kezzy there?’

He spat across the steps 1n disgust

‘Oh, yes. Her and Cleve too  Great God!®

‘Now what s the matter? she ashed impatiently

“Notha', of 1t suts Kezzy Cleve’s courtin—T rechon
vou'd call 1t courun® He had lus damn nose 1a the back
of her neck like a cat chompin’ on a rat.”

The woman chuckled

*You shore Kezzy didn ¢ need no he’p?”

*I figgered at first she were trymn’ to gt loose.” He spat
agun  Kezzy's strong as Cleve She could of pitched him
cuten the yard if she'd took the nouon 1 come off before
they seed me™

He brushed past her, 10to the front room His face
startled her  She followed hum

She said hestantly, “Hu's hard for me to thnk you're
50 near growed.”
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She braced her small frame and came out with the ques-
tion bluntly.

“Lant! You want Kezzy?™

A hot flush darkened his face in the twilight,

“Hell,” he said, “1 don’t waat no damn gul.*



XX

A stow breeze sturred across the Apnl mght The moon-
Light washed through the clearing 1n waves of warm silver
Kezzy sat with Piety and Lant on the front stoop

She sad, ‘I hin smell the white oleander bloomin” by
the gate™

Puety sard, ¢ Things 15 mughty sweet on a warm mghe T
Lia smell ploughed ground back yonder *

“How’s the new mule?” Kezzy ashed

“He am't as smart as the old un, Piety sard, * but Likely
he a10’t learned my ways Lant, don’t you shoot that gua
10 the night this-a way *

“I ain’t fizin’ to shoot I'm jest sightin’ it”

He lifted Ius new 30-30 Winchester nifle to hus shoulder,
down and up agan It had an 1vory sight that caught the
moonhght He lad the gun across hus sharp hnees and
drew an appraising hand along 1ts smooth length

“I kin knock hell outen a deer with this, most as far as
I kin see hum »

Kezzy asked, ‘ What were the matter with your old
gun?”

“Nary thing,” Piety sud * He jest had the money when
him and Cleve divided after their trappin’ and he couldn't
1t to the catalogue quich enough”

*You done the same thing with the mule,” he argued
“He'd done been caun® us head off and dow’ o work,
but when you put him to the plow the one day and he
dropped dead 1 the traces, you takened on lihe ‘twas me
was dead”

He nudged Kezzy and warted for hus mother's wrath.
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“The gun and the mule wa'n't the same thing’ she
shrilled ‘T uses a mule to make us rations Your ol gun
were plenty good You kin shoot with a old style gun, but
you shere can’t plough with a dead mule”

“Ne’ mind, Ma; he said, “you got the new mule and I
got the gun ™

“ That’s jest about all we got, too I declare, Kezzy, seems
jest lately Like hum and Cleve has done swopped natures
Cleve workin' for Ab acrost the niver, and Lant a setun’
and puttun’ out the last o' the cash money for 2 nfle And
the house full o’ guns,’ she added

“Ma, you jest gitin’ cranhy Laisten!”

In the near by hammock a whip poor will sounded huis
tumultuous cry, tearing the sull mght

“ That's jest the feller I been watin’ for,” he sad

Picty sad uncertainly, “If you heen waiun' on somethin’,
why'nt you say?’

“*Cause I perfeckly enjoys tormentic’ you, he sud

Kezzy slapped at her legs

‘I don't know what the first whip poor will mean to
you, Lant, but dogged if 1t don’t mean the first skecters
to me’

She stood up

“f got to be goin’ Zckell think I'm spendin’ the mght
Ary one keer to walk the road with me?”

Picty sud, " We'll both go  Seem like we're wakeful, fisst
warm weather ”

They strolled together the half mile of scrub road to
Zeke's land  Kezzy walked between Lant and Piety, hinh
g her arms an thers The sand road showed brghter
by moonlight than by sun A squirrel ran across 1n front
of them From the nver there came the roar of a bull
alligator

Lant sud, “I figgered you belonged to suck your snout
outen the water 'bout now Beller, you scaper, go on and
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beller Ma, you got so short o* patience—how many ’gators
have you heerd?”

“That’s the first ™

“Uhhuh And how did you rechon I'd go ’gatonn’,
when they wa'n’t no *gators out?”

*If you was aimun’ to "gator,” she sud 1dignantly, “gou
should have sard™

“"Twouldn't hurry the *gators none to say”

Kezzy sard, * I been wonderm’ of twa'n't about time for
‘em I been wonder, too, why "us they don’t never come
out 'ul the nughts gits warm ”

“Because spning and summer’s their matin’ season  And
matin’ season, hit s jest the pature of the creeters to pop up ™

She laughed and looked up 1nto hus face

*Now listen wheo's tallan’ about maun’ What do you
know “bout *gators matin 7’

“I'hnow all about 1t, " he said carnestly

Prety sud, “You've seed their nestes on top o tussocks,
am't you, Kezzy?®

“Lant dug 1nto one oncet to show me Down near the
Dread Sixteen eggs, wan't it, Lant? And them all cov-
ered with the biggest mess o' rotten leaves and niver trash
When Lant put my hand down 1n to feel, 1t were hot as
1f @ settin’ hen had jest Jeft the nest Lant, what you fixm’®
to bunt 'em for? You after the ive uas or the hides?”

“The hides o* big uns and very small uns ahve”

“What they worth?”

“Four and a half for seven foot tndes and over. A quarter
apiece for small hve uns”

“If the price holds up”

“You mighty nght Trouble with thus country, the word
8oes out they's money 1n a thing, and the bull mess Jays
10 and works that thing They got the price o’ shins down
to where winter trappin® don't scaseely pay.”

They stopped at Zeke's gate. .
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Kezzy said, “Much obliged for bringin’ me home Aunt
Py tee, 1f this long-coupled young un o' yours needs he'p
pullin’ out gator teeth, leave me know”

The bull ‘gator roared again as Lant and Prety walked
home together The boy was preaccupted and did not no-
tice that his long double jomnted stnde was taking hum
ahead of her He mussed her and looked back to see her
floundering 1n the sand He waited for her and took her
hand 1n s

‘Pore Pytee, he said, “gittin’ so old and slow she has
to git drug along *

He pulled her behund hum

“ Like towin’ a extry rowboat,” he said

She laughed She was surprised to find the walking now
so comfortable

"The next day was warm Humming birds darted ar the
coral honeysuckle on the fence

Prety sad, “The June bards 1s early

Lant spent the morning putting his *gatoring equpment
m order He dleaned and filled hus bull'seye lantern that
had replaced the fire pan for mght bunting, loaded his new
nifle and sharpened the pomnt of his harpoon He longed
10 be on the nver, but the alligators were too wary to be
hunted in the day-time A boat shpping dawn the current
could come almost within gunshot of the creatures sun
ning on logs or mud bathing 1n a ’gator wallow, but at
the crucal 1nstant they shd into the water

He ate hus supper at five o’clock 1n order to be on the
creehs with the first dark  He went down the hammoch
Jedge with the sinling sun and sat 1n the boat at the
swamp landing unul the dark vegetation, the cypresses and
the water had absorbed the last of the twilight. He poled
slently out of the swamp and into Catfish Creck Sucha

mght should bring out the old male that had been strip-
ping hus bass and catfish lines
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The boat moved without sound Now and then the pole
made a gurghng as 1t dipped as though a bass had leaped
Rounding a sharp turn 1 the creeh, the low hanging
boughs of a blue bay scraped the gunwhales The rustling
was no more than’ the brushing of boughs across a
floating log

Ahead of him the creek narrowed to hittle more than the
boat's width The aircle of hight from the bull s-eye lantern
1 the bow, covered the water To the nght, low under a
bank, appeared the tell tale twin glow of a ’gator’s eves
They shone unblinking Iike red hot cozls He poled towards
them and they were gone He was sure the gator had not
submerged He backed up to hus original posiion  ‘The
twin coals met his light Six inches of movement 1n any
direction wiped them out He was too far for a shot, he
thought, but when he next flashed the red eyes, he fired
There was a muffled thumping  He approached cautiously
A five foot "gator lay dying inside a hollow log He was
disappounted 1n the ammal s size. Above hus regret surged
2 joy in the new nfle He ran hus hand down the barrel,
fantly warm from the shot

‘ ; Jest figgered you belonged to be 2 killn’ thing, he
san

When the creature stopped thrashing about, he dragged
1t 11to the boat He was anxtous to be moving alosg and
pad it no further attention A few minutes later the boat
Was 2 tumult of motion The "gator had come to 1ts senses
and was snapping its jaws and flaling the boat wuh ats
scorpion-quich tail  Lant lifted hus feet outof its way and
exchanged pole for rifle He dered not shoot mdiscnm
mately for fear of sinhing the boat When, 1n the black
ness, he made out the head agamst the side as the “gator
reared to go overboard, he fired agamn It sank back

“Id forgot you bastards was that hard to hill,” he told 1t
‘ Next ume I bm}g my cane hufe,” he added to humself
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He followed the network of false channels that honey
combed the swamp between manland and river He knew
a ‘gator cave where False Catfish all but met the nver
He swung towards 1t Over the deep pool he called up the
young alligators by grunting, imitating therr sound They
swarmed up from the cave, milling like mmnows He
scooped them 1 with hus hands A broad nosc lifted
atself The female had nsen to fight Lant pushed the flat
head under with lus harpoon

“Git down there, damn you, and send me up your babies *

He scooped 1 a handful more, 2nd the female charged
the boat He heard the yaws meet near the side and the
powerful tail churned the water She was something under
the desired seven feet and he deaided to pass up the shot
‘The greatest danger m ’gatoring was fror infurated
fernales He poled rapidly away

The young alligators swarmed 1n the boat The sides
were high and they reared helplessly One lay across his
feet He could not sce in the blackness betund the lantern,
but he felt the hift of the small thing's breathing In the
maun channel of the creel agam he was aware of a fant
luminosity ‘The moon had nisen  He mught as well go
home ‘The lantern light was no match for the sidver
translucence that washed through the swamp

At the swamp landing he dragged the grown ’gator on
shore to skin by dayhight He turned his lantern on the
young ones i the boat They lay clustered and mononless,
b!mkmg evil cycs He plcked thcm up wnh a h:md doscd

!hc clearing
Through the summer the *gatoning proved more pmﬁt
able than the winter’s trapping  Lant met Cleve at Kezzy's
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in June and suggested that hus cousin join hum  Cleve shook
fus pale head and grinned, showng his gums

‘Don’t you fret about me and the “gatonn’,” he sad.
“ Wilsons and Saunders has wanted I should go with ‘em
Not me”

“*Tam't no nsh to 1t”

‘Don't tell me How come Nub-footed Turner lost half
hus foot of they amn't no risk?

“He were jest Leerless”

“Imght git keerless, too Im ndin’ range for Uncle Ab
and savin’ 2 dollar two 2 week I aim to Leep away from
*gators nght on *

Towards the end of the summer the larger saunans were
seldom scen The females prepared for the September
hatching of the eggs, taid m the sprng, and hunted winter
quarters They were already holing up here and there 1
deep watery caves 1n swamp and river bed They had been
decimated by the spring and summer hunting ‘The re-
maming adults added an acquised wartness to an mstncuve
one.

Lant poled 1nto the main cusrent of the river for hus Jast
nughts hunt of the season  He had never seen an alligator
at the mouth of Taylor s Dread He was not expecting to
shine a pair of eyes there The double coals caught hum
unawares They shone so wide apart he could not believe
what he saw  He sculled quickly and noiselessly across the
iver and hfted his fle His 1vory sight glinted between
the twin fixed fires He followed his shot immediately with
the harpoon  He poled the boat forward madly

" Bless Katy,” he sad to humself, ‘T got me the grand-
daddy o the hull bunch ™

The 'gator was roling with the harpoon The hne
twisted 1n hus hands so fast 1t burned them. But the great
creature was dying  Its struggles grew spasmodic. It lunged
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and lifted 1tself on the muddy bank It whipped uts tal
and was sull Lant leaned over the side of the boat The
head and jaws, flat on the mud, were three fect n length
He dragged at the fore feet and shoulders and chopped
twice through the backbone with his machete lihe cane
Lmfe

111 not have you comtn’ to life 1n the boat,” he promised
it ‘T aim to have you dead good *

He thought at imes he would never be able to get the
ammal mn the bot alone The mud bank was level with
the gunwhales of the boat He tugged and pulled at the
great carcass He It a aigarette and rested  Hus strength
at seventeen was manlihe, but 1t came 1n explosions and
exhausted 1self He pulled again He felt his muscles
quiver and refuse to hold He cursed He rested and tried
agamn

“You sunhin’ bastard, 11l not leave go~—"

He sobbed and held on A few inches at a time, he
heaved the body across the gunwhales and mnto the boat
The big bull was all of twenty feet. The tail hung over the
end He paddled up the nver, home He left the gator
i the boat, moonng 1t high among cypress knees He
stumbled through the darh hammock, panting, 1nto hus bed

In the morning he went for Zeke to help him handle the
carcass Kezzy and Piety followed They sat on thesr heels
1 the swamp and watched the skinming and tnmmuing

tsad, Kezzy, Il make you a penal holder ihe mne
outen ths feller’s skull See where them 1vory tushes comes
from the bottom jaw and thu them openin’s 1 the top?
Them openin’s, and the eye sockets, ume the bone’s cleaned
and bleached, makes purely handy pockets for pencils and
files and sich”

“1d jest be nughty proud to have at”

"The belly of the beast was bulging and Lant began to <t
1t open to see what 1t contaned  Frogs, fish and cooters he

I



SOUTH MOON UNDER 185

had found the usual fare, with, 1n the larger animals, deer
and hog meat. Most of them had Iighter'd knots n ther
stomachs Piety edged 1n close.

‘Ma wants to see kin she find onc o’ them misun’ hogs
© hers,” Lant smd

Zeke sad, “He’s jest about the feller to git ‘em, too,
comun’ to the water's edge to dnok ™

The stomach fell open It held much meat and an aston-
1shing assortment of undigested antiquities, wood and
bones and a recogrsable shoe

Lant sad, “It’s a pity Cleve am't here Hed swear that
shoe belonged to Nub footed Turner”

Kezzy poked about the saunan’s head She discovered
two of the six musk spots, exuding a pupgent matter like
the yolk of an egg

“Why you rechon he have that musk, Lant?* she asked

“I dunno.” he said, ‘lest 1t 1s to make him sunk Like 2
damn alligaror ?



XX

Prery and Kezzy leaned over the edge of the hogrun
on an afternoon 1 a late November Kezzy was waing
for Lant to come back from a tnp to the Eurcka post-offics.

Puety satd, “He's expectin’ a catalogue will give the new
fur prices He says he's got a sdee thisll be the last winter
they'll be a lvin® trappin*”

“Prices pore, eh?”

“Prices nothin’ extry and the varmints amn't too plenuful
now, neither ‘The men's been trappin' both sides the nver
so long they 'bout to git em cleaned out Lant says il
be a good thing if they an’t a lwvin’ 1 1t for a winles
Folkses'll quit trappin’ and the creeters'll git a chancet to
hreed agin  The same with the “gatorip””

“He do figger things out, don’t he? He’s got a good head
on hum for sich a young feller ”

“He's mneteen,” Prety sad

“Cleve and me's twenty-one Seem now lihe wett
standin’ sull and Lant's ketchun’ up to us®

Picty sad, ‘T an’t standin’ stll - A day's ploughin® neat
puts me 1n the bed

“Yau'd gught to quit sich work Leave Lant doxt®

“He do the heavy part, when T kun Letch hum before he's
gone ta the woods or niver He says the Jand an’t worth
foolin® with no more”

“You know he's right, Aunt Pytee You can't make you
no money-<rop on fields has been worked as long as these.
How fong’s st beea?”

“Bour thiy five years”
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The young woman leaned over the run and scratched
a sow's back with a corn-cob

“Aunt Py tec,” she said, Cleve s takin’ on somethin’ tur
nble for me to marry um

Puety sard, ‘I like Cleve

Kezzy sad, ‘The pore feller’s worhed nght fauhful,

Itryin’ to save a leetle somethin®

The hogs grunted at the trough, guzzhing i the table
scraps and dishwater

Kezzy sud tenderly, ‘ They do love slop

She leaned her round arms on the fence top and looked
out over the scrub

‘1 got two things agin 1t, she smd I hates to leave
Zeke He's been 2 good of thing’ The black eyes
clouded “And dont seem hke I kin bear to leave the
scrub’

Piety sud, Cleve's dow’ nothin’ he can't que Why
dont he came back and farm and ratse hogs and sich and
you and Zehe and him all hve together?

“Him and Zeke dont someways git along”

‘T don’t blame you then *Tam’t no pleasure to hive
where folkses 15 quarrelln’

She could not help being glad that somethung was keep-
g Kezzy 1n the scrub

Kezzy sad, “A mgger woman to Ft McCoy done tole
me if you burns your onon shins n the stove 1tll keep
Iquarrellin’ outen the house Sho, I burnt me the biggest

mess, and Zehe like to run Cleve off the place that very
day™

She hesitated

She sud, *Aunt Py-tec, I rechon you're proud Lant an’e
brought hissclf home a wife yit™

The older woman pondered

“No,” she saud, “111 be proud to sce hum marry I gits
lonesome, Kezzy He ain't to the house much ™
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“I reckon you do git lonesome™

“But not hum I declare, Kezzy, he don’t know what 'us
1o be fonesome ™

Kezzy saud, “But he’s a loncly kind of a feller, too™

“He’s lonely, in a way o’ speakin’. He gocs off by his
self, huntin’ Or sets studymn’™

Kezzy sad, “I rechon Cleve and me had orter been
takin' lum to the breakdowns with us Grtun* him a gul
to make him more socable, mebbe You reckon he'd like
a gul?”

Her eyes were fixed on the pinetops across the road
Above them an opaque moon, nearly full, rode thin agamnst
the blue of the late afternoon

Prety put her hand over her mouth, scarching her
memory

*Last time 1 said ary thing—what was it he sad~said
he didn't want no damn gurl ‘That was 1t”

Kezzy did not speak After a minute the woman looked
at her cunously The girl was trembling

Piety ashed, ¢ You cold, Kezzy?”

“The gl pressed her lips tightly together She drew a
deep breath  She closed her eyes

She sud 1 a struned vouce, ‘1 rechon so”

She turned abruptly to the hogs

‘1 thought that pieded sow found six mgs She an't
got but three”

“She did” Piety ruffled with enthusmsm Her small
voice grew high * She found six pigs and lost three in the
scrub  Jest Jost ‘em  Or else the Half breed got ’em My
Doars strays so fur nto the scrub he's been trappin’ "em and

changin’ their marks  One come home with a fresh mark
an his ear A perfeckly fresh mark! I hnow that's where
my ol’ male hog goed t0”

Kezzy sud, “Your barrows 1s nuce and fat. You butch-
ern’ on this moon?”
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“We got to let 1t go Next week’d jest sust us, but the
moon'll be wanin’ then”

“No use¢ to butcher on a wamin’ moos The meat jest
shrivels 1a the frym’ pan  Quare, the way the moon do
things, amn't 1t?

“Hit’s quare about the meat shnnkin® *Tain't so quare
about the crops  Plantn” root crops, like ontons and 'taters,
when the mights 1s darh, makes sense Plantin’ top crops
between new moon and full, that makes sense. The moon
draws the leaves outen the ground, same as the sun™

“Hit don’t make sense mahin’ soap on the full moon nor
pickin’ sage leaves, Kezzy smd Pickin’ sage leaves re
minds me—you got to give me some more plants Them
others died, and I toted water and toted water”

“Sage plants 1s mighty pertickler My ma used to say the
tech o some people were poison to ’em A woman person,
special, belongs to be heerful A woman m the family
wayll Ll sage, techun’ 1t

Kezzy burst out langhing

“Now Aunt Py tee, that wa'n’t my trouble.”

“T'm jest telln’ you Kezzy, they's somethin’ quare to
ever'thing  Bill Lews says now persimmon trees grows
from grub.worms ”

“They don’t no sich thing They grows from persim-
mon seeds™

“That's what I always figgered”

She wanted to do justice to Bill Lewss.

“But mebbe now he knows™

The two leaned over the fence, the small thin woman
and the bigboned young one, the grepng bead dose w0
the smooth black one. Lant saw them before they heard
us tread

“Cain't you two talk about nothin’ but hogs?” he called

They turned, Kezzy was taken unawares by s height
each time she saw hum Untl the past year he had been
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itle taller than she Now he was stretched out as long,
Piety said, as his grandfather. He was double jointed and
ganglng  His hands and feet hung like attached false
pieces outside hus Sunday sut, bought two years before
with money from hus rafung  Kezzy's eyes softened at the
sight of hum  She caught her Lip between her tecth.

She said lightly, “Hogs 1s jest about it, Mister. We been
alkin® about you ™

He guffawed and reached across hus mother to pull at
the gil's sleek har,

“Come on 1n the house,” he inutted her, “if you're vis-
', It's cold 1 like to froze to death comun’ down the
nver”

“What about hides?” she ashed

“Nothin® extry

“Did vou see Cleve at Euteka?”

“I seed lum comun’ 1 from Uncle Abs He said tell
you he’d be over soon 1n the mornin’ to he'p you and Zeke
with the beef butchern’”

“Thar’s what I come to see you about, Lant. How ’bout
you gom’ with us in the mormn’ to find the cattle? If
them scapers an't jest this side the Ferry, I won't know
where to look for em Zeke nor Cleve neither one cam't
track no better'n a jay-bird”

“Hit mought take a sweet pertater pie to toll me away
from my traps™

“Leave me go on home then and make you one You
got the biggest belly for sich a gank-gutted crecter.”

“Ma won't make me no ‘tater pie. Somchody got to
do it”

“I'll have your pie. If Cleve don’t show up so hongry
he cleans out the house.”

Lant and Cleve, Zeke and Kezzy set out before daylight
to find Zeke's herd. They rode in Zeke's spring wagon,
drawn by Lant's grey mule. Red and Black followed under
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the wheels The cattle had been last scen 1n the scrub
between Orange Springs Ferry and Cedar Landing In
smd morming they located them far beyond, near River
side Lant offered to drive them m but Kezzy refused

“Youall go on,” she smd, ‘and leave me the dogs and
Lant’s nfle, and 11l cut the cattle 1 towards home the
very easiest They dnve good for me, you know that,
Zeke”

Cleve said, “If you won’t leave Lant dnve "em, 111 stay
with you, Kezzy »

‘I don’t want you”

He gnnned at her

‘You skeert 0 me, Kezzy™

‘No, T ain’t skeert 0 you You or no man,” she sad
hotly *Youll find st out, does we r'aly marry”

Zeke sard, * Best Jeave Lant bring ‘em 1n°

She said, “Lants got hus traps to vist Hell have the
half of 'em empty now, and lum so late Youall go on
now  Me and the cattlell be 1n ahead of you

The animals were already grazing towards the south
west, pulling off the r1ipening palmetto bernies from the low
stalks Kezzy had brought home the herd half a dozen
tmes  She would be all nght, and she liked to have her
way ‘The men left her, laughing at her  They watched
ber stede out firmly m a dagonal lme across the
scrub

Zeke sud, * She shore 15 a sight. Jest ike her Aunt Anme
Jest bike her

The men reached home m early afterncon The day
Wore on to sunset Lant had gone on to hus traps Cleve
had stopped off with Zehe. Kezzy and the herd were not
within heaning at dush. Soon after dark the cattle came
10 Zele and Cleve heard them 1n the swamp, stamping
and lowing Kezzy did not come. At mudnight Laat and
Pucty were awakened Cleve was calling from the yard.

N
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“Lant] Aunt Py tee! Git up! Kezzy's lost m the scrub *

Lant drew on overalls over his undersmit and did not
stop for a shirt Prety could not find her drawers in the
dark and dressed herself 1n her muslin shift and the soled
dress of the day She felt her way to the kitchen and
groped for a plate of cold cornbread and chicken to tahe
with her She jotned Lant

She said, “I hin find your Pa's compass 1n the trunk’

“1 don’t need no compass * He hestated  “Better gt t”

He it a kerosene lamp and held 1t while she lifted the
reund lid of the small trunk at the foot of her bed She
Lifted asde Lant s banjo, her treasures of a whate tablecloth,
her hat, and small personal trifles that had belonged to her
{ather and her husband

“Here’us”

She handed him Whlly's compass

Cleve called, ‘A t you comun ?

‘ We're done Were comin’™

The three walked down the dark road together Prety
scolded both of them all the way She broke out freshly
when Zele met them at the gate

“None of you had no business leavin’ her She don’t know
the scrub good enough to strike through alone ™

Zeke sard, I thought she done so, Py tee, or I wouldn't
of left her”

Cleve smd, ‘I wanted to stay, but she wouldn't have 1t
1 wouldn't of been no good to her 1 don't know north
from south time the sky cloud over”

Lant smd, “I was the one to stay "

His mouth was white He could picture, as they could
not, the immensity of the scrub, rolling mile on mile
without witer or human habitation Kezzy could wander
1 crcles, anlost folk did, unul she dropped

He ask:d,\ ry one know, did she have matches?”

No one kncg\
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Puety saud, “Shell gt the pneutnony, if she’s got no fire
tonght™

Zeke was pervous and helpless The drake’stads 1n hus
nech trembled as he breathed Prety went mto Kezzys
batchen, started a fire 1n the wood range and cooked hot
food Cleve wandered 1n and she put him at wrapping
food 2 twa parcels, a large anc for themselves aad a
smaller one for Kezzy He filled a quart Mason qar wuth
water Prety wrapped 1t 10 a flour saching towel, thinking
that 1f they found Kezzy hurt, 1t would do to tear up for
bandages Lant came to hurry her They sat 1n the
Lutchen by the light of a lamp and ate a quick meal

There was nothmg to do but take the road agan to the
spot where Kezzy had first struck mto the scrub  Every
quarter of a sile Lant blew a long blast on his huntung
horn There was never any answer Once Cleve thought
he heard-a cry and they stopped the wagon to Listen Lant
blew agarn and agan, bur they heard nothing more. Then,
far 1n the distance, they heard a wailing scream come out
of the darkness

Cleve said breathlessly, “Pantherl

Lant said in srntavion, * Them things 1s cowards  They
am't never attacked nothin’ but Ieetle ol young uns™

But they were uneasy They thought of the panther all
the way Prety remarked pules later, “Them things cries
jest like a crazy woman, and Zeke sad at once, “Amnt
1t sof”

At daylight they seached the spot where they had left
Kezzy The tramped hoof marks of the catle were here
and where they strughtened out agamn m single and double
file, Kezzy's square foot prints were discerpible among
them The sun rose 10 a thin red streah and was smme
diately dissolved 1 grey A must sifted through the ar,
fine and sharp as mynads of broken needle points.

Lant sad, “f don't keer for this ol otter-dryzzle”
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Cleve asked, * Why not?”

Lant glared at him

“My God, 1f 1t comes on to ramn, hut ll wash out Kezzy's
tracks and they’ll be no trailin’ of her at all’

He strode into the scrub, following the foot prints, hus
head swinging from side to side on his Jong neck

He called back,  Ma, you drive the wagon towards home
agin Rale slow now

I want to come, she shrlled defiantly

‘Come on, then Somebody drive back, so’s 111 know
asbout where to come up with the wagon’

11l go on with the wagon, Pytee, Zeke offered, “f
you wants to foller Im all of a tremble, no sleep and all
I aint good as you for this scrub travellin'”

She set out after Lant and Cleve The scrub oaks were
higher than her head, so that the twigs caught her har
and the acorns scratched her lifted arms She pushed
through doggedly Her long shirt wrapped around her
legs It caught 1n the vines and bushes She would have
pinned 1t about her wast, as she sometimes did 1 a wet
field, except that 1t gave some protection aganst the barbed
edges of the scrub palmettos

As they continued the trall, it became plan that the
cattle had cut widely to the east and south before trmng
towards the nver Lant began to shoot every few mumutes.
As the reverberations died away through the close-crowded
Fines, all three stood sull to listen When they had worhed
their way three or four miles into the scrub they came on
Hezzy's camp-fire It had been put out with sand and 2
wisp of smohe sull wavered from st Lant touched st with
his toe

He sud exatedly, ‘She an’t been long gone from
here.”

Lant shot, and Kezzy's nfle answered them They
shouted and she shouted back They came to her grnnmng
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broadly with a sndden lightness of mind She was sound
and fresh Her dark eyes seemed new-apened from sleep

“You scapers” she laughed, “come alookin’ for mel
‘You got water?”

Cleve handed her the quart jar and she drank. half of 1,
then held the jar at an angle so that Red and Black might
fap thewr share The old dogs bounded agamnst Lant

Cleve sad, “You be biggety agin, Miss Kezzy When
did you know you was lost?’

“Lost?* She looked at bum, astonished. “I wa'n’t losted
T seed T couldn't folles the cattle 1n before mght, so T fig-
gered 1t was better to spend the night asleepn’ than
atraveln’ 1 slep’ back yonder, agin a pine tree I had me
3 good fire and me and the dogs bunched up together®

Cleve did not beheve her

“Nobody couldn’t sleep, out here m the scrub alone,”
he said

“Jest *cause you see scare-boogers,” she taunted hum “don’t
mean nothiy’ They's nary thing here to harm a body’

“All nght,” he said angody, 4f you wa'n't losted, where's
the nver at?”

She ponted

“Yonder s You cut night acrost yonder, you'll come
out on the yoad about Thad Lantry’s ol place  Aw’t that
night, Lane>”

The boy said, * That's right”

Cleve smd sullenly, * We-all wasted our ume, then, set
un’ up for you and comun’ out to hunt you ’fore crach
o day”

The gurl sud gently, ‘I'm plumb sorry youall set up
for me 1 figgered shore you'd hnow what hult me back
Did I worry you, Cleve?”

“You worried me”

She Linked her arm in hus and handed hum the nfle o
carry
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“Don’t you never worry about me agin,” she smd “f
an't the kind needs worryin® over”

Prety said stoutly, “You worned me, too We was all
worrted I been losted 1n the scrub, Kezzy, and I know
what us’

‘ You been losted?”

“lI mean 1 kin tell my way purty good when the sun
shines But now come a cloudy day, I'm losted ‘This were
a cloudy day, and I goed 1nto the scrub to pull acorns for
the hogs I got my apron full and when I turned around,
1 couldn’ tell north from south nor east from west I
{eared to wander, so I jest set there I knowed when Lant
found dinner missin’ and me gone too, he'd hunt
me.”

Kezzy Jaughed

“What was she doin” when you found her, Lant?*

He slapped his mother’s thun shoulder and chuckled

“She were jest a settin’ there, lookin’ big-cyed and sheert,
hike a leetle ol' scrooch-owl on a limb in the day time”

They were all 1n hugh spints, but they stopped tallung
and hurried therr pace as best they could through the ua
dergrowth They wanted to cut off Zeke and the wagon
as soon as posuble Here and there the match thn
crowded pnes gave way to a stretch of open scrub, with
large pines and a smooth floor They could make as good
tume across 1t as on a road

Lant satd over Ius shoulder, “Here's the hind of a place
I like to ketch me a brg buck 1n *

Cleve sud amiably, “Me too”

Lant explaned to Kezzy, “A buckll make for sich as
this, for he can’t go it thu the low thick bush the way 2
doe kin  He(s got them horns to look out for™

They caught up with the wagon near Thad's descrted
clearing K was the only one who was not tred,

t
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They jogged drowsily down the road, eating the food from
the paper parcels

Kezzy repeated, with her mouth full of biscmt, “T shore
would of made 1t on 1 last mght of 1d studied yowd of
took on about 1"

Cleve said, “Aunt Py tee, don’t 1t jest show she'd orter
marry me and quit sich foolishness?”

Zeke sad dnly, * You can’t do nothin® with her now—
don’t never figger you kin do more with 2 woman when
you git her You lun gentle a wild hog and a raccoon and
a possum and 2 wild horse I even knowed a feller had
a rattlesnahe 10 a barrel He claimed hit knowed fum and
wouldn’t stnke But dont git mary wdee you hin gentle
2 woman has got no mnd to be gentled”

Kezzy sad, “You all talk like I was a polecat mn a pen™

“Il say it to your face, Kezzy, Piety saud loyally,
“Jou're perfeckly clever and a man couldnt git hum no
better wafe”

The gurl sard gravely, I would be good to a man, Aunt
Pyrec™

They were at Zeke's clearing

“I'm fixin’ to git me a prece o’ sleep,” he sad, “now I
Lnow Kezzy an't to bury But you-all come i, if you
wilt”

*No,” Puety sard, “my hogs and chickens am’t been fed
and theyll be arann’ How 'bout you goin’ on home
with me and staym’ all might, Kezzy?"

“If Zeke's fixan’ to sleep, I jest as good to go visiun

“You take the wagon, then,” Zehe sud.

Prety asked politely, “How bout you, Cleve? You come
£9, too ™

“I can’t gt along thouten my sleep,” be sud, “TlL go
on i with Zeke and lay down Mought be we'll butcher
500n 1 the mornin’, one © them beeves give us all the
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trouble ‘Trme Kezzy gits back tomorrer, she kin begin to
fry down meat”

Zehe and Cleve waved to them from the door as the
wagon creaked down the road

“Save me the liver,” Prety called back to Zeke

Kezzy asked, ‘Kin I go with you to your traps, Lant?*

¢ Shore ki, 1f you'll promse to pick out all the pole-cats”

“They cain’t smell no worse dead than alive”

“Nary a mute, but the fun begin when they ain't dead
good ” =

“Don't you let lum git you into no mess, Kezzy,” Piety
told her

Kezzy unhitched the mule and led 1t to the shed while
Lant backed the wagon agaimnst the fence Red and Black
dropped down 1n the sun Puety went ito the house A
large yellow cat bounded from under the steps, greeting
her with Joud yodels The woman called across the yard

“The cat’s back aginl”

“The nngtaled bastard always do come back,” Lant
sad “Dogged 1f I'd give hum yard room, the way he goes
off Clear to Lureka,” he explamed to Kezzy

‘Pore feller,” she smd “Have to go so fur to do his
courtin®”

Lant sud impudently, “*Tan’t no further thap Cleve
come to court you”

“Shut your mouth!”

She cuffed his big ears and he guffawed

Piety took the cat 1n her thin arms She talked to him
in a high minang tone that he understood He dosed his
green eyes 1n ecstasy and butted his head against her rbs.

She called, “Must I cook before you go off#”

“You cooh, and you and that yaller jay-bird go ahead
and eat Me and Kezzy'll eat when we comes 1. Longer
1 wauts, the more "coons’ll be gnawed out”

He went ahead down the narrow trail that led across
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the deaning and down the hammock ledge to the swamp
He carrted his cane knife, as big as a machete  Wherever
a thorny vine or new sprouted sapling was in the way, he
slashed at 1t 2s he walked, Leeping the trail open

The first half dozen of hus traps had been empty Now
they approached what Cleve called *Lant's *possum log,*
for he could almost count on a daily trapping here of one
of the rattailed creatures This ume 1t held a small wild
cat Other traps yrelded a shunk, three "possums, a weasel
and at the swamp edge, an otter There were no coons,
but 2 toe 1n a trap here and a mass of shin and fur there,
mndicated that two at least had followed thar custom of
gnawing themselves out A coon had been known to gnaw
off hus foot ta ger away

Laat said, * They re hard to git But now if you Jun trap
yott 2 female 1n heat and rub the hide acrost your traps,
you kin Letch all the ol’ male *coons 1n the county”

The otter was worth more than all the other hides to-
gether It would stretch to six feet when 1t was drawn
over a board to cure

Lant said, “I figgered he belonged to visit that shde last
mght Oters shides on the four quarters o' the moon  But
1t takes 2 mghty good trap to hold one If theyse jest
caught by the skin, theyll twist thewr bodies and draw
theirselves outen the trap A otter hin turn over 1n hus own

de.”

The tnck m teapping 1 general, he explaned carnestly
to Kezzy, was to know the paths by which the ammals
came and went; and to set the traps, well concealed, with-
out leaving any more human scent than possible.

“You don't want to stomp around a trap,” he sud

Otters could best be trapped at therr shdes; coons on
thar trails leading from one halfdried swamp puddle 10
another, where they fished for crawfish and minnaws.

“A coon’s kel for fishin"," he told her.
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Kezzy carried 2 handful of the limp dead bodies The
smell of fur and of musk was strong They figured Lant’s
profits

He sad, “The comp’mes an't payin’ near so much for
Judes thus year Seem like ever body s trappin’ *Cordin’ to
the new law, you cant trap but three months Don't look
this ttme hike you hin make enough to last you* .

*That’s what Aunt Pytee was telin’ me last evenin®
What'll you do for a livin’ 1f the prices fads you?

He scowled

“It’s got me worried up You cain’t raise you no money
crop on this land no more Its wore out The “gatonn’s
gine out Time folks quits a while, theyll likely be a
hvin’ 1n 1t agin They amnt a thousand feet o’ big cypress
left 1n the swamp Time you and Cleve has young uns and
they has young uns theyll be big cypress agin  Them
trees 15 slow growm®’ He pointed to an old stump *If you
was old as that stump, Kezzy, I mean you'd do a prece o
remembenn’”

He had reset s traps and they walked rapidly back
along the trail through the swamp They were hungry
The autumn ar was cool 1n the shade of the hammock
They struck up the bluff and came out mnto the warm
sunlight that yellowed the field back of the cabin  Bluc
smoke curled from the kitchen clumney Prety would
have dinner hot and waiting for them

Lant said, ‘1 amn’t broke 1t to Ma, but if ludes Leeps
droppin’ off, all T kun sce to do 15 take her to Palatka and
git me a job mn the saw mill” Sweat broke out on hus
forehead at the thought. “We can't jest sct here and
starve”

“1s wages good?”

“They pays a dollar and a quarter a day They works
you five and a half days You got rent to pay and you got
o way o runn’ hogs and corn and sich You got to buy
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8rease and meal and meat and all them things But I am’t
&wve up yit T've always had a 1dee, if 2 place smts you,
you hig make a livin’ there somchow *

“I bope you nght” She added wistfully, “Wisht Cleve
Iiked the scrub the way you and me do I some hind o’
love e

He shinned lus catch m the shade of a ive-oak near the
smoke house He tacked the hudes, fur side down, against
the walls During the cool dry winter weather they cured
quickly and rolled, salted bundles were ready every week
to ma] away or to take to the iunerant buyer at Eureha.
Kezzy put the dinner on the table and Piety went mnto the
yard and buult a fire under the black 1ron wash pot Kezzy
put her smaoth black head out of the hitchen window

“What you fixin to do, Aunt Py tec?”

“Cool the varmunts for the chickens”

“Tell Lant 1f he guts a ’possum nice and fat, cheat the
chickens and 11 take 1t home for Zeke.”

‘H tell hym »

The 3nimal bodies, short legged and red, hke new-born
babies, cooked 10 the pot ‘The ants climbed the smoke
house walls to feast on the scraps of meat and fat chinging
to the hides Lant and Kezzy and Piety sat at the kitchen
table, peat under cheched otlcloth, and atc therr dinner
zestfully The food was hard come by and ats taste was
sweet It was doubly fine because the meal was late Kezzy
Iicked the bacon gravy from her fingers

“Them sweet pertaters eats good,” she sud.

“Ma’d have a fit 1f she couldn’t rasse her a bed o "taters,”
Lant s3id “She Lkeeps "em bahin' in the oven all day "

He poured cane syrup on his soda biscutt and then
sprinkled sugar over the top Kezzy lud down her kmfe.

“Well, T do kpow Look at that boy put white sugar
cn his syrup”

Picty laughed She made a sign to Kezzy over Lant’s
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head ‘The gl nodded When Lant, imshing ahead of
them, left the table and went to the yard, Picty looked after
him unul he was out of hearing  She lowered her voice
to 2 half whisper

“1 marked lum for white sugar” she confided ‘He
cam’t he'p hisself When I was carryin® hum, we had
nothun’ but brown sugar  Willy—that was my husband—
Willy was gom® to Orange Springs and I said to hum,
“Willy, I've took the biggest notion for some white sugar.
Fetch me back a half a pound, for I'd some kind of enjoy
1t’ He comes back and he hands me the sack and he says,
‘Here’s your whate sugar, Py tee” T opens the sack  Kezzy,
the sugar were brown [ says, “Willy, the sugar’s brown®
When I said 1t, T could feel the young un turn over mside
me You see I marked lum Willy felt awful bad about at *

‘You marked him for white sugar, a'nght He can’t
he'p it”

They sat long at table

Kezzy sad slowly, “Anyways, if 1 marry Cleve and
Jeave the scrub, T still got the river

Prety said, “You hin come vist me n the scrub ary
ume’

1 shore will do that thing, Aunt Py tee”

At twihight they sttred themsclves and the women
washed the dishes

Kezzy smid, ‘I want a big plate o dinner for the dogs
‘They was mighty faithfnl comp'ny last might”

Lant sat drowsily, hus big feet propped on the apron of
the glowing kitchen stove

“Must 1 make a fire 1 'tother room?” he ashed

“Thas 1s good enough, an't 1t, Kezzy? You say”

“This 1s plenty good. A range scem to warm you bet-
ter'n a hearth\fire”

Lant’s red-btown eyes were cdloudy The hids drooped
The broken mght's sleep had draned Ius gaunt growing
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bedy But he was never too weary to play the banjo He
brought 1t from the trunk and tuned it lazily while the
oak coals snapped and burned red i the range There
was no other light. The yellow cat came 1 and jumped
with 2 throaty cry mto Prety’s ginghamed lap He
Kneaded his paws and buried his head agamst her She
strohed hun

“He's the biggest crazy for me,” she said apologencally

Their delight was mutual

“You'd orter be out hetchun’ rabbuts *stead o settun” cotled
up s0,” she said to lum sternly

For answer he settled deeper 1n her lap and purred 1n a
vast rumble, blinking hts eyes foolishly

“When he comes bach from them yants,” she sud, ‘its
rub and purr, rub and purr, until I cun’t git nothin’ done,
for him”

“The ring tailed bastard s no good,” Lant sad

He laid s ear against the banjo heys and turned them

“When I m sick i bed with the fever,” the woman sad,
“he’s perfeckly worned Hell come to the bed and cry”

“He's hongry, Lant sad, ‘35 all auls lum ”

Kezzy said, “111 bet Lant do a fine piece o' coohun’ when
you're sick ”

*He'll cook,” Prety saud, * but hell strow the grease until
Lt's 2 day with the corn shucks scrub when I gt ouren the

ed ”

Lant closed his eyes and sang He tapped hus foot on the
floor and picked the strings of Lantry’s banjo.
“Uf 1 had a scolding wife
1d suntch ber surc s yau're born.
1d carry her down to Richmond town
And trade ker off for corn”
He threw bach tus head His long neck vibrated He
beat time wath hus fret so that the room shook,
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“Gst along down, git dong down,
Git along down to Richmond town
To lay my v'baccy down™

Piety said, * Pa sang that”

He drooped his sleepy head over the banjo  He played
¢ Billy i the Low Ground and ‘ High Shenff” and * Blue
12y Died wath the Whooping Cough  He picked 1dle
chords and wondered 1f he needed to wash lus feet before
he went to bed ‘The bed would be cold and clean The
sheet underneath would be shppery, ke thin sce ‘The
corn shucks mattress had a nest hollowed out that fitted his
body The pile of quilts over hum would be as warm as
goose feathers

The fire 1n the range died to embers The wind whistled
along the roof tree  Prety and the gurl were silent Thar
faces were white and small 1n the dachness They were
warm and drowsy and well fed When the belly was full,
and three sat cozily 1 a warm ktchen, and good beds
waited, there was nothing more to be asked for, Picty
thought, or had She did not notice that Kezzys black
lashes were wet with tears,
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On Christmas Day Zeke Lantry went across the river toa
gathering of Jacklins and Wilsons Kezzy came down the
road to spend the holiday with Piety Cleve had come over
the day before. He and Lant had roosted a flock of wild
turkies at dark At daylight on Christmas they had gone
to the swamp Cleve was a poor shot and mussed the birds
entirely Lant brought down the old gobbler and a young
hen They brought them home for Prety and Kezzy to dress
and stuff and roast and went away agan for a day’s deer-
hunting

The birds smoked, goldenbrown, 1n the centre of the
white tablecloth when Lant and Cleve came i at sunset
Piety broughe out a blue glass bottle of her scuppernong
wine It was white and sparkling A tumblerful apiece
made them flushed and talkauve Kezzy's black eyes
shone and the white shin of her cheeks was touched with
2 fant colour

“Don’t let me gt so drunk I cam’t fight for my share o*
the turkey,” she sud

Prety sud, * There’s enough nobody won't have to quarrel
about 1t

They ate with zest and sat talhang after the meal was
done Towards dark they heard a hal at the rear gate.

Picty said, “That sounds ke Zehe”

Lant called, “We're too full o come to the door
Comc mn”

A double set of steps sounded, somchow furtively, on the
floor of the breezeway. Zehe opened the hitchen door spar
205
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ngly and crowded through, drawing a tall gaunt woman
behind lhim  He was tremulous 10 his exatement

‘Who's got a better Christmas present than mne?” he
ashed ‘I goed to the frolic and I got me a wife”

The woman parted her mouth and flashed a gold tooth
The mouth snapped shut again The four at the tble
stared and did not move or speak Prety stirred at last

‘Won't you set down to the table and eat?” she ashed
dubiously

The woman looked over the table

“We've et,” she sad

She brought 2 cold hard glance to rest on the younger
woman

“You Kezzy?”

The gul stood up

“I'm Kezzy Pleased to meet you”

‘The woman nchined her head

‘Pleased to mest you' She turned to Zehe “Let’s git
on’”

Zeke backed out of the door.

“We jest stopped to mve you the mews” he sad
‘Come see us, Pytee Sce you later, Kezzy.”

They wete gone

Cleve muttered, “God A'mighty”

Kezzy stood numb and bewildered

“You'd of thought Zele would of told me,” she sad

Lant sad, “He were drunk, mn't that about 1t?*

She shook her head

*He's been sort o' hintin” at it He's a big ol’ tease—
I never took 1t senous”™

Cleve began to whistle and stopped to gnn

“Looks to me like this about settles your business and
mune, Miss biggety Kezzy,” he smd.

She smiled a litle

“Well seet
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Cleve took her home at bed ume.

Two weeks later Cleve and Kezzy together stopped at
the house They found Piety alone Kezzy had a bulping
sutbox under her arm and Cleve carned 2 worn hand
bag Kezzy kud down the bot and held the older woman
close 1n her strong arms.

Piety sud, “Don’t scem Iike I Jun hardly stand 1t to
see you go™

Kezzy sad, “Ill come sce you Zehe's the one's mn
trouble, Aunt Py-tee.”

“I rechon so I hnowed that were a mean woman
when I laud eyes on her

The gl laughed shortly

“She thinks Zeke s got money hid out I sced her gow®
thy my boxes, scart I was mabin off with nt Hell
won't begin to tear loose tl she finds Zehe ane scarcely
mahin’ a hvin® ™

“Did Abner let you have that tenwacre farm out hus
way?”

“He were mughty nice about it He come down en the
rent to suit what Cleve had saved up Better come go to
Eurela with us, Aunt Py+tee, and see do a jusnce o the
peace do as good a job as a preacher”

“I got no way to gt back, or 1d shore go That Ab's
team you got there, Cleve?”

‘Tha's Unde Abs. How much moncy you think a
man han save? 1 was feered 1d have to cut hezzy a wed
din’ ning outen a sardine can ul I found they want as
high as T figgered *

She wathed down the lane with them to the gate.

“You better wait 'ul Lant gus in from the swamp,” she
sud “Hell feel bad not to see you”

Rezzy smd, “You jest tell him good-bye.”

Piety waved after the wagon as far as she could sco s
and Kezzy waved bach £



208 SOUTH MOON UNDER

Zeke and hus new wife kept to ther house Lant went
to Eureka no oftener than once a month and brought
back through the spring no mote news of Cleve und
Kezzy than that they were farmung part of the ten acres
and were getting along  Prety urged Lant to take her
across the river to sec them

He said, “I got no time for visiun’ nght now "

By the muddle of May she had decided to row the nver
herself But 1n 2 mud afterncon, trudging across the
cdleaning from the swamp garden, she saw with her fal-
ng sight a figure 1n the breezeway, and shaded her cyes
1o make sure that 1t was Kezzy

‘You quit stealin my peaches,” she called delightedly

She laid her soft wrinkled check agamst that of the
young wornan

‘Y knowed somebody were comun’,” she sud, ‘for the
rooster crowed 1n the day ime I jest hoped 1t were you ’

Kezzy sad, “1 figgered you'd be comin’ along soon I
could see you'd done been gone “most alt day™

“Fow'd you know?’

“I could sec whereall the chichens had tromped out
all your tracks It takes chickens *bout all the day to cover
the hult yard”

‘You and Lant 15 perfect sights for keepin® up with
tracks”

“I like to hnow who-alls come and whoall's gone”

*That's what Lant says Hell come 1n and hell say
“Zeke come thu the hammodl. *bout a hour *fore sun and
goed back about dusk-dark’ Or he'll say, ‘Nest ume you
go for fat wood you take the gun and crack down on
the Halfbreed He's been hunun® your hogs s the scub
today’ Lant’s a sight thata way.”

“Where's the scaper now?"

“He's off down the nver somc’eres 1 can't heep P
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with bum  We fished the crechs thus mormn’ and took
dinner with us He put me out at the swamp landin’
and goed bach. I don’t know where. I been workin® the
low garden”

‘I been, worried to death about youall, Aunt Py tee,
Did he go to Palatka?”

“Yes, and to Jacksonwille too There wa'nt no job to
be had"”

“I'm mughty sorry, Aunt Py tee”

“Well, he aw’t 1 don't know as he hunted hum a job
100 hard He says if “twa'n’t for me, hed rather starve m
the scrub than eat Light bread 1n sich places”

She looked 1ntendly at the girl

:}{;12)', he acts quare Hes up to somethun’™”

(1o

“He brought back somethin’ on the river boat It
passed by at dark and Zeke heerd Lant toun’ somethin®*

‘Zehe's always heann’ things Don’t you pay htm no
mind Lant knows what hes down'”

Kezzy frowned Cleve had faled to care properly for
s spring crops and he would probably lose them, but she
was more concerned for Lant and his mother than for
herself As long ago as Notember, when she had gone
with him to fus traps, she had seen a desperation 1 his
eyes, as of a young bull penned up and fretted for too
long 2 time She sat m the breezeway and listened to
the mocking birds and strohed the gnzzled head of old
Red Blach had died soon after she had left the scrub,
Piety told her.

They heard the front gate click. Zehe came to the
breczeway. He stopped short at sight of Kezzy His
mouth quivered and his drahe’s tails fluttered 1 hus mech
She went to him and put an arm across hus shight
shoulders
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“1 jest got a good will to quarrel with you,” she said
*I didn't dast come to you, but 1 figgered you'd ship off
and come to see me”

He looked long at her with ushappy pale eyes

Py tee,” he said, “an’t the sight of her jest meat and
drnk?”

They sat side by side on the steps and Piety roched
near them

Kezzy asked, “Has your old lady found all that money

ye?’

He shuddered His blue eyes were watery

‘Im gitun’ my just deserts,” he smd ‘I should of left
well enough alone You and I were mughty comf table,
Kezzy But 1 got to studyin’, how a woman 1n the house
a1n’t a woman 1n the bed  But I see now, I should of left
well enough alone *

He looked at her solemnly

“You know I've always been fond of a feetle whishey’

She nodded, smiling

*Not enough to harm, but jest 2 leetle snort  He
lowered hus voice confidentially ‘Now I have to heep
me a jug hud out 1n the bushes Then the Lord he'p me
do she smell 2™

Kezzy said, ‘You come to see me, and 14 uy to
have you a pint you hin set and enjoy decent”

He watched her wistfully

‘1 feel Yike T donc drove you eut Kin you forgive
me, Kezzy?”

She faughed easdy

“I had it m my nund to marry Cleve nght on,’ she
sud ‘Don’t you take no blame for nothi’ T do, no
tume”

He rose to go.

“I'm jest unlucky with my women,” he sad

When he had gone, Piety sard, * He shore 1s unluchy
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When he buried your Ma, Syl Jackkn said he couldn't
figger what-all a rabbity leede feller Iike Zeke could do
to lus women to wear "em down to the grave”

Kezzy smuled.

“He’s got one now, Aunt Pytee,” she sad, “he shore
won't be lucky enough to lose”

Lant came in for supper at sunsct Kezzy haled ham
across the yard He gnnned broadly He tossed a dead
Lunpkin at her.

“I seed your boat,” he sad “This spechled bastard
were settin’ on a limb I knowed you Liked ’em”

“IIl carry hum home like he was a gold prece I'd won
to the Fayr,”

“Don’t do that, for Gods sahe You and me both’ll
£0 to the jal house ”

‘Bon't you belong to shoot limphuins?*

“It's agin the law ’

“Well, I want to hnow, what am’t agin the Law!”

‘That's what I say! Piety agreed

The youth was exated He walked back and forth
through the cabun, tahing down hus guns from therr nails,
unrolling 2 bear skin, whetung his hiife on a soap-stone
He sat restlessly at table and picked and chose among the
dishes. When he had finished, he took his banjo from the
trunk but Jad 1t down agam without more than tumng it.
Darkness tooh over the cabm and he sat roching violently
10 a huckory rocker, shuffing his long legs nervously

Them citses 15 2 mess, Kezzy,” he told her “T got losted
12 Jacksonville, dogged 1f I didn't I was to the saw mxl!
oncet with Uncle Ab and T took my beann's by a big of
oak tree jest goun” 1nto town ‘Then we made a turn by a
yard where they was a boat upside down. Bless Katy,
‘tother day, they'd done cut down the oah tree and I never
did find me no rowboat m a yard "

She laughed.
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“Yau been nsed to trees staym’ where you kin find 'em”

“I wouldn’t ive 1 a place where they wa'nt no land-
marks. It all looked alke”

He jumped up

“Wat *ul I fix us somethin’ for some fun”

He disappeared 1 the kitchen  After a few minutes he
came back and sat down

“Tell her what "us,” Piety sad

“She'll hear direckly You all be sull ”

They sat i silence for half an hour There was a small
explosion and the squeal of a mouse Lant guffawed and
Prety chuckled

“Got him,” he sad

He It a Lerosene lamp and showed Kezzy hus patent
mouse trap He had rigged up a miniature cannon, Joaded
with lead from buchshot shells, and attached 1t to a small
storage battery The mouse, stepping on a platform after
the bait, completed a arcust, fired the cannon and recerved
a diminutive pellet 1n hus breast The mouse lay dead

Kezzy sad, laughing, ‘ You crazy! Whatever put sich 2
idee 1n your head, makin' muce shoot theirselves! *

“The winter evenin’s guts kind o long Hie jest gives
Ma and me somethun’ to st and listen to” He whispered
m her ear *I'm "bout to gt me somethin’ clse to histen to”

“Tell me,” she whispered back

“You be panent Il tell you when the ume come.”

Picty called, ‘You noticn’ the moon? The buch’ll soon
be in the sweet pertaters You smd yowd try agt
tonght,”

‘Im anouan’. Kezzy, let’s you and me go *bout moo?
down and kil us the scoundre) been usin’ n the e
field”

She hesitated

“T ain’t been feelin’ too good, Lant.”

“It'll do you good. You're gitug’ fat”

%
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“That's jest why P'm startin’ me a yotng un, 1f you want
to kaow Long as youre 5o nosey 'bout the way I look.
Well,” she conceded, “they say if you put a pouter butch 10
the woods, and her carryn’ pups, they make the finest bird
dogs ever Jest born with huntin’ sense  Mebbe 1t1l work
the same way with a person™

“Kezzy, 1f 10s a litter, save me one Ma'd love 2 young
un to raise™

“If i's a htter,’ she sad, ¢ you kun have the hull bunch”

Tt was good to have Kezzy prowling around with him
:fam They set out across the yard and Picty called after

em

Til wast up for you IEI hears you shoot, Il come with
Knives and pans’

Kezzy sud, Thus 1s agin the law too, €h?*

‘You nughty nght Out o season and fire huntin’, too
"Tan t Iike 1¢ was a ways back

“Ireckon niot ¥ am ¢ hunted much *

Lant sud, They was more game 1o the scrub when
they wa'nt no laws than they 1s now, with em ™

She watched his tense lean bach with an aff~ctionate
arnusement  She followed close on his heels, for when she
dropped behund, the focussing fashlight fastened to his head
shene too far ahead, and she stepped on norsy Imbs and
stuck the barbs of prichly pear mn her ankles He walked
quickly across the open cleanng through the broom sage,
past the scuppernong vine, speahing 1n hoarse whispers
‘When he reached the fence that joined the hammock he
put hus fingers to his Iips and motioned her to cauon He
shipped aver the fence like an ecl and turned to help her
<limb 1t wathout noise. The low palmettos stood flat under
the are of tus flashhight The hammock was flae. The
broom sage was a golden wash There was no roundness
anywhere except the barrel of tus gun, smooth as a black
snake under the steady hight.
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His body suffened His jerhing awkwardness disap-
peared He moved now 1n slow motion, one position flow-
g liqudly into another He held s Winchester nfle n
tus left hand  He used his right arm for balance, laying it
on the air ahead of hum, as though he grasped an mvisible
support  He Lifted his right foot with a dancer’s grace and
laid 3t down toe first If a palmetto frond was dry and
crackling, or a dry twg met s foor, he withdrew 1t as
though 1t swung on a pivot, and Jaid 1t down on another
pot

A yellow half moon hung low between two palms Kezzy
thought the youth 1n front of her was like a great red cat
1 the night, stalking his prey Long mghts of hunung
had turned his muscles to nbbons of flexibility He flowed
through the hammock, Ins head swinging from side to
side like a snake’s He focussed his headhght on every clump
of palmentos or curtain of low hanging Spanish moss where
a deer might stand  She could not move as he did She
thought that he was very patieat to let her spoil hus huoat,
perhaps, with her clumsiness She understood that he was
hunung tomght as any young male ammal would hunt,
because he vsas restless and s blood stched 10 tus veins,
so that he taust scratch 1t agmnst the moon and the wind
and the darkness

He was taking hus present direction to keep down wind
of the deer Instead of waiung for the buck to come to the
potato patch, as he had been doing Lant meant to meet
bum on the deer run where he came through the hammoch
from the scrub He took a stand under a low himbed
hichory where hus Iight swept the deer trail on both sdes,
He motioned Kezzy behind lim  The moon turned t@
orange aganst the ledge and only the palm tops were
wisible A hoot-owl cricd over them  Suddenly there w3t
a thin shnll squealing under a near by oak and a sneezitf
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10 the darh  Lant cursed softly and Kezzy thought the
deer had come and gone

“Hammoch rabbsts,” he whispered to her “Them whis-
thn" bastards” In 2 moment he whispered agan “I'm
feerd no deer will come tomght A rabbu’s a kind of a
witch When the rabbats 1s feedin’ and scaperin’ at gunrally
means no deer 1s out When the deer 1s feedin’, no rabbite
15 out but mebbe a ol buck rabbit, and hum keepin” mughty
quiet”

Agan and agan Kezzy thought she heard hoofbeats
the distance She reahised that 1t was her own pulse pound-
sng 1 her ears When the buck came, she did not hear
him Lant put one hand behind hium and ughtened 1t on
her arm to give her warning  He turned hus light on the
trail between the hammock and the broom sage fidd The
buck came trotting through, his head high The light
caught hus attention and he stopped short for an anstant.
His eyes and white throat shone. It seemed to Kezzy that
ke had ume to run to the niver, away forever, before Lant
shot But the one steel jacketed bullet was all that was
needed The buck leaped forward, kiched a moment and
straightened out Lant ran to hum, then stood with his
bead as hugh as the buck’s had been He listened  ‘The
game warden, Bill Mersey, {ived ten mules away across the
niver, but 1t was reasonable to listen for hum.

He said to Kezzy, ‘Lets drag hum off 1n the hammock.
“Then we hun cool out do we hear ary one comn’s Ma'll be
here direckly*

Prety came, floundering 1 the dark withour 2 light, by
the time they had the buck 1n the bushes The single shor
had indicated a hill to her, and she had left the house as
s00n s 1t was apparent there would not be another  She
had with her two large dishpans and two heavy Loves
She fussed and fumed about the danger from the warden
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when Lant went fire hunting, but she was as anxious as
he to have the meat 10 the house and the hungry caller out
of the cow pea or potato patch Lant skinned the buck,
looking for the bullet hole It had passed through the
centre of the chest to the heart

He sud, ‘km a mind to bury the hide along with the
head and sich That nosey Bill Mersey find a hide and
head and chithin’s, he It know good and well the deer didn't
jest run off and leave em”

Kezzy sud, “Roll 1t up for me, Lant 1]l take 1t home
with me 1n the mormin® I been wantin® a deershan for the
side o' the bed the worst way I an't afeerd o’ Bl 1k
ash bum out of ary thing *

He cut the meat mto pieces and piled as much in the
pans as they would hold He guessed the deer’s weight at
something over a hundred pounds ‘The scrub deer seldom
weighed over a hundred and fifty Piety and Kezzy cach
ook a pan and he strung 2 strip of palmetto through the
remamning pieces and slung them over his shoulder He
cavered the refuse with woods debns

“Now you git,” he sad “If you hears ary sound, you
stop dead in your tracks™

He switched off his flashlight and led the women to the
house 1 darkness They put the meat 1n the smohe houst
and he double barred the door

“Tomorrow,” he sad, “Vll smoke hell outen st before
Bill comes moseyin’ around ™

He had Ius pants and shoes off before the women had
fimshed talking 1n Piety’s bedroom  They heard hum strike
the bed and when they passed hus room to wash thewr faces
for the mght, he was asleep

In the morning he asked Kezzy to go to the nver with
him

*Pm 1n a sow hurry,” she sad **Taw't nght to leave
my o’ man Cleve too Jong™
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They sat i silence while he paddled the rowboat through
the swamp and down the niver. She ashed no questions.
When he swung the boat under 2 clump of laurel and np
a shallow creek, she looked at hun \

“I reckon I know,” she said

“Wa'n't nothin’ else ta do, Kezzy”

“No, twa'n',” she agreed slowly, “and stay mn the
scrub”

“You remember the place?” he asked “Taylor’s Dread?™

“I don't know who'd remember better Lest it's Zeke
hissdf Do Zeke know?”

He nodded

“Zeke told me jest what to start off with”

She smuled
, “The cute ol scaper—never letua’ on to Aunt Py-
tee—"

He landed in muck, a half mule of tortuous travelling
from the nver He led her 1n to the swampy heart of the
1sland to the site of Zeke's old sull The freight he had
brought with lum from Jacksonville was two large squares

T

of sheet copper, ™™+ ' ° o 3o Camm AT crmmme
and salvaged hoc . . CE—

Zeke’s old brck . - - -
hstened quictly as he explained what further was to be done.
She walked about the bled I

“You got money to gt you started?” she asked.

‘I gmg;o m;.ymug l);fl 1 figgered the storckeeper to
Eureka’d trust me for meal and sugar to gt gow’”

“He's trustin® half 2 dozen on my side the nver for the
same thing He's been nughty good to trust everbody
You got plans for scllin” t?” . R

“Not speaial They was hunters here all winter ashin’
where could they git whiskey 1 figgered they'd come ash
agin™

* Lany,” she sad, “how old you, boy? *Bout twenty? You
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sure you know what all you're dom’? I'd mghty hate to
see you git mto trouble What'd your Ma do for a L',
and you 1n the jait house?

“What il she do for a Livin’ 1f T don’t gt to makin’ one?
1 don’t aim to see the mside o’ the jail house Nobody caint
ship up on me here They’s a risk, T know that Im jest
natchelly countn’ on nary snooper gitun’ mn to this lay-out *

“It’s mghty well hid-out,” she agreed “Couldn’t nobody
but you find the way tn here”

‘ Dogged 1f I know why I ain’t thought of 1t before,” he
sard “‘I've always knowed they was 2 hvin' makin’ corn
liquor You've heerd Zele say he shouldn’t never of quit
He jest got skeert 1 someways never thought about it
before’

“You got 1t to think about now, son,’ she sud dnly

They walked back to the boat The channel reassured
her as Lant poled out to the nver again  There were 2
dozen blind leads and only one truc catrance Time aad
again the water was so shallow, or ran over so obstinate 21
obstruction, that any one would have turned back, refusing
to believe there was an opening and an end

‘You're jest a wild enough scaper,” she said, “to where
1l st you perfect Itd jest suit you, gvin® a mess 0
strangers the shp *

Tt - o objecttons
= " he assur
he - 4

“Well,” she said at last, “’tan’t like 1t was somethin’
wrong ‘Shimn’s an honest trade A man buys hus mesl
and sugar and he pays for 'em and ho takes ‘em znd
mahes somethin’ other folks wants™
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Wises of smoke wavered from the swamp below the
clearing where Lant’s whishey still was working The ash
wood used for finng burned with a clear flame, only an
occasional thread columned blue white against the cobalt
sky Zeke saw 1t from his stoop and when his wife s back
was turned, shpped away Lant had moved his outfit up
from Taylor s Dread the week before after an undisturbed
year Zehe had pot visted hum 1n the new location If he
had timed Lant's activities correctly, the first zew batch of
mash must be due to run The smoke agamnst the summer
sky was encouraging Zehe's jug was empty and he was
thurst;

As yhc cut through the hammock to the swamp, he
whistled hike 2 qual He gave the maung call, which was
aur of season, for the young quail were lately hatched An
answenng whistle came back and he struck openly ong
the creek The outfit stood exposed to plan view Yet
nothing but the sheerest acadent—such as hunters and
dogs on the trail of a deer—would brng a stranger here.

Lant had bult a wooden platform high over the slow

runmng creeh  ‘There was room for the rowboat to pass
1 e e t 1t 2~ Nathe nlafarm stood

sz;‘)lmgs mto tiu: c;e;k-bcd at the four corners and made a
canopy over the whole. Palmetto fronds formed a neat
thatched roof Lant squatted on hus haunches 1n front of
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the furnace, stoking the fresh fire with small suchs of
immaculate white ash

He sad, ¢ Hey, Uncle Zeke,” without turning

Zeke sad, ‘Im about 1n time to he’p you run a charge,
dogged if T an’t”

“11l put you to work direckly, don’t you worry about
that”

Zeke peered into the cooker

“How much do the pot hold?*

‘The buch from two barrels ¥ only got one barrel
dipped out I'm somethin® late I figgered Id git my fire
gow® You hin fimsh dippin’ from the other barrel Dont
you nile the buck ”

Zeke sud muldly, You got no call to tell me how to
handle mash, boy”

He 1nvestugated the barrels The one Lant had just
dipped out 1nto the cooker, showed a loose sediment over
a residve of close packed cornmeal at the bottom Two
barrels of mash were midway 1n thetr fermentanon They
seethed and bubbled The hissing sounded like a thin bat
ter being poured on a bot griddle ‘The cap had formed
and the surfaces were covered with foam and small par
tcles The fourth barrel was the mate to the one Lant
had empued The cap had seuled The hqnd, with an
aleoholic content of some twenty proof, was clear

Zehe sad, “Jest about here 1s where a feller got to hurry
‘The buch goes flat 1 no time, and you jest as good to
pitch the mash m the cree, for youll gt no more alcohol 7.

‘You don't need to tell me about the beer gon’ flar,”
Lant smd “That were my first mistake ™

‘ Letun® 1t stand too long, c¢h?

“Lettin’ 3t stand ™

Zeke ninsed the bucket with crech water and dipped the
strong sour hiqud from the barrel into the cooher The
ash fire underncath reached a flaming climax of orange
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heat. Lant fed 1t agan, The sheet copper shone, hot and
dean The buck m the cooker began to smmer Lant
stured the blazng stichs to fierce coals. The liqud bub-
bled and made a complete turn.over, Like soap-suds boil-
1ag The pot was ready to cap

Zekc helped hum £it on the ught cypress cover Its pro-
truding copper pipe made an angled turn and jouned the
copper coils immersed 1 a barrel of cold water Lant
raked some of the fire from out the furnace. Zeke nodded.

“A Jow steady heats the thung, all nght, son,” he
2pproved.

The ash buraed evenly The coober was vibrane with
energy  Zeke dipped the bucket into the empned barrels
and muched off the sediment, leaving the dense mass of
meal 1ntact at the bottorm.

“Here s your bed, he sad

“Put a clunchy couple o buchets o’ fresh meal 1 cach
barrel, please sur, Uncle Zehe. That bag yonder ™

The old man measured the cornmeal carefully

“I got to have hep with the sugar,” he sud. “I can’t
&1t 2 hundred-pound sack this ugh and not waste 8™

Lant Ieft the fire and came to hum They bfted the bag
together and shook the sugar m the barrels, fifty pounds
10 each Zele measured ereek water with an affectionare
slowness

“Now a bucket-two o' hot buck from the pot, ume your
charge 35 run, and these here scapers’ll go to work for you.
Dog take 1t, Lant, thus 15 2 fine business. I shouldn’t never
of que»

“You better start up agin  Go partners with me, if you
say "

He shooll hus head.

“Hats foo late now 1 jest amn’t spry enough to run.”

Lant Jaughed. The firc burned to slow coals. He sat by
Zeke at the edge of the platform. They dangled ther legs
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over the creek and spoke 1o a low monotone that carried
no more than a few feet

Lant said, “This 1s the least worrisome business I ever
been 1nto ™

Zeke saud, “I amn't talkin’® about worry When hghtmn’
strike, you got no tume to worry’ He sang softly, under
hus breath

“Raccoon 15 @ cunmn’ thing,
Travels in the dark,
Dont know s khat trouble 15
*Til he hears ol Ranger bark”

He added, “Then he know”

Lant spat into the swamp

‘T jest don™t figger them gov'nunt ‘Rangers’ 1s gon' to
bach up this creel,, he sud

Zeke agreed  Well, T reckon hut amt hhely Flondy
an t never been too much bothered thata way ‘Tahe back
when I were mahmn’ it Up to the ime I had that pure
accdent, you never heerd tell o no revengoers in these
parts 'Coursc, the law was different then  Whiskey malun’
was all nght if you paid the tax  Half the folks I knew,

* used to make a leetle jest for thewrselves Sho, nobody pad

1o mund”

Lant moved across the platform to mend the fire A
slow procession of crystal drops passed out at the end of

* the copper spout  Where the sun struck, they flashed blue

white lihe diamonds. Lant touched his finger to the spout
and tasted the warm Iiquid  He winced and held hus Lips
open to the air to cool them

“Take a fool to drink that first of st,” he sud  “It'd burn
the guts outen you if 1t ever got past your throat ™

Zcke went on with his ruminations

“Now they've got the new law since the war,” he sud,
“and nobody don’t belong to make whiskey at all, noway,
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no time, tax or no tax And boy, don’t you think them
new lund o' revenooers ain’t comun’ mnta the state And the
county, too But now, hut’s one thing for them strangers
to find a still 1 open blackjack Ot by a branch m the
puney woods This here river 15 jest another matter ™

Lant grinned

“Them uyin’ to find ther way thu the swamps, eh?
Sinkm’ down 1n the muck—puttin’ therr ol’ hands on a log
and jest mussin’ a moccasin—1 reckon 1t don’t swt them
Prohus too good ™

Zele sud, “’Bout the only way they'd git to a feller
’round her¢’d be for somebody to turn him up  Aw’t no-
body fixin’ to do thar  All the Jacklins hates Lem Posey
Sharp Kinsley romps on Luke Saunders mghty mgh ever’
tme he crosses hus trachs Sho, Lem and Luke got no
cause to fear they'll have thar lvin’ nterfered with A
man’s livin’ 1s somethu’ 1t takes a nughty low-down white
man to mess with”

Lant said, “Well, T don’t mess up with nobody no-ways
1 figger am t nobody Il mess up with me”

*You'll keep outen a heap o’ trouble,” Zeke sud, “mindin®
your own bustness and keepin’ to the scrub this-a way
Hit’s a scaper Iihe Lem Posey Ul git the law takmn’ notice,
;lwa)'s whoopin® and soocyin’ and sicaboyin” the way

e do”

They sat m silence

Zeke ashed, * How's ol Red?”

Lant sud, “He's been havin” more o' them fies He
scemed some better when I left the house this mornm®™

It made hum unhappy to talk about Red and he began to
hum under bys breath The warm erystal stream dnpped
steadily from the colls The scent of the distillate was rank
and sweet

Zehe sad, “That's about fitten now”

Lant sud, “Tahe 2 can and gt you a dnnk.”



.

224 SOUTH MOON UNDLR

‘The old man gulped half a cupful Courage and discon
wnt possessed him

‘Im gow® on home,” he announced, ‘and gt my old
woman told

Lant was as well pleased to be alone After Zele's steps
had faded away, he went to his favorite seat 1 an area he
had cleared 1n the hammock above the creel  He sat with
}is back to 2 magnolia overloohing the platform, hunched,
1dle with the immobiiity of an animal He hiked the work,
e reflected He had hled 1t from the begmnmng He
would want to make corn liquor, he thought, if there wasn't
a dollar i 1t ‘There was, 1n fact, a good living  Hs profits
dunng the year ranged from four to ten dollars a
weeh  Moonshining was more certain than farming, than
trapping or gatoring

He liked the smell of the sour mash and the heat of the
copper  When he ran a charge at night, he liked the blue
flame of the burming ash in the blach of the mght, and the
orange glow on the sweet gum leaves Here he liked the
mnumacy with the hammoch Its Life washed over him and
he became a part of 1t The scrub yonder sent 1ts furred
and feathered inhabutants past him to eat and dnnl, and
he and the scrub were one

He liked to know all there was to be known of every
ammal and bird and tree At the Dread he had seen 2
wood-duck. walk down with her puff ball ducklings on her
back, submerging 1n the cool creeh water so that the young
oncs were floated gently on the new clement He had
watched pole-cats with their young mn single file Blach
snahes had mated a few feet away Since he had moved to
the swamp below the dearing he had seen a wild cat with
her lattens, and half grown fox pups tumbling within 2
stone’s throw of hum, quarrelling over a rabbit

Beyond the sull he could glimpse his mother’s swamp
garden, wheee she grew rollards aod turnupgreens 1n the
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dampness the year around Seeing a shadowy movement
there, he crept close. A pair of quail trailed by a new
hatched covey was feeding under the tall collards They
reached on tiptoe, turning their small heads this way and
that, picking 1nsects from the under leaves The cock kept
up a runming conversation, making small sweet sounds,
to which the hen now and then responded Lant swooped
down and picked up half a dozen of the young 1 hus,,
square brown hand, each bird no bigger than s thumb
He said to the fluttering adult birds, Hell, T an’t fixin’ to
harm "em,’ held them a moment and let them go

He thought he heard the sly dip of a paddle out on the
niver He held hus breath  Any untoward sound was the
signal to stop and listen the clatter of a squurrel along
hickory limbs, the crackle of twigs 1n the swamp, an
alarmed flight of duch or crane or water turkey Sounds
from the river he dreaded most From that way would
come danger Listening, lus 1nnate wanness was intenst
fied But the npple he had heard was only the murmur
of the nver current. It breathed sometimes hhe 2 lve
thing

The new buck was yielding the proper amount and qual
1ty of raw whiskey Ten gallons averaged 2 hundred and
twenty proof He jugged 1t and ran 1nto separate containers
another eight gallons of low wine that tested forty The
low wrne was sour tasting and full of undesirable elements
He was tempted to mux some of it with the first run.
whiskey, for he had an order for more than he could fill
Many *shuners, he hnew, drew 2 scant hine between the
two grades. He deaded to follow hus custom of adding
the low wine to the fresh buck when he ran his next
charge, redistiling 1 to extract the aleohol and leave
behind the impuntres

He thought, “I'd not dnnk the stuff the way 'us and
111 not sell 1t to no other man to drnk ™ Vs



226 SOUTH. MOON UNDER

He dipped out buckets of steamung buck from the cooker
and added one to each of the two barrels of fresh set mash
to hurry fermentation  He planned always to set new mash
at the time he ran a charge Then the old bed of meal.
which needed to be changed only every two months, was
not wasted Sometimes he was not pad on time for his
whiskey and he was without cash for sugar Then he must
either ask the storeheeper for credit, which was distasteful,
or let the old bed of meal spoil, and start all over agan
when he was 1n funds The proportion of fifty pounds of
sugar and thurty gallons of water to each fifty gallon barrel
was the same on any setup The waste was m the meal,
for 1t took fifty pounds to start a barrel of mash all over
agamn

He puchered tus Iips and whistled soundlessly He was
pleased with the run, pleased with the new location A
summer ran had set in He worked 1n comfort under the
thatched roof Silver sheets of ramn slid musteally down the
palmettos  Beyond the platform limplans walked suff
legged 1 the downpour, searching the creek for snails

He concealed the jugs of fresh hiquor under adjacent low
palmettos and went to the house in the rain  Prety was
waiting on the breezeway She wore a print dress the colour
of her hair  He noticed her greyness, blending wath the
grey of the ran

She said, ‘ Hitll soon farr off Why didn’t you wat?
Scem to me you jest enjoy gittin’ soahed to the hide’

He sad, “Hit’s the next best thing to gom’ naked’ He
Tooked at her “What's the matter, Ma? >

“You'll hate it,” she sad  “You'll jest perfeckly hate 1t
Red died while you was to the outfit”

His throat ughtened

He smd, “He’s out lasted husself He should of died two-
threc years ago”™

‘I Lnow you feel bad,” she said
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His eyes burned He set hus teeth  She had not com-
plamned of Red 1n late years, for the dog had become
gentler, but he sad, * Well, I know you don’t I know
youre jest proud he’s gone Youll have nothin’ but them
bastardly cats to feed”

She blnked at hum He turned and walked across the
yard and 1into the smoke house She watched after lum
Then she went 1nto the hitchen and fired the range and
baked a sweet potato pie  She watched hum at the supper
table, but he seemed unconscious of the deeplidded eyes
fixed on his face He was restless He bent his head low
over hus plate, his forelock almost touching 1t He ate hus
Ppotato pie

He said, “’Tant as good as Kezzy’s”

He cut himself another piece

He said, 1 m gon’ some place tonsght "

* Some place acrost the nver?

‘I dunno ™

*This 1s Fiday You like not to find Cleve and Kezzy
to the house  She said two weeks ago they aumed to go to
the next frolie”

“I am't said nothin’ about Cleve and Kezzy I'm like
t0 go to the damn frolic myself”
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Tue gl was small, almost as small as Prety The first
time Lant swung her i the square dance, be was aston
wshed at her hghtness When he passed her agamn he sm
to her, Must be you dont weigh no moren 2 full growed
fildlarh  She looked at ham gravely and dropped hes
eyes
He danced fiercely, all arms and legs, Like a jach-on-the
stick  His shaggy forelock dangled between Jus eyes His
blue shirt stuck to hus back where the sweat had mosstened
1t He was lean and ugly and winde, and the gurls cut ther
eyes at lum and pushed him mmpudendy Lotue Hobkark
sud  Lant Jackln, 1 jest as scon be swung by a pole, as
you He grinned 1 answer, amably enough

At the end of the set be saw the small hight girt go to
the long bench above the fiddlers platform  The boy with
her asked a question  She shooh her head and the boy
went outside where some of the young bloods were
wresthing and tumblhing Lant walked to the bench He
discovered humself sitng by the gil as though he had
walked there m his sleep He had nothing to say and was
sorry he had come  Her hands were folded 1n her Jap She

toed e A When he saw that she was not
Yug at ! turned furnvely to watch her He
*~d that, of a field lark because her harr

the taw of the bird s throat 1t was drawn
over * 1t looked soft and ruffled ke

4 ponted chin was like the
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neatness of a lark’s bill She looked frightened He
shuffled his feet

He was consaous that someone had crossed the plat-
form and was siting on the other side of um He turned
quickly Kezzy was loohing at hum curiously He was re-
lieved She put a hand on Ins bony knee

“Now I want to know what put 1t 1n your head to come
to the frolic,” she sad “Cleve and the baby and me come
1n the door jest now and I says to Cleve, ‘Cleve, I wouldn t
be no more surprised to see a cattymount settn” up there
behund the fiddlers’”

“Nobody but you kin dance and catry on, I reckon’

He tried to remember what had been 1n his mind when
he left the scrub  The buff headed gul left the bench and
shipped along the wall to the far end of the dance hall He
was depressed again

“I jest takened the nouon to hear somebody’s music be-
stdes my own” He remembered ‘Red’s done dead,” he
sad

“The pore ol fcller—" She sat silent 2 moment “You
didn’t brng Ardis to the dance, then?”

‘1 didn’t carsy nobody ™

“1 figgered you was together untl I noticed you wa'n’t
talkin® to her.”

He craned hus long neck to look down the room Kero-
seoe lamps flickered lugh on the walls and obscured the
room beyond He was aware that Kezzy was asking him
aquestion He turned blankly She looked at hum thought-
fully She smuled a Little. She rose and rested her hand an
1nstant on hus shoulder and went across the room where
Cleve had turned the baby over to the older women  Mrs
Kinsley puffed to the platform

“T got your quarter yet?” she asked cheerfully

“You shore amn't 1 was about figgenn’ en danan’ frec.”

He was alone above the fiddlers Old man Lonny Sours
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tuned up and tied out the melody The next set was form
g The floor was crowded Cleve and Kezzy stood hand
in hand below him  Kezzy whistled quickly to catch his
~ttention She jerhed her head towards the group of gils
«nd women at the other end of the hall

She whispered to him across the fiddlers, “She’s got
nobody with her, Lant”

The caller and his partner came 1 the door and took
thewr places 1n the arcle Lant hurned from the bench
and past the waiing dancers The gl stood between two
old women He held out hus hand to her and she put hers
mnat

He said, “We got to hurry We ‘hout to gt left”

He was conscious of her hand He held 1t as carefully
as he had held the young quail 1n the afternoon The tune
was * Sally Good Un  Its livehiness tempted hum to gallop,
but he tred to tone down us pace Swinging her, the gt
scemed fragile He was afraid of snapping her to pieces
He breathed easily agan when he passed and swung Kezzy
Her sohdity was comforung  He heaved her towards lum
so that her feet flew up behind her Her breasts were hard
and full against him

When the set was ended he took the girl s arm and led
her to the bench  He leaned over and asked, “You want
a dope? She nodded He whustled shnlly to the Kinsley
boy and fished 1n his pochet for a dime for the two bottles
of Coca Cola She sucked at her bottle slowly and dainuly
He watched her steadily She looked out over the room of
down mto her lap, traang the pattern 1n her dress with
one finger, Suddenly he imutated the distant chateering of
2 squirrel One of the fiddlers turned to look and the gul
apened her eyes wide and full at Lant They were grey-
blue, with long lashes  He laughed loudly

“You better look at me,” he sud  “I been studysn’, lf}
couldn’t git you to look at me, how'd you know me agu?
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She said, “I know you You're Lant Jackhn®

He said, “You got a tongue, too. I'd 'bout figgered I'd
takened up with a dumbre.”

She dropped her eyes Garls usually tormented him, try-
;lng to make lim talk. It delighted hum to be tormenting

T,

He said, “You Leep on, youll purty pear tell me
somethin’.”

She sad, “You live 1 the scrub”

He laughed and nodded.

*If they wa'n't so many folks around,” he said, “I'd show
you how a panther screams It scares folks,” he added, “if
they ain’t expectin’ 1t *

Her eyes were wide again

“Are there many panthers there?”

“Mighty few They heeps to tharselves mostly, over 1n
the bay head flats You am't never been across the river?™

She shook her head.

He sad cagerly, “How'd you like to come go hunun®
with me, time the season opens?™

She said, “I've never shot 2 gun”

He said disconsolately, “Well—" He studied her. “You
<0 small and light,” he said, “I reckon you couldn’t scarcely
tote a gun” He remembered his mother, Iifung a gun
almost as lohg as her body “You could too, by God,” he
sad fervently “Your shoulders ts slopin’ and marrer—
you'd need a lot o drop 1n a gun stock. A 410 1s what you
want, or a 22 rifle, with a short stock and plenty o' drop™

She sud, “I ike to fish”

“I bet your wrist 15 good and limber for castin’”

“I don't mean casung My father fishes that way. I
mean, with a pole.”

“Oh—mgger fishin'” He brigh d. *“That’s the onliest
way to ketch bait for st lines. It's a trich now, to hetch
very small bream with them leetle pin hooks™
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They fell sient. The sets were called and danced and
ended, called and danced again  People were gong home
He was amazed that the dance was over The gurl shid from
the bench and went to the door

She sard to fum over her shoulder, * Good bye”

She disappeared 1mnto the darkness Panic swept im  He
jumped from the fiddlers platform to the floor and fol-
lowed after her She had joined a group of women He
pulled at her sleeve

He said hoarsely, “Ardis! How *bout yon comun’ to the
next frohic? I'm comm’ of you'll come You meet me here?’

, She smd, “Yes™



xxav

THE scrub had fewer inhabitants thas for fifty years-
The stretch 1 front of the Lantry clearing that had bscn
low growang, wath far wistas, was dense and dark with
growth Its prnes, grey trunked and scrawny, crowded close
together The entire region was agamn almost a virgin
wilderness Yet the law had come 1nto the serub and lay
over 1t Like a dark cloud

Several years ago the goverament had taken over the
greater bulk of i, d, habited ‘Th ds of
Aacres at its heart were now a game refuge, where no one
tught hunt or trap Fure towers had been established here
and there There bad been panic among the few ahabi-
tants Old man Pane, whose clearing lay mn the new
reservation, had died recently wn 2 burst of frustration

“Ive killed me hun'erds o’ deer 1n my ume,’ he had told
Laat sorrowfully, “and with my age upon me, the law says
T got no right to take me a leetle prece o' venison to fill my
pore ol guts”

Even the piney woods side of the niver had felt uneasy,
Lving so close to an wawelome neghbour They kad pic-
tured federal spies behnd every clump of palmettos They
craved venison 1 August as they had never craved it be-
fore There were still immense arcas that might be hunted
duning the open season  But 1t had scemed at first, with
one section shut off by invisible lines, as though there were
o other section worth hunung  The deer had come to be
called “gov'mint cows™ and “gov'mint yearkn’s”

It had become apparent, as the years passed quietly, thar

233
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the government was as remote as ever 'There were no
lurking spies, no agents, no tangible evidence of the fed
eral hawk arcling 1n a clouded sky There was nothing 1
the scrub, except game, that any one wanted The South
ern spruce, or sand pine, was valueless, even to the govern
ment The varmnts came obligingly to the swamps to be
trapped as before The deer sull came to the river to dnnk
If 2 man hunted carclessly on into what a small sign desig
nated as a National Forest, there was no living creature to
know

"The fire towers had proved harmless Each held a lonely
fellow who lived at the top and kept a watch for forest
fires The man 1n the Salt Springs tower was from Georgia
He mvited Lant up to the top to Jook out over the rolling
scrub and see hus maps and implements The government,
he said, wanted only to heep away the devastaung fires and
to give the game a place for breeding He played an old
flute that had belonged to lus grandfather in the War of
the States  One might, down the narrow sandy Salt Springs
road, Lant heard hum hugh up above the trees, tootling cenly
on his Aute The notes had dropped sweetly over the
scrub, like the cries of a lost soul nding the sky

Now 1 a dry November the heart of the scrub was
burming  Swmce mornng the smell of smoke had grown
stronger Lant was runmng a charge at hus outfit His nose
twitched Iihe a rabbit’s He uncapped the cooker and put
out the fire 1n the brich furnace before he had run off the
usual amount of Jow wine He added hot buck to the two
new setungs of mash  He had two demu johns of whiskey
and one of low wine He drove the corhs 1n firmly and
buried them 1n the soft black much of the creck bed He
hurned to the house and joined hus mother on the front
swop ‘They shaded their cyes aganst the round ball of
sun, red and sick behind the greyness that was smoke 10
the east
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“The hell of 1t 15, he sad, “the gov'muntll be here
direckly

Piety nodded It was reasonable, she agreed, that the
federal government would send men to put out fire on 1ts
own property The danger was mamfold The wind was
from the north-east If 1t turned mto the east, worse, into
the south-east, the fire stself would sweep towards the river
across the scrub and would Lick up the Lantry cleanng,
braom sage, fences, shingled house and all  Yet 1t was men,
not fire, he dreaded There would be not only strange
federal men swarmng in the scrub, but shenffs and ther
deputies, game wardens and the Iike He munded 2 gam-=
warden the least He could fool a warden any ume Bill
Mersey had never bothered hum

“Jest the same, them boogers 15 all mixed up together,”
he said to Prety “I got no question Bil carnies what he sees
to the Prohus, and the Prohis does the same for Bill *

He pictured the fire sweeping towards the niver, and the
fire and Bl Mersey and the high shenff and the Prohus
smoking out hus sull like a rabbit warren  Bill Mersey was
Ardi’ coussn  He had forgotten her all day Ardis Mersey
She had hved 1n a town and gone to school and had come
back 10 the piney woods where her father had fallen heir 1o
her grandfather’s prosperous lands It was incredible that
she had been away and out of his mmnd all these years
sinply because he had pot known her

He had 1ntended to row across the river after he ran fus
charge o tell her that the scrub was on fire and he could
not take her that might to Abner Lantrys cane gnnding
In September he had let 2 setung of mash go flat because
he had promised ta go with her to a peanut-boiling

He said to Piety, “My gul's Iike to thinh mghty hard
of me, but I rechon I better git gomn® acrost the serub to
se¢ what that fire’s a-down’”

“You've been mighty fathful for about four months She
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hadn’t orter take 1t hard ¥ She looked at him, still shading
her eyes * You call her your gul to her face?”

He shook tus head

“I'm feered 111 scare her 1 got to sort o' slip up on her”

“Don’t you be too sure about that” She laughed ‘Ive
noticed 1t ain't hard to shp up on a girl of she’s of a notton
to be shpped up on”

He said, “Shed be off Iihe a dove if T was to put my
hand on her”

* Well, you'd orter know "

They stared into the murky east Their eyes smarted.
They heard voices across the clearing Cleve and Kezzy
and two Wilson men were coming through the rear gate
Kezzy's youngster was old enough to walk a little, but she
carried him 1n her arms The woman and three men
pushed hurredly through the sand The men carried axes
and spades

Lant called, ¢ You got news about the fire? I was jest
about to git on the mule and go look for 1t™

One of the Wilsons said, “We got news, all nght South
o' Lake Delancey the hull Big Scrub’s aburmin® The fire
warden to the Salt Springs tower jest now sent a boy ndin’
hell bent into Eureha for he'lp  Ever'body’s called out to
he'p fight”

Lant said, “Cleve, you Lnow where all the harness 15 at
You go gt 3t while I ketch the mule™

On his way across the yard he tolled hts grandfather’s
farm bell to call 1n Zeke

Kezzy sad, “Aunt Py tee, let’s you and me load some
jugs o’ water 1n the wagon and what bread and meat you
got cooked.”

The men Joaded axes and hoes and shovels The women
would go along and dnve the wagon back agun By the
tume they were ready Zeke had arnved  He chmbed 10 and
they ratded down the rcad. A few mles to the south they
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turned left and took the Salt Springs road through the
heart of the scrub It was inches decp 1n shifung sand The
smohe grew more acnd Cleve and the Wilsons talked
excitedly Picty and Lant and Zeke and hezzy were silent,
with drawn faces The wind was still out of the north-cast

Cleve sad, * You dontt figger on fire 12 November”

But the summer had been dry, frost had come easly, and
the scrub was like tnder The floor was carpeted with
parched brown pine needles Dead palmettofronds were Like
oil soaked paper Old lighter d hnots and fallen pine limbs
made a network of inflammability Cars and wagons and
men nding mules and horses were ont the road, some goung
towards the fire, other cars and wagons had dropped ther
men and were gong back for more Lant turned the mule
off the single track road when he met a car, for wheels
spun helplessly out of the deep ruts To another wagon
he gave half of the road Hands hifted 1n passing but there
was no friendly bailing  Faces were grave Men who were
rot concerned, even for the endangered game, were coming
away startled from that sea of flame

The billowing smohe had been visible for the past five
miles Within a mile the fire was plan leaping like red
tongued dogs after juicy bones of palmetto and oak and
pine The roar, overlud with a sharp crackhing fill-d ther
ears above the thump of mule hooves 1 the sand Lant
tied the mule 15 the scrub off the road and they walked 1n
hezzy went wath them Pty sat 1 the wagon and held
the baby Tt was strange to have them go awzy and lease
her A bref ume ago she would hate been 1 1t wath the
men

Government fire lines had been ploughed a few years
before, but grass and weeds had grown oter them and had
dried m the drought The fire had tahen the first set of
ditches like a runanay horss Men were workmng far 10
the south, widening and cleaning the fire lines as yet ua
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reached Ahead, an open area lay m the path of the flames.
Men were back firing here, and beating out the fire of therr
own making with green palmetto fronds and pine saplings.

Newcomers joined Lant and Cleve and Zeke and the two
Wilsons and they set to work as 2 umt, withonr orders
"The fire warden could be seen on a shght nse, directing the
ine of fight Fire was a familiar to men of the piney woods
and they needed scant instructions The Flonda woods
burned every spring

“Thanks to them turpenune men,” Kezzy smd, ¢ burmn’
out the brush so they kin git to thesr boxes, and not heenn’
what happens to the rest o' the woods’

Zeke saud, ¢ Yes, and the cattle men has been as bad”

Kezzy sad, * Well, T cain’t see a mess hke this un and
not git into 1t

She borrowed Lant's hight axe and cut a sapling for
herself She warked beyond the Wilsons, beatng out the
fresh flames as they fired The wind freshened and within
an hour 1t was plain that most of the front would have to
be abandoned Across one corner a burned-over patch
turned the fire, but the great body of 1t rolled in  The
sound, so close, was ternfying The green leaves of oak
and myrtle and gallberry and palmetto exploded Like fire
crackers The floor of the scrub burned with a spake ke
sizzing The dry pine tops burst 1nto flame with a roar
Balls of fire leaped twenty fect at a jump

Zeke shouted, “I never heerd no storm come thu the
pines with sich a netse”

From a shght elevation to the south west where they had
retreated, the conflagration could be scen as a sweeping
flood It rolled 1n billows, the flaming surf of an nfernal
sca Other groups joined them, waiting a moment to €
which hnes would hold, and where they must go at 1t
agan Here and there the advance of the fire cast wtself
helplessly whese there was no fresh fuel Watchung, they
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saw 1t leap, because of 2 slight shift of wind, or for no
apparent reason at all, across an entire small area, or skirt
around an 1sland of slash or long leaf prne

Kezzy worked with the men unnl late 1n the afternoon
‘They were blackened with smoke and charcoal Thetr eyes
shone 1nflamed 1n durty faces They realized that Cleve
tad been mussing for two or three hours They walked 1n
a body to the wagon for drnking water and to inquire
after hum  Beyond the wagon, under a myrte bush, they
saw the man, asleep The Wilsons nodded to each other,
therr eyes narrowing

Lant sad to Zeke, “Go rout him out ™

Eph Wilson said, “Hell, leave him go on 1n with the
Wagon, or go on sleepin’  He’s no he'p, noways”

Kezzy turned scarlee under her it Eph gulped

“Exscuse me, Kezzy No offense

‘No offense,” she agreed hghdy She added quickly,
“He were 'coon huntin’ all last mght ”

Eph said politely, ¢ That so?*

Piety unwrapped the food she had brought. ‘They turned
from the wagon, wiping their mouths

Lant said, “Kezzy, you quit now and go home with Ma "

She frowned

“Youll starve your dama young un #f you don't tahe
Yeer of hym*

Piety said anxsously, “*Tan't night, Kezzy You'll gne
1m the colic, and you so hot and sweatn’”

Kezzy took the slecpy body from Piety She lad her
face against the sithy head A streal of black came off on
the child s cheek

“Gtetin’ you smuttied— Folkses'll think T had you put-
tin’ out the fire” She said reluctamly, ‘Il go on 10 We'll
come back 1f you don’t gt 1n soon

Lant smd, “If we can’t Iick thus soon, we jest as good
to dare out and let her np”
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Zcke and the Wilsons started away

Lant sard, “Kezzy, you do somethin’ for me? When
you go home this everun’, git word to Ardis why 1 wnt
commn’.”

“Shell Lnow,” she sad eanly “Bill Mersey was comn’
over™

“She jest might not hear®

‘Lant, I wasn’t figgenn' on gow’ home ITl Likely be
dnvin’ the wagon back here after mght fall  You don't
need to fret about Ardis not knowin””

“All nght”

He turned away, wiping the gnme from s face His
back was dejected She understood that he wanted the
small yellow headed girl to know-—not that he would not
come—but that he was sick at heart because he could not
She walked after him and pulled hus sleeve

1} row acrost soon's I git your Ma to the house and
tell Ardrs you're sorry, she satd, and hurried to the wagon

agamn

He looked bach 1n a moment She was leaning over the
snoring man under the myrtle bush He heard her say
desperately, * Cleve, for God's sahe—" He felt guilty Kezzy,
with her breasts stretched hard and wght for her child,
rowing across the river, smutty faced and weary and damp
with sweat, to take hus casual word to the pale, bird hke
gt who was afrad of him— He plunged into the thick
of the fire fightng  The warden was seting dynamite and
1t gave promusc of checking the advance

The fire conunued through the night Zeke Lantry's
harndan, fnghtened, joined Piety and Kezzy and helped
them cook food and make gallons of coffee They put the
coffee 1n Lant’s dem: johns and wrapped the jugs in thick
blankets of Spanish moss to heep them hot  Setting out
towards the Salt Spngs road a little before midnight, they
comd see the whole castern sly ablaze Miles away, 3
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cloudy roar came to their ears, as though bull alligators
battled and bellowed 1 the drstance

Fresh men ammived i the morning from farther settle-
ments. The first day's fighters crawled away from the front
of the fire, far advanced and nexorable, and fell on the
Pine peedled earth for an hour’s rest Towards noon the
wind shifted and the sky clouded In the carly afternoon
a hght shower sprinkled 1ts way across the burmng scrub
At four o'clock ram fell 1n sheets The red tongues fick
ered high aganst 1t Steam began to mise 1n clouds and
Jom the descending greyness

Men laughed and shouted and corn whishey appeared
They sat on therr heels and joked suddenly Stumps
smouldered and tall trunks smohed, but the fire was done
for The Big Burn lay black and desolate, as 1t was to he
for years, with skeletons of trees reared agamst a sky that
would scem herc always of hot and dirty steel The un
burned patches stood anomalous, as though they had known
a secret and evil magic to turn the flames

Cars and wagons and horses and mules were all moving
towards the river again  Cleve and Kezzy and the Wilsons
had gone home 10 Abner Lantry’s automobile Piety waited
on a stde tral with the wagon Lant and Zehe were among
the last’'men to Jeave Lant was light hearted He had seen
almost no strangers, certamly no federal men Turming
down the dim side road he saw 2 small figure runming past
the pines The blood beat agamst the top of his head

He called, “Ardis!”

She was whte with terror. She ran to um and sobbed
breathlessly against his arm  He strohed her sleeve gently.
Zeke shuffled by feet uncestanly a moment and hurred
ahead of them

Lant soothed her, “Easy, honey Was you losted? What
you dotn’ out here, anyway?”

She caught her breath and laughed a Lrdle.
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“I came with Father and Cousin Bill, just to sec I saw
some gitls 1 knew, in a car down the road 'When 1 came
back, I couldn't find any one”

 Why, honey,” he saud, ‘I seed Bill and your daddy drive
by 2 half hour ago They must of figgered you d gone on”

He pulled a handful of moss from a pine and wiped her
eyes She quieted

“You'll take me home,” she said

Prety clambered down sufly from the wagon ta meet the
qul

“Zeke jest figgered you was Ardss,’ she sud cordually
“You come set on the wagon seat between Lant and me
and keep warm ™

Dusk fell before six o’clock and the scrub road was dark
and winding The wagon rattled and the mule jogged
steadily and Zeke whstled behind them, hanging hus fect
over the tail boards

Piety sard, “Wa'n't your Pa Thomas Mersey® Lant, I
tol’ you Ardis’ Pa were the one T knowed [ went to
school with Tom when I was a gal young un The lectle
T went, Tom Mersey were 1n the school when I was”

Ardis said, “We were all away a long time ™

‘ That's what Lant sad  You glad to be back?”

“ Father's glad 1 like 1t better now ™

Lant felt her arm warm aganst him  He wanted to
shout down the length of the shadowy road The fire
was out, the scrub would not burn to the nver's edge
there had been no agents of the law on an 1nch of hus land
There was no more danger, from firc or from folk, ard
Ardis sat next to hum on the wagon-seat He began "
sing loudly 1 his high nasal mmor He sang * Comit
Round the Mounta” and Zeke hummed with lum  Ardss
laughed |

She sud, “I like that 1 forget it’s dark when your®
ungng”
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Where the road branched two ways, one towards Eureka,
the other towards the Lantry clearing, he stopped the mule

‘Miss Ardss,” he said, *hat's a two-hour Job to git you
home tomght This way, or from my place acrost the
river If your daddy figgers you're with 2 passel o gals,
wont he figger you're staymn’ the mght with "em? *

‘1 guess he will”

“You been promusin’ to go fishin' with me one ume
How bout you spendin’ the mght with Mz and me and
well go fishin® m the mormn’ and 11l git you home fore
your daddy finds out which side o' the nver you're
visitin' "

Picty urged her “You come spend the mght now, Ardis.
Lants been wanun® you to wisit the worst way”

She said after a moment, All right

At the house Lant walked aimlessly about, following
Ardss from the front room to the kitchen and back agam
The strangeness of her presence there was overwhelmung

Prety sad, “Dont you try to he'p me. Il fix us a bite
o’ supper You jest set by the fire *

She sat 1 Piety’s rocher and held the yellow cat Lant
brought out his box of alligator teeth He showed her bow
they replenished themselves, new ones forming constantly,
the new teeth pested mside the old

“Alligators has lots o' use for teeth,” he told her earnestly,
“and the Lord takes heer o' the soas o bitches *

He brought out hides and rattlesnake shins. She toucheo
them gingerly It delighted hum to sce her finger dart at
them and away again  He left her and went to the Litchen
for a bottle of wine. He leaned over Piety at the cooh-
stove,

He whispered 1n her ear, “Ms, an’t my gl sweet?”

She said loyally, * She's jest mighty sweet” She looked
at lum  “She won't thunk you're sweet, and the smut not
even washed off you™
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He said, ‘ Great God!l” and made for ¥he wash baun

It was after ten o'clock when they finished supper and
Piety made up the small hed 1n the front room She put a
new sheet on the bottom and a clean quilt for cover She
brought out a clean flannel mghtgown of her own and held
it up

“You one o’ the few runty enough to gt into this,” she
sard

Lant went 1nto his room so that the women could un
dress by the fire After hus mother's door had closed and
the creaking of the bed 1n the front room stopped, be
opened his door a crack

He whispered, “Good mght, Ardis™

Her vorce came small and delicious from her bed

‘ Good night, Lant™

Then 1t was morning  Ardis and Prety were up shead
of hum, and the smell of coffce and bacon dufted across the
breezeway Piety was at the side of the bed, bninging im
clean clothes.
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Lan poled the rowboat by a short-cut to the river. Even
n the bright November morning the way was gloomy,
overhung with writhing black rattan The ash and palms
and cypress reared directly from the swamp water, thewr
bases knotted 1n a torment of escape Where 2 bar of sun-
light came through the dense foliage, Lant pomted out to
Ardis 2 water moceasin on alog It was 10 the act of swal
lowing a frog The frog was croahing lusuly The gl
Lvatchcd bigeyed, shunking a little to the far side of the

0at.

Puety said, laughing, *Listen to him squall and beller! ”

“The frogs too big for the moccasn,” Lant sad * He
cun’t git hym swallered nor he came turn hum loose”

He tried to pry out the frog with the end of an oar, but
the pair shid under the water The sunlight was blinding
on the river as they swung mnto the current from the crech
Swamp laurel and holly leaves glistencd in the sun

Prety sad, * I love the river, but I don ¢ pertichler Jove the
swamp Hits like travellin thu Hell to gt to Heaven ™

Lant paddled down stream with one oar, sitting i the
Stern seat of the rowboat The muscles of his long arms
Wwere tough and stringy  Up or down the swift current, st
made no difference to him  His mother sat contentedly
hunched over 1n the how Ardss sat between

‘ You figger you'll go to Hell, Ardis®* he ashed

She laughed *I never thought about 1t

“Since all the laws come m,” he sad, *I rechon we'll alf

245
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g0 And wont the ol dewil have a picaic when all s folks
gits therel Hell have a pure fish fry’

Piety chuchled from the bow, her chin 1n her hands

The best bream holes were 1n bach waters of the nver,
around sunken logs and fallen treetops, or where the
crecks flowed out between lily pads to join the current
‘They fished with uny hooks and bonnet worms and long
bamboo poles for the smaller the bream, the better to the
taste of the big bass They caught a baker s dozen of red
breasts, from two to five inches long, put them 1 a buchet
of fresh water to keep them alive, and turned back mnto
the broadest of the creeks for Lant to set hus hines

He turned the boat over to Picty to paddle and diected
her to places along the banh where ash saplings grew
thickly He drew up here and there and cut half a dozen,
Sfieen §eet long ond wm ek or two m s Thes
he mterspersed along the creek edge on the shady side,
driving each sapling firmly 1nto the muck so that 1t leaned
over a dark pool He measured heavy twimne to reach
from the top of the sapling to the surface of the crech
water On the end of the twine he noosed two heavy
hooks, one hook put through the back of a hve bream The
bream swam i a semr-circle, hus backbone a fan reaching
just out of the water He made a tempting bass batt

Ardis said, ¢ This 1s lots of fun”

They paddled up and down the creeh visiung the knes
mn turn  Somenimes they had no more than turned ther
backs on a freshly baited line when they heard a bass
strike. He made a wild commotion  Sometmes be brohe
loose and got away, hooks, bream and all When he was
hoohed, he thrashed on the line so that the ash sapling beat
and swayed Lant did not return to hus first line when he
heard 2 strike belund fam  Piety sad, ‘ You better £0
back;” but he was intent on the hine shead When he made
fus round agan, he found a ten pound bass dead 08 the
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[ine Its sides were slashed as though a jagged knufe had
hacked at them A small alligator had sampled the meat

Lant sad, “He better git back 1n his winter quarters
Tl come up with lum one o' these mghts”

Several small bass were ambitious and hooked them
sclves These Lant removed earefully, so as not to tear
their mouths or gill them, and dropped them 1n the ereeh
to swim away He talked to them as he worked at the hook

*You git you some size fore you come messn’ up with
me’ He took over the padding agan

He shot the boat up and down the creek with strong
strokes  Hus lank body doubled up over the paddle. Some
times he sent the boat under a tangle of briers, and Picty
i the bow protested hus roughness

“I got to gt there, he sud * What Lin 1 do?”

“You kin pull up  leetle shorter,” she complamed

When the boat passed sear Sunday Bluff she turned
exatedly

I smell male hog! she cried out

“Oh, your of male hog You won t never see lum agin®

Ardss looked from one to the other  The older woman's
vehemence puzzled her

She asked, What s the matter?”

Prety lamented her Jost hogs at a moment’s notce * Why,
half breed Tine has been hog stealin’ around here the past
tho yare, Between lum and the ’gators, you caint rase
you no hogs for market We're doin’ good to gat down our
own mear.”

Lant sard, ‘I'm about to catch up with the Half.breed
16T comes up on hum tomorrer mormn’, I'll cut hus throat
from ear to ear before night fall *

Puety said, “You better not go on that-a way Youlf find
yourself 1n trouble. The law’s gttin® mughty troublesome.”

Lant sad, “The law can’t do nothin’ to you for lochin’
out for your prop'ty ‘The law looks out for folkses' prop'y *
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Piety sad, “Don’t you go countin’ on the law, Hit am'e
on the side o' the pore man”

They had been a lute late in getung out the set hines
Lant had tried to reach the creeh at south moon over,
but the moon was an hour past the meridian when they
began to work the lines The catch was only four fish
They were the true big mouthed bass, and they weighed
from four to ten pounds apiece Lant took down his hnes
but left the saplings for another ume He paddled down
the creck to his landing while Piety untied the hooks and
put them carefully away

Lant tied the rowboat to a small cypress Ardis put her
hand on the tree to steady herself

He called anxiously, “Look aut for that red cypress gum
Il purely blister your skin ™

Piety sad, “Hit's a hide raser, all nght, but they says

11l cure the cancer”
Avrshafape fohal el 1 T e o oo
.. '

- . ul 2 ways and

a .

She took the string of fish from hum

“You want Ardis should go with you?” she asked

“1 thought I'd show her them two big hickorses *

“They're somethin’ to sce, all night,” she agreed

She started up the ledge, her thin shoulders stooped, ber
suck like legs pushing agamnst the slope  She turned

“Don’t cut the cabbage too close to the swamp, for 1t}
be buter”

Lant and Ardrs went along the trail together He carned
Ius hight axe over one shoulder His gait, disjointed and
awhward 10 a square-dance, fiteed 1tself to the rough path
Iike a stream flowing over stones He was dark and vial,
Iike the hammock and the swamp Something stirred across
the g, as though 2 strong breeze blew suddenly across
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a shallow pond When she stumbled mn her thin shoes, she
caught at hum and then left her arm 12 hus

She asked, “Lant, how do you make your hving?”

He thonght, *11f take her to the outfit”

He imagined her uttng on the platform under the sweet-
gums, her hair as bright as the copper of the pot, while he
explained the workings of the sull

She added, “Father and Coustn Bill were ashing me.”

He suffened He checked himself from blurting out,
“Its none of therr damn business” He thought, “I been
at 1t a year and a half, and Bill Messcy an t on to what Im
domng yer? And lum snooping around ashing questions all
the tme "

He said casually, * Oh, winter-umes [ trap, and summer-
umes I "gator I farm and I hunt and I raft and do all sch
as that | made a nght smart piece 0’ money oncet, sendin®
black haw roots to 2 drug compny They pad twenty
<ents a pound ”

She said, ‘ You must have sold almost every different
Aind of thing there 15 1n the scrub to sell

“I've done sold live ratdesnahes,” he admtted

He forgot hus anger at Bill Mersey and warmed to the
subject of rattlesnakes

“The Iast T caughs,” he told her, “Cleve and me come up
on a parr 1n the south-cast fence cormer 1 stayed with ‘em
whilst Cleve goed to the house and fetched bach 2 barrel
and sack and fish poles with loops on 'em We stepped
plenty hvely gieun’ em looped and the barrel over ‘em
and them 1n 1t, But we got four dollars apece for them ™

“Is that a good pnce?”

“Mighty good. You can't git that money now The
soahe-map to Eureha amt papn® but fifty cents a foot,
Tl not hunt 'em for that”

He held a wild grape wine ande for her
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“The nrsk’s worth somethin’,” he told her, “the same 28
the snake”

He was astonished that she knew none of the trees of the
hammock except the magnolia and the holly He pomted
them out and described their peculiarities, so that she
wonld surely know them agamn Red bay and sweet bay,
sweet gum and ronwood— She followed his finger with
her grave eyes He stopped 1n his tracks and looked at her

“What's wild mulberry good for? he asked her sternly.

“Why—I suppose the birds eat the frut”

“They amn’t no finer wood in the world for carlock
blocks,’ he mformed her solemnly

Every tree fitted 1nto Ius Iife Its beauty and its purpose
were joined together, so that the most beautsful trees to um
were those with the greatest use For the shm white ash
trees he felt a tenderness, gauging their probable length i
terms of strands for firng 1 the furnace of his sull Near
the Twin Sinks he led her up the ledge to the two grant
hickories He walked around and around them, warming
to therr straightness and good gran

“They’s hundreds o' feet 0’ timber 1n each o’ them hich
ories,” he sad proudly ‘I don't im to cut "em lest I got
it to do Trees Like that 1s scarce ”

She tipped her head back and stared submissively at the
tops, where the leaves hung golden agamnst the blue
translucent sky

Below the hickories again, where the hammock merged
with swamp, he cut a low growing palmetto He trmmed
down the svory cylinder that was the heart of the palm
and cut a shaving from the lower end, where the fan like
secuons fitted intricately together They tasted 1t It was
crisp and sweet, like chestnuts

* That's 2 swamp cabbage that's fitten,” he decided

‘He dropped 1t on 2 clean palmetto frond and laid the axe
beside st He began to scratch himself thoughtfully
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“The red bugs and tichs 15 gtn’ into me,” he sud “You
set and rest whilsy I dig the boogers out ™

He rolled up his sleeves to the shoulder and nvestigated
the length of each arm He came to her where she sat
with her back agamst a magroha and showed her the
mucroscopic mmutes and tcks She could not make them
out on his brown arm vntl be traced ther movement with
the up of hus poclet koife

“Them things gives me the devil,” he sard. “They don’t
Bother Ma nary a mite.”

He sat beside her and pulled up his trousers and bent ta
the same bustness about s ankles, bare of sochs above
tus shoe-tops

‘I rechon I got "em 4ll fore they got too deep buped
Y1 ang, I'l know it tomghe ”

He turned 0 her

‘They gittin” 1nto you?

“I dop’t feel angthing I got red bugs at a picc at
Orange Springs once, but I dont feel anything now »

mme se¢ ™

He turned her arm, bare under short sleeves, to the sun-
hight sifung through the magnolia

God A'myghty, you 'bout covered That's onc thing 1
got agin hammodk, *

He bent earnestly and prched at her arm with his Lodfe~
powt He drew hys hand agamnst the skin and examined
1t closely agmn

“Rechon T got 'em routed on that un  Gumme ‘tother
arm”

He leaned across her and piched with o complete ab- 2
sorption sa hus work, turnmg her arm this way acd that,
Suddenly he was weah and a lutle sich  The white flesh
had changed under fus touch It was electric. It was soft, so
soft 1t frghteped hum A hot wave passed through him,
and then he was coJd It was ke malana, but more tern-
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fying He wanted to look at her but he was afrad to Iift
tus head He dropped tus pocket knfe and turned s head
and rested tus face against her throat Her pulse beat
rapidly, like a bird’s He held hisbreath  Slowly, as though
a magnolia petal dnfted down to hum, she lad her cheek
on his and he fel her eyelds futter there like moth-
wings

There was no more hammock, no more swamp Nothing
existed that had ever been before There was only a soft
pulsing under tus lips and a magnolia petal agamnst his
cheek It came to hum like a revelaton that he would huse
her  Her lips were cool and remote, as though he pressed
a guava aganst hus mouth  Then he was flooded with
warmth  Her lips were warm, and all the torment that
sometimes possessed him pushed agunst her mouth, like
a man beatng agamnst a closed door

He sud, ¢ Ardss honey, you so sweet”

She put the back of her hand across her lps

She sad, ‘Im afrad

‘The torment left lum, and he was half sick because he
had frightened her Her hands were cold and he rubbed
them until the ups of the fingers were pink agun The
sun stood at 1ts zenth, but a chll November wind crossed
the swamp and moved up the hammoch ledge, rattling the
thick leaves of the magnolia

She sad, ¢ Let’s go back ™

He Iifted her to her feet and picked up hus axe and the
whate shaft of palm heart He wanted to take her hand, or
put his free arm around her, but he walked suffly beside
her, loohing ahead After 2 while she put her arm through
tus and rubbed her face aganst Ins sleeve

He said, * Honey, I jest ain'’t goin® to put my arm around
you ‘il you say so”

She sard, ‘1 say s0”

‘They laughed and walked close together along the tral
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and thtough the hammock and across the dlearing Prety
looked at them curiously

She said, “ Hit's too late to cook the cabbage for dinner,
if you're takin’ Ardis home soon like you sud Dinner’s
on the table”

In the carly afternoon Lant rowed Ardis down the niver
to Jola Landing He let the boat dnift and she sat on the
floor between his knees and leaned aganst him  The sua
was warm and the niver was brown velvet flecked with
gold When he drew her body closer and brushed hus face
across her hair and felt her throat wath his fingers, 2 sharp
sadness struck hum  In the spring he had seen a redird
singing from a wild plum trec white with bloom The
bird had almost 1nstantly flown away, because the moment
was too beautiful to endure
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Lant was 1n Eureka the day before Thaoksgiving

"The storekeeper sard, “Your Uncle Abner left word for
you to come out to his place and see hum, the next ume
you were here ™

He sad, “I figgered on guun® nght home with my
sugar. Did he say whatall he wanted?”

“He didn’t say, but I imagine 1t’s somethung about the
cattle trouble.”

“The Streeters ramsin® Hell agin?”

“They penned half a dozen of Eph Wilson’s yearlings
last week The way Abner spoke, I believe they got a bunch
of s cattle this ume ”

Lant said, “Them damn Yankees better look out. Pacle
Ab don't allow nobody to mess up with his propty.”

The storckeeper laughed

“Lant, 'm a Yankee because I came from Massachusetts
The Strecters don't hike the name. They daim men from
Arhansas are Westerners.”

“Hell,” he grinned amuably, “you all the same. You all
ol’ furnners.”

He had better see Abner, he deaded. His rowboat was
ned at Eurcka bridge. He carned his sugar on hus back
and loaded 1t 1a and rowed down-stream and stopped on
the piney-woods side and tied up He walked through the
woods to Abner's house. He had wondered how long the
trouble could go on before the Strecters were jerked up
with a short rope. They were comparative newcomers,
farming in a cattle section, and from the ficst they had

5%
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faled to mind ther own business as was seemly for
strangers to do

The section had been always open range” Mles of
urfarmed, often ownerless land, valueless for crops, grew
a lush growth of a coarse grass that fattened the free
ranging scrub<cattle without further feeding  As far back
as Lant could remember—within lus mother's memory, too
—the poorest Crackers 1n the section had had their small
herds ranging free The more prosperous famulies were all
cattle people  Abner had a thousand head 1a the woods
Each fall the herd, fat from the summer grazing, was
duven 1, the spring calves branded and the desirable beef
ammals sold for butchening

Untl the past year, Lant realized, there had been no
question of fencing m the cattle If 2 man had a field of
cork or sugar<ane, a patch of peanuts or sweet potatoes, he
threw a fence around 1t as a matter of course, to keep out
stack, his own and that of his neighbours But hard roads
had replaced three of the old dirt wagon roads 1n the sec-
tion, and auto traffic was commg through at a fast chip as
far east as Eureka It encountered herds of cattle, feeding
along the shoulders of the roads, crossng from one side to
the other, and slumbenng placdly 1n the middle. Echoes
of an wban outery agamnst the situation had reached the
fiver Lant had seen a newspaper from a town some thirty
mies away, complaming of the savagery of cattle loose on
the highways ‘Then, a few months ago, 2 distant legista
ture had dosed the range. A man who owned cartle must
heep them under fence, or be Liable to damages af bus stock
strayed A man finding stock on hus land was legally privi
leged to impound them and to collect a generous fee for
tus trouble

Lant remembered that Abner had saud at first that the
new law would make very litle difference Like the game -
and whiskey laws, he hoped that things would run by taaty

'd



256 SOUTH MOON UNDER

consent much as they had run before  Almost every man
1 the section had stock that brought him 1 his chief cash
mcome  Almost no one could afford to fence mules of
pasture There was no one to protest the free passage of
cattle  True, the owner of stoch was now hable for dam-
ages if a car struch one of his cows on a highway, but
Abner belteved the county 1tself would soon build fences
along the county roads Now the Streeters were ntruding
violently on the commumty agreement ‘They were
mnpounding cattle with a reckless abandon

Lant found Abner at his cane mull, otling the gears after
the sewon’s grinding Old man Lonny Sours was with
him  Abner swung bis big stomach around, the oil can
his hand

He sad, “Hey, son”

“Hey, Uncle Ab Hey, Lonny”

Abner said, “Looks like I'm ‘bout to git you into anather
job Iihe that one six seven years ago with that Alabamy
feller *

“That's about the way 1 figgered,” Lant sad

They sat down on the cold brick furnace around the
syrup hettle

Abner asked, “Them damn Streeters been over on your
side the river?”

“Now, Uncle Ab, I cain’t nghtly say Monday, I belteve
"twas, I was runnin’ a charge and I thought 1 heered men
hollenn’ and a sound Iike cattle ben® drove 1nto the nver.
T wa'n't 1 no shape to go messin” up with nobody. I jet
lard Jow™

Abner sud, “That was them, all nght Four of them
pieded cows from the scrub herd was 1n with the bunch of
mue them buzzards had penned yesiddy™ He spat
“Claimun® the cartle come acrost their land—huh”

Old man Sours sud, “Eph Wilson was comun’ down the
back road Sat'day last, jest about dusk-dark, and he seed the
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Strecters dravin’ four five cows and calves, a good mile *fore
you git to their hine Eph said they jumped 1o the bushes
and let the cattle go on and he never could find the men”

“Eph Wilsen—huh! He never looked too long Huh”

Lant asked, “What the Stresters gitun’ our of 1t, besides
the pure devilment ?”

“Hell, they gittin® therr fees for impoundwn’, pay for
keepn’ the creeters And they tryin’ to farm m a cattle
country, and they figger they got the new law to he’p 'em

Old Sours saud, “But Ab, they got no nght to interfere
with folkses’ Lvn'*

Abger said judiciously, “I an't saym’ they got the nght
to do what they're doin’ The law’s the law, and the Jaws
always changn’, but they'’s things beyond the law 15 night
and wrong, accordin’ to how many folks they he'ps or
harms, Pm jest answenn’ Lant's question, What 1s the
Streeters gitin” out o this»”

Sours said, “*Twouldn t be so bad if they didn't Jeave the
cattle go hongry and thirsty 1o the pen the way they done
my milchcow Nor if they wa'nt dnvin’ 1 catde from
nowheres near their Jand Nor of they hada't acted so big
gety, "stead o comun’ to everbody and askin’ would we
he'p ’em fence”

“What you trywn’ to gt at, Lonny,” Abner sad, “is,
‘twouldn't be so bad if the Streeters wa'n't jest low.down,
ornery Arkansas bastards ”

Lant said, “T got to git gown', Uncle Ab You wasa’ my
ume, if you got me here Jest to say you kun count on me
You knowed that”

Abner said, “I dont never like to take nothun’ for
granted I'm givin’ .t o st -
to go at this thing
nde ranpeon my ¢,
to mt me word ary day my stoch was on hus land apd 1d
have 'em drove off Well jest see. You done 2 good job

1

-
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for me when you was a knob jointed, long-coupled young
scaper, and I don’t want you to muss no fun now you're
a growed man 11l git you and Zehe the word if the need
come”

Lant went to the house to pass the time of day with
Abner’s wife, and then rowed home with his sugar.

A week later Cleve came to hum 1n late afternoon at hus
sull 1n the swamp

Cleve said, * Come ahead, Mister.”

“Streeters been at 1t agin, ¢h?’

‘I mean Penned a hull heap o’ Uncle Ab's stock the
day after Thanksgiving Kep' ’em penned and never got
Ab word and dogged 1if the shenff didn’t come today and
hold a sale Cost Uncle Ab bout two hundred dollars to
bid ’em 1n and pay costs ”

You been to git Zeke?”

‘Hes watin’ at Otter Landin™™

The three men crossed the river by rowboat At Abner
Lantry’s place they found gathered some twenty men from
the iamty They were waiting for dark, for there was no
need to be recogmzed There was a little discussion as to
whether a preiminary warning to the Streeters was neces-
sary ‘They agreed 1t was not

Abner sud, “I warned 'em ten days ago Them scoun-
drels hnowed the fust tume they done i, lut were wrong,
messin’ up n other folkses’ business No use to do nary
thing now but jest cold-out show "em we'll not have 1™

Under Ius sitver grey hair he was red faced and sweating.

“Men,” he sad, ‘1 jest as soon make this my business,
1f you say so Man to man, me and the Streeters”

“They thought the proposition over 1n sence

Ase Wilson sad at last, “Seems to me they’ve done
harmed us all They'll make trouble for the hull passel of
us right on Hit'll have more weight, like, more arcum-
«ares, do nght smart of us whop 1t to 'em ™
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Old Jacklin spat the width of the Lantry porch and sad,
“Hit’ll skeer ’em into mundin’ their manners more to have
twenty men put the strop to ‘em easy, than for one man
to fram the chubin's plumb outen ’em”

When dark came the group set off down the lonely road
towards the Streeter place 1n three old Ford cars The
piney woods roads all looked the same 1n the mighe, their
shallow ruts over grown with grass, swerving erratically to
avoud ancient stumps The men drove with dimmed lights,
but no one passed to sce them They stopped a hundred
yards from the Streeter house and crept dlose 1 a semt
arcle The two Streeter men sat on the porch The glow
from thewr pipes showed their posiion A kerosene hght
flickered from the kitchen, where their wives moved 10 a
Lght clatter of supper dishes

Abner said 1n a low voice, “A’'nght,” and they moved to
the porch There was no hurry and they made no noise
The Streeters fought desperately, but a power as slow and
decp as the niver current laid 1tself on them, and they were
10 longer men, but trussed and frightened bundles The
cattle men dumped them 1 the two lead cars The women
came runnmg to the porch  One held the Lerosene lamp
high over her head, her face drawn and puzzled 1n ats
glare They screamed and ran after the cars One of them
looked Lant square 1n the face as she came up The three
<ars ground off 1nto the darkness

Abner led the way to the swamp The car lights were
swatched off and the Streeters were strpped 1n the dark o
their waists, ‘They were laid together across a fallen log
and held at heads and feet Each man in the gathenng
took hus turn at the whippmng A prece of leather harness
strap was nsed The Streeters cned out and big hands
covered ther mouths m the darkness to muffle the sound
The pping was disf and gh It had
been agreed to keep silence, but when Ase Wilsor s turn
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came, he was excated He brought down the strap in a
burst of anger

“ Pen stock, will youl” he eried

For terror, the Streeters did not move when the group
had finished When the sound of the cars died away, they
broke free from their loose trussing and found ther way
home

Abner and the Wilsons and the rest agreed that 1t was a
good job done

“Them low down sorry varmunts Il mebbe sct down now
and behave theirselves,” they said

Two days later the hugh shenff and a swarm of deputies
drove through the piney woods serving warrants One of
the Strecter women had seen Lant’s face disinatly She
did not hnow htm by nime, since he had never been 2
frequent visttor across the river She looked mn vain for
him among the youths of her nerghbourhood The Streeter
men had heard one voice Ase Wilsons 1 the darkness,
but could not place 1t They were all eyes and ears to
locate the one face and the one voice Meanwhile, they
swore wholesale to warrants, naming Abner Lantry, Cleve
Jackhin, the Wilson tribe and half the population of the
piney woods as the whippers

The niver folk were aghast Insult had been added to
snjury They had given the law no trouble in their history
They had settled therr own disputes among themselves,
decently and quietly When a man was found ta be abus
g his woman or hus children, they had not bothered the
sheniff nor called for a court They had waited on the
offending cuzen and induced im, m one manner of
another, to see the error of his ways.

When Jakhe Tanner felt sorry for the widow Lanc and
her six fatherless children and offered them all the shelter
of lus home, the commumty had waited a year for hum to
marry her. When he did not do so, they called 1n 2 bodys

i
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a preacher 1n ther midst, and informed hum that for the
sake of the common decency, the marnage must take place
Jake reported later that the wedding had put him in the
widow s bed where he had not been before and had no
intention of gomng but the proprieues were served

On the rare occasions when a man was caught stealing,
or lying to anothers harm, he was dealt with as the
Streeters had been, and the offender and the community
were the better and the more peaceful for the settling of
the matter They knew what they would tolerate and what
they would not ‘The Streeters had offended 1n the most
grevous manner possible Strangers they had interfered
with the community s hving  And now the law upheld
them The county was baching up the Streecters The
county and the Streeters intended to send Abner and the
Wilsons and other respectable atizens to Raford prison,
or even to Atlanta penitentiary

Old man Lonny Sours said I never figgered Id live to
sce the day  But you don t never know the Tuck of a lousy
calf

Lant went with Abner to the county seat one Saturday
Abner was talking with hus lawyer and Lant walked 1dly
about the town square He met two men from a neigh
bouriag county who sometimes hunted i the scrub and
bought whiskey of um He glanced up from his conver
sation John Streeter s wafe was staring at hus red forelock,
hanging from under Ius black slouch hat By the tume
he had placed the woman 12 his memory, she had darted
anto the court house and was approachung the ,g‘mup w'n.!;

woman swore to a posiave 1denticauon
Abner went bond for Lant, as he had done for every one

except the Wilsons, who were able to wnte ther om:f]
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After confe with Lant's hed acq) and
with his lawyer, Abner left the two 1n jail for 2 few days,
for a purpose that at once occurred to hum  He had drawn
out money from ks postal savings account and had counted
the gold and siver buried under his rear stoop Now he
named to his attorney the amount he was willing to spend

“If the Streeters wants law, * he said, ‘ by God, well give
‘em law Take the case to Tallahassee,” he ordered, hus
big face florid and intent  “Take hit to Washin'ton to the
preseye<lent Take hut so fur them sons o bitches "Il be
pantin’ for water and their tick bat tails torn and hangin®

‘Hits a question,” he added, “who’s got the cash money
to hang on the longest, them or me The longest pole
reaches the persimmon ™
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THE trnal of the cattle men was set for the first spring
term of court It seerned to Lant the winter would never
be done with He was restless At hus distlling he jumped
Like a cat at every sound Zeke visited him occastonally 1n
the swamp, unable to conceal his delight at being out of the
trouble When Zeke had gone agan, Lant thought so
frercely about the Streeter busmness that he forgot Ardis

Sometimes when he went to see her, the delicious dose-
fess was gone and he came away 1n desparr He kept away
from her as long as he could 'Then the thought of her
blended with Ius old torment. There was no more peace
until he had rowed across the nver to sit beside her at the
Mersey hearth and perhaps, if she was in the mood, walk
with her down the road and hold her desperately close,
kissing her eyes and mouth and throat ‘The actual touch
of her, ool and always fantly withdrawn, rehieved his
fevershness, as a Iittle water quenches the worst of thirst

en he was away from her, the yellow har seemed
brighter, the unsmiling eyes warmer, the thin mouth and
{ body inviting, even yrelding

Piety asked hum, ¢ You think Ardisl have you?”

He saud, “I thinh shell have me. 1 aim to it 1t setded,
time thus cattle mess 1s over ” He added, “If I gits out with
a whole hide® He laughed shortly “Here I been worrpn®
*bout the moonshine business and then gits into deep water
"bout other folkses® cattle.”

She said, “You had to he'p Abzer”

263 -
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“Oh, I ain’t begrudgn’ ben’ 1n on 1t Hit jest mahe me
think the only thing do go night for me, 1s the whiskey”

“I caint he'p lettn’ 1t worry me night on ™

“Bless Katy, Ma, you got you a decent hvin® the first
time since 1 been makin one The Prohis a’t gon’ to
come up with me 'less t's pure acceedent, and now you
complamntn’”

T aint complaimin’”

She studied him, as she had once studied Lantry Her
stream of life had joined her son’s, she thought, and was
ndistingwishable from 1t She could concewve of no trouble
that was not lus trouble, no grief that was not his grief
Because hus dark face was drawn, and the red-brown eyes a
little sunhen over the square cheehbones, she hoped the girl
Ardis would come to lim when he was ready for ha
Abner had assured Piety that her son had nothing to fear
from the tral, and she believed him ¥ worst came t
worst, he told her, he would take the whole thing on
him:

Lant had money ahead at Christmas. He ashed Kezzy's
advice about a present for Ardis Sears Roebuck had a fine
parr of ladies’ hunung boots that appealed to him  Kezzy
sighed

‘ Lant, 1f "twas me, tromping thu the bogs and all over
the way I do, 1t'd be different You git that girl a double
compact

He was 1nclined to take offense at the suggesuon

She said tactfully, * You want her to know you think
she’s pretry, don’t you? Nothun® don't please a young gl
more than somethin’ to use to make her pretty Somcthin’
to put on her face or har, or perfume to smell sweet on
her” She blinked her eyes quickly She sud, chohing 2
little, “I kin remember yit how uckled I were when Cleve
come from the dime-store one day swith a ol shuny pin to
stich 1n my haur™
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He sad, “Kezzy, look at me Is Cleve workin’?”

She shook her head

“Unde Ab quit ndin’ range on his herd mighty migh 2
month ago,” he commented “Awm’t Cleve done nothin’
since then?”

“No "

How you makn’ ont?”

“We makin® out all nght I butchered six hogs and I
got my garden and my chickens and my own meal and
“taters ™

“You fixin' to have another young un, aun’t you?’

“Lant, T swear you the nosiest somebody ”

“Somebody got to heep track of you Cleve ain't dow’”st”

She was silent

He was buying parts to mahe a small radio for hus
mother for Christmas, he told her

She said, “That an’t as bad as the huntin’ boots for
Ardis Your mother's eyes 15 got to be so bad, I reckon xt 1l
pleasure her to set and listen to a radio ’

“What you want for Chnstmas, Kezzy?” N

“1 want a gallon o’ your best "shine, dogged if I don’t.
Time you drink some good 'shine, you don’t notice 1f
you've got nothin” else *

Abner and hus wafe had mvited Cleve and Kezzy for
Chnistimas dioner  Zehe and Ius wife were comng to Prety
for the day

Lant suggested, “How 'bout the day after Chnstmas, you
and Cleve bring Ards over 1n the evenn” and st and listen
to the radio? 1 kin tahe Ardis home agin”

She laughed “Got that part all figgered out, an’t you?
Why yes, that'd be mighty nice”

He weat away and she waved after lum, smiling

On Christmas morning Prety sud dubiously of the radio,
“Ireckon Il gat used to 1™ The raucousness of the human
votces distressed her and she did not Iike the music as well
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as Lant’s banjo She would rather have had curtains for
the windows, she thought She had never had any, and the
shades Willy Jacklin had bought her twenty years before
hung over the small panes 1n nbbons Yet the old shingled
100f leaked so badly that there would be no use 1n putung
up curtains cven if Lant would buy them When 1t ratned,
she tugged the piles of heavy quults from one room to
another, and back again When the rain was heavy enough
the high pealed roof was no better than a sieve and the
quilts got wet in spite of her Perhaps another year Lant
would re shingle the roof and then she could have curtuns

She spent the mormng after Christmas cleaning the
house because Ardis was coming She scrubbed the old
pine floors until they were the colour of Jersey cream  She
put fresh enmped paper over the mantel  She cut 2 picture
from a magazine Lant had brought home from one of the
hunting camps and pinned 1t on the board wall between
a 'gator hide and his nfle. The fur companys calendar
hung on the kitchen door The cover this year was hand
some Lant sull kept a few traps gong through the win
ter scason She looked about The Merseys had always
had plenty to do with

She sard, * T wisht I had me a good house with somettun’
m 1t, and then heep 1t mce ’

Lant sud absently, * This un’s good enough™

She looked at hum enincally He was ready to go to the
sull His blue chambray shurt was ragged and he wore 2
cloth cap that was no more than a visor His red-brown
ha¥ hung n back from under the naked band and stuch
1 straght spikes through the rempants of the front He
was most contented, she thought, when his clbows stuck
out of tus sleeves and his nbs showed white through long
cool gashes n hus shurt,

She smd, ‘I jest as good to hold my breath, for you dont
Leer what you wear  You'll go to the outfit 1n a new shurt
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or new breeches and come back plumb ragged and better
sattsfied ™

“Il put on a whute shurt this evenin’,” he sad

“If twa'n’t for Ardss, you'd go thisa way all the ume”

“I had me a white shirt *fore I ever knowed her”

“Yes, and put 1t on mighty seldom”

She reached behind him and picked off the fragment of
cap from hus head and moved quichly to the hearth and
threw 1t on the fire.

“L1l yest not look at that thing no longer”

He was forced to tahe from 1ts hook the black felt
that had been lus Sunday best since he had been grown
Its wide brim annoyed hum  He slapped 1t on the back of
tus head and went to hus work

He found one barrel of mash ready to run and deaded
not to risk waiting for the next barrel He was out of ash
and had to take tme to cut fresh wood It was after dark
when he came to the house and Cleve and Kezzy and Ardis
were ahead of lum He came 1n whisthng On hus big
head was perched the crown of the black felt hat

Picty asked, exasperated, * Now where's the bam?’

“I made me =z lantern wick outen the brm,* he sad
complacently *Thata way I got me a extry benefit”

He washed and went to his room and put on dean
clothes Piety and Kezzy were talking the bedroom
where Kezzy had put the baby to sleep and Cleve was
1 the smoke house getung a drnk  Ardis stood alone
1 front of the hearth He came from hus room an:i
stood beside her and watched her gravely He sad, "Les
g0 walk a piece” and took her arm and led her from the
house and down the lane.

Piety smd, “Kezzy, I'm like not to gzt a chancet with you
alone 2gin What you think of Lant's gut?™

“Well, T wouldn't say it to nobody but you--nor to you,
f pow hadn’t asked me. Aunt Pydee, she am't got 100
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much sense  She’s pretty and soft ke T reckon that's all
2 man wants”

The older woman sad stoudy, “Well, "tamn’t all a man
needs Pertickler a man fixed ke Lant  She's too fine
harred ‘That's what she 1s”

‘It’s his business, Aunt Py tee”

Cleve came m and in a short while Lant and Ardis
were back agan Lant had hule to say

Puety said, ‘ You've had no supper, Lant, Don't you
want somethin’?”

He sad, I reckon”

They followed hum to the kitchen and sat around the
table while Piety gave um a cold supper.

She asked, ‘Camn t the rest of you eat?”

Cleve pohed 1n the dish of meat

“ Any squirrel meat 1n here?”

Lant said, ‘I aint shot none all wech, Cleve 1It's been
blowin’ too hard for "em

Ardis sard brighty, “ I suppose therr tails are so big they
can't balance when 1t blows”

Kezzy said, ‘I hope I ain’t got to take to stayin® 1 on
windy days™

Lant heard Ardis catch her breath He Jooked at her
She stared wide-cyed at Kezzy, picking a chucken wing
and flushed She drapped her eyes and twasted her fingers
in her lap

Lant said sharply, “Kezzy, you quit tallhin® so rough”
He added, “Ardis ain’t used to st™ ,

“Am’t she? Mebbe you and I kin learn her somethin
she don’t know ”

Piety brushed some crumbs from the worn oidcloth covef
on the table. Ardis watched her furtively.

Picty sad, “I've got a white cloth™

*It's a good time to think of 11, Lant sud,

Kezzy’s black eyes weze on the gir! P
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She sud hotly, “Oilcloth’s good enough for anybody, I
don't keer who *us”

Puety agreed, “I've always thought it was good enough”

Zeke Lantry called from the front door They left the
kutchen and went 1n by the hearth fire Zeke had shipped
away from his wife to hear the radio Lant sat by 1t and
turned the dials He stole a look now and then at Ardus,
sutng stfffy between Kezzy and fus mother The guf's
face was pale and dear besde the weatherbeaten and
serviceable hude that was his mother’s skin - Ardss was no
farrer than Kezzy Or perhaps Kezzy's shin scemed so
milk white against the smooth blackness of her eyes
and hayr

The radio was a disappomntment  Its untauons out-
weighed 1ts pleasures ‘The static was bad

Lant sad, “It sounds like a dirt-dauber 1n a tin can”

For a Inde time he had a jug band comng in Many of
the tunes were farmliar A stunged orchestra played
sweetly and they listened with a deep pleasure  Suddenly
2 man’s vorce broke 1n harshly

Piety shnlled sndignantly, “Now that jessie had to put
his bnll gt *

The stringed orchestra disappeared enticely and 2 * blues”
singer began to wal He Jamented, "Why was 1 ever
bora®* They chuckled

“Hes 10 a bad fix.” Kezzy sud

They were amused by the sorrowful songs that whim
Pered through the home made loud spesber  After a time
Zeke shuffled Ius feet and spat 1n the fireplace

“Lant)” he sayd, “turn that thing off and gt out your
banjo Hit's a sight better'n that mess™

Puety sud with enthusiasm, * Thats what I say™

Lane chicked off the radio and brought his bamo from
Piety’s trunk. He sat by the fire and tuned w, hus ear
agaunst the strings. Zehe loobed hopeful, and Lant played

o
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fus uncle’s favourite piece, “Come all you Georgia boys”
Zeke clapped s hands as Lant played and sang 1n hus
high nasal whine

‘ Come all you Georga boys and listen to my nose
Doni be decered by the Decp Creek boys
For if you do, your portion 1t will be,
Workin® n the cypress swamps 15 all you can see'

There was a Deep Creek, north of the scrub, that flowed
imto the Ocklawaha Zeke did not know whether that was
the one named 1n the song, or not A song was a song, and
1t made no difference where 1t came from

“Go over to your neighbour s house, they'll set you out 8
chair

Frrst thing you hear Daddy killed o bear”

Draw up to the fire place pass the 'baccy ‘roun’

‘Mama, amn’t youn johnny<ake bakin' too brown?

“They'll go off to dress and put on thewr best—
Daddy s ol huntin shirs—for that ss their best.
Ol sock leg they wear the swinter 'roun’,

Ol palmetto hat, more rim than crown

* They go to the cow-pen and milk 1n a gourd,
Set 1t 1n the jamb and kwer 1t anth a board,
That 15 the way they used for to do—

For I was raised in the backwoods tool’

Zeke listened to the words as intently as though he had
never heard them before He slapped tus leg and shook hus
head and gave s sister a push

“Ol’ palmetto hat, more rim than crown, ch, Py tee?”

She smd, laughing, “Don’t th'ow off on a palmetto hat
to me 1 got onc on the nal nght on”

There was no question about it. A banjo playing the

.
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old pieces had more satisfaction 1n 1t than all the radios 1
the county
Zeke went home carly for fear s wife would follow

m

Lant sad blundy, ‘I better git you home, Ardis,
Let's go”

When he had gone with the gurl, Piety said, “What you
sechon als him?”

Kezzy shook her head

“I ca't quite figger Furst 1 thought things jest wa'n't
gow’ night between the two of "erm, but I got a 1dee they s
more to 1t than that”

Cleve stretched hus legs to the fire. He sad sleeply, ‘I
been hearm’ tell Tom and Budl Mersey 1s night thick with
the Strecters *

Kezzy sud, ‘I hated to say 1t™

Lant was home from the niver mn a short ume Cleve
and Kezzy were ready to go Kezzy was putting on her
coat Lant stormed a* her

“You wa'n’t nice to my guh’ he raged. He turned 1o
wclude his mother “Nor you neither You was
throwin’ off on her I won't never take her around nather
of you agm ™

Piety put one hand half over her mouth and blinked her
deep eyehids at hum  He pushed past Kezzy to the front
room She followed lum

She sad, * Lant—oh, Lant—"

He looked at her Her head was thrown back and her
eyes were closed Her face was wax whte, Iike a palm-
heart Tears dropped slowly from under ber long lashes
She lifted her arms from her sides and dropped them
hopelessly

She sud, *T'd cut off my hands fore 1d mean to
burt you™

He remembered her hands the evenung of the Big Burn
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when she had rowed across the nver with word for Ards
from um They had been blackened and raw  He took
them and turned them over ‘They were sguare and
strong ‘The palms were healed

He said, “Kezzy, don’t forgive me af 1t’s too hard to do™

He ughtened s hold and burst out, I thunk 1m bout
10 go crazy I don’t hnow what all’s the matter.”

She saud, ‘I wisht T could he'p you”
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Trzer weceks before the tnal, on the morning before the
close of the legal deer season, Bl Mersey, the game war
den, clicked the front gate of the Lantry cleanng and
walked up the fenced in lane. Two red and brown hounds
stramed ahead of lum on a leash Picty saw hum cotmung
«od humned to Lant 1n the smoke house

Bl Mersey’s comun o the house,” she said

“They amnt much here to bother hum, he commented

He looked up at the rafters where several year-old stnps
of jerked venison hung among the hams and bacons. He
pulled them down and dropped them i 2 barrel i the
corner and scattered a few ears of corn over the top  They
walked 1nto the yard together to meet Bill

Lant said, * He's lihely jest passio’ by and bringan® some
word from Ardis Hes 2 son of a bitch to be hun to her™

Hey, Bl ”
Hey, Lant Howdy, Mus® Jackln »

Bill was cordual

“What you think of my deer-dogs, Lant?”

* They look all nght Kan they slow-trail?”

I came to see 1f you didn’t want to hunt deer with me
this morming and find out™

Lant heatated He was not anxious to be scen s Bills
company The game warden was always vaguely a panah
i the secion The man ahead of Bill had been corrupt.
He had winked at fishtraps 1 the riverbed, at wild
turkies 1 the oven n August, at firchuntng by night,
at the taking of doe-deer 1n season, or 1ndeed of any deer

73
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at any ime The proper presents of liquor, the invocation
of a relanve’s influence, were all that was necessary to have
tum look the other way Bill was reasonably honest He
took Ius job seriously He was an object of profound
mstrust

Lant wondered what Bill wanted

He sad, ‘Bull, I ain’t shot no doe-deer nor scarcely no
deer at all this winter, if you huntin’ for somethun’ more
to git me to the court house ™

Bill laughed hearnly

“You don't think Ardis'd let me 1o the house 1f T was
to make you any trouble, do you?”

Lant said, ‘I don’t hnow who she’'d let in Times, I gits
2 1dee shes "bout not to let me 10 no more”

Bill said easily, “She’s mighty sweet on you”, and after 2
moment, ‘ How ’bout the huntin’?”

Lant sud, * Why, yes 111 go deer hunun’ with you™

He took down s nfle from the wall and slipped extra
cartndges n hus buckshin hunung vest The two men
walked down the lane together, the dogs snuffing 2t the
path

Bill ashed, “Any spectal deer riin you hnow of, or good
stand?”

Lant sud, “You been 1n the scrub this winter more’n me,
Bill You'd orter know I tell you what I think Lease
the dogs slow trail north thu the upper hammock, see hin
they yump a deer beddin® there I've sced plenty of sgn
Then 1f we don’t jump one, work on up along the road
“The woods 1s so full o' hunters now, and dogs, we stand
jest as good a chancet havin’ ’em drve 2 deer nght to
us”

Bill released the hounds and they loped forward

Bill sad, “It wasn't you, then, hung a fresh doe-shun on
my gate last week?™

“You don't reckon I'd own to it, af "twas, do you? ' He
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a!;id:d, “No, by God, nor tell you who done 1t 1f I Lnowed
that.”

Bill said comfortably, “It was libely some shurt-tail boy,
thought 1t was funny”

Lant guffawed,

‘:ih aw't nothin’ I'm fixia’ to cry about, nght now,” he
sawd,

‘The warden flushed

The deer season had been shortened this year, and the
huntng camps in the scrub had doubled 1 number There
was a desperate attempt to tahe the camp bag st The
might before, Piety, wakeful, had heard several cars gnnd
by, the deep sand tearng at the Jabouring motors She
had sud to Lant at breahfast, “The pore deer’ll hetch 1t
today ” North of the clearing the two men began to hear
the sounds of a chase A pach of deer hounds and beagles
yelped and bayed, 2nd 2 hunting hora blew long and
mourafully

Lant sad, “Listen! The deer’s makin® for the swamp™
He began to run “Leave your dogs go  Well cut down
and lay for the booger They's a trail all the deer’s been
takin’® here lately ”

They ran through the hammock and down the ledge to
the swamp ‘The dogs were coming coser The baying
was deep and rich It rolled like the notes of an organ
through the darh swamp Lant put Bul on a stand behind
a clump of ash saplings at the swamp edge He pounted
ot the deer tracks tn the black muck "Thich as a hog-
trall,” he whispered The swamp dissolsed hese 1n a shal-
low creel. Across the creck lay a parrow swampy 1dand.
Beyond the 1sland was the fiver. 1f a deer made the swamp
and the crech, it was usally safe. Occastonally 2 df;g
would swim the creek to the island, but from thar point
the hunted animal had no trouble in making the river, and
10 dog would brave its depth and current. Lant tock &
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stand above Bill, where swamp and hammock joned The
dogs were yelping with sharp exated cries There was a
dull thumping ahead, and two tawny bodies came slipping
through the swamp with incredibly hquid moton Lant
Tifted hus nifle and eased 1t down agan The deer were an
old doe and a maiden doc

If he had been alone, or with Zeke or Cleve, he would
have shot the old doe and left the maiden to breed in the
sprng ‘There were many old does, he knew, for whom
there were no mates Bill Mersey called up to him “Too
bad® They watched the patr take the creck, so that only
the smooth heads and great brown eyes were visible,
scramble to therr sharp fect and bound away across the
1sland The dogs milled 1 a shrieking turult at the crech
edge and began to bach track ‘Three hunters came up

Bill saud, “A pare of does”

One of the men smd, “We've been on their trail since
daylight Picked 1t up about five miles mnto the serub We
never even saw them Im having such rotten luck Id
have had a shot, dae or no doe”

One of s companions recogmzed Mersey and ground
tis elbow 1n the speaker s ribs

Bill sud, “Better luch next time”

‘The hunters blew 1n thetr dogs and cut weanly up the
hammock Lant lifted hts nose and smffed ar a tant on
the ar

He sid, * They’s a dead deer on the 1sland agie ™

Bill said, “Let’s go see”

Above the deer trail a log lay across the decp part of
the creel They wathed across it In the centee of the
1stand lay the decaying carcass of a large buch Lant at
away the antlers and handed them to Mersey

Bill said, * 111 take "em to Ardis for you™”

Scarecly a day passed duning deer season, Lant hnew,
thar 2 wounded amymal did not shp through the W2mP
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spattering the palmettos with 1ts blood, swim the narrow
creck and take hacbour on the island If 1t recovered, 1t
swam the nver to the piney woods after mght fall, or
seturned agamn nto the scrub

He saud, *Dog take 1t, I got no use for buckshot Half
the time the deer jest guts tore up and dies tedious, or

* don’t even die I killed me a big ol buck one year, had
2 game leg You could see where the buckshot had messed
1 up God know how long the creeter had lad up, and
that thing a healin””

“A nifle’s more sporting, all nght”

' With a rifle, you got a quich kil or 2 clean muss.” He
went on, ‘If them scapers comes m bere hnowed
how to track, they'd have no need to let the deer go off,
ke thus un, and die thisaway They could foller and
come up with 1t and gt the good o' the hude and the
meat”

But the hunters were not always good trackers, and the
smell of earrion lay on the air and vultures wheeled above
the swamp

*Understand me, Bull, T an't begrudgn’ ‘em ther game
nor therr pleasure’

He thought, indeed, they were welcome to a share 1 the
scrub Except for the wanton wounding of deer, he minded
only the noise they made. It fell offensively on ears ac-
customed to the soft sounds of birds and antmals and river
current He was conscious always of a musical rustling 1n
the scrub, where pine necdles brushed on pine boughs like
small bows on 1nfinitesimal fiddles On the sullest davs,
the tops of the trees surred gently The vowces of men
drowned out the sound, as the cries of hawks obscured the
thrush notes

“The two men followed the swamp to the north .

Bill said casually, “Your still anywheres around here?

Lart’s pulse jumped
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He thought, ‘T figured that was too fishy, you not
Lnowing what I was doing ™

He said, “No”

Bill let the subject drop ‘They cut up through the ham
mock Across the road the dogs piched up a fresh trail
leading 1nto the scrub The warden followed with a de
tachment pecubar, Lant thought, to a man on a deer hunt
‘They walked side by side.

Bill smd, “It’s too bad the Streeters got all you fellows
to trouble”

Lant sad, ‘I reckon they figger they was pretty ~
smart "

“1 hope you get out of 1t all nght It’s got Ardis wor
ned I don’t think a jury Il convict you™ He broke a twig
of sweet myrtle and put 1t between his teeth “You gon’
to plead guilty?’

Damn n, Bill, what you tryin’ to find out? Snocopi’
and pryn’, and *Ardis’ this and Ardes’ that™

‘I'm got trying to find out a thing”

“Well, T tell what I got to tell, free—or T don't tell 1t
You go on with your huntin’ Im gown’® back’

He turned and walked angnly back to the road Near
the cleaning he came across a lost dog  He whstled to 1t
and 1t followed hum At the house he tied 1t and fed and
watered 1t

“H! find out where you come from, o}’ feller,” he sad,
*and git you home all night”

Dogs scemed to become bewildered in the scrub, he
thaught, by the same directionless confusion of prnes that
lost men Each season he found several after the hunters
had departed, gaunt with starvation and thirst and half-
wild with a dog's despair Picty came to the yard to look
at the dog

She said, * Where's Bill?”

*1 let tum go on Damned 1f he wa'n't trymn’ to gt some-
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thin’ on me Wanted I should come nght out and say I
was 1 on the whippin'”

‘Lant, Im gom’ to tell you what Cleve sad the night
after Christmas He sud he d heerd tell the Merseys was 1n
with the Streeters”

“I shouldnt wonder,” he sud He spat He sad bt
tesly, *Ma, I aun't too sure where Ardis stand”

She hesttated  She said,  hezzy wouldn’t want I should
tell you thts, but Im gom’ to Kezzy sad Ardis thought
a heap of you, all nght, but shes umid  She’s holdin® off,
like, wain® to sce how the tral come out”

‘That do me a heap o' good now, dont 1t?”

The court house was pached for the tral Sympathy was
sharply dinided  Piety and Zeke and hezzy sat together
The carly indictrents had been pared down to eight m
number Abner Lantry, Cleve and Lant Jackhn, three of
the Wilsons, and the two men ponted out with Lant on
the town square by Mrs John Streeter The woman had
clung hysterically to her sdenufications

Abner breathed heavily but showed no distress Clew.
hicked hus Lips and tusned hus round pasty face furtively to
look abaut the court room The Wilsons sturred nervously
on thexr hard chawrs Lant’s two acquaintances lifted the
eyebrows at each other Abner Lantry was paying them
well for their passivity Lant stared ahead of hum, hus arms
folded, hus forelock low over his eyes

A LA ola

g bt g

ants. The old man had a hazy conception of the busiress
and was remendously exated Kezzy motioned him to 2
seat beside her

The tnal moved with starthing speed  Abner’s lawyer
kad arranged that the first to be tned should be the pac
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Mrs John Streeter had found with Lant on the town
squarc  Even the other defendants were not prepared for
the strategy Mrs Streeter identified them, swore trem
blingly that they were of the group that had borne off her
husband

On cross-cxamination she msisted fervently that she was
sure of her men

They were with the young man with the dark red har
in his eyes—"

¢ Never mind the young man with dark red har  You
could not be mustaken as to these two men? Not possibly
mustaken?”

She sud firmly, ‘T could not possibly be mustaken”

The attorney had kept the par meckly mn the back
ground for a reason that became evident at once He had

no diff’ B e e R R |
manc - . . . -
ping, - .

cept Lantry Jacklin, with whom they had twice hunted,
had been i thewr own homes on the entire day and might
of the whipping, and knew nothing of the affair unul they
read of 1t 1n a newspaper a weck later  When the Strecters
rdentified the six other defendants with equal fervour, thewr
oaths felt on the ears of a deaf jury

The Strecters’ venom made an unfavourable impression
On the mormng of the fourth day of the tral, the jury
retired to render its deasion In the light of the completely
mustaken 1dentficatons of the two men from another
county, 1t admutted something more than a reasonable
doubr 1n favour of the niver men  Somebody had assuredly
adrmunstered to the Arkansas settlers a very thorough strap-
ping, desetved or undeserved For fear of doing injustce
to an innocent man, the jury refused to read guilt in the
emgmauc faces, The verdict was the same for all eight
defendants, “Not gulty”
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Kezzy gripped Piety's hand

The older woman said, * Abner tol’ rme we had noth®
to fear®

Cleve came down the aisle grinmung broadly Abner’s
red face sweat and glowed He shook hands nght and
left with bus fricads The Wilsons shuffled thesr feet and
Were anxious to be gone Lant s face was set 1n hard lines
Puety, Watching him, thought she had never seen humn look
50 biackly The Streeters were talking angnly Mrs John
Strester pointed a shaking finger at Lant and screamed
across the intervenung benches and tables

‘That man was mn the bunch, as Jesus Chust 15 my
Witness.”

The words released an old, well-oiled spring 1n Ramrod
Simpson  He jumped up and down, bis white hair Sutter
ing, and out shneked the Streetess.

*Iknowed 1t! * he shouted *I knowed o’ Desus Chwist
be'ped pen them catdle!”

Lant shpped through the crowd He could sce Kezzy
cramng her head for hum, and his mother’s turtledidded
eyes blnking He hurned away and out of the count-
house He piched up a nde 1n the Brst car he recogmsed
as headed for the nver When he reached Eurcha he
walked through the piney woods 10 the direction of Tom
Mersey's place Before he reached i, he turned off and
paced the river trail for more than an hour, back and
forth, hus chin on tus chest At hugh noon he made directly
for the Mersey house Several cars stood 1n the yatd under
the hive-oaks The front door was open and he walked 1n
He heard Ardis® thin laugh 1n the dining room and made
for st blindly In the doorway he stopped short. ‘The room
was full of people. A negress was putung dinner on the
table

He saw Bill Mersey standing with hus arm across John

Streeter’s shonldare The nther Steastere wers onctienlarine
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1n a corner  He recogmised the high shenff deep i talk
with Ardis’ father Three or four depuues were 1n the
group He drew back lus foot as though the men 1n the
room were moccasins 1n a swamp Ardis stared at hum
Bull Mersey caught sight of him

He called, * Come 1n, Lant No need to look so scared
of the shenff even of you were raised on swamp cabbage
and ‘coon’s mulk ”

The room shook with laughter Ardis moved towards
hum A cold horror flowed over lum  Officers of the Jaw—
spies—aliens He swung his body mn the doorway and
bolted through the house He heard Ardis’ Iight steps
following He moved quickly past the live-oaks 1n the
yard and struck through the piney woods towards the
nver He did not want her  She was something he had
bolted whole in hus bunger and had spewed up
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I the fall Lant bought Abner’s second hand Ford car
Puety had begged for a new roof instead

He saud, “I kin make twicet as much money if I got a
way to deliver to them city scapers Then you kin have
your roof ”

Cleve brought him the car from Abner on a bright
November mormng Lant ran to the gate to tahe posses-
sion He called over his shoulder, * Come on, Ma, git you
ande,” and she followed him, untying her gingham apron
The car was dingy and disreputable, but the motor was
stll good Lant sat i the dnvers seat with pride 1 the
regular explosions Prety clunbed stifly in the back and
exammned the worn upholstery with terest. Lant had
driven occastonally for Abner and the mechansm was
familiar  Cleve grnned at his exatement and slouched
down beside hum

“We'll go sec Unde Zehe,” Lant sud  He added, “A
pity Uncle ‘Thad s dead, we could go see hum, too”

Prety called loudly from the rear, “Kin go see the o'
place, anyways”

The small leaves of scrub oak and of sparkleberry
glinted 1n the strong sunlight The car passed Martha’s
old clearing, where she lay buried with Lantry and Thad
and the Jackhin and Lantry infants The blacLjacks there
were stained orange and red and cedar-brown by the first
frosts The sky bent down to them as mndigoblue as the
qultbacks Piety and Kezzy had made together. Pty
thought a quilt would be pretry 1n the blackjach colour-
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1ngs, with the oak leaf wtself for pattern But 1t was lonely,
preang and quidtung by herself They stopped to wave to
Zeke, then drove as far as Thad s old cleaning and turned
around The cabin was 1n runs, and only smulax and
trumpet vines held the sides together. The roof slanted
over them More of her kin lay dead 1n the scrub than
moved there alive Prety was sorry she had come

She thought, ‘Seem Iike makin’ a show in front o the
dead "

Lant drove home 1n a hugh ecstasy, but she held ught to
the frayed seat, her slight figure bouncing on every curve,
remembering Thaddeus and Willy and Martha and her
father

Cleve said, “Kezzy sad you should carry me home and
stay to dinner  She says she cain’t wait to see ol' Lant set
tin’ up behund the wheel ” He laughed densively

Lant said, “I kin be off today How bout 1t, Ma?”

* Yes,” she sad decisively, “I want to go T want to se¢
Kezzy and the baby He's six months old and I am’t seed
him yit You wait now, I want 1o take her somethin’”

She started up the fenced 1n lane to the house

‘You an’t fitten to go through Eureha,” she called to
Lant.

He grumbled but gave n Cleve walked about the yard
as they changed therr clothes Piety washed hurnedly 1
the hand basin and took water to her bedroom to bathe
her feet She put on a grey and white print dress Her
face, thin and scamed, shone like clean polished horn She
put on a hugh brown straw hat with faded cloth roses on
1t She moved quickly and had ready her bundles for
Kezzy by the ume Lant appeared 1n a clean blue shurt and
grey cotton trousers His red hair was brushed smooth

“Now you look fitten,” she sud

“Ne’ mund the way I look Whatall you talun’ to
Kezzy?”
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He pried 1nto the paper sacks of sweet potatoes, turnip
greens and a pan of cold fried squirrel

That s a sorry mess

‘Hus all T got

He groped through the kitchen safe and passed out a
paper-covered glass of grape jelly, a Mason jar of peaches
and another of wild honey

‘;Ehem young uns o hers don’t git no swectenm’,” he
san

“Kezzy gives ’em sweetentn’,” she said mdignanty

‘ When Cleve gits it there to give ’em”

Cleve was sulky when they jomned him He had been
looking over Lants belongings, handling the new focus-
sing flashlight and the blow torch

I wisht 1 could have me sich as this,” he sud

Lant sud, “All you got to do 15 work for 'em”

*They amnt no work”

‘11 give you work Right now You hun eut ash wood
for me ary day you see fit *

Cleve did not answer

“What you been usin’ the blow-torch for?* he asked

They walked to the car

“He's been usin’ 1t lately to try and burn the house
down,” Prety smd “Thats jest what he's been a-don’
with 1t

‘ How come?’

‘Why, 1ts the antses,” Lant sad impatiently  “Them
sons o' bitches has got a perfech tral to the kitchen table
1 found out where they was nesun’ under the house and 1
put the blow-torch to "em, 15 all ”

“And set fire to the under pmmn’s” Prety declared
“Then 1t was to run with buckets o' water and thow sand
And hum chasin® the antses with the blow-torch right on
When he take a noton thata way, a thing's as good as
done ume he thunk of "

s



236 SOUTH MOON UNDER

He grninped

“You ain’t woke up since to find them scoundrels kv
enn’ up the cold biscunts, have you? Well, then Dogged
af 1t amn't fight to gut food, and then fight to keep 1t”

They drove the dim scrub road, turned to cross the
bnidge over the niver, through Eurela and out the pmey-
woods road to Kezzy’s small rented farm  She put down
the new baby and came to meet them The women em-
braced 1n silence The men walked back of the house to
looh at the well Kezzy was having dug

Piety szid, *Hit's mughty good to be neighbounn’ witht
you agin, Kezzy How yuh?’

hezzy laughed  Well, we ain’t starved to death yit.”

‘ How you come out with your hogs?”

“Aunt Py tee, they ain t bringin’ but four cents a pound
We gat 2 lectle carn left, and I declare hut’s better to fatten
'em and Ml ’em for lard and not have to buy no
compound.”

‘ You mghty nght You got to have grease A man hin
make out without meat but he shore can’t without grease”

‘1 declare, Aunt Py tee, imes 15 hard for folks around
here. ‘They's talk o' more trouble "bout the cattle, and them
as kep' stoch wall likely have to scll ‘em, and them briogin®
not much more'n the hogs “The pore people’ll starve when
you take the stock away from 'em They can't hardly
make out as "ts™

They sat on the richety porch and Prety held the baby.
The two-year boy played around therr chairs Kezzy
leaned over and looked closcly at the older woman

“How you feehn', Aunt Pytec? Your cyes looks bad
agin”

“They 1s 1 amn't got but a prece o sighe”

“You'd orter git you some glasses”

“I been to town with Lant one time. 1 been to the dime
store and all over and T coulda’t find none to fit.”

Fl
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“Hit’s them catarachs, Iike.”

“Must be D've got to where I'm moon-eyed, Kezzy I
cain't hardly sce, day umes, but when the moon’s bright I
Lun sce mighty plan™

“Aunt Py tee, you know I kin hear you, tunes, acrost the
niver, callin’ your hogs?”

"Km?"/

“I heerd you ’tother evemn’ at dusk-dark, standin® at
my water shelf. ¥ sad, ‘Wisht I could speak to her, pore
ol soul*”

They rocked bach and forth Wasps buzzed 1n the day
daubed rafters overhead Kezzy rose from her chair and
slapped at them

“Them hateful dirtdabers!® She dug at one with a
suck “FHl Ll hum 1f T kun rout hum ™ She knocked the
wasp to the floor, where the culd crushed 1t He sad,
“You'll quit toua’ mud now!”’

Picty sad, “I carmed you some sweetemn® and some
squrrel meat™

“We been caun’ quail,” Kezzy smiled “I dont know
what T'd of done for meat thouten my leetle o rap We've
gt a bait of "em—we're ready for squusrel " She frowned
“Aunt Py-tee, 'm mughty sorry youse porely”

“T ant too young, Kezzy”

“You ain't old You got po white hair to speabk of Im
Iile to turn white ahead of you™

“Your haw's so durk Darkhared people tamish
quicker”

Cleve and Lant came to the porch, talking of the well
Old man Lonny Sours was a well finder He had found
the spot for digging He had walked back and forth with
a green forked persmmon switch, holding 1t ahead of hum
Tt had furned down over the ndden water The bark had
twisted 1o hus hands. He had approached the place from
aH angles to get the exact spot- He had sard, “Dig here—
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here’s your water” They expected to brng 1n the well 1n
another day or two

‘Can't ever’ man find water,” Kezzy sad “Ol man
Sours has got the gift Hell tell you to the foot how decp
to go Hell tie a stung round a two shithn’ prece and
lower 1t easy 1n a glass o’ water and he'll tell you how many
feet down your well water'll lay”

“Where you been gittin’ water?”

‘Down to Ab's Been atoun’ 1t T catches rmin water
under the eaves, but the magnoha leaves colours 1t so's t's
hardly fitten ”

“How fur’s 1t to Ab’s from here?’

“They calls t a mile, but 1 figgers they measured
the road with a 'coonshin, and th'owed 1 the tail ever’
lap”

Kezzy was expecting them for dinner and the food was
plennful If rations would be scanty the rest of the week,
she made no sign  She urged on them helpings of rice and
home-cured bacon and cow peas, white bread from the
store, and her own cake

“1 do make good lard cale,” she admutted

Lant sard, “I wisht you'd made hot bread std o this
wasp's nest hight-bread Put me some more grezse on them
swamp-seeds *

“Lant, you're a sight™

‘He’s a sight,” Piety agreed with enthusasm “He's a
ptere sight Look at him with them peas—he’s catn’ nothin®
but the soup on ‘em™

“He kpows what he Iikes,” Kezzy sad easly “Leave
hum be.”

“I wisht 1 had you coohin” for me, Kezzy,” he sud
“Hit’s a pamn to git what 1 want cooked "

“Now at my house,” Cleve drawled, “the trouble is to
gt 1t there to cook”

‘They taughed comfortably,
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Cleve said, “Anyways, I sold me  "gator hude Jast week
Shot hut on the bank ” ~

:&fter dinner Lant took Kezzy aside.

You jest ain’t malkun’ out, Kezzy What all’s Cleve been
a-doi’p”

She was evasive

:Oh—dllppm' boxes now and agm *

That's mgger work,” he sad *Turpentmun’ don't
make a white man no hwin’

‘He had a offer to go guardin’ to the copvict camp™

“Why'n't he take 1t?*

“Jest someway didnt smt hum  Now, Lant, don't you
P2y us no mind  Well make out”

‘ Zeke sent you five dollars, didnt he?®

‘Pore ol Zeke—Ill swear 1 hated takin' 1t the warst
way >

“U "twa'n't for Zeke," he sud angrily, “somebody’d smell
4 parch 1n the firc™

*You ol snoopy thing, you,” she laughed “You knows
100 much ”

‘T an’t meanin® to 1mterfere” he sad 1 alarm ‘I
offered Cleve work, cutun’ ash wood to burn at the outfir
Tjest want to know, do he raly want 1t T got to have me
a piece o' he'p and the work s his 1f he'll take s

“He'l take 1, she sard quietly * He'll be there Monday-
week ”

Prety called from the porch

“We better git goin® "

He started towards the door

Kezzy lard a hand on his arm

“Lant, did Cleve tell you sbout Ardis?™

He stopped

“Cleve amn’s sard nothin’ about her "

:Shc got marned, A feller from the town they lived
m
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A hot wave swept across hum, picturing the small body
in a stranger’s arms. The wave receded.

He said, “Leave her git married.”

Ardis was a stranger, too. Kezzy watched him closely.
He drew a deep breath He wanted a rattlesnake against
‘tim no more than he wanted the yellow-headed girl. He
burst out laughing

“By God,” he smd, “I hope she’s got her a Prohi*



XXX

Dzsp hmbs were falling 1n the swamp It was 2 certain
sign of ram They fell from the trees before and after, as
though some dropped 1 terror of the moust burden, and
others resisted a Little longer Limpkins were crying, and
1t would not be long before the grey curtamm over the
scrub and nver dissolved 1nto a sweep of ran A drop
spattered now and then like lead on a palmetto leaf Lant
and Cleve poled the rowboat nosselessly up the creck

Lant sud, “We kin gt us them ash sapln's nght
yonder "

Cleve did not answer and he headed the boat between
cypress knees Cleve 1n the bow hauled 1t over a twisttng
mass of black rattan and looped the chain around a sweet
gum They clambered over fallen palmettos through the
black muck of the cypress swamp In wet weather the
sWamp was a bog, but the wanter had been dry  Occasion-
ally 2 spot was deccptve and they sank over their shoe-
0ps 1n mmure

Lant had used tne same canopy over hus still dunng the
years he had been ‘shining, changing the palmetto fronds
cach season "The saphng supports had buned themselves
n the creeh much unul the canopy came row too low
for comfort It would be casier to cut and sink new pales
than to root out the old ones, only, perhaps, to find them
Totung

Cleve lagged behind while Lant piched ash saplngs of =
the proper Jength He felled each of the four with balf a

291
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dozen axe-strokes  Cleve helped to tnm them down They
walked lightly back through the swamp with the long
poles over thewr shoulders Cleve trailed them 1n the water
aganst the boatside while Lant paddled down stream
towards lus whiskey outfit He took the crech curves
neatly, so that the poles should not become entangled 10
the overwhelming fohage He made a comment now and
then on the impending rain Cleve made no answer

Mash was worhing 1 the barrels on the platform It
was not yet ready to run, and they sturred it with heavy
paddles Lant scooped up a handful of the fermenung
liqud from each barrel i turn and tasted 1t entically

“*Tan’t fur from ready,” he sa:d

He covered the barrels again and climbed an over-
hanging sweet gum to drive the sharpened pomnt of the
fiest saphing deep into the mud He sat 1n a fork of the
tree and wrapped his long legs around the trunk and
drove the sapling with the axehead The enure outfit
stood exposed, barrels, coils, cooker and drums, to any one
who should come up the creeh  But no one came except
Cleve and Zcke and Abner  The Poseys, whose outfit was
a mile and a half to the south, hnew only the approumate
focation There was only one entrance into the creck It
was masked and scemingly 1mpenetrable

As they worked, dniving 1n the fourth sapling, they
heard 2 distant whustle bihe a bird-call It was alroost cer-
tamly a hunter indicating his posinon to a companion en
a deer-stand, but they took no chances. They dropped their
axes and small equipment hurnedly 1n the boat, jumped 12
and were away 1n sdence 1n an instant

“Mought be the wrong cat bird whisthn’,* Lant sud

They poled out to the niver and cut m agamn ar Otter
Landing Lant hud the paddles and an empty demiqjohn
1n the myrtle bushes They went a hundred yards farthee
south and snto Lant’s car to dnve to s house.
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The rain had begun when they reached the deanng
Large drops were falling like hail

Lant said, “You comun’ in, am't you?”

Cleve spoke for the first ume

‘T'm gon’ 1o Zeke's”

“You best take the car then Youll git plumb drownded
tume you gt there”

“I dont want your damn car I'd rather walk”

‘Suit yourself Hit's your business if you want to cut

e fool ”

Cleve slammed the car door and stalked down the road
mn the run  Fis round pasty face was sullen Lant lefx
the car at the gate and hurried up the Jane to the house
Prety shaded her half blind eyes to see hum

She said, ‘I thought shore I heerd you speakin’ to
somebody

“You done so,” he agreed 1n exasperation *Hit were
Cleve 1 be dogged if I hoow whar als um  He wont
work and he wont work FHes been sulling from a ways
back, and now he s actin” jest purely ugly Ary other man,
1d crawl] hus frame *

“Wa'n't your wood up today netther?”

Hit weren't up, and the last strand he cut were so sorry
it dida't outlast my second finn® T had to git out and
scratch for wood 10 the middle o the un”

He sat down by the hearth and took off hus wet shoes
and stretched hus feet to the fire.

“I b Lieve he's fimn’ jest to wall. out on me and go work
1 don't no more look for hum to come

for P
ok for the moon to drap tn the

back tomorrer than T look
nver™
“If he'd only tell you," she sud, rocking close to hum,
“you'd know haw to gger™

“That's it 1f be'd jest say If hell keep the worlk, T
put up with 1t, and him so sorry  He talked all mernm"
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‘bout Poseys havin” a mgger to cut the wood Then all
evenmn® he had nary word to say’

Leave him go to Poseys,” she sud  You don't heer,
long as Kezzy and them young uns has somethin’ on the
table Cleve's jealous, hess jest perfeckly jealous’

Since I panted the car, he agreed

‘ Stnce you pamted the car and put a top on 1t He cam’t
stand to see you gown’ decent

1 ve done offered him a half interest 1n the outfit, 1f hed
dwide the time I need hep bad I could sell twicet as
much agin, with a bigger outfit and good hep

‘He won't do 1t,' she said vehemently ‘He jest wont
do the work  You be glad 1f he do go to Poseys®

In the morning Lant went early to bis outfit His mash
was ready to run  He had a small supply of ash woed
Cleve did not appear Lant started a fire 1n hss furnace
and when his buck made 1ts turn-over 1n the cooker, he
capped 1t, slowed down his fire and went looking for
Zeke Zehe was not at home Lant went home and called
his mother from her work in the garden

“Ma, you jest got to come watch my fire and my pot
whalst T cut me some wood ”

‘I got a leetle stove wood here you kin have, and wel-
corae,” she told him

They took the stove wood 1 their arms and she followed
hum back of the house to the swamp She sat on her thun
old haunches and tended the fire under the stll  She heard
tum choppiag 1n the lower h % He returned with
arrafuls of ash “Towards noon Zeke jomned them

* My old woman said you was lookin® for me,” he sud
hopefolly

Lant sad, “I don't muss it Zeke, how good you these
days, swingin’ a axe?”

“Them ash saphn's, I kun cur them all day™

“Well, you got you a job right now, then ™
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“Cleve quit youp”

“Hat look that-a way ” He added, “Now I tell you, Zehe,
5f Cleve was to come back soon, 1d figger the work was
Iis, nght on”

Zeke agreed “I wouldn't take the work from him no-
ways But I jest as leave tell you, Im glad to git a chancet
atit We ain’t been eatin’ too reglar to my house lately”

Zeke's strength was adequate for the wood-cutung He
turned out a comfortable strand a day For three weeks
there was no word from Cleve Then Lant passed him on
the rver He was with the Poseys Lant saw their boat
turn up the creek that led, he knew, to the Posey sull

The hunters left the scrub and the swamp The red
bud bloomed ahove the mver, the limpkins cued, the
eagles mested and, it was spring Cleve worked at the
Poseys” stll unul May Then Jim Posey fired um  Lant
saw Kezzy at the store i Eurcha

“I hear Jim fired Cleve,” he said to ber

She nodded

He got work agin?”

She looked at hum |

She sud queetly, ‘He am't tried 1 am'’t hurryin’ hun
this < wor a1l 1 oaa
ale

1s
16 it Then when things gits bad agm, ume cnougl‘l
forgngl:rto romp on hum to git to work God knows I can't
Leep hum at 1t all the ume”

Drought set 10 early in June instead of the usual sum-
tmer rams. Lant looked at hus mother’s parched garden

He said, “If Kezzy's cow-peas and greens looks like
ours—"

Lant went to hus outfit on the first of July He started,
seang a slouched figure on the platform  Cleve was wait-
1ng for him -
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Cleve sud sulkaly, “I jest as good to cut your wood agin

Lant sad, “I've give that job to Zeke You know that”
He asked quickly, “Did Kezzy send you?”

Cleve sad, “Yes”

“You lyin® Kezzy said you should go anywhere but me.
Dudn’t she?”

Cleve narrowed his pale eyes and did not answer

“Kezzy told you not to interfere with Zeke,” Lant said
‘I am't gon’ to 1nterfere with lum  He's got to eat, same
as you He's been fathful T ain’t gon’ to turn the ol
feller off and then you work a weeh maybe and go off
the way you done before”

Cleve sald, “Zeke don’t need work He's got money
tud out”

“He do not No use for you to talk, Cleve, I've give
Zele the work and you cam’t ask me out of 1t”

Cleve said hotly, “All nght  You be biggety now. You
jest go right on ben’ biggety ”

He plunged angnly through the swamp to his boat.

At dinner Lant said to Piety, ¢ Cleve come askun’ for the
wood-cutun’ back agin

‘You gne 1t to um?”

‘T ain’t turmn’ Zehe off for nobody ™

“You got Kezzy to think of ®

“I'm thinkin’ o Kezzy She do better with Zeke workin®
than Cleve, Zeke sends her money when things gmits thick
for her”

“You're makin® a leetle more’n we need Seems to me
you could save the quarrchn’ and look out for Kezzy
yoursel£”

He frowned.

“I can't git her to take nothun’, I don't understand
Kezzy noways Now and agin shell take st from Zeke,
but T be dogged 1f shell take st from me”™

-
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In mud July Jim Posey stopped Lant as their rowboats,
loaded with meal and sugar, passed on the river

Jun asked, “Lant, you been mussin® ary thimg from your
—place o’ business?”

“Nary thing”

Jun flushed

‘I rechon they's no use you and me actn’ too private.
T jest as leave tell you, they’s been ten gallons stole from
back o' my outfit” He spat i the niver ‘Dog take 1t, T
got nio use for a thief ¥ make my money honest™

Lant said, “You got ary 1dec who 'nus?’

‘I kin come all around pammn’ you the man™

Jum released tus hold on Lant’s rowboat 2nd they began
to drift apart.

Jun sad, “If 1t's who I figger ’uss, I reckan you're not
like to be bothered ‘The sornest hand of a feller don’
gin'rally steal from hus own hin”

When his day’s work was done, Lant sat 1 the cool of
the July ewilight, picking abstractedly at bus banjo Picty,
watching hus face, questioned hum

“Cleve’s fixin’ to git husself 1nto trouble,” he admutted,
and refused to tell her more

Dog days came 1 and lay bike hot Jead on scrub and
nver The August sun blazed on the pue trees and
scorched the corn 10 the field Chickens went with wings
Lifted to cool themselves and hounds panted i the shadows
underneath the houses Folk went to bed exhausted and
awakened at daybreak smothered 1n an snvisble blanket.
‘The mockingbirds stopped singing and the snakes began
to shed Every one stepped warily, for the rattlesnakes had
become blind and vicious. Sand gnats swarmed 1 ouds
and passed the sore-cyes from one baby to another Women
who had saved May water from the raips in May doled
it out to cure the affscuon Children whimpered and
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fretted 1n the heat The old folks grew irntable  Even <oft-
cocked grits did not fecl smooth and good agamnst the
palate Chulls and fever went the rounds ‘Tempers were
short

On a white biinding day Jim and Martin Posey met
Cleve on the Eurcka bridge They were nding 1in thar
car and Cleve was on foot They stopped him

Jim said, ‘I been wanun® to ask you about some whishey
©" mne showed up at Lynne”

Cleve said, ‘I don’t know nothin’ about your whashey ™

Jim sad, “You say that oncet agin’

Cleve jumped on the running board and leaned 1nto the
car His nght arm hung behind hum, as though he held a
gun Jim prched up a hunting kmfe on the floor of the
car and shced at Cleve across the cheek and ear Cleve
dropped back with hus hand agamnst the bleeding streak.
“The Poseys drove on quickly.
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Caxetavorvg at Abner Lantry’s place began 1n the
afternoon of the last day of October Abner was the first
to gnnd along the nver, and every one would be there for
the fresh cane juice and the fun Cars and wagons began
to pass Kezzy's house after dinner Youngsters went by
on foot, bare legged and jostling hezzy watched the road
for Lant's car He swerved smto the yard at three o'clock
Piety bounced beside hum on the front seat

Lant sud, ¢ You ready to go git your belly full ¢’ cane
Juice?

She picked up the small boy and the baby and dropped
them into the back of the open car

lclI can’t hardly wait to git my nose 1n the buchet,” she
far

Lant shut off the motor

“Au’t Cleve gon’?” he ashed

“He ain’t even here”

“Aumn’t he quit sullin’ yit about Jum cuttin® him?”

She shook her head

‘ Now, Lant,” she sad, * Cleve went off soon this mormn®
and said he was gattin’ a ide to Jacksonwille. 1 doa’t hnow,
did he mean 1"

Pucty asked, “Is hus cuts healed good?”

“You cain’t hardly sec the scar Hit dida't amount to
nothin®® She threw bach her smooth dark head and
laughed

“Thus 15 one eventa’ T a1n’t gown’ to set home and worry,”
she sad lightly * Fust day o cane grndin' don ¢ come but
oncet 2 year,”

——
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She loaded herself 1 with the children

She sud to them delightedly, “Am¢c we the biggety
things now, ndin’ to cane grndin’ 11 a automobile ”

She hailed the gathening with zest as they turned under
the hve-oaks into Abners yard She held the baby loosely
1n one arm Like a bundle and waved her free hand to her
friends

‘T swear, Ab,” she called to the host, “you ain’t growed
enough sugar<ane to mahe all the jwce I aim to drink’

“You go chase a hog!” he cried

“1ve done enough o’ that!*

She handed Piety the baby She ran to the null, where
boys pushed long stalhs of sugar<ane mto the gears as 2
slow horse walked around and around Kezzy pushed the
boys away and fed i a handful of stalks

“ The bucket ¢’ juice I'm fixin’ to dunk,” she told them,
‘I amnt got the heart to let nobody else do the mull
feedin

Abner followed her “I hope you sausfied, Miss Kezzy
You been rann’ to feed the mill the first day o' gnndin' *
He looked at her closely “Your old man Cleve got better
comp’ny than ours this evenin'? *

She piched up 2 fresh handful of stalks and swatched
them attentively

Now, Ab,” she sard, * they’s jest no sich thing as better
comp'ny than yours.”

He laughed and swent across the yard to Lant and Piety
and the children

‘The ymee gushed from the spout 1nto a wooden buchet
It was green and douded Children dipped tin cups mto
sts thin sweetness and ran away into corners to dnnk
The juice was chilled by the November air, and 1t scemed
as 1f no one could get enough  Kezzy called Lant to take
her place, and upped back her black head to dzink unul

she gasped for air,
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Abner would not begin to boil syrup untl the next day
Every one was thursty for cane juce, and all the evening
the horse would walk around the mull, with a child or
two on hus back Some would take turns at feeding 4n the
stalks while others satisfied a yearold longing A mule
and wagon were bringing 1n load after load of new-cut
stalks In the morming the great fire would be built under
the syrup kettle and the juice would be boiled down iz
forty gallon lots The grinding and bothng would go on
for two or three weeks Today and torught folk drank
and laughed and children san and romped

Eph Wilson’s wife had died and they talked of her and
of Eph  He was mean and sungy and they sad of hum,
“He'd favour a mgger a beap quicker'n one of his own
young uns” Eph’s wife had needed her teeth pulled and
the man had refused her, saying he could not afford the
worh They said, ¢ She had beef cattle enough when she
died, to fix her teeth He sold her catde nght along with
his  For the most part, the talk had no malice There
was much joking and pranking When a commoon arose
among the children, a mother of ten settled 1t by a general
slapping of small ears

“You have to frail all the young uns to git the night
un,” she explaned “Start with a big un and end with the
least un”

Pty and Lant and Kezzy ate cold supper with Abner
and his wife As the autumn dush stfted crisp and blue
through the pincy woods, newcomers cime for the
ftught’s cane gninding and the mght's frolic. Abner had a
small talking machine with a horn, and the younger men
kept one record gowng for an hour, “The Fox Chase™ One
called to another, “Come listen to this here o’ mgger
playin’ and singmn® the Fox Chasel” They imated the
tecord. “Listen to them ol dogs abayn'e—yrpysp

woo-ol’
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Lant said, “Id hike to have me a talkin' machine, jest
1o sct and listen to the Fox Chase

Martin Posey sad, ‘The nigger do 1t all hisself, too™

Lant said, ‘He dont do st all Themss rale dogs”

Martn insisted, * No they ain’t Its hum

Lant sad, “Well, 1f he Lun sound that clost to a dog, the
Lord had orter give him a tail and call lum Spot” and let
him run rabbits and drnk branch water *

Old man Lonny Sours began to play the fiddle m the
desultory fashion of a dog scratching himself He scraped
the strings casually, then struck off tuneless phrases, Jook-
ing around the room with a solemn detachment The mu
sic took form 1n a tune He played ¢ The Rosewood Cashet”
and two chuldren crossed hands and danced the schottische
down the length of the bare pme floor  Abner s wafe wad
dled 1n from the hitchen with an extra kerosene hght to
place on the mantel near the fiddler  Abner came imnto the
room with Eph Wilson, holding out a white china pitcher
of cane yjuice He put his arm around his wafes thich
waist as she passed

‘ When you gt you another wife, Eph,” he satd, ‘ you
want you 2 big woman like this un Then you won't
have to buy you no cover for winter

She suid behand her hand, ¢ Now I jest wonder what my
Uncle Ben would say 1f I was to go on home with you,
Eph?

“I mught have somethin’ I didnt hnow what to do
with,” Eph sad  “I might have to call somebody to git me
out from under Abner”

‘The fiddler played “Hog, Homuny 2nd Grts,” and Mar-
un Posey eased mto a char beside him and joned 1 on
2 harmonica

Lant sad to Kezzy, “Id a heap rather he'd play the
jumbo jew'sharp I don't kike the way he chokes s
mouth-organ ™
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A girl called from the doorway to the crowd around the
canemill A bonfire burned between the mull and the
house for hight and warmth. Boys foraged about the yard
and down the road and threw on dry palmetto fronds and
dog fennel to make 1t blaze Half a dozen couples detached
themselves from the light, hike shadows shifng and ran
into the house to join the set that was formung for the
squaredance Two or three older pairs entered the arcle
and stood with Linked hands to wait for the callog A
boy, scurrying about for a partner, coaxed Abs wife mto
the aircle. She was an old hand and knew the figures, and
toved her feet under her bulk as lightly as chipmunks.
Martn Posey took lus mouth from the harmomca

‘One more couple, and les go Lant Jacklin, you take
out Kezzy ™

The aircle began to shuffie The boys hailed Lant.

‘ Here, Blue John! Here’s your homel*

His head bobbed on hus long neck. He grumbled good
humouredly

*Dogged 1f I wouldn t rather be home 1n the scrub than
messin up in sich a ruckus with you sorry jesstes’

They laughed One sad, “Lant, you 2 hell of a
streaklin®»

Kezzy sad affectionately, “Honey, you do favour a Blue
10hn somethyn’ turrble You can ¢ quarrel with em about
1t no-ways ”

He said, “You catch you another Blue john for the next,
then One set and Im done with you”

He had not danced since carly spnng  He unhmbered
tus long legs and swung Kezzy wath gusto Her white
shin was flushed 2nd her soft black eyes were shiming

*T was about to figger T was gitun’ old” she panted
when they were danang close

In the doorway he caught a sudden glimpse of a famibiar
round face. It was loohing duectly at hum. It was whue
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with hate Tt conld not be Cleve, he thought, starmng at
him so When the change of partners m a figure
brought lum opposite the doorway again, the face was
gonc He thought, Im gitun’ bad as a damn mgger
to see things’ When the set was ended he lelt
Kezzy abruptly and ran into the yard ‘There was no
one there  Beyond, men and women and bays and guls
ran and shouted about the canc mill ‘The bonfire blazed
between house and mill Lant walked 1n and out among
the groups Cleve was not in sight He thought, That
booger gittin’ awful light footed® He walked back across
the yard and studied the footprnts about the doorway i
the light that came from the room Kezzy stood by the
hearth fire  He walked across the room to her

“Kezzy, was Cleve wearnn them big ol boots he had
half soled 1n the sprg?

‘I believe he did have em on this morni’, Lant  She
looked at hum curiously Why?

I jest wondered

He stood beside her, warming humself at the fire No
one was danang

The fiddler and young Posey played “Double Eagle”
and ‘Ninety-seven and ‘ Waiing for a Train ™ The mu
stc whined and squeaked unheeded Even the young bloods
preferred to be outside tonyght, dnnking cane juice and
raang around the bonfire  The older folks had become
chulled 1 the ¢ool air, and most of them were gathered
1n the room for gosup near the fat wood fire

Herc were lights and music and talk and gayety A cane
grinding was the best of lfe, and a frolic warmed the
blood tike wine. Tonight there was a common safety, 2

1, and a delight The room grew

warm and the old fiddler and young Posey were red and
wet of face. Kezzy went to them and fanned them with
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2 palm leaf while they played She stood plaad and
maternal, smiling a lutle to herself

The young baby slept 1n the adjorung bedroom with
others of hus age Piety held the older boy on her thin lap,
where he dozed uncomfortably, burrowing hus head agast
her flat chest. Tt was good to be siting with old women
who knew the things she knew  Age marked these women
early ‘The young guls were mchned to be plump and
buxom, with heavy legs and large buttocks They were
dressed with much fimsy style Ther bland faces were
panted ‘They were npe and enticng  Lafe pared them
down 1n a hurry Here and there a2 muddle aged woman,
prosperous as the section went, was fat and hearty  Almost
without exception the older women were stripped gaunt
and meagre, as though they had walked on foot a long
sandy way

But 1f the road had been hard 1t was also pleasant If
a living was uncertain, and the sustaning of breath pre
canious why, existence took on an added value and a
greater sweetness The tsstes of hife were food and danger
These were the warp and woof, and all else was an
madental pattern, picked out with varicoloured wools
Love and lust, hate and friendship grief and frohcking,
even buthing and dymg were thin grey and scarlet
threads across the sun browned thich and sturdy stuff that
was Iife 1tself The old women sat together with bare,
translucent faces, knowmg that the pulse of blood through
the verns was a rich, choice thing, and the drawng ofa
breath was good

As the cvening wore on, men joined them by the hearth,

and then the young folks, surfeited 3nd slecpy They
tatked of hogs and cattle, of crops and the weather and the
law They spoke of a family of Yanlee hewcomers to the
piney woods, who had not come to the cane-grinding
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Kezzy sad, “Them pore leetle of' Yankees don't know
what to make of us Crackers, I tcll 'em I'm a fool and
cain't he'p 1t and no use to hide at”

Old man Lonny Sours offercd, “I hears tell they're
Catholics™

“That’s what they say”

Abner tilted back 1n a cow hide chair and said, “Hit
don’t make no difference what a man perfesses I been in
a heap o churches There’s the Nazarene Church and the
Pentecost and the Holy Rollers and the Baptsts and I don't
Lnow whatall I can’t see much difference to nary one of
‘em There’s 2 good to all of ’em and there’s a bad™

Lonny Sours persisted, “All I got agin the Catholics now,
15 they got no freedom  Ary one seed them nuns with them
bonnets, like, over their heads and faces? They has to
wear them things all the time ™

He added, nodding hus head, “Even to bed”

Abner said, “Well, T never watched one of ’em go
to bed”

His wife remarked, “Sho, everbody goes mn a Catholic
church has to bave his head kivered ”

Lonny pondered “Don’t you rechon,” he asked, “hit’s
an opinon they hold?”

Abner said, clearing Ius throat, “We been gitun' a maga-
zine, Hit tells about a heap o' quare 1dees, Hie tells about
the Muslems”

“I've heerd tell o' them, scems to me,” Lonny sud, “but
T can’t mghtly place 'em Who was them Muslems? A
form o’ Catholics?”

“T can't say 25 to that  But they pays night smart atten-
tion to the sun and figgers cver'thing comes fum the Ea 6
Iike. They think it’s fitten and proper a man should heep
hisself a hull mess o wives

“Seems to me tha's all nght,” Martin Posey ventured
mildly. The guls giggled.
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‘They talked a while of all strange things and faroff
people The women gathered up the sleeping children and
sud, “Good tught, all Some kind of enjoyed the cane
juice” The boys ran from the house and into the road
m a last gust of energy

Abner Lantry called, “Kezzy, you keep away from them
Muslems ™
, She laughed

‘ "Taint nght to faugh,” she said, sobermng “I declare,
1t makes me faint hearted to think there’s sich peaple with
sich ways”

She carried the baby, sleeping, hugh on one shoulder.
Prety led the small boy They chmbed imnto Lants car,
Lant’s mouth was dry and he lefe them and cut across the
yard towards the canc mill to drink from the bucket of
yurce His tread was light in the sand He saw two men
m the darhness under a shed roof He recogmsed Jim
Posey Then he heard the voice of the storcheeper and
postmaster

He beard him say to Jun, “Im not supposed to mention
what goes through the mails But you men have been
g0od customers so long I feel obliged to warn you A Jetter
went to the Prohibition agents at Jachsonville yesterday.
T'm pretty sure it was 1n Cleve Jackln's wrting ™

Lant went to his car and drove Kezzy home through
the sprced darhness of the pimeywoods A Light was
burning m her house when he stopped at the gate.
He sud “Good mght” and with Picty drove quickly
away

A week later he stood in the sandy yard under the hve-
o2k othing a steel trap He heard the gate click at the rear
of the garden and looked up Kezzy was comung through
the garden She had not haled jowially from a distance,
28 was her custom, She walked to um without speabing.
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Her face was white and her eyes were red and swollen.
Her mouth trembled She spoke 1n a low voice

“1 don’t know 1f I'm doin’ night or not I cried all nught,
studyin’ Bt amn’t natural for 2 woman to go agin her
husband, whatever he do  But "tain’t natural for Cleve to
do what he's a-dom’”

‘ Come 1n the house and set down, Kezzy”

Puety jorned them at the breezeway, holding to the wall
as she walked

“Who's there?’

‘Its me, Aunt Pytee. I jest now rowed acrost the
niver”

The younger woman lud her cheek a moment agunst
the other’s

“I'm carryin® bad news, Aunt Py tee. Hit concern you
as much as Lant™

‘' Well, set down, anyway™

‘ Lant, Cleve's turned you up to the Prohis™

Piety sad sharply, “He ain’t done no sich thing”

*1 know what I'm sayin’ Amt ¥ tried to ask him out
of 1t, unul 1t was me keep stll or lim to hnock me down
for 1t? He's turned you up, Lant, night along with Poseys
and Lule Saunders You amn’t heerd about the letter be
wrote to Jachsonville? I didn’t know nothin’ about that,
but a letter come back to lum I went to the box for the
mail and I seed where *twere from, and 1t marked gov'mint
business, or somethun’ hke that He's been jest abotlin®
since Jim cut lum, and nght off I figgered what twas
Bless God, I no more thought you was 1n t—but I opened
it, and that was st The Prohus had done got a letter from
hum, sayn’ they was three stills he could tell ’em about
along the nver They was sendin’ a man and wanted he
should name a place and ume to meet hum T jest nachelly
tore the letter up T rechon he kep' askin’ at the post-office
hada’t no letter come for hum, and he found our. When



SOUTH MOON UNDER 309

he come at me about 1t, T faced lum down about the hull
mess He said, Yes, he was turmn’ you all up 1 says, You
8ot some complamnt agunst Jim  He were hasty cuttin®
you You got nathin’ agin Luke Saunders God know you
g0t nothin® agun Lant”

‘What did he say then?’

‘He thinl, he do He sasd you wouldn't gwve lum work
when he asked for 1 ”

“"Tamnt so, not thataway He quit me 1 the winter
Jest walked off to Poseys and said nothmn 1 give Zeke the
work and T couldn’t see my way to take it from him agin,
and Cleve mebbe do me the same way he done before 1d
done offered Cleve shares 1n the outfit and he wouldn's
do the work*

“Don’t tell me Nobody on earth caint git hum to work
He won't work and he don t want the other fellow to git no
Benecfit from workin® Time you painted your of’ car, 2and
PUt 2 kaver to 1t, he acted likhe he had the auch ever time

e'd sce you 10 1t ” "

Picty said, * He wouldn't turn Lant up for sich as that?

“Aunt Py tee, there's twenty five dollars 10 1t Ary sull
2 man turns up, he’s heerd tell the Prolus pays that much
He says if there's twenty five dollars 10 16, hell turn up alt
he ki find 1 says to hum, You cain't tahe 2 man’s lnvu}
away from him that a way, hot even Jim  Hit's ther by,
YOU got 70 rght to tech it Thunk of Lant aod Aunt Py-tee,
I'says What would Aunt Py-ee do if Lant was to have
s hoan’ takened away? Cleve, T says, you cun’t do 1t

m’s your Lin folks™

* What did be say?”

She drew a hand across her red, tred eyes.

;i'lc sad, ‘Damn the kin folks’”

® rose to go

“Like 1 smy,gmebbc I'm dain® wrong, but hit's my best

©piion to tell you 1 ve done tole Luke and tole him to tell
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Poseys A man’s got nary right to mterfere with another
man’s livio’, I don’t heer what he's done”

She leaned down to stroke Piety's cat, then hurried
through the garden and across the cleanng The staunch
figure disappeared 1n the hammock at the top of the ledge
Lant and Prety had not stirred from their places in the
breczeway

Piety asked, “You goin® to move the outfit, ¢h?™

“I dunno™

He began to walk up and down wath his hands behiad
hum and tus chun sunk on his chest Piety could make out
hus features dinly A memory, as blurred as her sight,
came to her of Lantry, her father, pacing in the same tense
fashion At last he stopped

‘I ain’t agomn’ to move 1t Hit's 2 heap o’ wark, and
mebbe them scoundrels hetch me in the muddle of
Mebbe ¥a gt 2t moved, and them come vp on the pew
place  Ain’t no better place on the niver no-wvays, exscusin’
the Dread I couldn’t git the stuff down the river to the
Dread now, and them not see me”

“Well, I'd move 1t,” shee said “ Cleve Lnows nghy wheee
i’s at”

“He camn't describe 1t 50's no stranger 1n the world could
find it”

“He mought show 'em the way hisself.”

He snorted

“That sorry bastard won’t show his tracks nowheres
along this rver”

“Now you call him most ary name you're o' mind to,”
she sad, *but Marthy were his mother and she were my
sister, and she were a good woman Don't you go callin’
Cleve no bastard  Nor no son of a btch, nether  You're
awfu® free with your names”

“The pump, then”

“That's better,” she agreed cordlly “A whole beap
better. The pimp.”



XXX1

To the south a column of grey smoke ascended It was
Rot far off, 1o farther than a mule or two

Lant sud ta Puety, I kniow good and well Poscys an't
firn® that hea . knowin’ the Prohis “Il be nosin® around ™

The smoke darkened and grew thicker A black doud
bilowed towards the sky The wind was from the west
It took the smoke 1n uts sweep and spread st thunly over
the scrub

‘I got to go see,” Lant sad

‘You lock out, now Youll run into them fellers, 1f
that s what "us”

‘T ai’t gow’ to run nto no Prohss 1m gom’ up the
Twver They kin pass me much as theyre o mind to 1
mought know them but how kin they know me?”

Well, you be keerful, anyways *

Sinee her sight had farled her, the woman's hearing had
become acute She heard a dry branch erack on the ham
ok, ledge as he passed through 1t, then the rattle of the
chain as ke Joosened the rowboat 1n the creck below

He had been gone from the house fifteen or twenty
Tainutes when she heard a car gnnding through the ball
beannp sand at the rum of the scrub road below the lane
She eraned her nech and shaded her cyes, to see. She
ould make out nothing more than a dark streak, round-
'ng the bend between scrub and hammock and moving
%o the north Half an hour later she heard the sound of
axes on wood and metal The porse dimunished and the
west wind brought to her nose the smell of things burauox

3
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that had not burned hefore. She knew the odours of burn-
. ) 1 3

s
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dum sight discerned the smoke, a broad column that reared
from below the hammock ledge. It was rank and dark, as
though the swamp 1tself were burning  The Prohis were
at Lants snll.

She did not dare wait longer She was afraid the house
would be next mvaded. Lant had twelve gallons unsold
from fus last run  There were twao five gallon oak kegs
and two gallon glass jugs. The Legs were almost more
than she could hift, but she made two tnps with them to
the hammock, stumbling blindly across the 1ntervening
deanng  She concealed them under palmetto clumps. She
ran back and forth through the house with a gallon jug
1n erther hand, then hnd them, one decp 1 her flour-barrel,
the other under the pillows of her bed

She felt along the wall for her white sunbonnet, for 1t
would be visible farther than her palmetto hat She hnew
that Lant would return by niver It would be possible for
the mver-bends and the heght of the ledge to conceal the
smoke 1n the swamp ustl 1t was too late. She could see
L —— P S, —. T - -, «

1 .. - .. .

- - e, ..
south before he passed it. The ledge dropped there to open
niver water and was visble for some yards. She could not
be sure of secing hus boat, and as she reached the opening
1n the ledge sbove the landing, she began to wase her sun
boanet. She stood for some time, waning it bacl. and forth,
trying to diminguish one moving shadow from another
She heard the boat before she saw 1t. Lant’s vouce came

dose at hand,
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“What's the matter, Ma? Did the Prohus tear up
mue, ta?”
th‘.s Plumb tore up and aburmn’, 1 could hear 'em
;l;ul'x'n ot the barrels They Iike to set the hull hammock
(=

" He grounded his boat. ‘The sides scraped agamst cypress
nees

:‘It's Cleve's work,” he sad
“Tam't nobody clse but Cleve,” she agreed *You Jest
mughty fucky I got here fore you goed an 1n to the ereel
and got ketched yourself’

“Cleve were nght with %em,” he said quietly “I been
to Poseys’ outfit Wa'n’t none of ’em there, but they amn’t
nothin’ Jeft bue hoops and bricks Couldn’t nobody but
Cleve of showed %em the way 1n to Poseys and to mune to.”

“L heerd a car go by "bout two hour back®

“That was them, anght And Cleve with 'em™

Now that 1t had happened, be understood that he had
always known thar 1t would happen But st was strange,
after all these years of eaution, that the danger should have
been, pot from strangers, but from Cleve It was Like
Lantry’s own dJog. scavengmng 10 hus grave

“I tale you to move the outfie,” Prety sad She followed
close behind hum to keep herself on the path

“I never figgered hie'd r'aly do st Go mght with "em and
show *em T Lpowed he were sorry, hut not that sorry I
never figgered he'd have the chuthin’s when the ume come™

They approached the house cattiotly It had not been
cotered  They stayed 1n quietly untl the next afternoon
There had been no further sound They went together to
the swamp and Joohed at the rnns "The platorm over the
creck had made a fine bonfice for the barrels and tha
cocher Nothing was left but twisted metal and blackened
bricks The trees in the swamp had burned for forty fect
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around, and the flames had licked far up into the ham-
mock, Sweet gum and magnolia and hickory and palm
stood sick and charred,

‘The woman watched him anxiously, He was trembling
hike a rabbit.

“Hitll be a year 'forc the hammock’s green agn,” he
sud.



' xEXI

Asnzx Laner and the Poseys and Luke Saunders came
together across Lant’s clearing at sunnse Fog veiled the
serub, as though a grey musted sca washed through
the stockade of the pines The sun filtered through as they
approached the cabm, so that bars of sunlight alternated
with the shadowy bars that were the tree trunks

Abner sad, “I mind me comn® here to live when I were
2 young un 'The scrub front o' the place were low and
roll’, yest thick scrubby bush and palmettos Hit's growed
now to a perfeck wall”

“Take zll the rest " the scrub,” Luke said

“Like all exscusin® the Big Burn  Give the rough five
yare more thouten no farr, the hull scrub’ll be thick-growed
like that there™

“Hi’s a mighty good place to be,” Jun Poscy sud “Per-
tickler ryght now, with sons o’ bitches thick as they be, our
side the niver”

“A man that knowed the scrub,” Abaer sad irrelevamly,
*and somebody takened out arter lum, he could jest cool

out acrost 1t and nobody never ketch up with lum”
- * Tyahn Atel -t

“You reckon they aun't up yit?
* They up "long fore crack o day”
Picty’s vorce came weakly from the bedroom.
* Come m, unless st's strangers.”
They stepped on the breczeway and sat down  Abner
went iato the room
35
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“You sick 1n the bed, S1s?*

‘Im night smart porely,” she agreed “I got the fever
and I can’t eat Ary mouthful gorges me My spells 15
comin frequent I were dead most all yisuddy evenia®™

‘Im oughty sorry Wherealls Lant?”

He left for Jacksonville ‘bout four o’clock this mornin’*

‘I knowed he were gomn” 1 dida’t know what for.”

“Come clost and 111 tell you”

‘Hit’s jest the Poseys and Luke with me”

‘You can’t tell whoall’s fitten to hear things,” she
whispered hoarsely, “since Cleve done what he done™

He hfted the edge of the mosquito bar that enveloped
the bed and sat beside her She was grey white and wasted.
Her thin harr spread about her small face on the pillow, as
though a child lay 11l and prematurely old

“Hit's been two weehs,” she told hum, “since Cleve
takened the Prous to the outfit, and Lant’s jest now got hus
last whiskey sold He figgered he'd best git lum a new
outfit goin® whilst he had the money to pay for it He hin
git the copper shectn' to Jachsonville for half the price
Fhm and Zeke goed together They're fixin® to come back
thu St. Augustine and stap to the rep-tyle farm and see hin
they mebbe sell some “gator hides and snake skins *

*He ain't afeerd the outfit'll git tore up agnp™

“Hrt'll be tore up 1f the pimp finds 1" she prophested
earnestly

“What ime he studymn’ on gittin” back?”

“He sard to cook noon dinner, of I hin gt outen the
bed

“We'lt set here and wait on "em You go back to slecp”

“I can't sleep for the fleas,” she complained, “and them
arunnin’ and a hoppm

That ol cat o yourn slccpm by the bed here on the
deerskin, 1s what brngs ‘em 1n”

“That's what Lant say, buz when he’s gone, the cat’s
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my only comp'ny 1 figger hut's squirel fleas We been
€’ squirrel and Lants keerless with the fudes. T been
dv.:sun‘ snsect powder 'round my shoulders”
Insect powder won't hill em  Take a flea, all you kin
15 g1t with um.”

“Mcbbe hat won't kil "em, but 11l addle *em to where
they won’t sun nor hop”

The four men sat smmobile 1a the breezeway Towards
noon Prety Jeft the bed and dressed trerablingly She
started 2 fire 10 the kitchen range, put sweet potatoes 1n
the oven and filled the kettle. She felt m the flour-
barrel for a quart bottle of raw white whishey and
poured herself three or four tablespoonfuls, which she
drank with sugar and water The bortle had rased letters
that read, “Casper’s Whiskey, Made By Honest North
Carolina People” It had belonged to Lantry She took 1t
to the breczeway

“If Lant was here, he'd say offer you the bottle,” she sad.

Abner and the Poseys drank from the tilted mouth,

Luke Saunders sad, ‘I wouldn’t keer for 1t” He added
1m apology, “Jest a lectle scem to make me druak. I don’t
hold with getn’ drunk”

Abner sard, “Nor me. When 2 man gits drunk, I don’t
want nothin’ to do with hum  But st’s his busness” he
added
Jim sud, “I'm proud you got no objections, for many's
the ime I couldn’t tell mght from day And some kind of
enjoyed 1t

Piety sat down with them

“The on'y tme 1 wants 1t, 15 when I first gits on my
feet Hut steadies me, hke?”

The talk turned to the one matter they mulled over 1n
therr punds. “The old woman was the first to speak

“Well” she ashed queruloudly, *ss Cleve sdll sapn’
be weren't the one dope 3?7
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“He's jest now quit lyin’ about 1t,” Abner sad. “1 faced
him down yisiddy. He heerd Lant and Zeke was gomn’ to
Jacksonville. You know what he figgered? He figgered
Lant were goin’ to the Prohus’ office and gt to ook at their
books, and see were Cleve’s name there. 1 sced Cleve to
the store yistiddy. I usually take up some time with him,
but lately T am’t been speakin’ to him, hike ever'body else.
1 1ok the notion, jest to see what he'd say. Howdy, Cleve,
I says, I hear tell Lants fixin' to go to Jacksonville.” He
spat across the breezeway.

“What'd he say?” Picty leaned towards him.

“He said nary word, He jest turned as white 25 2 log 6*
cotton ™

“Well, I do know ™"

“Hit give me the 1dee. Cleve, I says, you're found out.
No use Iy’ no longer. Kezzy told 1t on you and you tned
to make out like she were crazy. You was low-down
enough to do 1t and you wa'n't man cnough to own up
to 1. Now you're found out.”

“What'd he say?”

“He said, ‘What I done was lawful, and what the boys
was dom’ was on lawful’ And Py-tec, when he sud 1t, he
were tremblin’ Like a bonnet-patch where the bream 1s
feedn'”

“I do know. Do ary one know if he got the money from
the Protus?”

“Don’t nobody know. They jest lately changed the rule,
1s what folks say, and the gov'mint an't paywn’ for no
more spies, Did Cleve git the money 'fore they changed
the rule, T can't say, He owes most that much to the
store. He charged hus rauons as long as he was daresorme
to do so  He wouldn’t dast show no money at the store,
no-ways.”

They sat 1n sidence,

Lule Saunders said, “Sometimes Cleve lock so pitceful.
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Then you thish of what he done and you forget to

pity him ™

d:I:? Posey asked, “Mis’ Jacklin, what make Cleve hike
ey

“I cant figger His ma were all nght and Sylvester were
311“ nght They wa'n’t nothin’ quare to neither of ’em™

X ‘Ydl;" he smd profoundly, *hut's an awfu’ way to he”

“f\tzzy and the young uns 1s what wornes me,” she sud

‘That were 2 pam,” Jun sud * The way she were unn’
to make out She were diggin’ sweet pertaters to xt, and
schhn’ a few, to git somethin’ to eat with ‘em.”

“I foels bad about cutun’ Cleve,” Jim sad “I figgered
shore he had a gun 1 feels bad about firn’ hus, as things
has come ogt Bur hit weren't r'aly cold-out finn' ¥ jest
sad to hum, Cleve, you amt dom’ the work 1m papg’
you to do Naw you g, but ary day you take 3 notion to
do 2 prece o’ rale work, that day yott come back He never
come. He jest goed o stealin my whishey and sethn’ 5t
at Lynne™

“If he'd told they was on starvation,” Luke sad, ‘ary
one would of balped bim”

“Starvation don't exscuse hum,” Abner sad “His blly
never puached um  He ate hot dinner to my houss nigh
3 . d them young uns was the ones went
fongry  And Kezzy were the one jest woulda't have 1,
when he goed 1o turn you fellers up™
Jim sasd, “Kezzy tells, the mormp” Cleve took the Prohus
on the mver, a ratlesnahe struch at her three pmes thu
the fence She knowed nght then what were happenin’™

“Who's a feedin® Kezzy now?” Prety asked

“Ever’ one Her and the young uns gits ashed out twicex
a day We all sees to that. Nary man’s fool enough to0
buy stuff for Cleve to tote off, but Kezzy and the young
uns 15 welcome to what they hua exrry away 12 ther own

bellies”
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Prety put gnts on the stove to cook and scalded white
bacon to fry She muxed biscunts and shaped them ready
to bake Lant and Zcke came a little after noon, carrying
2 sheet of capper between them Abner pretended that he
could not make out Lant’s companion

‘Who that with you, Lant? Hut's Cleve, am't t? Why,
no, hits o’ Zeke 1 figgered shore you'd have your buddy
Cleve along *

They slapped their thighs and laughed to hear Lant
curse

Jim Posey said, ‘ Time you sees that pump along with
me, htll be his dead body *

Piety called shrilly from the kitchen door

“Now you men quit atalkin’ thataway Clevell be
punished  Nobody don’t need to go a killin’ of lum  God
will reward lnm for what he done

Jim Posey said, “A man camn’t starve to death waiin® for
God to tahe 2 hand’

Abner sad gravely, “That's what 1t comes down to Long
as Cleve’s about, won’t nobody have no peace nor mahe a
hvin’ peaceable He's done been tallun’ ‘bout gon® 1 with
the Streeters to make trouble agin about the caule. Tell
what he hnow about the whippin’, and sich as that He
says he'll turn up sulls fast as he kin find 'em, and ary man
shootin’ deer and turkey out of season, hell turn him
up too”

‘How Jong he been talkin® wild thata way?” Lant
ashed.

“Since yrsuddy, when I got him to say he were the one
done what were done He brohe out and sud all them
things™

Luke said, “ If I was high shenff, I'd have me a cellar dug
under the court house for jest sich fellers I wouldn't scc
fit to put "em 1n with men had done ordinary wrong ™

Zeke offered muldly, * Lant and me jest come from a place



SOUTH MOON UNDER 321

"dhant it hoon Wa cnad sh sha Al S e a6 @ A o emn
|- .
what he done”

“He'd die” Lant sad

Jim saud, “Well-—" and they laughed

Lant said, “That dungeon’s a hell of a place I felt
famufied, thinkan’ of all them people had died there If I
was to be shut up i there, I'd dig "ul T died”

“You'd die,” Zeke assured him, *never fear st

“Well, I'd have the satisfaction o diggn®”

“You hnow,” Zeke went on, “people must of purely
dreaded that place 1n them days  You'd of thought they'd
of kept out of devilment *

“Some of "em hadn t done nothin’,” Lant reminded him
*Like the Injun Osceola, where they showed he tried to
£t out and couldn’t make 1t”

Zeke nodded “He gneved husself to death”

Lant sad, *He jest couldn’t make our without hus
freedom ™

Prety called the men to dinner  They washed at the
basin 1 the harchen window and sat down in a comfort.
able hunger They talked about the Indans and ther
dug.out canoes They had all seen the canoe raed from
the St John's nver

Luke sud, “Il ber a bunch o them fellers layin® on
their oars could send them things along™

“They agreed that white men had treated the Indians

shabhily.
“Of course,” W
n 2 way 0 0"
Tahey);ze hP;uly and returned 10 the breezeway while
dishes. They had not yet said the thing

P, shed the
th:tyy c:wx:c to say At last Abner shuffled bus feet,

Abper said judicrally, “they was savagelike,
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“What I want to knaw 15, who's gomn’ to put Cleve where
he won't interfere with nobody?”

Picty shrilled from the kitchen.

“You men quit a talkin’ *bout hallin’, If 1t was me, now,
T'd jest have hus credit stopped at the store You'd bring
him to time mughty quich. I'd jest say at the store, ‘Hits
hts trade or ours.””

“Nobody ain’t talkin’ *bout killin’, Py-tee,” Abner called.
“But you think up a better 1dee than stoppin’ credst, for
that’s been stopped a good whiles”

“We could write lum a letter,” Martin Posey suggested,
“and git somebody to mail 1t off a ways"

“What'd the letter say?”

“Oh, tellin’ hum to be gone by Friday weeh—" he waved
his hand vaguely.

“And git the gov'mint nosin’ around agm,” Jim grunted
“The least I got to do wath ary letter, the better 1t suit me”

“That’s your house and land where they been Livin’, am'’e
1t, Ab? Tell you, we'll give you two dollars for the house
—jest so we hin say 1t’s bought legal—and move the house
nght from offen him”

“He'd en’y set farr to at,”

“I'd Iike to burn his winter wood pile,” Lant said, “jest
to see how he lihe havin' things tore up and burnt.”

“Tell you, Lant,” Martn offered, “I¢'s four five of us
line up along the riverbank and hide m the bushes and all
shoot buckshot under s boat. Jest niddle the boatp Iike,
and 1f so 1t happened to sink, and fum have to swim to the
land, he rught study *fore he turned up the next feller”

“I wouldn’t dast shoot at that rowbeat,” Abner sud,
“for 1 couldn’t guarantec 1 wouldn’t aum a lectle rute
hgh”

They laughed lazily and stretched their legs-

“1 veckon we're a sorry bunch,” he sad 1 the long easy

sdence. “In Clay County, Cleve'd never of got home.”
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Jun sad apologetically, “We ain’t never been bothered
before, Ab We an’t used to these here pumps™

Abner fose and hutched the straps of his overalls

“We best to git gomn’ Shore were a fine dinner, Py tee
1 hopes you feels some better”

She came to the breezeway to sec them off

“I hopes Cleve don’t find your new outfit Lant,” Abner
continued “And I shore would venture to say, if he jest
natchelly don’t never come home agni, nobody won't never
find husself 10 no trouble about 1t Am’t I right, im?”

“You mghty right”

‘They walked through the garden at the rear

Piety said to Lant, ¢ Them fellers 1s as good as tellin’ you
10 kill Cleve and theyll be sull about 1t Ab had orter be
ashamed ”

Lant frowned

“Ab don’t want Cleve messn’ up with the Streeters and

startin’ up the cattle trouble agn,” he sad “T be dogged
if 111 do 1,” he burst out *I got no 1dee © allin’ Cleve
He better not mess up around me no more, but 1f hel
mind his business and leave me mind mune, I got nary call
to harm him ™

The garden gate cliched
“Hey, Unde Ab,” he called loudly “What you mean

about Cleve not comn’ home agin?  Where all’s he at?”
Abner saused his voice, but 1t was bland
‘ Don't nobody hoow, Lant Must o skeert him to hear
*bout you gom’ to Jacksonwille His tracks stops ‘tother
side o the raver, ‘bout opposite Zeke’s place. Folks figgers
he made for the scrub  Don’t nobody Lnow 1s he gon' for
somebody-—or from somebedy. He's lud ot
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Lant cut across Thaddeus Lantry's deserted clearing He
had remembered an old ran barrel at one corner of the
house, whose hoops could be salvaged and used for new
barrels at the outfit he was piece by prece assembling He
stopped short at the over grown stoop Cleve’s tracks were
thich about 1t

He thought, “This where you been laym’ low all
week, c¢h?”’

He went cautiously into the dilapidated shack.  No one
was there, but a pile of fish bones swarming with ants lay
an the old dlay hearth A pallet of fresh Spansh moss was
flattened out on the floor 1n a corner of the room Coch-
roaches scrambled for shelter when he hached 1t He left
the cleaning without getung the hoops He struck through
the hammock, which thinned here to a bare fringe along
the river He hesitated It might be wise to return over
his own trail and then, wallung backward, to efface 1t
with a handful of brush

He thought angnly, “Leave hum know I've found um.”

He wished now that he hnew exactly what Jim and
Abner had meant He had ignored Kezzy's warning to
move the sull He had been sure Cleve would not go
through wath the business It occurred to fum that perhaps
Jim and Abner were warning him as Kezzy had done
They might know more than they had told lum  Yet if
they considered Cleve 2 graver menace, surely they would
have sud so He was confused and anxious At the edge
of the swamp he saw 2 fresh chunk chipped from out 2
hachory

32
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He thought, Hes been lookin for umber for a axe
handle 1 could of told him that hichory wouldnt sphit

He followed the swamp to the site of the burned stall
He had salvaged the bricks and stached them neatly to be
moved to Taylor s Dread The barrel hoops were twasted
but he had beaten some back mio form At the house, hus
copper pieces were already cut and shaped He had new
barrel staves piled under clumps of palmettos and he set
to work to assemble these 1nside the hoops

He noticed that the sun was setting earlier  Soon the
winter would begin with cool bright days and hearth fires
1 the evemngs The burned swamp and hammoe! about
him began to grow dark  Ahead of lum shafts of sunlighe
shat among the sweet gums and magnoltas Squurrels
moved quichly and 1n sidence along the imbs, hurrying to
thar beds A chill air wavered from the brown creel
water as the last of the sunlight Jeft it It was teo dark to
work longer He puied staves and hoops agun under the
palmettos, slung his nfle across his shoulder and started
up the ledge

Suddenly he knew that something was behind him  He
had heard no sound but a movement impalpable as a
breath had stirred between im and the swamp  He took
a quick step forward and was conscious of a sumilar step
behuind He was chilled, as though a gust of cold wind
had moved across him He had never before been fol-
lowed He had stalked deer and tracked wild cat and
pat - ot EETRY
to
he w o
sharply in the middle of hus paces.

The white face that looked at him from beluad a clump
of sparkleberry bel d to Cl d 1t did not belong
to Cleve, The light in the hammock was green and murky
It prcked out the sich grin and exposed gums zbove the
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teeth that were Cleve's 'The resemblance ended A hited
gunbarrel ghoted under the face The face was round,
bke an cbscene moon strayed from a strange and eul
umwverse

Al hus bife, he knew now, he had been afrmd of some
thing He had drunk a fear 1n his mother’s mufl. and 1n
the buck Zeke Lantry had mven hum 1n 2 hollow gourd
He had sucked 1t from the air old man Lantry had puffed
out from his dying lungs A fear pulsed 1n hus vens hike
poison  And of what was he afrad? A soundless tracking
at his back and a white pasty moon above the sparkie
bernes— He was blind with fear  Danger was 3 remem
bered danger, remembered 1n fus bones and m his blood
He hfted the nifle and did not hnow he fired

He had once shot a rattlesnake an such numb terror He
had put hus foot across a log and had held 1t 1 mid awr
while he blew the snake head from the body, flexed to
stk

He heard the echo of his shat die away through the
hammoch and across the soub  His sight degred He
moved woodenly to the clump of bushes, where g wisp of
smole sull hovered The evil moon wias gone and the
danger was gone The twitching body was Cleve’s and the
face was Cleve s, with the eyelids futtering and the mouth
gaping and blood flowing smopthly over the ¢un He
leaned fus nffe against a tree and sat down with s back
pressed to the trunk The last of the lght faded Nothing
wvas left of Cleve but a prone shadow near lum $ome one
rmught come, but 1t did not matter He was purged of fear
In 1ts place was sickaess He buried hus face 10 Tus hands-

He thought over and over, “I never studied on halla
fan™

A Rock of ducks flew down The river Overhead he heard
the measured sweep of thew flight Then for a long ume
there was slence The hammoch was black, yet when he
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took hus hands from his eyes, he thought the white of
Cleve's face was visible The magnola leaves rustled and
he heard the beat of great wings The hootowls began to
cry He lifted us head South moon was under On the
other side of the carth the moon rode high, and it had
pawer to mave the owls and rabbus He closed his eyes
and histened 1n the darhness to the thythmie call

He wondered if 1t might be so with men  Perhaps all
men were moved aganst their will A man ordered his
bfe, and then an obscunty of arcumstance sent him down
2 road that was not of his own desire or choosing Some
thing beyond a man’s immedsate choice and will reached
through the earth and stired lum  He did not see how
any man mght escape it.

Nesther niver nor swamp nor hammoch nor impenetrable
scrub could save 2 man from the ulumate interference,
There was no safety There was no retreat Forces beyond
bus control, beyond lus sight and hearing, took hum 1n thei
vast senseless hands when they were ready The whole
earth must mave as the sun and moon and an obscure law
directed~even the carth, planct ridden and tormeated

A rabbit startled lum wath its sneezing  He sat quickly
alert He could not leave Cleve’s body to be found here,
No one visited the 1sland above the landing It merged
imperceptibly into ctech and swamp It was a succession
of boggy pools from which cypresses and palms grew
thickly Tt was e

He dragged - - - ]
and poled up - ° . et
his way among the trees and thraugh the much He groped
to the spot where 2 great cypress Jog had lain hollow for
years He bt a match The opemngs were dogged with
cobwebs and the fine powder of decay He crawled 1a
backwards and edged along on his belly Inch by nch he
dragged Cleve aftes lum  He backed out and wiped lh:«

=
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sweat and dust from hus face He filled the opeings with
muck and humus The ants would make a fine trad
through st and clean the bones He poled down the creck
and walked up the ledge to the cabin
Picty was i bed She called to hum
Where you been so long? 1 done had me 2 bad spell
while you was gone
He did not answer  She heard him take out the whishey
bottle from the flour barrel His chair scraped n front of
the hearth and she could hear him blowing the embers and
putung on fresh fatwood 'The hght flickered over the
rafters and Lt her bed across the room high parnion  His
shoes dropped on the pine floor A match scratched and
the sweet rankness of his corn-cob pipe dnfted through
the rooms The charr scraped again He was pacng up
and down 1 hus bare feet Up and down, up and dows,
like a panther in a cage
Lant?
He did not answer
Lant!
A match scratched again  He was smoking a cigarette
“You come here now! I want to see you™
He came to the side of the bed  She sat upright, Jeaning
on onc hand and lifted the mosquita bar ‘The bght from
the hearth fire was bright through the opencd door She
shaded her eyes
“I washt I could see you, she smd
His face was a red-brown Blur She could not sce the
torment But a pamc and a distress came to her from him
as tangibly as though she touched 1t "
“You tell mel” she wailed “What 15 t? You tell me!
“You lay down and be stull,” he sud “You won't g1
you no sleep rann’ so™
He went out and dlosed the door behind hum  He 83t
by the fire untl mdmght The woman lay on her
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untd the pilow was damp with tears She made no sound
She moved the pillow to one side to dry The rest of the
night she heard hum tossing 1n his bed Towards morming
a ran fell, Tt was a rain heave enough to wash out tracks
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Prery fought for breath She dug her old horny toes
into the foot of her bed and struggled ke a bass on a set-
Iine Lant had gone for Kezzy He had not seen her since
she clicked the garden gate behind her and walked away
across the cleaning with swollen eyes He had avoided her.
He crossed the niver by boat and found her watenng puta-
bagas in her garden

He said, “Ma’s "bout done for,” and she answered, ‘I'll
come with you”

They returned together 1n silence The two chuldren
chatiered hhe birds Kezzy shook her head when the
older one asked her questions  She dropped them both 1n
the Lantry yard to play and went 1nto the house ahead of
Lant He noticed that she was thin and the black eyes
scemed deep-sunhen  She went to the bed

‘How yuh, Aunt Pytee? It's Kezzy speakin’”

‘Im sich, Kezzy, and dyin’™

Kezzy drew a charr to the side of the bed and reached 1n
to take the old Lnotted hands

“Tell me ‘bout 1t Your spells comn’ frequent?”

* Mighty frequent and mighty bad. ‘The doctor were here
*fore Lant goed for you I heered 'em talkun’. 1 cain’t see,
but I kig hear.”

“What's 1t Iihe when you're takened?”

“Things gits grey and distant, Kezzy. I go off into the
rwilight Into some lonesomedookmn’ place”

The winter afternoon darkened carly

Kezzy sud, “I'll go to the kitchen and cook a leetle ot
supper. Kin you eat a mite o somethin’ tasty?”

330
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“1 couldn't

* You want your snuff”

*Nary thing”

Kezzy cooked supper She and Lant und the children
;:“ bungrly She pur the children on the couch near the

carth fire 1n the front room and covered them with a
Qult Lant followed her into Puety s bedroom  ‘The old
“oman was losing consousness  She roused as they
came 1n

That you, Kezzy? Kezzyl Where's Cleve?”

The woman caught her breath

“He's gone, Aunt Py-tee™

“He been gone long?’

*Since "way before last new moon”

“Kezzy?*

‘Here 1 be”

*Folks think ary thing?”

* Folks thinks nary thing, Aunt Pyee,” she sad quietly
“Nobody yest don't look for him back ”

Picty sighed

“Lant," she complained, “outen that light”

*They am't no light lr”

*“*Tis, too  Hit scalds my eye-balls”

She relaxed and breathed steadily through the might.
Lant and Kezzy sat unmoving on stiff chawrs, A screech
owl quavered and Kezzy found an old hat and turned
1t inade out.

*To stop that quivenn” fuss,” she sud

At dayhght the cat strred from hus nex on the foot of
the bed He walked across it and smiffed at the lean face
with 1ts closed eyes He bristled and yumped from the bed
and serambled ot of the room.

Kezzy sud, * Oh, my Ged ™

She covered Piety's face with the counterpane. Lant
moved hus chair to the window at the far side of the bed
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and sat with his back to the roam, looking out into the
scrub, A streak of saffron spread across the east. Kezzy
walked around the bed and stood beside him. She put
one hand on his forehead and began smoothing back his
shaggy forelock. The window framed the prey shat fence,
with coral honeysuckle blooming across it. The sun swung
up sbove the scrub and the dew glistened across the
red-top.

Kezzy said, “You never heen lonesome, young feller.
Scagerin’ avound in the sarub, ahumm‘ and a-trappin’s
You ke to be mighty lonesome now.”

He did not answer.

“Don’t you reckon you hettes leave me and the young
unts take ug with you?”

She drew his head to her.

“You and me g married, and me to he'p you at the
owfie”

He twrned and buried his face against her breast.

“I've always thought a1 heap o' you, Lant”

His vorce was mufiled.

“My God, Kezzy, how kin 17"

“What you mean?™

“1 shot Cleve”

‘The gentle stsoking was suspended a moment and then
continued.

“You think 1 didn’t know?”

The steady heart-pulse under his ear did not change
its beat,

“I been grievin® for all two of you—~you and Cleve. But
mast pertickler for you. 1 rechon you had it 10 do”

“ don't know. 1 cain't be shote, did he mean me harm™

“Well, it’s done.”

She left him and pressed her face against the cool yooist
window.
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‘Man, the scrub’s a fine place to be,’ she sard. *If things
ever guts too thick, you and me jest grab us each 2 young
un and a handful o shells and the gups and light our
acrost it 1'd dare ary roan to mess up with me, yonder

¢ scrub®

The growsag sunlight wakened the chldren on the
couch The man and woman went mto the front yoom
and closed the bedroom door after them

hezzy sad, “Your Aunt Py tecs dead You young uns
be nuce and quier”

She cooked breaklast and they Jefr for the nver

Lant sud, “I dont rechon 1ts mghe to leave the hovse,
but 1 belong to go down the nver to the Dread and Jook
at my mash ™

LH huery,” Kezzy sad ‘Tl gt somebody to come lay
tier ot aad 11 see the preacher for the burym” and be
back by noon *

At the edge of the creeh she stopped short

“Lant” she burst our, *wherealls he at?’

‘The harr rose on s neck Kezzy would go where he
weat She had hunted the swamp aslands with lum She
wonld visit them agan  Long storms mught rot the hollow
log where Cleve lay ‘Possums were scavengers They
tght drag out the bones, one by one He could not have
Rezzy stumble up on anything that had been Cleve He
decrided at once to corne at pight and drag the log with sts

contents t e nver

He s;sxd? ‘E;l{czr;y, dort’s ask me sich as that 11 gwe my
promise you won't REVer ¢ fum?

She nodded, white Zf face.

“That* nough "

53‘}:: ;ﬁ:{ arfund fus eyes ‘The log mughe not sk
before 1t was seen 3t rmghx lodge up agamst a fower bank
and fall to preces and Cleve's bones lie suddenly white
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usder aver hanging elder He wondered if the nfle bullet
through the chest had left ity record on 2 bone  He would
have to nsh 1t

He thought desperately,  The Jaw's bhe to come up with
me yet’

Kezzy beld the children 1n frant of her m the rowboat
He poled through the creek to the nver The woman
panted out a motiohless grey form on a limb above them
She ulted the chuldren's heads to show it

“Lochr the off muammy cat squureel settn® so still Shes
Yhely got Yeetle of squurel young ues 3 wann' m the

est.”






