Wash

SUTPEN $TOOD ABOVE the pallet bed on which the mother and
child lay. Between the shrunken planking of the wall the
- sarly sunlight fell in long pencil strokes, breaking upon his

- straddled legs and upon the riding whip in his hand, and_

lay across the still shape of the mother, who lay looking up

:at him from stll, inscrutable, sullen eyes, the child at her
~side wrapped in 2 piece of dingy though clean cloth, Be-
‘hind them an old Negro woman squatted beside the rough

hearth where 4 meager fire smoldered, .
= “Well, Milly,” Sutpen said, “too bad you're not 2 mare.

Then I could give you a decent stall in the stable.”

-~ Still the girl on the pallet did not move. She merely con-

_tinued to look up at him withour expression, with 3 young,
-sullen, inscrutable face stiil pale from recent travail, Sutpen
-moved, bringing into the splintered pencils of sunlight the
face of a man of sixty. He said quietly to the squatting

Negress, “Griselda foaled this morning.”

* - “Horse or mare?” the Negress said.

“A horse. A damned fine colt, . | « What's this?”” He indi-
cated the pallet with the hand which held the whip,
~ “That un’s a mare, | reckon,”
““Hah,” Sutpen said. “A. damned fine colt. Goeing to be
the spit and image of old Rob Roy when I rode him North
in ’61. Do you remember?”

535




536 The Middle Ground

“Yes, Marster.”

“Hah.” He glanced back towards the pallet, None could
have said if the girl still watched him or not. Again his whip
hand indicated the pallet. “Do whatever they need with
whatever we've got to do it with.” He went out, passing
out the crazy doorway and stepping down into the rank
weeds (there yet leaned rusting against the corner of the
porch the scythe which Wash had borrowed from him three
months ago to cut them with) where his horse waited, where

Wash stood holding the reins,

When Colonel Sutpen rode away to fight the Yankees,
Wash did not go. “I'm looking after the Kernel’s place and
niggers,” he would tell all who asked him and some who
had not asked—a gaunt, malaria-ridden man with pale, ques-
tioning eyes, who looked about thirty-five, though it was
known that he had not only a daughter but an eight-year-

~ old granddaughter as well. This was a lie, as most of them—
the few remaining men between eighteen and fifry—to
whom he told it, knew, though there were some who be-
lieved that he himself really believed it, though even these
believed that he had better sense than to put it to the test
with Mrs. Sutpen or the Sutpen slaves. Knew better or was
just too lazy and shiftless to try it, they said, knowing that his
solé connection with the Sutpen plantation lay in the fact
that for years now Colonel Sutpen had allowed him to squat
in a crazy shack on 2 slough in the.river bottom on the Sut-
pen place, which Sutpen had built for a fishing lodge in his

bachelor days and which had since fallen in dilapidation :

from disuse, so that now it looked like an aged or sick wild
beast crawled terrifically there to drink in the act of dying.

‘The Sutpen slaves themselves heard of his statement. They
laughed. It was not the first time they had Jaughed at him,

calling him white trash behind his back. They began to ask.

-
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him themselves, in groups, meeti im i
him ) ps, meetng him in the fa;
vs_rh,ich led up from the slough and the old fish ;Zmam‘t‘\;?f? :
am't you at de war, white mand” P Y
Pausing, he would look about the ri
_ : ] ¢ ring of black f.
;vh:te e);es ar;ld teeth behind which derisigon 1urliecd ‘%::z;:g
g0t a daughter and family to keep.” id. “Gi
o, e 2 y 70 eep,” he said. “Git out of
- “Niggers?” they repe
B . . peated;
Wgo him, calling us niggers?”
“Yes,” he said. “I ain’t tipy
folks i T s s got no mggers to look after my
“Nor nothing else bur dat shg 7
ack d
wouldn’t Jet none. of us live in.” oW yon dac Connel
Now he cursed them: someti
: _ ; times he rushed st
snatching up a stick from the ground while they :cattt};:':i’ '

“niggers?” laughing now.

- before him, yet seeming to $urround him still with that black

. laughing, derisive, evasive, iescapable, leaving him panting

and impotent and ragin i i

mpotent g. Once it happened in the very b
yard of the big house itself, This was after bitter nel;yvs ;gg
come down from the Tennessee mountains and from Vicks-

‘burg, and Sherman had passed through the plantation, and

most of the Negroes had followed him, Almost everything

~else had gone with the Federal troops, and Mrs, Sutpen had

sent }wor_d to Wash that he could have the scupper

Fipening in the arbor in the back yard. This tirnspit :Tongs
h-ouse servant, one of the few Negroes who remained: ishi:
time the Negress had to retreat up the kitchen steps, \;Here

she turned, “Stop right dar, white man, Stop right whar you

1s. You ain’t never cro i
ssed dese steps whilst C
. : unn
and you ain’t ghy’ do hir now.” v e here
. This was true. But there was this of a kind of pride: he
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chance to tell me I can’t go nowhere,” he said to himself.
“I ain’t even going to give Kernel the chance to have to
cuss 2 nigger on my account.” This, though he and Sutpen
had spent more than one afternoon together on those rare
Sundays when there would be no company in the house.
Perhaps his mind knew that it was because Sutpen had noth-
ing else to do, being a man who could not bear his own
company. Yet the fact remained that the two of them would
spend whole afternoons in the scuppernong arbor, Sutpen
in the hammock and Wash squatting against a post, a pail of
cistern water between them, taking drink for drink from
the same demijohn. Meanwhile on weekdays he would see
the fine figure of the man—they were the same age almost
to a day, though neither of them (perhaps because ‘Wash
had a grandchild while Sutpen’s son was 2 youth in school)
ever thought of himself as being so—on the fine figur¢ of
the black stallion, galloping about the plantation. For that
moment his heart would be quiet and proud. It would seem
to him that that world in which Negroes, whom the Bible
told him had been created and cursed by God to be brute
and vassal to all men of white skin, were better found and
housed and even clothed than he and his; that world in which
he sensed always about him mocking echoes of black laugh-
ter was but a dream and an illusion, and that the actual
world was this one across which his own lonely apotheosis
seemed to gallop on the black thoroughbred, thinking how
the Book said also that all men were created in the image of
God and hence all men made the same image in God’s eyes
at least; so that he could say, as though speaking of himself,
“A fine proud man. If God Himself was to come down and
ride the natural earth, that’s what He would aim to look

like.”
Sutpen returned in 1865, on the black stallion. He seemed

to have aged ten years. His.son had been killed in action the.
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Same winter in which his wife had died. He returned with

minc:;an?n for gallantry from the hand of General Lee t
°¢ plantanon, where for a year now his daughter I:}a;

wh
in t(;:t iif}':;;xll ()irears ago.hc had granted permission to live
a2 ti; o;vn fishing camp whose very existence he
cad 2 the tﬂ; orgotten, Wash was there to meet him
by azg l.u_s L gaunt, still ageless, with his pale, questi .
i Vg"f e% 61:;: s laf dlfﬁdent,. a litde servile, 2 littl:: qfamil? -
Whupf;ed lelzs'ne.,‘ Wash Sf;!,ld, “they kilt us but they axzft
That was tfet’t::o:-h:{ ?h ir co
; their conversati

;r::;; g was inferior w%u'sky which tt;::r;rfgf'a:zhlf LICD?: ﬁtve
o arbz;n ;: Stoneware jug, and it was not in the scy :-
peng arbe édttwas in the rear of the little store whichms)zt:
mom,wmge ?hs“ up.on the highroad: a frame shelved
oo v éwzt Wash for clerk and porter, he dispensed
sene. aéxs staple. foodstuffs and srale gaudy c:andP and
Wasg’s 04; s }a:ldd ribbons to Negroes or poor whig;s Iclaf
g o Im » Who came afoot or on gaunt mules to
oaggle usly for dimes and quarters with a man wh

e could g.al%op (the black stallion was stili alive; Ot:et

in battle; until Sutpen in £
ury would em
:;nodul?ff t§1e doors from the inside. Tﬁgx; tII:: itz;e,\;ﬂ:};)ss;
bé i g:u- to the rear and the jug. But the talk would not -
g W, as when Sutpen lay in the hammock, delive :
g an an 0gant monologue while Wagh squatted ;Jif ing
gamst his post, They both sat now, though Sutpei h:d the

- 8 i i
o ;ﬁi; cf:ér while Wash used whatever box or keg was
_ Sutper; lﬂew:n this for just a lirtle while, becauseg 8
. wo _d reach that stage of impotent and furious iﬁn
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defeat in which he would rise, swaying and plunging, and
declare again that he would take his pistol and the black
stallion and ride single-handed into Washington and kill
Lincoln, dead now, and Sherman, now a private citizen.
“Kill them!” he would shout. “Shoot them down like the
dogs they are—"

“Sho, Kernel; sho, Kernel,” Wash would say, catching
Sutpen’ as he fell. Then he would commandeer the first
passing wagon or, lacking that, he would walk the mile to
the nearest neighbor and borrow one and return and carry
Sutpen home. He entered the house now. He had been
doing so for a long time, taking Sutpen home in whatever
borrowed wagon might be, talking him into locomotion
with cajoling murmurs as though he were a horse, a stallion
himself. The daughter would meet them and hold open the
door without a word. He would carry his burden thrqugh
the once white formal entrance, surmounted by a fanlight
imported piece by piece from Europe and with a board now
nailed over a missing pane, across a velvet carpet from which
all nap was now gone, and up a formal stairs, now but a
fading ghost of bare boards between two strips of fading

aint, and into the bedroom. It would be dusk by now, and
he would let his burden sprawl onto the bed and undress it
and then he would sit quietly in a chair beside. After a time
the daughter would come to the door. “We're all right
now,” he would tell her. “Don’t you worry none, Miss

Judich.”

Then it would become dark, and after a while he would
lie down on the floor beside the bed, though not ‘to sleep,

because after a time——sometimes before midnight—the man

on the bed would stir and groan and then speak. “Wash?”
“Hyer 1 am, Kernel. You go back to sleep. We ain’t

whupped yit, air we? Me and you kin do hit.” '

Even then he had already seen the ribbon about his gra.ndf-.

5 “ : :
--serene, “I ain’t afraid. Becau

~brave, the Same as you air alive and breathing.
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;i;;:ghtjer s waist, She was now fifteen, already mature, afte
from?li; y gv;aiy of her kmd He knew where the ribbon, cam:
o ’if eSh : hal‘};elz? Zee;!x:g 1t and its kind daily for three years
1ed about where sh i i id
not, at once bold, sullen, and er:fui.gOt > o

“Ef Kernel w g “Sho now,” he said,
thank T ants to give hit to you, I hope you minded to

i .
o is heart was quiet, even when he saw the dress, watchin
secret, defiant, frightened face when she told him that

Miss Judith, the daughter, had helped her to make it. Bur

€ was quite grave when he 3
pproached S

closed the store that afternoon pfoﬂowin uiip b o
g , g the other to the
: :Get. tﬁe jug,” Sutpen directed.

N\Z:ét;,r ;ﬂ:iagh said. “Not yit for a minute.”

) 1 p (3
i utpen deny the dress. “What about jr>” he
- But Wash met his arro .

_ ' arrogant stare; he spoke quietly. “°

kno.wed you for going on twenty yearsf.) I aig’tlengrv.er I)Zi
I at : . And I'm i
sixty. And she ain’t nothing but a ﬁfteen—year»ol?i I;;I.!”mgh

Meaning tha; I'd harm a gitl? 1, 2 man s old as you are?”

ent.”

“How different?” Bur Wash merely looked at him with

'hiS Paie, questionin i N

q q

5S¢ you air brave, It ain’
crene. | . . It 2in’t that
y e a brave man at one minute or day of your life and

BOt.a paper to show hit from Genera Lee. But you air

That’s ‘where
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hit's different. Hit don’t need no ticket from nobody to tell
me that. And I know that whatever you handle or tech,
whether hit’s a regiment of men or a ignorant gal or just a
hound dog, that you will make hit right.”

Now it was Sutpen who looked away, turning suddenly,
brusquely. “Get the jug,” he said sharply.

“Sho, Kernel,” Wash said.

So on that Sunday dawn two years later, having watched
the Negro midwife, which he had walked three miles to
fetch, enter the crazy door beyond which his granddaughter
lay wailing, his heart was still quiet though concerned. He
knew what they had been saying——the Negroes in cabins
about the land, the white men who loafed all day long about
the store, watching quietly the three of them: Sutpen, him-
self, his granddaughter with her air of brazen and shrinking
defiance as her condition became daily more and more ob-
vious, like three acrors that came and went upon 2 stage.
“I know what they say to one another,” he thought. “I can
almost hyear them: Wash Jones bas fixed old Sutpen at last.
Hit taken bim twenty years, but be bas done bit ar last.”

It would be dawn after a while, though not yet. From the -
house, where the lamp shone dim beyond the warped door-
frame, his granddaughter’s voice came steadily as though

run by a clock, while thinking went slowly and terrifically,

fumbling, involved somehow with a sound of galloping
hooves, until there broke suddenly free in mid-gallop the
fine proud figure of the man on the fine proud stallion,
galloping; and then that at which thinking fumbled, broke
free too and quite clear, not in justification nor even expla-

emerge again. He seemed to watch it
avatars which marked the accumula

Pleased surprise of a child: “Yes, s;
: s, sir. B
to be a great-grandpaw after all.”lr °d
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he fit for and that has denied hi
ang enied him into keep; i
Htg; i;or;;' bigger tPan the denial which hI:;n Ee?tht‘;dijzogn s
e gh ;t}ter' cu?om tile Book. And how could T have Iivfg
: . ] .
c‘hangcd by him? Mayt?: ?amye;trsas“gghout oS toched and

: 1 g 2s him and
am't done none of the galloping. But at least I dorx?: );aieerf

drug along. Me and him kin it, i
- what he aims for me to do.” d{-) i i 2 be b wil show e

Then i
en 1t was dawn, Suddenly he could see the house, and

the old Negress in the doo i
: r looking at him. Th i
gat his gf?nd‘flaughter’s voice had ceased “It:;nahe .riaa,\’hzed
egress said. “You can go tell him if you w T the
entered the house, Y a0t to. She re-
“A gl'.!'I 1 he repeated- “a 2y .
' 3 “a girl”; in astoni i
the galloping hooves, seeing the prigﬁgzﬁ;%gh%a;;ng
re
pass, g;iﬁOping through
he o : ton of years, t
; ;1 ;il__r;a-rx wf\;hexe it galloped beneath a brandiZhed satézle;xfg
colphur t;iﬁ Ia{g rushing dow:vn a sky in color like thunderous
o » thinking for the first time in his life that perh
& Otp E Was an old man like himself. “Gittin a PI ” ags
ught 1n that astonishment; then he thought f;ﬁ th:

awg if | ain’t lived

t

if he no longer lived ther i
| . ¢, as if the infant whj ]
d;'au'fn breath and cried in light had dis;fossezkelric?{had Lie
o Hh:s li:;wn blood too th N
Paliet he could see little save the b} 1
exhausted face. Then the Negressuiq(:zfagzs

ough it might. But even above the

ts granddaughter’s
ing at the hearth

nation, but as the apotheosis, lonely, explicable, beyond all
fouling by human touch: “He is bigger. than all them
Yankees that kilt his son and his wife and taken his niggers
and ruined his land, bigger than this hyer durn country that

spoke, “You hetter gawn tell him if you going to. Hit’s day-
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he weeds
ed three months ago to clear away ¢
?gfo:g()!:r\:z‘;ich he walked, when Sutpen himself rode up ;n
the old stallion. He did not wonder how Sutpen had got the
word. He took it for granted tha this was what had broug ;
the other out at this hour on Sunday morning, .andf he sté)ot‘
while the other dismounted, and he took the reins r.ona l:1
en’s hand, an expression on his gaunt facg ’aimost imbec ie
gvith a kind of weary triumph, saying,”“H;t_s a gal, Kerne(%
I be dawg if you ain’t as old as I am—" until Sutpen passe
him and entered the house. He stood there with the relms
in his hand and heard Sutpen cross the floor to the pallet.
He heard what Sutpen said, and something see_:med to stop
ad in him before going on. S
deaTdthsu;mwas nowgup, tghe swift sun of Mississippi Jatitudes,
and it seemed to him that he stood bineath a stfangﬂ?qikg;
1 ili ly as things are fam
in a strange scene, familiar on y e fmilidr o
like the dreams of falling to one who. €
312?;225&. “I kain’t have heard what I tgougk_lt I Eea;'dr;]ﬂiii
ht quietly. “I know I kain’t.” Yet ¢ 1¢ voice, the famil
:ri:i):eg x:r;nlich g;d said the words was s;ﬂllsgeatllcmg, (t)arlnkl:gg
It foaled that m .
now to the old Negress about 3 co o0 ghat morniig.
“ ’s why he was up so early,” he th.oug t. .
g? :itns’t“;ng and mine. Hit ain’t even hisn that got hm_outcn

bﬂd.,, ) )

with that heavy deliberation which would have been haste

He said, “Dicey will stay and tend to her. You better—

“What?” he said.

ou could give her a good stall in the stable.” o

Sutpen emerged. He descended into the weeds, moving .
when he was younger. He had not yer looked full at Wash.
Then he seemed to see Wash facing him and Paused.-

“You said—" To his own ears Wash's voice sounded flat
ekl i ’s. “You said if she was a mare,
and ducklike, like a deaf man’s. “You

“Well?” Sutpen said. His eyes widened and narrowed,’l'

Wash cas

almost like 2 man’s fists flexing and shutting, as Wash began
to advance towards him, stooping 2 little. Very astonish-
ment kept Sutpen still for the moment, watching that man
whom in twenty years he had no more-known to make any
motion save at command than he had the horse which he
rode. Again his eyes narrowed and widened; without mov-
ing he seemed to rear suddenly upright, “Stand back,” he
said suddenly and sharply. “Don’t you touch me.”

“I'm going to tech you, Kernel,” Wash said in thar flat,
quiet, almost soft voice, advancing,

Sutpen raised the hand which held the riding whip; the
old Negress peered around the crazy door with her black
gargoyle face of a worn gnome. “Stand back, Wash,” Sur-
-pen said. Then he struck. The old Negress leaped down into
the weeds with the agility of a goat and fled. Sutpen slashed
Wash again across the fade with the whip, striking him to
his kinees. When Wash rose and advanced once more he
held in his hands the scythe which he had borrowed from
Sutpen three months ago and which Sutpen would never

- need again.
When he reéntered the house his granddaughter stirred

~on the pallet bed and called his name fretfully. “Whar was
that?” she said, '

“What was whar, honey?”

“That ere racket out there,” _

S "Twarn’t nothing,” he said gently. He knelt and touched
her hot forehead clumsily. “Do you want ara thing?”
T wane g sup of water,” she said querulously. “I been
laying here wanting a sup of water 2 long time, bur don't
nobody care enough to pay me no mind.”
+ “Sho now,” he said soothingly. He rose stiffly and fetched
the dipper of water and raised her head to drink and laid her
back and watched her turn to the child with an absolutely
stonelike face. But a2 moment later he saw that she was cry-
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' » he said, “I wouldn’ do that. Old
i ietly, “Now, now,” he saxd,_ ’I wou .
gi:};: say}; hit’s a right fine gal. Hit’s all I;i’ght now. Hit’s all
over now. Hit ain’t no need to cry now. 1 T he
| Bur she continued to cry quiﬂl);’ alx;xost: s;liena}lr{e:z} 1 he
in and stood uncomfortably above the pal
ii(;xsai a?ha:ilr?k?ng as he had thought when his own wife lay so
and then his daughter in turn: “Women. Hit’s a .mystr);l to
me. They seem to want em, and yit when they git er;lx t ;y
cry about hit. Hit’s 2 mystry to me. To ara man.” T t‘zl :
mrgved away and drew a chair up to the window and sa
R i on he sat at
h all that long, bright, sunny forenoon ]
th;:r \lzfzgclliwawaiting. Ngow and then he rose Endfnptqecilzg
ut hi ace su
llet. But his granddaughter slept now, her.
;}:d I::th} and wearg%, the child in the grook of her arm.dTE}en
he returned to the chair and sat again, waénng‘i :;r}o?ifr‘:ggs
why it took them so long, until he remembered tha 5
‘81}211:;; He was sitting there at mid-afternoon when a half

rown white boy came around the corner of the house upon

the body and gave a choked cry and looked up and glared

'for a mesmerized instant at Wash in the window before he -

turned and fled. Then Wash rose and tiptoed again to the

llet. -
Pa']?i:e granddaughter was awake .nWed perhaps
by the boy’s cry without hearing it. fMlﬂY‘

h »” She didn’t answer, turain ay-
}g: bu'::igxgthc fire on the hearth and cooked the food Whicg
he had brought home the day before: fatback it was, and
cold corn pone; he poured water into the stale coffee pot

1 hen he carried the
heated it. But she would not eat w |
;Illaie :3 ;erl,'so he ate himself, quietly, alone, and left the

dishes as they were and retur?eéi tohthe wmi;\;r. wodd e
eel, the men ‘

Now he seemed to sense, s ould be

gathering with horses and guns and dogs—the curious, anc

far. Not far enough

the brave; the acknowledged and chosen best among them
all to carry courage and honor and pride. Maybe if he had
gone to the war with them he would have discovered them
sooner, But if he had discovered them-sooner, whar would
he have done with his life sincep How could he have borne
to remember for five years what his life had been before?
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the vengeful: men of Sutpen’s own kind, who had made
the company about Sutpen’s table in the time when Wash
himself had yet to approach nearer to the house than the
scuppernong arbor——men who had also shown the lesser
ones how to fight in battle, who maybe also had signed
papers from the generals saying that they were among the
first of the brave, who had also galloped in the old days
arrogant and proud on the fine horses acrogs the fine planta-
tions—symbols also of admiration and hope; instruments too
of despair and grief.

. 'That was whom they would expect him to run from. It
seemed to him that he had no more to rup from than he had
to run to, If he ran, he would merely be fleeing one set of

- bragging and evil shadows for another just like them, since

they were all of a kind throughout all ‘the earth which he
knew, and he was old; too’old to flee far even if he were to

- flee. He could never escape them, no matter how much or

how far he ran: a man going on sixty could not run that

to escape beyond the boundaries of
earth where such men-lived, set the order and the rule of

‘Now it was getting toward sunset. The child had been

¢rying; when he went to the pallet he saw his granddaughter
nursing it, her face still bemused, sullen, inscrutable. “Ajr
you hungry yit?” he said. '

“T don’t want nothing.”
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“You ought to eat.” :

This time she did not answer at all, looking down at the
child. He returned to his chair and found that the sun had
set. “Hit kain’t be much longer,” he thought. He could feel
them quite near now, the curious and the vengeful. He could
even seem to hear what they were saying about him, the
undercurrent of believing beyond the immediate fury: Old
Wash Jones be come a tumble at last. He thought be had
Sutpen, but Sutpen fooled bim. He thought be bad Kernel
where be would bave to marry the gal or pay up. And
~ Kernel refused. “But 1 never expected that, Kernel!” he

cried aloud, catching himself at the sound of his own voice,
glancing quickly back to find his granddaughter watching
him

“Who you talking to now?” she said.

“Hit ain’t nothing. T was just thinking and talked{out
before I knowed hit.” .

Her face was becoming indistinct again, again a sullen blur
in the twilight. “I reckon so. I reckon you'll have to holler
louder than that before he'll hear you, up yonder at that
house. And.I reckon you'll need to do more than holler
before you get him down here t00.”

“Sho now.” he said. “Don’t you worry none.” But already

thinking was going smoothly on: “You know I never. You

know how I ain’t never expected or asked nothing from ara :

living man but what I expected from you. And I never asked

that. I didn’t think hit would need. I said, I don’t meed to.

What need bas a fellow like Wash Jones to question or
doubt the man that General Lee bimself says in a bandwrote
ticket that be was brave? Brave,” he thought. “Better if nara
one of them had never rid back home in ’65”; thinking
Better if bis kind and mine too bad mever drawn the breath
of life on this earth. Better that all awho remain of us be
blasted from the face of earth than that another Wash Jones

‘What is . . .” His hand touched her face. “What is

Wash

should see bis whole life sh o
. redded ; j

awIc_zIy like add'rz'ed shuck thrown onto f:}a?zﬁizm e shrivel

- He ceased, became still. He heard the h'. -
case . orses, sudd

and plainly; presently he saw the Jantern and the m?ver;:ri{

of ‘men, the glint of gun barrels
h;: dzd. not sur. It was quit now, and he listened ¢
ihe chcs and the sounds of underbrush) as they surrounde:‘l)
e o;):se. T he lantern itself\came o1; ] Iight fell upon the
3213132 od}; in the weeds and Stopped, the horses tzli and
above_g.e b ;r(xlan i;sce;c}gd anc:! stooped in the lantern lighe,
poove ‘_‘Jones,”y}'lé S:i d-e ‘a_pistoi; he rose and faced.the
“I'm here,” Wash said quj indos .
y'ou,'Major;” ash said quietly from the WzndQW. “That
“Come out.”
. --“Sho,” he said : s
danghone? said quiedy.”“T .l.ust Want to see to my grand-
::We’}l see to her. Come on out.”
“Sho, Major, Just a minute.”
'“gﬁow a‘}ight. Light your lamp.”

A }(l). I;: just a minute.” They could hear his voice retreat
swifdyet ou}s:a, thoukgh they could not see him as he went
o the crack in the chjmncy where he k

. - + t
i}:lui;}grhk?:fe: the one thing in his slovenly life angphofxzs
cn he took pride, since it was razor sharp. He ap-

in its moving light. Yet

Pproached the pallet, his granddaughter’s voice;

. :gho is i::? Light the Jamp, grandpaw.”
It won't need no light, honey. Hit won’t take but a

‘minute,” i i i
ute, he said, kneeling, fumbling toward her voice
bl

Wilxsgering now. “Where air you?”
Right here,” she said fretfuily.- “Where would I be?

+ s 8

Grandpaw! Grand. . . .»

A 111 o
. Jonés!” iff said,
] ! the sheriff said. “Come our of there!”
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i jor,” i he rose and
~ “In just a minute, Major,” he said. Now "
mmIr:d Jsl::iftly. He knew where in the da;i'lk the can of ke;:—t-

just as he knew that it was full, since it was no
::: ;Va;ss’ 2;0 that he had filled it at the store and hgld it
there until he got a ride home with it, smg:e }t;he ﬁl;rc bg:slilgélss
heavy. There were still coals on the hearth; ,
;:rzraze;‘;)};ﬂding itself was like tinder: the coals, Fhe hfaart;:,
the walls exploding in a single blue glare. Against it t ;
waiting men saw him in a wild instant springing tcwvar‘.(_i
them with the lifted scythe before the horses rearedbank
whirled. They checked the horses and turned them bac
toward the glare, yet stll in wild relief against it the gaunt
figure ran toward them with the lifted scythe. o
“Jones!” the sheriff shouted; “St{?!’smpf,i or Iitlrieoz;
! Jones!' Yet sull the gaunt, furious gure
g;:iisst Ithz glare and roar of the flimes. With the scythe

lifted, it bore down upon them, upon the wild glaring eyes -

of the horses and the swinging glints of gun barrels, Withbut
any cry, any sound.

Hongyr

I waikep righe through the anteroom without stopping.
Miss West says, “He’s in conference now,” but I didn’t stop.
I didn’t knock, either. They were talking and he quit and
looked up across the desk ar me.

“How much notice do you want to write me off?”

“Write you off?” he said. .

“Pm quitting,” said. “Will one day be notice enough?”

He looked at me, frog-eyed. “Isn’t our car good enough
for you to demonstrate?” he said. His hand lay on the desk,
holding the cigar. He’s gota ruby ring the size of 3 tail-light.
“You've been with us three weeks,” he says. “Not long
- enough to learn what thar word on the door means.”
- -He don’t know it, but three weeks Is pretty good; it’s
within two days of the record. And if three weeks is a record
- with him, he could have shaken hands with the new champion

without moving, : '

-~ The trouble is, T had never learned to do a
know how it was in those days,
puses full of British and French
to death it would be over before we could get in and swank
a pair of pilot’s wings ourselves, And then to get in and find
something that suited you right down to the ground, you
see.

-So after the Armistice I stayed in for a couple of years as

I said.

nything. You
with even the college cam-
uniforms, and us all scared
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