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I am Ann Rogers Clark. My blood’s flowed across this land like rivers, from sea to sea.

If ye know my name, tho’ that’s not likely, it’s on account o’ the deeds of my offspring, which were considerable. I mean the deeds were considerable. Aye, but the offspring were considerable, too. I bore ten, my first in 1750 and my last in 1773. Their father was John Clark, as solid and goodly a man as ever did eat bread.

Of my children, six were boys, and they all came up heroes, each in his own ways. There’s kinds o’ heroes, y’ understand. There’s conquering heroes, and exploring heroes, and thinking heroes, and then there’s enduring heroes. My boys were all of those. Lord ha’ mercy, what they did! That ye well know; it’s in history books.

Most men would say the fame of her sons is fame enough for a woman. Most women would say likewise. Even I, oftimes, have said ’twas enough for me.

But what I’ve done, that’s considerable, too. I bore them, and I reared them through all the croups and agues and festerations, and the putrid fevers and the tick-sicks—not a one o’ mine died a child, as many did in those days—and I made them what they were, with a little help from menfolk and tutors. And then I watched them go out one by one to battlefields and frontiers they’d likely not come back from, all over the high and low and the hither and yon of this land, where they’d tend to risk their dear fool necks against every sort o’ hazard that God, Devil, King, or Man could conjure.

That’s no inconsiderable thing, what a mother o’ heroes does.

Wherever they went, my young’uns, they went first, and showed the way, all across this continent. They took big chances and made big changes. And talkers! They could change the look o’ the world by what they said about it, and harangue men into doin’ what they’d never ha’ thought they could do. A joke and a song and a dream o’ glory, they’d say, will carry a man through the Doors o’ Hell. Some of my sons had dreams o’ glory that the others made to come true, you’ll see as you hear their story. They were all of one heart, they were made o’ flint and steel, and they were bold. Aye, it was boldness that put the name of Clark in all the history books and clear across the map o’ this land, from sea to sea. No one family wrought more change on this country than did the Clarks o’ Virginia, and they were my offspring, I’m proud to say.

What follows is the story of what we did, and how, and who we were, and why. I’ll vow there’s not a made-up yarn y’ve ever heard to compare with it.



BOOK ONE
1773–1784




1

CAROLINE COUNTY, VIRGINIA COLONY
September, 1773

MASTER BILLY CLARK, THE YOUNGEST OF THE SIX SONS, SAT in a bright, warm rectangle of September sunshine on the waxed wood floor of the nursery and played with the gray wooden horse with red saddle and wheels that his Papa had carved and painted and given to him on his third birthday. He rolled it a few inches on the floor by pulling its string, and thought about the real horses in the stable, about how they smelled and blew their noses. But most of his mind was on something far away and outside, and most often he was gazing at the sky outside the west window, seeming to listen for those songs or sounds that only a child can hear.

He saw the sunlit blur of his blond eyelashes, and heard, in the shadowy part of the room beyond his island of sunshine, the pleasant voices of his oldest sister, Annie, and his Mama, who had baby sister Frances Eleanor at her breast. The baby made wet sounds and said, “Ng, ng,” in her throat, and the women’s rocking chairs creaked.

They were talking again about that thing called Annie’s wedding, which was to be soon. Annie talked about it all the time now, with joy and fear in her voice. The boy didn’t understand much about it and was not very interested in it. But he liked the music of their voices in the room.

He was always enveloped in the voices of his family. Their voices were always around him like a comforter of many colors. Even when his Papa and his older brothers were out in the barns and fields and woods, and his sisters were elsewhere in the house, he could hear their voices, and the sounds of what they were doing, and know where they were. Right now he could hear his Papa’s deep voice outside below the window, with the murmuring voice of Cupid the skinny slave man, and the thunk, thunk of a mallet striking wood. And …

He frowned, and listened hard again for that faraway something, trying to hear through the spinning shrill of the locusts. His Mama would always say he was like a dog listening for summer thunder. Something not quite a sound, something in the sunny distance beyond the meadow gate, had at last softly troubled his inner ear, and his heartbeat sped up a little and he looked at the blue sky over the yellow-green treetops.

But he could not tell yet. He turned back to his little wooden horse. He picked it up in his right hand and with his left he reached for a large ball, a ball made of a dried, inflated pig bladder painted blue and green. He put the wheels of the wooden horse on the surface of the ball and made it roll, as if the horse were walking around the world. Then he put them down and listened hard again, now with his eyes shut so he could hear even better. His Mama and sister were still talking, and the baby was still groaning and sucking, and his Papa and the Negro were still talking and hammering down in the driveway, and the locusts were still shrilling, but now Billy knew something was coming, something out beyond the meadow gate, though he could not yet really hear it, and he was growing excited, and behind the bright orange of his sunny eyelids he began to see a remembered face, a pair of dark blue eyes like his own.

“Mama!” he said. His eyes were open wide.

Ann Rogers Clark turned to him. “Aye, son?”

“Jo jee common!”

“Say what? Georgie’s comin’? Nay, Billy, I think not. Georgie’s far, far yonder,”—she nodded toward the west—“out behind the mountains, where th’ Indians are. Y’know that.”

He shook his head and frowned. “Jo jee common,” he insisted.

“Mought be he’s right?” black-haired Annie suggested. “He always knows where we all are. Uncanny-like.”

“I know. But … No. George wouldn’t come over the mountains now. Not with harvest so close. Not if ’e grows twenty bushel o’ corn to the acre out yonder, as he claims. Though that sounds a tall tale to me.”

“But,” said Annie, “he’d come home for my wedding!”

“Sure and he might, if he knew of’t. But he doesn’t.”

The boy had abandoned his ball and horse and was standing now at the window with his little hands gripping the sill, looking and listening out over the plantation.

The only people he could see outside were his Papa and Cupid. They were inserting poles lengthwise through two hogsheads of tobacco. These poles would be axles when the barrels were pulled to market by oxen along the rolling-road.

Mrs. Clark and Annie were talking of weddings again, but the woman, bemused, was watching the boy. It was strange how he always just knew where everyone was. Now and then it proved embarrassing, as when he’d turn up brother Johnny romancing some wench or other under a haymow or in the barn loft. It was strange, that special sense of Billy’s, and it was strange about his dream

Mrs. Clark began rocking her chair again while the baby sucked. She saw how the pressure of the baby’s mouth mottled and wrinkled the tired skin of her teat. Twenty-three years she’d been bearing and nursing her children, and now one of them, her own namesake, was about to marry and begin the same great, absorbing, demanding, body-and-soul-consuming occupation. For Mrs. Clark, this was a bittersweet time. Now she returned her gaze to Annie’s flawless oval face, her wide-set brown eyes, her always-smiling mouth with its full underlip. Her beauty was ripe now. She would begin bearing within this year surely, and with the years those firm teats of hers would darken and wrinkle like these.

“Ye listen now, Annie, as I’m just about to give the very advice my own mother, rest her soul, gave me ere I married your Papa. She said to me, ‘Ann girl, your man will have you with child all the time, if y’ let him. I’ve had nine o’ you,’ she told me, ‘and I love y’all as I love my life, but if I had it to do over, I’d rest a couple o’ years between. Now, only way to keep your man off you,’ she told me, ‘is nurse your babies longer, like the Indian women do.’

“That’s what she told me, Annie, and she spoke true. A man thinks that if ye have a babe at your teat, y’re still too much in motherin’ to lay with ’im yet. A man doesn’t know much about such things, and so if he respects you at all, and I know Owen does, why, he’ll not press ye. He mought go jump on a slave woman, but he’ll leave y’ be, remember that, Annie.”

“But Mama, y’ve bore ten of us,” Annie laughed. “Didn’t ye remember her advice, or what?”

Mrs. Clark’s blue eyes looked at a corner of the ceiling and she nodded and pursed her lips. “I remembered it. After I’d had Jonathan, and then Georgie right away after him, why, me-thought I’d nurse Georgie a long spell and get some respite from that man stuff. I mean, bearing children’s a fine thing, most important thing a body can do, I suppose, and what our Dear Lord fit us out to do, but after two, why, the marvel of it’d wore off, and I remembered your Grandmama’s advice, and I thought t’ try it. But … Well, it would ha’ worked, I reckon, ’cept I couldn’t go through with it. I’d see your Papa was a-wantin’, lusty man that he is, and I’d feel guilty like some sham dodger, not worthy o’ good John Clark.

“And, too—Damnation, girl, I’ll just out an’ say it: When John wanted me, I wanted John. And so I weaned little Georgie.”

Annie clapped her hands and laughed, red-faced. “Oh, Mama!”

“And so ’twas, by the very next year, ’54 that was, you came along, my darlin’, our first girl, and John honored me by naming you after me. And a blessing y’ve been every day o’ those eighteen years since. So, I guess—”

A gunshot echoed out of the woods.

“KSH!” Billy imitated it, pointing a finger. “Eddie shoot tokey!” Then he turned his gaze back toward the road, down beyond the meadow.

“See?” said the girl. “He always knows.”

“Aye. And indeed Edmund will have a turkey, by Heaven. He never misses.”

“You were but fourteen when y’ married Papa, weren’t you?” said Annie, turning back to marriage talk, her heart’s main concern.

Mrs. Clark put the baby girl on her shoulder and patted her back. “Fourteen. Aye, I’ve been raisin’ children far longer than I ever was one myself. Yes, m’ darlin’, I’m tired and half broken down by children now. But what better could I ha’ been doing, I always say, than bringin’ you ten wonders into this world? If pride’s a sin, then I’m a sinner. And, then, our Good Lord loads us only with such burdens as he created us fit to carry. I …”

She looked at Billy, who still gripped the windowsill, gripped it hard, his sturdy little body poised like a question mark, his copper-red hair ablaze with sunlight. What on earth has got ahold of him? she wondered.

“You’re not a bit broke down!” Annie was protesting. “You’re the most beauteous Mama in Caroline County, nay, in all Virginia, you are.” That was an accepted truth, but one that always made Mrs. Clark snort. She snorted.

“If beauty’s what keeps a man jumpin’ on ye, I’d as soon have been homely as ham,” she grumbled. But then her face diffused with a golden smile that meant she’d been jesting. “Y’re a kind girl, Annie, and kindness is the best of all your beauty. Thankee for your loving words.”

Billy now was flexing his knees and glancing frantically toward his mother, then back out the window. He gave a curious little hop of excitement and cried: “Jo jee common, Mama! He is!”

And then they heard it, faint, far down the Fredericksburg Road, a voice raised in an Indian yodel, and a moment later it came louder, and they rose a little in their chairs, feeling shivery around their necks and shoulders, and after a while they could hear hooves beating up the dirt road from the meadow gate, and Mrs. Clark’s heartbeat quickened. Feet were thudding on the floors downstairs, all going outdoors, and girls’ voices were exclaiming, and when Billy darted away from the nursery window and down the stairs, Mrs. Clark rose with the baby on her shoulder and looked out the window down the road between the rows of oaks. She saw her son Johnny in shirtsleeves and brown breeches sprinting down the driveway yelling, “Well, hey! Well, HEY!” and saw a drift of dust coming among the trees. And then a horse and rider burst into view at the end of the rail fence, the horse a sweat-stained roan, the rider dressed in pale deerskins, now howling the name of Johnny, who stood in the horse’s way poised to spring, his left arm raised and crooked.

“By heavens, Annie, it is George!” He was dressed as usual like a red savage, and coming at full gallop now he leaned out and hooked his left arm in Johnny’s as he rode past him, yanking him off the ground and swinging him up behind the saddle, that old daredevil trick of theirs. And now the lathered horse with both of them on its back came skidding to a rump-down halt below the nursery window in a billow of dust, as the family swarmed laughing and whooping to welcome George home from the frontier, their surveyor, their backwoods adventurer, their Seldom-Seen, as John Clark often called him. Every time he came back it was a surprise and a commotion. Every time. Mrs. Clark carried the baby girl and hurried down the staircase, smiling, tears in her eyes. He was her secret special lad, George was, the first one born with red hair and the look of her Rogers family about him, and she thanked God he was home safe once more after a long, fearful unknowing.

He looked ever more like an Indian as he strode in the front door with a rapturous, wild-eyed, squealing little Billy on his shoulders and all the rest reaching to touch him and crying greetings to him. She noticed that these were no crude rawhide garments he’d made himself, such as he’d worn on previous homecomings, but fine, neat doeskin things, tunic and loincloth and leggings, tanned soft as velvet and decorated with fringes and thrums, colored beads and quills. “Aha,” his father was telling him, in a joshing tone but looking somewhat pained, “ye’ve got yourself a squaw out yonder.” George just laughed at that, neither affirming nor denying it.

“Hey, Mama,” he said in a deep and tender tone when he saw her in the hall, and he drew her close in his right arm to kiss her forehead and the red hair over her ear. He smelled of woodsmoke, horse sweat, and something like a wild animal musk. He looked down at the baby in her arms, at the swirl of thick, nearly black hair, at the dark brows and long lashes. “Now here’s a Clark I’ve not met yet,” George said. “She looks like you, Pa. A Clark and it rhymes with dark.” Mr. Clark chuckled at that old litany of the family phenomenon; they had alternated like that with but one exception, the ten children: Jonathan the firstborn had been dark like his father, then George red-haired like his mother; then Annie dark, Johnny redheaded, Richard dark, Edmund a redhead. Then Lucy had broken the pattern for the moment, and was the only red-haired girl of the clan. Then Elizabeth, dark-tressed, and redheaded Billy, and now this black-haired lastborn. But even the dark-haired ones were tinged by the Rogers coloring; in sunlight their hair was highlighted copper-red. And their complexions were fair and lightly freckled. For there had been Rogers blood not far back in the Clark family, too. Ann Rogers Clark’s husband John was in fact one of her cousins, which to her meant that the bold blood of the Rogerses had flowed two ways into her offspring.

This George, though! To her he was the quintessential Rogers, like her beloved father and brothers: an adventurer, a soul-swaying talker, a man born to stir up the world. She stood back now amid the clamor of her children and looked him in the face to see if the past year in the wilderness had changed him. There was still that imp’s smile, the dimpled cheeks, the piercing dark blue eyes, the hawk-sharpness of his long nose, and that square chin. His face was brown as cordovan now, and his red hair and eyebrows, usually the color of an Irish setter’s coat, were sunbleached light as straw. But there was something deeper in his merry eyes now, some new sad knowing, as if he had learned something important in this past year, his twentieth year. She’d know what it was ere long; he’d let it out as he talked.

And there astride his shoulders was Billy, who worshipped him and dreamed of him though he’d only seen him three or four days of his life, Billy who was a replica of the George of seventeen years ago.

“Well,” she said at last, and her eyes traveled over his elegant leather garb, “if y’ do have a squaw, bring her here to sew for your family, eh? For she plies a neater needle than any of us!”

“No squaw, you two! Ha, ha! Put that out o’ your heads. But listen, I’ve been with a Mingo family. No finer a people. Wait till I tell you of Chief Logan. Hey! I’ve a thousand tales to tell and but just a few days to tell ’em in! Now, say! Lookahere! What’s this varmint a-crawlin’ on my shoulders? Is it a coon, or a catamount, or what?” Billy went into gales of tickled laughter as George hoisted him off his shoulders toward the ceiling and then lowered him to the floor. The boy immediately grabbed his Indian belt and proceeded to climb back up.

“What sayee: just a few days?” exclaimed John Clark. “You’re going right back out?”

“I’m comin’ to the capital to plat out some lands I’ve surveyed, is all. Got to get back to harvest.”

“But Annie’s bein’ wed next month. Surely y’ll stay.”

“Is she now! Are ye now?” he cried, turning to find her in the mob and cupping her flushed cheeks in the palms of his hands. “And who’s the man? Is it Owen Gwathmey?”

“Aye,” Annie said, her brown eyes overflowing anew at the wonder of her betrothal. “Owen,” she gasped.

“Well, by my eyes! You’re smart, Annie! A hundred rakehells and dandies after you, but y’ chose one sound man! He’ll take care o’ you well, that one will! I admire Owen; he’s a brick!” Now he turned to a tall youth beside him. “Dick! Hey, youngster, you’re horny-handed now. Is Pa workin’ ye hard?”

“By heaven, he is! Like a field slave,” Dickie laughed. He was thirteen, erect, big-footed and rawboned. His dark hair was lank with sweat. He had run in from the fields.

“And where’s Eddie? Hullo! Here he comes!” Edmund ran stomping through the front door, red forelock flying, a long rifle in one hand, a turkey slung over his shoulder dribbling blood, its head shot off. Edmund was eleven. He flung down his bird and leaned his gun against the wainscot, then pressed in among his brothers and sisters to give George a shy hello and hug. “Hey, now, Eddie, that’s the hard way to shoot a turkey. I’ll have to have a match with you! Can’t let you outdo me, now, can I? Aha! Lucy up there! How’s my favorite redheaded sistereen, any-hoo?” She had bounded halfway up the stairs to get up where she could look at George over the heads of the others. She was eight, a blur of red curls and big freckles. She held a hand out over the bannister and grinned, showing him a homemade rock sling and a gap where her front teeth had been. George recoiled in mock astonishment. “By Jove! What’d ye do, shoot yourself in the mouth?” They all roared with laughter, and she squirmed and licked her mouth corners in delight and embarrassment.

They had been moving slowly along with him in the hallway toward the sideboard where the decanters sat. Billy was back up on him now, sitting on his left arm, while grave, milky-skinned little Elizabeth, five years old and demure, held his right sleeve and trailed along, waist-high in the press of tall people.

John Clark bustled happily ahead of his brood, his body thick and hard as an oak trunk, grinning yellow-toothed, his dark hair grizzled at the temples and queued in back, his face handsome, kindly, etched with smile lines and rugged as a rock cliff. He reached for a decanter and set out five crystal glasses. “Brandy from Burk’s peaches, remember?” he said, and poured for himself, George, Dickie, Johnny and Edmund. The five clinked their glasses together. It was their tradition that a son could join in toasts after his tenth birthday. Annie poured sherry for herself and her mother.

“To homecoming, our beloved son, with thanks to the Supreme Director of All Things for your safety.”

“Homecoming and thanksgiving,” George said, and they drained their drams. “Now,” George said, turning to them with a brilliant smile, like an actor to his audience, “God love us all, let’s eat and catch each other up on all the news o’ the year! What’s our new Royal Governor like, Pa? I hear he’s locked horns already a few times with the House o’ Burgesses.”

“A King’s man to the marrow, Dunmore is,” growled John Clark. “Packed the Court with Tories, and no one’s happy with ’im.”

“Lucy,” said Mrs. Clark, “run tell Rose to fetch Master George a roast, to hold him till supper.” The girl leaped down the stairs with a flash of petticoats and ran out to the kitchen house bawling for the cook in a tomboyish voice.

“I hear talk of a patriot committee in the House,” George was saying. “D’ye know much about it?”

“Aye. We’ll talk of ’t after a bit, though,” John Clark said. “Kings’ politics and tyranny are no fit subjects for children’s ears.”

“Indeed not,” said Mrs. Clark, drawing back the corner of her mouth in a rueful half-smile. “They’d rather hear you tell of scalpin’ and flayin’ Indians, and an explanation why y’ve still got your own hair on your head.”

“Aye, George,” Edmund exclaimed. “Ha’ ye kilt any savages yet?”

“Oh, the contrary! I hate to disappoint ye, Brother, but of late, Indians been my best friends. Listen, I’ll tell of a kinship a hundred times more interesting than fighting!” At these words, his mother’s blue eyes looked deep into his. She did not smile, but there was a softening, an easing, of the fine careworn lines in her face.

The Clark house was large and the central hall was wide and long, but it was growing very crowded now. Black faces peered in through the family circle as servants edged closer to see this wild man back from the far fearsome places, this big-voiced wild man whom one or two of the older women could remember rocking to sleep or wetnursing, twenty years ago.

“Jo jee,” young Billy had been imploring softly, over and over, as he sat on his brother’s arm. “Jo jee?”

“Aye, Billy?” George answered when, for a moment, no one else was talking.

“Jo jee, I dream bout you wif Indians.”

“Did y’ now, Billy? When? Last night?”

Billy shook his head slowly, red mouth open, wide blue eyes full of wonder and love. “Ev’y time I go to sweep.”

There was a murmur all around.

“It’s true,” Mrs. Clark said, gently rocking the baby girl in her arms and looking at Billy. “Every night he dreams, sometimes he calls out, and every morning he tells me what he dreamed of you. Y’ mought be far away, George, but all th’ same you’re always here. That lad is, well, he’s like a piece o’ your soul that y’ didn’t take along when you left home. He’s uncanny about you.”

George looked into the eyes of the little brother on his arm, this little stranger about whom he’d just heard such a thing, looked at him thoughtfully, gravely. Then he jounced him up and down and grinned to make him grin. “Is that so?” he exclaimed. “Why, I’d ha’ thought ’e was just a plain old catamount, but one that climbs people ’stead o’ trees!”

And the happy uproar resumed.

TWENTY CANDLES BURNED IN THE DINING ROOM THAT EXTRAVAGANT evening. Their warm light gleamed on waxed-oak window casings and chair rails, and glinted off pewter serving dishes. A portrait of Queen Caroline, after whom the county was named, some mediocre colonial painter’s copy of an elegant original, stared woodenly from above the sideboard toward the long dining table where all the Clarks, except Jonathan, the eldest son, sat together joking and laughing over the feast. John Clark was at the head of the table and George at the foot. Edmund’s turkey was the main course; beside it sat a huge game pot pie with flaky crust, all its meats—squirrel, rabbit, venison, and boar—also furnished lately by Edmund’s unerring rifle. Platters of honeyed squash and glazed carrots, turnips and snap beans, steamed alongside, and heaps of popovers stood folded in napkins on the buffet. Rose the cook and her daughters kept coming in from the kitchen house with replenishments. Everyone had things to tell, except infant Frances Eleanor, who could not talk yet but laughed when others did. She had been brought down and propped in a mammy bench near the table so that even she, at eight months, would be here to enjoy the presence of her Seldom-Seen brother.

“Jonathan’s risen in the world since last you were home,” said John Clark. “He’s moved to Woodstock, in Dunmore County, where he’s Deputy Clerk o’ County.”

“Ah, is he now,” said George. “I wrote to him at Spotsylvania Courthouse; hope they passed it along to him. Dunmore, eh? The Governor’s already named a county after himself? Woodstock. Isn’t that by Shenandoah? That’s splendid country, by Heaven. Eh, well! Deputy Clerk! Old Jonathan’s got a practical head on ’im, as we all know.” He chewed a mouthful of rabbit and pointed his knife at the turkey. “Give me the little bubs o’ meat off the back, Pa, if you can dig ’em out for me. That’s the best part of a turkey, to my mind. Aye, Jonathan the Scholar! How clear I recollect those dreary days at Parson Robertson’s school—how is old Uncle Donald, by th’ bye? Well? Good—and how, once or twice every day, at the least once or twice, he’d remind me what a bad pupil I was, compared with Brother Jonathan. Ha, ha! Jonathan was a proper scholar, he was! He could memorize other men’s dull words by th’ mile, that’s what Brother Jonathan could do so well, and that’s what made a scholar, in Parson Robertson’s view. I couldn’t do it, but Jonathan could. No wonder he’s a Deputy Clerk already. As for me, God be praised! I’m a legend at the Parson’s school, isn’t that what they say? Worst pupil ever? Ha, ha!”

“He refunded me your tuition, George. Said he couldn’t take my money for such a lost cause as you.”

“Ha, ha, ha! He’s a legend too, isn’t he? A Scotchman who refunded some money! Well, he sure made Jonathan bookish enough, anyhow. Ye got your tuition’s worth on him, Pa.”

“Indeed. Always in a book, he was. One day when he was a-readin’, I told him to go hitch up the carriage, and I swear he did it without once taking his nose out o’ that book! How can a body hitch up a horse and carriage without seeing either one, I ask?”

They all laughed. That was their favorite story about Jonathan.

“I know just what book that was, too,” George said. “It was Montesquieu’s Spirit of Laws. I recall a day when I sat in that classroom with that bedamned tome open on my desk. I read that blamed first page twenty times, and I couldn’t tell Parson one hint o’ what it said! O’ course that earned me another lecture on what a good scholar Jonathan’d been. Ha, ha! But now look at us. Old Jonathan’s sitting in his clerk’s office, with pigeonholes full o’ deeds an’ all, and getting his wages for pokin’ ’round in dusty paper, but me, no scholar at all, I’m a-layin’ out land, and makin’ farms out o’ wilderness to sell to newcomers, and by Heaven, Pa, I’m worth twenty thousand pounds sterling in land if he’s worth five in cash, that smart scholar! Did I tell ye, Pa, that Higgins sold me his share of our place out on Grave Creek, the one you came and saw? And already I’ve had three generous offers on it, from gents comin’ down the Ohio. And hear this! I’ve engrossed land with a salt lick for ye. It’ll make y’ rich. Pa, I’ll say it again, that you’ve got to come out, move out and stay. Our fortune’s in Kaintuck. Virginia soil’s exhausted from growin’ tobacco, y’ know that. I pray y’ll bring the family out. We’ll be that country’s first and foremost family, I swear it. We’ll be in Kaintuck what Jeffersons are in Albemarle!”

“Egod, George, how you can talk!” exclaimed John Clark, shaking his head. “I’m ready to mount up and ride!”

“Ye saw the land! You know how fine it is!”

John Clark groaned. “Must you tempt me by speakin’ on’t?”

Sisters and brothers were turning their heads back and forth from one end of the table to the other. It was hard for anyone else to get a word said when George and his father were talking about Kaintuck. John Clark went on: “Aye, it’s fine. Never have I seen such soil. But son, things are all in question in this colony now, with King George and his acts, and a man dares not move till he knows what’s to come next. By what Parliament says, anyone west o’ the mountains is an outlaw, and what good’s the land claim of an outlaw? Ye say you’re worth twenty thousand quid in land out there? But the King forbids ye even being out there. How smart is that, I ask? My grant here’s secure, I know it. What sort o’ father would I be, taking my family out to dubious land? And where the red Indian still prevails, I might add? Aye, son, I saw the land in that valley, and I can’t get the picture of it out o’ my head, nor forget the feel of it ’twixt my fingers, any more than you can. Someday we’ll come. Not yet awhile. Here in the Old Dominion at least, I know where I stand. And a man with this size a family has to know where he stands.”

“Let’s talk about my wedding,” Annie exclaimed. “If we’re to talk o’ something important to this family, let’s talk o’ what happens next month, on the twentieth of October! Who cares about some forest, out on the Ohio River, I mean, except the Indians who live there?”

“Right!” cried George. “Your wedding! I want to know about it! Who comes? Who’s the music, I’d like to know? By Heaven, I’d like to know about this shivaree!”

“No, huh uh,” Billy exclaimed. “Talk bout Jo jee wif Indians! Pwease!”

“After a bit, Billy,” his mother said. “Hush now. The wedding’s important, and Georgie wants to hear about it, don’t ye, son?”

“You heard me say so. Billy, after a while I’ll tell ye of the greatest Indian I ever saw, but first we hear of the wedding. Is that fair?”

Billy nodded. Anything George wanted was what should be.

“Fiddlers and pipers,” John Clark said. “Mr. Henry’s bringing ’em up from his father-in-law’s public house. That’s the music.”

“Ah! Mister Henry’ll be here? I wish I could stay. I’d like to talk to that gadfly!” Patrick Henry was the Clark family’s lawyer. In the House of Burgesses he was a constant scold against King George’s policies, and his name was known out on the frontier, where disrespect for authority was esteemed.

“No, now,” Annie interjected. “We’re talking about my wedding, not about politics, remember?”

John Clark laughed heartily. He was relieved to be back on the topic of the upcoming event. He always got unsettled when George urged him to move the family west. Ever since George had taken him on a tour of that country two years ago, he had wanted to go to Kaintuck so badly he could taste it, but the day-by-day business of running a plantation had kept him tied down in Old Virginia, and he was comfortable here when he wasn’t being prodded to uproot. Now the prospect of his daughter’s marriage to a scion of an old family was comforting, like an anchor.

“Will Jonathan be down for the event?” George asked.

“Sure he will,” said Mr. Clark. “I’ve writ to ’im, and I’ll write again and tell him you’re here.”

“Ah, but y’ heard, Pa, I told you I can’t stay. I would fondly love to, but I can’t. Sorry, Annie.”

“Well, y’re never here for anything else. So how should I hope y’d be here for the main time o’ my life?” she accused.

“Annie,” Mrs. Clark said sharply.

Sometimes the family felt that George had forsaken them. With his energy, imposing looks, and golden tongue, he reasonably could have become a lion amidst the Tidewater gentry. He could have married into the Pendletons or Lees or Hancocks, gone into the legislature, grown fat and prosperous, and occupied himself, as most of the gentry did, in being English-like. Many a daughter of the plantation aristocracy had had a coy eye on him. But George had not deemed himself precious, and instead had chosen that dangerous and comfortless world out beyond the mountains of his boyhood dreams, leaving his peers to their balls and minuets, their cards and fox hunts and social rivalries, and their fine-horse breeding and their mating games, both of which they conducted in much the same way. He had gone to be a land finder, a phantom of the woods, and a consort of savages, and thus had deprived his neighbors and his family of himself, it sometimes seemed to them.

But in a way, distance had made him closer and more dear to them. Because of the hazards of the wilderness, real and imagined, he was always in their prayers. And whenever he came home, he found himself ever more of a prized curiosity, a storyteller, a voice of boundless optimism. For John and Ann Rogers Clark themselves knew and loved the frontier. They had in fact started their marriage as pioneer homesteaders, out in remote Albemarle County, in the shadow of the Blue Ridge. They had carved an estate out of the forest there, in seven happy, hard years, and their first four children had been born out there, in a log house that John Clark had built with his own hands and tools. Only the terrorism of the French and Indian War had finally driven them back to the Tidewater, in 1757, for the sake of their children’s safety. John and Ann Rogers Clark still felt the pull of western horizons, tied though they were now to this lowland plantation. In a way, George was dwelling where their hearts dwelt, and they were still free and young through him.

“Reverend Archibald Dick will say the vows,” Mrs. Clark said. “And we’ve sent word for the old Albemarle neighbors to come, those who’ll think it worth the journey.” She smiled a sly smile. “Meseems a few o’ those earthy folk ought to leaven the spirit o’ the occasion, mixed in with the gentility hereabouts.”

George grinned and winked at her. “That, I wish I could see. Say, maybe I should send some of those ring-tailed river rats and bear-biters from Red Stone Fort back here as I go through. Give them a dram o’ corn and they’ll whump you up a wedding celebration fit for th’ history books!”

“George,” said Annie, drawing out his name, hardening her eyelids and pointing a threatening finger at him, “ye do any such a thing and I’ll disown you. My wedding’s going to be good and proper, marked by good manners and politeness all ’round.”

He leaned back and tilted his head. “In faith, girl! If it’s that sort o’ weddin’ y’ want, a tame one, well, why d’ye keep askin’ me t’be here for it?”

“Jo jee! Jo jee!” Billy called through the laughter. “Tell me bout wiver wats an’ bear-biters! Pwease!”

“Hey, yes! I promised you a yarn, didn’t I, young man? I promised to tell you about the finest Indian chief of all. River rats and bear-biters some other time. This is a better story!”

Billy scooted low in his chair and put his hands between his thighs and scrunched his neck protectively down between his shoulders and shivered once, his mouth hanging open. He glanced once at his mother and father to reassure himself of their nearness and then waited to hear the wonders. The rest fell still and watched George’s mouth as he paused to form the opening words to his tale. Edmund, Dick, and Johnny, though hunters and farmers on a man’s scale, were now open-faced boys; Lucy was squirming, and Elizabeth silently slid down from her chair to go and stand by her mother’s skirt. Even the parents were expressionless now. All faces were cleared of whatever had been in them, ready to receive. Beyond the doors of the bright room, dark shapes moved and yellow eyes gleamed; even the Negroes were listening. George raised a big, long-fingered hand and made his eyes look wild. Then he began, in a voice deep and dark as a cave.

“Oftimes, out there in that country, ye’ll think you’re alone, all, all, alone, but y’re not! You’re always bein’ watched!”

Billy shivered and scooted so far down in his chair that only his eyes showed above the edge of the table.

“It was like that, the first day I met Tah-gah-JU-tay, the great MING—o.” He put a deep resonance on the syllables of the strange Indian words, making them sound most savage and ominous. Mrs. Clark bit her lips to keep from smiling. She was hearing her own storytelling style, pauses and intonations. George had learned yarn-spinning from her bedtime stories of long ago.

“It was a perfect fall day,” he went on, lightening his tone and making a panoramic sweep with both hands, his sleeve fringes swaying hypnotically. “Yellow meadows and fallen leaves all warm with a hazy sun. Ripe berries and wild grapes everywhere. Y’ know the kind of a day.

“I was on a great, sunny meadow, overlooking a curve of the mighty O-HI-o, with my compass and chain and notebook, a-layin’ out terrain. I didn’t suspect there was a human soul inside a hundred miles! It was so still! All I’d hear was that rustle, rustle, when a breeze goes through dry leaves. Or now and then, tht! tht! a walnut or acorn fell. Sometimes I’d hear squirrels’ feet rustlin’ in the leaves—leastways, I thought they were—and once in a while:

“FFFTHTHTHTHRRRRR!” He startled them almost out of their chairs, and in the pantry someone gasped and dropped something. “… I’d flush a quail.”

“Oooey,” breathed Edmund. “That sounded so real my trigger finger twitched.” George barely managed not to laugh at Edmund’s remark, biting inside his cheek to keep a serious face.

“Shhh!” said Annie, who seemed now to have forgotten even her wedding.

“So there I was,” George continued, “in all that space and quiet, just workin’, concentrating, as ye have to do when you’re surveying. I’d poke that old maple Jacob’s staff in the ground, and I’d put my brass compass atop it, tighten down th’ thumbscrew. Y’ know how brass’ll shine in the sun. I love that. Then I’d sight along to a spot, then I’d pace out, payin’ out those thirty-three feet o’ chain, and stake down the end.” They could see him doing it, all that complicated calculating and measuring. “And an interesting notion occurred to me just then,” he went on, “that these brass and wood instruments o’ mine were tools, tools, mind ye, for imposin’ a humanly order onto th’ wilderness! That was what I was doin’ out there, all alone, all, all alone—or so I thought—there where no white man ever stood before, why, I was doin’ the very, very first bit o’ civilizing on that wild land.” His mother looked at his father, and they nodded. They doubted that much of this notion was registering with the smaller children, but they knew their son George had a far deeper mind than Parson Robertson had ever suspected. “But all that while,” George continued, raising a cautionary forefinger, “I was gettin’ farther and farther away from my rifle. That rifle o’ mine … Well, ye live by your rifle out yonder, y’ understand. It leaned up against a tree trunk, where I’d put it, as you never lay your rifle on th’ ground, eh, Eddie? And I was getting farther and farther from it, as y’ can’t help doin’ when you pay out chain. Now and then I’d cast an eye back at that rifle, and I remember thinkin’ once, it’s shiny metal and maplewood, too, like my surveying instruments, and the thought hit me, why, it’s another tool for putting order on the wilds.”

Johnny, the family’s poet, nodded at this apt phrase.

“Well, I had just been thinking that peculiar thought,” George went on, “out there in that place where I thought me a hundred miles from any livin’ soul, when all of a sudden—” He lowered his voice to a chilling whisper: “I felt a … presence!”

Billy emitted a shivery moan and Elizabeth curled her fist in her mother’s skirt.

“Aye! Know, how your back’ll draw up and the hair’ll raise on th’ back o’ your neck? When you feel … eyes on ye? Eh! I’ll tell y’ this, old family: Out yonder, y’ have to be keen to that feelin’, heed it and trust it quick, ere it’s too late, elsewise it might be the very last thing y’ll ever feel!

“And I, well, I was so far from my rifle by then, methought I’d felt the feelin’ too late. Too late!” he hissed.

Annie now had her palm on her throat and was swallowing with terror. Dickie’s mouth was hanging open. George went on:

“I turned, sloooowwwly, my eyeballs goin’ like this. And I started edging as sly as I could toward that tree where my rifle stood. But alas! Before I was one pace toward it, I saw him in the corner of my eye! Lord, a jolt o’ cold poured down me like I’d stepped under a waterfall in January! There, no more than six steps from me—somehow he’d got that close to me, stealthy as a sunbeam—stood this huge, armed Indian!”

Billy, seeing in his mind’s eye an Indian with huge arms, was starting to pull the tablecloth toward his mouth. His mother reached and pried his clenched hand off the linen and held it in her own.

“Well, old family, was I ever in a pickle! That savage had a musket on his arm and could ha’ shot me ’fore I’d got halfway to my gun! All’s I could do was look at him over my left shoulder, and that’s what I did, I looked at him over my left shoulder for a long spell, seemed like unto an hour, though I know it was four seconds or so. But never had I seen such an Indian! And he was starin’ straight at me! Y’ want to know what he looked like? Why, he was tall as me, at least, a hand over six feet, I’d say. His face looked as if ’twas cast bronze, and he was still as a statue. Eyes black and steady-blazin’. It was those eyes I’d felt on my back, and no wonder, either! Well, he had big chest muscles, and these braids of long, shiny black hair that hung down over his chest. And he had a band round his head with so many eagle feathers sticking up that his head looked like a shuttlecock. He had a red blanket over one shoulder, like those Roman senators y’ see with their togas, in the history book. And he had a big necklace on, made o’ bear claws, and panther teeth, and porkypine quills, and another made o’ bangles o’ pure beaten silver! But most of his decoration was knives and pistols and tomahawks, that stuck out all over ’im!

“And that, old family, that was the first I ever saw of Tah-gah-JU-tay, great chief of the MING-oes!” George now sank back in his chair and stopped, hands on thighs and elbows akimbo, and looked around at his stricken audience. The servants had crept out of the shadows now and stood in the lighted doorways, some hugging each other, all looking at George’s mouth.

“But, but,” Lucy began stammering, “what happened?”

“What happened? You ask what happened! Why, what does a warlike savage chief do, when he’s got a careless white man caught like that, cornered thirty yards from his gun? What does he do? You’ve heard all the tales; tell me!”

“Kills you an’ cuts your hair off! And bites your eyes out,” she said, adding one shocking embellishment from the horrors of her own imagination.

“Right you are, sister! And so that’s what he did to me, then and there!”

“Aw, no,” Dickie howled, clapping his hand on top of his head. “How dare y’ make a joke out of a good story!”

“What! I’d never do that!” cried George. “He didn’t kill me at all! What sayee, Betty?” The child had her hand up.

Elizabeth worked her rosebud of a mouth, then said in a tiny voice, “’Cause you came home.”

“So I did! And here I am, little lassie, hardly dead at all. And what say you, Johnny?’

“Besides, you told us already that the Mingo chief was your best friend,” this handsome lad reminded him smugly.

“That’s so right, aye, Johnny! That’s what comes o’ good listening’! You all hear that? Don’t just listen to the yarn a man’s tellin’, listen to everything he says.”

“That’s mean, George,” Annie said with saucy indignation. “It’s bad to end a story with a catch trick.”

“It would be, aye. But I’m not endin’ the story yet. The best part’s now. Listen:

“I knew, by the fact that I was still alive, that this mighty savage wasn’t hostile. So I turned to face him straight on, and he looked me over good. And all at once he smiled, as bright a smile as your own, Annie, and he raised up his right palm like this, and he said in better King’s English than Parson Robertson’s even,”—George’s parents chuckled; Donald Robertson’s native Scotch brogue was so thick even after twenty years in the colony that he was sometimes nearly incomprehensible—“that chief said to me, ‘You are a Virginian. You make a house on the creek by the graves.’ And I showed him my hand, and I said, ‘That’s so.’ Well, then he came over and took my hand just like a gentleman would, and said, just as plain, ‘I am Tah-gah-ju-tay. Your people call me Logan, and they know me as their friend.’ Well, I’d heard aplenty about this Logan, back at Fort Pitt, and I was tickled it was Logan instead o’ some unprincipled Shawnee that I’d have to watch out o’ the back o’ my head. So I told him my name, and we walked over to a tree and sat down in the sun to smoke together. I had some tobacco, and he mixed it with some dried leaves and bark and seeds he shook out of a decorated bag. They call that mixture kinnickinnick, boys, and when you smoke it the hands on your watch stop moving and your fingers feel fuzzy, and your head becomes one big eye so’s you can see the whole world. Try some, if y’ ever get the chance.

“Well, we talked that whole afternoon away, that Logan and I did, and I came to understand more in those hours than I ever did in a week at a school, or even more than Dr. Mason taught me at Gunston Hall. That Indian’s mind is like, well, like ye said Peter Jefferson’s was. Or like Grandpapa Rogers … aye, I was minded o’ him. And I’ve learned a lot more since, going and staying at his camp. But here’s what I remember best, and I swear I can remember it just about word for word, maybe because o’ that kinnickinnick. Maybe if Parson Robertson had smoked that stuff with us, I’d ha’ been able to memorize the way Jonathan could. Ha, ha! But here’s what Logan said, anyways, and here’s how he said it:

“He pointed at my survey tools there in the meadow, and he said, ‘George Rogers Clark, you are drawing your unseen lines on the land. Such is the way of Virginians, and Logan is sad.’ And he said, ‘I, Logan, am the brother of all white men. Once I thought to go live among whites, and have my people in their schools. I tell my red brothers to keep peace with white men and learn their useful things. But my red brothers tell me now that they cannot do this if the Virginians keep coming to draw lines on the land and put families here. Your boats now go far down this river and take families to the Cain-tuck-ee. There they drive the game from the sacred hunting ground, where it is decreed that no tribe may live but all may hunt.’

“Then I told Logan that we need those places, because there are too many people east of the mountains, and they need to find new room to live in. And he said to me:

“‘The red man too needs room to live in. But he does not come in with his tools to draw lines on it and take pieces of it from the Great Spirit who owns it. Logan is sad because the way of the white man and the way of the red man cannot be, in the same world.’ So I pointed west and told him there was land without measure, room for both peoples. But he said, no, there is room for all the red people or all the white people, but the truth is there is not room for both. He told me he was saying that not in anger but in sadness.

“Well, I thought then of something we’ve heard Tom Jefferson say: that someday the Indians could take up our ways and live amongst us, and enjoy English thought and comfort. And I looked aside at that fine Mingo, and I saw him in my mind’s eye all done up in a jackcoat and white breeches, pumps and a powdered wig, counting coins and dancing minuets. And by God, it was a notion so outrageous pitiful I was ashamed to ha’ thought it! I knew then why it was true what he said, and why it was so sad. I could see, bright as brass in sunshine, that it’s a problem without a peaceable end. And that made me as sad as he was.

“So then I said to him, ‘Tah-gah-ju-tay, all I can do then is pray that when there is finally no more room, you and I at least will be too old to fight each other.’ And he said he wished likewise, but had little hope, for he thought it would be soon.”

“Oh, my,” Mrs. Clark murmured. Her eyelids were glinting with tears. Now she knew what she had seen in George’s eyes in the hallway that afternoon. All the children looked at her, then back at George. He knew he was no child’s storyteller for this moment, and he wondered whether this could mean anything at all to the younger ones. Surely not to Billy, who was still wide-eyed and tense, as if he expected the Indian in George’s story to throw down his pipe suddenly and leap up with a tomahawk in his hand.

“And so that’s what we had to say on that,” George said. “Then after that, why, the chief smiled like as if to cheer us both up, and said he wanted me to come to live awhile in his camp, because he thought I was one of the good ones of my people. I told him I would, and he said, ‘While you live with me, you will explain how you reckon the unseen lines you draw on the land, and how they can have force even though they do not exist after you take your tools away.’ Good question, isn’t it, Pa? Makes a body ponder, eh? Then this Logan got a little mockery look, and said to me, he said, ‘Wolves and dogs raise a leg to squirt on the ground, and they say, “This land is mine.” But other creatures do not care for those squirts. If that is what you do with your tools there, the red man might be like the other creatures who do not mind the squirts of wolves and dogs.’ That’s what Logan said. That’s no dumb savage, Pa, is it? I’d say that’s a man who sees even farther than a County Clerk.”

John Clark nodded. He felt, strangely, almost jealous of his son’s admiration for the fatherly savage.

“Well,” George went on, “it made me laugh, it was so apt. And Logan laughed too, and told me he’d take me someday to the mouth of the Ka-na-wha River and show me something that would prove what he said. So one day last spring we went, in a canoe. It’s right far down the Ohio, took us days to reach it. All this way we went, just so he could teach me something. Well, there at the mouth of the Ka-na-wha, it’s a fine spot there, good site for a town someday. Logan led me to a big boulder, just about hid in tree roots and bushes. There was a lead tablet fixed on the rock, and there was writing on it. The language was French. I made out what I could of it, which was precious little, me being the kind of scholar I was. But Logan translated it for me. There was a date: 18 August, 1749, it was.”

John and Ann Rogers Clark looked quickly at one another and smiled. “The year we were wed,” she said. John Clark nodded.

“Aye,” said George. “Well, it said on that plate that on that day a Captain de Celeron claimed for the French Crown all the land drained by that river and its tributaries. When I looked up, Logan was a-grinnin’ at me. And all he said of’t was, ‘There are your squirts of wolves and dogs.’ Brought me all that way to show me that tablet and say that, think of it! Some teacher, hey now? Not twenty years that tablet had been there, and that grandiose claim meant no more than a dog-squirt. It’s England’s now, and whose next, I wonder?”

John Clark winked and pointed at George. “It bears out what I said about claims out there, the very thing I said. Here, I know my land is mine.”

“So sure, eh? With King George sayin’ you don’t have this and ye can’t have that? But forgive me. I’m off my story.”

“Some story it is, too,” Johnny said with one eyebrow cocked. “An Indian who reads French?”

“Ah, now, a skeptic!” George exclaimed. “Johnny, you do have a sharp ear. But what you don’t know, as I hadn’t yet told it, is, Logan’s mother was a Frenchwoman. So there y’are. The world’s full o’ wonders, but there’s explanations for most of ’em.”

“Did you just now make that up?” Johnny challenged.

“On my word it’s true. He’s a halfbreed. But as oftimes it happens, he’s the best o’ both peoples. And I’d reckon it might have something to do with his fondness for whites, now, mightn’t it? Far as I know, there’s but one living white man he hates. A certain Indian fighter, named Cresap. Cresap’s father killed Logan’s father. Logan and this Mike Cresap stay out of each other’s paths like a hound and a bobcat.”

The older Clark children and their parents were finding all this quite interesting, but Lucy and Elizabeth were starting to fidget. Billy listened on with rapt attention—or at least watched his brother’s face as if entranced.

“You said he had weapons all over him. Why, if he’s so peaceable?” Dickie asked.

“Mind you, Logan was a great warrior. He’d taken many a scalp, in his younger days. The nations battle amongst themselves all the time, as y’ know. He’d fought aplenty.”

“Wif huge arms,” interjected Billy. He made fists and waved them in front of his face. The others smiled at this strange statement, then turned back to George, who said:

“I aim to bring Logan here someday. Have him stay in my family as I have in his. I’d like Tom Jefferson to see him, hear what he thinks. He’d learn something from Logan.”

“Maybe y’ought to go fetch him here for Annie’s wedding,” said Dickie. “A good halfbreed livens things up, if y’ give ’im some barleycorn, like they do old Mattapony Daniel at Mister Wright’s cockfights.”

“Don’t you dare!” cried Annie.

“Dick, that’s hardly very respectful, after all I’ve told you,” George said. “But …” He put a finger to his lip. “Maybe not a bad idea! Bring him and Cresap! Yee AH-ha!” He clapped his hands. “What a night we’d have!”

“Yah-ha! Yah-ha!” Billy yelped, clapping, eyes squinting shut in joyous release. All evening he had had an Indian cry pent up in his throat, and now it could come out. “Yah-ha! Yah-ha!”

GEORGE WAS GONE BEFORE THE CHILDREN WERE UP THE next morning, his saddlebags full of notebooks and maps, off to Williamsburg to plat his lands. He had ridden off to the capital in his best old frockcoat of forest-green wool, his best pair of shiny boots, tricorn hat, and a riding cape borrowed from his father, and thus, his mother told the children, he looked just about as civilized as anybody. “He’ll be back in three or four days,” she assured them, “the way he rides. Even allowing time to do his lands and soak up some government gossip, he’ll be back ’fore there’s time to miss ’im. And he hinted he might have time to buy a few presents for family, too. Well, say! Where did Billy get to? He was right here two winks ago.”

The boy had gone up to the bedroom where George had slept, and let himself in. And there on a clotheshorse hung what he had come up to see: George’s deerhide clothing. William looked at it for a long time in the morning-lit room, dust motes drifting around, voices faint in far parts of the house. He looked at the Indian sun design on the back of the tunic, a sun of white beadlike shells in the center, and rays of red and blue quills radiating out from it, up, down, left, right. Then he reached to touch some of the long leather thrums that hung along the yoke, and along the seams of the sleeves, and remembered those fringes swaying as George waved his arms and told his story of the Indian.

Billy ran a finger along the fringes and made them move. Then he put his nose against the deerhide and shut his eyes and inhaled deeply. And like a hunting dog sniffing its master’s shoes, he went where the scents had come from: The campfires in dark forests at night. The lodges where Indian tobacco had been smoked. The villages where meat was cured over fires. The rivers from which fish were caught and cleaned. Far roads where horses ran, sweating with their speed. Fields where one lay down and crushed flowers and wild herbs and autumn leaves. Springs and brooklets where one lay in moss and ferns to drink. Hunts where gunpowder flashed and made sulfurous smoke. The butcherings, where buffalo blood and bear grease stained the sleeves. The trading posts and frontier inns, where rum and whiskey were sloshed. But most clearly, the sunny meadows where a surveyor sweated for hours over his compass and chain with his gun leaning against a distant tree. Billy was far away in those places when he felt a presence. Eyes on his back. He felt a chill, and slooowwwly turned to look for a huge-armed Indian chief. But it was his mother, standing in the doorway, looking at him with her eyes full of tenderness. She came and stooped and kissed him on the forehead.

“Come,” she said. “Breakfast’s on the board.”

And then in four days George was home again, his saddlebags even fuller. There were presents from Williamsburg’s shops and manufactories. For Elizabeth, a comb inlaid with mother-of-pearl. For Lucy, a long tin peashooter. “Blow, don’t suck it,” he warned, “or y’ll have beans in your lungs.” For Frances Eleanor, a doll she could play with when she grew older. A dozen gunflints for Edmund, an inkwell of crystal for Johnny the poet, a penknife for Dick. And for Billy, his first compass, a small pewter one with a slit sight in its folding cover. He showed him how to line up North and see where the other directions lay. “And one day when I’m home again,” he said, “after y’ learn to read Euclid, why, I’ll teach ye how to survey, just like Grandpapa Rogers taught me.” They all sat stunned with delight, while George ran upstairs to his room to fetch Annie’s wedding gift. “Lord, he must be making money out there,” John Clark mused.

Annie’s present was from the frontier, not from Williamsburg. It was a beautiful tippet, a shoulder shawl made of mink skins dark as her hair, delicately sewn together by some Indian woman. She was astonished. Her eyes swam in tears as she rubbed it on her cheek to feel its incredible softness. “You didn’t know I was getting married,” she said. “How did you know to bring me this? I thought y’d pick me up some glinty bauble in the capital!”

“Why,” he said, “it’s true I didn’t know it’d be a wedding present. But you’re my beauteous sister, and when I saw that, I knew it was made to be on your shoulders. I do love ye, Annie, and I’d stay if I could for that great day o’ yours. That great day for Owen Gwathmey, I should rather say!”

She was so overwhelmed she wrapped her arms around his waist and pressed her cheek against his chest, and sniffled, and finally said, “O, sometimes I just don’t know what to make o’ you. Y’ come threatenin’ to turn my wedding into a vulgar hijinks, but really you’re just as sweet and gentle as a, as a … I don’t know what!”

“I’ll be at your weddin’,” he said. “You won’t be able to see me, but you’ll know. Is that good enough?” He patted her gently on the back and then turned to face his parents, still holding Annie in the crook of his arm. “And you two, honored parents,” he announced, “listen here, it didn’t escape my notice that her wedding’s on the same day as your birthdays! October the twentieth, isn’t that so? I don’t know whose doin’ that is, but it sure doesn’t sound like mere happychance!” They were smiling broadly, utterly astonished that he had remembered that date. “So I’ve got things for you two as well, and I’ll just have to give ’em to you right now.”

For John Clark it was a matched set of flintlock pistols with ebony handles inlaid with silver filigree. They were costly pieces, which George really could scarcely have afforded to buy. He had won them, with their velvet-lined carrying case, from a gaming gent at the King’s Inn, his first night in Williamsburg. He did not explain this to his father, a devout Episcopalian who believed that craps and cards were evils. Betting on cockfights and horse races John Clark could condone, and sometimes did so himself, rationalizing that it is natural for cocks to fight and horses to run, but not for man to deal cards or throw dice. John Clark sat running his fingers over the elegant pistols, and George turned to his mother.

“And now for you, Ma. This.”

It was a beautiful little book bound in soft Morocco, with no printing on the backing or cover. The edges of the pages were gilded. “Now what in the world is it, a little Bible or something? It’s so …” She slapped her cheek. The pages were all blank as snow. “Well, how in the world am I supposed to read this? They forgot to print it!”

“No, Ma,” said George, laughing. “That book’s for you to write. You put down some o’ those proverbs and maxims y’re always givin’ us for our moral and practical guidance. You can title it what y’ like, y’ see? Ann Rogers Clark’s Book of Proverbs and Cautions, or something more flowery-like.” He grinned at her perplexity.

“What proverbs?” said she. “I don’t say proverbs!”

“Maybe y’ don’t know it, but ye do. Like, um: ‘A gentleman will keep his fingers away from his face except when he eats, shaves, or prays.’”

“Oh fiddle,” she retorted, “that’s no proverb, that’s advice.”

“Well, that’s what a proverb is, Ma: seemly advice, said in few words.”

“Well,” said she then, “when ye were littler, I said it in fewer words yet. I said, ‘Don’t pick your nose.’”

They all laughed. Billy giggled, sitting on the edge of his chair, swinging his legs and pretending to excavate a nostril.

“Don’t write that one down, please,” George chuckled. “Here’s one I remember: ‘Red hair’s no excuse for tantrums.’ Ye don’t know how often I have to recite that one to myself. It works, too.”

“Well, I don’t know if I’ll be able to write a Book of Proverbs, thanks all the same,” she fussed, trying to hide her flattered feelings. “Huh! What am I supposed to do, follow myself around the house all day with a pen and this little book here, listening for proverbs to fall from my lips? George, I’ll vow, you’re a caution, you are. Well … Maybe I’ll write down dates in the lives o’ my children. Start with Annie’s wedding, maybe. And birthdays of her young-uns. If she’s like I been, that’ll fill up this little fancy book quick enough! Hmp! I’ll write down the days when you come and go, George, and stir us all up. Ye scoundrel. Come give me a kiss on my face. I wish to Heaven ye wouldn’t go away so soon to those places. Eh! When y’re gone, what I know about your welfare is like these empty pages! But, it’s not for me to try and stop ye, I who made you the sort that goes, for as the Lord knows, if there’s an empty place, Rogerses’ll rush into it. Just be careful, son. I didn’t raise you all those years for ye to go have a short life. Give your parents their care’s worth, that’s what I say!”

“Well, now, there y’ are,” he said, blinking. “That right there ought t’ be the first proverb y’ write down!”

AND THEN GEORGE HAD GONE, BACK TOWARD THE WILDERNESS, as suddenly as he had come out of it, and Master Billy Clark, his youngest brother, was nearly inconsolable. He would go out into the yard alone and put his compass on the grass and find West on it and then sit gazing in that direction and pining. He told his mother he wanted to learn to read at once, so George would come back and teach him to survey. He would go to sleep at night with his compass in his hand. He resumed dreaming about George, dreams ever more vivid now. One night when Annie and her mother were sitting up late in their nightdress planning their details about the wedding, they heard him yip in his sleep. Mrs. Clark went in with a candlestick and sat on the edge of his trundle bed. Eddie, Johnny, and Dickie slept in the same room. They were snoring or mumbling in their covers. They slept like logs because of their hard work on the plantation and their long hours of study. Johnny moaned often in his sleep, saying the names of girls. Johnny was perpetually in love, with someone or other, stunned with heartaches and writing awful poems. One could never know who was this mooncalf’s object of love at any time. It would as likely be some bondsman’s daughter he had tumbled in a haymow as some spoiled planter’s girl he had pranced with twice around a ballroom; to him any miss was a princess; they were aristocrats by the color of their hair or the shine in their eyes, or the shape of their lips or the curve of their hips, to use one of his own frequently repeated rhymes. All his dreams were of love.

Billy’s compass gleamed in the candlelight, and he rubbed it and looked at it.

“Mama,” he said, “tell me a story about Jo jee.”

“Oh, my. There are so many stories about Georgie,” she said in a voice she hoped was soft enough not to awaken the other boys. “Say, darlin’, I’ll make you a trade deal. A favor o’ mine for one o’ yours. I could tell you a story of ’im every night, if you can promise me I’ll see smiles on your old glummy face next day.”

“I can pwomise.” He showed her how he could smile. It was a wistful, forced little grimace.

“Fair enough, then. Well, let’s us see, now. What story should I tell ye first about that brother Georgie o’ yours? Like I said, he’s been just one yarn after another. Well, there’s the story about Georgie and your Grandpapa Rogers out surveyin’ on the Mattapony. Then there’s a story about George and Grandmama Rogers and the whippoorwill call. Or, about when Mister Lawrence’s Indian boy made Georgie a bow and arrows. Or, there’s the story about when Georgie won all the medals at Dr. Mason’s school, one medal for foot runnin’, and one for wrestling, and one for horse racing. Only boy who ever won all three. Or, the story about when Georgie was, oh, just about your age, and went a-walkin’ all by himself through the woods down to Mister Jefferson’s mill with a bag o’ corn to grind. Or, about the first time he ever went up to the top o’ the Blue Ridge and looked at the western mountains.” Billy was squirming, these all sounded so good. “But,” she said, “instead, why don’t I just start at the beginning, and tell about the day Georgie was born, for that was a day I still shiver to remember, as there were Indians that day.”

“Indians when ’e was bo’n?”

“Yes. Like omens, they came.”

“Ooo!”

“And lightning. Lightning struck that day.”

“Oooooh!” Already he was seeing pictures and she hadn’t even begun.

“Then here’s the tale, darlin’. It’s seventeen years before you were born, in a place y’ve not yet seen, that this story began. But first:

“Can ye remember how big my belly was just before Frances was born? Well, that was the way I was that day, too, because I had Georgie in me then. So you have to remember I was like that the day these things happened, all right now? All righty. Now, y’know we lived out west in Albemarle County then, that was where the frontier was in those days. We were right by Blue Ridge. And on past the Blue Ridge didn’t anybody live, ’cept wolves and bears and Indians, and a few hunters. Y’ve heard us talk of Albemarle County.”

“Uh-huh.”

“November nineteenth was the date of it, in 1752. Your Papa wasn’t home that day, he was out a-huntin’ deer on the mountain. That day, Billy, was raw and cold and gray as bullet lead. Been spittin’ sleet all through the morning, it had. Your brother Jonathan, he was two then, was snug down in our big bed to nap so he’d stay warm, just like you are now, ’cause that day the cold wind just blew in through one wall o’ that cabin and out th’ other without pause for a how-d’ye-do or a fare-thee-well. Even with a big cookfire in the hearth, it was cold inside, and the wind was moanin’ and whistlin’ round the house like demons.” She glanced at him and saw him pull up the coverlet against cold, and knew that her storytelling was effective.

“Well, son, just then there came a ruckus from the henyard, out back o’ the cabin. There was an old scoundrel fox had already kilt two o’ my hens that month, and I was sure he was in there. So you know what I did? I took your Papa’s spare gun, that old musket that’s over the mantel in the kitchen house is the very one, and I loaded it. I looked to be sure little Jonathan was asleep, and then I eased open the door and stepped out into the wind. I figured I had a good chance to surprise that old thievin’ fox, as the henyard was out round back from the door, and I was downwind to boot. Can’t y’ just see me, with a big belly and a long gun, a-tippy-toein’ round the corner of the cabin? He, he!”

“Yeah! He, he!”

“Thunder was a-crackin’ over the Blue Ridge as I went creepin’ round that house, gun muzzle first, aimin’ to bring that bad fox to justice for his crimes.

“Well, Billy lad, listen now: If that had been the fox there, I couldn’t have surprised him a half as much as the surprise I got just then! What I saw there in place of a fox made such a flash o’ fear go through me, I couldn’t ha’ been hit harder by lightning! My heart like to stopped, and my guts clamped down so hard, I swear it started me having my baby. For you know what I saw in that henyard instead of a fox?”

“A nindin?” he whispered.

“Not just one Indian but two. The one inside was just handing a hen across the fence pickets to the one outside. And, Billy, just then the one inside looked and saw me!”

“Oh, nooo!” he breathed.

“And then th’ other one saw me too!”

Billy groaned.

“Fancy it, Son, the stew I was in! Me with one ball in my gun, and two full-grown braves in my henyard. And just then, I heard a voice off my side, and there was another Indian man there, and two squaws, and they were all lookin’ at me too! And I was a startin’ to hurt so bad in my belly I could scarce stand still, ’cause Georgie was ready to come out!

“Well, I don’t know how long we stood there like so many posts. Chickens were squawkin’ and runnin’ all over each other as only those stupid creatures can do so well. I don’t know how I looked to the Indians, but I could see they had the chicken-stealin’ emotion writ all over their faces! They looked guilty as foxes!”

“You bettuh shoot ’em, Mama!”

“Well, before I could or couldn’t, a lightning bolt cracked down, blinding white, and fired up a tree-top down by the spring, so close by I swear it budged me an inch in my shoes, and Lordy, I felt a real squeeze in my belly, and what I wanted most was to get indoors and get laid down, because y’ll never know, Billy, praise be, how much it hurts when a baby starts a-comin’!

“But those Indians were standin’ there thinkin’ what to do, and I didn’t have a plan myself, so there I stood with that cocked gun, pointin’ it first at the two Indians, then the other bunch, dependin’ on which way I was a-wobblin’ at the moment. Son, I didn’t have any idea whether I could shoot one and then run lock myself in the house with Jonathan ’fore the others could shoot an arrow in me. And if I did get in, why, I feared they could burn down the house with me and Jonathan in it! Y’ still awake, son?”

The top of his head, all that was visible of him now, nodded rapidly.

“Thought y’ were. Well, Billy my son, I’ll never surely know why those Indians did what they did then, but I reckon they just got ashamed, like any ordinary people do. One older man said something, and the one put down the chicken, inside the fence, where it splayed out all feathers and cackles and finally ran under another hen. The Indian sprang over the fence then, and I nigh pulled th’ trigger to shoot ’im in midair, as I feared he was comin’ for me. But instead, they all herded together, still lookin’ wary at me, and dignified as they could act, bein’ chicken thieves, I mean, they all strolled away down past the spring into the woods, toward the river, there where that blasted tree-top still stood a-smokin’ from the lightning. And it took all the guts I had, but I stood there lookin’ after ’em with that cocked gun till they were out o’ sight. There was more lightning, and I could hear Jonathan screamin’ inside the house. I went in finally, all but carryin’ my belly in my arms and draggin’ that gun after me. I barred the door and laid out ball and powder on the table, shooshin’ Jonathan till he piped down. Rest o’ that afternoon I hulked and groaned round in that little room like a sick cow, peerin’ out through chinks for a sight o’ Indians, sittin’ down on a stool now and then when the pain passed over. I wanted to yell for your Papa or scream prayers, but I knew if I scared Jonathan thataway, then he’d howl and scare me worse than I already was.”

“Hurry up, Mama,” said a voice out of the darkness, Edmund’s voice, “what happened, anyway?”

She clapped a hand over her startled heart and swallowed. She turned and saw in the candlelight three pairs of eyes. Johnny, Edmund, and Dickie all were sitting up listening to her story. Billy had jerked bolt upright, eyes bugging.

“In Heaven’s name,” she gasped finally, “don’t you ever give me a start like that again! I’ve scared myself half to death recallin’ this tale as it is!”

“I’m sorry. But what happened?”

“What happened was that I set my jaw and decided I’d have to have that baby without any help whatsoever, and hope no Indians came to set th’ house afire while I was busy. So I laid me down on the bed and commenced.

“Thank th’ Lord, though, as it happened, that newborn just sort o’ took over it all himself. It was just all over with, I don’t remember much about it, though I did all the things I knew to do. But it was just as if his mother’s womb was just ‘where he’d been,’ like, and he’d decided right then to move out on his own. He’s always been like that, ever since, as ye know.

“So when your Pa came home next morning with a deer, he found me with a red-haired, blue-eyed baby, and little Jonathan sittin’ there in bed beside us lookin’ utterly hornswoggled. And we named that newborn after my brother, who’s your dear Uncle George Rogers.”

“Jo jee got bo’ned!” Billy cried suddenly, clapping his hands and bouncing in bed. “Jo jee got bo’ned! Wif wightning, an’ Indians! Oooooo!”

“Just so!” she chuckled. “And with a start like that, why, he’s a one to be watched, wouldn’t ye say, boys?”

“Tell me how I was born,” said Dickie’s voice.

“No, me,” Edmund and Johnny said at once.

“Some other time,” she sighed. “One at a time’s enough, enough!”

JOHN CLARK HAD HIS OWN NOTIONS ABOUT HOW TO GET Billy’s mind off of George. “There’s two ways to chirk up a little’un when ’e’s got all downcast,” he said. “Give ’im something, or teach ’im something. I aim to do both.” And so at breakfast, he whispered aside to Rose the cook, and a few minutes later he got up from the table and went out to the pantry. When he came back in he was carrying a fat little black boy, purple-black as a plum, three years old, who was dressed in clean gray homespun pants and a patched but spotless shirt of indigo flannel. The chunky little fellow was looking around the room and half-smiling with wonderment at being brought into the dining room of the big house by the great master himself. John Clark stood at the head of the table while all the family looked at the child and smiled. One could not look at him without smiling; there was a droll, sly look about him that foretold the character of some great and funny rascal.

“Here we have Little York,” John Clark said. They had all seen him around. He was the son of Nancy, one of the cooks, and his father was thought to be a field hand named Big York, who steadfastly denied that it was so. “York,” said John Clark, “you know which one of these folks is my son Billy?” York licked his lips lavishly and rolled his gaze around the table, then grinned and pointed to him. Billy sat half-smiling, looking up in blue-eyed bemusement.

“That’s right,” said John Clark. “That’s Master Billy. Now tell me, York, how would you like to be Master Billy’s own particular man?” The child nodded vigorously and licked his red lips again, even though it was unlikely he had any notion what the words implied. It was plain that he liked the look of the little redheaded boy, and they had played together a few times in the summer, and so the words sounded good. “Well, then, you’re Master Billy’s man, from now on, York.” The family laughed and exclaimed their approval. “You two get to know each other, and be good friends to each other, and someday when ye learn how to do a few things useful, why, y’ll do ’em for Master Billy, eh? And does that sound all right to you, Son?”

Billy nodded, and said, “Thank ’ee, Papa.” None of the other boys had ever had his own particular bodyservant, but they understood. When they had been Billy’s age, the family had not yet become prosperous; there had been only one cook, and the few male slaves, except Cupid, had been field workers. Cupid had served as bodyservant for all the males of the family, and Cupid’s wife Venus had administered to all the girls.

“Good enough,” John Clark said, and lowered the black child to the floor. “Ooof,” he said, “what a chunk of it you are! Now, York, you go round there and say hello to Master Billy.” York waddled around behind the chairs and went to greet Billy in the only way he knew how: with a hug. Billy beamed and hugged him back, a little confused by what this gift meant, but very pleased. He liked the way Little York smiled and smelled. “Come get your boy, Nancy,” John Clark said. “’Cause Master Billy’s got some work to help me do, if I’m to get this daughter o’ mine married and off my hands, isn’t that so, family?”

“OUR FATHER, HAVE MERCY ON THIS POOR BEAST AND MAKE his pain be brief, as it is Thy supreme order of things to feed the dumb creatures to the smart ones,” said John Clark, and, grunting the word “Amen,” he swung the maul with force and precision at the hog’s face. Chewk! Bone crunched between the eyes. Dick and Johnny got the legs and yanked the animal aloft before he could fall. And while Billy was shuddering with the shock of what he had seen his father do, they hauled a rope that raised the stunned animal up to hang head down from an oak spar over the slaughter pen. Nearby was a hewn-log butcher table, and a large kettle of water steamed over a wood fire.

John Clark was the only man his sons had ever heard of who prayed as he slaughtered. This prayer was of his own wording, as were all his prayers; John Clark was a man whose prayers were not ritual, but talks with his God.

“Now put the catchment under ’im,” he commanded, picking up the long butcher knife, old gray steel shiny only on the newly ground edge. “Come round here, Billy. Time ye learnt this.” Edmund slid a trough under the hanging hog as Billy crept reluctantly closer, his head reeling, heart pounding, afraid, for the first time, of his father. “Stand right here now and watch this.”

Holding the hog by a foreleg to keep it from swinging, John Clark thrust the blade into the animal’s throat, clear up to the handle. “Right in that spot,” he told Billy. “Then, ye move the blade thisaway to cut the big art’ry from ’is heart, y’ see? There! There it comes now.” A deluge of bright red blood gushed steaming into the trough in the chilly October morning air and Billy watched, terrified but spellbound. “Thing is, be quick,” his father was saying. “Want t’ get ’im bled ere his heart stops, y’ see? Some folk hang their pig up awake and squealin’ and stick ’im, but I never could do that. Besides, excitement taints the meat.” The blood gushed and spurted and Billy watched, feeling faint. Then it slowed to a stream, then a trickle. Billy was aghast that his father could stand to keep the knife in there and let the horrible blood bathe his hand. “Now while th’ knife’s still in, I cut the gullet,” John Clark explained, beginning to work the handle hard as if through something tough. “We’re goin’ to leave his head on, to put an apple in ’is mouth. There.” He pulled the dripping knife out. “Reach in there, and ye’ll feel what I’ve done. Come on, Billy my boy, don’t be delicate!” He grabbed Billy’s wrist and forced his little hand into the hot, wet, bloody opening.

It was too much. Billy screamed and began wailing. The older boys laughed, but they laughed weakly, because they could remember the first time they had had to learn this. John Clark did not relent. “Now ye feel that hard thing, like a tube? That’s what I just now cut. That’s this,” he said then, and with his free left hand he grasped Billy’s and placed it at his own gagging, keening throat. “That’s where it is in you,” he said.

The thought of it all, the pig’s gullet, his own, was just unbearable. Billy screeched and gasped and wailed and tried to escape.

His father’s iron hand suddenly began shaking him, till his teeth all but rattled. Loudly, but not angrily, the deep voice drove through the howling turmoil of Billy’s mind: “I’ll not abide such caterwauling! Cease it, right now! There be things ye got to learn, and there’s no nice, girlish way to learn ’em! Can y’ hear me? STOP THAT SQUEALIN’! By th’ Eternal! They’ll think it’s you I’m slaughterin’. D’ye think Georgie would be proud o’ you now?”

That worked. Billy stopped struggling and his screams trailed off. Thinking of Georgie looking on had shamed him. He still sobbed, but he was no longer frantic.

“Now,” John Clark was saying, releasing Billy, “that’s better. Georgie learned this long before he could learn to survey land. Now, boys, scald ’im and scrape ’im.” They swung the carcass down and, grunting, heaved it into the steaming kettle. Soon then they had it on the table and were adroitly scraping off the hair with wide iron blades.

“Did ’e cwy? Did Jo jee cwy?” Billy gasped out. His bloody hand felt hideous and sticky, and the greasy steam was nauseating.

“No, he didn’t.”

“I sowwy I cwied. Don’ tell Jo jee I cwied, Papa, huh?”

“I won’t tell ’im.”

“Jo jee bwave, he di’n cwy,” Billy said wistfully, feeling unworthy.

“That’s right, he was brave, he didn’t cry,” John Clark said, then he chuckled. “But he surely heaved up his breakfast! Ha, ha!”

“Jo jee did? Jo jee puke up?”

“He did for sure, son. And you didn’t. And believe me, vomit’s a sight messier’n tears.”

Billy suddenly felt a lot better about himself. The older boys were watching him and smiling sympathetically.

“I cried, too, Billy,” Dick said.

“I,” Johnny told him, “cried and puked.” They talked as they roped the pink, hairless carcass back up onto the spar.

“So did I,” Edmund admitted.

“Not to mention, y’ also beshit your breeches,” Dick snorted.

“I didn’t either!” Edmund’s face went as red as his hair.

“Aye, but ye did,” his father reminded him.

“Well, just that first once. I butcher all the time now; everything I shoot I clean.”

“No right man likes doin’ this, Billy m’ boy,” said Mr. Clark. “But we have to know how, ’cause we have to provide for family. God knows how many animals you’ll do this to as the years go by. But it’s as God meant it. That’s why He put meat-bearin’ animals here in Creation. Only thing a sin about this would be to enjoy it. Now ye watch and listen close, because I’m about to show ye how we take the guts out without dirtyin’ the meat. This beastie’s going to be the feast at Annie’s wedding, y’ see! And he’ll also be sausages, and lard, and puddings, and scrapple, bacon, and chitterlins, and soap, and brush bristles, and candles, and a blow-up ball toy, and all kinds o’ good things for family, y’ see? For as we say about a pig, Providence shows us how to use everything but the squeal—and we’d save that up for dancin’ music, if we knew how to catch and presarv it. Waste is a sin, t’ my mind, Billy, though somehow they don’t harp on it in the Scriptures. Especially is wasted life, be it swine or man.”

Thus he talked on, as he pulled the pig’s short tail and carefully cut a circle around the anus, then sliced open the carcass from there to the throat and removed the varicolored guts all in a slimy, sliding piece, teaching precepts and morals as he worked, and the boys worked with him and listened, and it was as absorbing almost as a story, so interesting, though not entirely understandable, that even the gleaming guts didn’t make Billy feel sick.

John Clark could not help talking about the meanings of all the things people did, because God’s intents were plainly there within everything that lived and grew and moved and died. And his wife, good Ann, was likewise—though, being a Rogers, she could say these things better, in his opinion. The Rogerses were real talkers, and they were firm in their faith, and they believed in their own thinking. Ann’s great-great-great-great-grandfather was John Rogers the Martyr, who had been locked in a dungeon of St. Andrews Castle back in Scotland two hundred years ago, and then burned at the stake, for being so bold as to believe in God in his own way. All the Rogerses took pride in that ancestor, and seemed to live as if they felt him looking over their shoulders. John Clark appreciated that in their family—after all, he had some of that Rogers blood in him, too—and he was profoundly content in having got Ann Rogers, the most beautiful Rogers daughter, as his bride those long years ago. Not one day, in almost a quarter of a century since, had he ever regretted that choice. Many of the marriages among the gentry that he knew had been marriages for advantage, for fortunes or connections or breeding lines, and if a husband and wife came to loving each other truly, so much the better. But John Clark had adored Ann Rogers from the moment he had seen that fresh, tall, pink-and-rose thirteen-year-old squinting at him in the summer sun twenty-five years ago, and her good character had only deepened and broadened his adoration for her over the years, till now he could not even imagine being without her. “If something took ye away untimely,” he had told her once when she was having trouble with a childbirth, “I shouldn’t even want to live on.” And he had meant that.

It had been true then and it was even more true now. He had worked like a titan all his life, and every effort he had made, from topping tobacco plants to shaping horseshoes on a forge, had been for the betterment of their life. He knew too that every effort she had made, from the labor of weed-hoeing to the labor of childbearing, had been for that same purpose. And raising their children to feel and understand all God’s intents was also for the betterment of their life together, because it would not be a good thing in life to be ashamed of offspring.

And so now John Clark was saying, for the benefit of these offspring working near him: “Aye. The wasting o’ lives is man’s worst sin. War!” he snorted. “D’ye know how many precious lives are wasted in that abominable business? If one slayin’ is a murder, what’s a thousand a day? Lives wasted because men are too vainglorious to sit face to face and talk things out! My boys, I remember a day a thousand died! Back in ’55, ’twas, when that war was on against the French and Indians. Some militia rode in one day, some bandaged, all thirsty and sooty, they rode up to our house in Albemarle, goin’ home from a lost battle. They told us how the Frenchmen and savages had ambushed General Braddock’s whole army in the woods near Fort Pitt, and killed a thousand of ’em. A thousand, boys! One thousand Christian Englishmen, all slain in one day! Think on that for the wastin’ of life! I swear that was the worst day I’ve ever had in all my days, when I heard that news. I got sicker than anyone ever got a-slaughterin’ a pig, I’ll tell ye so.” His lips were tight, his eyes darkening with the memory. Then he went on:

“Now, hear me. Sometimes, like when Georgie comes home, and everybody wants t’ know, ‘have ye kilt any savages yet’ “—he glanced up from his meat-trimming at Edmund, and Edmund’s eyes dropped—“well, it doesn’t please me to hear a question like that, though I know that’s what everybody wants to hear of. And I know, too, someday it might be George or an Indian, who’s ever quickest, and let us pray then that it’s George who’s quickest. But I’d rather hear him say what he said, that he’s befriended an Indian, than that he’s killed one. For an Indian’s a far higher creature in Creation than is a hog like this, or even a calf, or a pet dog. Indians pray, did y’ know that?” He looked at them one by one, then bent over his knife and went on. “Indians pray. George told me about that Logan’s religion, told me after you all were a-bed. Said for all he knew, that savage’s god was the same one as ours, but just by a different name. Now mind you, I allowed as how I thought that was probably not so, and I told George I thought that was pretty loose thinkin’. Nonetheless, that Indian prayed, and lived reverent, George said. So even an Indian, with his unredeemed and misguided soul, does have a soul. And so, to think it’s sport to kill Indians, why, that’s to condone the wasting o’ life. And I’ll have none of it in this family, hear me now, all of you.” Edmund blinked his downcast eyes and worked harder over the pile of entrails before him.

One disapproving look from John Clarke was more effective than a whipping. He had never had to lay a switch on any of his sons, and only once had he had to knock one down—once when George had been having a red rage. John Clark did not believe in whipping. Once long ago on the way from Port Royal, seeing a sheriff administering a public whipping upon an adulteress, John Clark had got down from his wagon, snatched the whip out of the sheriff’s hand and looped it around his neck, at the risk of being arrested and whipped himself. A person’s body is the home of his sacred soul, John Clark believed, and not to be punished or damaged by another. Thus, war was an abomination before God. “In war,” he said now, “all men red or white are but meat left to rot on the field where they fell. Man is offal, and only the buzzards are fed. Kings and soldiers call that ‘glory,’ to the disgrace of the very word!”

Now his sermon veered off onto another tack; he had reminded himself of something else. “Seducers of womanflesh are the same,” he said, with one of those sad, accusing glances now at Johnny. “They violate the temple of a woman’s soul, and make it but meat. And use the word love like soldiers use the word glory.” Johnny’s forehead reddened, both with shame and indignation. But he did not protest; after all, how could his father know that Johnny’s loves were real? That he was passionately, totally in love with the mysterious soul inside each shapely body he caressed? But John Clark, who had loved the same woman all his life, only said now:

“Bear in mind, every girl is someone’s precious daughter. Like my Annie. And likely she’s also someone’s sister. Would y’ have her trifled with?”

There. Put in those terms, it struck Johnny hard. He put his head down and pondered as he worked, and hoped his father had had all his say about that.

John Clark would never have thought of giving so long a speech just standing up in front of people. Speeches were for natural talkers, like the Rogerses, or for burgesses, or for licensed rectors. But when John Clark was working he was thinking, and if the thoughts he had seemed likely important enough to help his sons be worthy, then he could talk as long as anyone.

“There,” said he, “that about does our pig. Let’s get all this up to the kitchen and smokehouse, for it’s a long way from ready for our Annie’s wedding feast, hey, boys? And that day’s not afar off. How y’ feelin’ by now, Billy my boy?”

“I fee’ bettuh, Papa.”

“Aha. Fine. And y’ve learnt something, isn’t it so?”

“Aye, Papa.”

“So here’s our pork, thank the Lord. I wonder if any venison will come our way.” He cast a glance at Edmund, and a sly smile.

“Watch me,” said Edmund, eager to please. “I’m out ’fore daybreak tomorrow.”

EDMUND CLARK HAD SET HIS MIND TO WAKE HIM UP AT four, because he had a promise to keep.

He dressed in darkness while his brothers breathed and snored and muttered in their sleep. He did not put on shoes, because he could move through the woods more quietly without them. He reached up in the darkness and felt for his rifle, and with a soft grunt lifted it down, then his powder horn and bullet bag. He could see the rectangle of the dormer window, and bright stars. He went out of the room and down the hall and down the stairs, feeling his way with his bare feet. He lifted the latch of the back door and went out into the night air and closed the door behind him, trying to be stealthy as an Indian.

The grass was frosted underfoot. The air was crisp and cold and the night was silent. He could smell the smokehouse where the pork was hanging in hickory smoke, and the smell of it made him salivate. There was a patch of yellow light in the kitchen house door and he could smell pone baking. Old Rose was already up, as always before anyone else, getting the breakfasts ready. Edmund knew he could go in the kitchen house and Rose would exclaim and wrap him in a musky hug and give him something hot to eat, but he went on past the kitchen house. George had told him that it’s better to hunt hungry.

Edmund walked on dirt road past the smells of stables and pigpens and tobacco sheds. He came to the end of the road and walked on grass for a way, then climbed over a stile and walked on a long way through a meadow under the cold stars, toward a darker line that was the edge of the woods. He entered the woods and walked with one hand before his face to fend off twigs. A few feet away a slow, regular huffing sound began, and became faster and faster until it was a pulsating rush: a ruffed grouse drumming. He noted where its nest was; he would come here in daylight and get it. Deeper in the woods an owl was calling. Hoo hoo-hoo, hoo hoo-hoo, hoo hoo-hoo, hoo-aw! Edmund went on, feeling the ground slope gradually down as he crept toward the Mattapony River. There were places where deer came to drink at daybreak. George had begun bringing him down when Edmund was six, and he had learned all such places.

“EEEEEEYOW!” came an insane scream out of the darkness directly in front of him. Edmund recoiled, heart thumping, but he knew the woods sounds too well to be afraid; it was merely the wild preamble to a barred-owl’s statement, which now came hooting down from a high invisible limb as Edmund walked under, shaking his head. Those idiotic-sounding birds had used to make him think Indians were ready to leap on him, when he was smaller and hadn’t yet got used to them.

The Indian legends in this region were old; it had been settled for years. Grandpapa John Rogers had been one of the surveyors. But the first white man to walk here had been Captain John Smith of the Jamestown Colony, more than a hundred and fifty years ago, when he had been brought through as a prisoner of the Youngtamund Indians. In Edmund’s mind, Captain John Smith looked like George, but in old-fashioned clothes, because it was George who had always been with him in those woods and told him all the old stories. And now George was out where the Indians were still dangerous, and, like Capt. John Smith, walking in places where white men had never walked before. Edmund thought that would be a strange and wonderful feeling, and wondered if he would ever get a chance to feel it. George had told him it made a man feel honored.

Edmund could hear a spring purling in the darkness off to his left and knew which one it was: the one that seemed to come right out from between the roots of a big beech. He went to it and stretched out on the moss and drank, shivering, smelling the decaying leaves. Edmund never had to carry a water gourd when he went hunting because George had shown him where every good spring and brooklet lay for ten miles in every direction. George had learned every inch of the Mattapony and Pamunkey river land helping old Grandpapa Rogers survey. Edmund could just barely remember Grandpapa Rogers: a lean, long-legged man with a face dark as one big freckle, hair and eyebrows white as snow, and eyes like two dots of blue sky. There were as many stories in the family about Grandpapa Rogers as there were about Georgie, and Mrs. Clark often would say that the two had been cast in the same mold. Grandpapa Rogers had been a very bold man, and one of the proudest tales about him was about the way he had defied the powerful Colonel Byrd and eloped with his daughter—that story about the whippoorwill call, that Mrs. Clark could not tell without getting a quaver in her voice. It was one of Edmund’s favorite stories, and it glowed in his imagination like a legend of knights and ladies.

The woods were thinner here, and Edmund could see a paleness ahead which he knew was the river, reflecting starlight and the first rose-gray of morning. The leaves under his feet gave way to grasses and reeds now, and he walked now and then in shallow, chilly water, his feet sinking in cold ooze, the smells of muck and decay rising. He was in the marshy place now, where frogs dinned in the springtime and all the kinds of web-foot fowl lived and where in the summer the air was so thick with mosquitoes that a body couldn’t hear anything else.

Edmund walked through the cold water knowing he was leaving no spoor to frighten the deer, and he soon felt the land rise a few inches. He perceived a large tree he had had in mind, and stopped there, and stood with his back to it. There was a forked sapling in front of him and beyond it lay the river. A fish jumped in the river, then again, and again. There were no insects in this season and so the fish, Edmund reckoned, must be jumping for the sheer joy of it. The sky was paling downriver to the east and the trees on the banks began to separate from the gloomy background on the far shore and become distinct, one by one. The river steamed in the cold air.

Now it was almost light enough to see gunsights, so Edmund put the rifle butt on the ground and tilted the powder horn over the muzzle and poured a charge down the barrel. The weapon was about as long as he was tall. He felt in his bullet bag for a lead ball and patch. He put the ball in the oiled cloth, and pushed them down the barrel and tamped them firmly in with the hickory ramrod. Then he slid the ramrod back into its groove and lifted the rifle, and opened the flash pan to trickle in the priming powder. He eased it shut, felt the flint to be sure it was tight, then rested the gun-butt on the ground again and began waiting, shivering. Cold is just one of those things that be, George had taught him, and you have to make yourself believe it doesn’t feel any worse than warmth, or otherwise you couldn’t stand it. Edmund listened to the gurgle of the river and the other little sounds: a muskrat in the reeds, the croak of a heron, another owl far off, the hush of a tiny breeze as the air stirred with the coming of morning. Edmund gazed downstream and thought of how this river ran into the York, some twenty leagues down, and thence into the mouth of Chesapeake Bay, where, the family stories said, the Rogerses and the Clarks had first landed in the Colony, some three or four generations ago. All that ancestral lore was vague in Edmund’s eleven-year-old mind, but he was ever aware of it, and especially when he gazed down the Mattapony in the direction of the sea.

Edmund now heard his own empty stomach skitter and grumble as he waited and shivered. The surface of the river was like silver now and the stars had faded out. It was true what George had said: to be cold and hungry made one a keen hunter. And now Edmund heard the faint sounds he had been listening for: the sound of steps in the frosty dead leaves.

He raised the rifle to rest the heavy barrel in the fork of the sapling, and put his hand over the icy steel flintlock.

Then he saw the buck come out of the edge of the woods and walk gracefully through the reeds to the water’s edge, raising its knees high, pausing, stepping again. When it was silhouetted against the surface of the river, Edmund pulled back on the flintlock and felt the strong spring compress, and kept pulling back until he felt it cock. The deer turned its head both ways, downriver first and then upriver so that it was looking straight toward him, but if it saw him it mistook him for a part of the woods, and lowered its muzzle to the water, its branched antlers now silhouetted against the silver stream.

Edmund snugged the gunstock against his shoulder. There was just enough light to see the gunsights by and he lined them up on a place just behind the deer’s shoulder. He had been shivering but he put a control over it and the rifle was steady. Then he thought the words of his Papa’s prayer. Dear Father, have mercy on this poor beast.

He squeezed the trigger and saw the orange flash and then the gun cracked open the silence of the morning, jolting his shoulder. He smelled the powder and heard hundreds of waterfowl and small birds squawk and splash and flutter and saw them disperse against the predawn light beyond the drifting veil of gunsmoke, and when the smoke thinned, he could see the buck collapsing into the river’s edge.

Edmund was sad in the way it always made him sad to kill a beautiful thing, but the buck had died quickly and suffered only a moment because of Edmund’s skill, and Edmund had fulfilled his promise and this would be what he would add to Annie’s wedding feast.

JONATHAN CLARK, ELDEST OF THE SIX SONS, WAS FEELING THE pull of home. From the next rise, he knew, he would be able to see the roof of the house. The October afternoon sun was on his back and he rocked with the horse’s easy canter. It had been fine weather for riding and he was almost there. Down amidst the dry grasses and reddening sumac of the roadside stood a zigzag fence of split rails that he and his father had built so long ago, when Jonathan was a boy of ten, to mark the corner of the family land. The wood of the fence was silver-gray now from thirteen years in sun and rain, and the bottom rails were rotting, returning to earth as wood must do, but Jonathan could remember the work of that long-ago day: the thud of the maul on the splitting wedges, the tannic tang of the new-riven oak, the pale grain, the sweat, the grunting, the swinging and lifting, and the cheerful voice of his father musing aloud on how a man should live. There was hardly an acre of these hundreds upon which Jonathan had not poured sweat, changing the look of the land, making things grow. Now he was a man old enough at twenty-three to sense the cadence of seasons, the accretion of labors, the erosions of time on the countryside. For four years now he had lived away from here, but he had not forgotten anything. Annie had been six when that fence was built, and tomorrow she would become a wife. Jonathan sucked an eyetooth and shook his head.

The hooves beat rhythmically on the packed dirt, the horse’s muscular barrel breathed and rocked between Jonathan’s thighs. He rode past a man he didn’t know, an old man driving an ox that pulled two rolling hogsheads of tobacco. The man waved, and Jonathan touched the peak of his three-cornered hat in reply.

And now he was on the top of the rise, and there ahead in a flat, broad bottomland lay the Clark family seat: the stone house, the outbuildings and barns, the short row of one-story dependencies in which the servants and field hands dwelt, the pastures and woodlots, the grainfields and tobacco plots and vegetable and herb gardens, the stables and the paddock, the symmetrical crowns of the big, red-leaved oaks and yellow-leaved maples that lined the drive and surrounded the house, all aglow in late sunshine.

There was his home, that solid, orderly piece of the world, to which he always returned with a sense of mellow longing, however much he might grumble about having had to interrupt his work to go and visit as a dutiful son must do. Jonathan was an ambitious man, who hoped to rise by law and public service up to and beyond the place his father held in life, and he aimed to do it without building fences and pulling stumps and raising and selling livestock and crops for the rest of his days. It was his intention to become a magistrate. But in Caroline County certain royally favored families, such as Taliaferros, Taylors, and Buckners, always got those appointments, and so Jonathan had moved to Spotsylvania and then Dunmore counties in search of opportunities. This was the ambition of mind that Jonathan Clark carried upon his tall, square, brawny farmer’s body, and it had taken him away from this place he loved with a love that he realized only when, as now, he was coming home.

Jonathan saw now that he was overtaking a couple of riders—a man astride and a woman on sidesaddle—who were moving down the road at a walking pace. Both wore dark riding clothes that were very dusty. They obviously had come a considerable distance. Jonathan presumed that they were on their way to the wedding. The man carried a long rifle across his saddle and Jonathan could also discern a sword hanging at his left side. The woman wore a cloak and a wide dark hat, but was so small she might have been a very young girl. Jonathan was twenty yards behind them when first the woman and then the man turned their heads and saw him coming.

“Hallo,” he cried as he overtook them, squinting to see if he recognized them. He did not, though the man looked familiar.

They reined in and sat their horses across his path. The man was of sharp features and had large, jutting ears, and he was studying Jonathan keenly, as if trying to recognize him too. “Good day, sir,” said he, and then he smiled, and his severe cold eyes warmed and sparkled. “You’re one o’ John Clark’s, I’ll wager.”

There was little hazard in that wager; Jonathan was a replica of his father, strongly built, rugged-faced like Squire John Clark, strikingly handsome with his dark brows and fair, freckled complexion, but a head taller. Like his father he dressed in somber and serviceable wool, almost like a minister. He wore a plain white stock at his throat, and a black riding cape. The ribbed stockings that encased his powerful and well-shaped calves were gray wool.

“I am, sir. Jonathan Clark is my name, and yours is?”

“William Lewis is who I am,” said the man, extending a hand as thick and hard as Jonathan’s own, “Bill Lewis, an old neighbor o’ yours when you were a lad in Albemarle. Here is my wife, Lucy, whom you might remember as Lucy Meriwether.” Jonathan tipped his hat to her and she smiled and nodded. She was, though childishly short and petite, a very comely woman, with high cheekbones, big, luminous blue eyes so heavy-lashed they looked almost sleepy, a squarish jaw that suggested strength, and a most delicately shaped mouth.

“I know the names Lewis and Meriwether,” Jonathan replied with a nod to her, “from my parents’ talk. But forgive me not recalling if we’ve met. I was a young’un then, and can scarce remember Albemarle folk, save for a few like the Jeffersons whom we saw more frequent. Shall we ride on, Mister Lewis? We’re almost there. D’ye know Tom Jefferson much?” he asked as they resumed their way along the road at a walk.

“Oh yes, quite well,” chuckled Lewis. “I’m in his employ, in fact. I do the financials of his estate.”

“Ah! Is he coming to the wedding, d’ye know?”

“I bear his regrets to your parents and the bride. He’s busier than a dozen men, what with public office now, besides the estate and his science. Say, now, Jonathan, as for this bride. Ann is the sister who was born in Albemarle, I presume?”

“Aye. Eighteen she is now.”

“I remember well the day she was born. It was the day we brought the news of Braddock’s disaster. Your mother was birthing ’er just whilst we rode in. Might y’ remember that?”

“By heaven, I’m not sure,” Jonathan chuckled. “I remember many a birthing, that’s certain. The fact is, the very first thing I can recollect from my memory is my brother George being born. Rather, I should say, waking up one morning and seeing him there in the bed in my mother’s arm.” He smiled and shook his head, glancing at some cattle in a field that had used to be in barley.

Mrs. Lewis’s voice rang out suddenly, in a mellifluous laugh. “Do you remember, Mister Clark, were your feelings something in the way of jealousy when you beheld that newcomer?”

“Jealousy? Why, I don’t know, ma’am. But … P’r’aps they were. I recall I wasn’t especially pleased.” It seemed an odd query.

“Mmm,” she said, nodding and smiling. “Our firstborn was quite distressed to find an usurper when our second appeared. D’ye remember, Bill?”

“I do,” he nodded, pursing his thin little mouth. This Lewis appeared to be some years older than his wife, and Jonathan had the passing notion that their children would be fortunate if they took their mother’s traits of appearance rather than their father’s. She was truly a fetching creature, with an aura of warm vitality about her that made Jonathan uncommonly aware of the loneliness of his bachelor life. He had always been too preoccupied with making his career to think forward much to marriage. His mind passed quickly over the several young women who seemed interested in him—some of them were very interested—but they all seemed either frivolous or half-alive when considered in comparison with this vibrant little equestrienne whom he had just now met. Jonathan Clark was not fool enough to become infatuated with the wife of a family friend, or anyone’s wife, for that matter. But something in her nature had stirred in him a kind of longing, as if any woman worth considering henceforth would have to be something like this.

“… from Albemarle are coming,” Lewis was saying, and Jonathan came back as if from a reverie, strangely wistful and lonely. “Mister Lawrence rode with us a while, but hurried on ahead a while ago—at a gallop, actually—claiming that he was very, very thirsty. We offered him water, but apparently that wasn’t what he was thirsty for. D’you remember Lawrence? ’Twas he who bought your father’s farm in Albemarle.”

“Aye. Him I remember. He owned an Indian boy, didn’t he?” Jonathan could remember the boy, a sad-faced wretch who had befriended George and made him a bow and arrows. Those two had learned to converse in some strange, made-up tongue. Jonathan had not developed any such affinity for the little savage, but George … Well, sometimes George seemed to Jonathan more Indian than Virginian.

“I’m not sure anyone ever ‘owns’ an Indian,” Lewis said. “Not enough to keep the little heathen from running off one day. Near broke old Lawrence’s heart, it did, him having tried so hard to make him a proper Christian.”

“Hm. Here, Mister Lewis, Ma’am, here we turn. This is the place, and let me be the first to bid you welcome to it. Ah, but I do love coming home!”

Children whom Jonathan didn’t know were running, squealing, among the trees along the drive. In front of the house Cupid, in livery, was bowing and helping two feeble old gentlemen down from a chaise whose driver sat with upright whip and an air of importance. From the open front door of the house came a drone of many voices, talking, laughing voices, and now and then a loud guffaw or the excited squeal of a girl. He knew the family certainly must be busy with company; usually he was seen and hailed before he was halfway up the drive Now Cupid saw him, and broke into an ivory grin, but said nothing and continued to hand the elderly passengers down from the chaise.

“There’s Jonathan!” he heard Edmund’s voice shout from somewhere in the house, and then, before he could dismount, he saw the family boiling out the door to meet him.

“Hullo! Hullo,” he cried, dropping to the ground and taking hugs. “Ma, look, I’ve guided the Lewises in. Hey, Pa! And, say! How d’ye, Billy?” The little lad was looking critically at him, studying his plain, dark apparel. “Nothing t’ say, eh? Ha, ha! Hey, Annie, y’ look like you’re about to have an apoplexy! Is Owen here yet, eh? Maybe there’s time yet to talk ’im out o’ this foolishness.”

“Oh, you!”

“A cup! Quick, get this man a cup!” Dickie was exclaiming. He looked a bit cockeyed, and had apparently been greeting many guests with toasts at the sideboard.

“Lucy Meriwether! Heavens, you were but a child when last I saw ye.”

“Nor’ve I grown much, Mrs. Clark, but I’ve two little ’uns, even littler’n me,” laughed that thrilling voice, and Jonathan was aware of it even in the crush and babble. He saw her descend from the saddle onto the mounting block, a cascade of dusty skirts. And then Brother Johnny’s handsome face appeared, and Jonathan hugged him and pounded him on the back, and Johnny too was redolent of peach brandy.

Then they were inside, moving through the hallway, through a gauntlet of half-remembered names, Cabells and Campbells, Redds and Putnams and Purdies and Todds, and of course Rogerses and more Rogerses, of faces familiar but older, of handshakes, callused or soft, of exclamations about how much or how little he had changed. And here was Parson Robertson, his beloved old teacher, thin and dry-skinned and wet-eyed with a long, fond look at his prize pupil. And then finally they were at the sideboard, and he was clinking glasses with his family in the usual toast to homecoming, and the delightful heat of the liquor was spreading down his gorge while the fruity fumes lingered in his head. He looked into the moist, crinkling eyes of his father, who sighed and rocked on his toes and said:

“Well, son, y’re here! Here for the event!”

“Here I am! Your last letter told me in about eight ways that I’d better be. Ha, ha! And ye know who I am: your most dutiful son. Home for a wedding and birthdays! Aye!”

John Clark beamed with pleasure. Jonathan was his favorite son, if he would admit he had a favorite. “So, you remembered our birthdays too! Ah. Shame you missed George. He was here and gone so quick I wasn’t sure I’d really seen—”

“Oh, but I didn’t miss ’im.”

“What sayee?”

“You saw George?” asked Mrs. Clark.

“He detoured up by Woodstock t’ see me on his way back west. Didn’t he say he would?” Jonathan was stroking his sister Lucy’s red curls as she stood close and embraced his waist.

“Why, no! Why, that’s a considerable detour,” exclaimed John Clark.

“Aye. Showed up all a surprise as usual. Said ’e was goin’ to cut up over and take the old Nemacolin Trace to Fort Pitt. Always has to try a new way, as y’ know. Lookee what he brought me from Williamsburg. How could he afford a fine fob like this? I never figured him to make a shilling, that blamed hill-hopper!” Jonathan did not mention that he had forgotten his parents’ birthdays until George had reminded him.

“Well, well-a-well,” said Mrs. Clark, looking at the fob as Jonathan slipped it back into his waistcoat. Smiling with a private satisfaction, she turned to the Lewises, to lead them up to the room where they’d be staying. She glanced down from the stairs at Jonathan and her husband, who still stood talking to each other in the crowded hallway.

Someday, she was thinking, someday they’ll esteem my George as he deserves t’ be. Someday. Perhaps.
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