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Triptych I
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THE TREE LINE AT the top of the ridge was stirred by wind so that the light snow fell off the branches and scattered down the ragged slope. The snow parted in grains before the wind and settled in the low places. Not enough had fallen to coat the long gully that ran down the hillside and the gully lay bare, a reddish slash in the pale skein of snow. No snow stuck to the old disk harrow or to the pump at the bottom of the gully and these dark forms were outlined sharply, like the dark trees against the sky. Their iron was so cold it would burn skin at the touch. The iron latch of the gate near the foot of the hill was cold too, so that no one wanted to put his bare hand to it. The wind swept down around the gray board house and carried the smoke from the chimney down to the ground. The men working in the yard all ducked their heads away from it. The wind blew across Lisa’s face, disturbing her pale hair and bringing water into her eyes. In a moment it was calm again.

Lisa was well wrapped against any kind of cold, with her corduroy coat down to her knees and her jeans stuffed into red rubber boots. She sat cross-legged on top of a washtub by the table where some women were cleaning chitlins. The sharp smell didn’t bother her; it was alien and exciting. She was five years old and without prejudice. Her hair and skin were white enough to make her an albino, but her eyes were ordinary gray. The hog killing animated her and she couldn’t sit still for long.

Jack Lee and Luther were working over the hog in the long scalding trough. The steam from the water mingled with the smoke of the fire under it, and there was thin vapor coming from the mouths of the two men, who were holding the carcass half out of the water with a length of iron chain. They turned the hog over with the chain to scald it evenly and pulled large clumps of bristles off with their hands. Hair and patches of scum floated on the surface of the cloudy water. When the bristles began to come away easily they raised the hog out of the water and rolled its body onto a bare board platform that was against one side of the trough. Then they scraped and shaved the hair away with big knives, occasionally rinsing the skin with hot water.

The hog’s eyes were clenched shut and his jaws were locked together. Lisa scratched a white line along his flank with a scraping disk. It amused her to see the hair coming off in the wide places, but when they had to work closely around the joints and the head the job became difficult and boring. Lisa set her scraper down on the platform and ran off to the shed where the women were trimming scraps for sausage.

Amelia Tyler and Elizabeth were chopping the meat under the shelter. Their black hands moved rapidly across the planks, slicing some of the fat away from the lean meat so the sausage wouldn’t turn out too greasy. From time to time they wiped their hands on the fronts of their aprons, and the aprons were blotched brown. Amelia had on a thick coat with the stuffing coming out in places, and her hair was pulled back from her forehead under a bandanna. There was a dent in the front of her head that a small hen’s egg could have fit into and she had once told Lisa that something bad had been growing in there and they had cut it out in the hospital. They had talked about it all one evening when Amelia was Lisa’s baby sitter.

Amelia pushed some of the extra fat over to Lisa and gave her a knife to cut it with. Lisa sliced the strips of fat into small square chunks, and Amelia said for her to take it out and put it in the cracklin pot. There was a big iron kettle in a frame over a fire outside and Lisa dropped the little squares of fat into it to render and make the cracklins. Some of them were already done and she dipped one from the surface of the water. It was crisp and golden but it had very little taste at all, and she didn’t really want to eat another one.

Over near the scalding trough there was a thick pole lashed to the forks of two trees and four of the seven hogs were hanging from it waiting to be cleaned. The hogs were suspended from pointed sticks which were thrust over the pole and through the tendons of their hind legs, so that the hogs hung head down. Their heads aimed blindly at the frozen ground, and the slashes in their throats were bloodless now and white. They had been scalded and scraped and their bare skin was blue and gray, the color of a bruise. All seven of them belonged to Mrs. Denmark, who was Lisa’s mother, but two of them would go to Amelia and Ben Tyler to help pay for all the work they did. They would take the heads and chitlins of all seven hogs too, because white people didn’t eat those things.  

Ben Tyler was up on the road where the cars were, with Luther. They were sharing bootleg whiskey from a flat unmarked bottle. Looking up there, Lisa could only see their feet under Luther’s truck and their hands passing the bottle, through the windows of the cab. Ben was short and stooping and very dark. His face looked almost Chinese and he had a little beard around his mouth and chin. He was still strong, although he was starting to like to talk about how old he was getting. Amelia or Mrs. Denmark would be angry at him most times for drinking, but hog killing was a big party for everybody. He told Lisa once that there was nothing like a drink for a cough and then he told her not to tell her mama. She knew that what he said was true because her mother would give her a spoon of whiskey with sugar in it if she was coughing and sick.

Robert and Jack Lee were blocking out a hog that had already been gutted. Jack cut off the head with a chopping ax, and then used the ax to separate the backbone out from the ribs. The spine came out in one piece, with the stiff little tail still at the end of it. The men began to section up the sides of meat with their knives.

Ben Tyler came down from the parked cars and went over to where the hogs were hanging. He had a foot tub with him, which he set under the nose of one of the hogs. From the back pocket of his overalls he took a long butcher knife, and he threw down the cigarette that was in his mouth. Lisa was watching attentively, standing near the scalding trough.

Ben stood up straight and pushed the round hat he always wore to the back of his head. He put the point of the knife in between the hog’s hind legs and pulled it straight down, almost to the big cut on the throat. Then he laid the knife on the scuffed snow beside the tub and parted the opening he had made. A great knot of blue entrails began to roll out of the hog’s belly. Ben guided the tangled guts into the tub with his veiny hands. When they were all detached he took out the liver and began to slosh water into the cavity.

Lisa was backing up, watching Ben closely, and without knowing it she touched her thighs to the rim of the scalding trough. When she tried to take the next step she flipped over the edge and into the water. She was so heavily dressed that very little water got to her skin, but it wasn’t easy for her to get out. She hadn’t opened her mouth, but Ben and Amelia both came running at the sound of the splash.

Ben grabbed her hands and pulled her, scrambling, over the lip of the trough. Amelia began to yell at him before she stopped running.

“Why you can’t keep an eye on her? Miz Denmark gone skin us alive over this.”

“Reckon I better care her back down to her mama’s house.”

“I’m gone take her right inside here before she freeze to death.” Amelia led Lisa to the cutting table and rubbed some fat on her hands and face. The child didn’t seem to be badly burned. Amelia picked her up and carried her over the broken steps of the porch and into the house.

There was no light in the room they entered except for a red glow from an opening in the large cylindrical woodstove which heated the house. The windows were blinded and the room was dark and close. They walked across vague lumps of cloth and invisible clutter; nothing could be seen clearly. Amelia took Lisa’s outer clothes off and hung them by the stove to dry. She put Lisa down on a sofa and covered her with a blanket.

Lisa lay quietly and looked at the orange eye of the stove. It was hot in the room and there was a heavy smell of wood smoke and human musk. She imagined being swallowed by an animal. The patch of light shimmered and expanded in her eyes, and Lisa went to sleep.

She woke up again in her bed at home without knowing surely how she had come there. There was moonlight out the window and her mother was sitting at the edge of the bed.

“Mama,” she said, “I know how come Benjamin’s so black. It’s ’cause he works so hard in the dirt and he put his arms up in the pig’s belly.”

Mrs. Denmark touched her forehead and felt that it was cool. “Don’t say that,” she said. “It’s not polite to Ben, and it isn’t true.”

Lisa closed her mouth and turned her eyes to the window. She could see the beginning of the road that ran from her house to the hill where the hog killing had been. Now she remembered being carried out of the house in the twilight, when the stars were starting to show. Out in the yard there were dark stains and footprints in the snow, which had been melted by the people’s walking and had frozen again. The heads of seven hogs rested on the railing of the porch, all the hair scraped from the dull skin except for the toughest bristles. Their eyes were narrowed or entirely closed, and their jaws were shut in jagged smiles. In the vague December light each face seemed to possess some secret.
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Ben Tyler felt like some piece of scorching wood, walking under the August sun, thinking how the heat might drive him out of his mind. From old habit he wore clothes that covered everything but his hands and face, and now his body could not breathe. The air was still and heavy and it took effort to penetrate it. He had to keep moving, though, to get on with the extra work the drought made for him to do.

All along the barn lot the dirt had hardened and cracked into small octagons and trapezoids. Ben ground powder with his feet, walking on the packed earth. Near an old bathtub which was used as a watering trough a sweaty horse stood, moving only to twitch flies away. Ben passed the tub on his way up the little grade to the barn, and turned the faucet on to refill it. It had not rained for weeks. The pasture was yellowing in the dry heat and the grass seed he had planted on the lawn for Mrs. Denmark had had no chance to sprout.

Mrs. Denmark said it was more important to save the garden than to try to grow grass, so that was how Ben would spend the afternoon. There were sprinklers and hoses in the barn and he would carry them down to the garden to try to keep the ground there moist. Water spilled directly on the plants would boil and scald the leaves, but it would be some help to keep the earth around them from hardening. When he pulled the barn door open it dragged roughly across the small stones fixed in the ground. He needed to raise the hinges.

It was no cooler in the hall of the barn, though the darkness there was a relief to the eyes. Ben’s thick shoes sank deeply and coated themselves in the dust of the dirt floor, a much finer powder than the dust outside. He walked up a pair of wooden steps and opened the door to the room where the saddles were kept. The same grit covered the saddles and the shelves that ran along the walls. Ben knelt down and felt in the corners below the lowest shelf for the hosepipes that had been stored there. He pulled out a length of hose and flexed it in his hands to see if the drought and heat had cracked it. The particles that his motion raised glowed in the flat shafts of sunlight which came through the cracks between the boards of the wall.

He tested all the pieces of hose he could find and tied them into coils with bits of baling twine. There were two sprinklers under the shelf that he thought were not broken and he took these out also. His tongue felt rough and swollen, too large for his mouth, and he began to think of how thirsty he was. The dim space of the barn smelled of musty straw and dried horse manure. He wished there would be a breeze.

When he came outside again he saw Lisa walking down the steps from the door of her mother’s white house. She walked in the dense shade under the big trees of the yard, watching her feet on the brick path and swinging her hands. The dress she wore was pale blue and hung straight to her calves, unbelted. Looking at her across the bare lot, Ben thought that she seemed to be moving in an improbably cool globe, although he knew it was as hot in the yard as anywhere else.

With the coils of hose slung over his shoulder he walked back to the horse trough and sat down on one of the large pocked stones beside the faucet. He reached for the cup that he kept there, filled it from the tap and drank. When he was halfway down the second cupful he looked back toward the house. Lisa had come to the end of the walk and mounted the low brick wall that ran to the gate of the barn lot. She walked along the top of the wall and climbed the square brick post that met the wire fence enclosing the lot. She stood poised on top of the post, her hands out a little from her sides, and stared away over the drying pasture and wooded hill in the direction of Ben’s own house. The hem of her dress and the ends of her hair seemed to flutter slightly, though there was no wind to move them. Ben thought that when he had finished his water he would go over and talk to her a little, before he went to the garden.

In the Tyler house it was dark and sweltering; the windows were small and didn’t admit much light or air. Amelia had dressed as lightly as possible in a cotton print skirt, but she felt like her huge body was burning from inside. There were four rooms in the house and each was small and low-ceilinged, so that she always felt cramped. The doors between them were almost too narrow for her to pass through. The front room with the woodstove seemed unnatural in hot weather, for it was meant to hold heat and keep the air out. There were several layers of wallpaper on the walls, too torn and dirty to be decorative. The paper insulation fixed the heat in the room, as did the ragged stuffed furniture. The room was gray with the dirty light that came through the windows. Amelia walked to the door, pushing aside some litter with her feet: newspapers, part of a child’s tea set, and a headless doll. She swung the door open, hoping to start some air moving through the house, and stopped to rest a moment, looking down the concrete steps to the gravel road a few yards away.

The toys belonged to Amelia’s granddaughter, Jenny’s child. Jenny couldn’t get along with the man she was married to so she was staying at home for a while. She had never been able to get along well in life and she hadn’t married Prester until the baby was almost born. Now she said he was a no-count and she wouldn’t stay at his house anymore. She kept the baby, who was four now, but she didn’t seem to understand how to take care of her. So Amelia had to watch over the girl whenever she was here, but today she was with Prester’s old mother.

From the time she was a baby Jenny never seemed to have good sense, and she didn’t have any head for school. She would often stand and stare blankly like she couldn’t hear whatever you were saying to her, but it was not until she grew up to the age of sixteen that she began to have the sickness that makes people holler and fall down. When Mrs. Denmark got to know about the falling down she said for Jenny to be taken to the hospital of Central State. There a doctor told Amelia that Jenny would never be smart, which everyone had already known, and it was also discovered that she had become pregnant. They gave names to the things that were wrong with her but Amelia couldn’t remember them after they got home, any more than she had remembered the name of the thing that had been growing on her own brain that other time. Jenny was given a medicine for the falling sickness, but it often seemed that either she did not take it or it did not work.

When Son, so called because he was named for his daddy, came home on leave from the Army, he tried to bring Jenny into the arms of the Lord. For days she had turned her head away when he talked, but when he got her to go to a meeting she became as excited about it as she ever was about anything. Soon she became more devoted than Son had ever been, and she began to go to the meetings where people cry out and speak in unknown tongues, not like the church the Tylers had always belonged to.

It was then, just before Son went back to the Army camp, that Jenny had gone to Prester and got him to marry her. All the family was cheered by this act, and they made the best celebration for her they could. But later it appeared that her life had not really been changed.

Amelia was in the kitchen now, shaking pepper into the pot of pork backbone she was boiling on the electric stove. She felt so hot and bad that it was tiresome to do the smallest things. Some days she couldn’t understand what she was working for anymore, when it seemed to take all her efforts just to stay in one place.

Out of all her children only Son had not been a disappointment to everybody. He had gone in that program in the Army where they give you school for nothing. He had a safe job in the service and now he was an officer. Everyone could tell he had a serious mind.

But the other boy, Henry, had never been able to find a straight path for himself. For short stretches he would work and seem to live right, but it always turned out that he would break loose and spend all his money on wickedness. Because of that he never had any job that amounted to much and in the end no one around wanted to hire him anymore. Finally he got angry with them all and declared he would go to New York or Chicago, where he said there was a better life. No one in the family believed he had the money for such a trip and it was not until he had been gone a few days that they began to notice the small things of value that were missing. They never heard from him and he didn’t write to them even for money.

Now she couldn’t even talk to Benjamin anymore about all the problems. In her heart she still felt that he was a good man but she could never understand how the bad seed had come into the family. She remembered how he was when they both were young, quick and funny and so strong for his size that everyone was amazed by it. These days his mind was no longer clear and he would always think of drinking whiskey and it would be up to her to stop him.

In the bedroom at the front of the house Jenny was still asleep, and she had not undressed yet from coming in the night before. She would often sleep until late in the afternoon, and she never cared to do anything useful. Amelia thought of waking her up, but it seemed there was no reason to. She couldn’t think of any direction she herself should move in. She was tired, so tired, and looked forward only to the day when everything would be explained to her. Wiping big drops of sweat from her forehead, she took a step back from the heat of the stove.

Without anyone’s knowledge, the malignancy in Amelia’s brain had returned and grown to a painful size. As she moved now, it broke apart and swirled forcefully all through her head. The picture that the room made in her eye diminished to the size of a postage stamp and then disappeared completely as she fell across the top of the stove. Her elbow struck the boiling pot, which bounced from the wall to the floor, spilling the meat and the water. The crook of her arm rested on the glowing coil of the stove, and after she had lain there for a while the arm began to char.

In the room by the road Jenny turned over on her back and swung her feet to the floor. She put her head in her hands and rubbed at her eyes for a minute or two. Her mouth was sticky and stale, and she rose and moved toward the kitchen to look for something to drink. She walked a little unsteadily, bumping against the door as she left the room.

There was a little sick smell of burning that met her before she entered the kitchen. When she stepped into the room her eyes grew round and white, and her mouth opened itself and hung waiting. For a moment she stood breathing deeply, and then her hands rose and waved twice in front of her face.

“Oh little Jesus,” she said. “Send the demons out of my body.” On the last word she threw herself at the floor and rolled there, flailing her arms and legs. Moaning came from her mouth and her spine moved in long violent jerks. A wild sweep of her leg upset a wooden chair, which fell across the door that opened to the back yard. The convulsions of her trunk became stronger and her body thrashed like a snake after it has been hit and before it dies. Her limbs and head were tossed at random by the motion that came from the center of her body, and foam appeared at the edges of her chewing mouth. With each jerk her head slammed soundly against the floor. Gradually the jerks became less frequent, and Jenny lay slackly on her side, knees drawn up toward her chest.

Out in the yard a starling skipped toward the open door in zigzags, picking at the dirt. He hopped onto the edge of the fallen chair and turned his scruffy head sideways to the room. Jenny twitched and raised her head, and the starling flapped sloppily into the air. Jenny clasped the edge of a shelf and raised herself to her feet. She stood and stared at the spilled pot and the massive body humped on the stove. Then she turned and ran out the door, catching her loose shoe on the chair. She rushed into the clumps of buck-bushes and cedars at the edge of the yard, following the straightest way to the Denmark house. Her mouth flew open and she began to cry out, not in grunts as she had before, but in high pure screams. As she moved into the thicket her clothes caught on thorned vines, and she began to tear at the front of her garments with her hands, not slowing her pace.

Lisa stayed standing when Benjamin came over to the post; she moved lightly from foot to foot. She would turn her head to look at him and then look away, back to the hill and the trees. Ben’s voice rolled out smoothly, explaining how the heat sapped all the life from him, how the weather didn’t give a man a chance, how he was feeling his age. All of this Lisa had heard before, too often to be interested, but she loved to hear the sound of his speaking. She shifted her feet and swung her head in rhythm to the talk. An object detached itself from the trees at the edge of the pasture, and Lisa’s head stopped moving. Her eyes sharpened and began to track the object on its path down the hill.

Ben was facing away from the hillside, so he couldn’t see the running figure. Lisa kept watching and saw that it was a person, that the person was waving its arms and stumbling as it rushed toward the gate between the field and the lot. As it fumbled with the gate latch Lisa recognized it as a woman. The woman thrust the gate open and ran through, leaving the gate swinging. Her feet, sockless in heavy unlaced boots, beat a cloud of dust from the cracked ground. A twig of bramble hung from the skirt of her dark dress, which was torn in front to disclose white underwear and heaving black skin. Her eyes rolled and her mouth flopped exhaustedly, and it was not until Benjamin turned to look at her that she began to scream again.

Ben turned to follow Lisa’s gaze and saw her coming through the gate. He stood quietly, looking toward Jenny’s pumping legs as she came on, crying, “Mama done dead, mama dead,” over and over, with other sounds that were not words. Lisa looked down at him from the post and he seemed to bend and shrink in her eyes. Then she felt her mother’s hands on her shoulders, turning her back to the house, and heard her voice telling her to go back, to go up to her room and wait, to take a nap. Almost frightened now, Lisa hurried away along the wall, looking back over her shoulder to where Mrs. Denmark was speaking, first to Ben, who was shriveling so small, then to shrieking Jenny, trying to extract some form of sense from this mad situation. The scene contracted under the burning sun as Lisa moved through the green shade into the cool shadows of the house.
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One hog stood half hidden by a drooping branch of a cedar tree, halfway up the little rise from the shed where they all were fed. He was white with many black blotches, and was covered with wet brown mud, which the rainy winter kept stirred up in the hog lot. The hog and his four brothers of the litter had churned the mud constantly with their small heavy feet, so that around the shed it was worked into a soft gripping paste several inches deep. But up the rise and back in the lot the ground was firmer, though slick, and there were rocks and roots to stiffen it. The mud on the prickly back of the hog beneath the tree was streaked by the cold morning drizzle.

Inside the feed room Benjamin was sitting on a sack of shelled corn stopping to breathe awhile, for he often felt bad in the mornings now. He took a little drink from the secret bottle that he had left under the empty sacks. The room had a small window and with the door shut it was so dark he could see nothing but shadows. The bottle glinted a little in the dim light and clanked when he set it down. After he had replaced it in the hiding place he could hear disturbed mice moving under the sacks. He kept several bottles now, hidden in the outbuildings, and believed that no one knew about them. He had told Lisa to wait for him outside the gate, so she wouldn’t see him take his drink.

He heard her voice, clear in the foggy air, saying, “Look, Benjamin, the hogs are out.” He got up slowly to peer out of the high window, and there was the hog, wrinkling his long snout. Ben picked up a coffee can from the floor and scooped it half full of corn. He opened the door and went out into the lot, rattling the corn to attract the hogs back to the shed. The hog by the cedar tree stiffened and then bolted, and Ben could see the backs of all five of them through the trees as they ran grunting into the brush. Somehow he must have forgotten to latch the door tight the night before, and Jack Lee and Luther were coming to kill this morning. He knew Mrs. Denmark was going to bite his head off when she found out about this.

Lisa leaned all the way back, supporting herself with a hand on the wire gate, and looked up at the sky. There was nothing to see but the mist drifting and a cover of dull-colored clouds. Light rain fell on her face, and she lowered her head and pulled up the hood of her raincoat. Then she turned around and leaned her back against the gate. She could now see Luther’s old battered truck coming unevenly across the rough ground, past the cow barn and toward the hog lot.

The truck pulled up beside the lot fence and Luther got out and let down the tailgate, so that later they could load the hogs and haul them away for cleaning and blocking. Lisa could see that both men had white stubble on their faces, and she smelled liquor when they came near. Each carried a light rifle. Ben had come around to the gate to meet them, bringing his own gun.

Ben scratched the back of his neck while he explained that the hogs had got loose, and Luther answered him, mumbling. Luther and Jack Lee came through the gate and the three of them walked up toward the thicket, with Lisa following at a little distance. The hogs had stopped under some low bushes and they had all turned their heads back to the shed. They tensed as the men came near them but they kept watching and did not run. When the three men raised their rifles a couple of hogs grunted and the group began to swing away. There was a ragged sound of gunfire and squealing as the hogs scattered through the thorn bushes. One burst out into the clearing and ran to the creek bank behind the shed, where it collapsed, floundering. Ben pursued it, almost falling in the mud which clung to his feet as he tried to run, and as he drew near he pulled the butcher knife from his pocket. When he reached the twitching body he dropped onto his knees, shoved the knife hard into the side of the hog’s throat, and made a quick slash all across it. The hog kicked and twisted, and a great rush of fresh blood came out and ran into the creek water. Ben stood up and began to walk back toward the others. Lisa, who had been standing apart, trailed behind him, watching everything sharply.

All of the men were laughing and shouting, excited and out of breath. They came together and leaned on their rifle barrels, trying to get their wind back. Only two hogs had been killed by the shots, and they weren’t sure how many might have been hit. They didn’t rest long before they spread out into the thicket, holding their guns at their hips. Lisa tried to follow them but she was quickly outdistanced. She slowed to a walk and wandered down near the fence at the far end of the lot.

On a high rocky place there was a hog waiting, partly concealed by gray shoots of thorns. Its nostrils were widened and its long flanks moved heavily with its breath. Lisa was near enough to hear the sound of the breathing from the place where she stood. As she watched the hog there were a couple of quick cracks and she saw two round red holes appear in the hog’s dirty hide. She heard a man yelling and the hog squealed and ran at her, scattering rocks on its path down the slope. When it came near her it sheered away and plunged into the creek bed, heading toward the fence. Lisa turned to follow the hog with her eyes and saw it wriggle through a broken water gate and disappear into the woods. She ran along the creek to the fence and scrambled over, then followed the hog among the trees.

The hog had run far ahead of her and she had no idea where it could have gone. She looked on the wet ground for tracks, but there were no clear prints because of the fallen leaves. With her head lowered she moved on into the woods, looking for tracks or traces of blood. These woods were strange to her and they were not on her mother’s land, so she knew she should stay near the sound of the creek to be sure of finding her way back again. The noise of running and shooting died away behind her as she went farther into the forest.

Walking, she began to forget about the killing and the hog she was looking for. Around her everything was pleasantly calm. Brown sparrows were hopping on the ground and fluttering in the trees. Above the treetops the sky had cleared of rain clouds, though it was still the color of damp limestone. All along the sky looked flat and even, and Lisa thought she saw a buzzard turning through a gap in the branches. It had not become much lighter.

The creek bent across Lisa’s path and as she started to cross it she saw that for several feet the stream was heavily stained with blood. For a moment she thought of the hog she was looking for, but then she remembered the one that had fallen in the water earlier. She was surprised, because she wouldn’t have expected all the blood to hang together so far down the creek. She began to follow the red patch as it slipped and wound along the stream.

Lisa was fascinated by the quality of the moving blood, how it seemed to be so much more solid than the water. It floated in many small strands which wove themselves in a complicated matrix, and each strand looked as solid as a piece of fiber. Yet when Lisa put her hand into the water the strands divided around it and became insubstantial. She wondered what blood looked like when it was inside a body, and this thought absorbed her so deeply that she would never have noticed the hog if it had not fallen very near the creek.

It lay dully on its side with its hind feet at the edge of the water. Lisa could see no wounds on it, and she thought they must be on the side against the ground. Its body had not stiffened yet, but the eyes were glazing over. Lisa was glad to have found it, and proud that she knew what needed to be done. Then she realized that she had no knife.

Benjamin climbed over the hog lot fence near the place where Lisa had done so and hurried into the woods. He couldn’t clear his mind of the picture of Mrs. Denmark’s angry face. It had been bad enough when she saw how the hogs had escaped, but when she learned that Lisa was missing she had become almost too furious to speak.

Luther had told Ben that he thought he had seen the girl going over the fence, and so Ben had a chance to be the first to find her. He felt sure that the child would have the sense to stay near the creek, for she had lived around the woods all her life. He moved as fast as he could along the bank, afraid to call her name because there might be no answer. His fear was about to break out in a shout when he came around a turn in the stream and saw her.

She was sitting on the ribs of the warm dead hog, with her hands holding each other in her lap. She wasn’t looking in his direction, but away through the trees. At once he saw that she was unhurt and no terrible harm had been done, and his head throbbed with the relief. The thrill of safety made him feel young again, and he ran up to touch her as she turned to look at him. He lifted her under the shoulders and stared into her face, and her eyes were clear and empty as the sky.
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