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The loss of heaven

is the greatest
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CALDERÓN DE LA BARCA



Contents

Prologue: The Grand Review, 1865

Book One: Lost Causes

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Book Two: A Winter Count

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Book Three: Banditti

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Book Four: The Year of the Locust

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41

Chapter 42

Chapter 43

Chapter 44

Chapter 45

Chapter 46

Chapter 47

Book Five: Washita

Chapter 48

Chapter 49

Chapter 50

Chapter 51

Chapter 52

Chapter 53

Chapter 54

Chapter 55

Book Six: The Hanging Road

Chapter 56

Chapter 57

Chapter 58

Chapter 59

Chapter 60

Chapter 61

Chapter 62

Chapter 63

Chapter 64

Chapter 65

Book Seven: Crossing Jordan

Chapter 66

Chapter 67

Chapter 68

Chapter 69

Chapter 70

Chapter 71

Chapter 72

Chapter 73

Epilogue: The Plain, 1993

Afterword

A Biography of John Jakes



Prologue:
The Grand Review
1865


	… SAYING, PEACE, PEACE; WHEN there is no peace.

	JEREMIAH 6:14, 8:11



RAIN FELL ON WASHINGTON through the night. Shortly before daybreak on May twenty-third, a Tuesday, George Hazard woke in his suite at Willard’s Hotel. He rested a hand on the warm shoulder of his wife, Constance. He listened.

No more rain.

That absence of sound was a good omen for this day of celebration. A new era began this morning, an era of peace, with the Union saved.

Why, then, did he feel a sense of impending misfortune?

George slipped out of bed. His flannel nightshirt bobbed around his hairy calves as he stole from the room. George was forty-one now, a stocky, strong-shouldered man whose West Point classmates had nicknamed him Stump because of his build and his less-than-average height. Gray slashed his dark hair and the neat beard he’d kept, as many had, to show he had served in the army.

He padded into the parlor, which was strewn with newspapers and periodicals he’d been too tired to pick up last night. He began to gather them and put them in a pile, taking care to be as quiet as possible. In the second and third bedrooms, his children were asleep. William Hazard III had turned sixteen in January. Patricia would be that age by the end of the year. George’s younger brother, Billy, and his wife, Brett, occupied a fourth bedroom. Billy would march in today’s parade, but he’d gotten permission to spend the night away from the engineers’ camp at Fort Berry.

The papers and periodicals seemed to taunt George for his sense of foreboding. The New York Times, the Tribune, the Washington Star, the most recent issue of the Army and Navy Journal all sounded the same triumphant note. As he created the neat pile on a side table, the phrases leaped up:


	Though our gigantic war is but a few days over, we have already begun the disbandment of the great Army of the Union …

	They crushed the Rebellion, saved the Union, and won for themselves, and for us, a country …

	The War Department has ordered to be printed six hundred thousand blank discharges on parchment paper …

	Our self-reliant republic disbands its armies, sends home its faithful soldiers, closes its recruiting tents, stops its contracts for material, and prepares to abandon the gloomy path of war for the broad and shining highway of peace …



Today and tomorrow were to be celebrations of that: a Grand Review of Grant’s Army of the Potomac and Uncle Billy Sherman’s roughneck Army of the West. Grant’s men would march today; Sherman’s coarser, tougher troops, tomorrow. Sherman’s Westerners sneered at Grant’s Easterners as “paper collars.” Perhaps the Westerners would parade the cows and goats, mules and fighting cocks they’d brought to their camps along the Potomac.

Not all of the men who went to war would march. Some would lie forever hidden from loved ones, like George’s dearest friend, Orry. George and Orry had met as plebes at West Point in 1842. They had soldiered together in Mexico, and had preserved their friendship even after Fort Sumter surrendered and their separate loyalties took them to different sides in the conflict. But then, in the closing days, Orry met death at Petersburg. Not in battle; he fell victim to the stupid, needless, vengeful bullet of a wounded Union soldier he was trying to help.

Some of the young men made old by the war still tramped the roads of the South, going home to poverty and a land wasted by hunger and the fires of conquering battalions. Some still rode northbound trains, maimed in body and spirit by their time in the sinks that passed for rebel prisons. Some from the Confederacy had vanished into Mexico, into the army of the khedive of Egypt, or to the West, trying to forget the invisible wounds they bore. Orry’s young cousin Charles had chosen the third path.

Others had ended the war steeped in ignominy. Chief among them was Jeff Davis, run to earth near Irwinville, Georgia. Many Northern papers said he’d tried to elude capture by wearing a dress. Whatever the truth, for certain elements in the North prison wasn’t enough for Davis. They wanted a hang rope.

George lit one of his expensive Cuban cigars and crossed to the windows overlooking Pennsylvania Avenue. The suite offered a fine view of the day’s parade route, but he had special tickets for a reviewing stand directly across from the President’s. With care, he raised a window.

The sky was cloudless. He leaned out to let the cigar smoke blow away and noticed all the patriotic bunting on the three- and four-story buildings fronting the avenue. Brighter decorations were at last replacing the funeral crepe that had hung everywhere after Lincoln’s murder.

A scarlet band of light above the Potomac River basin marked the horizon. Vehicles, horsemen, and pedestrians were beginning to move on the muddy avenue below. George watched a black family—parents, five children—hurry in the direction of President’s Park. They had more than the end of the war to celebrate. They had the Thirteenth Amendment, forever abolishing slavery; the states had only to ratify it to make it law.

A clearing sky, a display of red, white, and blue, no more rain—with such favorable portents, why did his feeling of foreboding persist?

It was the families, he decided, the Mains and the Hazards. They had survived the war, but they were mangled. Virgilia, his sister, was lost to the rest of the family, self-exiled by her own extremism. It was particularly saddening because Virgilia was right here in Washington, although George didn’t know where she lived.

Then there was his older brother, Stanley, an incompetent man who had piled up an unconscionable amount of money through war profiteering. Despite his success—or perhaps because of it—Stanley was a drunkard.

Matters were no better for the Mains. Orry’s sister Ashton had vanished out in the West after being involved in an unsuccessful plot to overthrow and replace the Davis government with one that was more extreme. Orry’s brother, Cooper, who had worked in Liverpool for the Confederate Navy Department, had lost his only son, Judah, when their homebound ship was sunk off Fort Fisher by a Union blockade squadron.

And there was his best friend’s widow, Madeline, facing the struggle to rebuild her life and her burned-out plantation on the Ashley River, near Charleston. George had given her a letter of credit for forty thousand dollars, drawn on the bank in which he owned a majority interest. He’d hoped she would ask for more; most of the initial sum was needed for interest on two mortgages and to pay federal taxes and prevent confiscation of the property by Treasury agents already invading the South. But Madeline had not asked, and it worried him.

Even at this early hour, the horse-and-wagon traffic on the avenue was heavy. It was a momentous day and, if he could believe the sky and the soft breeze, it would be a beautiful one. Then why, even after isolating his anxieties about the two families, could he not banish the feeling of impending trouble?

The Hazards ate a quick breakfast. Brett looked particularly happy and excited, George thought with a certain envy. In a few weeks, Billy planned to resign his commission. Then the two of them would board a ship for San Francisco. They’d never seen California, but descriptions of the climate, the country, and its opportunities attracted them. Billy wanted to start his own civil engineering firm. Like his friend Charles Main, with whom he’d attended West Point—both inspired by the example of George and Orry—he wanted to go far from the scarred fields where American had fought American.

The couple needed to travel soon. Brett was carrying their first child. Billy had told this to George privately; decency dictated that a pregnancy never be discussed, even by family members. When a woman neared her term and her stomach bulged, people pretended not to notice. If a second child arrived, parents often told their firstborn that the doctor brought the baby in a bottle. George and Constance observed most of the proprieties, even many that were silly, but they had never stooped to the bottle story.

The family reached the special reviewing section by eight-fifteen. They took seats among reporters, congressmen, Supreme Court justices, senior army and navy officers. To their left, the avenue jogged around the Treasury Building at Fifteenth Street; the jog hid the long rise of the street up to the Capitol.

To their right, for blocks into the distance, people jammed behind barricades, hung from windows and roof peaks, sat on sagging tree limbs. Directly opposite stood the covered pavilion for President Johnson’s party, which would include Generals Grant and Sheridan and Stanley Hazard’s employer, Secretary of War Stanton. Along the pavilion’s front roof line, among bunting swags and evergreen sprays, hung banners painted with the names of Union victories: Atlanta and Antietam, Gettysburg and Spotsylvania, and more.

By quarter to nine there was still no sign of the President. The blunt-featured Chief Executive sailed in a sea of gossip these days. People said he lacked tact, drank heavily. And he was common—well, that was true. Johnson, a tailor, later senator, was the self-educated son of a Tennessee tavern porter, but he did not have the skills that had enabled Lincoln to turn his rustic background into a personal advantage. George had met Johnson. He found him a brusque, opinionated man with an almost religious reverence for the Constitution. That alone would put him at odds with the Radical Republicans, who wanted to expand interpretation of the Constitution to suit their vision of society.

George agreed with many Radical positions, including equal rights and the franchise for eligible males of both races. But frequently he found Radical motives and tactics repugnant. Many of the Radicals made no secret of their intent to use black voters to make the Republicans the majority party, upsetting the traditional Democratic dominance of the country. The Radicals displayed a vicious animosity toward those they had conquered, as well as any others they deemed ideologically impure.

President Johnson and the Radicals were locked in an increasingly vindictive struggle for control of reconstruction of the Union. It was not a new quarrel. In 1862, Lincoln had proposed his Louisiana Plan, later amplifying it to allow for readmission of any seceded state in which a “tangible nucleus” of voters—only ten percent of those qualified to vote in 1860—took a loyalty oath and organized a pro-Union government.

In July of 1864, the Radical Republicans had retaliated with a bill written by Senator Ben Wade, of Ohio, and Representative Henry Davis, of Maryland. It outlined a much harsher reconstruction plan, which included a provision for military rule of the defeated Confederacy. The bill fixed control of reconstruction in the Congress. Early in 1865, Tennessee had formed a government under the Lincoln plan, headed by a Whig Unionist named Brownlow. The Radicals in Congress refused to seat elected representatives of that government.

Andrew Johnson had accused Jefferson Davis of acting to “inspire” and “procure” the assassination at Ford’s Theatre. He made the obligatory harsh statements about the South, but he also insisted that he would carry out Lincoln’s moderate program. Lately, George had heard that Johnson intended to implement the program by means of executive orders during the summer and fall. Since Congress had adjourned and was not scheduled to reconvene until late in the year, and since Johnson certainly wouldn’t call a special session, the Radicals would be thwarted.

So the political wind carried word of coming Radical reprisals. One of George’s missions in Washington was to speak to a powerful Pennsylvania politician, to state his views on the situation. He donated enough to the party each year to feel entitled to do so. He might even do some good.

“Papa, there’s Aunt Isabel,” said Patricia from behind him.

George saw Stanley’s wife waving from the presidential stand. He grimaced and returned the wave. “She wanted us to be sure and see her.”

Brett smiled. Constance patted his hand. “Now, George, don’t be spiteful. You wouldn’t trade places with Stanley.”

George shrugged and continued scanning the crowd on his side of the street, searching for the congressman from his state whom he wanted to corner. While he was occupied, Constance reached into her reticule for a piece of hard candy. Her red hair shone where it curled from beneath a fashionable straw bonnet. She still possessed a pale Irish loveliness, but she’d gained thirty pounds since her marriage, at the end of the Mexican War. George said he didn’t mind; he considered the weight a sign of contentment.

Promptly at nine, a cannon boomed off by the Capitol. In a few minutes, the Hazards heard a distant brass band playing “When Johnny Comes Marching Home.” Then they heard unseen thousands cheering parade units beyond the jog in the avenue. Soon the first marchers rounded the corner by the Treasury, and everyone leaped up to clap and hurrah.

Scholarly General George Meade led the parade, riding to the presidential pavilion amid an ovation. Small boys hanging from the trees behind it leaned out to clap and nearly fell. Meade saluted the dignitaries with his saber—neither Grant nor Johnson had yet arrived—then handed his horse to a corporal and went to sit with them.

Women cheered, men wept openly, a chorus of young schoolgirls sang and showered the street with bouquets and nosegays. The sun struck white fire from the alabaster of the Capitol dome as General Wesley Merritt led the Third Division into sight. The regular commander, Little Phil Sheridan, was already en route to duty on the Gulf of Mexico. When the Third appeared, even William, who was afflicted with adolescent disdain for nearly everything, jumped up and whistled and clapped.

Sixteen abreast in a column of platoons, sabers flashing in the sunshine, Sheridan’s cavalry passed. The troopers had a trim, freshly barbered look and showed few signs of war-weariness. Many of them had stuck small bunches of daisies or violets into the muzzles of the carbines carried behind them on shoulder slings.

Each rank dipped its steel to the Chief Executive, who had finally entered the pavilion with General Grant, looking apologetic. George heard a woman several rows behind wonder aloud whether Johnson was already drunk.

Dust clouds rose. The smell of horse droppings ripened. Then, from Fifteenth Street, George heard a chant. “Custer! Custer! Custer! …”

And there he came, on his fine high-stepping bay, Don Juan: the “Boy General”—shoulder-length ringlets, yellow with a reddish patina, flushed face, scarlet neckerchief, golden spurs, broad-brimmed hat doffed to acknowledge the chanting of his name. Few Union officers had so captured the fancy of public and press. George Armstrong Custer had been last in his class at West Point, a brigadier at twenty-three, a major general at twenty-four. Twelve horses had been shot from under him. He was fearless or reckless, depending on your view. It was said that he wanted to be president after Ulysses Grant ran for the office. If he did want that—if the famed “Custer’s luck” stayed with him and the public didn’t forget him—he’d probably get what he wanted.

The Boy General led his troop of red-scarfed cavalrymen while his regimental band blared “Garry Owen.” The schoolgirls surged up, ready to sing again. They threw flowers. Near the presidential stand, Custer stretched out his gauntlet to catch one. The sudden move spooked the bay. It bolted.

George glimpsed Custer’s furious face as the bay raced toward Seventeenth. When Custer regained control of Don Juan, it was impossible for him to turn back against the tide of men and horses to salute Johnson. Enraged, he rode on.

No Custer’s luck this morning, George thought, lighting a cigar. The road of ambition was not smooth. Thank God he himself had no designs on high office.

According to his engraved program, it would be a while before the engineers appeared. He excused himself to search again for the politician he hoped to find in the crowd.

He did find him, holding forth among the trees behind the special stand. Congressman Thaddeus Stevens, Republican of Lancaster and perhaps the foremost of the Radicals, was over seventy but still had an aura of craggy power. Neither a clubfoot nor an obvious and ugly dark-brown wig could diminish it. He wore neither beard nor mustache, letting his stern features show clearly.

He finished his conversation, and his two admirers tipped their hats and walked away. George stepped up, extending his hand. “Hello, Thad.”

“George. Splendid to see you. I’d heard you were out of uniform.”

“And back at Lehigh Station, managing the Hazard works. Do you have a moment? I’d like to speak to you as one Republican to another.”

“Surely,” Stevens said. A curtain dropped over his dark blue eyes. George had seen this happen before with the eyes of politicians put on guard.

“I just want to say that I’m in favor of giving Mr. Johnson’s program a chance.”

Stevens pursed his lips. “I understand the reason for your concern. I know you have friends down in Carolina.”

God, the man had a way of setting you off with his righteousness. George wished he was five inches taller, so he wouldn’t have to look up. “Yes, that’s right. My best friend’s people; my friend didn’t survive the war. I must say in defense of the family that I don’t consider them aristocrats. Or criminals—”

“They are both if they held blacks in bondage.”

“Thad, please let me finish.”

“Yes, certainly.” Stevens was no longer friendly.

“A few years ago, I believed that overzealous politicians on both sides had provoked the war, unnecessarily. Year after year, I rethought the question, and I decided I was wrong. Terrible as it was, the war had to be fought. Gradual peaceful emancipation would never have worked. Those with vested interests in slavery would have kept it going.”

“Quite right. With their cooperation and encouragement, the blackbirders imported and sold slaves from Cuba and the Indies long after Congress outlawed the trade in 1807.”

“I’m more interested in this moment. The war’s over, and there must never be another one. The cost to life and property is too high. War defeats every attempt at material progress.”

“Ah, there it is,” Stevens said with a frosty smile. “The businessman’s new creed. I am well aware of this tide of economic pacifism in the North. I’ll have nothing to do with it.”

George bristled. “Why not? Aren’t you supposed to represent your Republican constituents?”

“Represent, yes. Obey, no. My conscience is my sole guide.” He laid a hand on George’s shoulder and gazed down; the mere act of inclining his head was somehow condescending. “I don’t want to be rude, George. I know you donate heavily to the state and national organizations. I’m aware of your fine war record. Unfortunately, none of that changes my view about the Southern slavocracy. Those who belong to that class, and all who support them, are traitors to our nation. They presently reside not in sovereign states, but in conquered provinces. They deserve full punishment.”

In the eyes beneath the overhanging brows, George saw the light of true belief, holy war.

Cynics often cited sordid reasons for that fanaticism. They linked Stevens’s championship of Negro rights with his housekeeper in Lancaster and Washington, Mrs. Lydia Smith, a handsome widow, and a mulatto. They linked the burning of his iron works in Chambersburg by Jubal Early’s soldiers with his hatred of all things Southern. George didn’t entirely believe the explanations; he considered Stevens an honest idealist, though an extreme one. It had never surprised him that Stevens and his sister Virgilia Hazard were close friends.

Still, the congressman by no means represented all of Republican opinion. Again sharply, George said, “I thought the executive branch was in charge of reconstructing the South.”

“No, sir. That’s the prerogative of the Congress. Mr. Johnson was a fool to announce his intention to issue executive orders. Doing so has generated great enmity among my colleagues, and you may be assured that when we reconvene, we will undo his mischief. Congress will not have its rights usurped.” Stevens rapped the ferrule of his cane on the ground. “I will not have it.”

“But Johnson is only doing what Abraham Lincoln—”

“Mr. Lincoln is dead,” Stevens said before he could finish.

Reddening, George said, “All right, then. What program would you enact?”

“A complete reconstruction of Southern institutions and manners by means of occupation, confiscation, and the purging fire of law. Such a program may startle feeble minds and shake weak nerves but it is necessary and justified.” George grew even redder. “To be more specific, I want harsh penalties for traitors who held high office. I’m not content that Jeff Davis be held in irons at Fortress Monroe. I want him executed. I want amnesty denied to any man who left the Army or Navy to serve the rebellion.” Unhappily, George thought of Charles. “And I insist on equal rights, full citizenship for all Negroes. I demand the franchise for every eligible black male.”

“For that, they’ll throw rocks at you even in Pennsylvania. White people just don’t believe blacks are their equals. That may be wrong—and I think it is—but it’s also reality. Your scheme won’t work.”

“Justice won’t work, George? Equality won’t work? I don’t care. Those are my beliefs, I’ll fight for them. In matters of moral principle, there can be no compromise.”

“Damn it, I refuse to accept that. And a lot of other Northerners feel the same way about—”

But the congressman was gone, to see three new admirers.

The battalion from the Corps of Engineers, Army of the Potomac, swung down Pennsylvania Avenue toward the presidential pavilion. Eight companies marched, smartly outfitted in new uniforms, which had replaced the soiled, ragged ones worn during the last days of the Virginia campaign. On the belts of half the marchers swung short spades, emblems of their dangerous field duty—bridge building, road repair—often done under enemy fire they were too busy to return.

Marching with them in the hot sun, neatly bearded, the pain of his healing chest wound almost gone, Billy Hazard strode along with pride and vigor. He glanced toward the stand where his family should be sitting. Yes, he saw his wife’s lovely, luminous face as she waved. Then he noticed his brother and nearly lost the cadence. George looked abstracted, grim.

The brass band blared, sweeping the engineers past the special stands through a rain of flowers.

Constance, too, saw something amiss. After Billy went by, she asked George about it.

“Oh, I finally found Thad Stevens. That’s all.”

“That isn’t all. I can see it. Tell me.”

George gazed at his wife, weighed down again by that feeling of hovering disaster. The premonition was not directly related to Stevens, yet he was a part of the tapestry.

A similar feeling had come over George in April of 1861, when he watched a house in Lehigh Station burn to the ground. He had stared at the flames and visualized the nation afire, and he had feared the future. It had not been an idle fear. He’d lost Orry, and the Mains had lost the great house at Mont Royal, and the war had cost hundreds of thousands of lives and nearly destroyed the bonds between the families. This foreboding was much like that earlier one.

He tried to minimize it to Constance, shrugging. “I expressed my views, and he put them down, pretty viciously. He wants congressional control of reconstruction and he wants blood from the South.” George didn’t mean to grow emotional, but he did. “Stevens is willing to go to war with Mr. Johnson to get what he wants. And I thought it was time to bind up the Union. God knows our family’s suffered and bled enough. Orry’s, too.”

Constance sighed, searching for some way to ease his unhappiness. With a forced smile on her plump face, she said, “Dearest, it’s only politics, after all—”

“No. It’s much more than that. I was under the impression that we were celebrating because the war is over. Stevens set me straight. It’s only starting.”

And George did not know whether the two families, already wounded by four years of one sort of war, could survive another.



Book One
Lost Causes

WE ALL AGREE THAT the seceded states, so called, are out of their proper practical relation with the Union, and that the sole object of the government, civil and military, in regard to those states, is to again get them into that proper, practical relation. I believe that it is not only possible, but in fact easier, to do this without deciding or even considering whether these states have ever been out of the Union, than with it. Finding themselves safely at home, it would be utterly immaterial whether they had ever been abroad.

Last public speech of ABRAHAM LINCOLN,

from a White House balcony,

APRIL 11, 1865

Grind down the traitors. Grind the traitors in the dust.

CONGRESSMAN THADDEUS STEVENS,

after Lincoln’s assassination, 1865



1

ALL AROUND HIM, PILLARS of fire shot skyward. The fighting had ignited the dry underbrush, then the trees. Smoke brought tears to his eyes and made it hard to see the enemy skirmishers.

Charles Main bent low over the neck of his gray, Sport, and waved his straw hat, shouting “Hah! Hah!” Ahead, at the gallop, manes streaming out, the twenty splendid cavalry horses veered one way, then another, seeking escape from the heat and the scarlet glare.

“Don’t let them turn,” Charles shouted to Ab Woolner, whom he couldn’t see in the thick smoke. Rifle fire crackled. A dim figure to his left toppled from the saddle.

Could they get out? They had to get out. The army desperately needed these stolen mounts.

A burly sergeant in Union blue jumped up from behind a log. He aimed and put a rifle ball into the head of the mare at the front of the herd. She bellowed and fell. A chestnut behind her stumbled and went down. Charles heard bone snap as he galloped on. The sergeant’s sooty face broke into a smile. He blew a hole in the head of the chestnut.

The heat seared Charles’s face. The smoke all but blinded him. He’d completely lost sight of Ab and the others in the gray-clad raiding party. Only the need to get the animals to General Hampton pushed him on through the inferno that mingled sunlight with fire.

His lungs began to hurt, strangled for air. He thought he saw a gap ahead that marked the end of the burning wood. He applied spurs; Sport responded gallantly. “Ab, straight ahead. Do you see it?”

There was no response except more rifle fire, more outcries, more sounds of horses and men tumbling into the burning leaves that carpeted the ground. Charles jammed his hat on his head and yanked out his .44-caliber Army Colt and thumbed the hammer back. In front of him, strung across the escape lane, three Union soldiers raised bayonets. They turned sideways to the stampeding horses. One soldier rammed his bayonet into the belly of a piebald. A geyser of blood splashed him. With a great agonized whinny, the piebald went down.

Such vicious brutality to an animal drove Charles past all reason. He fired two rounds, but Sport was racing over such rough ground he couldn’t hope for a hit. With the herd flowing around them, the three Union boys took aim. One ball tore right between Sport’s eyes and splattered blood on Charles’s face. He let out a demented scream as the gray’s forelegs buckled, tossing him forward.

He landed hard and came up on hands and knees, groggy. Another smiling Union boy dodged in with his bayonet Charles had an impression of orange light too bright to stare at, heat so intense he could almost feel it broil his skin. The Union boy stepped past Sport, down and dying, and rammed the bayonet into Charles’s belly and ripped upward, tearing him open from navel to breastbone.

A second soldier put his rifle to Charles’s head. Charles heard the roar, felt the impact—then the wood went dark.

“Mr. Charles—”

“Straight on, Ab! It’s the only way out.”

“Mr. Charles, sir, wake up.”

He opened his eyes, saw a woman’s silhouette bathed in deep red light. He swallowed air, thrashed. Red light. The forest was burning—

No. The light came from the red bowls of the gas mantles around the parlor. There was no fire, no heat. Still dazed, he said, “Augusta?”

“Oh, no, sir,” she said sadly. “It’s Maureen. You made such an outcry, I thought you’d had a seizure of some kind.”

Charles sat up and pushed his dark hair off his sweaty forehead. The hair hadn’t been cut in a while. It curled over the collar of his faded blue shirt. Though he was only twenty-nine, a lot of his handsomeness had been worn away by privation and despair.

Across the parlor of the suite in the Grand Prairie Hotel, Chicago, he saw his gun belt lying on a chair cushion. The holster held his 1848 Colt, engraved with a scene of Indians fighting Army dragoons. Over the back of the same chair lay his gypsy cloak, a patchwork of squares from butternut trousers, fur robes, Union greatcoats, yellow and scarlet comforters. He’d sewn it, piece by piece, during the war, for warmth. The war—

“Bad dream,” he said. “Did I wake Gus?”

“No, sir. Your son’s sleeping soundly. I’m sorry about the nightmare.”

“I should have known it for what it was. Ab Woolner was in it. And my horse Sport. They’re both dead.” He rubbed his eyes. “I’ll be all right, Maureen. Thank you.”

Doubtfully, she said, “Yes, sir,” and tiptoed out.

All right? he thought. How could he ever be all right? He’d lost everything in the war, because he’d lost Augusta Barclay, who had died giving birth to the son he never knew about until she was gone.

The spell of the dream still gripped him. He could see and smell the forest burning, just as the Wilderness had burned. He could feel the heat boiling his blood. It was a fitting dream. He was a burned-out man, his waking hours haunted by two conflicting questions: Where could he find peace for himself? Where did he fit in a country no longer at war? His only answer to both was “Nowhere.”

He shoved his hair back again and staggered to the sideboard, where he poured a stiff drink. Ruddy sunset light tinted the roofs of Randolph Street visible from the corner window. He was just finishing the drink, still trying to shake off the nightmare, when Augusta’s uncle, Brigadier Jack Duncan, came through the foyer.

The first thing he said was “Charlie, I have bad news.”

Brevet Brigadier Duncan was a thickly built man with crinkly gray hair and ruddy cheeks. He looked splendid in full dress: tail coat, sword belt, baldric, sash with gauntlets folded over it, chapeau with black silk cockade tucked under his arm. His actual rank in his new post at the Military Division of the Mississippi, headquartered in Chicago, was captain. Most wartime brevets had been reduced, but like all the others, Duncan was entitled to be addressed by his higher rank. He wore the single silver star of a brigadier on his epaulets, but he complained about the confusion of ranks, titles, insignia, and uniforms in the postwar army.

Charles, waiting for him to say more, relighted the stub of a cigar. Duncan laid his chapeau aside and poured a drink. “I’ve been at Division all afternoon, Charlie. Bill Sherman’s to replace John Pope as commander.”

“Is that your bad news?”

Duncan shook his head. “We have a million men still under arms, but by this time next year we’ll be lucky to have twenty-five thousand. As part of that reduction, the First through the Sixth Volunteer Infantry Regiments are to be mustered out.”

“All the Galvanized Yankees?” They were Confederate prisoners who had been put into the Union Army during the war in lieu of going to prison.

“Every last one. They acquitted themselves well, too. They kept the Sioux from slaughtering settlers in Minnesota, rebuilt telegraph lines the hostiles destroyed, garrisoned forts, guarded the stage and mail service. But it’s all over.”

Charles strode to the window. “Damn it, Jack, I came all the way out here to join one of those regiments.”

“I know. But the doors are closed.”

Charles turned, his face so forlorn Duncan was deeply moved. This South Carolinian who’d fathered his niece’s child was a fine man. But like so many others, he’d been cast adrift in pain and confusion by the end of the war that had occupied him wholly for four years.

“Well, then,” Charles said, “I suppose I’ll have to swamp floors. Dig ditches—”

“There’s another avenue, if you care to try it.” Charles waited. “The regular cavalry.”

“Hell, that’s impossible. The amnesty proclamation excludes West Point men who changed sides.”

“You can get around that.” Before Charles could ask how, he continued. “There’s a surplus of officers left from the war but a shortage of qualified enlisted men. You’re a fine horseman and a topnotch soldier—you should be, coming from the Point. They’ll take you ahead of all the Irish immigrants and one-armed wonders and escaped jailbirds.”

Charles chewed on the cigar, thinking. “What about my boy?”

“Why, we’d just follow the same arrangement we agreed on previously. Maureen and I will keep Gus until you’re through with training and posted somewhere. With luck—if you’re at Fort Leavenworth or Fort Riley, for instance—you can hire a noncom’s wife to nursemaid him. If not, he can stay on with us indefinitely. I love that boy. I’d shoot any man who looked cross-eyed at him.”

“So would I.” Charles pondered further. “Not much of a choice, is it? Muster with the regulars or go home, live on Cousin Madeline’s charity, and sit on a cracker barrel telling war stories for the rest of my life.” He chewed the cigar again, fiercely. Casting a quizzical look at Duncan, he asked, “You sure they’d have me in the regulars?”

“Charlie, hundreds of former reb—ah, Confederates are entering the Army. You just have to do what they do.”

“What’s that?”

“When you enlist, lie like hell.”

“Next,” said the recruiting sergeant.

Charles walked to the stained table, which had a reeking spittoon underneath. Next door, a man screamed as a barber yanked his tooth.

The noncom smelled of gin, looked twenty years past retirement age, and did everything slowly. Charles had already sat for an hour while the sergeant processed two wild-eyed young men, neither of whom spoke English. One answered every question by thumping his chest and exclaiming, “Budapest, Budapest.” The other thumped his chest and exclaimed, “United States Merica.” God save the Plains Army.

The sergeant pinched his veined nose. “ ’fore we go on, do me a favor. Take that God-awful collection of rags or whatever it is and drop it outside. It looks disgusting and it smells like sheep shit.”

Simmering, Charles folded the gypsy robe and put it neatly on the plank walk outside the door. Back at the table, he watched the sergeant ink his pen.

“You know the enlistment’s five years—”

Charles nodded.

“Infantry or cavalry?”

“Cavalry.”

That one word gave him away. Hostile, the sergeant said, “Southron?”

“South Carolina.”

The sergeant reached for a pile of sheets held together by a metal ring. “Name?”

Charles had thought about that carefully. He wanted a name close to his real one, so he’d react naturally when addressed. “Charles May.”

“May, May—” The sergeant leafed through the sheets, finally set them aside. In response to Charles’s quizzical stare, he said, “Roster of West Point graduates. Division headquarters got it up.” He eyed Charles’s shabby clothes. “You don’t have to worry about being mistook for one of those boys, I guess. Now, any former military service?”

“Wade Hampton Mounted Legion. Later—”

“Wade Hampton is enough.” The sergeant wrote. “Highest rank?”

Taking Duncan’s advice made him uncomfortable, but he did it. “Corporal.”

“Can you prove that?”

“I can’t prove anything. My records burned in Richmond.”

The sergeant sniffed. “That’s damned convenient for you rebs. Well, we can’t be choosy. Ever since Chivington settled up with Black Kettle’s Cheyennes last year, the damn plains tribes have gone wild.”

The sergeant’s “settled up” didn’t fit the facts as Charles knew them. Near Denver, an emigrant party had been slain by Indians. An ex-preacher, Colonel J. M Chivington, had mustered Colorado volunteer troops to retaliate against a Cheyenne village at Sand Creek, though there was no evidence that the village chief, Black Kettle, or his people were responsible for the killings. Of the three hundred or so that Chivington’s men slew at Sand Creek, all but about seventy-five were women and children. The raid had outraged many people in the country, but the sergeant wasn’t one of them.

The dentist’s patient shrieked again. “No, sir,” the sergeant mused, his pen scratching, “we can’t be choosy at all. Got to take pretty near whoever shows up.” Another glance at Charles. “Traitors included.”

Charles struggled with his anger. He supposed that if he went ahead—and he had to go ahead; what else did he know besides soldiering?—he’d hear plenty of variations on the tune of traitor. He’d better get used to listening without complaint.

“Can you read or write?”

“Both.”

The recruiter actually smiled. “That’s good, though it don’t make a damn bit of difference. You got the essentials. Minimum of one arm, one leg, and you’re breathing. Sign here.”

The locomotive’s bell rang. Maureen dithered. “Sir—Brigadier—all passengers on board.”

In the steam blowing along the platform, Charles hugged his bundled-up son. Little Gus, six months old now, wriggled and fretted with a case of colic. Maureen was still wet-nursing the baby, and this was his first bad reaction.

“I don’t want him to forget me, Jack.”

“That’s why I had you sit for that daguerreotype. When he’s a little older, I’ll start showing it to him and saying Pa.”

Gently, Charles transferred his son to the arms of the housekeeper, who was also, he suspected, the older man’s wife-without-marriage-certificate. “Take good care of that youngster.”

“It’s almost an insult that you think we might not,” Maureen said, rocking the child.

Duncan clasped Charles’s hand. “Godspeed—and remember to hold your tongue and your temper. You have some hard months ahead of you.”

“I’ll make it, Jack. I can soldier for anyone, even Yankees.”

The whistle blew. From the rear car, the conductor signaled and shouted to the engineer. “Go ahead! Go ahead!” Charles jumped up to the steps of the second-class car and waved as the train lurched forward. He was glad for the steam rising around him, so they couldn’t see his eyes as the train pulled out.

Charles slouched in his seat. No one had sat next to him, because of his sinister appearance: worn straw hat pulled down to his eyebrows, the gypsy robe beside him. On his knee, unread, lay a National Police Gazette.

Dark rain-streaks crawled diagonally down the window. The storm and the night hid everything beyond. He chewed on a stale roll he’d bought from a vendor working the aisles, and felt the old forlorn emptiness.

He turned the pages of a New York Times left by a passenger who’d gotten off at the last stop. The advertising columns caught his eye: fantastic claims for eyeglasses, corsets, the comforts of coastal steamers. One item offered a tonic for suffering. He tossed the paper away. Damn shame it wasn’t that easy.

Unconsciously, he began to whistle a little tune that had come into his head a few weeks ago and refused to leave. The whistling roused a stout woman across the aisle. Her pudgy daughter rested her head in her mother’s lap. The woman overcame her hesitation and spoke to Charles.

“Sir, that’s a lovely melody. Is it perchance one of Miss Jenny Lind’s numbers?”

Charles pushed his hat back. “No. Just something I made up.”

“Oh, I thought it might be hers. We collect her famous numbers in sheet music. Ursula plays them beautifully.”

“I’m sure she does.” Despite good intentions, it sounded curt.

“Sir, if you will permit me to say so”—she indicated the Gazette on his knee—“what you are reading is not Christian literature. Please, take this. You’ll find it more uplifting.”

She handed him a small pamphlet of a kind he recognized from wartime camps. One of the little religious exhortations published by the American Tract Society.

“Thank you,” he said, and started to read:

Verily, verily, I say unto you, Hereafter ye shall see heaven open, and the angels of God ascending …

Bitter, Charles faced the window again. He saw no angels, no heaven, nothing but the boundless dark of the Illinois prairie, and the rain—probably a harbinger of a future as bleak as the past. Duncan was undoubtedly right about hard times ahead. He sank farther down on the seat, resting on the bony base of his spine and watching the darkness pass by.

Softly, he began to hum the little tune, which conjured lovely pastel images of Mont Royal—cleaner, prettier, larger than it had ever been before it burned. The little tune sang to him of that lost home, and his lost love, and everything lost in the four bloody years of the Confederacy’s purple dream. It sang of emotions and a happiness that he was sure he would never know again.

_____________

(Advertisement.)

TO THOSE WHO SUFFER.—It would seem almost incredible that men will continue to suffer when such a Remedy as PLANTATION BITTERS is within their reach. Persons troubled with Headache, Low Spirits, Heartburn, Pain in the Side, Back, or Stomach, Cramps, Bad Breath, and other symptoms of that horrid monster, Dyspepsia, are earnestly invited to test this Remedy.

_____________

MADELINE’S JOURNAL


	June, 1865. My dearest Orry, I begin this account in an old copybook because I need to talk to you. To say I am adrift without you, that I live with pain, does not begin to convey my state. I will strive to keep self-pity from these pages but I know I will not be entirely successful.

	One tiny part of me rejoices that you are not here to see the ruin of your beloved homeland. The extent of the ruin is only emerging slowly. South Carolina offered some 70,000 men to the misbegotten war and over a quarter were killed, the highest of any state, it’s said.

	Freed Negroes to the number of 200,000 now roam at large. This is half the state’s population, or more. On the river road last week I met Maum Ruth, who formerly belonged to the late Francis LaMotte. She clutched an old flour sack so protectively, I was moved to ask what it contained. “Got the freedom in here, and I won’t let it go.” I walked away full of sadness and anger. How wrong we were not to educate our blacks. They are helpless in the new world into which this strange peace has hurled them.

	“Our” blacks—I have paused over that chance wording. It is condescending and I am forgetful I am one of them—in Carolina one-eighth black is all black.

	What your sister Ashton spitefully revealed about me in Richmond is now known all over the district. No mention has been made of it in recent weeks. For that, I have you to thank. You are held in high esteem, and mourned …

	We planted four rice squares. We should have a good small crop to sell if there is anyone to buy. Andy, Jane, and I work the squares each day.

	A pastor of the African Methodist Church married Andy and Jane last month. They took a new last name. Andy wanted Lincoln, but Jane refused; too many former slaves choose it Instead, they are the Shermans, a selection not exactly certain to endear them to the white population! But they are free people. It is their right to have any name they want.

	The pine house, built to replace the great house burned by Cuffey and Jones and their rabble, has a new coat of whitewash. Jane comes up in the evening while Andy works on the tabby walls of their new cottage; we talk or mend the rags that substitute for decent clothing—and sometimes we dip into our “library.” It consists of one Godey’s Lady’s Book from 1863, and the last ten pages of a Southern Literary Messenger.

	Jane speaks often of starting a school, even of asking the new Freedmen’s Bureau to help us locate a teacher. I went to do it—I think I must, in spite of the bad feeling it will surely generate. In the bitterness of defeat, few white people are inclined to help those liberated by Lincoln’s pen and Sherman’s sword.

	Before thinking of a school, however, we must think of survival. The rice will not be enough to support us. I know dear George Hazard would grant us unlimited credit, but I perceive it as a weakness to ask him. In that regard I surely am a Southerner—full of stiff-necked pride.

	We may be able to sell off lumber from the stands of pine and cypress so abundant on Mont Royal. I know nothing of operating a sawmill, but I can learn. We would need equipment, which would mean another mortgage. The banks in Charleston may soon open again—both Geo. Williams and Leverett Dawkins, our old Whig friend, speculated in British sterling during the war, kept it in a foreign bank, and will now use it to start the commercial blood of the Low Country flowing again. If Leverett’s bank does open, I will apply to him.

	Shall also have to hire workers, and wonder if I can. There is wide concern that the Negroes prefer to revel in their freedom rather than labor for their old owners, however benevolent. A vexing problem for all the South.

	But, my sweetest Orry, I must tell you of my most unlikely dream—and the one I have promised myself to realize above all others. It was born some days ago, out of my love for you, and my longing, and my eternal pride in being your wife. …



After midnight of that day, unable to sleep, Madeline left the whitewashed house that now had a wing with two bedrooms. Nearing forty, Orry Main’s widow was still as full-bosomed and small-waisted as she had been the day he rescued her on the river road, although age and stress were beginning to mark and roughen her face.

She’d been crying for an hour, ashamed of it, yet powerless to stop. Now she rushed down the broad lawn under a moon that shone, blinding white, above the trees bordering the Ashley River. At the bank where the pier once jutted out, she disturbed a great white heron. The bird rose and sailed past the full moon.

She turned and gazed back up the lawn at the house among the live oaks bearded with Spanish moss. A vision filled her mind, a vision of the great house in which she and Orry had lived as man and wife. She saw its graceful pillars, lighted windows. She saw carriages drawn up, gentlemen and ladies visiting, laughing.

The idea came then. It made her heart beat so fast it almost hurt. Where the poor whitewashed place stood now, she would build another Mont Royal. A fine great house to endure forever as a memorial to her husband and his goodness, and all that was good about the Main family and its collective past.

In a rush of thought, it came to her that the house must not be an exact replica of the burned mansion. That beauty had represented—hidden—too much that was evil. Although the Mains had been kind to their slaves, they had indisputably kept them as property, thereby endorsing a system that embraced shackles and floggings and death or castration for those rash enough to run away. By war’s end, Orry had all but disavowed the system; Cooper, in his younger days, had condemned it openly. Even so, the new Mont Royal must be truly new, for it was a new time. A new age.

Tears welled. Madeline clasped her hands and raised them in the moonlight. “I’ll do it somehow. In your honor—”

She saw it clearly, standing again, the phoenix risen from the ashes. Like some pagan priestess, she lifted her head and hands to whatever gods watched from the starry arch of the Carolina night She spoke to her husband there amid the far stars.

“I swear before heaven, Orry. I will build it, for you.”


	A surprise visitor today. Gen. Wade Hampton, on his way home from Charleston. Because of his rank, and his ferocity as a soldier, they say it will be years before any amnesty reaches high enough to include him.

	His strength and good disposition astound me. He lost so much—his brother Frank and his son Preston dead in battle, 3,000 slaves gone, and both Millwood and Sand Hills burned by the enemy. He is living in an overseer’s shack at Sand Hills, and cannot escape the accusation that he, not Sherman, burned Columbia by firing cotton bales to keep them from the Yankee looters.

	Yet he showed no dismay, over any of this, expressing, instead, concern for others …



Outside the pine house, Wade Hampton sat on an upright log that served as a chair. Lee’s oldest cavalry commander, forty-seven now, carried himself with a certain stiffness. He’d been wounded in battle five times. Since coming home, he’d shaved his huge beard, leaving only a tuft beneath his mouth, though he still wore his great curving mustaches and side whiskers. Under an old broadcloth coat, he carried an ivory-handled revolver in a holster.

“Laced coffee, General,” Madeline said as she emerged into the dappled sunlight with two steaming tin cups. “Sugar and a little corn whiskey—though I’m afraid the coffee is just a brew from parched acorns.”

“Welcome all the same.” Smiling, Hampton took his cup. Madeline sat down on a crate near a cluster of the trumpet-shaped yellow jasmine she loved.

“I came to inquire about your welfare,” he said to her. “Mont Royal is yours now—”

“In a sense, yes. I don’t own it.”

Hampton raised an eyebrow, and she explained that Tillet Main had left the plantation to his sons, Orry and Cooper, jointly. He had done so despite his long-standing quarrel with Cooper over slavery; at the end, blood ties and tradition had proved stronger in Tillet than anger or ideology. Like a majority of men of his age and time, Tillet looked to his sons because he prized his property and had a less than generous view of the business and financial abilities of women. When he wrote his will, he didn’t worry about anything more than a token bequest of cash to each of his daughters, Ashton and Brett, presuming they would be provided for by their spouses. The will further stipulated that when one son predeceased the other, that son’s title in the estate passed directly to the surviving brother.

“So Cooper is the sole owner of record now. But he’s generously allowed me to stay on here out of regard for Orry. I have the management of the plantation, and the income from it, for as long as he remains the owner, and so long as I pay the mortgage debt. I’m responsible for all of the operating expenses too, but those conditions are certainly reasonable.”

“You’re secure in this arrangement? I mean to say, it’s legal and binding?”

“Completely. Only weeks after we got word of Orry’s death, Cooper formalized the arrangement in writing. The document makes it irrevocable.”

“Well, knowing how Carolinians value family ties and family property, I should think Mont Royal would stay with the Mains forever, then.”

“Yes, I’m confident of that.” It was her single firm hold on security. “Unfortunately, there’s no income at all right now, and no great prospect of any. About the best I can say in answer to your question about our welfare is that we’re managing.”

“I suppose that’s the best any of us can expect at present. My daughter Sally’s marrying Colonel Johnny Haskell later this month. That lightens the clouds a little.” He sipped from the cup. “Delicious. What do you hear from Charles?”

“I had a letter two months ago. He said he hoped to go back in the army, out West.”

“I understand a great many Confederates are doing that. I hope they treat him decently. He was one of my best scouts. Iron Scouts, we called them. He lived up to the name, although, toward the end, I confess that I noticed him behaving strangely on occasion.”

Madeline nodded. “I noticed it when he came home this spring. The war hurt him. He fell in love with a woman in Virginia and she died bearing his son. He has the boy with him now.”

“Family is one of the few balms for pain,” Hampton murmured. He drank again. “Now tell me how you really are.”

“As I said, General, surviving. No one’s raised the issue of my parentage, so I’m spared having to deal with that.”

She looked at him as she spoke, wanting to test him. Hampton’s ruddy outdoorsman’s face remained calm. “Of course I heard about it. It makes no difference.”

“Thank you.”

“Madeline, in addition to asking about Charles, I called to make an offer. We all face difficult circumstances, but you face them alone. There are unscrupulous men of both races wandering the roads of this state. Should you need refuge from that at any time, or if the struggle grows too hard for any reason and you want a short respite, come to Columbia. My home and Mary’s is yours always.”

“That’s very kind,” she said. “Don’t you think the chaos in South Carolina will end soon?”

“No, not soon. But we can hasten the day by taking a stand for what’s right.”

She sighed. “What is that?”

He gazed at the sun-flecked river. “In Charleston, some gentlemen offered me command of an expedition to found a colony in Brazil. A slaveholding colony. I refused it. I said this was my home and I would no longer think of North and South; only of America. We fought, we lost, the issue of a separate nation on the continent is resolved. Nevertheless, in South Carolina we confront the very large problem of the Negro. His status is changed. How should we behave? Well, he was faithful to us as a slave, so I believe we ought to treat him fairly as a free man. Guarantee him justice in our courts. Give him the franchise if he’s qualified, exactly as we give it to white men. If we do that, the wandering crowds will disband and the Negro will again take up Carolina as his home, and the white man as his friend.”

“Do you really believe that, General?”

A slight frown appeared, perhaps of annoyance. “I do. Only full justice and compassion will alleviate the plight of this state.”

“I must say you’re more generous to the blacks than most.”

“Well, they present us with a practical issue as well as a moral one. Our lands are destroyed, our homes are burned, our money and bonds are worthless, and soldiers are quartered on our doorsteps. Should we make matters worse by pretending that our cause is not lost? That it somehow might prevail even yet? I think it was lost from the start. I stayed away from the 1860 special convention because I thought secession an impossible folly. Are we to start living our illusions all over again? Are we to invite reprisal by resisting an honorable effort to restore the Union?”

“A great many people want to resist,” she said.

“And if gentlemen such as Mr. Stevens and Mr. Sumner try to force me into social equality with Negroes, I will resist. Beyond that, however, if Washington is reasonable, and we are reasonable, we can rebuild. If our people cling to their old follies, they’ll only start a new kind of war.”

Again she sighed. “I hope common sense prevails. I’m not certain it will.”

Hampton rose and clasped her hands between his. “Don’t forget my offer. Sanctuary, if you ever need it.”

Impulsively, she kissed his cheek. “You’re a kind man, General. God bless you.”

Away he went on his fine stallion, disappearing where the half-mile lane of splendid trees joined the river road.

At sunset, Madeline walked through the fallow rice square, pondering Hampton’s remarks. For a proud and defeated man, he had a remarkably generous outlook. He was also right about the plight of South Carolina. If the state, and the South, returned to old ways, the Radical Republicans would surely be goaded to retaliate.

Something on the ground jabbed the sandal she’d fashioned from scrap leather and rope. Digging down in the sandy soil, she uncovered a rock about the size of her two hands. She and the Shermans had found many similar ones while cultivating the four planted squares, and had puzzled about it. Rocks weren’t common in the Low Country.

She brushed soil from it. It was yellowish, with tan streaks, and looked porous. With a little effort, she broke it in half. Rock didn’t shatter so easily. But if it wasn’t rock, what was it?

She brought both halves up to her face. As she grew older, her eyes were increasingly failing. Since she’d never broken open one of the peculiar rocks, she was unprepared for the fetid odor.

It made her gag. She threw the broken pieces away and hurried back to the pine house, her shadow flying ahead of her over ground as deeply red as spilled blood.


	I wish I could believe with Gen. H. that our people will recognize the wisdom and practical importance of fair play toward the freed blacks. I wish I could believe that Carolinians will be reasonable about the defeat and its consequences. I cannot. Some kind of dark mood is on me again.

	It came this evening when I cracked open one of those strange rocks you pointed out once before the war. The stench—! Even our land is sour and rotten. I took it as a sign. I saw a future flowing with bile and poison.

	Forgive me, Orry; I must write no more of this.
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AT TWILIGHT ON THE day of Hampton’s visit to Mont Royal, a young woman dashed around a corner into Chambers Street, in New York City. One hand held her bonnet in place. The other held sheets of paper covered with signatures.

A misty rain was beginning to fall. She hastily tucked the papers under her arm to protect them. Ahead loomed the marquee of Wood’s New Knickerbocker Theater, her destination. The theater was temporarily closed, between productions, and she was late for a special rehearsal called by the owner for half after seven o’clock.

Late in a good cause, though. She always had a cause, and it was always as important as her profession. Her father had raised her that way. She’d been an active worker for abolition since she was fifteen; she was nineteen now. She proselytized for equal rights for women, and the vote, and for fairer divorce laws, although she had never been married. Her current cause, for which she’d been collecting signatures from the theatrical community all afternoon, was the Indian—specifically the Cheyenne nation, victimized last year by the Sand Creek massacre. The petition, a memorial to be sent to Congress and the Indian Bureau of the Interior Department, demanded reparations for Sand Creek and permanent repudiation of “the Chivington process.”

She turned left into the dim passage leading to the stage door. She had worked for Claudius Wood only a week and a half, but she’d already found that he had a fearful temper. And he drank. She smelled it on him at nearly every rehearsal.

Wood had seen her play Rosalind at the Arch Street Theater in Philadelphia and had offered her a great deal of money. He was about thirty-five, and he’d charmed her with his fine manners and marvelous voice and raffish, worldly air. Still, she was beginning to regret her decision to leave Mrs. Drew’s company and sign with Wood for a full season.

Louisa Drew had urged her to accept, saying it would be a great step forward. “You’re a mature and capable young woman, Willa. But remember that New York is full of rough men. Do you have any friends there? Someone you could turn to if necessary?”

She thought a moment. “Eddie Booth.”

“You know Edwin Booth?”

“Oh, yes. He and my father trouped together in the gold fields when I was little and we lived in St. Louis. I’ve seen Eddie several times over the years. But he’s been in seclusion ever since his brother Johnny killed the President. I would never bother him with anything trivial.”

“No, but he’s there in an emergency.” Mrs. Drew hesitated. “Do mind yourself with Mr. Wood, Willa.”

Questioned, the older woman would not elaborate beyond saying, “You’ll discover what I mean. I don’t like to speak ill of anyone in the profession. But some actresses—the prettier ones—have trouble with Wood. You shouldn’t pass up this chance because of that. Just be cautious.”

The young woman going down the passage in a rush was Willa Parker. She was a tall, leggy girl, slim enough for trouser roles, yet with a soft, full bosom ideal for Juliet. She had wide-set, slightly slanted blue eyes that lent her an exotic quality, and hair so pale blond it shone silvery when she was onstage in the limelight. Mrs. Drew, with affection, called Willa a gamine. Her charming Irish husband, John, called her “my fair sprite.”

Her skin was smooth, her mouth wide, her face given an air of strength by the line of her chin. Sometimes she felt forty years old, because her mother had died when she was three, her father when she was fourteen, and she’d played theatrical roles since age six. She was the only child of a woman she couldn’t remember and a free-thinking, hard-working father she loved with total devotion until a heart seizure felled him in the storm scene of Lear.

Peter Parker had been one of those actors who worked at his profession with ardor and enthusiasm even though he had realized as a young man that his talent would provide only a subsistence, never let him shine with his name above the title of a play. He’d begun playing child parts in his native England, growing into older roles done in the dignified classical style of the Kemble family and Mrs. Siddons. In his twenties, he’d performed with the flamboyant Kean, who won him away from classicism to Kean’s own naturalism, which encouraged an actor to do whatever the part demanded, even scream or crawl on the floor.

It was after his first engagement with Kean that he forever abandoned the last name he’d inherited at birth, Potts. Too many unfunny uses of it by fellow actors—Flower Potts, Chamber Potts—convinced him to adopt Parker as more practical and more likely to inspire favorable recognition. Willa knew the family name, which amused her, although from her earliest years she’d thought of herself as a Parker.

To his daughter, Parker had passed on various technical tricks of different acting styles and some other characteristics. These included the energy and idealism typical of actors, an encyclopedic knowledge of theatrical superstition, and the defensive optimism so necessary to survive in the profession. Now, going through the stage door, Willa called on that optimism and assured herself that her employer wouldn’t be angry.

In the shadows just inside, the elderly janitor was struggling into a rubber rain slicker. “He’s in the office, Miss Parker. Shouting for you every five minutes, too.”

“Thank you, Joe.” So much for optimism. The janitor jingled his keys, preparing to lock up. He was leaving early. Perhaps Wood had given him the night off.

Willa dashed through the backstage area, dodging between bundles of unpainted prop tree branches—Birnam Wood, which would come to Dunsinane in the next production. The vast fly space smelled of new lumber, old make-up, dust. Light spilled from a half-open door ahead. Willa heard Wood’s deep voice:

“I go, and it is done—the bell invites me. Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell—that summons thee to heaven or to hell.” Then he repeated “or to hell,” changing the inflection.

Willa stood motionless outside the office, a shiver running down her back. Her employer was rehearsing one of the leading character’s speeches somewhere other than the stage. This play of Shakespeare’s was a bad-luck piece, most actors believed, although some noted that it contained a great deal of onstage fighting, and thus the causes of a gashed head, a bad fall, a broken arm or leg were in the text, not the stars. Still, the legend persisted. Like many other actors and actresses, Willa laughed at it while respecting it. She never repeated any of the lines backstage, or in dressing rooms or green rooms. She always referred to it as “the Scottish play”; saying the title in the theater guaranteed misfortune.

She glanced behind her into the darkness. Where were the other company members she’d assumed would be here for the rehearsal? In the stillness she heard only the tiniest creak—perhaps the playhouse cat prowling. She had an impulse to run.

“Who’s there?”

Claudius Wood’s shadow preceded him to the door. He yanked it fully open, and the rectangle of gaslight widened to reveal Willa with the petition in her hand.

Wood’s cravat was untied, his waistcoat unbuttoned, his sleeves rolled up. He scowled at her. “The call was half past the hour. You’re forty minutes late.”

“Mr. Wood, I apologize. I fell behind.”

“With what?” He noticed the papers with signatures. “Another of your radical crusades?” He startled her by snatching the petition. “Oh, Christ. The poor wretched Indian. Not on my time, if you please. I’ll dock your wages. Come in, so we can get to work.”

Something undefined but alarming warned her then—warned her to run from the silent theater and this burly man, whose handsome face was already giving way to patterns of veins in his cheeks and a bulbous, spongy look to his nose. But she desperately wanted to play the difficult role he’d offered her. It called for an older actress, and an accomplished one. If she could bring it off, it would promote her career.

And yet—

“Isn’t there anyone else coming?”

“Not tonight. I felt our scenes together needed special attention.”

“Could we do them onstage, please? This is the Scottish play, after all.”

His bellow of laughter made her feel small and stupid. “Surely you don’t believe that nonsense, Willa. You who are so intelligent, conversant with so many advanced ideas.” He flicked the papers with his nail, then handed them back. “The play is Macbeth, and I’ll speak the lines anywhere I choose. Now get in here and let’s begin.”

He turned and went back in the office. Willa followed, a part of her saying he was right, that she was infantile to worry about the superstitions. Peter Parker would have worried, though.

Overhead, a rumbling sounded—the storm growing worse. The actor-child in Willa was convinced that baleful forces were gathering above Chambers Street. Her hands turned cold as she followed her employer.

“Take off your shawl and bonnet.” Wood moved chairs to clear a space on the shabby carpet. The office was a junkshop of period furniture and imitation green plants in urns of all sizes and designs. Handbills for New Knickerbocker productions covered the walls. Goldsmith, Molière, Boucicault, Sophocles. The huge desk was a litter of bills, playscripts, contracts, career mementos. Wood pushed aside Macbeth’s enameled dagger, a metal prop with a blunted point, and poured two inches of whiskey from a decanter. Green glass bowls on the gas jets seemed to darken rather than lighten the room.

Nervous, Willa put the signed petitions on a velvet chair. She laid her velvet gloves on top, then her shawl and bonnet. All in a pile in case she needed to snatch them quickly. She had started to mature at twelve, and men who worked around the theater soon began responding to her beauty. She’d learned to stand them off with good humor, even a little physical force when necessary. She was expert at running away.

Wood strolled to the door and closed it. “All right, my dear. First act, seventh scene.”

“But we rehearsed that most of yesterday.”

“I’m not satisfied.” He walked back to her. “Macbeth’s castle.” Grinning, he reached out and ran his palm slowly down the silk of her sleeve. “Begin in the middle of Lady Macbeth’s speech, where she says ‘I have given suck.’ ”

He relished the last word. The gas put a highlight on his wet lower lip. Willa struggled to suppress fear and a sad despair. It was so obvious now, so obvious what he’d wanted all along, and why he’d engaged her when there were scores of older actresses available. Mrs. Drew had done everything but tell her in explicit language. She wasn’t flattered, only upset. If this was the price for her New York debut, damn him, she wouldn’t pay.

“Begin,” he repeated, with a harshness that alarmed her. He caressed her arm again. She tried to draw away. He simply moved and kept at it, blowing his bourbon breath on her.

“I have given suck, and know—” She faltered. “How tender ’tis to love the babe that milks me.”

“Do you, now?” He bent and kissed her throat.

“Mr. Wood—”

“Go on with it.” He seized her shoulders and shook her, and that was when freezing terror took hold. In his black eyes she saw something beyond anger. She saw a willingness to hurt.

“I would—while it was smiling in my face, have plucked my nipple from his boneless gums—”

Wood’s hand slid from her arm to her left breast, closing on it. “You wouldn’t pluck it from mine, would you?”

She stamped her high laced shoe. “Look here, I’m an actress. I won’t be treated like a street harlot.”

He grabbed her arm. “I pay your salary. You’re anything I say you are—including my whore.”

“No,” she snarled, yanking away. He drew his hand back and drove his fist against her face. The blow knocked her down.

“You blonde bitch. You’ll give me what I want.” He caught her hair in his left hand, making her cry out when he pulled her head up. His right fist pounded down on her shoulder, and again. “Does that convince you?”

“Let go of me. You’re drunk—crazy—”

“Shut up!” He slapped her so hard, she flew back and cracked her head on the front of his desk. “Pull up your skirts.” Lights danced behind her eyes. Pain pounded. She reached up, fingers searching for some heavy object on the desk. He stood astride her right leg, working at his fly buttons. “Pull them up, God damn you, or I’ll beat you till you can’t walk.”

Out of her mind with fright, she found something on the desk—the prop dagger. He reached for her wrist, but before he could stop her she swung it down. Although the point was blunt, it tore through the plaid fabric of his trousers because she struck so hard. She felt the dagger meet flesh, stop a second, then sink on through.

“Jesus,” Wood said, groping with both hands for the prop weapon buried two inches in his left thigh. He struggled with it, bloodying his fingers. “Jesus Christ. I’ll kill you!”

Wild-eyed, Willa pushed him with both hands, toppling him sideways. He shouted and cursed as he overturned a fake palmetto plant. She crawled to the chair, snatched her things, and ran from the office and through the dark. At the door she struggled with the bolt, shot it open, and half fell into the rainy passage, expecting to hear him in pursuit.

_____________


	I,——, do solemnly swear in the presence of Almighty God, that I will henceforth faithfully support, protect and defend the constitution of the United States and the Union of the states thereunder, and that I will in like manner abide by and faithfully support all laws and proclamations which have been made during the existing rebellion with reference to the emancipation of slaves. So help me God.



Oath required of all Confederates

seeking presidential pardon, 1865
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“I MUST TAKE THIS oath?” Cooper Main asked. He’d ridden all the way to Columbia to see about the matter, and suddenly had doubts.

“If you want a pardon,” said lawyer Trezevant, from the other side of the flimsy table serving as a desk. His regular offices had burned in the great fire of February 17, so he’d rented an upstairs room at Reverdy Bird’s Mortuary on the east side of town, which the flames had spared. Mr. Bird had converted his main parlor to a shop selling cork feet, wooden limbs, and glass eyes to maimed veterans. A buzz of voices indicated good business this morning.

Cooper stared at the handwritten oath. He was lanky man and had a lot of gray in his untrimmed hair, though he was only forty-five. The scarcity of food had reduced him to gauntness. Workdays lasting sixteen hours had put fatigue shadows under his deep-set brown eyes. He was laboring to rebuild the warehouses, the docks, and the trade of his Carolina Shipping Company in Charleston.

“See here, I understand your resentment,” Trezevant said. “But if General Lee can humble himself and apply, as he did in Richmond last week, you can, too.”

“A pardon implies wrongdoing. I did nothing wrong.”

“I agree, Cooper. Unfortunately, the federal government does not. If you want to rebuild your business, you have to free yourself of the onus of having served the Confederate Navy Department.” Cooper glowered. Trezevant continued. “I went to Washington personally, and, within limits, I trust this pardon broker, even though he’s a lawyer, and a Yankee on top of it.” The bitter humor was lost. “His name is Jasper Dills. He’s greedy, so I know he’ll get your application to the clerk of pardons, and to Mr. Johnson’s desk, ahead of many others.”

“For how much?”

“Two hundred dollars, U.S., or the equivalent in sterling. My fee is fifty dollars.”

Cooper thought a while.

“All right, give me the papers.”

They talked for another half hour. Trezevant was full of Washington gossip. He said Johnson planned to appoint a provisional governor in South Carolina. The governor would call a constitutional convention and reconvene the state legislature as it was constituted before Sumter fell. Johnson’s choice was not unexpected. It was Judge Benjamin Franklin Perry, of Greenville, an avowed Unionist before the war. Like Lee, Perry had proclaimed his loyalty to his state, despite his hatred of secession, saying: “You are all going to the devil—and I will go with you.”

“The legislature will have to fulfill Mr. Johnson’s requirements for readmission,” Trezevant said. “Officially abolish slavery, for example.” A sly expression alerted Cooper to something new. “At the same time, the legislature may be able to, ah, regulate the nigras so that we’ll have a labor force again, instead of a shiftless rabble.”

“Regulate them how?”

“By means of—let’s call it a code of behavior. I’m told Mississippi is thinking of the same thing.”

“Would such a code apply to whites, too?”

“Freedmen only.”

Cooper recognized danger in such a provocative step but the morality of it didn’t concern him. The end of the war had brought him, his family, and his state a full measure of humiliation and ruin. He no longer cared about the condition of the people responsible—the people the war had set free.

By noon, Cooper’s slow old horse was plodding southeast on the homeward journey. The route carried him back through central Columbia. He could hardly stand the sight. Nearly one hundred and twenty blocks had been burned down. The smell of charred wood still lay heavy in the air of the hot June day.

The dirt streets were littered with trash and broken furniture. A wagon belonging to the Bureau of Freedmen, Refugees and Abandoned Lands dispensed packets of rice and flour to a large crowd, mostly Negro. Other blacks crowded the few stretches of wooden sidewalk still in place. Cooper saw military uniforms and some civilian gentlemen, but well-dressed white women were notably absent. It was the same everywhere. Such women stayed indoors, because they hated the soldiers and feared the freed Negroes. Cooper’s wife, Judith, was an exception, which irritated him.

General Sherman had destroyed the wooden bridge spanning the Congaree River. Only the stone abutments remained, standing in the stream like smoke-stained gravestones. The slow crossing on the ferry barge gave Cooper an excellent view of one of the few buildings the fire had spared, the unfinished statehouse near the east shore. In one granite wall, like periods on paper, three Union cannonballs testified to Sherman’s fury.

The sight of them raised Cooper’s anger. So did the burned district, which he reached soon after leaving the ferry. He rode along the edge of a lane of scorched earth three-quarters of a mile wide. Here, between flaming pines, Kilpatrick’s cavalry had pillaged, leaving a black waste marked by lonely chimneys—Sherman’s Sentinels, all that remained of homes in the path of the barbaric march.

He stayed the night at a seedy inn outside the city. In the taproom he avoided conversation but listened closely to the impoverished yeomen drinking around him. To hear them, you’d think the South had won, or at least was able to continue fighting for its cause.

Next morning, he rode on, through heat and haze promising another fierce summer in the Low Country. He traveled on dirt roads left unrepaired after Union supply trains tore them up. A farmer would need a strong new wagon to get through the eight-inch ruts in the sandy soil and reach market with his crop—if he had a crop. Probably the farmer couldn’t find a new wagon to buy, or the money for it, either. Cooper seethed.

Riding on toward Charleston and the coast, he crossed a roadbed; all the rails were gone and only a few ties were left. He met no white people, though twice he saw bands of Negroes moving through fields. Just past the hamlet of Chicora, on his way to the Cooper River, he came upon a dozen black men and women gathering wild herbs at the roadside. He reached into the pocket of his old coat and took hold of the little pocket pistol he’d bought for the trip.

The blacks watched Cooper approach. One of the women wore a red velvet dress and an oval cameo pin, probably, Cooper thought, stolen from a white mistress. The rest were raggedy. Cooper sweated and clutched the hidden pistol, but they let him ride through.

A big man with a red bandanna tied into a cap stepped into the road behind him. “You ain’t the boss ’round here any more, Captain.”

Cooper turned and glared. “Who the hell said I was? Why don’t you get to work and do something useful?”

“Don’t have to work,” said the woman in red velvet. “You can’t force us and you can’t whip us. Not no more. We’re free.”

“Free to squander your lives in sloth. Free to forget your friends.”

“Friends? The likes of you, who kept us locked up?” The bandanna man snickered. “Ride on, Captain, ’fore we drag you off that nag and give you the kind of hidin’ we used to get.”

Cooper’s jaw clenched. He pulled out the pocket pistol and pointed it. The woman in velvet screamed and dived into the ditch. The others scattered, except for the bandanna man, who strode toward Cooper’s horse. Suddenly, good sense prevailed; Cooper booted the nag and got out of there.

He didn’t stop shaking for almost ten minutes. Trezevant was right. The legislature must do something to regularize the behavior of the freedmen. Liberty had become anarchy. And without hands to labor in the heat and damp, South Carolina would slip from critical illness to death.

Later, when he calmed down, he began to consider the work to be done at the shipping company. Fortunately, he didn’t have the extra burden of worrying about Mont Royal. Decency and propriety had prompted him to make his arrangement with Orry’s widow, and she now bore all the responsibility for the plantation to which he held title. Madeline was of mixed blood, and everyone knew it, because Ashton had blurted it to the world. But no one made anything of her ancestry. Nor would they so long as she behaved like a proper white woman.

Melancholy visions of his younger sisters diverted him from thoughts of work. He saw Brett, married to that Yankee, Billy Hazard, and bound for California, according to her last letter. He saw Ashton, who’d involved herself in some grotesque plot to unseat Davis’s government and replace it with a crowd of hotspurs. She’d disappeared into the West, and he suspected she was dead. He couldn’t summon much sorrow over it, and he didn’t feel guilty. Ashton was a tormented girl, with all the personal difficulties that seemed to afflict women of great beauty and great ambition. Her morals had always been despicable.

The sun dropped down toward the sand hills behind him, and he began to wind through glinting salt marshes, close to home. How he loved South Carolina, and especially the Low Country. His son’s tragic death had transformed him to a loyalist, although he still perceived himself to be a moderate on every issue but one: the inherent superiority of the white race and its fitness to govern society. Cooper was at this moment about ten minutes away from an encounter with a man who carried Southern loyalty far beyond anything he ever imagined.

His name was Desmond LaMotte. He was a great scarecrow of a man, with outlandishly long legs, which hung almost to the ground as he rode his mule through the marshes near the Cooper River. His arms were equivalently long. He had curly carrot-colored hair with a startling streak of white running back from his forehead; the war had given him that. He wore a neat imperial the color of his hair.

He came from the old Huguenot stock that dominated the state’s town and plantation aristocracy. His late mother was a Huger, a Huguenot name pronounced You-gee. The war had cut down most of the young men in both families.

Des was a native Charlestonian, born in 1834. By the time he was fifteen he’d reached his adult height of six feet four inches. His hands measured ten inches from the tip of the little finger to the tip of the thumb when the fingers were spread. His feet measured thirteen inches from heel to big toe. So naturally, like any strong-willed, contrary, and defiant young man with those physical characteristics, he decided to become a dancing master.

People scoffed. But he was determined, and he made a success of it. It was an old and honorable profession, particularly in the South. Up among the hypocrites of New England, preachers always railed against mixed dancing, along with dancing in taverns, Maypole dancing (it smacked of pagan ritual), or any dancing with food and drink nearby. Southerners had a more enlightened view, because of their higher culture, their spiritual kinship with the English gentry, and their economic system; slavery gave them the leisure time for learning how to dance. Both Washington and Jefferson—great men; great Southerners, in Des’s view—had been partial to dancing.

Early in life, whether riding or thrusting with a foil or idly tossing a horseshoe with some of the children of Charleston’s free Negro population, Des LaMotte demonstrated an agility unusual in any boy, and remarkable in someone growing so large so quickly. His parents recognized his ability, and because they believed in the benefits of dance instruction for young gentlemen, they started his lessons at age eleven. Des never forgot the first stern words of his own dancing master. He’d committed them to memory and later used them with his own pupils:


	The dancing school is not a place of amusement, but a place of education. And the end of a good education is not that you become accomplished dancers, but that you become good sons and daughters, good husbands and wives, good citizens and good Christians.



In the five years preceding the war, well and happily married to Miss Sally Sue Means, of Charleston, Des had established a school in rooms on King Street, and developed a thriving trade among the Low Country plantations, through which he made a circuit three times annually, always advertising in local papers in advance of his visit. He never lacked for pupils. He taught a little fencing to the boys, but mostly he taught dances: the traditional quadrilles and Yorks and reels, with the dancers in a set or a line that would not compromise their morals through too much physical contact. He also taught the newer, more daring importations from Europe, the waltz and polka, closed dances with the couples facing one another in what some considered a dangerous intimacy. An Episcopal divine in Charleston had preached against “the abomination of permitting a man who is neither your fiancé nor your husband to encircle you with his arms and slightly press the contour of your waist.” Des laughed at that. He considered all dancing moral, because he considered himself, and every one of his pupils, the same.

The five years in which he taught from the standard text, Rambeau’s Dancing Master—his worn copy was in his saddlebag this moment—were magical ones. Despite the abolitionists and the threat of war, he presided at opulent balls and plantation assemblies, watching with delight as attractive white men and women danced by candlelight from seven at night until three or four in the morning, hardly out of breath. It was all capped by the glorious winter social season in Charleston, and the grand ball of the prestigious St. Cecilia Society.

Des’s knowledge of dancing was wide and eclectic. He had seen frontier plank dancing, in which two men jigged on a board between barrels until one fell off. On plantations he’d observed slave dancing, rooted in Africa, consisting of elaborate heel-and-toe steps done to the beat of clappers made of animal bone or blacksmith’s rasps scraped together. Generally, the planters prohibited drums among their slaves, deeming them a means of transmitting secret messages about rebellions or arson plots.

He had dreamed long hours over an engraved portrait of Thomas D. Rice, the great white dancer who’d enthralled audiences early in the century with his blackface character Jim Crow. From Carolinians who’d traveled in the North, he’d heard descriptions of the Shaking Quakers, notorious nigger lovers whose dances gave form to religious doctrine. A single slow-moving file of dancers, each placing one careful foot ahead of the other, represented the narrow path to salvation; three or more concentric rings of dancers turning in alternate directions were the wheel-within-a-wheel, the Shaker vision of the cosmos. Des knew the whole universe of American dance, though to those who paid him he admitted to liking only those kinds of dancing that he taught.

His universe was shattered with the first cannon fire on Fort Sumter. He mustered at once with the Palmetto Rifles, a unit organized by his best friend, Captain Ferris Brixham. Out of the original eighty men, only three were left in April of this year, when General Joe Johnston surrendered the Confederacy’s last field army at Durham Station, North Carolina. The night before the surrender, a beastly yankee sergeant and four of his men caught Des and Ferris foraging for food and beat them unconscious. Des survived; Ferris died in his arms an hour after officers announced the surrender. Ferris left a wife and five young children.

Embittered, Des trudged back to Charleston, where an eighty-five-year-old uncle told him Sally Sue had died in January of pneumonia and complications of malnutrition. As if that wasn’t enough, throughout the war the whole LaMotte family had been shamed by members of another family in the Ashley River district. It was more than Des could bear. His mind had turned white. There was a month of which he remembered nothing. Aging relatives had cared for him.

Now he rode his mule through the marshes, looking for plantation clients from the past or people who could afford lessons for their children. He’d found neither. Behind him, barefoot, walked his fifty-year-old servant, an arthritic black called Juba; it was a slave name meaning musician. After his return home, Des had signed Juba to a lifetime contract of personal service. Juba was frightened by the new freedom bestowed by the legendary Linkum. He readily made his mark on the paper he couldn’t read.

Juba walked in the sunshine with one hand resting on the hindquarters of the mule ridden by a man with only two ambitions: to practice again the profession he loved in a world the Yankees had made unfit for it, and to extract retribution from any of those who had contributed to his misery and that of his family and his homeland.

This was the man who confronted Cooper Main.

A yellow-pine plank thirty inches wide lay across the low spot in the salt marsh, a place otherwise impassable. Cooper reached the inland end of the plank a step or two before the ungainly fellow on the mule reached the other end with his mournful Negro.

On a dry hillock twenty feet from the crossing, an alligator lay sunning. They were common in the coastal marshes. This one was mature: twelve feet long, probably five hundred pounds. Disturbed by the interlopers, it slid into the water and submerged. Only its unhooded eyes, above the water, showed its slow movement toward the plank. Sometimes ’gators were dangerous if too hungry, or if they perceived a man or an animal as a threat.

Cooper noticed the ’gator. Although he’d seen them since he was small, they terrified him. Nightmares of their tooth-lined jaws still tormented him occasionally. He shivered as he watched the eyes glide closer. Abruptly, the eyes submerged, and the alligator swam away.

Cooper thought the young man with the imperial was familiar, but couldn’t place him. He heard him say, from the other end of the plank, “Give way.”

Hot and irritable, Cooper began, “I see no reason—”

“I say again, sir, give way.”

“No, sir. You’re impertinent and presumptuous, and I don’t know you.”

“But I know you, sir.” The young man’s glance conveyed suppressed rage, yet he spoke in a conversational, even pleasant, way. The contradiction set Cooper’s nerves to twitching.

“You’re Mr. Cooper Main, from Charleston. The Carolina Shipping Company. Mont Royal Plantation. Desmond LaMotte, sir.”

“Oh, yes. The dancing teacher.” With that resolved, Cooper started his horse over the plank.

It had the effect of a match thrown in dry grass. Des kicked his mule forward. Hooves rapped the plank. The mule frightened Cooper’s horse, causing it to sidestep and fall. Cooper twisted in the air to keep from being crushed, and landed in the shallows next to the horse. He thrashed and came up unhurt but covered with slimy mud.

“What the hell is wrong with you, LaMotte?”

“Dishonor, sir. Dishonor is what’s wrong. Or does your family no longer understand the meaning of honor? It may be insubstantial as the sunlight, but it’s no less important to life.”

Dripping and chilled despite the heat, Cooper wondered if he’d met someone unbalanced by the war. “I don’t know what in the name of God you mean.”

“I refer, sir, to the tragedies visited upon members of my family by members of yours.”

“I’ve done nothing to any LaMotte.”

“Others with your name have done sinful things. You all smeared the honor of the LaMotte family by allowing Colonel Main to cuckold my first cousin Justin. Before I came home, your runaway slave Cuffey slew my first cousin Francis.”

“But I tell you I had nothing to do—”

“We have held family councils, those of us who have survived,” Des broke in. “I am glad I met you now, because it saves me from seeking you out in Charleston.”

“For what?”

“To inform you that the LaMottes have agreed to settle our debt of honor.”

“You’re talking nonsense. Dueling’s against the law.”

“I am not referring to dueling. We’ll use other means—at a time and place of our choosing. But we’ll settle the debt.”

Cooper reached for his horse’s bridle. Water dripped from the animal and from Cooper’s elbows, plopping in the silence. He wanted to scoff at this deranged young man, but was deterred by what he saw in LaMotte’s eyes.

“We’ll settle it with you, Mr. Main, or we’ll settle it with your brother’s nigger widow, or we’ll settle it with both of you. Be assured of it.”

And on he rode, mule shoes loud as pistol fire on the plank. After he reached solid ground, his hunched serving man followed, never once meeting Cooper’s eye.

Cooper shivered again and led his horse from the water.

Late that night, at his house on Tradd Street, near the Battery, Cooper told his wife of the incident. Judith laughed.

That angered him. “He meant it. You didn’t see him. I did. Not every man who goes to war comes back sane.” He didn’t notice her mournful glance, or recall his own mental disarray in the weeks following their son’s drowning.

“I’m going to warn Madeline in a letter,” he said.

_____________
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WILLA WOKE SUDDENLY. SHE heard a noise and a voice, neither of which she could identify.

Memory flooded back. Claudius Wood—the Macbeth dagger. She’d fled along Chambers Street in the rain and almost been run down by the horse of a fast hansom when she slipped and fell at an intersection. Only after four blocks had she dared look back at the dim lamplit street.

No sign of Wood. No pursuit of any kind. She had turned and run on.

The noise was a fist pounding the door. The unfamiliar voice belonged to a man.

“Miss Parker, the landlady saw you come in. Open the door, or I’ll force it.”

“Ruin a good door? I won’t permit it.”

That was the voice of the harpy who ran the lodging house. Earlier, when Willa had come dashing in from the rainy street, the woman had peered at her from the dining room, where she presided over bad food and the four shabby gentlemen who occupied the other rooms.

Willa had raced away from those hostile eyes and up the stairs to her sleeping room, with its tiny alcove crowded with her books, theater mementos, and two trunks of clothing. Safe inside the room, she’d thrown the bolt over and fallen on the bed, trembling. There she had lain listening for nearly an hour. At last, exhaustion had pulled her into sleep.

Now she heard the man in the hall tell the landlady, “You’ve got nothing to say about it. The girl’s wanted for questioning about an assault on her employer.” He pounded again. “Miss Parker!”

Willa hugged herself, not breathing.

The man shouted: “It’s a police matter. I ask you one last time to open the door.”

She was already dressed. A swift look into the dark alcove was her brief farewell to her few possessions. She snatched her shawl and raised the window. The man heard and started to break the door with his shoulder.

Fighting for breath, fighting terror, Willa climbed over the sill, lowered herself, holding on with both hands, then let go. She plunged downward through rainy blackness. An anguished cry went unheard as the door splintered and caved in.

“God—my God—I’ve never been through anything like this in my life, Eddie.”

“There, there.” He pulled her close to his shoulder. His velvet smoking coat had a nubby, comforting feel. While her clothes dried, she wore one of his robes, golden silk and quite snug; he was a small man. A strand of pale blond hair straggled across her forehead. Her bare legs rested on a stool in front of her. He’d wrapped her left ankle in a tight bandage. She had twisted it when she dropped to the alley, and she had been in pain as she hobbled all the way to his brownstone townhouse, Number 28 East Nineteenth Street.

“The policeman nearly caught me. Wood sent him, didn’t he?”

“Undoubtedly,” Booth said. He was thirty-two, slim and handsome, and had a rich voice critics called “a glorious instrument.” His expressive eyes held a look of abiding pain.

Rain poured down on the townhouse and streaked its tall windows. It was half after one in the morning. Willa shivered in the silk robe as Booth continued. “Wood’s a foul man. A discredit to our profession. He drinks far too much—on that habit I am an expert. Combine that with his temper and the result is catastrophic. Last year, he nearly crippled a gas-table operator who didn’t light the stage precisely as he wanted it. Then there was his late wife—”

“I didn’t know he was ever married.”

“He doesn’t talk about it, with reason. On a crossing for a London engagement, in heavy weather, she slipped and fell into the sea and disappeared. Wood was the sole witness, although a cabin steward later testified that on the morning of the mishap, Helen Wood had bruises on her cheek and arm, which she’d attempted to cover with powder. In other words, he beat her.”

“He can be such a charming man …” Willa’s words trailed off into a sigh of self-recrimination. “How stupid I was to be taken in!”

“Not at all. His charm fools a great many people.” Booth patted her shoulder, then stood up. He wore black trousers and tiny slippers; his feet were smaller than hers. “You feel chilly. Let me bring you some cognac. I keep it, though I never touch it.”

Nor did he take any other spirits, she knew. When Booth’s wife, Mary, lay dying in 1863, he’d been too drunk to respond to pleas from friends that he go to her. That part of the past burdened him almost as much as the fatal night at Ford’s Theater.

Willa stared at the rain while Booth poured cognac into a snifter and warmed it in his hands. “I’ll slip out tomorrow and try to discover what Wood’s doing now that you have eluded the police.” He handed her the snifter. The cognac went down with pleasing warmth and quickly calmed her churning stomach. “Meanwhile, I wouldn’t count on his letting matters rest. Among his other wonderful traits is his talent for being vindictive. He has many friends among the local managers. He’ll keep you from working in New York, at the very least.”

Willa wiggled her bare toes. Her ankle hurt less now. In the fireplace, apple-wood logs crackled and filled the sitting room with a sweet aroma. While she sipped the cognac, Booth stared in melancholy fashion at a large framed photograph standing on a marble-topped table: three men wearing Roman togas. It was from the famous performance of November 1864, when he’d played Brutus to the Cassius and Antony of his brothers, Johnny and June, for one night.

She set the snifter aside. “I can’t go back to Arch Street, Eddie. Mrs. Drew has a full company. She replaced me as soon as I gave notice.”

“Louisa should have warned you about Wood.”

“She did, indirectly. I wasn’t alert to what she was trying to say. I have a lot of faults, and one of the worst is thinking well of everyone. Like John Evelyn’s knight, I am ‘not a little given to romance.’ It’s a dangerous shortcoming.”

“No, no, a virtue. Never think otherwise.” He patted her hand. “Supposing New York is closed to you, is there somewhere else you can work?”

“Somewhere I can run to? Running is always the remedy that comes easiest to me. And I’m always sorry afterward. I hate cowardice.”

“Caution is not cowardice. I remind you again, this is something more than a schoolyard quarrel. Think a moment. Where can you go?”

Forlorn, she shook her head. “There isn’t a single—well, yes. There’s St. Louis. I have a standing offer from one of Papa’s old colleagues. You know him. You and Papa trouped with him in California.”

“Sam Trump?” Finally Booth smiled. “America’s Ace of Players? I didn’t know Sam was in St. Louis.”

“Yes, he’s running his own theater, in competition with Dan DeBar. He wrote me about it last Christmas. I gather things aren’t going well.”

Booth walked to the windows. “His drinking, probably. It seems to be the curse of the profession.” He turned. “St. Louis might be an ideal sanctuary, though. It’s quite far away, but it’s a good show town. It has been ever since Ludlow and Drake set up shop there in the twenties. You have the whole Mississippi valley for touring, and no competing playhouses until you reach Salt Lake City. I liked playing St. Louis. So did my father.”

He stared out the dark window, smiling again. “Whenever he appeared there, he could always save a few pennies by hiring bit players from the Thespians, a fine amateur company. Unfortunately, he just spent the pennies for one more bottle.” He shook off the memory. “More to the point, Sam Trump’s a decent man. He’d be a successful actor if he hadn’t gone overboard for Forrest’s physical technique. Sam turned the heroic style into a religion. He doesn’t tear a passion to a tatter; he shatters it beyond repair—”

Another thoughtful pause, then a nod. “Yes, Sam’s theater would do nicely. Who knows? You might even straighten him out.”

Exhausted and unhappy, Willa said, “Must I decide right now?”

“No. Only when we find out what Wood’s up to. Come.” He extended his hand in a smooth, flowing move worthy of a performance. “I’ll show you to your room. A long sleep will help immensely.”

On the way out, he glanced at Johnny’s picture again. Poor Eddie, she thought, still hiding from the world because so many bayed for revenge, even though Johnny had been tracked down and shot to death near Bowling Green, Virginia, almost two months ago. Thinking of Booth’s plight instead of hers helped her fall asleep.

She woke at two the next afternoon to find her friend gone. The skies outside were still stormy. A light meal of fruit, floury Scotch baps, and jam was set out downstairs. She was eating hungrily when his key rattled and he walked in, looking rakish in his slouch hat and opera cloak, and carrying an ebony cane.

“Bad news, I’m afraid. Wood swore out a warrant. I’ll buy your ticket and advance you some traveling money. You don’t dare visit your bank. Or your lodgings.”

“Eddie, I can’t leave my things. My collection of Mr. Dickens. The sides from all the parts I’ve played since I first started acting—every side is signed by all the actors in the play.”

Booth flung his hat aside. “They may be precious to you, but they aren’t worth imprisonment.”

“Oh, dear God. Did he really—?”

“Yes. The charge is attempted murder.”

A day later, after dark, he spirited her out of the townhouse and into a cab, which rattled swiftly over cobbles and through mud to a Hudson River pier. He handed her a valise containing some clothing he’d bought for her, kissed her cheek long and affectionately, and murmured a wish for God to guard her. She boarded the ferry for New Jersey and on the crossing didn’t look back at him or at the city. She knew that if she did, she’d break down, cry, and take the return boat—and that could lead to disaster.

When she left the train in Chicago, she telegraphed Sam Trump. She stayed in an inexpensive hotel and waited for his reply, which came to the telegraph office the following morning. The message said he would happily provide board, lodging, and a premier place in his small permanent company. For a man in the throes of alcoholic failure, he certainly sounded confident. She was under such stress that she overlooked the obvious: He was an actor.

Like Willa’s father, Mr. Samuel Horatio Trump had been born in England, at Stoke-Newington. He’d lived in the United States since the age of ten, but he diligently maintained his native accent, believing it contributed to his considerable and fully merited fame. Self-christened America’s Ace of Players, he was also known in the profession, less kindly, as Sobbing Sam, not only because he could cry on cue, but because he inevitably did so to excess.

He was sixty-four years old and admitted to fifty. Without the special boots to which a cobbler had added inserts to lift the heels an inch and a half, he stood five feet six inches. He was a round, avuncular man with warm dark eyes and a rolling gait that jiggled his paunch. His wardrobe was large but twenty years out of date. Managers who flung plagiarized adaptations of Dickens on the stage always wanted to cast him as Micawber. Trump, however, saw himself as a Charlemagne, a Tamerlane, or, truly straining the credulity of his audiences, a Romeo.

In his lifetime Trump had known many women. When sober or even slightly tipsy, he was a blithe and winning man. To anyone who would listen, he confessed to many cases of a broken heart, but the secret truth was that Trump himself had ended every romantic affair in which he’d been involved. As a young man he had decided that the responsibilities of wedlock would only impede a career that was certain to end in international acclaim. So far it hadn’t.

Although Willa and many others in the profession practiced the craft of theatrical superstition, Trump raised it to a high art. He refused to tie a rope around a trunk or hire a cross-eyed player. He never wore yellow, never rehearsed on Sunday, and ordered his doorkeeper to throw rocks at any stray dog that approached the stage door during a performance. He always rang down the curtain if he spied a red-headed spectator in the first five rows. He wore a blue-white moonstone mounted in gold for a cravat pin and kept a chrysanthemum—never yellow—in his lapel; he always had both somewhere on his person when onstage. He wouldn’t even consider producing or appearing in the Scottish play.

The one superstition he violated was that about discussing the future and thereby jinxing it. Some of his favorite words were “next week” and “tomorrow” and “the next performance,” invariably linked with phrases such as “important producer in the audience” or “telegraphed message” or “wanting a full year’s engagement.”

His theater, Trump’s St. Louis Playhouse, had been built by another manager at the northwest corner of Third and Olive Streets; Trump called the latter Rue des Granges. He thought it more elegant to use the town’s original French names. The theater held three hundred people, in individual seats rather than the more typical benches.

On the long trip to St. Louis, Willa made peace with herself over what had happened at the New Knickerbocker. Perhaps in a few years the manager would drop the charges, and she could go back. Meanwhile, in case Wood’s spite reached beyond New York, she would bill herself as Mrs. Parker. Perhaps that would confuse anyone searching for a single woman, and also deter undesirable men. She refused to go so far as to call herself Willa Potts.

She was in reasonably good spirits by the time the river ferry deposited her on the St. Louis levee. She found Sam Trump painting a forest backdrop at the theater. He cried while they hugged and kissed dramatically, then opened a bottle of champagne, which he proceeded to drink all by himself. Near the bottom of the bottle, he made a startling admission:

“I falsified the tone of my telegraph message, dear girl. You have chosen to inhabit a house in ruin.”

“St. Louis looks prosperous to me, Sam.”

“My theater, child, my theater. We are months in arrears to all of our creditors. Our audiences are satisfactory. There is even an occasional full house. Yet, for reasons entirely beyond my ken, I can’t keep a shilling in the till.”

Willa could see one of the reasons, made of green glass and reposing, empty, in a silver bucket from the property loft.

Sam astonished her a second time when he said, with a hangdog look, “It wants a clearer head than mine. A better head than this gray and battered one.” Only gray around the ears. He dyed the rest a hideous boot-polish brown.

He seized her hand. “Along with your acting duties, would you perchance consider managing the house? You are young, but you have a great deal of experience in the profession. I can’t pay you extra for the work, but I can offer the compensation of billing equivalent to mine.” With great solemnity, he added, “That of a star.”

She laughed as she hadn’t in days. It was the sort of work she had never done before, but, as far as she could see, it needed mostly common sense, diligence, and attention to where the pennies went.

“That’s a heady inducement, Sam. Let me think about it overnight.”

Next morning, she went to the playhouse office, a room with all the spaciousness and charm of a chicken coop. It also had the inevitable horseshoe nailed over the lintel. She found Trump disconsolately holding his head with one hand and stroking the black theater cat, Prosperity, with the other.

“Sam, I accept your offer—conditionally.”

He overlooked the last word, crying, “Splendid!”

“This is the condition. My first act as manager is to put you on an allowance. The theater will pay your living expenses, but nothing for whiskey, beer, champagne, or strong drink of any kind.”

He smote his bosom with his fist. “Oh! How sharper than a serpent’s tooth—”

“Sam, I just took over this theater. Do you want me to quit?”

“No, no!”

“Then you are on an allowance.”

“Dear lady—” His chin fell, covering the moonstone cravat pin. “I hear and I obey.”

MADELINE’S JOURNAL


	July, 1865. The dark mood has passed. Hard work is a strong antidote for melancholy.

	The state remains in turmoil. Judge Perry is now the provisional governor. He has pledged to implement Johnson’s program, and set Sept. 13 for a constitutional convention for that purpose.

	From Hilton Head, Gen. Gillmore commands the nine military districts, each with a Union garrison whose primary purpose is to forestall violence between the races. In our district some of the soldiers are Negroes, and many of my neighbors angrily say we are being “niggered to death.” So we shall be, I think, until we resolve differences and live in harmony. It is my heart, Orry, not my ancestry, leading me to believe that if Almighty God ever set a single test by which to judge the republic’s ability to fulfill its promise of liberty for all men, that test is race.

	Freedmen’s Bureau of the War Dept now operating. Gen. Saxton at Beaufort the assistant commissioner for the state. Needed food is beginning to find its way to the destitute …

	A strange letter from Cooper. C. met a certain Desmond LaMotte of Charleston, whom I do not know. This D. L., whose profession is dancing master, said the LaMottes believe I cuckolded Justin, and they want reprisal. After so much bloodshed and privation, how can anyone find energy for such hatred? I would consider it ludicrous but for Cooper’s warning that I must take it seriously. He thought this D. L. quite fanatic, therefore possibly a threat. Could he be one of those tragic young men whose nerves and reason were destroyed by the war? I shall exercise caution with strangers …

	Brutal heat. But we have harvested our rice crop and got a little money for it. Few Negroes want to work as yet. Many on abandoned plantations in the neighborhood are busy tearing down the old quarters where they lived as slaves in order to put up new homes, however small and primitive, as emblems of their freedom.

	Andy and Jane continue to press me about a school for the local freedmen. Will decide soon. There are risks to be weighed

	Yesterday, in need of lamp oil, walked to the old store at the Summerton crossroads. I went the shorter way, through the lovely bright marshes, whose hidden paths you taught me so well. At the crossroads, a sad spectacle. The Gettys Bros. store is open but surely will not be for long—shelves are bare. The place is little more than a shelter for members of that large family, one of whom, an oafish old man with a squirrel rifle, keeps watch on the property …



The noon sun shone on the Summerton crossroads. Three great live oaks spread shade over the store and its broken stoop. Near them, clusters of dark green yucca with spear-sharp fronds grew low to the ground. Madeline stood looking at the old man with the rifle on the edge of the porch. He wore filthy pants; his long underwear served as his shirt.

“Ain’t nothin’ here for you or anybody else,” he said.

Sweat darkened the back of Madeline’s faded dress. The hem showed dampness and mud left by her trek through the salt marshes. “There’s water in the well,” she said. “Might I have a drink before I start back?”

“No,” said the nameless member of the Gettys clan. “Go get it from the wells of your own kind.” He gestured to the empty tawny road winding away toward Mont Royal.

“Thank you so much for your kindness,” she said, picking up her skirts and stepping into the blaze of light.

A half-mile down the road, she came upon a detachment of six black soldiers and a white lieutenant with a downy, innocent face. The men lay at rest in the hot shade, their collars unfastened, their rifles and canteens put aside.

“Good day, ma’am,” the young officer said, jumping up and giving a little salute of respect.

“Good day. It’s a hot day for travel.”

“Yes, but we must march back to Charleston all the same. I wish I could offer you water, but our canteens are empty. I asked that fellow at the store to let us fill up, and he wouldn’t.”

“He isn’t a very generous sort, I’m afraid. If you’ll come along to my plantation—it’s about two miles and right on your way—you’re welcome to use its well.”


	So it has risen to haunt me again. “Your own kind,” the old man said. Cooper’s letter said the dancing master made reference to my ancestry, too.

	Went last night on foot along the river road to the Church of St. Joseph of Arimathea, where we worshiped together. Have not been there since shortly after the great house burned. Father Lovewell greeted me and welcomed me to meditation in the family pew for as long as I wished.

	I sat for an hour, and my heart spoke. As soon as possible I must travel to the city on three errands, one of which is sure to provoke people such as the dancing master and that old Mr. Gettys. Let it. If I am to be hanged regardless of what I do, why should I hesitate to commit a hanging offense? Orry, my love, I draw courage from thoughts of you, and of my dear father. Neither of you ever let fear put chains on your conscience.
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ASHTON LET OUT A long wailing cry. The customer writhing on top of her responded with a bleary smile of bliss. Downstairs, Ashton’s employer, Señora Vasquez-Reilly, heard the outcry and saluted the ceiling with her glass of tequila.

Ashton hated what she was doing. That is, she hated the act when she had to do it to survive. Being stuck in this flyblown frontier town—Santa Fe, in New Mexico Territory—was unspeakable. To be reduced to whoring was unbelievable. Moaning and yelling let her express her feelings.

The middle-aged gentleman, a widower who raised cattle, withdrew, shyly averting his eyes. Having already paid her, he dressed quickly, then bowed and kissed her hand. She smiled and said in halting Spanish, “You come back soon, Don Alfredo.”

“Next week, Señorita Brett. Happily.”

God, I hate greasers, she thought as she sorted the coins after he left. Three of the four went to Señora Vasquez-Reilly, a widow whose burly brother-in-law made sure the señora’s three girls didn’t cheat. Ashton had gone to work for the señora early in the summer, when her funds ran out. She’d given her name as Señorita Brett, thinking it a fine joke. It would have been an even better one if her sweet, prissy sister knew about it.

Ashton Main—she no longer thought of herself as Mrs. Huntoon—had decided to stay in Santa Fe because of the treasure. Somewhere in the Apache-infested wasteland, two wagons had vanished, and the men bringing them from Virginia City had been massacred. One man, her husband, James Huntoon, was no loss. Another, her lover, Lamar Powell, had planned to create a second confederacy in the Southwest, with Ashton as his consort. To finance it, he’d loaded a false bottom in one of the wagons with three hundred thousand dollars in gold refined from ore out of the Nevada mine originally owned by his late brother.

The massacre had been reported by a wagon driver who reached a trading station shortly before he died of his wounds. In his pain-racked, disjointed telling, he never revealed the site of the killings. Only one person might have that information now: the guide Powell had hired in Virginia City, Collins. Rumor said he’d survived, but God knew where he was.

When she first heard of the massacre, Ashton had tried to find a wealthy patron in Santa Fe. Candidates were few. Most were married, and if they philandered at the señora’s, they also showed no desire to get rid of their wives. As for finding a man at Fort Marcy, the idea was a joke. The officers and men who garrisoned the run-down post near the old Palace of Governors weren’t paid enough to support their own lusts, let alone a mistress. They had all the prospects of a hog headed for a Low Country barbecue.

Of course she could have avoided working for the señora if she’d written an appeal to her sanctimonious brother Cooper, or to the sister whose name she delighted in muddying, or even to the slutty octoroon Orry had married. But she was damned if she’d stoop to asking any of them for charity. She didn’t want to see them or communicate with them until she could do so on her own terms.

Ashton put on her working clothes—a yellow silk dress with wide lace-trimmed shoulder straps, meant to be worn over a blouse with dolman sleeves. The señora had denied her the blouse as well as a corset, so that the bulge of her partly exposed breast would tempt the customers. The dress had been fashionable about the time her damn brother Orry went to West Point. She hated it, along with the coy black mantilla the señora insisted she wear, and the shoes, too—leather dyed a garish yellow, with laces, and thin high heels.

She adjusted the mantilla in front of a small scrap of mirror and ran her palm down her left cheek. The three parallel scratches barely showed, thank heaven. Another of the girls, Rosa, had attacked her in a dispute over a customer. Before the señora pulled them apart, Rosa had scratched Ashton’s face badly. Ashton had wept for hours over the bloody nail marks. Her body and her face were her chief assets, the weapons she used to get whatever she wanted.

For weeks after the fight, she’d plastered salve on the slow-healing wounds, and rushed to the mirror seven or eight times a day to examine them. At last she was sure there would be no permanent damage. Nor would Rosa trouble her again. Ashton now carried a small sharpened file in her right shoe.

Occasional thoughts of the mine in Nevada only sharpened her greed. Wasn’t that mine hers, too? She’d practically been married to Lamar Powell. Of course, if she wanted to get possession of the mine, she faced two gigantic obstacles: She’d have to convince the authorities that she was Mrs. Powell, and, before she could do that, she had to reach Virginia City. Ashton considered herself a strong and resourceful young woman, but she wasn’t crazy. Cross hundreds and hundreds of miles of dangerous wasteland by herself? Not likely. She focused instead on the nearer dream, the wagons.

If she could just find them! She was convinced the Apaches had not stolen the gold. It had been cleverly concealed. Moreover, they were ignorant savages; they wouldn’t know its value. With the gold she could buy much more than material comfort. She could buy position, and power. The power to travel back to South Carolina, descend on Mont Royal, and, in some way yet to be devised, rub dirt in the faces of those in the family who’d rejected her. Her consuming desire was to ruin every last one of them.

Meanwhile, it had come down to a choice of starving or whoring. So she whored. And waited. And hoped.

Most of the señora’s customers loved Ashton’s white Anglo skin and her Southern speech and mannerisms, which she exaggerated for effect. Tonight, when she descended to the cantina with her grand airs, her performance was wasted. No one was there but three elderly vaqueros playing cards.

The cantina looked particularly dismal after dark. Lamplight yellowed everything, and revealed the bullet holes, knife marks, whiskey spills, and general filth on the furniture, floor, and adobe walls. The señora sat reading an old Mexico City newspaper. Ashton handed her the coins.

The señora favored her with a smile that showed her gold front tooth. “Gracias, querida. Are you hungry?”

Ashton pouted. “Hungry for some fun in this dreary old place. I miss hearing a little music.”

The señora’s upper lip and faint mustache dropped down to hide the gold tooth. “Too bad. I can’t afford a mariachi.”

The brother-in-law, a stupid hulk named Luis, walked in through the half-doors. The only piece of free goods the señora allowed him was Rosa, who had stringy hair and had had the pox. Soon after Ashton started to work, Luis had tried to fondle her. She couldn’t stand his smell or his swinish manners, and she already knew the señora held him in low regard, so she slapped him. He was about to hit back when the señora stepped in and cowed him with shouted profanity. Ever since, Luis never got close to Ashton without letting her see his sullen fury. Tonight was no different. He stared at her while he grabbed Rosa’s wrist. He dragged the girl past the door leading to the office and storeroom and pulled her up the stairs. Ashton rubbed her left cheek. I hope he works her like a field hand, she thought. I hope she gives him a good case, too.

A hot wind swept dust under the half-doors. No customers showed up. At half past ten, the señora said Ashton could go to bed. She lay in the dark in her tiny room listening to the wind bang shutters and again entertaining the idea of robbing the señora. Now and then customers spent a lot at the cantina, and cash sometimes accumulated for over a week. She couldn’t think of how to commit the robbery, though. And there was a great risk. Luis had a fast horse and some bad friends. If they captured her, they might kill her or, just as bad, disfigure her.

Anger and hopelessness kept her from sleep. Finally she relighted the lamp and reached under the bed for her lacquered Oriental box. On the lid, bits of inlaid pearl formed a scene: a Japanese couple, fully clothed and in repose, contemplating cups of tea. Raising the lid and holding it against the light revealed the couple, with kimonos up, copulating. The woman’s happy face showed her response to the gentleman’s mammoth shaft, half inside her.

The box always lifted Ashton’s spirits. It held forty-seven buttons she’d collected over the years—West Point uniform buttons, trouser-fly buttons. Each button represented a man she’d enjoyed, or at least used. Only two partners didn’t have a button in the box: the first boy who took her, before she started her collection, and her weakling husband, Huntoon. The collection was growing rapidly in Santa Fe.

For a few minutes, she examined one button and then another, trying to put a face with each. Presently, she put the box away, and examined her perspiring body in the mirror. Still soft where it should be, firm where it should be, and the nail marks on her face hardly showed. Gazing at herself, she felt her hope renewed. Somehow, she would use her beauty to escape this damnable place.

She went to sleep then, enjoying a dream of repeatedly pricking Brett’s skin with her little file, till it bled.

Three nights later, a coarsely dressed Anglo walked into the cantina. He had mustaches with long points and a revolver on his hip. He downed two fast double whiskeys at the bar, then wobbled over to the hard chairs where Ashton and Rosa waited for customers. The third girl was at work upstairs.

“Hello, Miss Yellow Shoes. How are you this evening?”

“I’m just fine.”

“What’s your name?”

“Brett.”

He grinned. “Do I hear the accent of a fallen blossom from the South?”

She tossed her head, flirted with her eyes. “I never fall unless I’m paid first. Since you know my name, what’s yours?”

“You might find my first name a bit peculiar. It’s Banquo, from Mr. Shakespeare’s tragedy Macbeth. Last name’s Collins. I may be back to see you after I have a couple more drinks.”

He ambled back to the bar, while Ashton gripped her chair to keep from toppling off.

Banquo Collins pounded a fist on the bar. “I’ll buy for everybody. I can spend ten times that much and never worry.”

The señora closed in. “Bold words, my dear sir.”

“But they’re true, lass. I know where to mine some treasure.”

“Ah, I knew you were fooling. There are no mines around here.”

Collins swallowed all of a glass of popskull. “I don’t mine dirt; I mine wagons.”

“Wagons? That makes no sense.”

“Does to me.”

He extended his arms and began to shuffle his booted feet. “Ought to have music in this place, so a man could dance.” Because everyone was watching him, they missed the wild look on Ashton’s face. This was the man—Powell’s guide!

“Gonna be rich as Midas,” he declared, rubbing his crotch. Rosa primped furiously. Ashton slid the file from her shoe and beneath her left arm. Rosa gasped when the point jabbed her.

“This one’s mine,” Ashton whispered. “If you take him, I’ll put your eye out tomorrow.”

Rosa was white. “Take him. Take him.”

“Gonna have plenty of music when I see the world. Rome, the Japans—” Collins belched. “But not here. Guess I can get pleasured here, though.”

He lurched to the girls. Ashton stood. He grinned again, took her hand, and headed upstairs.

After latching the door, she helped him undress. She was so excited she pulled one trouser button too hard. It flew and ticked against the wall. He sat on the bed while she worked his pants off. “That was interesting talk downstairs,” she said.

He blinked, as if he hadn’t heard. “Where’d you come from, Yellow Shoes? You’re sure no greaser.”

“I’m a Carolina girl, stranded here by misfortune.” A deep breath, and then the leap. “A misfortune I think we both know something about.”

Despite all he’d drunk, and his aroused state, what she said put him on guard. “Are we gonna talk or fuck?”

She bent forward, ministering to him a moment to curb his irritation. “I just want to ask about those wagons—” He grabbed her hair. “Collins, I’m your friend. I know what was in those wagons.”

“How come?” Furious, he yanked her hair. “I said how come?”

“Please. Not so hard! That’s better.” She leaned back, frightened. Suppose he really felt threatened? Suppose he decided to kill her? Then she thought, If you stay here you’re as good as dead anyway.

She collected herself and said carefully, “I know because I’m related to the man who owned the wagons. He was a Southerner, wasn’t he?”

His eyes admitted it before he could deny it. She clapped her hands. “Sure he was. Both of them were. And you guided them from Virginia City.”

She dragged the shoulder straps down to show off her breasts, red and firm already. Lord, she was all worked up over the mere thought of the gold. “Do you know where those wagons are, Collins?”

He just smirked.

“You do. I know what was in them. What’s more, I know where it came from—and how to get hundreds, why maybe a thousand times, more of the same.”

She detected a gleam of interest and pushed the advantage. “I’m talking about the mine in Virginia City. It belongs to me, because one of the men who died, Mr. Powell, owned it, and I’m related to him.”

“You mean you can prove it’s yours?”

Without hesitation or change of expression she said, “Absolutely. You share what’s in those wagons, then help me get to Nevada, and I’ll split an even bigger fortune with you.”

“Sure—an even bigger fortune. And there’s seven cities of gold waiting to be found round here, too—never mind that nobody’s turned them up since the Spanish started searching hundreds of years ago.”

“Collins, don’t sneer at me. I’m telling the truth. We need to pool our information. If we do, we’ll be so rich you’ll get dizzy. We can go all over the world together. Wouldn’t that be exciting, lover?” Her tongue gave a moist demonstration of her excitement.

Seconds passed without a response. Her fear crept back.

Suddenly he laughed. “By the Lord, you’re a canny lass. Canny as you are hot.”

“Say we’re partners and I’ll treat you to some special loving. Things I won’t do for anybody else, no matter how much they pay.” She whispered salacious words in his ear.

He laughed again. “All right. Partners.”

“Here I come,” she cried, dropping her dress and pantaloons and falling on him on the bed.

She kept her word, but after ten minutes his age and his drinking caught up with him, and he began to snore.

Ashton pulled up the covers, toweled herself and slipped in next to him, her heart thumping. Finally, patience had been rewarded. No more whoring. She had the man who had the gold.

Imagination painted pictures of a new Worth gown. The grandest hotel suite in New York City. Madeline cringing while Ashton slashed her across the face with a fan.

Delicious visions. They’d soon be real. She fell asleep.

She woke murmuring his name. She heard no answer. Daylight showed through slits in the shutter. She felt the bed beside her.

Empty. Cold.

“Collins?”

He’d left a penciled note on the old bureau.


	Dear Little Miss Yellow Shoes,

	Keep shining up the story of the V. City “mine.” Maybe somebody will swallow it. Meantime I already know what was in the wagons because I’ve got it and I don’t figure to share it. But thanks for the special stuff anyway.



Goodbye,

BC

Ashton screamed. She screamed until she woke the whole place—Rosa, the third whore, the señora, who stormed in and shouted at her. Ashton spit in her face. The señora slapped her. She kept on sobbing and screaming.

Two days later, she found the button that had popped from Banquo Collins’s pants. After examining it, and crying all over again, she put it in her box.

Hellish heat settled on Santa Fe. People moved as little as possible. Every evening she sat on the hard chair, not knowing what to do, how to escape.

She didn’t smile. No customers wanted her. Señora Vasquez-Reilly began to complain and threaten her with eviction. She didn’t care.

MADELINE’S JOURNAL


	July, 1865. To the city yesterday. Shermans insisted Andy drive the wagon, to protect me. Strange to ride that way, like a white mistress with her slave. For a few moments on the trip it was easy to imagine nothing had changed.

	Impossible to imagine that in Charleston. Cooper’s firm on Concord Street overlooks vast empty warehouses where turkey buzzards roost. He was absent, so left a message asking to see him later. Could not guess how he would receive the news. Little has been rebuilt from the great fire of ’61. The burned zone looks as though Gen’l Sherman visited it. Rats and wild dogs roam amid the ruined chimneys and weed-choked foundations. Many homes near the Battery show shell damage. The house of Mr. Leverett Dawkins on East Bay untouched, however…



If there was a fatter man than the old Whig Unionist Dawkins, Madeline had never met him. Fiftyish, with impeccable clothes specially tailored for him, Dawkins had thighs big as watermelons and a stomach round as that of an expectant mother of triplets. On the parlor wall behind him hung the inevitable array of ancestral portraits. When Madeline entered, Dawkins was already seated in his huge custom-made chair, gazing across the harbor at the rubble of Fort Sumter. He disliked having anyone see him walk or sit down.

She asked about the Mont Royal mortgages. There were two, totaling six hundred thousand dollars and held by Atlanta banks. Dawkins said his own Palmetto Bank would open soon, and he would ask his board to buy and consolidate the mortgages. “Mont Royal is fine collateral. I’d like to hold the paper on it.”

She described the sawmill idea. He was less encouraging.

“We won’t have much to lend on schemes like that. Perhaps the board can find a thousand or two for a shed, some saw pits, and a year’s wages for a gang of nigras. If you can find the nigras.”

“I had thought of installing steam machinery—”

“Out of the question if you must borrow to buy it. There are so many wanting to rebuild, begging for help. This is a wounded land, Madeline. Just look around the city.”

“Yes, I have. Well, you’re very generous to help with the mortgages, Leverett.”

“Please don’t consider it charity. The plantation is valuable—one of the finest in the district. The owner, your brother-in-law, is an esteemed member of the community. And you, as the manager, are an excellent risk as well. An eminently responsible citizen.”

He means, she thought sadly, I am not a troublemaker. How responsible would he think her if he knew the nature of her next call?


	… So we will not proceed as fast as I hoped.

	Took myself next to the Freedmen’s Bureau, on Meeting. A pugnacious little man with a harsh accent met me, calling himself Brevet Colonel Orpha C. Munro, of “Vuh-mont.” His official title—hardly less grand than “caliph” or “pasha”—is sub-assistant commissioner, Charleston District.

	I made my request. He said he felt sure the bureau could obtain a teacher. He will notify me. I left with the feeling of having done some criminal deed.

	Noting the time, I sent Andy off by himself and walked to Tradd Street to call on Judith before my meeting with Cooper. Judith surprised me by saying he was home, and had been since returning to dine at noon.



“Instead of going back to the company, I stayed here to work on these,” Cooper said. At his feet on the dry brown grass of the walled garden lay pencil sketches of a pier for the Carolina Shipping Company. From the house came a hesitant version of the central theme from Mozart’s Twenty-first Concerto, in C, played on a piano badly out of tune.

Cooper turned to his wife. “May we have some tea, or a reasonable substitute?” Judith smiled and retired. “Now, Madeline, what prompts this unexpected and pleasant visit?”

She sat down on a rusting bench of black-painted iron. “I want to start a school at Mont Royal.”

In the act of bending to gather the penciled sheets, Cooper jerked his head up and stared. His dark hair hung over his pale forehead. His sunken eyes were wary. “What kind of school, pray?”

“One to teach reading and arithmetic to anyone who wants to learn. The freed Negroes in the district desperately need a few basic skills if they’re to survive.”

“No.” Cooper crushed all the sketches and threw the ball under an azalea bush. His color was high. “No. I can’t allow you to do it.”

Equally emotional, she said, “I am not asking your permission, merely doing you the courtesy of telling you my intentions.”

A flat-bosomed young girl poked her head from a tall window on the piazza one story above. “Papa, why are you shouting? Why, Aunt Madeline, good afternoon.”

“Good afternoon, Marie-Louise.”

Cooper’s daughter was thirteen. She would never be a beauty, and indeed might be homely in maturity. She seemed aware of her deficiencies and worked hard to overcome them with tomboy energy and a great deal of smiling. People liked her; Madeline adored her.

“Go inside and keep practicing,” Cooper snapped.

Marie-Louise gulped and retreated. The Mozart began again, with nearly as many wrong notes as right ones.

“Madeline, allow me to remind you that feelings against the nigras, and anyone who champions them, are running high. It would be folly to exacerbate those feelings. You must not open a school.”

“Cooper, again, it isn’t your decision.” She tried to be gentle with him, but the message was unavoidably harsh. “You gave me management of the plantation, in writing. So I intend to go ahead. I will have a school.”

He paced, glowering. This was a new, distinctly unfriendly Cooper Main, a side of him she’d never seen. The silence lengthened. Madeline tried to patch over the difficulty. “I had hoped you’d be on my side. Education of black people is no longer against the law, after all.”

“But it’s unpopular …” He hesitated, then burst out, “If you goad people, they’ll no longer exercise any restraint.”

“Restraint in regard to what?”

“You! Everyone looks the other way now, pretending you’re not—Well, you understand. If you start a school, they won’t be so tolerant.”

Madeline’s face was white. She had expected someone, someday, to threaten her about her parentage, but she’d never expected it would be her brother-in-law.

“Here’s the tea.”

Curls bobbing, Judith brought a tray of chipped cups and saucers down the stairs. On the last iron step she halted, aware of the storm on her husband’s face.

“I’m afraid Madeline is leaving,” he said. “She only stopped by to tell me something about Mont Royal. Thank you for your courtesy, Madeline. For your own sake, I urge you to change your mind. Good day.”

He turned his back and hunted under the azalea for the crushed drawings. Judith remained on the step, stunned by the rudeness. Madeline, concealing her hurt, patted Judith’s arm, hurried up the noisy iron stairs, and ran from the house.


	… There it rests for the moment. I fear I’ve made him my enemy. If so, my sweet Orry, then at least I have lost his friendship in a worthy cause.

	A message came! And only two weeks after my visit to Col. Munro. The Freedmen’s Aid Society of the Methodist Episcopal church, Cincinnati, will send us a teacher. Her name is Prudence Chaffee.

	Cooper silent. No sign of retaliation yet.
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THE U.S. ARMY TRAINED cavalry recruits at Jefferson Barracks, Missouri. The camp of instruction was located on the west bank of the Mississippi, a few miles south of St. Louis.

When Charles arrived there, a contract surgeon examined him for false teeth, visible tumors, and signs of venereal disease and alcoholism. Pronounced fit, he was marched away, along with a former corset salesman from Hartford who said he craved adventure, a New York City roughneck who said little and probably was running away from a lot, an Indiana carpenter who said he’d awakened one morning to discover he hated his wife, a chatterbox boy who said he’d lied about his age, and a handsome man who said nothing. When the recruits reached a ramshackle barracks, the white-haired corporal pointed to the silent man.

“French Foreign Legion. Can’t hardly speak no English. Jesus an’ Mary, don’t we get ’em all? And for a rotten thirteen dollars a month.” He studied Charles. “I seen your papers. Reb, wasn’t you?”

Charles was edgy about that. He’d already drawn some sharp looks because of his accent, and had heard “Goddamn traitor” behind his back once. He wanted to snap at the corporal, but he remembered Jack Duncan’s caution and just said, “Yes.”

“Well, it don’t matter to me. My first cousin Fielding, he was a Reb, too. If you’re as good a soldier as him, you’ll be more use to Uncle Sam than the rest of this flotsam. Good luck.” He stepped back and yelled, “All right, you people. Through that door and find a bunk. Hurry it up! This ain’t a goddamn hotel you’re checkin’ into.”

Charles took the oath to support and defend the Constitution. He had no problem with that; he’d already taken it once, at West Point. And when the war ended, he’d made up his mind to raise his son as an American, not a Southerner.

It did seem strange to be issued so much blue again. The light blue kersey trousers with the yellow stripes and the dull gray fatigue shirts reminded him of the Second Cavalry. So did the barracks, with its poor ventilation, smoky lamps, narrow slot windows at each end, and sounds of scurrying rodents at night. So did his Army cot, an iron-framed torture device with wood slats and stringers and a mattress shell filled with smelly straw. So did the Army food, especially the hardtack and the beef served up in tough slices at noon mess, then submerged in a sludgy gravy for supper; the meat tasted better with the gravy, which masked the faint odor of spoilage.

Jefferson Barracks proved to be not so much a training center as a holding pen. Recruits were sent out as soon as a regiment’s required number of replacements could be gathered. So training could last two months or two days. That didn’t speak well for the postwar Army, Charles thought.

Most of the instructors were older noncoms putting in time until they retired. Charles worked hard to look inexperienced and awkward in front of them. During a bareback equitation class, he deliberately fell off his pathetic sway-backed training horse. He fumbled through the manual of arms, and at target practice never hit the bull, only the edge of the card. He got away with it until one trainer got sick and a new one took over, a runty corporal named Hans Hazen. He was a mean sort; one of the men said he’d been busted from top sergeant three times.

After a saber drill, Hazen drew Charles aside.

“Private May, I got a queer feeling you ain’t no Carolina militiaman. You try to look clumsy, but I saw some of your moves when you thought I was watchin’ somebody else.” He thrust his chin out and shouted. “Where were you trained? West Point?”

Charles looked down at him. “Wade Hampton Legion. Sir.”

Hazen shook a finger. “I catch you lyin’, it’ll go hard. I hate liars near as much as I hate snobs from the Point—or you Southron boys.”

“Yes, sir,” Charles said loudly. He kept staring. Hazen looked away first, which shamed him to anger.

“I want to see what you’re made of. A hundred laps of the riding ring, quick time. Right now. March!”

After that, Corporal Hazen stayed on him, yelling, criticizing, questioning him daily about his past and forcing him to lie. Despite Hazen—maybe, in a strange way, because of him; because Hazen recognized an experienced soldier—Charles felt happy to be back in the Army. He’d always liked the dependable routine of trumpet calls, assemblies, drills. He still felt a shiver up his backbone when the trumpeters blew “Boots and Saddles.”

He kept to himself and didn’t find a bunky, a partner. Most soldiers paired up to ease their work load and share their miseries, but he avoided it. He survived three weeks that way, although not without some sudden bouts of despondency. Thoughts of the past would return suddenly, the burned-out feeling would grip him, and he’d call himself a prize fool for donning Army blue again. He was in that kind of mood one Saturday night when he left the post and crossed the main approach road to the nameless town of tents and shanties on the other side.

Here a lot of noncoms lived with their wives, who took in post laundry to supplement Army pay. Here civilians hawked questionable whiskey in big tents, docile Osage Indians sold beans and squash from their farms nearby, and elegant gentlemen ran all-night poker and faro games. Charles had even seen a few earnestly stupid recruits betting on three-card monte or the pea and shells.

Other amenities were available in any tent with a red lantern hung in front. Charles called at one of these and spent a half hour with a homely young woman anxious to please. He walked out physically relieved but depressed by memories of Gus Barclay and a feeling that he’d dishonored her.

Two young boys ran after him as he walked through the tent town. They taunted him with a chant:

“Soldier, soldier, will you work?

No indeed, I’ll sell my shirt …”

The public certainly held the Army in high esteem. As soon as the war ended, soldiers had again become the unwashed, the unwanted. Nothing ever changed.

He’d been at Jefferson Barracks four weeks when orders came through: He and seven other recruits were given twelve hours to prepare to leave on a steamer bound up the Missouri River to Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, all the way across the state of Missouri. Established in 1827 by Colonel Henry Leavenworth, the great cantonment on the right bank of the river was the most important post in the West. It was headquarters for the Department of the Missouri and the supply depot for all the forts between Kansas and the Continental Divide. At Leavenworth they would find transportation, they were told, to carry them to duty with the Sixth Cavalry, down on the northern Texas frontier. The prospect pleased Charles. He’d loved the natural beauty of Texas when he was stationed at Camp Cooper before the war.

While a thunderstorm flashed and roared above the barracks, he packed his carpetbag and a small wooden footlocker in which he kept his Army-issue clothing. He put on his blue blouse, which had a roll collar, and his kepi with the enlisted man’s version of the cavalry’s crossed sabers. The storm quickly diminished, and he walked through light rain to the tent town, whistling a jaunty march version of the little tune that reminded him of home.

The storm had toppled some of the smaller tents and muddied the dirt lanes. Charles headed for the largest and brightest of the drinking tents, the Egyptian Palace, whose owner came from Cairo, Illinois. The tent was shabby. A piece of canvas divided an area for officers from the one for enlisted men and civilians. The whiskey was cheap and raw, but Charles felt a rare contentment as he sipped it.

Right after he’d ordered a second drink, a trio of noisy noncoms stumbled in. One was Corporal Hazen, wobbling. Evidently he’d been drinking for some time. He spied Charles at the end of the plank bar and made a remark about a foul smell.

Charles stared at him until he looked away and shrilly ordered a round for his friends. Charles was thankful Hazen didn’t feel like pushing it. He felt too good.

That lasted ten minutes.

Passing by on his way to the officers’ entrance, a small, slight man saw a familiar face among the enlisted men inside. He looked away, took three more steps, then halted, his mouth open. He about-faced and peered into the smoky tent—

There was no mistake.

Color rose in his face as he went in. The men noticed his look and stopped talking.

The officer walked toward the end of the bar with an aggressive swagger—probably to make up for standing only five feet six. His shoulders were pulled back with the stiffness of someone preoccupied with Army formality. Everything about him suggested fussiness: the waxy points of his mustache, the impeccable trim of his goatee.

Yellow facings and trouser stripes identified him as cavalry. A lieutenant colonel’s silver-embroidery oak leaf decorated his shoulder straps. He marched down the bar and, as he passed a burly, bearded civilian wearing a notched turkey feather in his hair and a buckskin coat decorated with porcupine quills and gaudy diamond-shaped pony beads, he accidentally bumped the man’s arm, spilling whiskey.

“Hey, you jackass,” the man said. As he turned, the beads on his coat shot darts of reflected light through the tent. A brindle dog at his feet responded to his tone and growled at the officer, who strode on without apology, tightly clutching the hilt of his dress sword.

“Cap’n Venable, sir,” Charles heard Hazen say as the officer reached the three noncoms. The silver oak leaf was from a wartime brevet, then.

“Hazen,” the man said, striding on. Charles watched him, and the back of his neck started to itch. He didn’t recognize the officer. Yet something about the man bothered him.

Venable halted two feet from Charles. “I saw you from the street, Private. What’s your name?”

Charles tried to place the accent. Not truly Southern, but similar. One of the border states? He said, “Charles May. Sir.”

“That’s a damn lie.” The officer snatched the whiskey glass from Charles’s hand and threw the contents in his face.

A sudden uproar of talk; then, just as suddenly, silence. Whiskey dripped from Charles’s chin and ran off the edge of the plank bar. Charles wanted to hit the little rooster but held back because he didn’t understand what was happening. He was certain there was some mistake.

“Captain—” he began.

“You’ll address me as colonel. And don’t bother to keep on lying. Your name isn’t May; it’s Charles Main. You graduated from West Point in 1857, two years before I did. You and that damn reb Fitz Lee were thick as this.” The officer held up two fingers. Instantly, the bearded face acquired a past that Charles remembered.

He bluffed. “Sir, you’re mistaken.”

“The hell. You remember me, and I remember you. Harry Venable. Kentucky. You put me on report four times for a messy room. Twenty skins each time. I damn near accumulated two hundred and took the Canterberry Road because of you.”

Even in a stupor, Hazen caught on. He wiped his nose and exclaimed to his friends, “Didn’t I tell you? Didn’t I spot it?” He stepped away from the bar, in case Charles tried a dash to the entrance.

Charles didn’t know how to extricate himself peacefully. More memories came back, including Venable’s cadet nickname. It was Handsome, usually spoken sarcastically. No one liked the little bastard. He was too correct, a fanatic perfectionist.

“You had to lie to get in the cavalry again,” Venable said. “West Point graduates are excluded from the amnesty.”

“Colonel, I have to earn a living. Soldiering’s all I know. I’d be in your debt if you could overlook—”

“Overlook treason? Let me tell you something. It was men from your side—John Hunt Morgan’s men—who overran my mother’s farm while I was serving on General Sherman’s staff. Those men ran off our stock, burned the house and outbuildings, cut my mother down with sabers, and committed—” he reddened and lowered his voice—“sexual atrocities on my twelve-year-old sister, God knows how many times. Then they killed her with three minié balls.”

“Colonel, I’m sorry, but I’m not responsible for every Confederate partisan, any more than you’re responsible for all of Sherman’s bummers. I am truly sorry about your family, but—”

Venable slammed Charles’s shoulder with the palm of his hand. “Stop saying sorry like some damn parrot. Sorry doesn’t begin to pay the bill.”

Charles wiped whiskey from his cheek. The tent was very still. “Don’t push me again.”

Venable quickly surveyed the crowd, saw Hazen and his friends ready to help. He flexed his fingers at his sides, closing them in a fist. ’I’ll push you whenever I please, you fucking traitor.” He gut-punched Charles.

Charles wasn’t expecting the blow. It doubled him. He grabbed his middle, choking. Venable pounded his jaw, spinning him sideways. Hazen and the other two noncoms jumped forward to seize Charles as he flailed, off balance.

Venable signaled toward the tent entrance. The noncoms dragged Charles the length of the bar and threw him outside. Still off balance, he landed in the mud.

Venable by then had removed his dress sword. He unfastened his brightly polished buttons and stripped off his dress coat. To the crowd he said, “Before that lying reb gets a bad-character discharge, he’s going to get a little something from me. Come help out if you want.”

Most of the soldiers and civilians grinned and clapped, although the burly man in the beaded coat said, “ ’Pears to me those odds are kind of unfair, Colonel.”

Venable turned on him. “If you don’t want to join in, keep quiet. Else you’ll get what he gets.”

The burly man stared and restrained his growling dog as Venable strode out.

In the light rain, Charles struggled to rise from the mud. Hazen darted past Venable, yanked Charles’s head up by the hair, and smashed his nose with his other hand. Blood spurted. Charles flopped on his back. Hazen stamped on his belly.

“I want him,” Venable said, pushing the corporal away. He gazed down at Charles, who was clutching his middle and trying to sit up. Venable’s mouth wrenched as he drew his right boot back. He kicked Charles in the ribs.

Charles cried out and fell on his side. Venable kicked him in the small of the back. Flushed, he said, “A couple of you get him up.”

Hazen and a companion grabbed Charles under his arms and pulled. Charles’s head rang. His ribs ached. Usually he could take care of himself, but, taken by surprise, he’d lost the advantage.

On his feet, he wrenched away from the noncoms hanging on him. He was slimy with mud. It glistened in the lamplight and dripped from his hair and mingled with the blood running from his nose. He swayed in the circle of rain-slicked faces, most of them laughing; few took this with the unsmiling ferocity Venable displayed. Charles knew his second chance in the Army was lost. All he could do now was extract some punishment. Like a bull, he lowered his head.

He charged Venable, who leaped back. Charles pivoted and caught the startled Hazen, as he’d planned. Teeth clenched, he pulled Hazen’s head down with both hands while raising his knee. Hazen’s jawbone cracked like a firecracker going off.

The corporal reeled away, shrieking. One of the other noncoms flung himself at Charles from behind, battering Charles’s neck with the side of his hand. Charles staggered. Venable punched his head twice, kicked his groin. Charles flew backward into the crowd. They pushed him forward again, laughing, jeering.

“What happened to that ol’ fighting spirit, reb?”

“Got no more rebel yells left, reb?”

“Pass him around the circle, boys. We’ll get a yell out of him.”

So they began, one man holding him while the man on the right punched him. Then the holder passed him to the next man and became the one who punched. When Charles sagged, they pulled him back up. They were about to pass him to a fourth man when someone said, “Leave him be.”

Venable started to swear. Something hard and cool slipped across his throat and, from nowhere, a hand shot under his left arm and up to his neck. He was caught between a callused palm pushing on the back of his neck and a hand holding the cutting edge of a huge Bowie against his throat.

It was the man in the beaded coat. He smelled of wet buckskin and horses. A civilian snarled, “Another goddamn Southron.”

“No. And I don’t even know this fella. But you wouldn’t treat a four-legged cur that bad. Drop him.”

The men holding Charles watched Venable. With the knife at his throat, he blinked rapidly and whispered, “Do it.” The men released Charles. He toppled facedown, sending up splatters of mud. With a contemptuous shove, the bearded man let go of Venable, who started to swear again. The bearded man stopped him by laying the point of the Bowie against the tip of Venable’s nose.

“Anytime, little man. Just anytime, one to one, ’thout a platoon to help you.”

Venable shook his finger at Charles, sprawled in the mud. “That son of a bitch is through in the U.S. Army. Done!”

The bearded man twisted the knife. A little ruby of blood appeared on Venable’s nose. “Light outa here, you slime. I mean right now.”

Venable blinked and blinked and somehow managed a sneery smile. He turned and limped into the Egyptian Palace. “Follow me, lads. I’m buying this round.”

They gave him three cheers and a tiger, carried Hazen inside, and didn’t look back.

The rain fell harder. The man in the beaded coat sheathed his knife and watched Charles struggle to rise, fail, and flop back in the mud face first.

The man, who looked to be fifty or so, walked toward the lee of the tent. The dog, trotting after him, was good-sized, gray with white and black markings. A circle of black ringed its left eye, a piratical touch. It shook itself twice, showering water. Then it whined. Its owner merely said, “Shut up, Fen.”

Standing in the shadows by the tent was a large, fat boy of fifteen, pale and beardless. He wore an old wool coat and jeans pants, heavily mended. His limpid dark eyes had a slight slant, and above his eyebrows and ears his head was much larger, round and almost fiat on top, resembling a section of fence post.

The youngster looked frightened. The man laid a hand on his shoulder. “You’re all right, Boy. The fightin’s over. There won’t be no more. You don’t need to be scairt.”

The boy reached out with both hands and clasped the right hand of the older man, a pathetic look of gratitude on his face. The man reached over with his left hand and patted the boy’s, reassuringly. “I’m sorry I gave in to my thirst and made you wait out here. But you can stop bein’ scairt.”

The boy watched him, eager to understand. In the lane, Charles groaned and jammed his fists in the mud. He raised his head and chest two feet off the ground and wearily looked toward the speaker. The man in the pony-bead coat knew the soldier didn’t see him.

“Determined cuss,” he said. “Plenty of sand. And he sure can’t go back in the Army now. Maybe we found our man. If we didn’t, we can at least do the Christian thing and shelter him in our tipi.”

He pushed the youngster’s hands down and gently took hold of one, squeezing it. “Come on, Boy. Help me pick him up.” Hand in hand, they walked forward.

MADELINE’S JOURNAL


	July, 1865. Three more freedmen hired, bringing the number to six. Palmetto Bank approved $900 for timber operation. Digging of first saw pit began yesterday. Andy S. supervises work till noon, then cuts in the big stand of cypress with two other men until four, then tills his own plot while daylight lasts. Each new worker receives five acres, his wage, and a small share of whatever crop or timber we eventually sell

	Nemo’s wife, Cassandra, expected more than five acres. Weeping she showed me a bundle of stakes painted red, white, and blue in slapdash fashion. The poor guileless woman gave her last dollar for them. The white peddler who played the trick is long gone. Sad and astonishing how privation brings out the best in some, the worst in others…



“Painted stakes?” Johnson fumed.

“Yes, Mr. President. Sold to colored men in South Carolina for as much as two dollars.”

Andrew Johnson flung the ribbon-tied report on his desk. “Mr. Hazard, it’s disgraceful.”

The seventeenth president of the United States was a swarthy man of forty-eight. He was in a choleric mood. His visitor, Stanley Hazard, thought him canaille. What else could one expect of a backwoods tailor barely able to read or write until his wife taught him? Johnson wasn’t even a Republican. He’d run with Lincoln in ’64 as a National Union Party candidate, to create a bipartisan wartime ticket.

Canaille and a Democrat he might be, but Andrew Johnson still meant to have an explanation. His black eyes simmered as Stanley picked up the report with hands that trembled slightly. Stanley was one of Edwin Stanton’s several Assistant Secretaries at the War Department. His particular responsibility was liaison with the Freedmen’s Bureau, an administrative branch of the department.

“Yes, sir, it is disgraceful,” he said. “I can assure you the Bureau had no hand in it. Neither Secretary Stanton nor General Howard would tolerate such a cruel hoax.”

“What about the rumor that inspired the swindle? Every free nigra down there to be given a mule and forty acres by Christmas? Forty acres—his to stake out in patriotic colors. Who spread that story?”

Sweat shone on Stanley’s pale, jowly face. Why did Howard, chief of the Bureau, have to be away from Washington, leaving him to answer the summons to the President’s office? Why couldn’t he speak forcefully, or at least recall some of Howard’s religious platitudes? He wanted a drink.

“Well, Mr. Secretary?”

“Sir”—Stanley’s voice quavered—“General Saxton assured me that Bureau agents in South Carolina did nothing to inflame the Negroes, create false hope, or spread the rumor.”

“Then where did it come from?”

“So far as we know, sir, from a chance remark by—” He cleared his throat. He hated to criticize an important member of his own party, but he had to think of his job, much as he loathed it. “A remark by Congressman Stevens.”

That scored a point. Johnson sniffed as though smelling bad fish. Stanley went on. “He said something about confiscating and redistributing three hundred million acres of rebel land. Perhaps that is Mr. Stevens’s wish, but there is no such program at the Bureau, nor any intent to begin one.”

“Yet the story spread to South Carolina, didn’t it? And it enabled unprincipled sharps to sell those painted stakes far and wide, didn’t it? I don’t think you understand the extent of the mischief, Hazard. Not only is the rumor of forty acres and a mule a cruel deception of the Negroes, but it also affronts and alienates the very white people we must draw back as working partners. I dislike the planter class as much as you—” More, Stanley thought. Johnson’s hatred of aristocrats was legendary. “But the Constitution tells me they were never out of the Union, because the Constitution makes the very act of secession impossible.”

He leaned forward, like a truculent schoolmaster. “That is why my program for the South consists of three simple points only. The defeated states must repudiate the Confederate war debt. They must overturn their secession ordinances. And they must abolish slavery by ratifying the Thirteenth Amendment. They are not required to do more because the federal government cannot, constitutionally, ask more. General Sherman failed to understand that when he confiscated coastal and river lands with his illegal Field Order 15, now rescinded, thank the Almighty. Your Bureau doesn’t understand. You talk widely and blithely of the franchise, when qualifying a voter is a matter for the individual states. And no one at all seems to understand that if we threaten to give away their land, we will further harden the hearts of the very Southerners we want back in the fold. Do you blame me for being exercised? I am signing pardons at the rate of a hundred a day, and then I receive that report.”

“Mr. President, I must respectfully repeat, the Bureau is not in any way responsible for—”

“Who else spread the promise of forty acres? In lieu of any evident culprit, I hold the Bureau responsible. Kindly convey that to Mr. Stanton and General Howard. Now be so good as to excuse me.”

These days Stanley Hazard’s life was unremitting misery. To try to make it bearable, he regularly took his first drink before eight o’clock in the morning. He kept various wines and brandies locked in his desk in the old office building temporarily housing the Freedmen’s Bureau. If he drank too much during the day, and so misunderstood a question or stumbled or dropped something, he always muttered the same excuse, that he was feeling faint. But he fooled few.

Stanley did have reasons for being wretched. Years ago, his younger brother George had denied him any control of the family ironworks. Deep down, Stanley knew why. He was incompetent.

His wife, Isabel, two years older, was an ambitious harpy. She’d borne him twin sons, Laban and Levi, who were in trouble so often Stanley kept a special bank fund for bribing magistrates and jailers and paying off pregnant girls. The twins were eighteen, and Stanley was desperately shoveling bribe money—Isabel referred to it as “philanthropic donation”—to Yale and to Dartmouth, hoping to get the boys admitted and out of his house. He couldn’t stand them.

Nor, paradoxically, could he understand or deal with the enormous wealth generated by his shoe business during the war. The factory up in Lynn was now on the market. Isabel insisted they get out of the trade, because normal competition was returning. Stanley knew he didn’t deserve his success.

Then, too, his former mistress, a music-hall artiste named Jeannie Canary, had deserted him after Isabel discovered the relationship. Jeannie was bound to leave him anyway, Stanley had decided. Many other suitors had as much money as he did, and he was not a good lover; stress and whiskey made it impossible for him to get it up often enough to satisfy her. Miss Canary was rumored to be the mistress of some Republican politician, thus far nameless.

All Stanley had to show for a life of struggle and suffering was more of the same, and a horsy, pretentious wife he faced every night in the huge, beautiful, desolate dining room in their mansion on I Street. So he drank. It kept him going when he was awake. And, mercifully, it put him to sleep.

“Johnson is after the Bureau, is that it, Stanley?”

“Yes. He’d like to see it dismantled. He believes that by acting in accordance with Radical objectives, we’re tampering with states’ rights.”

“I suppose it isn’t surprising,” Isabel mused. “He’s a Democrat and essentially a Southerner. I’m curious about land in the South. Why should it be fought over? Is it that valuable?”

Stanley swallowed the rest of his third glass of champagne. “Not at the moment. Some confiscated by the Treasury can be bought for almost nothing. Of course, long term, it’s very valuable. Property is always valuable. And cash crops are the whole basis of the Southern economy. They have no industrial economy and never did.”

Isabel’s eyes gleamed above the candles. “Then perhaps we should look into investments in the South, to replace the factory.”

He sat back, astounded as always by her audacity, and the way her mind leaped to sink fangs into some prey he hadn’t even spotted. “Are you saying you’d like me to make inquiries at the Treasury?”

“No, sweet. I’ll make them. In person. I am going to leave you for a week or so—I’m sure that grieves you terribly,” she added with venom. He silently called her a witch, smiled a sickly smile, and poured more champagne.


	Old Mr. Marvin, our long-time friend at Green Pond, called to say good-bye. He is embittered, angry—bankrupt Treasury men seized $15,000 in Sea Island cotton, marking it “Confederate” right at his gin and hauling it off while he watched. It happened because he refused to pay the bribe the Treasury man demanded. The Yankee would have let M. keep the cotton and sell it, but he would have had to surrender half the profits to the agent.

	Land and crops are being stolen everywhere by these two-legged vultures. Marvin’s neighbor lost a fine farm, Pride’s Haven, when unable to pay $150 of back taxes. We have our share of sinners down here, but all the saints and seraphims do not reside in the North …



Philo Trout, a cheerful, muscular young Treasury agent, met Isabel’s steamer in Charleston. Their inland journey was delayed twenty-four hours because a tropical storm came onshore, ripping the city with gale winds and pouring out more than six inches of rain before moving inland.

Once they set out, Trout’s covered buggy labored along muddy roads, and Isabel surveyed submerged fields on either side. She asked about the standing water. Trout said, “Storm surge from the tidal rivers. The salt will poison those fields for a few seasons.”

This immediately banished the idea that had brought Isabel south: absentee ownership of Carolina farmland. The storms, which came regularly, created too great a risk for her taste, or her money, although she didn’t say this to Trout.

On the river road along the Ashley, he pointed out various plantations including Mont Royal. Isabel reacted with silent disgust, but she never so much as hinted that she knew the owners.

A few miles farther on, Trout stopped the buggy at a crossroads store, whose crookedly hung sign said GETTYS BROS. Nailed over the front door was a board painted with one word:

C L O S E D.

Trout pushed back his straw planter’s hat and put his boot on the footboard. “Now here’s an interesting proposition, though it isn’t what you said you wanted. Still, someone could make money on this little store and never have to worry about the salt in the rivers.”

Isabel wrinkled her nose. “How could such a sorry place be profitable?”

“Three ways, ma’am, all predicated on having the capital to stock it properly. Real money, not Confederate paper. The local planters need goods. Implements, staples, seed. First, the store could charge plenty at the time of the sale. But the planters and the freedmen don’t have real money to pay. So the store could treat each sale as a loan—the cost, at any price you set, plus interest, at any rate you determine. Fifty percent? Ninety? They’d have to take it or starve.”

Just then, despite the cloying heat of the marshy country, and the insects, and the stench of decay, Isabel decided that the discomforts of the trip were worth it.

“You mentioned a third way, Mr. Trout.”

“Yes indeed. To secure every loan with goods, you also demand a fixed percent of the next rice or cotton crop.” He grinned. “Ingenious?”

“I couldn’t think of anything more ingenious myself.” She dabbed her moist lip. “Who could run a store like this?”

“Well, ma’am, if you bought it, you’d undoubtedly want a new manager, your husband being with the Bureau and all. The fellow who ran it before it closed, Randall Gettys, is pretty much of a secesh. I know him. If he stayed on, and assuming he’d even consider selling to nig—uh, the colored, he’d charge them eight or ten times what he charged whites, just for spite.”

Isabel beamed. “Why, dear Mr. Trout, what of that? It’s true that my husband and I are Republicans, but I really don’t care about the prejudices or operating policies of a store manager if he makes money.”

“Oh, Randall Gettys could do that, definitely. He knows everybody around here. Used to print a little newspaper for the district. Wants to start it again.”

“He may charge the nigras ten times what he charges white people, so long as no one in Washington finds out, and my husband and I are never connected with the business. That point would have to be impressed on him.”

“Randall and his kinfolk are so desperate, they’d sign a contract to sell ice in hell.”

Isabel could hardly contain her excitement. As usual, it was she who prospected and struck gold, while Stanley stayed behind.

“Everything could be arranged,” Trout assured her. He picked up the reins and turned the buggy around. “I can buy the property for you at tax auction next month.”

The horse plodded back toward Mont Royal. Shadows of Spanish moss drifted across Isabel’s perspiring face.

“We have one more consideration to discuss, ma’am.”

“Your fee for services—and silence?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Trout’s sunny face shone. “You know, I worked as a telegraph operator in Dayton, Ohio, before my uncle got me this job. I’ve made more in six months than I’d make in a lifetime up North.”

“The South is proving a land of opportunity for all, isn’t it?” said Isabel with another smugly charming smile.


	Gettys Bros, open again. New whitewash inside and out, new goods crowding the shelves and floor. Young Randall G. is enthroned as manager amidst this new affluence. He has put up a gaudy sign on the roof. It features a painted flag—the Confed. battle ensign—and a new name, THE DIXIE STORE.

	He refuses to discuss the sudden reversal in his fortunes, so we have a mystery now. I cannot solve it, but neither will I give much time to it. You know my feelings about the bigoted Mr. Gettys.
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