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Soacs Whea the Ralns Were Bad | Waded in From Geulds With Water Up te My Walst and a Sack of Irish Potatoss on My Shoulder®

ARRY GIBBS was thankful that the roughness of the
road took all his attention, because he had no idea

b what toosey to s woman whose son has just been

L i

of the ear. Out of the corner of hia eye he eould see her

cheap black skirt covering her bony knees and the worn
toes of her shoes to which still clung some part icles of sand
from around Joe MeDevitt's grave. The heavy black veil
which mufed her hat and her face gave of the acid armell
of black dye. Her hands in black cotton gloves with flabhy
tipa that were too long for her fumbled with a elean folded
handkerchief in her lap.

All around them the white brilliance of the Florida
noon r,umre-d down upon the uneven nmd from the hurial
place, caught on the bright spear points of palmettos and
struck into nakedness the shabby houses among stumps of
pine trees of this outskirt of Miami. The light and the
hot wind seemed whiter and hotter for the figure of Sarah
MeDevitt in her mourning.

It was Jack Kelley, the man who had turned state’s
evidence on the Pardee gang case, who had told Larry he
would loan him an automobile if he would take Sarah
MeDevitt home. It was the same Jack Kelley who had
started the fund to provide Joe McDevitt's body with
decent burial. He had seen to it that his own figure had
a prominent place in the newspaper photographs of the
grave, which next morning would assure all Dade County
that the Pardee gang, including the MeDevitta, was at
last broken up, either by being driven {rom Florida or do-
ing endless terms in prison camps, like George MeDevitt;
or like Joe here, made safe for Southern progresa with a
stretch of rope, & pine coffin and a few feet of Florida marl.

“(Go on now,” Jack Kelley had said, pushing at Larry
with large, firm pushes. *“There's 4 story in Sarah Me-

Devitt yet. The last of her boys gone and she going home
to sit and listen to her pine trees, see? A nice little front-
page story, see? And you might just mention the canned
goods I've put in the back of the car for her. Enough to
last her a month. Here you are, Sarah MeDevitt. Larry
Gibba will take you home, seeT™

Larry wondered miserably if she were crying in behind
that stuffy veil. He had not seen her face yet. He had
never sien her before,

She had not come to the trial, although he wondered a
little why Jo# MeDevitt's lawyer had not brought her in
for her eflect on the jury. He thought of Joe MeDevitt
as ke had been then, lounging, copper-haired, a sheek
reddish animal, his veins crammed with healthy life. He
had not shown much interest even when the facts about
the bank robbery and the cashier's death were made
damningly evident.

Mow Joe MeDevitt was dead. It had made a tremen-
dous impression on Larry. It was his first big court case
since he had been on the paper. He had written home
to his mother that he was s-ﬁ":rlg the real bedrock of life

at last. He pictured his mother readin in her break-
{ast room in Brookline, turni

that little look of amused hor

contact with mmm:hl Juila,

He had written with affected carelissness about Inter-
viewing MeDevitt the man-killer, but secretly he w
thankful that he had not had to cover the hanging this
morning. The other court reporter had done that. But this
business of taking home the mother was almost as bad. It
made him feel perfectly rotten. She was so quiet.

“That road,” she said to him suddenly, and he Aushed
and jerked the car around on the way she had pointed. He
was taken completely by surprise that her voice could be
so clear and firm.

“Thia is—this is the Larkins Road, isn"t it?™ he asked
hastily to prevent the silence from forming again. *I
didn’t know it was surfaced yet."”

But she sald nothing, and he continued to stare forward
at the road paralleling the shine of tracks, the shine and
glitter of palmettoa on the other side. The aky ahead was
steely and remote, and it made his eyes ache, A corner of
hier veil snapped outside the car; Every once in so often
her hat joggled forward over her forehead and she pushed
it back and wiped her face with the wad of her handker-
chief. He was somechow suré that it was not tears she
wiped.

He turned to ask her if she would not like to have him
stop somewhere and get her a glass of water, and saw for
the first time that her skin was pale and clammy with
heat. Her mouth, with the deep soft wrinkles on it of an
old woman, was hall open and panting. But as he spoke
she closed her lips in a tight line and looked at him straight
out of faded gray eyes within faded lashes, There was
nothing feeble in her glance. She pulled off her hat ab-
ruptly and her thin gray hair blew against the brown skin
of her forehead.

When they had passed by the stores and railway station
of Larkins she began slowly to take off her black gloves.
She rolled them Into hard balls, working and working at
them sightlessly until he thought she would never let them
alone. Her hands were curiously like the look in her eyes,
vigorous in spite of the blotehed brown skin stretched over
the large-boned knuckles,

“What did Jack Kelley think he was going to get out of
sending me home with a lot of canned goods?" she asked
suddenly.

“Why—1I don't know,” Larry said. *“He—I think he
was just -1 mean I imagine he wanted to show you he was
sorry that you—that your i

“Huh!" she said, and her voice was dryly deliberate.
“Any time Jack Kelley spends money you can bet he
knows right well where he's golng to get something for it.
1 guess maybe he figured you'd put something in the paper
about it."

¢ the pa ter with

¢ was always sharply conscious when his fair skin
“Put, Mre. MceDevitt, I wouldn't write any-
hing you wouldn't want me to write. I "
R Jtell s Lo et B TRE HRE A ed v a
me out of my homestead. | guess he wouldn't relish that
much

“ When was that? " Larry leaped eagerly to the question.
He felt casier, now that she was talking. The only sénse of
strain of which he was aware was the slow dry way she
talked, as if her tongue were swollen and sticky. ' Tell me
about that, won't youl"™

“h— it wasa't much. Nothing to put in the paper. He
just wasn't so smart’s he thought he was, It was one time
about two years after [ come down on my land here. Me-
Devitt’s mother up in Vermont wrote me that George was
awful sick. I'd been working in Miami, waiting on table
like I did in the six months they let you live off your
homestead, and it was time [ went back on it, but I got
permission from the land agent to leave long enough to go
north and look after my children.

“In Jacksonville I met this Jack Kelley between trains,
that 1'd seen coming into the restaurant time and again,
and the minute he saw me he knew | was supposed to be
on my land. *Well, Sarah MeDevitt," he says to me. ‘So
the pineland was too much for you, was it?"

i When you see me giving up my pineland you can have
it yoursell, Jack Kelley," I says to him, and thought no
more of it. But don't you believe it but that man turned
right around and come back to Miami and started to file a
counterclaim against my property. And now he thinks he
can fool me with canned goods, Jack Kelley, Huh!"

“But he didn"t get your land, did he?™

'™ course he didn't, the hip fool. He didn't have a
chance. I had my permission right enough, and the day
alter he'd filed the claim he come down to look at my house,
and a good neighbor of mine that see him coming fired off
a six-shooter in the air, and he said Jack Kelley ran like a
whitehead. Andupin Miami Mr. Barnes that owned the
restaurant told me he'd go to court himself to see | kept
my place. He said Jack Kelley'd ought to be run out of
the county for trying to take a woman's land from her.

I don't mean you should put that in the paper, though.”

Larry pondered regretfully the news value of that story.
But she was quite right that he couldn’t print it. The
paper wouldn't stand for it, and besides it was libel.

They were running past pineland now, and he turned
and stared at the passing ranks. They were like no pine
trees he had ever seen in his life, these Caribbean pine.
Their high bare trunks, set among palmetto fans that
softened all the ground beneath them, rose up so near the
road that he could see the soft flakes of color of their
scaly bark, red and brown and cream, as if patted on with
a thick brush, Their high tops mingled gray-green
branches, twisted and distorted as if by great winds or
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something stern and implacable in their own natures.
Their. long green needles were scant, letting the sky
through. They were strange trees, strange but beautiful.
The brilliance of the sun penetrated through their endless
ranks in a swimming mist of light. They were endlessly
alike, endlessly monotonous, and yet with an endless
charm and variety.

Every tree held ita own twist and pattérn; every tree,
even to the distant intermingled brown of trunks too far
away to distinguish, was infinitely itsell. Sometimea the
pine woods came so near the road he could smell their
sunny resinous breath. Sometimes they retreated like
long, smoky, green-frothed wall beyond house lots and
grapelruit groves or open swales of saw grass or beyond
cleareddields where raw stumps of those already destroyed
stood amid the blackness of a recent burning. Against
the horizgon their ranks rished cometlike and immobile
into the untouched west. He felt the comprehension of
them growing upon him—the silence of their trunks, the
loveliness of their tossed branches, the virginity of their
hushed places, in retreat before the surfaced roads and
filling stations, the barbecue stands and signboards of the
new Florida.

“They're wonderfal, aren't they, the pines?" he said
abruptly. " There's something beautiful and fresh about
them, different from any trees I've ever seen.”

The woman beside him took a great deep breath, as if
what he said had released something in her,

”1 rl"umb-l"]" the first time ] went to see my p!a rr," she
said. “Twenty years ago. In those days the nearest road
was gix miles away. You could take a horse and carriage
from Miami to a place near Goulds where the road
branched. Then you'd have to walk acrosa country to
where my land began. It wasn't my land then, though.
The land agent had it surveyed and told me where the
boundary stob was, The palmetto was deeper than it is
now, but 1 was younger and nothing was too much for me.
When I'd walked a ways through the palmetto under those
pines and come to the place where they said would be good
for a clearing, I just stood still and listened, I don't know
how long. It was so still you could hear little nokses a long
ways off, like a bird rustling up on a branch or an Insect

tops of the trees were higl
¢ didn 't move any. The light was all soft and kind
t, and yet green and dim too.
the gquisteat things [ aver ses. It did you good just to
fiel fhons so gulet, as U pou'd csme e i e
everything began. [ couldn®t hardly believe there was
places outside where people were afrald and
worried, [ just—1I tell you I just started
erying, but not to hurt. I never was one for
erying, but this was just good edsy tears, the
way you ery when you're 8o happy you don't
believe it's true.”™
Larry hardly dared to speak, keeping his
hands tight on the wheel and his eyes on the
road. Yet when she continued to maintain
the silence into which she had fallen he ven-
tured, “ What made you come down here
hnmutf-x-hng in the first ||'_;||-u. M. Me-

rup than thess hers,

[ |;| ar [ripea wWore

fEAFS Ago, up in
y eame with a |
) had lost her present self
sturdy dark-haired
worman, wiping her
eyes all aloneé
among silent
of pineland. “Eh,
law!™” she sighed.
“That was a long
time. MeDevitt
bought an orange
grove and we wers
froze out.”
“Tell me about
that,”" Larry in-
giated. Presently

ACTES

she went on speak-
ing., with her chin
on her breast and
her eyes staring for-
ward at the road
racing and racing
toward them, bes
tween the straight
gleaming rails and
the dusty palmetios,
the few pines, half
dying, with patent-
medicine signs
tacked to them,
that [ollowed this
part of the road.
She talked as §f it

thinking

*“MeDevitt would have it that we mustn't sell the
oranges until the season was later and the prices better,
although I told him to sell. The fruit was coloring wonder-
ful that winter. "Ninety-four and five. In those days in
Orange County the orange trees were tall and dark and
glossy, on strong thick trunks. When you walked in an
orange grove the dark leaves met overhead and you walked
on bare brown earth in a kind of solid shadow, not like
the pines that strain the light through clear and airy. Up
in the dark branches you could see the oranges in clusters,
growing gold color like there was sun on them. [ never saw
fruit like ours that winter. It seemed like the branches
would break with it. Then came the big freeze. There never
was one like it before and there never has been since.

“That was about the last difference MeDevitt and I
had.” Larry felt a pricking in the back of his neck at the
evin depth of hatréd in her voice, the first naked emotion
she had shown. “ He was a smooth one, a smooth, smiling,
hateful man, with easy ways and eyes boring in for the
weak place in you, It was what made him furious, not
finding mine. "1l be stronger than you are," 1'd say to
mysell often and often. *And stiller and more of a man.
You see if I won't.," That was even as soon as aflter George
was born. 1'd grit my teeth and bear that look in his eyes
until he'd fling off and leave me a week or two for spite.
We come down to Orange County from Vermont state,
where his mother was, He got this orange grove with
money my own mother left me, but I knew be'd never be
one for holding it. So I held it.™

The car dipped and rose on the swinging levels of the
road. The sun was beginning to erawl down from its zenith
and the burning white of the sky waa turning a faint
flower-petal blue. The wind from the invisible sea to
eastward came to them in steady, (reshening gusta,

“Turn hers,” she
said. ** That winter he
had a great beard that
was the color of the
oranges, and he'd it
around barefooted on
the porch of the shack

we had and comb it. Joe was—Joe was a yvear old then.”
Her tongue thickened as she spoke the name for the first
time. Larry heard the sticky parting of her lips. The car
was running almost silently on a dirt road in the shadow
of pines that seemed stronger and more dense than those
by the main highway.

I was athick stumpy woman then, and the heat behind
all those trees there in the middle of Florida was like a
tight hand over your lungs. But I'd leave the baby and
little George on a mattress in the breeze-way between the
two rooms of the house and go out to see that the nigras
were working., MeDevitt wouldn't ever. He'd sit there
smiling, with those eyes over his beard and never sweated.
The heat was terrible. That's what made the fruit ripen
early. [ was wild with nerves at it, but 1 wouldn't let
MeDevitt know. Only when he come home from Orlando
and said he'd got an offer to sell the crop on the trees for
ten thousand, only he'd decided not to, that night I had
to go out and walk up and down the road that had a place
where there wasn't any orange trees. That night I thought
I'd ehoke with orange trees,

“Up around the house the shadow of them was black
and thick, and the smell of the new bloom that was coming
here and there up among the yellowing fruit sickened
you. There was a starlight that fell wet and glittery like
knivea on the leal edges. The next day MeDevitt went
ofl somewhere to spite me because | wanted him to sell,
and left me alone. I'd never let him guess how afraid I was
to be alone. I guess that's why 1 married him when he
come along when ma died. Or maybe he guessed and
thought I'd beg him to take me away.

“He would have liked me to beg him to. But I never
let on that my kneea were like string to see him go. He
turned at the gate and smiled at me over that orange-
eolored beard with his stone-white teeth and his eyes that
were like wires boring into you, and I shut my mouth tight
and let him look. So he stopped smiling and went, and I
waa there with the two children and four nigras living
down a ways in a shack in the grove, and the days got hot-
ter. I would of sold the crop, only I couldn't find the man
that made the offer. But everybody in Orlando, at the

bank and everywhere, said to hold
on, because prices were going up.
Then one r.?.|11.' it bagin to get cold.
“It came on in the morning, and
by afternoon it was so cold the chil-
drom shiversd, and [ bhad to put two-
L s A ma o S TR SRR L NS Ex o IR
wroves up and down the road they e
gan to light fire pola and start bhon-
fires to keep the oranges [rom feeling
it. You eould smell the smoke and the
blossomsa in the I:'!I..I“}' air. The 315{}'
waa heavy and gray-looking and there
wisn't any wind, and the amoke
drifted and hung be-
tween the long dark
rowa of trees, But
still it kept getting
colder. Late that
alternoon [ went out
and stopped the
nigras from lighting
any more fire pots.
I eould see it wasn't
going to do any
good. I told them to
cut down a couple
of old trees to keep
themselves warm in
their houses that
night and had them
bring me some of the
wions] tiosn,

“Then it got dark
sudden and I Enve
the children some
1Iﬂ'¢'l|! iI'I'I':] r|:|:i|L' :thl
put them to bed with
all the bedelothes
over them, and [
put a shawl around
my knees and one
over my shoulders
and sat close to the
stove and fed it with
orange wood. All
night long I sat there
and it kept getting
eolder. About mid-
night [ could tell it
was [reezing outside,
because the trees be-
gun to crack and
gnap. Then pretiy
soon you could hear
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thumps on the ground where the oranges
were freezing and falling off. I set there
and heard them and knew that every cent
I had in the world but two dollars was
being frozen up, Then some more oranges
would thump down.

“Next morning when 1. unbolted my
front door and looked out the ground was
all covered with frost that was melting in
the sun, and everywhere you looked tl
edges of the leves Ivmw; blackened, and on

ivery orange was hurt. And all the wu’
mtn Orlando and all over Orange County
and all the way up to Jacksonvill
the same way. It wasn't just me that was
ruined. The whole state was. I've often
wondered why we had to get caught in the
big {reeze Orange County ever had.

“Well, when MeDevitt heard how things
were, he told a man that was coming to Or-
lando to tell me that I could have the grove.
He said he was tired of oranges anyway
and thought he would go to Texas and [
prob'ly wouldn't see him any more. So
there | was. I was scared so when the crop
‘went | didn"t hardly know what to do, but
what MecDevitt did, put the ginger in me
1 needed.

“Maybe be thought he'd find the weak
place in me that way, but it made me mad
enough to do anything. So then I found
that the trees weren't dead, only the fruit.
There was maybe a chance to save next
year's bloom. S0 I went into the bank at

same

thing. Things looked bad, but they weren't
100 bad.

“Until along in February when the see-

ond frecse came. ‘The sap had begun to
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North or the old South, and some went to
Texas and Oklahoma.

*“But some of the young men that didn’t
have all the spirit taken out of them were
talking about going farther south, way
down in South Florida that nobody thought
was fit to live in on account of swamps,
down to this new place Miami on the coast
where they were bringing the railroad.
‘These men said that maybedown there they
could start new orange groves, and there
was gov'ment land you could homestead.

“If I hadn't been so mad with McDevitt
1 don’t see how I could have done it, but I
begun to think if a man could take up a
homestead maybe I could, and then I'd put
& grove in and show him I was a smarter
man than he was, if I was a woman. So
I wrote to his mother that lived in Ver-
mont state and told her just how it was,
and she wrote back she was sorry McDevitt
had been 8o mean and she'd take the chil-
dren for a while. She was a good, kind
woman and [ guess MecDevitt took after
his {ather. There was some people going
back to Vermont state from Orlando that
could take the children to her. So that's
how I took up the land. Perhaps I made
a mistake. There's plenty of people has
made good money growing oranges in
Orange County since then.  Goslow here.
We're coming to my gate.”

There was a straggling grove of grape-
fruit at the left, which presently revealed a
road more like a path. Up this, in answer

been used to grow vegetables. But beyond
that still the pines began again, pressing
down almost into the faint roadway, rising
endlessly to eack side and ahead, larger and
mare stately than any Larry had yet no-

“again und the bioom was forced

time. were gotting real cheerful, like
people get in a fruit country, living on next
year's promise, and Orlando looked pros-
perous. And then the second freeze came.
I sat up all night again and listened to the
erackling of the boughs. There wasn't any
oranges to thump down, but somehow now
it made it all the worse. You couldn't hear
anything but the crackling and snapping
of wood, but you could feel the chill that
meant that next year's hopes were dying.

“My fire went out and I was chilled
through, and yet even when it come day-
light and the sun straggled in the window
I kept sitting there by the stove, not daring
to go and look, There wasn't a sound out-
side, nobody going by in the road, and the
nigras not making any noise at all. I just
st there all huddled up until little George
woke up and ran and opened the door and
tald me to look,

“You never saw anything like it in your
life. It was the abomination of desolation.
It wasn't only that the leaves were black
and shi ed and fallen and the new bloom
gone. The trees themselves were frozen stifl
and the sap had frozen and then split the
trees down to the roots; and there they lay,
looking like an earthquake or a tornado had
hit them. Every tree was killed, every one
of them, down to the roots. And when the
sun wis hot and the warmth was coming
back all the country smelled of rottenness,
People went around with mouths that
spoke but couldn’t smile, and they could
look with their eyes, but it waa like they
weren't looking at anything.

“It was like death, Business wasstopped.
All the banks were ruined. Then the peo-
ple begun to go away. They could have
#tood it without money, but they couldn't
stand it without the hope of their trees that
they'd worked so hard over and put thelr
last cent in. They went away [rom the
blackened rotting groves and they left their
houses wide open and maybe food on the
table and bread in the oven, and in a week
it was like everybody had died. Some went
back to places they'd come from in the

all untouched. Between ranks the
distance wys smoky with erowding trunks,
Superb trees, they seemed to the very
ancestors and originals of all the others
they had passed. The house stood in a
small clearing, perhaps the hall acre pre-
scribed by the Government for home-
steaders. It was made of pine logs and
there was a well beside it and a small gar-
den. When he stopped the car Larry found
himself listening intently. It was s she
had said. You could hear only little noises
faint and far away. When she was walking
from the car to the house stepa, stifly, with
her black hat and veil trailing from her
hand and her heavy black skirt bunched
up as she had been sitting on it, Larry
asked, “Where do you want me to put
these canned goods, Mrs. McDevitt 1™
At first he thought she had not heard
him, but at the top step she turned and
looked back at him and her thin lips
stretched in a mirthless smile. “ You take
those things back to Jack Kelley,"™ she said,
and stood eying him. Something in the
flush on his face must have reached to ber,
for she said, “Come and set down, don't
you want to? I'm going to have me a cup
of coffee. You've been—you're a right kind
young man and it's a long ways back."
When she came out again with a pot of
coffee in her hand, and cups, Larry had
been sitting on the porch steps, thinking of
the pine trees, Their alry quiet was a heal-
ing and a blessing. He had had a moment
of feeling sure that if he could only be still
enough himself, hands still, eyes still, heart
perhaps he would enter into the knowl-
something deepand hidden and won-
as if he were standing on the

e,

derful,
threshold of a slow moment of revelation,
a moment for which being had been cre-
ated, The feeling went when he heard
her behind him, and he stretched and

looked about him with a feeling of good
happiness. The long light of afterncon
slanted through brown trunks across the
grass of the clearing. Beyond the tossing
green of pine tops the sky was glowing
with a blue at once misty and intense, and a

great cloud mass, as if carved from a soft
creamy marble, was lifting up and up into
unimaginable free heights, where the great
clean wind ran westward from the sea.

She gave him a cup of coflee, and he took
it absently, noticing that she had changed
her heavy black for a shapeless dress of
some gray cotton stufl that made her look
thinner and smaller. She sat in a rocking-
chair at his shoulder and creaked it softly
now and then.

“But you must have had a terrible time
clearing all this, Mrs, McDevitt. And liv-
ing here all by yourself. How did you ever
do i1

She creaked reflectively. I had a six-
shooter,” she said, and then stopped again.
**And it's wonder{ul how you toughen up to
using & grubbing hoe. I grubbed all that
out myself, after the men cut the trees. I
made them leave all those pine trees,
though. 1 didn't mind being alone here.
1t got 8o 1 didn't like o be anywhere else.
Once when the rains were bad I waded in
from Goulds with water up to my waist
and a sack of Irish potatoes on my shoul-
der, Mr. Barnes didn't want me to go.

“1 was up in Miami, waiting on table to

make enough money to put grapefruit in. .

A man come in and said all this part of the
country was swept away with a cloudburst,
and I couldn't rest until I'd come to see.
My house hadn’t been finished long.. But
when I got here, sopping wet to my arm-
pits, the house was all high and dry. This
land is higher'n anything around here. So
I stayed here for a week until the water
went down, and worked around and lived
on Irish potatoes. [ was glad to get back
1t was getting too rnmi«l
to like it. I finished clearing my half »
and an old nigra that was around here the
showed me how to put in sweet potatoss.
T sl

ying out hers by myself nights somehow
I got to hating him worse and worse, and
ry once in & while if 1'd hear somebody
coming up that road I'd think what I'd do
was him. Well, this morning—just
about when my house was finished and the
well was dug, it was early in the morning.
1 alu:,n gm up at the peak of day, and it
wasn't hardly light when I thought I heard
MeDevitt -{uml:l:ng around the well. I
don't know what got into me. I was all of
a-tremble, and I went to the door and fired
all gix shots up in the air over the man [
could see down by the well,

*All he did was kind of erouch down, and
when I went over to look, it was this old
nigra, and he was 8o scared be was as white
as | was, ‘Law, Miss Sarah,’ he says to

e. ‘Noman's goin' Lo ever steal up on you
in the nighttime and he would of run
when he got his breath, but I started laugh-
ing and I told him he needn't to be scared.
All he wanted was a drink of water, a
way, Uncle Joseph, they used to cal
and when he showed me about the sweet
potatoes I put a lot in just over there where
the soil's good, and I sold them to Mr.
Barnes in Miami. Then I put in tomatoes
for a while, and did right well with them,
so0 [ didn't have to work in town the six
months they allow you off your land. I did
all the work myself, soit didn’t cost much.”

Larry had leaned back against the post
50 that he could look up at her and at the
soft sky too, The morning and what had
happened to Jo¢ McDevitt seemed very
far off to him. He thought perhaps they
began to seem 50 to her, too, for suddenly
her face wrinkled into & network of silent
laughter, Her narrowed eyes were brightly
vigorous and all the lines of her {ace were
pleasantly relaxed. Her hands were relaxed
on her knee,

“Talk about funny, though. I have to
laugh every time I think of it. It shows
what a fool I was in those days. When I'd
made enough money in Miami to get my
house built down here I was crazy to get

into it. I wanted my own roof and my own
pine trees.  Well, it was all done but the
front door, and that had to come down
from Miami special on a wagon. I'd been
sleeping over to the Marshs’, those good
neighbors 1 told you about ten miles up the
road, and I'd got my furniture.in, a stove
and a beds and one-two things Me-
Devitt's mother sent down to me, and I
made up my mind I wasn't going to wait
any longer for that front door.

“1 was just going ahead and live in my
house, anyway. So when night come I put
on my six-shooter, with the belt over my
nightgown, and I shoved the headboard of
the bed right up against the open door, It's
one of those high wooden headboards.
went to sleep and slept like a log, not think-
ing of anything. Well, "long about three-
four o"cleck in the morning I woke up with
a jump and lay there listening to how still
it was and thinking how far I was from any-
thing and how dark it was, and me all alone
in the middle of it. Well, it come over me
all of a sudden that anybody could crawl
right through that door in the space under
the bed, 1 never thought of that before.
And while I was laying there thinking that,
something sereamed way out in the woods,

“Well, say —scared? | wassoscared | was
cold and stiff, and I could see things mov-
ing in the dark all around me and things
crawling and creeping out of the dark
under that bed. I didn't dare to move or
creak the bed springs, and there was my
six-shooter that had worked around under
my hip and was boring a hole right through
me. When that thing screamed I thought
I'd just die right there. “You could hear
wild cats sometimes in those days, only
then I didn"t knor at it was. And the
next morning I went over to Marshs’ and

re until that door got there, and

put on, and you, bot I

wsed them. But I can laugh over that now
any time 1 think of it.

*And two days later was the time 1 shot
all the snakes I ever sce around here. That
was another funny thing. [ can't bear
snakes. I wassitting in this chair inside my
door, with the door open—that was before
this porch was built. 1 was sewing some-
thing and I had my six-shooter in my lap.
And all of a sudden I just kind of saw some-
thing on the floor out of the tail of my eye,
and before I ever turned to see what it was,
a kind of cold feeling went all over me and,
thinks I, “That's a snake.” Before I knew
exactly what I was doing 1 grabbed my
gun and I shot all six shots at that thing
I saw, and it was a rattlesnake as thick as
your wrist, and not two feet from my foot.

“The first time 1 got a good look a
was as dead as a piece of string, and the
was bullet holes through it and around it
right into my new floor. You can go in and
see where they are right now. And that
afternoon there was a man here and we
were planting some o
thought I'd see how the
says, ‘Look, there's a snake,” and I turned
around, and sure enough there was another
one. I guess maybe two snakes in one day
was too much for me, for everything went
all kind of black and I didn"t know what
was doing until 1 see the man looking and
laughing at me. I was killing that snake
with a stick and then stamping and dancing
on its head like I was crazy, with my six-
shooter bumping on my hip. He says he
never see anything so funny in his life the
way I looked, but I didn't remember much
of anything, I was so blind mad. I always
did hate a snake. But that was about all
T ever saw on my place. Though that time
1 told you about when it rained so hard and
1 waded in from Goulds there were moc-
«casing on some of the stumps. You den't
see them I-ml!ly any now, except out in the
deep G

The chair creaked. The high great pillar
of cloud was turning a soft pink. A mock-
ing bird, tail and wings all a-cock, landed

(Continued on Page 118)
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{Continued from Page 115)
rt
and stared at them first out of ene eye and

| then the other, and flew off as suddenly as

he had come, with a flash of white wing
bars and three or four notes of song like

sweet impertinent words,

Larry fumbled in his mind for the right
question, “Were you—did you stay here
all alone, always™ he asked cautiously.
*You were very brave, I think.”

Her profile in the softening light was bold
and bony, he saw as he stared up at her.
The gray hair blew straight back from her

| forehead and the scanty knob of it behind

hardly altered the shape of her head. The
skin over the cheek bones was smooth in

| spite of the soft wrinkles about the mouth

arm for

of six: 25 for full ase
V. Pileher Mfg. Co,
Laoariaville, v

| she said.

and eyes, Her body was a bony shapeless-
ness under the cotton dress, but her head,
from the angle at which he gazed, seemed
fine and distinguished. There was about it
that sexless Jook which spproaching age
sometimes takes on, in which men seem like
old women and old women like delicate,
bony old men. She looked like a worn old

t.

imself thrilling to all this she
had been telling him, as if the courage and
drama of it had stirred deeply his sensitive
inati She was indeed a better man
t, this shapeless old woman,
She was unique, she was magnificent. Star-
ing at her he saw what it was really tobe a
pioneer, a woman, lonely, afraid of snakes,
sustained by no dream of empire, but only
by a six-shooter and the enduring foree of
her own He felt at once humbled and

exalted at this glimpse of the dumb,

evitable thrust forward of the human spirit.

Her name was Sarah McDevitt and her
BONS Were ——

As if in the brooding into which.she had

had aaked her  question.
*1 sent for the boys as soon as T could,”
"George was big for his age and
oe was—Joe wasn't a baby any more.
They coma down with some people that
were coming to Miami, and I met them

X a
me. I was sunbs et

ever seen me and [ guess [ was a lot heavier,
George raid [ was taller, and maybe 1 was.
Carrying boxes of tomatoes makes you
stand straight, and grubbing palmettos and

| planting and hoeing and picking kind of

| stretches your spine.

1 couldn’t seem to

sleep much the ni here, 1'd

| have to keep

to look.at them
that hcny way ¢

carefully the nearest knot

inging behind his eyes at

| monotony of her voice. Her

is were labored. And yet when he

«d up again there was only on her eye-

lids that look of a worn, distinguished old

statesman with silence lying heavy upon
her mouth.

“It didn't seem—T guess it was protty
lonely here for the boys after a while,” she
went on slowly. “They'd been to sehool in
Vermont state and there wasn't any school
here mearer than Coconut Grove, They
were used to playing with children, and I
was busy from daylight to dark. George
liked to help with the tomatoes sometimes,

| but Joe was too little at first. They got to

e to roam around the pine woods. Onece

| George shot a wild cat. 1 gave them the
| orange trees if they'd take care of them,

but they didn't take to that much, and
anyway, oranges aren't so good here as in

| Orange County. I saw that right off, and

besides, 1 didn't want to bother with them.
“Times when my tomatoes failed or the

| erop was short I could always go over to

PILCHERS siiors |

Goulds or Peters and work in the tomato-
packing house. It was casier money than
waiting on table in Miami, and [ could walk
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home nights. Sometimes the boys liked to
pack a little when the season was good and
I saved up money for them. I knew they'd
have to go to school sometime, but I kind
of kept putting it off. There’s a lot of com-
pany in a couple of kids fighting and holler-
ing and yoo-hooing around. I'd got used to
baking big batches of bread and pies and
having to patch trousers. And besides, I
was afrald of McDevitt.

“It didn’t seem any time at all before
they was big. Time goes fast down here,
with the pine trees. There isn't much dif-
ference, summer or winter. In the winter
the warm dark comes early and there's
maybe cool nights, and once in two-threo
years maybe a slight touch of frost, and
there jsn't any rain, and the grass and
Jeaves are yellow-green and brittle. In the
summer you can hear the rains come boom-
ing and hissing in from the sea way out be-
yond and trampling down the dry grass.
And afterward everything springs up juicy
and green and the palmetto blossoma are
sweeter than orange bloom, and little y
low and purple wild flowers grow up around
the pines, and on a west wind the mosqui-
toms come. The nights are like pieos of
black-and-white velvet laid on the earth,
and the mockers go crazy, and all kinds of
little birds that come from hot countrics
farther south sing all night in the moon-
light.
“The old leaves fall off the trees and the
next day the new leaves are rich and glossy
and the young pine trees carry long white
candles on their tipa. But summer and
winter smooth into each other so you don't
notice how time goes creeping, except by
watching young trees grow taller and boys
grow big and try to act like men. Springs
they would get excited to see the fires that

rt in the dry time leaping and roar-

1 knew they o

“The country around here was changing
too, When they'd put the railroad through,
gangs of men camped out not tem miles

rom
around the That was nlnl

me to send them to school. 1 was afraid
they'd learn things that wouldn't be good
for t , and I guess they did. Then the
railroad was being finished way to Key
West and the roads were better and peopla
begun to come through and buy up land
and talk of gn;rrruu groves and the to-

3 vome of my land nearest to e
hway and sent the boys to Miami,

a woman I knew that used to cook
for Mr, Barnes promised she'd board and
room them and darn their stockings and
look out for them. Sometimes Saturdays
and Sundays they'd come down here or 1'd
g0 in and see them there. But the
like school so well as they thought they

Id and George was crazy to go to work.
1 didn't like him to. All my people in
Massachusetts were educated and [ wanted
my baoys to have all the learning they could.
But the next two years my tomato crop
failed, once with too much wet and the
next year with nail-head rust, and I had to
get a job cooking for & woman over to
Perrine.

George worked awhile and then Joe
wanted to go to work too. They worked
around at different things, so I could give
up cooking and next year put in another
crop of tomatoes. That was about all we
thought about raising down here then.
And that crop was fine, It was a big year
and I got George and Joe down here to
help me picking and carrying to the pack-
ing house, and I paid them the same wages
asanybody, and it was real nice. They were
big strapping boys then and it seemed like

We'd get home and light the lamp and I'd
cook them a good hot supper and see them
lean over the table and eat hearty,

“Then McDevitt come back. 1 can see
it just as plain as if it was yesterday. J
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supper the boys were setting on the porch
with their shoes off and smoking and [ come
to the door after the dishes was done, and
just as I stood there McDevitt walked out
of the dark into the patch of lamplight by
the steps. I knew it was him even before he
looked up at me and smiled with his teeth
shining under a long red mustache and his
eyes gleaming like hot wires. His beard was
gone and he had a good suit of clothes on
and a white collar. He put a leather bag
on the step and stood looking at me, and
then the house and at the big boys staring
at him, and my knees begun to shake with
the cold that come over me.

“'Well, Sarah McDevitt,” he said, ‘I see
you've done pretty well here,’ and he
started to come up the steps.

“I couldn’t say anything at all at first,
and then all of a sudden I called out to him,
‘Don"t you dare to set foot on this porch,
Peter McDevitt, or I'll shoot off my gun
at you. Thisis my land and my house, and
I got made a free dealer right and proper
under the Florida law so’s you couldn’t get
any of it. You've got no more right here
than a dog has, and you can just go back
the way you came.’

“He stood there and looked at me, with
his nose coming down over his mustache
and the veins standing out in his forehead
where he'd taken his hat off, and I could see
he was older than he used to be and not so
smooth, Because now he couldn’t cover up
how mad he was. But he stood still in his
tracks, with his head and shoulder held
careful and stiff, the way a tomeat stands
that hasn't made up his mind how to jump,
except he'd turn his eyes and look at the
boys standing there with their mouths
open, and then back at me, a hateful, slid-
ing sort of look. If he'd been a snake I

ldn't have hated hlm Worse

T talk to hid own chil-
ven't got the heart to keep me
Ir-»m d-»mg that just a minute, have you?
“1 had, though, and I would of if T could.
n he smiled at me like that 1 knew
n't do anything more with him than
what I had, so I slammed the door and
walked up and down the kitchen, trying
not to listen to the sound of their men
voices talking easy on the porch, and trying
to hear what they said, and trying to make
mysell think I didn't care and that it
would be all right anyhow as long as he
couldn't get my property away from me.
I remember I stood at the sink and kept
£ and wiping the same clean plate
r and over again until I couldn’t stand
ny longer.

“But when I opened the door again
MecDevitt and the two boys were standing
out in front with just their feet in the pateh
of light from the door, and he was talking
to them and they were laughing. Pretty
soon he went a and George carried his
bag for him, and they must have stood
awhile talking down by the gate, for the
boys didn't come back for a while, It
seemed like hours. When they did come
they walked and acted real careless, joking
and talking loud and cutting up with each
other. But when they stood at the foot of
the steps and looked up at me, standing
stifl in the doorway, their eyes were shin-
ing and hard and they wouldn't quite look
at me, the way men act when they think
their womenfolks are standing in their way.
I I'd been cold before, I went frozen all
over then, for 1 see that McDevitt had
turned their minds away from me a little
#0 that there was something hard and cold
come between them and me. They didn't
want to talk to me much, and after they
went to bed I heard them talking low and
Iaughing to themselves at something.

““The next day they said they wanted to
go to Miami, and I gave them some money
and let them go. T couldn't have said any-
thing to them against it, any more than 1
could have begged MeDevitt to come back

(Continued on Page 121)
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that time. It felt as if something inside of
me was & hard lump that wouldn’t let me
feel anything. [ wasn't going to have
MeDevitt say I'd kept them from seeing
him. It was just as it used to be when he'd
try to find out if I had a weak place he
could get hold of, and I gritted my teeth to
keep from showing it to the boys.

“They didn't come back for two days,
and I didn’t expect them to, I had a couple
of nigras working for me then and I made
them cut down all the orange trees I had
and burn them. I couldn’t stand the look
of them. [ had them drag the trees down
to a cleared space at the edge of my land
and the fire showed red through the pine
trees. That night the boys came back as if
nothing had happened, walking up the
path, with the glare through the pines show-
ing faint and MecDevitt walking between
them,

1 wouldn’t let him set foot on the porc
“I tald you and I tell you again, Pe
MeDevitt,” I says, “that I won't have y
on my place. The boys can do what they
like. ¢'re old enough to know better,
But you, | don't have to have, and I won't

and you can make up your mind to

George come up to me and put his arm
around me and his black head, like my
father’s, was way taller than mine. *Aw,
ma,” he said to me, ‘Grammer MecDevitt
used to say you were too hard. Dad never
done as much harm to you as you thought.
Joe and [ think you'd ought to let
come and talk things over with you, He's
had a hard time, too, and it would be nice
to m bygones be bygones.”

't feel his arm around me no more
num if it was a piec

hair that had
was & baby had
red like hl- h!h- r'n,
A

o,
and looked at me, and George dropped his
arm and looked at me, and M

res begun to shin d his n

¢ graves
fled as if at Jnst he'd found the

e | was weak, and I knew it.
“That was when it scemed as if 1 didn't
know what 1 was doing, except that I heard
somebody telling them they could all three
go away and never let me see them again as

Then 1 saw them walking back down the
road, all of them, as if they were i
and [ ran in and got my six-shoo
down th« |ut]\ ru t them, and [ was shoot-
When 1'd shot all six
w my gun away and went on

itt go on
Joe turned
back towa

I st |.,.<\ nml  wate
the (Ik-

hat it didn’t really matter
thought I was as long as [ had my
arted to walk to them, too, almost
nd 1 was just going to beg them to
come back anyway, that I'd do anything
they wanted me to.

n Henry Marsh drove up
and turned in my passed the boys and
leaned out and shouted at me that the pine
woods in back of the place where the

inge-tree fire was had caught and it was
threatening the rest of my pines and on his
ide clear up to his grapefruit grove.
didn't understand him at first, ungil he
aying that the fire was erceping te
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the pines. And I looked, and sure enough
all that light wasn't just the bonfire but the
palmetto flaring up and popping and flying
and the flames climbing like ragged ribbons

all the way up one dead tree that stood
nearest. 1f T hadn't been so taken up with
MeDevitt I would have known the differ-
ence long ago.

“'Well, there wasn't anything else to do
but go and fight the fire. I guess George
and Joe must have turned around and gone
back with MeDevitt, because 1 didn't see
them any more that night. I rushed up to
the house for some burlap bags, and then
Henry Marsh and I drove as near the fire
as we could get. 1 could see Marsh's men
black against the flames thrashing at it. A
fire in the pines down here isn't the same
as a forest fire anywhere else, The fire

g» to the woody soil and the oily pal-
mettos and once in a while it gets up into
If there's rad branch or a rot-
ten T‘Inn the whole tree burns up then.
The e tough and heavy like
fire can't hurt it if th
tree I sound, and even young pines, |
isn't anything the matter with them,
will burn only a little and not be killed.
But where there's an old tree with its in-
wides dead and rotted the fire leaps at it
and the whole tree bursts into flame like it
was tinder and the light of it brightens
everything all around. Before you know it
the tree crashes down and throws burning
branches and ends of fire clear across a road
or & fire path, and a new patch of pal-
metto will erackle up and blaze as if it was
covered with kerosene,
Through the smoke we could sce the
ground covered with blazing stumps and
re and an outer ring of
ms running toward

st stand of them be there and
the house, and 1 just went crazy, What I'd
boen with snakes or with MeDevitt wasn't
anything to that,
woua o

led, stamping and
kirta and my sh:
embers, u said it wa

1 didn’t cateh fire myself, Hu
ber was the beat on my f

i to get th
ter what hrlp;rnl‘d or what

* And then suddenly that tree was out and
there wasn't any more creeping ring of
flame, but only black stumps and branches
and the ground hot and smoking under
foot. The men had stopped the fire up on
the other side next to Henry Marsh's grove
and there was only some palmettos still
burning in the middle and the smoldering
pt down into the
at way for days

y back

burned hands
pt that night as

and would smolde
| it burned itself out
to my house and fixed up m
and legs and feot, and I o
i I was dead
¥ sent word up to George
b e
but I never said
And although
metimes, it wasn't any
use. | guess I knew it all along. Something
had changed in them. MeDevitt hung
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around Miami and I knew the boys saw him
and were with him, although he never tried
to come out here again himself. That night
finished something for me. 1 knew 1'd never
dare to say his name to them again or ask
them what they were doing. 1 never did.
They got jobs in town, I guess, and when
they come to see me | was glad to see them,
but I never treated them like I'd used to,
and they weren't the same with me.
“They brought me money sometimes, and
I wouldn't take it and I wouldn't ask them
how they got it, although they seemed to
have plenty and dressed real nice, But [
guessed things. They got to act more and

more like MeDevitt, smile like he did and |

not move their heads when they'd look at
things, but only their eyes, and talk smooth
and shifty. But sometimes they'd come
back, or one of them alone, all tired out,
and stay for a while, and all that would slip

be just like my boys

again, laughing and joking. 1'd go in nights |

when they were asloep and look at them,

great long heavy boys, the black one and
the red one, sprawled over the bed."

k tropie twilight was driving

light of the sun out of the

i he sky

ing and receding into a

hin dome of green quivering light into

which the prickle of a star came suddenly.

Her chair itsell did not creak any mon-
But when she spoke again, except for the
stiffness of her lips, her voice was delib-
erate and clear and dry.

“So I never let them or MeDevitt see |

that I had a weak place, never once,
said any!l-mz to them or plem
t them see me cry

ded

There was a long aillence. Her voice said

at last, in & breathless murm
can tell McDevitt— 1 haven”

!
to the house. Larry turned and watehed
him come. He was glad h
to say anything now. The man was (I.
g, and as he came up to

the steps Larry saw he fumbled with his
hat and had red rims to his blue eys.
Mis' MeDevitt,” he sald un-
comfortably. Mis" Marsh wanted |
should step over and see if you needed any-
thing, or if you wouldn't like to sleep to
our house tonight.”

Larry stood up slowly and turned to look
at her. She was rocking again, but her

Evenin',

profile was white parchment stretehed tight |

over the boldness of her mouth and chin
and her eyes were like smudges deep within
their sockets,

You're a right good neighbor, Henry
Marsh,” she said. " Tell Lizzie I don't want
anything, thank you, and 1 wouldn't be
comfortable anywheres else
want to be up early in the morning. There'
& man coming with some avocado scedlings.
1 thought I'd see how they'd do here, This
young man is going back now, Maybe he'd
give you a ride back as far as your house,
I'm much obliged to you, I'm sure.”

Her chair creaked slowly as the two men |

went toward Larry's car. Driving back
along the dark road Larry spoke only occa-
sionally to the thin man, who seemed much

He told himself it was ridiculous

scted 80 much himself, and yet he
could not forget her sitting there on that
dark porch. He found he had dreaded,
in leaving her, to see some evidence of the
defeat and dissolution of what in her he
had found splendid, that spirit which by
repeat and hard-won vietories had
strengthened itsell, had learned to do with-
out all the ordinary happinesses. He saw
now that he had had nothing to dread. She
had maintained hersell, like an old pine
through many burnings, by the enduring
soundness of its own wood, That, Larry
saw, was his story, il he could put into Eng-
lish his feeling of so important and so
abiding a thing.

hat here. [ |
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