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			I SING the Body electric;

			The armies of those I love engirth me, and I engirth 

			them;

			They will not let me off till I go with them, respond 

			to them,

			And discorrupt them, and charge them full with the 
charge of the Soul.

			 — Walt Whitman, Leaves of Grass, 1867 edition

			February 1869

			It is a small quarry,” the Federal architect said, “as quarries go.” 

			Five massive stone benches cut into a river bluff, and the men and women on them like dolls on a giant’s porch steps. 

			Louis contracted his hand on the bench face, the granite dragging rough at his fingertips. “It may be so,” he said. “Yet many tons of good stone await—Mrs. Gutman!”

			He caught her, steadied her; she disentangled her heel from the hem of her cloak. Her breath, horehound and whiskey. It was hardly a job, to take hold of a beautiful woman, uncorseted, but he wished she were not here. A quarry was not a place to be tipply, even on the day of rest. Especially on this day of rest. Louis’s job depended on the Federal contract the architect might bestow or withhold.

			“And how is it extracted?” the architect’s wife asked. She had taken one look at Mrs. Gutman and said only the polite. 

			“Why, they blast it right out of there, my dear,” Mrs. Gutman said. She tucked a chunk of hair under her hat. It fell again, dark gold in a glint of sun.

			“That is indeed how we remove the blocks.” Louis took a deep breath and launched his set-speech. “Granite, ladies and gentlemen, is the most enduring stone….” Mrs. Gutman took a step; he caught her, and tucked her arm tight under his. “It is the most….” The rehearsed words scattered. “That is, the stone—granite—is—it—”

			“It’s hard as rock,” Mrs. Gutman cut in. 

			

			Louis felt a tickle under his heart. Mrs. Termey gave a little cough into her gloved hand, her eyes crinkling with what looked like merriment. She was Mrs. Gutman’s sister, and the quarry owner’s wife. She had a slim figure armed by corset and crinoline, a dull complexion, dark gold hair, tawny eyes, and perfectly beautiful teeth. Louis did not wish evil on her husband, but he would not mind if the man never returned from looking at granite in Italy.

			“So it is,” Louis said. “Good, hard, solid granite and plenty of it, right below our feet. A ledge of granite, in fact, that runs nearly the length of what will soon, God willing, be our Union again.” 

			The architect smiled, maybe at the sentiment, unusual for a Virginian to hold, and glanced at the US belt buckle Louis wore. Every day he wore it, and to hell with anyone who did not like the side he had taken. 

			“We stand on the Fall Line, yes?” Dr. Stratton asked. He wore a top hat and his ears were very red. His chin bulged over his collar. 

			“That is what geologists call it, Doctor,” Louis said. “For here the land falls from the Piedmont to the Tidewater.” 

			Dr. Stratton answered very quietly, barely above a whisper. “Here at the Fall Line, the beloved land breaks, and begins its long slope down to the sea.” 

			Mrs. Termey drew off one of her gloves and caressed the stone, the sparkles of quartz and freckles of jet mica. Her sparse golden eyelashes, her sallow cheeks, her lips—the bottom lip fuller—she had a way of pulling it under her teeth and letting it out again. She did it now, and Louis’s breath caught.

			And he was crushing Mrs. Gutman’s arm. He let up. He was a fool. Just a fool.

			“The wharves of Richmond and Manchester are, what, six miles downriver?” the architect asked. The group turned, as if by clockwork, riverward. 

			“Yes, sir,” Louis said. “It is an easy journey for our blocks, by rail.” 

			“Such a wild and romantic vista,” Dr. Stratton said. “Beyond the quarry, that is.” 

			A bright dust of snow, and a fringe of winter-bare oak, sweetgum, beech, cedar, and brambles. The railroad’s stitchery along the ice-laced water’s edge. Then the river, four stone-throws wide, bedded and bouldered with granite. 

			“Tranquil, even,” the doctor added. 

			“Today, yes,” said Louis. “On a work day, we would be near overwhelmed with industry.”

			Chisels and hammers on stone, carts rattling, the coarse braying of mules. Blasting. The men shouting. The train on its rounds, morning and evening: the whistle, the bell, the engine’s chuff and hiss.

			Now, only the river pouring icy over its silt and granite bed. Louis had come before dawn to make sure all was in order. Waiting for the light, he had laid himself down on bone-cold stone, in mineral silence covered by the dark firmament.

			He craved that cold now. Despite white-puff breath, he sweated. Speaking to his men never made him shy. This was different. 

			They returned to the road, barely more than a bridle path, and boarded the waiting buggy, headed to the Old Quarry.

			“To quarry the building blocks,” Louis said as they set off, “we first drill…. The quarriers first drill holes into the face of the stone, along what is to be the base of the block. The powderman then packs the holes with explosives. That is called charging the stone.”

			“Charging the stone,” Dr. Stratton said. “What an evocative phrase.”

			“The stone is charged,” Louis said, “and the fuses are set into the powder. All is snugged in tight, with….” They arrived at the Old Quarry, and the men disembarked, to hand the women down. 

			A cry like a river hawk swiveled their heads down the bluff.

			Mrs. Gutman did not hear a river hawk. Her mouth opened, she jumped out of the buggy—Louis caught her around the waist and thrust her at Dr. Stratton. 

			He leaped down the sloping bluff, his heart crashing louder in his ears than his boots in the brush.

			Mrs. Gutman screamed, “Eva!” and a sobbing inhale. “Eva!”

			Louis tore through briar thickets of leafless, fruitless blackberry. Underbrush and vines.

			A beech tree smeared with gore. Blood spatters on dirt and shrubs, on a boulder.

			A pink hair ribbon.

			

			An ice-glazed black pond.

			The child lay jumbled against an oak.

			Louis fell to his knees and groped for prayer. He touched the pulse, touched the dead pulse again. Sweet eau de cologne and blood’s bitterness. He put his thumb and ring finger lightly to her eyelids, held them closed. 

			As he lifted his hand, his heart jolted into a motion so hard and fast, his body’s frame shook. He thought, panting: This will go on forever. 

			But his breath did slow, and his heart slowed, and the shaking subsided. 

			The child weighed light in his arms. He stood easily and shifted her so that the battered back of her head nestled in the crook of his arm. Up on the road, Dr. Stratton and the architect restrained Mrs. Gutman. Mrs. Termey embraced her. It looked clear and yet too distant, like a brightly lit stage from the cheap seats. Mrs. Gutman sobbed, “Eva!” but not as shrill and at longer intervals, as though she felt her daughter’s spirit drawing farther and farther away.

			Dear Christ, he must present this dead girl-child to her mother.

			He lay her down again, and broke the quarry pond’s veneer of ice to wet his handkerchief and bathe her cheeks and brow and chin, and her neck and hands. The curls about her face lustrous, untouched. He drew off his necktie as softer, and cleaned the smudges of blood his fingers had left on her eyelids. 

			When Louis arrived to Mrs. Gutman, she kissed her daughter’s little face, sobbing all her breath out to a thin whine, gasping it back in. 

			Louis did not give the child to Dr. Stratton’s examination.  He carried her in his arms to the house. Mrs. Gutman held her daughter’s leg and stroked the black curls. Blood streaked her dress and her face and hair. Her sister held her.

			At the top of the drive, Dr. Stratton jumped down from the buggy and strode ahead into the house. Mrs. Termey ushered Louis inside, with Mrs. Gutman, and down a corridor into a bedroom, then hurried out. 

			Louis laid the child on a bedspread scented lavender, a crowd of dolls and rag animals pushed aside. He put a hand over the crook of his elbow, to hide the gore from the back of her head. Mourning, her face tear-soaked, brought in a kettle of hot water, a basin, towels. Dr. Stratton nodded Louis to leave the room. 

			

			Louis found Mrs. Termey alone in the foyer. “They’re going to get.…” She trailed off. The undertaker, she did not say. She and Louis flinched as Mrs. Gutman’s sobbing keen tore the silence. Mourning’s voice rose, then fell, and the sobs quieted. Mrs. Termey touched Louis’s arm, went back down the corridor to the room where he had laid the child. 

			Louis stood in the foyer. He just stood there. 

			He had met Eva and her mother for the first time that morning, though they had come from Chicago over a month ago. The child had charged into the foyer, where he and Mrs. Termey and Dr. Stratton waited for their group to set off. Tousled black curls and chubby, rosy cheeks. At the sight of the strange men with her aunt, she stopped so suddenly, she rocked on her feet, her mouth making a little O. Louis knelt and she ran straight into his arms. Her mother following her laughed, and so did Mrs. Termey. The little girl giggled as his beard brushed her neck, then she broke loose and ran out the casement doors to the terrace.

			Louis went out the way she had. All the plants in the beds bordering the terrace were clipped for winter, save some fragrant shrubs Mourning had put in a couple of years ago, lavender and rosemary lapping over the flagstones. He could hear voices: Dr. Stratton’s, but it did not sound like Mrs. Termey or Mrs. Gutman with him. The sister. Eva’s older sister, the poor girl. The voices subdued, the words indistinguishable.

			He went out the gate of the run-down picket fence. A thin dirt path led to the bluff’s edge. 

			The Old Quarry, disused for years, lay some seventy feet below, dark water veiled with ice. Around it, bare trees and bracken, tree duff, and heaps of old overburden. Louis could not see the foot of the ancient oak, where he had gathered Eva’s body into his arms. The sun moistened and loosened the snow. The river rushed.

			Here at the Fall Line, the beloved land breaks, and begins its long slope down to the sea.

			Blood had issued from the little girl’s nose and mouth and ears, yet the black curls stayed lustrous and clean. Her blank eyes staring at heaven. 

			He had closed her eyes. He had closed the eyes of the dead, until there were too many.  

			Fields covered with the dead. Woods and ravines stuffed with dead men, and dead horses and dead mules. Death not visited upon a person, but strewing an unclean crowd over farm yards, cobblestone streets, orchards and plantations of wrecked crops. 

			Dragging a man by the ankles through wheat or corn stubble.

			O my Body! 

			Louis flinched as if struck, then broke into tears rough and loud. He pressed his hands to his face, teeth gouging the heel of his palm, but he could not quiet.

			He subsided finally to gasp-broken breaths. With a fist of snow, he salved his burning cheeks and eyes. The woods, the cloud-covered sky, the deep black ice-glazed pond, stood so still, his wrenched out grief echoed in his mind loud as a shout.

			He turned to go back to the house. Inside, at one of the casement doors that opened to the terrace, Eva’s mother stood. Her hands lay palm-flat against the glass, her head was bowed. 

			May 1869

			The fuses lit, the men cleared the granite. No mad scrambling, like at some quarries.

			Sunlight flashed in and out of the leafing trees. Beyond the railroad tracks, the river ran tawny and high. A heron glided by. A mule brayed.

			The ground shuddered. The powderman relit his cigar: safe to go back onto the stone.

			The men had already drilled holes at the x’s Louis had chalked on the top of the granite block that the blast had separated from its ancient bed. In each hole stood a metal wedge flanked by a pair of shims—feathers, the Scottish men called them. The holes defined the smaller blocks that would break from the larger block. 

			“Mr. Bonny?” One of the quarrymen held out a sledge hammer. 

			Louis took it, and tapped the wedges down the line. The metal on metal jarred not his arms or back or shoulders, but his maimed hip. Still, he liked to start the stone.

			The wedges did not slip down. No cracks appeared in the granite. Yet the stone worked within itself. It would open clean downward. Lately, the men bragged that their foreman Mr. Bonny could see through granite, that he knew where its inner faults lay. 

			It was progress, the boasts. The first couple of years after the War, he had ignored murmurs: traitor, scalawag. He had watched his step. Now the old-timers were diluted by younger men, and blacks, and stoneworkers down from New England and Canada. Maybe he had won some loyalty, too, by being able to see through granite. Not to mention making sure they got paid on time, and no boss’s garnishments taken out of their envelopes. 

			Louis handed the hammer back and looked upriver, toward the Old Quarry. The Termeys’ house sat too far back from the bluff to see. Only a bit of the garden showed. Some yellow dabs—jonquils, and pale greenery. 

			Today would be the first time Louis had visited in over three months, since the ice-bound day the child Eva had fallen into the Old Quarry. 

			He went up to his office, as his clerk was pleased to call the little cabin at the top of the bluff, washed his face and hands and neck, put on a fresh shirt and a tie, beat the dust off his jacket, scraped the soles and wiped the uppers of his boots. Nell, saddled, waited at the roadside post. She nosed off his hat, as usual, he swatted her with it, as usual, and they headed upriver. 

			The Termey’s house had been built of stone from the Old Quarry. A two-story veranda ran along the river-facing side of the house. Nearby stood an old slave cabin, fixed up with a plank floor and glazed windows; Wyman, the quarry carpenter, his wife Mourning who served in the house, and their son Ezra lived there.

			Louis went straight in, as usual, and stood in the foyer, turning his hat in his hands. Not long before the child’s death, he had come in to find the curio cabinet beside the door emptied out. Gone, the Italian glass: the circus of little animals, the lacy chalices and vases that had so oddly drawn his fancy. Mourning told him the shudder from the quarry blasts, even near a mile up river, worked things off shelves. No gimcracks littered the pier table, no mirror shone from the walls. It was as if Mrs. Termey had begun to vacate: the servants removed the outer layer of her things, then stopped. At night, alone, in bed, Louis sometimes worked out the erotic connotations of that.

			Her husband Maurice Termey possessed well-cut suits and brocade vests, books clad in leather, a quarry with good hopes for a Federal contract, and a house. Hardly an elegant house, true; the shutters could have used a lick of paint and at least one of the chimneys needed rebuilding, the ceilings inside gray with smoke. But Maurice Termey had plenty for himself. He had Valentina. Yet he stayed gone, looking at granite in Italy, not returned at the death of his little niece. His wife’s sister mourning her daughter three months dead now, and his wife without a baby of her own to love. 

			And his quarry foreman standing hat in hand in his desolated entry, dreaming of taking his place. 

			Even were Valentina free, he had not the means. A foreman in a little quarry, he had not a fraction of the means. He had worn a borrowed suit for Eva’s funeral, his good coat ruined, carrying her in his arms up to the house that day. 

			Louis put his hat on the pier table and went into the library. It smelled of woodsmoke and musty paper, with pine oil and varnish from Mrs. Termey’s painting studio that adjoined it. Mourning turned from dusting books. 

			“Oh! I am sorry, Mr. Bondurant. I did not hear you come in.”

			“It’s all right, Mrs. Wyman,” he said. 

			“Mrs. Termey is expecting you, sir.”

			She bustled from the room, leaving in her wake a plain, pleasant scent of soap. Louis continued through a curtained doorway into the studio. 

			Mrs. Termey stood behind an easel. Old Mrs. Hamilton sat as usual in the armchair looking out the casement doors. The terrace overlooked the Old Quarry, but from her seat Mrs. Hamilton would not be able to see it, or the river. Only treetops and sky.

			“Mrs. Hamilton, how do you do. Good evening, Mrs. Termey.”

			Mrs. Termey murmured, “Mr. Bondurant,” without turning from her work. This was usual, if he arrived while she was painting. Mrs. Hamilton said nothing. This, too, was usual.  Though Mrs. Hamilton might interrupt his conference with Mrs. Termey, she ignored his greeting. Maurice Termey’s great-aunt, she had raised him and Mourning, whom Termey inherited after his parents died in a cholera outbreak.

			Louis’s boots felt heavy and dirty, though he supposed it made no difference to the paint-spattered sail cloth that covered the floor. The wallpaper, whitewashed over, looked terribly faded and bare. The paintings leaned on the walls, their backs turned. Mrs. Termey’s dress made a black block in the gap at the back of the dun painting smock.

			The studio’s soft brightness, the sailcloth daubed with rainbows of paint, the curious objects—a bust of an old man crowned with withered ivy, a huge empty wasp’s nest, a heap of seashells, a moldy ammunition box, an empty acid bottle—seemed to dictate a new fashion: disheveled, gently faded.

			Mrs. Termey stuck a paintbrush in a jar of dull-clouded liquid and stirred. She wiped the brush, laid it down. She removed her smock and let it drop to the floor, and took off her painting gloves, and she stepped to him.

			Hair, bosom, hips, bend of legs, negligent falling 

			hands, all diffused—mine too diffused

			Unthinking, Louis reached to take her hands in his. She responded, and they stood so, hands clasped. 

			The roughness of his hands, the gentleness of hers. 

			A strand of her hair streaked a bright, deep blue. He desired to kiss her. She slipped her hands free.

			He was her husband’s quarry foreman, come to report square feet of stone, dollars in labor and equipment and feed. 

			They sat as always, he in a hard, carved Italian armchair, she on a sofa facing him, the light of the casement doors on her. Between them stood a pair of what looked like footstools straddled by a marble slab laden with books, documents, letters, unwashed teacups, and a part-played chess game.

			Mourning brought in coffee and pastries. The casement doors, ajar, let in the slow panting chuff of the locomotive idling at the river’s edge below. 

			The canvas on the easel showed the outlines of a human figure, a girl, it looked like, or a man in a robe, a religious subject, the Termeys Roman Catholic.

			Mrs. Termey poured out two cups of coffee. She set the pot down. “Mr. Bondurant, your report?”

			“Yes, ma’am.” 

			But Louis had not rehearsed to himself recent quarry operations, on his way up the drive. He had been full of the memory of carrying the little girl. The flash of pain from his hip at each step. The wetness, on his face, of sweat or tears, and the metallic thick smell of blood. The icy air gripping his bare head, his hat lost. He had tried to hold the child’s body together, in his arms, to hide its brokenness from her mother and aunt.

			

			Louis made a few false starts. “I beg your pardon, Mrs. Termey.”

			Tears fell down her face.

			Louis took a deep breath over his own urge to weep. He had wept at Eva’s Requiem mass. Everyone had. O, such a river of tears for the little girl! The priest’s incantations trembling.

			“I’m sorry,” she said. She blotted her face with a handkerchief balled in her hand.

			Louis longed to comfort her, but he had not the words, his body’s shelter forbidden. He breathed in the air of Valentina Termey’s studio—her perfume and the oil paints and thinners, and the smoke drift from the locomotive below—pulled taut between longing and grief.

			“You talk to the child, Mr. Bondurant.” It was Mrs. Hamilton.

			“Ma’am?” Louis turned toward the old woman.

			“Jeannie is inconsolable,” Mrs. Termey said. Louis turned back to her. “Maybe with you….” She abruptly got up—Louis quickly stood—and left the studio. 

			Louis lingered on his feet, staring out the casement doors. From the balustrade of the terrace, the working quarry would show raw stone through the budding trees. The Old Quarry, where Eva fell, differed. Long unused, soft with loam, tree duff, tangles of blackberry and poison ivy. A deep, deep pond. If the Federal contract came through, Louis’s men would drain or pump it out, clear off the overburden, the bracken, the ancient oak at whose knobbled roots Eva had expired.

			The locomotive below kept at its idling chuff. A few panes of ill-glazed glass shivered in the casement doors. 

			Mrs. Termey entered, her niece Jeannie following. Louis drew a breath that was almost a gasp. 

			He had met Jeannie Gutman at the funeral but now, uneclipsed by a mourning veil, her beauty astonished. Her skin glowed rosy, unmarred by so much as a freckle. She had abundant golden hair like her mother’s, but brighter. A black frock, in the loose fashion her mother favored, draped her, in its way more dignified than corseted hoop-skirts. Robelike. The grace of burgeoning womanhood clasped her limbs. She sat beside Mrs. Termey, and they held hands. Louis sat.

			“This is Mr. Bondurant,” Mrs. Termey said. 

			

			The young woman’s gaze, though fixed politely upon his face, held a distance both peculiar and hauntingly familiar. 

			“He carried Eva up to the house in his own arms. All the way up, with his war wound hurting him so.” Mrs. Termey blushed, and so did Louis, but she went on, “His—his men in the War called him Major Bonny, for he is a good, kind gentleman.” 

			Louis smiled, then looked away, so the girl would not read in his eyes the memory rising, of laying her little sister on a flowery bedspread littered with dolls, his hand cupped at the back of the shattered head. He was glad, cravenly he knew, that Mrs. Gutman had not come in with Jeannie.

			He tried to think of something to say, but he could not. He felt his own presence as over-large, over-muscled. Masculine. He raised his eyes to the ornate wooden crucifix nailed above the casement doors. He never understood Jesus as a tortured man on a cross until he sat at his father’s death bed and witnessed his father’s anguish.

			Strewn over battlefields, men stiffened, arms outflung, legs drawn up. Neither Jesus nor Father.

			“Thank you for carrying my baby sister, Mr. Bonny,” Jeannie whispered. Curves of golden lashes hid her downcast eyes. It was she, Louis realized, who figured on the nearly blank canvas. 

			The clock in the corner tick-tocked to itself. The black smoke from the departed locomotive hung over the trees.

			

			★ 

			No letters this week, Louie.” 

			Mr. Beattie offered a few pieces of horehound candy, as if Louis were a little boy to be consoled. But Mrs. Beattie gave Louis a meaning look, and he lingered while Mr. Beattie shuffled along the counter to help two women bicker over kitchen linens: fancy hem or plain? 

			As usual, Louis contemplated the pocket watch in the glass case. His own watch was perfectly serviceable, but Beattie’s was a repeater. Push a little button, and the time sang out to the quarter hour. With the watch right up to his ear, after four years of war and an earache that had made him whimper and cry like a child, Louis could barely hear the chimes. Still, it would be nice to know the time, in bed at night, without having to strike a light or lie there waiting for the church clock to say if he could fall back asleep or if he must get up.  

			Mrs. Beattie returned from the back and put a letter in Louis’s hands. “From your brother.” She glanced at her husband. “He forgets,” she whispered. 

			“God bless him.” 

			The old couple had been very kind to Louis, overlooking the squalor of his body and soul those first couple of years after the War, and they remembered his grandparents. He was not sure if they overlooked, too, that he had fought Union, or if they merely did not know. Four years on, people he had known his whole life still would not speak to him; a cousin spit on the ground if they happened to pass each other on the street. 

			

			He went out to sit on the bench in front of the store. Afternoon Manchester, early May, breathed a damp and overwarm fug of coal smoke, horse and hog, tannery, mill, and dust. The sweat that would stick to Louis’s skin for the next five months was beginning to settle in. At least the lengthening days meant plenty of light left to read by. He opened the letter. 

			Jake’s letter told of kinfolks Louis hardly knew, Mama’s New England branch. A church picnic—if a Unitarian chapel was a church. Gratitude that Louis put fresh flowers on their parents’ graves. Louis had written him about the movement to dig up the little plots scattered in Manchester, and move their tenants out of town, to keep the wells clean. Jake thought the plan sound. Louis was not sure, himself, that he liked the thought of moving their parents, but had to agree, the risk of corpsy drinking water could not be taken. As usual, Jake asked Louis to consider moving to New England. 

			A year after the War ended, Jake had brought Mama’s remains home, to be with Papa. His first words at the depot: Dear Lord above, Louie. Louis had lost weight. He limped. He was poor. So was Jake, poor, but in a New England way. Not destroyed. 

			Louis stared at the leafy square across the street, at the dogs and a pig or two lazing here and there. The only time he had waxed wrathful at a cut on his loyalty had been on that visit, because his little brother witnessed it. Damned scalawag, muttered by an old schoolmate who ran a grocery. Later Jake had asked, for the first and not last time, why he stayed, why not move up to New England. Plenty of quarry work. Louis could surely land there as a foreman or better. 

			Jake had been just a youngster, when the War broke out and he and Mama moved up North. He had fledged there, in New England. Louis’s home was here. 

			Here at the Fall Line, the beloved land breaks, and begins its long slope down to the sea.

			Dusty and hog-ridden though it was. And he was damned if he would be driven out. He would stand his ground, right here where he was born and raised, a Dogtown boy through and through. 

			He had moved up in the world, a little, since Jake’s visit. He had moved from a room over Heron’s Livery and Saloon to a respectable boarding house. He was supporting Jake through the Harvard Divinity School.

			“Lizzie!” 

			The dog was nosing Ned Bass’s baby girl, toddling hand in hand with her daddy. The child giggled. Ned looked dubious and Louis could not blame him. “Lizzie! Git over here.” He touched his hat to Ned and his daughter. Lizzie slinked over, pouting. Left to her devices, she would have joyously bathed the baby with slobber, her doggy self all filthy from carousing in the gutter with the Beatties’ pigs. She stomped on Louis’s toes and flung herself on his feet. 

			“Good girl.” 

			Mama’s letters had been all of kinfolk and friends, and love and kind admonition. Jake’s were crowded with ideas, ideals. A farm where several families lived in what sounded to Louis like bone-grinding poverty: Learning and thinking and debate and trying out ideas Girls and women part of it like flowers in God’s own Garden of Delight. He wrote beautifully, pages filled with lofty words. He would make a fine preacher. Not all ideas, though. Was there a particular girl? When I have a living Louie you will be free but I may be ensnared!

			Louis did not wish to be free. He, too, wished to be ensnared. 

			He had only to let his mind brush on Valentina Termey, and he saw her tawny eyes, her imperfect skin, her gentle hands lifting the coffee pot. Her scent: the perfume deepened by her body’s exhalation, and ironed linen, and the pigments and piney solvents of her art. Her voice, high, almost childlike. From there he went to a dream of hugging her, kissing her, on the lips, on the neck under the wisps of hair that stirred there. Lately in his dreams, she wore one of her sister’s loose dresses, uncorsetted, and his body embraced the softness of hers. 

			He was ensnared—but so was Mrs. Termey, with Mr. Termey. This certainty was like a passage of sad music, like waking from a dream of love, except the sadness took not a few moments of cold dawn but all day and all night. 

			Louis sighed, returned to Jake’s letter. The closing: I am so Grateful to you my dear dear Brother, for all that you do for me. I pray one day to pay you the credit and Honour you deserve.

			Jake’s words filled Louis with exquisite and sentimental pride. He folded the crackly thin paper back into the envelope. The tuition at Harvard took nearly everything he had, though Jake did not know that. But things would be different, once Jake finished school, and if Louis got promoted. 

			Pray God and all the saints the Federal granite contract would come through. He put the letter in his jacket pocket, shook out the Daily Dispatch.

			He had just perused the first column when a shout came from the park. Louis looked up, rose and ran across the street, leaping a hog at the curb. He shoved through the men gathered, and gripped his cousin Richard’s wrist and pushed it down, along with the pistol. 

			“That’s enough,” Louis said. 

			Richard turned to Louis, lips parted, eyebrows raised—from wrath to utter surprise. 

			No one made a sound. 

			“The gentleman is tipsy,” Louis told the blue-coated soldier, though Richard was not tipsy. Or he might be. The soldier glanced at Louis’s belt buckle—US—and raised his eyebrows, but kept his weapon out. At least he had not panicked and shot. 

			“Put up that pistol, Richard,” Louis said. “Put it away right now.” 

			Richard obeyed, nonchalant. Among the onlookers, some disappointment. “And you hush up, madam,” Louis ordered Lizzie who growled and bristled at the soldier. She did not obey, except to lower her tone. “Soldier, good day.” 

			Louis took his cousin’s arm and walked him from the quarrel, whatever it had been about. He did not bring Richard to elderly, orderly Beattie’s. They went to Rob Hunt’s bookstore.

			Not that Richard seemed of a mind to fight anymore. He gave Louis’s arm a squeeze. “Cousin Louis, it’s good to see you.” As if they had met by design, a pleasant rendezvous on a balmy Saturday evening. He had the kind of looks women liked, well put-together, his dark curls flecked with gray. Despite fifteen years on Louis, and taking a bullet in the stomach at Gaines Mill, his face was barely lined. He had a law practice and worked inside all day. Still, at core, he was a Dogtown boy, a tough, a rowdy. He had climbed up the ranks, same as Louis. Though Richard had enjoyed an extra step up: Papa’s back. 

			

			“You could have been arrested,” Louis said. 

			“Thank heavens you intervened.” 

			They entered into the spicy mustiness of wisdom. Rob looked up from polishing a book of mold bloom. Louis had barely greeted his friends—Branden, lounging at the counter, smoking, and Jimmy Branch perched on a stool with the Dispatch—when Rob shoved a pile of books into his arms. 

			“Put these on the empty shelves up there,” Rob said, “and you can take your pick of whatever you want. My stump’s playing me up.” 

			Louis put the books on the counter, went to test the stepladder. It swayed, but he reckoned it would hold. 

			“What do you say about our country these days, gentlemen?” Richard’s hair shone expensive, pleasant smelling, but it was his frockcoat pocket Lizzie sniffed. 

			“Our country, now, is it?” Rob asked. 

			Jimmy lowered his paper. 

			It occurred to Louis, the last time he had been here together with these same men, and a crowd of others, was after the vote—the second vote, the one that severed Virginia from the Union. Everyone had been excited, shaking their heads, wagging their tongues. When Richard proposed a drink to “our new country,” Louis had cursed the secession and everyone who had voted for it, then stormed out. He stopped at his lodging to pack a bag, and took the first train to Washington City, to enlist in the United States army. Near ten years ago, the memory still vivid, and Virginia not yet back in the Union.

			“We’ll get back in,” Jimmy said. 

			Louis adjusted the ladder. “Can’t be soon enough.” 

			“Things do take a while.” 

			“Lizzie, sit down.” 

			Lizzie ignored him, especially since Richard had unwrapped a plug of beef jerky. Louis and Rob refused, Jimmy took a morsel. Branden fed a piece to Lizzie. She gulped it, put on her most winning grin, and got another titbit from Richard. 

			“We’ve been held back,” Richard said. 

			“Everything in its time,” Jimmy said. He handed some toy-books up to Louis. 

			

			Ladder of Learning, the kind of book Louis the child had disliked, as suffocatingly edifying. The Mother Goose, he already had. Peter Parley’s Wonders of the Earth, Sea, and Sky. Louis flipped through it. 

			Now in most of the strata above the granite, which is nearly always in the position of the oldest formation, there are found various shells, plants, and bones of animals; and, where certain remains of different animals or vegetables are found in one stratum, it is concluded that they must have been living about the same time.

			No fossils ever surfaced at the quarry. For all Louis knew, they had been blown to rubble when the overburden was cleared. But this book would be good to have, some day, for a quarry man’s children should know their father’s element, the oldest formation. And here was a picture to delight a child, an amazing picture filled with ancient animals. A duck with bat’s wings, and a crocodile with fins instead of legs. When Jake was a little boy, Louis had told him made-up adventures of boys fighting monsters like these.

			Branden’s cough pulled Louis back to the present day, and he slid Wonders and the rest of the toy-books on the shelf. He did not feel up to being teased by his friends. What are you getting toy-books for, Bonny? I am getting toy-books so that I might read to the imaginary children that my imaginary wife will bear me.

			He descended a few steps, took another bunch of books—arithmetic schoolbooks, it looked like—and ascended. “True,” he said. “We have been held back. The sooner we ratify the Amendments, the sooner we’re back in the Union.”  

			“God bless,” Branden said, and took another breath, “our country.” He had stone-workers’ consumption and could not get through a sentence in one go. 

			“Staunch Unionists one and all,” Rob said. “Who could have imagined it?” 

			Of them, Louis alone had stuck with the Union, from opposing secession all the way to Appomattox. Not that he had been at Appomattox, thank God. When old Lee finally gave up, he was convalescing at a hospital in Alexandria.

			

			“You’ll never sell these toy-books up here,” he said to Rob. “Children can’t reach them.”

			“I’m the bookseller. They belong where I say.” Rob had become irascible; before the War his had been the gentlest temperament. He had never insulted Louis for serving on the side that had taken half his right leg, at least, though their friendship had taken a few years to revive. Jimmy Branch had helped the reconciliation along. Richard Poindexter had done quite a bit in that direction, too, and not only with Rob. Louis could not deny that his cousin’s good words had opened doors that would likely have been slammed shut in his face for years to come. 

			“We agree in the essentials, my friends,” Richard said, “but you err in the particulars.”

			“You err in the particulars and in the essentials,” Louis said, seizing Richard’s bait as eagerly as Lizzie snapped up another treat of jerky. “You think we can go backwards. We cannot.” He moved the ladder, climbed to shelf the last handful of books as directed by the bookseller. 

			“I’m all for progress,” Richard said. He had been a longstanding, ardent and outspoken Secessionist, a Fire-eater. An ocean of blood and tears later, he was beating the Union drum. Money invested up North probably had something to do with it. Papa’s money.

			Rob spit in the battered pail by the counter. He and Richard had been on a political committee together, before Richard quit to pursue a conviction that Germans, Irishmen, and Jews were destroying the Old Dominion. The Know Nothings come back from the dead.

			“You want to rebuild the South on black backs,” Louis said, “with King Industry heir to King Cotton.” The ladder swayed. He grabbed a shelf and shifted his weight to steady it. His hip twinged. “But it cannot be. If you worked with men, as I do, you would know.” 

			In part, Richard’s despised immigrants made it so. Irishmen, Germans, Scots, Chinese, were rushing in to fill the Territories. Cheap labor. It could not be pumped out of the country, either, like water from a quarry pit. 

			“I should like to invite you to a Conservative party meeting—” Richard might have been about to name the time and place, but Louis cut in. 

			“I’m engaged that day.” Though he would not have imagined Richard and Jimmy Branch, political bedfellows. Richard, in on the planning of their Colored Men’s Barbecue rally. Freakish as a two-headed calf. 

			“That’s a shame.” Richard lit a cigar, less pungent than Jimmy’s, at least. “We could use a man like you, for you are a true Virginian who did his duty as he saw fit.” 

			“In other words,” Rob said to Louis, “the Conservative committee needs some Blue-backs to give it shine.” 

			Jimmy mashed out his cigar on the sole of his boot, tossed the stub out the door. “The truth is, Louis was ahead of us all,” he said. “We’ve caught up. We’ve seen the light.” 

			The Conservative Party had indeed seen the light. Its members had recognized that, despite their determined contempt toward Negroes, they must court black votes. Rob had put his finger right on it: a Union man would help pull in those votes. Louis was not about to throw all that in his friend’s face, however.

			“I’ll vote with you,” Louis said to Jimmy, “but only to get Virginia back in the Union. That’s as far as it goes. I’m a touch too … too Radical, I suppose, for more than that.” 

			“I don’t know about that,” Branch said. 

			“Give the colored man a chance, and he will come up,” Louis said. “Whites and coloreds working together, making our nation greater.”        

			In him, the start of populous states and rich republics

			“Could be, you’re a touch Radicalish,” Branch said, unperturbed. 

			“Women, too. I want women to have the vote. I want Virginia to be part of the United States again. I want to have a country I can love again. Dear Christ, I want the War never to have ….” 

			Louis stopped. Not only were his words childish, they evoked such a gush of anguish, childish tears threatened. 

			“Amen. Amen. Amen,” Branden said. 

			Branch, handing another group of books, met Louis’s eyes. “There’s a lot in what you say. Though I don’t hold with your every point.” As if Louis had presented a cogent set of political paragraphs. 

			Branch laughed. “Imagine Martha at the polls. A fearsome prospect! You wait ‘til you’re married, Louis, you’ll see. But friends can disagree. Certainly political friends are able to disagree.” 

			

			Louis stepped down from the ladder with his reward: The Pickwick Papers. Somewhere in Maryland, he had obtained a copy of the book at an abandoned Confederate camp, but a few chapters in, the Rebs took it back. With interest: every one of his belongings lost at Gettysburg, saving the clothes on his body, and his wallet, canteen and weapons. From one angle, the War looked like a frenetic swap meet. 

			“Say, Rob, are Unitarians Christian?” Louis asked, as much to get off politics as to know. 

			“It depends on how you look at it,” Rob said. 

			“How would God look at it?” 

			“I’ll tell you how God looks at it,” Richard said. 

			“Do, please, sir.” Rob disliked Richard more than Louis had thought. 

			“Heaven is reserved for virtuous women, weaklings, and cowards,” Richard said. 

			“Hmmm, yes.” Rob nodded in a show of pensiveness. “And the rest of us, sir?” 

			“God hates us all. White, black, yellow—gray or blue, it don’t matter, the color, nor what comes out of your mouth when you get on your knees.” 

			Louis had heard enough. He held up Pickwick Papers. 

			“Good riddance,” Rob said. He despised Dickens for American Notes. Maybe he meant Richard, too, who opened the door for Louis. 

			But Richard had not finished. “It’s a consideration, friends, as we arrange the ruling of the Kingdom of Earth.” 

			Branden began singing in a hoarse, wheezing tenor, “Jesus Loves Me.” Anyone else, Louis would have thought was being ironic or preachy. With Branden, it was where his thoughts naturally went. Jesus. Loves me. This I know.

			Rob said gently, “I reckon he does.” 

			Richard raised his eyebrows. As if Branden was a “weakling”? The tight-wound grudge Louis nursed against his cousin uncoiled another tendril. 

			Louis headed home, his cousin walking with, though Richard’s new brick house and his new wife lay west, in the sweet-smelling end of town. The sun’s retreat slipped Manchester back a step toward winter, a breath of ice riffling through the spring warmth.

			“I regret the breach between you and me,” Richard said. “Do you know, you’re one of the few men—the only man I really trust in this world.” 

			“Lizzie,” Louis said. She had begun to slink to the street. “Oh, go on, then.” She bounded to her friends, a bunch of boys and other dogs playing stickball. At the corner of Twelfth, Louis stopped and faced his cousin. 

			“You went out of your way to smooth things for me, after the War. I’m grateful, truly. But whether you trust or distrust me? I just don’t care.”

			Louis could have flattered himself that only he could rout his cousin. He never saw Richard astonished, no matter what other men threw at him. 

			“I don’t care if you’re full of regret or ready to dance a jig.” Louis’s face flushed, his gut grew hot as liquor. “And it makes no difference to me if I ruin you, or if you drag your fortune out of reach—except for the part of it that’s mine. That’s all I want. And I will get it. I will get what is mine and Jake’s, as heirs to our father.” 

			It was more, much more, than Louis had expected to say to his cousin this evening. 

			Richard, whose surprise had gone to a look of friendly interest, patted Louis’s shoulder. “I don’t believe that’s all you want, Louis. But in any case, you won’t get it.”  

			“I shall,” he said. “I certainly shall, Richard.” Though certainly he could not think of how.  

			Maybe Richard was curious, intrigued, his eyebrows raised. “Good luck, cousin.” 

			“And a good evening to you.” 

			

			★ 

			It took Branden a few tries, and a boost from Louis, to mount his nag. They could have reached Manchester Stone faster on foot from Heron’s Tavern, so slow the horses plodded, but Branden did not like walking and Louis’s body hurt. 

			He spent part of each day working different areas of the quarry. In the trimming yard, he liked to guide the bull set—an axe-like wedged tool—along the edge of the stone, while another man wielded the striking hammer. However, his clerk, young Whittington, needed to learn trimming, so yesterday Louis had taken the hammer. Whittington did not place the bull set well and its striking surface was never quite where it should have been. Many of the blows went off; a few times, Louis nearly sprawled across the block. His back ached, and he felt a strain in his left forearm. His hip throbbed in sympathy. 

			“I think poor Whittington was—” nervous, he was going to say, but Branden spoke over him. 

			“You need to. Come over.” He took a breath every couple of words. “My sister makes coffee. Good. Not your. Tavern variety.” 

			“I bet she does,” Louis said. 

			Branden had received the news about his wife at Fredericksburg. Louis got his letter about it months after. My darling Rose dead. He still lived in the house he and Rose had set up as newly weds. His sister Alice, a war widow, had moved in. Weeds gnawed the front walk, dust powdered the windows. Nobody ever visited, for all of Branden’s vague invitations.

			“Yes, sir,” Branden said. “Alice makes a brew. Fit to set the devil. Hopping.” He spit and nearly hit his own boots. He was chewing this week instead of smoking. 

			Louis observed to himself, as he habitually did, that Mrs. Kelly’s gate posts were stone from the Netherwood quarry. He lifted his eyes to the young redbud flowering in her yard. Lieutenant Colonel Kelly had died at Camp Elmira. 

			“Look at. Them hogs,” Branden said. A couple of Mrs. Kelly’s, rooting. “Someone needs to do. Something about them.”

			“Let them be fruitful. We need more pork in this world.” 

			As young people, he and she had flirted at church picnics. Now, if Louis or probably any Union man passed her on the street, she turned her face away.

			Tethered mules and horses crowded the shady side of the street, especially in front of the saloons, of which Manchester had plenty, running down in respectability, the closer they got to the wharf. Manchester Stone was almost at the water, cut off by a flour mill from the river breezes and the view of Thomas Jefferson’s beautiful heap, up on the hill across the river, in Richmond.

			Louis sneezed as they went in the stone-dust-fogged finishing shed. Branden did not bother. A Jesus of doctors could not fix up Branden’s chest, no matter how much money he might take for trying. Lungs charged with stone dust, and whiskey to wash it all down. Louis wanted to help his friend, but what could he do. Raise Rose from the dead? Branden running to her with open arms. And the saws in the sheds spewed dust and dust and dust. Nothing Rose could do for that, quick or dead. 

			Louis came every Saturday to inspect the rejected slabs. Flaws in granite—patches, striping, cracks, pits, iron knots, streaks—often emerged only after the sawblocks were cut into slabs. Sometimes they remained hidden until the slabs were hammered, or even polished. Something Biblical in that, but Louis had never bothered to work it out. He looked over the flawed slabs and damned them, by signature, to an afterlife as cut-rate tombstones. 

			

			“Let’s see Eva Gutman’s monument.” Louis had marked the block at the quarry, dead sure it was flawless.

			They crossed a yard dominated by a derrick, cluttered by rough blocks. Louis paused. Branden breathed. “This is inefficient,” Louis said. “You should join these buildings.” He sketched a horse-shoe shape, pointing. Branden did not answer. He might have had a say about it, or he might not. He managed Manchester Stone conscientiously, but was not one for changing things. 

			In the carving shed, the stonecutters incised letters, carved statues. Dumb chunks of granite and marble were made beautiful, expressive, to the clink clink clink of hammers on chisels on stone. Dust floated in clouds all the way to the rafters, the only ventilation the open doors and a few cupolas with louvers mostly closed. 

			Branden took Louis not to where the stonecutters plied their tools, but to a standing desk with a document
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