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To the memory of my husband,
companion of a lifetime.




AUTHOR’S NOTE

In the course of this novel many names of people who actually lived are briefly mentioned. These, with the exception of historically important characters like Lincoln and Davis, are the following: Valcour Aime; Judah P. Benjamin; Dyson, the schoolteacher; Rabbi Einhorn; Manuel García; Louis Moreau Gottschalk; Jesse Grant, father of the general; Rebecca Gratz; Rabbi Gutheim; Henry Hyams; Rabbi Illowy; Manis Jacobs; Gershom Kursheedt; Isaac Leeser; Rabbi Lilienthal; Rowley Marks; Penina Moise; Father Moni; Eugenia Phillips; Baroness Pontalba; Rabbi Raphall; Ernestine Rose; Seignouret; Rabbi Seixas; Slidell; Pierre Soulé; Judah Touro; Rabbi Wise; Dr. Zacharie.

All other characters are completely fictional.


1

Toward evening of a spring Saturday in the year 1835, a traveling berlin made a sudden appearance at the crest of a rise above the village of Gruenwald—midway between the Bavarian Alps and the city of Wurzburg in the province of Franconia. Its varnished yellow wheels were grayed with dust and the four massive horses who drew it were weary. It had evidently come a long way. Peasants, ending their day in the fields, straightened their rounded backs and gaped in dull wonderment, for visitors seldom came to the village and those who did traveled either on foot or in some lumbering farm wagon to trade. For a moment the berlin stood in bulky outline against the windy pink-streaked sky, halted on the brink of the descent as though someone within had wanted, before descending, to get a bird’s-eye view of the village below. Then, swaying and creaking on its leather straps, it disappeared from view beneath a cover of budding linden leafage. A minute or two later it emerged at the bottom of the hill, traveled down the short length of the single street, and turned into Jews’ Alley.

The watching peasants shook their heads. “Well, now, what do you make of that?”

Inside the berlin the single occupant was also shaking his head in wonder. He was a sturdy young man, still in his thirties. His rich dark hair encircled a good-humored face with inquisitive bright eyes and a soft loose mouth.

“Judengasse,” he murmured to himself almost in disbelief. “It hasn’t changed”—although why it should have changed or how it could have changed materially in the eight years since he had seen it last, he could not have said.

The same cramped, narrow houses which had been new three centuries before still stood on either side of the alley, tilting over it as old men quarreling lean toward one another. The last weak evening light winked on little window-eyes under the brows of a medieval second-story overhang and glossed the crisscrossed beams that seamed the ancient faces.

Between the butcher’s and the Inn of the Golden Bear, halfway down the alley—there, there in another moment the house would loom! And a wave of sickness swelled up in the young man’s throat. Again that dark doorway, the terrible cries, the vicious laughter—yes, there had been laughter—the running feet, and the blood of his young wife spilled on the steps—With a violent effort he steadied himself.

“America,” he said aloud, not knowing that he said it.

The Sabbath had come to a close, and the double doors of the old wooden synagogue were shut, the high steps deserted. When the berlin jolted to a halt in the yard of the Golden Bear, the last worshipers were just straggling home in their Sabbath finery. So a little crowd of them gathered quickly. What the young man saw as he leaned forward, readying himself to step down, was a pale blur of faces, collectively startled and hopeful of some novelty. They were like people coming to the circus or a play. Nothing, after all—not counting intermittent disasters—ever really happened in this place. Aware of himself as the focus of attention and having no wish at the moment to be recognized, for he was in a hurry, he lowered his head.

What they saw, then, was, first, a pair of leather boots extending from the vehicle’s open door; next, a walking stick with a silver knob; and finally, a velvet-collared broadcloth coat and a top hat of the same fawn color. A stranger sight, though, which diverted their attention, was the pair of coal-black human beings, who, descending from the box where they had been almost hidden by the coachman’s flounced cape, now revealed themselves as half-grown boys in bright blue breeches and waistcoats with gold lace cuffs.

The traveler, with his back to the onlookers, instructed the coachman, “Get a room for me for the night. And see that these two are well taken care of. They don’t speak the language.” He clapped the two black boys on the shoulders.

“Maxim! Chanute!” There followed some words in French to which the pair responded with cheerful nods. Then, looking neither right nor left, the traveler strode out of the yard and down the street to the home of Reuben Nathansohn. There he rapped on the door. When it was opened, he disappeared inside.

Astonished eyes rested on that door. “Now, who the devil would he be, coming to see old Nathansohn, do you suppose?”

“A foreigner, a Frenchman. You heard him.”

“Some dignitary?”

“Dignitary! Not in a hired coach!”

“A banker. A foreign banker, or a merchant maybe—”

“A Jew. Couldn’t you see? He was a Jew.”

“How could I see? A rich foreigner looks like a rich foreigner. You think he wears a sign. ‘I am a Jew’? or ‘I am not a Jew’? Foreigners don’t have to wear our badges.”

An old woman cried out with shrill scorn. Her gold earrings swung in her excitement. “You don’t know who that is? You didn’t recognize him? It’s Ferdinand Raphael.”

“Ferdinand the Frenchy!”

Voices crossed in midair, interrupting each other.

“He wasn’t French, he was Alsatian! He’d just come from Alsace when he married Hannah Nathansohn.”

“I remember when—”

“It can’t be! He went to America after the troubles.”

“Yes, and what’s to prevent him from coming back? He’s here to fetch his children.”

“Well, anyone might figure that out.”

“You think so? But high time if it’s true. The girl’s already eight.”

“Nine. Miriam is nine.”

The woman who had spoken first moved to the front. “Miriam is eight,” she said decidedly. “I was there when she was born. Didn’t I see her mother give birth and die all in a minute’s time?” Her voice rose, chanting. “Oh, a miracle it was! A miracle that the child could live at all—”

There came an instant’s respectful, grieving silence. Then a young woman spoke. “Wasn’t she killed when the students—”

“That was before your time here, Hilda. Oh, yes, when the fine young gentlemen went mad, tearing through the village on their great horses straight to the Judengasse .…” Now the voice became a dreamy monotone, as if the speaker were unwilling, and yet compelled, to repeat the horror. “Windows smashed, doors broken in, all of us running, running … The stones they had! So big, hurled in two hands. Oh, God! I was with Hannah, two steps ahead when they hit—”

“She was struck on the head, Nathansohn’s Hannah, young Raphael’s wife, right at the front door, at that door over there. We carried her inside.”

“The baby took her first breath as the mother took her last.”

Once more silence fell, the hideous recollection making a single entity of the little group.

Then someone said, “He left right after that. Left for America.”

“A man would want to get as far away as he could, wouldn’t he?”

“Well, now, it seems he must have made his American fortune and he’s come back for his children.”

“He’ll have his hands full with the boy, that’s sure.”

“Why so? He’s a fine, bright boy as far as I can see.”

“Oh, smart, yes, but stubborn as an ox. And not such a boy, either. He must be fifteen.”

So they waited in the alley, reluctant to miss any of this extraordinary happening. Full darkness came. The crowd began to dwindle. A few fetched lanterns and waited. But there was really nothing to be seen other than the rump of the cow feeding in the byre next to the Nathansohn house. After a while the last lingerers went home.

A file of green-painted storks circled the tile belly of the stove in the corner. As the night grew colder, the listeners drew closer to the stove. When Ferdinand held his hands toward the heat, a round sapphire on his finger bloomed out of the shadows.

“Not used to this northern climate anymore,” he said in his soft French-accented German. He looked up, smiling.

“So you remember your father a little, David?”

The boy had not taken his eyes away from his father. There was something judgmental in those rather somber eyes.

“Yes,” he said. He spoke shortly, decisively, as people do who do not speak for the pleasure of hearing themselves. “And I remember my mother, too. I remember everything.”

“Of course you do. You were a very smart little boy. But why not? Brains have never been in short supply in our family. Never.”

And Ferdinand smiled again, since it was his nature to intersperse his remarks with smiles. He received no smile now in return, however, only the steady regard of those thoughtful eyes. He felt uncomfortable. And he passed his hand reflectively over the sleek beaver nap of the hat which still rested on his knees, smoothing and smoothing the brim, absently perhaps, or else to reassure himself by the feel of it that he was who he was.

This shadowed room—had he actually lived here once? Dank and spare it was, at any season of the year. The stove and the great oak cupboard rearing in the opposite corner like some forest beast were its only substantial shapes. The table and chairs were mere spindly sticks, little better than firewood. The floor was bare and chilly. Ferdinand shuddered. Wretched, everlasting poverty! Here in this place one could forget that wine was fragrant and fruit luscious, that laughter was music and music made the feet dance. One hardly knew in such a place that a man could have the means, the comforting means, to let himself savor all those things and sleep well through the night.

They were staring at him, waiting for a fuller explanation of his presence, as if they were hostile to it. He must seem a stranger—was a stranger now. And Dinah had her own special bitterness: She’d been an old maid already when he’d married her younger sister, gentle Hannah, so dark and dear, when Dinah had been dried up. Dryer than ever now, gone pasty yellow, forty years old, with a disgusting stain on her Sabbath skirt and nothing to wait for, nothing but the old man’s death, which would, by the look of him, be coming soon enough. On his cot Opa was coughing and shaking while he pulled the shawl around his gaunt neck. To grow old, to die, in this gloom! And Ferdinand was soft with pity.

Miriam’s was the only face in the room that answered to his, that gave what he wanted to receive. She had her mother’s opal eyes, tipping upward at the corners, with a kind of gaiety about them even when their owner was in a serious mood, as she was now. Like her mother’s, too, was the short upper lip, channeled between nose and mouth by two delicate ridges, while the upper lip barely closed upon the lower. It was a tender mouth, too tender, he thought penitently, for this house, for the poor querulous old man and the spinster, who must, he suspected, have her own forms of petty tyranny. So he was painfully moved by the discovery of this little daughter, by the elegance of her narrow feet, crossed at the ankles, and the grace of her thin fingers, now stroking the small, silky dog on her lap.

“I’ve got some nice things for you, Miriam,” he said. Tears gathered at the back of his throat, and he swallowed. He wanted so much to give, to give out of love and sorrow over the irretrievable lost years. “I bought things in Paris and left them there to be shipped home.”

And he thought of the marvelous things which were already on their way to New Orleans: a Pleyel piano, boxes of gold and blue Sèvres porcelain, yards of Alencon lace, embroidered shawls, ruffled parasols, painted fans, and fine leather-bound books for the boy. Then it flashed through his mind that to speak of these things here on the Judengasse would be a cruelty. There would be time enough to show what he could do for his children when he had them home.

So he said only, “I’ve bought you a doll with golden hair. It’s in my portmanteau at the inn, and I’ll give it to you in the morning.” Then a moment later he could not help adding, “Also a suit for you, David, and a traveling dress for you, Miriam. They’re in this box. You must wear them tomorrow so you’ll look nice on the journey.”

“And now you are going to take my children away.” The grandfather spoke reproachfully, accusingly.

“Opa, I know how it must be for you, I know. But I’ll take you, too, if you’ll come. And you also, Dinah.” Instantly Ferdinand was dubious about his offer: What if they were to accept? Well, then, he would just have to take them!

“I have a wife, a good woman, Emma. A widow with a family. Two daughters. One was married last winter. Pelagie, a lovely girl. And I’ve a fine large house, as grand as anything you’ve ever seen in Wurzburg.”

“Naturally. Gold lies about on the streets in America. We all know that,” Dinah said.

Sarcastic as of old, she had to let him know that she was impressed neither by his magnificence nor his munificence.

The Sharp tongue of the unmarried woman, the un-chosen, he thought, pitying her, too. For her condition, one had to admit, was only in part her fault. Young Jewish men were either penniless or leaving for America. In addition, there was the heartless matrikel to be reckoned with—the state permit granted only to a few at best. No, not altogether her fault.

He answered quietly. “I didn’t find mine lying in the streets. I had to work very hard for it.”

The old man coughed violently, painfully, spitting blood. David brought a cup of water; with gentle patience he held his grandfather’s hands steady on the cup.

Suddenly, almost forcefully, as though he had with strong effort willed himself to break his own silence, the boy addressed Ferdinand. “Tell us about America. Tell us what happened after you left here.”

Although he must have told this story a hundred times or more, it pleased Ferdinand to tell it again now.

“Well, after your mother died—I had been thinking for a long time about America—I made up my mind. As you know, I didn’t own very much, so I just took what I had, wrapped it up in a linen bag, and tramped westward. Before I reached the Rhine, I had worn out my shoes, so I traded two days’ work picking apples for a pair of old boots. Luckily they fit. Then I journeyed part of the way on a Rhine boat. In Strasbourg I had some distant cousins who let me rest for a few days and gave me some good meals.”

They were all listening in that attitude of motionless attention which encourages a tale. The boy was rapt. He can’t wait to go, too, Ferdinand thought. And he went on.

“I got a ride on an empty cotton wagon as far as Paris .…”

Paris then and Paris now. Revolting, smelly alleys. Flowering chestnut and long, wide avenues. Two different cities, depending on the money you have or have not got in your purse.

“I reached Le Havre at last and sailed from there. It took two months and cost me seventy American dollars, all I had in the world .… The sea is like mountains crashing toward you. You can’t imagine it. I was at the bottom of the ship where the immigrants go. I was so sick. Some people even died of seasickness.” He looked up, a smile spreading again across his face. “Don’t worry, it won’t be like that for you. You’ll have nice cabins, high up, with plenty of fresh salt air. You should see the cabins! Teakwood and polished brass. Fine quilts and linens. Well, anyway, I crossed the ocean, got to Baltimore, and went to work. It was very hard. Sometimes I wonder how I did it, how anyone ever does it. But they do, and I did. Got to New Orleans in the end, too.”

“Is it very far,” David asked, “to New Orleans from that place, Baltimore?”

“Oh, far! Miles and years between the two. Although, to tell you the truth, in my case the years have been surprisingly few. I began on a farm in Maryland. I’d never farmed before, as you know, but when you have your health and a strong will, you can learn to do anything. I learned English fast. I’ve an ear for languages. It wasn’t bad there. They were decent people, a fat man and his fat wife, silent, hardworking folk. They’d sit at meals and there wouldn’t be a sound but chewing and forks clattering. They fed me well, I will say that, yet they were stingy with pay. When the time came for my wages, he only gave me half of what he’d promised. Said he’d had a bad year, which wasn’t true, because the crops were good. We’d had the best weather, enough sun and enough rain, and I’d gone with him to market and seen him sell his corn. It was just that his big fist didn’t want to let the coins go loose. Well, I said to myself, I’d promised to stay two years and he’d promised to pay, but he’d broken his promise, so I had no qualms about breaking mine. I just got up very early one morning and slipped away out of the barn where I slept.”

Fall Fall of the leaves. Such golden, rosy leaves! Sour-sweet apples lay rotted on the grass. Dawn was cold; in a few hours the sun would be hot and the warmed air humming with bee buzz in the apples. By that time I would be far down the road, any road, as long as it was going west.

“This time I had a plan. I’d met a peddler who came by every few months with knickknacks for the farmwives: cotton cloth and thread, needles and toothbrushes. I saw he could do pretty well for himself. So that’s what I did. Got a pack full of stuff with the money the farmer had paid me, and I worked along the road from farm to farm all the way to the Ohio River. And this wasn’t a bad life, either, walking through the country with the coins jingling, growing heavier in your pocket. Or riding the riverboat, turning and curving, wondering what’s around the next curve .…”

After a hundred hills and valleys, remember the debarkation at the spot where the Ohio rode into the Mississippi; the green shimmer of just-beginning spring the smell of grass and all the vast space, the vast silence. Remember how one threw one’s hat off and alone there, unobserved, flung oneself into a crazy dance just for the joy of freedom, of answering to no man, of being young enough to feel one’s own strength and no longer being afraid of anything not having to be afraid of anything anymore.

“After a while I was able to buy a horse. It was such a poor thing, all worn out and sick with saddle sores! I could have afforded a better creature, but I felt sorry for it. So I let it rest awhile and get its strength. We made friends, he and I, and went on together. In and out, back and forth, inland and back to the river. At the wholesalers’ in the towns I replenished my sacks. Sometimes I’d get back onto the riverboat for ten or fifteen miles to the next landing.”

Ferdinand, in the telling, was living it all again, telling as much now to himself as to the others.

“I saw great plantations on the riverfront, grand columned houses, hundreds of black slaves, miles and miles of cotton fields. I saw poor settlements, three or four log houses in the woods. There are no forests like those in Europe, no …” He thought for words. “You can’t imagine the distances, the wildness of those forests. Sometimes it startles you to think how seldom a human foot has been there before you. Often it is hours between settlements. You will see a cluster of men in deerskins, women and children in ragged woolen. You wonder what brought them, what keeps them in this primitive, hard life.”

Forest and swamp and trail Darkness falls under the pines and the thorny underbrush, pressing across the path, whips at your face so that you must protect it with your hand. Your footsteps crackle. Then comes the fright, the old terror out of childhood, everyone’s childhood; something is following at one’s back. In another instant it will spring forward, it will grasp. And you force yourself to steady your mind toward common sense. You will yourself not to turn around and look behind.

“Lonely, empty—”

“And Indians?” David had gone tense with interest. With finger to forehead he twined loose strands of curly hair.

“Oh, yes, Indians! The Choctaw tribes. And wolves. It was because of the wolves, though, not the Indians, that I got a rifle. The Indians never bothered me.”

“A rifle,” the boy repeated. What was left of the child in him was enthralled, Ferdinand saw. Three-quarters man, or maybe more, he was; the rest was the remnant of the child. And with these adventures the father was reaching that child.

He nodded to his son. “Yes, but fortunately, I never had to use it on anything except a rabbit. After a while I was able to afford a wagon for the horse. I remember my first wagonload. Ten trunks, I had, stuffed with every kind of cloth from bombazine to madras. I had brass clocks and gold watches, lisle stockings, paisley shawls, kid gloves, and gimcrack jewelry, everything for master and servant both. Once I had the wagon, I had to stay on traveled roads.” He laughed. “Traveled! Why, you could go a whole day there, too, without meeting another human being! Sometimes I’d come upon another peddler, another European Jew, most likely. After a while I began to feel the loneliness of the life. Still, you know, if you’ve an idea in your head, a thought that goes along with your steps, you’re not entirely alone. I wanted to settle down in one place and open a store, that was my thought. After all, I knew how trading is done; my father bought grain for Napoleon’s army. Well, after two years or so I had saved enough to set up a trading post. Wasn’t much more than a big square shed with shelves all around. But the location was right, on the way to the Chihuahua Trail, supplying caravans on the way to Mexico. Everyone who passed that way, from planters to Indians, came to me. And things moved fast. They moved fast in America.”

The candles were almost burned down. Dinah got up and kindled another. To burn candles so late into the night was still a luxury, an extravagance, Ferdinand knew, as it had always been and as it would always be. Here in these European villages, nothing moved.

“So—where was I? Oh, yes. I prospered, you see, because a community sprang up around me in no time at all. The next year I sold my plot of land for three times what I had paid for it and made my way downriver. What a river! One of the greatest in the world. So wide that in some places you can’t see the opposite shore. With bustling cities all the way: Memphis, the big inland cotton market, Baton Rouge, going south, always south into the heat. New Orleans was what I’d had my eye on from the beginning. The Queen City, or sometimes they call it the Crescent City, at the mouth of the river.”

Ah, New Orleans! The jewel in the river’s crescent, the slow green bayou water, the slumbering afternoons, the glittering nights—

“I fell in love with it as one”—he was about to say, “as one falls in love with a woman,” but a man does not say such things in front of his daughter—“as one would expect to fall in love with such a place. Almost at once I struck up a friendship with a very fine man. His name was Michael Myers. He was a Jew from the northern part of the country near New York. His father had served under George Washington in the American Revolution. Do you know anything about that, David?”

“I’ve heard about it. It was a fight for freedom from England.”

“Exactly. You’ve done some reading, I see. So, now. This Michael Myers had been in New Orleans for twenty years and had built up a thriving import-export business. But he wasn’t young, and he’d been looking for a partner, someone younger and stronger who understood the business or who at least could be taught and trusted. It happened that he found that man in me. He never had any reason to regret his choice, I can say that with confidence. I not only caught on fast, but I was able to add a few touches of my own. For instance, I made friends—I make friends easily—with some of the ship captains you meet in the cafés. And through such contacts alone, I was able to get hold of a profitable line of goods appealing to the ladies—jewelry, shoes, linens, and such. Luxuries, delicacies. I always had a good eye for delicacies. Yes, my partner never had reason to regret his choice in the short time we were together.”

The grandfather had been paying close attention. “Short time?”

“Yes, unfortunately my partner died of yellow fever a year ago. Most people leave the city in the summer, but for once he didn’t do it, and he caught the fever. Terrible thing.”

“So now you own the business?”

“Yes, he left it to me. His widow and daughter are otherwise provided for with a fine home in Shreveport. I did promise to look out for them if ever I should be needed. The girl, Marie Claire, is a little older than Miriam.”

“Marie Claire,” Dinah remarked. “A strange name for Jewish girl.”

“Well, customs are different in New Orleans.” Yes, different, he reflected, wishing himself back there now and suddenly aware of how far away it was. “My business soon will be one of the largest in the city, if it isn’t already. Last year I finished my house. All brick, built around a courtyard”—his arms swept the air in a large, enthusiastic gesture—“ten times the size of this whole house, with stables and quarters at the rear, built in the square. All the houses are built that way, it’s actually a Mediterranean style.”

“After the Roman atrium,” David said.

“You do keep surprising me, David!”

The old man’s thin voice quivered with scorn. “This boy’s head is full of things that don’t concern a Jew. Roman atrium!”

“Opa.” David spoke patiently. “Opa, you never understand. People aren’t content anymore to live behind closed doors. We want to know what’s been happening in the world outside. That doesn’t mean we must lose our faith.”

Opa rose on his elbow. “Listen to him. Oh, they may not be content, but they’d be better off if they were. I’ve seen enough in my lifetime not to be tricked again. Napoleon came: we were all free. Napoleon left; back inside the wall with us!” The skeletal hands clapped together, making a wall. “Here’s where we are. There’s where they are. And I don’t need to know a thing about what’s happening on their side of the wall because I’m never going to live on their side of the wall. It will never be different. Let a war come or a financial panic, or God knows what, and it’ll be our fault again. It always has been.”

Ferdinand spoke quietly. “With my respect to you, Opa, David is right. If you could only see how we live in America! In my city nobody asks what religion you are, or even whether you have any religion. Anyone who can afford the cost is free to move in the highest social circles.”

“It seems to me,” Dinah remarked, “you were always telling us the same thing about your family in France when Napoleon was emperor.”

“And so I did. There were great days. If he had lasted, things would have been different all over Europe.”

“But he didn’t last,” the old man interrupted. “So it’s just what I’ve been saying. Must I tell you—you of all people—what happened when the Hep Hep boys swept through half the towns in Franconia? Massacre in Darmstadt, in Karlsruhe, in Bayreuth—Hep Hep,” he said bitterly. “I keep forgetting the words it stood for, something about Jerusalem—”

“Hierosolyma perdita est. Jerusalem has been destroyed. That’s Latin.”

“Latin or not, it was blood to us. Hannah’s blood.”

There was a somber silence. Ferdinand lowered his head. The eyes—his son’s, his daughter’s—were unbearable to see. They were Hannah’s eyes, her sweet eyes, which, during these years since he’d lost her, he had almost forgotten.

“Yes,” the old man resumed. The terrible subject had poured a few minutes’ worth of energy into his veins. “Yes, back where we were before! No equal rights of citizenship. No public office. Wear a badge so the German will know who you are when he passes you on the street. Your few pfennigs taxed away. And matrikel resumed—”

Ferdinand was stifled. The weight of all this affliction, which he had for so long been trying to discard, now fell back upon him. And he tried with feeble levity to remove it.

“So you’d have to pay to get married here, David. Think about that!”

“I don’t want to get married.”

“You’ll change your mind in time. A pretty face will change your mind.”

“Smile it away if you can,” the old man said, “but you can’t get away from the truth. All through the horror, did anyone do anything to help us? The clergy, for instance? No. Nobody did anything and nobody ever will.”

“You’re right,” Ferdinand said softly.

“Then what are we arguing about?”

“I don’t know, Opa. I’ve forgotten how this all began.”

“You were saying,” David reminded him, “that it’s different in America.”

“Yes,” said Opa, “and I was saying you will see it will be the same there, too.”

“No,” Ferdinand insisted. “You never will. What do you know about America? Oh, I agree that Europe is finished. Away with it, then, as far as I’m concerned, away with its rotten bigotry and its rotten wars! There’s no future here for the young. Not for our young, at any rate.”

The room closed in. As the night deepened, the space grew smaller, and this very smallness made the world beyond the walls grow larger. They were isolated on an island in a menacing ocean. Suddenly Ferdinand was exhausted. Sorrow and fear exhausted him as he had not thought they could: all the years of his children’s lives that had been wasted! Patiently they sat, the little girl now drooping with sleep, while the boy was poised on the verge of new thoughts.

Suddenly the boy spoke. “I’ve often wished”—he hesitated, glancing at his grandfather, then back at Ferdinand—“I’ve often wished—I should like to be a doctor. It would be impossible for me here.” His outspread palms with their simple gesture described the life of the house.

“Quite possible in America,” Ferdinand said.

The boy—his son!—was pathetic in his outgrown jacket. People always looked pathetic in clothes that didn’t fit.

“The Medical College of Louisiana was founded just last year. You could go there or anywhere. And I’m not forgetting you, Miriam. We have fine schools for young ladies.”

“I’ll come with you,” the child said. “But only if Gretel can come, too.”

“Gretel?” Then Ferdinand understood that she meant the dog. “Of course. She’s a beauty, an aristocrat, isn’t she? A King Charles spaniel. Wherever did you get such a dog?”

“I found her on the road when she was a puppy only a few weeks old, Aunt Dinah said. We think she must have fallen out of someone’s carriage.” The child’s arms tightened around the dog.

“There is an anecdote about them,” Ferdinand remarked. He was fond of anecdotes. “They say that Marie Antoinette had a King Charles spaniel hidden under the folds of her skirt when she went to the guillotine. It may or may not be true, of course.”

The old man was not to be diverted. “So you will take the children away,” he repeated. “Now at the end, you will all leave me.”

This appalling selfishness offended Ferdinand. Opa would actually keep these children here if he could! He would deprive them of their future. In one swift flash Ferdinand saw their future: David a respected doctor, an authority. Miriam married well in a fine house, perhaps even married to a planter owning wide acres. But then, he thought, who knows what I’ll be like when I’m old and sick? So he answered kindly.

“Consider, Opa. Here is a boy, a young man with a long life ahead, and a girl who in a few years will be a woman. What is here for them? New Orleans, even with yellow fever, is better than this.”

“What sort of religious life will they have in that place where you’re taking them?” the old man interrupted.

Ferdinand hesitated. “The truth is, not as much as here.”

“Well, that never bothered you, as I remember. But I hate to think that Hannah’s children will forget what they are.”

“There’s no reason why they should forget, Opa.”

“They have been brought up in this house to observe the laws. Like their mother, they are faithful Jews.”

Ferdinand looked at his children. Much good it had done their mother! He stood up, drawing a gold watch from his pocket.

“I’ve kept you all too late. It’s almost midnight, but I delayed so as not to arrive here before Sabbath sundown.”

“You traveled on the Sabbath all the same,” Dinah said.

“Ah, yes. I’m sorry! I’ve grown careless about things like that. My New Orleans ways again. I shall have to mend them,” he said soothingly.

Long before dawn the two who were to depart from the house rose from bed in their attic rooms, wakeful with excitement, a little fear, and some sadness. From their separate windows they watched the roiling black sky fade to gray, to melancholy lavender, then blaze into a sudden silver over the arc of the emerging sun.

David, leaning on the windowsill, closed his eyes against the spreading light. Papa boasts, he thought. He wants to show how important he is. Did I seem sullen to him? I didn’t know at first what to say. I suppose I’ll admit I’m angry that he went away and left me—left us. Still, that’s not fair: What could he have done with a little boy and a baby? And he was young. When he married my mother he wasn’t many years older than I am now. The queer thing is that he still seems very young, while I feel maybe older than he is—though that’s ridiculous. But I’ve always felt old. It has something to do with a picture that I’ve got in my head. It’s been painted there. Nothing wipes it away, no matter how I force myself to cover it with cheer. I can’t wash it away. Chalk-scrawls on a door: Jude verreck; Jew, die like a beast. Laughter and marching boots. Hep Hep. A woman with a swollen belly arches her back and screams and screams. Yes, yes, that’s how it was: a flurry of skirts, women’s long flying skirts and a door that banged and slammed; behind the door something terrible was happening. Then weeping and the long skirts in a surrounding circle, the women’s faces bending down: poor little boy with no mother, poor little boy.

Blood sickened him. Yet if one wanted to be a doctor, one must be able to look at blood. But that was different. It was the violent blood that sickened him. For a period, only a year or two ago, he had discovered he could not swallow meat. It stuck in his throat. A slice of chicken on the plate took life again: flapping, fluttering, feathers, spread wings, squawking, running on skinny fragile legs from the slaughterer. That period had passed. He had willed it to pass, as he had willed himself into the longing to be a doctor.

Downstairs now someone stirred and a chair scraped. Poor Opa, cranky, good old man! Surely he must know he was dying. Terrible to be old, to have no strength, to pass each day knowing that one was dying. Papa, now—he had strength, you couldn’t help but see that and admire it. To have done what he did, to have marched out into the world alone and made a place there for himself! Yes, you had to admire such vigor and will, even if he did boast about it.

A piece of cracked mirror hung on the wall: He had found it in someone’s household discard. And David examined himself. No, there was no resemblance between his own habitual half-scowling face and his father’s pleasant twinkle. Only the dark curly hair was the same. Papa’s determination, though: That I have. I know I have it.

How wonderful for Miriam to get away from bitter, mournful Dinah! He would send her to school, Papa said. She was a bright little thing. David had taught her to read and sometimes she even tried his books, borrowed from the rabbi, the “modern” rabbi, against whom Opa railed. Naturally, she wasn’t able to understand them, but she tried and, surprisingly, here and there caught on to a sentence. Curious, she was. Quick to laugh also, as well as quick to cry. Sometimes he felt almost fatherly toward her. Well, now her real father could take over and care for her in the proper way.

He shut his eyes, swaying a little as one did in prayer. Then he opened them, wanting to keep in ear and eye this place that he was leaving, wanting to remember the risen light and a distant voice, and the hollow rumble of a farmer’s cart.

In the other attic room the little girl was stroking the skirt of her new dress. It was her way to describe things to herself in terms of the natural world; so the material was soft as new grass, it was butterfly-blue, it was warm and light as goose down. She had no mirror, and it was only by craning over her shoulder that she could see a whirl at her back where the plump corded niching of the skirt swayed above her ankles. Holding her hand up, she let the fluted cuff fall back over her little wrist. What a wonderful dress! Better by far than Aunt Dinah’s synagogue dress. Better by far than any she had ever seen. And there were to be more like it, for Papa had said so. It was a pity they were going away so early this morning, for it would have been a fine thing to walk up and down the street in this dress and let everyone see it.

She ran to the window. Nobody was out yet; there was no sign of life except for the caged bird hung outside the shuttered window of the shop across the way. The sight of this bird bothered the child; it always had. The cage was too small. The poor thing could not even spread its wings. Was it to hang there drooping, silent, every day and every night of its life?

Opa had said once, “Your mother never could bear the sight of a caged bird, either.”

Your mother. Miriam knew the story of her mother, had known it long before she was supposed to know it, having overheard the voices. She is so like Hannah. Think of it. A life going and another coming at the same time. Horrible. Horrible. And having heard this so many times, she had begun to feel a certain distinction, a certain importance about herself that other people, those born in the ordinary manner, could not have. On the other hand, the knowledge had also given her nightmares.

Some said she ought never to have been told. But it was too late for that. Like her brother, she had made mental pictures, engravings not to be eradicated. In these pictures her mother was always wearing a plaid shawl: Why? No one had ever mentioned a shawl. And her hair would have been worn high, piled on her head. No one had ever told her that, either, and she had never asked.

Now, taking her own two braids, she twisted them into a black silk coil on the top of her head, elongating her face by sucking in her cheeks, which produced a serious, adult expression—and immediately broke into laughter, flouncing the skirt and scooping up the little dog, which had been looking at her with a dog’s equivalent of amazement.

“Gretel, we’re going to America, and you are, too. Did you think I would go without you?”

She became sober again. “I shall miss Aunt Dinah. When she’s not scolding, she can sometimes be so nice. I think she will be lonesome without me. And my friends Lore and Ruth—but still it will be wonderful on the ship. And David will be there, so it won’t really be very strange. Besides, I like Papa, I love him already. He has such a good smile. The doll has golden hair, he said.”

And it seemed to the child that the sun had never risen so brightly and with such sparkle as on this morning.

They stood downstairs saying their good-byes. Ferdinand took out a purse. Smooth, fat coins, gold florins, slid into a puddled heap on the table.

“This will do for now,” he said. “I have instructed my banker in Strasbourg to send you the same every month for as long as either one of you lives. And this bag here—this is a donation to the synagogue. Make it for me in Hannah’s memory.”

The old man and the aging woman were overawed. There was something in their speechless awe, in the wetness of their eyes, that made David ashamed. That any human being should have to be so grateful to another was wrong somehow. It was humiliating.

“And don’t worry about the children. They will have perfect care in my home. My wife Emma is the kindest woman. She is looking forward to them.”

Aunt Dinah wiped her eyes. “David is too daring for his own good, too bold and careless. Headstrong. When he gets a thought in his head you can’t dig it out. So stubborn. But such a good boy all the same.” David looked at her in astonishment. Never, never once that he could remember had she called him a good boy.

“Yes, he knows what the world should be and thinks he can change it. When you learn not to say the first thing that comes to mind, David, it will be better for you,” Dinah concluded.

The old man had something to add. “Last year he got us into trouble with the neighbors. The father over there was beating his young son for stealing potatoes, and David shouted at the man: ‘That’s no way to train a child!’ he told him. ‘You ought to know better! The Torah instructs you to teach a child, not beat him.’ Imagine! A boy just past Bar Mitzvah telling a grown man how to rear his son! The man was angry, I can tell you that.”

“But David was right,” Miriam remarked suddenly.

“His shadow,” Dinah said, embracing the child. “She is her brother’s shadow. Anything he does is right in her eyes. Isn’t it, Miriam?”

Ferdinand laughed. “Well, I can see my life will be more interesting from now on, anyway.”

Now the moment had come, the hardest of all, the final moment when there is nothing more to say than a farewell, which must be said with some restraint and dignity lest the last memory be of total grief. There must be a severance, but not a ripping.

David took Dinah’s hand and then the grandfather’s, kissed them, and without speaking turned away. Moved by the boy’s intuition, for in another moment the old man would have broken down in tears, Ferdinand took those same hands in his. Then with his arms upon the shoulders of his children, aware that the two left behind were closely watching, and that the sight of this affection would be a consolation to them, he led them down the alley to the yard of the Golden Bear, where the coach was already waiting to take them on the first leg of the long journey home.
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Five weeks out of Le Havre the brig Mirabelle, carrying cotton goods, wine, and passengers, had left the iron-gray North Atlantic behind, had taken on fresh food and water in the Azores, and was now moving southwestward into summer. Between blue and blue it sailed, the dome of sky merging with the indigo swell of the sea. Turquoise and lapis lazuli and azure, the waves raced with the ship. Where the wake followed, splitting the surface of the water at the stern, the blue was so pale as to quiver into silver. Caught by the trade winds the tall sails whipped and the ship gathered more speed; its festive pennants crackled and the carved, aristocratic lady on the prow stretched her long neck toward the western hemisphere as if she, too, were impatient to reach it.

For Miriam, who had never traveled more than a few kilometers between identical villages in a horse and cart, who had never seen anything more impressive than the rather mediocre summer residence of the Graf von Weisshausen—and that only glimpsed from a distant road at the end of a long cypress allée—who had never seen anything more exotic than a traveling coach such as the one in which her father had arrived, the voyage was miraculous and would have been an end in itself had it led nowhere at all. For David, who had traveled in books across the world, it was miraculous, too, but in a different way. His eyes were alert. Nothing escaped him. He had great expectations.

Having been told that French was the spoken language in New Orleans, he had immediately set himself and his sister to learning it. Among the small company of passengers—a pair of Paris bankers with their fashionable, vivacious wives, and a group of nuns on their way to a convent in New Orleans—were a father and son returning from a European trip to their home in Charleston. The father, Simon Carvalho, was a physician. Gabriel, the son, was David’s age. He was an attractive boy with even features and a reserved manner. Unlike David, he moved deliberately and slowly. Yet he had been friendly enough to suggest that he teach French to the Raphael pair. David was greatly in awe of him and his knowledge.

“He knows so much. I’ll never catch up with all that Latin and science. And he’s six months younger than I am, too,” David complained to Ferdinand.

“Well, with the advantages he’s had, no wonder. But you’ll catch up, I’m confident you will.”

Ferdinand had found out about the family on the first day of the voyage, almost before they had left the harbor.

“They’re Sephardic Jews. Came to South Carolina from Spain via Brazil generations ago. In 1697, I think the doctor said. He has a married daughter living in New Orleans, Rosa and Henry de Rivera. People of substance. Accustomed to wealth. Quiet in their tastes, although they own the best of everything,” he concluded with satisfaction.

It pleased his father, David saw, to be acquainted with important people. This bothered David. He saw it as a sign of weakness, and he didn’t want to see weakness in his father. At the same time he was ashamed of his own disloyalty for having such a thought.

“You’re making good progress with Gabriel, so I see, or rather, so I hear,” Dr. Carvalho remarked to David one day. “Pretty soon I won’t need to speak in German to you anymore. You seem to understand almost anything I say in French. Perhaps you could persuade my son to start you on English, too.”

“Oh,” Ferdinand said, “they won’t need English in New Orleans. We’ve twice as many French speakers there as English speakers. It’s considered rude to speak English at home, even when you know how.”

Dr. Carvalho replied, “That will change. It is already changing. My daughter tells me the city is fast filling up with Americans.”

“I thought everybody there was an American!” David exclaimed.

“That’s just an expression,” Ferdinand told him. “It refers to people from other parts of the United States. Creoles have French or Spanish ancestors. And, socially speaking, they’re the summit. A so-called ‘American’ of my acquaintance told me that the proudest day of his mother’s life was the first time she was invited into a Creole home.”

Dr. Carvalho responded politely. “Is that so?”

“Yes. She was invited for café noir one afternoon and she understood she was being honored. Creoles prefer to keep to themselves, among their own.”

The other man smiled. “Artificial differences.”

Again David felt the quick heat of embarrassment, as if the doctor’s remark, mild as it was, had been a reproof to Ferdinand. And, troubled, he looked away, out to the placid sea, which was at the moment barely moving, slowly tilting like liquid in a cup. The sight of it was soothing. The rigging hummed in the wind, vibrating like a violin.

Ferdinand rubbed his hands together. “It won’t be long before you’ll be home in Charleston, Doctor. After that, it’s down the coast for us, into the Gulf and home.” He took a deep, audible breath. “Ah, glorious! Glorious! This freedom you feel on the ocean! Who could believe we left Europe way back there only a few weeks ago? It’s hard to remember that Europe exists at all!”

From the lower deck came a babble and rumble of voices. Everyone looked down to where a mass of humanity had gathered on the open deck below. They were mostly young men—immigrants, with here and there a clustered family: restless children, fathers in peasant clothing, women carrying infants. They were taking their allotted daily hour of air. Those above watched in silent curiosity; those below did not once glance up.

“Poor creatures! I hope,” remarked the doctor, “they don’t carelessly set fires with their cooking down there. I worry about that.”

“It gets cold below,” David said. “Either that or hot as a stove. I could hardly breathe in the heat one day when I was there.”

“You were down there?” Ferdinand asked sharply. “What were you doing?”

“I brought them something to eat.”

“To eat! They have food.”

“It’s not fit to eat, Papa. Even their water smells foul. Last week their meat was maggoty and they had to throw it overboard. It’s not fair, you know! The captain promised these people decent food, but he makes them buy potatoes from him when they run out. They’re thirsty and hungry. Up here in the cabins we get fresh meat and oranges from the Azores. It’s not fair.”

Dr. Carvalho murmured gently, “A great many things in this world aren’t and never will be.”

In earnest protest the boy’s forehead wrinkled. “There’s no reason why they shouldn’t be!” he cried. “I asked one of the sailors how many people there were down there in that little space. Four hundred! They’re all crammed in. Two double rows of bunks, one above the other. There’s a narrow aisle between. You can hardly squeeze through. And the space is only five and a half feet high. If you’re tall like me, you have to stoop to walk.”

Ferdinand interrupted. “You’re not to go down again, do you hear? They’ve got rats and dysentery. God knows what diseases you might have caught or given to the rest of us.”

“Your father is right,” Dr. Carvalho said. “Where the air is fetid, fever breeds. That’s well known.”

David was distressed. “But I promised to bring some oranges! I’ve had them every day; surely I can share a few, can’t I?”

“Lower your voice before you bring disgrace on us,” Ferdinand said, for David’s voice had risen. The French bankers and their wives were staring.

“I haven’t said anything disgraceful. I was only saying what I believed.”

With conspicuous tact Dr. Carvalho moved away. And Ferdinand continued, “Your manners need mending. Jews especially need better manners, and it’s time you learned some, David.”

Anger mounted; the father’s face flushed and his lips quivered; the son faced the father.

“Jews? Why should we especially cringe?”

“I’m not asking you to ‘cringe,’ as you put it. I’m only asking you not to make a spectacle of yourself and of us.”

David persisted. Something in him wanted to avoid his father’s anger. Something else drove him to goading. “But why? Why should just Jews have better manners? You still haven’t told me.”

“Because.” Ferdinand spoke in a low, agitated tone. “Because to be Jewish is to be judged, to be a victim. Heine—you’ve read Heine?”

“Yes, I have. I’ve read his poems.”

“Well. He himself said that to be a Jew is a misfortune. Heine said that. Read it for yourself.”

“And you agree with him, Papa?”

“Certainly I agree. Look around you. It’s only common sense.”

The boy felt as if he had been bruised. “Yet you gave money to the synagogue at home.”

Ferdinand shrugged. “For old times’ sake. For your mother’s sake. I never go to the synagogue.”

“You’re a Christian, then?”

“Certainly not. I would never convert. What do you take me for? It’s simply that—it’s just that—none of it means that much to me. None of it. And least of all that foolishness of the dietary laws; you think God cares what you put in your stomach? That any man who eats pork is an evil man?”

“I don’t think that at all, Papa. For myself, I obey because it’s a reminder of who I am. It’s hard to explain—”

“Well, don’t try,” Ferdinand grumbled.

David turned frowning into the western sun. He stood for a long time at the prow. A line of gulls which had been following the ship past Bermuda rode with the wind over the phosphorescent, gleaming sea. A flying fish sprang upward, flashing silver, then curved back into the water.

God is a great strength, the boy thought. We move with Him. The gulls move through the air and the fish through water, but we move with Him. We feel large then; we feel proud.

But his father had made him feel small and ashamed. Tears came to his eyes. He saw a chasm opening between himself and his father.

Miriam, in her childish way, was troubled, too. She had heard it all. Oh, how shocked Opa would be to know what Papa had just said! Still, why did David make Papa angry? He couldn’t possibly win, so why start? This was like being home with Aunt Dinah’s complaining and Opa’s snapping at her to be quiet. One could hear their quarreling voices even with a wall between. She had such dread of angry voices. When they fought at home, she’d pick Gretel up and hold her close. The soft, licking tongue, the small warm life, were such comfort against angry voices.

Now, leaning over the rail, Miriam pressed the dog to her chest. “Ah, Gretel, little Gretel, you and I—Gretel! Gretel! Oh, God!” she screamed.

The scream tore the air. All faces turned to her, all feet rushed to her, not knowing, not understanding, until she pointed.

Far, far below, the dog’s head bobbed in the water.

“David!” It was to him, not to her father, that she turned. “She only wiggled a little, slipped away! Oh, David!”

“Good God!” Ferdinand cried. “The boy’s gone mad!”

For David had on the instant stripped off his jacket, climbed over the rail, and, feet first, plunged overboard. Sailors shouted from the rigging as, helplessly, the boy thrashed in the swelling sea. And with sudden comprehension, Ferdinand screamed in horror.

“He can’t swim!”

Two sailors raced down the deck with a rope ladder and began to climb down, but before they had gone a quarter of the way, young Gabriel had also gone over the side, diving in an expert arc to where, only a few feet away, David’s head had already gone under. The cheering, frightened, fascinated watchers on the deck saw the boy grasp David’s shirt, saw the sailors pulling, hoisting David up the ladder, and saw Gabriel pluck the dog up to safety.

It had all taken no longer than five minutes. Of such minutes eternities are made.

Retching and gasping, David lay stretched on the deck. Whirling through his descent, he had fallen flat upon the water and his belly was tight with pain. He lay unspeaking. Nobody expected him to speak. From his supine position he could see Miriam clutching the bedraggled dog. Legs loomed above him, his father’s and Dr. Carvalho’s on either side. The nuns in their heavy black skirts glided past as if there were no legs inside the skirts. The French ladies were chirping admiration at Gabriel, heroic Gabriel.

The only difference between him and me is that he knows how to swim. I look like an idiot.

After a while he was able to sit up, and Ferdinand, immensely relieved, attacked him at once.

“You fool, David! What did you think you could do down there? And this warm ocean full of sharks, too! Don’t you ever think before you speak or act? Don’t you ever think?”

“She loves the dog,” David muttered stubbornly.

“She may love it, but is a dog worth your life? I don’t understand you. And your friend, young Carvalho, he risked his life for you. He’s a hero. At least he can swim, and he was risking himself for a human life, not a dog’s.”

David was silent. Ferdinand paced up and down. When again he stood over David, he had calmed himself.

“Yes, it was good of you to think of your sister. I shall try to look at it that way. A big, impulsive heart. Not a bad thing to have.” He tried to smile. “But, my God, you would have died if it weren’t for Gabriel. The sailors were too slow and Maxim and Chanute were belowdecks.”

The incident had darkened the afternoon. Quietly, as if chastened, people stood like the wooden lady on the prow, looking out to the west.

Someone brought a stool for Miriam, and there she sat, facing westward like the rest, with Gretel, now fastened by a chain, beside her. Shock silenced her. David had almost died. And the other boy, too. How brave they had been, both of them. And Gabriel only a stranger.

He had gone to sit with David. Catching her look, he waved to her. Had she thanked him enough? Could one thank him enough? He looked so nice like that with his hands clasped around his knees and his hair ruffled in the wind. She wished David would be quiet like him; not that David wasn’t gentle and sometimes quite silent; but when he had an idea, he was so excited, he wouldn’t be still, would just go on arguing and never give up! He had been like that at home with Opa and it was plain he would go right on being like that with Papa.

“Your father doesn’t get angry at you the way mine does,” David was saying to Gabriel.

“Today, you mean? Well, he did scold me a little in the cabin when I was changing my clothes. But he was proud of me all the same.” Gabriel spoke almost shyly.

“When I think about it, I see that it was wrong of me, but I would nevar admit that to my father. Never. And do you know why?”

“Tell me.”

“Because I don’t like the way he talks to me about—about things. It’s because he doesn’t understand.”

“Understand what?”

David hesitated. “I just feel that he is too different from me, and I from him.”

“But you hardly know each other. Why don’t you wait to find out more?” Gabriel asked.

David leaned over and whispered. “In the morning, when I take out the phylacteries, he looks scornful and walks away. Do you think that’s right?”

“Well, no,” Gabriel answered doubtfully. “But then, I don’t know much about—”

“I forgot. You don’t do it, either.”

“But we are Jews as much as you are. Our customs are only—well, newer, that’s all.”

David thought, The “customs,” which is what he called the Laws, have been fixed once and forever. It is absolutely forbidden to change .… And his indignation simmered.

“Newer? So you must find the older ridiculous?”

“Not at all. If you believe in something, you have to follow it all the way, with all your heart.”

Gabriel’s frank sympathy made David ashamed of his momentary indignation.

“My trouble is, and I know it, that I’m not patient, Gabriel. Anyway, regardless of anything else, I owe you a debt for my life. And my sister owes you for her dog.”

“She’s a pretty little girl.”

“You think so? Her nose is too big,” David said affectionately.

“My father says she has the look of an aristocrat.”

“Oho! She can be a nuisance. Anyone who has a younger sister can tell you that.”

“I don’t know. My sister’s so much older. You’ll probably get to know her in New Orleans.”

“Is New Orleans as wonderful as my father says?”

“Of course. Why do you doubt it?”

“Because he exaggerates things.”

“Oh, you will have to stop suspecting him all the time, David.”

“Do you know, I think you’re probably a very good influence for me. I wish you were going to live in New Orleans.”

“But I’ll see you. We’ll stay Mends. I’m sure to visit my sister again. And in the meantime we’ll write to each other. You’ll write in French.” Gabriel laughed. “And I’ll send back the corrections.”

“I’ll write in English, too. No matter what my father says, I plan to learn English.”

So they talked with the simple honesty of the young who have not yet learned to choose friends for advantage, prestige, or any reason but honest liking, one for the other.

From across the deck Ferdinand was observing his children. The girl was very quiet, clutching her dog. Poor little thing! And he understood that the animal was a link between the unknown and all she had ever known. However, she was a cheerful soul. There would be no trouble with her, and a good deal of pleasure, he was certain. Yes, he thought, Miriam will be a brightness in the house, which has had no child.

Ah, but David! David is another story. So righteous, with those penetrating eyes, as if he were examining me, looking inside my head! If one were to judge him by his righteous talk, one would have to say he was an obnoxious young prig. But prigs don’t do the things he does, bringing food belowdecks, making himself a part of the misery down there, and God knows, and I should know, how miserable it is! Oh, a kind boy, yes, but still, it
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