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    This collection, The Greatest Works of Thomas Wolfe, gathers three major novels: Look Homeward, Angel (1929), Of Time and the River (1935), and You Can't Go Home Again (published posthumously in 1940). Its purpose is to present, in one volume, the most widely recognized expression of Wolfe’s artistic vision—the vast, searching narratives through which he forged a distinctive presence in American fiction. Though he died in 1938, leaving a large body of manuscripts, these novels stand at the center of his reputation. Read together, they trace an evolving engagement with home, time, memory, and the formation of a writer’s vocation within the shifting landscape of twentieth-century America.

Thomas Wolfe wrote at a moment when American literature was redefining itself, and his work embraced that ambition without modesty or apology. He pursued a capacious novelistic canvas, striving to capture the multiplicity of places, voices, and histories that shaped a life. The result is fiction that expands outward from the individual to the region, the nation, and the world, while always returning to the pulse of personal experience. These novels demonstrate his insistence that the shape of a life can be rendered in art with both intimacy and sweep, fusing the local and the vast into a single, resonant design.

The present volume is devoted to novels, the form in which Wolfe’s imagination found its fullest scale. His broader oeuvre also includes short fiction, essays, and other texts that appeared during his lifetime and after it, but the large novel remained his preferred vessel for encompassing the drama of growth and change. By focusing on these three books, the collection emphasizes the arc of his long-form storytelling—from the coming-of-age narrative to the tale of apprenticeship and, finally, to the writer’s reckoning with community and history—while acknowledging that Wolfe’s sensibility drew sustenance from many kinds of writing.

Wolfe’s style is unmistakable: rhapsodic, cumulative, and driven by the urge to name and sing the world. Long, flowing sentences build into surges of feeling; catalogues of places and sensations layer memory upon observation; shifts in perspective widen a scene to embrace crowds, skylines, and weather. He was drawn to the music of language and to the textures of everyday life, using recurrence and variation to generate momentum. The result is prose that carries the reader forward like a river in flood, yet is punctuated by quiet moments in which an image or a gesture crystallizes the tension between longing and arrival.

Across these novels, unifying themes emerge with clarity. Home is both haven and provocation: a place that shapes identity and compels departure. Time is experienced as flow and return, a movement that promises renewal even as it records loss. Family bonds inspire loyalty and conflict, while the call of art demands courage, discipline, and honesty. Cities represent possibility and bewilderment; small towns preserve memory even when they resist change. Above all, Wolfe’s protagonists seek to become themselves—through education, travel, work, and love—testing whether the self can be reconciled with the communities that claim it.

Look Homeward, Angel introduces a gifted, restless youth, Eugene Gant, growing up in the fictional town of Altamont, North Carolina, in the early years of the twentieth century. The novel’s premise is the shaping of a sensibility amid family pressures, the rhythms of small-town life, and the dawning recognition that the world beyond beckons. It traces the first stirrings of ambition and the discovery of books, friends, and horizons that enlarge a young person’s sense of what a life might be. Without resolving the future, it establishes the stakes of leaving and the costs of staying.

Of Time and the River extends Eugene Gant’s story into early adulthood, following his movement away from home and into the wider world. Education, work, and travel become stages in an apprenticeship to life and to art. The novel’s premise centers on the testing of hopes against the realities of ambition, the discipline of craft, and the widening social scales of bustling cities. It broadens the earlier canvas, situating an individual’s growth within a turbulent, dynamic nation, and asking whether one can sustain intensity of feeling while learning the patience that creation and maturity require.

You Can’t Go Home Again presents a new protagonist, George Webber, a young novelist whose first book provokes anger in his hometown and unsettles his sense of belonging. Faced with the consequences of writing about what he knows, he grapples with the responsibilities of art and the demands of the public world. The novel’s premise follows his search for understanding amid the social and political upheavals of the 1930s, in American cities and abroad. It examines how memory, loyalty, and change collide, and how a writer might live truthfully when the past and present press back with equal force.

Throughout these narratives, Wolfe transforms personal material into a broader myth of American striving. His protagonists are not simply portraits; they are instruments through which experience is transmuted into story. Names, places, and episodes carry symbolic weight, yet the fiction retains the grain of lived detail. The result is a doubleness: the intimate self-regard of a diarist joined to the panoramic vision of a chronicler. This fusion enables the books to speak both to readers who recognize their own local histories and to those who seek a more encompassing representation of the country’s restless energies.

The publication histories of these novels illuminate their coherence and variety. Look Homeward, Angel and Of Time and the River appeared during Wolfe’s lifetime, the latter following directly upon the former’s exploration of youth. You Can’t Go Home Again was assembled for publication after his death in 1938 by his editor, Edward Aswell, from the author’s manuscripts. Despite differing circumstances of composition and release, the three novels converse intimately: they turn upon the paradox that one must leave home to see it clearly and must change in order to remember truly.

Wolfe’s lasting significance rests on the scale of his vision and the intensity of his voice. He offered a modern American epic rooted not in battlefields or palaces but in kitchens, boardinghouses, train stations, and streets. His books have remained central to discussions of the coming-of-age novel, the artist’s novel, and the literature of place. Readers return to them for their openness to experience, their recording of the nation’s varied geographies, and their testimony to the costs and rewards of ambition. In their amplitude, these novels preserve a record of aspiration that feels both historical and immediate.

The Greatest Works of Thomas Wolfe invites readers to encounter these novels as a continuous undertaking—three movements of a single, expansive composition—or to approach each on its own terms. Taken together, they chart a passage from youth to mastery to reckoning, from the small town to the metropolis to the larger world, from the private to the public sphere. Their order in this collection follows the sequence of publication, allowing themes to unfold and deepen. May the pages that follow open pathways through memory and desire, leading toward the abiding mystery of home and the work of becoming.
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    Thomas Wolfe was an American novelist of the early twentieth century whose sweeping, autobiographically inflected fiction sought to encompass the breadth of modern life. Writing from the 1920s through the late 1930s, he became known for rhapsodic prose, prodigious manuscripts, and an unguarded emotional range that set him apart from many contemporaries. His central books—Look Homeward, Angel, Of Time and the River, and the posthumous You Can’t Go Home Again—trace a quest for identity amid the promises and dislocations of the United States. Through them, Wolfe fashioned an expansive portrait of home and exile, memory and ambition, that continues to shape discussions of the American novel. Though he died young, his achievement remains a touchstone for writers drawn to large-scale narratives and the porous boundary between life and art.

Raised in Asheville, North Carolina, Wolfe pursued higher education at the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill, where he wrote and staged plays and developed a lifelong habit of intensive reading. He then studied drama at Harvard University, working in the celebrated playwriting workshop led by George Pierce Baker, training that sharpened his sense of scene, rhetoric, and theatrical cadence. Afterward, he taught for a time at New York University while struggling to place his dramatic work. Exposure to both American and European literary traditions, along with encounters in classrooms and theaters, helped direct him from the stage to fiction of panoramic scope.

In the later 1920s Wolfe turned decisively to the novel, entering a long editorial collaboration with Maxwell Perkins at Charles Scribner’s Sons. The result was Look Homeward, Angel, a capacious bildungsroman drawing on his Asheville upbringing and the tensions of leaving home. Its ambition was unmistakable: an attempt to gather a childhood and a region into a single, continuous song. Critics praised the vitality and musicality of the prose, while some readers—especially in his hometown—objected to its thinly veiled portraits. The controversy only heightened attention, and the book established Wolfe as a major new voice with a distinctly American reach.

Seeking to expand both canvas and method, Wolfe followed with Of Time and the River. The novel extends his protagonist’s departure into a restless apprenticeship in cities, classrooms, and landscapes far from the mountains of youth. Time, change, and artistic calling are its governing subjects, pursued through long, surging passages that test the limits of narrative form. Again working closely with Perkins, Wolfe cut and shaped vast drafts into a publishable whole. The book met strong public interest and critical debate, admired for power and range even as some reviewers questioned excess. It secured Wolfe’s position among America’s leading novelists of the decade.

Wolfe’s working life was defined by prodigious composition and revision. He wrote in notebooks and sprawling typescripts, then relied on editorial dialogue to winnow thousands of pages into sequence and shape. Travels in the United States and Europe furnished fresh scenes and voices, feeding his ambition to write an all-encompassing chronicle of modern experience. As his reputation grew, he reconsidered his professional attachments, eventually leaving Scribner’s for Harper & Brothers in the late 1930s. The move reflected both practical concerns and a desire for different editorial stewardship of his expanding manuscripts, which continued to evolve toward a more overt exploration of return and change.

His final major work, You Can’t Go Home Again, was assembled and published after his death from material left in extensive drafts. At Harper & Brothers, editor Edward Aswell shaped the text, drawing on Wolfe’s long project about a writer who revisits the places and people of his past only to find a transformed world. The book distills themes that had animated him from the start: the lure of home, the inevitability of change, and the search for artistic authority. Readers recognized it as a culminating statement, at once elegiac and exploratory, that broadened appreciation for the ambition underlying his career.

Wolfe’s late years were marked by relentless work and declining health; he died in the late 1930s, not yet forty, from complications of tuberculosis. His early death fixed his image as a prodigy of energy and feeling, leaving behind manuscripts that editors continued to organize and scholars continue to study. The three books most associated with him—Look Homeward, Angel, Of Time and the River, and You Can’t Go Home Again—remain essential to conversations about autobiographical fiction, regional representation, and the scale of the American novel. Their enduring appeal lies in Wolfe’s conviction that language might capture the full surge of a life.
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    Thomas Wolfe’s major works emerged from the upheavals of the United States between the late Progressive Era and the eve of World War II. Look Homeward, Angel (1929), Of Time and the River (1935), and the posthumous You Can’t Go Home Again (1940) span small-town Southern life, the cosmopolitan 1920s, and the Depression decade. Wolfe wrote as cities swelled, industries modernized, and American letters turned toward both experimentation and an encyclopedic ambition to capture national life. The collection distills tensions between provincial roots and metropolitan promise, reflecting economic booms and busts, shifting class structures, and a world increasingly linked by steamship, railroad, radio, and the press.

Look Homeward, Angel is rooted in the New South of the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, when railroads, tourism, and real estate promotion transformed Appalachian towns. Asheville, North Carolina—thinly veiled in the novel—grew as a resort and commercial center, while Jim Crow segregation hardened across the region. Monument shops, boardinghouses, and street commerce formed a texture of labor and aspiration shaped by seasonal visitors and speculative cycles. The book’s small-town panorama aligns with Progressive-era reform and boosterism, yet it registers the limits of that optimism amid poverty, illness, and social stratification, offering a portrait of a South negotiating modernity without relinquishing entrenched hierarchies.

Wolfe’s trajectory from public schooling to the University of North Carolina and then Harvard reflects early twentieth-century expansions in American higher education. State universities and professionalized graduate programs drew ambitious students from rural areas, and the Boston–Cambridge cultural sphere offered access to theaters, libraries, and scholarly networks. Wolfe studied dramaturgy in George Pierce Baker’s famous 47 Workshop, a locus for new American drama. This institutional world—funded by philanthropy, guided by academic gatekeepers, and buoyed by a rhetoric of merit—forms a crucial backdrop to Of Time and the River, which tracks an intellectual and artistic education set against national debates about culture, commerce, and the role of art.

Urbanization and migration drive the collection’s movement north to New York City, a publishing and theatrical capital by the 1910s and 1920s. Skyscrapers, electric lights, subways, and crowded tenements typified a metropolis where immigrant neighborhoods, bohemian enclaves, and financial power coexisted. Editors, agents, and critics congregated near newspapers and magazines, shaping literary careers through reviews and contracts. Wolfe’s depictions of Manhattan register a city of possibility and alienation: opportunity concentrated by modern infrastructure; anonymity fostered by scale. The novels observe how urban rhythms, office routines, and late-night streets recast provincial ambition into a restless pursuit of recognition within a national cultural market.

World War I and its aftermath provide a generational frame. The United States mobilized in 1917; the 1918 armistice left millions processing losses and abrupt social change. The influenza pandemic of 1918–1919 intensified grief and uncertainty. Veterans returned to altered towns and labor markets, while debates about sacrifice and national purpose infused postwar culture. Wolfe’s characters inhabit this mood of dislocation, in which old certainties feel provisional and new opportunities carry a sense of rupture. The novels’ oscillation between nostalgia and critique mirrors a nation reconciling civic idealism with the costs of war and the fragility of prosperity.

The 1920s cast a glow of consumer abundance—mass advertising, chain stores, and credit systems—alongside Prohibition’s paradoxical stimulation of nightlife and illicit economies. Radio networks, jazz clubs, and movie palaces produced a shared national culture, while real estate speculation created fortunes and failures. In the South, booster campaigns promoted health resorts and mountain vistas; Asheville’s boom left municipal debts after the crash. Wolfe’s urban chapters register neon and bustle; his Southern scenes capture proud civic rhetoric undercut by poverty and uneven development. The decade’s glamour and volatility inform Of Time and the River’s fascination with charisma, performance, and the American appetite for magnitude.

Wolfe’s career unfolded within a powerful editorial culture. Charles Scribner’s Sons and Maxwell Perkins championed long, ambitious manuscripts while insisting on drastic cutting to meet market expectations and legal constraints. Look Homeward, Angel’s recognizably drawn townspeople provoked controversy in Asheville, exposing authors to libel risks when roman à clef realism met small-community sensitivities. The shaping hand of editors affected pacing and scope, situating Wolfe within a modern system where publicity, contracts, and serial excerpts mediated readers’ access to sprawling narratives. The novels thus record not only a personal vision of America but also the compromises and disciplines of New York’s interwar publishing industry.

The collection enters literary modernism without fully adopting its most austere techniques. While contemporaries like Hemingway and Faulkner experimented with compression or fractured time, Wolfe pursued a capacious, rhapsodic mode indebted to Whitman’s catalogues and nineteenth-century realism. This stylistic choice intersects with historical change: an expanding nation demanded forms that could map class, region, and memory at once. Yet modernist currents—montage, interiority, skepticism about inherited plots—permeate his cities and journeys. The novels’ shifting registers reflect debates among critics about national style, the uses of autobiography, and whether the modern American novel should refine experience or attempt to embrace its totality.

The crash of 1929 and the Great Depression reoriented American life. Bank failures, foreclosures, and widespread unemployment dismantled the 1920s promise, while New Deal programs reshaped relations between citizens and the federal state. Breadlines and relief offices entered the urban landscape; rural communities faced collapsing commodity prices. You Can’t Go Home Again and sections of Of Time and the River measure this crisis through bankruptcies, shuttered businesses, and anxious mobility. Wolfe’s protagonists move through a society reassessing success and security, as federal rhetoric of recovery coexists with personal desperation. The novels become vehicles for moral inventory, asking what remains when optimism encounters structural catastrophe.

Class conflict sharpened during the Depression, but it had already surged in the textile South of the late 1920s. Mill towns expanded across the Carolinas; long hours, low pay, and the “stretch-out” prompted strikes, notably the 1929 Gastonia strike, which drew national attention and violence. Even where Wolfe’s pages avoid direct reportage, their social geography—boardinghouses near depots, mill-village economies, aspiring clerks in city offices—registers this world of precarious labor and status anxiety. The novels observe how booster rhetoric masked strain, and how ambition coursed through a society where mobility could mean education and travel or simply survival from one pay envelope to the next.

New York’s ethnic neighborhoods, shaped by late nineteenth- and early twentieth-century immigration, give the collection a cosmopolitan backdrop. The Johnson-Reed Act of 1924 curtailed new arrivals, but the city remained multilingual and multiethnic, with Jewish, Italian, Irish, and Central and Eastern European communities active in theater, publishing, and commerce. Anti-immigrant sentiment and anti-Semitism persisted in social clubs and universities, even as immigrant artists and patrons energized cultural institutions. Wolfe’s portrayals of New York acquaintances and intellectual circles arise from this setting, where patronage, interfaith encounters, and debates about American identity played out in apartments, rehearsal rooms, and editorial offices.

Transatlantic travel situates Wolfe’s characters in the ferment of Weimar and interwar Europe. Steamships carried American writers to Parisian cafes, German theaters, and English publishing houses, tightening circuits of influence. The rise of fascism dramatically altered this landscape: Nazi book burnings in 1933, the Nuremberg Laws of 1935, and surveillance of dissent chilled cultural exchange. Wolfe visited Germany in the mid-1930s and publicly condemned Nazi anti-Semitism in 1937. You Can’t Go Home Again reflects this confrontation with authoritarianism, contrasting earlier cosmopolitan optimism with a Europe closing down freedoms. The novels thus chart a shift from exuberant travel to moral alarm about mass politics.

Mass media altered both subject matter and authorial fame. Chain newspapers, national magazines, and radio shows created a broad market for literary personalities, while Hollywood adapted popular novels and amplified celebrity culture. Advertising and syndicated reviews could elevate or stigmatize a book within weeks, compressing the time between creation and public judgment. Wolfe’s expansive social canvases absorb this mediated environment: editorial offices, critics’ columns, and gossipy salons become part of a work’s fate. The period’s publicity mechanisms encouraged performative self-fashioning among authors, even as the era’s artistic debates asked whether mass culture enriched or diluted serious literature.

Technological mobility reinforced Wolfe’s thematic obsession with movement. Automobiles and expanding highway systems connected towns to cities; railroads remained the spine of intercity travel; ocean liners turned Atlantic crossings into regular circuits. Time zones, timetables, and terminals organized daily life, while new bridges and tunnels reconfigured the geography of New York and its environs. This infrastructure underwrites the novels’ ceaseless departures and returns, shaping how characters imagine destiny and escape. Trains, ferries, and taxis are not mere scenery; they are instruments of social sorting and narrative pacing, emblematic of an America measuring itself in miles, schedules, and the sightlines of stations and harbors.

The racial order of the early twentieth-century South—segregation laws, disenfranchisement, and racial violence—forms a crucial, often backgrounded context for Look Homeward, Angel’s setting. Meanwhile, the Great Migration brought millions of Black Southerners to Northern cities, transforming labor markets and culture; the Harlem Renaissance advanced new artistic voices that remade American letters. Wolfe’s works, focused elsewhere, nonetheless move through landscapes structured by these facts: Black workers in service economies, segregated facilities, and Northern neighborhoods where opportunity and prejudice coexisted. The novels’ attention to status and belonging thus implicates race as a foundational, if frequently implicit, determinant of mobility and recognition.

The later history of Wolfe’s texts is inseparable from his early death in 1938 and the editorial shaping that followed. After leaving Scribner’s in 1937 for Harper & Brothers, Wolfe left voluminous manuscripts. Edward Aswell organized and edited them into The Web and the Rock (1939) and You Can’t Go Home Again (1940). This process—undertaken as Europe slid into war in 1939—means that the latter novel also documents how American publishing responded to a world crisis, packaging urgent social observation and political warning for readers confronting news of invasions, alliances, and refugees. Posthumous curation turned Wolfe’s sprawling drafts into timely cultural interventions.

The collection registers how local controversy becomes national discourse. Look Homeward, Angel ignited anger in Asheville upon publication, as residents recognized themselves in thinly veiled portraits. The episode illuminates an interwar America where small communities were increasingly exposed to metropolitan scrutiny and where legal and social norms about privacy, reputational harm, and free expression were being tested. When Wolfe returned to Asheville in 1937, the mood had softened, reflecting the novel’s ascent into the national canon. Across the books, the journey from scandal to classic mirrors the consolidation of a modern literary culture linking region, nation, and transatlantic publics through print and rumor alike.|This seems to contain a pipe and errors Wait. I must remove this error.
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    Eugene Gant Novels: Look Homeward, Angel; Of Time and the River
These companion novels trace Eugene Gant’s passage from a turbulent Southern home into the wider world, charting his education, awakenings, and restless drive to become an artist. Look Homeward, Angel is steeped in family entanglements and the magnetism of a small town, while Of Time and the River expands into cities, classrooms, and journeys that test his loyalties and ambitions. Wolfe’s exuberant, lyrical style binds intimate memory to panoramic American landscapes, dwelling on time, belonging, and the ache of leaving without quite arriving.
You Can't Go Home Again
Following novelist George Webber after a book estranges him from his hometown, this novel sends its protagonist across America and abroad in search of truth amid social and personal upheaval. As he confronts anger, disillusionment, and the temptations of nostalgia, the book probes what it means to write honestly and to belong in a changing world. The tone is reflective and expansive, moving from private reckoning to broader critique, and deepening Wolfe’s recurring themes of memory, identity, and the impossibility of returning to an idealized past.
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  This is a first book, and in it the author has written of experience which is now far and lost, but which was once part of the fabric of his life. If any reader, therefore, should say that the book is “autobiographical” the writer has no answer for him: it seems to him that all serious work in fiction is autobiographical — that, for instance, a more autobiographical work than “Gulliver’s Travels” cannot easily be imagined.


  This note, however, is addressed principally to those persons whom the writer may have known in the period covered by these pages. To these persons, he would say what he believes they understand already: that this book was written in innocence and nakedness of spirit, and that the writer’s main concern was to give fulness, life, and intensity to the actions and people in the book he was creating. Now that it is to be published, he would insist that this book is a fiction, and that he meditated no man’s portrait here.


  But we are the sum of all the moments of our lives — all that is ours is in them: we cannot escape or conceal it. If the writer has used the clay of life to make his book, he has only used what all men must, what none can keep from using. Fiction is not fact, but fiction is fact selected and understood, fiction is fact arranged and charged with purpose. Dr. Johnson remarked that a man would turn over half a library to make a single book: in the same way, a novelist may turn over half the people in a town to make a single figure in his novel. This is not the whole method but the writer believes it illustrates the whole method in a book that is written from a middle distance and is without rancour or bitter intention.
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  ... a stone, a leaf, an unfound door; of a stone, a leaf, a door. And of all the forgotten faces.


  Naked and alone we came into exile. In her dark womb we did not know our mother’s face; from the prison of her flesh have we come into the unspeakable and incommunicable prison of this earth.


  Which of us has known his brother? Which of us has looked into his father’s heart? Which of us has not remained forever prison-pent? Which of us is not forever a stranger and alone?


  O waste of loss, in the hot mazes, lost, among bright stars on this most weary unbright cinder, lost! Remembering speechlessly we seek the great forgotten language, the lost lane-end into heaven, a stone, a leaf, an unfound door. Where? When?


  O lost, and by the wind grieved, ghost, come back again.


  1
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  A destiny that leads the English to the Dutch is strange enough; but one that leads from Epsom into Pennsylvania, and thence into the hills that shut in Altamont over the proud coral cry of the cock, and the soft stone smile of an angel, is touched by that dark miracle of chance which makes new magic in a dusty world.


  Each of us is all the sums he has not counted: subtract us into nakedness and night again, and you shall see begin in Crete four thousand years ago the love that ended yesterday in Texas.


  The seed of our destruction will blossom in the desert, the alexin of our cure grows by a mountain rock, and our lives are haunted by a Georgia slattern, because a London cut-purse went unhung. Each moment is the fruit of forty thousand years. The minute-winning days, like flies, buzz home to death, and every moment is a window on all time.


  This is a moment:


  An Englishman named Gilbert Gaunt, which he later changed to Gant (a concession probably to Yankee phonetics), having come to Baltimore from Bristol in 1837 on a sailing vessel, soon let the profits of a public house which he had purchased roll down his improvident gullet. He wandered westward into Pennsylvania, eking out a dangerous living by matching fighting cocks against the champions of country barnyards, and often escaping after a night spent in a village jail, with his champion dead on the field of battle, without the clink of a coin in his pocket, and sometimes with the print of a farmer’s big knuckles on his reckless face. But he always escaped, and coming at length among the Dutch at harvest time he was so touched by the plenty of their land that he cast out his anchors there. Within a year he married a rugged young widow with a tidy farm who like all the other Dutch had been charmed by his air of travel, and his grandiose speech, particularly when he did Hamlet in the manner of the great Edmund Kean. Every one said he should have been an actor.


  The Englishman begot children — a daughter and four sons — lived easily and carelessly, and bore patiently the weight of his wife’s harsh but honest tongue. The years passed, his bright somewhat staring eyes grew dull and bagged, the tall Englishman walked with a gouty shuffle: one morning when she came to nag him out of sleep she found him dead of an apoplexy. He left five children, a mortgage and — in his strange dark eyes which now stared bright and open — something that had not died: a passionate and obscure hunger for voyages.


  So, with this legacy, we leave this Englishman and are concerned hereafter with the heir to whom he bequeathed it, his second son, a boy named Oliver. How this boy stood by the roadside near his mother’s farm, and saw the dusty Rebels march past on their way to Gettysburg, how his cold eyes darkened when he heard the great name of Virginia, and how the year the war had ended, when he was still fifteen, he had walked along a street in Baltimore, and seen within a little shop smooth granite slabs of death, carved lambs and cherubim, and an angel poised upon cold phthisic feet, with a smile of soft stone idiocy — this is a longer tale. But I know that his cold and shallow eyes had darkened with the obscure and passionate hunger that had lived in a dead man’s eyes, and that had led from Fenchurch Street past Philadelphia. As the boy looked at the big angel with the carved stipe of lilystalk, a cold and nameless excitement possessed him. The long fingers of his big hands closed. He felt that he wanted, more than anything in the world, to carve delicately with a chisel. He wanted to wreak something dark and unspeakable in him into cold stone. He wanted to carve an angel’s head.


  Oliver entered the shop and asked a big bearded man with a wooden mallet for a job. He became the stone cutter’s apprentice. He worked in that dusty yard five years. He became a stone cutter. When his apprenticeship was over he had become a man.


  He never found it. He never learned to carve an angel’s head. The dove, the lamb, the smooth joined marble hands of death, and letters fair and fine — but not the angel. And of all the years of waste and loss — the riotous years in Baltimore, of work and savage drunkenness, and the theatre of Booth and Salvini, which had a disastrous effect upon the stone cutter, who memorized each accent of the noble rant, and strode muttering through the streets, with rapid gestures of the enormous talking hands — these are blind steps and gropings of our exile, the painting of our hunger as, remembering speechlessly, we seek the great forgotten language, the lost lane-end into heaven, a stone, a leaf, a door. Where? When?


  He never found it, and he reeled down across the continent into the Reconstruction South — a strange wild form of six feet four with cold uneasy eyes, a great blade of nose, and a rolling tide of rhetoric, a preposterous and comic invective, as formalized as classical epithet, which he used seriously, but with a faint uneasy grin around the corners of his thin wailing mouth.


  He set up business in Sydney, the little capital city of one of the middle Southern states, lived soberly and industriously under the attentive eye of a folk still raw with defeat and hostility, and finally, his good name founded and admission won, he married a gaunt tubercular spinstress, ten years his elder, but with a nest egg and an unshakable will to matrimony. Within eighteen months he was a howling maniac again, his little business went smash while his foot stayed on the polished rail, and Cynthia, his wife — whose life, the natives said, he had not helped to prolong — died suddenly one night after a hemorrhage.


  So, all was gone again — Cynthia, the shop, the hard-bought praise of soberness, the angel’s head — he walked through the streets at dark, yelling his pentameter curse at Rebel ways, and all their indolence; but sick with fear and loss and penitence, he wilted under the town’s reproving stare, becoming convinced, as the flesh wasted on his own gaunt frame, that Cynthia’s scourge was doing vengeance now on him.


  He was only past thirty, but he looked much older. His face was yellow and sunken; the waxen blade of his nose looked like a beak. He had long brown mustaches that hung straight down mournfully.


  His tremendous bouts of drinking had wrecked his health. He was thin as a rail and had a cough. He thought of Cynthia now, in the lonely and hostile town, and he became afraid. He thought he had tuberculosis and that he was going to die.


  So, alone and lost again, having found neither order nor establishment in the world, and with the earth cut away from his feet, Oliver resumed his aimless drift along the continent. He turned westward toward the great fortress of the hills, knowing that behind them his evil fame would not be known, and hoping that he might find in them isolation, a new life, and recovered health.


  The eyes of the gaunt spectre darkened again, as they had in his youth.


  


  All day, under a wet gray sky of October, Oliver rode westward across the mighty state. As he stared mournfully out the window at the great raw land so sparsely tilled by the futile and occasional little farms, which seemed to have made only little grubbing patches in the wilderness, his heart went cold and leaden in him. He thought of the great barns of Pennsylvania, the ripe bending of golden grain, the plenty, the order, the clean thrift of the people. And he thought of how he had set out to get order and position for himself, and of the rioting confusion of his life, the blot and blur of years, and the red waste of his youth.


  By God! he thought. I’m getting old! Why here?


  The grisly parade of the spectre years trooped through his brain. Suddenly, he saw that his life had been channelled by a series of accidents: a mad Rebel singing of Armageddon, the sound of a bugle on the road, the mule-hoofs of the army, the silly white face of an angel in a dusty shop, a slut’s pert wiggle of her hams as she passed by. He had reeled out of warmth and plenty into this barren land: as he stared out the window and saw the fallow unworked earth, the great raw lift of the Piedmont, the muddy red clay roads, and the slattern people gaping at the stations — a lean farmer gangling above his reins, a dawdling negro, a gap-toothed yokel, a hard sallow woman with a grimy baby — the strangeness of destiny stabbed him with fear. How came he here from the clean Dutch thrift of his youth into this vast lost earth of rickets?


  The train rattled on over the reeking earth. Rain fell steadily. A brakeman came draftily into the dirty plush coach and emptied a scuttle of coal into the big stove at the end. High empty laughter shook a group of yokels sprawled on two turned seats. The bell tolled mournfully above the clacking wheels. There was a droning interminable wait at a junction-town near the foot-hills. Then the train moved on again across the vast rolling earth.


  Dusk came. The huge bulk of the hills was foggily emergent. Small smoky lights went up in the hillside shacks. The train crawled dizzily across high trestles spanning ghostly hawsers of water. Far up, far down, plumed with wisps of smoke, toy cabins stuck to bank and gulch and hillside. The train toiled sinuously up among gouged red cuts with slow labor. As darkness came, Oliver descended at the little town of Old Stockade where the rails ended. The last great wall of the hills lay stark above him. As he left the dreary little station and stared into the greasy lamplight of a country store, Oliver felt that he was crawling, like a great beast, into the circle of those enormous hills to die.


  The next morning he resumed his journey by coach. His destination was the little town of Altamont, twenty-four miles away beyond the rim of the great outer wall of the hills. As the horses strained slowly up the mountain road Oliver’s spirit lifted a little. It was a gray-golden day in late October, bright and windy. There was a sharp bite and sparkle in the mountain air: the range soared above him, close, immense, clean, and barren. The trees rose gaunt and stark: they were almost leafless. The sky was full of windy white rags of cloud; a thick blade of mist washed slowly around the rampart of a mountain.


  Below him a mountain stream foamed down its rocky bed, and he could see little dots of men laying the track that would coil across the hill toward Altamont. Then the sweating team lipped the gulch of the mountain, and, among soaring and lordly ranges that melted away in purple mist, they began the slow descent toward the high plateau on which the town of Altamont was built.


  In the haunting eternity of these mountains, rimmed in their enormous cup, he found sprawled out on its hundred hills and hollows a town of four thousand people.


  There were new lands. His heart lifted.


  


  This town of Altamont had been settled soon after the Revolutionary War. It had been a convenient stopping-off place for cattledrovers and farmers in their swing eastward from Tennessee into South Carolina. And, for several decades before the Civil War, it had enjoyed the summer patronage of fashionable people from Charleston and the plantations of the hot South. When Oliver first came to it it had begun to get some reputation not only as a summer resort, but as a sanitarium for tuberculars. Several rich men from the North had established hunting lodges in the hills, and one of them had bought huge areas of mountain land and, with an army of imported architects, carpenters and masons, was planning the greatest country estate in America — something in limestone, with pitched slate roofs, and one hundred and eighty-three rooms. It was modelled on the chateau at Blois. There was also a vast new hotel, a sumptuous wooden barn, rambling comfortably upon the summit of a commanding hill.


  But most of the population was still native, recruited from the hill and country people in the surrounding districts. They were Scotch–Irish mountaineers, rugged, provincial, intelligent, and industrious.


  Oliver had about twelve hundred dollars saved from the wreckage of Cynthia’s estate. During the winter he rented a little shack at one edge of the town’s public square, acquired a small stock of marbles, and set up business. But he had little to do at first save to think of the prospect of his death. During the bitter and lonely winter, while he thought he was dying, the gaunt scarecrow Yankee that flapped muttering through the streets became an object of familiar gossip to the townspeople. All the people at his boarding-house knew that at night he walked his room with great caged strides, and that a long low moan that seemed wrung from his bowels quivered incessantly on his thin lips. But he spoke to no one about it.


  And then the marvellous hill Spring came, green-golden, with brief spurting winds, the magic and fragrance of the blossoms, warm gusts of balsam. The great wound in Oliver began to heal. His voice was heard in the land once more, there were purple flashes of the old rhetoric, the ghost of the old eagerness.


  One day in April, as with fresh awakened senses, he stood before his shop, watching the flurry of life in the square, Oliver heard behind him the voice of a man who was passing. And that voice, flat, drawling, complacent, touched with sudden light a picture that had lain dead in him for twenty years.


  “Hit’s a comin’! Accordin’ to my figgers hit’s due June 11, 1886.”


  Oliver turned and saw retreating the burly persuasive figure of the prophet he had last seen vanishing down the dusty road that led to Gettysburg and Armageddon.


  “Who is that?” he asked a man.


  The man looked and grinned.


  “That’s Bacchus Pentland,” he said. “He’s quite a character. There are a lot of his folks around here.”


  Oliver wet his great thumb briefly. Then, with a grin, he said:


  “Has Armageddon come yet?”


  “He’s expecting it any day now,” said the man.


  


  Then Oliver met Eliza. He lay one afternoon in Spring upon the smooth leather sofa of his little office, listening to the bright piping noises in the Square. A restoring peace brooded over his great extended body. He thought of the loamy black earth with its sudden young light of flowers, of the beaded chill of beer, and of the plumtree’s dropping blossoms. Then he heard the brisk heel-taps of a woman coming down among the marbles, and he got hastily to his feet. He was drawing on his well brushed coat of heavy black just as she entered.


  “I tell you what,” said Eliza, pursing her lips in reproachful banter, “I wish I was a man and had nothing to do but lie around all day on a good easy sofa.”


  “Good afternoon, madam,” said Oliver with a flourishing bow. “Yes,” he said, as a faint sly grin bent the corners of his thin mouth, “I reckon you’ve caught me taking my constitutional. As a matter of fact I very rarely lie down in the daytime, but I’ve been in bad health for the last year now, and I’m not able to do the work I used to.”


  He was silent a moment; his face drooped in an expression of hangdog dejection. “Ah, Lord! I don’t know what’s to become of me!”


  “Pshaw!” said Eliza briskly and contemptuously. “There’s nothing wrong with you in my opinion. You’re a big strapping fellow, in the prime of life. Half of it’s only imagination. Most of the time we think we’re sick it’s all in the mind. I remember three years ago I was teaching school in Hominy Township when I was taken down with pneumonia. Nobody ever expected to see me come out of it alive but I got through it somehow; I well remember one day I was sitting down — as the fellow says, I reckon I was convalescin’; the reason I remember is Old Doctor Fletcher had just been and when he went out I saw him shake his head at my cousin Sally. ‘Why Eliza, what on earth,’ she said, just as soon as he had gone, ‘he tells me you’re spitting up blood every time you cough; you’ve got consumption as sure as you live.’ ‘Pshaw,’ I said. I remember I laughed just as big as you please, determined to make a big joke of it all; I just thought to myself, I’m not going to give into it, I’ll fool them all yet; ‘I don’t believe a word of it’ (I said),” she nodded her head smartly at him, and pursed her lips, “‘and besides, Sally’ (I said) ‘we’ve all got to go some time, and there’s no use worrying about what’s going to happen. It may come tomorrow, or it may come later, but it’s bound to come to all in the end’.”


  “Ah Lord!” said Oliver, shaking his head sadly. “You bit the nail on the head that time. A truer word was never spoken.”


  Merciful God! he thought, with an anguished inner grin. How long is this to keep up? But she’s a pippin as sure as you’re born. He looked appreciatively at her trim erect figure, noting her milky white skin, her black-brown eyes, with their quaint child’s stare, and her jet black hair drawn back tightly from her high white forehead. She had a curious trick of pursing her lips reflectively before she spoke; she liked to take her time, and came to the point after interminable divagations down all the lane-ends of memory and overtone, feasting upon the golden pageant of all she had ever said, done, felt, thought, seen, or replied, with egocentric delight. Then, while he looked, she ceased speaking abruptly, put her neat gloved hand to her chin, and stared off with a thoughtful pursed mouth.


  “Well,” she said after a moment, “if you’re getting your health back and spend a good part of your time lying around you ought to have something to occupy your mind.” She opened a leather portmanteau she was carrying and produced a visiting card and two fat volumes. “My name,” she said portentously, with slow emphasis, “is Eliza Pentland, and I represent the Larkin Publishing Company.”


  She spoke the words proudly, with dignified gusto. Merciful God! A book agent! thought Gant.


  “We are offering,” said Eliza, opening a huge yellow book with a fancy design of spears and flags and laurel wreaths, “a book of poems called Gems of Verse for Hearth and Fireside as well as Larkin’s Domestic Doctor and Book of Household Remedies, giving directions for the cure and prevention of over five hundred diseases.”


  “Well,” said Gant, with a faint grin, wetting his big thumb briefly, “I ought to find one that I’ve got out of that.”


  “Why, yes,” said Eliza, nodding smartly, “as the fellow says, you can read poetry for the good of your soul and Larkin for the good of your body.”


  “I like poetry,” said Gant, thumbing over the pages, and pausing with interest at the section marked Songs of the Spur and Sabre. “In my boyhood I could recite it by the hour.”


  He bought the books. Eliza packed her samples, and stood up looking sharply and curiously about the dusty little shop.


  “Doing any business?” she said.


  “Very little,” said Oliver sadly. “Hardly enough to keep body and soul together. I’m a stranger in a strange land.”


  “Pshaw!” said Eliza cheerfully. “You ought to get out and meet more people. You need something to take your mind off yourself. If I were you, I’d pitch right in and take an interest in the town’s progress. We’ve got everything here it takes to make a big town — scenery, climate, and natural resources, and we all ought to work together. If I had a few thousand dollars I know what I’d do,”— she winked smartly at him, and began to speak with a curiously masculine gesture of the hand — forefinger extended, fist loosely clenched. “Do you see this corner here — the one you’re on? It’ll double in value in the next few years. Now, here!” she gestured before her with the loose masculine gesture. “They’re going to run a street through there some day as sure as you live. And when they do —” she pursed her lips reflectively, “that property is going to be worth money.”


  She continued to talk about property with a strange meditative hunger. The town seemed to be an enormous blueprint to her: her head was stuffed uncannily with figures and estimates — who owned a lot, who sold it, the sale-price, the real value, the future value, first and second mortgages, and so on. When she had finished, Oliver said with the emphasis of strong aversion, thinking of Sydney:


  “I hope I never own another piece of property as long as I live — save a house to live in. It is nothing but a curse and a care, and the tax-collector gets it all in the end.”


  Eliza looked at him with a startled expression, as if he had uttered a damnable heresy.


  “Why, say! That’s no way to talk!” she said. “You want to lay something by for a rainy day, don’t you?”


  “I’m having my rainy day now,” he said gloomily. “All the property I need is eight feet of earth to be buried in.”


  Then, talking more cheerfully, he walked with her to the door of the shop, and watched her as she marched primly away across the square, holding her skirts at the curbs with ladylike nicety. Then he turned back among his marbles again with a stirring in him of a joy he thought he had lost forever.


  


  The Pentland family, of which Eliza was a member, was one of the strangest tribes that ever came out of the hills. It had no clear title to the name of Pentland: a Scotch–Englishman of that name, who was a mining engineer, the grandfather of the present head of the family, had come into the hills after the Revolution, looking for copper, and lived there for several years, begetting several children by one of the pioneer women. When he disappeared the woman took for herself and her children the name of Pentland.


  The present chieftain of the tribe was Eliza’s father, the brother of the prophet Bacchus, Major Thomas Pentland. Another brother had been killed during the Seven Days. Major Pentland’s military title was honestly if inconspicuously earned. While Bacchus, who never rose above the rank of Corporal, was blistering his hard hands at Shiloh, the Major, as commander of two companies of Home Volunteers, was guarding the stronghold of the native hills. This stronghold was never threatened until the closing days of the war, when the Volunteers, ambuscaded behind convenient trees and rocks, fired three volleys into a detachment of Sherman’s stragglers, and quietly dispersed to the defense of their attendant wives and children.


  The Pentland family was as old as any in the community, but it had always been poor, and had made few pretenses to gentility. By marriage, and by intermarriage among its own kinsmen, it could boast of some connection with the great, of some insanity, and a modicum of idiocy. But because of its obvious superiority, in intelligence and fibre, to most of the mountain people it held a position of solid respect among them.


  The Pentlands bore a strong clan-marking. Like most rich personalities in strange families their powerful group-stamp became more impressive because of their differences. They had broad powerful noses, with fleshy deeply scalloped wings, sensual mouths, extraordinarily mixed of delicacy and coarseness, which in the process of thinking they convolved with astonishing flexibility, broad intelligent foreheads, and deep flat cheeks, a trifle hollowed. The men were generally ruddy of face, and their typical stature was meaty, strong, and of middling height, although it varied into gangling cadaverousness.


  Major Thomas Pentland was the father of a numerous family of which Eliza was the only surviving girl. A younger sister had died a few years before of a disease which the family identified sorrowfully as “poor Jane’s scrofula.” There were six boys: Henry, the oldest, was now thirty, Will was twenty-six, Jim was twenty-two, and Thaddeus, Elmer and Greeley were, in the order named, eighteen, fifteen, and eleven. Eliza was twenty-four.


  The four oldest children, Henry, Will, Eliza, and Jim, had passed their childhood in the years following the war. The poverty and privation of these years had been so terrible that none of them ever spoke of it now, but the bitter steel had sheared into their hearts, leaving scars that would not heal.


  The effect of these years upon the oldest children was to develop in them an insane niggardliness, an insatiate love of property, and a desire to escape from the Major’s household as quickly as possible.


  


  “Father,” Eliza had said with ladylike dignity, as she led Oliver for the first time into the sitting-room of the cottage, “I want you to meet Mr. Gant.”


  Major Pentland rose slowly from his rocker by the fire, folded a large knife, and put the apple he had been peeling on the mantel. Bacchus looked up benevolently from a whittled stick, and Will, glancing up from his stubby nails which he was paring as usual, greeted the visitor with a birdlike nod and wink. The men amused themselves constantly with pocket knives.


  Major Pentland advanced slowly toward Gant. He was a stocky fleshy man in the middle fifties, with a ruddy face, a patriarchal beard, and the thick complacent features of his tribe.


  “It’s W. O. Gant, isn’t it?” he asked in a drawling unctuous voice.


  “Yes,” said Oliver, “that’s right.”


  “From what Eliza’s been telling me about you,” said the Major, giving the signal to his audience, “I was going to say it ought to be L. E. Gant.”


  The room sounded with the fat pleased laughter of the Pentlands.


  “Whew!” cried Eliza, putting her hand to the wing of her broad nose. “I’ll vow, father! You ought to be ashamed of yourself.”


  Gant grinned with a thin false painting of mirth.


  The miserable old scoundrel, he thought. He’s had that one bottled up for a week.


  “You’ve met Will before,” said Eliza.


  “Both before and aft,” said Will with a smart wink.


  When their laughter had died down, Eliza said: “And this — as the fellow says — is Uncle Bacchus.”


  “Yes, sir,” said Bacchus beaming, “as large as life an’ twice as sassy.”


  “They call him Back-us everywhere else,” said Will, including them all in a brisk wink, “but here in the family we call him Behind-us.”


  “I suppose,” said Major Pentland deliberately, “that you’ve served on a great many juries?”


  “No,” said Oliver, determined to endure the worst now with a frozen grin. “Why?”


  “Because,” said the Major looking around again, “I thought you were a fellow who’d done a lot of COURTIN’.”


  Then, amid their laughter, the door opened, and several of the others came in-Eliza’s mother, a plain worn Scotchwoman, and Jim, a ruddy porcine young fellow, his father’s beardless twin, and Thaddeus, mild, ruddy, brown of hair and eye, bovine, and finally Greeley, the youngest, a boy with lapping idiot grins, full of strange squealing noises at which they laughed. He was eleven, degenerate, weak, scrofulous, but his white moist hands could draw from a violin music that had in it something unearthly and untaught.


  And as they sat there in the hot little room with its warm odor of mellowing apples, the vast winds howled down from the hills, there was a roaring in the pines, remote and demented, the bare boughs clashed. And as they peeled, or pared, or whittled, their talk slid from its rude jocularity to death and burial: they drawled monotonously, with evil hunger, their gossip of destiny, and of men but newly lain in the earth. And as their talk wore on, and Gant heard the spectre moan of the wind, he was entombed in loss and darkness, and his soul plunged downward in the pit of night, for he saw that he must die a stranger — that all, all but these triumphant Pentlands, who banqueted on death — must die.


  And like a man who is perishing in the polar night, he thought of the rich meadows of his youth: the corn, the plum tree, and ripe grain. Why here? O lost!


  2
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  Oliver married Eliza in May. After their wedding trip to Philadelphia, they returned to the house he had built for her on Woodson Street. With his great hands he had laid the foundations, burrowed out deep musty cellars in the earth, and sheeted the tall sides over with smooth trowellings of warm brown plaster. He had very little money, but his strange house grew to the rich modelling of his fantasy: when he had finished he had something which leaned to the slope of his narrow uphill yard, something with a high embracing porch in front, and warm rooms where one stepped up and down to the tackings of his whim. He built his house close to the quiet hilly street; he bedded the loamy soil with flowers; he laid the short walk to the high veranda steps with great square sheets of colored marble; he put a fence of spiked iron between his house and the world.


  Then, in the cool long glade of yard that stretched four hundred feet behind the house he planted trees and grape vines. And whatever he touched in that rich fortress of his soul sprang into golden life: as the years passed, the fruit trees — the peach, the plum, the cherry, the apple — grew great and bent beneath their clusters. His grape vines thickened into brawny ropes of brown and coiled down the high wire fences of his lot, and hung in a dense fabric, upon his trellises, roping his domain twice around. They climbed the porch end of the house and framed the upper windows in thick bowers. And the flowers grew in rioting glory in his yard — the velvet-leaved nasturtium, slashed with a hundred tawny dyes, the rose, the snowball, the redcupped tulip, and the lily. The honeysuckle drooped its heavy mass upon the fence; wherever his great hands touched the earth it grew fruitful for him.


  For him the house was the picture of his soul, the garment of his will. But for Eliza it was a piece of property, whose value she shrewdly appraised, a beginning for her hoard. Like all the older children of Major Pentland she had, since her twentieth year, begun the slow accretion of land: from the savings of her small wage as teacher and book-agent, she had already purchased one or two pieces of earth. On one of these, a small lot at the edge of the public square, she persuaded him to build a shop. This he did with his own hands, and the labor of two negro men: it was a two-story shack of brick, with wide wooden steps, leading down to the square from a marble porch. Upon this porch, flanking the wooden doors, he placed some marbles; by the door, he put the heavy simpering figure of an angel.


  But Eliza was not content with his trade: there was no money in death. People, she thought, died too slowly. And she foresaw that her brother Will, who had begun at fifteen as helper in a lumber yard, and was now the owner of a tiny business, was destined to become a rich man. So she persuaded Gant to go into partnership with Will Pentland: at the end of a year, however, his patience broke, his tortured egotism leaped from its restraint, he howled that Will, whose business hours were spent chiefly in figuring upon a dirty envelope with a stub of a pencil, paring reflectively his stubby nails, or punning endlessly with a birdlike wink and nod, would ruin them all. Will therefore quietly bought out his partner’s interest, and moved on toward the accumulation of a fortune, while Oliver returned to isolation and his grimy angels.


  The strange figure of Oliver Gant cast its famous shadow through the town. Men heard at night and morning the great formula of his curse to Eliza. They saw him plunge to house and shop, they saw him bent above his marbles, they saw him mould in his great hands — with curse, and howl, with passionate devotion — the rich texture of his home. They laughed at his wild excess of speech, of feeling, and of gesture. They were silent before the maniac fury of his sprees, which occurred almost punctually every two months, and lasted two or three days. They picked him foul and witless from the cobbles, and brought him home — the banker, the policeman, and a burly devoted Swiss named Jannadeau, a grimy jeweller who rented a small fenced space among Gant’s tombstones. And always they handled him with tender care, feeling something strange and proud and glorious lost in that drunken ruin of Babel. He was a stranger to them: no one — not even Eliza — ever called him by his first name. He was — and remained thereafter —“Mister” Gant.


  And what Eliza endured in pain and fear and glory no one knew. He breathed over them all his hot lion-breath of desire and fury: when he was drunk, her white pursed face, and all the slow octopal movements of her temper, stirred him to red madness. She was at such times in real danger from his assault: she had to lock herself away from him. For from the first, deeper than love, deeper than hate, as deep as the unfleshed bones of life, an obscure and final warfare was being waged between them. Eliza wept or was silent to his curse, nagged briefly in retort to his rhetoric, gave like a punched pillow to his lunging drive — and slowly, implacably had her way. Year by year, above his howl of protest, he did not know how, they gathered in small bits of earth, paid the hated taxes, and put the money that remained into more land. Over the wife, over the mother, the woman of property, who was like a man, walked slowly forth.


  In eleven years she bore him nine children of whom six lived. The first, a girl, died in her twentieth month, of infant cholera; two more died at birth. The others outlived the grim and casual littering. The oldest, a boy, was born in 1885. He was given the name of Steve. The second, born fifteen months later, was a girl — Daisy. The next, likewise a girl — Helen — came three years later. Then, in 1892, came twins — boys — to whom Gant, always with a zest for politics, gave the names of Grover Cleveland and Benjamin Harrison. And the last, Luke, was born two years later, in 1894.


  Twice, during this period, at intervals of five years, Gant’s periodic spree lengthened into an unbroken drunkenness that lasted for weeks. He was caught, drowning in the tides of his thirst. Each time Eliza sent him away to take a cure for alcoholism at Richmond. Once, Eliza and four of her children were sick at the same time with typhoid fever. But during a weary convalescence she pursed her lips grimly and took them off to Florida.


  Eliza came through stolidly to victory. As she marched down these enormous years of love and loss, stained with the rich dyes of pain and pride and death, and with the great wild flare of his alien and passionate life, her limbs faltered in the grip of ruin, but she came on, through sickness and emaciation, to victorious strength. She knew there had been glory in it: insensate and cruel as he had often been, she remembered the enormous beating color of his life, and the lost and stricken
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