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‘' wis 4 sunny morn-
ing in early summer
— Dave's birthday.
Mother had worn
her new silk dres
made over a very
large hoop, with fes-
toons of lace and
ribbon ruffles on it,
and Dad had given
him twenty dollars!
Dave and Big Jed
Jacks, the overscer,
witre oding down
the dusty lane to
buy Sam-Epen's colt
for the twenty dal-
lars. Past the lowlands they rode, where the
waters of the bagou gleamed like hammered
silvee through the streamers of the live oaks;
past the white porticoed mansion of the ﬁ_ul-
lediges, where the magnolias wete opeming
their thick white petals in the midst of theie
glossy, green-black leaves. Somewhere a mock-
ing bird was (illing the air with & riotous paeon
of joy, and Dave reined in his harse to listen,

Big Jed gave it a passing notice. “"Mockin’
b e commented In yawnduh crape
mvetle”

A mockin® bind.  That was all. A htile
brown bird with 41l there was of music in its
tiny throat.  Bat you couldn’t say that to Big

Jul, noe anyone else,  Not even—well—maybe
w—immelinda

They cantered into the village. Sam-Iben's
cabiin was over beyond, in the fats. In the
squate was 4 group ol p-wple They were

selling slaves there today!

The song ot the mocker was forgotien as
David spurred his horse forward until he could
st over the heads of the crowd (One boy
stiod on the plattorm, A thin, black boy with
startlingly white eveballs and teeth, and clad
sketchily in ragged overalls,  The boy began
to speak as Prave came u

Ah micks de bird calls,” he said and pro
David's eyes danced with
dolight as the pursed blue lips emitted the

voof hoot owl aml cardinal, whippoorwill

ceaded to do so

| crow, the harsh cry of the blue heron, and
t cascade of the maket. Then
I began to whistle a |:'l(l!.].\|_ swaying his
body i time to i, In some marvelous way he
wiustled in chords, his mouth round and his

e the liquid

ik tongue doing strange things behind his
ened teeth. David pressed in closer. Then
the boy changed his mosd. He whistled a
Iking plantaton song and his bare et

F redd time fo i, swifter and more [h,‘lhl’l’\!
cally until in & moment he was dancing, his
fantastic mags futtering about him like the
tattered hangings of & scarecrow in the wind.

A harsh voice cut in. T Al buys that boy
Ah ain't bovin' him to whistle an” dance. Too
njuch o that goin How pood he
wuk? That's what Ah wants to know!

an - fow

David turned and looked at the speaker.
He was the overseer of the Rutledge planta-
tion, and a hatd man. David's father had
often said he would never sell him one of
his slaves, not one of his horses—not that he
abused them, exactly, but they did the maxi-
mum of work for the minimum of food and
care. He went to the platform and beck-
oned the boy closer. He ran his hands over
his shoulders and thighs.

“Not very husky,” he commented.

“Best wukkers sometimes that wiry kind,"
the auctioneer Eointcd out, which was true in
that hot, humid, bayou country.

"Give you eighteen dollars fo' him,” seid
the overseer.

“Make it eighteen-fifty 7"

"Bighteen's mah final bid, suh.”

“Sald to this—"

“l give twenty for him,” said David, sud-
denly. As one man the crowd turned and
looked at him. He felt Jed's eyes suddenly
averted,

EN minutes later David was riding home,

owner of a black boy his own age, instead
of the colt he had yearned for. They rode
slowly, the new possession scuffing along in
the thick dust behind them. David tumed to
Big Jed for the first time.

"What'll mather say?" he breithed

Big Jed smiled slowly. "It was your money,
Marse Davy. Reckon she cain't say anything
—much." He tumed in his saddle. "Boy!
Here!"  The boy came toward him, his eyes
going to David's face. “"Look at me” As
he ¢ame between the two horses which had
stopped David saw that the boy's jaw was
quivering and his teeth were all but chattet
g, What's your name?”

“Jake, suh.”

Jod looked st him for a long moment
Then he tumed to David. "Better take him
up in front of you.”" he suggested. “'Looks to
me like he's got & bad dose o fever

By the time David reached the door Jake's
uncontrollable chills shook his whole body and
his teeth chattered so that more thar once the
horse tumed his head in mystifcation to sce
whit way happening

Mother came out on the porch as Big Jod
lifted the boy down, and Dad came from
somewhere also, fanning himself with his hat
He stopped in amazement

bl = | bnug'h! him,” sald Dave, suddenly
feeling condemoed in his father's eyes. O
what he was not sure

You—you—well, you young fooll” gasped
his father

Mother came forward, her cutls swaying
about her pink cheeks, and compassion in her
eyes. “The boy's sick! Put him ir the hack
toom until we can find 1 cabin for him. Chloe

Evenerer

"You should hear
aaid David she tumed and locked
ot him, then lasid a hand on his shoulder

him whigle,

Mother,”

lamely, and
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The Bread David Cast
Upon the Waters

Came Back to him
After Many Days...

When he Needed it
"Pow'ful

Bad !". .4

Granddad called,
I want to tell you-
al a long, ram-
blind' story abomt
when I was young
and the mockin’
bird war singin'
" m the crape
myrile!"

Somehow, there was no mocking bird singing,
but he had the illusion of one in his heart.
Mother didn't say anything, but he knew she
was not angry—even approved perhaps, just
88 he knew in some strange way that his
father had not been exactly displeased, eitber.
He went in with Evenezer and Chine. After
all, Jake was his property now.

Jake attached himself to David with the
pettinacity of a leech. He thought himself
some kind of valet and bodyguard, and his
wlicitude wis smbarrassing. On stormy eve-
ningd or when the days dragged he was & wel.
come visitor at the big house. He could
dance with lightning swiftness and do funny
stunts with his feet that made them all help-
less with laughter, He was a born mimic, too.

THE days passed swiftly. Days with the
song of the mocker running through them
like a bright metal thread, nights with the
Spanish lace of the moss silhouetted against
the pearl of the bayou. David went north
to West Point, and came home, handsome in
his new uniform, Jake outdid himself polish-
ing his boots, shining his spurs and keeping
his buttons gleaming.  Jake was every bit as
big and straight a5 Dave, now. No longer
the scrawny boy Dave had bought, but a husky
six-tooter,

Then came the bombshell of the war

There was only one thing for David to do.
Dadl” he tied to explain, “cant you see?
I'm an officer! ['ve my commission from the
federal ot I've sworm to uphold
n my back on those vows!”
Sendi to West Point made a dam'-
vankee of you, Jdid his tather sneered
sn't, Dad.  But it has made
I've pledged myself 1o

Rovem

Mississ

s no Jonger a pat of the
Union.  She has withdr

Then  she i My allegamce is

hrst to my state
Ju | T e
4 book t W weve got
to have - 0w 18 just darkies
Free ‘em, and then what?  The couotry would
J e southern plan

n md men hike me
wery ! You krnow we can't
I oue darkies wapes! You
know they wouldnt know what to do with
it we did! We take care of them when
they 1o sick, feed them, clothe them, most of
ut educate them. We're decent to them in
spite of what that—that—somam says about
us!”

David sighed wearily. It o't that, Dad
As a muatter of fact 1 didn't read . The
big tssue is bieaking away {rom the Union
1 can't stand for thae!

"S0 what are you going to do?

would

afford o pay

asked his

father, acidly.

David moved to the window and stood
looking out into the velvety blackness that re-
flected only the toom behind him and himself,
and his father standing by the fireplace watch-
ing him.

“And s0,” he said quietly, at last, "and
s0, Dad, I'm leaving tomorrow moming, 1
have a commission and I'm takiog command
of my regiment on Saturday in Philadelphia.”

His father clenched his hands. “You're
teaving tonight!” he shouted. "And you'll
never come back. Understand? You choose

to fight against the Cause and you re no longer
a son of mine!”

David sighed heavily, “At least, there ate
no hard feelings, Dad? You understand—7"
He held out his hand appealingly, but the
older man ignored it. He pulled the taselled
rope at his side and when Evenezer appeared
he iooked at David coldly.

“Evenezer,” he said, “show this—gentle-
man—out,”

It was down at the end of the gaeden by the
sundial that his mother caught up with him.
She floated along over the dark arass, her
white gown billowing around her, reminding
him of the hollyhock ladies Emmelinda used
to make.

"You understand, don't you?" he begged.

"'l understand you both,” she sobbed. “Alter
the war — when we have won — he will be
generous, Davy. Come home then—"

“I'll write you, Mother,” he promised.

A late moon sailed high in a choppy sky
when he came out of the Rutledge house
Emmelinda bad promised to wiit.  More
than that, if the war lasted more than a year
she promised to come to Philadelphia to her
cousin’s and be married to him .here.

Jake was waiting outside with two horses.
David rode’ in silence for & long while, not
at all surprised that Jake came with him.
But as dawn streaked the eastern sky he
thought it best to send him back.

Jake shook his head. “Nawsuh, Marse
Davy. 1 belongs to you. I'se goin' where
you goes, Yassuh!"”

So when David took his command Jake
was with him as orderly,

ONTHS telted into months, fused into
one mass of misery by the heat of war,

_His men distrusted him because of his accent.

His mother had not written. Mail was not
going through the lines, he realized. His
father had not attempted to get any word to
him. Even Emmelinda had Ffailed him, he
thought. Only Jake remained faithful, follow-
ing him about like his shadow.

They moved south in the spring—the heart
twisting southern spring—and fough* a pitched
battle among the laurel and rhododendrons
and stained the red azaleas with their redder
blood. Once in the lull of battle there came
a sudden silence when no shells shrieked and
no cannons boomed, and through the sun-
light, misty with smoke, came a few notes of
s mocking bird singing somewhere in the
brush. It brought back to David in an over.
whelming nostalgia the scent of the jasmine,
and the marble whi of the magnoli
and the sunlight in his mother's curls.

It was then that a Confederate soldier got
him. David had seen him in time to shoot
first, but hadn't been able to being himself to

«do it with the song of the mocksr still ring-

ing in' his ears and echoing in his heart. He
went down without 2 sound.

He moved, and a pain shot through him.
The moon was shining down into his face,
which was wet. Delt bands were exploring
his body for the wound, and then squeczed 2
sponge of cold water over his face again. He
sputtered, and s familiar voice whispered,
“"Miarse David! Thank de Lawd you ain't
daid.  You ain't, is you?’

“Not—" the effort was teo much for David,
and he lapsed into unconsciousness agiin,

He felt himself being carried unevenly, hover.
ing between consciousness and unconsciousness,
A voice was =aying over and over with mono-
tonous repetition, Jes’ one mo’ step, Lawd!
Jes' one mo' step, Lawd!
Lawd! Pain, and' mpc
of the mocker

The sunlight streamed across his face. He
was calm and comfortable and still, in a soft
white bed. A doctor was looking down at
him. Al tight pow? Thinks to that black
thadow of yours! He bhrought you in!

The war was over. Jake and all the other
slaves were free David went home to a
father willing to receive him—but it was 3
bitter homecoming. The former sluives stayed
on, but the plantation was practically bankrnupt

Emmelinda married him against her father's
wishes, but all hes former friends ostracized
him. He was no longer one of them, but a
dam vankee.

“It will wear off,”

We can live it down."

He thought so himself. Through the per-
ilous days he stayed on. He tock part in the
social life of the community, helping to recon-
struct a strong fabric out of the broken thresds
He joined the other white men in an attemnt
to keep order amorg the liberated blacks wha
wete not able to handle they new found

liberty. They discoversd to their cost that

Jes' one mo’ step,
nlight, and the sang

Emmelinda told him

 The mocter in the myrtle

any rash act carried dire penalties at Whe hands
of hooded and masked avengers

NE day in a roundaboul way the news

came to David that on a trumped up
charge the mob was coming for Jake that
night. David hurried home, and when the
mob arrived they found that not anly Jake had
left, but David and Emmelinda also, David's
last cent had taken Jake north.

“Marse David,” Jake said, taking the
money uawillingly, "some day I'se gwine pay
this all back. I'se wishing, Marse David [
can pay you back when you needs it pow'lul
bad "

David smiled a little at the rather dubious
good wishes, and then he gripped Jake's hand
hard. He could not speak, for the song of
the mocker was in his heart"ugain, swirling
up into his throat and choking him. Steange
—for there was no mocker singing anywhere
in the still night.

Years passed. Emmelinda’s children goow
up and married. Emmelinda died, and he
thought his life would end then, but it Jdid
not. He lived on, a fine old pateiarch on s
Long Island estate, for the years had been
kind to him. Then without waming, the
market crash, two bank failures and—

“Well, Granddad, we have the southcrn
mansion still!” Emmelinda, his granddaughter,
had told him gaily. "It will give my cyes 2
test, too, to go down there for a while.”

He had no illusions about the mansion. He
knew what it was to be land poor. He koew
that under capable ovemeers the planiztion
had bazely cleared taxes each year. But there
was nothing else to do, So they went there.

Emmelinda’s eyes grew steadily worse. A
specialist said only an operation could sive
them—and they bad no money.

"Never mind,” said Emmelinds soothingly.
“Doctors don't always know."”

She said it bravely, and did not know that
her grandfather’s eyes had seen keenly. Down
in the village there was a young telegraph
operator who had come since the last war
He had come to the house & number of tiaes,
David knew that one night he had asked
Emmelinda to marey him and she had refused
to leave her grandfather, and to saddle Joe
with a bride who was going blind.

"I'll pay for the operation,” Jo¢ had said
tecklessly.

“"Hush, It would mein a trip to a big
northern hospital and specialists and hospital
bills, It would run into hundreds of dollars,
Joe. I can't let you do it.”

David, hearing, had sighed and wondered
whether Emmelinda understood that, after 4ll,
this life was a little thing, and pain and
sorrow wore away after a while. Fain of all
kinds, heartbreak and bereavement and the
high courage of renunciation. But he wished
he could give her her eyes,

HEN onc moming a strange thing hap-
pened. An envelope came addressed to
him, and within it was & thin green check
for a startling amount. The check was
signed "E. Lee,” and the note which accom
panied it, also signed “E. Lee,” said simply,
"In  payment of an old debt
interest.”

It meant Emmelinda’s cyes!

For some resson he did not tell Emmelinda
right away. He wanted to think it oul first.
He know no E Lee. He could think of no
unpaid debt, except—nonsense: Jake was dead
long ago, probably, And if not, how could a
wlored man get that much money to give
.'l‘l'.\) 'y

tith

Joe and Emmelinda were sitting by the win-
dow. They had turned on the radio and listened
to the program they bath liked—the Plantation
Singees.  David liked it too, "Granddad,” Joe
said suddenly, "did you know that the Plan-
tation Singers are in town an peeson? Uh-buh!
And is there ciass to those darkies!  Boy!
Tha's funny, too. The girl who sings the con-
tralto salos is ed Emmelinda. She was
n-the todiy to send a tele-
gram ot and signed it that
grandfather used to
He's always talking
The others
wis thrilled to death to
ce the old piace.”
asked David.

telegtal
tov her
way.  She told
live hete ar N

e t ume is.  Her grand-
I ¢ Le
A 1 David, and smiled.
lak And re when he needed
it =7 The mocking bird in the
cra lenly opened s and
. by | ! i

thirillin it of

David's heant lonp befor

o bhear hes fath nately gruti. "You

voung fool H i Juke's vowe, One
step mo, Lawd! One wiép o He 1emem-
bered ha  Emmelinda The song of the
mockdy

He leaned forward You two kids come
out here,” he called. 71 want to tell youall
2 long, ramblin' story sbout when 1 was

e mockin® bird was singin’ in

Copyripht,




