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Patterns of Wolfpen By Harlan Hatcher
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SYNOPSIS

In  th e  y e a r  1785 S a u l  P a t t e r n  of 
V i r g i n i a  c a m e  in to  th e  b e a u t i f u l  v i r ­
g in  c o u n t r y  o f  th e  B ig  S a n d y  v a l l e y  
In K e n t u c k y .  C h ie f  o f  th e  p e r i l s  w e re  
t h e  S h a w n e e s ,  w h o  s o u g h t  to  hold  
t h e i r  l a n d s  f r o m  th e  e v e r - e n c r o a c h ­
i n g  w h i te s .  F r o m  a h u g e  p in n a c l e  
S a u l  g a z e d  u p o n  th e  f a t  b o t t o m s  a n d  
t h e  e n d le s s  a c r e s  o f  f o r e s t  in  i t s  p r i ­
m e v a l  q u i e t u d e  a t  th e  m o u t h  o f  th e  
W o lf p e n ,  a n d  f e l t  a n  e a g e r n e s s  to  
p o s s e s s  it ,  d e c l a r i n g  i t  a  p la c e  tit 
f o r  a  m a n  to  L IV E  in! F iv e  y e a r s  
l a t e r  h e  r e t u r n e d  w i t h  B a r to n ,  h is  
f l f t e e n - y e a r - o l d  son, a n d  b u i l t  a  ru d e  
c a b in .  In  S a u l ' s  a b s e n c e  th e  I n ­
d i a n s  a t t a c k e d  B a r t o n  a n d  w o u n d e d  
h im  so b a d ly  S a u l  w a s  fo r c e d  to  r e ­
t u r n  w i t h  h im  to  V irg in ia .  In  1796, 
w h e n  i t  w a s  r e a s o n a b ly  s a f e ,  S au l  
r e t u r n e d  w i t h  h i s  f a m i ly  a n d  a  p a t ­
e n t  f o r  4,000 a c re s ,  t h i s  t i m e  to  
s t a y .  H e  a d d e d  to  t h e  cab in ,  p l a n t e d  
c ro p s  a n d  f a t t e n e d  h is  s t o c k  on  th e  
r i c h  m e a d o w s .  Soon o t h e r  s e t t l e r s  
a r r i v e d .  A c e n t u r y  l a t e r ,  in  th e  
s p r i n g  o f  1885, w e  find C y n th i a  P a t ­
t e r n ,  o f  t h e  f i f th  g e n e r a t i o n  f o l l o w ­
i n g  Saul,  p e r c h e d  on  th e  p in n a c l e  
f r o m  w h ic h  h e r  g r e a t - g r e a t - g r a n d ­
f a t h e r  h a d  f i r s t  v ie w e d  W o l f p e n  B o t ­
to m s .  T h e  v a l l e y s ,  h e r e t o f o r e  u n ­
t o u c h e d  b y  t h e  w a v e s  o f  c h a n g e  
s w e e p in g  t h e  R e p u b l ic ,  a r e  a t  l a s t  
b e g i n n i n g  to  fee l  t h a t  r e s t l e s s  s u r g e .  
H e r  d ad ,  S p a r r e l ,  a n d  hei b r o t h e r s ,  
J e s s e ,  J a s p e r  a n d  A b ra l ,  h a v e  been  
b u s y  c o n v e r t i n g  th e  o ld  w a t e r ­
w h e e le d  m i l l  to  s t e a m  p o w e r .  S p a r -  
r e l ’s t r i u m p h  is c o m p le te  w h e n  th e  
g o ld e n  s t r e a m  of  m e a l  p o u r s  f o r t h  
a t  t h e  t u r n i n g  on  o f  th e  s t e a m .  
C y n th i a  f e e l s  t h a t  s o m e th i n g  o u t  of 
t h e  p a s t  h a s  b een  b u r i e d  w i t h  Saul.  
C y n t h i a  is a  p r e t t y  a n d  i m a g in a t iv e  
m i s s  in h e r  l a t e  te e n s ,  w h o  o f te n  
r e - c r e a t e d  S a u l  a n d  h e r  o t h e r  f o r e ­
b e a r s ,  a n d  f a n c i e d  th e m  s t i l l  l iv in g ,  
S p a r r e l  p r o u d l y  b r i n g s  h o m e  th e  
f i r s t  m e a l  o u t  o f  th e  s t e a m  mill ,  a n d  
J u l i a ,  h is  w ife ,  is p leased .  G e n e r a ­
t i o n  a f t e r  g e n e r a t i o n  h a s  a d d e d  c o m ­
f o r t s  a n d  c o n v e n ie n c e s  to  S a u l 's  
h o m e s te a d ,  a n d  S p a r r e l  h a s  n o t  
s h i r k e d .

CHAPTER II—Continued

Much of Cynthia’s dream-life cen­
tered about Sparrel and those two 
volumes. Long before she could 
read for herself, she had sa t  on his 
knees while he read the pictures to 
her, or she had laid propped on her 
elbows on the floor before the light 
of the log fire making stories of her 
own from the Illustrations.

Through the long winter evenings 
of the years, these associations had 
built themselves Into her concept 
of her father, and as he sat at the 
desk, while Ju lia  sewed, and the 
boys ended the chores and life pro­
ceeded in its old established p a t­
tern, Cynthia’s thoughts would play 
over these things.

“And there are his medicine books 
be doesn’t like for me to bother, 
but he likes for me to gather up the 
green peach-tree leaves and pipper- 
in and oil of sassafras and get the 
apple brandy and the brown sugar 
for him to make up his flux medi­
cine with when people on the creek 
get sick with bloody-flux; and the 
yellow dock for the I tch ; and get 
tht. salt and turpentine ready when 
he pulls a tooth for a neighbor. I 
like to hear them say, ‘Sparrel P a t­
tern 's  the easiest hand in the world 
to take a feller’s tooth out.’ And 
It’s a good thing he can make med­
icine and doctor people because no­
body else on the creek knows how 
like he does.”

She hung the dishpan on Its nail 
In the wall over the stove Julia 
came in from the milk house Then 
the boys came in

“A family is a funny thing when 
It sits around the fire. There’s 
Mother in her corner finishing up a 
new shirt for Daddy and her fingers 
flying about and she looks content 
and doesn’t say anything. You h~ve 
three brothers, they’re all Patterns, 
but they're all different and you 
like them all but you like Jesse the 
best somehow. He sits and reads; 
when he talks, his voice is good and 
be may be right serious or he may 
say a funny thing. Jasper will sit 
with something on his mind and 
Abral will go to sleep before he 
knows i t  And Daddy writes things 
in his hook and reads or cobbles 
or studies up something, always In 
good humor, silent, never speaking

hard of anybody. And then well 
all be a little sleepy and somebody 
will yawn and Daddy will wind up 
the weights on the clock. . .

After Sparrel had bathed his feet 
and felt the gentle friction of his 
nightshirt against his bare flesh, he 
lay by the window in their down 
stairs room on the soft feather-bed 
Julia had brought with her to Wolf­
pen after her wedding. Now that 
the new mill which he had planned 
during the winter wus completed, 
and everything on Wolfpen orderly 
and in its place, and his children 
content with their life, he could rest 
In peace as he waited the coming 
of Julia and sleep.

“Things are about the way 1 want 
them around the place now. Ev­
erything is handy and we've got 
just about all we need to run s 
place on. We’ve been getting it 
brought up every year now since 
Saul’s time. My boys won't have 
much more to do to it only keep it 
up and enjoy it. It 's  about as good 
a place as there is around here. It 
looks good and feels good. This 
house here, this Pattern house that 
took four beginnings of us to get 
built, it doesn’t cower under the 
mountains nor cringe up a narrow 
hollow like lots of them do; it 
stands up and looks around at 
things coming into order out of the 
wilderness, the way a man's house 
ought to stand, like himself.

“April again, hurrying by as usu­
al on wet feet. Getting time to put 
seed in the ground again. Fifty- 
three Aprils I’ve seen come and go, 
and forty-eight I remember. Each 
one Is better, the good of all the 
past ones recollect in the new one. 
There are my sons going upstairs; 
they have many springs ahead of 
them on this place, and then their 
sons and grandsons. We old ones 
die but the feeling Is passed on to 
the new ones. Jasper'll be marry­
ing Jane Burden, I reckon, though 
he doesn’t say much. Quiet boy, 
good about the work but takes 
things about as they come. Jess*.*, 
he must be twenty-one now. He 
reminds me of his Grandfather Tl- 
vis, only there isn’t much more to 
do like building a siding house or 
a mill-wheel. He ought to take the 
Marebone farm and build It up like 
Wolfpen. He’s a good hand to do 
I t  And there's Abral with enough 
fidgety energy to do two boys. 
They'll get along, my boys will. And 
next week we must all buckle in to 
work and get the crops down."

Julia came into the room after a 
little while, and lay beside him un­
der the soft warmth of the sea 
star, blue-arid-white coverlet

“You’re not asleep, Sparrel?”
“No, Julia. I t ’s quiet this time 

of n igh t  I ’ve been listening to it. 
I used to wonder if we’d be any bet­
ter off to have stayed In Virginia. I 
don't any more. Sometimes it ’pears 
to me like this is what everything 
before it has been aiming at and 
now it’s here and I’m looking a t it 
and listening to it. That don’t 
hardly sounds sensible, does it?”

“ We’ve got about all a body could 
want here.’’

“ It a in’t things, exactly, Julia, It's
. . It’s . . . well, something in 

side, like the drum on a banjo . 
i t ’s like going around the hill in the 
evening to hunt up the cows and 
when you think you won’t find them 
before dark you hear a bell and 
there they come out of a hollow 
along the path around the hill at 
the edge of the cleared line, one be­
hind the other, and not a bit of 
hurry in them.’’

They went on again without 
words. They could hear Cynthia 
In the next room.

“Sparrel."
“Yes."
“I was thinking about Cynthia. 

She’s eighteen. I’d Just turned sev 
enteen when you rode up to the 
gate and stared at me with my 
dress full of chips.”

“You were taller than Cynthia.”

“I didn't know much about books.
Sparrel, like you do."

‘T here  are better tilings for s
woman than books. Julia. You know
tlie way of a house and a family.

“A body can know  both, S parre l , 
and not be hurt by It. Cynthia's 
done all the books at the school and 
yours lots of times, and I reckon 
she knows as much about a bouse 
ami family us 1 do myself. She 
ought to ha VO a winter at book* 
over at Plkeville Institute"

“The Plkeville Institute, Julia I" 
“Yes, Sparrel. She ought to go 

over there u winter, l t d  do a sight 
for her."

“I don’t know If I favor that much, i 
Julia. It might take her away from j 
the place here and spoil her con 
tent with things. They look to town 
ways and make young folks want to 
go off some place Instead of living 
better at home, Cynthia's getting
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“You Are the Purtleet Sight I Ever 
Saw in My Born Osya."

the learning she needs right here 
with you, Ju lia ;  It takes that kind 
of schooling to make a good woman 
on a big place like this and she's 
going to be a good one, like her 
mother. Anyway, It takes ready 
money, and bow'd you be able to 
spare her?"

“It don't take much money, Spar­
rel. And one of the Wooton girls 
could come over and help along If I 
needed anybody. She ought to go."

“I don’t favor It much.”
Julia's head touched Sparrel's 

shoulder, and he touched her face 
with his hand.

“She’s a fine girl, Julia. She takes 
a rlgM smart after her mother."

Julia lay by his side feejlng the 
old Joy In his way of speaking to 
her and seeing in Cynthia herself 
projected into the books she had 
missed. They did not communicate 
any more In words but In a har­
monious silence which united their 
separate bodies. Before the late 
moon could get through the window, 
they and nil their household were 
fallen asleep In the night quiet of 
Wolfpen.

CHAPTER III

T"* 11K simple pattern of life de- 
*  signed so long ago on Wolfpen 

was agnln carrying the family easi­
ly Into the work of the new season. 
There was a sense of peace and 
certainty which came from this 
yearly repetition of an old routine 
established by successive genera­
tions of men,

Cynthia sat In the sun - flooded 
weaving-room by the wooden loom 
which Tlvis had made and Sparrel 
had Improved, weaving her unword­
ed thoughts Into the blue cashmere 
twill growing Into dress goods un­
der her finger« as »he tossed the

shuttle awl worked the tread le  uwl 
the beating «ley.

“Shed, pick, b ea t ;  atep two 
threads r ig h t ; shed, pick, beet. Ye! 
low in the hurness, blue In the aliut- 
lle. Shed, pick. Iwat. 1’llng to the 
left, plung to the right. , . . I’lant- 
ing time Is a good time, even when 
a body slta at a loom. You can 
look out over the long porch where 
tlie honeysuckle awning will arch 
above the steps, and arroaa the 
gray palings at tlie corner of the 
wo*k! lot aud Mother's garden, and 
over the roof of the corn crib and 
the elder mill and tan bark shed, 
uliove the sea of i>oarh tree buds, 
and the spring tangled green of the 
willows. Daddy and the boys out 
In the bottoms aud on (lie cleared 
edges of tlie hills with the mules 
turning over ihe rich soil, getting 
ready for me to Jfup the thick wax i 
b e u n s  Into the hills of corn snd 
watch them lie there, pink and la 
vender and purple striped bends by 
the side of the yellow grains of 
corn. Covering them over with s 
brown blanket of earth  aud saying 
to them: ‘Shut your eyes and go
to sleep for n short sjh-II. but don't 
fall to wuke up wltii (he aun when 
It Is morning.’

"There’ll be su g a rc a n e  growing 
up like hearth brooms for thick 
brown sorghum, snd big iwtatoea In 
Barn Hollow, and long yellow sweet 
potatoes In House Field. sod 
peaches and apples for drying and 
l )  make butter  of, and pears for 
preserve* In Mother’s spiced ea r th ­
enware Jars."

Outside, the hollow was full of 
life and sound as It always was. as 
It always had b e e n  In the spring: 
the chickens In the barnyard, the 
scream of the hawks darting across 
the hollow, the liquid notes of nest­
ing cardinals, the dolorous cooing 
of doses In the tulip treeA

"There's Mother going Into her 
garden. H o w  she loves to pull a 
hoe through the ground and rake 
It alive Into beds of parsnips and 
radishes and beets and lettuce, and , 
build up little mounds exactly a hoe | 
handle apart for muskmrlona, and 
arranging everything according to 
Ita height In the sun and Its shad 
ow's length and decorating all the 
edges with flowers. It 's  like weav­
ing a patterned blanket."

I’nsslng slowly along a row, Julia 
framed herself In the window be 
fore Cynthia. She stooped In s 
graceful arc, bending to the hoe 
Cynthia waved to her out of the 
bubble of Joy that  waa within her.

“She keep« breaking up the clods 
and pounding at them until she has 
out every one that 'a  bigger than a 
swallow's egg. She la pretty. Moth 
er la.

"She was a whole lot purtler  when 
she was eighteen than I am. She 
was taller and a tra lgh te r  and her 
hnlr was brown and her teeth whit 
er. Will I be standing In the wood 
lot with a dress full of pine chips 
when a man cornea riding up Wolf­
pen? I'll know him the minute I 
set ey<-s on him, Juat like Mother 
knew Ihtddy. 'I Just stood there, 
Cynthia, and gawked right a t  him 
with my mouth gaping open, I reck­
on. He had ridden all the way 
from Wolfpen down to Scioto to 
m-e his sister, your Aunt Hachel. 
He was tall and s traight,  and his 
beard waa silky arid flag-colored. I 
Just stared like an owl aurprlsed by 
a light. He pulled up his horse 
right In front of the gate  and hM 
blue eye« looked agape at me. Then 
he said, “You're the purtlest sight 
I ever snw In my born day«." Then 
I lo o k e d  down, reddening to the 
roots of my hair, and «aw me hold­
ing my dress up full of chips. I 
wns so plagued I could have crawled 
In n pin hole. I dropped the chips 
and ran like a scared rabbit back 
to the kitchen nnd looked hack 
from the curta ined window. IB* sat 
there on his big hay horse In a 
trance, and then rode on a t a gal­
lop to your Aunt Rachel's. And 
thn t’s the first time I ever saw 
Sparrel I’a tte ro .’

“Some dny he’ll come riding up 
Wolfpen here on a bay mare th a t’s 
fifteen hands or better, and I’ll be 
there by the pear tree In my blue 
cashmere dress with one hand lift 
ed to a branch of blossoms like 
this, and he'll stop Ids mare nnd 
look and look a t  me, and then say.
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