My Family Tree

A Ghost Story
By Robin Knowles

July 1856 — In a place called The Wilderness oatsidFredericksburg Virginia.

“Gilbert, where in the world have you been, boyltie woman who usually spoke in a soft
southern voice was clearly agitated. She hadha tigbe. Her nine-year old son was late for
supper and he had worried her. Worse, he wagy filitid covered with pine pitch. It would take
at least an hour with turpentine followed by a vages application of strong lye soap to get the
sticky sap off his hands and face. His clothesewemed. His hair was so nasty and stuck
together with the stuff she’d have to cut it outhnscissors. Yet he barely caught his breath
before telling his mom where he’d been.

“Ma,” Gilbert had to catch his breath one more tioe¢ore he answered her in a slightly twangy
Virginian accent. “Ma, Jeremy and me made the-bststort in the whole world. There’s this
big, really big, ole’ pine tree over yonder in Thelderness. It has a big ole’ hole in the middle
like a chimney flue. It's really big Ma. Insideet tree, it's hollow, and it goes way up. There’s
lots of room in there. We made steps inside the and we can climb almost to the top. Ma, it's
almost like a house in there.”

Gilbert’s mom was not impressed. “Well you justysbut of there. Hear? That tree has pinesap
all on the inside of it. Just look at you boy! 0falothes are ruined. Besides, if it's that lnig i
there, there’ll be a bear or something in there winter or a nasty ole’ boar coon at least. Don't
you go back in there. You hear me?”

“Yes Ma”. Gilbert’s heart was broken.

Gilbert heard. But he didn’t forget that tree.

July 1956 one hundred years later to the day — Mgdfather's house, Deland, Florida. Sitting
on the rust-red painted concrete steps out front.

“Granddaddy? - Why are you so sad?"
He didn't answer me right away. He held that nesgjgrr of his in his hand and studied it as if he
expected it to do something. Finally, he saidddm't know -- maybe it's because your Momma

and Poppa aren't going to let you come over hegmbyself anymore.”

| remembered the dinnertime announcement fronmigstt and my eyes filled with tears. "I
promise to be good, | won't cry about the ghostggiit anymore. | promise.”

He patted me on my thigh with his hand. It was bigd splashed with spots of liver colored
stain. And it was callused. My Granddaddy wasaaigof a man, but little kids like giants. He
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pushed my tears away with the inside of his thumbsaid, "You're a good boy, and | know
about the ghosts - more than you might think. tBatreason you can't come here anymore is
because me and your Granny are too old to takeoéy@u. I'm damn near a hundret years old,
and Betty is almost as old as me."

To a nine-year-old kid, anything older than fiftasras good as a hundred, so | did not
understand. But | was taught not to argue withfoliys or my grandparents, and so | was quiet -
for maybe ten seconds. Something inside me knatottly part of the reason that | would not
be staying over at Granny and Granddaddy’'s housenagjust because of their age. It had
something to do with the ghosts too. | wantedatk &bout ghosts, but instead we went for a
walk through the grove and toward the barn.

My Momma had told me that there were no ghostemfhe time | was able to remember
anything, -- from as far back as when | was thesgy old, | was afraid of ghosts - and the
boogieman. And lions in my closet. You know -- Kied of things that frighten kids at night.
She was very educated and so she explained tol migoait why there were no lions in the closet.
I no longer needed for her to turn the lights od #o look in the closet. | knew there weren't
any.

But the ghosts were different. There were no ghiosiny closet at home in Eustis. There were
no ghosts in Granddaddy’s closet in Deland eitteDeland, they were in the basement.

| had never actually seen them. But they wereetidrad heard them. They were unhappy.
They cried and screamed and moaned always in hidteedbut muted voices. Sometimes a

little -- and very softly. And sometimes they cri@nd screamed a lot. | did not know much
about pure hatred as a nine-year old boy, buelnsel to me as though the ghosts were enemies
doomed to hatred of.... something, for eternitheydid not always do this; perhaps they rested
on some nights. But | always lay awake at nighitimga My room was the room next to the
basement stairway. Sometimes other guests woeggh sh that room, but | thought of it as my
room. The room was big and dark and scary, andsismzall. | slept very poorly at Granny and
Granddaddy’s house.

But | dearly loved the daytime. In the daytime, @yanddaddy would let me shoot rats in the
barn with the single shot .22 rifle he had bougintrhe for thirteen dollars at the hardware store.
He would tell me about when he was a kid roaminggvtoods in a place near Fredericksburg,
Virginia. He told me about my dad. And he told atmut the days when living in a small town
meant that grown men got together and chose upsteach played baseball after work - just for
fun. Granddaddy was fun to listen to. He told nte taf things. But my grandfather did not want
to talk much about the ghosts in the basement. tAihg that | found strange about it was that he
did not deny that there were ghosts there. Hespigtof changed the subject whenever | tried to
talk about it.

My mom would have taken me down to the baseneesihhow me. So when we were walking
back from the barn later on that morning, | tolcthiwhat my mom would do. | asked him if we
could go into the basement to see.

At first he said "NO" very firmly. And then whemlas quiet and didn't pester him again, he
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said, "Well, | suppose | got to tell somebody - going to die someday soon, and | suppose
somebody in this family has to know about it."

So he took me into the basement. Always befoledtbeen off limits, and | had never been
down there. He held my hand as we walked dowmthad steps. It was very dingy, dark and
dimly lit, but | held my Granddaddy’s hand for dgfand felt like | was being treated very
special. | wanted to look at everything. Thereendusty old dining room chairs and wicker
chairs with big empty round holes in the center igtitee woven seat should be. | played with a
dented dusty coal bucket, with pieces of coal stikwn about from when the house had a coal
furnace. There was a big oil drum to fire the femace with. There was a cedar chest and
some old clothes in a pile. And in the corneré¢hgas a huge old pine box. On top of the box
was a leather pouch, which was longer than | wiaartd maybe as big around.

When | had poked in all the corners and gottehyfifis a nine-year old can get from the cobwebs
and the coal dust and the grit of a basement, mrydjather pointed me to the pine box and the
pouch on top of it.

A kid wastes no time with subtleties, so | poppatl OVhat's in the box, Granddaddy?"

He said, "I'll tell you in a couple of minutes. tBiust let's look at this." He was referring teet
leather pouch.

He carefully unwrapped the stiff cracked leathepsll and removed three guns. Two of them
were almost the same as each other and the otadramhtwo barrels. All of the three were taller
than me. | figured that they were maybe old tirslegtguns or something, and | said so. My
grandfather corrected me by saying, "Well this baee is a shotgun. It was made in London in
1854 for my Granddaddy. It is a ten-gauge muzzéeling gun. These other two are army
muskets. Actually they were used in the Civil War.

| didn't start in with the little boy questionshigaway. First | had to touch and hold the guins.
asked, "Are they loaded?" to show that | had reme¥etbthe lessons in handling the .22 from
earlier. He said no and let me hold them andlpemtto my shoulder as if to aim them one at a
time. When he sensed the ten thousand little begtipns coming on, he put the guns back. He
shushed me up and took me back to the bright soulibf doors.

We walked back near the fernery and sat down. f@tmery was a commercial planting of
ornamental ferns under giant shady oak treesadtalways cool and restful there. He stared out
into space and began to speak. He spoke for dtilmeg and told me lots of things. He never
looked at me, and for the most part | did not inigt.

He began, "The shotgun was hand made in Londota&thidor my Granddaddy who was named
Gilbert just like me and who was already a preltiyroan, in 1854. It was the proudest thing he
ever owned. Itis made from Damascus twist steleich means that back then they would take a
piece of tapered steel and carefully wrap finel st&e around it until the tapered bar was
completely covered. Then they would heat the hdrvaire until they glowed cherry red in a
special oven. A man would take a hammer and pouaritie wire so instead of being a long
piece of wire it became a sheath around the barwéluld heat and pound. Heat and pound.
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Heat and pound, until the wire flowed into itsaetdadbecame a shotgun barrel. Then they took
the bar out. They made two barrels and fitted the stock and made the rest of the gun. The
gun was made special for one man. You only gotgumelike that in your life because they were
so hard to make."

Never looking at me, he paused. He stared oleatiossy old oak trees shading the ornamental
ferns and remembered. Then, finally Granddaddyimoed, "No one ever told me about this

gun. | never knew about it ‘til they gave me myafany's diary after she died. It's a long diary.
She shoulda been a writer, ‘cause she had a wayweitds. Parts were sad - because a lot of it
was written during the Civil war when things weerybad."

| couldn't stand it anymore. | asked, "Do youl $idve the diary? Where is it? How come, if
nobody ever told you about the shotgun, you hawend how do you know it's your
Granddaddy’'s? Why do you have those Civil War netsk How did you get them?" |
probably would have asked more questions, but ieh&d me again and told me to listen, and
he would tell me.

He continued, "The diary is in the big pine boxleaishut with... some other stuff. It's real old
and | don't know if it's legible anymore, but Eéll you part of it.

"My Granddaddy - who would be your great, greahddaddy was sick when the war started.
My dad, who was named Gilbert before me, was seeardéind married my ma in 1861 just after
Virginia seceded from the Union. They only hadeettogether as man and wife before he
went off to the Army of Northern Virginia. Ma was proud a him. In her diary she said he
didn’t look like much - skinny and kinda scragghessaid. He was proud because his
commanding officer was Stonewall Jackson. Sodgdrcan figure, my dad never saw my mom
again, -- unless..." Granddaddy stopped talkirdyvaas considering telling me something, but
he continued with his current thought.

"My ma lived with my grandparents and helped theraktheir house up and did chores for
them and waited for my dad to come back home anthéwar to end. But, it wasn’'t to be. My
dad disappeared in the battle of the Wilderned8868. He disappeared ten miles or so from his
home. And so, as far as my grandma knew, he rsaweihis wife again. Only ten miles away...

"When the battle began, the Yankees came fronedbeand took my grandma’s house for a
command post for two days. Some very bad thingpdiaed during those two days. | think it
was worst for my mom, because my grandmother'y ¢liat kept saying, "l hope she will be
alright". When the Yankees were in the house, dribemm found where my granddaddy had
hidden his shotgun and took it away from him. H¥esit, | guess. It almost killed Granddaddy
to have the gun taken away like that. It was soartant. An old man like that puts a lot of
stock in personal things like that, and a shotgua tan...well it's important.

My grandfather stopped talking and rolled his cigetween his thumb and forefinger. He did
this for a long time. He didn't look at me. Hedsdl never told anybody about this. | never told
anybody". He paused and wheezed his old man wresekzeesumed his story, "l was born in
1864, just nine months after the Battle of the \&fikess. | lived with my ma and my grandma in
her house in Fredericksburg. My ma worked forttdven doing paperwork for the courthouse
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and | worked different jobs in the summer when stheas out. | drove a wagon for the foundry
for about a year and the next year when | was seganl worked for a small lumber company
driving a mule and a wagon. The boss didn't mindafworked over (time) some, and if we
wanted to, we could cut our own trees. Providedoofrse that we cut and hauled 'em ourself, he
would let us use the mill to cut lumber for our ouse. | didn’t think of it at the time, but while

| was hauling lumber, | was exactly the same agayadad was when he went off to the war.

"My ma saw a table once that she liked. She choreso how she wanted one like it. | studied
it and saw how it was made and decided to use mgfauork time in the winter to make one for
her. It would take special wood, a special tregebthe colors and grain just so. So | began to
look for the special tree to make the table frdmiandered all over The Wilderness looking for
that tree. Most of the trees | looked at wererst jight. But, by and by, | found a large - a leal
large tree that was just right for her table. diswdead a long time and it was heavy with
turpentine pitch. The bark was gone and the tibdnad scorch marks from the fire that burned
during the Battle of the Wilderness eighteen ybafsre, and my mom was still sentimental
about losing my dad during the battle, so | chbs¢ tree.

"It had lots of colors to it, yellow, and browndahlack. Perfect for a table. It was beautiful,
even dead. | wasn'’t the first man to try to catttnee down. Scars from axes and saws were at
various places on the trunk. It was obvious thlérs had tried before me, but the tree was so
full of dried pitch that an ax just bounced from it was like hitting an anvil.

"Still - | wanted that tree. No other tree woulal dt was twisted and gnarled and taller than any
other tree around. Like | said, it was half asenéd a wagon is long at the base, but the base was
rotted and hollow. It was not straight and greke the trees around it, but to me it was still

alive and as soon as | saw it, | knew that wadrde

"In my head, | could see a beautiful table. In¢bred swirls of that old blackened tree, | had
everything | needed. | knew that it would be harevork with, but that the table would be a
work of art that would last forever. So | beganake it down. | worked on it until nine o'clock
that night with a long saw and my ax. | worketlitdould not stand | was so tired. | slept under
the wagon and cooked my dinner out in The Wildesnddegan again at seven on Sunday
morning and it fell at eleven o'clock.

"The moment that the tree fell began the most atufud of my life. You see the tree was almost
seven feet across and it was mostly hollow insM#éhen it fell, it hit hard. It made a loud crash
in the quiet Wilderness. As it fell, it crashedidroke small trees and brushes and the limbs of
other trees and shook the ground. Then these tveketaicame banging down from high inside
my tree and fell out on the ground. It made arnubd¥garsome sound.

"I had heard dozens of stories about the Batttb@WWilderness. Fredericksburg was very proud
of the history of what had happened there. | krfeat it was one of the most horrible times of the
war. Maybe Gettysburg was worse or some othetghley were just names to me. Here, over
six thousand Yankee soldiers had died. Stonewaksbn got his arm shot off by one of his own
men and died from the infection in that battle. &t knew how many Confederate soldiers had
died, simply because no accurate rolls were takanytime. Either you were there to fight or
you were not. My dad disappeared, | knew thathiomt and why,...nobody knew. Me and my
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friends were always finding parts and pieces afghifrom the battle - especially in the first few
years after. The Wilderness covered hundredsretadt was really and truly a wilderness. A
shoe or a tattered piece of clothing or even a etus&m time to time. Most anybody around
could point to trees scarred and marked with butlatks and giant torn holes. It was even
worse ‘cause a fire started in The Wilderness erséttond day of the battle. Soldiers drowned
in the smoke, or got lost or ran away and therest@ses in town about ghosts wandering
around looking for their units and commanding @fi&

"And here in front of me were two musket rifles.

"What was | gonna do with ‘em? | dare not tedichuse the rifles woulda been taken away from
me. After all, | was still just a seventeen-yelarkid. | had no idea as to why they would be in
the hollow of a tree, but The Wilderness was flilinysteries. | thought about it, then continued
with the thing | had set out to do.

"l used my saw and cut the tree into twelve-foatisas for the table. Of course there was more
than enough pinewood there, but | took as muchcaslt get into the wagon. Dang, was that
wood heavy! | split some where | could, and toadstty the top of the tree. It was hollow and
twisted from bottom to top and some pieces wergibetghan others. | loaded that wagon until
the poor old springs wouldn't take any more. | rifles under the wood, took the load home
and stacked it out behind the wood shed.

"The wood laid there until that winter when thelmsiiut down. | began to build the table for my
ma very carefully. Each leg, each plank got spettantion. | would split and cut the wood
until the swirling patterns fit one another to lidgast the way | imagined it. | didn't use nails.
Instead | drilled the wood with a brace and bit #meh put the table together with wooden
dowels.

"Somewhere near the halfway point, | split a loognd section with a sledge and a splitting
maul. The outside was dry and hard and the insmetveavy with pitch so it was hard to do. It
wouldn’t come apart easy, and when at last it capaet it fell apart like a peach split in two -
two perfect pieces. Only where the peach pit winédhere were two dead men."

| suppose | would have interrupted Granddaddy kafasgs, but it was like he was in a trance.
Granddaddy was reliving the day and was tellirig ine like it was yesterday and not eighty
years before.

"It was the most horrible and fascinating thingéesaw. They were mummified and covered
and wrapped with pine pitch that had hardenedsnotoof a thick glass or amber. You could see
through the pitch, or almost see through it. Iswallow and heavy. One of them was wearing
the remains of a Confederate Uniform and the dtlhdrto be a Union Soldier. At first, |

couldn’t figger what could have put them there likat. Two men dead for more than seventeen
years covered in dried up pine pitch almost fitgtfup inside a hollow pine tree, what did that
mean? Two enemies together. Why were they théve?e they trying to git away from the
smoke? Were they fighting each other? If so, veaate man would chase another into the
hollow of a tree and climb the chimney inside ttetto git to him?
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"A course | knew many, many men had simply disapgzeduring the battle. Hunderts and
hunderts died and never got found. Nobody to lmokem, and nobody to bury ‘em if they had
been found anyway. Both armies moved on andhefe unlucky boys to God and the vultures.
Dead, the raccoons and carrion birds would piok &ean and would scatter their bones and
ragged clothes until there wasn’t nothing lefts@ared, wounded, or dying man has no use for a
rifle. Many slung them away when they ran off cogpped ‘em when they got wounded. If they
dragged themselves into a hollow of a tree or dldmaarow in the ground, who would care?"

"So here | had two men who were enemies - come ia the same hollow tree and dropped

their rifles while climbing -- as best they cotitdthe top - where they jammed themselves
together to die, still in trying to kill each othédebbe the smoke smothered them. Or mebbe the
pitch in the tree boiled up and covered them lilk@dtem glass. Or perhaps they were trying to
escape from... If they were alive when the pitchdmeto cover ‘em, then it woulda been awful.

"l suppose it's morbid, to sit and look at two deah and wonder things like this, but it looked
to me like these two men were... still... tryiog tkill...each other. | sat and looked at thsge
dead men for hours and hours trying to understé@hd. mummification wasn'’t perfect a course.
It's not like looking at a bug trapped in ambehefie was some...deterioration... but the
expressions on the shriveled hungry faces wasescefiand horrible that | have terrible dreams
sometimes even now. Their hands were dried wikiggd of parchment-like skin. Their hands
were trying to choke, gouge, maim and hurt eacbkrotleven in death. They were locked face to
face with their backs arched against the tree,thky were doomed to live in eternity, forever in
that position of hatred. And that's what it wéaire eternal hatred.

"And now they were mine. For what reason? What lta do with them?" Granddaddy sat a
long time before he continued.

"Of course, you might say, This is a fine storyel your friends’. And of course it would have
been. Except for one thing. Wedged in betweemtheas my grandfather's shotgun. It had to
be his, it even had the exact same markings mydamather described in her diary."

Granddaddy stopped and I didn't think he was gongpntinue. | knew that he had told me a
great story and that it had to be true. But | dadnany, many, many questions that needed
answers. When it appeared that he was done witstting, | asked him, "Granddaddy - who
were the men? Why did they have your Granddadshasgun? Why were they so mad at one
another?" And of course before he could answer msked the really big question, "And what
did you do with them?"

He was visibly tired from reliving the story. Heas/wheezing more than normal and his head
hung low and he stooped like he was looking foug@ &n the ground. But he humored me just a
little longer.

He said, "Well, | stopped working on the tabledenough to build that box that we saw in my
basement from the rest of the tree and | put ‘esidait. | filled the box with cedar shavings so
that rats and bugs wouldn’t eat ‘em. | kept the behind the wood shed under an oil tarp. |
finished the table | was building for my ma justdye spring. It really was a beautiful table and
she loved it and showed it to everybody in the toBut, the house caught fire and the table
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burned with it five years later. At the time | ditipay notice, but later on | realized the pinexbo
with the two dead men was still behind the woodsdradlit didn’t burn. Funny when you think
about it. They died in a fire, and escaped a skfion”

"As for who they were, | can't prove it for suBut | think that maybe since my dad was so near
to home, he left his army to go see my mom ananus and dad. But my grandma's diary
didn't say, so mebbe not. Maybe he saw my ma themned mebbe not. If he saw my ma, maybe
he gave her a baby, -- me. Or, mebbe he staitachis army like he was supposed ta. Mebbe
not. But I'm pretty sure that the Union Soldiest dome bad things to my ma and stole the gun.
You could read the diary and think that if you wexhto. But it didn’t say exactly. But one way
or another these two men ran across each othdrdnce and my dad recognized the gun. Or...
maybe he was chasing the Union soldier all alotey afly ma told him... | don't know. | was
never able to talk to my ma about it. She justadd@utalk about that time of her life.”

“I think that the Confederate soldier was my dad ke chased the Union soldier into the tree,
maybe followed him up in there, and they foughtheather until they died there. One way or
the other, one of those men in that pine box iglay. One of them gave my mother a baby."
My grandfather stood up and started walking méagohouse. He was tired and needed to rest.

| asked him, "Does my daddy know about the box?”

Granddaddy said, "Nope. | never told anybody. mMgtma, or your dad or anyone. | didn't see
any sense in it. Maybe | coulda’' give those soddie a museum or something, but who could
give his father's body to a museum? | coulda'dalitinem, but I didn't. | just kept 'em"

| said, "What are you going to do with the box?nCaee inside it? How come you told me
about it? Are you going to tell my dad? Is tharevthe ghosts live? Are there ghosts in the
basement?" Granddaddy just gave me "the lookhelw not to ask too many questions at one
time, but this was perhaps the biggest thing thdtdver happened to me in my entire life and |
was boiling with questions. My mind was racing.

He stopped walking and looked soberly at me. Hgk $&onny boy, you have to keep this a
secret. If your mama found out | told you thisrgtiehe would skin me alive and | would
probably never get to see you again, much less ymvever for the night. No - you can't look

in the box. It gives me bad dreams, so | reckavoitlld keep you awake for about two weeks.
No, I don't intend to tell anybody but you abowg tiox. I'm too old to start a bunch of
excitement going, and like as not, nobody wouldevel me anyway. No, | don't know what | am
going to do with the box. | would git rid of it ifknew how. For now, it's going to just stay ttigh
where itis. But | promise you one thing. Whend,dhe shotgun will be yours."

A kid can't let a good thing go. So | said, "Howoat those muskets? Can | have them too? And
the diary? What about it?"

Granddaddy laughed his wheezy laugh and said, tRing at a time Sonny Boy. Let's just wait
and see".

| went to bed that night full of horrible and amagithoughts. | fully expected the ghosts in the
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basement to haunt me, now that | knew who they wBrg they were quiet that night. Still - |
slept very little.

The next day | wanted to talk some more aboutiffesand the pine box, but Granddaddy was
through with that conversation. Old men are somesi that way.

| never spent the night over again, and | neverchéee ghosts again -- until the gun was given to
me.

| can remember the day Granddaddy died. My dad teework early, and it was a school day.
The phone rang just before it was time to catclstol bus. | was just days short of my
seventeenth birthday, and it was in early NovemBefunny distraught voice said, “Tiny, is that
you?” and | said no. She hung up. The phone agagn but the caller hung up. As a
preoccupied teen will do, | didn’t analyze the #igance. | even told my Mom that some crazy
old lady was looking for Poppa.

Later on at school it hit me. That distraught laldy was Granny. She was looking for my dad
and called him by his childhood nickname. She eissaught and confused. Only the death of
my Granddaddy could explain it.

A month later, my dad took me to see Granny. That was the day
that the old shotgun was given to me. She knew it was to be
mine, but Granddaddy hadn’t said why. | got that a nd some other
stuff, stuff that | thought was junk. | asked abou t the pine box
and Poppa was short with me for seeming greedy. Be cause nobody
else but me knew about the pine box and what was in it, I had to
keep quiet for a while. | determined the best cour se of action
was to wait and maybe ask Granny later on. | kept the gun in my
room, for two nights anyway, and | swear - for two nights, there
were ghosts moaning and screaming at one another. Nobody heard
them but me. So after the second night, the gun we nt into the

rack over the mantle in Momma and Poppa’s house.

| graduated from high school a year later and spenbnth at Granny’s house. I'd gotten a job
nearby and used the garage apartment as my ovanngwas glad for the company

| asked Granny if | could look in the basement afternoon, and although she couldn’t
understand why, she said it was OK. In my mingas not totally sure that my experience as a
nine-year-old was accurately remembered. | watttegte that pine box.

There, in exactly the same place was the pine Odre leather shroud was there too, but no
muskets were in it. | made a feeble attempt tondpe box, but it was doweled and nailed shut
and there was pine pitch to act as caulking and gtuhe junction of top and bottom.

Granny moved from Deland to Avon Park to live witly aunt just before | started my second
year of college. She sold the house and beforadgtweowners could move in, it caught fire in
the basement and burned to the ground. It busnegihat would have been my Granddaddy’s
one-hundredth birthday. The origin of the fire vaeser determined.
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A fire in The Wilderness killed them even as tfayght. They were spared the fire in
Fredericksburg to continue the fight. They hatacheother for ‘a hundert years’ as Granddaddy
would have said, and they turned to smoke andratiteifire that burned Granddaddy’s house
down. The tree is gone, but the seed lives.

Now the gun is in my office. It hangs there for taesee every day. It is part of my heritage. But
| do not sleep there.

"In the dry places . . . towns, like weeds, spupgvhen it rains, dry up when it stops. But in a
dry climate the husk of the plant remains. Thengfea might find, as if preserved in amber,
something of the green life that was once liveddhand the ghosts of men who have gone on to
a better place. The withered towns are empty, butininhabited."

Wright Morris
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