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My Family Tree
A Ghost Story
By Robin Knowles

July 1856 – In a place called The Wilderness outside of Fredericksburg Virginia.

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

“Ma,” Gilbert had to catch his breath one more time before he answered her in a slightly twangy
Virginian accent.  “Ma, Jeremy and me made the best-est fort in the whole world.  There’s this
big, really big, ole’ pine tree over yonder in The Wilderness.  It has a big ole’ hole in the middle
like a chimney flue.  It’s really big Ma.  Inside the tree, it’s hollow, and it goes way up.  There’s
lots of room in there.  We made steps inside the tree 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 just stay out of there.  Hear?  That tree has pinesap
all on the inside of it.  Just look at you boy!  Your clothes are ruined.  Besides, if it’s that big in
there, there’ll be a bear or something in there this 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 – My grandfather'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 nasty cigar of his in his hand and studied it as if he
expected it to do something.  Finally, he said, " I don't know -- maybe it's because your Momma
and Poppa aren't going to let you come over here by yourself anymore."

I remembered the dinnertime announcement from last night and my eyes filled with tears.  "I
promise to be good, I won't cry about the ghosts at night anymore.  I promise." 

He patted me on my thigh with his hand.  It was big, and splashed with spots of liver colored
stain.  And it was callused. My Granddaddy was a giant of a man, but little kids like giants.   He
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pushed my tears away with the inside of his thumb and said, "You're a good boy, and I know
about the ghosts - more than you might think.  But the reason you can't come here anymore is
because me and your Granny are too old to take care of you.  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 fifteen is as good as a hundred, so I did not
understand.  But I was taught not to argue with my folks or my grandparents, and so I was quiet -
for maybe ten seconds.  Something inside me knew that only part of the reason that I would not
be staying over at Granny and Granddaddy’s house was not just because of their age.  It had
something to do with the ghosts too.  I wanted to talk about ghosts, but instead we went for a
walk through the grove and toward the barn. 

My Momma had told me that there were no ghosts.  From the time I was able to remember
anything, -- from as far back as when I was three years old, I was afraid of ghosts - and the
boogieman. And lions in my closet.  You know -- the kind of things that frighten kids at night. 
She was very educated and so she explained to me all about why there were no lions in the closet.
 I no longer needed for her to turn the lights on and to look in the closet.  I knew there weren't
any.

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

I had never actually seen them.  But they were there. I had heard them.  They were unhappy. 
They cried and screamed and moaned always in hatred filled but muted voices.  Sometimes a
little -- and very softly.  And sometimes they cried and screamed a lot.  I did not know much
about pure hatred as a nine-year old boy, but it seemed to me as though the ghosts were enemies
doomed to hatred of.... something, for eternity.  They did not always do this; perhaps they rested
on some nights. But I always lay awake at night, waiting.  My room was the room next to the
basement stairway.  Sometimes other guests would sleep in that room, but I thought of it as my
room. The room was big and dark and scary, and I was small.  I slept very poorly at Granny and
Granddaddy’s house.

But I dearly loved the daytime.  In the daytime, my Granddaddy would let me shoot rats in the
barn with the single shot .22 rifle he had bought for me for thirteen dollars at the hardware store.
 He would tell me about when he was a kid roaming the woods in a place near Fredericksburg,
Virginia.  He told me about my dad.  And he told me about the days when living in a small town
meant that grown men got together and chose up teams and played baseball after work - just for
fun. Granddaddy was fun to listen to. He told me lots of things.  But my grandfather did not want
to talk much about the ghosts in the basement.  The thing that I found strange about it was that he
did not deny that there were ghosts there.  He just sort of changed the subject whenever I tried to
talk about it.

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

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

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

When I had poked in all the corners and gotten filthy as a nine-year old can get from the cobwebs
and the coal dust and the grit of a basement, my grandfather pointed me to the pine box and the
pouch on top of it.

A kid wastes no time with subtleties, so I popped out, "What's in the box, Granddaddy?"

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

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

I didn't start in with the little boy questions right away.  First I had to touch and hold the guns.  I
asked, "Are they loaded?" to show that I had remembered the lessons in handling the .22 from
earlier.  He said no and let me hold them and put them to my shoulder as if to aim them one at a
time.  When he sensed the ten thousand little boy questions coming on, he put the guns back.  He
shushed me up and took me back to the bright sunlit out of doors.

We walked back near the fernery and sat down.  The fernery was a commercial planting of
ornamental ferns under giant shady oak trees.  It was always cool and restful there.  He stared out
into space and began to speak. He spoke for a long time, and told me lots of things.   He never
looked at me, and for the most part I did not interrupt.

He began,  "The shotgun was hand made in London England for my Granddaddy who was named
Gilbert just like me and who was already a pretty old man, in 1854.  It was the proudest thing he
ever owned.  It is made from Damascus twist steel, which means that back then they would take a
piece of tapered steel and carefully wrap fine steel wire around it until the tapered bar was
completely covered.  Then they would heat the bar and wire until they glowed cherry red in a
special oven.  A man would take a hammer and pound on the wire so instead of being a long
piece of wire it became a sheath around the bar.  He would heat and pound.  Heat and pound. 
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Heat and pound, until the wire flowed into itself and became a shotgun barrel.  Then they took
the bar out.   They made two barrels and fitted it to the stock and made the rest of the gun.  The
gun was made special for one man.  You only got one gun like that in your life because they were
so hard to make."

Never looking at me, he paused.  He stared out at the mossy old oak trees shading the ornamental
ferns and remembered.  Then, finally Granddaddy continued, "No one ever told me about this
gun.  I never knew about it ‘til they gave me my Granny’s diary after she died.  It's a long diary.
She shoulda been a writer, ‘cause she had a way with words.  Parts were sad - because a lot of it
was written during the Civil war when things were very bad."

I couldn't stand it anymore.  I asked, "Do you still have the diary?  Where is it?  How come, if
nobody ever told you about the shotgun, you have it, and how do you know it's your
Granddaddy’s?  Why do you have those Civil War muskets?  How did you get them?"  I
probably would have asked more questions, but he shushed me again and told me to listen, and
he would tell me.
                                    
He continued, "The diary is in the big pine box nailed shut with... some other stuff.  It's real old
and I don't know if it's legible anymore, but I’ll tell you part of it.

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

"My ma lived with my grandparents and helped them keep their house up and did chores for
them and waited for my dad to come back home and for the war to end.  But, it wasn’t to be.  My
dad disappeared in the battle of the Wilderness in 1863.  He disappeared ten miles or so from his
home.  And so, as far as my grandma knew, he never saw his wife again.  Only ten miles away...

 "When the battle began, the Yankees came from the east and took my grandma’s house for a
command post for two days.  Some very bad things happened during those two days.  I think it
was worst for my mom, because my grandmother's diary just kept saying, "I hope she will be
alright". When the Yankees were in the house, one of them found where my granddaddy had
hidden his shotgun and took it away from him. He stole it, I guess.  It almost killed Granddaddy
to have the gun taken away like that.  It was so important.   An old man like that puts a lot of
stock in personal things like that, and a shotgun to a man...well it's important.

My grandfather stopped talking and rolled his cigar between his thumb and forefinger.  He did
this for a long time.  He didn't look at me. He said, "I never told anybody about this. I never told
anybody".  He paused and wheezed his old man wheeze and resumed his story, "I was born in
1864, just nine months after the Battle of the Wilderness.  I lived with my ma and my grandma in
her house in Fredericksburg.  My ma worked for the town doing paperwork for the courthouse
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and I worked different jobs in the summer when school was out.  I drove a wagon for the foundry
for about a year and the next year when I was seventeen, I worked for a small lumber company
driving a mule and a wagon. The boss didn't mind if we worked over (time) some, and if we
wanted to, we could cut our own trees. Provided of course that we cut and hauled 'em ourself, he
would let us use the mill to cut lumber for our own use.  I didn’t think of it at the time, but while
I was hauling lumber, I was exactly the same age as my dad was when he went off to the war.

"My ma saw a table once that she liked.  She carried on so how she wanted one like it.  I studied
it and saw how it was made and decided to use my out of work time in the winter to make one for
her.  It would take special wood, a special tree to get the colors and grain just so.  So I began to
look for the special tree to make the table from.  I wandered all over The Wilderness looking for
that tree. Most of the trees I looked at weren't just right.  But, by and by, I found a large - a really
large tree that was just right for her table.  It was dead a long time and it was heavy with
turpentine pitch.  The bark was gone and the tree still had scorch marks from the fire that burned
during the Battle of the Wilderness eighteen years before, and my mom was still sentimental
about losing my dad during the battle, so I chose that tree.

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

"Still - I wanted that tree.  No other tree would do.  It was twisted and gnarled and taller than any
other tree around.  Like I said, it was half as wide as a wagon is long at the base, but the base was
rotted and hollow.  It was not straight and green like the trees around it, but to me it was still
alive and as soon as I saw it, I knew that was the tree.

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

"The moment that the tree fell began the most awful time of my life.  You see the tree was almost
seven feet across and it was mostly hollow inside.  When it fell, it hit hard.  It made a loud crash
in the quiet Wilderness.  As it fell, it crashed and broke small trees and brushes and the limbs of
other trees and shook the ground. Then these two muskets came banging down from high inside
my tree and fell out on the ground.  It made an awful fearsome sound.

"I had heard dozens of stories about the Battle of the Wilderness. Fredericksburg was very proud
of the history of what had happened there. I knew that it was one of the most horrible times of the
war.  Maybe Gettysburg was worse or some others, but they were just names to me.  Here, over
six thousand Yankee soldiers had died.  Stonewall Jackson got his arm shot off by one of his own
men and died from the infection in that battle.  No one knew how many Confederate soldiers had
died, simply because no accurate rolls were taken at any time.  Either you were there to fight or
you were not.  My dad disappeared, I knew that, but how and why,…nobody knew.  Me and my
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friends were always finding parts and pieces of things from the battle - especially in the first few
years after.  The Wilderness covered hundreds of acres.  It was really and truly a wilderness.  A
shoe or a tattered piece of clothing or even a musket from time to time.  Most anybody around
could point to trees scarred and marked with bullet marks and giant torn holes.  It was even
worse ‘cause a fire started in The Wilderness on the second day of the battle.  Soldiers drowned
in the smoke, or got lost or ran away and there was stories in town about ghosts wandering
around looking for their units and commanding officers.

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

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

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

"The wood laid there until that winter when the mill shut down.  I began to build the table for my
ma very carefully.  Each leg, each plank got special attention.   I would split and cut the wood
until the swirling patterns fit one another to blend just the way I imagined it.  I didn't use nails. 
Instead I drilled the wood with a brace and bit and then put the table together with wooden
dowels.

"Somewhere near the halfway point, I split a long round section with a sledge and a splitting
maul. The outside was dry and hard and the inside was heavy with pitch so it was hard to do.  It
wouldn’t come apart easy, and when at last it came apart it fell apart like a peach split in two -
two perfect pieces.  Only where the peach pit would be there were two dead men."

I suppose I would have interrupted Granddaddy to ask things, but it was like he was in a trance. 
Granddaddy was reliving the day and was telling it to me like it was yesterday and not eighty
years before. 

"It was the most horrible and fascinating thing I ever saw. They were mummified and covered
and wrapped with pine pitch that had hardened into sort of a thick glass or amber.  You could see
through the pitch, or almost see through it.  It was yellow and heavy.  One of them was wearing
the remains of a Confederate Uniform and the other had to be a Union Soldier.  At first, I
couldn’t figger what could have put them there like that.  Two men dead for more than seventeen
years covered in dried up pine pitch almost fifty feet up inside a hollow pine tree, what did that
mean?  Two enemies together. Why were they there?  Were they trying to git away from the
smoke?  Were they fighting each other?  If so, what sane man would chase another into the
hollow of a tree and climb the chimney inside the tree to git to him?
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"A course I knew many, many men had simply disappeared during the battle.  Hunderts and
hunderts died and never got found.  Nobody to look for ‘em, and nobody to bury ‘em if they had
been found anyway.  Both armies moved on and left these unlucky boys to God and the vultures.
 Dead, the raccoons and carrion birds would pick ‘em clean and would scatter their bones and
ragged clothes until there wasn’t nothing left.  A scared, wounded, or dying man has no use for a
rifle. Many slung them away when they ran off or dropped ‘em when they got wounded.  If they
dragged themselves into a hollow of a tree or a small burrow in the ground, who would care?"

"So here I had two men who were enemies - come to be in the same hollow tree and dropped
their rifles while climbing --  as best they could to the top - where they jammed themselves
together to die, still in trying to kill each other. Mebbe the smoke smothered them.  Or mebbe the
pitch in the tree boiled up and covered them like molten glass. Or perhaps they were trying to
escape from... If they were alive when the pitch began to cover ‘em, then it woulda been awful.

"I suppose it's morbid, to sit and look at two dead men and wonder things like this, but it looked
to me like these two men were...  still... trying to ...kill...each other.  I sat and looked at these two
dead men for hours and hours trying to understand. The mummification wasn’t perfect a course. 
It's not like looking at a bug trapped in amber.  There was some...deterioration... but the
expressions on the shriveled hungry faces was so fierce and horrible that I have terrible dreams
sometimes even now.  Their hands were dried with gloves of parchment-like skin.  Their hands
were trying to choke, gouge, maim and hurt each other - even in death.  They were locked face to
face with their backs arched against the tree, like they were doomed to live in eternity, forever in
that position of hatred.   And that's what it was.  Pure eternal hatred.

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

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

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

He was visibly tired from reliving the story.  He was wheezing more than normal and his head
hung low and he stooped like he was looking for a bug on the ground.  But he humored me just a
little longer.

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

 "As for who they were, I can't prove it for sure.  But I think that maybe since my dad was so near
to home, he left his army to go see my mom and his mom and dad.  But my grandma's diary
didn't say, so mebbe not.  Maybe he saw my ma there -- and mebbe not.  If he saw my ma, maybe
he gave her a baby, -- me.    Or, mebbe he stayed with his army like he was supposed ta.  Mebbe
not.  But I'm pretty sure that the Union Soldier did some bad things to my ma and stole the gun. 
You could read the diary and think that if you wanted to.  But it didn’t say exactly.   But one way
or another these two men ran across each other by chance and my dad recognized the gun.   Or...
maybe he was chasing the Union soldier all along after my ma told him... I don't know.  I was
never able to talk to my ma about it.  She just couldn't talk about that time of her life.”

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

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

Granddaddy said, "Nope.  I never told anybody.  Not my ma, or your dad or anyone.  I didn't see
any sense in it.  Maybe I coulda' give those soldiers to a museum or something, but who could
give his father's body to a museum?  I coulda' buried them, but I didn't.  I just kept 'em"

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

He stopped walking and looked soberly at me.  He said, "Sonny boy, you have to keep this a
secret.  If your mama found out I told you this story, she would skin me alive and I would
probably never get to see you again, much less have you over for the night.  No - you can't look
in the box.  It gives me bad dreams, so I reckon it would keep you awake for about two weeks. 
No, I don't intend to tell anybody but you about the box.  I'm too old to start a bunch of
excitement going, and like as not, nobody would believe me anyway.  No, I don't know what I am
going to do with the box.  I would git rid of it if I knew how.  For now, it's going to just stay right
where it is.  But I promise you one thing. When I die, the shotgun will be yours."

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

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

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

The next day I wanted to talk some more about the rifles and the pine box, but Granddaddy was
through with that conversation.  Old men are sometimes that way.
 
I never spent the night over again, and I never heard the ghosts again -- until the gun was given to
me.

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

Later on at school it hit me.  That distraught old lady was Granny.  She was looking for my dad
and called him by his childhood nickname.  She was distraught 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.  I got that a nd some other
stuff, stuff that I thought was junk.  I 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.  I determined the best cour se of action
was to wait and maybe ask Granny later on.  I kept the gun in my
room, for two nights anyway, and I 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.

I graduated from high school a year later and spent a month at Granny’s house.  I’d gotten a job
nearby and used the garage apartment as my own.  Granny was glad for the company

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

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

Granny moved from Deland to Avon Park to live with my aunt just before I started my second
year of college.  She sold the house and before the new owners could move in, it caught fire in
the basement and burned to the ground.   It burned on what would have been my Granddaddy’s
one-hundredth birthday.  The origin of the fire was never determined.
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  A fire in The Wilderness killed them even as they fought.  They were spared the fire in
Fredericksburg to continue the fight.  They hated each other for ‘a hundert years’ as Granddaddy
would have said, and they turned to smoke and ash in the fire 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 me to see every day.  It is part of my heritage.  But
I do not sleep there.

"In the dry places . . . towns, like weeds, spring up when it rains, dry up when it stops. But in a
dry climate the husk of the plant remains. The stranger might find, as if preserved in amber,
something of the green life that was once lived there, and the ghosts of men who have gone on to
a better place. The withered towns are empty, but not uninhabited."

Wright Morris


