





					CHAPTER ONE








	 Hadley Todd Jamison was born on an unusually hot day in the middle of June in the year 1920.  Four days later, he and his mother were taken home to his grandmother's great, cool house on Randolph Circle.  Which is to say he had already stepped off on the wrong foot.


	Because, for one thing, he fell in immediately with the enchantment of his grandmother, a forthright woman of powerful and erratic will, and her three daughters who still spent much of their time in costume, even though they had all been married to diminutive husbands for a number of years.  Two of the daughters, Diana and Ashley, had built houses on their mother's property and moved into them with considerable flourish, however, Lucy, the most foolish and bewitching - having been told too many times in her youth she had beautiful big blue eyes - continued to live in the house of her birth.  "You ought to have been mine!" she cried out for the first of many times when she looked down upon Hadley crying with outraged dissatis-


faction in his crib.  She was wearing vine leaves in her hair at the time.  Hadley's young mother, Constance, who was a definite minority here was angered by this remark but said nothing - at least, not until some years later when she said plenty.


	In any case, not one of the aunts had any sympathy whatsoever with reality, so that they could project their lives forward or backward into harmornious and picturesque tableaux vivants without regard for what was happening around them or in the world at large.  They were celebrated women in their town of Charlotte, North Carolina, because of their unconventional and, occasionally, even scandalous behavior - which they took to be their prerogative - and because two of them, Lucy and Ashley, had married the youngest and shortest in stature of the five Talbert brothers, but mostly because they had been born in this house which dominated Randolph Circle.  It was very large and full of rooms and full of light.  It had started out some fifteen years before the turn of the century as an Italian villa with a square tower and a balcony over the entrance and  a long drive leading onto State Street.  However, Hadley's grandmother, being a woman of creative dissatisfaction, had chosen to look back to an earlier civilization and had had the tower cut off and a Greek-revival facade imposed onto what had been the rear of the house, so that it faced a pleasanter prospect and a more amiable neighborhood.  It had the air somehow of having been trans-


ported through time and space from the country estate managed by the women of an aristocratic Russian family, fallen on difficult times, in the reign of the Czars.  And indeed, the events that took place within its thick walls had the melodious and aimless desperation of a Chekov play - although with less sighing and a great deal more laughter.  This fantastic structure had already become and would remain, even after its destruction, the center of Hadley Jamison's universe and the source of the resplendent and unruly dream of his life.       	


	From the very beginning, he seemed to thrive in his room up two steps from that of his handsome and selfish, young parents.  He was not a pretty baby, due in great part to an aura of anxiety and fatigue he had brought into the world with him, but he was a baby with presence and a determination of his own.  With no apparent effort, he took over domination of the house and people who lived their lives within its walls.  This did not particularly please his father who was accustomed to being given the due of a prince by his mother and three older sisters and by the household servants of which there was an indeterminate number.  In addition, it did not impress him, rather it caused him some displeasure and several more highballs in the evening, that his son could dance holding onto the side of his crib before he could walk and sing stray fragments of recognizable tunes before he could speak a word.  As the weeks and months passed by, he cried much less than other babies, however, he sang frequently at inconvenient hours of the day.  The sweet, clear, eerie sound of the child's voice in the night flowing along the halls and down the curved stairway haunted and exhausted the household.  Late on one sleepless night, an aunt in the bedroom across the way rose up on her pillow in disbelief.  "My God, Harvey," she whispered, "it's from the second act of Traviata."  "Shut up and go to sleep, Lucy," her husband mumbled. 


	On the same occasion, Hadley's parents were restless in their corner room next door, perhaps because the moon like a great pale balloon was spilling light down through the windows and onto the foot of their bed.  "What the hell is that child doing now, Constance?" the father asked.


	"Singing, Morgan.  He's singing," she said and laughed with an edge of retaliation to it.


	"Singing," the father said.  "Well, for godsake, why can't he cry like other babies?"


	"I have no idea, Morgan, but there's nothing I can do about that at the moment," she said.  "At least, we know he's not tone deaf."


	"Well, it appears to me we're in bad trouble," the father said. They laughed quietly - together this time - and decided to re-arrange the covers or perhaps to do away with the covers completely.  It was some twenty to twenty-five minutes later that Hadley's beloved brother, Morrie, was conceived.


	While on the floor below them in the library converted into a large bedroom - really a small kingdom - Hannah Morgan James stood at the open window struggling to get enough breath, her hand pressed flat on her soft and weary breast.  Her lungs wheezed and panted with asthma, but she was determined to wait for easement rather than disturb the serenity of the summer night by calling for help.  She considered taking another drink of bourbon but, as she had already drunk half a fifth that day, she decided against that as well.  And so, she leaned in the window reviewing her long past, the four satisfactory children she had borne and the two she had lost in infancy, and she thought of their doctor father who had taken all of her love and more of her strength than had all the children put together with his addictions and his aristocratic ways.  "Oh, Hadley, Hadley, it is not so difficult even now to remember what it was like to lie together when you were young and I was even younger than that.  I waited for true love.  And I found it, but it was very inconvenient, Hadley," she murmured and tried to laugh.  "I often wonder where you are and why you had to die so soon." She gasped for air and thought she had rather die now herself than spend her life fighting to fill her lungs.  But then she tilted her pale, broad face upwards and, still gasping for air, listened to the sound of her grandson's voice drifting downwards in the heat.  She smiled and felt her breathing was easier.  "What on earth is to become of that child?" she asked, as if she were arguing with someone.  "If you are listening, God," she said to the moon, "see that you take care of that poor little creature after I'm gone, which shouldn't be too long now, unless, of course, you should decide to step in with a little help for an old friend."  She smiled again and sighed.  And  regarded the house next door with grave disapproval.  "I should never have let Ashley build so close to my house," she said and dragged a chair up to the window to lean on her arms on the sill, until the time to sleep had come.


	Spotted Hattie Davis lay listening, still as a mummy in her tiny pitch dark room at the back of the house, to the unearthly singing of her white child floating in the night.  "Uh-oh, sweet Jesus, we in bad trouble," she said.  She crawled out of her narrow bed and onto her knees and made prayer to her Maker she could find no words to express.				


	


	When he was three years old, Hadley and his parents and his beloved brother, Morrie, moved out of his grandmother's house and into a small house of their own on Shady Way in a neighborhood which had become fashionable fairly recently and which would become unfashionable again almost immediately.  They left the aunts and the two cousins, the older one, Spencer, who was to be extremely fond of lying down with unacceptable or even acceptable men in years to come and Lucy's child, Sophie, who got to be three years old and remained three years old for more than seventy years.  


	Definite memory started up for Hadley at this first house that his father had built.  For example, he remembered definitely the day his mother said to him, "You children stay in the house for a while, your father is expecting the bootlegger."  This was thrilling news to Hadley and his brother.  They watched for a very long time at the living room window, and nothing happened except that a thin man from the country drove up in a dusty old car and talked to his father in the back yard for a while and then left.


	"When is the bootlegger coming?" Hadley asked his mother who had had her hair cut too short in New York.  Hadley thought she looked like a fox.


	"He has come and gone," she said as if it made no difference.


	"But he didn't have no boots," Hadley told her.


	"He didn't have no boots," Morrie said shaking his head in sad agree-


ment.


	"Bootleggers don't wear boots," his mother said and laughed.


	"Bootletters don't wear boots," Morrie informed him, in deadly earn-


est.


	It was at this moment that Hadley realized that things were not as dependable other places as they were in the big house on Randolph Circle.  On Randolph Circle - at his grandmother's house, it was certain the man would have been wearing boots.      


	It was while he was living in this house on the narrow sloping street that Hadley began to realize that the days of the world were not always as they they were meant to be.  There was something heavy and threatening in the air.  Sometimes, there was this dread inside his chest.  His little brother ran away from home from this house and was brought home kicking and screaming, because he had forgotten how to get back by himself and had been overcome by fright.  On the fourth of July, his father and his father's friends ran around the house throwing firecrackers at each other and shooting roman candles through the open windows.  His mother had taken him and Morrie and Morrie's airedale dog, Rags, into the bathroom and shut the door and put her back against it, crying the way little girls cry, so that then Hadley and Morrie had begun to cry in agreement.  Rags sat in the corner with his tongue hanging out feeling responsible. They had remained in the tiny, hot bathroom, crying and then discontinuing briefly from time to time to listen for the sounds of combat, until all his father's friends had gone home to see their own wives and children. "For God's sake, Constance," his father had said and his face looked sharp and cold, and  he didn't recognize Hadley when he passed him in the hall.  It was as if he had gone blind.  And Hadley remembered sitting in the breakfast room with the two colored girls late one afternoon when his father's car came through the trees into the yard.  "Uh-oh, here come the big bossman," Goldie said.  She and Willa laughed joyously and went to the kitchen to work.  Hadley wasn't sure what "bossman" was, but he understood that it was something that his father thought he was and probably wasn't, so that the two colored girls could laugh about it with each other when nobody was listening.


	And it was here on Shady Way that he got a boy scout tent for his fifth birthday.  It seemed to him as large as a real house.  His father and his friend Shorty Boggs had set it up on the side of the house outside the dining room windows, and Hadley thought about it off and on through the day and night, anxious to get inside it again as soon as possible.  It was quiet and private and smelled of canvas in the sun, and he sat in his tent for long periods reminding himself that it was his.  It was his first privacy and his first real possession.  It inspired his days with a warm glow, until one day his nine-year-old cousin Otis came to visit and ducked through the door into his tent.  He was wearing corduroy knickers and looked hard around the tent as if he planned to take it as his.  The sun was hot on the sides of the tent and moisture seemed to rise from the grassy floor, however his cousin Otis had closed the flaps on the door.  Hadley could never remember what hap-


pened after that.  But he knew that it was something secret and unforgivable that his cousin had told him to do - and that he had done.  Or it might have been that his cousin had forced him to do something he could not remember.  After that day, whatever it had been that he could not remember, there was some of the dread left inside the tent.  And so he gave his tent to Morrie.  Morrie took it right away without remembering to say thank you or anything.  He put on his Indian suit and the hat with the feathers on it and sat inside it for a little while and then came out to look for his bow and arrow.  He forgot about the tent completely from then on.  When summer was over and it was time for Hadley to go to kindergarten, his father took it down, and he never saw it again.  Over the years, the dread of some secret that had happened between his cousin Otis and himself would begin to burn in his breast when he was least expecting it.


	It was during this winter that Hadley and his mother got in her car and went to Randolph Circle to see his grandmother.  Hadley discovered he had not forgotten the house at all.  He remembered the dank and musty smell the minute Estella let them into the front hall with the stairway turning up into the darkness, and something light and flying happened in his breast.  He saw that his grandmother was like a ghost in her room with all the books around the walls, he could not see her clearly in his memory.  It was almost as if he were seeing her in a watery dream.  The curtains were closed in the middle of the afternoon, and a coal fire was almost out in the fireplace.  Only two lamps were burning.  He could remember clearly that his mother took off her fur coat but left her New York hat on to sit by the dying fire with his grandmother.  His grandmother's face was a hazy white, but her robe was dark and covered her from her neck until it dragged behind her on the floor when she reached up on the closet shelf to get him a stick of pep-


permint candy.  He could hear his grandmother make a wheezing sound then, and a machine was blowing out a mist smelling like cough medecine by her bed.  He thought the room was filling up with the mist.


	"You're looking well, Constance," his grandmother said in her cracked voice that you could hear even if you were upstairs it was so strong.  "Thank you for coming to see me."


	"We've been wanting to see you, Hannah," his mother said, and her face smiled under her New York hat.  


	"How is Morgan, let's get that part of the conversation over with," his grandmother went on, not noticing the smile.  "I stay cross with Morgan which makes not a particle of difference to him."


	"Morgan's fine, Hannah," his mother said.  "He spends most of his time out at the mill - he's always having trouble with the workers."  She contin-


ued the smile in that way Hadley knew not to be a smile at all.  He wondered why his mother seemed smaller in his grandmother's house than she did in her own.  


	"Oh, Constance, honey, Morgan isn't fine at all, and he has no idea what hard work is - why should he? he has never done any," the old lady said, sounding outraged.  "He was spoiled rotten.  We called him the prince and treated him like the prince, and so, naturally he began to believe it.  Still does.  My fault, all of that.  What's more, Morgan is an indifferent man.  Full of charm and good looks, but indifferent.  He passes within a block of this house at least twice every day of the world and has only stopped in to see me two or three times, since you moved out to Shady Way.  He drinks too much for another thing, and that is my fault too.  I drink too much too, Con-


stance.  What people say about me is true - what people say about other people is usually true - "


	"I haven't heard anybody say that, Hannah - "


	"Of course, you have.  Of course, you have, Constance," his grandmoth-


er insisted, getting louder and swelling up in her chair.  "For godsake, don't patronize me.  We don't have much in common, but one thing we always had was telling each other the truth.  Not like Lucy who doesn't know the truth when she sees it - born like that, I think.  Like Cousin Madge.  Same thing.  Madge can't get through a paragraph without at least one lie in it.  Let's not let telling the truth get away from us at this late date, we have too many things to say to each other - "	


	"Everybody drinks too much these days, Hannah.  Everybody we know drinks too much - "


	"Constance, you were brought up a good Baptist girl and didn't know what drinking was or why, until Morgan gave you your first drink in the parking lot out at the club - he told me that himself.  What's more, you know as well as I do it's different with Morgan, it's the key to how he is, how he sees things.  Morgan is my liver and my lights, but Morgan is in grave dang-


er - always has been.  Let me tell you another thing, while I'm at it.  This hosiery thing he and Jim Little went into together isn't going to make it - "


	"Now, Hannah, I - "


	"Let me finish, Constance.  You can put all of this out of your mind the minute you leave here, if you want to.  The hosiery mill won't make it.  I can say that, because I gave him fifty thousand dollars of my money to start it up with.  Morgan is chicken hearted.  A chicken hearted man can't handle his employees.  And as I have said, he drinks too much.  When you're chicken hearted and you drink too much you are out of contact with the way the rest of the world runs.  And that won't do.  The mill will shut down, and Morgan will have to find a job that can give free rein to his looks and his charm and the high-flying arrogant ways he inherited from his father.  He'll find one with no trouble, one smile and they'll be sold.  Then, Constance, I think you and your boys will be safe enough.  My son is an honorable man, of course, and so - "


	"Well, you're dead wrong, Hannah.  Things are not that bad, as a mat-


ter of fact they - " his mother said, but she was looking for her gloves when she said it.


	"Is that so?" his grandmother said and didn't believe it was so at all.


"Well, I pray to God you are right.  But let's not go on about that any longer, I haven't the time to waste talking about such things."  She pushed herself up out of her chair with some effort and poked the fire like a man and then spat into it with admirable accuracy.  "Now then.  You will forgive an old lady," she said.  She ambled over to the table beside her bed as if she were on board a sailing vessel and poured something golden into a tumbler.  The rich, rotten smell reached Hadley's nostrils in his chair by the table in the corner.  It was an aroma he would associate with risk and adventure all of his life, although he never understood quite why.  "I won't be so gauche as to offer you a drink, Constance," his grandmother went on.  "This is no way to have a drink.  This is meant to keep my mind easy and to help me breathe - or at least, that's the way I tell it, and I'll keep on telling it that way as long as I damn well please.  So  .  .   .  "  She swayed slowly back to her chair in this room full of old furniture and pictures like fading memories that had become her domain.  She lowered herself into the chair holding the hand with the glass in it away from her body like a broken wing and then took a swallow from it with her elbow still out.  Hadley thought she had finished talking for the day, because she kept studying the glass which she was holding against the light of the lamp.  "Remarkable stuff, Constance, watch out for it," she said finally.  "Sometimes it's easy to understand why God put it here, other times it isn't all that clear.  However, that's not what I want to talk about -  what I want to talk to you about now, before it is too late is the difficulty I can see ahead for you - "


	His mother laughed very high, but it wasn't her real laugh.  It was one of the little laughs she made to fill in time and to show she didn't care.  "I don't know what you're talking about, Hannah.  I don't know what difficulty you're talking about," she said but didn't make the laugh again.  Hadley realized then that his mother was afraid of his grandmother.  


	"Then, I'll have to tell you, won't I?  That's why I asked you and Hadley to come see me," his grandmother said and coughed and gasped and spat into her handkerchief.  "It's that little creature over there in the corner pretend-


ing to look through Cosmopolitan Magazine - can't even read and drinking in every word we've said."  She smiled and turned young suddenly and looked at him sideways out of the corners of her eyes.  "Don't think I don't know it, Hadley.  We've known each other for a long time now, honey.  I guess I should have sent you out of the room earlier to play with your cousins, but I wanted you here where I can see you and you can see me.  We have to try to mem-orize each other, Hadley.  But let me find you a better book to look at.  Look there, over there on the second shelf by the closet door.  That's it, you'll love that one.  It's a snapshot album with pictures of your father and mother and your damn fool aunts when we were all very young and nobody had even dreamt of you - except maybe me, I think I was always expecting you.  That's it, darling, that should keep you entertained, all the costumes and fool-ishness we loved so  .  .  .  "  She took another swallow from her drink and held her breath for a time to let it sink in and then let the breath go.  "Now then," she said, and Hadley was sorry she had forgotten him so quickly.  "I worry that you may not know how to handle this particular problem, Constance," she went on.  "I hope you understand that this child is special - "


	"Well, of course I know that, Hannah," his mother said.  Her eyes flared open wide and she reared back in her chair as if she were getting ready to jump up and run.


	"You think you do but you don't," the old lady rambled along steadily, heeding no danger signals, and Hadley could see that his mother was getting mad the way she did when his father brought all his friends and their guns and their dogs to the house to drink likker.  "I know you think we have all made too much of him and laid our hands on him and called him ours, which we have - but Constance, he is our sweet new prince, we couldn't help it.  On the other hand, there is something too exposed, too sensitive - I would almost say passionate - about this child.  He was born old, and yet he has all the curiosity and elevated expectation it takes to guarantee him a troublesome life.  He dreams too much, Constance.  His grandfather dreamt too much too.  And he died of dreaming - dreaming and dope.  However, let me assure you he was the best doctor in the state - the best and kindest doctor anywhere for that matter.  This child dreams too much.  He is either a genius or a fool or both - "


	"Hannah, how dare you suggest I can't take care of my own child, how dare you suggest I don't know my own child," Hadley's mother said in a high, trembling voice as if she were trying to sing a song she didn't know.  Her hands were holding onto the arms of the chair and her back was straight and stiff.  Her eyes were wide open.  Hadley was afraid of what his mother was going to say next.


	"Oh, now, please, don't get mad at me, Constance," his grandmother pleaded.  "I'm sure you can take care of him, but - "


	"Listen here, Hannah, I know Hadley better than anybody on this earth," his mother announced, and she stood up in front of her chair very straight.  


"What's more, I know him a hell of a lot better than you do - you or any of the others.  I brought him over here for a visit, Hannah, not to have you - "


	"All right.  All right, then, Constance.  Forgive me," his grandmother said in her sad, rough voice as though she had marbles somewhere in her chest.  "Sit down, sit down.  Please, sit down.  Can I finish? would you let me finish?  I only want you to know what to look for when the time comes.  I want you to promise to keep your heart open to him when he goes his own way, which he will.  I hope you will think of me when he begins to - "


	"Stop it, Hannah - " his mother said, much too loud.


	"You're right.  I've stopped now - but will you forgive me one more thing before we drop this painful conversation?  Promise me you won't let Lucy get him under her sway.  She's got her wild little Sophie, but she will try to take this one.  Now, sit down, Constance.  Please."


	"I have no idea of letting such a thing happen," his mother said in a loud voice and sat back down in her chair without much wanting to.  "Not by Lucy or anybody else."


	"She has a way with her, Constance, she's very persuasive," the old lady said.


	"Not with me, she's not," she said.  "And what's more, has never been.  She's selfish and she's devious and she knows how to go about getting what she wants."


	"I see," his grandmother said.  "I think that's what I was trying to say."  But what she had been trying to say made her sigh.  


	"I can promise you that, Hannah," his mother said quietly and gazed into the dying fire for no reason.


	There was nothing but quiet in the room for a while, and Hadley thought it must be time to go home.  But then, his grandmother called out to him, as if he had gone to another room. "Come here and sit with your grand-


mother for a little while, Hadley, so you will never forget me, and I will never forget you.  And bring that book, so I can tell you who all those smiling people are, most of them kin to you, and you can see how happy they were starting out.  It doesn't often stay that way, but we find that out too late.  In the beginning, we all thought life was going to be a free and easy ride, because of who we are.  But you, Hadley - I don't think you ever thought it would be.  Let me see, now, give me my glasses.  That one.  That's your father standing next to the Stutz Bearcat I gave him when he graduated from the Episcopal High School on the condition that he wouldn't drink.  I might as well have been blowing bubbles.  And this one is your Aunt Ashley on her horse - riding astride, you will notice, in her trousers and boots.  She was the first woman in town to ride a horse astride.  Very daring, she thought.  Oh, Lord, and here is Lucy done up as Lady Hamilton in that portrait by Romney.  She had a picture taken of herself like that and sent a copy to everybody in the telephone book.  And here is the whole crowd down at Morehead City in bathing costumes, trying to be chorus girls.  And that one is your cousin Harry Morgan wrapped up with your father, there was a summer they couldn't live without each other, and here he is again 


with   .   .   .  "	


	She went on turning the pages stiff with glue and snapshots, return-


ing to a past full of easy promise.  Her breathing became the breathing of youth.  Hadley, having transferred from this place to another, leaned in on his grandmother's knee and soon his head fell against her bosom, and his eyes studied the pictures as if they were at a great distance.  His mother sighed.  


	At a certain moment, Hattie Davis came in with a scuttle of coal to poke the fire.  She was, for strangers, a fearful sight.  Her skin was white with dark brown markings like a palamino pony, and her head was bound in a white cloth,  She wore tiny, gold-rimmed glasses, and her skirts were long enough to cover the tops of her high, tightly-laced shoes.  She rarely spoke or acknowledged the presence of other human beings, although in the evenings, she sat silent in the corner of the living room with the family and their visitors and appeared to be listening to the talk.  Nobody knew her age, not even Hattie herself.  She had been with the Morgan family since Hannah could remember, even before the war, and she had been Han-nah's companion and had taken care of all Hannah's children and then of Hadley, and now, she nursed Lucy's excitable daughter, Sophie.  She and Hadley had not been a contented match.  It was as if they had committed grievous offense against each other in some previous existance, this child and this old servant woman, ancient enemies.


	"Oh, Hattie, is it that late?" Hannah James asked.


	"Hello, Hattie," Constance said and expected no response.  There was none.  Hattie put more coal on the fire and moved silently to the windows to open the curtains.  "Do we have to open the curtains, Hattie?  We are so close to Ashley's house, she can see in my windows."


	"Who let that be?" Hattie said, continuing to open the curtains on the bleak winter day.


	"And look who has come to see us, Hattie," the old lady went on, as if she were trying to please a demanding parent.  "Hadley came to see us."


	"I see he did," Hattie said, not looking in his direction.  She moved delibertately in her long skirts to the bedside table and lifted the bourbon bottle to examine it against the light from the windows without comment.  "Is you took your pill?" she asked and transfixed the three around the fire in severe and unforgiving contempt through her gold-rimmed glasses.


	"Not yet," Hannah said.


	"We've got to go home, Hadley," Constance said and began pulling on her gloves.  "Tell your grandmother goodby.  Poor Morrie will wonder what has happened to us."


	"Poor old Morrie," his grandmother said.





	When Hadley and his mother got into her automobile, she put her gloved hands on the steering wheel and opened and shut her fingers, as if she were trying to get a firm grip on it, so that she could drive somewhere very fast.  Hadley could see that his mother was thinking too hard.  He wished that she would start the car and take him home, so that he could start making up a costume like the one his Aunt Lucy was wearing in the picture book with the leaves in her hair.  He thought he knew exactly how he could do it.  And then, something terrible happened.


	"I don't like that old woman," his mother said, not really to Hadley but so that he could hear it.  Hadley knew she was talking about his grand-


mother.


	He refused to believe what his mother had said, but then he knew she had said it.  He felt suddenly he had nowhere to go in the world.  He knew it was impossible for him to go back into his grandmother's house now.  If his mother did not like his grandmother, then she probably didn't like his father either.  Or she might not even like Morrie.  And of course, she could decide  that she didn't like him any longer either, although she told him she loved him every day.  His heart grew so cold, he could not decide where he would spend the night.  He tried to think of all the places in the world where he could be safe from not being liked by his mother.  And there was only one place he could think of.  He wanted desperately to go home to Shady Way and be in the bed next to his brother's bed in their room with the door shut.  He thought Morrie probably didn't have enough sense to stop loving him.
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