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COMPANY THROUGH THE PASS

"The neme's Sudden," the stranger ssid wearily, looking down
into the glass around which he had carefully wrawped his long, bony
fingers. There were g0 many ifs in the whole bueiness, he quite
frankly hed not known where to commence. And, with everything else,
he was just plsin wornout, tired downrinto his boots; o dragging
fatigue that had almost killed him’ by the time he had stumbled out
of the cold into the warmth of the S2loon. He had hardly slept in
two weeks, scouring the plain, agking cuestions, running down wrong
leads, But, if this was the,right place, 2nd if these were the men,
and if he managed 40 Secure the help he reocuired to take them, and
if he did succeged in throwing down on them, how would he, 2lone and
no great shakes as«® gunman, shepherd two or perhaps three killers
through the Pass to Dodge and a date with a rope? Yet, he had sworn
that when he caught up with them, they would have no.easy way out by
2 bhullet,. @ He had promised his wrangler that they would swing.

Only trouble now was that he was very, very tired., Please, please,

he acked his driven body., Prowsily, Sudden blinked his eyes and
spoke to the barkeep again:

"JToe Sudden. In from over the Pase, Thie place Link? Like
maybe to stey e day or two."

Ben Seghars, working behind the ber, nodded, weiting. He



always waited when they came in like this, Maybe the fellow had
fooled Bard Moodie's mongrel dog dozing in the fire warmth near
the oven hearth, Conceivably, he had even fooled 2 men or two

at the table. But not Ben. Ben knew why the door had been whipped
inward so fast, and knew why the stranger had shambled into the
saloon pretending to have stumbled on the threshold. Ben had
caught the swifting of the stranger's eyes over Bard Moodie 2nd
the men at the table, and the way his gloveless right hand
hovered at the cutdown holster. This one was lawmén wery. Town
shy. On the bolt. Running.

"You must have been in a hurry to' have btusted 211 through
that snow," Ben commented, He was amueeld,»thinking that this was
one of the scary ones feeling higmwey into Link. Link was Bard
Moodie's famed outfit, nothing tolook at really, consisting of
a two-storey frame building ewndse corral. But when =2 mount was
hidden up the canyon at the back, snd its rider was nodded upstairs,
he was safe from sheriffs and posses as a2 flea in an elevhant's
eer. Thanks to Bard Meodie, hies formidable revutation and hise
friends in Dodge. Some of the men entering Tink for the firet time,
came in full to the collar buttons with the strange, hesrsh pride of
the outlaw, until they were cuffed into line by Bard Moodie. The
wild ones, Ben, 2 prudent man, left strictly up to Bard. He amused
himeelf with the ones who exposed their timidity. Fe rested his
plump foresrms on the counter and appeared to be worried for
Sudden,

"Well, now," he dreawled, "you'd be wanting 2 room no doubt,
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Yes, Van riding 21l alone like that, Tired and sore, Sure." His tiny,
malicious eyes gleamed with laughter, "Only, you see, this e2in't no
regular hotel, Its 8 — "

"Roost," Joe Sudden interrupted, "A rogues' roost =2nd you aren't
the boss, Whom do I see?"

Ben Seghers' mouth popped open, puzzled, hurt, angry =2nd csutious
at once. "Mi - Mister!" he spluttered, "you talk funnyi"

In the past, in whatever way they sheaped up to Link, with
discuietude or audacity, they had never given nemes to Eerd's outfit.
At least, not publicly. Not like this t211l, cold one with the hair
showing under the beat up hat black as midnight in the belly of =
thieving coyote. He glanced ouickly towards Bard trying to es teh his ey;.

"Call him by his name," Joe Sudden s2id without looking up.

Ben felt lonely all a2t once., This Joe Sudden was unecanny. Fe
saw what you did without looking at you. Tangling/ﬁitgim had been a
mistake. This was one of those he should have left to Rard., "Rerd!" he
called hoarsely then, "fellow here says he wants a room!"

From behind the egrds, Pard Moodie came out scowling., The game
wae not importent. Bard never a2llowed himself to be caught in an impor-
tent geme with his e¢lients. He got enough for hiding them out, feed,
flop and fare-thee-well, not to mention the head of licuor they stoked
up on the furlough. He saw no reason to risk his portion on the chance
turn of a trifle, a2 toy, a gewgaw, Put he scowled because Ben Seghars
had never thrown it 2t him like that, "Who wents 2 room?" he snapped.

Joe Sudden turned, his elbows riding the counter, The three men
at the table with Berd swivelled their herds towards the besr. Sudden's
voice stroked easily into the ouiet., "Joe Sudden's the name," he =2id,

This Bard Moodie wees a man to single out of a full house, a big

strong figure, coapable, aggressive. "You seen 2 sign outside which
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says thie place is a hotel?" he demesnded,

Sudden said shortly: "Heard of it."

Ben was shifting nervously from foot to foot. Finelly it
grew too big for him and he blurted: "Says this place is a roost!
Rogues' roost or somepni™

Then he waited for RBard to cut dowvn on this fresh szddle tramp.
Bard Moodie looked blank for a moment. His eyes narrowed on Sudden,
went down Sudden's figure to his boots 2né then travelled up to his
face and steyed there, "Texan?" he asked softly, almost shyly. At
Sudden's curt nod, he chuckled end gestured him foerwsrd, Ben muttered
disguetedly and worked his way from behin@ the counter. He still had
an outside chore to do., "You walk like =2 eouger, boy," Bard said,
watching Sudden's approasch. "Relax, itsialright here. Nobody rides
into Link for you."

As Sudden used a foot todrag up 2 chair for himself, Rard
Moodie begen the introductions. MYou ever met Sagebrush Herry? Sage-
brush." Sagebrush Harry hed, 2 long lineage of evildoing docketted in
his dull, brutsl fece, He grunted, Bard sesid: "And this is Wee Willie.,"
Willie wae slim, boyicsh, eager in a cream silk shirt clesn =25 2 new
pin. "And talk te,Billie Coast while I figure out this hand," Moodie
said, "Where you heading, Sudden?"

Sudden found himeelf looking into the brilliant black eyes of
Billie Coast, the narrow shoulders and dead white hands lying pelm up

by thinking

on the table, Somberly, Joe Sudden provoked his own enger/thst 211
thecge killeres ran to dramatics every minute of their short, violent
lives., Like Coast here, who weas dressed in black from head to foot and
kept his deadly hands clean as his guns., He had no doubt that Billie

Coast was one of the fest ones, gun-swift. It was an indefinable

guality you could smell like grave earth., Billie Cosst saig softly:
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"Where are you heading? Didn't you hear Bard ask it?"

Where am I hesding? These could be the men he s=sought, but he

could also be wrong. He could find out by telling them where he was
heading. He hoped thecse were not the men. He had not counted on there
being three of them, Little Joe had said there had been two, but the
oy could have been misteken. It had been a dark night., This Coast was
snake-cuick, Sagebrush could break your neck with a blow. Wee Willie
wes an unknown @quantity. Perhaps he could find out about them if he

perhaps Sagebrush Harry would ride along

to0ld them the =tory slowly;f with

him, Sagebrush looked like 2 cowhend 2nd he would ¥now the sweat and
bone weariness of men trailing cattle through Bee&ille and past Austin
and Sen Antone, of fording the Colorado =2n@ swimming the Erazos =nd
weiting at nights for the Commanches to come hooting down,

"You going to telk?" Billie Coast-asked gently beside him, And
what about Wee Willie? ©Perhaps if he told Wee Willie 2bout Tittle Joe,
hie new wrangler, who had gone a2bout lesrning the business with a
gravity on his face that only 2 ten-year-old could muster, perhaps Wee
Willie would side him if later somebody called for a2 vote on one Joe
Sudden., And what of Pillie Coast? Whet about his ballot? And Bard; he
would look for am opportunity to probe the man. By the grace of God,
something would give., Joe Sudden swallowed on the pain he felt, and
said coldly: "Where I am heading, I'm at. You hear me, Berd?"

"Sure," Bard Moodie said, riffing the cards, "So how are we sure
you a2int got a law badge hidden in your saddlebag?"

Sudden said: "Becaucse if T had, Ben who hses been outside to check
my mount, would have flashed it, and T would have been cold meat by now,"

Bard Moodie chuckled; he did not look =2t Sudden. "So maybe we
should sesrch your clothes," Billie Coast =aid,

"Suit yourself," Sudden said. He wee nervous and tired, so bedly
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hurt inside it wae hard to keep from shaking. He wanted to kill, to
smesh, batter. "Alrigﬁt, Sudden, you're alright here," Bard Moodie
said while he inspected his cards, "No marshel rides into Link "

Joe Sudden shrugged and seid caesually: "I know, I heard of you."

"Now what would you be meaning by thet?" Moodie asked 28 cosually.

"T heard you are a Texas man," Sudden s2id, preying. FHe thought
that Billie Cozst would laugh if he told him how one time, by the Red
River, when the Commenches stormed down from the ridge, he had prayed
superbly, powerfully, that he would have the strength to shoot Anne
if the Indisns broke through, Oh, ye=ah, Billie would be amused,

"Wobody ie nothing north of the Brazos," #oodie sa2id sharply. "Stop
fighting the war.,"

"All Americans agsin," Billie Cpest se2id., "All share the same
Great White Father.,"

Joe Sudden's tired eyes seemed@"to drop farther back in their sockets.
"One time, two-three years ago," he said, "I remember 2 Texas man named
Tuke Short. Ran 2 saloon in Podge. Townies were giving him a bad time,
him being from down <dome, Then one time when the politieiens re=ally put
wire right in his baekyard, why, this Texan reared on his hindlegs and
sent for = couple offellows, Texans too, named Wygatt Earp 2nd Bat
Macterton ——= and another whose name I disremember for csure. Three of
them made it decent for Luke. Just to seeing that none of thoée back=
shooting gente got behind him,"

Bard Moodie, gozing down 2t the cards in his hand, asked as if it
did not not matter: "You know Tuke?"

"We been up the Chicholm together," Sudden s=id.

"A1l the way?"

"From Sen Antone to Abilene, That's 211 the way there is."

"Then maybe you've seen Tuke lately?"

"Reckon T haven't been in Dodge for some time," he replied
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truthfully. He twisted wearily on the chair, moved the glass away with
his fingers. He didn't want the vhisky Ben had served. Fe had ridden into
the owlhoot place casually as a cottle buyer going into the dining ecar

of the Atchison, Topeka and Sante Fe, but supnrose Bard had changed? Rard
was long out of Texas. Maybe he had a new code. "Reckon I didn't meke
Dodge. T 1it out 2long the Cimarron."

Wee Willie cut in sherply: "Where did you make trouble then? Wichita?
Caldwell?" Joe Sudden pushed his hat from his forehead, sighed and grinned
wolfichly at the youngster. This could do it. Wee Willie was hardly more
than 2 boy, but Sudden had to buy knowledge and somebody had to pay. He
had to find out sbout each of the three, Wee Williey Sagebrush Harry and
Billie Coast. He said softly, dangerously at WeesWillie: "Where are you
from, son? We dont make them so small dovm,vwhere I come from,"

The boy's eyes darkened a2t the insultuwend he half rose to his feet
before Moodie's hand was clamped hard on his shoulder, "Forget it,

Sudden," Bard Woodie s2id coldly, evenly, "the kid's with me. He's alright
but he talks everything that comes into his mind. Almost had Cosst throw-
ine down on him last week for asking the seme fool cuestion." He chuckled.
"Perhaps T didn't 4ntreduce you right, Sudden., Full nsme, William Ploor
MeKenzie, college boy from Canade seeing the Wild West."

Joe Sudden set very still. Thet put Wee Willie on the outside. And
Bard had not been obliged to offer him this explenation. What Bard hed
done wes to give him a picture. Joe Sudden grinned raggedly and put out
2 hand, "No harm done, Willie," he said. "Benn riding so long alone, dont
even mind talking about it. I'm from Brownsville, the brush country."

Moodie, his cold grey eyes warming a little, nodded. "Brownsville,
sure. Went back there too, after the war, to pick up what T could."

"We were all picking up what we could," Sudden said, looking down at
his hends. "Hungry as hell most of the time, sweating with work and

with fear while we went to roping those wild critters that would
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as soon gut you as run. Puring the war they had gone back into the
brush 2nd had become lean and mean as mountesin lions." He looked with
friendly interest a2t Sagebrush Harry. "They ever had you off your
pony, down in the thicket with nothing between you and the horns
except for how aquickly you could get out your gun?"

Sagebrush Harry, after 2 preliminary rumble in his throst and
a fost look at Billie Coast, s2id: "I am from Kansas." Joe Sudden
nodded gravely, s=id: "Nice country, Kansas, After the war, Tuke and
me made the first trail, pointing them north pset Austin, took them
sweet and slow through the fat spring grass up the eld Beef Trail,
eating 211 the way so by the time we got t6 the Brazos, you could
have floated a house on their backs. Stocked up 2t Forth Worth in
those days then went into Indian country oprimed for the red devils.,
Remember how they looked, Berd? The wmultitude of them, your own
capital on the hoof, stretched out @e far as the eye could see, the
long horns moving in a kind of dance, smelling nicer than a fancy
woman, hardly bawling so contented they are, the creeks running
full of clear water and the sky smiling blue every morning as if the
whole earth is gladythat your beef is walking the Chisholm Trail,."

"Sometimesyit ween't as pretty as that," Pard ssid grimly.

Billie Coast said: "You one of thece poets or something, mister?"

"Yeah, I hear' you get some rough times," Sudden said, adding
the lie behind 2 hollow little laugh, "guess we've been lucky."

Moodie grunted, inspecting the cards., "Couvnle of times, Com-
menches got restless with us. Kiowas and Cheyennes too. Had to shoot
our way out, by the Red River, when & big bend in wer peint jumped us
at the fording," Moodie said,

"Tuke told me about that time," Sudden s2id. Assuming itwas

these two, Sagebruch and Billie Coast, and even if he buffaloed them,
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he still did not see how alone he could herd them through the snow-
filled Pass with maybe a blizzard lashing through there by morning.
"Remember he gaid ydu lost fifty-sixty head in the ouickeand. Seems
to me T heard something a2bout chasing the redskins to their villege
and rescuing » couple of white kids they had been holding., feckon the
Indians were more decent than some white men T know, They didn't kill
the kids."

Bard Moodie looked up sharply. "Never heard of any white man
doing such a2 thing," he said. Sudden shrugged. "Maybe the trail ien't
whet it used to be. You heard about the fever?" he'asked PFard,

Moodie looked puzzled. "Cant bleme the Kemsans for wanting to
keep the fever out of their territory —“but what has cattle fever
got to do with it?"

"That's right," Billie Coasgt gaidat his ear., "I am Kaneas
myself and I say, what have you against us?"

Joe Sudden allowed himself to look confused. He shook his head.
"No, cant blame them fowr protecting their herds. Maybe that's why
they chesed us off, Teldwmy own folke that too. Something went wrong
eand now they are waiting out there on the Chisholm for me to right it."

Moodie's thickieyebrows drew together in 2 frown. "Who is
waiting?" he asked,

"My wife, kid., Cant figure it out." He was holding their
attention now. Fe had suddenly become 2n enigme, Who had ever heard
of 2 man leaving his family holding down a trail herd while he went
outlaw? "Wife and kid and me, 2nd a couvle of boys. We had come up
the 0ld Shawnee Trail, Good season; sedge and mescuite thicker than
money in a bank. Cettle fat, thirtv-five dollars a2 head up in Dodge,
Had the best remuda in the territory too. Mustsngs and guarter horsces

under 2 fine little wrangler., ¥Kid nemed Little Joe. Real good trail,"



iA real good trail., Antelope, deer and buffalo for the pot. No
sickness; weather like silk, even the tra il dust tasted different.
A Sunday afternoon on the bank of the Canadisn, an easy wind like
pretty ribbons blowing' through the live osksj sitting beside Anne and
watching the way her hair 1ifted to the wind and the tenderness =t her
mouthy thinking how this herd would set them uwp, with nothing owed
and a lifetime of btuilding agein before them., Soon, a forgotten war.

"You ever been in a stempede, Willie?" Sudden asked, "RBard ever
t0ld you? When those longhorns storm out, and you are riding =2long-
side trying to soueeze them into 2 mill, boy you're riding through
the furnaces of hell. They look like a millipn. devile too, with the
horns swaying 2nd clashing and the big eyes rolling back — maybe
that's why the heat coming off their Hides e¢an put blisters on your
face."

Moodie asked: "Where was this stempede?" He knew that thie talking
Texan had been hurt somewhere, you ceaught it in his voice 2nd the

as if . gomething in his
way his words ceme out,/ NIRRT throat was cutting them
off short., He knew that Sudden was acking for help., Well, then, he
had cleared Willie for him.

"We were camped near Polecat Creek," Sudden said, "Clear night,
small cloud drift, Tonghorns got restive around midnight., Always
restive about then., Always get up, stretch, browse a while, dowm
again, if nothing bothers them. This night they soon settled again,
no trouble in 2 million miles. T must have dozed off, woke to what
sounded like a2 thunderclesp at first. In that instant, the cattle
were off." Sudden cracked his knuckles, rubbed his hands over hig
face, clesped his hands ahd scueezed his elbows agesinst his ribs as
if the room was chilly. "They broke out hot, swarmed through the

camp. Had a top notch crew and we were out after them fast, some of

une riding W bareback-and-halter. Even so, took us seven or eight
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hoursf{to crowd 'em,"

Wee Willie said: "But how come it took you that long with the
crew of tophands you say you had?"

Bard Moodie s=2id slowly, his eyes on Sudden: "Tt happens so,
Willie. Spooked badly enough, cettle will run ta2il out for = day."

"Put he said they were bedding down essily," Willie protested.
"Maat have been one hell of a spook."

"Yeah," Joe Sudden sa2id, his eyes wearily half closed, "sixgun
spook."

Sagebrush Harry looked at Sudden. Sagebrugh mwes a slow man in
the head, but he had lived through too many bad elections not to be
aware when voting time neared. He had been in deep thought about
liouor and women., He ha? been thinking At was about time thet Rillie
decided to leave the hideout. Thewnoise would have died down by this,

deep in mid thought,
end they had s0ld the horses for plenty. FPut/ ShSsbwsewsEasay o c

Sudden's story had brushed ageinst him, He wrinkled his forehead

and looked across at Billie and saw a warning in the brilliasnt black
eyes, Except that it could not meke sense, This Sudden has said his
folk were waiting for him back there on the Chisholm, However, he
had 2lways left the ¥ plonning up to Billie., He leaned back
and 2llowed his thumb to fall naturelly to his gun belt,

"Tt wae 2 shot from a sixgun that had set them running," Sudden
seid, Fard Moodie moved angrily on the chair. Hell, men lost cattle
every day on the Chisholm, It was the risgk you took. He could not
break Tink's good name even for a poor patched-pant fellow-Texan
who had stumbled out of a2 lost war and had hunted up a trail herd
in the brush, And if he allowed this fellow to come into Link and
point 2 gun et his clients because he had lost a few head of cattle,

the good name of Tink would be lost., "Mister," he said harshly at
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Sudden, u said you had heard of Link? What I do out here?"

Hold your vote, Bard loodie, Joe Sudden thought wildly. He knew

there had been an easing of the tension in Billie Coast., The man would
now be in some uncertainty, for although 211 the lines of the story
would appear to lead to the job he had pulled with Sagebrush, they had
differed in an important detail, Sudden wes a family man whose vpeople
were waiting for him on the Chisholm., Couldn't be the same verty at all.,

"But who stampeded the herd?" Wee Willie asked. "Indians?"

Joe Sudden smiled wryly at him. "No, not Indians, Redskins dont
like sixouns, Alright for rifles, but no sixguns. Pfefer = tomahawk, These
were white men after the horses ——= 2and got them alle"

"Hard luck," Bard Moodie said shortlys ®EFut you saved the cattle?"

"Real hard. Hard on my wrangler t00,watching them tear down his
rove corral. Couldn't do anything =2bou®, ite Yeah, we saved the cattle."

"Then for a bunch of horség ), !® Bard begen angrily., "Sudden,
you must be out of your mindl™

Sudden was tired s fer inside, he could feel it crawling =sround.
Would he be able to handle it when the men a2cted? He thought despairingly,

Wateh now, Bard., Help me, Pard, He could not count on Wee Willie, 2

stranger to the west and just a boy anyway. He c2id in 2 low voice:
"Vaybe I was what you'd cell crazy with grief, Bard, riding into

Tink this way. But —— you see, T had to leave my folks out there. My
wrangler, Tittle Joe Sudden, and - my wife, Buried them by the Chisholm.
Cattle had gone over her and my boy was burnt down by the rustlers when
they sneaked into camp for the remuda while we were out chasing the
herd, My son, Pard = and = 2nd - my wife ——both,"

. "Christl" Wee Willie exclaimed, going forward to the edge of his
chairs snd sat =till when he heard the menacing oaths coming from Billie

Coast., "Yeah, Sudden," Bard Moodie said, his voice crackling like a new
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1it - é, "Yeah, Sudden." And there was ﬁovement from S=zgebrush
Harry.

But Bgrd Moodie was also moving, exploding, his big hands
levering the t=2ble to crash into Soagebrush Harry's stomach. So also
was Wee Willie, 28 with 2 shout and 2 wild kick he sent Rillie
Coast's gun arm swinging off target, Joe Sudden rommed to his feet
and hurtled sideways. The gun in Billie Coast's hand boomed forth
again and Sudden heard the whisper of the bullet past his head,
Coast's draw had been magic, a2 flexing of the wrist, 2 marvel of
speed and only the youngster's ocuick thinking ha@® saved him, As
Rillie Coast turned for his third shot, Sudden left the floor in a
flatout jump that skidded him below the FTrajeéctory of the bullet =nd
then his work-toughened shoulder struck the gunman., Sudden bore him
backward to the floor, the gun“flyingy 2and kicked the heel of his
hand, hard, twice on Billie Coast's nose. The man howled like an
animal and the tired Sudden, the anger in him turned into frightening
power, doubled hies fist 2nd poleaxed the killer on the bloody organ.,

When Billie €Coast Tecovered consciousness, he wee already stoutly
tied 2nd Sagebrush)Harry was in no better shepe. "You will shere a
tree with your vartner," Joe Sudden said, terribly cuiet. "I am taking
you two into Dodge., T promised my wrangler to see you hanged.," Coast
thought of the long haul through the blinding snow of the Pass, A long
way to go, =2nd there would be two against one. He felt a murderous
smile opening inside him,

"Wait a minute. Guess me and Wee Willie will have to ride in with f
the man, Billie," Bard said regretfully, shaking his head. "Guess I'1ll
have to explain to the fellows, Imke, Wyatt, Bat and the rest a2bout
Sudden taking you out. Otherwise Tink will get a bad name," Coast jﬁst
lay and swore helplessly, Sudden grinned beck at Willie =2nd sm2id: "Hi,

Canadal™® (END)
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"The name's Sudden,® the stranger ssicd wearily, looking down
4nt6 the glase around which he had carefully wropped his long, bony.
"here were £0 manj ifs in the vhole buginess, he ouite
10t known where to commence, And, with everything else,
‘ain wornout, tired dowr into his boots; a dragging

d almost killed him by the time he had stumbled out

.. +01d into the warmth of the,ssloon, He had herdly slept in
N & | .

ntwo weeks, scouring the plain, ‘asking guestions, running down wrong

R wre (o i dpain, b Rl

leads, But, 1if this was the right placeA and if theszﬂx:re the men,
and if he nfpeerd@ 24 seeure}ihe help he reocuired to tiyﬂ them, =and
if he @ succeed}q;‘throwing dovn on them, how would he, slone snad
no great shakes as & gunmen, shephérd.two or perhaps three killers
through the Pass to Dodge and a date with 2 rope? Yet, he had sworn
that vhen he caught up with them, they would have no easy'W9y out by
2 tmllet. B8 He had promised his wrangler that they would swing,
Only trouble now was that he was very, very tired, Plesce, lens 9.
he ésked his driven body. Drowsily, Sudden blinked his eyes and
spoke to the barkeep againg / o} gl

"Joe Sudden., In from over the Pass, This plece Tink? Tike ‘ﬁ

maybe to stay a day or two,"

Ben Seghars, working behind the bar, nodded, waiting, He,

] /
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always waited when they came'in like this, Maybe the fellow had
fooled Bard Moodie's mongrel dog dozing in the fire warmth near
the open hearth, Conceivably, he head even fooled & men or two
at the table, But not Ben, Ben knew why the door had been whipped
1nWer‘so fasty and knew why the stranger had shamb}ed into the
saloon pretending to have stumbled on the threshold, Ben had
caught the swifting of the stranger's eyes over Bard Moodie ond
the men at the table, and the way his gioveless right hand
hovered at the cutdown holster, This one was lawman vary. Town
shy. On the bolt, Running,

"You must have been in a hurry te heve busted 211 through
that snow," Ben commented, He was amgedy; thinking that this wes
one of the scary ones feeling his way into Link, Link was Berd
Moodie;s famed outfit, nothing to look a2t really, consisting of .

a two=storey frame building &nd 2 corral, But when = mount was
hidden up the ecanyon at the back, and its rider wvas nodded upsteirs,
he was sofe fromosheriffs and posses as a2 flea in an elenhant's
ear, Thanks to Bard Moodie, his formideable reputation =nd his
friends in Dodges Some of the men entering Tdnk for the firset time,
came in full to the collar buttons with the strange, harsh pride of
the outlaw, until they were cuffed into line by Bard Moodie. The
wild ones, Ben, a2 prudent men, left strietly up to Bard, He amused
himself with the ones who exposed their timidif&. He rested his
plump forearms on the counter snd appeared to bte worried for
Sudden., |

"Well, now," he drawled, "you'd be wanting 2 room no doubt,
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Yes, "an riding 211 2lone like that, Tired and sore, Sure.," His tiny,
malicious eyes gleamed with laughter, "Only, you see, this 2in't no
reguisr hotel, Its 8 —— "

"Roost," Joe Sudden interrupted. "A rogues' roost »nd you aren't
the bosé. Whom do I see?"

Ben Seghars'! mouth popped open, puzzled, hurt, angry snd ecentious
at once, "Mi - Mister!" he spluttered, "you talk funnyl"

In the past, in whatever way they shaped up to Tink, with
discuietude or audacity, they had never given nomes to Berd's outfit.

At least, not publiely, Not 1like this tall, cold one with the hair
showing under the beat up hat black as midnight in the belly of =2
~ thkeving coyote. He glanced quiekly towards Berd trying'to cea teh his eye,

"Call him by his neme," Joe Sudden said without looking up. |

Ren félt lonely 2ll at once, This Joe Sudden wes uncanny; FHe
saw what you did without looking at you., Tangling =2t him had been =
mistake, This was one of those he should have left to Bard, "Fardl" he
e~r1led hoarsely then, "fellow here says he wante a roomi"

From behind the esrdes, Pard Moodie came out scowling, The game
woe not importent, Bard never allowed himself to be ecsught in 2n impor-
tent game with his clients, He got enough for hiding them out, feed,
flop and fare-thee-well, not to mention the hesd of liouor they stoked
up on the furlough. He s2w no reason to risk his portion on the chance
turn of 2 trifle, a toy, = gewgaw, Put he scowled because Ren Segharg
had never thrown it at him like that, "Who wente a room?" he =napped,

Joe Sudden turned, hke elbows riding the counter, The three men
at the table vith Pord swivelled their herds towarde the bor, Suﬁaen'g
volee stroked easily into the cuiet, "Joe Sudden's the name," he eaid,

Thie Bard Moodie wre 2 man to single out of a full house, & big

strong figure, cepnble, aggressive, "You seen 2 sign outside which
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says this place is a hotel?" he demanded.

Sudden said shortlys "Heord of it."

Ben was shifting nervously from foot to foot., Finslly it
grew too big for him and he blurteds "Says this place is a roost!
Rogues'! roost or somepni®

Then he waited for Bard to cut}down on this fresh ssddle tramp.
Bard Moodie looked blenk for a moment, His eyes narrowed on Sudden,
went down Sudden's figure to his boots and then travelled up to his
foce and stayed there, "Texan?" he asked softly, almost shyly., At
Sudden's curt nod, he chuckled and gestured him forwarq. Ben muttered
disgustedly and worked his way from behind the counter, He still had
an outside chore to do, "You walk like 2 couger, boy," Bard said,
watching Sudden's_approach. "Relax, its alright here, Nobody rides
into Iink for you.,"

As Sudden used a foot to drag up 2 cheir for himeself, Bard
Moodie began the introductions. "You ever met Sagebrush Harry? Sage-
brush," Sagebrush Harry had a longblineage of evildoing docketted in ]
his dull, brutsl face, He grunted, Bard saidg "And this is Wee Willie.,"
Willie was slim, boyish, eager in a creem silk shirt clesn as 2 new
- pin. "And talk to Billie Coast while I figure out this hand," Moodie
said, "Where you heading, Sudden?"

Sudden found himeelf looking into the brilliant black eyes of
Billie Coast, the narrow shoulders and dead white hands lying p=2lm up

* by thinking

on Yhe tabzie Somberly, Joe Sudden provoked his own anger/that 211
theée killers ran to dramatics every minute of their short, violent
lives, Like Coast here, who was dressed in black from head to foot and
kept his deadly hands cleen as his guns, He had no doubt that Billie
Coast was one of the fast ones, gun-swift, It was an indefinable

quelity you could smell like grave earth, Billie Coast said softlys
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"Where are you heading? Didn't you hear Bard ask it?" |

Where am I heading? These could be the men he sought, but he

could 2lso be wrong, He could find out by telling them where he was

" heading. He hoped these were not the men, He had not counted on there
being three of them, Little Joe had said there had been two, but the
boy could have been mistaken, It had been a dark night. ?his Coast was
snake-cuick, Sagebrush eould break your neck with a blow, Wee Willie
wees an unknown Quanti®v. Perhaps he could find out about them if he

perhaps Sagebrush Harry would ride along
RARAED ST SRR Ry R ; with

told them the story slowlys/
him, Sagebrush looked like 2 cowhand and he would know the sweat and

bone wearinessbof men trailing cattle through Beeville and past Austin
and San Antone, of fording the Colorado and swimming the PBragzos pné
waiting at nights for the Commanches to come hooting down. ;

"You going to t21lk?" Billie Coast asked gently beside him, And
whet about Wee Willie? ©Perhape if he told Wee Willie about Tittle Joe,
hie new wrangler, who had gone about learning the business with a
gravity on his face that only a ten-year-o0ld could muaster, perhaps Wee
Willie would side him if later somebody ca2lled for a vote on one Joe
Sudden, And what of Billie Coast? What about his ballot? And Bardj; he
would look for an opportunity to probe the man, By the grace of God,
éomething would give, Joe Sudden swallowed on the pain he felt, and
said coldlys "Where I am heading, I'm at. You hear me, Bord?"

"Sure," Bard Moodie said, riffing the cards, "So how are we sure
you aint got a law badge hidden in your saddlebag?"

Sudden saidgs "Because if I had, Ben who has been outside to check
my mount, would have flashed it, and I would have been cold meat by now,"

Bard Moodie chuckled; he did not look a2t Sudden. "So maybe we
should search your clothes," Billie Coast eaid,

"Suit yourself," Sudden said, He wee nervous and tired, so badly
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hrt inside it was hard to keep from shaking, He wanted to kill, to
smash, batter. "Alright, Sudden, you're alright here," Bard Mboaie
gaid while he inspected his cards, "No marshal rides into Link "

Joe Sudden shrugged and said casuallys "I know. I heard of you."

"Now what would you be meaning by that?" Moodie asked as cesually,

"T heard you are a Texas man," Sudden ssid, praying. He thought
that Billie Coast would laugh if he told him how one time, by the Red
River, when the Commanches stormed down from the ridge, he had prayed
superbly, powerfully, that he would have the strength to shoot.Anne
if the Indians broke through, Oh, yeah, Billie would be amused, :

"Nobody is nothing north of the Brazos," Moodie said sharply. "Stop
fighting the war.,"

"All Ameriecans agsain," Billie Coast said, "All shere the same
Great White Father."

Joe Sudden's tired eyes seemed to drop farther back in their socket:
"One time, two-three years agoy," he said, "I remember a Texas man named
Tuke Short. Ran a2 saloon in Dodge, Townies were giving him a bad time,
him being from down home., Then one time when the politieians reslly put
wire right in his beekyard, why, this Texan reared on his hindlegs and
sent for 2 couple of fellows, Texans too, named Wgatt Earp and Bat
Masterton ——— and another whose name I disremember for sure, Three of
them made it decent for Iumke. Just to seeing that none of those back-
shooting gents got behind him,"

Bard Moodie, gazing down a2t the cards in his hand, asked as if it
did not not matters: "You know Tuke?"

"We been up the Chisholm together," Sudden said,

"A11 the wayT?® :

"From San Antone to Abilene, That's all the way there is.,"

"Then maybe you've seen Imke 1ate1y7"

"Reckon I haven't been in Dodge for some time," he replied
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truthfully. He twisted tiredly on the chair, He didn't want the
whisky Ben had served., He had ridden into the owlhoot place this
winter's night casually as a cattle buyer going into the dining ecar
" of the Atchison, Topeka and Sante Fe, tut suppose Bard had changed?
. Bard haé left Texas long ago. "Reckon I 1lit out 2long the Cimarron."

Wee Willie, his bright blue eyes fixed on Sudden, cut in shorply:
"Where did you make trouble then? Wichita? Caldwell?"

Sudden pushed his hat from his forehead, sighed and grinned
wolfishly at Wee Willie, This could do it, Wee Willie was hardly more
than a2 boy but he had to use him to buy knowledge. He must find out _
about ecch of these three, Wee Willie, Sagebrush Farry and Billie Coast,
He eaid softly, dangerously to Wee Willies "Where_ere you from, son?

We dont make them so small down where I come from,"

The boy breathed hard through his nostrils at the insult, snger
darkening his eyes, Theng ??orget ity Sudden," Bard s~id coldly,
evenly, "The kid is with me., Talks everything that comes into his mind,
Almost had Coast throwing down on him last week for asking the same
fool cuestion," He grinned. "College boy from Canada seeing the Wild West.

| Joe Sudden sat very still, That put Wee Willie on the outeside, And
Bard had not been obliged to offer him this information, What Moodie

had done was to give him a picture. He =at back on the chair and soids
"No harm done, Been riding so long and alone, as 2 matter of foct I'

dont mind tslking about it, I'm from Browmsville, the brush country."

Moodie, the co0ld grey eyes in his tough face warming a little,
nodded 2nd said softlys "I wrs down there after the war. Went back to
piek up what I could,"

"We were all picking up whaf we could get," Sudden said, looking
down at his hands, "Fungry as hell most of the time, sweating with

work and fear while we went t® roping those wild eritters +that would



as soon gut you 2s run. Puring the war they had gme hack into the
brush 2nd had become lean and mean as mountsin lions," He looked with
friendly interest 2t Sagebrush Harry. "They ever had you off your
: pony, down in the thicket with nothing between you and the horns
except for how cuickly you could get out your gun?"

Sagebrush Herry, after a preliminery rumble 1p his throst and
s fost look nt Billie Coast, seid: "I em from Wansas." Joe Sudden
nodded gravely, s=ids "Nice country, Kansas, After the war, Imke and
me made the firet trail, pointirg them north past Austin, took them
sweet and slow through the fat spring gress up the 6ld Beef Trail,
eating all the way so by the time we got to the Brazos, you could
have flosted 2 house on their backs, Stocked up a2t Forth Worth in
those days then went into Indian country vorimed for the red devils,
Remember how they looked, Bard? The multitude of them, your own
capitel on the hoof, stretched out as far as the eye could see, the
long horns moving in a kind of dance, smelling nicer than a faney
woman, hardly bawling so contented they are, the ereeks running
full of clear water and the sky smiling blue every morning as if_the
vhole earth ies glad that your beef is walking the Chisholm Trail,"

"Sometimes it wasn't as pretty as that," Bard said grimly.

Billie Coast saids "You one of thecse poets or something, mister?"

"Yeah, I heaﬂ' you get some rough times," Sudden said,_adding
the lie behind a hollow little 1augh, "ouess we've been lucky."

Moodie grunted, inspeecting the cards., "Couvnle of times, Com-
manches got restless with us., Kiowas and Cheyennes too, Had to shoot
our way out, by the Red River, when 2 big band in war peint jumped us
at the fording.,"

"Tuke told me about that time," Sudden seid. Assuming itwas

thése two, Sagebruch and Billie Coast, and even if he buffaloed them,
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he still did not see how alone he could herd them through the snow
filled Pass with maybe a blizzard lashing through there by morning.
"Remember he said you lost fifty-sixty head in the ocuicksand., Seems

to me I heard something about chasing the redskins to their village

and rescuing 2 couple of white kids they had been holding. Keekon the
Indians were more decent than some white men T know, They didn't kill
the kids."

Bard Moodie looked up sherply. "Never heard of any white man
doing such a thing," he said, Sudden shrugged, "Maybe the trail iesn't
whet it used to be, You heard about the fever?" he asked Fard,

Moodie looked puzzled, "Cant bleme the Kaneans for wanting to
keep the fever out of their territory —— but what has cattle fever
got to do with it?"

WPhet's right," Billie Coast said.at his esr, "I am Keneas
myself and I say, what have you against us?"

Joe Sudden allowed himself to look confused. Te shook his head,
"Wo, cant blame them for protecting their herds, Maybe that's why
they chased us off, Told my own folks that too. Something went wrong
and now they are waiting out there on the Chigholm for me to right it."

Moodie's thiek eyebrows drew together in a frown., "Who is
waiting?" he asked,

"My wife, kid., Cant figure it out." He wap_holﬁing their
attention now. He had suddenly become sn enigma, Who had ever heard
of a man leaving his femily holding down a2 trail herd while he went
outlaw? "Wife and kid and me, 2nd a couple of boys. We had come up
the 0ld Shawnee Trail, Good season; sedge and mesguite thicker than
money in a bank, Cattle fat, thirtyv-five dollars a head up in Dodge.
Had the best remuda in the territory too. Mustongs and gquarter horses

under a2 fine little wrangler, Kid named Little Joe. Reél good trail."
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A renl good trail, Antelope, dezer and buffalo for the pot. No
sickness; weather like silk, even the tra il dust tasted different.

A Sunday afternoon on the bank of the Canadian, 2n easy wind like
pretty ribbons blowing through the live osksi sitting beside Anne and
watehing the way her hair lifted to the wind and the tenderness 2t her
mouthy thinking how this herd would set them up, with nothing owed

ond a lifetime of building again beforetthem,

"You ever been in a stampede, Willie?" Sudden asked, "Fard ever
t0ld you? When those longhorns storm out, and you are riding 2long-
side trying to soueeze them into a mill, boy you're riding through
the furnaces of hell., They look like a million devile too, with the
horns sweying and clashing and the big eyes rolling back —— maybe
that's why the heat coming off their hides can put blisters on your
face." '

Moodie askeds "Where was this stampede?" He knew that this telking
Texan had been hurt somewhere, you caught it in hie voice 2nd the

as if something in his
woy his words came out,/Sumsewstwsky throat was cutting them
off short, He knew that Sudden was asking for help, Well, then, he
had cleared Willie fox him,

"We were camped neer Polecat Creek," Sudden said, "Clesr night,
small eloud drift. Tonghorns got restive sround midnight, Always
restive about then, Always get up, streteh, browee a while, down
again, if nothing bothers them, This night they soon settled agein,
no trouble in 2 million miles, T must have dozed off, woke to what
sounded like 2 thunderclep at first. In that instant, the cattle
wvere off." Sudden cracked his knuckles, rubbed his hands over his
face, clasped his hands and soueezed his elbows agrinst his ribs as
if the room was chilly., "They broke out hot, swarmed through the

cemp., Had a top noteh crew and we were out after them fast, some of

ue riding @ barebsck-and-heslter, Even so, took us seven or eigh
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hours to crowd 'em,"

Wee Willie saids "But how come it took you that long with the
crew of tophands you say you had?"

Bard Moodie s=2id slowly, his eyes on Suddens "It happens eo,
Willie. Spooked badly enough, cattle will run ta2il out for = day."

*But he said they were bedding down ersily," Willie protested.
"Mhast have been one hell of a spook."

"Yeah," Joe Sudden said, his eyes wearily helf closed, "sixgun
spook, " |

Sagebrush Harry looked at Sudden, Sagebrush wrs 2 slow man in
the head, but he had lived through too many bad eiections not to be
aware when voting time neared, He had been in deep thought about
licuor and women, He had been thinking 4t was 2bout time that Billie
decided to leave the hideout, The noise would have died down by this,

deep in mid thought,
end they had sold the horses for plenty. But/ {lSEraEnNEEes Joec

Sudden's story hnd brushed against him, He wrinkled his forehead

and looked across at Billie and saw a warning in the brilliant black
eyes, Except that it could not make sense, This Sudden h@d'said his
folk were waiting for him back there on the Chisholm, However, he
had 2lways left the HNSNESgR planning up to Billie, He leaned back
and 2llowed his thumb to fall naturslly to his gun belt,

"Tt was a shot from a sixgun that had set them running," Sudden

eeid, Pard Moodie moved angrily on the chair, Hell, men lost cattle
every day on the Chisholm, It was the risk you took., He could not

break Link's good name even for a poor patched-pant fellow=Texen,.

7 o 7 14 < 2K 2N BESS (- . e Y )
e e ——

ingthcéirush$iknd if he allowed this fellow to come inte Link =and

point 2 gun 2t his clients because he had lost a few head of cettle,
Lo wobd be distying e’
[ Fhe good name of Tink, woukd-ke<lo®b; "Mister," he soid W@rebhlpy ot
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Sudden, "you said you had hesrd of Linki" g

L@d%t hiad sensed the eacsing of the tension in Billie Coast beside him, The

M‘LK man would be in some SUNEEENER uncertaintys; for a21though 211 the lines

&+ in the story would seem to lead to the job he had pulled with Sage-
v“ Tle dotud s ezt
brush, it had differed in sn importent detail,/Sudden wes a ErEEty

; franil
TV iﬁ‘”l man with P&p@& waiting for him out on the Chisholm,

b
”,{K,ﬁ”/w{,, "But who stempeded the herd?" the boy asked, "Indians?"
. pble ol
bt fls Joe Sudden grinned wryly at him, AYou've got a civilised lend up

Y in Canada, boy, You dont know about the breed down here. Theﬂe were

Ltyw}“ita men, They were after the horses - and got them all,"
W pod -
vW ) 2
I‘“W Ni "Real hard," Sudden said, "Hard on my wrengler too, He had to

"Hard luck," Moodie said shortly. "But you saved the cottle,"

LU yntoh them tesring down the rope corral, Could do nothing aboutit,"
i

o W
xwﬁ'é mast be out of your mindl"

"Then for 2 bunch of horses «—i" Bard said angrily, "Sudden, you

g Sudden wnes tired so ‘deeply, he comld feel it erawling inside, Fe
y wondered whether he viould be able to handle it when the men scted.

He thoughtdespeiringlys Help me, Bard. He could not count on Wee

willie, 2 stranger to the West and just 2 boy anyway. He se2id in a low
voices "Vaybe I was what you'd eall crazed with grief, Bard, riding
i ,
into Tink +his way. But you see, T had to leave/‘ folk out there,
My wrangler, Little Joe Sudden and -~ and - his mother, Puried them
there on the Chisholm, Cattle had gone over her, an my boy was
burnt down by the rustlers when they sneaked into camp for the
remda, My son, my - my wife ———"
going
"Christi" Wee Willie srid,/dSSMS%E forverd to the edge of his cheirs
coming menacingly from

and sat still when he heard the string of oaths/

Billie Coast. "Yeah," Bard Moodie said, his voice erackling like a new
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1it fire, "Yeah, Sudden." And there was movement from Sagebrush
Harry.

But Bard Moodie was also moving, exploding, his big hands
levering the table to crash into Sagebrush Harry's stomach, So also
wos Wee Willie, 2s with a shout and a2 wild kick he sent Billie
Coast's csun arm swinging off target. Joe Sudden rommed to his feet
and hurtled sideways. The gun in Billie Cosst's hand boomed forth
agnin and Sudden heard the whisper of the bullet past his head,
Coast's draw had been megic, 2 flexing of the wrist, a2 marvel of
speed and only the youngster's cuick thinking had ssved him, As
BRillie Coast turned for his third shot, Sudden left the floor in a
flatout jump that skidded him below the ftrajeetory of the bullet and
then his work-toughened shoulder struck the gunman, Sudden bore him
backward to the floor, the gun flying, and kicked the heel of his
hand, hard, twice on Billie Coast's nose., The man howled like an
animal and the tired Sudden, the anger in him turned into frightenipg
power, doubled his fist 2nd poleaxed the killer on the bloody organ,

When Billie Coast reecovered consciousness, he wre already stoutly
tied 2nd Sagebrush Harry wes in no better shape., "You will sheare a

_tree with your partner," Joe Sudden said, terribly cuiet. "Ivam teking
you two into Dodge. I promised my wrangler to see you hanged," Coast ;s
thought of the long haul through the blinding snow of the Pass, A long
way to go, #nd there would be two against one, He felt a2 murderous
emile opening inside him,

"Woit 2 minute. Guess me and Wee Willie will have to ride in with
the man, Billie," Bard said regretfully, shaking his head. "Guess I'll
have to explain to the fellows, TLuke, Wyatt, Bat and the rest about
Sudden taking you out., Otherwise Tink will get a bad name," Cpost-Just

Tie 2nd-saids Mice
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how you proved,
The tractor driver up ahead waved for a right turn 2t the end
CHANAL . g
of the p@tPow and JFoln Petor" canfed eacsily around, -’s blade up,
sw1np1nﬂ free and he camedown again feeling the bite running up
"J weldK : ‘“‘“’a,e*' ‘?’Nl
1q[@ and 1isten1ng to the s1n,cz1ng of the englnel ok f..{"”"*
;(a £ _,,1‘\@ i s AT vp 1L ; QSR A =«
: The noon truck clattered up the lane and turned into the field,
braking so hard the mess tins banged when they shouldered into the
ll'b‘ .,\l !.' "
back of the cab. Jeohn Peter revembered the army acs he climbed dovn,
rutbing the back of his hand on the singlet and wiping his face

free of dirt.
"{M’M (V/caay b

He looked up from his plate at the sertion boss standing
straddle legeced, The law didn't say you had to talk., He nodded,
"You like to eat alone, boy?You wanna eat with the rest."

J@m Petex}l' looked mcross at the dozen “ield people and shrug-ed,

"You are a ouiet one," the boss said softly.



He watched the boots. You could tell by the boots, These were -~

*
of scuffed brovn leather, tightly laced, good toes and heels, good \5
for tromping. You could tell by how the boots‘ stood and by the }i
ants crawling up your back. He looked slowly up thke along the 2‘:
boss to his eyes. Nothing there, maybe another day.,

"Food's okay," he said. \l;

The section boss looked,away. "T cuess you 2re a good bov," \;

G

#’5 3 3 * e 4
he said above Fohn Peter%”head. "Wlat di¢ PO VAy yond hane N 7“7’%"‘?0[2‘{“/ KeJ
Magbe amfler Aay, o bad, bleak Aay- He dithed Ra plife in 75e Frocé

AR ACHING | :
and sWONG PPOARL B TKe m made love STy Ghho ad
Some land was smart and Wﬁeﬁ right away at the ,\m

gl of the plou,cr_h) Sénm/lﬂdm opened up-.eagily without breaking
£
a tine,and you never had to wr@stle,or be brutsl with dynamite or W#

7
steam shovels to uproot dhe stubbomn rocks. It was considered lucky

.Foy suré — X
to find such land, Wiz He would be lucky whenever,\he stonped M
anled * voef ot ToHN. Frtex
s, VMaybe he would find such“e land and he would trest it like 2
gentle woman and never make it ery or struggle under him, Only
weaklings were rough in the seeds. A man who wes strong in back
and mind needed no force.

John Peter was making his furrow straight as 2 spit on a windless

day a2nd the thoughts filled his mind and spilled over into his hands,

His hands on the plough were full of pride. He guided the knife so

-
eagily it was crazy.ﬁe sew the section boss loom for an instant in

S —

2 kinescopic glide across hi ision(as he braced backward in 2 turn

=z = = E >
at the furrow's end

fat edge of land filled his horizon =2gain, he prayed savagely to God

and when the boss glid out of his sight and the

to bless him and meke him a good little child emen until he could

ree/ . ‘ : R L
move out and pick up a _g'.aze of land‘wﬂ A YM(/?C qu ﬁﬂa‘or 2 Ay



Chanter Two

Fe wes showereﬁ and clean %y998m and they had this long trestle
e o He had putxemzkhmzibhiekxx
in the wooden hut set up for a2bout saxﬁﬁiy men./Phexfrxrms etz khiexx

* got a thick plaid shirt from his bag and run a comb throusgh his short
gone fromTle bowk#ouit b0 - 2xting ehod
hoir and/2efk thbesxeeﬁingvhut/ixx the &&gzag hut walking with the other

men., He wee bigger and more 2lone than any of them but he wes not lonely.
Aad
The tractor driver who towed the harrow wax ranged zlongside him and

metched strides.

"Hi toy, did the bossmen cell you John Peter®!

Potec Tohw *
"Tts b gh," he said , 4looking sidewice at the man,
“Tehwis e govname. :
The driver nodﬁeﬁ. "Yeah, I know, they elways do thet."

"What's his BZHE?"

"Who? The bossman? Roby. John G. Roby. IMine's Nat Slenco. Sh?ke,
Sr ; P » ,
f¢+e( v ~,:l' b | & stt R4 ‘> “f eXL JJavvig o , " i A ,LA & /l'eﬁ

; W Tl

They slid hands +ogetber and «konetien looked down a2t the top offwef
Eé ihinosszaketarghofzanskbrryrhighbythigris-dxhhoryonBtakexhndeth
hezd.,

guesx A shorty but'hisxzhzulﬂzzszzuuldxﬁzzxeyﬁﬂzaxgikgzmaxx

with three-foot N Cnhed M\ﬂ/%u‘,ﬂ( MF ;h% ro Oubs
ZHRYXBTBZBE X cshoulders. -

NL”\'J’ o Rasia @,{L p’
"You 2 down-~home boy?xwo? I guess not.X You're big though. You

box—fight? FootbalMewomething? Huh?" U
held on to yours saying
He had eyes that mzgmkxexz® he meant evrything he askedy and he

grinned a dont-he-mad one at you when he wes Finished.

Oggakpﬂ
"Okay, ikent, we sit together, eh?"
CChal
So they went in together through the door of the dEmiRc—lwt ond

they put their feet together acrocs the beckless forms ot the table and

settled their backsides and laced crooked elbows on the treestle, Nat
~ e Tobn, " ¥
saids "Hey, you gcuys, meet Sikent heras'
XA ‘
= Ihose who were ne-r swivelled their eyes and semo-eeieRKd but others

guat Drvieg

sosd—mothing 2nd four or five girls came.out of the kitchen‘et the end



e

TN

of the room&. The girls cerried trays full of Dlates(;eaned:élrnady>
and they marched in like soldiers, wheeling at the end of the table
to go right and left of it and the men laughed and some wolf whistled

as theil skirts flaredland sucked in =2t the hips.'There wae one his
}'4"{2"4"”,‘: ‘i?\u’,‘, [ \fron Thel swacmed £im &/IVC/V”‘;‘ befory he K o
eyes wonﬁﬂﬁJ%gﬁ=§§~av¢hnaadmhaé~drn-nnthamébﬂwhuln She wae long legged

anﬁﬁg?ﬂmbuzxxfunistter\d«busésx@batwEIEEQVm?teéﬂuadbzﬁéafﬁ“#h@u¢h§n

bi9u8efwhenlshe~wa$k;g::5§;:§22§brown as the smoking pipe in his
pocket =2nd her eyes, ~ap-at-the ouler cormens temlealed with fum
ot

Jowglber at the noises the men made. She come ink.to the table ot

his shoulder and he felt the dxgmg fabric of her blouse brush his bsck
as she bent to the table. He could smell her ewven with the food steamyﬂﬁ
st his face. For an instaﬁt he felt her breath at the back of his ear

and when she straightened he turned his head to wateh her walk away. s i
She walked freely, the smazXixefzhzmxkxgk skirt whipping at her knees. “0L,
"Hey, Si¥ént,"Z gueszzk he hesrd Nat Slenco chuckling, "something,

S |

L)

eh boy? Never saw it like thet before] kehs"
He faced around to Net Slenco, his face placid. He could taste
her in the back of his.throst and he had the be=t of her walk at his

at . 3.1 A 7
wrists end in the'pulse/mf his neck, -~ =0 = ol Attt e i rkﬁ.

"A warm cat that, boy. You got the vurring in your belly?2"
/watching Nat Slenco:
He s2idf "Maybe she's brown all over,"
o Tha Ll

S o

"Ought to," Nat said, slinging plates from the Tray/to the men
she can,

near him, "She lies in the sun all/gzx Beck of the cookhouse."

"Who knows for sure?"

Nat, deds—tkete-beTore Hilrand took o is2=tine—+oots before tre
~redrind, ¥ s2id with his eyes on the food: "Yobody. She's spoken for,"

Jonathan had the jolt at t>e guts but he said it. "'Cept the guy
vdllls
who spea ks for her.,Me knows," -
/ ’ en 7l il
Net Slenco turned his face, seamed and written u,\beweather o

-

L the npen cab of the tractor. He looked away, shy with anger. nT goid



guy c
nobody, mister. A/fl} spoke for her, She hasn't done any telking yet,"
Qo Lo acked Slesco ;
He could not choke it under ifhe used cement bags., "Who is the

A

mouth?" Ne eskedlate
" Ihe tractor driver stoovned eating and stere@ at his nlate,
"You want to stay outof trouble, college man," he said softl&.
One time down the line another men had picked him up just like

thet. You didn't want to go 2round advertising it -dikmrhbak-ea®my but
sharp as & sheep collecting burr
some men picked uvp evidence/no matter how you scattered it., The girls
one-arming the trays awvkwardly and he looked up at
retnrned/withzMore XEEXF EXOR B AE N EREZE SN TNz XN EWAL X ZREXCEZ

them and K& wished to God they would stop doing.thig to women., It was
| eEERETaTIER, :
bad enouggxto big them in front but when they bore the kids they kicsed

them and were E¥B¥Zhanpy. They couldn't kiss these heavy wooden trays
1Rhis being awkuard 7 bearing a dpmu sowl.ploser  hawdsr 2t her
c0 they got no percentage out of/ @ bub ® He 1ooked/huzxzinkanthx
we s
face now and he saw she/mzsxgmamggx colt young as her body but hard and
sensed
clean too., He/wxtehmd the nubile mmmkk woman inside the wash fndedtﬁugﬁﬂm
he was angry
frock and he/azzed with weakness as he asked: "Who is he?"

Nat Slenco turnedws face full of melicgous lsughter, "John G. Roby,"
ﬁ]ﬂuu éi,/ﬁ; bods.”
he ea2id. "That's who., . So—nebody plays+Got—it™™
o4 Jaevis Hend .
4, Meybe it wag different up here, It was different 211 over the
AT Ve
plmee, In some he had been through you used seperate cens emem in the
v/I;J
public vparks andnin others you could even share a house with the poor

tresh even if your kid had to go to seper=te schools. Vaybe up here

Roby could play but he would bet a nickel
w3 e PN » MK :é

{,\1 J ¢

¥ &t '
be smpielebed.fi¥eh if he jumped the fence for a2 came,
L4

. i

"This John Ge A big gent in these perts?" A&Aﬂﬁf.%hV*“feﬁf‘/'
Ngtt ranch " Mot Shanco gasd Quiety. Joetn T 90 AT0UN.) ettt CHEPrcr——
Steew -boseno-more no-tessyJonathen i, IFENSISHAGAEESGTIN Dt

whba—+¥8y have—e—TTR , s the Cw—Fart~Sicmee TR T Soberis
bJaar/'A7 a theat At Ae wpvidn’t Aollee ﬁ“/ pA c,l Re ofay.r sk
Y - e .,“':/47' » ﬁ@hd - ﬂey Ao Same Fimay 2! f‘w d‘bl (0//‘1@ 507' ¥
Wit Soaco vaid POPEHATE KTt AW LetA [Juf Ko /209454 . [0,

9 O O & {




Chapter Three

wal_s/re for her —at hrgﬁiz‘?? WMPMW the

¢¢Y

1@)Eg;d@§ haﬁ«le‘ngbqﬁrquﬂatzS&engt H’1had on this clean pl=id

shirt, a2 woolly one with patterns of red and grey and blue, warm

wb covaTny which ceme down A
to the mnuutatn alr/Zhsxzxut here in the esrly morninﬁ,,ﬁﬁd when thix
trooped M brsekifoe/

the girle/zeme in with the pote of coffeeﬁfﬂﬁ~she~bﬂn$~tn 4he ~tabke

b, he cented back so his ekbum shoulder jogced her elbow and
boiling at him and he swore
the/hot coffee spouted on him. The pain llcked/hksxnxrxaszanﬁ softly,

roderiked 1o t. His knees bumped bxwidzxk the table, hurtingfie L
oM «*’ A ’/“t«u et :

(xm btz e derrothe ory 2 CoTeerTy Rram ey mriris

e2id . comBmsedds, He glimpsed the
"I -~ I - am sorry, wster!" she sxiRExshewneretx Here mxcomex

high eye of Nat Slenco over the shoulder of the girlzxaxproofximzthexexs

'mﬂﬁﬁzxzﬁzﬂzXﬂﬂzﬁzﬂz%@&ﬁ&@ﬁ%—w~.ZXtXﬁXZKﬁ{ZKEX@YﬁﬁZ£ZKZKﬁXXXX"

thzkz3igneaxwasx and a proof was in theleye,that Blenco vas o PR
uﬁg $L&41 He looked dovn 2t the back of her head while he iunb&e&q!t

wNzipeed
kutkomx of the shirt and she beeled it bsel from his shoulder., She mx
Hie long legs fleiled behindyhersas she led him =2t = run for the kltg]
made a emall sound at the hot weal on the flesh, Ahe dipped her hand
o0 Tl wlelk . vad
in the bowl end gempiy plastered butter awesr=i, The pein only flickeg
y 2 mop ewtkiEx whorling
now.kmk He waes watchingwthe way her heir grem/ézKENWﬂzhaﬁﬂvwﬂzmmxﬂxy*7yy

e iz Wit Bt ez
away from off centr@an®®if he stroked his fingers through it he would

feel the sun thatW§leghco said wasched through it each hour she could,
back of the kitchen,

"T am new here," he said. "Real new,"

The kitchen was hot, gleaming with coffee ufns and the t211, domed
stainlees steel dish covers., Cooks moyg® stood easily about now that the
me~]l was on its way, their backs braced to the walls, a few emoking. Fe
looked 2round and said: "You got a real smart place here. Guess its
equal even if its seperate."

dabbing at
She looked ocuickly up 2t him /mxzxnx the butter with 2 warm cloth.

"It will smert, but no skin off," the girl seid.



"You wouldn't say I took a hard way finding out the coffee wesn't
coming hot enough?"

Maybe she had the ouick eye ldke Slenco. He leahed back on his
legs, shrugﬁing the chirt besck on, running the zip up and grimpimx
watching her solemnly. Some of those hkgh cheek bones set so t211 up tbe
face and the mouth wide and moulﬁed spoke of expensive outlooks on life
and goddam duwt Slenco had said she laved in the sun, 2 rezl modern one,

"I've got some oil in my locker," the girl said, "if vou wait T'11
fetch it,.," |

"Suntan 0i1? You heading to become Miss Alabama?"

: swung her
She stopped turning away for where the lockers were and/hadxthExx

futkzovatxofzherzRzmexx
eyes back to him, She took a short step f#owards him and his glance
trki'ng s pleolg Pt

worked fast down and up eayryangfa—nlalzaa@pmamo&; of the arch of her

starchily ironed
instep and the trlm qtrhéé”ﬁﬁﬁ§?&€522ékammk onbesipe Uniform fae®, Fe had
the clean

x/pull at his lips to grin Puwghe but he figured it/outof his mind for
this girl was none of the kind to beckon with = grin.
"What have, vow gofi on under those clothes, mister? Wolfskin

or just plain orneriness?"
He shook his head,
/"A lot of angeér and maybe some hove "

She had the dark, steady eyes and no la,ughter hid dovn there now
4&92 sounded off in their
ag there had been when the men in the dining hut /hawkedzkhxingaxﬁ
Yu'ce W THERS Now YIRS sfee/ ouality 4
g'iluutﬁ#!é tomestting way) bga a baffled light and = pronounce@ﬁpxaxx

o
eifwebmed he wouldpsls bgﬂfcol e;uwgh to ignore, Thiq was a situstion

MM&JM e/ i
0ld as the weary road, one yBe-didett plung 1nto but walked elongeideaf—
e pace was Foen. )

easing in gently uantil yewFfomsyeutstem Ikzwax Vostly you found & e

iTu e ﬁkt'u J‘ar¢ ‘f‘dv ””l") 7—" .rA Vink g
a 2mong the men ——- when you knew what to look for ~—— and when you did,

if you had +heL%pt° and the heart you fought off the urge to bleme and

to abusg)ond,waked the weewy road, Someday, like finding flve hundred



a&‘g wa&?vw i T e AP e e ¥ Ty | ”!&“'7 75,
a Mﬂi meoen .3‘\3 wid ha'{/ ﬁh\,‘,“f %Hmau
acres of good black top, you wouléd find/Hre==sbep., He remembered swift“y o

NI gl —bhe=eicm, the sudden, shy anger of Nat Slenco, and he knew
© that BatxBlkemem Fr=wonld-pe-tound=tm ot Slencogrrv scared Ho.
"You aint new here," the girl said, sh~king her he=d. "You got Xk
trouble in you in
‘Khicker then bees sm/a hogshead,'

he would % fel er that\what wes

ow long she |% nughxiggatﬁQESwgdﬂanaﬂﬁ&

and the whole p unch af—th32:===aéi o= mosT 9rCund before ftxskimgx
' A Go in, ¥
going in fop #hix some of this sheet @uT A g0 i, f“f"“‘" #é‘ “:’#wf‘ vph.

fov Ané v afe £0. deeh and bvre fhat it bc:.,,‘

: "You carry=the ba}lyﬂﬂhewﬁ91d THret iy, "Cueoe
VORXBEZ

Bhaxwazxgxsttyzxx aybﬁaazrfuiigxzkx noz ke kiEpxtReny:

ST ‘ ee-p%g‘ came and went ‘k/&
M. w.lw(a- 914, o

1 he was consciOus of the curious glancesgbutwit did nothing to him. Fe
dozen scrres of
had learnt to outwait the looks and the #alkiin a/srerexaf towns and/=x
taught hie muscles to lope-walk. the miiEx long miles and
fewrseare streets., He had/iemzxmkrioxwakk ams wxtek to ride only thosge
s back 7% bnd, ZBY KCXRIX
lines where no signs said he @whould sit at the/baaxszxtkzizmnxexanzsx
(LATER HE SAYS:"SOVETIMES I HARESY STRENGTH," Wrench the cry from him,)

Fanbled that Gﬁe.";a

R ——
¢

He knew when she was returfning but he avoided looking at her until she
He opened his qh(rt and she
stood in front of h1m./Ehaxiazxanywazxﬁhaxtlnnp6 the lotion into her

hand and mascsaged Bke “his shoulder, H

and

ot i Clescl Y 4 o T e i W) o ¥ p o ;
: " Tob, , b Lok "Vats, Tota..
nTEEmesorr: My name is E%ﬁewiwreugh7~ﬁens$kan—Pebﬁrbvrnugh7”‘
B C‘Olo \;
"You can a2ask around outside for my name," ghe/sxan%nﬁx "You seem
ﬁg/é” " av suongl s S

vemibbe charp as a tack cw=drewss"

,I\
He said oquickly as she made to step awvay: "HePsEj-em T see you

. . & - J . " P . -y .
again? This evening?" . iads He nw beas?t SAe sacd: Thiz i Favwn
e ?

She stared at h:'i.m),A !

'i\

sl
e nel

stmngght~ewb—e£~heﬁeo You wont last longer than a coot in a kennel,"

He sided wp with Nat Slenco in the line he~?ing for the trucks.
bullnecked
The/thzEx tractor driver swung a glance at him fukkzmf bright with

/M
false sympethy. "Howemes ity=Rebiwn? Nt badon
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1

They 2 ﬁst their legs together over the tailboard =2nd sat on the
hard metal seats of the pickup. The mornlng nin» woe in the air and Petena
turned up the collwmr of his shgrt and

took out his pipe.axmt He worked in the tobacoo and shoved the
Sycking Tha Swee? Uaht avomabefore Ao

stem into hies mouth, Ae®ke fumbled with the matches, He turned to look

2t Nat Slenco, He knew the brlght eye and the wide grin but that wesn't
Co e -1Pyatiie, d Film Thoie eyed and i ¥ o Sakre 2héen oa /24.‘:_

what he was after. ZT the running ever stopped and the line ever formed'/’

\4_1,‘ &
covid vid Houvi

he womie-noed” wvhat was hiding behind that grin, el o -ﬁﬁnd¢?
e W 4

"You know something, buddy-boy?" he said to Nat Slenco, ";;;a;nd
T are going to be buddies. Bmak For\sure." ‘ | |
Nat Slenco sat hunched over on the seat =nd _h® looked forward p¥erxX
beyond the cab of the truck and grﬁnted doubtfully. A man could go on J

being fat and unwounded if he did not growicarelecs,
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Chapter Four

short i
For Nat Slenco¥ pushed out his/strong legs before him, resting
r the bent
them on/hxgz heels gmdx of his brogues wide 28 ciger boxes and/tupmmd

his bmedziowpnxaxrd face dovm and sideways and watched the black country
flow by. The wrench in the pocket of his 0ld leather jacket hung hesvy

sgainst his leg. A comfort, the wrench, wem, It had a handle 2 foot long
grip and S/24& . . His

and the big jaws could/turn Xany nut thizzgitezefx in the eean-iny Vi s i

hand went to the wrench .

Jrrenehzwzsrazpraekiazky more than once during the four mile run to the

section they were spring pkeuwghimx plowing. The wr@nch waq Nat Slenco's

enchor to reallty, his pass ort t0o good, Draoﬁ::,ea]i living., i” 140/7 *Vvlﬂe.(
that vt Lim q;b P Y Ardond . & ¥

Tt was easy to look dowm inside, re&:hﬁ?ny 'bsc’ar to cey whers the
0ld %zurfrikop houx® wattle side house a
rikkx-mk¥zehagk down the Cunberland roaé a *@iece where the bobolinks used

"-:;' to cry hell-and-a-hoot in. the wlllws by fhe bpook, @mEx The bobolinks

1 "were the bect to remember bec'vuSg '&:@ht\mys then 2 man wouldn't remem—

ber hunge» and cold and the/'{;;?:;ng nor the whip burning. 13wt A "“'M‘{
f?{;‘[ ohielavey way YW /.Jo/:ﬂﬂ) m(,/l F tomme bak K Ry boe A ar pﬁ&ﬁ;
Na‘» , 4 Pl T uad s 8T Rad & onsin: 90 a.um, o~

loo feing By Fod and ol gy Foke' R weury

Lo

4‘!)( o mon ot A ID.Q
H"‘A \ ,.S
M&%.{t[ytd

ut/: Fhuv pga Jd Feg g i ™ 7""‘+ Wiy, everydedy Laves,
/off‘ 5J\~ '{b-‘; {“;f ('V j’ﬁt

Nl yJ?O

Jd voad 6oy, maé

- » Q&f o BULA o AN
xr ﬂ“ffﬁ'ﬂ-}. . :
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Vat Slenco crackled his knuckles and hollered silently et the
pain foaming in his bowels. No use getting the misery over a woman,
So ghe walked through
Prokdszazhomk v the 0ld dreams and when morning yanked light
under the eyelids a man woke up swesting., So what wrs the trouble you
¢ wanted to walk up to the tree for? Why fit the noose =2pound your own
good stretchable neck? "an, meke. them haul you to that tree. Be smart
and sneaking all the dey 2nd lsugh in the evéning. Fe looked down "t4
Joptluae, " QAwhere P/bor wee leaning forward, elbows on  knees,
 "Say,/dxexz% he s2id slowly, e sing his voice =2bove the cl9tte9\ﬁ;o
of the truck, "you are FOOﬁ on thet 0ld harrow machine,"

tﬁ%»
Peterboroegh stroightened mpzfrmm and rublpd hia palme down his

|

foce, He turned =2nd regerded Net Slenco.

nWell, nov, 2P boy, you could sayewe @are not unscousinted."

.~ Nst Slpnoo nodded

"T. reckon,

‘ P e O:tx:y.. '
W or-thelldRX3ZoutsR : O 1 Fip o g o o o PN Fhepadato—
o R0171ng with the truck, Npt “lenco Ammanﬁbc4

llm./ﬁmmrw he must be nigh on fifty. Some-

times he thought it may be forty-five or =2round, but when he tried hard
; shiny lesther
enough he could recall the turned-up campaign hats =nd the/gkexsx leg-

gings and he ha” ledgnthat this must have been around '17 vhen Americe
entered the wer, ThezrzugEixtozkexx courthouse in the socuare had burnt

to the ground 2round %2@ 'Twenty and he had been 2 grown boy then
white
doing chores for o0ld Mis' Tania who lived in the vig/house across the

brook.gkerEx He knew for sure thzk the time of the Troubles for he
the bones in
remembered how/hie knees had turned to water the night they ceme riding

in the high bscked Fords, His ma had tried to hold back his father from

going to the Uorch when the men c=lled, but even though the fear glistened
4 ‘
in ﬁﬁg{eveq in the lamplight, his father had bkaksmzupyika gone out,
.. " il ohe , drrd :
"M?yoe you forecing hard on tventy—hhaee, twenty—femw, boy., Seems
) )
you coming 2long good to handle that piece of Jezebel back of the trectror.
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"Okay, I told you before so stop playing emart. T went," P/b caid,

"Whet did you study 2t college? Doctor?"
work a harrow machine
"You think they teach you how *o/PEXBHZXZFBLEGEBLVE¥BUKA co you

know how to usaxﬁhgxkﬁzfa%x cut up 2 patient?"
college
"chbp you do it in the summer? Tots of/guys work in the summer,"

"Sure, lote of doctors still werr Red Ceps in operation rooms,
They got into the habit working the Pu%kx trains to pay for their tuition,"

Wat Slenco felt the hard zeskimzx lick inside the boy. Peter—
on the edge of the seat,
LoTongk set/EgaexerdxeonzkhEzkrueky his head and shoulders thrust for-
groums about
ward and riding ageinst the wazXk truck's lurch go We jerked/wmgximky

instesd of moving easily into the rough'rhythm. The boy was a giant,
greet tearing hands and knuckles jtozkakbam veined with strength, Under
' the 013 baseball cep he hxdxwxs wore this morning was the thick, short
‘s‘t hair and Nat stirred around ©oniythe seat when he found the urge
building in him tobrip away @ap and hair and see inside.

"I got an idea tod¢see inside your he=d," he said hershly, grin-

7

ning it away when Petérboraﬁgh looked ocuickly at him,
o Pt T

"Dad, you would “see a Tarmer," Dekenkowewsh s~id, "a recl
look at the earth and tell
college farmer with a diploma and able tq/ta&kzxzuzmhatf@méxzxzﬁv you
whether God
fwante you to plent gmadxwkemzxmi or whether you should get the hell out

Of here,"
Vat Slenco said angrilys up there
A "They teach you cnvthing/about looking at people and telling

whether you ought to bring toouble to them or get the hell outta thereo?"
Nat Slenco felt suddenly tired and wished the boy would grin, ]uqt
gXtxvham he saw
once, He looked a2t you coldly, as 1f/exaxzhaﬁx yEz® strangers, the wmy

a mule looked 2t you from the white wall of his eye. Go awsy, boy,

let it lay. Our feet know this rosd end even if we stop we will estart
T.ordy,

again buf/ﬁﬂr&x we dont want to stumble,

Z ook
"Toke it elow, Nat," Peterberousle seid fer avay. "Slow,A PN
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"Take it slow =2long here," Boss Roby said, exténﬁing'his-arms
sleeves rolled to the mild April sun, "We got troubles down telow,"
: ' He thumbed towards the ground end, grximzzi imaced at Wat
i s / gI‘

Slenco. Nat wineed clownishly 2nd noddedy 2= he revved the f%rot+we

in farmer's
and the DC4 trembled in neutral., Roby went off, walking/the/p¥owmam¥s
bent Knel ohide

b-g-illﬁ-inpe OVP? the plowed cection., There we= a population of rocks

a foot down cepable of snopping the tempered steel blades of the harrow

‘ a notcheé

easier then a men could bresk&8XZRorkmdt stick, God Almighty suye pulled
; ¥cbeck)

fake down around some of these lands. You lookegd at the black gumbo,

coarsef-grained with the fat glistening likg gi-fonds 2nd wvou thought
a plowing deeper thean
you had long land, eight-ten foot down neady +o/smzkixzm7tem7kakgx

a mule's tool. But if you didn't knovf Yt ¥elf the units would be leid

up in the workshop most of the time. He stopped by the furrow mechine.

"You got the contours right, BizkeRX%x Charlie?"
Cherlie on enarmouqlv strong Vegro and
PhorEXE Hestpr was/the bact furrow men this side of the river

but you hed to weteh Wishhead *this early in tre morning for Chﬁrlle
: Pmeks.funt Phoebe's corn mash
flosed in on/Z ekzkR N\ wEgEzxtk2Xx (GET WORD FOR STITT, READ UP)

every godsend eVéaing:before te toeds begen whistling by the 018 mill
run. NYobody knew when Charlie Hester slept for he never was in the

bunkhouse an? it wae believed that he curled up right there by ha the
' early in the yard esch
0ld woman's still. Ent he Wﬂs/thgzxztnxzkg mornlng to move out with

the gang with only the red eyes and a certain vague ides that the

tractor wes holding back on him, to show for 1t He cursed 9pd fought
flown out
the controls something awful ,xm® One Limm morning he 196/&gfiy§kg of th
ten feet away
machine in a sosring dive 2nd landed/with a crash thet should have
; (rrels
broken his neck, Eefore he regained Qﬁﬁ:ﬁiﬁﬁﬂhﬂﬂﬂ, they had to pry
from his hands : :
/the steering wheel which he had wrenched from ite base, Outside, of his

morning frenzies, he ws the gentlest man on the section,
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ngszaﬁ_ climbed his back, Fe mounted
Bose Roby noddel cexxok Charlie Hester's surly grunt /U the
the should
swell of +he land to/ﬁ$§ rnifer¥. Veybe a men/pmmk®t leave Charlie Hester
.‘f"/le‘ 44
pWone for Thgf nigeer/kxd the contours of thie section wrikkem deever
knew sin on
in his head then Exgimxim a CatholicX¥/Saturdey night. The rummy was

born someplace around here anyway. They were the bect, who were horn

around here., Wo tyouble 2t all. A lot of go0d — fellows. Poss Roby thought

.

of niggers ut he rejected it., Fe new why he etonped the vord snesling up
felt gmaixx spooky. He stopped
on him and he hadxs/BErvonsE ZnZow XBEREPEFINE XEXPY 7IH I8 XEEY VY EEIAEX
and

exkkek by the anfﬂn" meechine/7B& kicked &K the shiny rotery.gmix The
motor busted loose ak on its grsoline stprteré'slapﬁing the rockety
echoes in his ear., Irritated, he flapved hi% haﬁﬁ in the air. Dixie
Griffithg, the overator, grinned s2nd fed im move gs.

"Okay ——=! Okay —-—- you grinning apet" yelled Fo-s Roby, Anfsili,

Fe turned his beck to the machine and looked down the tight

fline over the plowed section. Tt Wboked resl nice by God, the long

shallow curves of the furrows Smaling decently into the bottomlands so

the soil would not wash Qvgy when the rains pnounded out of the esst come

‘ way 2long the

high summer. The water would talre a emooth/eoursExkmzihE ynInIBARE trancheq
R wvhile it fed

gently nudging the h¥gh Dacked benks/zuéxfErtt the roote, pouring in moistm

to heighten the suga#® content up the fat brown stslks. Focc Roby cettled
bootheels
his/bmekx into tre soft gaik loam =nd nuWWed back his shoulders in o

stretch of the muscles., He kmewzke had =2 good teem on the machines and
hig '
with luck on the weather,/khm section would lick the holy hell out of
ﬁ-{%
the other sections in sugear per ton milled out. He was er§:§hr that jobs

g7
istuh TPc, the tepep od8 hellion who hended this corner of the
county for
counmkry the Tidewater Suger Corporation wes due for retirement =t the
throat
end of the crop end e lot of/bawit cutting would be done befmxEemong hhe

Tidewater's six top section bosces before Wl@fuh lae's khaki corduroys
ﬂmﬂe p e need by,

were PLS. L ikhstitht-aeweenikdmidonaciare T, Roby was nose down for the
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: hJ&“I twist arms gneéxwexk
job and he did not =T to be vulnerable, He would/mmsk asxsxy baexmxims
real bad tear
/among the crew to, bring it about. He would/®xE the hesrt out of this

E) J gxznegkxkks canestalks
land, get what he wented ——- Bxikzsexmmxfuakvexnezfremids eight foot t211

dovn on Marlie Creek,
that would shed juice like the waterfal l/bazkz@ﬁibEHZEQkaB
a

vwE Dixie had the tractor going on ite diesel engine now,/setiny
beat f£mrk thrusting
TRz Xk af surly power Zhrough the pistons, Dixie wavéd goodnaturedly

ellow kasx vehicle surged

2t him as the squat/bugzsesmedriazezsexmpward forwerd on ite tracks

and waddled off to work,:
knife her at six inches, you black son of & gun,"
"Alrioht ———/txekvezimchesrEokexthe> ‘bkzdesxa oot Y OWIg XFIK " he

c~rlled to Dixie, %
He watched with a hard vrofessionsl eye dsgthe blade sank pxsXky

into the land , cutting easily past the cush and turning up the fat,
0 04 ‘one,. \,D,)uu
ﬁ’ﬁ They were all okay and not strangelsf%ll 2nd trey knew what the
It wee not because this ofher business :
score wes./@nkxzx&akskx : made him feel so spooky
thosé Negvoof
}qt of the time, but lately/witkzkke upnlty»:-ns up north had stirred

so much dirt around, a2 man jwet had to think about it. Time wes when

there never used to be @ny, trouble around these E‘rts. For ten-twelve
‘boy,» exeryxdxy he unsed to ‘cross the creek every &

years of his life as a/yomnEekergzhexhxd zazkyvexzxsxd thexereak xinks day

to

/iaster Town to pkzk d1® for clems(CHECK) vith Dixie or to go off into

the woods with him Wunting (PUT IN C1(“7”“1”17\7(}1 AND VAYBE DESCRITTE HOW
Wy God, he
THEY HUNTED IT). /It—sudgea;n could Temember the time when they h=d fouled
BARF it # Sehlitz,
up the ( N AHE-FFNE-QF RTVER PTSH) lines of Dutchie/Bmrmam the 014
2lone in a sod hut VvV
German travper who lived/ws%y up the freek by Sylvia's Tending.smst
coming /
Putchie had suddenly descended on them/gmdx over the benk like khm x 2

wicked gngel, his arme flepping 2nd yelling blue murder in his outlsndish
oaths, Cucik as eels, they had wriggled to their feet on the mudbank

and d2Pted right and left in a dazzling brexxkwabreskavay. But the
underfoot had
trescherous/bankzgexExwxyx S11id away, sending Roby sprawling 1nto the
Ro&s
srmg of Dutchie Schlitz. Grinning uneasily,hﬁoby renembered v how

Pixie had halted at the top of the bank, pelting Dutchie with everything
s
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thet came to hend until the o0ld German was forced to let go while he
covered his head with his arms.
hekdr i szaPHEXQVarzHX

Shaking his head at the memory, Boss Roby moved down the incline .
towards Nat Slenco's machine. He could smell the insides of the ~ive land,

K piece of the county swelling with the need to place food in 2 man's hend,
land parted before the tractor feaming
Tbe/tragtmry?kawznngmrwaF& - and broke on either Sideﬂlazily el
brown
g0 a man could believe it wes /W9+er going over = frpﬂwav He h24d been
brought erupted dust enough to
fop on a2 pateh where the firet kiss of the hoe/whouks wunkdymkzweﬁzupxa
you, It killed off the seeds facste® than if
D1indAEAEXBFABEIBAZ 3T "BUBT7Z eAGUZER "E67. 8REKe7YBUIY  you had mashed them
when he was BXBXEEEHZIXXsixteen 2nd
with 2 mallet. One Jefferson Devis Dey/with the Juneysun. braneXaZxmfLx
salty baked ; was flogging
the/paked yard fierce to nobody knew how, he hegd ot/ bisxtwoxpxirsrp L3y
THERZ A7 BZMEAS XEXE XX
into a2 canvas bag he used for hunting, theWiwoSpairs of jeans a2nd extra
the werdrobe sharecropping fatheryhad :
‘shirt which wes all;%ls/iﬁmxnk7faymkmg ¢ veouk®t salvaged for him from
share died
he femily's half/of the short-stgple,tplend that hed/dxes in the slac)

fown to a hundred and forty bales to the acre., Fisxirishk
the

Young Roby, reawboned 9@6 gpareribbed as/am Trish knack horses hxd

had
which/Hi¥ gmemshkorx qhar@c %he peat dwellinge of his ancestors¥ in the

% zuzheviggrakztoxx

014 Country, widened 2R’ Mengthened and filled out/BH ¥ HZBEXBLY ¥XX

_ pine tEzkheztimenf xPexrkx
wvigkdxamzazxe in the Boblolly and shortlen*/foreffs. Ry zhextimmriheyxbxit
Harbome A swingimg 2%e 102dc® a man's shoulders wx&ﬁhvvww?ny75f7thayaxg
drzfimdxhigmmmbersiorz¥orkix¥Uary with the kind of museles

dragged
best suited to #he murderous kick of the BAR and Roby he/zagk the oléd
up 2 dozen bloody beaches

ball-and-chain, zxgﬁtvt%rmugh before he sworned it for(GET A

PROVINENT TEXT BOOK IN A U.S. AGRIC COILEGE) in the State Tech at war's
: completing : : went
end. After/the course paid for on his G.I. ticket, he/eamm back to

. Jarvis Bend and lended the job with Tidewster., He had done Zrizhk
a lright. Fe had no ceuce t0o be spooky but Zsusx Jesus Christ =211 his

_brain had gone dovn into his cock. Fe howled wide open all tle way up

from his guts: "Watch it -—-— you son of a bitehine coon!™
BWE Y BERNLEL—— 4 P JREE AR Cool
'r‘he harrow had :n(__;e; :aH:;ect turn skh the b'lg;am had gmgcgzra@ back soft’
Ko M wHT Ooame G virtless C.U"“' for baveigd Reard L O i Rid
f’a:tuf asting Wiy M A‘?Vh” bods ,@Mi\f ﬂbull‘\ﬁ élm #ﬁ &b& wigd bl&g\dt
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the first of three sequences which
“should be in another distinctive Roman ——-—

rather then Italics. ) VA
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THE BELLES ’ A2
’/’ 2 //A/‘/ﬁ‘ b
46&/( Pure as a late lark's singing, drsJim Pob Slocum

»#f across her ante bellum bedroom trilling a delicate capriccio

of smut. She tippea the jalousie blinds out at the white pillared

mnl

galleryk: ooked out at the Southland. /éyéi;Tka
s T4
- @#{ there were the sick c>akss,1 Ance +E@y 48U stood in

- : ma A fyun T T wnredbund
unceasing sunshlne]1 ow Ghey<were sh&a&ag in the ralEL?h&%=ﬁeverfwum

oF gla,q 2 z R i
ceEsed A magnolla lanif indings /lashlngﬂnﬂﬂtr the

tan

eaves and rwaning catspaws down the shallow elope tiexxkkz to the
—

hollow near the war memorial.L?he broken fields streamed and tossed

away from the Jdm=50b clocum mansion, ﬂearing a burden of oaks

tkEAere uncommonly uncleanf.full of fat parasites entwining the

, fhe 4

sucked=-out trunkg)ﬁhe sick oaksg of weepin~ magnolia land

) nﬁﬂ/f
Hp?igpﬁm ey stooq}}lke the house, creaking in the

empty, entruppea,Jsdézggé trunkg/juued but upright.

wind but nevemr disposed to fall. They would rot straight down to
'@ Ay iz G wnaidly

the roots ana 52 heir own circuymference.
l;;.,l,u&& Wbl ’«m %&a

“

The lanqh?Wﬂ,a vast, suppressed strength like a lazy

pye Ll 2
joy that wouldp# roll over until it wes prodded by the plow,AGE%

c g : . o g :a
ol mf- of %ullen love for the tlnes]/gilnglng stinking ri¢h to the prod-
ding tines. The tines plowing carelessly in a juvenile love,

searching for worth in the dark bodied lana, laughing with a
-
glisten of steel blue teeth as ;¢ withdrew anc drove in again in

unceasing copulation. ﬁwwmﬂd'yﬁkuia ¢R;Z““7
"Copulate me," &ﬁﬁi)ﬁﬁrJ§i7bot“S?Gtﬁm rushing back
n Xt
across the room to the portrait of Jim Bob. She ran nudg around
tr BidreeaApanizaletifped
the room]bg& treasts tipped forwer kM/ﬁﬁz—ﬁeuo—tm_Mmt.



She slid her hips in a slow dancelike the Delta folk down in
the black bayou mud, her bottom cool and fragile, high instep
pecking at the gutty rhythm, her knees close together.

"Copulate me," she said in the honey drawl, taking her pubic
hair close to the twinkling eyes and smiling mouth of old Jim Bob
Slocum.

She stood stockstill suddenly.

"Just listen to that rain," she said into the room.

"Just hark to it." Head on one side.

She listened to the swish of it, in the gutter, the gusty
rattle of it, in the leads, anu shyly swung her honey coloured eyes,
watching the run of it down the glass. It ran hard coated down
the glass, winking lewdly at her when it caught the light right
and she blushed at the lewdness.

She rested her eyes thoughtfully on old husband Jim Bob.

"Its soothing," she said to him.

"All that water, its sheathing. Plumb sheathed, as Aunt
Jemima would say."

She fled over the floor again, the concave belly with its
wedge of yellow hair still as an athlete's. She ran high kneed
for Jim Bob's old bullsnake whip. She threw the lash so it thonged
out and with a snap of her wrist, hobbled her hips in the leather.
She held out the handle and undulated before it. Her eyes looked
bruised. The handle weaved gently.

A telephone rang in the room.

"Mrs Jim Bob Slocum," she aaid into it in the authentic
drawl. "D.O.E E.lSecretariat. You caught somebody passin'?"

"Its me, Miz Virginny. The ladies from the D.0O.E., they all
heah," came Aunt Jemima's lazy drawl.

Virginia grinned at Aunt Jemima's authenticity. The Aunt
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l"'Cépulate your wife, you sensuous lump of lard,"
whispered Virginia Slocum, & gumin grin out of place on her
lovely patrician fac%] gyb it to me, you cold piece of cod."

ohe slid her hips in a slow dance like the Delta folk
down in the black pazkemgxher bayou mud, her bottom cool and
fragile, high instep pecking at the gutty rhythm, her knees
together.

"Copulate me," she said in the honey drawl, taking her
pubiq7hair close to the twinkling eyes and smiling mouth of Jim
BobaéA%1WW"

She stood stockstill suddenlye

"Just listen to that rain," she said hollowly into
the room,

WJust hark at it WK W e LA

fier heu -on orie_side, she listened to the swish of if,
in the gutter, the gusty rattle of,iﬁ)in the leads. Shyly she swung

her honey coloured.eyes and watched the run of it’down the W bay
b
windows. It ran hard coated down the glass, winking lewdly at her
when it caught thelright/light4 Virginies blushed at the lewd wink.
T '/V‘Mbém/{/_
ohe rested her eyes thoughtiully onﬂJim bob.

"Its soothing,"” she said to him. "All that water. Its

: N wrnd Koy
sheathing. Protected. Plumb sheathed, as Aunt Jemima weXd sef:"

A
ohe ran to the other side of the room, g;% concave belly

with its wedge of yellow hair still as an athlete's. She ram high

kneed for Jim Bob's bullsnake whipe. che threw the lash until it

thonged out. With a flick of her wrist, Virginia snapped the

thong around her hips. She held out the handle and undulated

before it. Her eyes looked bruised. The hancle weaved slowly.

She tightened the thong around her hips, wuvruised eyes on the

\,
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weaviég heddes The telephone rang in the room.
"o wirs Jim Bob Slocum," she said into it in the suthentic
drawl. "D.0O.E. secretariat. You caught comeboay passin'?"
"Its me, Miz Virginny. $fhe ladies from the fié;ggess
of the—Evolutien. #hey all heah," came Aunt Jemima's lazy drawl,
WW%

Virginia grinned at Aunt Jemima's authenticity. That
07\. ”J ﬁt‘u,l. l’l\rdu, aw‘f "/e"lﬂ-tu.z. %6( Mf
Aunt Jemima honey&;éhe wes good too. SEe—diant like folks who
were caught passing either.
"Which ones? The shroud-meakers?"
M & Qi .

"NoAg» Theys for tomorrow. These afe the shoe-makin'

ones. Lhe cobblers." véz
/{ -

“FEy e right down, honey," Virginia told the=m&id.

ohe slippea into shorts and halter, patted Jim Bob's che65
eand went out of the bedroom.

ot A RER L
(oA the cobblers were in an’ slcove of the drawing room
nesr the foot of the stairs. The cobblers were sleck and well
groomed in sunny weather,clothes. Going azround in sunny weather
clothes because their menfolk hau promised to roof the worldzﬁTnf//ﬁ%f
"Roof you &ll," cried Virginia gaily as she slid Ge#n
A the messive ozl reil =nd lended on th’ deep pile carpet.

Phe looked laughingly up at them from the floor. A
roof over the darkly glowing head of 'Bamsh,from another white
house down the river road. And over handsome, big bodied Texana,/
the eaéiy=attractive lesbia?)who lurched when she walked. 4nd &
roof over the Judge's white-blonde d¢ughter Georgla who rode to

A g vgt_
hounds, on & coal black stallion, aﬁ%hingvbut e—G-gtrings
< 0y 0y

And over vague, cudoly lidssy Sip who hac majored in mﬂﬁp and ran

the bigrest computer in the bloou test factory. And over the

Carolina twins, the long legged, soft mouthed heliions belonging
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to the;pld Gelezal across the turnpike.
"Virginia, pet, you always look so fresh. You gettin!
lots apart from Jim Bob?" drawled Texana
"All I need," Virginia said. "And you, honey?"
Texana rolled her wicked dark eyes at Georgia.
"Reckon. Dont I, lamb?"
"The hell you co," giggled Virginia who knew that Texana

/ /.,(Z GEEE=2 o (,/wwu m%mefnf'
h@%ﬁ:zgéékewsgnﬁ4mmqmﬁam@rw§¢h the paoerd tcut’hlpped coal blad@ﬁf&%i

stallion that Georgia rode to hounds.

"You on to me, sugar?"\askei Texang) her teeth strong as
oil stocks. J

"Closer'n a burr to a buffaloy™ Virginia said. She put
an arm around cuddly Missy Sip.

Missy Sip was shabby for the company. She came uncomfort-—
ably close to trash, but her breeding showed. She had goat's heels.

U

"How's the 1lil'"wol' computer these days? gfill weeding

out the one percenters?“<¥irg{iia askedl;ﬁissy Sips P?é%tyfbdx;shgpby.
issy Bip thought of a few who had got in under the wire,
The cirty grey tearswrollec down inside her.

"They brought in U.S. mershals to raise the wire," she

SObbEdo "The LQOQEO —_— ,_.&’ ,é,’@ Q‘ :h\'\
Lom v ¥
"A crapping sheme," boomed Texana. "The :\ oughta

do something ebout it."

Missy Sip sobbed as if her heart would break.

"The eAecutlvézlgﬂgby the Potomac ——— "

"Crep the Potomac!" Texana yelled. "better move you
over to my place. We got lots of room."

niint got no shoes to walk over in," lissy oip wept.
nFolks €#Mon the Fotomac say & Dblood-test foctory aint productive.
They done cut our 2=z Al KT ﬁﬁ”ﬂﬁn’”’“
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». "But all God's chilluns got to have shoesi" 'Bamah cried.
4nd they all hung their heads at the Instant Guilt. They
seid it softly over and over, "All God's chilluns oughta have
shoes,"
"Amen," seia Aunt Yemims listening at the scullery doorK,

a bucket in her lap for the tears.
. L / yelled
We all love Aunt Jemims end her folks," the ladiesaxﬁiar
/ 7

sadly)looking at the closed scullery door.
“Amen," Aunt Jemimz said solemn’v, looking through the

hole in the bvottom of the bucket.

"lia, oh Mal"™ cried Jubsl ﬁggg;giw/éeatea on the scullery

~ =

1100ﬁ,‘ﬁ§s big hends hanging down between his knees cupping =211

his hope.

NJemima turned about inside.ller hundred years of

“ cried
waiting. "Son, You just gotte learn to wait tool" she/mxxk X
~gesperately.

"Aunt Jemimey honey?" Virginies called.

Aunt Jenima took up the sack andc clumped out of the
scullery. she chuffled forward and imperiously dumped the sack of
shoes to the floor. Coldly, she nodded them down. They sat guickly,
cross-legged, cobbler feshionM on the flour.

"Shoot," Aunt Jemima said with scorn.

. ol (/a’()(

On a sigh o?@cstasy, they commeneedpicking =t the pile.
There were broken, ¥ splayed-toed shoes caked in river mud from
the bottom. Carpet slippers geping where the rats had got to them.
Gum .
Kxzimg boots that had lsmin in the bayou until there was little
but the uppers. In the ladies' lacgquered hands, they overflowed
the deliccte palms, filth-cesked and gemesome, the rape-happy

boots thet needed repeirs as any psychiatric son of a bitch knew.

The lovely laccuered hands hauled ana tugged.
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”Missy wip sucked at her torn fingers; her eyes/afraid.

‘ "Uont be afraid, Missy Sip," said Texana in her tough,
genfle way. She was t00 successful with the foolish girls to be
rough.

"Yes, yes," whispered Missy Sip, the old grey tears
courcsing down her cheeks, "I love Aunt Jemima and 211 her folks.

ﬁme,/Kil their Southern kop@z flung up et thet end they

recited in & chorus,

"I love Aunt Jemime. Ve love Aunt Jemims. A11 God's
chosen 67 sure love Aunt Jemima "

"Amen," seid Aunt Jemima behind the, scullery door, looking
through the hole in the bottom of tle bucket.she had brought for the
tears.,

"The studs are still sound im</this one," Virginia Slocum

scid, sniffing through her teare as she peered at the whip scerred

child size boot. "Honey husband Jim Bob would love this for stomping ,

the~kids—et—the beach,."

"Not so mueh tolk," rebuked Georgis. "There's work to be
done forWM the homecland." df

Lt

So the girls grew vulet,,Z@ots thudded and there were
clicks from needles and awls. All the flags had already been

Ry eadct .
stitched by'ngreedy generatioq but the needles of the great land
still had work tOldO. A confusion of banners to rally the profsned

Y = : & 7 Gamitie
lrndoj\fo shlelu it from the profanities ofﬂ?m llpS/

ROk “THC
Tﬁ\hﬁ%@fﬂfT the—invasion—of Semidbie noses %%iﬁaﬁﬂ'hamkthe;ﬁeggﬁe
O
A% It=tisn seducers Mewlingd under their 6}otestant stoops.

The girls had been cobtling easy, T?e long tenned

legs beuutlfuily moulded to the floor, Tﬁe tepering wellbred fingers
mouths
pluc@ép at the foobgear. Their pretty/kimz pgyted when they found
Whib o, #
bullet holeq or/@ope burns on the leather, %@%ﬂrﬁ—%he-EVTéﬁhCéaﬂf

&
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Ntboweg, & patipipefl Sl
; @he ﬁgmpq(heightenjﬂ}K?hrrows appeared on th%’

violenee 1

browsganu'tggfbreathing of the cobblers shalliowed. ﬁyséi*chanqglled
agﬁﬁf%hrough thelr makeup.wﬂiyirfhands flew festep. Boot after boot
dropped back to the floor, mended and, ready for use again.

"Fester, faster!" cried Lunt Jemims from the scullery door.

She held back Jubal with one hand as he strained to go in.
ohe beat the time with her kerchiefed head, the'coal black/ﬁgmmx/gﬂgtﬂjﬁb
purveyor of reprieve to & guilt burdened mobé%é;%; The time-buying
Aunty of & lovesick folk.

Sew, stitch, men#ran the fingers, bruised and pierced in
the Cause. Ecstesies of agony sweeping over them 40" pay for the
absence of honey husbande out on a nightride,toe“purify a r=ace. Hurry,
hurry, faster rzced jhe fingers, bodieg Jjumping and jerking in a frenzy.
Fear bubbled at theﬁﬁ sdewcring mouthe @¢ back and forth they swayed,
hustling out the night but scered to catch up with the day.

"ia !X There aint no joybells gonna ringl" cried Jubal to
E7/ 4 %Qgﬁhigeaﬁ’old Jemima .

| But a body mewver doubted that the joybells would ring,
seid Aunt Jemima peering through the judas. No“%??f‘A body never
doubted thet morhing would come and them joybells would be a-ringing.

Aunt Jemime looked kecenly into Jubal's eyes, way bipk to
where he lurked. 4And you were smerter'n a squirrel in t?g;?%ﬁg 3
you c ught the pinwheel of anger shin¥Ming through the nzéixof old
shoes ré¥reciff in Jubal's eyes.

You would be smart to find among all those weary shoes
the—zigée of troublq,making tracks straight for your own cabin
door. But in a thoussnd sculleries behind a thousand doors, a lot
of downhome black folk were living brave and good even if they
hadnt taken to fishing. For folk could be as brave in a scullery-room

ae those kide who hac gone a-fishing. For wherever you settled to bes
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you coulqrs t ofg the géod—news bell., You knew the wearisome ro=d
was a-turning and so you hustled out more of those 0ld shoes.

"You wait for the good-news bell, you hesr?" iunt
Jemima cried to her son.

"liay, I aint got the time! I gotte go fishingl" Jubal
cried in terror as he saw how his days were fraying.

But Aunt Jemims turned strongly away.lghe looked back
through the judas.

Jubilee! seng @t her bedtecpidvesk coul for the ladies
were cevorting on the floor now, a writhing, sweating, suffering
grove of ladies twisting over each other as/they lusted for the
unmended boots. They ciawed and scratched,\patising a little to
kiss and stroke znd then go crawling efter XX® more shoes.

Aunt Jemima threw open the double leaf door anda strode
into the room with the authority she lLad studied in a dozen Mﬁ%
nurseries.

"Alright, chillun, guecs there's plenty more. Guess you
come again we find you & sack or twoy" sHEAE e, fﬂ‘v’ Fared e e
“h atFin, Whirng a Rey Lod AU Rotic [iv92, i fot B ctmph? fagues Bt Tanima voddid sonlly, 5%

o - . m . . . — ,‘
"No, Awntys" M}ssy Sip seia sadly. "the fix is in 13Mm b

L‘/‘l hY) 4,1 % s il

e, You watch. L1 Cousin Jim Eob's teking boote off the o

gross national product."

1D

“ng% bad?" asked Aunt Yemima

"Sure is," said Texena. "lieans folks wont buy as much
rope or gasoline either."

"Huh," grunteu Aunt Jemima, but her soul exulted in one

long Jubilee!l

She slapped at thighs and bottoms to seperate them.
"i1Pgint planting season yet," she muttered. Vugym>¢ff
Cuddly Missy Sip looked fearfully at her out of the corners

of her eyes. "Your kin got shoes in this lot, honey?" < e=ekedo.
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"Only got one kin end héls Taék phpae in the ccullery, M,
said Aunt Jemima, wiping a smudge from honey chile lissy Sip's

A went” Muataf ot of i Ladlpy
mouth, "Them's uhoe~4+rom menfolk who ece@ldb-run issb—enough befiore:

the (rope (caught ;them !

'Bameh shyly touckhed Aunt Jemima's work roughened hand.,

"You gemm dont need to be afrzsiu, Aunt Jemimae," 'Bamah ssid.

"You just stay in the scullery, Aunt Jemim=," Qnﬂsiﬁﬁﬁ%m§12;7&
Caroline XK twins said.‘d&g%ﬁ}gééehwwﬂ “b&%éézzzié% in there after
you,"

"S5tey in the scullery, Jemima honey," they all seng in a
chorue.,

WYew 1L alwayé wear shoes, Aunt Jemims, pet," Texona szid.

"You'll always wear shoes," they chorused happily at her.

With her eyes flashing triumph, Aunt Jemima glanced &1t

Jubal as she brushed past him,qgoing in for the mint juleps.
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(Second of the Felles
THE BELLES sequences)

(L4¢/)§y§rm§pgdown the joy-ropes which Virginia had hung from

the vaﬁlted ceiling, the shroudemakers descended the walls in a
giggling assault, evening gowns billowing up on the down draft to
display the swimming pool legs that were brown from all that eternal
moonshine, goats' heels kicking lasciviously in the hope of some unclean
fun. They fell into Virginie OSlocum's Colonial room with a fetching
disregard for exposure. With laughing mouths and flying hair, they
tumbled over each other, sprawled on the rubbea oak floor amidst
the magnolia blooms with which Aunt Jemima had strewn it.

They caught sight of Aunt Jemima «frowning down at them from
the powder room gallery and they laughed wildly up at her.

"Cavortl" yelled Aunt Jemima é%ig;zgﬁziw%uiﬂ shatter the
chandeliers. "Cavort! Cavort! Cavorti"

1they had grown up,in a thousand nurseries obeying their coal
black mammies. Quickly Georgiaywrapped her legs around those of big
strong Texana, pinning her $o0 the floor, and they closed slowly and
sensuously, long drown legs threshing. Missy Sip gave a soft moon-
light moan of Umderstanding and drew a trace with her finger around
Virginia's navel, 1he Carolina iwins said coarse words of passion
and threw themselves on liissy ©ip's fragile hands. The fingers
closed softly, the exquisite pincers squeezing whimpers from them.
Missy Sip buried her face in the coal black tresses of 'Bamah
and then Virginia Slocum, her eyes smouldering, crawled over

appropriated

to them and with long shuddering ECEER grunts,A\ i
Missy Sip.

They all moved slowly, sleepily together until Virginia

XEEWEH = scumed the beautiful crucifixion position and whispered,
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"Uont be afraid, HMissy Sip. We'll help you keep the
wire down."
And #ME as the sob of desire escaped Missy Sip and she
festened her lips greedily to Virginia, the girls ley back in an
their

orgieastic welter of silk and flesh, losing in/ij#e roaring passions

all those shrieks and screams from the gm magnolisz bush where
C(/()‘w\'\LL'u‘VL'\J?

Paradise . SOUWEH folk were in the grip of JMME 1oV love.
Temima, the sweeplng stalrca se
Ot % kSR from the

powder room, & vast bundle of muslin in her arms. She threw the
muslin over them. It swellea like a cloud before it settled,
shivering silvery on iilijiewismmsesss sliding 1imbs and ungovernable

Temima

breaﬂ;;}ogv:, w had her hands clasped below her fzsllen breasts.
'l‘he,\m kerchiefed head nouded to a rhythm going in her big
body. She crooned the song away inside, crowding it to a corner,
working at it to shape the notes ME strong and resilient for the
buffetings of e magnolia world,
Tenimg
m\caught the rhythm and tuilt it up inside the
tune until the diaphragm filled with % resonsnce. Then she threw
the song into themroom, sending it out full grown
and even if the shroud meking msgnolia women
took it and wrapped their lightweight voices
around its agony for their evening gowned
concert halls)the. pein woulc remain, And
appeering in the wrong places, shame them,
For the pain wes a downhome pain that was
created inside the ¥AFEE lost folk.ef=Pera-
Her upflung face[ hard and unsparing, the toil roughened

hands palms showing, Aunt Jemima searched out the gut notes, belting



104

it out until the bodies beneath tke muslin caught the agony, br801ng

and cry o Pleg
and dr01ng up and up/ w1th/q¢ exultent/ceMmeey it broke ililh-&
aaQM%hewev&&wf%oweé@eut
moaned

"Swing low, sweet chariot,"/ g Missy Sip in her light

voice of anguish, :
snatched

Angrily, Aunt Jemims/Hileees zwey the muslin. Their faces
clean and free smiled innocently up &t her. They lay about like
overgrown babies, legs, ##% arms, breasts softly powdered with
sweat,

Jemima

Her head weaving on her veined neck,/ﬁiunq;g bowed beneath
a grezt crash of anger., vhe struggled up and prodded her impurely
hopeful soul into loving them all, For what could the poor pets do
with all them witless menfolk gone ariding through the live long
night? And just look at all them pretty Southern belles, all gussied

up for a shrouding.

"You get to workln' " barked Aunt Jemima in her nursery
voicell hammered and honed 1n/m nursery rooms of XNiNiFswms-

half a nation. Spools dnd
dditiscibanidaiigie: Slhc threw out needles asgéd—sposie—of threéads from

the pockets of her:ﬂbmmy apron. "You get to sewin' on them shrouds.
You gotta clothe them naked bodies your menfolk strung up all
over the country." she said.

Them poor little Ml lambs all come in by themselves
a-hankering for a shrouding end a body couldnt do nothing but help
them. Couldnt do nothing but whet I treine’ for, said Aunt Jemima.

Calelatn,

Aunt Jemima wetched with e Jyes as the ladies ripped
the muslin cloth, getting the lengths right, measuring it along the
corpses they remembered in their heads,gzazggg from cypress and oak,

411 the corpses of all the downhome boys who haa eye-laid a magnolis

woman .
"You keep making them shrouds. Iy race folk aint gonna
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get no credit if they reach them golden stairs wearing poor clothes
and without shoes," she said.
: J/L’?w;d
Ma, we aint needin' no shrouds nor no shoes! erted Jubsl
h@lhle%@f% behind the scullery door.
44Aunt Jemima could remember ¥ far back the brawling,

Yelling desire for shoes that had driven her blue eyed baby Jim Eob
into,public offlce. Could recall him at his first lynchin the bab ~

" blg}iaaeu-& breasts haa prov:L%(ea 1n,£'fﬂ7 wet-nurW
pink around his cheeks. for phad gufn Jim isb;?w%oal bl%Sk me. ﬁ@l
EXFERAAKERNE back when he was borq,Aﬂll whlte folks had to have 2 GLL
coal black mammy,zgﬂe thought proudly. ; A

Remember that young Jim Bob going into town to seek public

office? And him with no shoes on then? Aunt Jemima shook her head

fondly as she remembered.

n%QLmbered h}m afiggdlgg the platform, hair plastered down
with harness o0ily ekrlﬁéﬂhfs denim€ with’the Hail through the
suspender but already with the organ sweep of oratory in hlm, the
shit-and-stay convention room genius already in him that would
pinwheel him Stfmﬂt into #etemtete #hS,

"bure,{_Aunt Jemima whispered toEe»self acs she watched the
shroud makers. "I=remelbers Just listen to that Jim Bob that first
day before he learned to talk good. Can still see him talking."

She struck a pose like Jim bob, big head forward, short
thick arms stabbing forward as she talked like Jim bob that first
day he offered himseif for public office. SBhe said like the young
Jim Bob, 5 —

"Ah done hear tell that them folks up maggh say we should
open up all kinds of jobs to them niggers. ®ven allow them to handle

our funerals. Ung ertak?rs, that's the big word Jim Bob was searching
for. Folks up %y tﬁem ﬁggers shoulc even be allowed to bury
a white man."

Jim Bob had paused and grinned at the spit-and-chaw hall

{ﬁﬁﬁpﬁ while he readied his punch line.
"Well, then, Jim Bob says thiss: If when ah dies, there

aint a good cracker undertaker to look after mah body, then the
nearest nigger-undertaker got mah permission to do this: He can
strip me, lay me out, roll me over on mah face — and do what ah
always made him do in mah lifetime."

Aunt Jemime shook her head as she remembered, !
In no time the lob had given him his club and magnolia
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o i
and young Jim tob was off and running. ’
g

“Lordy, Lordy, the thinking I do and s honey babies
needing to make their shrouds," Aunt Jemima rebuked herself.

S0 she clapped her hands together and the needles flew,
stitching 4 foemy muslin that hacd the colour of moonlight, snip-
ping the one-piece selMMNMNEE croveyerd clothes in all sizes from
eye-raping kids to the big shouldered roqéj;ang bucks who had
crossed up an ofaxkilllllih ocissored and sewn and laid out for

a weary cullud alreauy safe anu sound in his pinebox mension

stayed
where Wis the river/& away from his door.
ladies' hands hastened
The NNGSNNNNEENNR -nC the stitched and finished

winding sheets flew through the air like boneless ghosti)homing

on a spill of wind some sad morning. Aunt Jemima, her powerful

forearms held off at her side, hovered around the frenziedllzéde%
SEmers

rezdy to move in anu seal off the first of those to

crack wiNEssE in the madhouse gcene of pocketless garments being
hustled for the army of lying-in downhome boys, awaiting the
born-again freedom train.

"Whoo Whoo —— heah ¥M¥E dat whistle blowin'! Whoo
Whoo —— heah dat freedom trein a-rollin'i" humnmed Aunt Jemima

the )
in chords as strong as/baling wire the white boye used for the

ones prtled

chastity belts they fixed on the cullud/gpﬂﬁ before they EE
them emoard that born—againiﬁiﬁm:

Missy Sip's voice tore raggedly through the room.

"Tts a lie —— we never fixed so manyi" d%é/ptibﬂ v

hearTSedy .

Her face twisted with rage, she bared her teeth in

bit at her breasts. With a

a feral grin as she

quickness thet fat old Jemima couldnt metch, Taxana slithered

over the ladies end held the whimpering kissy Sip. TeXxana touched
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her»here and there so0 the lacy #Mk&E shocks went deliciously
through her. The others had stopped wMew when Missy Sip broke.
Their shoulders heaveﬁ/i&ﬁlﬂing their breaths rushed through their
Open mouths as they waited for her to calm. They were glassy eyed
with fatigue. The bowels of compassion openec in Aunt Yemima., She
had known them‘ggéaé%ﬁéirﬁiﬁnné%sfié%e)ﬁéTf7€%Posca, before their
honey husbands struck it rich.

"You rest awhile now, lamb," she said to them. "We got
enough to go on with and you gotta be strong for planting time."

they had grown up obeying & coal black mammy so they
licked their lips and grinned obedience. iheir long brown legs
fell out exhsusted in the deep pile. They hitched their gowns
about their waists and let the ceiling fens cool them.

panted

"Aunt Jemima, you got-any shrouds in this 1lot?"/milsesmd
'Bamah, her dark hair wet anc lank cdown her 4 cheeks.

And Texszna laid Misey ©ip gently on her back. And Missy
Sip felt the long powerful legs twist down on her . The sliding power

of groin bearing down for the prolonged rush until the tender

meeting when the true bodies kissed. sl Tomatens
Goans i g
"Dont telk: Lont talki" screamed Yl . feeling
for the flaming sword. Y
1&'v&u

At twilight, they all fell out oﬁsq..pron a cry of

ecstasy and decaye.
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R
\.the Plantin' Time Ball

thunder of a plainsong from the great pipe organ, Virginia wse
pressed,unwounded, to his broken sword. He held her closely with
a hand cupped on her buttocks. Her muscles swarmed and rippled
like a cat in coitus.

In the high ceilinged hall of Jim Bob's mansion, in the
many splendored glitter of the chandeliers, all the fellas who
could be spared from night riding had gathered .for the plantin'
time ball. The randy ladies of Mobgégiée slid in the love embrace
of sons and brothers.

Virginia looked hungrily across the black clad shoulder
of Jim Bob, searching the landing for the Carolina twins who had

kinking of the :
gone upsteirs with an uncle,/Bhexshudasrsd seduction, Virginia

shivered with sensuouéfgéiigh%lqké?ky-
"You cold,whoney?" asked Jim Eob as he executed to the

plainsong.
"Le% me have it, darling," Virginis said, rippling her
butpribe .
She thought of Jim Bob's whip handle and bit his ear.
7 . Z i S . . K 5
But Jim bob)%‘?'cﬁy bad no Rl heat imlhimlio R
/ﬁﬁbeiWhiEVéﬁdrﬁ. He was saving himself for the high yaller gal¢u27;%,
IN THE baccanPR .
He pumped his legs to the orgen, content in his lady's inviobilitys
the hoodwink for mansionsful of white folls in the hate bowl,
denying hope in the sun soaked land.
'Bamah, whovas dancing with her honey husband's pa,
felt with ZmZBZRXE a flash‘?f interest that she had aroused

o
honey husband's pa. He weas tugsing w;ﬁ? the knot of his necktie.
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- stalking
'bamah had been/mkxkimg her brother but iucest could be served

with honey husband's pa.

"You got an itch, honey husband's pa?" asked 'Bamah,
her delicate nostrils twitching at all the ripe rich odours
given off by honey husband's pa.

"Guess I should have washed before gettin' spruced up,"
he said, scraping his fingernails at the ripe red undervear
beneath the white tie.

*Hamah snuggled closer. Honey husband's pa smelled like
her brothef‘ﬁﬁ%%éus readying to go out night riding. Maybe he
would do. Got to have a partner for a plantin' time ball.

For it was a ripsnortin' shivaree in a no-time beat,
an outeof-tune, out- of-time go-around that only a Southern gent
with a masochistic bent would reke such promising fun from.

Wrapped in the no-beat of a pleinsinging organ that
broke up Jubal behind the seullery door. .

"ia, why dont they eall me, ma? Why aint they using
this Gownhome boy to make s hot lips Uixieland duet?" cried
Jubal to Aunt Jemima.

But Aunt Jemima threw him a look.

"White folks like to dance to their organ. Thegyzaint
no callM for bleck folks to make it their affair whatever," she said.

"But, ma, they aint heard from me! They aint heard what
this cullud citizen got to offeri"

And Aunt Jemima threw her apron over her head at the

word, crying, Lordy, Lordy.

Since it didnt mtter that you were behind the scullery

door, but mobfolk would lynch you sure &as shootin' for figurin'
you were a cullud citizen.

"Son, you leave them slone, you hear me? Ygul blatlyiyou
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stahd e = it 1ivq Lonket; ydutnldel white folks eint

—

ready for no duet."

While the plainsong thundered unwrinkled at the white
folks ball. And Jubal who loved this land with the agonized
passion of the unwanted, cried for a lick at the tune. His

horn lay dead at his feet. Its bell tone, still. A quiet trumpet.

(et . |
\f%é ‘Jubal said roughly, "There aint mo joy in it, ma.

There aint no goodtime cancin' to a buryin' tune."

"Could be a gooatlme deal for the iolks what doing the

———————

buryin', son. b@hey gotE lots of tlme,"(Aunt demlma sald softly.

There was time and .to spare for dancers, eons for

and
cobblersf shroudmakers, and those who spruced up for plantin'
which
time., A white boy who stayea inside the walls/his time had

hurdle
thrown up around him, could disprove the prophets, or/buzékm the

fate with which history waylaid him.

So error anc truth both stood at bay, uncertain of the

outcome.

Texane threw back her big gorgeous head and laughed.

v
(7;%;/ Texana had crept inside the skulls of the dancing girls

el

and was looking out through their eyes. ohe leaned her elbows

md*wwt il
on the cheekboneql wewe wind whippe @QWiﬁﬁ’#E%ffﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁgﬁPQﬂ?

fée wfrom the empty soc-

kets &G at the solitary skulls and the rib cage complexes,
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She wept for them but the salt ate away her tears., She could
recall the time she had climbed out of the eye sockets and gone
up among the clouds anc an archangel had put his hand up her
skirt. Poor archangel, feeling for an aperture to right ¥x and
left and meeting up with a wall. Texana grinned out of Georgia's

eyes and with her pippkex fingers sgueezed the nipples of the
blonde girl's breasts.

"You must be & poor, lone bitch," said the archangel

gently.
“"Shucks, no. I got the biggest of everything including
; " Texana
the bkgEmxk widest open space between the hsirs,"/sk& said with
clear

such a poverful laugh thet ¥ME oil derricis shook/across the
stateo.

She sgueezed lissy oip's and the hot little thing
whimpered.

"Why you so scared, Missy ~ip?" the BEN girls asked,
crowding the shabby pretty.

"iCause they'll shut down the blood test plant 'less'n
folks mix more," wept Missy Sip.

S0 Virginia Slocum clappea her hanas and signalled
Aunt Jemima at the scullery door.

"Jemima, honey, you get Jubal, you hear me?" Virginia
catld
sgﬁgi/authentic as sugared ham.

And Jemime clumped across, her headkerchiefElM angrily
bobting, to whisper at her easr, "Miz 'Ginny, lamb, you-all Z@ms®
crazy? What will the menfolk say?K Theyill fix my Jubal so he
gont dance no more."

But all the ladies smiled aqkhe authenticity of Aunt

Jemima and shook their heads at her fears.

"punt Jemima, pet, aint no need to worry. Your folks



159

L]
will look after you," the Carolina twins said.

"He'll march up ¥ the golden stairs wearing shoes
and shroud like any of God's chilluns," Georgia szid.
but Aunt Jemima didnt want her boy to be a marching-in

saint. She/shared his hope that the day would come when he would
.‘/‘ﬁ(.
ol

be a fishin?.@q;?. o0 she fixed the stiff look of a nursery Aunt

on her face and shook her head sternly at them.
"Now you least 'uns, you-all go to bed and dont bother
Aunt Jemima no more," she said.

bBut Missy Sip wailed some more and the ladies turned
Ny loeed
med et ZABXKZIBAXHX Jubal. If the blood test iactory w-ecToseld

le sy,
dowrr, Missy Sip woulgzi;sé;éégf riwre . pride eﬁ%g%gl cABF =50

aﬁ//znskzhegf?Z shabby poor relation among @ﬁﬁcﬂﬁ!ﬁ&gﬁ&?

incestuous clan. They glared et Aunt Jemima but she only looked

stubborn Iee °she used to look in the nursery.
"Guess we'll have to tell Jim Bob how that Jubal boy

done goes iéto this store to. buy a box of crackers on Abie
l’i’
Linkun' sﬁyay," snarled *Bamsh from the side of her mouth. /%M7JEMMﬂ

Nk Pid
SHEZA ﬁ%@d

"Crackers? My Jubal aint got a evEil bone in his body's J
He wouldnt buy no crackers on Abie Linkun's Day," E&E%%ggmima
whigpered.

"But guess that's whet we'll have to tell Ca n:%%u
gﬂt;ﬁxfm&+«4

if Jubal dont come out to mix," Virginis said sadly Jelin, b
a:w' Nf*f’é‘d ,
fh

. mau//
" 1g it aint integration. /
He come out rlght(_lt ai gr éwf@zzmﬁ
. " : F a
come out to en-tertain," said Georgia. M}ﬁ:ﬁmj7L

So Aunt Jemime grosned and turned back to the scullery

door. She glared at the boy's eager face.
“Ih callin ou," she said to him.
il a ol ,'t@( ‘ﬂwowfﬁd"&—;w
"Knew they would," he said eagerly} "Knew they would

remember that I was magnolia born. I got part of the country in
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me, they rechn."
But Auht Jemima shook her head and said softly out of
the old misery, "Son, it aint like that. You go out there like a

human being, they gonna knot ropes for you.X You go out clowning."

Then she straightened her head proudly and spoke in her
richest meeting-house voice,
"You go out there and do what you gotta do, better
than they 211"
came bursting from
And Jubal/Puesk like a brave bull/emtxeXxkhax the
toril gate.
Ceme cracking from the scullery, his long veudeville
legs bucking. The big hurt smile on his faece. Fingers a-poppin'
and eyes a-rollin' for all the fine up-river folk who hardly
ever saw the river bottom nohow, the way the river swept by. His
trumpet tucked under his arm, -he slapped his palms together
shouting the plantation songs, the heartbrezk songs, the spiritual
songs a cownhome boy needed to wash the river mud out of his soul.
He hit the deck with zkexekdxpxXmxexyx a buck-and-wing,
Jim bob and the overgrown delincuents .
shouting the old pain songs t0/fhe xbroxeekokhxERERES7am x XXX
scolding pipes, going at it
pRaC &xsmmx He fixed the beat for the/bigifXExudtzpipe oy gak X XAXXK
hard as a hammer on rocks until the plainsong ran down and the
organ
mkpex throbbed with all the suppressed rhythms of the great unused
Southland. Until the tobacco stained mouths opened gxiXxkkkm wider
and wider, flecking the air with brown!anc the pompous, strutting,
wlcte (wth, byar.
ATy legs of the mading Preeec commerged an imitation of Jubal.
bancing their imitation
UDAL XEAB BB AZ EUY of life, whooping after Jubal
with snapping fingers and grinding hips.zgfter Jubal the joy bringer

racing down the happiness trail with the hounds of felicity after

him.‘With no waiting place for pride, stopping nowhere for
respite, cutting fast for no goal svae the place of safety where
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. T
all good dancers gown . °
W’ :

.

‘. .
Jubal dug with his dancing heels until the hole was
long enough for a blues wracked, weary soul. He sank into his

place of safety, ashamed because he had hoped. They threw in

2 magnolia bush after him.
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work“'ed, he rise carefully and clear histhroat before he squealed like s

guines pige Joe Repan had bulging eyes and a huge onyx lodge ring and you

always gave him plenty of room for the energy coming out at his elbows.

Regan had loudly taken over the talk at table and had for sometime
been boasting about his prowess as a rug salesman. His manners had deterio-
rated to the point where he was challenging his host, Gus, with not having

bought a tigerskin rug for his wife since the years they had been married. Va,
looking up quickly, had seen her husband's face tighten and had instantly
filled the breach withs "What do I want with an ol' tigerskin? Gus is

tiger enough for me."

And Regan, the fool, had roared with 1auéhter, feeling he had alone
been resnonsible for infecting these poor g#d sacks with jollity. It would
have been s mounner's board had he not graced them with his presence, He ate
fast and wordlessly, thinking out his‘next display of wite Mr Purdis took up
the low-voiced conversation he had been carrying on with Mrs Murphy.

"Let me put it this way. It can be very dangerous. It is somewhat as a
two-way radio-set, receiving and sending. Ir anything should havnen to prevent

the animals coming te him, he would have to go to them, and no power on earth

could stop him, net even you, I'm afraid." Repan listened curiouslv.

Mr Purdis had warned of this before. They were both concerned, but Ma
there was nothing they could do about ite. They'@d just have to be carefuls
"What was it this time? Another bullfinch?” Mr Purdis asked.

Mrs Murphy reddened. She shot a glance at Julius, but Julius was

famous for teking the same bow of the head he made for Grace, right through tf'-”

Gat ; ;
whole meal, never lifting his head until heAsighed and rested his fork,

¥rs Murphy begen slowly: "Wg-ell, that is - he —"

aei, 'Nonsenset” Regan bellowed impatiently. "Nobody can do that. 01d ‘
¥ - ¢ - . ‘
1lum' %ux_'dis told me of the"bull:finch the other dey and I said ##e bird
T . »
B : & " 4 ’
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must have been off course, sort of forced landing."

Mrs Murphy said flatly to hims: "My boy can. He's feady nows"
"Undoubtedly,” Mr Purdis bowed, "but vhatever addenda you bring
will assist me in evaluating the point of reasdiness at which he has arrived,"
Regan chuckled around a breastbone. MNrs Murphy said hesitantly: "Well,
they aint exactly what you could call bullfinches."
"Then perhaps = chaffinch?" Mr Purdis said courteously, helpfully. 'I

think I told you when I first identified the first,er, visitetion, that his
mind may be attuned to the species finch, but that you could anticipate that

as his proficiency developed, hig selectivity through the genera would increse,

"

The chaffinch is rather less brightly less ccloured than the ——
"By golly!" Regan bellowed all of a sudden. "Why not try moving the
kid over to the genera turkey? Imagine him wh istling in frees turkeys! In no
time Mrs Murphy would have that tigerskin rug which Gus wont buy for here=}"
VMrs Murphy breathed hard eand lights glimmered in her eyes. She stabbed
s finger at Regan. "Now, you listen, you loud-mouthed lummox,"” she said coldly,
"that bird you have been guzzling ever since you came in here happens to be

the one my boy brought in without moving out of the housel laugh that off you -

YOUu e

Regan stared at her for e moment and then he broke down. He yelled and
doubled with laughtere. The dishes rattled and the water glasses sloshed over
and it was really Regan's moment. But Gus, after glaring malevolently at the
howling men, leaped to his feet with a violence that threatened to overturn

the table. Regan's laughter ended abruptly as he saw Gus Murphy's face.

"Juliusi" Gus eried thinly, "I went a - a - squirrell"

Julius looked puzzledly up at him. Ma Murphy tutted impatiently.

L]
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"A squirrel, son. Your father wants a squirrel."”

A light of understending entered Julius' eyes. His body stiffened in
the chair and his eyes sprang shute. Mr Purdis murmured something and reached
for his pocket watche Regan's shoulders twitched continuously. Mr Purdis
held up a finger and said: "Histl Harkl"

They heard the scratching at the doors Gus hesitated and Mr Purdis
nodded at him. Hand shaking, he reached for the knob and twisted ite. A large
squirrel bounded into the room. Its fine tail was the length of its body

and it curled up bushy and tapering and ended between its ears. It leaped
to the table and picked a way between the dishes and sat up in front of

Juliuse Julius opened his eyes and commenced stroking the squirrel behind
the ears.

"Murder," Joe Regan whispered, his face white, "Its murder."

¥Mr Purdis closed his watch with a snape Fis voice, dry and precise,
broke into the silences "Two minutes. The rodent must have been in propin-
quitye"

Va Murphy looked at the set blanched face of Regane. "Well? Satisfied
Mr Know-It-A117"

Regen swallowed, his eyes bulging. He said hoarsely to Gus: "Gus,
you are a rich man} Nobody cen be as rich as youl" Gus sneered into his faces

"He must first secure his traprer's license,”" Mr Purdis said firmly.
"There are laws governing the matter."

Regan ignored hime. He was still tslking to the stony-faced Gus,

Mr Purdis saids "Mrs Murphy, I'll acquaint you of my findings after

one more teste. Perhaps you'd have the boy bring in, say, s muskrat?"
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His watch was in his hand until the scratching ceme. Nonchantly leering
st the slobbering, broken face of Regan, Gus numeewdmmsdy tilted his cha‘
and kicked the door opene The muskrat scampered in and ran down the table

Juliuse

And that was when Regan went to pieces. He leaped to his feet. "Gugw—

that's piker stuff}" "’ he oried shrilly. "We can be rich —— I'l]l manage YOUm—

seble, ermine, silver-fox, mink = you end Me cent figure it big yet —

not that its your fault you've been grubbing so long —— the breaks were
just ageinst you, friend Gus ——1"

The table shook under Ma Murphy's clenched handse. "Wrsp it up, youl”

lightning
she bellowed at him,/tm rustling in her nostrils and thunder in her
voice, "So we caint fipure it b(ig, Mr Joe Regan? We been grubbing miemg too
long, eh? Okay, big shot, I'll show youe What's the name of them tigerskins
you been rubbing into our ears? Come, give outi"
. o7%% , . .

"Sa - sabertooth, -,\said, grinning fixedly at her in the hope he
could make her friendly ageine "Big as houses, Ma, but they're extinot."

"Extinet? Meaning they caint be found?" Ma Murphy was wearing a little
smile as she turned awaye She kept on turning until she faced Juliuse.

"Julius ?" she said, a caress in her voice, "your Ma wants a dozen of
these sabertooths — the biprest you can find."

And then it was Yoo late for their shouts to reach him, for Julius hai
immediately obeyed his mother and had gone into the familiar rigidity.

Joe Regan shrank into his chair, his eyes roamed the room in terror,

Gus breathed loudly through his mouth. But Mr Purdis rose briskly, took out

his watch and consulted ite "Do not be alarmed," he soid, his spectacles m d
his intelligent forehead shone dully on thems "I shall request Washington by
telephone to alert our Arctic patrols. Doubtless they will be intercepted

as they come down out of Siberia,"



July 3, 1962

The Editor,
"Saturday Night.,"

# Attn, Kildare Dobbs_Esg

Dear Kildare,

i send you the Jamaica story --- this one
on the Jamaicun Theatre, Hope S.N, will
1ike it,

Let me know whether y.u would want
anythin; on-the Independence Celebrations
=-- @nd due you interested in sport? lhe
9th Central Americam and Caritbean Gaumes
open here mid-august,

Regards,

Victor sStafford Reid
VR:mj
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THE THEATRE IN JAMAICA

The producer was a Negro, The lead, an Englishman, The
theatre was the Scots Presbyterian Kirk in which the Altar boys
from the Catholic chapel marched to the cadeince of an Anglican
verse speaking choir as the black, white, Jewish, Chinese and
Indian cast plsyed to T.k.Eliot's springing lines about "Murder
In The Cathecral,” In an age of religious and racial bias, of
such a grand mixture has the Jamaican theatre been brewed., What
has come from the bung is of body, vigour --= and peculiar palate,
Oddly enough, theatre in the largest of Commonwealth Caribbean
islands, has a tradition older than any in Canada or the Unitea
States, In the days of the Thirteen Colonies south of the border,
players from the Jamaican stage were much sought after in Philadelphia
and New York, The reason was that the rich sugar planters of the
West Indies could afferd to import the finest lnglish tzalent for their

entertainment, In the great halls of the plantation houses, cooled

by blocks of ice imported in schooners from Canada and packed in saw-
dust in trays around the wainscot, entire casts of plays current in

London, performed for the sugar barcns, As a way of picking up a

little extra cash, they would call in on the American colonies on
their way home, The first theatre was built around 1680,

The genre of the Jamaican theatre of course had its roots in
Engiish habits, customs, manners -~- libretto and lyrics, It had
none of the land's warm vulgarity, none of its rhythms, its history,
its romance, This was English theatre on tour tarough the outposts
where their compatriots, temporarily in from tie rumshops of Port

pr%}, the green and golden fields of sugarcane swelling over the

v 8
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savannahs, the barracoons and the ubile slave wenches kept there

for their solacy, sweated inside their ruffs and coraets as they
The Recvi® Shutogon o0 “Th RaBemsng bt preceic'd W

applauded (GET EARLY PLAY FROM ENCYL BRITAN)S What local theatre

there was)centéﬁkd about the famous Anancy Stories which the black

folk had brought from Africa, In the rebellions that frequently

ripped the island through the 17th and 18th centuries, the hard pressed

English scldiers often rested out their bivouacs in some forest glade
listening to captive Maroons telling their story in song.

(Maroons were escaped slaves who took to the mountains and
made war on the English for over 200 years, Jo successful were they, an
armistice gave them self governing stidtus but one colony of them were
treacherously disarmed and exiled to Nova Scotia from where, after
severely suffering from the winters, mcst were returned to Africa
te help found the state of Sierra Leons.)

The Anancy folk tale was so to fix itself into island life that
it was integrated inte Western theatre to provide "body, vigour and
the peculiar palate,”

The "Anancy" is the West African name for a harmless house=
hold spider who survives the onslaught of stronger beasts by the
deviousness of his thinking, He has no heavy weapons in his arsenal,
He rides tigers, slays clephants, lures maidens, busts alligators
én2theeSho@d and accrues fantastic wealth by his fiendish wit. No
larger than a nickel, his creators,without a break in continukty,
will recount exploits in which he eats whole troops of monkeys,
His enthusiasm for the love act is unboundec, He is everyman's protest
theatre, an in-wish for justice, power, love and the human right to

be let alone, Anancy provided the philosophy)while the leggy "set=-
i
girls" were to form the chorus for what would be the first Jamaican

theatre.



1R

Known best for its famous "golden fringe" on the ncrthshore
where millionaires besport themselves in gin clear water and on
cream cheese beaches, Jamaica was not always Fleasure Island, In
the bad old days when most Jamaicans wére chattels for the plane
tation owning few, the open air stage was a window through which
anger and frustrations were fiung, The "set girls," the prettiest
on the plantations, with an astonishing ingenuity would make over
their mistress' cast offs into costumes that quietly spoke up for their
endownents, Divided, as for a mock battle, inte Red and Blue "fleets,"
(a device that indicates how uppgermost in affairs was the presence
of the fleet in Kingston harbour under tse voung lieutenant named
Horatio Welson), the Red and Blue "get girls" danced their folk ballet
in the shade of huge tamarind trees, acting cut battles, comedies,
and wr¥, unspoken comments, on the doings inside the plantation house,

These homely theatricals literally grew up alongside the sophise
ticated pieces brought by the English touring companies, By 1760,
large and well appointed theatres were in the three chief centres of
Kingston, Spanish Town ana Mon%tego Bay.

The fmportance of the theatre in Jamaica was officially recoge
nised up to the middle of the last century when there was a Master
(and a Mistress) cf the Revels among the civil appointments, And while
Hamlet was being hung over wish self questionings, the jubilatory

"John Canoes," the less disciplined, more spontaneous miale squivalent

..../Over
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Blue "set girls" danced their folk ballet in the shade of huge tamar-
ind trees, acting out battles, comedies, and wry, unspoken comments
on the doings inside the plantation house,

These homely theatricals literally grew up alongside the sophis-
ticated pieces brought by the English touring companies, By l760§
large and well appointed theatres were in the three chief centres of
Kingston, Spanish Town and Momtego Bay,

The importance of the theatre in Jamaica was officially recog-
nised up to the middle of the last century when there was a Master
(and a Mistress) of the Revels among the civil appointments, And while
Hamlet was being hung over with self questionings, the jubilatory

"John Canoes," the less disciplined, more spontaneous male equivalent
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of the set girls, were dancing in the streets and into history,
The John Canoce actors were mummers who, masked i&n animal
heads and wearing # loose vari coloured tr userd leaped and cavorted
to a bamboo flute, a?d a guitar made from waxed cords and tvhEEESBEPt
bowl »

ios O, gathered in from field and folk lore, were mated

o2t calabaqh,geaf-&i.ll%a~s§iiiiﬁ§¢hg;. It was these three une
likely)

.4 to the delicate English pahtomime to produce the first truly Jamaica

theatre,

As in much of these British Caribhean isiands, the customs of
snglard survived above valoeur, Their High Court judges still zppear
begarhed in full bottomed wigs - - in spite of ninety-four degrees
of shadow heat in these midsumaor days, S0 the Christmas pantomime
of prince charmings, gcod and bad fairies, an ogre in the castle
and the heautiful maiden, existed and even fliourished in the Jamaieca
Yule programme, But since Anancy is partial te bheautiful maidens,
nobody wise to his ways was taken aback when ocne Christmas morning they
awoke to find that he had slipped intc thz panto, Lnsconced as soon
he was, the sly fellow even worked it so that suitably sophisticated
setegirls and some sleeked out John Cance boys found a way into the
panto to provide him with enlargement for the upstage role he prefers,
The earthy, hilarious, long-runninj annval "panto", tue money spinner
of the Jamaica theatre, has bsen the result, Its influence has foster-
ed into practise the growing company of Jamaican entertainers whose
performances are of such good calibre as to open up room for them
on the Arthur Godfrey and Ed Sullivan shows,

But what is even more remarkable is the warmly human result of

the Jamaica theatre, In this magnificiently lovely island_whose

2
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people huckstering their yams afiplemtsbems in the markets of the coast
towns, can be at their homes a mile high in the sky within a motoring
hour, the races and prejudices have mostly lost contours and are bee
coming ideally crumpled, And 1n,the thriving Jamaican theatre, where
"the Dark of the moon" with its_ 8moky &buntains flavour interchange
pérformances wvith frothy "White Horse Inn", the process to the
ganadian foreigner, is startling, ygg% a Negro King Richard humping

27 a Chinese footguard’ whose mulatto comrades downstage hal”%e§t il
finished a gossip with the white wench frcm East Indian Queenéﬁézﬁifég*
court, is really theatre, man's universal make believe of, ofteu_what

P
should be,




people huckstering their yams and plantains in the markets of the coast
towns, can be at their homes a mile high in the sky within a motoring
hour, the races and prejudices have mostly lost contours and are be-
coming ideally crumpled, And in the thriving Jamaican theatre, where
"the Dark of the moon" with its smoky mountains flavour interchange
performances with frothy "White Horse Inn", the process to the
Canadian foreigner, is startling, But a Negro King Richard humping

by a Chinese footguards whose mulatto comrades downstage has just
finished a gossip with the white wench from East Indian Queen

court, is really theatre, man's universal make believe of, often what

should be,
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fishermen came in from sea early in the morning and lifted out the

v tanks i - : ﬁ-
‘  uimltx of live fish from the boats and placed them in the barrows. The women, f

"« their skirks hitched up about their hips, crowded around the barrows, their I

E&l

- hands and voices quick as they gppraised the catch. The boy laid on the warm WE,

";\.ss.i_nd, hidden from them behind the old, upturned boat under which he had slept, e
ar:d his body was hot and cold with the desire to put his hands on the fish.
The barrows were laden with jacks and herrings amd bonittas, and

.‘J deepwater shads and mackerels, snd bluenosed snapvers amd, othér fish; and

-
! Dbecause of the great thief, El Hombre Malo, for whom omesmust have great regard,

the fishermen stood close guard sbout the barrows, sfd their women while the dark
morning light cleareds The boy stifled a timy meam and commenced creeping towards
the fishe

Heavy sea sand scored his chesik and elbows and knees ss he crepte. But
the light was clearing and hegcould ‘§eé the glistening, eager scales and the fins
as boned silk and he cried softlWwas he crept. He had no segundo there to fling ~
to him a fish; and it weuld bé'a:s before, the pain and the tongues as scorpions. But

he must hold the fish, %@ feel the quiver going deep within him; and perhaps since

they looked for the huge’ El Hombre Malo they would not see a little brown boy

reaching between their legs to touch a fish.

The beach was lower where the boats were hauled out and from here, ine
could see into the top of the m& A fine bonitta swem around in the % nesrest
him, breaking the water into clusters of shining jewels. The fisherman was smoking,
leamng on the % and lookmg out to sea and his woman was fiddling with the memi
chains of her weights so it would always show an ounce more than it contained;m d

. if he were quiet, he could resch in between them and touch the fine bonitta.

The boy wrigpled down the shelving send, his heart going fast boom boom

againsot his ribs and soon he was up against their feet, his face buried into the

sand and water dripping from thae sprung, side of the cask onto his head. He reised

(/"
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his head,f%hooting quick glances right and left, and his heed would be an egpshdl
to the ponderous brown feet if they were lifted now. And he was horribly afraid‘
.to be so near the cruel feet and wes backing away when the bonitts splashed in
the %{ and his old caution slipred out of hand.

Quite openly, he got to his feet. His lips were parted, his eyes shone
with excitement, He pressed his face to the end of the tank and there, swimming
right past his nose, was the beautiful fish. His hand plunged in and his fingers
closed around it, It wrigegled hard between his fingers and he shrieked with glese
His other hand shot out and imprisoned the bénitta and he drew it out and
pressed it to his breast and his eyes and mouth described™®n 0 of pure ecstasye

instantg
But the fisherman heaved upward at thet mmssseiey flicking away his ciga-
rette in a shower of sparks and, bellowing with_rage, Tecovered his bonitts
while with his elbow he sent the boy reeling %o the ground.

"The Bastard is stealing my fishy"™NheWroared then as back he flung it

into the tanke. "The Bdstard would steal, mMp<%ery fine bonittal"

Mnd the fishermen and their womén turned at the roar, their faces in the
hot dawn hard and cruel uynder the dried sweat and weariness. And from the ground,
the boy saw them crowding in % eat him alive.

"It's The Bastardl™ they growled. "He's growing up for the gallows}

He's growing into 1 Hombre Malol"

" Then they went for him, the salt-caked rope-ends hissing and licking
at his bare brown legs below the tattered trouser-ends. He scrambled to his
feet with pain shooting white-hot up his legs. He walked away before them, not
running at all but stubborn at his mouth and that made them engrier and they
shifted the attack to all about his body with the rope-endse. And when he

stumbled up the shelving beach and fell,the scorpions kept flicking at his head

%, and body so he had to protect his head with his forearms and elbowse And some

‘sven thought they would kill him for it was a hard life and they @ did not

want anybody stealing their fish and they whipped him until a voice like an old



foghorn drove into the midst of them:

"let the boy alone, cabronesi"

The sobbing boy felt the good hands on his head and under his armpits
lifting him to his feet and he knew his friend, the old policeman, was his saviour.

The meén walked from the beach behind their women who pushed the barrows up
the village street, keeping close behind their women because of the grest thief, El
Hombre Malo. The small brown boy with the broken dream sobbed out his story to the
sge-squinted eyes, the thick-chested, salt-smelling body of his friend, the old
policenian. The old rural comforted him eagerlys

"Your father was a big fishermani" he fluted, evés popping so sll the
whites showed. "A n;t fifty fathoms wide with floatefslimade of cork from Cansade i
Call you The Bastard? He would have gone before the Priest with your mother had not
the hurricene blown him from his boatl They #il¥ tell you that your mother died of
yOU == but I sey she died of this obse®he willagel"

Out he whisked his yellow handkemehief and blew his nose into it, He worried
his nose into the cloth and then%he ok a long, resentful breathe. He looked down
at the dark head, soberly‘eonsidering what he had saide He put his hand on the

crown of it. I am afflieted,with deceit boy, for I cannot speak the truth.

"Boy, you arelenlywgight. You need a sepundo,” letting go of it as a stones

"You are my gegundo! " quickly and hurt.

"I am an o0ld sepundol" his anger at everything, rising.

"You are my important segundol" the boy cried outs

The rural was a éadfa,ced old grampus breaking water with a shake of his
grey head. DRSSPI BRRDEINOINEMNS., o would exnlain to that nice
young Father about the portable calvarys. He would tell that young priest how
there were people who took hammer @ d nails in their pockets and walked about
looking for a crosse. How some ran all the way, hound nose to ground, sniffing for

s cross to use the nails on. And the old rural exnloded.

"Go seek E1 Hombre Malol" he shouted. "He should be your segundol He

steals enough fish for two —- he'd be a strong segundo! Not this old one of

i



‘the rursles whom they will put out tomorrowi Tomorrow! You understand? Tomorrow
— EP,E‘"

"You are my great segundo," fhe boy said resolutely. The words were
rattling around in his heade. Soon he would send s them down into his belly. He
liked to think first in his head and afterwards in his belly.

The policeman waved his hands at him. "Go away === you argue like a
priest,"

There were sounds on the hot morning — the splash of waves, the
shouts of the fishermen up the street, the cresk of wmoden gears in the wheelwrightse.
The gears were creaking around in his belly too. His @MF*friend was goinge The
friend who protected him from most of the cruel knuckles, who sometimes brought
him food when hunger turned his knees to water, He knew why his segundo was
goinge It was common talk in the village. Si, #t was now understandable.

"You have secured the big progf o, Bl Hombre?" Ioud as a bells

Off came the cap and the vellow hsndkershief went over the seamed face.

"I have secured a fool forysegfindo," the old policeman growled.

The obdurate young £ace, swung up to hime. "Then you go because there is
no proof! They send you fromythe rurales without honouri"

The cap swiped, a Blow past his face. "Ho, ho, where did you think that one
out? In your belly®

A laugh false as a conch's @ egge. He knew now what it was. Understending
fell on him as & house. His segundo was afraide For had he not, on the beach,

seen El Hombre Melo stesling the fish and told the rural so? But the rural had

i ———

called him a snooping old woman.

"Wait here, boy," the policeman said kindly. "I will bring you food presently."

The boy walked heavily to the water's edge after the policeman had gone.
He must find El Fombre Mglo today; but he knew he was afraid.
He tied the shirt-tails into a knot above his navel and rolled his

sleeves. He dipped in his hands to his elbows and threw water over his fgce, He



dried his face with his sleeves, scrubbing his eves to free them of sel t.
With a thrust of his thin shoulders, he turned awasy from the sea, walking
swiftlye.

A crab scuttled through the sand, waving his claw like a torn banner
and the boy had no interest to poke a piece of driftwood between the claw.
Enew they should have allowed him to hold the fish. Knew he would not have
hurt the fish but just hold him a little and then pop him back into the
‘cask so he could breathe apain, gills fanning and quivers going from head
to tail. Knew his father had been a big fisherman, biggest in the whole
Caribbesn who would have caught all the fish in thgwsés had he not been
blown from his boat. 8i, Hombre, just knew it,

He reached the edge of the jungle where %he mangrove limbs grew thicker
then his thighs and twisted right out oyér fthe water. He had never gone into
the jungle before, Cautiously, he @yéd 9t.»Today they would put his important
segundo out of the rurales. He would ge without honour, unless there was

proof about El Hombre Malo to b@ hafided to the jefes And if El Hombre

e

could be found anywhere, the Wwould be found in the mangrove. He put down his
head and entered the Jungde, his shoulders hunched for a quick wheel, in case.

It had a floer that wobbled and underneath there was a sucking and a
moving and somebtimesi it opened as a wound. A slip into the ooze would be the
end of him, He would simply disapvear. The cabrones would be puzzled. They
would assume he had become rich and had gone away and they would kick them-
selves for being fools all ~long not to have befriended him, But for his friend,
the old policeman, who had no other segundo, he would let himself slip down
intp ite

Suddenly, the boy stopped. He was on the edge of a clearing and there,

through the trees, was an 0ld man and a boate. The 0ld man had just come in from
sea for the boat was only hauled up halfway out of the water and he was bent
over it, furling his sail to the bamboo mast. And there was much fish in the

boat. The boy's eyes opened wide at the number of fish in the boat. Glinting



» Pantails and lordly jacks, small eels ceiling and unsnapping, fat snappers
swimming carefully around in the cask. And, like a king at the centre, a
great bonitta. It was the finest bonitta he had ever seen and the thought to
hold it put a furry feeling inside his throat and turned his limbs to water.
He was rapt and gapinge lLet the world fold and sink if he could ::; hold that
fish., He choked up snd his small body shook to look on the bonitta. And just
then the world rolled on hims

"Mother of God —-!" the voice spoke out of an earthgueke. "It is a
beautiful fishi"

He flung around or wildly scrembling legs, tearifipg branches with his
wheeling arms. And the fear was as a bag of feathers Pursting at his middle,

Full length along the branch lay El.HmeE? Meloy a great, indolent

lizard who méved only his shining eyeballse Tgethy gleamed at him out of the

cool green shadows as El Hombre Malogaddressed him:

"He is sn o0ld and very unkKindWfisherman, but he catches good fish, He
brings it here where he hones no'ene will see that he is wealthy today."

The feathers blew about in his bellys There was a way to stop them, He
had practised it many tﬁﬁea ﬁhen they sicked the dogs on the beaches at him, He
tightened his stomach, an@ dowered his head and bslligerently pushed out his lips
at the mm . Leavesyrusgled softly as El Hombre minutely shifted his position. He
rested his chin in his hands and gagzed unblinkingly at the boy.

"You are The Bastard," he said suddenly.

He felt the fear leaving him, He breathed carefully, deeply, and the
feathers subsided. He licked his lips and tested their firmness on a weak grin,
He nodded, almost happily, that he was The Basterd; filled his chest with air
and nodded againe "I am he," he said.

played

El Hombre nodded gravely. His fingers mggmk softly on the brench, "How
would you like a fish, Bastard? The fishermen say you are a great thief,"

And he scowled at it, hating the fishermen for it,

"I am not a stealer of fishl" shrill as a woman end to be ashamed of



. on other dayse

e 1id drooped to cover one of the shining eyes. "Shout as you care,
boy. Our old fisherman is stone deaf. Used to be the great diver — oysters
and mussels in ten fathoms until he broke his eardrums,"

The great liyard would not understand, His segundo, the old policeman,
would, but not this hooked nose and this jeering mouth,

"And why do you teke their fish, then, my little Innocemt? Why? Why?"

To make you into a foolish cucaracha, here, hot snd spilling, came now
the foolish tearse. For he knew nobody but his segundévould understande

"I - I - only to = hold them —"

0, as the foolish cockroach, he should crawl ‘et his belly seeking a hole

to hide ine To hide from the yellow, mocking eVese.

"To hold them —?" echoed El Hombpe M lo% He was a beachful of jeering

faces closing on the boy. "Am I the g@Preme fool to believe that?"
His hand ran forwerd to pin him —== to;‘ate. The boy had already left the
branch in a leap that tore his Bodysthrough the leaves. Sobbing% moving
nimble as a monkey, he hopped and slithered up the interlaced limbs until he
was lost from sight. giieesssaseaing Cotlike, El Fombre lMalo turned his head

and
this wey @ that, Sgeling sounds from the boye It had been bad that theff boy

had got aways Itywas/fouling the plan he had about the fisherman. He had not
bargained on there being a witnesse ‘
"Muchacho ?" he called softly, winningly, his yellow eyes glowing. "Let
us dig into this a bit more. Dont run away. I, the great thief, will not
hurt you. For I could greatly shake these branches until you fell Blgg_into
the swamp and only the crabs would find you."
High among the thinner branches of the mangrove, the boy wrapvped his

fearfully looked around him,
arms ad legs about his holds and lneiSRsRexpteddyswipmeeiii Soon he saw

AN
through the bluff end his lips curled with scorn. No degree of shaking could
cause him to fall through these entangled branches @l which were, in effect,

a series of floors between the o0oze and hime And these branches were too



peering
slender for the men to climb into. He discovered bykgﬁuﬂlit a certain way,

through a sort of funnel in the lesves, he could see El Hombre. The width
of his shoulders overpowered the i:::;'branch so it was a twig along his
cheste The fingers were long and bulged at the knuckles in thick, hairy
muscles, cupped as if ready to pound and squeeze and crushe A knife was
sheathed at his waiste The Boy's face hardened as he watched the knife. He
had seen a knife used in such a hair-matted chest until it squirted. He had
seen it done to a fishermen one drunken Epiphany.

unceasingly
"See, muchacho?" Tl Hombre Malo called softly,/turning and peering,

"I leave you aloney while we talke You see, to me, touhold a fish is em as
nothinge. He cannot spesk +to you ;—— quiet as a ‘wish#is his tongue. No feet to
g:gg: to you —== he cannot tell a guitar from meat Sturning on s spite Why ——
there is nothing to gain from holding a fishd"|vHe ended disgustedlys "A thief
who is not a thief@@ —— a stealer ofmothingl"

"I am not a thief," MNNRSENNER coldly looking at the spot where the
knife had been placed that Wpiphenys«
"Bueno," the mAn $gid, his head still as a pointer, "then a phenomenon."
His head came)awetnd slowly, the yellow eyes slewing sideways in the
sockets seeking the, plaece from where the boy's voice had comes He saw him,
The eyes of /a cat on you. "fhy are you here, boy?" softly, to fool
you as the cat doese
There was a stouter limb running past his sanctuary which the boy had
not seene. Bl Hombre calculated the quick rushe ®Hasye. Then a quick flip of his
throwing knife. Then the boy would be food for the crabs while he climbed down
and did what he had to do to the/gigherman. But the boy was swifte He must hold
him to talking while he gathered himself for the spring. "Why are you here?"
The wary ideas which had all the while been sitting in his head, slipped
slyly backward and eyed the Bad Cat. "To find the one, whom, said my friend,
would be my good segundos"

The yellow eyes breathed on him, "Your segundo? What friend?"



"Vy friend the policeman," head clear as asnything, now that it had come.

"The policeman? He sent you?" a whisper conteining pins and needles.

The man swarmed to his hands and feet and glided up the stouter limb in

sanctuary
a blur of movements that seemed one. The boy froze to hisﬁf?fm with fear
as his eves confronted the yellow orbs of El Hombre now only a few feet away with
nothing between him and the throwing kmife balﬁnced’in the man's hand, but air,

"The policeman? Why did Senor Policeman send you?"

Terror wiped the boy's face free of guile; blank as marble out of whieh
his stiff lips spoke: "He - he - he said I should - seek you_ —— you should be -
ny - my - segundo,."

Yellow eyes swarming all over his face, liftimg the hair at his forehead,
tilting his head this way and that way to ldok at him snd making him very uncomfortable.
But he licked his lips and the marble broke up’ Infhis face and his mind was functioning
again. He hoped El Hombre would not kil hdmj byt would take him as his segundo. And
when El Hombre stole the fish, he would go Sfraight to the Jefe himself with the
big proof, saying the rural hed sent™himg and his friend the old rural would go out
full of honour, He had it allfig@red out.

El Tombre forced dewmthe muscles gathering in hime. Thoughts pimwheeled
baclward in his hesd. Yecrs“@go, the rural had been a particular patroller of the
beachs The o0ld rural had geen many things. He pressed his knuckles ageinst his teeth
so the joints snapped loudly. The yellow eyes glowed like coals, seeing the weals on

the boy's body.

The fishermen on the beach knocked loudly on the gunwale as he tugged at a
rowlock. El Hombre shifted a look at the fisherman. A beast wandered into his smile
directed at the bent back of the lone fisherman. He looked back at the weals.

"I hear they whip you often on the beach when you would steal your fish and
say you grow into El Hombre," he said to the boye.

stirfl
"They are very cruel," the boy seid *y, remembering the morning.



10
For all big people were cobrones. They sent the white hot rains shooting throug
yéur knees with their whips and used their knuckle® on your head until the tears
cames And only such a segundo as his friend the old policemen kent them from

killing youe And as for El Hombre Malo, and the knotty old fisherman there now

tugging at the rowlock, he had no pity to spare. For one, the Epiphany, for the
other, a hanging,

"They are very cruel," he said to the man. "If you killed the unkind
fishermen and took his fish, I would not speak, for you are my §§ggg§23"

In the green light filtering theough the tiers of leaves, the man's eyes

glowed warmly. Mother of God, he thought, understending it add, we are of the same

schoole He Began to swarm down the limb.

The fisherman straightened at his task andwatehed El Hombre approach, the
brown feet lightly touching the send, the highfcgrrieéd shoulder, palms half turned
outwards, the fixed smile. He insulted in the ssand.

The spit flew unheeded pest (NGNMENENENER =1 ombre's foot as his hand
went up with the knife. The fisherman screemed, a deaf-cared cry that babbled
to nothinge High up SMWMER emong the leaves, the boy sweated snd thought of the

squirting at the mpiphanye

El Hombre Malo squatted at the water's edge, clesning his knife in sand and

water. He turned his head and shouted;

"Come, boy, for your bonittal"

He shrugged when there wes no answers. A stomach for killing must be
acquired. The muchacho at least had a worthy hesds he would acquire in times
He thought of the old rural. Before he became too old for it, the rural had been
a scrupulous man in his duties, patrolling the beach at 21l hours. Doubtless, he
had seen, but had kept it locked in his heart when the boats failed to return
after the hurricane., A man's loving was his own affair, anyhow., He stretched

his arms until the bones at his great chest cracked, Then he swooped to his



Maybe it wasnt the Chief at all; maybe it was Jjust one of those
couniter counter spies who spied on counter spies.
"Its you alright. I can hear her yawning," said the Chiei'. "Why

the hell dont you feed them while you -

"Whoops, whoa," said 7770 pleasantly.

"Alright. Dump her and go watch the heliograph," snapped the

Chief unpleasantly.

James Bind shrugged when the girl screamed., She oughit not to

have listened in to other peoples conversation, he thought k=
bleakly as he hit her. lile dodged her flying $eeth and wondered
bleakly why she hadnt had them py pulled by Her family dentist.

"Get into the sack," he snapped. | iy

The last he saw

NEXNAEENRX were her eyes dilated with fear as he finished

sewing up the mouth of the sacksy e dumped her out of the mouth

of the cave as the Chief had) omndered. Maybe if she was lucky, some
passing fisherman whould pick her up in time1fﬂ bl .

Mg Jimmy Bind put Gu;‘aue b;rlap sa slacks and a washed out shirt made
from a Russian wheat bag that had washed up on the Jamaica north )
shore from Cubl; He put pink cardboard from a shoe box inside his
shoes to stop the holes and tied the uppers with a/ii::eor string.
After a thought, he took off the shoes again and put in green card-
board.tpxgaxwitkh Green went better with the fungi on_his ankles.

Fle was swearing angrily by the time he had fought off one of the
big cave rats for the hunk of mouldy cheese he had hidden under the
mattress to ripen. Bind never ate cheese unless it was ripened,

He kept it under the mattress so he could feel when it began to move
and would know it was ripe eneough then. .

Bind was swearing because he thought the Chief was kim Jjust being
an old woman. Everybody knew that the Department was strapped for

cash, but Thafixwasxxaxrsasarxx a minute or two on the phone wouldnt



‘.
bring down the maxg government as the Chief had warned. lle was Jjust

being a cheap old bastard. Signalling his agents by heliograph
s0o as to save phone bills, One of these days, tourist ?eason or no

! ‘ whether
tourist season, there just wouldnt be any sunlight and then see/whrxs
any lousy heliograph would work!
Once more at the mouth of the Caves, James Bind turned his steely
eyes £ in thhe direction of Montego Bay. liis eyes felt damn steely,
he thought. Not much sleep with that sulky little number around.
lfa, she hadnt thought he knew that she was a counter spyx counter spy!l
Hal! She must have been or she wouldnt have listefied to what the
Chief had been telling him, ‘
Ha, thought 7770, as hexwakshed his steely«.yac roved the roofs and
balconies of the hotels at Montego Bay spread out on the coastline
below him,
James Bind caught the flash of the heliograph and recognised in a
flash the style of Agent 790. lle grinned a little, thinking of Agent
770. The double seven m.ant/:zf:gent was licensed to make out and
knowing that 770, he had ne doubt he was making.out alright among all
those long-legged women tourists lolling am about on the beaches.
ffacetiously, James Biﬁd acknowledged by bouncing a sunbeam off are
sf his gold front feeth.
"Okay, wise guy.Haul on your trousers and get to hell ﬁown to the
road pronto. Somesthing's up," Lashesx signalled 770. I the double
seven meant a fellow was licensed to make out.7;:900uld never forgetk
that a triple-seven meant that an Agent was liceunsed to license a
dame a make-out even if she was reluctant. /7 msad m”‘JQA&“J SR 0.
"What's up?" glinted Bind from his zpeé® gold dentures.
v lmple of cpred, Costro feile. Man snf toinan, "
"Ere—of—tiem,. Looks like Asmewbesnss’ signalled 770 with his tray. le
was disguised as a bus boy in one of the Montego Bay hotels.as le

was a fine Agent who knew how to use natural cover, so he was signal-

—
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ling By by his,igrvice tray. Bind knew all this but the 0ld Man, as
they called the Chief, didnt know that Bind knew, James Bind chuckled
cooily as he thought of the 0ld Man's face if he ever knew that Bind
knew.akkxklixgsx The 01ld Man kept his Department in watertight com-
partments. It was a fact of life (or death),im the Chief once told
him, that if an Agent was captured and subjected to torture, it was
had no idea
better if he/nr didxmatxkraw who were his fellow Agents on the Jjob.
Bind chuckled coolly again.

For what put James Bind in a bind of cool chuckles was the thought

of the 01ld Man's face if he ever discovefed tha%ames was really

a counter counter counter spy. That was what iple-seven

4

really meant. 7771 had only gone alongwﬂ&\

Fag about licensed
to license a dame a make-out. The tru that the 0ld Man had

gone goddam senile and didnt know 11& from nothing.

"Roger
Angrlly James bared hiis teeth‘a nted/XEEEK and out," at the
busboy-Agent.
7771 clapped his hands cert 1 way and a couple of coconuts fell

from a tree at the oW the €ave. lle cracked them by hitting the

broad ends on a ng of blue veined granite. Bind thought grimly
that you coul s tell a fellow's breeding by the way he cracked
his coconuts. Mo of them went after the broad sides. Some even
took any old limestone rock or loose stone to crack their nuts.

But the real fouled up wrecks of men were those who cracked them on
the narrow ends. Those were the kind who would love their mother-in-
laws. The kind who brushed their teeth and said "Ma'am," to dames.

Roughly, Bind kicked a sliver of granite loose and used it to scoep

the meat from the coconut.

N

He thought a little of what 771 had said. 771 was a counter counter
agent and you had to be careful of those. A double double cross was

always harder to recognise. Most people were so stupid they couldnt 4

honestly cross a guy without crossing up themselves. Sometimes what



you took to EREIXXKEHEEK (ERUSEXHASX be a double doublé éross \gﬁi
was no more than a lousy honest Jjohn stumbling over hLis own feet®
AEE, SRR tripleof course was a lulu. You hit a guy and reeled

like you were hit yourself only to whip around and kick his

teeth in when he followed through for what he thought was the
kkill, metaphorically speaking of coﬁrse.

If that lousy 771 was really with it, it meant that the two Amexri-
cans whom he had signalled about woulant be coming along the

coast road at all. That would be the double cross. But since he
was a cdouble-seven man, it meant that Binc 1d. look out for

the double double cross. Which wouldgme hatthie two Americans

would be coming along the coast roa&\er all, But if had been

Anfpmakicaziiyxasxkhexkhoughiyxy iinxkaxﬁugxﬁuxihﬁxx
promoted or anything like tha . ould mean that he was pulling

a triple which would pute Americans right back where they

were when the signal v. And if that damn busboy Agent

had licked the Oldglan' ots long and hard enough and xezgivsx |

got the covete ’ that would be a dquble double cdouble double
the busboy ;
cross which nfke/Rxm a counter counter counter counter spy

Bind clapp is hands to his face and groaned. But that still
left a lot of stuff inside so he removed his hands and bawled real
loud. He felt better,

After he had dried his eyes and wiped his nose, he felt better
still. I'e washed down the coconut meat with Branch Water No 9,
chilling the bottle to room temperature by sitting on if: He
slipped the strap of the goatskin bag over his head and adjusted

the bag at his hip. He loaded the bag with a few clips of broken

rocks., Bleakly he leoked around the Penthouse before swinging

- Y

down to the road. Agent 7771 was too old a hand to leave any

evidence of his stay. He settled the ammo bag at his side and

A - ; ¥
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