o
We weee riding home from town that evening. 1 hﬁ?gk

said anything to Paw but Iis knew me enough, Sure 1 was mad at
him talking that way before Uncle Matt and all the fellows at the
store,

Paw chuckled. "Asckon I mever ate in a restaurant all
my born days, so its pretiy hard for me to get my hackles up
at some colored kids wanting to be served in one of them places.”

‘e was sitting straight up to the wheel, the way he
drove, It wasnt much of a car we had. We used old o0il, stiff
as cardboard, to keep the engine from bustine loose., Faw was
saving all the money we made on the Farm/td send me to State
Aericultural College.

"Uncle Matt didnt mean awhat he said. You dicnt ought

at

te poke/him like a coon in a-hsZ%zbarrel," I said.

""e wont hurt.GAnyway a poke now and then will take
his mind off himself, "\ Pawsaid,

Uncle (Matt had a big leonine head full ax of white
wane. He was tRheWayor of Malagoosha City. Some folks reckoned

lie would ratherwbe king, the way he acted. Paw was maybe right.

L=
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We /rounded the deep bend and I could see k our house
large
cii the knoll, a mile ahead. A/%ig full moon showec our land too.

The furrows showed clean dark edges in the brown field, the

good way Paw had plowed it. e is not a big man, neither broad
in the shoulders nor up and down tall, but he is tough as hickory.
ilis Mhands are so broad, they could snug a melon so the fingers

met. 1 have seen him follow a plow through clay and the handles

hardly Jolted but mostlyv ran on silk, the way his {orearms are

"Car coming," I said, seeing the sheen ahead in the

trees.
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’i' : "Coming too fast," Paw said, "hurdling hell for daylight."
- Our corduroy road wasnt up to what the fellow was
We were expecting xtxmwmn trouble even
demancing of it./ENEbeXarexXNEXFEIIEN before Le rolled. The

lights went out.Cur old engine was making tooc much clatter for
us %o near the crash, but we Kkuaew.

"Get going, Pawl" 1 yelled.
on
Paw had already slammed cown/the gas. We took off with

an almighty banging oi battered bodywork and a demoniac roar from
the car
our blown muffler. We got to wheee/ke had lei't the road and

rammed through the fence into our field. Tiie ecar was lying on its

top, wheels still turning.
we
"Fire," Paw grunted as/hm raced across the furrows. A

tiny tongue of flame was showing, rortunately the solt earti bhadnt
Swiftly
done much camage to the roof, so, the door opened easily./Nsxgxabbex
we checked out that there was only a single occupant,
keXixuExtkexRigurs huddled undernecath the steering wheel .anxxissk
BRERXRAX
The badyxwasxzsyexsRxwiithkx clothes were soaking slippery wet.

=

=

Biliood, 1 thought with a sick feeling. We ran Yor about thirty
vards as the {lames whooshed up and enveloped the wreck. We laid
the bedy on the ground and I moved away.
"Taint blood,ﬁ Paw said from the ground. "Its c¢il on
him, "
"Is he = dead?"
and fetch Doc Lewis.

"You light out for town{ I'3}1i get hLim up to the

house," Paw said. "Little fellow. Aint wmuch of a weight."

Pae met us on the gallery and leil the way into the
house, lle had put the fellow in his bedroom. A lamp was turned
A
down low in the room but I could see his face above the sheet with

whiclhh Paw had covered him.
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"Thought you said you would clean him up."

"I did,"

"What's that on his face?"

"Skin," Paw said shortly.

Doc Lewis bent forward, peering at the man on the bed.
Doc was tall with a body like a bow. He took a long stride to the
table and turned up the kerosene lamp. He stepped to the bed and
raised the sheet. Then hh whipped it away with a curiously angry
gesture.

"God almighty!" I said.

"A nigger," Doc Lewis said®

"A Négro man who was hurt®in a =zrxask wreck. How badly,
you tell me," Paw said.

Oh, no, not nowg J thoughf. The way hesaid it, you
knew his ears were lain back against his head.

"Putbimhn theybarnh," Doc said.

"He fit\toymove?"

"You Wmewexr mind. Just get him into the barn and I will
look him over®!"

WFellow not fit to move, he might die on us if we
move him," Paw said.

"Paw. but we brought him from the car and he didnt die
on us. Dont see any reason why he should now."

"If we Rl hadnt moved him then, he would have died out
there," Paw said.

"Maybe he'll die in here if you dont get him to the
barn," Doc lLewis said.

"Just see if the fellow's sick bad before we move him."

Doc Lewis said, "Hammond, I dont know what's come over

you. I heard you were about ready to feud wWith Matt over at Jeb's.



You have something bothering you?"

Paw said, "I aint against putting the fellow in the barn,
Doc, but it seems plumb silly bringing him all this way and not
making sure he doesnt die on us."

¥® "Do you know what would happen if folks heard of
this?" Doc lewis asked.

And he shouldnt have done that of course. For Paw sort

of came up so tall that, lanky as was Doc Lewis, he didnt seem much

taller
mexe than fetlock to a pony.

OPENING OF WHE STORY # TBENSTILASHBACK

"Little fellow, aint much ofi a weight to him," Paw had
said of the Negro man. But the way ®RaXxfethe colored man was
kandiingxkkakxxx firing Paw'sq(PBSCRIPTION) gun, he was nearer

half the weight of the countW.



MOODIE'S

aw is not a big @an, n?;ther broadbin the shoulders nor
ap and down tall. But he is hickdry tough. He is from mountain
people. Uurlfolks are‘from the west section of “alagoosha
County. Paw says he is sun~licked like them, his face brown and
3ttoné as leather, [ilis hands were so broad, they could snug a water
melon so the fingers met. 1've seen him follow a plow through
¢lay land and the handles hardly Jjolted but mostly ran on silk
oi the power in his forearm. lle was soft sp too. PFaw waé 80
sof't spoken when he wanted to, which wags s he fooled folks

_ - into thinking he was easyto.shove. BuQ\t was usually before

they looked up and met Paw's eyes.,

What I am going to tel and me happened at the

time of the war in Cuba. Nz big war you maybe read about

in the history books, bv ne they #& fought on the radio
and television dur the Mall of 'Sixty-Two.
-

he Willow Ten that COctober. It was hara

We were
work for onl 4 me. We never but now and then get a ;nowrall
in this pa ialagoosha County, its that mild. S0 mostly we plow
through the Fall and rest 09t the frost, ready to aeeqﬁgain early
fn the year for the ground never stayed hard long. We would be
hurling dirt in the eye of the day long before that lazy Fall sun
showed up. We'd break for coffee and the long one at lunch, quit
only when the light faded. Paw usedﬁ%o -quiefqu at the last of the
sunlight and with a grin pulled lopsided by the sweat running down
into it, say, "Skedaddle, you old bum.,"

' Then he would bend again to the hand;es and by nightfall

we would have the new mule team in a lather. We never plowed

with horses.
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*This country was built’on mules, son," he would say
when he felt like talking about it. "Horses get more talked
about than mules, because they're prettier. But it took the
stubborn, ornery old mule to build it." Then he might add,
"Maybe we got some ofthe mﬁle in us too, for it sk took a
stubborn people to go in with the mules."

Spoken so softly that when the wind was blowing you
had to lean into him to hear it. For Paw hardly ever
spoke about his folks. They lived "up inside" the mountain
section of the county. : A

Sometimes he spoke of his three brgtgpra, Shadrach,
Mdshach and Abednego. Paw had been the y‘ungbat of four.
lHie spoke about them 1n a funny'wayﬂnas‘if he was not proud
that he had busted loose from thﬂ t&gpapor shack and
varmint stew country "up insi&l" the Malagoosha mountain.
lle conveyed a feeling that .om'%hing sturdier in the people
had smurxk survived the&bfigkstrap molasses and sowbelly, and
he wasnt going to i‘se‘it(now that he had left them. Whatever
it was, I wouldfhﬁke”hround trying to locate it, but Paw had
nore ways ofhnqgvigening his mouth than a bobelink & on a
skillet. lle gave the unspoken impression that Uncle Shad and
the rest were best left alone except they were needed. It never
occurred to me that Uncle Shad and the others were less than
eternal, the way Paw would wave his hand and say they were
there, "back eighty-hundred miles up inside." The way he spoke,
he made them INNBWAKIE immovable.

Meanwhile, we were to farm and save and I was to be
educated, to be betber, I was convinced, only in a kind of way

than our folks back in those moonshine and blackjack hills.



Malagoosha County is some over a hundred miles long but narrow
no wider than a coon's walk whean the hound dogs are sounding in the
almost
'simmons. The County is meaxiy all mountain. Malagoosha City is on
the eastern line. Our farm was a few miles back from the city. Around
our way, the land is not as lean as in the west, rolls more. But iﬁg¢,
rot’ The Knobg are,
&¥éx there isﬁpuch rolling, because of the Knobs.;? scattering of
knobbly hills. The Knobs thicken into real mountains the more west
you go. The farms around here are wedged between the Knobs but there
is enough loam to carry our barley, oats, rye, eorn for likker and
hogs, sorghum and some stands of peplar, walnut, chestbut, hickory,
oak and other timber. We also grow some peaches and strawberries but
for a cash crop, a lot of folks relied on corn whisky, especially on
Massacre Day.

Before Willi Mae wemnt away, when 1 was no higher than anything's
hind leg, Paw used to look up the dust road to the moumntain and say
to us,

"Least 'uns, your folks are up there #® a2 ways, eighty hun-
dred miles or so. Your uncles Shad, Meshach and Abednego and a
pafcel of counsins. If ever you needs to, just go up intec them
mountains eighty hundred miles or so and start hollering, 'Hammond!'
and a flock of them will come xbmmmmy running." Paw chuckled a little
at the time and his eyes twinkled. "But maybe you ought to find a rock
to crawl under until you are sure they know who you are. They likely

you favour
to shoot first before they make out that/yewissdss the family."

They were real mountain folk, back there in the insides of the
County.0nce or twice some of Paw's closest friends, such as Uncle Matt
and Sep Logan used to Jjosh him about the fgudén' Hammonds. But Paw

euds.

never spoke to Willi Mae and me about any/famss Vhen I pressed

him, he would fort up after gemntly saying,
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'”Félké got no cause to go killing each other. God wanted us
‘r\ e
to, He woul? have given us fangs and claws."

7 4
Hut bonw and sun 5Ki soaked so his skin was as rubbed maple,

15‘ i

folks only)%ged§d to look into Paw's eyes to see that he would be up
on his hi?dzle$s if the time came. Paw didnt go around talking much,
except 4ﬁén hefwas’with the fellows in Jeb Coombes' grocery store
in Malagq;sha Citx. Mostly on courthouse Saturdays. The whisky was
kept ouﬁ‘?f sight because Jeb's was the respectable store where the
wives boﬁght tﬁeir store goods. Paw and the fellows would reach
behing the bié picture of General Lee propped on it. Doing what they
called “Shaking hands with General Lee." Paw's/frpiends, the ones he
talked to in Jeb's store, were farm folk, from right around here. They
usually met in town. They seldom visited, éxbept like the time when
Paw fell in the sinkhole and Olivinii?s maw stayed with us one night.

We hadnt been lonely when Hilli ilaW was there because Hosanna
had been with us too. Hosanna ﬁas a Nigra girl who came to live with
us around the time when Willi Mae‘was born and Maw hadnt been ever
really strong again to do all the chores around the house. losanna
wasnt more than eight or nine years older than Willi‘ Mae but she
had always takem care of her. And when Willi Mae upped and left Paw and
me, it seemed natural that Hosanna should have gonetoo.

We hadnt ever heard from Willi Mae. It was Hosanna who had
written Paw the letter from some place outside. It hadnt been much of
a letter, just four or five lines in a big scrawl on a pé?e of paper

torn from a notebook. She had sent it to Jeb Coombes with one of those

commercial travellers. It had read, Doan you wWOrry none, Mistah lam-

mond. I gonna keep taking good car of Willi Mae. One day I bring her

back. Doan worry. FPaw hadnt ever much mention Willi Mae's name after

she left, but now and again he would wonder aloud how liosanna was get-

ting aiong. lle was sure grateful to that Nigra woman.
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our fea&eﬂiine_is a thick wood, Sweet smelling in the summer with cu=

/
i l/
/

cumber tgﬁes in white blooms, yellow poplars heavy with green and orange
cups daigﬁy asJﬂxlady's shoef. It is a lovely wood. The foot of the
trees standing’tall, are knee deep in fern, bloodroot, stonecrop and
columbine. Itgwasnt the kind of wood you would iﬁiﬂt a fellow would look
at over his shoulder one day and feel feaf tﬁgklg-footiny the back of
his neck. But I reckon it happened. All d; ; sudden.

~Paw was a sudden man too. Ile hah p'stholes dug into him and you
couldnt ever tell when he would, puﬁ é foot in and balk., A talk with Paw
was then likely to come to a halxtw&ﬂke the summer evening we were fool=

é, R

ing around in Jeb's store éﬁd thp talk turned on the ruckus some colored
kids were making all dw;ﬁ%}he“State to get served in restaurants.

"There aint ﬁ%%aing éhem Nigras want that cant be given to them

MalagOOsha
with a rawhide wﬁgp,* said Uncle Matt, one of the nicest men in/County.

Everybodg wan chuckling a little., Then Paw said so softly, it
took time to hit us, "You're wrong, Matt."

In somebody else, you would figure he was coming up with some=
thing smarter than what Uncle Matt had said. But in Paw, you knew this
one was straight down the gullet. Not smart. Just straight.

"What's that, Abner?" Uncle Matt said, his face going stiff.

"I said you're wrong. Folks oughtnt to be whipped for wanting

to be human beings," Paw said.

Now I'm not saying that Puaw was wrong. But a lot of folk

like Uncle Matt will, in fun company, just up and say
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things they wouldnot kiss the book fer; and what a man says o
on a cracker barrel in a srocery store aint necessarily what
he thinks walking home. Paw had fouled that ome, but noebody
rode him. ¥We Hammonds had been in t.he coumty since it was
Indian land and everybody knew that Abmner !lamwond was no

niggaruiaver. fle was only a man with ideas.

&P

we were working the Willow m‘%& that October, Paw and me.

since I can preally remember, y been Paw and me =
except for when Willi Mae with us and that had made
no difference. Willi o.‘,\f or seven years older thom we, had
done little but the house or go off to the Saturday
night shindig u‘;. she had beem I guess what you would
call pretty, me had called her Red umtil she had asked us
to stopfiaw 4 looked a little hurt but after that we called
her by her ven name. Only, it hadint made her hair less red
put maybe Pawbs hurt made her more restless; for a year or two
aiterwards, she left us for the outside. Maw had died when : ¢
was born S0 NOW we were two lone men in the house. 1 supposed
| must have loved Willi Mae for I ﬁa&lad when mks she went and
was for calling her names; but Paw, in one of the few times he
has ever been ngd at me, told me to shut up.

It was dark this Cctober evening by the time we got to the

house. We washed and made Supper, then sat arcund listening to

the radio. Lulu Belle was on and when she was singing, I guess
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Paw and me just eit. You never heard a girl th‘nt could put inte
her voice what Lulu Belle did. You knew you were living in the
best country in the werld when Lulu Belle sang of folks and
mountains and laughing and crying. Paw and me just sat there
grining at each other and wriggling our toes in ouwr Socks, I
swear to God there wasnt another like Lulu RPelle. She hadat
been singing long en the radio, maybe two or three years, but
you would haveto shift hard to find any folks in “agaloosha
GCountry who hadnt heard anmd loved Lulu Bell

I thought a little about myself -un@m Belle was

singing. I bad finished high school , was thinking of the

Agricultural college. Most of the und here dropped out

of high school before they uate. ¥e didont know of any
around here who had gomne o’\ liege at all. Se¢ this was one

of Paw's ideas TEIKE tbv dered funny sasnssa over in Jeb
Coombes store in M City. Put Paw just shrugged and

f college. Paw was a stubborm man as he

we 11 to Lulu Belle on the radie until she went off.
The other stuff wasnt anything wuch alter l:aiu felle so 1 picked
up a newspaper. After awhile, Paw said,

*Things are looking bad down there, son?%

 You know how it is when you're reading. It took an little

time reaching me.

*Huli? Looking bad?"

fown in the Caribbean Island of Cuba," Paw said.



4%

"What's doing?"

"One of these newspaper fellows was just on the radio. He said we've moved
a bunch of battleships down there."

"I guess that ought to hold Castro for awhile," I said, going back to the
newspaper piece on the end of the baseball season.

"Them Spanish fellows go all crazy quickly, It could touch off something,"
Paw said.

When I heard the chair creak, I knqw he was leaning forward to turn the radio
dial to the police news. Paw was regular as a clock., Each night since the two years
Willi Mae's letters stopped coming, he twrns to the police news,

Listening,

To the murders. The runovers, The asphyxiations in winter, 5%

Listening @ G -braerd-hepesbet with the mildly worried hunch to his shoulders */af
rebbite gob wies & twig'z;ﬁfin the brush, The old maple rocker creaked again as he
turned off the radio and sat back. I could hear the tree toads fluting outside and the
rattle of a pine bough on assSEESEr window pane,

"Anything in the paper?" he said,

I made to separate the sections to give him the newsy half. The Malagoosha
Irumpet comes in two sections, the front half for news and the smaller back piece for
the sports and the ads. Paw never takes it but I always make to give him,

"No, you read, Son, Guess I'll just think awhile," he drawled. Truth was, he
was'nt much of a reader. Where he came from, nobody read, I knew he wanted to talk so
I let the paper fall to the floor and stretched my legs out. In the highbacked rocker
with the carved armrests, he looked small but Paw had presence., You were aware of the
powerful head and hands and the ironegrey eyes that had coped with plowdirt and heat
and sunlight all the forty years he had farmed,

"We ought to hear from the Dean soon," I said.

"You don't need to rush him so hard, Sen," Paw said.
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"I'd like to get in a couple of years before they call me."

"They won't be calling you. There aint going to be no war."

"About time we shaved Fidel's beard, He's getting too uppity.”

"Wont take the whole United States army to do that," Paw said dryly.

"Them battleships got good razors. Long, noisy ones."

Now that Willi Mae had'nt turned up on the police news, he was lively and
full of sass again., He was sending me mail and I liked to see him licking stamps,
his eyes shining and rimmed with fun crinkles.

"How far are we from Cuba?" I asked, knowing he would have picked that up
from the radio fellow,

"Oh," he said, pwrsing his lips and looking up at the ceiling as if he could
read the answer in the stains and cracks. "Guess = about ninety or so miles from down
in that place they call Key West."

"Would'nt take much more than a burp gun to reach down there," I said.

"Heck, we could send airplanes down there that could sit up on top like a
bald eagle for fourefive hours laying eggs, Son. Better'n any whateyouecalleit gun."

"Yeah, guess so. You think we'll do it?"

"Hard to tell what that young fellow in Washington will do. He's fast as a
catamount when he gets mad, Look what he did to those folk over in Oxford."

I'd read about thow student at Ole Miss, but as I said, Paw was licking
stamps and I was'nt stopping him.

"Don't rightly remember."

"What you read in the newspapers anyway besides the ball games? Did'nt you
hear about the Nigra fellow who wanted to get into the college?"

"He's got a nerve," I said,

"Sure he's got a nerve and he made it."

"You mean --- they took him in?"

"Sure, after President Kennedy had sent in the National Guard and marshals
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and a whole bunch of shooters."

"Now he's got a nerve. Sending in the army over one
nigger."

"Sure, they both got nerve. Does this country a lot of
good," Paw said.

"What good can one nigger do ==="

"The fellow is a Nigra," Paw snapped. "Dont you go
calling him anything else."

"What difference does it make?"

"Its Jjust bad for him and bad for us."

Maybe he was right. I diuant know.. I wondered vaguely
whether folks over in Paw's bornesection of the EBHE County
were different from those on this gide. Paw's section was deep
country. Unce I read where a\w:iting fellow HaH wrote that back
there was the Real America. If\that was so, them the real America
was 'possum stew and rifle;%oﬁing feuders. So maybe the fellow
had meant something else, Paw had never spoken much about his
kin but he wasnt,slwﬁ with words about the land. le said it
had love and strength as a turn of the hoe would show.

I tufﬁnd the talk to crops and after shoving it here
and there, he yawned and said maybe we should turn in. Next

day being Saturday, we were going to town.



CHAPTER TWO

When God Almighty made these United States, He did it slow and proud so it
came out grander than any land, But He took # much time over it and there were other
folks waiting too; so by the time He came down here, He was slapping Malagoosha
County together like He was in a hurry., He tied the hills with hogbacks and gouged
out the valleys with a blow of His fist, Thunder and lightning must have jolted His
elbow when He drew the Malagoosha River so His finger jumped, zigzagging it through
the hogbacks until it crossed the county line. Snug in one of the bends was the town
of Malagoosha,

Back long ago, when the government made a fellow's homebrew illegal, the old
Godfearing folk of Malagoosha went right on making mash because they reckoned it would
. be a sin to allow all that good corn and branch water go to waste. The revenue people
mostly stayed out, figuring that what we made was for home consumption and not worth
getting shot for. Suppose we did'nt look too good anyway. For Malagoosha County is
dirt farm country; beat-up automobiles and bib front blue denim country; éorghm and
molasses and hangingetree country; where when a fellow shaved was because he wanted
to spruce, like say the first couple of days he was a-courting,

Paw and me were in the old car rattling down the washboard road before the
day was fetlock to a pony. We made it crawling around the switchbacks and over the
humps which the chassis straddled like a seesaw, carburettor whistling and waterpump
wheezing, the loose pistons lief to tear the guts out at every stroke,

I dropped off Paw at Jeb Coombes' grocery store and took the car down to
Pete's, He runs a gas pump down near the county courthouse, a big guy about a shrug
shorter than me, We used to hunt and fish together when we were kids with not many
chores, HNow he was hustling it with this gas pump, since the year he quit school with
his time nowhere up,

"Hi, kid," he grinned at me as he hooked up the nozzle of the hose. "You



want the new or the old?"

That was a joke between us, If I said the new, that would mean we had come
in for gas. But when I shook my head Pete knew I was loading up on the heavy old
lubricant that had been unplugged from the trucks which came in for an oil change.
Almost thick as grease, Pete and me swore it prevented my old engine from knocking.

When Pete was through in front, he came back to where I was pouring in the
stuff with a quart can I was using for a ladle.

"How's yowr Paw? Up at Jeb's I reckon?*

"Yeah. Ruling the world from a cracker barrel," I said,

"Cracker barrel's good as a throne. Depends on who's sitting up thers,"
said Pete., He is a very thoughtful fellow but you would'mt know it the first time,
the way he grins frantic hurling the words at you.

"Don't give me that, Pete, More gmm# guys go after thrones than go after
cracker barrels®

"Yeah? Yeah? So you guess there're more thrones than crscker barrels in
this whole wide world? At this time in this age, day and year, you think more fellows
are climbing up on thrones than on a good old dirty white cracker barrel ? Think, son,
think,"

You could'nt rile up or anything at Pete. The way he says it with that grin,
The oil brimmed up, black and stiff as cardboard.

"That ought to hold it to next Saturday," I said, "Got a five-eighths
spanner?"

"And a jack and a couple of lugs and whatever the hell else you want. Only
I can't give you anything out of merchandise," Pete said.

"When we get our new car I'm gomna ;' ve you this one. Nobody mofe deserves
it

Pete went around with me, tightening nuts and wheel lugs, even grinning when
he had returned from serving a customer out front and caught me sneaking a rew bursts

from the grease gun,
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"That's what I say, we gotta help one another in this county," he said.

"I'm good for business. Folks see me come in here for a service will reckon
that what's good enough for Abner Hammond's Abner is good enough for them."

"Rather have that redhead sister of yours helping me out. Heard anything?"

Pete was a bit like Paw about Willi Mae. A few years older than me, he had

known her before she went away. Always asking after.her. Maybe he had been her
fellow. But that Pete is so cagey, you would have to get up earlier than

a horned "No. Reckon as one of these days we'll have to go outside and look her up.
owl to
find /At least, Paw will, one of these days."
’Tlf'// Like to go
‘ "Talking about going outside, “/\domstate tomorrow, down to Gulf City,"
Pete said,

I looked at him, my eyes big. A fellow does'nt go outside of Malagoosha
County every day. To tell the truth, I'd never been to Gulf City and I don't believe
Pete had been more than once before,

"No kidding? What's this for?"

"Got a letter this week from the fellows who supply me with gas, Seems as
if they're holding some sort of meeting down there of all the guys who sell their gas.
Says they had a good year and want me to be their guest, Airplane ticket and all.
Only, I dm't know as if I can make it, Means I'd have to stay down there three or
four days. Can't have the business shut up so long,"

"Yeah?" I said, watching him,

"Yeah," he sald, watching me,

"Why in hell don't you ask me?" I said,

"1Tend to. Was waiting," Pete grinned,

"Paw can do without me for a few days, I can get home every night,"

"Sure. I'll pay you."

"Sure, then I can pay you for all the stuff I've stolen,”

We had it all fixed by the time I left him and drove back to Jeb Coombes', I
parked under a shade tree in front of the store and went into the big cool room 1lit

by skylights, Jeb put up no partitions but the way he had the goods placed you knew
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what side of the store you'd go for groceries and where the ladies would buy their
wants and where Jeb's friends would sit.

Paw and the rest were in the angle of the store formed by an alley on one side
and Saltlick Street on the other, Ther were closed off from the rest of the store
by the barrels and boxes Jeb had set there for that purpose. It was no secret that
behind the picture of General Lee hanging so low a man could sit and touch it, was
the hollow where Jeb kept the bottle, They were all shaking hands with General Lee
when 1 dct there. Most of them nodded to me as I went to sit by Paw., Years ago, after
Willi Mae left, they had accepted that I'd have to come in with Paw since he had no
woman with whom to leave me, I had grown up with them snd had never abused the privilege
by pushing into their talk., I had learnt more good manners in Jeb Coombes' grocery
store than what fellows with a maW and a paw both, did.

Uncle Matt Connant, one of the nicest old fellows in the county, tossesd off
his whisky and wiped his gray mustache with his knuckles.

"Abner" he said, "it will be your privilege soon to introduce Young Abner to
the General."

Paw looked over at me in the quiet way he has. "A year or two yet, Hatt."

"Along about his age, a year or two younger, we were looking ol! Lee in the
eye, back of the barn," sald Sep Logan, our neighbor on the river end, a tall beaknosed
man with one eye flaring bigger than the other, He had seven sons and a couple of
daughters, all scared tail/tuckered of him, He was normal as a mountain lion. In the
act of breathing he was violent and when he moved his hands, they swept. He was the
one who on the edge of town had put up the sign saying:

We shoot at sight Communists, Bevenoco

Runners and uppity Niggers, Also Jews,
Catholics and anybody else who aint like us.

Tou could see strangers driving into town pausing to look at the peculiar

welcome and some grinned but others were'nt so happy. Some newspaper boys had picked



it up and poked fun at Malagoosha in their papers. A few of the folk around had
showed it to Sep and were for gently persuading him to take down the sign. But when
Sep took it badly, they left him alone for a fellow must do what he wants with his
property. |

But he never painted over the sign after that as he used to do every year
before Massacre Day and it was fading now so you had to look good and close to read
the words,

Sep's family had been in the county long as anybody's except ours and a few
others, a hardworking man with a plow or a jug., He was a good neighbor, never leaning
on your fence and would come running if you hollered, Once before we got our aut.onobil37
Paw had been riding the blaze face chestnut he kept for saddling. A snake or something
must have scared the animal Jjust where the road edged a ravine at the place that's
called Hogg's Hollow., It threw Paw and he fell thirty feet down into the ravine, snapping
a leg bone. Paw lay in there most part of a day and a full night before Sep came
walking by on his way to town. When he heard Paw crying out, Sep soon had it figured
and he climbed down into that ravine, climbed back out with Paw over his shoulders and
toted hi:‘_:fu/ the n}hw-ton miles into Malagoosha to the doctor. He was that kind of a man.

%&\Wi@t his eye on college. A man should do what he wants," Paw said to Sep.

"Reckon," said Uncle Matt. "But it seems a waste going to school for three-four
years learning what you could learn on the farm anyway. Now if he had been going to
learn something like being a doctor, or a lawyer, or preachin' even; though I guess a
man can learn to preach riding circuit better than any college."”

Uncle Matt Connant was big shouldered with short, powerful legs. He bulked
when he sat, the long silver hair reaching almost to his shoulder. His eyes were despset
and bluer than ordinary. He was the oldest of the group in Jeb's grocery store. Uncle
Matt liked to talk and he did'nt like a fellow who questioned him. He was the big expert
on crops, women, weather, automobiles, horses, likker, the United States, the Confederacy,

and everything else. Except for Paw he had the best money crops and his barley was even
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better than ours. He and Sep were the only two who had ever lived outside. They
had run off ani joined up with the soldiers during the first world war and had

lived on the level land {or upwards of a year before it was over. Uncle Matt seldom
ever talked about it but Sep will remember anytime you want him to, how he and Uncle
Matt nearly crossed the ocean to France. Only because they neither could read or
write a lick, the man would'nt allow them to go on the boat. But Sep had the army
bug in his britches and often a time you could hear him laying into his sons because
they had no learning to get them into the army. Sep would yell that if they had any
gumption they would creep under the wire into the United States Army.

Uncle Matt Connant never gave way to anybody except to Jeb Wishaw, younger
than him by mostly near ten years. Uncle Matt had no family left since his maiden
sister Miss Angie died a few years back and folks thought that maybe why Matt was so
beholden to Jeb Wishaw was because he needed kin, A man may be hard surfaced as flint
but his flesh-and-blood part needs something softer to lean on. Jeb Wishaw had a log
house a couple of dozen miles over in the north corner of the county. He grew five
or six acres of sugarcane for his sorghum and he kept hogs and chickens., He was
married to a lady from Louisa County named Mis' Charlotte Wishaw, a good woman even
if she was a foreigner and they had a couple of daught.ers. Talk around was that I
was courting the youngest, a black haired, long legged painter cub named Olivinia,
But she was as shy as a warbler and a fellow had as much chance getting close as hooking
a jack salmon with burlap twine.

"What's this going on about Cuba?" Sep Logan said.

Jilson Swift looked at him in astonishment.

"Cuba? Who in hell is Cuba?" Jilson Swift asked.

Sep looked at Jilson like he had two heads. "You do considerable spell Af
living down in Coon Hollow," Sep said. "You ought to come visiting more often.”

Jilson it was true only came to town once or maybe twice each month. He has
a good crop of pumpkins and apples; bluegill and drumfish abound in the break at the

bottom of Coon Hollow and Jil&on used to say it was unlikely he would come hopping -
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the morning Gabriel blew his horn. He had everything but trouble in Coon Hollow,

"Cuba? Some place down country," Uncle Matt said,

"Cuba is where the United States army fought more'n once," Sep said., "Fellow
down there named Caster, he's bucking for trouble with the United States army,"

"Castro," Paw said,

"Sound like castor oil to me," Jilson sald, ha hawing,

Jilson was thin and tattery as a river birch in his denims and he did 'nt give
a hoot who knew his ignorance, He could grin more than any man I knew, easy and lazy
like he never yet had a stomach ache. Last time he came out, nobody much had been talking
about Cuba except the fellows on the radio. Jilson did'nt own a radio.

"You reckon it will came to a fight?" Sep asked,

Uncle Matt shook his head and held up his hand to halt Jilson, "Cuba aint so
big. There would'nt be any cause to fight them, This Castro, he wears a beard and
carries a gun on his hip just as folks down here do on Massacre Day. He's just play acting

"It says on the radio he's getting bigger guns from the Reds," Sep said,

"Bigger'n you can carry on your hip,"

"Missiles," Paw said, and I looked at him proud, for in his quiet way he knew
more than them all,

"Missiles? Rocks?" Jilson said, looking astonished,

"That's the new name for the big guns in the United States army," Sep said,
"You shoot high and over and drop a ball in the next county. Wish we had some of them
when I was in,"

"Then they would'nt want you," Jilson said.

Sep looked slow at him and worked his hands, saying, "Why?"

"Seoldiers is for fighting hand to hand, like catamounts," Jilsen said. "Now
they got the big guns I reckon they won't need soldiers any more."

"The United States army will always need a Logan," Sep said slow and heavy,
the trouble brewing, "I got seven boys fit for the army anytime,"

Jeb Wishaw who had been silent for some time looked at Jilson and said, "Jilson,
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you ought to visit Jmore often, as Sep just said. You know that?"

It was the kind of remark Jeb would use even on Uncle Matt, as if a fellow
had been talking too much and he wanted to tuck in your mouth., Uncle Matt guffawed
and sneezed and reached for General Lee and everybody held out their mugs and you
could feel the air clearing like a storm just blew out.

"I hear Micajah Hog fixing on going out/&é%m,“ Uncle Matt said.

"He's been meaning to go outside since before Abner was born," Paw said,
"Martha worsing?"

"Fellow passing my place told me Yyesterday, Seems he's asking money for
his cattle."

"Martha Hoe's got more unforgiving in her head than a parcel of skunks,"

They went on poking it this way and that in the way Malagoosha County folk
do of a Saturday in Jeb Coombes! ? all coming back to the fact that Martha Hoe had
come into the county from the % somewhere up in the lorth and had never
forgiven Micajah these twenty-five years, but talked constantly about going back
outside. It seems now that Micajah had weakened and was for giving up his cattle
and hogs in the name of peace, While they talked I thought about Pete Sawyer and
his going down to the city for a few dayse 1 had never run a gas station before but
what the hell. I could count dollars and cents and I could read the pump and the
prices Pete marked on the merchandise with a stump of black chalk and I could keep
the place clean,

The truth is I looked forward to the few days being in town with electric
lights and flush toilets and going‘ over to the restaurant for food and seeing the
girls going by, their buns bouncing., I had'nt broken it to Paw yet, reckon I would
walt until we were on our way home and he was mellow as a red-haw berry. He had
never been alone without me since our womenfolk went. He would'nt be Jumping for joy
when I told him but since I would be going out anyway if I got taken into college
then it would'nt harm Paw to see less of me in little pleces,

At brown dusk everybody said goodbye and headed out, The car ran good and
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Paw nodded his head in sleepy approval at the way I had olled her and tightened her
and generally stroked her so she purred like an old contented cats We slowed to ease
around Lookout Rock where the road curves sharply. Everytime there is an election,
somebody talks about blasting the limestone rock and straightening out the road before
it took our lives, The rock marked an old Indian camping site, a square, massive chunk
of chalk almost as tough as granite. The road bowled straight towards it and then
swung away to the right bearing for Hopemownt. But what bothered folks was the way of
a nightfall how Lookout Rock took on. It was there big and white during the day, waiting
for you to nod at when you were coming into town and say, "There's Lookout Rock, now,"
That's all, Just, "There's Lookout Rock, Now," and it was accepted inside your head
without saying it, that Malagoosha City was just around the bend and you began wiping
off road dust from your neck and forehead » and maybe whistle a little., Last winter
we had a snowfall and the Rock was a sight to behold. It got so cold your eyelashes
froze and old Lookout had his coat of snow for days, shining in the sun. But come
nightfall ,/md old Lockout turns murderous.

Standing squarely astraddle of where the road should be if folks had'nt
put a bend in it, Old Lookout turns killer because you cannot distinguish it from the
road if you are'nt cold sober or if you did'nt know it was there. Strangers going
through town at nights would be told by Pete Sawyer down at the filling station, or by
anybody else they stopped by, to watch out for 0Old Lookout. It would 'nt be hard to
barrel straight into it because you mistook it for the continuation of the road.

Paw held the door handle and leaned into me as I brought over the steering
wheel, letting up on the gas a little, I held down her nose dead on and juiced her
enough to pick up what I had eased off for the bend. "Next election we must do something
about Old Lookout," he said as always and then he went to sleep,

I drove on thinking about school and Pete Sawyers and Willi Mae and even
about the long legged Wishaw foal named Olivinia everybody thought I was courting, Paw
had been good about school, unlike most of the older folks around who did'nt think enough
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about high school to allow a fellow off the farm past the wet pants stage., Paw took
the Trumpet every Friday it came out, He had seen to it that I had'nt dropped out of
high school as most everybody around this part of the country did and had even talked
about college over in Jeb Coambes'., We did'nt have much acreage on the homestead, Ve
grew some burley and a little Darkefired but the tobacco market was'nt whooping with
health. We had some corn, some hogs, and there was a deal of fishing in the waters
around. We did tolerably, since Paw and I both worked durn hard., There were folks
around with more help than we who did'nt do half as good, If Willi Mae had stayed with
us we would have done even better since a man works closer to the ground when he knows
that somebody's warming the house until he gets done, Its hard to define, but out there
in the sweet smell of dirt and shrubbery and the new damp earth coming up like birth
behind the plow, a fellow thinks of womenfolk in the kitchen and lamplight behind the
curtains when you top the rise, and you feel lonesome, Perhaps I get it from Paw, for
1 can see the loneliness climbing further en his shoulders season after season and now
and again it comes out in his eyes,

I am tied to the earth, and particularly Malsgoosha County earth., Other fellows
feel tied to clerking, or preaching, or healing, or some like Pete to engines, I need
dirt smell like breathing, so I reckon that as long as I live, I will be around a farm.
The difference is that I want to farm so big it will bring tractors and a new sutomobile
and a good house. Paw has figured this in me and while he does all he can to keep me
fired up about the State agricultural college, he also pokes me in the rib to remind
me that the country was built on mules.

There was a lot else Paw sensed too, as I was to find out tonight. For while
in the reflection of the headlamps I had seen his eyes close and thought him asleep,
suddenly his volce came to me clear and gentle and alive, the special gualities it had.

"Son; you serious on Olivinia Wishaw?" he said.

We had never talked about the girl before, As far as 1 knew, Paw had never
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heard the gossip but now he busted me with it,

"I don't know what you mean, Paw, How does a fellow know he's serious when
he does'nt hit the road, snow or shine, every night, to go mooning at her window?"

Paw chuckled decently, He had a way of doing it that made you also want
to, no matter how mad you had been ready to be,

"Maybe a fellow knows when he gets sharp with his Paw because of a simple
question."

"I hardly ever see her," I said, He had me regulated now, speaking as gently
as he, which had been what he was after., He had that gift,

"You aint got to see her more than once or twice, Wf%t is more important
with a fellow and a girl is whether the girl has geen him, A fellow knows right off;
a girl, it takes some time,"

"How come you know so much about it?"

“I was'nt always hitched to a plow, Did a little courting myself,"

"I aint courting,” I said flatly.,

We drove a short distance in silence and then he said, "The Wishaws are good
family, 0Old blood."

"Yes," I said, "You can see it in Jeb,"

"Sounds as if Miss Olivinia turned you down, You asked her yet?"

"Sure., She said only if you did'nt want her, then I could have her."

"Told you she had good blood, It put a good head on her. Reckon she figures
that since she wants a Hammond and you so slow you'd walk faster backwards, she'll
take the old man,"

"Paw, that creature's so shy a Carolina parrakeet's fierce as a bald eagle,"

Paw sighed, "Son, a bold woman's no good for marrying." he said,

I thought of Willi Mae and I knew he was thinking of her too, He had that
set to his head, like he was thinking of rumning, I thought of Pete Sawyers and what
a fellow had told me long ago, how Pete had been sweet on Willi Mae before she ran away.
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"I'm going to be in town for a few days. Pete Sawyers asked me to mind the
station for him," I said.

Paw took his time answering, “Gets lenely out at Willow Tree, mtiﬂ'eu,“ he
said.

"Heck, it is'nt that," I said, "Pete's got some kind of dealers! convention
he wants to go to."

"Won't do you any harm," Paw said, "Me neither, Might as well get used to
the idea of being alone since you'll soon be going,"

1 didn't say, Shucks, Paw, don't talk like that, or anything, He and I knew
it was true and we never ran from the truth, except things like not talking sbout Willi
Mae much, and that wasn't running; Just looking at it and saying no,

"When are you going?"

"Honday," 1 said.

"We'd be coming to town anyway for Massacre Day, so I guess we can go in
together and I'1l bring back the car." .



CHAPTER THREE

Massacre Day got its name from what happened during the march of George
Rogers Clark through the State in 1778. While Clark was busy up front, a party of
hostiles slipped behind his columns and headed south. Stumbling upon the little
settlement at Malagoosha, they wiped it out clean as a whistle. Of course some other
folks went after them and did it back to them, but that is how we got Massacre Day, a
Full day of goldenrod and purple ironweed and Indian pinks,

Paw and me headed for town early but early as we were, things were livening
up already, A lot of folks ha¢ brought in their long guns and some were dressed in
buckskin fringe but mostly we all wore denims. Those who had the hair had let it
grow long for months and some fellows wore beards, I dropped Paw off at Jeb Coombes'!
and went on to Pete's, He was sitting in the office, dressed in his city clothes and
looking real sharp. .

1 said, "Pete, you looking real sharp, you know that? A real city fellow,"

Pete smiled and said, "Aw, go on home," but I knew he was pleased. He had a
buttonhole and everything.

"Bus aint here yet, any minute now," he said and showed me the books and
wrote up an order form in case I ran out and the gas tanker showed upe.

"You have a good time, Pete," I said as the bus slid in.

He had been looking sort of funny at me and I wondered whether
he thought I couldnt take care of the gas station, but as we shook hands, he looked
away and said, "You know what? I'm going to look for Willi Mae. Won't do no harm to
go down to Key West,"

Then he gave my shoulder a little shove and climbed aboard, I guess I must
have been standing with my jaw dropped, for hehind the glass he dumb-showed me to
close my mouth, grinning at me, Then the bus rolled out. I did'nt think of it much

for awhile, doing chores around the place. Pete kept the station very clean but I was
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80 excited at handling it on my own for a few days that I found places to tidy wp
which didnt exist. I rubbed and dusted and moved until I was stiff-armed. A couple
of flatlanders dressed in well pressed cowboy clothes and brand new big hats drove

up in a big, black Buick. There would be many folks like these as the day went on
for Hassacre Day was well known throughout the State and beyond. Lots of outsiders
came in to drink whisky and shoot off pisteols, to re-enact Massacre Day. Two men and
their ladies, maybe their wives, were in the Buick. They were laughing fit to be
thrown and saying something in molasses accents and I knew they were cooking a joke
about Malagoosha.

"Say, Dan'l Boone, who put up that sign on the edge o' town? The City Council?"
the fellow in the back asked.

One of the ladiesb snickered. I guessed they meant Sep Logan's signboard.

From the front apron of the gas station you can see the board at the end of Saltlick
Street. Malagoosha City is built around Saltlick Street. It is the main street cutting
right across town to Lookout Rock. A couple of stores, the Baptist chapel, the court-
house, Pete Sawyers'gas station and I guess that does for Saltlick Street.

I grinned a little. That darned old sign. I reckoned that by nightfall this
Hassacre Day 1'd have answered that question if not once a couple score of times.

"Maybe it just growed out o' the ground, mister," I said.

"Aw, come on, they say 'most anything you stick into the soil around these
parts will grow but a sign's too much to expect," he said, his face untidy with the
laughter he was holding in. "You folks gonna come gunning for me?"

"Which one are you?" I said, thinking I might as well push it around too, the
ladies were so happy.

"You could call me a nigger revenue runner wearing red underwear. The ladies
are Catholics and my friend's name is Levy, Abe Levy," the fellow said.

"Then turn around and beat it outa town, mister," I told him. "You're dead
three-four times already."

They all laughed and I hooked my thumbs in my pants waist looking pleased and



rocking on my heels and toes like a darn clown. Pete always said that one of the best
things about his job was standing before the station and looking up and down Saltlick
Street knowing you were a proprietor. For awhile as the folks laughed I knew the good
feeling. They took on a load of gas and the fellow topped up with oil even though the
Buick didnt need it, but I believed he was so pleased. I wiped his windshield and windows
and he included a half dollar tip in the bill.

"Whereabouts they celebrate the Massacre » pardner?" he asked.

I pointed him over by the ooux-s;ouse lawn where tradition said the first killings
were done, About ten a.m., Coleman Roberts the druggist who was also mayor of Malagoosha
would walk from his office to the lawn and run up the State flag on the pole. Then
from behind thé log fence built across one end of the lawn would pop up folks from
among the oldest families, wearing beards and the ladies in ginghams, the men with old
muzzle loaders, shooting off gunpowder and yelling like the whole Sioux nation was on
them. Kids from the county school would play the part of Indians and although the
flatla&dera didnt know it, Jeb Coombes and Lincoln Meade who kept the other tavern, and
the merchants in the Chamber of Commerce would all be forking out to keep the kids
happy, re-en:act.ing the Massacre as often as new folk drove in. But the ones who should
have paid were the whisky teters. If Jeb Coombes and Lincelr Meade did well across the
counter, the real millionaires were those who stayed back in the hills and waited for
the strangers to come prospecting. Every stranger seemed hent on going home with a real
mountrin jug under his arm.

1 was being kept busy. Before Mayor Roberts crossed the lawn in his buckskin
and moccasin and the three cornered hat on his head, I had changed a radiator hose, put
in a set of spark plugs and set the points on three or four automobiles; meanwhile gas
and oil had gone briskly. I knew now how Pete Sawyer must have believed in me to have
left a rush business in my hands. But the blood heated my face when the stray thought
hit that maybe Pete was figuring that already we were family. Pete hadnt said much.
Nothing to get upset about. Most folks going outside who knew you had kin on the
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flatlands would offer to visit and say howdy. It was just that nobody had ever
talked about Willi Mae, she being so long gone and everybody knowing she hadnt been
writing to us. And the way Pete had locked, and the grin, sort of squeezing the
cerners of his mouth so he was knowing, it made me leery as a woodchuck. The more I
thought. of it the more I was for closing the place and going over to Jeb Coombes
for a talk with Paw., I was for asking him outright whether there had been anything
between Pete and Willi Mae. Reckon a fellow my age and all had a right to know. But
business was picking up faster now and it wouldnt be right to lose trade Pete was
believing 1 would collect because I had been a cottontail rabbit in a worlfl no larger
than 3’ cabbage pateh,
Massacre Day was right mild, with a sheepfold of clouds scattered on the blue
Fall sky and a norther blowing enough to stiffen the state flag on the courthouse,
The town was filling up, but not toolively yet. The crowd was mostly gathered at the
courthouse lawn and when the burst of cheering came, I looked over to where Mayor
Coleman Koberts was standing on his office steps, waving his three cornered hat., A
few Malagoosha folk fired their guns in the air and somebody began working the bell
over at the Baptist chapel. This first re-enactment was hardly ever the whole kit
and boiling. A parcel of kids dressed up like Indians with feathers and everything
would come whooping into town from the direction of Lookoit Rock while from behind
the stockade, the menfolk in beards and bnckakins popped off their blanks, yelling
fit to scare a tax collector. But as the day wore on and the whisky flowed, the
hullabaloo grew fiercer. By gloanming, the kids had been shoved out of the scene and
townsfolk and outsiders took over. Tired as hell with all this play acting they had
been put through by the older folk, the young uns gladly withdrew to the schoolyard
where they had a feasting and a romp of shoot-the-buffalo or over-the-river-to=Charleys
By gloaming nobody was feeling any pain. The stockade had been rushed half
a dozen times and the last two times hand fighting had broken out. A few drunks were
propped on the sidewalk and a couple of flatlanders were in Jail for trying to set fire
to the courthouse when they took the part of Indians. Even over in Jeb Coombes', they
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were rolling a song and I reckoned it was about time to close the station and walk
over to see that Paw was alright. He has a good head, but General lLee could have got
right down mad at all this handshaking today by Uncle Matt and the others wino had got
above their raisin. None of the level land folk would be loading up on anything but
likker for the rest of what was left of Massacre Day so I reckoned I could close the
station for awhile. I was doing so when I saw this automobile coming into town. It
had on upcountry plates and 1 supposed him to be a Tommy-late-again. The car stopped
by Sep Logan's aiéx. It was getting dark and the driver switched on a spotlight and
played it on the sign. Just about then, they were making the last attack on the
stockade and putting it down for keeps. If the Indians had got hold cf so many guns
the time they came busting down, they would have cleaned out the white man all the way
to Florida. But then it happened.

The driver had finished reading the sign and was going cuietly through town,
passing the courthouse, when the guns began going off. He must have been scared at the
yelling and the shooting; I thought at the time that he was a stranger passing through
Halagoosha and knew nothing about Massacre Day, However it was, that automobile leaped
away as if it had been kicked by the devil. It roared down Saltlick Street, scattering
folk right and left, rocketing over the ruts, the cutout booming with power. Past Jeb
Coombes' and past the chapel, racing through the dark with no headlights. And good God
Almighty, I knew.

I knew that the poor bastard barrelling down the goddam road would never see
that goddam Lookout Rock for what it was.

And he slammed into it.

He hit like a cannon, ands¥ Everybody turned and stood

still.

But I think because I had known it was coming, I was rumning before anyone
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Any outsider coming into Malagoosha County may see a dirty, unshaven, tobacco

chewing, patched overall breed of men sitting under the shade trees or swapping sorghum
for hogs. WNewspaper folk poke fun at us for a shiftless, whisky-swilling lot choked
to our collarless neckswith superstitions and prejudices and ignorance. A deal of
truth, maybe, but they have never seen us with our troubles. Like the day Sep Logan
packed in Paw and collapsed outside the doctor's office, the blood running out of his
nose.
Most of those who got to the wreck first, were folk from outside, city folk

on whom arson and hamicide act like carcasses on a buzzard. Our own people came slowly
and deliberately, knowing the task ahead and going to meet it, taking the decision
inside, the way they had tamsd the country. They stood for as long as a spit into the
flames, and then Uncle Matt Connant wiped his mustache and said, "Let's get 'em out."

mﬁ‘fﬁs cnly & bedy in thidy bt Lisy wanted it fer burial. It was wlawful
for calamities to win., "Let's get 'em out," said Uncle Matt and since there was nothing
else to use, they went for it with bare hands. When the story is told outside, they
will say it was the corn likker that did it but we who knew ourselves, wren hed at
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crd%ﬁ&% of meta%l and leather and'cloth,'ﬁonﬂéring over what we

haﬂ to uo, lonﬁ as you coula blink onee or‘g?ybe twica, Then

% ;
Unel@‘Mﬁtt Lonnelly wiped his mustache and said, "Let s get 'em

An outsider coming into Malagoosha County may see a

dir‘y. unshaven, tobacco chewing, patched overall breed of ‘men

; siﬂﬁiﬂg under the shade trees or swapping sorghum for hoge. News= -

7papcr folk pokp fun at.us for a shiftless, whiskyuswilling lot,

choked to our collarstuﬂs with‘sunerstitions«and prejudices anﬂ
ignorance. ﬁhey are right for a fact But theyqﬁﬁk never sgen us
with our troubles. Like the day M when Sep ,ﬁ% NEM toted in

Paw and collapsed outside Doc Lewis' offﬁ%g%ﬁﬁﬁe b100u running

'from his nose., _:" ; gﬂ$%

5\&
¥Most of those who first gﬂ; %‘éthe wretk were folk from

| .
outaide. Lity folk on whom I‘@gﬁﬁségrson ‘and homicide act like.

~_carcasses on buzzards. Guﬁggwn é%lk came slowly. beliverately.

?‘

Chaw1ng, because theyeﬁkew whﬁf lay ahead and were going to meet ;

it Taking the decﬁ&i%gginiide, the way they had tamed the country,

They stood for t% j. as a Spit in the flames until Uncle Matt

COnnelly spok@

Waybe f% was only a body in there, but we wanted it out
for it was unlawful for calamities to win. Thq corn likker helped,
but we got him out. Somebody shbwod a lantern and he wasnt burnt
as badly as we had expected. But he had smoked up blacker than
a tarpot. we wrnpped a couple of blankets quickly around him from
the night air. ’ - '

“He s hreathing," Uncle Matt said, proud as if he had :
poured in the breath himself But maybe, he had. |

Sep Logan“came from the auto‘and_aaia, "Nobody left,in
there." ot Uikt

I had my hands hooked under my armpits, guieting the




sears', }he§ would be blisters before morning.
| "Let's get him to Deoc Lewis," erﬁishaw said.
"Doc aint there. He had to go out to Hopemount. Abigail's
podkly," Sep said. |
v I felt a touch on my shoulder and turned to face Olivinia
Wishaw. Her hair was shining in tha flame light, brushed smooth
and falling to her shoulders.
» "Ive got some ointment for your hands, Abner," she said.
i had my hands hugged under my armpits but I didnt remem-
ber where they were for I was watching the prettlness of her mouth

and wondering at she coming to me as if we Wgﬁé Pespoken.

"Give them to me," she said. -khghlw

"I'm alright. 'Taint anything, :

"Give them to me, Abner naﬁﬁon‘gz The night's turned chilly
and the air will blister you baﬁh"‘

There wasnt any sanse arﬁuing with her and all the folks
around. It is a fact that the~women of Malagoosha County will go
through fire and snﬁw ind arouth without a whimper, but will yowl
like a puma in q‘twan, let a thorn pierce a man or a child. She
took my left hand ‘nd annointed my wrist and fingersand the palm,
rubbing gently, dﬁieting the heat in them. She did it to the
right also, her head bowed and her breath warm on my fingers.When
she straightened, I turned back the scarf at her collar so I
could see her face more plainly.

"I'm thankful to you, Olivinia Wishaw," I said.

"Your Paw has no woman," she said.

"You come back now. We'll walk back together," I said.

She stood thinking on it, grave as a prgacher. *That I':1
do," she said.

And it was funny. Real funny. A girl you couldnt hardly

get to see more often than a ruffed grouse in winter, (8XXiKY saying
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cool as a c;ntaloupe that we would walk back to town together.

She went over to Paw and his head jerked around like a
bird, looking for me before he ¥##iX caught himself and stood
still for her to doctor him.

"Somebody go fetch an automobile so we can take him to
town," Uncle Matt said.

Paw came over and said, "No use taking him to town if

Better
Doc Lewis aint thete, Matt./QHid¥kE¥ if we took him to my place.
That way, we will likely meet lioc on his way in from lHopemount,
In any case, we can watch for him and stop him wlien he's passing
my place if we get home first."

"We'll come out with you and do(what we can until the
doctor comes, Abner," Mrs Wishaw saidf | |

A city fellow took us in his automobile to our farm since
our car was back in town. We piled in front, Olivinia and her
paw and me. We put the poor burnt fellow in the back. Paw held
him across his knees and rested the fellow's head in lrs NINAWXE
Wishaw's lap. Paw felt arcund and said he thought the legs were
broken. The feldow'was breathing. ‘hat was about all.

The second car we met and halted by blinking our lights
turned out to be Dpclewis. We were almost out to the farm already
so he turned back with us. We took the man into Paw's room.
Gently, Doc Lewis peeled back the blankets.¥

"Hloly cow," whispered the city fellow over my shoulder.

The E8YXIBW poor devil's skull had been scorched clean of
His face was black as cola. The eyebrows were singed off.

"We'll go to the main business on the agenda before we
begin cleaning him up," Doc Lewis said.

Doc was a quick, cheerful redhead. lie smoked a pipe and

wore double cuffs on his shirt sleeves but he waa was earthhy
as horse chestnuts, \
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"Got some corn oil, Abner?" he asked Paw while he exae~
mined the fellow. "And some wood for splints."

"llow's he, Doc?" the city fellow asked.

Doc Lewis looked around at us.

"What the hell's this? A convention? You gents get out
of here. Leave Mrs Wishaw and Olivinia. T}#&N They can help to
clean up the poor devil."

The city fellow and I went outside. We sat around. The

Sl e £l

fellow getting more fidgety. He snapped on the radio and got Lulu
Bell/.

corn. She from these parts?"

"That danged ol' nigger gal. B&x,@iﬁé’s sure mountain

S5

lle was grinning. Maybe he wa' kﬁdding me. The way he

said it, high and nasal as if,he ﬁnsiclowning around with the way

falks about here talked. Reckag{ e does sound as if she

could have been suckled on hnmia& pap made from branch water
and grits. But I had never heard that @gfﬁfﬁi%fi%ias a Nigra gal.

"You sure she \a colored gal, mister?" I asked him.

"Isnt b#é?fG0t an idea I read it in some paper once."

HaR%ns QQ restless, he was standing on his heels.

"If you want to go back, somebody will be out socon.
Wont be any trouble getting back to town for our car," I said.

He shook his head and sat down.

"Guess I had that coming to me. Fact is, son, I dont
mind getting back. Too far out in the woods when it gets dark. No
offence, son, but I'm a city man. The country makes me scared. Too
many trees and funny noises and wide spaces."

sure

"Could be at that, too. She/sings them feisty," I said,

"What's that?"
'le» X«C” e
"Luly—Seile, Guess she could be colored."
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He laughed and got to his feet.

"Never heard it put quite like that," he said.

We went out to the gallery. The toads were fluting.
1 thought of the poor guy in Paw's room. The pain would hit him
later. It wouldhit him E¥8M deep inside, rolling outward likeé
wind'in a wheatfield. He would bawl and couldnt do a thing about it.
ile would lay there, feeling the crunching inside, the big soft
blows of pain that would stun him into short oblivions. lie
would wake again and again, waiting for the first blow, his
body sleep-fed and taut for more. Refreshed £0 receive the
brutality. I was feeling it too. Paw always said I had too
much imagination. .

"Thinking of the poor bastard . in there?"

"Yes. I wonder who he &a?‘ 1 said.

A dowpr banged ina;di.'i heard (Qlivinia call. Some=-
thing was wrong with hewx voiéo; W, rushed past the screen door
and saw her in the_ living rﬁom. She looked terrible.

I guessed the fellow was dead.

“Olivinia, what happened?"™ I cried.

She just stared at us as if she was scared.

I cBught her hands. "Olivinia, honey, what is it?"

Gradually, her lips parted and then she spoke.

"Tt wont come off," she said.

I didnt know what she meant, but 1 commenced to feel
creepy all over., ller head was twitching. She was real frightened.

"What -« what wont come off?" I asked her.

The whites ef her eyes showed and 1 grabbed her. She
came back slowly and began talking again.

"We scrubbed and washed and scrubbed, but it wont.
1t wont come off, no matter what we do."

The city fellow said, "Wait. Let me try. What wont come
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off, little lady?"

g Oliﬁinga dﬁﬁdderad."ﬁint recall ever seeing her scared
beforﬁw;l ¢ . X S
o "We scrubbed, but it wont come off."
"Why wont it come off?" the city fellow asked. -
"Because - it cant!" Olivinia cried, looking up at him,
"What cant come off,flittle'ﬁady?”
 "The black.on him. He's = he's =-=" she looked down on

her hands, still damp with the oil or whatever it was they had been

rubbing the feldow with. She stared at her hands and whispered,

"He's a Nigra." %




CHAPTER FOUR

The back of the hand outside the sheet was molasses brown. A
gold ring shone on the little finger. There was some sort of brace-
let or chain around his neek. His hand was turned so you saw the

* - crossing ‘
light-dark palm with the darker lines/sxswsing it. NIXXNANS The
hair was whorled down on the skin and the white halfmoons on the
fingernails were unsmudged. He wasnt fire damaged out here at all.
The eyes ih the molasses brown face wee were closed.

I loocked around at the faces of folks nq room. Sep Logan

had come out to see what he could do. Now h

st MStood there, his
’ .

face above the torn and patched clothing hut as tomorrow.

Uncle Sep was facing the hard wrung c
these parts from crib to coffin. \%
oc Lewis had broughtqo&;?a s mother out of her hysterics.
~ Jeb Wishaw had already t n }A d Olivinia home.s Sep had come
by with oneof his son ::SEN'fgur automobile. Paw had led him
2

him the colored fellow.

at rode folks around -

into the bedroom
; “He can he¥e, Abner," Sep said.

"Whe can take him?"

"Dump h omewhere. Put him out in the shd. Anywhere.
Maybe in the hospital, I dont know. There may be some sort of a
‘Qhed at the hospital. Ask Coleman. lle's mayor. There's got to be
soméplgce besides a white man's house." |

"Hosanna slept under our roof for fourteen yearé,” Paw said.

"She was the Nigf& gal doing your chores. She was looking

.

after w1#11 Mae. She heldnged in here. But the buck, he's different.

He cant qtay in here."

Paw looked thoughtfully down on the colored man's face. The
fellow wa? breathing loudly, almost a snore. Doc Lewis Khad said

ko come around before morning but that he would be a really

i

he ought
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"I'11 talk to CYleman RYberts in the morning," Paw said.

"You dont forget now," Sep said , turning out of the bed
room, "Just get rid of him, is all."

Doc and the city man had already left. Doc was a fine
man, but about quiet as a squirrel. By noon, everybody in town
would know that the fellow in the wreck had been a Nigra.

g "Doc Lewis said he is a pretty sick fellow," Paw said.

I took a last look at the Nigra man. He would be a tall
fellow standing. There was no way of being suré about their age.
Except for the white haired ones, I had never béen able to tell
about their ages. He had been driving a (big ¥¥ car, newer than
most of the cars around here., He must have been one of the rich
ones we hear about up in New York. Probably a singer, or a
boxer. I looked at his hands. Net a boxer, no. Maybe a singer.
Or an athlete. I didnt thigk I had ever seen his face in any
of those magazines they sometimes had in the public library.

His face hadnt been burnt )at all, The only bad burns he had were
at his back and chest. The legs were bad, the right one broken
in two places. If he was an athlete, it was going to be rough.
Doc Lewis had said it would be some time before he could move
about on his own.

"I dont care what John Lewis says. You got to get him out
of the house quick, Abner," Sep said. "By God, Abner, he's lying
in your bed!"

The look I had noticed before came back in Paw's eyes again.
I hoped éhatistupid, violent Sep would go. I wished it strongly.

"I'm talking to COleman in the morning," Paw said.

Sep said goodbye and stomped out. The big, XX flappy old
limousine took off with a rattling roar, his sons sprawled all

over the insides.
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Paw stood listening to the sounds of Sep's auto. The back
. pulled in L
of his neck was red, rumpled and sunbaked. He had/trouble most
. there was
of his life. first NIIXI Maw, then Willi Mae. Now/NEXKEX a black ;

fellow lying on his bed, his head on Paw's pillow. The roar of
Sep's car was already lost in the night. It could be 1 was miataken,

‘but I coqnﬂ have XXNEEX sworn that just before theyki¥ drove off,

f § had hedrﬁ one of Sep's sons Ei¥ mutterik)¥ nigger lover.
. colored folk of Malagoosha County lived XNEEXI¥ over

in Swamp

ﬁllowa. They grew burley and fished and made corn likker‘?

like ‘-the»‘f est of us. But they kept to themselve%’l‘hey came to

.
goods from the

at such affairs
as Massaare;% y.-There hadnt been a 1ly; i in the County for
years sinc&”é‘hcle Sep and his boys & extra fretted by the
fellow who hmei. been moonshining a
what/the hell did ey us to do anyway? Faw hadnt :
brought theﬁéoloﬁeﬂ ma ‘g~\v¢'house by choice. He had Jjust turned
'\rid of him in no time. Paw knew like

feYlow could not stay in the house. And when

uskrat traps.

out to be, and;Pax
anybody elSej&ﬁ
you thought!;" etting him out of the hbuqe would be doing him
a favor, forrlﬁﬂv a shrewd idea that Doc John Lewis wasnt inclined
to give him myﬁ#.doctoring. I KEMXKEBN knew how Doc Lewis felt
about themfyéﬁéyx 3J had seen hisvface last night when ¥KE we had
found out. %%v;&

%Tﬁ;y had never been put out with Lulu Belle," I said.

Xs/dnw4$ooked at me. llis face was sad. "We been always
more partﬁal fith their women, son. We aint ever been as mad at

them."
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CHA PTER FIVE

Mayor Coleman Roberts said the city ordnance did not 'Ejallow
the hospital to accept Nigras. Paw came to Pete's gas station and
told me, He had washed up but the soot and ash were still sort of
on the edges or'h:lm. It was the afternoon after Massacre Day. I
had gone back to Pete's gas station and slept.sffx A shower in
the rest room and a cup of coffee from theresta acrdfe the
street had fixed me mp as new after having s@ 11 might with

Paw. \

*In any case, 1 cant move hh@ n'gnmnx Paw said.
h

& « He sat down. I cleared

& ledgexr to steady mj' voice.

I must have stavred funnily

my throat. I fiddled around wil
*What will you do Vp\v*
"You geen Doc X‘?" e asked.
"Saw him go§¥ t0 the Mayor's office some time ago. You
coming straight oleman's?®"

*Benn erd) best part of an hour."

"Punny you missed him, NEIZXEHENX I seen him go into Coleman's

come ,
and HEXENME out the back way. At least I think so, for he came out

of that alley behind CVYleman's. Must have been about the time you
were going in, as I can reckon."

"Aint in his office either. Maybe he's gone out to Hope-
mount. Abigail's pretty poorly, I hear."

I hadnt seen Dnc Lewis leaving town. He hadnt been in for
gas either. He drove a two year old Buick with automatic gears.
One of the finest cars in town,

"You look out for him on the way home,"™ I told Paw.

MEXWBRENKE
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We were sitting at the desk in Pete Sawyer's litgla office.
Paw's eyes took 2 couple of licks at me.
; "You are no least 'un. You're grown up now and have a right
to say your mind. Let us talk it over.*

"Nothing to talk over, Paw. You do what is right."

"I know ¥i what scems right to me, Abner, but I aint hitting
you over the head with it. You must know that."

"Sure, sure,” I said. I was still uncomfortable about last
night. I had bemn a real live one after everybody had left. I had

-

carriod on at Paw for not shoving the Nigra HHEX. it%ha woodshed.
hasnt
¥The fellow KEENNX come around yet," h‘

Hle was sitting there talking as ¢ f the dam

wasnt creaking. @ A
"Paw, okay. Let's talk it ove Y know this County and you

know the pecple around. They ain$ b Jeople but we've got our customs AX

and our habits and ocur upbr ngs.WYe like it here, what we o, the
way we live. You said one @ those newspaper fellows who poke
@ e of these folks are, even wi%h our

ar®¥ in a swamp, was the way you des#%ibed

fun at us dont know how f
hai@tiua‘. Like roc

at? What? What? Why dont you do like the

S

the folk around. Now

ple nround would do?n

’»'

rd%t of these fine
o Paw hadnt rested last night nor today but he was full of
en;rgy as a beaver. He slapped down on Pete's desk and got up.
"¥ou staying in ®own tonight?® he asked. |
That was it, He wasnt going to answer. You didnt puuh‘Paw
any further when he wasnt guingxin ready to answer. x
i "Then I'll be going out. Only came in to see cSleman.kCant
leave Oltvinia too long alone, in case the fellow comes to and she
needs some help."
He had hit me with a rock hammer. I bugged my eyes at ﬁim.
"Olivinia! What's she doing out there? ¥ho told you you



could have her out there nursing a nig et

Jie looked at him like I was a whisky=-jack in the
muskegs. He sure wasnt EEEINYK seeing much in me.

"RBckon I recall you were nursed for a long time by a
Nigra woman," he said drily.

"Paw. quit acting like its a joke. Why did Olivinia
come back?"

"Because maybe she thought I could do with some help."

"Jeb and her maw know?"

*"glivinia knows more ways of nursing %ick than DUc‘
Lewis, Her maw taught her real good."

"Nur - amrin nursing that cologed ?'

"“That man is sick. Dont kno@ ear dying he is."

But I was seeing Olivin & e house and that buck

lying on the bed, watching rustle of her frock and

the sweet bob of her bre choked and swallowed.

"Paw, Paw, hear about this, there'll be trouble.
You get him out, . And send home Olivinia real quick.”

He wa L) . He waited, standing quietly. I shook my
head., He no de.

"Guess its time gg get home, son,"™ he said.

He went and I wltched his hickory figure going down the
street to where the automobile was parked under the cottonwood
before the courtho;se. He got in and the first flip of the key
caught the engine. I grinned, feeling better for it. thtaverf
good was in that battered old car, I had put it in there and ;as
holding it in.

Paw was a good man, He had got more trouble than some‘
folks. He had lost Maw and Villi Mae. lulu Belle too. And I,

in a sense, was already gone. He was a lonely man. I remembered

HEWXNE
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bow he had looked last might after he had fought the gasolene
fire. To pull out a stranger. How they had all looked nttar’mrda.
3corehcd and blackened. Uncle Matt, big on the ground. his ;

shoulders hulked with weariness .and his beard smokestained.

Jilson Swift, thin as a lathe, his hands lank between his k?wo- brushe
ing the ground, head thrust forward and breathing out of hia

mouth. Micajah Hoe in his Sunday suit because he was fixing to

go live outside and he was getting used to the feeling of being
suited. But Micajah had gone into the firebecause generations of

the code had buried it inside him., All apart loser tm

peas in a pod. ’ ¢ @ .

B
This was how they were and Paw di t\ve any right to

change them, Paw wasnt any act of to change theX¥ law
they had enacted for themselwv {

"Paw," I called, "hold Q

He idled the engine ossed to him.

"I'm coming ou h you.,"

"What abouyt pump ?"

"I'11l be ck™WJust want to see how things aﬁre."

Somebo T tidied up the wreck at old Loockout. Must have
been CVieman Roberts. He.was good at tidying up. I bet he would
be elected again next .aar.

We rolled into the yard and Olivinia met us at the door.
She shook her head,

"Olivinia, you okay?"

She gave me a guick glance and a nod., She didnt seem to want
ta to meet me with a full look. I shrugged. I was learning about
women. #i They could change direction quicker than a duckhawk. She
hasxhamEnx

had been sick and scared last night, now she was had calmly taken

over from Paw while he was in town.
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"Poc Lewis beern out?"™ Paw asked.

":";‘;‘ seen .. ¢ or talon," Olivinia said. She was that

: @eol, Y##/would have frozen on her. I reckoned she was notifying

ﬁa that she had grown up big sinee last night when she had bawlaﬁ
l:uce a baby.
"He ﬁust have gone out to Abigail HHope again," Paw siid.
"Wouldnt have gone by here without stopping," Olivinia
aaid, locking at ne. ' :

he knows i
"CAnt rightly tell. Maybe/the fellow aint so badly sick

after all," I said. %
. "Oh, he's sick alright., I took a lo , 8 bandages.

They not too tight or anything," K\@

I fl# pulled up skKhort.

"hont you go doing any doc\‘\} on the Nigra ¥8Id fellow.

All Paw needs you to do is ¢td

*And what would o .-v had waked up while your paw
was in town? Holler y to Malagoosha?"

I wasnt ou “3\' meeting with her. I followed Paw

out when he wakes up," I said.

inside. We cr th® hall and stood at the dopr into Paw's
room. The 51 still on the bed.
"We co e up a bed for him in the woodshed. You and

1 can move Khim out.th're. He aint too heavy for us," I urged
at his shoulder. .

"Oughtnt to move him now. When he comes to, we'll see."

"Suppose it takes a year? There're stories about fellows
being unconscious for a year. You ever thought about it, Paw?
You ever reckoned on this Nigra fellow being in your bed for
a‘yaar?' A

~ Paw looked sharply around at me. "No need for you to pick

the he#viest bale of hay. Nobody's welcoming you to it.™

He had that way of saying a heap then turning you loose



to wander about looking at yourself.

Olivinia said, "Abner, lets go outdoors. I need to walk."

She had come back to help tdko the weight off Paw. I had
ﬁ;;;;d for town to look after FPete's éao station. But it wi;nt
that I had been running away. I had promised Pete. If it h;d been
anyone elne/::c:he house, I would have gone back to town just the
same., Paw must know that. Oiivinia too.

"You just leave your P@w to decide, Abner," Olivinia said.

"Po decide what? Which way he should jump to hreak his neck?"

“Your Paw showed all 6f us last night. He ¢ what was right."

"You kﬁow how 1§ has always been for co eople 1; the

County. Nobody bothers them much, 80 long keep to them

L 2
selves." K\
"§hat about Lulu Belle?" @
"SHe was different. She ed hand.®

L 2

*She was more than that. ook care of Willi Mae and you

from you were babies. 1 th k around here knew EHHIHE Lulu
Belle and loved her, Y ow that."

“She was d ) Olivinia. But you read Sep's signboard.
That sayﬁ it all. '
#Y aint a ing you, Abmer, but you leave it to your Paw
for now. Wont do hiXm any ¥K good, thinking you're scared and
running for cover." |
Now, its ané think slamming into a fellow for talking out
what he thinks, but its another saying he is a coward. She knew
more ways of riling a man than a mosquite on a summer nighté
i "You go home now, you heﬁr? You go home," I said. :
"You're vexed. Maw says never to talk to a man when he's
vexed., Leave him to lose 1f, like the flui.'

& She had a tongue like a timber rattler.

"I'm going to get that nigger out."
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Her eyes faraway, she said, "He aint much older than you,
did you know? Almost burnt to death in a strange town and he

can
aint much older than you. I keep thinking what/wixix happen

when you leave the County. This could be Abner, lying therew:ll
broken up and far from his folks. Maybe that's how your Paw
thought last night too."

Boy, that sure put my tail up.

"Dont compare me with no nigger!®" I yelled.

"Wasnt comparing you. Only said I thought this because
he aint much older than you.® 6

"How the hell do you know his age?"
*

"A woman can tell." \
I sto &.

I was all tightened up.
*Dont you touch him. Dont t@' touch him," I whispered.

"Abner!" ’Q
"Get the hell out_of lN Go on home."

She grew tall ? urned into fury. She cut me to

ribbons with her to eI only got out alive by yelling, REIXIEKE

"Alright, alri tay and be nurse to this coon if you‘want
.

to. I'm heaging Gack® for town."

I star$ o walk back but a mile down the road, I hitched

a ride with D:e lLewis. I was glad Doc didnt seem inclined to talk.
' fellow

As we neared town, to be polite, I said, "How's the/xfikiaw now,

Doc?® :
*Didnt stop to see," he said shortly. It wasnt until much

,‘N.tnr it occurred to me that I hadnt been suprised by bDoc's

S SRR

failure to look in on Paw.
. L
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The Hammonds had been in the mouktains of west Malagoosha
for throe or fo;r generations before Paw came along. He must haVe
boen the first really lnnesome one among them. A bull wanting his
own field., Paw one t:lm;) said a man ought to ak be able to haulp
on his boots without elbowing a cousin. le said that when he came
of age and got his land deed-, he was ready to pull out. One court
day he mounted his horse anq rode down thavmonntain to Malagoosha
City. After swapping around a spell, he ended owning forty
acres of sandstone and loam. He had an :yo %pa so he did
right well with white burley and raised Qgs and a few head
of cattle. .

After he had built his K he returned up the mountain
for his girl. They were mar® had Willi Mae and me.

I was thinkin \and Willi Mae and everything when
I ¥&X& rolled out o \Me room at Pete's service station.

It was early but d to waking oarly on the farm. I put on
a wind chéate ent outside. I walked down the road, towards
Lgokout, N dy s up but a titmouse hurtling from tree to tree.
ile was on a whirr of wings. I shmdixa shied a stone at his tuft and
he left me alone.

The hnrdtoy ended right outside town and the rest of the
road was crusBed and rolled limestone. It was kept well steamrolled
this near town, but further it it would be pocked and gutted,
eapeéially in the Spring. There vna’K;:;;K ground mist, thin and
watery like rain. I thought of Paw and hoped that Willi Mae, by
some miracle, would show up before it was time for me to leave
for college.

Back at the station, I had a shower and crossed the street

for breakfast. Soon as I was back, Sep Logan's old Chevvy clanked
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in and p@iﬁdﬂ’%@lat the station. Sep rolled down a window and

poked out his hq&ﬁ. Hie was unshaven as usual.

2 a0
"Where's your paw?" he called.

SR
"out on the farm, - g‘l“ﬂq*
wjias he got rid of the nigger yet?"
I shrugged. 1 had an jdea that Sep H&E would hhwve known
whether
£ the colored fellow was on the farm.
"yhat sort of man is your paw turning out to be? You
in on this business with him?"
»in on what?"

nHe's got Jeb's girl out there hel th nurse that

‘ ¢
nigger. What sort of fellow are you? You your girl to

nurse a jigaboo?" :
Sep Logan's one of the @ellova in the County but

he's rough tongued and violo‘@ tra big eye flared _at me.
"You go out an toi?\ga that, Mr Logan," 1 said.

Nﬁo do that right well."”

*Aim to @o
His ha ‘gS.phod the atoering wheel, showing white.
e braced his unPil it cracked. He was a violent man.
u g® out and tell him, Abner. Tell your Paw we're
coming out the tonight. He's to get that fellow off his 3
place by then."

He let in the clutech and the old Chevvy Jjumped like a
whip had been eracked. He rammed past Jeb Coombes'Ml place and
screeched out of town.

About mid morming, Mayor ROberts hailed me down the
street. 1 went over to his office. The two town policemen, Joe and
Shorty, were climbing into the town squad car.I nodded at ¥hem.
Porhnb- they grunted. They were two hard casses.

nyou looking shaggy this morning, Abner. Working too

hard?" Mayor Rgberts said.
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A tidy grin on his face like it had been put there by
a furrow machdne. He is bony and tall, with long arms bent at the
wriatauﬁksfo'his hands slope in, as if repofting for work. He was
not a perscnally popular man but he had got to be mayor one year
when nobody had much hankering for'it, what with hog sickness »
hitting the County from one end to another. Then he worked so
hard at being mayor, keeping the grass around the courthouse lawn
cut and watered, marking the traffic lines in white paint hime-
self so it wouldnt cost the County a cent, smiling at all the
women and asking after their least ‘umns, nobody had the heart to
go after him at the next elections.
"ost folks are shaggy this mo ayor. Too close

to Massacre Day," I said.

"Heard from your paw aha& he asked me?"

"Sure. He told me.;Q
"The law and cust m\ . Got to uphold the law and

Oy
custom. One aint no go dqii\g’ﬂ% the other."

I thought a ;le. Mo matter what I wished, Paw needed
help. "Law does ) ything about not allowing a coloured ‘
man in the hpospi®l,"V I said.

He d at me as if I had stepped on his corns.

%Yhat the law dont pick up, custom do,"™ he said.

"You could help my paw."

liis eyes cold=licked me.,

"What you asking, boy?"

"Same thing as Paw,"

Mayor Rpberts shook his head. .

"Dont know what has come over your paw and you. Aint as
if you're one of these Yankee fellows with the knot in their heads
which makes them have a nigger in their 11v1ng‘roous. You and

your paw are Hammonds. You belong here. What's wrong with you?

. £
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sonehndy’put‘a hex on you?¥ You tell your paw to get that black
fellow ouut of his house." A

yﬂo valked stiff legged back to his office. Boy, had I madw?
him mad?usﬁt 1 had this right good feeling of having backed up Paw.:
RENX It was a fair day at Pete's. I sold gas, tightened a

/cleared

couple of shackle bolts,/Ea#ild a fuel choke, sold a set of spark
plugs to‘an outsider who Jjogged into the station firing on three,
earned fifty cents fitting them because he wouldnt dirty his city

fingers.Meanwhile I kept an eye good on the road to Lookout and

our farm, but nobody much used it. I thought of w foolish Sgp

and Coleman and folks like ki them were. Pus was onlu 1
pushing up that look in his eye. The har squeezed him, the
tougher he became. At least Sep ought ve known that, he had

been friendly with Paw for such a

A 'dozer bulled and<o d up the road past the station.
Mayor Roberts stepped out rch, grinned and waved at the
driver. Coleman Robert turned into politician since we
hﬁd shooed him in, \t any passing tractor driver like every

dy was election

Nothing ened until in the eyening. In the evening, I
had a call from te.

Jeb Coombed sent a kid to tell me I was wanted on the
phone, I was sure he must have been mistaken; until I thought of
the dean up at State Agricultural Cpollege. I hustled over. I hoped
to hear that everyhhing had been fixed up fine and that I should
be in for registration.

| ‘But after I had waved thanks to Jeb and got the durn thing
to my aa;r, it turned out to be Pete.

"This is me, Abner Hammond," I said into the phone.

"Abner!" He almost tore my ear off. "Abner, how the

hell are }ou” boy?'
s
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.Sure it was Pete. 1 would know his voice anywhere. He sounded
real exeited. I hadnt ever used a phone before but I would know i
Pete's woic‘e anywhere. k

"f'm fine, who's this? Pete? Petel Well, boyl"®

"Sure its me. How've things been? How was Massacre Day?'

1 could hear music over the phone. I wondered if they played
music on the durn tping while folks talked. Maybe hh was in some
swank hotel.

*naasue;e pay was fine. Say, where are you?"

wijow's the station? Getting business?"

wgtation's fine. Where are you? naba wotel?™

"How's your paw?"

He's fine. Did you fly down rplane like you said?"
"Sure. Boy, you must t time. How w‘: Massacre Day?”
‘"pine. Listen, Pete, ing in a swank hotel? wWhat's
that music?" V
He laughed. " t %il1l I tell you,. How was Mayor Roberts'

speechM? Anybody to a fight with an outsider?"

"No. No . Except we got a nigger."

"Waat d Be do? Get uppity?"

"No. He busted into Lgokout Rock. A real wreck. Paw's got him
at the house."

»Car too big for him, I kucs-,“ Pete said laughing.

Then while Pete was laughing, I realised for the first time
how scarad the colored man -nst have been. I remembered how the car
htﬂ atdppod by Sep Logan's signboard. He had driven off again slowly,
taking it real easy, making sure he wasnt stopped for speeding. Then
the guns hnd gone off and he had busted away. Taken off like a racoon
with the dogs on his tail. Hhe couldnt have known that this was all

part of Massacre Day. He must have thought that the guns were shooting
a .
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at him. &
"] guess," I said to Pete.
it wasnt like before. 1 was knowing something more. The
poor bastard. I kept talking to Pete.
"Where are you? In a swank hotel?"
Pete laugned some more. 'Hell.‘iou really want to know, dont
you? I'm in Key west."
That was the place the fellows on the radio were always
talking avout. The army and the navy and the airforce were all
down there waiting to see what the Cubans were up to. We had moved
in some heavy stuff, wk ready to mxm clobber @ro and his

Russian friends. " * @

"Key West? What the hell you doi& n there? You Jjoined

the army?"
"No, But I got another s e for you, You remember Lulu
*
Belle?" \
Now what the hell 2 What did that boy set my heart

all a.jmﬁping for? Fo Ne Lulu Belle was, I reckon willi Mae
would be.

A woman v e was saying something and Pete laughed. He
had never be a #orehead, but he was cackling.like a hen now.
Laughing and real loon happy.

wAbner? You tell your paw I seen willi Mae," he said. "And
you know what that fool gal is up to?"

T held on tight to the phone, My hearé was pounding. It
had been years since she left, She had put Paw into a chair and
he rabbit-humped everytime he waited to hear whether she was dead
or maimed. Hathing?gzzz her except the Qingle note Lulu Belle hacd
painfully scrawled for Paw.

:The bhone went dead in my hand. Just went dead, that'o‘all

NoMsound. I called to Jeb. He came over and took it from my hand.
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Hie put it to his ear.
"The R{gqrty' s hung up," he said.
Sure. Me too.
"Its wu Pete," I said.
"He'll call you back if he wants to," Jeb said.
"Hie said he had seen Willi Mae and Lulu Belle," I said.
Jeb Coombes stared at me. lie was Paw's friend and he
l?now how much her going had shaken him,
"weli,' 1'11 be salted down and barrelled,® he said slowly.
Then something else occurred to me. It would be better to
wait to hear from Pete before I told Paw. I wo-%vit to hear
from Pete about what Willi Mae was doinge b@ told Paw.
"nont you say anything to Paw abﬁ\; 8, Mr Coombes,"
1 said. "pont you say anything to @ til I hear from
Pete again.X Ne's got enough {a out . FINKEHENXENENER pont
want to - g
than give him any more unf 11\ business right now."

\\/
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CHAPTER SEVEN

Later in thke afternoon, I went out to the farm in Pete's ey
pickup. Olivinia was in the toolshed. She was washing sheets, Paw
said. Between them, they were running a regular hospital. I looked
in at Paw's bedroom. The colored man was still there, his eyes closed,
breathing roughly.

"How's he?"

"nont like his loocks," Paw said.

*They're tough," I said.

“No tougher'n anybody else," Paw said ahar;%

*llas Doc Lewis been out?" * @

#Aint turned up since the night." \

We went back to the front room old him what Sep and
Coleman had said. As I had expected & es hardened. But I had

to tell him. There was no tell S/ that fool Sep Logan would do

and I didnt want anybody to V >
I sat down in ir, %he old rocker with the frayed

hi

cushions that had b@l s, I put out a hand and the knobs of
the radio were exa@gl reach. Just like Paw, I gave a twitch of
the wrist and h d e tubes hum as power surged in from the battery.
He would work all day in the field and after his wash and supper in
the evening, he would sit in the old rocker and seek news of Willi
Mae thréugh’ i;vom wooden knob.

Paw :f'gaQ and went to the door. He turned back and looked up
at the rire'vi:iaokenod logs thick as hams from which he had gouged the
rafters of " o house. lie had axed the oak after firing them at the
stump and Mdum them for the rafters. The floor was of yellow poplar,
rough eh‘iso’f:%.cd_ but firm as stone. Paw used to tell me how he had

started on 5 hoiu;e himself, withNonly Maw to help. But after a week,

he had 10?& ';';up the trace one morning and seen our kin from the other
Iy
e
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side of ﬁhe HAHHEAXK County coming in. They walked in behind the
waggon carrying their guns and tools to help him build his house.
It was thh first time he had seen them since he had left home.

"We reckoned it was due time for you to commence a~building
your house so we come in to give you a hand," my uncle shadraeh
said.

In a week they had three rooms and a gallery standing. Then
thiey went away as quietly as they had come, Paw added another room, and
then another.

"That CHleman mademe mad all through," d.

"So am I," Paw said so softly, I dnt hear him,

Paw was a sudden man, But he uouQ ike a hound dog
sitting under a tree all night waiting @
he® would solve it with a

oon to come down. He

would look at a problem for hours,
.
- swift decision. And when he went & k, the course he had planned

would be like # main bone in had never mattered to Paw aftere

wards that the decision brought no solution at all,
"The fello ci, in my house,"™ he said. He turned at
the door and look at the open fields and the rocky risings. His

hands and knees ew Jevery inch of the land. He was out there in
snow and sun, coax his needs out of it.

"And on my land,” he said. "Aint nobody going to tell me
how to plow my furrow."

Liks I said, Sep Logan.

Paw turned again and looked at me, "I know those folks out
there, because I know how they walk and spit. But I dont reckon it
goes much further than that. Maybe it shouldnt go any further than
that. It wouldnt work out fine at all for us to know what goes on
inside each other. But what in the name of God do they want? That I

should take up this sick man and throw him outside? Just throw him



¥ | o il B / 53

ont? No. x wont do it."

P

'Itl folks' ways, Paw. Folks have always thought that eolorod
people ought to stay by themselves." %
He shook his head. |
"We dont know who he is. He could be a good Nigra. habs |
of colored people are as good as real foiks. Like Lulu Belle. It
aint senﬁible for Coleman and the rest to Jjust up and say no Nigras
are good. They all knew Lulu Belle. They all liked her., Why, I :
reckoﬁ Lulu Belle could go a-visiting fion one end of the County'to
another and folks would be partial to her."
Of goursel he was right about Lulu Be she was
difforont. By golly, Paw was born uround ha @

doing wasnt right, The trouble was, his @ s up.

let dont let us hand

knew what he was

"I know how you feel, Paw.

them the hammer to nail our h.:lg wall. Coleman and Sep will
have the whole durn County ehi
He whipped aroun ce to me. His eyes cut me to ribbons.
"You shut your , you hear? You be guiet if you aint any
better than a jay brake, What's got to be done muet be

done, is all.®

I waite him to cool.

"Paw, I reckon you're proving. something and there're thiﬁgs
I shoula learn, I'11 hold up."
8A His cy;s were clear when he answered after awhile. "I reckon
80. 1 handt;?t;haught it out but I think Aw that maybe I'm proving
qmi&ing.;lnd}ybo proving we are people and not just E¥ grunt and
h-,g'e«tzr:n“-’.‘i Or upyba Jjust proving."

A | ‘ei‘réﬂ him. He stood there, just saying it. He had a way of

lmking yw] foel clean ‘again.

“ '11 be bucking a lot of folks. They wont cotton to it."

cl\.lw can has hardly do what he thinks is right without
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bucking a lot of folks."

"Mayor Roberts is géing ax rough and tumble against us.
' He can bring some powerful law down on us."

"Aint breaking any laws. Aint hurting anybody o;cept
myself. And maybe you." .

He looked guickly at me and I didﬁt duck from his eyes e
although I wanted to. Sure, I was relieved to remember that soon
I would be going away to’collego; it was a comfortable thought
from which this Hammond made no effort to escape. 1 would be

leaving Malagoosha County, away from the froze aces and the

spit over the shoulder and the grudging would follow

‘ A 4
us iammond afterwards. \
"You hurting, Abner?" Paw sa &e y:

He had lines on his fuc.;@le, capable hands, proud

hands which had always been tﬁ and taught me much. lHe was
my Paw. ) \

“Not hﬁrting o anclnt wait to meet Sep when he comes."
N\

#How about P station?"
“The h ete, The station can wait."
Pawand wént out to close the split rail gate just

at darkening. old Olivinia we were going to see after the
animals. Paw moved carefully around, showing me where to stand
and it was then I had an inkling of the sort of man he was. Bqt I
should have remembered that he was from rough mountain country
where they didnt think it amiss to pop off at each other.

Sep and his seven sons came in their old automobile. They
came without lights, but they saw the split rail fence whitish in
the dher Whin the car stopped, Paw‘stcpped from the shadows of
some sycamores and said, "Sep?"

w

You could almost hear them jump.

Sep sald angrily, "Abner, what's this? You barring folks
T |
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from your 1ané?'

"Got a sick man in there, ENEX Sep. He needs the quiet.®

Now Sep knew that Paw was bucksawing him and it didnt
make him pleased. But Sep was a nice fellow, one of the nicest
men in thie County and he wasnt-againat getting Paw to see reason!.

*I sent a mesbage with Lil' Abner today," he said.

"Got your message, Sep, but I reckon the fellow's too
sick to move," Paw said, reasonable as anything.

The silence got like pelt. You could feel it.

Then Sgp said, "We'll take him off you, Abner.,"

¥%Gently, Sep?"

"Right gentle, Abner." * \Q

"Yhere will you take him?"

But the soft talk suddenl o much for Sep's brood.
They had been shifting arou & car and now one of them
yelled, 'ﬁe'll.shove him i;f that's wherel"”

We could HEHX heaBMmw Sep backhanded him. 4t cracked

like a pistol.

Paw said y, "Now you take them home, Sep. GO home."
"That hristian, Abmer. W& come to take the sick
fellow off ds . " i

“fYou got as mueh Christianity as a copperhead. Go home."

Sep stepped out of the automobile, followed by his hulkipg
sons, They came out in the night, big shouldered and menacing.

‘"We aint leaving without the nigger," Sep said.

Paw moved Beside me and I felt the brush of his scattergun.

"gep, I've got the scattergun with me. It wont be the first
tinaia Knmuondrxx has had to put a gun on fool folks, guess you
know that. Now you take yourself and your cubs from my premises."

‘Senatggng went into Paw's voice. On and off, in some of

his moments, he would talk a little about the feud his folks had

i
3



fought for years before he was born and during his boyhood. 6neo5
Uncle ﬂatt had jokingly nsked whether Paw's folks didnt hold Qhoir

own Mao;acre Day. Paw could handlo a gun like a limb off his “hét

this was not unusual in a land where most men could shoot betﬁir

: S
than fairly. A kind of furriness had crept into Paw's voice ‘Q\

and was crawling along the mape of my mneck. I knew what 1t wﬁﬁ;\;
pPaw's voice vﬁi telling me that he was ready to kill.

"paw," I said softly, buﬁ I dont believe he heard me.

miove, Sep," Paw said flatly. "Now."

And Sep moved, e went sideways, walking on the edge of
his feet., liis eyek muot have been flaring ‘%r
standing in the dark, Paw could have m&g

a field of corn. @
They snaked off, the two d nes, Hiram and Japheth

babbling abuse at us but go the same. For no man there

that evening but had neav 11 in Paw's voice. They piled

into the autonobile “g!~ in the clutch so fast, the motor

. He knew that

own like a mower in

stalled. Whenlﬁ! ing, one of the boys took leave of us

withi,

at er-dovin' Hammondsi"

It didnt craw me none. I was too busy letting the
tightness out of my gut, Paw stood rigid as wood. A carved man
with thb’backiof his head glued to the aycamore. A sudden man t00.

He had me scared. But loving him so $iercely, 1 wanted to yell it.
|
I
{4

Iy

We wdre almost at the gallery when we heard Olivinia call.

Paw and'méﬁy‘ht‘in fast through the door and met her in the hall.

h”5*§ere up like the night had turned colder than it was.
,q

e
"Tha ad colored man. lHe's waking."
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We hustled into Paw's room. There had been a ehnnge% : b3

alright. liis breathing had changed. His head was jerking on Paw's
pillow. lie groaned often and his body twitched under Paw's sio@ |

His black face glistened with sweat. He looked like a heathen
J‘;‘ 2

8
?‘ ?\,‘ 7 " \ /
Olivinia stood back to the wall. Her knuckles were ﬁroés%ﬁy‘.T:

idol which had somehow strayed into Paw's bed.
to her mouth., She was staring at_the‘mah, deep black and bhiﬁﬁﬁg{
with sweat. His hlnds were outside the sheet, long fingered‘and

cut finely. I wondered if he had got those hands picking cotton.

I wondered whamhe was. @
 Paw went to the washstand and togk @ from the rack.

He crossed back to the bed and wiped th(\

it gently. The parts he wiped were a% red afterwards. I
hadnt ever seen a black man turn a ored. It must be the

sickness. Paw pulled down thé& sWleeth The shoulders were naked EB

s face. He wiped

down to ghere the bandag be at the chest. The shoulders were
beakutifully muscled., et 8 they had a ripple, like a cats.
Paw tested the ban “ﬁthb looked up at us. I didnt know what
showed on my f he motioned us with his head to leave the
room. I shool my Nead back. Oli¥inia didnt seem to have noticed.
Paw hitfhed a chair to the bed and sat. The night had
warmed up. Insects slapped against the mosquito wiring at the open
window. Paw rose and pulled the curtain over the window. He went
back to the chair. He drew the sheet dbwn to the Nigra's waist. I'
looked at Olivinia and I said, "Paw."
He looked up angrily at me. Nobody talked. We only looked.
The waist was slender as a giri's but widened at the rib cage. The'
bieepa/é;;i big and black against Paw's sheet. I wanted to;puko.
No matter that I was backing Paw, it couldnt keep the sickness outi
of my gut. Sep and the others were right. The sambo should have beon

in the ¥HNEEEMMEE toolshed.
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. The Nigra tossed suddenly and mumbled something. We didmnt™.
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catch the words.

"Fatch a glass of whisky," Paw said to Olivinia.

She didnt seem able to move at all. She was looking at th@é
big Nigra man like he would leap at her if she moved. I went fori
the gléss of whisky. Paw used it to wet the fellow's forehead and
his nostrils. He came awake.

He came awake quietly and immediately. Like an animal. The
eyes opened and fixed on Paw. They locked on Paw's face and then
I could see them trying to loosen their hold as ey took in the
white man's features. He tried to twist his only managed
; few jerky movements. The eyeballs twit;’ Paw's face and
hunted the ceiling and slid down the &113. They met Olivinia
and hung for awhile. They wandered er and found me.

We seemed to look at eagh for a long crazy time without
aﬁy feeling between us, H eye re bilg in his face.X The pupils
a deep black. Our glanags me d clashed around like glass taws
and then we both 1 e\y.

Paw said, ou” hear me?X Do you understand?"®

He di andwer. le closed his eyes, The fingess twitched
on the sheet.

""Open your eyes and look at me," Paw said quietly.

We thought the fellow maybe hadnt heard but his eyes opened
and he looked at Paw.

‘wYour automobile crashed. We ;re taking care of you.%¥Aint
no cause for you to worry. You hear, boy?" :

I didnt reckon Paw was hopeful that he could stop the fellow
from worrying. Maybe he was just hoping to shake the worry a little
80 it wouldnt lodge too snug. But I would bet a dollar to douggnﬁts
the fellow wasnt feeling not-toe-worry, waking up to a I¥ circle :

of white folks faces around him.
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I thought Paw would feed Nhim some ofthe whisky. Smarten up

his tongue so he would talk. Tell us who his people s, S 1d3\\

ol

fetch him there. Take this lousy load off the backs of the H

s¢ we could go aboqt our rightful business. But Paw wasnt doing';
that at all., Paw was going real good, making like a hospital.
'You heat some of @hat soup, Olivinia. Let's get something
inside him."
Paw sure was doctoring ﬁonight. But his nurse seemed to
have run down her batteries. She didnt seem to have heard. She
was bracing the wall with her back and ‘'staring agmthe Nigra.

#1'11 get 1it, Paw.“ I said disgustedly. 'y deader'n

tg;t fellow."

That got her off the wall. K\
»@-

"No no no, I'll get the soup, bled, brushing past me

to the kitchen. *

"It was Paw who fed h@n . He steadied the fellow's

head in the crook of hi e he spooned in the soup from the
bowl held by Olivin hadnt asked to help and Paw didnt ask me
either. He was r utting in time. I wondered who would be
taking out the NigMa's slops. Had Paw thought of that? Had old Doc Paw
Hammond thought that? ‘

The soup didnt go down smoothly. The muscles of his throat handt
yet come out of shock. Some of the soup bubbled back in the spoon
and ran down the sides of his mouth in two streams.

‘"He's a pig. That's ho§ they eat," I said. I hadnt noaht for
it to come out aloud.

Paw {;emnod'around on me, spilling soup as he did so.

" ™The &oy’s sick, you hear? You wouldnt NXKE have been any
betéer if yFﬂ were sick as he is!"™

“Okay, bkay. Paw," I said. "1I'm norry Okay?*

Ha l‘! glared at me before he went back to doctoring I went
b
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back to w%nderins/illx the hell dia it so matter if I ribbed the
Nigra a bit.

"You get some sleep now, boy. You rest good. You'll be ;
alright here," Paw said.

: The colored man had been pushing glances at us in turn
vhilg he ate. I had caught his eyes once or twice and I had the
feeling he wasnt so scared, as curious about ¥XX us. I wondered
if he had been visiting around here. Perhaps he was related to one
of the colored families in Malagoosha, I didnt think so. He would
have known about Massacre Day and not taken off like the Klan waé
after him when he heard the guns. I hoped he Wo remember who
he was. That .bne would be a humdinger. gor Q‘ I had read some=-

place that accidents could do that to o » That would be just

fine and dandy for us, to be -tuek Nigra guest,
"let's try getting someth u of him. Like his name, who
he is, where's he from, who folks,™ I said.

Paw shook his hoad osi oeboh. Paw wasnt going to discom»

mode his patient. B Xr day britches on that.

"We got to s folks, Paw. So they can come for
him. This guy' olks Jjust like anybody else. They'll be
anxious abo h

The snake o0il didnt do much to Paw. He finished tucking in
ie shebt. He motioned us out of the room as he turned down the
wick of the lamp.

‘He said out in fhe hall, "No good talking to that fellow
now, son., le's too sick."

~But sick or not, he had understood me. Our eyes had met
Just before Paw turned down the light and he had understood me
ulrigﬁt. He hadnt been too sick for that. )

Olivinia and I went out to the gallery. W, watched the fire-

flies and slapped mosquitoes.



‘{f“""‘\@ 61 ‘ & )
"We'll get you out of here in the morning. Dont want{yﬂ&‘

to ho a nurse to a Nigra. Like Paw." e

"wasnt much help to him in there," Olivinia said. "I nu-t
be more helpful to poor Mr Hammond."

So I bulled in on her.

"What do you mean, helpfulé what do you want to do? Hold
that Nigra's hand? Youleave that to Paw. You're getting out af;
nore tonight.® ' A%

"¥For all the good I was to your paw, I ought to be out of

here already." % . fl

. '”'v "What came over you? You stared ike he had put gt
hex on you. The colored man, I mean." 1-\
"It was him coming awake. n your paw's bed and all.
When he was asleep, I got al: smart. But then he woke and

beganélooking around, looking& , like he was part and parcél
with us folks, and - and sSme ng happened. It wasnt the same

again. He had come imtoNus. Dont know if I put it rightly, but I

know I wanted tg g and run harder than a KX possum on Hound
Dog D‘yo "
"You be scared of him," I said, feeling to hug her

" for her voice was so young and scared, making me THEX stand XAK

taller than timber. "He cant get to you. He's flat on his back
auyiny. But he try anything, we show him what we do to uppity
niggers in Malagoosha County."
ke Olivinia fanned herself with her apron. The night was
surﬁ'prickly. but it would turn cool later.

"Taint that, Abner. Not scared or anything. But it was

jnaf like I Has seeing something I didnt have any right seeing.

f
Fellow liko’thnt. you see him toting a sack of potatoes, or
breaking chks for the railroad track, it aint a thing to turn

vour head io look at. Reckon when you come down to it, you dont
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‘ in the house,

see him at all. But lying/amiXXKEXE on a clean sheet, his shoes
off and we fussing sround him, it was like I was looking through
;@,dpor I aint ever seen opened. I mean it - it - it was like
‘nobody should have gone and opened it. "

It made some sense to me but I couldnt rightly put my
:finger on it, I understood Olifinia. what she was saying, Sut

I couldnt have said it any different. It wouldnt have come out

any better. We were talking to each other on the inside, the way

you untied a knot, your head learning the twists and loops long

before your fingers were ready. : Q
: "We'll move him some place. Fel‘s ng to fret

with Paw if we keep him here. They're g get lumpier, the

longer we keep him in the house."
B8 Olivinia was leaning d& llery post, looking up into '

“the night sky. The sky was aﬂx@lﬂod tonight. It was warm for

October. It promised a co winter. Maybe we would get frosts
early. Olivinia look etty enough to eat.

"Once, whe s "little, I remember my paw had a mule,"
she said. "Bro eg one morning feeding too far up the high
rock. Fell o@mt of thh rock was slippery. I was no more
than big 'un to a toadstool but I followed Paw up the high rock
and saw the mule lxing there. That old mule didnt look right,
lying there. He was strong an;d pulled powerfully on Paw's plow. His
‘hooves were big. His legs were big and dirty and strong. Hé was
used to toting and pulling. Now he was lying there, with Paw and
the other men fussing ardéund him. But suddenly our eyes met, me
and that old mule. And then I saw in his eyes that he could feel.
He could = hurt." ; | A

"What didéyenr paw do?"

"Had to ‘n-h‘oot him.,"

"Sure," ; said.



i P = e o

She looked sick at me, I didnt ought to have said‘iﬁ sé
bold. Could have socaped it up a little. Because I didnt really
mean Qe chould shoot the Nigra man like that old mule. Just rid ourselves
of thétirouble, was all. I had been only funning, but she sure looked
sick at me. Hell, folks dont lynch a quarter's worth of what it
had been in Paw's time. Uncle Matt had MKEE said once in Jeb
Coombes' that it was a good thing they didnt too. lie had been a XX on
a few when he was younger, and he didnt think it did white folks
any beftor than it did to black folks.lIt took a lot of corn likker

to draﬁn it out of your system for weeks afterwfr he said. Uncle

.
{3

Matt was one ofthe nicest fellows in the o

*They kept that old mule frmn(\ering, you ever thoi’;ght

of that?" I asked. @
: & She turned her face aw 1 ing out at the night.

"jie used to be a g\ e. He hauled a plow better
than any we ever had."

A Nigra m snt mule, no matter if Sep Logan held

that 1t'waant a si i them like coons. Sep was a nice fe}lbw
too, except for black folks and Jews and Catholics more than

was good for W\ man
_ . V/ :
”Comf)uﬁiiiit§>lﬂtaka you home," I said. "You leave the

doctoring to Paw now that the Nigra is awake."
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lle woke wideawake out of the deep shock coma. Hefv;g :
immediately aware of strangeness. He laild stock stillbeeau§§ he
‘had been trained to carefully check out all the facts of sound
and contact before betraying his cover of sleep. Barty Lowe
had taught him well, the basic principles of staying alive. The
Brooklyn Irish had been cheerful about the milk waggon guys who
cane'avake with a clatter. Grunting and scratch like a boarder
in a rooming house basement. Somebody usual ow made a mess

, 4
of them, Barty said. See it dont happen :.N\‘ Barty said. Barty,
u.

the big white killer who could love a ith the same rapacity

with which he would slit a throatﬂ':‘o dark and fearful place
that was the South, Sam Dodgg
that he was in enemy terr tory\

The light aliYa slit he made at his eyes. When

the instant knowledge

the focus became clea he saw the white man's face bending

close to him., Theg s ly white with the incongruous blue eyes

and the cruel S hin mouth of a Caucasian man. Sam Dodger
smelled cracke the room. There was a screaming inside his skull.
A screaming to run and run and run. He tried to get up and rum but
his body Ki¥ would not answer the pull of his brain. He knew he

was tossing and groaning, but that was all he could manage.

' Sam Dodge opened hip eyes into the white man's. lils eyes
Jumped nhéut in confusion and fear, up to the ceiling and along
the walls. le saw the girl. She was very young, and she was scared.
- She was étraight hick, homespun from the loom in her print frock,
bui”cioanVAQd pretty looking. THNEK His eyes found the boy.

" Yeah, Sam Dodge ng;d. There he was. One of them. The young

guy atnﬁdi@g near the door. He was one of them alright. You always
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kihew. Tﬁe boy had the sneer and the fear-hate on his face. ‘he
kill-safe that made them do it to you like a holy deed. KXqugﬁ!
A shadow interposed between him and the light and Sang
Dodgo saw the older man bending over him. The older guy seemed
okay, but you learnt not to trust thair looks. Sometimes the
kindest looking ones turngd out to be asking whether your wife
was to home, or whether you could lend them your sister.
The older guy was talking to him. He HKheard evéry word.

His head was being washed clean with pain. le was taut as a

He couldnt for the 1ife of him tell whet

piano key. The pain was mainly rooted at his ck and chest.
ad legs under

the sheet. He seemed to have lost cont n there. He wondered
with an awful sick feeling whether s 'paralysed., He knew he
could talk. He could feel his t\‘ his mouth and the water
at its roots. His tongue ‘a , ready to explode into gpeech,
but Irish Barty always saigs\‘; ; should hold something up his
sleeve, Whether a gun or just a pilece of knowledge

the other mob know about.

it along with the older guy. opening his
eyes and @li g for his soup. Maybe the old guy wasokay. He
had turned sharp on the punk for calling him a black pig.
They left after the old man had turned down the lamp. The kid
seemed to be his son but ke Sam Dodge didnt get the girl's
relationship. .

{San Dodge came cautiously alive. He explored the bandage
ar&ﬁnd“ﬁ;s chest. lle groped about his face and felt the unl;kbly
 bald -kull. He found his Iega. in splints. Brother, he was a 7
wrnck. Yéu could say it &gnin. A wreck. Poor Sam Dodgo a wreck
_lnd cant up on Mister Charlia’u doorway . 1
Ea f He went back ovar what had happened. He had seen the huge

v
R
el

1
{

e
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son of a bitch looming over him just before the car hit. He had
seen the big white dirty son of a bitching rockdisputing his
way just befome he socked it. Before it had crunched him and
;pat him out with a couple of broken legs and Ged khows what
else torn inside him.‘

It appeared thtt.he hadnt been badly burnt, except perhaps HR
under the bandages. Somebody must have dragged him out fast. ile
knew a good deal about combustion engines. Iie knew roughly what
would have gone on when the damn car hit. Only luck, or somebody,
co:xld have saved him frén being cklharred al% Luck and a lot

&

*
The thought brought him up & in crashed in from all

gsides and pushed him back on th %nin.

e Godammit, they mu ulled him out. They must have
busted into the blazing au% pulled him out. A goddam Whitey,
a couple of lousy crack st have done it, But of course 1t

Nll, would white people have gone into a

? To save his loused up black life?

of help.

didnt add up. Why

fire to pull
d through his mouth whilve the pain subsidgd
t it. He was on Whitey's bed. He could smell
white man on the bed. The aei’id. hateful white smell. He had to
get out b‘ef}ore they put any ideas they had to work. le wanted

kiré"t of all to know how badly hurt he was.

i
J

Sam Dodge knew his body. He kneiwits capabilities. He
had always been curious about itHE. lle had ' brcught 1t to a peak
of perfection and taught himsélf to trust it But he was ready
also to &IIKIIKiXX!XX disavow it for he had seen too qay guys
like himsé}f whilimper and beg a dirty brokpn bbdy to Qb capable
a while lmnger. Just to hold out a little 1ong¢r. Enou@x to
roach wheqewa man could grapple with the 1q;£ A@nuos.

i i

=i
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encounter. But the body was mindless; it hac no integrity by

e

4

itself. It had no goddam inner grace, that was for sure. It

ey

could go on the whiteli man's side. It was, at ease on the white.jg,
man's bed, satisfaction in every sinew, His flesh was hungry for
reassﬁrance while his mini.ras tearing itself apart to depart
!KlelﬁIﬁXXXﬁ! Mister Charlie's hospitakity.

Sam Dodge probed in his head to find out about the :
state of.his body. He ran hismind down the back of his head and
over the arch at his neck and searched between his shoulder blades.
He knew his back was not broken for he had s almost, untilJ
the pain had thrust him flat again. They t ectorals were
sore but that was about all. His gut od. No damage there
that ho could feel but a sawbones ow more. Only the stupid
legs. Those two were broken i . fnd that was another thing.
Why hadnt they taken him to ital? Most of the hospitals

: *
would have a wing for co edafolk. Filled,and not very clean,

but still/::;;; ve ‘h‘:{ Instead he was INXXMEXBXMEX put in the
danger area, Am @ itter, harsh, hate smells. It was a smel.?.
you ta§¥od. 1ife had been cut and drawn to know and ?
jdentify th@smgll. From the time hh was born.

Sam Dodge was borm in 1932. In a slats-and-shingle
three-room cabin on the edge of the property. His pérenta sharo-“
croppeéffor the cabin and a couple of acres of dry, sandy soil
upcountry from the w#terched. His maw sang in the choir of
the colored Southern Baptist across the creek. The town was
oailadgﬁizareth, Ky., and Hoover was waiting in the Whit§ lHouse
for FDR to come riding down Pennsylvania Avenue, the big election-
ocring griA turned grim by accession to officei.

& s;m Yodge would havo stayed in the South. But 'hat

shaped Sam's }nture was the store credit which had hooked his folk
{ ;
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’p thoy dangled from crop to crop like catfish on a line., With
no place to go but the skillet. One day his paw had gotten sore i
and clipped the white storekeeper so badly, they had to wire hisi%
Jaw. His paw would have got away with ten years on the roadgang, :

took him to jail,
but he fought the deputies who/FiMEXEE¥XNINY They sent the body

W

to Sam's MANY mother.

What ahaped San s future was the weather=blackened
sang
church down the creek where his mother was/contralso solos,

Folks told her there was money up north for good hymn singing
rode in
voices. So one day they/KEHKXXHEBK the coloregpartment on

a railroad train, going clickety clackety dom sitting
2

wooden
upright on a/W#¥¥EN bench, through Loud and Lexington and
Charleston, up through Pittsburg an ton and New York
Kentucky

State, and south again down Seven& ue, the/red dust BX still

blowing in their ears. L 2

They had be lmx Sam thought. Singing in the
e basement, his mother was given a

chloir of the AME ch * % ;
clean, large room 11l one for him on the third floor back

y East
of the browns oufe at/125th Street near Mount Morris park.

In 19&2, sh wasWworking godd. it was wartime and the Mister Char?lie's
dovntown wer isposed to check your hair for kinks when they u
needed personnel. Sam and his mother moved to a better place on
St;Nicholas Avenue, Sam was happy for a long time just being 1h“
the‘hoﬁSe. A nice stone house with just three apartments. XXXHAN
Their apartment had a chipped but clean marble X#il washl tub,
flush toilets iK# that never failed to work, and a square of
garden\af the back. With his mother working every day, there was
;lwiys'fodd in the icebox. His first tentative exposure to Harlem
was when he was enrolled in the public school on Eighth Avenue
three blocks over from St Nicholas. It didnt take him long to

lose the downhome accent and escape the teasings. The fact that,
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A a‘ng his peers, he was &g and strong, helped comsiderably.
sam Dodge had never been soO free in his life as he
vns.in Harlem. The comfort ef all those black faces around him,
the feel'bf money in his poecket, the richness of life in the -treet.
Sam grew up unafraid. True he had a brush now and then with the
white cops on the beat, but if there were minorities 15 Harlem,

. they didnt lokk like Sam Dodge. A guy could stand at 1h5th and
Lenox Avenue and piss of a yell fit to rip the cornice from the
roof of the Hotel Theresa twenty blocks away, and all the faces
that turnéﬁ to look at him would be fleshed in at warm cocoa
browncolor with which the good Lord had an s Chosen Folk.

Harlem was the place for f‘ z The rfooftops and
the river. Mount Morris Fark and th arts on Seventh Avenue
where the green vegetables were k& 1 by a sprinkler can 8O
they smelled like downhome an. oaked Spring day. The only
glimpses ¥ Sam Dodge hadq@f wh e faces was when he played down
in the subway statio nd HilBW4Y express trains flashed by
with their loads \own and the pronx. Or in the automobiles
that stopped lizhts, the pale, trapped faces looking through
fﬁhe window t a that noisy black freedom outside. The sweet

- hl.aci freedom ey had ghought was ijmprisoned in the ghetto.

Sam liked_it in Harlem.

et

e
J =
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Paw used to say that next to mule knowledge, what made this
country great was when they buttoned teats to the auto. He claimed that
after these United States were midwifed on mules, we suckled on the auto-
mobile. It produced a generation that grew to like the idea of going
farther faster., So if there had been another gas pump in town, Pete would
have lost some customers by the time I got back framthe farm. I had to
smwhmmmauuwmcﬂymmumwm“mtto
a burying. W@sdthmmmﬁuﬁmpﬁth the other,
Ihuatlodunlineandmtthumllinsmwladmmthayhcardot
the burying. After thaywrethrmgh.lmdm the apron and cleaned
up before going across the streed/for supper. I had just about finished
when Jeb Coombes hailed me to say I was wanted on the phone.

1 got over there fasty excited that it could be Willi Mae.
Slminzthrwghmétor,lddddednptothobooth,bangeduahinsa
couple of times as I squeezed in and shut out the astonished faces in
Jeb's. .

"Hulle®® I yelled into it. "Thet you, Wil —== I mean Pete?

There was a lot of noise and somebody was singing mountain songs

Holanwa.
but not good as {alarBelle, The phone gave a few clonks as if somebody
had dropped it and then I heard Pete's voice.

"Hullo! Hullol"

It went again and there was a confused noise of voices.

"Pete =e== Pete ==-- what's going on?" I yelled.

He came back but a lot crazier than before.

"Listen, Abner, that sis ---- you know what that fool sister
of yours doing? I tell you, she's =—==i"

The phone went dead, but not before I had made out Will:Mse's
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voice yelling something at him. I stood there heiplessly looking at
it before I hung up. I had my hands in my pockets and my shoulders
rabbite-hunched like Paw's when I shambled out of the booth. Folks in
the store stared at me and Jeb said, "Anything the matter, Abner?"

I shook my head and went out. I couldnt make head or tail
of it but there was a lot of worry in it. Pete had sounded angrier
than a scalded cat and I was sure that was Willi Mae who had screeched
something before the phone was hung up. I didnt know what was going
on., If that goddam Pete would only ring when he could talk. I went
inte the station and locked up and went to lay down on Pete's bed. I

Hosanni

rolled a pillow under my head, turned on his radio and got JikucSeilre
singing 'Hlee, raw, my Dinah gal. Her veoice was clean as a piney wood.

Icmldnttaﬂ?awanm'f.,unmlmm. Hevould\
only worry, and he had enough on his'mind right now for we were both
waiting to see what Sep Logam wotild do. I would have stayed the night
at Paw's but mﬁavgl‘n'}”oat He sald I had promised Pete to stay with
the gas station and that was it. But with one of his grins made richer
by their infrequency; he showed me the shotgun and said Sep would be
the worse off if he showed up, I hadnt quite dozed off when a rapping
came at the window., I figured it was somebody coming in late for gas
so 1 called "Caming," and threw a coat on. Then I heard my name called
in a whisper and recognized Olivinia's wvoice.

“Dent turn on the light," was what she whispered.

There had been a catch in her voice that made you think she was
liable to bust out bawling anytime., I eased guickly outside and met her
under the overhang by the washroom. In the glow of the street light, her
eyes shone at me out of the shawl covering her hair. I wondered how she

had got here from Jeb Wishaw's, I could smell the night scent on her, the
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yang,_ sweet slegp*"si’veat, the bed sweat that was flogging wme oo

&

put my arm on her and say Kitten, Kitten, but not knowing if she
would :::: my head off.

"Kiss me, Abner," she whispered. ;

Bold as a puppy she was., But I wa;nt going to have her believe
I was a darn cottontail, so I kissed her. She came into me, easy as
water, an& i smelled her hair and xks felt the flow of her along mev
and feckoned there was nobody I would rather marry after all,

"Hlow did you get to town?"

'; borrowed your paw's car. My paw's gone with Sep Logan," she
said. But that didnt make sense, I had taken her% myself.

"How did you get back to my paw'Ks?] I@ .

"Walked. Walked somé.x I went back&\ou mean to be mad, then

h as my Paw going over

get it over with. There are other thim@
to see Sep’LOgan. Sep’'s calling ak gd§hefing."

Q up, but I hadnt reckoned on

I had known something w

Sep calling a gathering so ckl But in a way, it was a good thing.

They were all Paw's fr x y would stop Sep from doing anything
foolish, That was ho ooked, i

*What's S ? He going in the lead?"

"They'v ne) to see Uncle Matt. Sep is gathering them in to
go with him to Mayor Roberts. They'ré going to ask the mayor to put
the law on your paw so he'll give up the colored man."

"Paw aint going to."

Noffpﬁr who had taken up his gun already. They should have
coaxed the stubborn old mule instead of pushing him. Now he was
sitting down in the trace. It would take some skinning.

'he may have to," Olivinia said. "The whole Gounty will go
agﬂin;t him for taking the Nigra's side against Sep. You know that.X®

Sep told my paw that you were there with your
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Paw holding a scattergun on him,"

"On him? He alone?"

"He said his sons were there too but he had to hold them back
when they wanted to jump you. Says he didnt want no killing and they
would have taken you easy."

"Yegh, easy," I said, recalling with a grin how they had sloped
off careful as 'possums in a meadow., "When they coming in to see the

mayor?"

"Soon's they've been around to the rest."

"Where's ;ﬂﬁfm car?" '

"I left it down the street. Didnt want anybedy to see me coming
here,"

P PG . (AL pit )

"(kay, you go on back now, WJ

"Abner, I'm on your sidey"

"Sep called us nigger-lover. Its bad to be called that."

She was smiding at me now. "So what do I care what they call
you? Teesgesreside, I'm your girl." .

It wig Med, She felt good along me although I was a little
scared hoiﬂng her but I guess girls do that to all the men. You hold
them and you lmow they're strong as hickory yet you wonder if they'll
break. I took her back to the car and she headed out of town., Then I
went back to the gas station for Pete's pickup.

I kept the headlamps on until I was at the front of the house;
didnt want hm to think somebody was sneaking up on him, I switched
off and climbed down facing the door and called, "Paw, its me,"

o

Uik

His voic? came from behind me. "Sure, son, go on in,
I spun startled. He was bulked up in a heavy wind cheater,

the shotgun cradled in his arm. By God, I thought, Paw's like them
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old Indian fighters you reag about. Tho car was in the front yard
“ where Olivinia had left it.She was inside the house.
"Paw, you hear Sep's gone to see the Mayor?"
He chuckled. "Snre; So I was just going in out of th§
chill. ¥Wasnt sure whether he wouldnt have doubled back hoping t;
catch me, But 1f.he's gone to the Mayor, then he's going to be legal.'.
"He's getting Uncle Matt and the others to go with him." g
"They'll go." '
"I figured maybe they wouldnt."
"They will. When Sep tells them the tgpeuble I went to
getting him and his sons off my land, they W %udder than a

catamount that I havent given up as they They will reckon

its time they knuckled my head." iie eh again.

'Suppbse the Mayor gets q‘;h order against us?"

"for keeping folks‘p nd? Shucks.®”

"He's mayor. Maybe h #s the power,"
¥We were sit e dark. Paw got up and 1lit a lampX

in the living room.

i had gone into the colored man's room.
aid, nodding at the room.

wn in the rocker and rocked a little.

#Goo we can expect. That aint my worry. My worry;ia.
.how are we?" .

I didnt have anf answer for that. I had never had much
success answering Paw's KNBHN¥X83IX heavier mail. lHe was doing what
he called think-talk and he didnt expect much of a reply from me
anyway . Heftook a time answering. He spoke softly, looking.downi

"A man must be able to do what he wants in hiq own house,

\

short of ﬂeal bad crimes. I aint much on learning, but ¢ t'a how
this stato;and this nation was brought up. Nobody's going,to make it

any different, not if we dont let them. And I guess our bu*iness.

%
¢ W

all folks ?usinesn, is not to let 'em." %
g\ ; : { 3
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I knew what he meant. lie had raised me and taught me

‘movre than I h&d got frbmb boéka. He had ,(.paug}fxt me not by talking,
but by domg. Ha had taught me how to get up early in the morn:lng
and to gulp the hot sorghum and coffee and ‘go out to harness the
mules and cmenea the working and the sweating by which we kept
owning this land. We owned it and we kept the fences tight .He had
taught xn me that the way to respect our neighbors was by keeping
our own fences tight.

"] think I'd better stay on h_ere."

"No need to."

"Olivinia oughtnt to hm-re. come back @ her paw's."

Hle didnt argue. We sat talking a dozing. It had

been a heavy night, driving Olivinia ho, \ en back to towh and

hustling Pete's gas station. Q |
One time I woke and Lea ble of voices in Paw's

room, Olivinia was lying on a rug over her. Paw wasnt in
the living room so I guea“Vl;\ugra fellow must have woke and
Paw was in there tal with%him. I hoped ’rt;e"found out whers the
boy ‘\u. from, s0 W d ot_hin off our backs. 1 was too sleepy
to go see what the fellow were talking about. At dawn,

Sep and the t of them hit ut.

R
>
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CHAPTER EIGHT

% A fug hung close to the ground and they came to us out of;it.
1 woke when Paw shook me. Light was playing all over the walls and
streaming about on the floow.

wA bunch of automobiles coming. Guess its them," Paw said.

1 jumped up and ran to the window. I counted four eafs. The
lead one was ¥su Jjust halting before the house. Paw took up thé shot=
gun and motioned for me to follow. He opened the door and leaned the
gun against the jamb. He stepped beyond fhe door and the headlights
picked him up. The cars stopped. Groups of sile%ﬂen came out

and stood off. We could make them out in the@ reflection.
2

"Hold up, Mayor," Paw said. ‘
wAbner," Mayor Roberts said, m‘b& a friendly visit.”
"Right friendly, at this ho " said drily. ngspecially
that Sep's with you. Last tiﬂiz\!~ % wasnt so friemdly."
J

There were Uncle Ma““‘éi Wishaw, Jilson swift, Micajah Hoe

and all of Sep's sev Y a couple of others I didnt make out.
Theﬂfog washed gho about them.
T heardWb sep's visit, Abner. The report wasnt good."
wAbnerth wha) the hell's come over you?" Uncle Matt asked.
wNothing that wasnt there before, Matt," Paw said.
*Yhy you making all this trouble over @ Nigra?"®
Paw took a 1ittle while to answer. fie said, "Now that you
ask it, I reckon that's because part of it is‘our own fault.”
boums [ give me hatl® Unsle Mats barked angrily.
"I mean, maybe its our fault why 0%9 Lookout has stood there
so long wﬁiting for somebody to come along and bust himself over it.”

X Ma fr Roberts held up his hand. "Wait a minute, Ah?er, We

i
3

always figured on changing the road around it. You know /that. It was

5

ity i lt y
only a m@ﬁter of time before we detoured the road around it."

f‘[“ \ i
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R— "But time ran out for that Nigra, Coleman. SUmebody had to

pick up things now and I guess you fellows put it on me," Paw said.
*That's damn fool talk; Abner!" Uncle Matt roared. "What
has Qid Loek?ut got to do with it?" ®
: 'You‘re making trouble with your neighbors over a nigger,"
Sep said. .
"That boy in there's hurt bad, Sep. He broke himself in
our town. I'm just giving him a chance to be well before he goes
on his way. Soon as he can move, we'll move him."
"Maybe they pamper niggers over on ionr side of the County,
but am not on this side," Sep Logan said. "We he can move now."
"Not foday. Or even tombrx‘ow. M‘yb@ day after," Paw
said.

“Nigger lover," Hiram Lo low and bitter.
-
g{hiﬂ. "You stop that now, you

Jela Wishaw turned sw
hear?" \

Mayor Roberts turmed s head. "That's slander, boy," he-
said sternly. "Make hup up, Sep."

Sep gave n a backhand blow on his mouth. Hiram's
h@ad jerked sid@ua

"Al t, Coleman, he ainf talking anymore. You go ahead *
now and do what's got to be done," Sep said.

Mayor Roberts faced Paw again. "Abner, we want you to get
rid of that colored fellow right now."

"In a day or two," Paw ;uid. bland as cream.

"Yhere's he?" Sep shouted.

"Same place you saw him last," PaQ said. ;

Japheth‘Logan, Sep's son, twisted his head and ;pat.

”Je*zam. in his own bedroom," Japhhth said di o stedly.

. Pawgnnd me didnt look so good, the way Japhet_\naid it.

Yet they mqu/;ixlre #XIXknown that Riw we hadnt found ?tfxt that the



b oo bocke T 7l Mv%w/éi oty

Sep Logan léaned forward, his eyes jumping and said,

"Where's the young 'un? I see he brought Pete Sawyers pickup but
we aint seen him since we came. He holed up inside?®
They hadnt seen me slip from the porch before the cars
halted but while they had been talking to Paw, I had done what he
told me to do. Paw told me to look in the automobiles if they
brought guns; they had all come light. Gﬁgw Roberts and
the rest had talked Sep Logan out of ccning‘ gm“&l.
"Dont know exactly where he jﬂ ﬂ& now, Sep, but I
reckon he aint far off," Paw Wﬁm his hand st the dark.
Paw was showingna hcw corners than a running deer
in a cornfield. The Logan Nys&ookod uneasily around and Hiram
was making to slide Q’f\ I mm'ed back off the cars into the deep dark,
walching him. _ “\\
“New &m wa go sliding off into the dark at all, Hiram,"
Paw said mﬁ&y / "W Hammonds dont like falk trespassing on our land,
especially in the dark."
Uncle Matt shook his head and said, "Abner, you getting
right down to war."
: "ot so, Matt. Just keeping my fences repaired. Some
people around seem to have forgot a man has fences,"
"Abner," Mayor Roberts said, "We aint here to make trouble.
Sep and the boys gave me a report. My duty to the county is to rectify
the wrong. You're wrong. You think a little and you know you're wrong.
Sometimes a man is for one thing but most people around him is for
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anothery Way how we run this country as 1 see it, a man goes with
the . ty. The best in us comes from the majority."

Out in the deep dark, the fog dripping off my nose, I listened
and Mayor Roberts was making a lot of sense, The law says drive on
the right side of the road. A fellow who drives on the left is going
to hurt himself and some other fellow. But, hell, I could see what
Paw meant. He was in off the road, where a man goes private. Sep

and the others could have left him alone there.
’H‘ -

ol ] 1 passed my MW:}' face wiping

&

off the moisture, 0, ‘-H "

“Coleman," Paw said, "if we r{%«n&ry that way, we'd
be no better off than a flock of M G

Hiram Logan had been W ‘fﬁ“ shoulders impatiently for
same time and finally he spoke. \NY.

"Pav, we know, ﬁpre tw pnt t.he nigger. Lets get him 1/»7«

t-l'w

= 3
I:»_ ﬁ i

,.‘,J

Sep n@é& ‘Gnoss that's the way we eugm to do it,
PN

Coleman. HMe, md”‘hy boys here will dig Srups®

Paw st?iﬁ‘emd in the doorway., "You got a warrant that
says so, Mayor?"

"I had that warrant the day they elected me, Abner."

Paw leaned forward. The lines in his face deepened.

"You better go, Coleman. All of you better go."

"Abner," Jeb Wishaw said, "we're your friends. You
forgetting that?"

"Yes, I am," Paw said. "That way, when I see you again I
wont remember what happened this night."

"There wont be a single one in the county with you, Abner.

=77 A

& Ll
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You goige to be alon@," HMicajah said, "except for your cub,"

"That so," Paw snapped.

"Aint going to help the boy nohow, either," said Jilson
Swift. "You remembering that, Abner? Going to college, aint he?
They'll talk about it there,”

"Paw, Japheth Logan bawled like he was hurt, "let's dig

Yo gt
Ye=mp "

"Hayor, you ready? Sep Logan said roug@.w
In the doorway, Paw's hand went aoﬁg #If’mﬂ he had
J

the scattergun, N

"Nayor," he said, "you bettep ﬁqm-; % et Ry wiki%
out there. We got you treed," i P ..‘":3-’.*

Mayor Roberts seemed &Mo all over. "Abner Hammond,
you threatening me?" he sah,hhwnly.

"Saying 1 aﬁ t&protect my property, that's all, Coleman,

r-t{

That's ia the lay. AN

"Iou W for it, Mayor?" Sep said.

Paw‘g@a came out with the gun but he held it cradled so
it héld offence for nobody. -

"You going to lead the trespass on my land, Mayor?" he
asked. "You tell Sep."

"I aint dropping this, Abner. I'm warning you," Mayor Roberts
said. "I'wm coming back,"

"Come back with a warrant,” Paw said,

"You aint going, Mayor!" Sep said angrily.

"He's got to," Uncle Matt snapped. "Abner aint listening
to reason tonight."

They headed back for the cars and I backed behind a peplar so



the ligl}’swonlast hit me. In the glow of the light, I could see
Sep's sons with their heads out of the windows searching the dark
for me., Then they said it like a chant, humning with hate, over
and overs:

"Nigger=lover, nigger-lover, nigger-lover."

Like bees in a gourd, chanting it so it filled my skull
and I felt unclean. The engines rattled and raced. And low and

distinct came the Logan hate-call, already the hﬂp% back,
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CHAPTER TEN

Hext morning I drove into town and went over to Miss Amanda's.
She sat at the switchboard in a front room by a street window., She was
a browney, mousey little woman until you saw her eyes. They snapped
and crackled like a bobcat¥s. They were black as buttons., They jabbed
and probed at you, putting in the barb and watching with shiny interest
for the pain to pop. e m—'ﬁ iL?’M' ? M o8 e /(w Free.

"Morning, Miss Amanda. Know if PetesSawysr phoned again last
night?" I asked. ‘

She made a great show of mcﬂlin;, her head on one side. But
she would no more have diummbm I would skin a live polecat.

"Now let me see. Bid Peté'-sfa;ryer telephone Abner Hammond? Come
to think of it, 1 think‘he did," she said after awhile.

"He say aM? He left any message?"

L) 4 rax‘mto Jeb Cocubes but they said you had locked up and
gone," : |

"You told Pete that?" I said in dismay for I didnt want Pete to
think I wasnt caring his business,

"Not in my place, I'm sure, Abner," she said, her eyes careful
on me. "Just told him the party wasant answering,"

"And Pete, he didnt say anthing?"

"Not that I could hear. There was all this noise."

“What noise, Miss Amanda?"

"You know, the usual. The music going and folks singing. You

get to wondering what kind of house this Pete's staying at."



Bobecat eyes raking and clawing the coat of a furry little
animal he making a meal of.

"The usual, Miss Amanda? What usual?" I asked all.silk
and cresm. ‘

But she was sharp clear through, Miss Amands. he wouldnt
fall into the trap by letting on she listened to every phmercall
in town. Her face was as false as a revenue fellew’s ‘handshake.

"In a manner of spesking, Abner. Now y%#t ixcnsc me,"
she said, fingering the metal contraptions shq@kegam board with.

i R

he not being a man opposed to gMp.:
or poison ivy; you put up with ﬁ\; ﬁ avoided her,

I opened up t,he gaa{Won anAmlMd the pumps and got
out the hose to waqb M ‘the apron. 0il and gas stains collect real

ﬁtt Miss Amanda was like drouth

fast on cmcremm&a N11ow nesds to werk Nard o stay ahead, 1
got a good ,headqh t.hS power hose and sent it gouging and tearing at
the stuff, uaw the foot of the pumps and followed up with the scrub
broom. A couple of fellows were real considerate, waving to me and
saying they would be back for gas rather than busting into my cleanup
job with their dirty tyres. I kept an eye on Mayor Roberts office

"as I worked, to see who went in and out. And plenty did, more than

I would figure needed the druggist this early. But it wasnt necessary
to wonder when they came out, what the mayor and they had talked
about. Each of those folks would pause on the steps and look over

at me, mosf of thew seowling but a few just looked puzzled. One of
them, Adam Shelby, came over for gas. I was tooling in three dollars
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worth when he got out of his car and came to stand beside me.

"Hear tell you and Jeb Wishaw's daughter Olivinia will
soon be called out in meeting," he said.

He was a nice fellow and his son and me had been out
together couple of times shooting geese. He didnt mean anything
bad, you can always tell by the eyes. Paw used to say that after
a little practice you could always tell when the black bear would

charge. That mean old fellow couldnt keep it out eyes
nohah @“5 f
"Folks talk, Mister Shelby," I ?\mx so much they

get ahead of lhemselves," 4
W

“One of the loveliest & he territory, Abner. You
couldnt do betier. Your Paw o right pleased.”

1 squirted gas inte his waiting for it. Didnt take long

\

@it £0o pleased last night though," Adam Shelby

either,

i)

"Lots of us think a man ought to be able to choose the company

he wants," he said. "Still a free country, I hope to God."

The hese jumped in my hands. This was the first time anybody
had said that maybe Paw had a few rights. I put on the tank cap,
locked it and gave hinm t.ha keys,

“I'll tell Paw, Mister Shelby," I said. "Maybe you could go
out and tell him too. Can get real lonely out on the farm."

"Sure," he sald, He looked a mite uneasy. "You tell him
thate Tell him Mayor Roberts aint a bad fellow. Maybe they should



have another talk,"

I took the five from him and gave him two. No use talking
to him any longer. His eyes had changed., I guessed he wouldnt be
out to tell Paw himself.

"Hunting season soon, Abner. When you coming out with me
and my boy?"

"I'1l give you a holler," I said.

He drove off huffily and I knew I had done ﬂb%g.
Ought to have played him longer and maybe find mﬁpm Mayor Roberts
Uasphmingallthemmentocminfm‘at&jt I hadnt seen Jeb
Coombes cross the street yet. When that Mpm I would know that
Hayor Roberts had got the pack \d&h M

Jeb Cocmbes was a man mestood power like an axe, A

ZTL

quiet man behind the counter & hil grocery store, he moved the length
of it soft as a cat fom;'ak his bulk, serving flour or cloth goods with
equal gquickness, }al‘;kﬁmin t.he low rumble that used few words to say
s load of meaninly Mnd now and then he would lock over st the tellows
shaking hands w.thj-eneral Lee and would hold authority over them for
the time it took. him to give a nod and a wink. And the talk would lag,
as if it was scratching its ears, while the men looked up at Jeb, nodding
back until he turned again to the folks he was serving. He was tender
as pap with women, but I've seen him use his fists like cleavers on a
couple of city fellows one Massacre Day inside his store. He had more
influence than any one man in that part of the county but he was not
lightly bought. He didnt have much use for Mayor Roberts and Mayor
Roberts knew it. If he was getting the town up against Paw, he would
line most everytody bshind him before tackling Jeb Coombes.

Sep came into town in the afternoon and went straight to the
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mayor's office. Then Uncle llagt toe and afterwards Jeb Wishaw drove
in and Clivinia was with him, 1 had known showascmingin)fora
preaching man from some foreign place upcountry was at the meeting
house tonight. The town was filling up pretty fast. I was jumpy
with uen;lering what Coleman Roberts was planning. So long as they
all stayed in town, Paw was alright along out there. It would take
a smart fellow to sneak up on Paw with him on the warpath, I had
made up my mind that if there was any movement out ¢f tewn, I would
be on their heels. Hy cwn bird gun was lying on Pete's bunk and I
had brought out a pocketful of shells from the ‘h;ase.

At dark, Olivinia slipped away and we'met in the shadow behind
the gas station. She came close to me and touched my face with her
fingers. She traced my jaw and said, /"You'll be shaving after a year
in college.” '

“"Could be there want be any college,” I said.

Her girl body was along me now, hard at the knees and soft and
hard again, he faee close to mine.

"That @int no way to talk. You go to college, HNeither you
nor your Paw nor me would like it otherwise, regardless,"

"Regardless of what?" I asked. Maybe Jeb Wishaw had spoken
in front of her,

She pulled down my head and kissed me and I had never been
tongued before so it was like something exploding in me, busting
loose every way. My arms were iron around her. She didnt move except
for the ripples that ran over her and I guess we were both moaning,

She moved her head away and whispered, "There could be folks
around," '

She was that cool, where a second before she had been in the
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boil with me. There was a Jot to learn about wamen. OShe was out of my
arms with a movement that was almost a dance. I got mad.

"How come you kiss like that? You've been kissing fellows?"

"o other fellow but you, Abner Hammond.,"

“You talk the truth now. I never taught you that."

She stiffened argrily. "You couldnt teach a deer how to rum,"

she snapped,

It wouldnt be any sense getting her dander wp further. I had
lost out on Adam Shelby and there were things 1 Med to know, There
was a lot I didnt know about girls. Perhaps they esiie to EINRFUEENY
kissing as how a partridge came to fly‘lng.' M never had much to do
anyhow and could spend thelr time thiking'wp how to flurry a fellow.

"Spoke out of turn,” *I Said.) "Dont be msd."

But I think I musf\have thrmed humble toe quickly for she paused
Sa fning M Wair ba g b D

She said, ™ghat you did. I have to go now."

"dhere, you, Roing?"

nTe, the ‘f’leet.ing-houae. Paw and Maw came in for the meeting."

"Thought he came in to see Coleman Roberts."

"That was part of it." She paused and then said, "You come on
to the meeting house. We'll sit near the back and 1 can talk to you."

"About Paw?" &

She hesitated. "Yes, about your Paw.@;’h‘-aémaﬂ—éﬂ""‘*ﬁ&*’m‘"

She waitéd while I wrote on a card saying where I was and stuck
it on the pump., We walked to the big clapboard meeting~house down on
Boone Street. It was pretty nearly filled but we found anf empty bench

near the back and sat down., The preacher hadnt come to the platform yet
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and folks were singing hymns while they waited., Jeb Wishaw was up front
and when he looked around for Clivinia, he saw na sitting tegether. He
frowned and made as if to rise, then he satatainmdwispetedtohlswifo.
She shook her head and looked back at us. Clivinis and she smiled at
each other,

"About Paw?" I said,

"That was a bad thing to happen last night," she said. "Every-
body's saying Mister Hammond shouldnt have acted ao.'% ‘

"Not everyboedy," I said, menbering Adjw’smlby. "At least,

s O Vot
not altogether," ‘ \ ' "’*;;;;
"At any rate, mostly. Way tha; w& now is that your Paw has
done what he wanted to do, he ought te, fh%k T 3o fulke? wishes,"
"If folks had come in .@“ﬁ\s;iuood Paw might have listened to

them. Who does Sep Legan t.hm hogh, coming with his kin,"

"frouble is iis ﬁ len;o‘z!' Sep Logan but all the others too."

"Yeah, yom#mw Uncle Katt and the others, That's not the
whole section.” % "\

"Jeb lﬁombqa' with Hayor Roberts too."

) | atared at her. "Who says so?"

"Paw was there when he had a long talk on the phone with Jeb.
Jdeb Coombes is gone over,"

Icovereduptheahoek,andm, the hurt., Jeb Coombes had been
pretty close to Paw. le had stayed with us once when he was resting up
from his operation for sppendicitis and he often came out for Sunday
dinner.

"Jeb Coambes aint got anything we need,” 1 snapped.

"Abner llismond, dent turn porcupine on me," she said.

Folks were clapping their hands and singing and presently the



preacher came out on the platform. He was short and thin, with a large
head and dressed in alpaca. You expected he would have a thin squeak
of a voice but what came out was so booming you looked around te see if
there was someone else.

fie walked out to the front of the platform, his short legs
chopping down like a thresher machine and stood stiffly, head thrown back
and eyes closed, Everyone sang louder as he prayed helding the Bible like
a weight before him., Then he opened his eyes and-held.wp his hands and
the singing reared up mile fashion before it Jhmméd-down its foreleg and
halted so quickly fit to throw you. I had'heard he was a mighty knowing
preacher and we sl settled a little bfcader on the haunches to hear him
talk.

He came at us fasty _

"How'd you likeito see Jésus Christ kick that Castro ocut of office,
huh? And Khrushchew, wm that Khrnahchev, hm'd you like to see Jesus .

S— .
I ,fn\ ,.,;--»—mm 2 Ny, T -

Christ atmm:agmmtmtdaynabm T ey table_and
saying, 'Pat on thy shoe,? nm, #Khrushchev, put on thy shoe.' Huh?
That's all, Just saying, ‘'Khrushehev, put on thy shoe, man, put on thy
shoel!' How'd you like to see that, huh?"

He was a rousing man and folks just sat there deeper and desper
saying over and over again Amen and Alleluia the way they do when the
preacher's running straight on the trace,

"Olivinia, you tell me about Coleman Roberts,"” I whispered
to her.

"Listen to the preacher, Abner."

A preacher as good as this one was good for hours with me any
evening except the one where Paw was being treed,
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"Got to know. Its my Paw."
i She turned and looked al me steady, the hazel in her eyes

flecking the lights like gold.

"The preacher's got something to tell you," she said.

Pidnt know Olivinia was getting religion nohow which aint
bad when a fellow has the time for it. But this was what I didnt
have and I would have hauled my stump and walked cmt;?f there if 1
hadnt wanted to know about Coleman Hoberts pretty. M&g I reckonsd
there wasnt anyone else I could learn from sh; mt tmd waited.
After the preaching was over, she might be & a fitter mood,

“"And take that HAACP, the nmiﬁmist group up in
that den of iniquity named Nw M,& ‘eried the preacher, "How'd you like
to see Jesus Christ omﬁmg abd.g&ﬂ&e of them busses they all want
to ride on, holding hip lﬂj‘f\m#e robes around him and climbing aboard
and pointing a fingar‘at%m and saying, 'Niggers, you get out and
walk, That's m Kna‘“ you to be and that's how its gonna bel' How'd
you like t{:‘at, M_h? “nd talking about that nigger communist bunch,
let me tell you,/you aint safe from the devil no matter where you
be. WNo, brothers and sisters, nobody's safe from the devil.

"Hot even in this sovereign state which the good Leord done
over into paradise for you, His chosen children. No, sir. For 1
hear them nigger cam:z‘nnists have dcno moved into the county.”

W MW \ .
W aw and me had been plmb fools e could have had our
heads blown off, That dead nigger had been one of them. What had
been busting Sep and the others apart was knowing that the communists
hadnofedinwhile Paw and me had been stopping up the wrong hole.



We had been a couple of dopes. e it Wisim, p

"Whyn't you tell me? We'd have left ihat Torpse-alone;" I
whispered to Olivinia.

She shook her head and looked at me kind of mournful, Guess
the fool part was peeping out, But she could have told me rather

than giving me a riddle-me-ree about listening to the preacher.

"You gonna have to clean up if you want to go to heaven!"™ the

preacher was yelling., He got a storm of amens and alleluias, he was
that good.

"Its like you're at the casting ground one of them frosty
mornings. When the Master calls the foll and you answer to your
number, you got to einch your saddle and be ready to move out for
that old fox is bad.

"That old fox communism is smart and bad.

"And the nigger communists are double bad because they hate
the Lord. .

"lie hates the Lord for making him black and he hates the
Lord because he's a communist."

Olivinia looked at me solemn and said, "It aint what you're
thinking, Abner. Coleman Roberts' loaded the preacher like a gun."

Gosh, I thought.

By golly.

"Yes, sir. Them nigger communists so smart I hear they
throwing sand in the eyes of same of the most roupocted’folks around
here, 1 hear that after the Lord met one of them nigger communists
coming into town on the devil's work and struck him dead, you good
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people of Malagoosha figured on dumping theanti-Christ in a
sinkhole. But what happened?" .
ﬁe dropped his voice so low that you had te pull your ears?
to heaxr him. ;
“Along comes the devil and takes the spirit of that double
hater of the Lord and breathes it into éne of your most respected
fellow citizens. And this poor benighted fellow who has become

e Y Lins O
the devil's tool, takes that gespse and hides ¥t in the—bori's

AL
eqﬁth in this fair county. And so now, all of yougsare accursed."

(@
L &

He was such a liar that before I knew i . wa® on my
¢ 79
feet and calling to him. ! ;@E}

a good man. Moreover

"Preacher, it aint like that! My Pen

whi MJ ry fllvs win
there wasnt =Ee= At 7
Folks looked around at mqw h%idnt do any good for

the shame burning.

the preacher was now full o u had to hand it to him, he
feoling/m

sure knew his business. &:at
The preacher really xggﬁc.m% business. You could feel the hate
coming out all th{%‘? thé' meeting-house.

Q e

He was s 1§; straight up now. His hands came out at us
and folks were'fg;iing their breaths.

"How would you like one morning to see the Lord Jesus Christ
climbing up the steps to the gallery at the courthouse, His 1lily
white robes held off the ground so as mot to be dirtied by the
accursed land, and point a finger at you all and say,

#"'Cussed be ye, for ye have denied me and taken in the
anti-chriaf.

"'Cursed be ye, ye nigger-lovin' Communists.

#riternal damnation be yours, ye betrayers of my holy land.'

"Huh? How would you like you and your ehildren to be eternally

Leefx ng cmow/y
damned for puUtEEme a nigger in this holy LrowwsETT
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He was real good, that preacher. He had me at the
end of a rope. All I could do was bawl.

A
dont Prae, et e A all/
"Just am—erm,; Preacher! Just enme buratwofi =my

W" I shouted.

A lot of faces were isskimg turning to look at me,
Jeb Wishaw among them. He beckoned with his head at Olivinia
but she gust look straight 1§ front.

"Its Mayor Roberts," she whispered to me. "I heard
Paw telling Maw that Mayor Roberts had got Lﬂﬂ of the

he was ' I

preacher and that/kksgswsss going to ‘)eal,.but on your Paw
tonight. That's why I wanted you to lliar%!'ﬂu )

ehafter they had
QNP L-LE, [JALLE LY TAL.

started stomping and singix m\ Ol rowtvri—irymn, an, FEEAIY

I went out of the meeting__

# /’w% Uﬁ vﬂ@ M,Q A | ‘
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=3t He was real good, ghat preacher. He had me at the emd of a = ..

rope. All I could do was bawl as he put the hot iron on my hxde.

"'Taint true, Preacher! 'Taint truel® w%

A lot of faces were turning to look at me. Jeb Wishaw ;mong
them. He beckoned to Olivinia but she just lookead straight gn front.

"Coleman Roberts did it," she was saying in a whisper to me. "I
heard Paw telling mother that Mayor Roberts had got hold of the preacher
and that he was going to read out on your paw tonight. That's why I wanted
you to hear it." |

I was plain axed, Jth staring loopy at t@reacher. His big

voice folded over me once moreX. : @
*

"We will sing Brother William Walk thern Harmony,

Though Satan may¥," he said, his eyes dr at me, contempt and a

Jjoke in them.

Folks opened their Ziong = gs on their IXjWE laps and

beat time with their heads ¢ tha\a ¢ for my paw.

Th ay his power employ
ouagN“ and comfort to destroy
ev fear, we511 gain the day

nd triumph in the P old way.

I went ou the meeting-house after they had atsrted:stomp-

ing and singing the 0 Hal-le, Hallelujah. Olivinia came out too, The
me nunb with a helpless

preacher haé rumberxmexwith anger. I walked fast. She trotted

to keep up vith me. : :
*Take me back out to your place in the pickup,' Olivinia said.
I turned angrily on her. "You erazy? You want your pav to

take a b&yuh rod to you? You keep away from us."

LfPaw wont do anything to me. He knows 1'm more heip to him

apound the house and the least 'uns than maw. she’s ail;né real decline."
firal |

. girl was as chock full of suprises as a Jack?aw. Butter

{

wopldnt upff in her mouth -~ until you knew her. The | |

4

1
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noise was still going over at the meeting-house when I got out Pete's
pickup mdiliadod for Paw's. -

He was sitting in the rocker by the radio listening to &
B¥¥e singing My Gal Is Billy-be-Damed. Whether a song called for sour
mash or molasses in her voice, &e could serve it up better
than anyone else. JShe wgs famous all over the state but I guess because
we were two lonely men, Paw and me had Edoptad her for our own.

"Paw, the town's cming for % 1 saide

His face in the lamplight was all baies'@ad hollows. He

looked almost sickly, a kind of trouble he had never had before, being

hard as oak. MNe Jeok egl ot //r/kré M w[;aé Lo legd (7/0/,\ iex M1¢n,3 s
MWM 7, 7k//m«: WP ~
"There's been a talking®¥

"No, Paw. They didnt talik on it but the preacher did."
"What praache:f?“
"ihe one we ma.r& about last Wj:;: He was at the mesting-house
)
- ?h;:eizhg;%:gg:: m&zh:iiigza{:rout in the alder."
"He's a doreigner, aint he?" '
"Ias} but Coleman ioberts got to him,"
“And the towniolk? He stirred them up?™
“Yeah, and your friends too. dJeb Wishaw and Uncle Matt were
at the meeting- "
Paw thought and said, "You spoke with Jeb Coombes?"
I swallowed. This wasnt good for Paw at all. "Jeb Coombes! going
along with Mayor Roberis."
He looked concerned and said, "Could be you're wrong, son?"

I shook my head, staring inte the little softwood fire he had
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kindled to take the chill off. It was down to coals and would burn
out quickly but we never used our winter cutting this early. '

"When do they reckon to come?"

Olivinia had told me sbout the talking she had heard froem
her Paw, "They're calling a meeting tomorrow noon at the courthouse,
Hayor Loberts will take a vote but he wont have any trouble since
the preacher has done threstenmed them with hell fire/for taking in
a comnunist,"

Paw looked hard &t me and I told him Whatethe preacher had
said, N\

"Coleman Roberts is a bad M" Paw sa.’ud‘ "We've never had
any trouble with Nigras in this dofmtys Gob quite a few over where
our family are at, sharscr@pfmgnd running their own little farms
but I dent recken this ﬂgra'édﬁmiat bunch he's talking sbout ever
got in there at ally® \ N

"That, prezcher looked wicked as a hellbender when he spoke.
Olivinia tells me W@r Roberts wanted them worked up so he could
raise a real Mmag them."

Paw stopped rocking. "Posse? What's he doing with a posse?
What about the police? He's got Joe and Shorty."

I couldnt help a grin. "Caleman Roberts aint forgetting
you're a Hammond, Paw, He remembers you met him with a gun., Maybe
he doesnt think his police force is much good with you on the warpath.
And anyway, Joe and Shorty is the size of his police force,"

He was looking off but it was hard to tell what hé was
thinking. He had this way of poing off by himself and sometimes
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when he came back, he was a sudden man. Paw came to grips with
trouble like a muskallonge to a bait. He stood off, looking
cautioudly at it; but when he lunged, his jaw closed and
locked.

"Coleman &int doing the right thing," he said.

"What are you going to do?"

*yait for them, here."
_{fc//au ﬂfo’&,q

I had an idea. "Suppose we took wp that peslg—sw /7
Talk km m % /uL 'u,é Wk

GO g W I explained patiently.
"You and me alone, they wi]ﬁ ’

heap of stopping."

He didnt do nuch ookod hardbacked as a China
1
hog. Like he was se e fence he would back up %% to but
there wasnt a pec ould do against Mayor Roberts and a

turned fool atubbdrn. the upper 1lip pulled
jets of air as he figured how to meet

T WI’\* ﬂvl, ﬁ /@Wv
Coleman ROberta. Paw's respect for the law

S0 e vujeckd A nid X,
€% power to punish. _came-£rom /a bone-deep understanding of

Ppe
its functions as a frontier. gﬂ walked surefooted because he

considered that even the animals who got inside this frontier
would be tamed when they saw that nobody was putting out traps
or loading guns. Paw liked the way he thought things were, and
that was why, now and again, he was more rebel than most. Fgr he
thought that most folks were more like him than were not, and
when he found out that it was not so, it made him catamountemad
in a quiet way and just brought him up,stubborn. That colored

axm



b0 A7 ;

ey now: for a faect if they had let Paw have his way, if would

M’Wﬂ&! i M%WM&M&MW(-%M%
Maa}hm quietly -and aocently b hoot

: oAbt rhot winnisg hil frint fe contk Laus bes dbuat lictit sl Gonet o T
and hurrah, But what most shogk uo\%xl was that Paw was ain:l.ng;
' to fight the whole County if needs must. It was XX one thing |
getting a drop o# Sep and his sons, 'er Mayor Roberts and those
others who had been our friends, and still were, I felt; but
when Col.cnnn ﬁobeﬁt- got mad enough to woﬂr in some of the

teught toughs around Malagoosha, then it was bigger than Paw.

Maybe not ‘bimr. but heano;-.. Mayor Robeﬁn could sure find

some mean deputies. | a’ﬁ%

A little shine of eencom’wa tife corners of his
eyes as he looked at me. The rabbit \ ed to his shoulders
as it did for Willi Mae. They were too mu;:h to him. He '

couldnt lick them all. They woulld,t him for his damn fool

notions which nobody else nnd these parts. He. was a '

loner. A loser. Maw and™ :Xlli Mae and me even. ﬁe hadnt

fought to hold any @ﬂ takgz it and hunched some more.
dls

5 3

He was making mo over a desel Nigra&ggem than he had

made over us.

#o back and tend Pete's gas station. I can
handle this one," he said.
"How?"
He d:l.dht fumble any. He winked and said, "I'm
éoing to talk to Coleman ROberts. By golly, he'll listen and
by the time I'm through, he will be laughing at himself." "
Boy, did he make me mad.

"‘{ "What you going toﬂgay‘z} ?Hov America was built on
e gvad ;
folks giyeng decent baetEEs to W I shouted.

it looked for awhile as if he would backhand me
but he just reddened and paled.

*Git," he said softly.
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"I'm sorry, Paw. I didnt mean for it to come out like
that,* I said.

"I know. Its alright, son. You go back to town."

I stood up and said, "Paw, those folks are going to co;o
with guns.We cant handle them all. We're both going to be killed
because of a demu NigraGoet."

e G PR/

"No, it isnt tﬁ,:grnm Itslwhat I got inside," Paw said
slowly. "What I got inside is now the bullseye in the turkey shoot."

"hont go talking any parables, old mani® I yelled. "You

stay out of the brush where I can see you." ‘:;ﬁ%

4
But I was being mad at old steéen . He sat there
rocking, waiting for me to crawl back ide.
he said, “‘ 2 a wire yestenday. O dnt
to do us semw gogd. If not, wel "" |
I couldnt figure what\he wds talking about. Bu

‘ '.,‘. "" e '&'.’ for 11e

on mooning about. lie could move swifter than a painter and the
day he turned on me, I had thought he was going to pop me one.
But he had stopped his hand in time. I hadnt been fool enough after
that to try downgrading Willi Mae.

"You go into town. Dont come back until I send for you."

I drove back into town and parked near the gas pumps. It was
pretty late. Usually, by this fimo, pmost folks were at home but.tonight
there were lots of people standing around the cormers. The largest

group was on
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the courthouse lawn acress from Mayor Roberts. I sat in the car, the
window halfway down, listening round for talk about us.

Fellows who go scratching their ears around in the dirt, will,
like hens, pick up dirt. Reckon I had it coming to me but that didnt
lessen the blow,

They all seemed to be talking about us. That was allowable
since twice now Paw had put the gun on folks doing no more than going

ovl i
to dig n a Nigra ¢efps#, DBut then my hardworking

this plece of dirt, and, brother, I was dene fop. ‘
J *hw

% ess NO goed white trash, the f*m saying.
"I aint surprised that girl of his, wnﬂ%%& whoring down in Florida,"

to kill a fellow with, wa&umg & thc hot, lashing hate heat. But I

V 4

)
knew they would herd d% on ¥ and mess me around proper if I gave them

a chance. 'nw' were 5ﬁ@ti*§g close to a mob, You could feel them working
to it. |n;

it was sbdcxau.y too close in the car. I got out into Saltlick
Street, ﬂitn &e collar of my ceat turned up, the flaps on my cap dowm,
I could be any of the young fellows walking about., I moved around a
little but scon I was glad to bolt inte an alley., I leaned wy head
against a wall, some tears mingling with the vomit. Semebody had found
out that WILli Mae was living in a Key West sporthouse and they were all
talking about it.

With me it wasnt a question whether Willi Mae was in a whorehouse.
I didnt koow her enough to tell whether she would turn bad., ALl I thought

of was Paw and what this would do to him. I believed he loved Willi Mae
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more than me but it didnt craw me., I had never lacked affection fram
him, Folks said he 'apoilt me. They peointed to the college talk in
proof. Only a man who spoilt kids would encourage them in this talk
about college., While they knew that Willi Mae had gone, they didnt
know about his nightly agony at the radio or the rabbit hunchfl en his
shoulder,

Who could have found out about Willi Mae? _I thought of all
the folk who may have recently left Malagoosha fem, the outside. And
then, so sure was I that I never argued it,‘;I Mt of Pete and
through him to Miss Amanda. She had as fairly told me when she said,
"You get to wondering what kind of hquw'a staying at."

Istoodawaytrmthoﬂiagﬁclemadnpﬂmdirtenm.
With no plan, but in a lather I shunk over to Miss Amanda's. She was
still et the switchbosyd, Folifs Qho didnt have a phore at home would
20 to her window amd giving the number they wanted, use the publie
instrument in the bex outside her window. Pete had only called me in
Jeb W_beea“se he knew how friendly me and Paw were with Jeb.

Stand#fiz out in the street, halfway of me down to my waist was
in shadow but my legs were lit up in the light streaming out of the
window. ©She was talking into the mouthpiece, pumping out -candal, you
could tell, by the way her lips warped over like a crossbill bhird
busting pine cones. I thought of her spreading the news through town,
whispering it, chuckling it and maybe to Coleman Roberts thaying it
with a lithp and my fingers %‘iw wring her broomweed neck,

She had looked through the window a couple of times, maybe
wondering to whom the legs belonged. 5She couldnt see my face which
was in the shadow., 35he had a guilty conscience, it was plain ;s



pone. She was uneasy, wriggling around on the stool. She was shooting
locks sideways to see if I had moved., I stayed. I was savagely enjoying
ite I thought of a way of giving the nasty minded old crow a real
fright. So one time when her eyes were off me, I stepped forward,
putting my face in the light. /And when she shot that werried look
again, it hit her. Lord, it hit her.

Fear laced her eyes., Her mouth droppod ot’ ‘she was frozen
. ; [, "'{f"har hands

for a moment before she Jerked back to the swi A
¢ Ry
shaking and Jolting as the plungers sldtter§

N
pawed at the board, her fingers spread ttontail's hindlegs

)
er the slots. She

N
bolting down a hole. 1 was still gi ) myself when an automobile

without lights slipped down mw
Yl

The two patrolmemwho s S out were the whole Malagoosha
N 2

City force. The t ge was and the short one was Shorty. I

knew them well aaﬁgw ught gas at Pete's, We werent friends. dJoe
was a burly, he %;i ‘#‘ellow who had been on a big city police force
before he ﬁﬁo tﬁglda'iugmm. Shorty was mostly always grinning, ne
matter how ne got. I'vq geen him on a Massacre Day beat a
drwnken outsider with his fists abd boots until the fellow passed out.
And Shorty was grinning all the while,

They came a% me, ons on either side, flashlights blinding me.

"Looks like we caught a Peeping Tom. First time we ever
caught a Peeping Tom," Shorty said, the grin in his volce.

"Why're you standing outside Miss Annsh‘p window scaring her
to death?" Joe said.

‘

Seems I'd been stupid. While I'd been standing out here
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laughing at her, she had phoned the Mayor who had sicked the police
on me. It could mean a load of trouble for me, things being what
they were in the town.

"1 was just passing,” I said.

Shorty laughed out loud. "Passing? Then mister you must
have been going real slow for according to Miss Amanda, it took you
all of twenty minutes to get by her window,"

I shrugged. "I'1l go now," I said, easy as'l eould,

But a blow fram Joe's forearm nearly kefuw head off,

"You dent until we say so. Mayor Roberts wants to talk to
you," |

"There're twe of you an@ the law makes three,” I said
angrily. "Go shead, beat me up.™\,

"Sure, anything you ‘l,‘*ﬁp," sald Shorty as he dug his
fist inte my belly. IM over, feeling as if I had no knees, A
boot kicked me im the ribs and I rolled over on my side,

"Okay,lwoﬁ‘. The Mayor only wanted us to dust him a
little before We ook him in,"

"On your feet, Get going before we really ball you," said
Shorty.

I worked my way to my feet and atagger;dmrto the car,
holding my gut while my legs threatened to march off sideways on their
own, Shorty drove, backing and filling and heading up Saltlick Street.
He rode the car right up against the sidewalk before Mayor Roberts'
office,

As I limped out with Joe's hand on my a.m,-éne of the men in
the knot on the courthouse lawn called out, "Joe, who you got there?"



"A Peeping Tom," Sm: called to him, grinning.

"Peeping Tam? Who's he?" the man asked.

“Name of Abner, Abner Hammond," said Shorty.

Foddbmn-

iy name exploded all ever Saltlick Street.

"Abner Hammond! ‘-pgoUdsham Peeping Tomi"

Up and down the street. And the khots at the cormers started
in fast and 2 crowd formed before the office door., And they were
calling other things teooc.

"ibner Hammond! White trashl NW Poeping Tom!"

Shorty was grimning all over hiaﬁcebshe took a long
time walking me up the steps to Gelmﬁ Wts’ office.

“Givahmtonsapieogm”ntakohmm Shortyl"
begged one of the men, \

: "Let him &0 boya. gdled a woman. "Let him run for iti"

They were &p&g in on us. Shorty peered into my face.

"Now mt-,M;;m that's a right dandy idea, Abner? Want
to make a run for f@"

A Weman knocked my cap from my head and one of the men struck
me between the shoulder blades,

"He and his old man suck up to niggers! His sister's a whore
in one of them big cities! The boy's a Peeping Tem! Jeezam! What a
family!l" a man sald disgustedly.

It brought a big, vgly laugh from the crowd and hands flailed
at me before Joe grunted and said, "Alright, back up, now, Let us
through,"

fle had his gun out, brandishing it snd they fell back so we
could enter Mayor Roberts’ office. We went through a hall and inte
his roaa where he sat behind a desk., The preacher I had seen earlier
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was with him, Close up, the preacher was worse than in the meeting
hall., His face was the color of chitterlings after the salt water
soak.
Mayor Roberts looked at me so long, my face twitched.
"fou're as rotlen as your Paw," he said finally.
"1 wasnt doing what they said,” I told him.,
Shorty gave me a hefty swipe across my wounded mouth.
#Calling the Mayor a stinking liar?" he snarled. "Didnt we
cateh you peeping at Miss Amanda's window?™
The preacher shrugged inside his‘alpata jacket and drummed,
“Is this the sinner, Mayor?"
"He's the one. Abner,Hameeiifs brat,” Colemsn Roberts said.
The preacher rose, no\taller than my cellar stud. He pointed
a thin finger at me. "Boy, youwant to be eternally damned? You
want to go to hell with your Paw? To feel the flames licking at
your boot soles, m&&m creeping up your legs, feeling the blood
poppinsdebmingmorgmaanﬁmppingmmdyour
belly? To feel your eyeballs shrivelling in the heat?"
"Alright, Preacher., Cool down," Mayor Roberts said, He was
a pompous man and somewhat foolish but you had to mind his office.
Since he had been elected he was whining less, and folks were getting
to think he was looking more like a mayor.
"Tell me, boy, your Paw still aiming to keep that nigger on
his land?" he asked.
I had been whipped enough to be cautious., "He aint been
talking to me., He told me 1 shouldnt come back to the farm until he

sent {or me."

"You were at the meeting-house tonight. Afterwards you were
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seen heading out of town for the fa¥rm."

‘ 5Yes, sir., I figured on staying the night but he
sent me back in." . .

My face felt as if a mule had stepped on it. I

felt a shrinking at my gut as I waited for the blow.rBut
T was so scared, they must hﬁvé heard mi knees knocking in
applause for the-truth. Nobody bothered to sock me.

"Alright, Abner,¥" Mayor Roberts said. Boy, it
sure sounded musical to hear him say it. But I reckoned
I would be remembering Joe and Shorty when t%olled around

Fis world and one Abner Hammond etood’m\@ I would be

remembering Joe and Shorty.

"Alright, Abner. I'm 1 @you off this time, but

you go peeping at any moreQ and we ride you out of town
’ (

r's son," Mayor Roberts said. \

\l
‘-

on a rail, Abner's son or

I nodded at hlm. nodded at the preacher too. Joe

and Shorty had ta e my manners real good.

"B preacher said, "you remember that God

made them nigger ‘1fferen§ so they wouldnt mingle with us.
Dont you gaf ng in the face of EXHYNEE¥X God."

Maybe he was righ;, but looking at him, I didnt see
how anybody would want to mingle with him. I shrugged.

e didnt like that shrug. Suddenly his eyes
blazed at me.

"Where is your scarlet sister?" he boomed out.

&And all the caution left me.
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I wanted to kick in his face, to break the pipestem arms and
1033;

"You dirty, filthy == :

I only got in one 11§k before Joe and Shorty were on me but
I felt h;s nose go under my fist. Jﬁo and Shorty dragged me off
and I reckoned that if another whipping was due, I wouldnt just
stand and take it as bcforo.bsat the surprise was that nothing
happened. They just held each an arm and cakewalked me out of
the room. [hey let me out the back way, laughing softly all the
wijile although Shorty could not help planting t to help me
out. I didnt know whether the crowd would @ting for me so I
made through alleys to Pbto'-. &

FPete's truck turned over at irst twist of the key.

"‘ ", ’?

£ O .

It was crazy. I didnt know the_ ws o, anything. Just guessed it
: . \

from the things Paw had said. membered what he had said to

Willi Mae and me.,¥NEXXINS ever the time come and you need to,

Just go up the mounta r eighty-hundred miles and start

a=hollering for, °* L' and a flock of them will come running."

Paw had chuckle added, "But you tind a rock and fort up
behind itbefo yow start hollering, you hear? Your uncles Shad,
Meshach tnd Abo#n‘go liable to start shooting before they make out
that you favour the family."

I drove as fast as I could through the knobs, knowing the
climb would slow me. I wanted to Sctgitan'a before sunup. The
road was gravelly but firm -arf;eod enough to give fine traction
on the level, but when th; climb began, the gravel loosened up
and spun the wheels. The mountain road twisted in switchbacks so
crazyquilt that it even pulled -iitcho. inside the BINEE elbows
of the loops. The headlamps lit the woods on either side, a tangle
of timher in which shadows sprang alive. Short ;tretchos of the

rmas
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road had light splashed on them like bright yellow/E#INX then were
lost among the dark woods. This land was virgin as a day-old foal.
Folk hadnt ever lived around here, just walked in and out/min‘ :
The road pinched through stretches of pine barren land andv then run
into oak de hickor$ land again. The ﬁigk—up ran sweetly in second
gear, purring deep down in the guts, soft and strong. No tappets
clattered; there was no whine in the differential as would have
been walloping the insides of our old jalopy.

I kept thinking _of Paw's ki.nvnnd ;vhat I would say to
them. Paw had never talked much of a lick aboﬁ. relations. All

I knew was that tm they were doop-eomtq 1@

as a bure-ocak root. He wasnt a man to go‘\

ose to the earth
t of trouble, but he
had known that comes a snow blow, a Q

Telling Willi Mae about the land ‘ e had been a way of saying
he would go inside too, if e¥ & top dirt got too loose to sod.
So I didnt doubt that wn-@ doing, was/ right. Paw's mountain
folk were maybe ro Kfo idnt take to feuding nor Jjugging, for

a fact, but he r

that there could come a time when a fellow

needed going b ide for help. In a way, I had barrelled off into

the wildern in earch‘of some of Paw's truth, groping inside the :

back country for help to beat off Coleman and the others. Paw was

an old wolf on the rimrock bawling for the right to breathe. He

had the Nigra fellow with him too, but I didnt know if that counted.
The right front wheel yhugged into a hole and shook

me out of my college thinking. I fought up the wheel, grinning as I

wondered what Uncle Matt Comnelly would say if he could have seen

what was going on in my head. It would be better not to be so durh

noble. All I was doing was going after help to save the necks of a

couple of soft Hammonds who had fallen inte an ambush with their

eyes wide open.

can use a stand of Jjuniper.
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Sure. Ambuski. (My lighfs caught up a big piece of limestone
that had broken off from the high rock on my right, maybe since
the last rain-wash, and nobody had been by to roll it aside.
I steered around it, cursing as it rubbed the tyres and pounded
a erackling rhythm on the hubecap.)

The ambush had been set up from the time Paw had been
born with whatever was inside his head. All his life he had moved at a
fair pace towards it. It wasnt ¥BAIX whether he was right or
wrong, but he had happened by, at the time and the place, le
was as ready for the trap to be sprung. %

The question clicked in my head: ag I to pull out
Paw if the time had come for him to kic heébhtongue and snap
the jaws of the trap? I wasnt clear t one. In fact, I wasnt
cliear on a goddam thing but t’hQ aiming the pick-up into

the mountains to find Paw's k anybody could understand

him and fight for him, it ldgpbe those clowns up here BE
someplace.

Finding the! d not be easy. Ings reaching into the
old wild heart t land. Even the road had a wild strength
that sent it g through kke= rocks, making slow cleaves

around the elbows and then plunging straight up until the
pick-up was seemed to stand on its tail. The road had turned
sketchy now. ¥x I had seen no signs of a homestead but Paw had
Vonce told Willi Mae and me that folkX up here never hankered to
show their yard corn to the public highway. A hostile neighbor
in wartime may bullet-slap you from the road before you could
:;Z Skin-the=cat. v

A mile or iws so afterwards, I had reached the end of the
road. There had been no warning. It just went up to a big gray

boulder and sort of rested its head wearily on it. Well, then,
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that's the way the dough rises, as Willi Mae used to say. 1 saw

& placqb iu ,hich the pickeup could be turned and 1 shunted into i,

-

At 1eaat, it had looked that way nntil the back wheels spun and
switched off and

dug doq@er into the clay. I/elimbed out and went back to 1ook 2

at thefshoulder. It was real clay. The silence ate at my ears.

" The nf;ht had a bite in it so i put up the collar of my cheater.
A x-li couple of whistling frogs came 1n for company. Urops of
water plopped from the trees on the carpet of early Fall. The

engine smelled hot, but it was the nice oil=heat of a fine-rumning

engine and not the rough heat-smells from a 1 adiator. The
clock on the dash showed almost five in @h ing. It would ;
be daylight soon. I hoped to God they it Paw during th§ night,

Abednego and get back there b v hit him. Paw hadnt spoken
much about them, but he alwa % that if we were in trouble,

we should go find his fo he mountain. Sometimes, the way he

I hoped to God 1 would find his k clea Shad, Meshach and
e

looked when he said

Nu would think they had answers in

L

there. Special ans ou had to go h‘Pk-in there, to find. Paw

was funny abou € f e sort of had reliéion about it.

I go ut/the flashlight and went back. Godd:gecézi.alright.
It was way up on the tyres. It gave me a flutter in/myxputsx
Nothing less than a tractor, or a crew, would move this baby.
You ha&e fo be down to the rims in gumbo in the middle of nobody's
mountain with your Paw only inches from a tar.bucket and a ra%l,
if he was lucky, to#now how lousy 1 was feeling. E

Further baék down the road, the grgvel surface had been
thick; 1 made uﬁ my mind to wals back down there and get some
fillings of gravel for the holes the wheels had dug. Pete had a
tarp in the back of the pickeup but it would be too heavy toting
with fills for the holes. The only thing to do would be to make

several trips, using my cheater to carfy the gravel. There wetg

o
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plenty ofj trees around but I would need a hatchet to get
sufficient lumber for the fills. There wasnt anything else
to do so I started walking.

The stuff kept coming. I was doing alright. Not
sitting down on the job at all. But it was dark and rough
work. The batteries in the flashlight being weak, I saved
them as much as possible. But try ahasging a roadbed of gravei
in the sak dark on a mountain rond&ieh only your old hat for
a scoop, and what you can carry in a leather @cheﬂter
for a load. I was sweating stink by thé’ had enough grayel

in front of the vheel- to try a sh clutch and accele

erator.

' It was pat paling o &n of the hills when I
climbed back into the cab. art flew down"the road on
a nervous tangle of wings trees dripped and dripped
in a hopeless weep . gures seemed to move in a swirl of
mist past the d. It was eerie. You had the feeling
to get out of uickly.

I lagt € nearside door open while I turned over
the starter. The engine caught smoothly. I released the
handbrake and switched on the headlights. Amyxmy And my

hair stood on end.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

W

s

The headlights sprung to the edge of the woods and
1it up two of the longest pair of legs I have ever seen.
The legs were ma wrapped in denims. I could see the patches
from here. There was a hand spot on the door of the cab. 1
switched on the spotlight and moved it up the bodies of the

Taxi were tall and lanky. They
two. They/uwxr  were/XANKJXAHA stood absolutely still as

the light moved up on their hands, past their oulders

to their faces. Two rangy old fellows with
felt hats pulled down hard arcund theif’
carrying rifles, long almost to thei &uldefa. They held
the rifles like they grew out of ﬁ@nnd-. They had a

hound dog stillness as it PQ: grouse in the wet.

w be friendly. They must have

within touching distance of me as

And 1 was scared.

They were to

been standing in the
I fetched all s with a cheater full of gravel.
Thei hadnt offered help, or anything. I didnt know who they
were and I wa aiming to find out. Mountain folk, I had
heard, made a habit of shooting strangers whom they'suapected’
of snooping. I was alone in a picke-up on this clay toplsi

road early in the morning. A fellow wouldnt bet loose change
that folks would figure me for a revenue man poking his nose
where it didnt belong.

All these thoughts were grabbing through my head
while I eased in the clutch. I already had the gear shift
snucked into firat*hen a voice at the open cab door sent me
into a gibbering wreck.

"You take it right quiet now," he said. lie had a

WEPTR
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Nrifle too with the snout ﬁméouple of inches from my ribs.

Things must have been knocked loose in my head. For
1 am sure Xkat I hadnt planned what happened next. But Paw had
said, "Start hoilering HaMNsNg Hammond and a flock of them will
come running,®

What I did was to bawl, "Hammond! Hammond! Uncle Shad

Hammondi™
It didnt come out with a roar. It came out like a

tobacco ank auctioneeriﬁg)hoarse at the end of his row.

/ , rac
I didnt hear any flock of Hammonds/ to rescue me,
- which was bette shooting off his gun.
but the fellow at the door gave a grunt/ The r a pause, too
long it was because they were really swa e, he said, "You
reckon we got kin driving one of th ile trucks, Abed?"
There was another long ‘K « Then one of the

an

fellows on the edge of the wod\ "Got to have a 1ight to
look at his face, Shnd. Sma ow like him driving/automobile

truck miight have heard \‘ e and reckon to hormswoggle yog:."

"Dont ever t stew's in the pot until you

take a lick.' th scarecrow said.

ed e spotlight and swung it on my face. That
bright white light hit me a blow. I squeezed my eyes fight and
didgi‘ﬁihoo.'l could almost feal them roaming over the iamsond
portions of my face. It took them too damm long.

"1 am Abner lHammond's youngest. Paw told me I would find
our kin up here. Ope of you is Uncle Shad and the¥ other is Uncle
Meshach and Uncle Abeﬁnogo. I came up here to find you and got
stuck." |

A year or so later, the one who was Uncle Shad said,;"He'o
got the chin."

It roughened me for real.

"And I got the wart behind nylx‘aar to show I'm a
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Hammond," I snarled, swinging the spot from my face.

And then Uncle Meshach chuckled and said, "You got

- ~the sass too, boy," and I knew I was_ in.

Unule Shad stepped away'from the cab door and said,

i ’Do what you were going to do, boy.,

\\__Q:&:-\ G

I went into first and amd felt the pick-up claw like
a mule plunging upﬁa“cisy bank. The wheels screamed briefly, and\
bit. The twin carba Pete had fitted to thoﬁngine fed the rich .
mixture into it and it pulled eagerly, sinewy with power. Inch
the tyres
by inch/we gained traction. I felt more than the uncles
close in on the truck. I heard them abdve @roar of fhe motor,;
yelling, lup, lup, and felt the surge \hey thréiv/l-;:ixeir
strength 1nto helping the engine. ly, the picke-up sprang
free and whipped across the locked the wheel hard and
hit the brake. We stopped o @ ax road. ;

I opened theVoor and stepped out. The three of
them stood in front e, leaning on the long rifles. I didnt %
wait. It was gett te for Paw.

" P 8 got folk trouble. They're crowding him.

He needs kimy" IJsaid.
blink

It took as long as a duck to ’*ﬂh\

They sort of drifted into the pick=-up, their weapons
made no sound on the metal floor. The one who got into the cab
beside me, said, "I'm your Uncle Shad. Tallest one's Uncle Meshach
and the sitkeis other's Uncle Abednego."

We drove downhill., A mile or so further, Uncle Shad
said, "Pull up, Abner."
it was a comfort that they hadnt forgotten my mname.

They had been down there once whem I was a kid but of course,

I hadnt remembered what theyXX looked like. I pulled up.
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"Gone to get/::: gear," Uncle Shad said.
When I looked back into the piék—up. it was empty. 1
_hadnt heard them climbing out.
; "House is back there a piece. Cgnt see it from the road.
”Igur‘Paw vasﬂborﬂ Ba&k there; same like the rest of us."

' A re? éﬁitepo*e flapped heavily across the clearing of
the road. I won&é§ed vh;t he was doing up here. Maybe he was
calling out his kin too. But hell, he was toe big and strong to
need help. Maybe it was for his Paw.

*"Git now, boy," Uncle Shad said. %
Sure, they were back there whei? & oRed. They were

uncanny. You never heard them.

We didnt talk at all on t down. The two in the
back must have been knocked abeu way I cut down that mountain.
, L 2
But nobody said AXENX anyth

It was still whitl, dawn when I drove into the yard.

\qua no light in ta the house. I knew
tay alert and quiet, but I didnt like the

Everything was quiet.

that Paw would
silence at all. ed down the brake just a paint from the
gallery. I Jj d sut and yelled, "Paw!"

I was tearing up the steps when his voice stopped me.
lle was in the yard, off to one side; The uncles were out of the
pick-up and they were looking across at him. What he said was,

"Mist's lifting."

He hadnt seen them in fifteen-uiiteen years and that was
his greeting.

", i

"Got starlings, Abner," Uncle Shad said, .

A morning flight rose out of the trees.
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CHAPTER TWELVE

They stood in a small crowd at the door, looking
inside and I could have sworn they sniffed. They were wild in
a way, how they prowled about the living room, looking %x at
things and turning softly on the balls of their feet.

"jlLast time we came cown here, we helped you put up
two=three rooms. Aint that enough? What youlX want with such a
big house, Abner?" Unele Shad said.

"Hell to fort up such a big houso, er," Uncle

Abednego said.

"Ought to knock out them g dows and put in
loopholes," Uncle Abednego said. " rush you at them
windows, you got a caution gett of the way of a bullet.'

Paw stared thougm at them. He hadnt looked at

4

me since/wm returned. V
"Never b J‘\:: but peaceful around here," he said.
Uncle h¥squirted tobacco Jjuice into the open
stove.
eace aint a thing that stays around," he said. "Aint
never had a r, there'd never be a peace. Folks must war now
and then so they can have a peace., Just like summertime and
wintertime."
Uncle Meshac walked over to the radio on the table
beside Paw's chair. He touched the knoba. He didnt know what
it was. Uncle Bhad whi.t;ed sharply und he straighened from it.
"You had a girl," Uncle Abednego aaid.'%hxﬁ %AN?f"“ ?4[ i
*Not here now," Paw said.
"Ought never to send away your women when there'§

going to be a war. Need them to load guns, fetch water, tend

the wounded, things like that," Uncle Meshach said.
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He was still eyeing the radio. I went across and switched
it on. It hummed and they became alert. It played and they

A
started a little. Luds—FeTle was on the morning show and she

was singing King George wore a pink waistcoat. They‘alj stood

serious for awhile. Then Uncle Meshach broke into a br&ad grin
and commenced stomping his feet. Boy, I had gone back real far.
"Your girl's coming back, Abner?" Uncle Abednégo said.

He was the watchful one, like Uncle Shad.

2
¥

5
8

"Guess Abner left home too early. Nove; learni%how to

fig‘h‘bé a war," Uncle Shad said¥. Z

Nothing showed on Paw's face a:

He noddod towards the kitch ' ,
We fixed a whole mess o1 @ud greens anc cotx ee.

ked at m%
%

Paw hadnt answered Uncle AQg d Uncle Abednego hadnt

asked again. After they beg eat, Paw said to me, "Let us

go put away the truc outside and backed up the picke-up
in the shed. Paw wa or me to close the door before he
spoke.

to fight his own battles, Abner," he said.
o tell him about last night with Mayor Roberts
and the constables. I left out the part about Willi Mae. lle
listened, npdding sometimes.
"Still," he said when I was finished.
"stillze*®
‘“Still, a man fights kiw his own way."
I didnt explode or anything. After all, he had been
milder than I had a right to expect.
"Paw, when a man's starviung, money's no use in tpe bank.
You got to draw and spend. ™"
There was a thinking going on inside my head that e

HAEEERNWHAE
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it didnt matter who he was or what he had become, a man had
valuables somewhere. A fellow might sort of lose them but if he
looked hard enough, he wonld find them. Especially if he could
recall how his Paw had spoke about them. And it was always true
and fine to dig for them and spend them when they were needed. 1t
was true and fine and I was glad that I had gone in and dug for
three lean, stained, rifleftﬁ?;ng, tobacco-chawing old moonshiners
who Ml hadnt asked whatjﬁi';aa about becausd they hadnt doubted
their values but had climbed aboard.SHEXWAE¥SKNEX They were simple,
because they only knew right and wrong and none the ine-betweens.

"llow did yom reckon, boy?" %
"They're our kin." \@ |

¥

"That's so." é
"You would have need but you wouldnt ha%e gone

for them. You're proud, Paw. ¢’ 1:; ve any right to be proud

with Coleman and the othe reaching for their hogochdppers.é
He was Q‘::: bout it. He nodded. :
"Wou a gone for them so quickly, that'sjall,'

how your love is. Mostly, it is there, q@iet

he said.

and steady and e. But sometimes it is there in a hot rushi And
that is the best of times. I reckon. The F»ll sun climbed softly
over the roof of the shed and 1lit up one side of his face.

"Thanks, Paw," I said. .

He rubbed a hand down his cheek, feeling the s#ubble.

: "But they're hard, son. Real hard. Before the éay'-
done you might start feeling sorry ydu brought them in. Once"they're
here, ’on lief as not got a war on your hands." |

'#ye already have it." o

"Not so much that we couldnt pull out."”



"We got help and you're not mad at me. I dont give a
hoot elsewhere."
"You learm to give a hoot anytime you get comitteg.
Like now," Paw said softly. l f
Rl asmn
We walked back towards the house. Wa was singing
lHal Was A Merry Monarch and the uncles were sure making the mést_ of
o Ve . W,
it. You could hear their heels stomping. /l‘?j /\ﬂ%k‘f;\w*# 1 ack ;%‘W
"Why did you go to Miss Amanda's?" Paw asked out of the
blue.
This was the weak bit. I couldnt give‘him the real
reason. He had trouble enough.
"I act so stupid sometimes, yo’ @nt know. I wanted to
watch her operate the telephone. But ,& eal good todiwatch
with her plugs and things."
"You werent f:o kno@lm Roberts had turned bad.
Aint blaming you," Paw said. \
It was time _to c the subject. I said, "You think
Uncle Shad and the r \11 ahodhy®
"If Tegi word. "
"Not erwise?"
He glowly, "Itg my war. They'll wait."
we;l, Jeezam. It was just as Paw had said. Nﬁth:l.ng had
started yet and here I was getting jumpy. I had changed the sub=-
ject alright but I didnt ¥8& like what I was bringing up.
"If folks get hurt, Coleman Koberts will hogtie us. He's
mayor and Jjustice of the peace, coromner and whatever else." ‘ ’
"The law's a lot 6n yoﬁr .160 if folks tre’/‘%s on your
land. Coleman will have to show me a law warrant to ddg on m;' land."
"He's coroner. lHe can make out a mﬁmt, ’W'
"Coleman only turned ﬁyor because we werent looking. He
wont put anything on his record that may throw him .out of office

next alection. He will be careful."
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But real trouble was also laying ahead. If Uncle Shad
and the others began shooting their guns, folks could be kil;ed.
What with Willi Mae gone bad, and now this, it would finish gav.
I had been a fool to bring XK them in. Better to have taken éur
chances as we had been. ‘

"A dew® nigger aint worth it," I said savagely.

Paw breathed heavily in anger.

"You go back to town. You go back now," he said.

I rushed back to the house, mad all through. Inside,
I came upon Uncle Meshach with my watch at his earj. It was one
Paw had given me when I graduated from high - . Uncle Meshach
saw me. He grinned and shook it and list in. X ruahed
across to him.

*You put that down, you ( vn!'

He backed off. He wag~
, ® N
in his eyes. Uncle Shad move

) : but there was some havk ,
wiftly, he was a blur getting
between us. He snatched ch from Uncle Meshach's hand. He

, were
A eyes/cold.

turned and faced me
' ur timepiece. Ugant doing any harm. Your?

hear no rooster crowing so I couldnt tell tﬁe

tiﬁe, boy," Uncle Meshach said,

Sy e e R

He was funning but nobody had to tell me that Uncle :
Moahaoh vaa;:::1ng my measure .X¥¥X %
7 "Shucks, Paw got soft after he moved down here. He:
went and bought himself a watch,” I said. | é
They all watched me. I hoped I had made it back. :

"Sura boy. Sure," Uncle Abedne said. el
® Yy v £0 ot 5&06

- It was all because of that fellow in the hsteffﬁzihe
;zhl /s

d. The more you thought of it, the plain fact biested right

back af you. Things were really coming apart over him. Not even a
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whole one of them. but a busted one only. It had made folks
like Uncle Matt, one of the nicest men in the County, turn
mean and 5ou*. It had put a knot in Coleman Roberts' head

,80 he was re%d; to turn loose a mob on us, It had warped

my own reasohging and judgment that I had driven a hundred
miles into the mountains to set our fighting kin on neighbors
we had known most of our lives.

"I was wrong, real wrong to come and fetch you.

Hear me say it. I made a mistake. Why dont y 11 Jjust
elimb aboard the pickup and I'llvtake xo p the
mountain. You could even take the nig :h~‘ 1 you SO we

could have some peace in Malagoosh » ried.

They Jjust looked puz e at me like I had

been talking pure lunacy. \@n I remembered that these

wild men hadnt even kno y hadnt heard about the

colored man nor w V re gunning for Paw.
ra®he talking about?" Uncle Shad

finally aske
Bo did that burn me up.
he one Paw's got back there on his bed! The omne

all this hoot and holler is abouti" I yelled. .

Paw came out of the room and stood by thg’door. Uncle
shad looked past me at Paw.

"We got a Nigra fellow back there, Abner?" Uncle
Shad asked. 3 :

'Guesa\so," Paw said.

”Here?;ln the house?"

"Sure,?ylllx Shad."

"Funny & fellow keeping so quiet, Abner," Uncle Shad

said.,.
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‘ "Fellow's hurt bad," Paw said.
"Folks did it to hiné' Uncle Shad asked.
i "No. An autokobile," Paw said.
"Never did like them automobiles. Give me a mule anytime,"
Uncle meshach said.

The three went back to sitting on the floor, their
backs to the wall. I stood there and staX¥red. They chawed and cleaned
their guns. There wasnt anything more they wanted to learn from
Paw.

The sun had broken out all over when alei Shad rose.

"Guess we ought to look over the 1@ er, you got

2
some places we can hole up, in case?" s

They went outside. I follow he door and watched them
going through the high grass. The bﬂ ardly moved as they went,

they were that lightfooted. Ie¢w
llis eyes were closed but k@ d easily, like he was sleeping.

ndages came up high on his chest.

He didnt have a shirt |
Big black muscles . His throat looked powerful. Olivinia

to look at the colored man,

didnt ought to o be nursing this big buck. Paw and me
were doing badyth to her. Suddenly, I was as mad as a wet hen.
I whirled for t door.

"glivinia, where's Olivinia?" I bawled at Paw.

"She's gone. She borrowed the car," Paw said slowly,

“#j‘ & .

his eyes on me,

If she had borrowed the car, she would be back. I

didnt like it. \ | ﬁ
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I sure hadnt figured on Paw going to LTown Heeti;ng. But

.

later that morning, he shucked on his jacket and said he ;'eckoned
he would. We were in the front yard, hunkered down with our eyes
on the road, talking now and then. The uncles mostly cleaned their
guns. They were wheels on cleaning those guns. ;

I looked at Paw like he was acting crazy.

"Going into town? That's a crazy notion."

He was on his feet looking down at %

"Thought you said there was ad‘o today."

"Sure. But ===" g

*"Phen if there's one, \% be there. Aint never
missed one as far as I can r K

*"There never was a\ ike thi- as far as you can
remember either," I -aidV

: e wasnt \at all. He was craggy as a sheriff on
' County Court Day.

Uncl ch said, "Abner, you reckon there could be
trouble in ¢ ? e of us could kind of keep you company."

"Yont be necessary, Meshach. Everything on our side
been legal so far. Seems to me I ought to go into town and talk
to the fellows, calm and quiet. That's what a town meeting is
for. To talk calm and quiet and talk out both sides of the matter.
It would be wrong for me not to go. Maybe the fellows expect me
to. Anyway I ought to think so."

"If they wanted you ﬁo come, they'd have sent somebody
to tell you," I said.

"They aint exactly friendly right now. Cant expect them

to go to muchlitrouble on ny'part. Wouldnt be natural."
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14 # But what Sep said when they saw Paw at the door of the
'eouffhouse, WAS,

"What the hell you doing here?"

And all the slack-jawed, open-eyed stares turned on
Paw were asking the same question. Paw said afterwards ¥hat the
silence which followed was so thick, you felt like wiping it
from your face.

However, he Jjust strode straight through the door and

benches
down the center aisle of/xhaixs they had set up for the meeting.
He found a seat near the front. Mayor Roberts glared at him and
then gavelled the meeting to order. Mayor Rob as in the
Judge's chair. The preacher sat beside lﬁ\e tless as a coyote
in a hen¥ house. lle was jerking and atn&e t Paw as Coleman .
Robertarwhispered to him. The meet hﬂ!ntu} with folks from
all of%g come to hear about P he ﬁjjzi,#t'_

"Neighbors, " Golem’ teberts ‘?qisuw he had finished
with his gavelling, "you a w why we are here. Dont know whether
its rightly for me td\s first since 1I'm the one ﬁo uphold the
only law I know, t of this County. Dont know as if rightlyb
I should even b&in e chair, But its up to somebody to puli
on the rope 1/reckon if you folks dont wmind, I'm as good
a joker as the next fellow."

He gave the vote catching grin which was so full of
sugar and EXINKIEX teeth, he ought to be in a cage; Nobody
laughed much, except nias Amanda. And she did it so long and loud,
she drew a glare from the Mayor. Miss Amanda clamped down tighter
than a gopher on greens and wasnt heard from again.

"I reckon we all got BI¥K¥ plenty to say," Coleman said
as he paused to look around, "and maybe plenty to do after that.
But before we begin real proper, I want to say that the chair ‘

recognises Abner Hammond,"
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Paw said that for awhile Cpleman Hoberts had lost him,
until he figured it out. It was just that Coleman was making
out that he was a Senator or somethingmx up in Washington gnd
. was carrying on to impress his friend the preacher. a%?ﬂn950dy
can poor mouth Paw, so he sang out right back at Coléﬁhn,

*] reckon I recognise you too, Mayor."

Paw knew that there was nothing Coleman could do to »
him in there, since he hadnt resisted a warrant or anything like
that. Of course he didnt put it past Coleman to sic Joe or
Shorty on him, so he had made sure to park thg legally

did he spit

back of Coleman's white XiME traffic linc.a‘
%

chaw juice anywhere on Saltlick Street. slip inside

Jeb Coombes' for a shot of illegal body hbeyedAfhe law

i

+4

more than Paw that day. K ' ik ‘ :
' It was Sep who spek >8 b ing quicker and

longer these days. It s ri:5~‘ aw. i : ;;
Sep was on ‘ ;Makmg across the floor,

"What y ere, Abner? We figured yoﬁ dishilwant

any truck wit ' e us."
w t ed stubborn right away and said to Colepan.

"HMa , if anybody here's addressing me, reckon you
ought to tell them to address me through the chair.®

There wasnt anyGody better at house rules and such
‘than Paw, when he had a mind. Coleman was as furious as Sep, but
he had to obey the rules. :

"You question him through the chair, Sep, now," Cole=-
man sadid.

S0 Sep asked again, redfacedvand stuttering with anger.

il 3 ainf pulling up stakes. I still pay rates in Mgla-

goosha County," ﬂa@‘ aMAAu@QJ e

"Then you#i ought to payheed to County ways," Uncle
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Matt rumbled from the seats.

ﬁaybr Roberts used the gavel and called the meeting
to order. His eyes settled on Sep.

"We will speak one at a time. Sep, you want to lead off?"

Sep nodded and cleared his throét as he rose. liis
big eye was flaring twice the size of the other as ik he flung
a glance among the faces in the courthouse. lle was beaknosed
and violent as a hawk on a plummet. His voice rasped when he
spoke.

"] aint the one for holding it agat%a fellow for

building his own fences, but there a=m are things which

when a man does, he's entering upon pu \ ain. Keeping
niggers out of WNINY white men's wa ‘ one of them. Wpe all
growed up with that in our minds&%rn we were all born
with it. By golly, we were.’
like us. We Just knew itQ" \ : :
"God put X‘Ns:" cried the preacher, #sg twitchy
e . : :

as a dogleg'on a

aught us that niggers werent

"s aint against them. They Jjust aint right
for us," s said.

Paw id he was hankering to ask whether Nigras
mightnt think that white people werent for them either, but he

%

held back because some folks would be more than willing to say
he was backing black folks against whites. It sure like hell .
would have looked so and I was glad he didnt. Paw said that
there were grunts agreeing with Sep all around the courthouse,
and if there had been any Nigras in sight, this was the time
‘when Sep would be calling for rope.

Uncle Matt rose and waved Sep into his seat. Uncle
Matt's big shaggy head and rumbling voice was fine for a key-

noter, so Coleman gavelled until he had all their attention
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fixed on Matt. Coleman nodded at Matt.
Matt elaapeq his hands behind him and looked at as many
faces as he could reach. i #
"What we here for anfﬁay?' Uncle Matt said. "What's
this Town Meeting about? Its to see whether we got one, even one
neighbor around here who dont agree that niggers shouldnt be
holed up in a white man's house, That's all. And that's what
Abner ought to answer to, if he wants to."
Matt sat down and Coleman looked at Paw.
Paw got up slowly. Paw was fooling d in his head,

looking for something to hit them with. Knv@ lawman, He believes

: in the law for he says tqQMIaw never qu . §olks quit, then blame K
it on the law, says Paw, but to him aw has all the answers
if folks look for them in the gi ame of mind.
2

"A lot of years ag:\ families first began to move

into these parts, each faJS“"’s its own consdience. Things aint

changed radically sirge Paw said. "How we worked out things, became the
law in time. I'm a 1 as the next man and will always go along
with the law, b e aint no law which says I should turn a
aick;man awayWkecakse he happens to be a Nigra."

| Hatt got up and said, "Mayor?"

i\ Coleman said, "I recognize you, Matt.”

;/ "Mayor, you go ahead and tell Abmner what the total of

our ' tqbughta on this is. You tell him that is the law we recognize."

y
i Matt sat down and Cgoleman rose.

'Abner, its as Matt told you, the total of our thoughts.
i country
as well as I do that the Founding Fathers of this/E&ﬁﬂli
¢ted us to have some sense. They gave us a Constitukion and
1.1 ed for us to elect men who would protect it. We re’kon that

 in Malagoosha County are a little United States.xwe make

|
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laws and rules for usﬂtﬁ'liie by and anybody break those laws,

they are accountable to us. We have the power to punish them.
We make certain laws for our protection, laws such as a speed
limit to protect our people on the streets."

Paw didnt know what Coleman was leading up to, but
he knew something was coming.

"Now I know I speak for all of us here when I say we
aint against anybody for his race, his color or his creed, but
we are against people who break our laws. Just as Friend Abner 4
here says he is. Now, that nig e-— that colored man back at your
place, Abner., He broke our laws. Yes sir. He % our laws real
bad, I reckon."

That puzzled Paw alright. Qt known the fellow -

had broken the law.So he asked Mayo ‘oberts.

"Coleman," Paw said, 2t t dia this fellow do wrong?"

Saltlick

"Speeding, " ColegqgNi ped out. "That nigger drove so
fast down pmrxmaim Stree he

ammed into 01@® Lockout because
he couldnt stop in EBNIHXNAREX

so goldurned fast, he could have killed

our kids ,IN"
at lhigger's automobile was a block long," Sep Logan
said bitterly.
"ie's not law abiding, Abner," Coleman Roberts said.
"] réckon you got to agree he ought to leave town."

npAll that saved our kids was that they were eating ice-
cream back of the courthouse," Sep said.

They seemed to have boxed Paw. They had held a gathering
and fixed on how to trap him. What was worse was that what they said
could really make sense. If it didnt to Paw, it was because he had
turned ornery. Paw wasnt one to be pushed or cornefed like a coon in a
hollow.

"Thank you," said Matt who was still on his feet,
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Coleman. Neighbors, if any in Malagoosha had told us a couple of
days ago that we would have to call a Town Meeting on this,we

would have laughed him down for a durn fool. But we would have

been wrong and we all know who made us wr;ng. we have the feliow
here who made us wrong, our neighbor. Abncr ‘Hammonds I cant think
why Abner would have come here today, if it aint to tell us ‘that
he is sorry and that now he wants to do vhatﬁz right. So I say,
Coleman, that weloughf;to give Abner the floor."

& Matt sat down, wiping his face during the applause.
Paw said thnf what threw him was realising that Matt was playing
it straight. ‘Matt had really taken fences for l%ﬂe had buttoned

or the preacher
up Sep, so Sep/wouldnt take anymore out of eedling him and

maybe riling him into say*ing the wrong t@ . Then,now, he was

quickly giving Paw the floor 80 tha uld clear himself.

Uncle Matt thought he was do a fuvor.

L 4

Folks shushed as Fa You could hear the fat whup

of automobile ﬁyres over t »f dw#fér drains on Saltlick Street.

People shifted to trg eir sights on him.

"Hope 1I'm what's right, Friend Matt," Paw began.
“If I aint./the I can ask is that you believe I'm trxgég t o
do what's rig llow cafit  do much more than that."

Paw got a nod here and there, lie was that easy and mild.
But Sep and Coleman didnt nod or anything. He didnt blame them
because he wasnt about to back off at all as Uncle Matt must have

thought. Paw wasnt made that way. Fact is that Paw was too reason-

able to listen to reason.What I mean is that /it took him awhile,
but once he bit into what he thought was right, nothing could pry
him loose.

. "I dont think its rightto risk busting up all we got here
in Malugeoshn over one disagreement. 1 like my friends, my neighbors,

folk I've known for a long time. So 1 came to Town Meeting today
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to ask you all, what I should do. *ﬁat'slvh&t friends and neigh=-

.-bors are for, I reckon."

He lool.:.ed" at Coleman and Coleman nodded and said, XEB
“Go on, Abner."* 3

Paw 1ooged back at thbh crowd. Mostly numbly polite,
weatlier-whipped faces. Folks in faded denims and washed-out
prints. And his special friends sitting together. Uncle Matt
and Sep, Jilsdh and Micajah Hoe and Jeb Wishaw.

"Well, now, we a;l remember Massacre Day, because of

its a quart to a noggin
today. But/MEEXENEXSEEXMEXHEKE that, m@

one day we would be holding a gntheri@

Nosirree., We all knew this would ha% ome a day. All our

folks around hhre knew that one &t e days, a;ome stranger would
slam into Old Lookout and w& have a burying on our hauds.
Only after that would w@enae enough to either put some

dynamite bo it, or ﬂ' e road H¥EMNN away from it. So 1
@

e pointing a finger at that poor Nigra.

what happened especially," Paw said., "Its whﬁought us here
s doubted that

se of 0ld Lookout.

dont reckon its
We are the g es."
P was) good up there. He just stood there giving them
whatfor from his eyes until the hubbub calmed down enough for
hKim to talk. ;
"By golly, it aint no use putting up your tails. Man&'s
the time when you, Matt, or Sep there, or Jilson, or any one
of us would have busted into Old Lookout a Saturday evening
when we drove home, if we didnt know how to keep an eye’opened
for 0Old Lookout."
Everybod?x{there knew what Paw was talking about.

a7

High~stepping out Of} town on a Saturday evening with a load of

corn under their ba]féta. But you wouldnt know it, to watch their

faces. They looked %ack.at Paw out of shallow faces, of hard, flat
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planes and cold eyes. Paw dropped his voice, wanting them
to lean into hKim to hear it. Paw was a natural born acting
man when he wanted to put on.

"Je aint forgetting that gasolene fire ever.
Nor what‘we smelled in there. And the feet running up Saltlick
Street to where this stranger was burning. And none of us
going to forget the fool folk from outside who thought
all this crashing and burning was just another piece of
hootenany from Massacre Day. But we knew it 8 different
because we live in here. We knew 0ld Loo%%
on somebody at last. And we knew we {

laid hands

eave whoever

it was to burn in that gasolene f:% recall it was Uncle
Matt who said, 'Let's get 'em ofg.' d nobody cried any
quarter but just dug in tie recollect we just dug into that

there gasolene fire wi o;:Nbare handsj. I'still got some
blisters, There a meolk around here who havent
got blisters to ) it."
elt he was getting closer to them, the

way they oked) away, thinking. Uncle Matt picked at a
blister.

wwpriends and neighbors, it seems right that
after we took #hat stranger out of the fire, we ought to
finish the job proper. ‘hat's how I was brought up. That's
hlow we all were brought up. We aint the kind to give our word
and break it," Paw said, and sat down.

Sep Jjumped to his feet.

"Abner, you telling us that we gave our ﬁord to
the nigger? That what you aawing? You saying we knew vho
was in that goddam gasolene fire when we got to the /goddam wr%ck?'

"Aint saying that. Saying we started sonetping

i il
I R |
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and the least we can dolis finish it. Finish it good. That's
the way we were before this and th;;'s the way we ought to be,
Once the Jjob is dome, its done. We'll never have to do it
again," |

"And what you say this job is now, Abner?" Micajah
lloe asked.

" "To look after this colored fellow until he can

be moved, and to detour the road away from Lookout.™

He could see it making sense to them. Jaw were
slackening as fellows searched their jaws fo heir wads. The

%o

women were losing their locked-in look‘gn even looked

at Paw and nodded. \

But everybody had for e the praacher,; until

they heard the boom of his voice&&g down on Paw,

H¥ ile was on hisbt@ finger levelled at Paw.
"Brother ormyou saying we should treat

that anti«Christ 1 a Ch tian? That we should let him

rést among us 1 w e Christian?“
Paw withi a shock, the man suddenly coming
tha$ venom in him,
ost Nigras are-chriatians. just as white men,X
Preacher,® Paw said.

The; preacher looked coldly at him,

"You're a simple man, Brotheerammond. If you're
not an evil man, you're a very simple man."

"Never reckoned there was closeness between the
two, " Paw said drily. \

"Listen, I aint sayiné there aint Christian blacks. We
did get to a few in time. But a Nigra that comes down here from out-

side, aint Christian. He's down here to make trouble because he

¥

he knows he ought not to be here. Ahd that makes him, to me,
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a Communist. That's what this fellow was, a cmm,(m ”{f‘:;’"
Jew or a Christian Catholic or a Chriutian Nigra wouldnt come down iﬁ;ia
here at all, because they know we got no truck with them. They can
stay where they belong and we stay where we belong. That way,
there would be no trouble. But any Nigra or Cgtholic or Jew that
comes down here is a Communist. Jts plain as a pikestaff."
Paw went suddenly stubborn. ile had been ramrodded enough.
lie looked the preacher hard and straight and said, "Judge not that
ye be not Jjudged, Preacher."

for stemewinding.
AN IHEXAXEXSNNY He said the preacher lgfk

thought he might have forgotten he was ths{kl\ before the

preacher spoke again, he had Paw feeli y ashamed.

But he should have known that he wasnt 6:0 the preacher
t

m so long, he

"Belzeebub," the preacher id' ftly. "Satan, Bearer
of the mark of the beast. Tempte e childrem of righteousness.

You would tempt the childrem of M goosha to follow you in your
evil ways. Seduce them iKe t evil way known, through the

words of the Good Bo cllyou twist for your own purpose, as it

is written, uote the scriptures."

spod

rribly soft. Folks were looking now dead %rd
on Paw.
"Deliver up the flesh and—benes of that accursed son of
Ham. Depart from your wicked ways and obey the laws of your people.”
Paw knew he had allowed the Preachet to outfox him. He
could hear the old hardshell laws rattling around in the heads
of the crowd. He Xd had been outfoxed.
Paw said, "A man's got to think ft;r himself, too, even
before he obeys the law. The only time a man oughtnt to act on

his lonesome is when what he does molests other folk."

“Kee/jfk C{Dh\ neada i“‘ T" ;;.‘ ﬁi{ &V"!ﬁ’) 4:.:3 N
"m&lg that Lebbdew inmbitefeollds—dandie the worse

molesting there is," spoke up Jilson Swift of Coon Hollow.i‘



‘ ar |[(ZRIR0

o ‘ Now, for a fact, erty 1snt one I would

»ﬁ\md O | TN
care to bé

And I reckon no deeent Nigra either, Its

Jilson's pro
e ik

2 tangle of weeds and old auto bodies which Jilsonpollects to;f
patech his old busted Chevvy. That old Chevvy has got more
assortment to it than all the cans in Heinz.

"Iits my J.;éf;v.lilson," Paw said. "It aint ever needful
for you to visit if you dont want to. Nobody ought to be molested
by what I do there."

.

Paw had spoken sharply. Preacher had pushed him past

the mood‘ to soft soap anyone.
L
4 ¥ But then shiftless Jilson Swift, %t ignorant man

2
in Malagoosha, who lived on pumpkin and h and wore

government issue allotments, slappe hest and said to Paw,
“Abner, you molest us ere," slapping his chest.
"It aint right. You molest ev ite man inside here."

rf?ﬁf "ﬁ‘
That Town Meew ith EX Jilsonn KEXIEE Grunting

®
and stomping and car ng ike my paw hadnt spokemn at all,
XXR ‘ e ry to stop you leaving town?" Uncle

Shadrach aske

P sa no. Uncle Abednego growled in his throat like
a mountain ca e rubbed the stock of his rifle-gun.

"They were too busy whooping and laughing. I Jjust got
up and walked out," Paw said.

"Then they'll be by, soon," Uncle Abednego said,

clicking the bolt on his rifle-gun. i -
Untle #48ikath ﬁaud frr Lead ab (Ph Ase, The vnets (imsa rotolo,

"J’chéﬁﬁ? S"{"”Y"y - ’ré‘?"‘ lﬂhw '{/hc/l szd:( mf:«%(. We &l clrmedf
35\ O 12& /49%
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Paw sto;:i:ed us at the door but we peered past him at

the ‘go]:ored man on the bed. He was restless, tossing around

but his eyes were closed.
"lie aint awake," Paw said. "Leave him until he's awake."
"He spoken to you yet, Paw?"

"A couple of words. He's still a aidk boy. Reckon I

.ought to try and find Doc Lewis myself."

Uncle Shad looked in and backed away.@loved by

Uncle Meshach and Uncle Abednego. . @
u "He's a big 'un," Uncle Shad a?
| "I've seen bigger," Uncle e said.

"They come in all sizes:& d, "like us."

Uncle Meshach chuckt\ ner must sure have fed you .

on sass soup," he said. :
t i
\an called me. He fanned his hand pagt/face.

OR the road. Doc Lewis should be passing

Paw went ou

happened, is all.,
" WlLots of ¥ things we wished didnt happen, son."
"*He thould have stayed where he belonged." ;
"The Nigra? He belongs anywhere in America. Dont argue it,
son. Lets wait for Doc Lewis to come b&."
We got Doc Lewis in a cloud of dust. Paw stepped ¥out
and waved him down. Doc blew Khis horn and passed us as if he

wasnt going to stop but he pulled up a holler away. RiA¥ We slogged

.down %8 the road to hin,: Paw n_ot mad at all.

"John, I think you ought to stop by for that fellow.

Sometimes when he doesnt know I'm looking, I seen him go up on

-
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tHié back of his head and heeIs- lie needs some painkiller."®
e

-~ amren

Doc John Lewis was so furious with Paw, he Jjust sat still
in the cai, looking straight aheéd. Usually he would be hopping :
about on the se#t like a squirrel, Paw leaned inside the window,
his'face close to Dpc's.

”Yog thinking what you'll give him, John?"

Doc Lewis jerked around on the seat and faced Paw.

"Abner, we've been friends for many years now. I dont want
to hate you. Dont make me."

Paw rubbed his hand on the side of the automobile, making
a shiny mask in the road dust. He looked at hi s straightened
off the car and dusted his hands together.’ @

"John, I aint trained for doct &\ike you. You're
making me do your Jjob and that aint f I put th&t Nigra out
of my house, I'd be committing’ {nd you know it."

"I know Jjust one thiné’\ﬁ' er. Every hour that you keep

d under the guise of boing a Good Samari-

that Nigra in the house, youWgeMoing more than murder. You're
stoking the flames of \

tan. You see, Abn w your kind, You manufacture more hurt and
pain with your do ﬁg than a hundred hatchetmen. Your deceit is
worse, because self deceit. You're making over the world,
Abner Hammond, without thought for who gets lost in the process,
Committing murder? What you're doing is committing mass murder!"

I was scared. Scared because of what Doc Lewis was showing
Paw to be. Doc hadnt shut off ﬁhe Mercury. It purred softly, ready
to go. I wanted to get insideband just keep going, far away from
Malagoosha. % é

"Dont feckon I can *igﬁe>a_nice argumeqt with you, John;"
Paw said slowly. "I sure wdﬁidilosef'you being educated and all.
But it seems to me that 1n'§llyou'v§1been saying, you been talking

about a crowd and not ahoutithe‘fello%ﬂwho makes up the crowd, It

i
i
é
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dont seem right you should be worrying about healing acrowd xxn
Qnen there s a fellow here who needs you right now, "

Doc Lewis said, 'Abner, if you're so concerned about thit
Nigra man, you bring him out here where I can see him. You turn him
over to me and I will see he gets looked after."

"Couldnt do that, John." ‘

Doc Lewis looked angry. "Sure, you couldnt. You're thinking
that folks would say you backed down. You're fretting over Abner
Hammond , not ovef the sick Nigra." :

Paw looked thouggtful, like he was XX¥¥ seeing some truth
in what Doc Lewis was saying. But then he shoo head as if he
was sure it wasnt all. He shook his head&xa@as if he knew it
wasnt even most. :

"He's too sick to move, t before."

"Is that all, John? I the real reason?"®

"No," Paw said. His Qad changed. "No, John., That isnt
the real reason. The real is that if I throw out the Nigra,
I'm throwing out the chance we have."

Doc g ja wn the clutchl. "Its up to you, Abner. You
can save him,"

b4 4 snt)thinking of saving him now, John. More with
saving ourselves.,"

We went back to the house without a word. Paw w&?t ¥ in and
began”bldaning his gun thorough as the uncles. He looked down the
barrel and snapped the trigger. lle filled his pocket with?ﬁhells"and
went out to take over watching from Uncle Shad. He looked d%vnrightt
happy, like eho time he had won the aewing machine for Willﬁ Mae

A
at the Fourth of July turkey shoot.

I
a
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Along about early afternoon, tmele Meshach at the window
looked out and said, "Automoblle aecoming." ‘ ;%
Umcle Shad looked up from the radio. He nodded at ﬂ§cLe
Abed, They had all been listening to Lulu Belle, snapping théir
fingers and slapping their legs to the tune. tinele Abed gotix up
quickly and was through the door like he had vanished before
your eyes.

This fellow at the radio station had %holci of one of
£

Lulu Belle's albume and was riding it bax‘ob@ e had gone

through Barbara Allen and The Hansma, d SouUrwooc Mountain

@ couple of times alraady, But far aw cles weme concerned,

he could have hit them a couple of MOTE .

: Paw had gone outsiﬁ e after the mules. I went over
oA

a view clean down the #Halagoosha

s om

to Unecle Meshach's vim&mtv
_ road. The dust was & \ng t behidn the car but it was a distance
away yet. Uncle M gX squinted his eyes and sald,
t

enough to bust a britches . Cent yet tell

if its a fi orja mare." A

paw's kin sure talked funny, thinking of automobiles as
a filly or a mare.

V *she sure sends that automobile a-flying, anyway,"

Uncle Meshach said.

lie got to me. My jaws hung slack as I stared at him.
¥ith eyes as good as amy linthead in the serritory, I had only
about been seeing the ocutline of the driver of the auto. Yet
Unele Meshach could tell that the driver was a woman. And was

even a little worried because he wasnt sure whether she was

a filly or a mare.
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Along about early afternoon, Uncle Meshach at the window

looked out and said, "Automobile a-coming."

‘ Uncle Shad looked up from the radio. He nodded at ﬁ?cle
dodivna ,
Abed, They had all been listening to Luius'ctia. snapping their
fingers and slapping their legs to the tune. tUncle Abed gotdX up
quickly and was through the door like he had vanished before
your eyes.
This fellow at the radio station had %lmld of one of

f{{:ﬁ:;:\ e Cone [z

albums and was riding it . lle had gone

through Barbara Allen and The I an's and Sourwood Mountainm

a couple of times alrsady. But far i cles wepe concerned,

he could have hit them a couple es mnore.

Paw had gone outsid e after the mules. I went over
to Uncle Meshach's window, d a view clean down the Malagoosha
road. The'dust wvas 8 ng out behidn the car but it was a distance
away yet. Uncle Me gx squinted his eyes and said,

"Comi enough to bust a britches . Cant yet tell

if its a il or mare, "

Paw's kin sure talked funny, thinking of automobiles as
a filly or a mare.

"She sure sgnds that automobile a-flying, anyway,"
Uncle Meshach said.

He got to me. My Jjaws hung slack as I stared at him.,
With eyes as good as any linthead in the territory, I had only
about been seeing the outline of the driver of the auto. Yet
Uncle Meshach could tell that the driver was a woman. And was
even a little worried because he wasnt sure whether she was

a filly or a mare.
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Suddenly Uncle lMeshach snorted disgustedly.

aThat dsrn fool Abner weni out without his rifle gun,”
he sald,

"Adnt got s rifle gm. Got one of these here bird guns,”
Unele Shad at the radlo sald.

#You reckon he wacts to got his head blowed off? Going
out without his rifle gun with a feud on.”

Paw was coming from the barn, loowlng gewn road as
2
he walked, He had been feeding and wale lese
"ibner left home too young,” cle voawE ssid. “ie

aint never besea in a real war.,”
1 said, "Listen, you,
bunch of men here the t with Just a bird gun and guts.”
mwtmmuﬁ Lhey had been smiling
men, what flitﬁﬂ ' ces could have beeu pleasure.
"4 reckon,” Unele Shad said.

said softly, "We aiat lalking sbout guis,
son, Tour PEW is » Humond, We just Lelking sbout haviag knowledge
about war.”

Uncle Meshach beside me sald, "Filiyl"

Jeb Wishow's car was turning inte the road. Ulivinla was
alene in it. I ran for the deor and gob Lo her as she was braking.
The sar almost relled over my foot and I had to hop oub «f the way end
lope alongside it calling to her, "Hey, step!”

umnsmlyww,mmaazmmmammm
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was bare. He was looking at Olivinia from under his brow. I waved

a hand at him and said, "hey, Uncle Meshach, you're scaring the fi}ly.'
Olivinia gave a small gasp. 1'll bet m=x she was ready to scilp

me., Uncle Meshach kept coming. When he reached the car, he said,

"She's sure pretty, Abner. She yours? She's sure worth roping."

!
e

Olivinia asked weakly, "Who's he?"

"My uncle from over the mountain." I hid the grin.
*Oh."

A low whistle smecame from the house. Un%ﬂ!eshach faded.

Olivinia looked startled. "Visiting?" she ask

. o skunky Foy
"Kind of. What about you? Visitingzf ¢ vy 9‘%[57“7-\*'
She was small and neat and cle Jeb Wishaw's dusty auto. She

had a bow in her hair and the frockﬁ ght as if she was going to
olice and you last night,"she said.

town on court day. "I heard ab.
"Sure. A joke Sho ;~‘9~ played on me."

an
angrily.
"Joke? They most tear down. Look on your face," she said /
s

"] still go

Preacher maybe more damaged than me."
bner. He preached again this morning. Folks
Even if it means shooting."

1 grinne So maybe that's why Faw's got folks visiting."

"One old man. What can he do."

"You aint séen the others," I said.

Qathar.?‘

"Boy. You wait."

"You're not making much sense."”

"That one was Uncle Meshach. He's the J8KER joker in the
pack."

She drew her eyebrows together. It was true as Yncle Meshach

had said. Shhe was pretty.
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"What others?"

"Ihe uncles. Shadrach, Msahweh and @bednego,"

Paw was comirg from the house,

She asked, "You mean your Paw brought in his kin?"

"Kind of ," I said.

"Why your Paw did that?"

Guess I stared, Hell, she knew what they had done to me last
night and what they were aiming to do today. She had told me herself,
Uncle Shad came out and whistled at Paw, Olivinid Badwt seen them
yet. Paw stopped, waiting for Uncle Shad.

"Paw figured I got enough beating,® I said.

"They're his fighting kin. His fewling kin I've heard my
pappy talking about," she sai&;:' |

"Maybe."

"There'll be thg. "They'll kill."

"Folk conifig, ot hére teday bringing guis too," I said.

"But g_ﬂ&g here, Abner! Folks didnt bring us inito do
their fighting." ;g.,;,;'m belig Ao Thedy why de irg meraiie 7o Nepe.

Paw wa¥"shaking his head at Uncle Shad. My uncles Meshach and
Abednego stepped from the house and went over to Uncle Shad and Paw.
Uncle Shad looked at them and they nodded. Paw shook his head and
said something. They didnt like it and all three uncles spat on the
ground.

"Your Paw will be out there tcf' carrying a gun," 1 said.

"We sint to blame if he gets trouble."

"Paw wont be there, neither will Uncle Matt or the others,”

she said.

= b
thw So T



"Paw talked Uncle Matt out of it and Uncle Matt went after
Micajah Hoe and Jilson and the others ee-e all your Paw's friends, except
Sep Logan, They reckoned it had gone far enough. Said they®d leave it
to the town folk,"

"Whyn't they say they'd talk the townies out of it?"

“Abner, you knew the townies got their danders up. You heard
the preacher working on them." ‘

"So you think we ought to make them dig %sk We Higra," 1 said.

"Didnt say that." But she locked away.

“You scared of what they might deo?"

Ske Jerked her head to me, "Yesy % good and scared,” she said
between ber teeth; "Its turned bad an@ youwwdont have to be a goldurned
fool."

The uncles and Pawigame up so qulietly, Olivinia hadnt heard them
L e AN Ay il s,
“&ﬂﬁﬁapr“:f;avk " Paw said, ;

She tugned. at hia voice. And she goggled as she took fnlmf

the uncles fof;“he first time together. They stood
A SONXKAER EXBOCERNODAX XHDEXRKNX tall, grim and shaggy in their patched

overalls, forearms dangling down {rom the rifle guns they had slung deerwise
across their shoulders. You could smell violence and blood on them if you
went thinking things, but even if you hadnt known of the feuding Hammonds,
they looked dangerous in their long, flat stillness, standing hip jointed,
chawing burley and the forearms hooked on the rifles.

"Right fine girl your girl, Abner," Unecle Shad said. "She come
to load guns for us?"

Clivinia, her eyes popping, shook her hesd. Uncle Shad spat on the
wunndanﬂ said, "Pshaw, FReckon you did. You want to light and visit, then?"



XOBX 129 /Y -

She shock her head, Then her mouth went stubborn as she fought
down the flutiers, "Ne-o. I aint staying.®

Paw seld gently, "Then you go on home, Olivinia, Go straight
m‘

Uncle Shad shook his head. “Heckon we cant, Abner, Cirl goes
out of here and says we boling up here, we lose the surprise.” ‘

"1 dont want a surprise, Shad, Just want folks to know we aint
weak and thai way, Lhey wont try anything,® Paw

“They will try. Anywsy., They m:\ with you, they'll

try, no matier,"
@m Qivisia,® Paw satd.

"You turn around sad high
the gate, Abmer,” Uncle XXl Meshach

"4e cut her down befor

sald. "We blow off her { a."\ :
. Meshach
Paw just got meaner snd looked Uncle XRXK in the eye,
"You do it, WX and I shoot you in the middle, close up, with
ny souirrel gu sperad,

"Turn, girl, twn," I said low.

She fumoled a little but got the motor started, backed up and
made the turn and reolled for the gate. I walted for the boom and the
lureh, bal nothing happened and we got out to the publie highway. 1
reached over and eul the switch. The ecar rolled a few feet and stopped,
Ulivinda's head fell slowly to the steering wheel, Ohe was weeping sll
over hersclf, the way girls ery.
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“They wouldnt have donme a thing,” I saild, "Paw wouldnt have
- made them,"

Seemed llke I said the right thing for she came up fast off the
steering wheel and knuckled the tears osut of her eyes. But when she
turned to me, well, I knew 1 had guessed wrong. OShe looked as ferceious
as Paw,

"You fool! You amd your Paw and the three searecrows back
BHOTE wemem @ waf - W - W clier Lipee kEmneaf -<ob ..o

"ie aint done nothing wrongl!"™ I preteﬂc%ﬁnt you hear
Paw gsay back tliere he dldat ala to sarprise t 8?7 All he wants
is for them Lo stay off bis landl"

*You shove s gun &bt folks s stay off your land?"

she blazed, "You think they d ‘ to back off and m!“
"They better!” 1 ragedy back st her, "Or we shoot their
bryghes off1"

"Your {olks waamumx Coing to sboot at our

"Then sur Few and uncle Hatl to ge stop the townles from
caingl Tell Sep logan to take hie seven chunkies out of the line. And
while you doing ell that talking, tell Miss Amanda stop spr
about Willi Kae ~-=- t&ll 'em all just leave us Hawmonds alone! There aint
none of you in Malagoosha good as my sister Willi Hael"

That didat eught to come oul but by this time I was real red-eye
mad, She just looked at me ss if didnt see me and said, "Get out of
this car."

Well, I git. Maybe 1t oughtni to have came out but they had
no right thisking wp them things nbout Willi Mae. She almost kaocked
me calercorner as she tore off, 1 walked back %o the house, They were
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“backs t6 the wall.

gobd and the bad in us. Depending on %
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all back inside by then, the uncles sitting on the floor with their
tnecle Meshach looked up and cocked his head
from side to side. They listened for sounds nobody else ever
heard.They saw guicker tuan a squirrel. I mean, they were primitivess.

I stood there getting madder. At last it busted out,

‘ "What the hell talk is that anyway? Saying you's shoot

at Olivinia?" I shouted.

Uncle Abednego kept looking at the floor. He was the grave
one. The graven image. They all thought like gods. Shaggy mountgin
gods making pronouncements about who could leav%ha farm #nd who

would stay.
’ &
"Son, when you brung us here, ya& urself in for the

look at 1t.x* bncle
Abednego said.

(

S0 maybe I had brough¢ 10. Everybody,makea mistakcs.'
"Then 1'll take y ri% ck. Get your gear." E
 Paw said sharp ut up now, Abner."

"We dont g » RO¥Y. Not once we're in. We like a burr

on you until it go back now, you dont sleep nights. You

begin to h we liséening émr." Uncle Meshach said.
"That's way to talk, Abner. You guit,”" Paw rapped.
"SSuppose they had shot and hit Olivinia insteadl"
"We dont mis;, boy. All us Hammonds shoot good. Your
#mv too," Uncle Meshach said. "We learnt early."

They sat on the flcoor with their knees
up to their chins.

They had the rifles between their knees., They didnt seem to
wash, or remove their clothes at nights. Maybe it was the war.

But you looked at thelr hands on the guns a@d you were secure. Uncle

Shad spat sideways on the floor.

"Go see after the mules in the shed," Paw said sharply to me.

"But look at them!" 1 shouted. "So they call us white trash
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in town and say things of Willi Mae! See these guys and they'll know
we're poor white trash!" /

It got to Paw like I'd u..uop’?én with a piece of two by four.
He staggered back a pace and his face turned ashen. His eyes widened
and remained so, staring at me. He looked like he was about to have a
stréko, Or kill me.

"What did they say about Willi Mae?"

I knew better than to hump around now. I had been a fool to
g0 wailing off because Olivinia had got med but the dirt was already
kicked up. Paw wouldnt wait. His face turned roek hard.

"Saying things, saying she's turned bad," I said, feeling as
if all my teeth were being pulled.

“Who been saying things?

"Dont know for sure, but I guess could be Miss Amanda."

"That connect with you at her window?"

"Wanted to scare her, to see if she'd jump. Guess it was she
alright,"

"You need more'n that,"” Paw said.

I told him sbout Pete Sawyers' telephone call.

"Why didnt you tell me about this before?"

“I didnt know for sure, Paw., I didnt know."

He said, "Guess I got to go to this Key West.”

It came to me WMy then that this could be the break. Get Paw's
dander up to go to Key West and maybe he'd forget the nigger in the %
and take off., He loved Willi Mae more than his right arm.

"We could get the telephone company to tell us where Pete phoned
fram," I said. "We could run him down in no time."

“Whereabouts the country is Key West?" Uncle Shad asked.
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"Way down in Florida."

"Think our old car could make it?" Paw asked.

"We could use Pete's pickup," I said.

He looked over at the uncles.

"Got to go to Key West,"” he said.

Unele Shad nodded. "You go, Abner. We can clean up here,”

"Dont need to do that," I said., "We could take you back and
detour dowun to Key West,"

He ignored me like I hadnt said a word.

"Less'n you want to wait then we could 86 to Key West with you,
Abner," he said,

"Maybe you got to do same fighting dom there, Abner," Uncle
Meshach said,

”Shmka,yww take care of them

then
townies and/we>coxkdk go with Abner," Uncle Abednego said.

Paw came out of where he had been,

"No, we'lll straighten out this and then we'll take you back, Shad.
/1 > - ,-" Y, 7\_"

Got to go to Key West alone," he said. "Soon 64

"Paw,®. I said, "we ought to go now. Willi Mae ww—- "
He said to me softly, "You shut up now, boy."
He said it sort of furry, it pimpled my back. I didnt t
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN
[e]es.
Wﬂ*ﬂﬂkﬁy came at us, Coleman Roberts'

iLote DaoSbaik
carwumtkcl«dandwewmtodadmarzzhohmdhm The—cousins

hadbommtintbeyardpilhgmM mm mthingthat sounded
Sed ond [Phedinip:
like, "Folks t«ming!“ and the thﬁ {ﬁcleg got to their feet and went
out without a word. By the time I got to the deoor, they had disappeared.
They just seemed to have been swallowed by the land.,
I turned around and said, "Paw, nhere'row
$a7v was pulling on his jacket. "!ml m{w them, Abner," he said.

”%J 94 niy L AL

ammm-am%smnmngtmsm
as they neared on.r uto: I could howuhaévﬁmy were yelling and Paw turned
g0 pale, the stubble on his face v@ﬂ}\ﬁ. I took down my gun and put in
two shells, Paw heard the elick as\l closed the breech and he turned and
looked st me for awhiled %‘J

"Guess M‘b}'ﬂi?ﬁay out of this, Abner," he said.

o gt

"\vlat. do ?u no good when the time for State comes. Fighting for
Nigras aint so ﬂﬁuhr »

"I aint fighting for Nigras. I'm on my Paw's side,”

He smiled a little. "Dont take a man's side, son, or you went be
any better off than Shad and the rest out there ~--- and you dont think much
of them, Take the side what you think is right."

"Wish we had invented something that could turn niggers ---- hell,
Nigras white, That woﬁld end strife.”

"ilhy you think they want to be white?"

"They ought to. Save their asses some."

"Haybe you're right. Though I aint sure. Folks are funny, Take
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that bunch out there. If I were a Nigra, I wouldnt want to be one of
them,"

They were beating the sides of the cars and yelling like kids
on Massacre Day, I pulled aside the curtain and looked out, Mayor Roberts
hadstOppodfmhiacaraquQWbesideit,_leokingtwardsthe
house, I looked for any of Paw's friends. WNot a one was there. Not even
Sep. I looked for Joe and Shorty, but they werent there either. These -
were all folk the preacher had worked on, town folk, Mayor Hoberts was
-ekingacisnranduuedtobcgrinningarmmdi&ﬁ%womeintho
other care kept banging the sides and shouting the names,

Paw said, "You stay iﬁ, Abner, If I need you I'll holler,"

He ep:me'd the door and went outside, The shouts rolled down on

Haycrmtnaumitwgoenenwgh he figured, to scare
Paw, before he held up his hand 'He called out,

"Told you Ifa b&% Abner, Told you, didnt I?"

Paw sald, "I believed you. You bring the warrant?"

Mayor Roberts held up his hand to stop the shout:lng.'

3 brough£ it," he said grinning, "several of them."

He waved his hand at the crowd behind him and everybody burst out
cheering and laughing, It was good, I reckoned. Coleman Roberts has turned

smarter since he was elected. And by the looks of it, he'd be elected again.

"They aint legal, Coleman," Paw said,

Gverybody laughed again, including Mayor Roberts who took out his
cigar to do it properly, from the belly.

"Naw, but they're hiabt poworful, Abner. Want to see them tear out
your fences so as to shew you thoir warrant?"
Paw waited for the lsugh tc die out and said, "Why dont you leave him



in peace, Coleman?

Mayor Roberts held up his hand. He stabbed the cigar towards
Paw,

"Get this,once and for all, Hammond., Folks around here aint
hating niggers. You got mules in the barn? We love them as you love
them mules, You'd shoot to protect them mules, But I dont see them
sleeping in the house with you."

"Maybe they do!’' yelled a voice fram in the crowd,

"Higger-lover!®

"Let's go get him and his nigger!®

They left the cars and were coming on foot towards the gate,
1 eased the gun to the window sill and waiteds I hadnt heard a sound from
the uncles, but I wasnt worried.. To'tell the truth, as I looked at the
crowd, scme carrying shotguns and cthers pleces of lumber or old chains
or whatever, I felt glad about Unele Shad and the others some place out
there. I had been pltxmg a guessing game about where they were, whether
behind the haystack, or m“m’ or our automobile, But when they showed,
1 was wrong.

Paw held up his hand and called, "Mayor Roberts?"

Coleman Roberts stepped out in front and held up both hands and
the crowd backed up behind him.

"Wait a minute, boys, let's hear what Abner's saying."

"Mayor Roberts, you come on my land without a warrant, recken you
know you'll be treapuaing."‘

“Is that all, Abner? You had your say?"

"Had my say, Mayor," Paw said.

"Alright. Now h:o.r .uis, I'm going to céunt. to ten. If the gate
aint opened at ten, I wont be able to control these fellows. They'll just
have to come in and take out the nigger themselves. One. Two. Three,"
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He counted by poking the cigar towards the sky. Dont know whether
it was that Uncle Shad couldnt count hcimd three or he just got plain
impatient, but before Coleman Roberts could say four, Uncle Shad shot his
cigar in half,

For awhile, after the crack of the rifle gun, there was a dead
silence. I looked for the smoke and saw it curling out of the yard grass.
Then I knew I'd been wrong all along. Uncle Shad and the rest could go
to earth like animals. They were part of the earth., They could use the
folds and the knobs, the rocks and the valleys and the ridges., In the
right places, you wouldnt know they were there mtﬂ Yyou stepped on them.
And then, I reckon you'd wished that you had stepped on a cottonmouth.

Hayor Roberts' hand was still @n fhe air like the shot had frozen
it there. He was looking up at &stmand of his cigar, his mouth open.
And then before he could say myt&ng,amther piece of the cigar disappeared
as Uncle Meshach showed me how well the Hammonds could shoot.

Up to now, nmctt.hc‘had shown themselves., I learnt afterwards
about who had fired. We enly knew then that the shots had come fram two
widely separated places, Then I heard Uncle Shad's peculiar whistle and
the yard explodeds From every direction, rifleguns spoke and the hats of
the townies went flying. Uncle Shad and the rest just fired like lightning
and folk out there lost their hats., I think the first of them to break
were those who found their hats and clapped them on again, only in the
instant to lose them. Yelling, they ran for their cars. Hayor Roberts was
hattogomdluygladlnafwmynythnt although he walked quickly, he
didnt run like the others. For although I was proud of the uncles, I didnt
want them to think that all the folks in this section of the county were as

easily scared.
The last of the gars pulled 'away and Uncle Shad rose, knocking



burr from his denims, One by one the others came from cover, Nobedy
WﬂMasﬂMMM@zﬁtaw. They just got to
their feet, knocking off burrs and shaking bits of grass and pebbles
from their overalls and taking the old felt hats from their shirt
fronts where they had stuck them when they took cover,

Uncle Meshach was checking his sights, pointing the gun into the
sky and squeezing off.

"Gun acting up?" Uncle Abednego said,

"Darn if I dont think I nearly nicked an ear,®  Uncle Meshach
said,

"Maybe a speck of dust flew in your eye," ' Uncle Shad said.

"Maybe," Uncle Meshach said,

Nobody said anything to Paws ‘They walked back for the house, ~Fwe

came—3fi, They at on the floor, cleaning their guns. Watching their

hands on the rifles, 1 remember Paw tdlingn(c( that the gun had been the
earliest plow used in the United smu:ff_zdé'm conquered the land, turned
it into something of value. Paw would say that we Americans were well served
in tools, tools to build and to destroy. One time he heard a fellow on the
radio say we made the mest powerful guns, built the biggest churches and grew
the hugest grain of wheat there was. All we Md was to make the tallest
man, Paw said, and that was up to all of us, What we had to do first was to
learn how tall was tall.

I knew they came no taller than Paw. I knew his guts were wrenching
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to go after Willl Mae but he had put in the hoe and he would go to the end
of t;berw. But what would be the end? He wasnt a foolish man. We could
whop the fellows a couple of times but in the end, Coleman Roberts would
find a way to bring the law down on us, (If it was for disturbing the
peace. Calling in the uncles had fooled them -: but only for awhile,

While they were cleaning their guns, I took Paw aside.

"Paw," I said, "what's going to happen now? They'll come back."

"We hold off a day or two and we'll be alright," he said.

"A day or two? Something going on here 1 dont know asbout?"

"Maybe," he said.

Said it so goldurned calm, I was getting mad.

"But ---- how long can this --'this army hold out?" I asked, waving
a hand at the uncles. "And while weé're at it, how long will they stay?"

"Long as we want them to." '

"What about their own homes?"

"This is their home, Abner, where their kin needs them,"

"And what about illi Mae?* I said brutally. "Aint you going out
to look for her?®

He closed his eyes and I sort of wished he'd belt me. But I guess
he had seen through me, They come no taller than Paw.

He said, "You got a chere to do."

That angered me. "Chore? You talking about chores at a time
like this?"

a/|snigger and of the cousirs said, "E ‘ gone

bd |for him byt then I heard glash and he/was cl
s. Uncle Shad|had almést without aim £lung

Paw said, "You must go into town."
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I stared at him,

"You go into town and see Jeb Coombes, Tell him to talk te
Miss Amanda. If Pete Sawyer phones again, Jeb's to take the call. Want
to find out where Pete's staying."

“"Go into town? You crazy?™ I whispered,

I walked over to the window and loékod out. It was darkening,
There was no sign of life on the road, It made sense that we should find
out where Pete was. This Key West could be 2 big place with a heap of
streets and houses., Lots of sailors and soldiers*-‘m going down there
since this business with Cuba. God Almightyy wbo 4t was as Miss Amanda
was saying. I didnt have any way of telldng, 'If it was true, Zt would
Srenlk e o Srik ik 1 menitell 5 1l St it iibtor wa over widie
I'd be taking off for Key West nyw.r Defere Pow know 18, 1% bring her
back before he found out mnmgm- sure. KEven if I had to drag her.
But I'd want to know whsge in N west Wi111 Mas was shacking it.

I went back $o\ninand nodded.

"How willogon do 1t?" he asked.

"Mhﬁ.&gthcpiekupinthebmthuadmoakintom. I think
I can made it id the hack of Jeb's place without folks seeing me.



Jeb Coombes' store was built of stone and brick. The walls
were & foot and a half thick, the windows small and high so the Indians
couldai see in, even if they prowled right up, back in the time over a
hundred years ago when it was built. The rafters were split ash, the
walls panelled in cherry., Jeb was proud of the place and kept it clean
as a hound's tooth. The way people tell it, it had beem built for a
blockhouse and later turned into the first courfhotse. There was a big
main entrance on Saltlick Street and a smaller dgor in the alley near
the filling station. Itto&matin"ﬁukb it to this door for
Malagoosha (’,ﬁ was jumpy tonight. lMost of the crowding was around
Coleman Roberss' place. Automobiles were packed tightly on the courthouse
lawn. Ihadwcollarupﬁwuppnlleddmmdhadpntalinpmly
walk. Yet I was bobéat mervous, walking past the knots of folk and hearing
our name menticned at every turn.

1 knew I could get to Jeb Coombes' but what scared me was talking
to Jeb. I1'd\reminded Paw about Jeb and he said, "Tell Jeb its Willi
Mae," That was all.

When we came to town I used to hang out with Pete Sawyers most of
the day while Paw and the others sat in Jeb's shaking hands with old General
Lee. 1 hadnt been with them every minute of the day. There were things
about their friendships I didnt know. mt I knew was that m

2 AN A

Wi e i
of<mizger=had-Sown those friendships apart. And what had happened out
at the farm today wouldnt begin to patch it up again. Yet Paw had seemed
to believe he could count on Jeb Coombes. I didnt relish the idea of Jeb
grabbing me for Joe and Shorty. ‘
The alley door was closed but it wasnt locked. It opened on a
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passage that ran past the rooms which made up Jeb's sleeping quarters.
The passage ended in the space behind the bar. There was a cutoff door
between the passage and the bar. One light bulb was burning in the passage.
I turned off the light and crept up to the door. It wasnt so thick I couldnt
hear the noise in the store. I tried it and got a crack. Joe was somewhere
down at the other end, out of line with my sight. To the left I could see
the grocery portion of the store, darkened and empty. I eased the door a
little more and got one fat round corner of the stove in my eyes and then
as 1 looked past it, just a piece of Sep Logan's faces I pulled the door 1
shut quickly.

The floor under my foot and the wall at my back folt solid and
sure, I wanted to stay there in the dgﬂ:‘, nal‘c and warm, away from Sep and
Joe and Shorty, just drop the whdp{ﬁpﬂ business. Paw had been crazy
believing this would work. : '

I cracked the doer amm picked up Sep Logan talking,

Meue Goldu‘rnq!:m, the way Coleman Hoberts tell it."

"Dont. kngw how 'eeme Jeb Wishaw didnt know about this," Jilson
Swift said. 'm giﬁ of his ought to have seen something when she was
out there eari‘im:. Ought to have seen Abner's army and told her Paw about
it."

"If 1 had a daughter and she was snucking up to that brat of his

(. ' 4 g i

I'd take leather to her," Sep Logan said, "(vewstkeer:(hi u Wi in Tl hasct o

"ie didnt any of us know Abner would turn out how he did," Jilson

"He ought to stop her before she turns bad," Sep said.
Uncle Matt Comnant cleared his throat and said, "Cant believe
everything you hear, speciaiiy when you know where you heard it from,"
thinking of Miss Amanda and Mayor Hoberts no doubt. "Knew her Maw before
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she died. Knew her Paw before he turned crazy. Willi Mae wasnt born bad
nene at all. Maybe she saw her Paw turning contrarious and 1lit out before
it touched her too,"

I listened but didnt hear Olivinia's Paw. Jeb Coombes came
along the bar and I put my lips to the crack and said, "Jeb, Jeb Coombes,"
in a hcarse voice but he went right on by so I reckoned it hadnt been
loud enough, I stood there grinning nervously and waiting for him to come
by again. This time I called louder. Jeb stopped walking. I pictured
him looking around to locate the call. For who would expect a voice to
come out of a crack?

I said hoarsely, "The door, Jeb. Want to talk with you,"

Then I flattened to the wall, 'Jeb was a brawling man who would
know how to fix anybody who might be laying for him. Sure enough he flung
the door open and peered into the half dark of the passage. Standing
further out, he'd have brained me with the door.

"Behind the door, Jeb, Dont want to show myself to folks outside.
You wait there, golng to turn the light on,"

I hoped to God Jeb hadnt forgotten that he and Paw had been close.
I could feel Joe and Shorty rattling my teeth in their fists.

I worked the switch and stared into Jeb Coombes' eyes.

"Wouldnt have come but Paw sent me," 1 said flatly to the tough
look in his eyes. "He figured you wouldnt turn me in but I figured
different."

The door to the alley was open and even if he was stronger than
me, he couldnt catch me to the alley with one of my legs in a ball and chain,
I was set to run if he turned ornery.

"Why you figured different?" Jeb said.

"You're with Coleman Roberts," I said,

He stared at me. * He said slowly, "I run a business in this town,
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boy. Mayor Hoberts aint the soft mayor we all thought he'd be.®

Even if he had been just going along on the pull, I wasnt
going to trust him too close. Just likely he might be thinking that
grabbing me might help him with Mayor Roberts.

Paw sent a message."

"What message?"

Nempntlid 84

I 3@ him /\the phone call, I called Willi Mae's name.
He looked sick and shook his head,

"The town's turned rotten," he said. "Tell your Paw I dont
believe it."

"Sure,” I said,

He said, "What's this crazy story l hear from the fellows who
were out at your place? Who's your Paw got out there?"

I shook my head.

“"You can tell me.  JYour Paw knows different about me. You can
talk to me, boy."

But 1'd hnlpg‘w'a chore and was backinz out of Jeb's place.

"HowWil Yok Paw know when I hear from Pete?"

That needed some thought. If Jeb Coombes wanted to trap me, that
would be the time to do it, ﬁhmlmmodfortheanmr. Then I had an
idea and grinned.

"You write it down on Sep Logan's signboard. Just write down the
address. I'll come along some time to look st it."

He chuckled and he looked square as shooting, but Malagoosha had
turned sour and I wasnt #® swallowing how a fellow looked.

"Beat it, boy. Close the door behind you," he said.

I went out guick and lost myself on Saltlick, Folks didnt seem
to be bedding down tonight. I took a look at the gas station. It was all
dark but I knew better than going in there. I walked out of town, past the
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wreck at lookout Reck and found Pete's truck.

Paw came up alongside as I stopped in the yard. He leaned on
the cab while I told him everything that had happened at Jeb's.

"Jeb aint lying. You could have trusted him, son."

"Better this way, Paw," 1 said shortly.

No lights showed in ttie house but when we went in, I saw that
they had covered the windows with stuff. A lamp was turned down low, I
serewed up the wick and they were on the floor. There were only g‘
mounds under the blankets. I looked at Paw and he @otiened outside. The
o't.har, ;;;: out there, I guessed padding around lon guard.

Paw gave me coffee and some food ﬁmyw prepared while I was
gone, We sat there talking together in 1w fvéi"eeg I wondered whether
he had 1istoned to the radio tonight, M sbng from L st g
us both feel better. It was a qmm the way that gal could soothe Paw
and me. Like she was singing to us special.

Sometime lahr“ I woke, stiff with cold. Uncle Shad was sitting
up in his blankets. ﬂi& eyes caught the light as he looked at me. A
grimace eraase&;nli deathery face.

“Just 1:{.?:8:1 to them coming," he said, "noisy as beavers.,"

He scarod me, saying it so easy. Though I listened hard, tjere
wasnt anything out there bar the whistling frogs and silence. Uncle Shad

didnt seem to have said anything but the others sat up too. They rose with
their rifles in hand, shedding the blankets like a dog coming out of a

Unclc!onhaehchoppcdhiahandtwardsthelnpmdlhln it out. The light
outside was soft and” ghostLy, the moonshine lost in the mist. As they had

P
done before, Uncke—Shad and—the-ethers just went out the door and disappeared.

I still hadnt heard anything out there but I had no doubt at all. Paw's
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kin were witehy, the way they could see and hear and shoot. They spat
on floors and didnt care to sleep in beds but they knew more about staying
ahead of defeat than anybody 1 knew. I kept thinking that this was how
they had whopped the Indians and tamed the land, I kept thinking that
dgstructive as it was to the life we had known, this nigger-trouble had
brought out some of the best, as it had the worst, in folks,

Heard the fellows then. Heard them like a rustle in the brush,
a chink of metal on stene;but it was a marvel how, long ago, Uncle Shad
had picked them wp. An instinet warned me to lay down flat on the gallery.
Hy guess was that Coleman Roberts wasnt coming chérry-picking today. From
the talk I'd heard in town, Joe and Shorty would be in that crowd out
there, shooting law-style with County autidority behind them.

Wmmﬁrmnmud,m»uoushitall seemed to be directed
towards the house, Bullets plunked ‘gfid whined all around. I dug my face
into the lumber and prayed. 4s I'worked out the direction of the firing,
it appeared that all that stood between me and that lead they were throwing,
was Paw's salid f1okr Bldnking. The gallery was seme distance off the
ground and since the dip of the land placed the attackers below me, the
bullets either came under the house or [lew well above me.

Nobody yet had fired from our side and I was cursing crazy at
Paw and the rest for not shooting back. When they did, I laughed leony

l{ 4,«‘4 bg hl/‘ -
Yesterday afterncon, $he cfilidins had bun
s /Jb” ﬂl' H'\[/L. "Dui“ Lt boen

for a leng spell, \mrkh;g at t.he w p;le. : w Keadion g..f:ztr‘mﬁ
AN s B ] T (Vi S
S— S T e v Sy I _.'I,‘.'ﬁ—«‘-"; cie oiad had-se Lhem to oy 30 as -t "}"0’\%)0 'fg\(
e e Y j Coloran by

keap-us—apart. But-mow, Tkmew. From three places along our fence line, Ao«e.
great {ires roared up, fed by coal oil, {h}w Roberts' posse was
canghtinthelight)/ﬁzdﬂnele&ndandthenatmttoﬂmoﬁng. I
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knew there were enly /f:vthm out the?/\of;un; Paw but it sounded
like an army. The guis craekod from all sides. The bullets plowed
dirt in the faces of the fellows. They had been coming forward at a
crouch, believing to rush the house end suddenly they were pinned in the
light, hung up like dolls, all crooked arms snd open mouths.
The ki herded them back, sheep dog fashion, curling up the flank
and beating back those in front with shooting that was magic, A few got
winged, but except for a howl and a bandage, thnywwldbothe same as
new by morning. Uncle Shad and the others just ahct.ttmtmdhats.
‘They kept moving from place to place. One tiha, I ‘think it was Unecle
Heslnahﬁrightbolonnmdlooaldhear‘ﬁncmmashetim
his gun and rolled over, moving to some mocolm. Before the posse was
out of earshot, Paw called to his kifiafolk to stop shooting. Then he
shouted so Mayor Roberts could hear.

"Coleman foberts, I%a giving you notice! Next time we shoot hard,
you trespass on my placel® |

But all the Peply was a wild shot and a yell. The uncles blasted
them again and they ran for their cars away off. Leng after, we heard the
sounds of the WotoFs as they headed back to town. I rose and stretched, I
was real proud. I grinned at nothing,

"Aint had so much fun since hog-ecalling day," Uncle Heshach
sald, coming into the house,

g . [tk Ot Aead (U
But they was shooting at us, one—of—thHe—cousing said, his oyes ¢ /
g/ "hen you reckon you going to let us shoot back, ey

=hpd? We aint shot back yet for real."

"Shot back? You mean we- kill?" I said.

Paw said, coming in, "Aint going to be no hard shooting, son.

We just keeping them away."

~ "That aint what you told them out there,.l

A A V'A/wx/(
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said.

"Hope they believed me. That's to keep them off. Dont want
nobody hurt bad," Paw said.

"They get the idea you're doing that, what's to prevent them
coming right in?" I said. |

ot when they come like that, son. The time to watch is when
two or three of them drift in to talk peace. They dont know who we got out
here, or how many of us there is. They'll want to count heads."

Not even Jeb Coombes knows, you remember thaty I said to myself
looking at Paw. He looked back at me as if he kfiew 1 Was thinking about
holding out on Jeb,

"They aint never going to count heads, Abner," Uncle Shad said
softly. ‘

Mo sat sk She Sibatnd 2 t:!ifin.‘the kinsfolk went to sleep. I went
out to the barn after Paw. \ He was feeding and watering the animals.

"You get some sleep, Abner," he said, "you got to see Jeb Co@os
tonight." b,

I stobi Ptk there and said, "There're things I ought to know."

He Was rubbing down s mule. He said mildly, "What things?" -

"Things ’m- how long you figure we're all going to be riaking our
necks around here and why. We could get away now."

He looked at me but his eyes_hel& nothing I could read.

"You getting tired of it, son?"

‘"You ought to give me stnothiﬂg, Paw. You ought to say what we're
waiting for. I know ;vu're walting for something. You cant hope to keep
them off forever. Tou ought to tell me what you're waiting for."

"Your Uncle shadand the rest aint askiha, Abner,"

Anger jumped in me., "They dont care, Paw, dont you see?™ 1
shouted. "They dont care so long as they can shoot and chaw and spit! You
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think it matters to them that you moved over here and raised your family
and folks respect you? They're still in the one room log cabin sleeping
with the hogsi"

He looked plumb worn out with warring and worrying. But if he
couldnt end the worrying, he hadnt needed to go warring. And even if his
pride was to blame for prodding him into it, we had dusted them enough to
retire with our tails up. He didnt hgve any cause to keep at it until they
had his hide.

"Folks respect a lot of people whom hogs aint got no respect for
even," he said. "Shad and the others respect themselves for they aint
asking anything out of this more than folks léave'me to raise my own hell
with myself,” , A

"I aint asking anything but.that we get out of here and go hunt up
Pete and Willi Mae," 1 said.

"I didnt aim to bring you. into this, son. You came back,” he said.

"And maybe I $hould pull out?"

. "Mayve," h uﬁ. back to rubbing the animal.

He had that "tpiet way of making you look inside,

"Paw, 1 said, "What makes you think those others doni believe
in what they're doing?"

"Sheep," he said, slapping the word at me. "They feed along as
other folk herd them, They dont raise their heads to look where they are
going. Sheep."

"Just like the mules you say built this eountry.”

He gave a sure enough laugh and patted the mule on the rump. "4 lot
to learn about mules, boy, if you figure that way. Nobody pushes a mule. He'll
lay back his ears."

"But - but, Paw, just supposing they really believe?"

He locked at his hands resting on the mule skin., It was quiet in the

hawvn
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"Then they would cra:i under the bullets and dig mttle

colored man ."
2 "Perhaps they dont think a nigger is worth all thatv

trouble," 1 said.

Paw dropped the brush and turned on me; His eyes went flat
with a quiet kind of fury.

"His name's Dodge. Sam Dodge. Call him by his name.
That's the least we can do."

Day was lighting up. We could see clear acro’a- to the
road where the big o'aks humped against the s}¥. Paw looked
as if he would talk some more but then h to pull baek.
He breathed outy powéri‘nli}and went b \ bbing down the
mule., &

I shouldnt have been surpriisefwthat he knew the fellow's

name., :
IXEN He had talked with hie 8 Q enough, He and Olivinia. I

had heard them mumblingfinsi e room sometimes but I was
too redﬁyed angry a :Nos to go IHEE in. Mostly it
sounded as if S was deoing the talking. You would hear
his voice, dge quick, He never spoke to me those times T
poked in d heQwas awake, e would look at me long enough to
focus and th&W’his eyes would slide away. It could be that he
‘was uppity. Or maybe scared. '

"Glad to hear somebody named him,"

"lie's mending good. Olivinia fed him some broth last
night.”

That floored me right off. I must have been slackjawed.,

: '01,1;&1::1&? But she aint here!"

'mb came back while you were gone to see Jeb."

"‘mofe'l she?" s
"Lm d{ room. In with the sick fellow. Safest room in the

house Vhf :}t comes to -hooting -
a
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"You mean - she's been in there all night with him?"

g

"We put your maw's old rocker in there for her. She's
alright."

"You should have sent her homel"

"She walked over. Aint right sending her back on foot
and I couidnt leave the house."

"Then I'11 take her back right now!"

He shook has head and chuckled. "She wont go."
ils because of

I guessed she wouldng. She had come b to show me how
tough she was. That the Wishaws didnt tuck m

a handful of unshaven Hammonds. Well, she

room with that fellow until she turne%& herself for all 1

cared.,
*

stay in Paw's

"You hold up and 11‘ w said. "If come nightfall
and what I expect dont ha en, ight out from here. We take
the § pickup and make r
"Sure. But leave Sam Dodge and Olivinia. They'll
only slow us up.
My nos s’ wetter than a pup's. I ought to be ashamed of
myaelf. When P oke, he spoke away from me, saying the words
like he hoped they would slide around his head a¥nd somehow‘find’me.
} "Lots ot times, people aint what they oughtto be to each
other. Hgts of timgalln this County, hog sickness hits a fellow a;ﬁ“
b ] L '

our onlﬁ*cancern thhn is how to prevent his dust blowing across

,

our f?néea. Aint blaming nobody about that. But now and again, I

shoul‘

harde ﬁQA1nt gg;ngftofhappen everyday, but somebody ought to walk
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over, especially in flood time, or tormnado time.

"It seems to me that now's the time to take thgt
special walk. Folks aint angels, they cant go acting like
angeis AXIXENEXWKIIE everytime. But even if we only remembe;”%
to act like decent folk when there's trouble, then that's
something, Abner, that's something. It aint a lot, but its
something. And itX gets oaaieg»to do everytime.,"

I didnt know what Paw expected to happen by night-

fall butit wasnt too long to wait. I was going to pin him to

that one, bet your boots. %

L
i
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IN _ITALICS

He was used to ordeals. They had come so thick un;
fast, galloping in lockstep, he had never been able to jump
clear. But hh had never really wanted to run from them eitherj;
he was kind of friendly to them. For after the first few shocks,
they had turned into paving ltoﬁes in the muddy yard of his
Negro existence. They kept him from being submerged. He was
grateful to them, richly so. Grateful, in a q@; sardonic way,

to them for keeping him alive. He felt qui y the bombings.

_ somebody ¢
He was important because/¥EXHiN¥ wishe ad., It made him
aware that he in a society that wou% enthusiastically

have banished him but for his re“;:‘r n., Sam Dodge was glad

for confrontations. Sam DcQg ed many a confrontation.
o "Go on down gand strate, kid," Irish Barty

had said. "Take tn.\Vhw the bastards. But dont carry

ad gone down and sought repudiation. In

no gun. Just demoms
8
restaurant b hes, swimming pools, churches. e had integrated
roadside caf d public parks. He had picketted suburban
housing projects and seamen's hiring halls. He had been bludgeoned
and abused, hosed and teargassed. He was prouder for it, and
-ecuriously strenghtened.
Sam Dodge opened hie eyes, turned his head on the
pillow and saw the ¥IXXX girl. The old guy was there too. The
old guy was named Abner Hammond. The girl had a vial and sono 
BAtiagsa . s f
st "Neat's Foot 0il, Right good for burns," Abner Hammond
said. ! '
. The girl held up the vial so he could see the label.

Sl Ll as adk Liem Oha smeas bdd akafP  Yawr hadr wase havatack



_ 166
. blonde. The bun she wore at.the back of her neck hadnt been-

: styled in a salon. No makee~up either. Straight hick. i
Sam cloaed his eyeswearily. He watched them bothww
through his eyelashes.

7 "You reckon you can manage, Olivinia? Them burns
above the chest aint bad. Just dab some of the oil on them
vonf hhve to trouble the bandages at all," Abner Hammond said;

"Reckon I can, Mr Hammond."
"Follows and me got some talking to do. And anyway,

he's asleep. FHoller if you want me."
' "fine and dandy, Mr Hammond. ge. Been
nursing since I learnt to tuck in a sa n and that was

evef since I can remember being ar ho girl aaid.
: ' "Holler if you want @\e shook his head. "Grown

men in town acting like w: olts and you, a least 'un,
mending fences with more b&“‘ re in you than an ironmongery
store." V |

She ha \eal good smile. Lips tight and flattened
on her teeth t uckered at the corners as if there were
1;ts more, hum sWe was saving up. Maybe for some cracker boy.

| " nt you go flattering me now. I'm doing it céuse 3

you and Lil' Abner aint got no women folk around."

"Dont matter why you doing it, girl, dont natter
at all," the old man said.

sam Dodge feigned sleep and listened to the dialogue.
Hie had talked a spell with the old MK guy. l'e hadnt made up his
mind about the old guy but he had talked with him more than with
cracker he had ever met. But he had spent most of his time
dozing or sleeping since he regained consciousness. He hadnt
seen much of the giﬁ} during those times he was awake. She had

helped the old man to fed him a coupie of times. Sam coudidnt do
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,much for himself for awhile. That big old rock and the fire had
sure made a mess of him.

Sam Dodge must have dozed off. He oepend his eyes
and stared straight into the girl's face. She had been bending
over him, staring down at him.She jumped back, clear to "the wall.
Sam Dodge grinned., Women of the white race often took a close
peek at you wheﬁ they thought nobody was watching. Guess my big
 black self fascinates her.

“Scared?® Sam Dodge asked.

He had a rich baritone voice. Iriskh Barty had
listened to him one ZEEE day and said, "Ki uJtould make an
easier buck on stage than soldiering wi‘ s mob. Nobody
would be liable to blow off your he

Sam Dodge grinned at {D irl real wide and handsome.

iting this season,™ he said.

"Dont be aeared“
But you di og;h“ o grin with no Southern Balle because

they could call it ox‘;::f something. e gathered back the

grin and looked ag h d Uncle. He wished he could have bobbed

his head XX fo al 0ld Uncle style, but the crappy pain

was there wait . is 0ld Uncle wasnt going to bob no head for

now.

"Yes, ma'am," Sam Dodge said.

“I aint afraid of you," snapped the girl.

'Dldn§ M¥KE figure you were, ma'am, I'm just sick
and'megh.”

"] wang to look at the bandages."
R’ e i "They Jjust fine. No need to."

| ®"The doctor aint coming back. I've got to do what I can."
§

ey X Sam Dodgo was surprised. "Doctor? Didnt know one had

 been areuéf

{‘§'Ho was here after they pulled you out of the fire

. k
)

o k“ni—l;" wemen dron dlusa ocsma W
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"Who pulled me out, ma'am? Sure would like to pray ..
1 et ’f - m
»%hﬁrﬂ and loud for the whitourolks who got me out." - : B

an

: ~ Sam Dodge had ﬁoon waiting. XHEX& He hadnt wantgd[to

: ugp‘the old guy. e was a cracker and you had to be careful ,But
tthgirl would be easier and a better veathnrcock too from vh#eh
to tell how the wind blew. Sam Dodge wasnt ﬁxxxxuxxxlxxxx sure thnt
the old guy would act against hiﬁ. But you couldnt be sure about
any of them, no matter how liberal they looked. You couldnt really
tell with no Mister Charley. Sometimes they brothered you so muah.
thuy stained you with their/g::néuilt. But sometimes they stomped
you as you grovelled. It was the saume guilt of course, but why the
hell that was, Sam was at a loss. He didnt kn thing about

- white people, except Barty. Barty and au’g}~' ty's ilix Mob.

Sam grinned wryly at himsel must have been nuts,

or. delirious at least, talking so % loving to a cracker abont
Bgrty's Mob., :
"Phey all nelpod.\ ody ran to the car and began

digging for you, We though

She didn to know he was kidding her along. Yeah,
she was only a kid were god good. They spoke their minds.
' » 1 what, ma'am? Thought I was dead?"

ats right," the girl said eagerly. "We all thought

you were dead."
R Like hell. You all thought 0Old Sam was white. Illeh heh heh.
SamlDodge fooled you, baby. But kida-wcfe okay. Even when they lied
a little, they did it painfully. |

*I'm sure grateful, ma'am. Back where I come from, a
white man gvfa in a wreck, my folks would Just.valk away and leave
hiﬂ. My folks wouldnt pull him out at all,"

She look startlod. "That aint Christian,“ she said.

] "That's right, ma'am. Where I come from, folks aint

much for Christianity."

ANK R XA AEE
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"““Q“

"Where's your home?"
‘"Harlem, ma'am. Place in New York City. They watch

white folks burn all the time."
; (Who are you kidding? Black
BEAMAREHEE XNHE HAVEAXXEENXE Tolks too. In that goddam

ghetto, folks just stop being folks.)

4

Sam Dodge was saved from burning when he joined up with
Barty's Mob., That was a laugh. A bunch of guys whose business was
guns and knives, saving hin‘from burning. A couple of Jew=-boys,
four foulmouthed 4rishmen including Barty, a squarehead, a wop,
a wog, some more nondescript ofays and a nigge t was the
squad he soldiered with. They had saved r burning.

ile had talked about it one da&o rty. It hadnt been
.3
g
clear to him but sometimes it seeme d come out clear to thefx
Barty. For
IEXENMAN 2 that Irish killer
*

£ ]
the back of his eyes and had o come foulmouthed a minute or

till through it, a light at

two after Sam quit talking.
*"Maybe its \khing running through us. I dont know,

Its like the fla oads coming up out of Mississippi, tieing
tﬂh;éOntinant toRetl®®. All the way to the New England states where
the land turn n with them quiet, silver-grey stone wallé. Its all
of a piece. Or crossing country to California. Crossing the Rocky
Mountains. You ought to see the Rocky Mountains, Party. They call
it the Great Divide. But there aint anything big enough to really
‘divide this country. éig as the Great Divide is, we threw roads
across it.xThero 's nothing in the United States big enough to
divide thin country."

%  "Except bping Jow or Irishi or Negro," Barty said. Slap=

sla,‘iax his own faeoﬁ‘nard. stinging slaps like he was mad
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s sy

: Mnm lf, His big white Irish face was always sho;id.ng the red
mrd ;

£ "Not even that, Barty. We made it, didnt we? *

"Crap off. We're Jjust unﬁsml.'

"One of these days, 1I'm going back to the railroad. There
aint no way better to see this country than omn the railroad. Yro&
ought to see Chicago, Yarty, see it coming in on the Flyer early
in the morning. The wheels had beens clickety clackety=ing ‘all
night, slowing now. Rattling the breakfast sx dishes in the si\k.
You looking through the window of the diner at %reaking beh:lnd
the river. You can smell the river, The lgk Q nd suddenly, for
ten seconds or so, I guess you love Amer. \ Ckay, ‘Knock it
off Sam. Uncle Sam,

They hNad been sitting o& auning guns. Party liked

clean guns, “arty watched tho’\ ug dewn behind the tamaracks.

It was frost time. The tenv ad turned TESHXEXEEN to yellow.
The dogwood thickets Yl pink. |

"Crap," "Pure ghit crap.”

It n ything bad he weant. That was how “arty was.
Sometimes he t tired of slapping his own face and Just
cussed the living daylight out of things.

"l guess the bandages are okay, ma'am. Maybe we should

b

leavev“}ﬁlhea be for awhile," Sam Dodge said to#iX Olivinia,

',‘ }

"gught to keep them oiled so you wont peel, my maw

{ / 2 \

X ua grinned. "Dont mind losing some of this skin, ma'am,

Has a wﬁ at getting we i,,nto trouble." \

\

A }"Stop bleediu on me. You eat at ym\‘" - *‘ ”
| { / x

f

‘jlho d\ld she
7

A Y ‘

1248y
rabbu//&ob 1ing & wahoo, P! she said.i

( {f‘ Goddam smart kid.y Real wise hick, Miss




'-f-' He reared up but the pain tinkled like broken glass inside

him; He gasped and went back slowly.

= "You ever touched a black man before? You ever looked at a
half naked black man before? You got any black brothers or cousins?
You got any black friends? I dont want you touching me."

The¥ girl didnt know for a fact where the shock had started.
But it had cracked the piecrust before the dough had a chance to
harden. She had hoped to do tolerable well nursing the Nigra. But
Lord God, he had curled back like a waterXXBXENNIN moccasin HWA in
a cypress swamp and gone for her the moment she poked in, He didnt
have any call to do that. He was black and strange but she had
done alright. She had come to help, and she would help Abner and
his paw even if the dam broke. The Nigra man had spoilt it, though.

Olivinia stared at the angry man. She had taken a close look
at him while he was unconscious. It had been strangely like trying
to remember a dream at sunup. He had kept slipping out of her
mind, Now that he was breathing easier, his skin had a firm, brown
sugary look without the dusting of greying ash that had been there
before. His skin was finer textured than most of the menfolk she
knew, His eyes were fierce and black as a bald EXj¥ eagle's. She
would bet he was stronger than a bull., She would look up in a book
at the Malagoosha public library why it was they were called Nigras.

"You hate me because you hate my folks," Sam Dodge said.

Sam Dodge really believed it. He wasnt kidding. He was sharp
with it. He could always know when they hated him because it made
him feel hateful of himself. Only Irish Barty and the others had
got past that to a relataonship they could handle, Sam Dodge

wondered where was Barty's Mob.
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" ‘"je dont hate you," the girli said.

"yoy spit on us, You deppise us., You screw us with ax handles."

"Folks dont hate you.,% Not all of us."

"Sgure you do, You've got to. Now I gotta leanr to hate you
more than you hate me."

"uost folks dont like uppity niggers. They show up too much,"

"Somebody's gotta show up," he said. "You like to be on top,
That's why you hate us. Because you figure on staying on top. I
must learn to hate you good then I'll get on top."

He was talking enough to rile you into a snapping turtle,
Olivinia thought. He needed whopping, good and plenty. He needed
chewing up, glaring/gg her 1like he was going te spring on her,

"But we are more'n you," she said cool as a pitcher by the
creek, "so we got more reasons than you, Everything we got in the
country, we made ourselves, And even the other good things are white
too, like sunlight and snow and angels' robes."

Mick, White Miss Ann was a hick for sure, But knowing it didnt
stop his rage. They were all like that in varying degrees,

"Then there's lice and l¥eprosy, they all white too, ma'am.,”

It was hiek XX talk alright but it wasnt any good trying to
tell a backwoods kid about the deeds of his people, None of the names
he K would pop out at her would mean anything. She was just a country
kid. She and her folks had helped him, Goddammit, she was a liberal,
wasnt she? Grassroots liberal., And liberals were a lot of help right
now, wherever you found them, in Washington or in Mglagoosha County,

Liberals made you angry because they showed up your depen=-
dence. They made you see how lousy weak and afrald and desperate
you were, They messed you up. You had this hate for them even while
you wanted to crawl inside of them and hide.

"you're bad."
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"So, I aint hoping for equality. I know somebody's got to be
on top and I want that somebody to be me., Black me, So I aim to
stay bad."

Olivinia wasnt afrald of him now, She was Jjust red-eyed mad.

"Rechon you dont need any nursing, You dont need any help
at all, W& ought to leave you to Uncle Sep and the rest,"

He looked alert.

"Who are Uncle Sep and the rest?"

"You ask them when they come and drag you out," she said
furiously. "They'll tell you. Oh, they'll tell you, you ask them."

Sam Dodge wasnt scared any more, He had known they would be
somewhere around. They always turned up. They were getting ready
to mess him about. He wasnt afraid. He had the shockingly® sweet
truth~feeling that appeared in him at these times. He hadnt been
wrong and nothing had been changed, He would be cheatingthem though
for he was only half a man. There were the legs and the burns and
God knows what else broken inside.

"There wont be much of me left for them to enjoy, ma'am,"

your friends
Sam Dodge said, "Maybe you better tell/khem that to hustle them up."”
_ "You nogood black devil, aint none of your worth it," Olivinia
§§§§éx Her voice was young and high with indignation., "Do you know
what you have done? You have got Mr Hammond shooting at his friends
to save your nogood hide."

She yelled the words at him, Sam Dodge heard footsteps pounding
acrogss the hall., The boy charged into the room, He halted his rush
at the bed, looking from Sam Dodge to the girl.

"What's he been doing, Olivinia? What the nigger's been doing?"

Sam Dodge looked at the boy and wailted, lMaybe he would be
slapped., He was inured to them., He had been slapped lots.

The boy hit him alongside his mouth. Sam Dodge worked his
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lips and swallowed.

"White boy," he said. He moved under the sheet. In a day or
two, he said to whatever hurt inside, They leave him for a day
or two to mend a little and he would break something on the
white boy before they came for him,

The girl ran out of the room, The boy raised his hand again
but he only showed a fist to Sam Dodge.

"You son of a bitch," the boy said.

"Aint done nothing, white boy," Sam Dodge said. "You ask
her, You go ahead and ask your girl what I done,"

He's only a couple of years younger than me, Sgm Dodge thought
in surprise. Oply a couple of filthy, dirty, redneck cracker years.

"You got to leave. You just got to leave," the boy said.

"Okay. But its powerful hard geoing out on two busted legs,
white boy."

"I catch you fooling about, they take you out in a box.,"

"Aint forgetting I'm in the south now,"

"Troublemaking son of a bitch."

"I wasnt stirring up anything when I slammed into that Rock."

"Why didnt you stay up north ¥X¥M then? Why come down here?"

"I aint for segregation. Aint segregating myself from the
south, I was born down here too."

"But it aint good for you."

Sam Dodge felt a twist of pain at the boy's words. The kid
wasnt bad. He was young and unhardened but already he had the power
of pain., He could hurt Sam Dodge simply by wishing the best for hinm.
Sam Dodge held under his anger and spoke softly.

"What makes you think only you and your folks should e entitled
to this land? What makes you think you got more wwamp water in your

blood than me? Or more cockleburrs in your head than me? I been

frannine maalbante snd racaons and 'nossums same as vou. My folks
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fished them streams for red horse and perch and bass and jackfish
same as yours, We love them summer woods when they £fi11l up with
bloodroot and firepink same as youWe got the same tooth for
strawberries and papaw as you, What give you any Goed-right to
tell me to quit it because you dont like seeing me around?”

Sam Dodge hadnt raised his ey voice, Only his eyes seemed
to grow bigger in his head.

"White boy, I aint the one that's hating. You are the ones
who kill and maim and send blood flowing in the dust of back roads
and down the streams. If anyone should quit, its your folks. I
didnt bring any blood and hate down here, ALl I and my folks asking
for is a shave in the things we helped build, Some of the life my
folks gave their lives for., We aint aiming to come into your fine
house and marry your sisters. We Just want to be left alone to
build our fine houses and for you to leave our sisters alone,”"

Sam Dodge laid back., He had been burning up for sure. He
had been uppity alright, He had been bad XXX alright. He sure
had fretted the white boy., He could see the red in his face,

"Oought to lay a timber to your skull, talking to me like
that," Abner said,

Sam Dodge's anger flared all of a sudden, "That's the only

cotton-picking morons ever
answer to your problem you stubborn/BEBERXAXHBHAXBIZEAXIHBE come
up with., Firehoses and ¥shotguns and hounddogs and ¢lubs,”

"Shut up!ZX* yelled Abner, starting for him. "You keep
talking that way and you end up bad, you heart"

Sam Dodge shook his head. "CAnt end up any worse. I'm past
frightengng by you suckers," He had been looking out of the window
at the oaks but now he turned his head back to the boy. "You
guess why I call you suckers? Because all you white people down h¢

except for a couple, are just plain dumb suckers. Except for a

- - et miina Oamdelamaa T  revasa oy oe L
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Abner was Just plain diddled by the Nigra. fbner said he

hadnt ever seen them this way before, set on their feet with
chins them
their/zhtm out, ready to get/tk knocked oif, Abner thought this
Sam Dodge must be a nut of some kind.
stay on top and remain

"Sure, you're suckers., You could
Nymber One, But you aint gonna. You're going tc be foolish and
make history do it the way history wants, And, white cousin, it
aint gonna be the way you want. Its going to be like last time,
You wouldnt free my folks. No sir. You preferred to wait until
history came along and whupped you good into freeing them. Its
going to happen again, Every redneck & one of you gonna fall under
the hatchet. Folks are ganné crackle crackers, For America's too
big for youjfunny-nosed bastards to foul up. No bunch of stone-age
hoodlums going to run things. America's going to roll over on
bad white men., And on bad white boys, too."

Abner just wasnt sure whether the Nigra man was loco,
He hadn¥t ever come ac¢ross this kind before. He thought of course
of knocking him down but you couldnt knock down a fellow who was
already flat on his back. And then Sam Dodge began to sing. He #AX
didnt roll a song along. Sam Dodge bent his voice like a piece
of hickory around some notes.They came out in an odd, broken
rhythm, like he was thinking in between the breaks, e stopped
looking at the white boy and closed his eyes., The H&EHH song
came out bigger with his eyes closed.

of the room to find Olivinia,

Abner went out/amit He stood Jjust inside the living rom
thinking BEXX¥HE about Sam Dodge. He caught Uncle Meshach's eye.
Uncle Meshach was sitting bg}flgpﬁéghg, looking at him,. Uncle
Meshach nodded his head at S paw's room. Abnepsgn §sed that

Olivinia had gone in thefe to sleep. He went back togz, ~ o o*
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

It was morning when something prodded me awake. The house
held a stillness at first. A couple of tree frogs fluted outtide,
éﬂﬁ morning mist must have come up. They flute a2 lot when the mist
is up. The whistling had that cottony sound it gets when the mist
is up.

Uncle Meshach was on the floor, his long legs stretched
out and his back te the wall, He had pulled a rug about his shoulders.
He wasnt asleep, The light from Paw's room shone in one eye. I knew
what had wakened me when I heard Olivinia's voice. She must have
got up to nurse the Nigra. That Wishart colt xax was sure stall-

It would take a lot to keep
crazy,., HEXXUSTXEXHEL her out of there, llaybe I
should get her home so Jeb could put a stirrup-strop to her,

I listened to her,

"We would be better off without you in the country," she
said. "I dont recall ever hearing about your folks putting anything
into the country,”

Sam Dodge took his time answering., That black boy didnt
mind keeping white folks waiting.,

"I dont reckon/gﬁithing in thils country would have been
what 1t is if my folks werent here, ma'am,/§§§et§gse cities and
highways and space programs and movie theatres or anything would be
what they were if your fmisxz and my folks hadnt been in this country
together, You ever thought it out?"

"Nor jails," Olivinia snapped at him, I grinned and winked
at Uncle lMeshach.

"Nor jails," Sam Dodge said. "Even while you were starving
us and then jailing us for being hungry, we were giving lots back

#n +ha anmmbne Mvy fallea died in all the wars. We invented and
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discovered more than they ever told you in school, Ma'am, X I reckon
I've got mmke more skin kin in every big project going for this
country. Trouble is that nobody bothers much to write down the
color of the guy who developed blood plasma, But when his brother
cuts a guy, 'Negro” gets splashed all over the newspapers,”

"But why should his brother cut a fellow? Two shots for
one bullseye aint good shooting in this County,"

The cne eye of Uncle Meshach which I could see, glittered
as he listened. With Uncle lMeshach never sleeping deeper than a
cat, I didnt anything bad could have gone on before I had wakened.,
Even g0, it didnt make me feel any better with Olivinia and the
Nigra getting on BEEXHEWIEHHN {iner than bucket of molasses., It didnt
help any that Olivinia was doing better than I could hope against
the smooth talking city Nigra.

"Like I told you before, you game my folks wet powder and
then jail us for misfiring. "

"Your folks aint any more special than white people. We
done more for you than you ever did for yourself," Olivinia said.

"I could say the same, The biggest thing we ever did for
you was to take away your sins, Look at me, I'm the guy who took
away the sins of the American world., I'm the sacrificial lamb., I'm
all the slaughter there is, or needs to be. With me around, America
can get away with murder. You know why? Because when the rest of tle
world questions her motives, all she's gotta do is point to me and
say, 'There's the only big one we fumbled in this country. But we'm
doing all we can to cancel out the error.XI' Folks have got to EXI®
believe you all around when you're frank and honest about one big
sin., America points at me as the only big ThoTy on her conscience
and that's all the foreign policy she'll ever need, Ma'am, Citizen

Sambo is the best investment Uncle Sam ever made,"
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I moved nearer the door. Uncle lMeshach hadnt seemed
to, but he was beside me when I stopped. Paw and the other uncles
must have been prowling about in the yard, We saw Sam Dodge.

" And about time some dividends were collected by
Citizen Sambo," Sam Dodge said. ‘

He had spoken in low tones but they held the intensity
of power lines on a still day humming between the hills,

"Would BME¥IXX the United States afYAmerica have been
better off without me and my people? I cant answer with a plain
yes or no, You say you dont remember anything my people haveput
into this country. Okay., Okay. But just lets see, Lets see what we
took out of it. We took away her fat. We took away her ease, w§
took away her peace of mind., We took away so much of her ease, she
grew big and lean and vigorous, If it wasnt for me, she would be
i{labby because she would have nothing to worry about. Her enemies
would move in, With me around, she aint got time to be suug. We
took all these away, and because af we did, we gave her something
else, WE gave her gonflict, WE gave her color, No kidding, I&5¥¥
girl, Although we gave you conflict, we also gave you joy and
laughter. Joy, Like in jazz,"”

fle snapped his fingers and wriggled his shoulders and
opened his mouth at the pain./§§§;§§ him right, I said. Olivinia
put ¥ out her hand but she didnt have to touch him, He said
gruffly that he was okay. I wanted to go in there and belt him.
Qlivinia had her yellow hair up, shining in the sunlight that was
plercing the mists and coming in at the window.

"you ever stopped to think where America would be if
there was no jazz? No non stop love of live that make folks go go
go. Think of these United States without jazz."

"What's jazz?" Olivinia asked.

¥ Tazz?" The Nigra nearly stood up in bed 1f it wasnt for
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the pain, He was that excited, I thought his eyes would pop
out. "Mean to say you never heard of jazz? Music? Folks pro-
Jecting all that good and bad so you can look at it and see
what makes the streetcar run?"

"We got Hosanna to do that down here,"

"Sure, but that's old stuff. Good, but old. That Hosanna
baby can sure make the old cornmill go., But - jazz? loney chile
Miss Ann, jazz made folks go go go in schools, in ball parks, in
factories, Jazz made folks move so fast we had to build more
and better automobiles, airplanes, rockets. Jazz made these United
States move. Hustle. Nobody foes fast on Debusasy. But the Duke,
and old S%pchme, dead old Leadbelly., They had the rhythm that
made Anerica go. If this century belongs to America, it also
belongs to jazz,.Xi"

Uncle Meshach and I stood in the hall watching the Nigra
on the bed., His eyes flashed and his Tingers made motlons as he
spoke, By the window, Olivinia'sKHMMN eyes seemed attached to
the man's face, His teeth shone strongly in the light.

"He aint bad looking at all," Uncle Meshach zald beside
me., "And he's @ good talker, Aint heard a fellow talk so fast since
way back when some of your cousinis caught axmmminmm that revenue
man hiding back of the old quarry."

X That goddam Uncle Meshach,

"He's ugly. He's a nigger and so he's ugly,” I sald.

Uncle Meshach shook his head., "Boy, you got soume kin back
in the hilils ¥ that would make a moose beautiful as a lady doe, We
aint got much to boast of in the way of looks."

Olivinia said, "The way you talk, this jazz uust be good
as Massacre Day. Aint got much of it down these parts.”

"My folks came from the south too. Same like yours,"
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A fellow can take so much, I started in, Uncle Meshach's
hand on my arm held me back.

"What you aim to do, boy?"

"Going to get Olivinia away from that coon,” I said,

"You dont tree a smart coon without hound doges. You listen
to what the feldow's saying. That will be your hound dog., He's a
smart coon, that fellow,"

But the way Uncle lMeshach said coon wasnt like me. Uncle
Mesach made it sound as if he was partial to the word, Like he
wouldnt mind being calged coon himself 1f he was swart as the Nigra.

"What did they do down here?" Olivinia asked.

"We sharecropped, Maw got mad¥ enough 1n time to head
north with me."

"What happened to your paw?"

"He hit a white wan,"

"Oh., He oughtnt te have done that,"

"No ma‘am," the Nigra sald after awhile,

"Then why did you come back?"

"Guess I Love the south."

"Why? 1 mean, folks treat you bad down here."

"Why? You ask why? Because they hit me with baseball
bats and jail me for attempting to buy a glass of milk in some white
greasy spoon? You mean because they lunch me now and again? Well,
now, even that aint as often as 1t used to be. You ask why I love
the south? Why does a fellow dance, ma'am? Or sing? Or whistle in
the woods on a Féil day? Its because he needs to or he'll bust,

If I couldnt love the south, I'd bust open,”

He began to laugh, a soft laughter without any fun to it.
Uncle Meshach tightened a hold on my aru.

"No, ma'am, Guess I wasnt speaking the truth. There is

another reason. I love the south, I love the south because your folks
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would like to stop me loving it. They would like to stop me loving
the south, but they cant. And that's the big laugh, That's one
thing I get away with right under their noses. They would like to
stop me loving any part of this country, north or south, and they
3393‘,1 get my kickes loving it right under their noses. Ha ha,"

"You would be better off in the north,"

"You would too. But you wont go," he said.

"Nobody hurts me down here."

"They do. They hurt you bad but you dont know it . They
twlst something inside you, so thét you're afréid of me, When I'm
awake, you stand on the far side of the wvoomm, When I'm asleep, you
come over and look at the bandages, The time I caught you, I woke
suddenly and there you were, When I'm hungry, you ask the old man
to feed me. You wont touch me if you can help it, I'm flat on my
back and yet you're afrald of we. Do you wear gloves when you're
doing the bandages?"

His face was high boned and ebony hard , DDEMOIXRHEY
Who the hell did he think he was, talking to my girl like that,
talking to 2 white girl.

I Jumped away from Uncle Meshach.

"Coon, you want a white nurse? You want & white woman's
hands on you?" I cried as I rushed into the roou. "You niggers
always dream of that, dont you?"

I was right up by him. I had to hold tight not to slug
him, sick or not. Olivinia called out to me.

"Abner, its alright," she said,

I vhirled. "Alright? Dont you know that this Nigra was
making a pases at you?"

Her face reddened but her eyes got sort of steely, She
didnt look girl at all right then. She wanted to talk but the mad
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words wouldnt pass her throat. I heard a groan from Paw's bed,
When I looked at him, Sam Dodge seemed in a fit, He was straining
to get up. His eyes bulhed while his hands scratched and tore at
the sheet, He was trying to get up, but Paw had tied his broken
fee legs o the bed so he wouldnt hurt them while he slept.

"You filthy white trashi™ he got out at wme,

I gave him the back of my hand on his mouth. I hadnt
meant to hit him, on his back as he was, but he was pushing me
against the wall and I had to break out. I was sorry as soon as I
did, He was a blg guy. If he was white and well, he would break me
in two, I slepeed him again.

Olivinia came between us and pushed me away. Uncle Meshah
grrabbed hold and pulled, I couldnt do much against Uncle lMeshach,
Ag 1 left the room, I saw Olivinia wiping the Nigra's face with a
towel, Ckay, She was giving him what he had complained about not
getting, Regular hotel service, White maid service for Sambo.

I hated the black son of a biteh.
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CHAPTER NINETEEN

We got Hosanna on the radio about midmorning and it was
a sight to see the uncles as she did King Henry Followed With His
On, She would be shooting skitters along your spine with a
sinewy note wrapped around her guitar, and then, all of a sudden,
she would whiplash her voice enough to smoke out your eyes,
Everytime this happpened, the shaggy heads of our kin broke off
from nodding the timing and turned to each other, grinning out
of powder blackened faces, Uncle Shad his his fist in his palm and
said, "Gosh, aint never heard it sung so before,"

washing

"Like she was/mz down peaches with corn likker," Unck
Abednego said. I felt like taking him to the pump and washing
his face clean, I didnt get it. Where were they from anyway?

"Wish we could take her back with us., Folks would sure
come to hear her sing," Uncle Mwshach said.

"Aint you got radios over at your end of the County?" I asked.

"Couple of folks had but we newrdi d bother with none of &
them new notions., Réckon if we'd heard this gal before, we'd likely
storebought one long ago," Uncle Shad said,

"Automobile coming," Uncle Abednego said. He and Paw got
up and went to the window,

"Trouble," Paw said without turning his head., "Police,"

Joe and Shorty, I thought. I was shaking., I wanted to
beat in their heads so much. Shouldnt hold a grudge so long but
nobody had ever pounded me before. I had nearly taken it out on the
Nigra this morning. He was lucky Uncle Meshach had dragged me away.

"Uncle Shad and me will meet them," Paw said, stepping
back from the window, "Rest of you stay in the house."

"I'm coming out," I said.
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He nodded. Wasnt much *T hiding me when they knew I was here.

We stepped down into the yard and waited for the police car. I looked back
at, the house and nothing stirred;but knowing what was inside, I had a tingle
at the back of my neck. They were uncanny, the quick, soft way they moved
and the lightning in their hands the rifles became when needed.

the police car wes boiling in. Joe and Shorty must have been
expensive to the gaunt.zf, the way they drove that car. They rammed it to a
hait feet {rom us, leaped out either side and walked towards us, their hands
on their guns., Paw was facing them souarely but just before the car stopped,
I had noticed how Uncle Shad turned slightly so that one shoulder was near
pointing at them. The butt of his rifle-gun rested on the ground and his hand
extended downward, grasped the stock. By this time, everything Paw's kin did
was belng noticed by me.

Joe anu Shorty stalked towards us, toes pointing outward, strutting
like roosters. Their eyes were all over the yard, stabbing quickly at the
house and the barn. Shorty looked at me and grinned broadly.

Well, Joe, if it aint our friend, the Peeping Tom," he said.

His eyes were 2ll crinkly at the edges, amused at me. He took a look
at Uncle Jhad, saw nothing but a queer looking old geezer and swung back to me,

"yell, well, you looking fit again. We didnt muss you much now, did
we?"

Uncle Shad &uirted tobacco juice and sald, "This the fellow what took
the lick at you in town, Abner?"

"That's right., Both of them," I said.

They both lecled at Uncle Shad, their eyes cold.

"Aint your size at 211l," Uncle Shad sald and spat at his feet.

doe said, "You taking it on, old timer?"

Uncle Shad just leaned on his rifle and looked vaguely out. Maybe

,LZ_J/L\
Joe and Shorty thought they had r{'aded é. Shorty was grinning real broad again.
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?"Nhat. do you fellows want?® Paw said.

; %oe pulled at the peak of his cap. They were still sending those hard,
puzzled*looks around the place. Joe reached in his hip pocket.

"Got a warrant from town to search your place,” he said, "Heard you
had bad characters holed up here. That a fact?"

"You were here last night with the others? You tuck and run with
them?" I shot at him.

"Ihe Peeping Tam's got his voice back, Joe," OShorty said. "We didnt
work him over enough last time,"

Joe was slapping the warrant in his hand. "HMatier of fact, we didnt
mgke it., But we heard you had an army."

Shorty pointed his chin at Uncle Shad and said, "This the army?"

Uncle Shad jerked his head at Paws "I'm Abner's kin., Came a-visiting."

Shorty was watching him with his mouth wide open. He grinned and said
admiringly, "Well, I never. A real mountain man., A regular hick. You know,
since me and Joe came out to police the town, we thought we'd seen all the hicks
there were. But here's a regular one. Mister, where's your buckskin?"

Uncle Shed was sniifing like he smelled a storm. "Abner," he said,
"ffis polecat country?"

Joe and Shorty stiffened. Paw said, "Aint never had a army. Where you
want to do your searching?”

The way how Paw said it must have convineed them he had nothing to hide
but they were puzzled all the same,

"day we heard it, there wss considerable shooting here the last two
times Mayor .oberts came out. They say it sounded like a gang of soldiers," Joe
said,

"Was anybody hurt?" Paw asked.

"No, nobedy we heard asbout except one fellow says he had a nick on his

ear but even he wasnt sure it was a bullet."
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‘w ﬂ Now, aint it funny that all this shooting going on and nobody get shot?”
Yeah," OShorty said. "That's what I was thinking. But so many folk
cant be vvwrong.“

Paw's eyes were level. "Could be me and Shad here, not seeing each
other so long. Maybe we were celebrating the Fourth of July a mite late," he said.

"Or early,” Uncle Shad said distantly.

Shorty was chuckling, his fat belly jiggling.

"Now wouldnt that be fun. Sending a whole pack of folks scooting with
squibs, That what it was, mister?"

Paw shrugged. He said, "Go ahead and search,”

Joe said, "Maybe we will." He looked ecuriocusly arcund. "What we'd like
to know is, where did youf&l&t the niggsr?“‘ In b adue ¥ WA fo fé‘"’.’ o b

Paw said softly, "Get off my dand.®

Uncle Shad said, "Abner, I still smell polecat. You got some around here."

Joe sald through his teseth, "You want me to slug you and take you in?®

“I told you it was polecat country, Abmer," Uncle Shad said. “The stink's
coming through." : A

Shorty snaried oul something ahd clawed for the gun holstered on his hip.
And in my borm duys, I havent seen anything like what Uncle Shad did. Only his
wrists seemed to move bub the long, heavy rifle was swinging through the air and
Shorty weat down as if he had been axed.

By that time, I was moving teo. For as Uncle Shad began his swing, Joe
went for his gun. His eyes were on Uncle Shad and he didut see me as I crouched
and drove my right fist into his gut. That old mule plow I wrastle with Paw had
put lots oi beef in me. Joe gasped and I came up and smashed a left at his chin
and buried the right in his gut again. I was strong for my age and hate was in
me. DUown Joe went, floundering beside Shorty, OShorty was out, but 1 showed Joe
my foot and watched the fear come into his eyes before I stomped his face, I

lifted my foot again and was flung backwards to the ground. I was quickly up,
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facing Paw.

"fhy'd you do that?" I yelled at him, "Dont you know what they did
to me?"

"Because you aint going to grow up te be like them," Paw said, "You
did enough."

Beside us, Uncle Shad said softly, "You reach that hip gun, son, and
I'm going to $ear off an am with a bullet,"

Joe had been trying to get at his gun but he looked up into Uncle Shad's
rifle and his hand fell away. I went over and took the gun out of its holster.
I slapped him not too gen;oly on the side of his head with it. Paw didnt say
anything,

Shorty was coming out of his sleep. He was up on one elbow, blinking

around when I took sway his gun and slapped him harder,
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CHAPTER TWENTY

Joe was in better shape so he tokk the wheel and drove
Shorty to town, They went easy enough, for Paw pumped the shells
out of their guns and handed them back empty. Paw told tThem to
git and they ﬁ:gg into the car, not a grin on Shorty. I did all
the grinning and they killed me a couple of times with their
eyes., They went easy enough, but they would be back. Lordy, they'd
be back. We all knew they would be back.

So the uncles took their rifle guns apart and cleaned

real proper,
them/reayxpreparUncle Shad opened up another gunny sack of
bullets. The uncles didnt travel with much gear, going about
lighter than a coon with a hound dog on 1ts tail, bu§?§§ had
enough gunny sacks of bullets to shoot down an army.

Paw had an extra couple of rifles in the house, He
kept them in his room, But I thought I would hold on to the
shotgun, If Coleman and the fellows came too close, the shotgun
would scare them off easier.

We stayed out in theyard mat of the tire , keeplng an
eye up the road, We prowled aroundjwith Uncle Shad and the
rest mostly looking for the best cover. They looked often
over at the woods,

"Guess it ought to come from/gggﬁe," Uncle Meshach
finally said, nodding at the woods.,

"Guess so," Uncle Shad said.

I wandered into the house now and then, looking in on
0livinia. She hadnt spoken to me for hours, o7 = Wk all
went inside for the meal she had fixed, leaving Uncle Meshach
out to watch. When Uncle Abednego had eaten, he went out to

relieve Uncle Meshach, They came and went softly, not talking.
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TeT Whertwiistle—eame, everybody got up and looked at each other,

Uncle Shad grunted and we all went outside. It was a dark afternoon, the
sun was behind heavy clouds. The woods beyond our fence was dark in cak
and sycamore, softly slashed in seciions with a bold rivar birch, Near
the ground, goldenrod and purple ironweed splashed among the reots, The
road to town ran through the wood and we could see a distance along it.
It was empty, but things had got so, I was trusting the uncles more than
my oun eyes. 1 believed there were enemies in the wood,

I itk sy hoad and shawed M the shotgminmyhand
this time, Paw, This time there wont be any pienic shoot-the-pig,"
He looked down and said, "Want me to eall it off, dont you?"

"Not if you got strong reasons.,”

"I got strong reasons."

"Then I'm just like Uncle Shad and the other kinfolk, I aint
asking questions,"

"We pull out at nightfall, whatever,"

I smiled and shook my head, "Pull out? How? Think those people
there going to allow us to pull out?"

"We'll just start the truck going and keep our heads down."

"If we're still alive by nightfall,"

"We will be. You watch your Uncle Shad and the rest, "Paw
said, nearly grinning that time,

There was no harmm wglching them, Come next feud, I'd know
what to do. I could hold night classes at State on how to {ight feuds the
Hammond way. Could help the fees. I twisted my head and practised a spit.

dud I watched them and when they went to earth, I found cover

too, watching the woods Hothing moved in the dark langle. It was uncanny.
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You knew folks were out there marking you. Unemy folk maybe aiming at
this moment to bring down the foresight in line with some section of your
vulnerable body. Yet nobody showed. I twitched nervousiy and looked back

to see if my legs were exposed around the knob of land behind which 1

T
hunkered. Unecle Abednego asgf—uwm-udam to the right; on

#T=
my left, a few yards forward of me,l\h’ncle

Somewhere back of my position, Uncle Meshach and Faw were Iorted.

Nothing happened for awhile., Uncie Shad's grey hecd was switching
from side to side, Oometimes for minutes he would lay perfectly still then
he would Jerk in another direction as something also caught his eye.

Once he turned over on his back amd spoke to Uncle Abednego.
They could have been sit.f;ipg on tie fron#. porch swopping gossip.

X minbot e ;»4(«,\“.,..&:&;« Shad said.

r W " (Fhidacps Fovidln St

"Maybe more, L SHBESee w [ ter—tnaely o "

"Nearly poked one awhile ago."

"He too., Got hair the color of red."”

"Same one, Hestless as a bird," said Uncle Shad, rolling over
on his belly again,

My eyes were bugging but it didnt do any good. 1 couldnt see
anything but trees.

More time passed and Uncle Shad called softly, "Abner, you
set on waiting?™

"Will be dark in a couple of hours,” Paw said behind me.

"Then we take the truck and go."

Uncle Shad grunted, He said, "Reckon you cught to know though.

If they come out of the woos w«'ll have to drop a couple to chase them

back in. Figure if we nailed them down now, they'll stay in there until
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dark, That way, nobody gets killed."
" Paw dont want anybody killed," I said nervously,

"Aint killing nobody," Uncle Shad said. "We wing a couple,
the others will know we mean business. Best do it now.”

And Paw shecked me by saying calmly, "Shoot, Shad,"

Uncle Shad had been lying full out but now his body seemed to
Jengthen along the ground. The rifle slid forward and his long, tapering
fingers closed around the metal plates at the trigger. His cheek snuggled
Lo the stock, elbows rubbing out places in the grass, the grey head
motionless, 1 sneaked a look sideways at Uncle Abednego, at the iron
profile buried against the wespon, mouth epened and his lips working
over his teeth. Behind me, lethal as a rattler, his hends enclosing
the death in his gun, Uncle Meshach was doing the same. Qubhetr—belities

Unele Shad squeczed off first and the others fired instantly.

I guessed they all seored, from the bawls of pain some folks loosened
over thers, but L didnt bother to look. I was too busy trying to burrow
into the earth. The lead came whining and humuing but there wasnt
anybody over on the other side who could shoot like the uncles. They
belted us like a hailstorm. Yet they kept inside the wood for no sooner
than one more foolish than the rest shoved out of the trees, one of the
uncles would nail him. But I was jumping everytime the uncles fired.
Fighting wac one thing; killing was another. Somebody would
go to the electric chair and he wouldnt be from the other side. Mayor
Roéerts was sure to sooner or laler have the law sitting on his side.

"Dont worry, son," Uncle Abednego said beside me. "This aint
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a blood fight., Ve aint aiming to kill anybedy. fThis is just a disagree-
ment between folks,”

Disagreement, he called it. He must haye seen ay nervousness
for he had rolled over beside me. He was lying on his side, loading his
gun,

"Uncle Abednego,” I said, "You know what this ls about?:®

"Sure," he said, busy at the magasine. "Your Paw and same
folk had a falling out. They too meny for him so he's got to show
them he's got kin."

"ha - what about the nigger?"

"Sure, Him too,"

"Him too, what? Dont it bother you none getting shot at over
a nigger?" ’

He stared surprised. \"Sén, heteetem® (Luof Lo A '

"But that's what the fight is about! Its because of him!"

"Hell, no, *taint that," Uncle Abednego said. "Its because
of them over there ---- and mayoe us, too."

fe rolled like a log going downiill back to his position and
instantly his gun was hammering again.

A sound between a whine and a whistle rose above the noise
of firing. Presently a voice hailed us. I recoguized Coleman Koberts!
voice and 1 figured he was using the hailer on the patrol car,

"iAbner! Abner Hammond! Can you hear me?"

dverybody stopped [iring.

"The Mayor's going to talk to you," sald the voice fram the
hailer., 1{ sounded like Joe, Wished 1'd done mecre to him.

The hailer spluttered and coughed and the new voice spoke,

"Hammond !2
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Our name has that pistol sound and in Coleman Roberts! mouth
it exploded over the meadow, a é%ﬁ}i'

"Hammond, you'd better surrender. I goﬁkﬁundrayfiiﬁitn out,
here."

"Crook," Uncle Abednego grinned into the ground, "he aiant
got more'n fhpme" “f:ﬁ,t ¢ t'ff »

Uncle Abednego's cheek was pressed on the ground, one eye

b

roving the sky and over me and along his rifle as he listened,

"What's that?" he said.

L heard it too after a while.

“Tractor coming. OSamebody's driving a tractoer,” I said.

Coleman koberts cleared his throat over the hasiler and yelled
again,

"Joe and 3h§rty are here =-- I've got a warrant. You shoot
now and you're fighting the United States."

That was teo big to hit us with. He had no cause to do that.
Paw and me had no reasou to [ight the United States. Hy Paw approved
the United Statcs more than any folk I knew, except maybe the way Sep
Logan approves the armed forces,

“Shocting him aint shooting the United States, son," Uncle
Abednego said. "ie's talkiag a mountain to hide that he aint got a
antiil1 The6 ~ (et

The clatter of the tractor was louder. It broke out of the
trees, high and yellow, rocked [orward and halted. When it bobbed
forward again, we could glimpse enough heads behind it to know what
they were up to. 1'd seen it often enough in the movies in Malagoosha,
except that, in those, the soldiersizzzﬁ;kud behind a tank.
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Uncle Meshach said softly behind me, "Shad s the felliow
driving that contraption, he's bigger than a moose in a cabbage patch,”
Uncle Meshach was on slightly higher sround and he could ses the

driver crouched at the levers.

"You take off some fur, Meshach," Uncle Shad said.
One glittering eye-bﬁmg—w Unchle .#pshachf raked along the barrel

as he put the bead on the driver. His gun whepped o, and the driver yelped,
The fmiurs m&%h’”z/”“‘ y g lewsed o 7t Navko
Aie spun backward out of his seat as the tractor and balted. And caught
exposed as the tractor —m off course were s dozen Malagcosha men mele
—eheaen ) The uncles end-estine opened fire and scampered them bock into
the wood.

We could hear them howling and swesring baek in the wood but they kept
well away from the edge and all you saw was the dark gresn well of trees. Then
there was a lot of low talk and one tine & ery of pain,

"Hammond!" Mayor Roberts!voice slapped at us again, "Listen. Listen
good, you hear me, Hammond? Some innocent bors are stepping out of here. You
shoot them and it will be plain murder. You hesr me?"

I looked back at Paw. He wae puzzled, Then his eyes widened in shoek.

1 turned back to the wood and I got it worse thar Paw, For shambling
out of the safety of the trees, were Sep Logan's seven sone. They cuse out
yelping and looking back over their shoulders, walking with their bodiss bent
over, holding hands in a tortured chain as Sep's voice drove them from the rear.
I guess all of us were just too open mouthed to do muech else than stera. On they
came in the broken walk, % ess tumbling sideways in terror but not daring to halt
for their Paw was right behind them, barking at them to git over to the enply
tractor. OSep worked them right up to the tractor as he would & mule team and
climbed aboard while the boys, still bawling scared but mad too, dragged themselves
to the front and formed a line between us and the tractor. Sep got the motor
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started and turned for us, the boys in front of the machine bawling at their
Paw to lay off but shambling towards us just the same because they were too
scared of their pappy to stop. Out shot men again from the wood and forted

up behind ihe tracior as uep sent it clanking and rolling towards us. JSep's
boys were carrying on real bad. They yelled and bawled real tears but Sep just
kept gunning the tractor behind them. Nobody would ever forget the sight.

"Atmer”? Uncle Shad called, "who's the fellow driving?"

“"Sep Logan," Paw sald in disgust. "Those boys are his sons.”

Uncle Snad chewed some more and said, "“Seckom I'm goingz to kill him,
Abner,”

"Ho," Paw said flatly. "Gko killing, Shad."”

Uncle Shad chewed socuie more., He knew Paw., And Paw hed got behind him.
You can be sure he was scrry he had made Paw get behind him. Uncle Chad wanted
badly to kill Sep Logan but Paw had said no killing., And Paw had got behind him,

"Meshach," Uncle Shad said, not turning his head.

"Hell, he's got a gun on me too," Uncle Meshach said.

I looked arownd and sure Paw had slipped backward and had Uncle leshach
also before hime Uncle Avedndgo chuckled.

TAbner, you aint forgotten a thing," Uncle Abednego said.

"Should have dusted him same more when he was a kid," Uncle Shad said,
“"Alright, Abner, if we alat going to kill them, least we can do is make Luem sorry
they came.

"Shoot," Paw said. "Send them back."

sihel;

All ? of them began rippiiug their shots, laying down the pbullets in a
line at which Sepfs sons halted when the dirt began kicking inte thelr faces. Sep
gunned the tracter, roaring it behind them. He crept up and nosed them with it
and a couple almost fell into the bullets. We were all looking for bep but couldnt
see him, he was crouched so low on ithe floorplates. We didnt want to shoot through

the machinery; a wild bullet could render him lifeless although Sep had it coming

to him,
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Uncle Abednego had stopped and when I looked to see what had happened,
darned if Uncle Abednego wasnt bouncing around like he had the St Vitus dance.

I most shouted at him until I saw he was real collected, just juggling his sights
around for a mark on Sep Logan,

"Abner," Uncle Abednego said, "reckon if 1 took an arm off that Sep Logan
you woulnt have any cause to shoot me?"

"An arm is all," Paw warned.

Uncle Abednego showed his teeth and snapped the trigger., Sure, he got Sep
Logan. Got him in the shoulder and Sep tumbled off that tractor and hightailed it
back into the wood only a shake ahead of his sons and the others who had been
walking behind it.

There was silence in the wood and we all stretched out and let go some of
the tension. Although maybe, the tension was only in me, For I never saw any signs
of tightening in the mountgin kin. They just lay loose on the ground, themsumecles
e gt I L

"Hammond," Coleman Roberts slammed from the hailer, "I've wired for state

police and phoned the governor for the national guard. This place will be swarming
by nightfall,®

The national guard. We didnt have a chance. And bringing in the state
police would mean road blocks. The hailer squawked and Uncle Matt's voice came from
it.

"Abner, you bullheaded fool, aint this gone far enough?

Guessed they were all out there. All of Paw's friends, twrned against him

because he quit the herd. g -
» nil., Hecbolk
For seme—time; eme-eitiewcousifis had been peering about, mostly overhead,

trying to locate where the booming talk was coming from., IHe seemed to have spw

it for he birddogged a little to the left of where Sep had entered the trees.

~Stealthily he put his rifle into firing position. 8lyly he worked the rifle onto



the target and with a look of deep cunning on his face, he pulled the trigger. Mayor
Roberts was cut off in mid squawk as a bullet crashed into the hailer,

We were all laughing and slapping the earth to which new gunfire soon pinned
us., But tWﬁ: laughed doubled, his knees at his chin, crazed with
it and it caused him to jump up straight into a bullet. It caught him with a slap,
spun him and downed him. Uncle Shad was over there faster than a greased rattler,
He turned him over and ripped away the shirt, looked at the wound and spat tobacco
Juice into it.

"He bad?" Paw called.

"Naw, ripped the skin same and went by,"  Unele Shad said.

I turned my head and spoke to Uncle Abednego.

"We wont have a chance when the guard comes," I said.

"Aint worse than revenue runners," Uncle Abednego said. "Aint worse then
pneumonia or snakebite. A man's always got a chance."

"How we going to cut out of here with the national guard and state police
out there?"

Uncle Abednego had a way of talking in short, rapid sentences, his head
twitching in a new direction with each sentence, but his eyes never off my face.

"Who's the guard? Who's the state police? Just folks."

"de cant even take off and leave the pickup. We could get away on foot but
w—‘
Paw aint leaving the 03“'

: ‘S
"Sen, he leave that 17 and he leaves himself. Wouldnt be a man no more.

We aint aiming to leave the—sufbhmys iiin
"Uncle Abednego, you think anybody's going to care next week after we're all
shot to pieces? Take tfg;“ nl%;ka? now. You think any ﬂg?er in the whole wide world
will care that we got shot up over one of his des® people? Leastways they!( laugh
like hell."
"Aint the people who dont care that matters. Its the peéple who care. Aint
the people who dont care what changes things. Its the folk who care."

"Who wants to change anywav?" I said. "Peonle dont want +a chance thaw Al
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want to live."

Uncle Abednego rested his palus on the barrel of his
rifle and his cheek on the back of his hand. He was as comfort-
able on the ﬁll.ground as other folk lying in a soft bed. The
firing had XMX¥¥N lulled. He was so quiet, he could have gone
to sleep. After awhile he jerked his head as if a thoﬁght had
just settled in it

"There aint no change, boy. What we call change, is
just things righting. You look here now. Say yo d me set out
to make a trace, from here to the other aide 1525’

got to c¢limb hills, ford rivers, go thrmﬁ es, cut into
the woods. The only time we see where a

County. We

ce is headed, is

when we come to places where we can o ack and see how crooked
were

or straight wel¥¥ going. Thenﬁ@ time, we figure how to

gtraighten out the crooked‘parts. just righting the trace, is

all. But folks call ¢

Uncle Sh ogke® up at the piece of daylight left and
he didnt like ¢ of it. He spoke low to Paw.

"Théy will wailt for dark and rush us. Reckon we ought
to fort up in ¢ ouse," Uncle Shad said.

But they would get us anyway. We were pinned down by a
sick Nigra who had put a hex on Paw's conscience.

"Paw, you said we would go when it was dark," I said.

Uncle Meshach was busy as a railbird in a cattall swaup,
twisting this ¥MX and that way for a betéer look.

"They will work all through that blueberry and honey-
suckle and crawl out on us. Guess we should have brushed it out,"
Uncle Meshach saild.

Walking soft over the pine needles to burn us down with
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their guns. Scared, me. I think what I zsmid be angry about and
I think of Sam Dodge. I would like to hand him to Sep Logan.
Sam Dodge could open our road. I thought of him lying safe and
sound in the house .XXEHXBXXENHIR

"Abner, listen good," Mayor Roberts called. "You aint
going to be able to hold out for five minutes after we rush you.
You know that."

I was real edgy. But not our kin. They were searching
the country with their eyes. Sometimes they shifted about. They
seemed to be specially interested in thel back he house.

"That corner over there, Bednego. é;ﬁ?h circle and

come in behind the house," Uncle Shad s Q nt to be somebody

there "

"Ground's too open," nego said .

Sure., He was right.c@ 1d be cut down easy as wheat
if they tried it. Paw had b his house to be any goddam

fort. His land was fo'qﬂﬁifi , not feuding.
ach, wlls staring at the right edge of the wood.

"Somebod iviving around. I seen some movement," Uncle

Meshach saldy, ’
'euaé?'fé had better hole up in the house. W& cover them
from fetlock to forehead that way," Uncle Abednego said.
"You crazy gun-shooting old manli" I yelled. "Olivinia
is in there! They'll shoot up the house;"
"stop fretting yourself!"™ - Uncle Shad said sharply.
"The girl will be under cover."
But before anybody could say anything, the shock hit
us. It came in a quiet voice frow Uncle Meshach.
"Shad, reckon a couple of them fellows outsuarted us.

Some of them have got behind the house already."
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The light wind blowing down was shaking Uncle Shad's
mop of white hair. He looked around at his brothers and nodded.
They crumpled the battered old felt hats and thrust them into
the bosoms of their shirts. I knew what they were going to do.
They were going to make for the house. But they wouldnt reach it.
The open ground between us and the house would be raked by fire.

"Meshach? Abednego?" Uncle Shad said quietly.

"fe'll do it fast," Uncle Meshach said.

The gun blas from the house was so unexpected, everybody

Jumped. Somebody in there was shooting a rifle. shots were
grease
being ripped off slick as a/HRMMslide. Man,y n the pasture

behind the house. Paw stared at the houseg

"Who's in there?" he bawled @ house.
Uncle Meshach chuckled, "Take fy poke on it, Abner.
Whoever's in there is on our 61 he can shoot."

That brought me oug of trance., I wasnt being brave or

anything like that. I wad\Jjust plain scared for Olivinia. I just
past me from the 00NN t ihe kin began working again and soon corked
that up. I wmadeéhthe porch and busted through the door, yelling
for Olivinia. I crossed the hall and made Paw's room. I halted
like I had run into a wall. It was the Nigra man. Sau Dodge.

He was propped against the bed, facing the half opened
window. One of Paw's extra rifles was in his hand. Olivinia was
reloading the other. The Nigra was sending bullets through the
window fast as he could pull the trigger. He was a pro alright.
He handled Paw's shooter good as Uncle Shad. Oh, he was a real
nigger pro alright. He didnt seeu to care whether the white girl
got killed loading his lousy gun. He was propped against the bed,
his broken legs,big and powerful in the splints, resting on the
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floor, It was some kind of miracle how he had managed to slip off
the bed and brace himself to shoot. His face shone with sweat.
HE His lips were pulled back from his teeth, His eyes glitered
like an animal's. He must have felt good, shooting at white men.
I went for him.

I dived at him and crashed straight into the rifle. Oh,
‘he was good alright. He brought up that rifle like a fence rail,
It caught ﬁe under the chin and flung me back, but I was up and
going in again so fast, I almost had him, But this time he
dropped the gun and brought up both hands. My f%felt as if 1t
had crunched into iron. % @* ;

O.ivinlia was yelling at me as {;?ig‘ myself up off

the floor. He had downed we twice but (£

‘3: so mad, I was howling
at him and going in again, I grabbef :43‘he rifle and swung it as

I got up. He couldnt move fas® broken legs. He tried to

sway out of reach but it ¢ : a lick. It split his cheek

other's face. in was finegrained, darker now with the sweat
and blook streaking it. His eyes held ail the hate I felt for him,

With his free hand, Sau Dodge slapped my face. He
slapped me again and again., They were rough hands, calloused and
hard. He wasnt using his fist, only his open hand, slapping uy
head back and forth and talking as he did it.

"White boy, you think 1ts up to you alone? White boy,
you think I cant fight my own battles? I aint afrald to die any
longer, white boy. Just want to take my quota along, that's all.

"

Only want to take my quota of America with me when I got to go,
He was talking to me but it was as if he didnt care
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under his KHEH hand; I tasted blood on my lips.

"Got to show uy white brothers that I'm an American
too," Sam Dodge said, "That I aint afraid to kill and die for what
I believe in. So you get off my back, white boy. Get off uy back
so I can show my white brothers what America is about."

My face felt big and leaden. I was ready to bawl.

"sam!"

Olivinia's voice cracked like a whip over our heads.

Sam Dodge looked past me. His eyes held and di ove.

"Let him go or I'll kill you," Q1 said.

"] guess you wouid, ma'am," s«@ae gaid. "Sure you'd
pull the trigger on me even though 1 @

boy friend i1s sound as a whistle.l
"Let him go, Sam," 8@ said, Her voice was high
and quavery. {NNE!f'
He shov . Olivinia was standing off to one side.

ed m
The rifle she had b ing was pointed at the Nigra. Her f{in-
ger was pressi trigger. At this range, she could tear

him in too.

bum legs and your

"He jumped me. You saw he jumped we," Sam Dodge said.

"You hit a white man. You know you shouldnt hit a white
man," Olivinia said.

"I had to hit him. Had to hit him because he's uy white
brother. If I dont hit him, he'll never know what Auerica is abpuix
about. "

He was a crazy black uman.
"Give me the gun let me cut him down!" I yelled at Olivinia,
"No, Abner, no."

"Give me the gun!®™ I yelled, jumping for 1i%.
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I got the gun away and heard the click of the rifle
behind me. '

"put it down slowly, white boy. Real slow," Sam Dodge
gsaid behind me.

He had me in a2 snap and I had seen his shooting. I
put it down.

: "You turn around now."

We hackled and breathed through out meuths, tail out
like a couple of strange dogs. He looked at Olivinia and
gestured with his head. {::

-
. o,
I dont get it. His paw and uncdes out there shooting
at them fellows for my sake. You told ue i‘he

trying to outflank your folks, so w{@um I do? Sit tight
"

and let your folks get it in ¢
%
"Dont you know bette interfering in white men's

business?" I said to mxxw.xs crazy fellow,

e a bunch of them

His eyes turqedywild on ue,

"White bo xax war's about Sam Dodge!" he whispered.
"That

hard voice. "I werent a bad Nigra, you would know that."”

ve you leave to butt in #K," I said in a

He nodded from me to Olivinia and back. He said, "I'm
de-knowing myself of a lot of that stuff, white boy. You'd better
de-know yourself too. The country aint gonna wait for us to catch
up."

"You cant de-know yourself out of being a nigger."

®he gun on me shook., I thought waybe I had riled him too
much, He had a glazed look in his eyes. His lips went taut against
his teeth.

"You're gonna help me, white brother. I'u gonna help

you too. HHE Some day soon, you're gonna put away your notions



205

about me. You're gonna say Sam Dodge dont go around slashing folks
with razors, That Sam Dodge aint a dope addict. That Sam Dodge
dont go around raping white women. I guess you've M¥¥X been thinking
-I was after your girl, I could see it in your eyes, couple of
times yoq’ve been in here. If it makes you feel any better, the
thought did cross my wind that a guy could fall in love with
your girl because she's got good hands and a good heart.”

The gun jerked on me and I didnt rush him. He had a
crazy light in his eyes,

"Sure, white boy. That aint a crime ﬁﬁ:ﬁ%.book. She's
a pretty zomam girl, with a kind of goodne @gix eyes., You
cant understand that, I guess. That I caiggﬁbo

wanting to rape her." %»
I looked at Olivini s looking at the guy like
S
he had her on the hook. Her ey&\‘ shining.

"Olivinia, get ouMyofgthe room!" I said.

ve her without

"Dont worry,\white boy, she's in love with you. But she's

a woman and ?hey‘;o}:é'?~ sense than a houseful of professors. She

knows what/ixg s8yingdis true."

He w really opening me up and he had a gun on
me. I wanted badly to kill him.

"You shut up, you goddam nigger," I said.

be a real

"Cracker. You're gonna/MMMMXH redneck MMIINEEEXAXXLYH
HRAEXHEREX like any other cracker. You're going to be filthy and
cruel and foulmouthed like them if you dont get out to college
like your girl says you will."

Those men
¥ out there fighting for you are crackers,

you son of a bitch!"
"Your Paw's a man in a million, but he's fighting for

himself too, white boy. Fighting for himself and the South and the
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north and everybody in America. My neck aint the only one being
saved out there.”

“Sam,“that’s enough," Olivinia said.

Sam Dodge looked sober faced at her. He nodded.

"I guess that's so," he said, "Talking any wmore aint
gonna help him now if he aint helped already."”

A bullet crashed through the window. Sam Dodge took a
quick glance X outszide and his gun cracked twice.

"They're up close. They're gonaa rush us," he said.

He was Lxyximg painfully trying to sl & hips along
the bed for a better position. I could see ips tugging off
his teeth as the pain XEXE clamoured at . was sweating.

"You get out of here," he ‘ia>bo Olivinia. "I'm gonna
be shooting to killX when they ) Q

I measured the dist the gun on the floor., It was
a chance, Olivinia was bac e wall,
"Dont go fo white boy."
2 "I'n g 1%."
I want gun., I didnt think he would shoot me in

front of Olivimia f he did, he was only likely to drop me. He
was good; he could call his shots. Whatever happend, I didnt want
him shooting Uncle 3¥¥ Matt or Sep or whoever was out there.
Olivinia left the wall and walked across the room. She
bent and picked up the rifle. Calmly she turned and handed it to me.
"Here it is. I dont reckon you're going to use it on
Sam," she said. "The folks shooting at us are out there."
We were both stumped. We each held a gun in our hands

and starad at Olivinia,
"The shooting's stopped," Olivinia said.

It was true. It had for a fact. Neither the uncles nor
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Coleman Roberts mén had fired for YEXEEXXXYX some time. We couldnt
tell what had happened. But I remembered I should be mad at
Olivinia. She had saved me from a beating by a Nigra, then she
had taken his side against our folks.

"What do you mean the folks shooting at us? You're nuts
or something, loading his guns for hin?® You a squaw woman?"

"She wasnt helping me, She was helping your paw and his
folks," Sam Dodge said,

"You keep out of this!"™ I shouted.

"Should have taken more time beati racker crap
out of you., Do you some good," he said. e

I started to answer and the &ood. The guy was looking
through the window =~~~ and grinn: .%ing his big white teeth‘

with real enthugiasm. He was @& y buck.
"Well, what do yeu k;a\g he said softly to himself.
Somnebody yel y::%\lg;. Then I heard Lulu Belle
| I‘SEN.Claan as a riffle in the Spring. It
se ..Sha was singing strongly, hauling it

singing. A far off
bolid up as it cam

rode
along like itqwas Que for a showing. She/X¥EMK it right in past us,
stroking
slapping Zizon withers of this powerful singing so 1t pranced

by us and our ears turned to follow it. The sginging wasnt couing
from the radio in our house. It must khake have been one of those
newfangled transistors owned by a fellow froum town. They wust have
got Paw and the others., They must have been sure they had won, %o
be living it up like that.
"My God --~ Paw!" I yelled.
Didnt hear anybody hollering back, s0 I rushed for the
door. It was too quiet out there. Only Lulu Belle's singing. Someth ing
must have happened to Paw while I was tangling with the Nigra.
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I yelled Paw's name again as I reschec the gallery.
Then I saw him. Heard him too. He was stancing straight up
looking towards the road. raw standing straight up out of cover
like there ha.nt Leen esny shooting in “hese parte since lMassacre
iaye. He was talking to himX¥Xself, saying over and over,

"willi Mese, Willi lae."

I was going to yell him down for a loon when I saw that
the uncles had broken cover $00s And in plain sight over at the
wood, the fellows were showing up, cool as buttons to the
presence of my sharpshooting kin. I watcheo tihen coming out of

) dozen
o 5l

u belle coning in

the wood, -ep and Jilson &and liayor Roker
others. I could still hecr the voiee{
gtronglys Tee fellow wiih the radio have turnec it upe
"raw, Willi liae aint you know that.,"
An angle of the h:"e betweern me and where he was
staring, 8o + got noan. I t00k i« 100k, boy, was I wrongs

%illi line was houme wes Hosanna, And 80, g¢rinning like a

chipumunk beh wae Fete Sawyer, ¥illi lise was coming

home in s canys For walking over the plowed field
with her vwa ch of fellowe werring goldiers' uniforms,
Fut goldurn it, what socked me was thet Hosanna., Coalll

black Hosanna, handsome as & yearling in her storebought getup,

giving Nancy Ihe belle OF Natchez whet fore. I meen, liosapna
a8 b . 1 tvell you it was Hosanna coming, but with her

head thrown back and XKE e-belting out Napey in the same voice
jaw and me had been hecarkening to for e years I recalled the

city fellow telling me that Lulu Belle wae colored but he didnt

I sent it out like & gunshot,
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Reckon it broke the dam., For from the feilowa over at
wood came & howl to shake down the cherries,

Some of the fellows cried Lulu telle but mostly it wes
Hosanna, too pr\;:ud for & fact to yelil lulu Delle since Hosanna
was Melagoosha folke

The leac fellow with ahe soldiers was a sergeant, He
was stout, herd and armed. His eyes singled out raw,

wI'm looking for Abner Hammond," he said.

Paw noddeds %
"You the fellow what sent the glr

"Reckon I dide"

“I'm mrty Lowe, sergean{ \rmy. Where's he, friend?"

"inck there in the b an i,
Larty Lovwe looked a t the fellows from the wood.
"Heard some firi thing to do with me?" he acked Paw,

Pav looked \Lemgn end -ep and Uncle Matt and the

4t feillows in the County.

rest. Some of
"Recko

and go home, saide
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IN ITiLICs

berty ceme in and looked him over, kerty said, "Eoy,
jou're a mess, Bald as a coot too, Wouldnt know you from a
bald African monkey."

"ihite Irish bastard," Scm Dodge said,

“"They really bunged you upe Who did you mess with?"

“A bitch of a wall,"

"Heard firing as we came in, What goes on?"

vam Dodge looked over at the corner where the girl

had stoods He looked back at Iarty., He didnt he knew what
@I‘b was just one of

went on eithers He couldnt help Barty z?\
those strange things in this strange d 61 the Southe

“"Folks down here call it sy you ignorant Yankee.

Family feudin®," he said, ,Q
e har®y a sing that he was

Barty slapped h OWN
angrys

"Got you a om the squad to picket & littles Not to
start a war or ourseli bunged up+"
"Itquas %t wall, I guess it was & rock, I crashed into

itW."

"Regardless, Yse your head,” Barty said.

"Suree Who's the sepia thrush?"

"Cel1ls herself Lulu belle., Comes from these parts. She
and the other girl, the olada man'e daughter, They were singing
in Key West when the old guy's wire ceme, Papers picked up the
story and they asked to be sent along."

"just be big shots to travel w..i the army."

"She'e populars The old guy's daughter®s her mansger, By
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the v—.‘ay,l sone of yourfeudin' friences out there might have been
hurt i4f Lulu EBelle hadnt been around. We came in on the firing.
Fellows figured folks might have been irying to meake & good nigger
out of you, ilhey wanted to shoot up a little, but Lulu Delle
stopped thems Ehe just stepped out of the truck and loosened up

& little with one of them cornball tunes. Everybody came out of

s T

g k " (.
their foxholes to look. Y lpidenarh otk Ra Legh dog

¥

e —— s e S

moage felt the old ferr of the unreesoning. You couldnt)
cope with the unthinking, ; FRE g

ro/eved / i
“But she's ﬁ n ﬁ@w’/‘/t’: wg/aw,z,,

; oM P /P anng,
- MCoal black es they comes Bl e ¥ s

F ";b' ) » -
Sem Lodge listened to the soft %alx outside., He heard
“The Jhitt fo//&: /lu/?k‘( v-,9/‘/ /)At/c’, 7:4&
X a leugh that could only have comepfnom Ho:—,arma.ﬂf‘oliis down S hag 47
157

; e
here were turned so far inwerd\ tficy must crap through their ﬂ‘(,:"?""m/
Y mipgen

thought 1 Jaz e VAl i1 g

avels hought savag ! A1 hg gy

nevels, he thougl A €LY e o Aoy Lodinna JC R Wl dagihg, 74
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the way some of BBiX your feudin' friends out there mignt have been
hurt if Lulu Belle hadnt been arouna. We came in on the firing.l?he
f¢ilaws tigured folks might have been trying to make a good nigger |
cut of you. They wanted to shoot up a l1ittle but Lulu Belle stopped
them. She jJust stepped from the truck and loosened up with one of
them cornball tunes. Everybody came out of their foxholes to look."

Outside, Sam Dodge could hear the Deep South drawl of the
Malagoosha people welcoming Hosanna,

"But this giri -- she's coloreal" Sam bDodge exclaimed.

"Coal black as they come, but one of @ " Barty said.
o

Sam Dodge felt his old fear of gpe

could not cope witn the unthinking. &
i *They were ail set to knock awhile ago. You Kknow

that?Even the punk kia in here. He 3‘&: nave stomped me tvo."

ning. You

"Youwerent one of i oy. You dont sing or dauce or
talk tne gumbo. You aint swgu\t slinging mint juleps. You aint
what you supposed to ‘t folks fear you. You're a fightin'

2 rty saia. :

nigger. You dont be

Sam D stened to the soft talk outside. One oI thie

laughs that c ly have come from Hgsanna. The white tolks

laughed right back. They laughed at everytning their niggergale-singer
was saying. 1t was a real oidtime barbecue talk. Hosanna laughed
égainﬁ the rich, ripe, ropy, gamy Mississippi laughter and it came
back thickly at her from the red-clay throats. Goddammit, they
sounded like they loved her. The way they loved a bitch hounddog
who whéipéd goc? and often. :

.A”You dont belong, boy," Barx Barty said again, surprisingly
BT S
?I‘aint joining either. Ibaint singing no strange hosannas

|
{

Adinto an emﬂti\cracker barrel." He thought savagely that folks down

i

|
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were turned so far inward, th%y must crap through their nave13~ §
"So okay. Lets pick u up and go home," Barty said.

by

Sam Dodge blinked. "Home?"

"lts got to be some place," Barty said.

"Sure," Sam Dodge said. "Sure, Barty."
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