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THE AR OF MOODIE'S AR~ 

✓ 

Pa i s not a big man, neither broa in the shoulder s nor up 
is 

a nd down tall . But he/111 built hickory I Ii s■■J&z, tough. He i s 

a mountain man from the west section of Malagoosha County with 
., 

lungs s trong as lea ther. Hi s han ds were s o br oad, they coul d snug 

a watermel on so the f ingers met'~ I've seen him follow a plow through 

clay land and the handles hardly jolted but mo s tly r an on silk on 

the power in his for ear m. He wa s s oft s poken t oo. 

It wa s the time of the war in Cuba. Not t he big one you 

read about in the hi story books but the one they wrastled on the 

Dadio an d television. It wa s in the Fall of ' Sixty-two. 

We wer e working t he Willow Ten tha t October. It wa s hard 

work for only Pa and me. We never but now and then get a snowfa l l 

in tha t part of Malagoosha County, it s tha t mild. So mostly we 

plow through the Fall and rest out t he fro s t, ready to seed again 

early in t he year for the ground never staye d hard long. We would b; 

hurling dirt in the eye of day long before tha t l a zy Fall sun showe d 

up. We' d break f or coffee an d lunch , quit only when t he light f aded. 

Pa u sed t o squint up at the last of the sun and say with a 

grin lopside d by the swea t running down into it, 

"Skedad le, you ol a bum." 

Then he woul d bend again to the handles and by nightfall 

we ' d have the new mule t eams in a l a ther. ~e never plowed with 

horses . 

"This country was built on mules, son," Pa woul d say when 

nA felt like. "Horse s get more t a lked about because they're 
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prettier. But it took the stubborn, ornery old mule to buil d 

ito 11 Then he might ad ct , "Maybe we got s ome of the mule in us too 

for it took a stubborn people to buil d ito" 

Spoken s o softly that when the win d was blowing, you 

had to lean into him to hear it., For Pa har dly ever told of his 

folks., They were from the western s ection of t he county. 

W.1alagoosha County is some over a hundred miles long 

but narrow no wider than a coon's walk when the hound dogs are 

sounding in the 'simmons. The County i s almost all mount ins. Ma­

lagoosha City is on the eastern line. e lived near the east line, 

a few miles from ii I £, Mala goosha City. Around here, t he land 

is not a s lean as in the west, rolls more. Not tha t there is much 

roll ing, becau s e of the lmobs. The lmobs thicken into r eal moun­

t a ins , the moEe west you go. The f arms a bout our way ar e wedged 

between the knobs but there is :enough loam to ca rry our bur ley, 

oats , rye, corn for l i kker and hogs, s orghum and some stan ds of 

poplar, walnut, chestnut, hickory, oak and other timber. e also 

grow s ome peaches and strawberries. But fo~ a ca sh crop, guess you 

could say a lot of folks, especiS:il.ly on I'i'fassacre Day, rely on 

corn whisky. 

Before Willi Mae went away when I wa s no higher t han 

anything's hind leg, Pa used to look up the powdery dust road to 

t he mountains and say, 

"Least uns, your folks are up there a ways, eighty-hundred 

miles or so. Your uncles Shad, Meshach an d Abednego and a parcel 

of cousinso One of these days we' 11 go looking for them." 

~hey were real mountain folk, back there in the insides 

of the Countyo Once or twice, some of Pa's closest friends, such 

as Uncle Matt and ep Logan, used to josh him about the "feudin' 
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Hammonds." 

But Pa never spoke to us about any feuds. When I 

press ed him, he would fort up after saying gently, 

"Folks got no cause to go killing each other . 

Killing c11mes on3¥ where there's no sense. 11 

The only time he talked much I believe was when 

he met the fellows in Jeb Coombes' grocery store over in 

Malago osha City. Mostly on courthouse days, on Saturdays, 

and of course on ifas sacre Day . 

Malagoosba City is southeast of us. Pa's closest 

friends, the ones he talked to in Jeb Coombes', are 

farming folk from right around here . They go to town to 

me et and talk. 

Our house is on a knoll. The road to Malagoosha 

City runs straight pass our h ouse for hal f a mile before 

deep bending. Across our fence line is a thick wood, sweet 

smelling in the summer with cucumber trees burdened in white 

blooms, yellow poplars bearing green ana orange cups dainty 

as ladies' shoes . It is a lovely wood. The foot of tall trees 

knee deep in fern , bloodroot, stonecrop and columbine. 

It wa snt the kind of wood you would think a 

fellow would look a t over his shoulder one day and feel 

fear tickle-footing the back of his neck. 

But I reckoned it happened. 
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_.. - -- ..,. .;,, .. 
Pa was a su den man too . :Uu g into his char a cter were 

postholes for gooa ana bad . talk with a was likely to come to a 
posthole. 

sudden halt hen he planted his foot i n ~ --• I recall an evening 

one summer ,.hen we ere foolin arouno in J eb Coombes I grocery 
s ome 

store in town a nd the t a lk turned on the ruckus/ colored 

k i ds were king a ll over the Sta te to get served i restaurant 

a nd the like . 

"There a int nothing tr;. em lil igras vant that cant be given 

them with a r a whide vhip , " said Uncl e 1att , one of the nicest ol d 

guys in vTal agoosha County . 

Everybody was chuckl ing a l i ttre hen a sa id so s oftly 

tha t it took time to h i t us , "You ' re wrong , IVlatt . 11 

figure 
In another man , ou ' d/- tha t ma y·be he was comi ng up 

with something smart E.r than Uncle Tu .tt ' s . but in a 

you knew this one was stra ight oo~TI the gullet . r ot smart , just s tra ight 

" hat ' d you s r:..,y , ner? " sa i l1 Uncle Iv1att , his face going 

stiff . 
is 

11 I said you ' r e wrong ," 
oughtnt to folk 

a sa id . "Wha t I meanf!aE you 

for want ing to be human being . " whi p 

I ow I ' m n ot Sc.ying t h t a was . wr ong , but a lot of folk 

like Uncle lVJa tt say things the woul dnt kiss the :Book fo r; and 
aint 

vvhat a man sa ys on a barrel in the grocery store/___. wha t he thinks 

walking home . a had fouled thr, t one but no ody ro de him . - We 

Hammonds haa een in the county s ince it 1,vas Inaian l and and 

everybo dy knew tk:,. t bner Hammon .ras no nigger- lover o He was 

only a man with i deas . 

• 

ie were v✓ 0rking the villow '.l're e ·en tha t ctober , a and 
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a nd me . Since I c2n remember , it has only been a an d me - - except 

for when Vi i lli lt.iae ha6. been 1ith u s and that haa m2d e no diffe r enc e . 

\' i ll i ·11a e , s i x or seven years ol aer thLn me , had done little but 

moon around the h ouse and gone off t o the S&tura y night dance s in 

town . he ha been I guess whrt y ou ' d ca l l pretty . e ' d call ed her 

Red until she r ske d u s to st op . c had l ooke · a lit t le hurt but s ince 

then we ca l led her by her given name . Only it hadnt made her hair 
but 

le ss red; / maybe a ' hurt • made her more r e ·tle s for a ye r 
outsi de. 

or t wo afterwards , she - left u s f or the / 1110 R ·o e were two men 

i n the hou se s i nc e my mother die d when I was orn . I su ppose I 

loved Vill i ~Ja e for I bawled when she left and \ as f or c lling 
was 

her names . but · a , in one of t he few times he mad a t me , 

tol d me to shut up . i ll i I,.ae , i t turned out , hao looked a ft er me 

goo d as any mother . 

It was dar k thi s c tober evening by the t i me v,e got to the 

h ouse . v,e washe d and act e su pper , then sLt a roun a li s tening to the 

r~di o . I had fini shed hi gh school and a was thinking of t h e agri­
Malc:t.goosha 

cultural college . l y a few ki ds fr on /W!lliQ ,_ .. fPQJQP'iPI ·• c ounty had 
ev er gone 

funny 
to college an d this was one of a ' s i deas they consiaered 

dowb a t Jeb Coombes '. 
other s tuff 

'l'hEf & 1' IP •s■sa:a a 

e listened to Lulu Belle on t h e radio . 
after Lulu Bell e 

an • f wasnt anything mu ch/ s o I picked 

u p the newspaper . fter a ·hile , a a i d , 11 Things o..re lo oking bad 

ct ovm there . 11 

me . 

You know h ow it is , ren aing o It -~Jok a lit t l e time re ching 

"Huh? ooki ng bad?" 

11 own i n the C r i b ean . Cuba , 11 a Sc- i d . 

11 \i hat ' s doing? 11 

11 ne of the s e nev; spaper f ell ows was just on the r a di o . He 

sai d L■-ft■ lqM we ' ve mov ed a bunch of b ttleships dov1n there ." 
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"I gues s tha t ought to hol d Castro for awhile ,n I sai d , 

going back to the post mort em on the b eball seas on . 
Spani sh fell ows 

"Tl em/ill¥ • a go 11 crazy quickly . 
could 

t / .. t ouch of f 

s omething , 11 a said . 

hen I heard the chair creak , I knew he as l eaning f orward 

t o t urn the ai al t o the pol ic e n ews . a was regulap as a clock . Each 
the 

n i ght s ince/ t 10 ye&rs iil l i Mae ' s let ters stoppea coming , 
to 

h e turns/ the pol i c e news . 

Li tening . 

The mur ers . The runov ers . The asphyxi ations i n wint er . 

Li s t ening no t wi t 1 buz zar d h ope but with the mi ldl y worr ie hunch 

to his shoul der ra- it s get when a J I £1! • twi g sna ps in tl e brush . 

Theola maple r ocker creaked again as he turne d ofi t h e r adio and 

sa t back . I coul d hear the tree t oad fluting outside and the 

r attle of a pine bough on an ups t a ir vvina. ow pane . 

11 nything i n the paper? " he said . 

I ma de to eperat e the ections to give h i m the newsy 

half . The fa l agoosha Trumpet comes in t wo s ec tions , the fr ont 
,.___..... 

half f or news and the smal l er back pi ec e f or the port s and the 

ads . a never t akes it but I a lways make to give him . 

"No , y ou rea d, s on . Gue ss I ' ll jus t t h ink awhil e ," he 

drawled. Truth was , Pa wa snt much of a reader . Where he came fr om, no-

body r ead . I knew he want ed t o t a lk so I let the paper 

f a l l t o the fl oor an d s t ret che d my l egs out . In the highba cked 

rocker with the ca rv ed armr ests , he lo oked smal l but Pa ha d 

pres ence. You were awar e of the powerful hl""l,d and hands an d the 

iron- grey eyes t hat ha a coped with plowdi rt an d hea t and sunlight 

a l l the f orty years he ha d far med . 

"We ought to hear f r om the ea n soon ," I sai d . 
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"You o. ont need to rush hi m s o ha:.._::, s on, 11 Pa sai d 0 

"I ' d like t'o get in a couple of yea r s before they ca ll me ." 

"They wont be call i ng y ou. There ' s gonna be no war ." 
"About 

, time we shaved Fi del ' s 

bea rd . He ' s getting too u ppi ty ." 
the vhole Uni t ed St a t es army 

"Wont t ake/•••-••••••••• to do that , 11 Pa 

sa i d dryly . "Them bat tleshi ps got good razors . Long , noi sy ones ." 

Now t hat Will i Mae hadnt turned up on the police news , 

he was lively and full of sass a gain . He was s ending me mail an d I < 

liked to see him licki ng s t amps , hi s eye s shini ng and rimmed wi th 

fun crinkles . 

"How far are we from Cuba ? " I ask ed , knowing he v,ould 

hav e picked that up from the r adio fellow . 

"Oh ," he sai d , pursing hi s l i ps and lo oking up a t the 

ceiling as if h e coul d read the answer in the s t a ins and cra cks . 

"Gue s s - about ninety or s o mil es fr om down in tha t pla ce they 

ca l l Key West ." 

11 -oul dnt t ake much more than a burp gun to r each down 

there ," I sa i d . 

"Heck , we coul d send a irpl ane s down ther e t hat coul d 

sit up on top l i ke a bald eagle for f our- f iv e hours l aying eggs , 

son . Bett er ' n any what- y ou- call- it gun . " 

"Yeah , gues s s o . You think we ' l l do it? " 

"Har d to tell wha t tha t y oung fell ow i n ashington will 

do . He ' s fast as a catamount when he gets mad . oak wha t he did 

t o those folk over i n Oxfor d ." 

I ' d read about the nigger s tudent at le ii ss , but as I 

sa i d, Pa wa ~ licki ng stamps . 

"Dont t Ill g rightly r emember . 11 

11 hat y ou reaa i n the neV'spaper s a nyway besides the 
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ball games ~ ? Di dn t y ou hear a bout the i gr a fell ow wh o wanted 

to get into the coll e g e? " 

"He ' s go t a nerve ," I s a i d o 

· " Sure he ' s g ot a nerve a n d h e ma de it ." 

"You mean -- they took him in?" 

" u re , after esident -ennedy had s ent in t he at iona l 

Guard ana ma rsha ls a n d a whole bunch o' shooter s ." 

"Now he ' s g ot a n er ve ." 

11 11:hat ' s ri ght . They both g ot nerve . · oe s this country a 

lot of g ood 9 " a said . 

" ' hat g oo d ca n one n i gger do 1! 

"The fe l l ow i s a Nigra, 11 Pa sncpped . 11 Dont y ou g o ca l l ing 

him nigger . " 

" ha t di fferen ce doe s that ake?" 

II I ts just bad o fl 

I.1aybe he v.a 0 right . I i ont know. I turned the t alk to 

crops and after shoving i t here a nd t here , h e yawned and sa i d maybe 

we shoul d be t urning in . Next day be i ng Satur y , we wer e g oing to 

town . 
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CHAPTER TWO 

When God Almighty made these United States, He did it slow 

and proud so it came out grander than any land. llut He took so 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 el bow when he drew the lfJS.lagoosba 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 Mala­

goosha. 

Back long ago, when the government made a fellow's home­

brew illegal, the old Godfearing folk of Malagoosha went right oa 
allow 

making mash because they reckoned it woul d be a sin to/ ... all 

His good corn and 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 didnt look too good anyway. 

For Walagoosha County is dirt farm country; beat-up automobiles 

and 
bib front blue denim country; sorghum and molasses and 

hanging-tree country; where when a fellow sha.ved was because he 

wanted to spruce, like say the first couple of days in his 

courting. 

Pa 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, - carbu~ ettor whistling and waterpump wheezing, 

the loose pistons lief to tear the guts out at every stroke. 

I dropped off Pa at ·Jeb Coombes• grocery story and took 
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courthouse, a big guy about a shrug shortei.- t.h.an me. We used to 

hunt and fish together whenve were kids with not many chores. Now 

he was hustling it with this ga.s pump, since the year he quit 

school with I , bis time nowhere up. 

"Hi, kid," he grinned at me as he booked 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 he~d Pete knew 
lubricant that 

I was loading up on the heavy old/-••• bad been 3 JEN 
unplugged from the trucks/ 
thick as 

which came in for an oil change. Almost 

grease, Pete and me swore it prevented the 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 your Pa? Up at Jeb•s I reckon?" 

"Yeah. Ruling the world from a crac'ker barrel," I said. 

"Cracker barrel's good as a throne. Depends on who's 

sitting up there," said Pete. He is a very thought:f'ul fellow but 

you wouldnt know it the first time, the• way he grins frantic 

hurling the words at you. 

"Dont give me that, Pete • .More good guys go after a thrones 

than go after I cracker barrele" 

"Yeah? Yeah? So you guess tbere•re more thrones than 

cracker barrels in this whole wide world? At this time in this age, 

day and year, more fellows are climbing up on thrones than on 

a good old dirty white cracker barrel? Think, son, think." 

You couldnt rile up or anything at Pete. The way he says 
black 

it with that grin. The oil brimmed UP,1--,. and stiff as cardboard. 
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•That ought to hold it to next S~turday,tt I said. "Got a 

five-eigths spanner?" 

"And a jack and a couple of lugs and whatever the hell else 

you want. Only I cant give you anything out of merchandise," Pete 

said. 

"When we get our new car I'm gonna give you this one. Nobody 

more 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 few bursts from the grease gun. 

• "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 11111 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 you.rs helping me out. 

Heard anything?" 
few 

Pete was a bit like Pa about Willi Mae. A TD£ years 

older than me, he had known her before she went away. Always asking 

after her. 

"No. Reckon as one of these days we'll have tog~ outside 

and look her up. At least, Pa will, one of these days." 

"Talking about going outside. Going downstate tomorrow, 
Gulf 

down to/- City," Pete said. 

I looked at him, my eyes big. A fellow doesnt go outside 

of Magaloosha Count».y every day. 1:o tell the truth, l' d never been 

to Gulf City ; and I dont believe Pete ha4 

been more than once before. 

"No kidding? What's this for?" 
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"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 thei~ guest. Ai~Jplane ticket and all • 
....:.--

Only, I dont know as if I can make it. Means I'd have to stay 

down there three or four days. Cant have the btatsiness shut up so 

long." 

"Yeah?" I said, watching him. 

"Yeah," he said, watching me! 

"Why in hell dont you ask me?" I said. 

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

11 Pa can do without me for a few days. I ca.n get home 

every night." 

"Sure. I'll pay you." 

"Sure, then I can IBY you for a l l 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 lit by skylightso Jeb put 

up no partitions but the way he had the goods placed you knew 

what side of the I store you'd go for groceries and where the 

ladies would buy their wants and where C rr Pi Jeb' s friends 

would sit. 

Pa and the rest were in the angle of the store formed 

by the east and the street side, a little shut off by the cartons 

Jeb had set the for that purpose. It was ilO 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 bottleo They were all shaki~g 

hands with General Lee when I got there. Most of them nodded to me 

as I went to sit by Pa. Years ago, after Willi Mae left, they 
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had accepted that I'd have to come in with Pa since he had no woman 

with whom to leave me. I had grown up with them and had never abused 

the privilege by pushing into their talk. I had· learnt more good 

' 
manners in Jeb Coombes• grocery store than wha t fellows with a ama 

pa 
and a/II both, did, 

Uncle lVla.tt Conna.nt, one of the nicest old fellows in the 

county, tossed off his whisky and wiped his 

his knuckles. 

gray musta che with 

ttAbner, n he said,nit will be your privilege soon to 

introduce Young Abner to the General.n 

Pa looked over at me in the quiet way he has. a nA year 

or two yet, Matt." 

ttA1ong about his age, a year or two younger, we were 

looking ol' Lee in the eye back of the barn,n said Sep Logan, 
tall, • 

our neighbor on t he river end, a/- beaknf'sed man with one eye 

flaring bigger than the other. He had seven sons and a couple of 
tuckered 

daughters, all scared tail/ • of him. He was normal as a 

mountain lio •• In the act of breathing he was violent and when 
was the one who on 

he moved his hands, they swept. He/:•••••••• the edge of 

town 3 Ill had put up a sign saying: 

We shoot at si~t Communists, Revenoo 
Runners and uppity Niggers. Also Jews, 
Catholics and anybody else who aint 
with us. 

You could see stranger s driving into town pausing 

to look at the peculiar welcome and some grinned but others 

werent s o happy. Some newspaper boys had picked it up and poked 

fun at Magaloosha 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. 
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used to do every year before Massac~e Day and it was fading now 

so you had to look good and close to read the words. 

Sep's f amily had been in the 5 IS 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 automobile, Pa had been riding the blaze f a ce chestnut he kept 

for saddling. A snake or s omething must have scared the animal 

just where the roa d edged a ravine at the place - that's called 

Hogg's Hollow. It threw Pa and he fell thirty feet down into the 

r avine , snapping a leg bone. Pa lay i n there most part of a day and 

a full night before Sep came walking by on his way to town. When 

he heard Pa crying out, . MT Sep soon had it figured out and he 

climbed down into that ravine, climbed back out with Pa over his 

shoulders and toted him the nine-ten miles into Magaloosha to the 

doctor. He was that kind of a man. 

"He's got his eye on college. A man should do what he 

wants," Pa said to Sep . 

"Reckon, 11 said Uncle Wiatt. 11 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 beeri going to learn something like being 

a doctor , or a lawyer, or preachin' even;though I guess a man can 

learn to preach ri ding circuit better than any college." 

Uncle Matt Connant was big shouldered with short, power­

ful legs. He bulked when he sat, the long silver hair reaching 

a lmost to his shoulder. Hi s eyes were deepset and bJJuer tha n 
of 

or dinary. He was t h e oldest a the group rl I I -uni in Jeb' s grocery 
Uncle Matt liked to talk and he didnt like a fellow who ques-

store. a II gt I :ra Tia SU ff J I 1 l 1 • 1 l■ 8 J 1 I 2 d l sa I & i 1 • 
tioned him. He was the kingpin on 
•• m - • t JI [fl/• crops, women, weather, automobiles, horses, 
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likker , 
1£1 I 7 N the United States, the Confederacy, and everything else. 

Except for Pa, he had the best money crops and his burley was even 

bet t er than ours. He and Sep were the only two who had ever lived 

putside. They had run off and joined up with the soldiers during 

the first world war and had lived on the level land for upw~rds of 

a year before it was over. Uncle Matt seldom ever talked about it but 

Sep 7 ii ? will remember anytime you want him to, how he and Uncle 

N.iatt nearly crossed the ocean to France. Only because they neither 

coul d read or write a lick the man wouldnt allow them to go on the 

boat. But Sep had the army bug in hi s britches and often a time you 

cou.ld· 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 woul d - creep under the wire into the United States 

Army. 

Uncl e WJat t Connant never gave way to anybody except to Jeb 

Wishaw, you.nger than him by mostly near ten years. Uncle Matt ha d no 

f amily left s ince his maiden sister Mis s Angi e died a f ew years back 

and folks thought that maybe why Matt was so beholden to Jeb was 

because he needed kin. A man may be hard surfacedas 

flint but his flesh-and-bloo d part needs something s ofter to lean on. 

Jeb Wishaw ha d a log house a coupl e of dozen miles over in the north 

corner of the coun♦. He grew five or six acres of sugarcane for 

his sorghum and he kept hogs and chickens. He wa s mar r ied to a l a dy 

from Louisa Count y name d Mi s ' Charlotte Wishaw, a good woman even if 

she was a foreigner and they ha d a couple of daughters. Talk around 

was that I wa s courting the youngest, •• -~ I a black haired, long 

legged painter cub named Olivinia. But she was as shy as a warbler 

and a fellow had as much chanc'e getting close as hooking a jack salmon 

with burlap twine. 
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"What's this going on about Cuba?" Sep Logan said. 
~ Jilson Swift 

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

Sep looked at Jilson like he had two heads. "You do con­

siderable spell of living down in Coon Hollow," Sep said. "You ought 

to come visiting more often." 

Jilson it wa s 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 •••r Tit · bottom of Coon Hollow 

and Jilson used to say it was unlikely he would come hopping out 

the morning Gabriel blew his horn. He had everything but trouble in 

Coon Hollow. 

"Cuba? ~ome place down country," Uncle Matt said. 

"Cuba is where the United States army fought more•n 

once," Sep said. "Fellow down there named Castor, he's bucking for 

trouble with the United States army." 

"Castro," Pa said. 

"Sound like castor oil to me, .. Jilson said, grinning. 

Jilson was thin and tattery as a river birch in his denims 

and he didnt give a hoot who knew his ignorance. He could grin more 

than an.y man I knew, easy and lazy like he never yet had a stomach 

acheo Last time he came out, nobody much had been talking about Cuba 

except the fellows on the radio. Jilson didnt own a radio. 

"You reckon it will come t to a fight?" Sep asked. 

Uncle .Wiatt shook his head and held up his hand to halt 

Jilson. ttCuba aint so big. There wouldnt be an.y cause to fight them. 

This Castro, be 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. 
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"Missiles," Pa 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.I Wish we had some of them when I was in." 

ttThen they wouldnt want you," Jilson said. 

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

"l,Joldiers is for fighting hand to hand, like - catamounts," 

Jilson said. 11Now they got the big guns I re(;.a(On they wont need 

soldiers anymore." 

"The United States army will always need a Logan," Sep said 
trouble brewing. 

slow and heavy, the/•■rrtsl 71 a "l got seven boys fit for the 

army anytime." 

Jeb Wishaw who had been silent for some time looked at Jil­

sen and said, "Jilson, you ought to visit more 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 Genera]& 

Lee and everybody held out their mugs and you could feel the air 

clearing like a storm just blew out. 

"I hear Micajah Hoe fixing on going out to the flatland, .. 

Uncle Matt said. 

"He's been meaning to go outside since before Abner was 

born," Pa said. "Martha worsing?" 

"Fellow - passing my place told me yesterday. :::ieems he• s 

asking money for his cattle." 
unforgiving 

"Martha Hoe• s got more 11■■1 ■-■ in her head than a 
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parcel of skunks." 

They went on poking it this way and that in the way Maga,­

loosba 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 flatlands somewhere up in the North 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 t alked 

I thought about Pete Sawyer and his going down to the city for a 

few days. I 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 b]!ack chalk 

and I could keep the place clean . 

.i.:he truth is I looked forward to the few days being in 

town withe ectric lights and flush toilets and going over to the 

restaurant for food and seeing the girls going by
5

their behinds 

bouncing. I hadnt broken it to Pa yet, reckon I would wait 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 wouldnt 

be jumping for joy when I told him but since I would be going out 

anyway if I got taken in college then it wouldnt ha.rm Pa to see 

less of me in little pieces. 

At brown dusk everybody said goodbye and headed out. The 

car ran good and Pa nodded his head in sleepy approval at the way 

I had oiled her and tightened her and generally stroked her so she 

purred like an old contented cat. We slowed Jl I lfl . 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 ■ • i II 
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rock marked an old Indian camping site, a square, massive chunk of 

chalk almost as tough as granite.- :.1:he road bowled straight towards 

it and then swung away to the right bearing for Hopemouht. fut what 

bothered folks was the way of a nightfall how - Lookout Rock took 

on. It wae 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 
~ ~City 

inside your head without saying it, that Magaloosha /1 . IW was just 

around t he bend and you began wiping off road dust from your neck 

and forehead, and maybe whistlel 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 bad his coat of snow for days, shining in 

t he sun. But come nightfall, and old Lookout turns murderous. 

Standing squarely astraddle of where the road should be if 

folks hadnt put a bend in it, Old Lookout turns killer because you 
caimot 
- distinguish it from the road if you arent c0ld sober or if you 

didnt know it was there. Strangers going through town at nights would 
filling 

be told by Pete ~awyer down at the/ • T I• station, or by anybody 

else they stopped by, to watch out for Old Lookout. It wouldnt be 

hard to barrel straight into it because you mistook it for the con­

tinuation of the road. 

Pa held the 4oor handle and leaned into me as I brought 

over t he 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 

Lookou.t, 11 he said as always and then he went to sleepo 

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. Pa had been good about school, 
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unlike most of the older folks around who didnt think enough about 

high school to allow a fellow off the farm Jf f T II past the wet 

pants stage. Pa • took the - Trumpet every 

Friday it crune out. He had seen to it that I hadnt dropped out of 

high school as most everybody around this part of the country did 

and had even talked about college over in Jeb Coombes•. We didnt 

have much acreage on the homestead. We grew some burley and a little 

Dark-fired but the tobacco market wasnt whooping with health. We had 

some corn, · some hogs, and~here was a deal of fishing 

in the waters around. We did tolerably, since Pa and I both worked 

damned ha.rd. ~here were folks around with more help than we who didnt 

do half as good. If Willi lVJa.e 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 dull&. Its hard to ~efine, 

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 Pa, for I 
the 

can see/Jillll· loneliness climbing further• on his shoulders season 

after season and now and again it comes out in his eyes. 

I am tied to the earth, and particularly Magaloosha 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 

it seems is that I want to farm so big I can have tractors and a good 

automobile and a good house. Pa, I know, senses this; 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. 
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There was a lot else Pa sensed too, as I was to find out 

tonight. for while in the reflection of the headlamps I had seen his 
.(!' 

eyes closed and thought him asleep, suddenly his voice came to me 

clear and gentle and alive, the special qualities it had. 

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

We had never talked about the girl before. As far as I knew, 

Pa had never heard the gossip but now he busted me with it. 

"I dont know wha t you mean, Pa. How does a fellow knows he's 

serious? When he doesnt hit the road, snow or shine, every night to go 

mooning at her window?" 

Pa chuckled decently. He had a way of doing it, you also 

wanted to,no matter how mad you had been rea dy to be. 

"Maybe a fellow knows when he gets sharp with his Pa because 

of a simple question. 11 

"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 havent got to see her more than once or twice. What is 

more important with a fellow and a girl is whether the girl has~ 

him. A fellow knows right off; a girl, it takes some time." 

"How come you know so much about it?" 

"I wasnt always hitched to a plow. ~id a little courting 

myself.•• 

"I aint courting," I said flatly. 

We drove a short distance in silence and then he said, "The 

Wiehaws are good family. Old blood .• " 
"You can see it in Jeb. 11 

"Yes," I said./ 

"Sounds as if Miss Olivinia turned you down. You asked 

her yet?" 

"Sure. She said only if you didnt want her, then I could 
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have her." 
- put a good head on her. "Told you she had good blood. It/FT • I IMBM■-11•.n r 

tteckon she figures that since she wants a Hammond and you 

so slow you• d walk faster backwards, she' 11 take the old man. 11 

Carolina parrakeet's 
"Pa, that creature's so shy a/, #1 13[ ·•n R I fierce 

as a bald eagle." 

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

I th01:1ght of Willi Mae and I knew he was thinking of her too. 

He had that set to his head, like he was thinking of running. I thought 

of Pete ~awyers and what a fellow had told me long ago, how Pete had 

been sweet on Willi lVIa.e before she ran away. 

"I'm going to be in town for a few days. Pete Sawyers asked 

me to mind the station f or him," I said. 

Pa took his time answering. "Gets lonely out at Willow Tree, 

sometimes," he said. 

"Heck, it isnt that," I said. "Pete's got some kind of dealers• 

convention he wantsX to go to." 

"Wont do you any harm," Pa said. "~e neit h er. Might as wel l 

get used to the idea of being alone since you'll soon be going." 

I didnt say , Shucks , Pa , dont talk like that , or anyt hing. 

He and I knew i t was true and we never r an from t he t ruth , exc ept thi ngs 

like not talking a bout Willi Mae much, and that wasnt running; just 

looking a t it and saying, no. 

"When are you going?" 

"Monday.," I said. 

"We'd be coming to town anyway for :Massacre Day, so I guess 

we can go in together and I'll bring back the car." 
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CHAPTER - THREE 

Massacre Day got its name liiil~ - Mllll from an incident that 

happened during the march of George Rogers Clark through the State 

in 1778. While he was busy with the British and the Indians, a party 

of hostiles evaded his columns and headed south. Stumbling upon the 

little settlement at Ma.lagoosha, 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 Fall day of goldenrod and 

purple ironweed and Indian pinks. 

Pa and me headed for town early but early as we were, things 

were livening up already. A lot of foiks had 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 Pa 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. 

I said, 11 ::Pete, you looking real sharp, you know that? A 

real city fellow." 

Pete smiled and said, 11Aw, go on home," but I knew he was 

pleased. He had a buttonhole and everything.1 2 r 

"Bus aint here yet, any minute now," he said and showed me 

the books and wrote up an order form in case I ran 0Ut and the 

tanker showed up. 

"You have a good time, Pete," I sa1d as the bus slid in. 

He had been looking sort of fu.nny 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, 0 You. know what? I'm going to look for 
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Willi Mae." 

Then he gave DQl shoulder a ·little shove and climbed aboard. 

I guess I musthave been standing with my jaw 1ropped for behind the 
-

glass he dumb showed me to close my mouth, grinning at me. Then the 

bus rolled outo I didnt think of it much for awhile, doing chores 

place. 
around the/ill•• Pete kept the station very - clean but I was so 

excited at handling it on my own for a few days that I found places 

to tidy up 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 

::8a.1ck. ~here wodd be many a folks like these as the day went on for 

Massacre Day was well known throughout the State and beyond. Lots of 

outsiders came in to drink whiskey and shoot off pistols, to re-enact 
ladies, 

Massacre Day. Two men and their;l • maybe their wives, were in 

the • Buick. They were laughing fit to • be ·thrown and saying some-
cooking 

thing in molasses accents and I knew they were/Jl V • U 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 ladies 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. Its the main street cutting right across town -

to Lookout Rock. A couple of stores, the l3a.ptis~ 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 Mas sacre Day I'd have answered that question 

if not once a couple score of times. 

"Maybe it just growed out o• the ground, mister," I said. 
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"Aw, come on, they say •most anything you stick into t he 

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 g11nning for me?" 

"Which one are you?" I said, thinking I might as well 

push it around too, the ladies were so happy. 

0 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 alreadr." 

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 t he 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. '.i.'hey 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 pointe d him over by the courtnous e lawn where tradition 

sa id the fir st killings were - done. About ten a.m., tlll Coleman 

Roberts the druggist who was also mayor of .Malagoosha would walk 

from his off ice to t he lawn and run up the State flag on the pole. 

Then from behind t he log fence built across one end of the lawn would 

pop up folks from among the oldest families, wearing beards a nd the 

ladies in ginghams, the men with old muzzle loaders, shooting off 
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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 flatlanders didnt know it, Jeb Coombes and Lincoln Meade who 

kept the other tavern, and the merchants in the Chamber of Commerce 
be forking 

would al)/ • . ' · out to keep the kids 

happy, re-enacting the Massacre as often as new folk drove in. But 

the ones who should have paid were the whisky toters. If Jeb Coombes 

and Lincoln Meade did well across the counter, the real millionaires 

were those who stayed ba ck in the hills anu waited for the strangers 

to come prospecting. Every stranger seemed bent on going home with 

a real mounta in jug under his arm. 

I wa s being kept busy. Before Mayor Roberts crosse d the 

lawn in his buckskin an d moccasin and the three corner ed hat on 
radiator 

hi s hea d, I ha d changed a/ ■I a hose , put i n a s et of spark plugs 

and s et the point s on t hree or four automobiles; meanwhile gas and 

oil had gone briskly. I knew now how Pe te Sawyer mu s t have believed 
have left in 

i n me to, ·••■• a rush business/• my hands. But the blood heated my 

face when the stray thought ••■□I hit that maybe Pete was figuring 

tha t alrea dy we wer e family. Pete ha dnt sai d much. Nothing to get 

upset about. Mos t folks going outsi de who knew you ha d kin on t he 

flatlands would offer to visit a n d say howdy. It was just that nobody 
being 

hau ev er talked about Willi Mae, she/- s o long gone and everybody 

knowing she ha dnt been writing to us. And the way Pete had looked, and 

the grin, sort of squeezing the corners of his mouth so he was 

knowing, it made me leery as a woodchucI. ;,he more I thought of it 

the more I wa s for closing t he place and going over to Jeb Coombe <$ 

for a talk wi t h Pa. I wa s for a sking him outright whether there had 

been anything between Pete and Willi Mae. heckon a fellow my age 

an d al l had a right to know. But busines s ~as picking up f a ster now 
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and it wouldnt be right to lose trade Pete was believing I would 

collect because I ha d been a cottontail rabbit in a worl d no larger 

than a cabbage patch. 

: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 fl a g on the courthouse. The town wa s fi l ling up, -

but not too lively yet. The crowd wa s mostly gathered at the courthouse 
I 

lawn and when the burst of cheering came, I looked over to where .Mayor 

Coleman Roberts was stan ding on his off ice steps, waving his three­
guns 

cornered hat. A few a lVlalagoosha folk fired t heir/-••• in the 

air and s omebody began working the bell 

chapel. This first re-enactment was 

over at the :Bapti s t 

hardly ever the whole 

kit and boiling. A parcel of ki ds dres sed up like ~ndians with feathers 

and everything would come whooping into town from the direction of 
stockade, the menfolk 

Lookout Rock while from behind the/ I atn in beards 

and buckskins popped off their blanks, yelling fit to scare a tax 

collector. But as t he day wore on and t he whisky flowed, the hullabaloo 

grew fiercer. By gloaming, the kids had been shoved out of the scene 

and townsfolk and outsi der s took over. Tired a s hell with all this 

play acting they ha d been put through by the older folk, the young 

uns gladly withdrew to the schoolya rd where they had a feasting and 

a romp of shoot-the-buff alo or over-the-river-to-Charley. 

By gloaming nobody was feeling any pain. f he stockade had 

been rushed half a dozen times and t he las t two times band fighting 

had broken out. A few drunks were proppe d on the sidewalk and a 

couple of f latlanders were in jail for trying to set fire to the 

courthouse when they took the part of Indians. Even over in J·eb 
Coombes', 
I i J f they were rolling a song and I reckone d it was about time to 

close the station and walk over to see tha t Pa was alright. He has 
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got a good head, A but General Lee could have got right down mad at 

all this handshaking today by Uncle Mat t and the others who had got 

above their raisin. 1111 s None of t he level land folk would be 
likker 

loading up on anything but/ - for the re.st of • wha t was left of 

Massacre Day so I was closing the station when I saw this automobile 

coming into town. It had on upcountry plates and I supposed him to 

be a Tommy-late-again. The car stopped by 1fl • LI ULf Sep Logan's sign. 
It was getting the driver •••an 

dark 11 I an d/ switched on a 

spotlight and played it on the sign. Just about then, they were 

making the last attack on the s tockade and putting it down for keeps. 

If the Indians had got hold of 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. 
going 

The driver had finished reading the sign and was/ Z- t I 

quietly through town, passing the courthouse, when the guns began going 

off. He must have been scared at the yelling and the shooting; 11 • 1 a I 

thought at the time that he was a stranger pa s sing through Malagoosha. 

and knew nothing about Massacre Day. However it was, th.at automobile 

leaped away a s 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, r a cing through the dark with no hea dlights and good God 

Almighty, I knew. 

I knew that the poor bastard barrelling down t he goddam 

roa d would never see tha t goddam Lookout Rock for what it was. 

And he slammed into it. 

He hit like a cannon and the fl ame sheeted up. Everybody 

turne d and s tood still. 

But I think because I ha d known it was coming, I a s running 
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before anyone else. I was 
holler . 

blind 
bawling like a baby,/ to all but 

the ••■ need tcv 
to me 

- w - ,.... ~ , - . . .... ,,,. ·"' 
'""""- ~~- ,, .,,, It was burning when I got there and 

it seemed/as if each cra ckle was a crunching of 

metal and leather an d cloth and flesh and bone. Outside of the 

burning, there wa s a circle of silence in which I stood, 

cold and alone,until - afterwards there CR me the running feet. 

Any outsider coming into Malagoosha ~ounty may see a 

dirty, unshaven, tobacco chawing, patched overall breed of men 

sitting under the shade trees or swapping sorghum for hogs. 

Newspaper folkpoke fun at us for a shiftless, whisky-swilling lot 

choked to our collarless neck with 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 Pa and 

collapsed outsi de the doctor's office, the blood running out of his 

nose. 

Most of those who got to the wreck fir s t, were folk 
on 

from putside, city folk/ whom arson and 

homicide act like carcass on a buzzard. Otn: ov:n people came slowly 
and delibera~ely, 

knowing the task ahead and going to meet it, 

taking the decision insi de, the way they had tamed the country. 

They stood for as I long as a spit into the fl ames, and then Uncle 

Matt Connant wiped his mustache and said, "Let's get 'em out." 
was 

It/ ·• only a body in there but they\16.nted it for 

burial. It was unlawful 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 outsi de, they will 
likker 

say it was the corn/ Ill I tha t did it but we who knew ourselves 

wrenched a t the hot metal and beat the flames with brush and took 

out what was left. omebody brought a lantern. 
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"A man," Uncle JVIatt Connant said, looking down. 

I was standing by Pa, my hands hooked under my armpits 
quieting the sears and blisters. 
11,- lllllllllil• • • • • ■ I A.iUYJ1C&tN liJ WI 

"One arm's gone, burnt off," said an outsi der satisfa c­

torily. 

Pa stiffene d besi de me. He ha d been slapping out places in 

hi s clothing where he smouldered. 

"Why dont you gol on out," he said softly to the 

stranger. "Massacre Day's over. 11 

'.1'.he man, 
his f a ce upli t and strange in the light of 

the lantern, showed his teeth and said, "Ta ke it easy, oldtimer." 

Pa could have knotted him in half easy, hands raw from the 

flames as they were. Jeb Wishaw said at the stranger's back, "Mister, 

you ought to go on out like Abner just said. We aint partial to you." 
. - Jlll■■IHH I r r m I 

A1!1l?IW -- a ••-• •••• .. •••• ·-111■ aaa,, 1 ■m 
The stranger peered up at Pa and at Jeb Wishaw 

and he gave a funny little sort of grunt and turned and pushed 

his way out of the crowd, muttering to himself. We didnt do anything 

to the flames once we had the body out, waiting for it to eat its way 

through t be inflammables. I felt a touch on my shoulder and turned 

to face Olivinia Wishaw. Her dark hair was shining in t he f irelight, 

brushed smooth and falling to her shoulders. 

"I've got s ome ointment for your hands, Abner," she said . 

I had my hand s hugged under my arms but I didnt recall , 

struck dumb with the prettiness of her mou t h and ha ir an d she coming 

t hat way t o me a s if we were be spoken. 

" Give t hem t o me," she sa i d. 

"I'm alright. 'Taint anything," I said. 

nGive them to me, Abner Hammond. The night's turned chilly 
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and the air will blister you bad. u 

'..l'here wasnt any need arguing with her and all the folks 

aroundo It is a fact that the 

women in lVJalagoosha County will go through fire and snow and drouth 
• · -_,_ ..I ••• '• -

and not once let go of a whimper bl,lt will_ y_pwl l~ke_ a puma in a trap 

let a thorn pierce man or child. She took the left hand and annointed 

my wrist and fingers, rubbing gently, quieting tpe heat in them. Then 

she did it to the right too, her head bowed and her breath warm on 

my fingers. When she straightened I turned back the scarf so I could 

see her face. 

NI am thankful to you, Olivinia Wishaw," I said. 

"Your pa has no woman,'' she said. 

"'.rhen come back to me when you're through," I said. NWe'll 

walk back together." 

She stood thinking on it for a moment and nodded grave as 

a preacher. "That I'll do," she said. 
hard~ 

And it was funny that a girl you couldnt/see • more than a 

ruffed grouse in wintertime was telling me _easily that we would walk 

back to town together. I saw her go to Pa anal his head jerked around 

like a bird, looking for me before he caught himself and stood still 

for her to put on t .he ointment. 
Some 
/'a•■ of the outsiders had brought their bottles wi.th them 

when they• ran to the wreck and there was being as much yelling and 

whooping as when they were in town, not hardly••• recalling now 

why we were out here at Lookout Rock. One of them a few feet away from 

where I was standing, let out a screech. 

"I stepped on something soft --- a snake!" he hollered, 

his eyes fit to pop from his head. 

Now f dont take to snakes at all but anybody could have told 

that city fellow no copperhead nor cottonmouth would be within a mile 
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of that mob. Snakes dont like our company any better tbanve like 

theirs, moresol tromping and shouting and carrying on enough to 
-scare the wild creatures for miles around. Bu.t no sooner than he 

had cried snake, all his friends cut loose with yells and leaped 

out of there like they were bitten. What stopped the panic was Uncle 

Matt Connant's shout: 

"You go leapin' around and maybe you step on his mate1" 

Uncle Matt Connant has one of the best voices in the country. 

for hog calling or at a breakdown, Uncle Matt can whip 5150 11 us all. 

So when he bellowed the warning, not a one failed to hear it - and 

every city fellow and his girl froze as if someone had poured ice 
water• on 

them. 

"Quiet an' listen • .Maybe its a mountain rattler," Uncle 

Matt said. 

And so besides being frozen, all of them were struck dumb 8 

We were hard put to 

hold back our laughter but you wouldnt lmow it from the stonyfaced 

front we showed. One of the flatland women moaned suddenly and 

dropped where she stood and none of their men moved to help her. We 
throw 

could see the eyes of our own womenfmlk/ Ea swift glance at us 

and then theyreturned hardfaced again. We had them fooled, the 

flatlanders, shaken with dread and not daring to move until Uncle 

Matt Connant released them. 

Uncle Matt got a flashlight off one of them and played it 

on the open ground which they had deserted, looking for the piece of 
~p 111111 wood or whatever the I fellow had stepped on. The light went 
among 
a 111 ; the leaves anti scattered stones and bi ts of automobile which 

had been flung out by the explosion. Then it settled on something. 

uncle Matt had meant his voice to be contemptuous but how it came out 

was a croak. 
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"There's your snake," he said, pointing the light to the 

man's arm lying on the ground. 

It lay discarded as a fallen branch.I, the fingers clutching 

the ground. It was sleeved in some dark material and we could see 

a watch still strapped to the wrist. The hand itself was dark, as 

if the fire had scorched it. It was flexed at the elbow and wrist 

like in agony, as if it had tried to crawl away from the fire. A 

little blood flecked the sleeve where the cloth had been torn from 

the shoulder. Some of the city women shrie ed with fear, but most 

of them with laughter. 

Then they descended on the arm as if they would devour it. 

They were for tearing it apart for making them ashamed. One tall 

tellow grabbed it quickest and whirled it above his head, blood 

spattering from it on to their upturned faces. They yowled and 

de.need as he spun it and what with the liquor and it being Massacre 

Day, S IE r it was no effort for them to believe they were Indians, 

hopping on one leg and bending double and shaking their fists as if 

they held tomahawks. 

Uncle Natt had been following the arm with the flashlight 

as they twirled it arou,od, catching glimpses of it and when his 

voice tromped down on us, even us, his own folk, were surprised at 

the hard anger in it. 

"Mister," he said savagely. 'Mister, let go of that dam' 

hand!" twang 
Everybody heard him, for he had put a/ • in his voice 

- get past 
like a boastful bull fiddler at a breakdownl trying to/ · • 

the 4 11 73FII _I 111w lighter fellows. 

"Let go of that dam' nigger arm!" Uncle Matt Connant said. 
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"You' re dange d right," I sa id . 

~omebody turned up the lantern as the flames from the 
petered out and we went closer 

wreck/ _ . to it. lhere was just us folk by 
tightly shut 

now, the, 'a I I ' mounta in faces we all knew, white above the LR 1M 
hard 12 Fl ■ wrung 

torn, patched, weathered clothing, faces/ - - • Aby the code 
coffin. 

that rode us from - crib to/ - We circled the 

wreck looking down at the smoking bundle we had applied the code 

for. We hadnt known many of them. Those who passed through did• so 

quickly, the daylights scared out of them by Sep's signbo~rd. I 

recalled how this fellow in the automobile ha d pulled up by the 

signboard and then barrelled out at the first crack of the scatter-

guns. 

"Somebody fetch a couple of axes and a can of coal oil," 

Sep Logan said. 

He hadnt turned his head; he just stood looking down and 

said it, but we all knew what he meant to do. Pa surprised me though. 

"What you reckon on doing, Sep?" he asked. 
him 

"Burn/1111111 some more, 11 .::>ep said. 

11No, 11 Pa said. 

I looked up at that. I guess we all did, Sep last of all. 

Perhaps he hadnt really heard the meaning, Pa had laid it out so 

flatly. 

"What's tha t you say, Abner?" 

0 Its all done and gone, 11 Pa said. "Let's bury the fellow." 

Uncle Matt Connant looked quizzically at Pa. "On whose 

land, Abner?" 

11 Why, I reckon in the public lot," Pa said. 

fhere was a sound y ou scarcely heard. It was the sigh of 

their clothing as everyone moved. 

"You out of your mind, Abner?" Jeb Wishaw said softly. 
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And then Sep did what he Jr ZTl? J]T oughtnt to have done. 

He ignored Pa. He turned his head away from Pa and said wearily, 

"Get the women out of here and go bring the axes. 11 

All this while, Olivinia had bei;:n at my side close as a 

sheathe, not saying anything, her fingers laying along mine. 

When the ladies began going, she just crumpled my hand in hers and held 

it there loosely balled. I disengaged it gently and said, ''I'll meet 
filling 

you at the/ • ■d station." 

ttGuess not," she said. 

"Then I'll be out tomorrow evening to say a word to your 

pa," I said, thinking she was turning shy again. 

11 I didnt mean that, Abner,u she said. "I'm not going into 

town. I'm staying here with you." 

ttYou heard wha t Sep said. He doesnt want the ladies to 

see what he's going to do." 

"He's told us already. :Better for us to see it than to 

think it," she said. 

But I knew it was something else. She had heard Pa starting 

out to buck the other men and had seen Sep's clumsiness tha t would 
reasoned 

turn Pa I J stubborn. She/.-.. I woul d side with Pa, no matter if 

I thought he was wrong, a and she was staying out to be with me. 

The top of her head was shining an inch or two below my 

chin but as I touched her shoulder and felt the hardening under the 

soft flesh, in dismay I knew that short of lifting her bodily from 

the scene of the wreck, I couldnt budge her. WUIX&WWW A n ecklace of 

red haw berries was coiled in her ha ir. !here was a fragrance on 

her. 

"I want to go to State," I said. 

"Yes. I heard Pa telling lV.la about it." 
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"He against it too?" 

"Pa aint against anything. He st:~s a right in everything 

anybody - does." 

"He's not a serious man, it looks.'' 

"He's the most serious fellow in the county," Olivinia 

said. "He ill ■ says if a fellow feels right, he wont make trouble 

and the world will be better off. Folk who make trouble are those 

who feel wrong, Pa says." 

"Maybe I should wait until I get back from college." 

"Abner Hammond, you aint even sure yet if they'll have 

you. No cause to get conceited with me." 

''You afraid I wont come back?" 

"I've got more suitors than I can fend off," she said. 
some 

We heard/dllilll\ If i 7 kids running - out from town, 

the ones who had gone for the axes and the coal oil and I looked 

at Pa. tle hadnt moved since $ep spoke. The kids came into the 

light and the men began t aking the a«es. Jeb Wishaw 

took an extra ax and handed it towards Pa. But Pa shook his head. 

"Sep," Pa said. 

Everybody stopped and turned to him. 

"I'm here, Abner," Sep said. 

"There aint brushwood enough in t he count)fy to burn 
I all this stuff to ash. Whats left, I'm going to bury." 

"On whose land?" 

"If they wont have him in the public lot, then I'll 

bury him on my land." 

Stunned with disbelief and, I guess, anger, I heard 

myself saying, "Pa, you crazy? You cant do that!" 

Pa twisted his head at me and for one of the first times 
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since I grew up, he was angry with me in public. 

"You stay out of this, II he snapped. 

Sep wiped his face with his hand and held it over his 

mouth. After awhile, he sai d behind his ru:i..u<l, 
I 

"Lets cut wood." 

So the men I went went to the side of the roa d and 

began cutting brush for the fire. They piled it ~ on the wreck 
the time came to place the corpse on the 

and when it was high enough, ZXl slt' FJl'IIPll!lltlP i 1 • 5 fJ lili¥1l&±JMa 
pile. the funny thing was that nobody wanted 

• I ·••••••••v,11 I I ztm:■s-■■ r ·? to touch it.- Some-

body said they shoul d cut some poles and lever the body onto the 

brushwood. But Pa cut in and stopped them. 

And then in silence we watched him remove his stained 

old windbreaker and wrapl it around where the stump of head was. 

He stooped to get his hands under the body and half sobbing, I 

stumbled forward and went to the feet. Pa looked up and saw me 

and he moved towards the head and got his hands under the shoulders 0 

We lifted the soggy, burnt out mass and placed it on top of the 
threw it over every-

firewood. Pa took up the can of coal oil an d/ -- • • 

thing and struck a match. He touched it in several places and 

the wood flared up, crackling and eating swiftly. he signalled 

for more wood and the axes rang out again on the crisp night air 
• cut 

as the Malagoosha men/. Tb more fuel. 

Pa got a pole with which he poked at the fire 

so it would burn evenly. He kept signalling for more wood and the 

men cut until they were exhausted. Our eyes were all red rimmed 

and hair smoky by the time Pa held up his hand to stop the wood 

cutting. But nobody went away. We sat down on the cold ground 

waiting for the flames to die and the only thing I was clearly 

conscious of was Pa,still on his feet at the head of the bier, 

and Olivinia massaging my shoulder. It was near daybreak when we 
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staggered into □ I town. Jeb Coombes• was open. That morning I 

shook hands wi th General Lee and by forenoon I was blind drunk. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Mayor Coleman Roberts said the city ordinance did not 

allow the cemetery toaccept a Negro. Pa dropped in at the gas station 

to tell me. He had washed up but the soot and ash were still• 

sort of on the edges of him. It was late the • afternoon after Mas­

sacre Day and I had slept off most of the effects of the introduc­

tion to General Lee. A shower in the restroom and a cup of coffee 

from a restaurant across the street had put back my stomach in 

some order. 

"What'll you do now, Pa?" 

We were both sitting at Pete 5awyer•s desil in the 

tiny office. His eyes took a couple of licks at me and then 

settled steadily on my face. 

"You did say something last night, didnt you?" he asked. 

"No, Pa, nmthing, 11 I lied. 

"Its alright, son. You're no leastun. You're grown now 

and have a right to say your mind. What I figure is we ought to 

talk thi s over." 

"Pa, there's nothing to talk over. You'll do what's 

right." 

"I know what seems right to me, son. But I aint ought to 

~ . 
hit you over the head with my right. hen again, even if a man is 
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right, the way he goes about staking his claim to it may make him 

end up wrong as wrong can be." 

"Sure. Sure ." 

"You see , when I said I'd bury that poor Nigra on my 

place, I wa s talking without thinking of you. I was sel fish, mad 

I believe at that stiffnecked mule, Sep Logan.ti 

"We've got plenty of pla ces . The bot tom of Will ow Tree 

Ten , near that sink -'' I stopped, for it .. occurred to me then. 

Mal agoosha County is riddled with sinkholes more than a 

porcupine has prickles. We could drop the whole wreck, corpse and 

all into one of these sinkholes and the county would be clean 

again. 

''I know what you're thinking,'' Pa said gently. ''I dont 

blame you but that's wrong. 1'hat's sneaky wrong." 

So I burst out at him. ''But, Pa, you know this county and 

you know folks around. We aint bad people but we've got our customs 

and habits and upbringing. We like it here, what we do, how we live. 

You yourself said one time that those newspaper fellows who poke 
how fine we really are 

fun at us dont know/ - •• - • with our sorghum and court-day 
rock standing 

and our hardtimes. Like/pil lars T■ P FTTl/ in a swamp, you said. 

Outsiders were soft and soggy, you said. Now why do you want to 

bust it up?" 

Pa hadnt rested at all last night and had been in Jeb 

Coombes• most a of the day, drinking and -~alking with the rest. 

But except for the dirt on him, he was full of energy as a squirrel. 

He slapped Pete's desk with - his hano. 

"Dont tell me what I said when I talked wrong! .Maybe I 

talked like that in the drouth, or maybe when I had a gut sickness, 

or thinking about Wil -" he caught himself and struck his fist 

into his palm. 
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"You staying in town tonight?" he asked. 

"Yes, I promised Pete I'd be around for the night trade." 

"Alright. I' 11 take the car. 11 

He went and I watched his• hickory tough figure going 

down the street to where the car was parked under the trees before 

the courthouse. He got in and the first flip of the key turned the 

engine over. I grinned and felt better for it. Whatever good was 

still in tha t battered old automobile, I had either put it in there 

or was holding it to rights. 

Olivinia came over to tell me her I pa wa~ leaving town. 

I hadnt seen her all day. I was leaning on the grease trolley, 

looking at the free stride and feeling hot as I thought of her 

thighs• · • U brushing each other and the sweet bpbbing of her 

breasts. She must have seen the desire in ~y eyes for she blushed 

and looked dt■■Fllc confused. 

"Oh, Abner, I - I - 11 

we got to get married right 
"We got to get married -/4 

quick, Olivinia , 11 I said softly but feeling to prance. 

And then she got real angry. Guess I sort of rushed her. 
Guess must have flared 
J ~ C I I , my nostrils I\ _ -· 

• walloped me 
snorting 

under restraint, • 
l they were backing up. 

as 111a desire 

hard, I must have looked like a stallion 
and raking eyeing 

• A a hoof,••••• the mare 

11 s0 you looked last night, all of you, like - like -
evil, like 

I vultures, 11 she said. 

Now I wasnt feeling the least -like a vulture and 
alive, a delicious live 

Olivinia was/. ~ bundle for a 

fellow's arms and her mouth so kissable I could feel the insides 

of my own tingling. 
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"Nobody was evlil, not a one of them. We just burnt a .....,. 
dead nigger, is all, 11 I told her grinning. 

"You - you sat around like vultures, smelling the flesh 

burning and grinning at each other. You - were all filthy. All of 

you, except your pa. If the womenfolk hadnt left when they did 

they'd have been sick at the sight of you." 

Pa had refused to take the ax from Jeb Wishaw last night 

and I had taken it instead. When Pa shook his head, I held out my 

hand to Jeb Wishaw and he slapped the ax handle into it, not looking 

at me at all and we went into the brusho I had been ashamed of what 

Pa had done and had laid into the brush in blind anger, cutting 

more than my portion and feeling no fatigue whatever. We had been 

no pretty picture, sitting around on the ground afterwards and waiting 

for the fire to burn out. Uncle Matt, big on the ground, his shoulders 

hulked with weariness and the beard smoke stained, chest heaving. 

Jilson Swift, thin as a lathe, his hands lank between his knees brush­

ing the ground, head thrust forward and breathing out of his mouth. 

Micajah Hoe in his Sunday suit because he was fixing on going out-
and he wanted the feel of it. But 

side/ al I fJ ]11 J I he had to cut wood when Sep said so because 

generations of the code had buried it deep inside of us, apart yet 

I I Ll?I closer than a pod of peas. 

"You got no call to say that, Olivinia. We did what we 

had to do." 

Some of the scorn left her face and her eyes were earnest 

as she spoke. 

"Abner, your pa showed everybody last night that a man 

only has to do what's right. I know you were ahsamed of him last 

night, but I was more ashamed of my pa, Jeb Wishaw, than you could 

be of yours." 

When I remembered what Pa had said about right and wrong, 
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I could have grinned but I was careful not to make it show r 
in her present mood. 

air 

None of us 

"You know how we feel about niggers around here, Olivinia. 

bother them if they stay I III • 17 outside. 

Sep Logan's signboard says it all.tt 

11 This was a dead human being, Abner." 

I shrugged. "So it couldnt have made any difference what 
0 

we did to him." 

"Not to him, to us, 11 Olivinia said. 

"I dont feel any different." 

saying 

"Your pa would notice." 

11 What's there to notice?" 

"The way you changed last night. 

Now its one thing slamming into 

the thing he feels and its another 
needed 

when his folks~ help. What I ha d 

The way 

a fellow 

saying he 

done was 

you r an for cover. 

for looking and 

7 I S hid out 

to make up for 

Pa. It hadnt hurt Pa for he had showed them where he stood. And by 

cutting wood and sticki~g with the folks, the Hammonds were still 

ash tall in the county. I stood off from the grease trolley,...­

feeling tightened up. 

"You go on home now," I said. 

"You're vexed. Ma said never to talk to a man whe he's 

vexed. Leave him to lose it like the flux." 

She had a tongue like a timber rattler. I wasnt the one 

to argue with her on the public highway with everybody capable of 

looking on but I told myself then and there that I wouldnt marry 

her if she was the last girl left in Malagoosha County. A fellow can 

just take so mu.ch. I looked at her coldly ior a couple of seconds 

while she wore a half grin. Then without a word she rose on her toes 

" 
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a nd in view of the entire street, kis s ed me on t he mouth. 

Raging, I hea de d ba ck insi de quickly. Some fellows a cross 

the street whom I hadnt seen before, were yowling and making cracks so 

I di dnt wait to see her go. I was a l so furiou s with myself for having 

been nut ty enough to believe her shy. Once she thought she had me treed, 

she ha d shown her true colors. I locked the street door of the fil l ing 

sta tion, turned out all the lights except one above the pumps and went 

ba ck to t he cot in the room which Pete used for ~i eeping. After a while 

of tossi~g, I wa s suddenly laughing out aloud at the way Olivinia had 

ma de me into a chucklehead. 

CHAPTER SIX 

What took me to Lookout Rock next morning? It had to do 

with Oliviniao And wha t she ha d sa id about Pa and me. 

Five generations of Hammonds had growed up and died in 

west Malagoosha until along came Pa. He wa s the first really lonesome 

one among them, a bull who elected for his own fieldo Pa one time 

said a man ought to be able to haul on his boots without having to 

elbow a cousin. ~o when he came of age, one court day he borrowed a 

car an d drove over to her e with hi s land deeds in his pocket. After 

swapping around a spell , h e ended up owning f orty a cre s of sands t on e 

and loam . He had an eye fo r crops and land s o we did pr etty well with 

white burl ey and r a i sed s ome hogs an d a coupl e head of ca ttleo We were 

pl anning to put in a t ractor but Pa fi gured i t coul d wait until 

I ha d gone thr ough the State agr. ·cult ura l col lege. Pa was a good man , 

and it hur t more t han I cared to show hen Olivinia said I had ba cked off. 

So early next morning I drove Pete Sawyer's pick-up out to 

Lookout Rock with no purpose in my head but thinking of Pao 
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Nobody was up but a titmouse hurtling from tree to tree on a 

whirr of wings. I shied a s tone at his tuft and he left me alone 0 

The hard top ended ri ght outside town and the re s t of the road was 

crushed and rolled limestone. They kept it well steamrolled this near 

town but further out it would be pocked and gutted especially in the 
ground 

spring. !here was some/-j • mist, thin and watery like rain 0 JIIII 

I thought of Pa and I JJ I guiltily hoped Willi ~/Jae would 

show up by a miracle before it was time for me to go. It hung heavily 
me . 

in / 1 I W I swore if that fellow crashed his car on Lookout Rock 

this instant and Pa and everyone were back in position as they were 
stand 

last night, I would by Pa close up as skin to bone, 

and hurl that ax right back at Jeb Wishaw. 
loomed 

The Rock/••••• ahead, - white and ~hostly with the darker 
heap at the 

base. Everything was charred and twisted but the smell of 

burning flesh was gone. There was something funny about the wreck that 
figure 

took me some time to/11111 and even then, for awhile it didnt make 

sense. Last night when we had pulled off, everything had been in a 
tidied 

mess. But between then and now, - somebody had/! ) upo The 
swept 

aside. __ 11 ·• pieces of broken brush had been . .. - ' " - - ...,; 
- . ~. ' .. 

But what surprised me 
••1■1•1•••nMtiiiMi~· ~••-•1•u••· •u•L•raiJ•l•· llliiir■z•111t•·•1•&&•••••were the rocks. Somebody 

had piled a border of rocks around the YtTeck as you would r•m bf mark 

off a cabbage patch. The wall wa s a good foot hi~, not too neat 

but thick at the base as if it was meant to go higher. I went closer 

and peered inside t he automobile. The body was still there but even 
tidied 

that had been - up, laid out long and :neat enough for a coffin. 
and then I reasoned 

It took me a while to think it out; • • it was Pa. 

He must have stopped on the way home after Mayor Coleman Roberts 

had told him about the city ordinance. Pa is a determined cuss and he 

must have resolved on his own burial. It would be a hell of a tial note 
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building a tombstone slap on the edge of the road for a nigger whom 

we didnt want in our cemetery. It tickled all through from breakfast 

to grunt and I rocked with laughter. '.l'he wall wasnt high for in the 

dark,and weary,he couldnt have done much. But the beginning was there 

and Pa and me had always worked together. I turned to. 
aint 

If we're short of anything in Malagoosha County, it/ .... stones. 

They were there all Eround in sizes from potatoes to pumpkins and 

I worked at that dry-packing faster than if I was being paid. In a 

sense, I was being paid. J!'or by the time ~ the muscles in my legs 

and arms had gone ragged, and my palms tender from last night had 

turned to bleeding again, I was feeling washed out clean inside. 

The guilt about Pa was gone. ~his time when he ha d made his play I 

had gone all the way. I ha d the wall , chest high before wearines s 

battered down my arms and I turne d and stumbled back to town. After 

I had rested I would come back again. 

A few folk out early and looking rotten as I felt with all that 
likke:r 
Sf( - they had taken ye s terday, turned their heads curiously to 

follow me as I shambled to Pete's gas station. There wouldnt be much 

bus iness t his early in the morning so I reckone d I ha dnt let Pete down 

by not being on hand. I took a shower and went acro s s the street for 

breakfa st. I ha d hardly got back when Sep Logan's old Chevvy came 

clanking in an d pulled up at the station. Sep rolled down a window 

and poked his head out. He was unshaven as usual but his eyes looke ' 

funny, dazed.I guessed he had seen my wall. He looked a t my t aped hands. 

"Where's your Pa? 11 he asked. 

"Ought to be on the farm now. He left last night." 

11 Well I aont think he's on the f arm. Where's he?" 

I aont know whatf he thought he was doing. He ought to have gone 

to the Mayor. He ought to know that Pa wouldnt get mad at me for a 

What bothered me was how did he know a~out me and 
thing like that. 
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the wall so soon. He kept on staring at my hands. 

"What's the matter with your hands?" 

"The wreck." 

Sep Logan i s one of the finest fe l lows in the county but he's 

suspicious a s a fox-.. He has eyes bulging under a heavy f a ll of brow
0 

"Yep, it figures. You've been helping him.". He stared hard at me. 

"Helping him in what?" 

"You know dang well! " 

"You tell me. 11 

"Building that dang wall!" 

He was fit to be tied but he looked baffled all the same. 

"Where is he?" 

"Back on the f arm." 

He snorted an d let in the clutch so t~e old Chevvy jumped like 

a whip ha d been cracked at its behind. He rammed pas t Jeb Coombes• 

and s croched out of town. 

He was a smart man. He was running double harnessed to 

Pa even of he was on the offside. He knew the wall had Pa's hand on it. 

He was reasoning so closely becasue he knew Pa. I was proud for the 

Despect he 111111 showed of my pa Abner Hammond. He knew Abner Hammond 

wa snt the man to give up. But then a ga in, it wasnt beyond Sep, tha t 

angry, violent man, to put his seven foolish sons to destroying the 

wall. He ha ted Nigttas and Jews tha t bado 

I shut Pete' s door and h1ftled down Saltlick Street. I di dnt ,, 
know ri ghtly wha t I' d do if I r an into the Logan clan, but at least I 

was stil l siding Pa . Tho se seven idiots of hi s would ram tha t wall 

down my throat if he told them to. But the wall was alright when I 

got there. Going back to town, Mayor oberts ha iled me. 

"You looking shaggy this morning, Abner. Y. orked too hard at 

the likker or the wreck?" he sai d. A tidy grin on him like it was 
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furrowed in by a machine. He was bony and tall, with long arms bent 

at the wrists where his hands sloped in r-s if r eporting for work. 

He wasnt personally a popular man but he had got to be mayor one 

year when nobody had much hankering for it witn hog sickness hitting 

the county from one end to another. He worked so hard at being mayor, 
keeping < i.J t: 

the grass around the courthouse lawn -••r• _. and 

watered, marking the traffic lines in white paint himself so it 

wouldnt cost the county a cent, smiling at all the women and asking 

after their leastuns, nobody had the heart to go after him at t he next 

election. 

11 Gu.ess everybody's shaggy this morning, lvJayor," I said. 

"Heard from your pa about what he asked me?tt 

"Sure." 

"fhe law, you know, Abner. Got tu uphold the law. !he statute 

says nothing about burying Nigras in the cemetery." 

I thought a little. 11 Does it say anything against?" 

He looked at me as if I had stepped on his corn pads. 

"What you asking, son?" 

"Same thing as Pa." 

He stared at me and then he shook his head. 11 Dont know what 

has come over you and your pa. 'Tisn't as if you're one of those 
Yankee fellows knot 

with the/It T in the head which makes them have niggers 

sitting in their living rooms. You and your pa are Hammonds. I know 

your folks over on the ot.her side. What's this you're riding?" 

again. 

I was ashamed for Pa and me but I wasnt quitting on him 

"Then what're we going to do with the corpse?" 

"Drop it in a sinkhole," lWa.yor Roberts said, his eyes angry. 

We had been thinking the same thing. I felt lousy, likely 
to curl off in some corner and go to sleep. Only Pa had been decent , 
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{ii_ayor Roberts grinned but his eyes/\.••-•• col~ , 

"fhen it will be just like a county burying, if we collect CL,. 
.----.., 

couple of boys and pay them to dump it in," he said. -
I went away without telling him that the job would be a 

mite harder than he reckoned. There was a heap of rocks his boys 

would h«.ve to dispose of first. Then it occurred to me that it 

wouldnt be too hard getting through the rocks. They had been dry­

packed, without cememt. A couple of sledges could rip through. I 

shrugged. Maybe that was a way out. I had packed in with Pa, done 

my portion. If Mayor Roberts took it away now, it woul dnt be skin 

off my elbow. 

It was a f air day at Pete's. I sol d gas, tightened a couple 

of shackle bolts on a pickup, foun d a gas choke , sold a s et of 

spar k plugs to an~ 
j olt ed 

who a • 575 • • into the sta tion " a 
fi ring on 1£1 1 three. I earned fifty ce:ri ts fitting them in because 

he didnt want to dirty his city fingers. Meanwhile I kept 
Lookout 

an eye good as I could on the road out to/.•••• Rock but nobody 

used it all day. Folks out my way didnt have many people coming to 

see them. Most of the traffic would be one way, into town. And after 

Massacre :Day everybody would be laying up until their heads quit 

aching. Nothing happened until evening. In the evening I got a call 

from Pete. 

Jeb Coombes sent a kid to tell me I was wanted on the phone. 

I was sure as hell he must have been mistaken but then I thought 

about the fellows down at State Agricultural College and I hustled 

over. Maybe they wanted to tell me everything was fixed up 

to co~e in. But after I had waved thanks t o Jeb and got the darned 

thing to my ear, it turned out it was Pete. 

"This is me, Abner Hammond," I said into it. 



UWI L
ibr

ari
es

"Abner?" he almosttore my ear off. "Abner? How the hell are 

you?" 

"I'm fine. Who's this? Pete? Pete! Well, boy1" 

"Sure its me. How have things been? How was lVIa.ssacre Day?" 

I could hear music behind him and I wondered where he could 

be. lVIa.ybe in some swank hotel. He was lucky. 

"Massacre Day was t,ine. Say, where are you?'' 

"How was the station?" 

"Fine. Where are you'? In a swank hotel?" 

"How• s your pa?" 

"He's fine. How was the airplane?" 

"How did Mayor Roberts go?" 

"Fine. Listen. Listen, Pete, you staying in a swank hotel?" 

"Anybody got into a fight with the outsiders?" 

"No. No --- except we got a nigger." 

"What'd he do? Uppity?" 

"No. He busted into 1ookout Rock. t real wreck." 

"Car too big for him, I guess." 

Then for the first time while Pete was laughing, I realised 

how scared the Nigra in the car mus+a,ve been. I remembered how he 

had stopped by Sep Logan's signboard and read. He had driven away 

slowly, taking it easy, making sure he wasnt stopped for speeding. 

Then the guns had gone off and he had busted right off. '.l.'aken off 
c;.f'i:t,'f' 

like a raccoon with the dogs ,t him. He couldnt have known this was 

all part of Massacre Day. It could be he had even IJ.hought the guns 

were shooting at him. 

"I guess," I said to Pete. It wasnt as before. I was knowing 

something more. I kept talking. "Where are you?" 

Pete laughed some more. "Hell, yMI really want to know, dont 

you? I'm in a town they call Key West." 
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Ihat was the place the fellows on the radio were all 

talking a bout. :.1·he army and the navy and the airforce were all down 

there waiting to see what the Cubans were up to. 

"Key West? You joined the army?" I joked. 

e chuckled. "No, but I got another kin of surprise for 

you." 

A woman's voice was saying something and Pete laughed out 

real loud. H+a,a never been a sorehead but he had never cackled 

like a hen before either. '.L'he woman• s voice was up higher now, 

saying something like no no. 

"You there, Abner?" 

! had a sudden memory. "Hey, Pete, you seen II 

But he was already in. "Abner, you tell your pa I got 

Willi Mae right here. You tell him that." 

My heart jumped. I was sweating ~11 over. A curious idea 

was that I wasnt sure whether I wanted to hear her voice. It had 

been years, before I rightly remember. All I really knew of her was 

that she put Pa into a chair and he rabbit-humped 

everytime he waited to hear whether she wa s dead or maimed.. I 

held on tightly to the phone, my elbows pressed closely to my ribs, 

hiding inside from what Pete was saying. He laughed again. 

"Hey, Abner, listen, she's going to talk to you." 

But it wa snt me she spoke to. She let loose something in a 

shrill voice that declared Pete was a rotten no-good. He laughed 

like she had stuck pins in him and then the line went dead. I 

shook the hook. 

"Pete? Pete'?" 

I didnt like the sound of my own voice and hung up gently. 

I walked out of Jeb Coombes', considering. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

Pa drove into town next morning and tooted his horn at 

the service station before I was up. I got out to him. I said, 

Morning, Pa, looking at him. Pa was aging. He bad the lines beside 
weariness. He needed folks . 

his nose and the/• t • 7 - I I HEM11 I 11 tlll6ltlbll Hlbi,i He looked at you 

a little ■ ST L unsure, as if he wanted to find out whether he was 

right. His strength was still capable, he wasnt shambling or anything 

like that, but his eyes were too willing to negotiate. 

"You got a minute to spare, son?" he said. 

11 Sure, Pa. What do you want done? I thought I had her 

all fixed up last week." 

"It isnt the car. Let's go out to Lookout Rock." 

I climbed in. 

We didnt talk• while we drove out of town. A frost was 

on the ground, the chill rose into the car. We didnt have a heater 

in the car . Pa dr ove hunched up at the wheel, peering t hrough the 

wipers. It was a bleak morning. He pulled up at the Rock an d I only 

l ooked at it when I got out of the car. I tasted the bile in my 

throat . 

It was an anger not 
they 

at what/ cm■nl OJ,J ha d done to my work• 
but 
G what they ha d done to Pa . I had dry-packed those rocks until my 

hands were__. raw and sore, raising the wall ches t high and meaning 

to come out and do some more. I knew that when Pa went by the Rock 

coming into town, he would see tha t somebody had - understood. 
rocks 

But the wall had been smashed. The/••• wer e all over the 

wreckage, strewn by the sledge that had battered them in. 

"Sep Logan, that sorf of a bitch.'' 

"Stop it, boy!" Pa sai d sternly. He rubbed his jaw and 
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said lessharshly, "Why Sep?]( Why would he go to all that trouble?" 

"Because he came out to the station and wanted to know whether 

I had helped you with the wall." 

Pa turned to look at me. "Helped me with the wall? What wall?"' 

"Yesterday morning when I came out here, I saw that somebody 
workingo was 

ha d been/PMEYJII I I ms A rock border/ I11 lr 7 I 1 around the wreckage." 

Pa nodded. 11 That was me. I reckoned that 1a t ~ puttling 
strewing 

the rocks there would sort of keep it from, 'ijllllli l ■& all over the 

road." 

'' I thought it was you but I thought you were putting lip a 

wall since Coleman Hoberts ha d said the body couldnt be buried in the 

cemetery.I So I put in a lick ... 

"You mean you took it higher." 

"Yes. High as your chest maybe. J'Tow somebody has knockedit 

down. Sep Logan." 

nodded. 

said. 

"Why do you say it was Sep?" 

I told him how Sep ha d been in to town and jumped me. Pa 

"Then it would be Sep. He hates long." 

"We• re going to put it up again." 

1•They woul d only knock it down again." 

ni:lo we keep putting it up back." 

"That woul d be a fool thing to do, son. Think straight," Pa 

We thought all the way back to the service station, Pa 

sitting straight as a r amrod at the wheel. I was mad in a rough way 

at Sep for tearing down my monument. Just as I had squared my con­

science wi th Pa. He could have let well alone seeing we werent 

trespassing the Nigra on any man's land. But Sep wa s a born violent 
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man, unable to bottle up his feelings. 
will 

"What do now?" I asked Pa when we got 

back to the gas station. 

"~t to think it over. l'f.iaybe I'd better have a t alk with 

Sep. He hates long, but he can be a reasonable man." 

''You going out to his place?" 

11 I reckon. Time we had a talk. 11 

''But Pa, you did all you could. Why not leave it to the 

county? Let Mayor Roberts look after it. 11 

Pa nodded. "Perhaps I will but Sep oughtnt to have knocked 

down your wall. Fool thing to do." He was eyeing the station. "!hat 

Pete Sawyer got a water closet in the place?" 

I showed him the way, grinning a little about bow when­

ever he came to town, he hankered to use all the fixtures we didnt 

bave back - on the farm. :But he was a stu1born man too. He • Ila 
held 

that a battery radio was more powerful than the ones run 

off the town electricity. While he was holed up in the back of the 

station, I thought of Pete's telephone call. I t hadnt really gone out 

of my mind but something held me back from mentioning it to Pa. There 

had been a bad moment when Pete had left me holding the dea d hook 
cracklings 

with nothing coming out of the phone but,'il&i!f ; -n - until lVIis!:l Amanda 

the telephone operator butted in to say the party had hung up. While 

I was gassing up a couple of fellows out front, I decided X to leave 

it for awhile. Pete woul d ring again, I felt sure. bomething had 

turned sour when he wanted to talk with me, but he would ring again. 

Pa came out and said he was beading for Sep Logan's 

place. 

"You tell him morning from me. He forgot to tell me when 

he came out," I joked at Pa. 
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.itolks who had gone ill: to look a t the wreck must have 

reported the funny business out there to N.iayor h oberts for about mid­

morning he drove over to the station. 

"Abner," he said, "I just been out to the wreck and I hear 

s ome talk about you and your Pa putting all them rocks over it. What's 

going on?" 

Nobody ha d thought much of Coleman Hoberts and if the year 

he r an we ha d been normal, he would not have gotten in at al l . He is 

lia bl e to up an d blus t er like a turkey gobbler for no reason at all 

but t hat he reckons he is not behol den to you. Before the election, 

he woul d come sidling into Jeb Coombes•, a pla ce he never used to 

vi sit, begging for votes. But after we shooed him in for want of 
a.. 

other candidates, he took to wearing collar an d t i e all the whil e . 

I had hear d tal k in J eb's that h e Ja■ -.,, was a s f>Opular a s a hot 

water faucet i n hell . 

"Well , W1ayor, Pa a nd me t hought we woul d save the county 

money but we hadnt got around to tell i ng you yet," I said . "How come 

you heard s o quickly?" 

"Mis ' Amanda-" he began an ~ then he s topped, his little 

eyes tight on me. Of cours e I knew the gossip that he ha d been court­

ing the town t elephone operator for a long time. Folks grinned behind 

their hands and said they would be worthy of each other. She wa s a 
mous e 

bony, - faced woman whom nobody hardly liked. It was said she 

listened in on telephone conversations and relayed them to Coleman 

Robertse If so, he must have ha d Ba hide like an alligator's to 
a gain 

run / for election after the things folks said about him on the phone. 

I guessed Pa must have stopped in at Jeb's and mentioned the business 

at Lookout Rock and somebody may have telephoned from there. 

"Didnt I tell you we would be putting that Nigra in a 
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sinkholeo lhat•s come over you and your 11 pa?" 

"The bo dy's been lying there two days now and nobody's done 

much about it. Leave it like that and it soon will be stinking up the 

county." 

tt'..1.'here' s ni>thing there to stink up the county. It was all 

burnt to a cinders and you know it,n he said angrily. 

"What we did wouldnt do any harm," I said. 

"Except that you're taking the law into your hands. That's 

all. No harm at allo" 

"What law? Is there any law against cleaning up the public 

highway? America was built on folks lending a hand, mister," I said. 

That was how Pa would have put it. 

"I dont want anyone to lend a hand in my town," he snapped. 

He was beating me over the head and I didnt like it one 

bit. If it comes to that, I didnt like h-im either. He had no cause to 

lay into me. 

"Your town? Who gave it to you, mister? Maybe we loaned it 

to you but we can take it back again." 

"You? You havent even got a vote," Mayor Roberts sneered. 

"You're just a big country boy. I hear you want to go to college? 

What for? , So's you can spell Pete Sawyer at his gas station?" 

I didnt like what was trying to bust ou of me. I swallowed 

down on it and then managed to grin at •••••bl him. The more I 

looked at his • high collar and the twitch at his cheek which had been 

put there by his fury, the more I grinned until it came out in big, 

fat gusts of laughter swamping all over him. It drove him back to 

his car and he climbed in and slammed the gears . 
prayed he s tripped 
lilt 11G9W .. tp Ail P them. 

I 

By afternoon I .. heard he was getting a crew to go out 
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next morning. Talk was that they - would dump the whole mess 

in a sinkhole. Mayor Hoberts being coroner, he would sign the 

papers. It would have gone by but I took to thinking of Pa and 

how he had looked when he came out this morning. He wasnt a man of 

words or pretences; he could hold in pain better than a mule for 

I had never heard him whimper when the Lord knows there had been 

cause, what with Ma going and Willi Mae. I knew why he had looked 
a breed of man 

so broken up this morning. Pa was/ who truly , 
upon what t hey acted . 

believea/a11 • -■ • • #a Als&J77 -•ii W He had gone to cheat 

the flames of a human being and the fact that it - tUDned out to 
him 

be a Nigra hadnt changed his reasons. It was entrenched in/ LS a 
tha t nothing should change his reasons. He had seen his friends 

fire 
break their reasons on their knees and throw them into the/ 111 • I 

around the automobile and he had been hurt deep. He was my pa, all 

I had and he had been hurt deep. 

Around noon I locked up the station and got out Pete's 

Ford pickup and drove out to Pa'so He wasnt home when I got there 

and he wasnt in the field either so I waited. I sat in his old 

rocker with the frayed cushions. •hen I put out a hand the 
of the radio 

knob/was exactly within reach. Just like Pa, I gave a twitch of the 

wrist and heard the tubes hum as the power surged in from the 

battery. He had only beglin keeping in touch with the outside since 

Willi Mae left. fhis was his life. He was attached to the plow all 

day and at evening he would wash up, have supper and go seek news 

of Willi Mae through a worn wooden knob. 

He drove in shortly and left the car in the front yard 

beside the pickup. He came in and blinked the light out of his 

eyes looking around for me. I rose from his cha ir and he came 

over. Pa was real dragged. 
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"What brings you out here, son?" 

11 Came for a talk," I said. 11 How was it at Sep Logan's?" 

He sat down before he talked. "Sep•s bad. Dont know why 

that fellow bates so much.I Its got into all of them, his sons too. It 

I knew Sep•s sons, five of them big hulking fellows and 
long 

the last two were twins my age. They hadnt gone/to school and Sep 

kept them leashed to the farm so they hardly came into town even,• 

we never saw much of them. They talked slow and little but there 

hardly was anybody better in the county at fishing or farming or 

shooting guns. 

"Dont want to stir up trouble. Enough trouble around as 

it is, 11 Pa said to himself. 

I looked at him hunched on the chair, staring at the 

floor. He had sounded funny. 

"What kind of trouble?" I asked him quietly . 

"Folk trouble. bad kind. But Sep wasnt reasonable." 

I sat• forward and peered at him. "Pa, what happened 

out at Sep•s today?" 

"He couldnt understand, that's allo He couldnt understand 

me taki ng on so about a nigger, he sa i d. A dead one too. One of his 

s ons laughed and said maybe because the dead ones wer e the only 

good ones. jhat way. ihat wa¥ was how the t a lk went. Them laughing 

and me trying to talk to them." 

I could see the seven pairs of mouths laughing, eight 

if you counted Sep, although I didnt figure he would do much 

laughing. Pa trying to , tell them how he felt about things and 

they laughing the hollow-log ho ho ho of the ignorant Logans. 

"Pa, Mayor Roberts is going to dump the body in a sink-

hole tomorrow," I said coldly. 
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~·or awhile, he said nothing. Then he rose and went to the 

door. He looked up at the fire blackened logs thick as hams from 

which he had gouged the raft ers for the house. He had axed the 

oak after firing them at the stump and handsawn them for the rafters. 

The floor was of yellow poplar,rough •-- chiselled but firm as 

stone. Pa used to tell me how he had started on the house himself 

with only Ma to help but after a week he had looked up the trace 
kin 

one morning and seen ourf - F5 ?• from the other side of the county 

coming in. They had walked behing the waggon carrying their guns and 

eighty-ninety 
tools the/ j J miles to come help him build his house. In a week 

we had three rooms up and a gallery and then they went away as quietly 

as they had come. Pa - added another couple of rooms and he was 

prouder of it than Mayor Roberts of his courthouse. 

"No, he wont do that, 11 he said. 

"He's getting a crew for tomorrow morning," I said. "He's 

going to do it. He• s mad clear througho" 

11 $0 am I," Pa said so softly I almost never heard him. 

He was a sudden man. Like a hound dog sitting under a tree 

all night waiting for a coon to come down,• Pa, could look at a 

problem for hours and then solve it with a decision. Then he pro­

ceeded to work,_. the thing he had decided to do~ like a main bone 

in him, supporting him against whatever outcome. It never afterwards 

mattered to Pa that his decision had been no solution at all. 

"I'm going to put him on my land," he said, looking out 
of which 

at it, the open fields and the rocky hillsidef}"his hands and knees 

knew every inch •. 

You can say I was a little nervous. I cleared my throat. 

"Pa, we'll be bucking a lot of folks. 1'hey wont cotton to it." 

"A man doesnt do what's right without bucking folks, Abner. )J 
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"lVIa.yor Roberts might use the law against youo I hear tell 

he's a vindictive man." 

11 ! wont be breaking any law. He could only bring the law 

against me if I broke one of them. I'm digging a hole in the ground, 

on my land, and shovel in some - muck. That's how they figure it. 

Aint hurting anyone, except maybe myself. And maybe, you?" 

He looked quickly at me. I didnt duck from it although 

I wanted to. I thought of going away to college, found myself thinking 

it and didnt make any effort getting off -~lle comfort of it. I would 

be away out of Ma.lagoosha County, away from the frozen faces and the 

spit over the shoulder and the grudging grunts that would follow us 

Hammond afterwards. 

"You hurting bad, son?" Pa asked. 

But I wasnt hurting bado I knew him and loved him and where­

ever the hell he wanted to go I would go along with him. I loved the 

l ines on his face and the simple, capable, proud hands which had been 

kind to me as a kid and had taught me much, and the good man that he 

was. I wasnt hurting once I had torn my mind from the squalid corner 

it had al?f 1 • t• retreated into and faced back to my pa. 

''Not so much I cant swing a shovel with you," I said. "When 

you plan on doing it?" 

"Later today. But we could start in on that hole. How about 

the gas station?'' 

11 '..l.'he hel l with it," I said suddenly angry recalling Pete 

Sawyers. "It can wait. Come along." 

We got picks and shovels and Pa picked a place among some 

rocks a good distance from the house. We shucked our windbreakers and 

went to work. It wa s close enough to the road so that when the Logans 

passed, we could hear the shout and looked• to see what they were 
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getting at. The Logan boys were piled all over Sep•s old Chevvy, 

hanging out of t he windows and one of t he twins was draped on the 

bonnet. It was being driven slowly pa.st and I could make out Sep at 

the wheel grinning. And all of them were yelling like a chorus, 

"Nigger-lovin' Hammond! Nigger-lovin' Hammond!" 

They had passed the house and were going slowly along, looking 

back at it and never saw us until they¥ II were on us. One of the 

twins was first to see us. His eyes flew open and he yelled, "Hey, 

there they are!" 

Then Sep saw us too and the grin was swept from his face. 

With a frown he stared at the road and dug into the gas so the old 

automobile jumped scared. The boys shut up quickly and ducked back 

into the car. Pa - s tood there looking down on the loam our tools 

had turned back. 

"Now how do you like those filthy, ignorant, poor trash 

Logans!" I yelled at him. "How do you like that! Call ing us names!" 

Pa shook his head. "l never knew Sep would be like that. 

Something has come over him." 

"I'd like to put this shovei all over him!" I bawled at 

Pa, barely seeing him through a mist of anger. 

Pa looked at me and said quietly, "Let's dig." 

I dug tha t hole so furiously he had-• to stop me or I'd 

have ended up the other side of the world. We shaped it rightly, 

wi dening the shoulders and tapering the head and a■ i foot. Most of 

the men around our part of the country lmew how to make graves since 

we di d all our own burying. V.e went to t he tool shed and went to work 

on a coffin. We worked all ... afternoon knocking together the rough 

box and were through before dark. ¼e put it in the pickup and drove 

to Lookout Rock. 
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'.J.'he wreckage was as we had left it. We shifted the rocks and 

the• charred wood until we got down to the corpse. In the light of 

the torch I saw the poor, burnt out thing our fire had made of the 

~ 

col ~ ed man and I was sick. Pa waited until I had finished retching. 

~hen he made me help him wrap the body in some sacks we had brought 

and we put it in the coffin and nailed do"'7tl the lid. We turned the 

pickup and headed back home. 

"Cant get a preacher to do it so I guess we'll have to say 

a prayer ourselves over him,u Pa said. 

I could hear the coffin bouncing in the back of the pick-

up and I thought of the man slamming around in there. Nobody had known 

his name or even what 
he looked like. He had been a poor, scared 

Bl : jack-rabbit . , scared by Sep Logan's signboard 

and by our guns. And I believe the time I was angriest at Sep was 
he the stranger. 

when I recognized that even in death,/ wa s hounding/I II ¥ 

HHe wont know the difference," I said. 

"We will," Pa said as I thought he would have said. "But it 

cant be helped." 

I slowed for the turn into the roadway to our farm and 

just saw enough of them to hit t he brakes in time. 

"Who the hell's out there? What you think you're doing?" 

I hollered at them through the window, but I knew sure enough. 

Standing shoulder to shoulder across the road was Sep and his boys. 

Their faces were 
grim in the headlights. Under some sycamores left 

of the roadway I could see their car. Pa put his hand on my knee, a 

sign for me to shut up and we sat in tre cab of t he pickup watching 

them. Sep shaded his eyes against the glare of the lights. 

"Abner, 11 he called, "you want to light and talk?" 

Pa put his head out of the window. "Get out of my road, 
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Sep Logan," Pa said. 

"We aint moving out, Abner. Not until you tell us what's in 

the back of the pickup." 

''Since you've asked -. then you knON. Get out of my road. 11 

"We aint allowing you to do it, Abner. Its not Christian." 

"You got as much Christianity in you as a copperhead. Get 

out of my way." 

"We aint moving, Abner. No nigger's going to be buri ed 

up here ." 

Now there was one of three things I could do, run the truck 
The f i r s t was the 

throu gh them, back out of t here or dump the coff in./~ NMHCW F 

one t hat almost ki lled me ith want i ng but I knew it woul d be plumb 

foolish . Sep Logan had s even sons and we couldnt kill them all with 

the pickup . But t o do either of the last two woul d be in a sense, 

running awayo But it was then I saw a side of Pa's he hadnt shown me 

before . 
, a t 11 I heard him grunt and reach down under the seat and when 

his hand lifted, in it was the double barrelled shotgun he used for 

squirrels. Pa leaned his head and shoulder out of the cab and aimed 

the scattergu.n.lillli[ 

"Sep, 11 he said quietly, "this here is a sea t t ergu.n. Guess 

you know about us Hammonds over the other si de of the county, wont be 

the first time we've had to put a gun on fool folks. Now you take 

yourself and your cubs out of the way or I'm going to blast you down 

for trespassing on my land." 

I dont know what it was that went into Pa's voice. On and off 

in some unguarded moments, he would mention a little about some vague 

feud hi s folks ha d fought for years when he was a kid. And once 

Uncle Matt had jokingly asked whether Pa's folks didnt hold their 

own Massacre Dayo He could handle a gun like a limb off his arm but 
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this was not unusual in a land where every man could shoot as well 

as he could walk. It was something more, a sort of furriness in his 

IUl.ilta voice that crawled along the nape of ~our neck. Pa was going 

to kill. 

0 Pa.," I said gently but it wa s XX as if he ha dnt heard me. 

"Move, Sep," he said softly, ••now." 

And ~ep Logan moved. He went sideways walking on the edge 

of his feet, his eyes big with f ear on where he knew Pa was in the 

dark behind the light. 

"Take your young •uns too, Sep, take them off my land," 

Pa said. 

They snaked off, the two older ones, Hiram and Japheth 
babbling al&U. 
; I a---Jat us but going all the same for no man there that 

night hadnt heard the kill in Pa's voice. They piled into the auto­

mobile--.Sep let in the IW clutch so f~st the motor stalled. 

When he was rolling, one of the boys yelled, "Nigger-lovin' Hammonds£" 

But it wasnt worrying me for I was too busy letting the 

tightness out of my gut. Pa sat rigid as wood, a carved man with the 

back of his head glued to the headrest. A sudden man; he had me scared 

too but loving him so fiercely it fair shook me. 

We drove around to where we had dug the grave and between 

us we aajxa hefted out the coffin and placed it on the t lip of the 

hole. What was in it wasnt half as heavy as you would expect,._ 
shrivelled 

being/ ·e11 • 1.- by the flames. We got the coffin on to a 1 

couple of ropes and let it down easy. Pa and me stripped down in the 

chill night air and went to work. We didnt figure that Sep would give 

up that early and we were in a hurry to finish. After we had 

patted down the top soil, Pa took off his hat and motioned me to do 

the same. He said a few words. 



UWI L
ibr

ari
es

CHAPTER EIGHT 

Pa used to say tha t next to mule knowledge, what made 

this country grea t was when they buttoned teats to the auto. He 

claimed that after these United States were midwifed on mules, we 

suckled on the automobile. It produced 111M a generation that grew to 
So if there 

like the i dea of going farther faster. , 11PR77TL had been another gas 
:pump 
•Sr Z • in town, Pete would have lost some customers by the time I 

got back from the farm. I had to stretch the truth a mite to pacify 

some irate ones; told them we went to a burying - one of Pa's kin 

the other side of the county. Squirting gas ~i th one hand and making 

change with the other, I hustled the line and sent them rolling not 

too mad once they heard of the burying. After they were through, I 

hosed down the apron and cleaned up before going across the street 

for supper. I had just about finished when Jeb Coombed hailed me to 

say ~an r> •rraareemax I was wanted on the phone. 

I got over there fast, excited that it could be ¥i illi 

Mae. Slamming through the door, I skidded up to the booth, banged 

my shins a couple of times as I 

out the astonished faces in Jeb's. 

squeezed in and shut 

"Hullo!" I yelled into it. "That you, Vlil - I mean 

Pete?" 

There was a lot of noise and somebody was singing 
't Lulu 

mountain songs but not good as;i DJ Belle. The phone gave a -

few clonks as if somebody bad dropped it and then I heard Pete's 

voice. 

"Hullo! Hullo!" 

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

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

• 
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He came back but a lot crazier than before. 

"Listen, Abner, t hat sis - you know what t hat fool 

s ister of yours doing? I t ell you, she' s -1" 

1'he h t d bu pone wen ead , t not before I .bad mad e out Willi 

Mae' s v oi c e yelling somethi ng a t him . I stood there hel plessly 

l ooking at it before I hung up . I ha d my hands in my pockets and my 

shoulders rabbi t - hunched like Pa 's when I shambled out of the booth. 

Folks in the s tore stared at me and Jeb said, "Anything t he 

matter , Abner?" 

I shook my head and went out. I coul dnt make head or t a il 
worry 

of it but there was a l ot of/ · in it. Pete had sounded angrier 

t han a scalded cat and I was sure that was Willi Mae who had screeched 

something before the phone wa s hung up. I didnt know what was going 

on. If that goddam Pete woul d only ring when he could talko I went 

into the station an d locked up and went to l ay down on Pete's bed. 

I rol led a pillow under my head, turned on his radio and got £il~ 

Lulu Belle singing 'Ree,!:!!!!, !!!l Dinah gal. Ber voice was clean as 

a piney wood. 

I couldnt tell Pa anything now until I was sure. He 

would only worry, an d he ha d enough on his mind right now for we 

wer e both waiting to see wha t Sep Logan woul d do. I would have stayed 

the night at Pa's but he threw me out. He sai d I had promised Pete to 

stay with t he gas station and tha t 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 itve.s somebody coming 

in late for gas so I called "Coming," and threw a coat on. '..l.'hen I 

heard my name called - in a whisper and recognized Olivinia's 

voice. 
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"Abner, dont turn on the light, .. was what she whispered. 

1here aui had been a catch in her voice tha t made you 

think she was liable to bust out bawling anytime. I eased quickly out­

side and met her under the overhang _ by the washroom. In the glow of 
the 

the streetlight, her eyes shone at me out of/• shawl covering her hair. 

I wondered how she had got here from Jeb Wishaw•s. I could smell the 

night scent on her, the warm, sweet,sleep sweat, the bed sweat that 

ma de me almost die to put my arm around her and say, Kitten, Kitten, 

but not knowing if she recalled the kiss she had taken or whether she 

was really my girl. 

"You kiss me now, Abner," she whispered. 

Bold as a puppy she was but I wasnt going to have her 
~oJ,,v\., • 

believe me a .,,, cottontail so I kissed her. uhe came into my arms 

easy as water and I smelt her hair and neck and felt the flow of her 

along me and reckoned there was nobo dy I would rather marry after all. 

"How did you get here?" 

11 1 borrowed Pa's car. He•s gone with Sep Logan," she sai d. 

Well, I knew something woul d be up but I didnt r eckon 

on Sep ca lling a gathering so quickly. But in a sense it was a good 

thing~for all of the others were Pa's frienus and t hey would stop 

Sep doing anything foolish. 

"What's doing? What's Sep doing?" 

"They've gone on to Uncle Matt. Sep is cal l ing them to­

gether to see Mayor Roberts. they're going to ask the mayor to have 

your pa give up the body. " 

11 :Fa aint going to give it up," I said. "Aint going to 

give it up a t all." 

Not Pa, who this night with the dirt on his hands had 

bowed his head and prayed over t he grave, I dont know whether I'm 
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right or wrong, whether,_ You made them different on purpose, but 

this one's finished and he needs to rest.~ 

"Oh, Abner, - he'll have to. He'll have all the county 

against him." 

"Not all the county. Not me." 

"Yes, you were great. Sep told Pa you were there with your 

pa holding a sea ttergun on him. 11 

"Oil him? He alone?" 

"He said his sons were there too but he had to hold them 

ba ck when they wanted to jump you. ~ays he didnt want no killing and 

t hey would have taken you easy." 

"Yeah, easy," I said, recal ling with a grin how they had 

slope d off careful as 'possums in a meadow. "When they coming in to 

s ee the mayor?" 
the resto" 

11 Soon 1 s they've been around to/ 

"Where's your pa's car?" 

"I left it down the street. Didnt want anybody to see me 

coming here. 11 

"Okay, you go on back now. I'll t ake over." 

"Abner, I'm on your side. 11 

"Sep called us nigger-lover. Its bad to be call ed t hat." 

She wa s smiling a t me now. "So what do I careX what they 

call you? I'm on your side. I'm your girl." 

It was nice. She felt goo d along me although I wa s a little 

s cared hol ding her but I guess girls do tha t to all the men. You hold 

them and you know they're strong as hickory yet you wonder if t hey'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 
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'1 
somebody 

door, didnt want him to think/a was sneaking up on him. I switched 

off and climbed down rJ&i lillt&Lff¥ facing t he door an d call ed, "Pa, 

it s me." 

His voice came from behind me. "Sure, son, go on in. 11 

I spun startled. He was bulked up in a heavy wind cheater, 

the shotgun cradled in his arm. By God, I thought, Pa's like them 

old Indian fighters you read about. 

"Pa, Sep' s gone to the Mayor." 

He chuckled. 11 Then I guess I can get in out of the chill. 

Vasn • t sure whether he woul dnt have doubled ba ck hoping to catch me. 

••·• :But if he's gone to the Mayor then• he's going to be legal." 

"lie' s getting Uncle lVlatt and t he others to go with him. 11 

"They'll go," Pa sa id flatly. 

"I - figured they mightnt." 

"They wil l . They wont come to mefrirst when $ep tells them 

t he trouble I went to. They'll be madder than a catamount t hat I 

havent given up." 

"~ppose the Mayor gets a court order against us?" 
something on 

"Cant get an order a gainst me for/my own land." 

"Remember, he's t he coroner, Pa. Maybe he has the power." 

We were sitting in the dark. Pa got up and lit the lampo 

He went back to the rocker and rocked a little. 

"That's true. Ra. ant thought of tha t. He can cal l for an 

autopsy, but nobo dy ever calle d for an autopsy on a Nigra before." 

11 We never ha d them dying in the county," I pointed out. 

"Then he can cut open what's left, right here, and after­

wards, we'll bury it." 

Pa spoke so coolly, I didnt want to ask him but I ha d to 

know. A 
"Suppose the Mayor wont let us? What do we do then?" 



UWI L
ibr

ari
es

. ~10 
He took a time answering. He spoke softly, looking down. 

"A man must be able to do what he wants with his own pro­

perty. I aint much on learning, but t hat's how this State and this 

na tion grew. Nobody's going to make it any different, not if we 

dont let them. Our business, yours and mine and everybody else, 

our business is not to let them." 

I knew what he meant. He had raised me and taught me more 

than I ha d got from books. He had taught me not.._ by talking, 

but by doing. He had taught me how to get up • in the early morn­

ing without a grumble, to gulp the hot sorghum and coffee and go 

out to *-•• ■ •~ harness the mules and commence the work and sweat • 

only by which we could own this land. He bad taught me the respect 

due our neighbors' by keeping his own fences tight. 

"I think I'll stay the rest of t he night," I said. 

"No need to," he said. 

II I think. " 

He di dnt argue and we sat up talking now and then, dozing 

a little until dawn. At dawn, Sep and the rest•■■ 11 of them hit 

us. 
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CHAPTER NINE 

A fog hung over the ground and they came to us out of it. 
play-

I ha d dozed off and woke , when Pa shook me. Light was/¥ JI z 

ing al l over the walls and s treaming around the floor. 

"A bunch of automobiles coming. Guess its them," Pa said. 

I jumped up and r an to a window. I counted four cars. 

'..lhe l ead one was just turning into our road. Pa took u p the shotgun 

and motioned me to follow him. He opened t he door and leaned the 

gun by the jamb then s t opped in the doorway as the f ir s t of t he 

lights t ouched u s . The cars hal t ed. Fir st out wa s Mayor Rober t s 

and the others fol lowed into the light. 

Pa sai d, "Hold up, Mayor ." 

"Abner ," Mayor Robert s sa id , "t hi s is a fr iendly visit ." 

"Funny hour f or a f r i endly call , Mayor , lea s t ways a s I 
-tu. 

see Sep with you. Last time he wa s here, • /\wasnt friendly." 

I could make out Uncle Matt and Jeb V, ishaw and Jilson 

Swift and Micajah Hoe and all of uep's seven sons. The fog swirled 

in the light s from the automobiles, wa shing ghostly around them. 

Mayor ..... oberts cleared his throat and nodded. 

"I heard about that, Abner. The report wasnt good." 

Uncle Matt said, "Abner, what the hell's come over you?" 

"Nothing that wasnt there before, Matt," Pa said. 

"Why're you making trouble over a dead nigger?" 

"Never made any trouble over a live one, N"Jatt. Didnt like 

the s tink this one raised in all of us, that's a l l." 

Mayor Roberts held up his hand. "Wait a minute, Abner. 

I 

You havent got the law on your side. The laws on our side." 
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"Now/• you make tha t out, Mayor?" Pa asked mildly. 

"You know we never had a Nigra in the public cemetery 

before. Not in the city of lV.falagoosha •tany rate." 

''Perhaps they just never died here, 11 Pa saido "How does 

tha t make it the law?" 

"Maybe they do it over where you. come from, but not on 

this si de of the county: 11 Sep Logan shouted. 
"We ha d a f ew over t here but t hey never did wrong, 
BSS?ZUiiliiBKW.LUQfR--•--11n--.u.t■LM• 

least not before I came away." 

"Nigger-lover! 11 Hiram Logan said low and bitter. 

Jeb Wisbaw turned on him swiftly. "You stop that nON, you 

hear?" 

Mayor Roberts turned his head. 11fbat's slander, boy," be 

said sternly. 11 Make him shut up, Sep." 

IIAlright, be aint t alking anymore," Sep said with a 

backhand blow to Hiram's mouth that jerked his head sideways. 

"You go ahead and do your duty. " 

Mayor !oberts faced Pa again. "~bner, we want you to 

get rid of it. 11 

"So I did," Pa said bland as cream. 

"Dig it up. We going to dump it in a sinkhole." 

11 1 went to a lot of trouble, Coleman. Now I got it right 

proper put away." 

Japheth Logan twisted his head and spat. "Jeezam, in a 

coffin too . A white man making a coffin for a nigger." 
-

The way he said it, we, Pa and me, didnt look so good. 

:But it would be hard to explain to Japheth and the rest that we 

hadnt made a coffin for a nigger at all, but just a burnt out 
color 

husk of a man who didnt have noA 1 a or anything. 
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Sep Logan leaned f orward, his eyes jumping an d said, 

"Where 's the young 'un? I see he brought Pete ~awyers pickup but 

we aint seen him since we came. He holed up insi de?" 

They hadnt seen me slip f rom the porch before the cars 

hal ted but while they had been talking to Pa, I ha d done what he 

told me to do. Pa told me to look in t h e automobiles if they 

they had all come 
alt brought guns; • light. 

"Dont know exactly where he is ri ght now, Sep but I reckon 

he a int f ar off," Pa said 9 throwing his h~.nd at "the dark. 
had more corners than a deer in 

Pa was showing me he At•·r u 1 IJJMT -11 rt • lllt (rt t a 
a cornfield . 

I 6 

,,_ • ca lb The Logan boys looked ; uneasily around and Hiram 

was making to slide off.Z I moved back off the cars 

into the deep dark, watching him. 

"Now dont you go sl i ding off into the dark a t all , Hiram, 11 

Pa sa id mildly. "We Hammonds dont like -- folk trespassing on our 

l and , especiall y in the dark." 

Uncle Iv1att shook hi s head and said, "Abner, you getting 

right down to war." 

"Not so, Matt. Just keeping my fences repaired. Some 

people around seem to have forgot a man has fences." 

"Abner," Mayor Robert s said, "we aint her e to make trouble. 

Sep an d 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 another. Way how we run this country as I see it, 

a man goes with the majority. The best in us comes from the majority." 

Out in the deep dark, the fog dripping off my nose, I 

listened and WJayor Roberts was making a lot of sense. The law says 

drive on the right side of t he road. A f el low who drives on the left 

is going to hurt himself and some other fellow. But, hell, I couid 
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s ee what Pa meant . He was in off the road, where a man goes priva te. 

Sep and the others could have left him alone t here. As Pa had 
passed 

pointed out, it wa snt even a live Nigra. I A- my hand over my 

face wiping off t he moisture. 
"Coleman," Pa sa id, 11 if we r an this country tha t way, we'd 

be no bett er off than a flock of sheep." 

Hiram Logan had been hulking his shoulders impatiently 

f or s ome time and finally he spoke. 

"Pa, we know where they put the nigger. Lets get him 

out.'' 

Sep no dd ed. 11 Guess that's the way we ought to do it, 

Coleman. Me and my boys here will dig it up." 

Pa stiffened in the doorway. "You got a warrant that 

says so, Mayor?" 

11 1 had that warrant the day they el ec j. ed me, Abner." 

Pa leaned forward. The lines in his face deepened. 

"You better go, Colem~n. All of you better go." 

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

forget t ing tha t? 11 

11 Yes, I am," Pa saido 11 '.J.:hat aay when I see you again I 

wont remember what happened t his nighto 11 

11 Ther e wont be a single one in the county with you, Abner. 

You going to be alone," Micajah sa i d, "except for your cub. 11 

uthat s0, 11 Pa snapped. 

"Aint going to help the boy nohow, either, 11 said Jilson 

Swift. "You remembering that, Abner? Going to col lege, aint he? 

They' l l talk about it there." 

"Pa, 11 ,apheth Logan bawled like he was hurt, "let• s dig ., 

it up." 
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11 lv1ayor, you ready?" Sep Logan sa i d roughly. 

In the doorway, Pa's hand went aside and I knew he had 

the sca ttergun. 

"Mayor," he said, "you better know, I'm armed. Niy son's 

out there. We got you treed." 

Tuia.yor Roberts seemed to tremble all over. "Abner Hammond, 

you threatening me?" he said hoarsely. 

"Saying I aim to protect my property, that's all, Coleman. 

'.l:hat' s in the law." 

"You standing for it, Mayor?" Sep said. 

Pa's hand came out with the gun but he held it cradled so 

it hel d offense for nobo dy. 

"You going to lead the trespass on my l an d, Mayor?" he 

asked. "You tell Sep." 

Mayor Roberts s tood t here breathinc angrily but it wa s 

pl ain as cornpone he knew he coul dnt go wi t h ~ep. 

"I aint dropping t his, Abner. I'm warning you," Mayor Robert 

said. 11 I'm coming back . 11 

"Come ba ck with a warr ant," Pa sa i d. 

"You aint going, Mayor!" Sep said angrily. 

"He's got to," Uncle Matt snapped. "Abner aint li s tening to 

rea s on toni ght." 

They h eaded back for the cars and I backed behind a poplar 

so the lights wouldnt hit me. In the glow of t he light, I could see 

Sep• s sons with their heads out of t he windows searching the dark for 

me. Then they sa id it like a chant, humming with hate, over and over: 

11 Ni gger-1 over, ni gger-1 over, ni gger-1 over. " 

Like bees in a gou£d, chanting it so it filled my skull 

and I felt unclean. The engines r a ttled and raced. And low and dis-
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tinct came the Logan hate-call, already the hump on my back. 

CHAPTER TEN 

Next morning I drove into town and went over to Mi ss Amanda's. 

She sat at the switchboard in a front room by a a Ir ra1c street window. 

She was a browney, mous ey little woman until you saw her eyes. They 

snappe d and crackled like a bobcat's. fhey were black as buttons. 

They jabbed and probed at you, putting in the barb and watching with 

shiny interest for t he pain to •-pop. 
again 

"' Morning, Miss Amanda. Know i f Pete Sawyer phoned/181l last 

night?" I asked. 

She made a great show of reca lling, her head on 

one side. But she would no more have disremembered than I would skin 

a live polecat. 

"Now let me see. Did Pete Sawyer telephone Abner Hammond? 

Come to think of it, I think he did ," she said after awhile. 

"He say anything? He left any me ssage?" 

"l rang over to Jeb Coombes but they,.. sai d 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. "Jus t tol d him the party wasnt answe!'ing." 

"And Pete, he didnt say anything?" 

"Not that I could hear. There was all this noise." 

"What noise, Miss Amanda?" 

"You know, the usual. '.l'he music going and folks singing. You 

get to wondering what kind of house this Pete•s ·staying at ." 

Bobcat eyes raking and clawing the coat of a furry little 

animal he making a meal of. 

"The usual, Miss manda? What usual?" I asked all silk 
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and cream. 

But she was sharp clear through, Miss Amandao She wouldnt 

fall into the trap by letting on she listened to every phone call 

in town. ~he unconcern on her 

revenue fel l ow's handshake. 

face was as false as a 

urn a manner of speaking, Abner. Now you must excuse me," 

she said, fingering the metal contraptions she poked the board with. 

I wondered what s tory she would spread around town. No doubt 

it would go to Coleman Roberts first since she was sweet on him and 
being a man opposed 

he not/a ■■■c ■ae: to gossipo But Miss Amanda was like drouth or 

poison ivy; you put up with her or avoided her. 

I opened up the gas station and unlocked the pumps and got out 
1 :1 JI collect 

the hose to wash down the apron. Oil and gas stains/J I a~ll!ltR.x 
real f as t on concrete and a fellow needs to work 
----•• nt J ( III U IC (1 hard to stay ahead. I got 

a good head on the power hose and sent it gouging and tearing at the 

stuff, washed the f oot of t he 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. As l worked, I kept an eye on Mayor 

Roberts office, to see who went i~ and out. And plenty did, more 

than I would figure needed the druggist this earlyo It wa snt neces­

sary to wonder, when they came out, what the mayor - and they had 

talked about. They would all pause on the steps and look over at 

me, most of them scowling but a few just looked puzzled. One of 

them, Adam Shelby, came over for gas. I was tooling in three 

dol lars worth when he got out and came to stand beside me. 

''Hear tell you and Jeb Wishaw' s daughter Olivinia will 

soon be call ed out in meeting," he saido 

He aas a nice fellow and his son and me had been out to­
geese shooting. 

gether couple of times Ji • [ ] lb IIT He didnt mean anything bad, you 
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can always tell ily the eyes. Pa used to say tha t after a little 

practice you could always tell when the black bear woul d charge. 

That mean ol d fel l ow couldnt keep it out of his eyes nohow. 

"Folks tal k, lvlister Shelby," I sa id. "Talk so much they 

get ahead of themselves." 

"One of t he loveliest girls in the territory, Abner. You 

couldnt do better. Your pa ought to be right pleased. 11 

I squirted in the gas, waiting for it. Didnt take long either. 

"Heard he wasnt too pleased last night though," Adam 

Shelby sa id. 

"Folks talk," I said. 

"Lots of us think a man ought to f be able to latch his 

door on wha t company he wants." 

The ho s e jumpe d in my hands. This wa s the fi r st time any­

body ha d said that maybe Pa ha d a few rights. I put on the tank 

cap, locked it and gave him the keys. 

"I'll tell him for you, Mister Shelby," I said. 

11 Sure," he said. He looked a mite uneasy. "You tell him 

that. Tel l him ~Tayor Roberts aint a bad fell ow. Maybe they should 

have another talk.'·' 
gave him two. 

I took the five from him and/••••11111 No use talking to 

him any longer. His eyes had changed. 
thi s year , Abner? 

"Hunting/[ 11 , When you coming out 

wi t h me and my boy?" 

''I'll give you a holler," I said. 

He drove off huffily and I knew I ha d done it wrong. 

Ought to have played him longer and maybe find out what Mayor 

Roberts was up to phoning all the s e • men to come in .. for 

a t alk. I hadnt seen Jeb Coombes cros s the street yet. When that 

happened I would know that .Mayor Roberts had got the pack with himo 
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Jeb Coombes was a man who understood power like an ax. A 

quiet man behind the counter of his grocery store, he moved the 

length of it soft as a cat for all his bulk, serving flour or 

cloth goods with equal quickness, talking in the low rumble that 

used few words to say a SYIB load of meaning. And now and then 

he woul d look over at the fellows shaking hands with General 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 scra tching its ears, while the men looked up at Jeb, 

nodding back until he turned a gain to t he folks he was serving. 
use 

He was tender as pap with women, but I've seen him/11!1 his fists 

like cleavers on a couple of city f ellows one Massacre Day ins ide 

hi s store . He had mor e influence than any one man in tha t part of 

the county but he was not lightly bought . He didnt have much ·use 

f or Wiayor Robert s and Ma yor Robert s knew it. If he wa s getting the 

town u p against Pa , h e woul d 

before tackl i ng Jeb Coombes. 

line most ever ybody behi nd him 

Sep came into town in the a fternoon and went stra ight to 

t he mayor's office. 'l'hen Uncle Matt too and afterwards Jeb Wishaw 

drove in and Olivinia was with him. I had known she was coming in • 

. a preaching man from some foreign place upcountry was wr•-~t 
at 

the meeting house tonight. the town was filling up pretty fast. I 

- was jumpy with wondering what Coleman 1'-oberts was planning. So 

long as they all stayed in town, Pa was al~ight alone out there. It 

would take a smart fellow to sneak up on Pa with him on the warpath. 

I had made up my mind that if there was any movement out of town, 

I would be on their heels. My own bird gun was lying on Pete's bunk 

and I had brought out a pocketful of shells from the house. 

At dark, Olivinia slipped away and we met in the shadow 
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behind the station. She came close to me and touched my face with 

her fingers. She traced my jaw and sa id, "You' 11 be shaving after 

a year in col lege." 

"Could be there wont be any college," I said. 

Her girl body was along me now, hard at the knees and soft 

and hard again, her face close to mine. 

"Tha t aint no way to talk. You go to college. Neither you 

nor your pa nor me would like it otherwise, regardless." 

"Regardless of what?" I asked. Maybe Jeb Wishaw had spoken 

in f ront of her. 

She pulled down my hea d and kissed me and I had never been 

tongued before so it was like something exploding in me, busting 

loose every way. Nzy arms were iron around her. She didnt move except 

for the ri pples that r an over her and I guess we were both moaning. 

She moved her head away and whispered, 11 '.l'here could be folks 

around." 

She was that cool, where a second before she had been in the 

boil with me. There was a lot to learn about women. She was out of 

my arms with a movement that was almost a dance. I felt -•IP anger. 

"lffow coul d you kis s like that? You've been kissing fellows?" 

"No other fellow but you, Abner Hammond. " 

"You put some truth into that now. I never taught you that." 

She stiffened angrily. "You couldnt teach a deer how to run," 

she snapped. 

It1 ouldnt be sense angering her further. I had los t out on 

Adam Shelby and there were things I needed to lmow. '.J.:here was a lot 

I didnt lmow a bout gir ls. Perhaps they came to things like kissing 

as how a partri dge came to f lying. They never had much to do anyhow 

and could spend their time thinking up how to flurry a fellow. 
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"Spoke out of turn," I said. "Dont be mad." 

But I think I must bave turned humble too quickly for she 

paused in fixing her hair to peer at me. 

She said, "Tbat you did. I have to go now." 

"Where you going? 11 

"To the meeting-house. Pa and Ma came in for the meeting." 

"Thought he came in to see Coleman Roberts." 

11 That was part of it." She paused and then said, "You come on 

to the meeting house. We'll sit near the back and I can talk to you." 

"About Pa?" 

She hesitated. "Yes, about your pa._" 

She waited while I pencilled a card saying where I was and we 

walked to the big clapboard meeting-house down on Boone Street. ~twas 

pretty nearly filled but we found an empty bench near the back and 

sat down. The preacher hadnt come to the platform yet and folks were 

singing hymns while they waited. Jeb Wishaw was near up front and when 

he looked around for Olivinia, he saw us sitting together. ne frowned 

and made as if to rise, then he sat again and whispered to his wife. 

She shook her head and looked back at us. Olivinia and she smiled at 

each other. 

"About Pa?" I said. 

11 That was a bad thing to happen last night, 11 she said. "Every­

body's saying Mister Hammond shouldnt have acted so. 11 

"Not everybody," I said, remembering Adam Shelby. "At least, 

not altogether." 

"At any rate, mostly. Way they see it is now that your pa has 

done what he wanted to do, he ought to back down to folks' wishes." 

"If folks had come in a better mood, Pa might have listened to 

them. Who does Sep Logan think he is, coming with his ?■ j 11 kin?" 
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"Trouble is its no longer Sep Logan but all t he others too." 

"Yeah, your pa and Uncle Matt and the others. '.J..'hat's not the 

whole section." 

"Jeb Coombes• with Mayor Roberts too." 

I stared at her. "Who says s o? " 

"Pa was there when he had a long talk on the phone with Jeb. 

Jeb Coombes is gone over . " 
shock, hurt. 

I covered up the/ 32') and yes, the/I 7 Jeb Coombes had been 

pretty cl ose to Pa. He had stayed with us once when he wa s resting up 

from his opera tion for appendicitis and - K he often came out for 

Sunday dinner. 
"Jeb Coombes a int got anything we need ," I said . 
tt t 11.•••• IS••••--•-•• turn porcupine 
"Abner Hammond, dont on me," she said. 

Folks were clapping t heir hands and singing and presently the 

preacher came out on the platform. He wa s short an d thin, with a 

large head a nd dr essed in black alpaca. You expected he would have a 

thin squeak of a voice but what came out was so booming you looked 

around to see if there wa s someone else. 

He had walked out to the front of the platform, his short legs 

chopping down l i ke a thresher machine and stood sti f f ly , head 

thrown back and eyes cl os e d. Everyone sang louder a s he prayed holding 
weight 

t he bible like a~ before him. Then he opened his eyes and held up 
reared up mul e f ashion 

his hands and the singing/ I ■ . ••-•---■•'llifbU 2 i before it 

jamme d down its foreleg and hal t ed s o quickly f it to throw you . I had 

heard he was a mighty knowing preacher and we all settl ed a l ittle 

broader on t he haunches to hear him talk. 

He came at us fast. "How' d you like to see Jesus Christ ki ck 

that Castro out of off ice, huh? And Kchruschev, take that Kchruschev, 

how' d you l i ke to see Jesus Christ standing beside him tha t day he 
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bange d his shoe on t he table and saying, 'Put on thy shoe," saying, 

'Kchrushhev, put on t hy shoe.• Huh? That's all . Just saying, 'Kchrus­

chev , put on thy shoe, man, yut on thy shoe;• How'd you like to see 

that, huh?" 

He wa s a rousing man and folks just sat there deeper and 

deeper saying o~er and over again Amen and Alleluia thel 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's good as this one was good for hours with me any 

~xt.J;/J:,f: 
evening .. the one where Pa was being treed. 

"Got to know. Its my pa." 

She turned and looked at me steady, the hazel in her eyes 

flecking the lights like gold. 11 :L:he preacher's got s omething to tell 

you, 11 she said. 

Didnt 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 pulled stumps and walke d out of there if I hadnt 

wanted to know about Coleman tloberts pretty badly. I reckoned there 

wasnt anyone else I could learn from so I sat and waited. After the 

preaching was over, she might be in a fitter mood.~ 

"And take that NAACP, the nigger communist group up in that 

ullrul. 
den of iniquity a Iii. Jew York, 11 cried the preacher. "How'd you like 

to see Jesus Christ climbing aboard one of them busses they all want 

to ride on, holding his lily white robes around him and climbing 

aboard and pointing a finger at them and saying, I ' Ni ggers, you get 

out and walk. That's how I made you to be and that's how its gonna be1' 

How'd you like that, huh? And t alking about t ha t nigger communist 
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bunch, let me tell you, you aint safe from the devil no matter where 

you be . No,brothers and s isters, nobody ' s safe f rom the devil. 

"Not even i n this sovereign state which tbe good Lord done over 

into par adi se f or you , His chosen children . No , sir . For I hear t hem 

nigger communists have done moved into the county. 11 

Pa an d me had been plumb f ools. We coul d have ha d our beads blown 

off. Tha t dead nigger ba d been one of them . hat had been busting Sep and 

the other s apart was knowing that the communists had moved in while Pa and 

me had been st opping up the wrong hole . Ve had been a couple of dopes . 

"Whyn't you tell me? We' d have left that corpse alone ." 

She shook her bead and looked at me kind of mournful . Guess 

the fool part was peeping out. But she could have told me r a ther 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 yell ing . He got a storm of amens and alleluias , he was 

tbat good . 

"Its like you 're a t the casting gTOUnd one of them frosty morn­

ings . Vi hen t he master calls the roll and you answer to your number , you 

got to cinch your saadle and be ready to move out f or that old fox is bad. 

"That old fox communism i s smart and oad . 

"And tbe nigger communist s are double bad because they hate 

the Lord. 

"He 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 oberts• loaded the prea cher like a gun ." 

Gosh , I thought . By golly. 

"Yes, sir. Them nigger c mmunists so smart I hear they 

throwing sand in the eyes of one of the most respected folk around here . 

I hear that aft er the Lord me t one of them nigger communists 
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coming into town on the devil's work and struck him dead, you good 

people of Malagoosha figured on dumping the anti-Christ into a 

sinkholeo But what happened? 
.,., 

His voice fell down s o low you had to pull your ears to 

hear himo 

"Along comes the devil and takes the spirit of that double 

hater of the Lord and breathes it into one of your most respected 

folk. And this poor benighted fellow who has become t he devil's tool 
hides Lord's earth 

takes that nigger corpse and/Wit it in the/ of this 

county. And now all of you are accurse do" 

It wasnt good nohow. You could f~el the hate coming. 

"How' d you like one morning to see Jesus 
to 

Christ climbing up the steps/the gallery at the courthouse, his 

lily whi te robes held up off t he ground so as not to be dirtied by 

the accur sed land, and point a finger at you and say , 'Cursed be ye, 

for ye have denied me and taken in the anti-Chri st! Eternal damna­

ti on be yours1' Huh? How'd you like you and your children t o be 

eternally damnedl" 

I dont know who started it first but a lot of f a ces began 

turning towards me, J eb Wishaw among them. He beckoned with his 

head at Olivinia , t elling her to get up from besi de me but she just 

sat there her eyes straight in front . 

"Its Mayor Roberts, 11 she said low. ''I heard Pa telling Ma 

Mayor Roberts had got hold of the preacher. 1hat's why I wanted you 

to listen." 

I went out of the meeting-house aft er they had started 

stomping and singing a revival hymn and went back to the sta tion. 

The noise was still going over at the •••• meeting-house when 

I got out Pete's pickup and headed for Pa's. He was sittin8 in the 
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rocker by the radio listening to Lulu Belle singing My Gal Is Billy-be­

·namnedo Whether a song called for sour• mash or molasses in her voice, 

Lulu Belle could serve it up better than anyone else. She was famous 
"' 

all over the state but I guess because we were two lonely men, .Pa and 

me had adopted her for our own. 

~Pa, the town's coming for it, 11 I S?,id. 

His face in the lamplight was all bones and hollows. He 

looked almost sickly, a kind of trouble be bad never had before being 

bard as oak. 

tonight." 

"There's been a talking?" 

11No, Pa. They di dnt talk on it but the preacher did." 

"What preacher?" 

"!he one we heard about last week. He was at the meeting-house 

"He's a foreigner, aint he?t1 

"Yes, but Coleman Roberts got to him. 11 

"And the townfolk? He stirred them up? 11 

"Yeah, and your friends too. Jeb Wishaw and Uncle Matt were 

at the meeting-house. 1• 

Pa thought and said, "You spoke with Jeb Coombes?" 

I swallowed. This wasnt good for Pa at allo 11Jeb Coombes• 

going along with Mayor Roberts. 11 

He looked concerned and said, "Could be you're wrong, son?" 
into 

I shook my head, staring/• the little softwood fire he had 

kindled to take the chill offo It was down to coals and would burn 
cutting 

out quickly but we never used our winter/11111111 this earlyo 

"When do they Eeckon to come?" 

Ulivinia had told me about the talking she had heard from 

her pa. ttTbey•re calling a m~eting tomorrow noon at the courthouse. 

Mayor Roberts will take a vote but he wont have any trouble since 
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the preacher has dllne threatened them with hell fire for t aking 

in a communist ." 

Ba looked hard at me and I told him what the preacher a 
had said. 

"Coleman Rober t s is a bad man," Pa said . "We 've never had 

any trouble with Nigras in this county. ~ot quit e a few over where 

our f amily are at, sharecropping and running their own little farms 

but I dont reckon this Nigra communist bunch he's t alking about ever 

got in there at all." 

"That preacher looked wicked a s a hellbender when he 

spoke. Olivinia tells me Mayor Roberts wanted them worked up so he 

could raise a real posse among them." 

Pa stopped rocking. "Pos se? What's he doing with a posse? 

What about the police? He's got Joe and Shorty." 

I couldnt help a grin. "Coleman Roberts aint forgetting 

you're a Hammond, Pa. He remembers you met him with a gun.X ~Taybe 

he doesnt think his , police force much good with you on 

the warpath. ''X Joe and Shorty is the size of his police force. 11 

He was looking off but it was hard to tell what he was 

thinking. He had this way of going off by himself and sometimes when 

he came back, he was a sudden man. Pa came to grips with trouble 
to 

like a muskallonge,' fl 111 £ a bait. He stood off, looking at it 
his jaw closed and locked. 

cautiously but when he lunged,/LWllllstJllli81ilBBfiftFJJPl7lS ft&; 

11 C:01eman aint doing the right thing, 11 he said. 

"Wha t you going to do?" 

"Wait here for them." 
took buried 

I had an idea. "Suppose we/iJlt it up and/ I[□• it some-

- else , they wouldnt know where to dig." 

He said softly, "They aint going to dig, son. Not on my 

land." 
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"fut, Pa, they got guns 1" I cried. "You and me a lone, we 

cant stop them!" 

A little shine of laughter wa s in his eyes when he looked 

at me. "That truck of yours outsi de. Reckon it can do a hundred 

miles and back before morning?" 

"Pete's? Pete's truck? Pete's got it going like faster'n 

a preacher out of hell. What for?" 
he set 

I didnt figure/ - was/- on running away but it crossed 

my mind -he was thinking of toting 1frle a■■ f ■ corpse to some 

hiding place where they couldnt find it. Maybe that was what he 
He 

meant when he said they wouldnt dig on his land./•· could be playing 

it smarter than they.~ had corners. 
" G. 

"Got a chore to d.o. Got a couple to do before morning." 

"Bu.t why take it a hundred miles? Lots of woods around. 

We could find a place." 

"Aint taking it anywhere son, 0 he said. "That poor Nigra 

needs the rest like I told the Lord." 

I stood up before him. 11 Pa, you didnt hear me. :them folks 

are going to come with guns. We aint set to shoot it out with all 

of them. You got to do something before they get here." 

:But I was being mad at old stone face. He sat there rock-
waiting for me to crawl back insmde the woodwork. 

ing;,c • I IP•••• lfliilllii1ralt After awhile he said, "Going to send a 

wire and see some folks." He rose. "You take the car and leave the 

truck. Go on back to towno 11 

"I'm staying here tonight." 

He got the look that I hadnt yet tried to buck since 

once a long time I said Willi Mae wasnt worth hog tripe to go on 

mooning about. He could move swift as a painter and the day he 

turned on me I had thought he was going to pop me," •zuau L!llllli 

but he had stopped in time. 
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"You go i n t o tovm . :Uont come back till I s end f or you , 11 

he sai d. 

I drove ba ck to town and parke 6 near the gas pumps . I t was 

l a ter than ten . Usually , by: t h is time , most f olks are a t h ome but 

tonight t here wer e l ot s of people a t al l the corners with t he biggest 

group on the courthou s e lawn across from Mayor Roberts. I sat in the 

car , the window halfway down , l i s t ening roun d for t a lk a bout us . 

Fell ows who go scr a tchi n g their ears a roun d in the 

dirt will , like hens , pick up dirt . Reckon I ha d it c omi ng t o me 

but t hat didnt lessen t he blow. 

11he;y a l l s eemed t o be t a l king a bout us . ~ha t was 

all owable s ince twice n ow Pa had put t he gun on f olk doing n o 

mor e than going to dig up a Nigra corps e. :But t h en my ha rdworking 

ear scraped u p this piece of dirt , a n d , brother , I was done f or . 

"••• no good white t r ash ," the f ell ow was sayin g . 

11 I a int surprised tha t girl of his , Willi W.iae' s ~ whoring 

down i n Florida . 11 

I whispered the denial but ha d littl e h ope t ha t I was 

believing i t enough to be ca lm . I thought of f ists , rocks , j a ck 

handle , anything to kill a f el l ow with , wall owing in t he luxury 

whi le knowi ng t hat a wrong word c oul d have them c omi ng dovm on 

me and messin g me a round proper . 

It was t oo close in the car f or t he hea t in me so I got 

out into al tlick . ith the colla r of my coa t t ur ned up , the flaps 

on my cap down , I coul d be any of the y oun6 fell ows walki ng about . 

I move d around a little but soon I was being gl ad t o bol t into an 

alley. I leaned my hea d agains t a wall , s ome tear s mingl ing with 

the vomit . Somebo dy had f ound out t ha t Vi ll i Mae was living in a 

Key West sporthou s e and they were all t a lking about it o 
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With me it wasnt a question whether Willi Mae was in a 

whorehou se . I didnt know her enough to tell whether she would 

turn bado All I thought of was Pa and what this would do to him . 

I believed he l ove d Willi W1a e more than me but it didnt craw me . 

I had never lacke d a ff ec tion from him. Folks said he spoilt me. 

They pointed to t he college talk in proof. Only a man who spoilt 

kids woul d encourage them in this t alk about college. Whil e t hey knew 

that illi Mae had gone , they didnt know about his ni ghtly a gony 

at the mdio or the rabbit hunched on hi s shoulder. 

h o could have f ound out a bout Willi Mae? I thought~ f all 

the folk who may have recently le f t Malagoosha f or the out ~ e. 

And then , s o sure was I tha t I never argued i t, I thought of Miss 

Amanda . She .bad asf fairly told me when she said, "You get to won­

dering what kind of house Pete' s staying at." 

I stood away from the wall and cleaned up the dirt on me. 

With no plan , but in a l a ther to queer her s omehow, I r eturned to 

Saltlick and went over to Miss Amanda ' s . She was still at the swit ch­

boardo Folks who didnt have a phone a t hom~ would go to her window 

and giving the number t hey wanted , use the public instrument in the 

N'f 
booth outsi de her window. Pete had~called me in Jeb Coombes becaus e 

he knew how friendly me and Pa wer e with Jeb . 

Halfway • down , I was in shadow but my legs were lit up 

in the light streaming out of her window . She was t a lking into the 

mouthpiece 9 pumping out scandal , you coul d t ell , by the way her lips 

warpe d over like a crossbill bird busting pine coneso I thought of 

her spreading the news through town, whi s pering it, chuckling it 

and mayge to Coleman Roberts thaying it with a lithp and my fingers 

yelped to wring her scra wny neck. 

Miss Amanda ha d «looked up a couple of times since I 

::M q ■ there, wondering to whom t he legs belonged. The l it up legs 
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and the face in sha~ She had a goddam guilty conscience, plain as 
pone . 
111111B'. There was no sla ckening in her unease. She was shooting swift 

side glances to see if I had moved. I stayed , savagely enjoying her 

dmscomfort. I thought of a way of giving t he nasty minded ol d crow a 

real fright . So one time when her eyes were off me , I st eppe d forward, 

putting my face i n the light. An d when she shot tha t worried look again , 

it hit her . Lor d, it hit her . 

Fear l a ced her eyes. Her mouth droppe d open. She j erked back 

to the switchboard, her hands shaking a nd jolting as the plungers skit­

tered all over t h e slots . She pawed at the board with fingers despe­

rately spread as a r abbit ' s hindlegs bolting down a h ole. I was still 
down the 

giggling to myself when a lightless automobile slipped/•••~ street. 

'l'he two patrolmen who stepped out were the whole Malagoosha 

City force . The t all one was Joe and t he short one was Shorty. I knew 

t hem well as they bought gas at Pete's . Vie werent f riends. Joe was a 

burly , hardfac ed fel l ow who had been on a big c ity police force before 

he came to Malagoosha . Shorty wa s mostly always grinning, no matter how 

angry he got . I've se en him on a Massacre Day beating a drunken out­

sider with his fists until he passed out. And he grinned all the while . 

They came at me, one on either side , fla shlights blinding me 9 

"Why you scar ing Miss Amanda to death?" Joe asked . 

11 Looks like we caught a Peeping Tom. First time we ever 

caught a Peeping Tom, 11 horty sai d, the grin in his v oice. 

"Why' re you standing outsi de Iv.Iiss Amanda ' s wi n dow? 11 

Joe said . 

Seems I' d been stupid . While I' d been standing out here 

l aughing a t her , she had phone d the Mayor who had sicked the police 
load 

on me . It could mean a/MIMI of trouble for me , things being what 

they were in the town . 

11 1 was just passing," I saido 
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.:)horty l aughed out loud. "Passing? '.l'hen mister you must 

have ·oeen going real slow for according to Miss Aman da, it took 

you all of twenty minutes to get by hEr window." 
go now, I guess," 

l shrugged. 111•11•••••••1 ~aid, easy as I could. 
tore 

But with a blow from his forearm, Joe nearly /FF J my head 

from my shoulders. 

Ti I ? 

"You dont until we say so. Mayor Roberts wants to •□--'!T 
to 

talk i ·you." 

• . . . . . _' . ; ' -- • I • _!. I : •. • ' ' • • • f • •• • - . • : ' . . ' > I 

, , .. ' ., . .. . .. . . . . . . .. .. ' 
~ . ~ . .. . ' . . 

11 '.l'here 're two of you and the law makes three, 11 I said 

angrilyo 11 Go ahead, beat me upo 11 

11 Sure, anything you say, Lip," said Shorty as he dug his 

fist into my bellyo I went over, feeling as if I had no knees. A 

boot JS S G kicked me in the ribs and I rolled over on my side. 

"Okay , lay off. The Mayor only wanted us to dust him -a 

little before we took him in." 
ball you ," 

11 On your feet. Get going befor e we really/ 

said Shortyo 

I worked my way to my feet and staggered over to the car, 

holding my gu.t while my legs threatened to march off si deways on 

their own. Shorty drove, backing and filling and heading I] X 11p 

Saltlick Street. He rode the car right up against the sidewalk 

before Mayor Robert s • office. 

As I limped out with Joe's hand on my arm, one of the 

men in the knot on the courthouse lawn called out, "Joe, who 

you got there?" 

"A Peeping Tom," Shorty called to him, grinning. 

"Peeping Tom? Who's he?" the man asked . 

"Name of Abner. Abner Hammong," said Shorty o 
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My name exploded all ov er Saltlick Street . 

"Abner Hammond ! A goddam Peeping '.l.' om!" 

Up and down the street and the knots at the cor ners started 

in fast unt il a crowd was formed before the office door. And they 

were calling other things too. 

"Abner Hammond! White trash! Nigger-loving Peeping '.l.' om!" 

Shorty was grinning all over his f a ce as he took• a long 

time walking me up the steps to Coleman Roberts' office. 

"Give him to us a little before you take him in, Shortyl" 

begged one of the men. 

"Let him go, boys!" yelled a woman. "Let him run for it!" 

1'hey were closing in on uso- Shorty pee:r:red into my face. 

"Now g:ont you think that's a right dandy idea, Abner? Want 

to make a run for it?" 
struck 

A woman knocked my cap from my head and one of the mezvW 

me between the shoulder blades. 

~o- ,~ "He and his old man suck up to niggers! His sister's a 
~ cities! Jeezam! 

ID & IA in one of them big
1 '111 ) 1he boy's a Peeping T om1/r• • L What a 

family I" 

It brought a big, ugly laugh from the crowd and hands 

flailed at me before Joe grunted and said, "Alright, back up, now. 

Let us through. 11 

He had his gun out, brandishing it and they fell back so 

we could enter Mayor Roberts office. We went through a hall and into 

his room where he sat behind a desk. ~he preacher I had seen earlier 

was with him. Close up, the preacher was , worse tban in the meeting 

hall. His face was the color of chitterlings after t lle salt water 

soak. 

Mayor Roberts looke d at me so long, my face twitched . 

"You 're as rotten as your pa," he said. 
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"I wasnt doing what they said," I tol d him. 

Shorty gave me a hefty swipe across my wounded mouth. 

"Calling the l\i1ayor and all of us stinking liars?" he 

snarled, · 11:tiidnt we catch you peeping at Miss Amanda's window?" 
" drummed, 1 

the preacher shrugged inside his alpaca jacket and. ( j J. "ls 

this the sinner, Mayor?" 

"He's the one. Abner Hammonds brat," ~oleman Roberts said. 

'.J..'he h t 1 t preac er rose, no al er han my collar stud. He pointed 

a thin finger at me. 11 Boy, you want to be eternally damned? 

•You want to go to hell with your pa? to feel the flames 

licking at your boot soles, and then creeping up your legs, feeling 

the blood popping and boiling, burning your organs and wrapping around 

your belly? To feel your eyeballs shrivelling in the heat?" 

"Alright, Preacher. Cool down," Mayor .noberts said. He was 

a pompous man and somewhat foolish but you ha d to mi nd his off ice. 

Since he ha d been elected he was whining less and folks were getting 

to think he was looking more like a mayor. 

"Tell me, boy, your pa still aiming to keep that nigger on 

his land?" he asked. 
whipped 

I had been/¥ enough to be cautious. "He aint been 

tal king to me. He told me I shouldnt come back to the farm until he 

sent for me." 

"You were at the meeting-house tonight. Afterwards you 

were s een heading out of town for the f arm." 

11 Yes sir. I figured on staying the nightbut he sent me 

back in." 

"Joe here tells me you went out with Pete Sawyers' pickup 

and D came back in your pa's caro Where's the pickup?" 

I could see Joe and Shorty out of the corners of my eyes 
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how their hands hooked in a little at the question and I knew they 

woul d be swinging at me if I didnt watch my step. 
~ 

"Left it with Pa. He said he ,,wanted to borrow it." .. I should 

use the car." 

"Why did he want to borrow it?" Mayor Roberts asked softly. 

Already my face felt as if a mule had stepped on it. I felt 

a shrinking at my gut, waiting for the blow. B a 

"He wouldnt tell me. He almost hit me when I asked," I said 0 

But I wa s so scared, they must have heard the honesty in my 

voice for nobody struck me. Coleman ~oberts looked over at Joe and 

Shorty, seeking to confirm what he was thinkingo Hell, it had been 

plain even to me. Pa was going to move the body. 

lVJayor Roberts said,"Alright, Abner. We're going to let you 

off this time but dont you go peeping at any more windows in this town 

or we'll ride you out on a rail. 11 

I didnt bother to tell them again that I hadnt been molesting 

Miss Amanda, at least not that way. They wouldnt have been convinced 

&a 1- anyhow. I was bad all through. 

Suddenly the preacher's eyes blazed at me. "Where is your 

scarlet sister?" he auflli boomed out. 

And all the caution I had held on to so carefully, left me. 

I wante d to kick my foot through that hog tripe face, to break his 

pipestem arms an d legs. 

"You filthy, dirty, hog swill eating son of a bitch!" I 

yelled, leaping at him. I only got in one lick before Joe and Shorty 

were on me, but I felt his nose go under my fisto Joe and Shorty 

dragged me off and I reckoned if another whipping was due, I wouldnt 

just stand and take it as I had done before. But the surprise was that 

nothing happened. They just held on to an arm each and cakewalked me 
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out of the room. They let me out .. the back way, laughing softly all 

the while although~ Shorty couldnt help planting a foot to help me 

out. I didnt know whether the crowd would be waiting for me so I 

made it through alleys to the station. I laid down on Pete's 

cot until some of the soreness had gone . I stripped and went to the 

shower . Where the boot ha d made contact with my ribs was red and 
was fit 

swollen and my mouth still bledo Otherwise , I guessed I/i 
enough 

e ?JiJJ I t o market. I had a warm shower and a glass of warm milk and 
. good 

slept. By the time I woke, I was almost as/ar I as before Joe and 

Shorty had met me. 

~ I thought when I was fully conscious. It was in•• 
nearing six o'clock. I went out of there fast as I could and burnt 

the road for the farm. Pa was not back when I got there, so I sat in 

the car, hunched in my jacket against the cold. We had never had a 

heater in the car. 

Day was creaking up out of bed, the Fall chill in its 

bones when I heard the pickup. A illal redstart flew by on a nervous 

tangle of wings. The trees in the yard dripped. The pickup turned 

int o the gate and stopped as its headlights touched the car. It came 

on again slowly and I opened the door and stepped out. Pa pulled up 

and switche d off the lights. He stood a few feet off, staring at me. 

His fac e was filmy with sweat and I knew he must have driven all 

night. He wasnt pleased, but he wasnt as angry as I thought he would 

be at me for coming out. He put his hand in his pocket and handed me 

the a.at key to the house. 

"Go inside a nd light the lamps, 11 he said. 

It was a funny order to give but I took the key and turned 

for the house. Just then, he said something in a low voice. I looked 

around and my hair stood on end. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

Out of the covered back of Pete Sawyer's truck came three 

pairs of the longest legs I've even seen in my born days. The legs 

were wrapped in blue overalls and even in t he low light I could see 

the patches. Then fol lowed the other J:il portions of t he ~HJ bodies 

and the three r angy old f ellows stood in the yard studying me. 

They were carrying rifle guns, long almost to their shoulders and 

they held them l ike they grew out of their hands. They wore old 

felt hats, squashed down on their heads. They had a hound dog 

stillness , pointing for grouse in the wet. They had Pa's face too, 

the hook to the chin he used to say was all you needed to know a 

Hammond. They were tall with a slight stoop at the shoulders, 

holl ow chests and f lat bellies. 

f he one in the middle spoke, "This the boy, Abner?" 

Pa said, "Abner, come and meet your uncle Shad, your uncle 

JID(UDi Meshach and your uncle Abednego." 

I ha d always known Pa wa s a last child but coming so far 

back of these three, it wa s no wonder he had left home. '.l.'hey could 

nearly make a half again as tall as Pa and they were old. But you 

didnt see it how they stood, light and ready like bobcats, or how 

they sent the rifle guns into the other hands with a little toss 

as they held out for a shake. Uncle Shadrach, the eldest had m snow 

white hair straggling out from under his hat. Uncle Meshach and 

Uncle Abednego had darker hair. All three had eyes blue faded as 

their denims. They had sturdy, quick grips aABXll as if they didnt 

want to occupy those hands too ~zqu long before tossing back 

the guns into them. 

"He' s growed, 11 Uncle Shad said. "He's going to be tall, 
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like his uncle Abednego." 

Uncle Abednego was no - shorter than Uncle Shad tha t I 

c ould see, maybe half an inch but they wer e folks who reckoned 

closely, I woul d come to find out . 

"Reckon we can call the boys," Uncle Meshach said. 

Uncle Shad gave a swift little whistle you hardly heard 

-
an d my ha ir stood an end again. ~or this time another three came 

out of the back tha t were the spitting image of the uncles, except 

that they were younger. 1hey were burlier too, bareheaded and they 

l ooke d at me from under their brows. They c rried guns in the crooks 

of their elbows and one was biting chaw. 

"Abner, meet your cousin Abraham, your cousin Isaac and 

your cousin J a cob," Pa said . 

Ve nodded at each other. Uncle Shad whi stled a gain and 

they began trotting back to the truck. Pa said something sharply 

and Uncle Shad whistled again. They stopued, turned and came back . 

Pa said , " Go on and open the house, Abner." 
move 

Pa was a sudden man . He could make up his mind and- then/ 

quicker than any man I know. Coleman .rtobert s and the other :fellows 

had pushed him to the wall and Pa hadnt dragged hi s foot . He wasnt 

a man to knuckle under and since he coul dnt fight all of Malagoosha 

he 
town , • had just uppe d and Iii - 2 f etched his kinfolk . And you 

hardly 

only ha d to look at the s ix of them to smell gunpowder . Pa never/ 

talked about the feuds back in the mounta in country where he came 

from, but now and again s omething would drop and you could snatch 

a look . 

I got the door opened and went in and lit the lamps. ~he 

uncles and cousins came in. ~hey stood in a crowd at the door of 

the living room, looking around and I coul d have sworn they sniffedo 
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Theyvere wild in a way, how they prowled forward into the room, 

looking at things and turning softly on the balls of their feet. 

"Abner, it s - big. What you want with so big a house?" 
were out 

Uncle Shad said. 11 Time 
fort 

"Hell to /i 

we/._ we put up three rooms. Aint that enough? 11 

u~ ·• 
a big house, Abner, 11 Uncle Meshach said. 

"Should knock out them glass windows and put in loopholes, 

Abner," Uncle Abednego said. "Fellows rush you, you got a caution 

keeping them from· slapping you with a bullet." 

'.l.'he three cousins looked at me from under their brows. One 

of them shrugged as if he couldnt figure how we had been so foolish. 

Then he shot a quick look at the uncles and I found out tha t the 

big, husky bears were scared of the three lean old wolves. 

"Never been anything but a peaceful country, ~had," Pa said. 

"Folk over at this side hardly ever fight over anything." 
open stove. 

Uncle Shad squirted tobacco juice into the/I-. ■l • 

11 Peace aint a thing that stays around, Abner," he said. 

"You ought to know that. Aint never had a war, there'd never be a 

peace. You want to war now and then to get a peace. Just like 

summertime and wintertime." 

:.L'he three cousins bad found the radio and were touching it 

a nd looking a t each other. Uncle Shad whistled sharply and thef 

s t raightene d quickly. 

"Ought to leave them in the truck, 11 Uncle Abednego said. 

"Cant a bide them in the house." 

•• Heard you ha d a girl," Uncle Meshach said. " vhere' s she 

at?" 

"Not here," Pa said. 

"Aint never ought to send ·away your women when there's going 

to be a war," Uncle uhad said. "Need them to load guns, fetch water 
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things like that.• 

"Guess Abner left home too early, never learnt how to fight 

a war." 

Nothing showed on Pa's face as he looked over to me. "Son, 

want to start the coffee?" 

We fixed a whole mess of bacon and greens and coffee and 
the uncles and cousins 

did mighty well with it. Pa and me went out 

to put the pickup and c r in the shed and I told him about Mayor 

Robert s . I didnt know how to talk about Willi Mae so I left tha t 

part out. Pa di dnt say anything, just stood there thinking. 

"hen if we can keep them off with Uncle Shad and the rest, 

we aint going to have :::ttl_,lll,... the uncles and cousins here forever. 

How is it going to end?" I said. 
why'd you go to 

"But/ 1 1 11o. • f .I • • • •• •• , 11 ,i • • i l at Mi s s Amanda's window?" Pa said. 

This was the weak bit but I couldnt tell him the real r eason. 

"Guess I was just plumb stupid," I said harshly. 11 anted to 

watch her opera te the telephonel. She's real good to watch.cttZSf 11 

"You werent to know 9 h Coleman Robert s had gone bad," Pa 

said . ill! "Aint blaming you too much." 

It was time to change the subject and I said, "You think 

Uncle .:>had and t he re s t will shoot?" 

"If I give the word," Pa said. 

"Why you?" 

"Its my war. I bring them in." 

"But, Pa, if they do, 

could be tried for murder . 11 

if they killed anybody, they 

"Hoping t hey wont. But if folk trespass on my land after 
be 

they - warned, then it s their fault. Coleman Roberts will have to 

show me a a••• law warrant to dig up my land and I dont reckon 

he can get it." 
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"He's dig up the body. 11 

cor oner. He can get a warrant to A 1 tJ t @1 II 

"Col eman Roberts• never be en anything but a t wo-bit druggi st," 

Pa said . 11 He turned mayor when we werent looking. He wont put anything 
can 

on e ecor d tha t,( t hrow him out of of fice, such a s 
dump i t 

digging up a corpse 1~ I L C in a s i nkhol e." 
working 

What Pa meant was tha t Mayor hoberts, • as coroner, would 
he 

have to r ecord what he had done with the bod~- and a s • ha d sai d, there 

wasnt a ny law in the state saying a man couldnt bury whom he wa nted 
real troubleo 

on his land . But what l a y ahea d could be/M £0.nce they s t arted firing 
killed . 

of f their guns , f olks - could bf/ 1llllllilal----~ What with Will i 
finish 

Mae gone _. ba d, and now t his, it cnuld/-. Pa. 
dea d 

"The/nigger a int worth it!" I said savagel y. 

Pa brea thed heavily i n anger bef ore he said, "You go ba ck to 

town . You go back nowo" 

"I a int leaving," I said. 

.. • 1 .... ' • • ~ • • 

• • • ,. ... 4 \ ~ • , • --
I sta lked back to the house se ething a l l the way. Ins i de, I 

came upon one of t he cousins with my watch a t his ear. It vva s a watch 

Pa had given me when I tr,a dua t ed from hi gh schoolo This cousin (I think 
..L 

it was I saac but I never did real l y knowK them di fferent) wa s shaking 

i t i n his big fist as likely he would s catter it on the floor , then 

putting it to his ear to hear if it s till t i cked . I rushed across the 

room and got up to himo 

"You put that down before I rip you open , you big mountain 

clown!" I yelled at him o 

He backe d off from me , the watch in his hand . He was puzzled 

but not angry o J.he others had turned at my shout . ,alll Uncle i:>had moved 

so swiftly , I only had the impressi on of a blur before he was between 
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us . He snatched the watch out of the cousin ' s hand and cuf f ed him. 

He turne d and faced me, his eyes cold o He han ded me the wa tch . 

"Here I s your timepiece," he sai d softly. 11 Vvasnt doing - no 

har~ , only l iked to listen to i t. When this is over, you can f ight 

him but not bef or e." 

"I'll fight him any damn time," I said. I looked over 

at the cousin who wa s by now looking a s if he would l i ke to jump me. 

" I ' ll flatten your big hulk and t hrow you in on top of t he nigger," I 

said , chucking all my fears and f rustra tions on him. 

Uncl e Shad sai d, "Wha t nigger?" 

"The one we got i n the hole out in the yard. The one all this 

f uss is a bout," I sai d. 

Pa had come in and was stan ding my the door. Uncle Shad 

l ooked a t him. 

"You got a ni gger in a hol e i n t he yard, Abner?" 

11 A dea d one," Pa said . 

"Hell of a thing they should want to fight you for," Uncle 

Sahd said. 

• 

And he went back acros s the room to ~here he and the other two 

uncles had been sitting, doing nothing but chewing an d now and t hen 

pulling ba ck the bolt s on their rifle guns. But me? I stood there with 

my jaw hanging, looking a t Pa and looking back at them trying to 

f i gure out the s e people tha t woul d come a hundr ed miles for a fight 

without knowing t he cause, just because a kinfolk beckon ed. 

The sun had sca ttered the mists when Uncle Shaw rose. 

"Gue ss we ought to look at t he l and. Got pla ces we can hole 

up in case , Abner?" 

The others rose too and t hey went outside with Pa . I foll owed 
high 

t o the door, watched them going through the/grass . in the yard. The 

blades har dly moved a s they• ]a went , they being that lightfoot ed . 
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CHAPT R TWELVE 

dow looked 

Al ong about early afternoon, Uncle Meshach at the win­

out and sai d, 1111_ I I "Automobile a-coming ." 

Uncle Shad looked up from t he radi o and n odded at the 

cousins. They ha d been sitting knees up , on t he floor, 

listening to the music, snapping t heir fingers an d slapping their 

legs to the tune but they lumbered qu-1.ckly to t heir feet and were 

through the door befor e you knew it .. Uncle Shad and Uncle Abed­

nego stayed where the y were, their ears nearly touching t he set . 

This fellow at the radi o station had got hold of one 

of Lulu Belle ' s newest alibum amd he was riding it barebacked . He 

had gone through Barbara Allen and 'fhe Hangman ' s Sone; and Sour ­

wood Mountain a couple of times alrea dy . 1ar as the uncles were 

concerned, he coul d go through it a couple more times . Pa had gone 

out to see after t he mules . 

I went over to Uncle Mesha ch's window which held a view 

clea:a down the mountain r oad . The du s t was spinning out behind the 

car which was a good distance away yet, but Uncle Meshach squinted 

hi s eyes and grunted and said , 11 Comin0 fast enough to bust a britches 

but I cant tell if its a filly or a rra re . 11 

Pa ' s kinfolk sure talk funny, I thought , dividing motor 

cars into sexes . However , I got it when he sai d, "She sure sends 

that au t omo bile a- flying anyway . " 

I've got a s good eyes as anybo dy I ha d met before but 

here I was , only about s eeing t he outline of the driver at the 

wheel, yet Uncle Meshach coul d tell it was a woman driving; was 
because 

even worried .he wasnt sure whether she was young or old. 
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u ddenly Uncl e 1vieshach sn >rted di s gu ste dly. 

"Tha t darn fool Abner went out without hi s rifl e gun , 11 

he sai d. 

"Ai nt got a ri fle gun. Got one of these here bird guns , 11 

Uncle Shad at the r a dio sa i d. 

"You reckon he want s to get his head blowed off? Going 

ou t wi t hout hi s rifle gun with a feud on . 11 

Pa was coming from the barn , looking down t he road as he 

@J a: wal ked. He h~d been fee ding a nd watering the mules . 

"Abner left home too young," Uncle Abednego sa id . "He aint 

n ever been in a rea l war ." 

I said , "Listen , you, Pa hel d off the IVIayor and a whole 

bunch of men here the other night with just a bird gun and guts." 

They all three looked at me an d if they ha d been smiling 

men , wha t flit on their faces could have been pleasur e. 

"Well, now, I reckon ," Uncle Sha d sai do 

Uncle Abednego sa i d s oftly, "We aint t a lking about guts , 

son . Your ,a i s a Hammoud. e jus t t a l king a bout having knowledge 

a bout war ." 

Uncle M:eshach besi ci e me said, "Filly ." 

Jeb Wi shaw's car wa s t urni ng into the road . Olivinia was 

alone in it . I ran for the door and got - to her as she was 

braking. '.!:he car almo s t roll ed over my foot an d I had to hop 

out of the way an d lope alongs ide it calling to her , "Hey, stop!" 

Vhen it finally halted, she was still hunched over t he 

wheel s taring open mouthed a t t he three cousins shambling over from 

behind t he barn, the long rifles trailing on the ground, shaggily 

bareheaded and looking at her from unde:i.: their brows. I waved a 

hand at t hem and said , "Git! You're s caring the lady!" 



UWI L
ibr

ari
es

But they kept coming and when they reached the car , they 

just stood there staring a t hero 

Your s?" 

One of them, maybe Abe, said, "She 's pretty, cousin. 

Olivinia sai d weakly, "Who are they?" 

"lVly cousins. From over the mountain. 11 

II Oh . II 

I waved a hand at t.bem a gain and the low whistle came from 

t he hou s eo They faded softly, s till looki:.. .. 6 back at Olivinia. 

"Visiting?" Olivinia sa,id . 

"Kind of," I said . "What about you? Visiting?" 

She was small and neat and clean in Jeb Wishaw ' s - dusty 

ol d auto . She had a bow in her hair and the frock was bright as if 

she was going to town for -•-••• court day. 
about 

11 I heard/ ·• •-T J tt I last ni ght ," she said . 

"~hat wa s a joke." 

"Joke?" she asked angrily . "They most tear you down. Look 

a t your face." 

"Aint s o bad. I got a nose. Preacher maybe aint got one 

today." 

11 '1.1hat did no goo d, Abner. He preached again this morning. 

Folks coming out to di g up the Nigra -- even if it means shooting." 

I grinned. "Yeah, that's why Pa's got vi s itors ." 

She stared at the house . "Them? Nothing much." 

I wa s still grinning. "You aint seen the others ." 

She arew her eyebr ows t oge t her . It was true as the sod 

cousins had sa id, she ·as pretty. 

"What others? 11 

"The uncles. ~hadrach, Meshach an d Abe dnego. 11 
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Pa wa s coming from the hous e. 

She askedf, 11 You mean your pa brought in his kin?" 

"Kind of," I said. 

"Why 1111: your pa did tha t?" 

Gue ss I stared. Hell, she knew what t hey ha d done to me 

last night an d what they were aiming to dv t oaay. he had told 

me hersel f. Uncle Shad came out and whistled at · a. Olivinia 

hadnt s eenXthem yet. Pa stopped , waiting for Uncle Shad. 

"Pa figured I got enough beating ," I said. 

"They're a his fight ing kin. Hi s feu ding kin I've heard 

my pappy t alking about," she said. 

"haybe. 11 

11 T.e.ere' ll be fighting. They'll kill." 

"'rownfol k coming out here toaay bringing guns too ," I 

said . 

She said roughly , 11 :But we got folks there - we got 

kin among the townies! 11 

Pa was shaking his head at Uncle Shad . My uncles ldesha ch 

and Abe dnego stepped from the house and went over to Uncle Shad and 

Pa . Unche Shad lo oke d at t hem and they nodde d. Pa shook his head and 

said s omething. t hey didnt like it and all three spa t on t he ground. 

It was true about the ishaws having fol k in towno All of 

Pa ' s friends ha d kissiif:1 kin in town because if you looked far back 

enough, everybo dy that end of 'ialagoosha were r elat edo But not Joe 

and Shorty who had come in to do the police job, and not Coleman 

Roberts, I hoped. 

"Your pa wi ll be out there too, car;yying a gun ," I said . 

"We aint to blame if he gets trouble." 

"Pa wont be t here , neither will Uncle Matt or t he others ," 
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sai d. 
she} F 11 Pa talked Uncle 1'.iatt out of it and Uncle Matt went 

aft er Micajah Roe and Jilson and the others - all your pa ' s 
Saili: 

friends . They reckoned it had gone far enough .w · I M they'd 

leave it to the town folk ." 

"Whyn 't they say they ' d talk the town folk out of it?" 
"Abner , danders 
- you know the townies got their/IS IT up. You heard 

the preacher working on them." 

"So you think we ought to make them di g up the Nigra, 11 I said. 

"Didnt say that." But she looked away. 

11 You scared of wha t they might do?" 

She jerke d her head to me. "Yes, I'm/i 
said 

good and scared," she .· .. . .. ... , 
• • • l I I • 

/between her teeth. "Its turned bad and you dont have to le a goldurned 

fool• •" 

Th e uncles and Pa came up so quietly, Olivinia hadnt 

heard t hem until JIIFOl Pa spoke . 

"Visiting, Olivinia?" Pa said. 
She gasped and covered her mouth wit] 

She turned at his voice. .. , i,; • • . . ,. ., .. ,. ~· 
her hands as she took in the uncles. They were no 

angel s to behold, standing tall , grim and shaggy in their patched 

overalls, forearms dangling down from the rifle guns they had 

slung deerwi s e across their shoulders. You could smell violence and 

blood on them if you went thinking things, but ev en if you hadnt 

known of the feuding Hammonds, they looked dangerous in their long, 

flat stillness, standing hip jointed , chawing burley and the fore­

a rms hooked on t he rifles. 
fine 

ttR ight/ gi rl your girl, Abner," Uncle Shad said . 

11 She come to load our guns? " 

Olivinia, her eyes popping, - shook her head. Uncle 

Shad spat on the ground and said, "Pshaw. Reckon you did . You want 
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to light and visit, t hen?" 

She shook h er head. Then her mouth went stubborn as she 

f ought down t he f lut t ers . "No- o . N- no. I aint s t aying. 11 

Pa said gently , "Then you go on h ome, Olivinia . Go strai ght 

home ." 

Uncl e Sha d shook hi s head . "RecJ-.:on we cant , Abner . Girl 

goes out of here an d says we holitj.g u p here, we lose the sur prise." 

"I dont want a surprise, Shad. Just want folks to know 

we aint weak and that way, I ¾they wont try anything, " Pa said . 

"They will try. Anyway. They vexed enough with you, they'll 

tryY, no ma tter. 11 

"You turn around and hight a i l back home, Olivinia, 11 Pa sa i d. 

"We cu t her down befor e sh e hit t he gate, Abner," Uncle 

Sahd said . "We blow off her t yre s . 11 

looked Uncl e Shad in the 
Pa jus t got smaller and meaner and/ .. .. ' - . - . 

• • • ' • ! J ' - , 

ey e . 

"You do it , Shad and I shoot you in t he mi ddle , close up , 

with my squirrel gun," Pa whi s pered . 

I knew now hew he ha d cope d wi th his brother s when he BK 

lived over t he mounta in . Pa c ould ma d up until a bobca t looked gen­

t le a s a r abbit . I opened t he door of t he car and r ammed i nto t he 

seat besi de Olivi nia . 

"Turn , girl , t urn ," I sa id l ow. 

She fumbl ed a li t t l e but got t he motor start ed,- ba cked 

up and made t h e turn and r olled f or the gate. I waJ ted f or t he 

boom an d t he lurch , but n othing happened and we got out to t he 

public highway . I rea che d over and cut t h e swi tch . '.I.h e car rol l ed a 

f ew feet an d stopped . Olivinia crumpl ed to t he s teering wheel. She 
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was weeping all~ver herself, the way girls cry. 
/t 

"they wouldnt have done a thing," I said. 11 Pa wouldnt make 1 

themo" 

Seemed like I said the r i ght thing for she came up fast off 

the steering wheel and knuckled the tears out of her eyes. But when 

she turned to me, well, I knew I had guessed wrong. She looked as 

f erocious as Pa. 

there 

"You fool! You and your pa and the three scarecrows back 

and - and - the - the other three lumps of - of -!n 

"We aint done nothing wrong!" I protested. "Didnt you hear 

Pa say back there he didnt aim to surprise the townies? All he 

wants is for them to stay off his land!" 

"You shove a gun at folks and tell them stay off your land?" 

she blazed., "You think they just going to back off and run?" 

"They better!" I r a ged back at her. 

11 .1. our folks a re going to shoot at them! Going to shoot at 

Pa's kin and Uncle Matt's kin and the rest!" 

"Then tell your pa and Uncle Matt to go s top the townies from 

coming! Tell II I Sep Logan to t ake his seven chunkies and stop 

theml And while• ■r you doing all that talking, tell Miss Amanda 

stop spreading lies about Willi Mae tell •em all just leave us 

Hammonds alone!e There aint none of you in lV.fala goosha goos as my 

sister Willi Iviael" 

·.1:hat didnt ought to come out but by this time I wa s real 

red-eye mad . She just looked at me as if didnt see me and said, 

"Get out." 

Well , I git . .Maybe it oughtnt to have come out but they had • 

no right thinking up them things about Willi Mae. She almost knocked 

me catercorner as she tore off. I walked back to the house. They 

were all back inside by then, the uncles and the cousins sitting on 
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the f l oor around t he• walls. Their knees were up t •o their chins, 

t he guns between their knees held tighter t han a woman. Uncle Shad 

l ooked up and cocked hi s head f rom si de t o s ide. 

11 Aint heard n o rooster crow, Abner," he sa id. "How you tell 

the time?" 

! hey were kin but that di dnt make them less s t upid . Saying 

they would shoot off guns at Olivini a . 

"Pa bought a clock when he escaped . A stinking cl ock . Pa 

went soft , " I said . 

Pa said Eiharply, "Abner , you . keep quiet now." 
I 

"Bu - but , what ' s thi-s ? hat ' s he talking about shoot ing at 
n 

Olivinia? Suppose he missed and hit her with a bull et?" 

Uncle Mesha ch looking at his boots sa id without looking u p, 

"Your Uncle Bhad never miss., boy. He 

added, 11 We dont, either." 

"Al l u s Hammon ds shoot go od , boy. Your pa , too," Uncl e 

Abednego said . 

"You're wrong , Uncl e Abedne go, 11 I P4i d . " Guess I coul d hi t 
n 

the barn, close up." 

One of the cousins spa t sideways on t he fl oor and I star ted 

for him . 

"Wipe it up, you filthy s on of a bithh!" I shouted, standing 

over him. 

Before I could do much moEe t han blink, Pa wa s on me. He 

gra bbed an ar m an d spun me around. 

"You go outsi de and walk it off . Go look on the mules in 

the barn, 11 he sai d. 

"But look at theml" I shoutedo "So they cal l us white trash 

in town and say things of Wil li Mae! uee the s e and they'll know 

we ' r e poor white trash!" 
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It got to Pa like I' d wal lop him with a piece of two by four. 

He staggered ba.cki: a pace ana his face turned ashen. Hi s eyes widened 

and remained so, staring a t me. He looked like he was about to have 

a stroke. Or kill me. 

"What did they say about Wil li Mae?" 

I knew better than to hump around now. I had been a fool to 
wailing 

go/ 11517,.,._, off because Olivinia had got mad but the dirt was already 

kicked up. Pa wouldnt wait. His face - turned rock hard.A 

11 ;:,aying things, saying she's turned bad," I said, feeling as 

if all my teeth were being pulled. 

11 Who been saying things?" 

"Dont know for sure, Pa, but I guess could be I't'Ii ss Amanda." 

"That connect with you at her window?" 

"Wanted to scare her ', to see if she'd jump. Guess it wa s 

she alright." 

"You need more'n that," Pa sa id. 

I told him a bout Pete awyers' telephone call. 

"Why didnt you tell me about this befor e?" 

''I didnt know for sure, Pa. I didnt know. 11 

He sai d , SP 5; 11 Guess I got to go to this Key West." 
It came to me slowly that this could be the 

break. Get Pa's 

dander up to go to Key Ve s t and maybe he'd forget the nigger in the 

ground and take off . He loved Wi lli Mae more than his right arm. 

"e coul d get t h e telephone company to tell us wher e he 

phoned from," I said. "We coul d run him down in no time." 

"Wherea·bout s the country is Key Wes t? 11 Uncle had asked. 

"Way down in Florida." 

" '.L'hink our old car could make it?" Pa asked. 

" 'e could use Pete's pickup," I satd o 
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He looked over at the uncles. 

" Got to get to Key West," he said . 

Uncle i::>had nodded. "You go , Abner. We can clean up here ." 

"Dont need to to that," I said . "We could take you back and 

detour down to Key Wast . 11 

He ignored me like I ha dnt said a word. "Less 'n you want 
wait 

tel ;I g trl then we could go to Key West with you, Abner," he sa id . 

"Maybe you got to do some fighting down there, Abner," Uncle 

Meshach said. 

"Shucks, maybe the boys could stay here, t a ke care of them 

I 

townies and we could go with Abner," Uncle Abednego said. 

Pa came out of where he had been . "No, we 1 11 straighten out 

this and then we'll t ke you back, Shad. Got to go to Kep ~est alone ." 

11 Pa, 11 I said, "we ought to go now. Willi Mae - 11 

He said to me softly, "You shut up now, boy." 

He said it sort of furry, it pimpled my back . I didnt talk 

anymore . 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

t hree 
Along about/ - o'clock , they came at us . Coleman ~oberts • 

car was in t he lead and we counted a doz en or so behind him . The 

cousins had been out i n the yard piling wood . They shouted some-

thing that sounded like, "Folks a-coming!" and the three uncles 

got to their feet and went out without a word. By the time I got 

to the door , they had disappeared . They jus t seemed to have been 

swa llowed by the land . 

f turne d around an d s~id , 11 Pa, where ' re they? " 

Pa was pulling on his j?,cket . "You wont see them, Abner ," 

he said . 

They were bl owing the horns i n the cars and yelling things 

now as they neared our gate . I could hear what they were yelliug 
fa ce s too d out . 

and Pa turne d so pale , the stubble on his/ , I took 

down my gun and put in t wo shells . Pa heard the click a s I closed t he 

bre ech and he turne d and looked a t me for awhile . 

" Gue ss you sh ould s tay out of this , Abner ," he said . 

"You ki dding? " 

"Wont do you no good when the time for St a te comes . 

Fighting for Nigras ain t so popular ." 

"I a int fighting for Nigras . I ' m on my pa ' s side . " 

He 0111iled a little . "Dont t ake a man ' s side, son , or you 

wont be any better off t han Shad and the rest out there - and 

you dont think much of them. Take the side of/ 
"Wish 

what ' s r ight, you t hi nk." 
,- ill< • -

• ,. ll • t. • ' jt ,ISi ,.. • " • ,. I f 

we ha d invented s omething t hat coul d turn 

niggers - hell , Nigras white. That would end 4lil strife ." 

''Why you think they want • to be white? " 

"They ought to . Save their asses some ." 
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"Maybe you ' re r ight. Though I aint sure . Folks are funny . 

Take that bunch out there. If I were a Ni gra, I ·wouldnt want to be 

one of t hem." 

They were beating t he sides of the cars and yelling like 

kids on Massacre Day . I pulled aside t h e curtai n and looked out. 

Mayor Roberts Jal ha d stepped f rom his car and was standing bi side it , 
Not a one 

looking towards the hous e . I looked for any of Pa's fri ends.MC y 
was there. 

t here. 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 Roberts was smoking a cigar and seemed to be 

grinning around it as the people izj the other cars kept banging the 

sides and shouting the names. 

l'a said, 11 i ou s tay in , i'tbner . If I need you I ' ll holler o" 

He opened the door and went outside . The shout s rolled down on 
him o 

"Nigger-loving Hammond white trash Hammond !" 

Mayor Robert s all owed it to go on enough , he figur ed, to"~ 

scare Pa before he held up hi s hand . He called in the stillness , 

"Told you I' d be ba ck, Abner . Told you , didnt I ? 11 

You 
l IS Pa said . "I believed you . S bring the warrant ?" 

Mayor Roberts held up hi s hand to s top the shouting. 

11 I brought it ," he said grinning, 11 several of them." 

He wave d his hand at the • crowd behind him and everybody 

burst out cheering and laught ng. It was goou, I reckoned . Coleman 

Roberts has turned smarter since • he was elected . And by t he looks 

of it , he ' d be elected again. 

"They aint legal, Coleman , 11 Pa said . 

Everybo dy laughed again, including Mayor oberts who took 

out his cigar to do it properly, from the belly. 

"Naw , but they ' re mighty powerful , Abner o ant t o s ee them 
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tear out your fences so as to show you their warrant?" 

Pa waited for t he laugh to die out and said , "Why dont you 

leave him in peace, Coleman? He aint troubling anybody anymore? " 

Mayor Roberts held up his hand . 

the cigar towards Pa . 

He stabbed 

" Get this, once and for all , Hammond . Folks around here 

--a...Jnt hating niggers. You got mules in the barn? We love them as 
mules. 

you lome them mul es . You'd shoot to protect themJ But I dont see 

them sleeping in the hous e with y~m. 11 

"Maybe they do!" yelled a voice from in the crowd . 

nNigger- lover !" 

"Let' s go get h im and his• nigger!tt 

They left the cars and were coming on foot towards the 

gate . I eased the gun to the window sill and wait ed . I hadnt heard 

a sound from the uncles, but I wasnt worried . ~o tell the truth, as 

I l ooked• at the crowd, some carrying shotguns and others pieces of 

l umber or ol d chains or whatever, I felt glad about Uncle Shad and . 

the others some plac e out there . I had been playing a guessing 

game a bout where t h ey were , whether behind t he haystack, or the 

barn, or our automobile. But when they showed, I was - wrong. 

Pa held up hi s hand and called, "Mayor Roberts?" 

Coleman Robert s s tepped out in front and held up both 

hands and the crowd backed up behind him. 

"Wait a minute , boys , l e t's hear what Abner's saying." 

"Mayor Rob_erts, you come on my land without a warrant, 

reckon you know you' ll be trespassing." 

"Is that all, Abner? Yu had your s2..y? 11 

"Had my say, Mayor," Pa said. 

"Alright. Alright. Now hear _this.• I'm going to count 
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Jiii1t / l(o 

to teno If the gate aint opened at ten, I won~ be able to control 

these fellows. hey'll just bave to come in and take out the nigger 

themselves.I One. Two. Three." 

He counted by poking the cigar towards the· sky. Dont 

know whether it was tha t Uncle Shad couldnt count beyond three or 

he just got plain impatient, but before Coleman Roberts could say 

four, Uncle ~rad shot his cigar in half. 

For awhile, a fter the crack of t he 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 alongo Uncle Shad and 

the rest could go to earth like animals. They were part of the earth. 

hey could use the folds and the knobs, the rocks and the valleys 

and t he ridges. In t he right pla ces, you wouldnt know they were 

there until you stepped on them. And then, I reckon you'd wished 

that you bad stepped on a cottonmouth. 

Mayor Roberts• hand was still in the air as if the shot had 
hi s cigar, 

frozen it thereo He looked up at the shagged end of/- his mouth 

open. And then before he could say anything, another piece of the 

cigar disappeared as Uncle Meshach showed m~ how well the Hammonds 

could shoot. 

Up to now, none of them had shown themselveso I learnt 

afterwards ab rut who had fired. We only knew then that the shots had 

come from two widely seperated places. Then I heard Uncle Shad ' s 

peculiar whistle and the yard exploded. From every direction, rifle­

guns spoke and the hats of the townies went f lying. Uncle Shad and 

the rest just fi red like lightning an d folk out there l ost their 

hats . I think the fir s t of them to break were t hose who found their 

hat s and clappe d t hem on again, only in the ins tant to lose them . 

f hey r an for their cars, leaving t he hats on the ground. Mayor 
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even 
ttoberts was l a st to go and I was strangely gla a that/JP g; he 

walked quickly, he didnt run to his car likP. the others . fll 
- • I!'" 

Alt hough 
0 • - - >,. R • "• -. - . .. ... - ' . _. I wa s proud of the 

East lVfalagoosha 
uncl es, I didnt want t hem t o thi nk t ha t alljl JS j folk 

were §owards . 

As the last of the cars pulled away, Uncle Shad rose, 

knocking straw from his denims . One by one the others came from 
got · up out of 

eartho They were as expr essionless as if they had ju st/••••• @ 

bed, shaking bits of grass an d pebbles from their overalls and 

taking the old felt hat s fr om 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 sque ezing off. 

"Gun acting up?" Uncle Abe anego said. 

"Darn if I dont think I nicked l J m an ear," Uncle 

Meshach said . 

11 .ivlaybe a speck of dust flew in your eye," Uncle Abednego 

said . 

"NJaybe , 11 Uncle Meshach said. 

Nobody said anything t o Pa . They came walking back to the 

house. ! h e cousins went to the gate and began picking up ail hats 

which ha a been left on the ground when the townies bolted. They 

set them on t he fence posts and began popping at them. 

Pa said , "Abner , want to heat some coffee? " 

Uncle Shad whist led and the cousins gave up t a rget practice 

a nd came in. They all sa t on the floor , cleaning their guns. Watch­

ing their hands on the rifles , I remember Pa telling me that the 

gun ha d been the earliest plow used in the United States . I t had 
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turned it into something 

conquered the land,/•) • ? +1111ts ill sf rss 
of va lue. 
Pa used to say that us 

to 
Americans were well served in tools to build and/destroy . One time 

he heard a fell ow on the radio say we made the most powerful guns , 

built t he biggest churches and grew the hugest grain of - ... - -
• ~ , i ' 

t here was. tallest 

whea~ All we needed was to make the/illi!iilllia man , Pa said , and that was 

up to all of us. What we had to do first was to learn h ow t all wa s tall. 

I knew they came no taller than Pa. I knew his guts were 

wrenching to go after Willi Mae but he had put in the hoe and he would 

- go to the end of the row. But what I would be the end? a He 

foolish 
wasnt a/, ~ man. We coul d whop the fellows a couple of times 

but in the end, Coleman rtoberts would find a way to bring the law 
Qalling 

down on us. If it was even for disturbing the peace ✓N §4 fl in the 

uncles had socked them - but only for awhile . 

While t hey were cleaning their guns , I took Pa aside. 

"Pa ," I said, "what's going to happen now?• They'll come 

back." a day or two 
"We hold off ,Ai'li•••■-·■:--■J•• d ' 11 b 1 • ght II h • d 

•. J , an we e a ri , e sai • 

"Two Oil I I days? Something go ing on here I dont know about?" 

11 1\IJaybe," he s aid calmly. 

"But - how long can this - this a rmy hold out?" I asked , 

waving a hand at the uncles . "And while we 're at that , how l ong will 

they stay?" 

"Long as we want them to ." 

"Wha t about their own homes?" 

"This is their home, Abner, where their kin is . 11 

11 And what about Will i Mae ? 11 I said brutally. "Aint you 

going to l ook for her?" 

He closed his eyes and I sort of wished he'd belt me. But 

I gues s he had seen through me . They come no taller than Pa . 
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He said , ''You got a chore to do. 11 

'.l:hat angere d me. "Chore? You talking about chores at a 

time like this?" I shouted. 

I heard a snigger and one of the cousins said , YJ'clll "Boy's 

gone soft. 11 

I whirled for him but then I heard plash and he was 

clawing oily wool out of his eyes. Uncle Shad had 

without aim flung a cleaning rag straight i 1. his f ace. 

"Abe, you shut up, you hear me?" Uncle .:)had said. 

Pa said, "You must go into town. 11 

I stared at him. 

almost 

"You go into town and see Jeb Coombes. Tell him to talk 

to Miss Amanda. If Pete Sawyerl phones again, he's to take the call. 

Want to find out where Pete's staying." 

11 uo into tovm? You crazy?" I whispered. 

I walked over to the window ana looked out. It was dar­

kening . there was no sign of life on the road. It made sense that we 

should find out where Pete was. This Key West coul d be a big place 

with a heap of streets and houses. It was a place where they always 

seemed to be playing some kind of music. God Almighty, maybe it was 

as Miss Amanda had sa id. I didnt have any way of telling. If it was 

true, it would break him for sure. But I nee ded to know. If this 

thing held out, I' d be going back to Jeb Coombes to find out. Then 

I' d t ake off for Key West mysel f before Pa knew it. I'd bri ng her 

back before he found out, if I had to drag her. 

I went back to him and nodded. 

"How will you do it?" he a sked. 

"I'll take the pickup and hide it in the brush before 

I get into town. I think I can get to the back door a t Jeb's without 

being seen." 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

J eb Coombes ' s tore was bui>l t oi · stone and bri ck. '.l.'he wall s 

were a foot and a half t hick, the windows small and high so the 

Indians coul dnt see in,even i f they prowled right up, back in the 

t i me t wo hundred years a go when it wa s built. The rafters were of 

split ash , the wal l s panelled in cherry. Jeb was proud of the place 

and kept it cl ean as a hound ' s t ooth. It is said 

built for a blockhouse and lat er turned into the f i rst court house . 

! here was a big main entrance on Saltlick Street and a smaller door 

in the alley near the filling station . It took me a time to make .it 

to this door for lY.falagoosba town was jumpy toni ght. Most of the 

crowding was around Coleman Robert 's place . Automobiles wer e packed 

tightly on the courthouse lawn . I had my collar up and my cap pulled 

down and had put a limp in my walk . Yet I was cat nervous , walking 

past t he knot s of folk and hearing our name mentioned at ever y 

turn. 

I knew I could get to J eb Coombes ' but what s cared me was 
r eminded 

talking t o Jeb . r•d/- Pa a bout Jeb and he said , "Tell Jeb its 

Wil l i Mae," that wa s all . 

~hen we came to town I u s ed to hang out with Pete ~awyer, 

most of the day while Pa and t he oth ers sa t i n J eb' s shaking hands 

wi th old Genera l Lee. I hadnt been with them every minut e of t he day. 

There were things a bout the i r friendships I di dnt know. 

What I knew was t hat one burnt out husk of a nigger had blown 

thos e fr i endships 
apart. And what ha d happene d out at the f a rm today 

woul dnt begin to pa tch it up a gai n. Yet Pa ha d seemed to believe 

he coul d count on Jeb Uoombes. I didnt relish the idea of Jeb 
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grabbing me for Joe and Shorty. 

The alley door was closed but not locke d. I t opened on a 

passage that ran past a couple of r ooms making up Jeb's living quar­

ters and ended in the space behind the bar. There aas a - cutoff 

door between the passage and the • bar. One light bulb was burning. 

in the pas sage . I turned off the light and crept up to the door. It 
dor-e.~ 

wasnt s o t hick I couldnt 11 L hear the noise in the ... I tried it 

and got a crack. Joe was somewhere down a t the other end, out of 

line wi th my sighto 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 edge of the stove and then as I looked past it, jus t a 

piece of Sep Logan' s face. I pulled it shut quickl y. 

The floor under my foot and t he wall at my back felt solid 

and sure . I wanted to stay there in the darkJlllP, safe and warm, 

just drop the whole stupi6 business . Pa had been crazy bel ieving this 

would work . 

I cracked the ooor again and picked up Sep Logan 

t alking "... goldurned a rmy, t he way Coleman Ro·bert s tell it." 

"Dont know how c ome Jeb Wishaw didnt know a bout this, " 

Jilson Swift said . 11 '..l.'hat girl of his ought to have s een s omething 

when she wa s out there earlier ." 

"If I had a daughter and she was snucking up to t hat 

brat of his I'd t ake leat her to her," Sep Logan said . 

" ·ve didnt any of us know Abner woul d turn out how he did ," 

Jilson Swift said . 

"He ought to stop her before she turns bad," Sep said . -Uncle Nia ~ t Connant cleared his t hroat and said, "Cant 

believe everything you hear when you know w:here you heard it from. 

Knew her ma before she died . Knew her pa before he turned crazy. 
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illi Mae wasnt born bad none at all. Maybe she saw her pa turning 

contrarious and lit out before i t touched her too ." 

I listened but didnt hear Olivinia ' s pa . , Jeb 
I 

Coombes came along the bar and/put my lips to the crack and said , 

"Jeb, Jeb Coombes, ii in a hoarse voice but ht!' went right on by so I 
,.., 

reckoned it hadnt been loud enough. Grinning nervously at myself, I 

waited for him to come by again and I called louder thi s time . His 
seeking 

foot s teps halted and I thou ght he must be looking around/••• t o 
out of 

locate the call for who in hell would expect a voice t o come/C t a 

crack? 

I said hoarsely , t he door , J eb . Want t o t alk with you .•• 

lhen I flattened to the wall . Jeb was a br awling man who 

couldnt move easy if he tried. Sure enough he flung the door open 

and peered into the half dark of the pa s sa ge . ~tanding further out , he'd 
have brained me . 

"Behind the door , Jebo .Uont want to show myself to folks 

out side. You wait ther e , going to turn the light on ." 

I hoped to God Jeb hadnt forgotteli that he and Pa had been 

cl os e. I could f eel Joe and Shorty rattling my teeth in their fists. 

I worked the switch and s tare d into Jeb Coombes ' popping eyeso 

11Wouldnt have come but Pa sent me, " I sai d flatly. "He 

figured you wouldnt turn me in but I figured different. " 

f he door to the alley was open.II and even if he was stronger 

than me, he couldnt catch me t o the alley with one of my legs in a 

ball and chain . 

"Why you figured different?" Jeb said . 

"You're wi t h Coleman .Hoberts," I said . 

He said slowly, 11 1 run a business in t his town , boy . lYiayor 

Robe:bts aint the soft mayor we all thought he ' d be." 

Even if he had been just goi ng along on the pull , I wasnt 
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going to trust him too close. Ju s t likely he might be sJ fSJ a 
thinking tha t grabbing me might help him with Mayor hoberts . 

11 Pa sent a message o 11 

"What message?" 

I told him about the phone call . He looked sick and 

shook his head . 

"The town ' s turned rotten ," he said. "Tell your pa I 

dont bel ieve it . 11 

"Bure ," I sai d . 

He said, "What ' s this crazy story I hear from the fellows 

who wer e out at your place? Who ' s your pa got out there?" 

I shook my head. 

11 You can t ell me . Your pa knows diff erent about me o You 

can t alk to me , boy. 11 

But I'd done Pa' s chore and was backing out of Jeb' s 

place. 

"How'll your pa know when I hear from Pet e? 11 

That needed s ome thought. If Jeb Coombes want ed to trap 

that would be the time t o do it , when I teturned for the answer. 

Then I ha 6 an idea and grinned. 

11 You write it down on Sep Logan ' s signboard . Just 

wri t e down the address . I' ll come along s ome time t o look a t it ." 

me , 

He chuckled and it looked square as shooting, but Mala­

goosha had turned s our and I wasnt for swall owing how a fellow lookedo 

"Beat it, boy. Close the door behind you, 11 he said . 

I went out quick and lost myself on Saltlick. U j 5 -

Folks didnt seem to be bedding diown tonight . I took a look at t he <Id<) 

station . I t wa s all dark but I knew better t han • •1•• goi ng in 

there . I walked out of town , past t he wreck a t Lookout Rock and 
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found Pete's truck. 

Pa came up alongside as I s topped in the yard. He leaned on 
while 

the ca b/2 I tol d him everything that had happened at Jeb•s. 

t1Jab aint lying. You could have trusted him, son . " 

"Better this way, Pa , " I said shortly . 

No lights showed in the house but when we went in , I saw that 
windows 

they had covered the/- wi th stuffo A l amp was turned down l ow. I 

screwed up the wi ck and they were on the floor . There were only four 

mounds covered with blankets . I looked at Pa and he motioned outside . 

the others wer e out there, p:idding around on guard . 

Pa gave me coffee. - - -
., - • J • A ' • • • • ~ r ' ~ • - 1 , y"' t •, ' • J 

We sa t t here t alking t ogether in l ow v oices . I wondered 

whether he had listened to the r adio tonight . 

Sometime later I woke, stiff with cold . Uncle Shad was 

sitting up i n his blankets . His eyes caught the light as he turned 
leathery 

them on me . A grimace creased his/ face . 

"Just listen to them coming, 11 he said, "noisy as beavers ." 

He Though 
scared me saying it so easy.•••••• I listened 

bar 
hard, there wasnt anything out there/- the whistling frogs and 

silenceo Uncle Shad didnt seem to have done anything but the others 
were 

sat up to oo Uncle Abednego and one of the cousins - missing. They 

rose with their rifles in band , dogs 

•• j - , ; • • shedding the blankets like/4 na coming out of a 

stream. Pa wasnt in the room either so I guessed he was outis de on 

guard with the other twoo Uncle Meshach chopped his hand towards 

lamp and I blew it outo ~he light outside was soft and ghostly, the 

moonshine lost in the mist. As they had done before, Uncle Shad 

and the others just ' disappeared . I still hadnt heard 

anythi ng out there but I ha d no doubt a t allo Pa 's kin were witchy , 

the way they coul d see and hear and shoot . They spat on floors and 

the 
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didnt care to sleep in beds but they knew more about staying ahead 

of defeat than anybody I knew. I kept thinking that this was how 

they had whoppedthe Indians and tamed the land. I kept thinking 

that destructive as it va s to the life we had known , this nigger-trouble 

had brought out some of the best, as it h~d the worse, in folks . 

Heard the fel lows then. Heard them like a rustle in the 

brush , a chink of metal on s tone but it was a ililMllilmarvel how , 

long ago, Uncle Shad had J picke d them up . An instinct warned me 

t~ lay down flat on the gallery o- My guess was that Coleman 
-n 

Roberts wasnt coming cherry- pi cking today . From the . talk I 'd heard 

in town , Joe and Shorty would be in that crowd out there, shooting 

law-style with County authority behind them . When the firing started , 

sure enough it all seemed to be directed towards the house . Bullets 

plunked and whined all around . I dug my f a ce into the lumber and 

prayedo As I worked out the direction.I of the firing, it a ppeared 

that all that stood between me and all that lea d they were throw-
s olid 

ing, wa s Pa's/la]!IJ. floor plankingo ~he ga:lery was some distance off 

the ground and since the dip of the land placed the attackers 

below me, the bullets either came under the hous e or flew well 

above me. 

Nobody yet had fired from our side and I was cursing 

crazy at Pa and the rest for not shooting back. When they did, I 

laughed loony wild for minutes. 
afternoon, 

Yesterday/ the cousins had been working out in the yard 

for a long spell , working at the wood pile . I ha dnt been out to 

see what theyvere doing, for I reckoned Uncie Shad ha d set them 

to work so as to keep us apart . But now, I knewo From three places 

along our fence line, three huge bonfires r oared up , fed 

by coal oil. And in the brilliant f'lare of light was 

caught Mayor Roberts ' force . And Uncle ~had and the r est went to 
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shooting. I knew there were only seven of them out there counting 

Pa but it looked like an army . The guns cracked from a!l sides , 

plowing u p dirt in the frightened faces of the fellows. They had 

been coming forward at a crouch, believing to rush the 

house and suddenly they were pinned in the light, hung up like 

dolls, all crooked arms an d open mouths, a skein of foolso 

We herded them back,sheep dog fashion, curling up the 

flank and bea ting back those in front with shooting tha t was J @ T r 

magic. A few got winged, but except for a howl and a bandage, they 
Uncle Shad and the others 

woul d be the same as new by morning./ _ )t&&IHWMB■l illiljZSiJ 

jumt shot at feet and hats. They kept moving from ,•111£ I r place to 

place. One time , ~ think it was Uncle Meshach was right below me and 

I could hear him chuckling as he fired his gun and rolled over, 

moving to some place else . Before they were out of earshot, Pa called 

to his kinfolk to stop shootingo 1l'hen he shouted so they could hear. 

"Coleman Roberts; I'm giving you 

notice! Next time we shoot to kill, you trespass on my place!" 

But all the reply was a wil d shot and a yell. They had 

left their cars away off. Long after, we heard the sounds of the 

motors as they headed la.ck to town. 

"Aint had s o much fun since hog-calling day, 11 Uncl e 

Meshach said, coming in . 

"But they wa s shooting at !!.2,," one of t he cousin's said, 

his eyes clouding with anger . "When you reckon you going to let us 

shoot back , Uncle Shad?" 

Pa sai d, coming in, "Aint going to be no hard shooting, sono 

We just keeping them away.," 

"That aint what you told them out there, Uncle Abner,l. 11 

"Hope they believed :qie. 1hat's to keep them off." 
.J.. 
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"They get the idea you're doing that , Pa, what's to 

pPevent them coming right in?" I said. 

"Not 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 iso" 

Not even Jeb Coombes knows, you remember that, I said to 

myself looking at Pa . He looked back at me as if he knew I was 

thinking a bout holding out on Jeb. 

"They aint never going to count heads, Abner, 11 Uncle Shad 

said softly. 

We sat out the dawning and then the kinfolk went to sleepfo 

I went out to t h e barn after Pa. He wa s feeding and watering t be 

animalso 

"You get s ome sleep , Abner ," he said , "you got to see 

Jeb Coombe s t onight." 

I stood right there and said , 11 :.i:here ' re things I ought to 

know." 

He was rubbing down a muleo He said mild~, "What things ?" 

"Things like how long you figure we're all going to be 

risking our necks, and why." 
held nothi ng I could 

He looked at me but his eyes/ • . read . 

"You getting tired of this foolishness , son?" 

"You ought to give me something, Pa. You ought to say 

what we ' re waiting for. I know you' r e waiting for s omething. You 

cant hope to keep them off forever . You oi1$t to t ell me what 

you're waiting for ." 

"Your Uncle Shad and the rest aint asking, Abner." 

Anger jumped in me. "They dont care, Pa, dont you see?" 

I shoute do "They dont care so long as they can shoot and chaw and 

spit! You think it matters to them tha t you moved over here and 
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rai sed your family and folks respect you? They're still in the 

one room log cabin sleeping with the hogs/If" 

He• looked plumb worn out with warring and worrying. 
worr ying warring. 

But if he couldnt end the••• he hadnt needed to go• • L And 
him 

even if his pride was to blame for prodding/into it, we had dusted 

them enough to retire with our tails up. 

"Folks respect a lot of people who dont respect t h em-
others 

selves at all, Abner," he s a id.~fffl'lf'.I "Shad and the/ respect 

themselves for they aint a sking anything out of this more than 

f olks leave me to rai s e my own hell with myself. I didnt aim to 

bring you into this, son. You came back." 

"And maybe I should pull out?" 

"Maybe." He went back to rubbing the animal. 

He had that quiet way of making you look inside. 

"Pa," I sai d, "Wha t makes you think those others dont 
they're 

believe in what/lB , doing?" 

"Sheep," he said , slapping t he word a t me. "They feed 

along as other folk herd them. They dont raise 

their heads to look where they - going." 

"Just like the mules you say bu.il t this country." 

He gave a sure enough l augh and patted the mule on the 

rump. "A lot to learn about mules, boy, if you figure tha t way. 

Nobody pushes a mule. He ' ll lay back his ears ." 

"But - but, Pa , just supposing they really believe?" 

"They' d crawl under the bul let s and dig out that 

corpse even if they had to use t heir fingers ." 

11 11,xcept maybe they dont think a nigger's worth all t hat 

trouble." 

Pa dropped the brush and turned to me. His eyes...., 
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turned 

fl a t with a quiet kind of fury. 

"His name i s Moodie," he sai d . '~])Night L. Moodie." 

I could have fal len down. 11 Pa, 11 I whispered, "how' d you 

lrn.ow?" 

He bent a look at the floor a n d ba ck to me. "Li s ten, boy, 

I'll promi s e you thi s . If by nightfall,2•Pfz11r•1 e+aia•«fl:J what I 

expect a i n t happene d, t hen I'll t ell you everything a n d we go on 

from t here o" 

"But why not t ell me now? What i s it? How'd you know 

about thi s - t hi s f el l ow out t here?" 

He sai d slowly, "lo t s of t imes , Abner, peopl e aint wha t 

t hey ought t o be t o ea ch other. Lot s of t imes in thi s v ery county,. hog 

s ickne ss hits a fellow an d our only conc er n i s h ow t o prevent 

h i s du s t blowing a cro s s our fences. Ain t ·blaming anybody a bout t hat. 

But n ow and a gain, s omebo dy ou ght to take the r isk and wal k 
hello. 

over an d say/ - Some t hing happens when we do i t. Dont right l y 

know i f I can pu t t he words to it, but a fellow stra i ght en s hi s 

shoul ders a litt l e mor e, keeps fi ght i ng t hat sickness a little 

harder . Aint goi ng to happen every day, but somebody ought to walk 

over now a nd a gai n especially when a f ell ow's in trouble. Tha t war 

them Russians might be f ixing to fight i n Cuba, we coul d be in s ome 

trouble . Dont r ightly figur e we' d l os e, bu t war is t rouble even if 

you win . I r eckon n ows the t ime t o t ake t hat special walk over , s on . 

Folks a int angel s, they cant go a ct ing l i ke angel s everytime, but 

even i f we only remember when we ' r e in trouble, t hat ' s s ome t hing , 

Abner . Tha t ' s s omethi ng." 

He ha.d t ha t way of going i nsi de you. He ha dnt sai d why he 

woul dn t tell me mor e ~bout Dwight L. Moodi e now. But ni ghtfa l l wa snt 

long to wait . 
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CHA TER FIFTEEN 

We got Lulu :Selle on the r adio ..., ::iout mi dmorning and it wa s 

a sight to s ee the uncles and the cousins as zhe did King Henry 

Followed With His Mourning On . She woul d be shooting skitters along 

your s pine wi t h a sinewy note wr a pped around the twang of a guitar 

an d t hen , of a sudoen , she ' d whiplash her voice enough to smoke out 

your eyeso Everytime this ha ppened , the llgk shaggy heads of our 

kin broke of f from no dding the timing and turned to each other , 

grinning out of powder bla ckene d faces . 

Uncle !)ha6 hit hi s f ist in hi s pa lm a n d sai d , " Gosh , 

aint never hea r d it sung s o before ." 

"Like she was washing down pe ches with corn likker , 11 

Uncl e Abe dnego said . 

"Wi sh we coul d take her back wi t h us o Folks woul d sure 

come to hear her sing, " Uncle Mesha ch sai d . 

11 Aint you got radios over at your end of t he county?" 

I a sk ed . 

Uncle ~had l ooked at me . "Couple of f olks have but we never 

di d bother with n one of them new n otions . Reckon if we ' d hea rd thi s 

girl befor e , we ' d l ikely store bought one l ong a go ." 

"Automobile coming , " one of the cousins a t the window said . 

Pa got u p quickly and went to the winQow. He said without 

turning a r ound , 11 Police . Trouble." 

Joe an d Shorty, I t h ought . I wanted to beat in their heads 

so much , I was shaking . Shouldnt hol d a grudge s o l ong , but nobody 

ha d ever pounded me before. 

"Uncle Shad and me will meet them . Rest of you , s t ay 

insi de," Pa said . 
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"I' m c oming out , - 11 I said . 

He n odded . Vasnt much use hi ding me when they knew I 

as h ere . e stepped down into t he yard and waited for t he 

police car . I looke d ba ck a t the h ou se and n othi n g s t irred but 

knowing what was insi de , I had a tingle a t the ba ck of my neck . 

They were uncanny , the quick , s of t way they moved an d the l i ghtning in 

their hands/wU'l mI t h e r ifles became when needed. 

'.fhe police car was boil ing i n. J oe ano Shorty must hav e 

b0en expensive to the county, the way they dr ove that car. They 

r ammed it to a halt feet fr om u s , l ea ped out ei ther s ide and wa lked 

towards u s , their hands on their guns . Pa vt&S f a c ing t hem squarely 

but just before the ca r st opped , I ha - notice d h ow Uncle Shad 

turned slightly s o tha t one 
The 

shoul er wa s nea r pointing at t hem . 

butt of his rifle- gun r ested on the ground n d hi s hand 

exten ded downwar d , graspe d the stock . By tthi s time , everything 

Pa ' s ki n di d was being noti ce d by me . 

Joe and Shorty sta lked towards us, toes pointing outward, 

strutting like roosters. Their eyes were all over the ya rd, sta bbing 

quickly a t the house and the ba rn. Shorty looked at me and grinned 

b QQdly o 

"ell, 

Tom, 11 he said. 

Joe, if it aint our frien d, the Peeping 

His eyes ·ere a l l crinkly a t the edges, amus ed a t me. 

He took a look at Uncle Shad, saw nothing but a queer looking old 
swung t o 

fel low and ••lllkiback~A me. 

"Well, well, you looking fit a gain. e di dnt mus s you 

much now, di d v. e?" 

Uncle had quirted tobacco juice and said, " '.l.'his the 

f el l ow what took t h e lick a t you in town, Abner?" 
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hi s fe et. 

"That's right. Both of them," I sai d. 

They both looked a t Uncle ~ha d, their eyes col d . 

"Aint your size at all," Uncle ;:;ihad said and spat at 

Joe sai d , "You taking i t on, old timer?" 

Uncle Shad jus t leaned on his rifle an d looked vaguely 

out. l\f1aybe Joe and Shorty thought they had faded him. Shorty was 

grinning rea l broa d a gain. 

"Wha t do you fel lows want?" Pa sa id. 

Joe pull ed a t t he peak of his ca p. They wer e still send­

ing those hard , puzzl ed looks around the pla ce. Joe rea ched in his 

hip pocket. 

"Got a warrant from tovvn to search your pl ace," he sai d. 

"Heard you had bad chara cters up here. fhat a f a ct?" 

"Werent you here last night with the other s? Di dnt you 

tuck an d run with them?" I blurted out. 

"The Peeping Tom's got his voice back, Joe," Shorty said. 

"We didnt work him over enough l a st time." 

Joe wa s sla pping the warrant in his hand. "Matter of 

f act, we EIMJS didnt make it. But we heard JOU ha d an army." 

Shorty pointed hi s chin at Uncle Sha d and said, "This 

the a rmy?" 

Uncle Shad jerked his head at Pa . "I'm Abner's kin. 

Come a-vieiting. 11 

Shorty was watching him with his mouth wide open. He 

grinned an d sai d a dmiringly, "Well , I never. A real mounta in man. 
since 

A regular hick. You know,/IIMIJll 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?" 
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Uncle Shad was sniffing like he smelle d a storm. "Abner, 11 

he said, "this poleca t country?" 

Joe and Shorty stiffenedo Pa said, "Aint never had a 
do your 

army. Where you want to} I searching?" 

The way how Pa sa i d it mus t have convinced them he had 

nothing to hide but they were puzzled all the same. 

11 a y we heard it, there was consi dera ble shooting here 

the last two times Mayor Robert s came out. 

like a gang of soldiers," Joe said. 

They say it s ouzj.ded 

"Vas anybody hurt?" Pa askedo 

"No, nobody we heard about except one f ell ow says he had 

a nick on hi s aar but even he wasnt sure it was a bullet." 

"Now, a int it funny that all this shooting going on an d 

nobo dy get shot?" 

11 Yeah," Shorty said. "'l'hat's wbat I was thinking. But so 

many folk ca nt be wrong:J 

Pa's eyes were level. "Could be me and Shad here, 

not seeing each other so long, were celebrating t h e :Fourth of July 

a mi te late," he said. 

"Or early," Uncle Shad said distantly. 

horty was chuckling, his f a t belly jiggling. 

"Now wouldnt that be fun. Sending a whole pa ck of folks 

scooting with s q_uibs. That what it was, mister?" 

Pa shrugged. He said, 11 Go ahead and search." 

Joe sa i d , nh'.la,ybe we will ." He looked curiously around. 

"What we' d like to know is, where di d you plant the nigger?" 

Pa said softly, "Get off my l and." 
Joe said t hrough his teeth, 11 You want me to slug you and 
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take you in?" 

"I told you it was polecat country, Abner," Uncle Shad 

said. "The stink' s coming through. 11 

Shorty snarled out something and clawed for the gun 

holstered on his hip. And in my born days, I havent seen anything 

like wha t Uncle Shad aid. Only his wrists seemed to move but the 

long, heavy rifle wa s swinging through the air and Shorty went 

down as if he ha d been axed. 

By that time, I was moving too. For as Uncle Shad 

began his wwing, Joe went for his gun. His eyes were on Uncle 

Shad an d he didnt see mef as I crouched and drove my right fist into 

his gut. He gasped and I came up an d sma shed a le f t a t his chin and 

repaated with the right. I was strong for my a ge an d hate was in meo 

._. 1Jown Joe went to the ground, floundering besi de Shorty. Shorty 

wa E out, but I show ed Joe my foot an d watched t he fea r come into his 

eyes before I stomped his face. I lifted my f' oot again and was flung 

ba ckwar ds to t h e ground. I w s quickly up, f a cing Pa . 

"Why' d you do that?" I yelled at him. "Dont you know 

what they did to me?" 
you aint goingl 

11 Because/l • Jlill[ to grow up to be like them," Pa 

said. 11You did enough. 11 

Beside us, Uncle Shad said softly, 11 You reach that hip 

gun, son, and I'm going to tear off an arm with a bullet." 

Joe ha d been trying to get at his gun but he looked 

up into Uncle Shad's rifle and his han fell away. I went over and 

took the gun out of its holster. I slapped him not too gently oo the 
side of his head with it. Pa didnt say anything. 

Shorty was coming out of his slee~. He was up on one 

elbow, _blinking around when I took away his gun and slapped him 

harder. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

Joe wa s in better shape so he took the wheel and drove 

Shorty~ to town. They went easy enough for Pa pumped the shells 

out of their guns and handed it to them empty. Pa told t hem to git 

and they went into the car, not a grin on Shorty. I did all the 

grinning and he killed me a couple of times with his eyes. They 

went ea sy enough, but Lord, they' d be back. We all knew they'd be 

back. Even Uncle Shad and the others s eemed to think they'd be back 

for they took those rifle-guns apart and cleaned and oiled them 

proper. One of the cousins went to the picku~ for another gunny sa ck 

of bullets. When I' d taken a look in there earlier, it was plain they 

hadnt thought travelling worth much more tha n toting extra ammunition. 
went about 

They/ft«IMIJid lighter than a coon with a hound dog on its t a il. 

Pa ana Uncle Sha d were over in a corner of the room talking. 

Afterwards Uncle Shad call ed the cous ins and lillll they went over to the 
faced 

tool shed. Pa told me to turn the pickup so it/ K the gate. 

"Reckon on making a run?" I aske d him. 

11 Come nightfall, we'll know." 

I turne d the pickup and went over to the tool shed. Nobody 

was ther e. I came outsi de, wondering wha t was up, and then I heard 

the~•~- I got it quickly. When I rea ched the grave, the 

cousins were alrea dy down past their knees. 

e got the coff in out, closed t he grave again and IC D • 
that light, a couple 

handled it over to the pickup. It was/••••••• of the 

cousins carried it with no trouble. Pa was by the truck waiting. He 

took off his hat an d s o di d Uncle Shad and t h e rest. The wood ha d 

mol d cl inging to it. Pa cleaned it up with a few sweeps of his hand . 

Dwight L. Moodie. I wondere d what he looked like. For the fir s t time 
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:Bit I :?..- eo 
making trouble over the corpse, 

since folk ha d started/ I won-~ .. .. - L .. - -

• - .. • , J. . • 

had 
dered what he / looked like. I could guess he ha d been t al l er t han 

Moodie's folk 
Pa, but not t all a s me. All / j £ • sort of look alike, so 

it was a task put t ing fea tures on him. He may have been an ordinary 

fe l low. He ha d been driving an or dinary car a lthough the throaty 

way the engine had sung, showed care. 

"He was caught alone in t he mi ddl e of hostiles," Pa said 

besi de me. "Fe ran but he didnt make it." 

"You believe he knew anything?" 

"Couldnt have seen Lookout Rock until he was on it. 
saw 

Maybe a whiff of a second before he died, his brain/ the 

wall. But tha t was all." 

Uncle Shad came up and looke d in at t h e coffin. He didnt 
again. 

take off his hat or anything/ He reached in and touched the wood. 

"Mighty fine box you fixe d up, Abner," he said and 

went away. 

"lViust have been scared stiff, t aking off like tha t." 

Pa shrugged. "Scared? Cant tell. Man doesnt have to be 

scared to run. Man has somet hing big enough to li~e for, sometimes 

he might run," Pa sa id. 

"We wont ever know." 

11 Ain t got to know, " Pa sa id sharply. "Just think it. " 

We s ent the cousins for hay a nd s trew over the coff in. 

We di dnt figure on a disguise or any of tha t stuff. It was just 

tha t things didnt look so raw ith t he hay over it. Uncle ~ha d 

whistle d an d t he cous ins trotted off. He was over by the fence 

along t he gate. They t a lked awhile an d then walked a little way 

either side of the ga te. 

"Let's quit and ea t now, Abner," Uncle Shad sa id as 

he came back. Only one of the cousins was with him. I looked 
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around for the other two but they had vanished. 

After they ha d eaten, Uncle Meshach got up and nodded to the 

other cousin. They went out and presently the other t wo came in. They 

ate also and went over to sit by the zadio, looking at me. I sighed, 

got up and switched on the darn thing. If I lived long enough I'd 

buy them a r adio, I promised silently. 

When the whistle came, everybo o.y got up and looked at ea ch 

othero Uncle Srad grunte d an d we all went outside. It wa s a dark 

afternoon, the sun was behind heavy clouds. ~he woods beyond our 

fence wa s dark in oak and sycamore, softly slashed in sections with 

a bol d river birch. Near t he ground, goldenr oj and the purple iron­

weed splashed among t he roots. The road t9 town ran through the wood 

an d we coul d s ee 
a distance along it. It was empty, but things had 

got so, I was trusting t h e uncles more than my own eyes. I believed 

there were enemies in the wood. 

Pa sai d, 11lou go ba ck inside, Abner." 

I shook my head and showed him the shotgun in my hand. "Not 

this t ime, Pa . This time there wont be any picnic shoot-the-pig." 

He looked down and said, "Want me to cal l i t off, dont you?" 

"Not if you got s trong rea sons." 

"I got strong reasons." 

11 Then ~•m just like Uncle Shad and the other kinfolk. I a int 

asking questions." 

"We pull out at nightfall, whatever." 

I smile d and hook my head. "Pull out? How? Think those out 

ther e going to allow us to pull out?" 

"We• 11 just start the truck going and keep our heads down. 11 

11 If v e 're still alive by nightfall." 

"We will be. You watch your Uncle Shad an d the rest," Pa 

said, nearly grinning tha t time. 
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There was no harm watching t hem. Come next feud, I'd know 

wha t to do. I could hold night mla sses at State on how to fi ght 

feuds t h e Hammond way. Could help t he fees. I twisted my head and 

practised a spito 

But I watched them and when they went to earth, I found 

cover too, watching t he wood. Nothing moved in the dark tangle. 
marking 

It was uncanny. You knew folks wer e out t herelllmli ~ you, enemy 
bring down the foresight in 

folk maybe trying a t this moment to/%~ 

line with some portion of your vulnera ble body, yet nobo dy showed. 

I twitche d nervously an d looked ba ck to see if my legs were showing 

around the knob of earth I was lying behind. Uncle Abedne go a nd two 
were 

- of t he c ousins/a:A to the right; on my a few 

yard forwa rd of me, Uncle Shad an d anot her of t he cousins. Somewhere 

I f back of my position, Uncle l' eshach an d Pa were forted. 

Nothing happene d for awhile. Uncle Shad 's gre.Y.l&WWW hea d 
Sometimes for minutes 

was switching from s i de to side.JI.IIMmlB&JMh Jan ■ he woul d l a y 

perfectly still then he woul d j er k in another dir ection as something 

el se caught his eye. 
on 

Once h e t urned over/ hi s ba ck an d s poke to Uncle Abedne-

go. They coul d have been si t ting on the f ront porch swopping gos sipo 

"I count ed t o f orty," Uncle Shad sa i d . 

11 lv1aybe more . I s toppe d a fter t hirty or so o" 

"Near l y poke d one awhile ago." 

11 Me t oo. Got ha ir the color of red." 

"Same one . Re s tless as a bird ," sa i Uncle Shad , rolling over 

on hi s belly again. 

My eyes were bugging but i t di dn t do any good . I coul dnt 

s ee anything but trees. 

More time pas sed an d Uncle Sha call ea s of t l y, "Abner, you 

se t on wai t ing?" 
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111 ill be aark in a couple of h ours , 11 Pa sa i d behind me. 
"Then we 
: 4, 1 , • • , • • , ,i take the truck and go." 

Uncle Shad grunted. He said, "Reckon you ought to know though. 

If they come out l l■t• of t he wood we 'll hav e t o cirop a couple to 

chas e them ba ck in. Figure if we na iled them down now, they'll stay 

in there until dark. Tha t way, nobo dy get s k i l led." 

"Pa dont want a nybo y _killed ," I sai Q nervously. 

11 Aint killing anybo d.y," Uncle ~had said. "We wing a couple, 

the others will know we mean bus ine ss.• Bes t do it now. 11 

And Pa shocked me by saying ca lm]]y, "Shoot, Shad." · 

Uncle Sha - had been lying full out but now his boy s eemed to 

lengthen a long t he ground. The rifle slid for a rd s.na h i s long, 

t a pering fingers clos ed around the meta l pla tes a t t he trigger. His 
i n the grass, 

cheek snug led to the s tock, elbows rubbing out places/e--..,:gn □41 

the grey head motionless. I sneake d a look sideways a t Uncle Abedne­

go, at the iron profile buried against the weapon, mouth opened and 

his lips working over his teeth. Behind me, letha l as a rattler, his 

ha n ds enclosing t he death in his gun, Uncle 1eshach was 

doing t he same. On their bellies and chewing blades of gra ss, my 

cousins didnt do anything but watch the wood . 

Uncle Shad squeezed off first an d the others fire d ins t antly. 

I guessed t hey all scored, from the b~wls of pa in s ome f olks loosened 

over there, but I di dnt bother t o look. I was too busy trying to 

burrow int o the earth. he lead came whining a n a humming but there 

anybo dy 
wa snt/liil g Jr•« over on t he other side eapa: who coul d shoot like t he 

uncles. They belted u s lik e a ha ilstorm. Yet they kept insi de the 

woo d for no sooner t han one mor e foolish t han the rest sts■uiltl shoved 

out of the trees, one of the uncl es would na il him. I ~ But I was 

jumping everytime the uncl es fired. tighting wa s otj.e thing;B:I kil-
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ling was another o 0ome body would swing an d h e woul dnt be from t he 

other si de. IY.fayor Roberts was sure to sooner or lat er hav e t h e 

l aw si t ting on his si de. 

"Dont worry, s on," Uncl e Abedne go sa id besi de me. "This --- int 

a blood fi ghto e a int a iming to kill anybo dy. Thi s i s jus t a 

di sagreement between f olks." 

Di sagre ement , h e ca l led i t . He must hav e s een my n er vou s 

ness f or h e had rol le d over besi de meo He was lying on hi s si de, 

loadi ng hi s gun. 

"Uncle Abedne go," I sai d , 11 You knov: what this i s - a bout?" 

"Sure ," he sai d , busy a t t h e maga zine . "Your pa an s ome 

folk ha d a f all ing out. They too many for him so he' s got to show 

t hem he 's got kin." 

"ha - what a bout t h e ni gger?" 

"Sure. Him too. 11 

"Hi m too, what? Doesnt it bother you 

shot a t over a nigger?" 

He s tare d surpri s ed. "Son, he ' s dea d." 

getting 

11 But t hat's wha t the f ight is a bout! Its becau s e of him!" 

"Hell , no, •ta int t hat," Uncle Abedne go said . "It s becau s e 

over there 
of t h em/- and maybe us, tooo" 

He rolle d like a log going dovnhill ba ck to hi s pos i t ion an d 

instantly hi s gun was ha mering agail;l. 

A new high sound between a whine and a whis t le rose a bove 

t he noise of firing o Pr esently a v oice ha iled us. I r ecognized 

Coleman Roberts• voic e a n I figured he ~as U3ing the ha iler on 

t he patrol car. 

"Abner! Abner Hammond! Can you he ar me?" 

~erybo dy s t opped firing . 
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"The Mayor's going to t a lk to you," sa i d the voice from the 

hailer. It sounded like Joe. ished I'd done more to him. 

The hailer splutt ered and coughed and the new v oice spoke. 

"Hammogd 1" 

Our name has that pistol sound and in Coleman Roberts• mouth 

it exploded over the meadow. 

"Hammond, you'd better sur rende:t. I go·~ hundreds of men out 

her e . 11 

"Crook," Uncle Abedne go grinned into the ground, "he aint 

got more' n fifty." 
one 

Uncle Abe dnego' s cheek wa s press e d on the ground,/ eye 

roving the sky and over me and along his rifle as he listened. 
are here 

"Joe and Shorty I've 
a 

goi;I .. warrant.--. You shoot now and you're fighting the United 

Stateso" 

That was too big to hit us with. He had no cause to do that. 

Pa and me had no reason to fight the United States. My pa approved 

the Unite d utates more than any folk I knew, except maybe tbe way 

Sep Logan 2,pproves the armed forces. 

"Shboting him aint shooting the United Sta tes, son," Uncle 

Abednego said. "He's t a lking a mounta in to hide that he aint got 

a anthill." 

The whining we had heard ha d set t led into a steady clatter 

which I - found out to be a tractor. It broke out of the trees, 

high and yellow, rocked forward an d 7 • II W halted. When it bobbed 

forward again, we could glimpse enough heads begind it to know wha t 
at i n 

they were up to. I'd seen it o~ten enough ~-the movies/I Malagoosha 
City, • 

■; only in those, the soldiers went in behind a tank. 

Uncle 8eshach sai d softly behind me, "Shad, that driver, he's 
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biggertm ti Ed a moose in a cabbage pa tch. 11 

Uncle Meshach wa s on slightly rising ground an d he could 
at 

see the driver m crouchea/WR!lilJCthe levers. 

"You t ake off some fur, Meshach," Uncle Shad sa id. 

I waited, my eyes glued on the tractor but thinking of 

Uncle Meshach behind me, a glittering eye raking along the barrel 

a s he put t h e be ad on the tra ctor driver. His gun went off , whap 

and the driver yelpe d , spun ba ckwar d out of his seat a s the 

tractor slewed and halted. Exposed, a s t h e tra ctor slewed, were 

a dozen Malagoosha men including Sep. The uncles and cousins 

opened fire and B• W scampered 
/\them back into the wood. 

They wer e howling and swearing• sttt ■ loudly in the wood 

but they kept well ba ck from the edge and all you saw was the dark 
of 

green ~all of trees. Then there was a lot of low t a lk and a cry/• pain. 

"Hammond1" Mayor Roberts voice flung a t us again. "Listen. 
wa,lking 

Some i nnocent boys are/ t!IMeAa out of here. You shoot them and it 

will just be plain mur der. You hear me?" 

I looked back a t Pa . He was puzzled. Then his eyes 
:i,nd 

widenee in shock:J'.I turned ba ck to the woo~ I got it wor s e than Pa. 

For shambling out of t he sa fety of the trees, were Sep Logan's 

seven s ons. They came out yelping a nd looking ba ck over 

their shoul ders, walking with their bodies bent over, holding 

han ds in a tortured chain a s Sep's voice drove them from the 

rear. I guess all of us wer e jus t too open mouthed to do much else 

than sta re. On 8 they came in the broken walk, knees 

up an d ltumbling sideways in terror but not daring to halt for 

Sep at t hem to gi t 
was right& t behind t hem, barking/ 

over 
to the empty tra ctor. Sep worked them right up to 

the tract or and t hen he climbed a boa rd while t h e boys, still 
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bawling scared but mad too, 
§901@1 wr ttc• PR BEi g ; dragged themselves to the front and 

fence 
forme d a - between us and the tractor. Sep got the motor started 

turned in f ront howling at their pa to lay off. 

anal·••• for us, the boys/ w g • fS J i n.-..~zJ• +r Out shot men 

a ga in from the wood and 
way us. Sep' s 
H lttowards UM tl I 

making 
heuj: forted up behind t he tractor/ 
boys were carrying on real bad. 

J 

PSMp: "Abner," Uncle Shad called, "who's the fellow 

driving?" 

11 Sep Logan," Pa said in disgust."Those boys are his sons." 

Uncle Shad chewed some more and sai d, "Reckon I'm going to 

kill him, Abner." 1 I I . j 

11 N o," Pa said flatly. 11N o killing", Shad." 

Uncle Shad chewed some more. He knew Pa. And Pa had got 

behind him. You can be sure he was sorry Pa had got behind him . 

"Meshach," Uncle Shad said. 

"Hell, he's got a - gun on me too," Uncle Meshach said. 

I looked around and sure Pa had slipped backward and ha d 

Uncle Meshach also before him. Uncle Abednego chuckled. 

"Abner, you aint forgotten a thing," Uncle Abednego said. 
small ," 

"Should have dusted him some more when he was,ht!S;: Uncle 

Shad said. ,,. 

All six of them began rippling their shots, laying down a 

lines IIB at which Sep's sons halted when the dirt began kick-

its 

ing into their faces. Sep gunned the trac tor, roaring it behind them. 

tllll He crept up and nosed t hem with it an a couple 

a lmost fell into the bullets. We were all looking for Sep but 

couldnt see him he was crouche d so low on the floorplates. an ' : :~= I 11 sa•••••b * 
I ifiiWn 1181 I ailtlaP hit!!dP-iM!tzl 11m1 lliw; In JtZ-«fllllXIJlitlXD 

~891••••• @ 11 • l O I lurlewt Di 1i ik41a: ai-:ilis-e .. AMMII 

We didnt want to shoot through the me chinery; a wild bullet could 

render him lif eless although Sep had it coming to him. 
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Uncle Abednego ha d stopped firing an d when I 

5'looked to see wha t ha d happened, darned if Uncle Abednego wasnt 

bouncing 
wutiluu~k- around like he had the St Vitus &3.nce. I most 

shoute d at him until I saw he was real collected, just . juggling 

his sights around for a mark on Sep Logan. 

"Abner, 11 Uncle Abednego said, 11 reckon if I took a n arm 

off that ep Logan you woul dnt have any cause to shoot me?" 
"Mark 

him, is all," Pa warned. 

Uncle Abednego showed his teeth and snapped the trigger. 

Sure, he got Sep Logan.It. Got him in the shoulder a n d Sep tumbled~ 

of f tha t tra ctor a n highta iled it back into the wood only a shake 

ahea d of his sons and the others who ha d been valking behind it. 

There was silence in the woo d and we -all stretched out 

and let go s ome of the tension. Although maybe, t hat wa s only in 

me for I never saw any signs of tension in the uncl es or the 

c ousins. They just l ay loose on t h e ground, the uncles chewing 

slower a n d the cousins tickling their noses wi th blades of grass. 

"Hammond," Coleman 11oberts slammed from the hailer, iK78firX 

"I've wired for state police and phoned t he governor for the 

national guard. This place will be swarming by nightfall." 

The national guard. We didnt have a chance. And bringing 

in the s t a te polic e would mean road blocks. The hailer squawked 

Uncle Matt's 
ana/ voice came from it. 

"Abner, you bullheaded fool, a int this gone far enough?" 

Guessed they wer e all out t here. All of Pa 's friends, 

turned against him because he quit the herd -:Hor s ome time, one 

of the cousins had been peering about, mostly overhead , trying to 

locate where the booming talk was coming from. He s eemed to have 

spot ted it for he birddogged a little to the left of where Sep 
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ha d entered the trees. Stealthily he put his rifle into firing posi­

tion. Slyly he worked t he rifle onto D the target and with a look 
l\liayor Roberts 

of deep cunning on his f a ce, he pulled the trigger./1•:xM.D¥1E wa s 

cut off in mid s quawk a s a bullet crashed into in t h e hailer. 

Ve were all l aughing a nd sla pping the earth to which renewed 

gunfire soon pinned us. But t h e cous in who had shot l aughed doubled, 

his knees at his chin, crazed with it and it cause d him to jump 

up stra ight into a bullet. It caught him with a sla p, spun him and 

downed him. Uncle Shad was over there f a st er than a greased rattler. 

He turned him over a n d ripped awa y the fIMJ: shirt, looked at the 

wound an d spat toba cco juice into it. 

"He bad?" :rooo·i: Pa called. 

"Naw, ripped the skin some an d went by," Uncle Sha d sa id. 

I turne d my hea d an d spoke to Uncle Abedne go. 

11 We wont have a chanc e when the guard comes," I sa i d . 

11 _int wors e than revenue runners," Uncle Abednego sa i d . 

"Aint orse than pneumonia or snakebite. A man's always got a chance." 

"How we going to cut out of here with the rationa l gua r d and 

state police out there?" 

Uncl e Abedne go had a way of z~ talking in short, 

r a pi d s entences, his head t witching in a new dir ection with ea ch 

entence but hi s eyes n ever off my f a ce. 

"Who's t h e gua rd? Who's the sta te police? Just folks." 

"e cant even t a ke off a n d leave t he pickup. e could get 

away on foot but Pa a int leaving t he coffin." 

"Son, he leave that coff in an d h e leaves himself. Wouldnt 

be a man no more. We aint a iming to leave the coffin." 

"Uncle Abe dnego, you t hink anybo dy' s going t ? care next week 

aft er we're all sho t to pieces? fa ke the niggers now. You think any 
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nigger in t he whole world will ca re that e got shot up over one 

of hi s dea d people? Leas tways they'll laugh lik e h ell." 

11 Aint t h e people eb * who dont ca re that ma t ters. I t s the 

peopl e who care. Aint t h e pepole who dont ca re wha t changes t hings. 

Its t h e f olk who ca re." 

"Who wants to change a nyway?" I sai d . "Pe ople ·· ont want to 

change, t hey only want t o live." 

Uncle Abedne go re sted his pa lms on the rifle ba r rel an d his 

cheek on t he ba ck of his hands. He was a s comforta ble on the ground 

as somebo dy -- lying in a soft bed. The firing ha d lul led an d 

likely if he ha dnt been t a lking to me, I got the idea that 111111ft he 

could have gone to sleep right there and woke the instant s omething 

moved. He jerked his head ~ t me as i f the thought ha d just settled. 

"There a int no cha n ge. hat we call change is just righting. 

Say we set out to ma ke a traceoFrom here to the other side of the 

county. But we got to climb mounta ins, ford rivers, go t hrough 

r avines. Cut into woods. Only time we m see wh ere we headed i s 

at certa in pla ces. e get to thos e certa in pla ces, then we stra ighten 

t he tra ce which ha d got a l l t wisted when we couldn t see. We jus t 

right ing the trace. Folks call it change." 

1e were quiet for awhile. I sai d , "Uncle Abe dnego, Ilia. you 

rea l l y t hink we can get pass t he nati ona l gua r d an d t he s t a t e police?" 

"Maybe not," he sai d . "They- got the s e f a st shooter s ." 

"Why dont you t alk Pa into leaving t h e coffin? We can get 

away on f oot. 'L the back l a n ds ." 

He di ont anwwer. He di dnt ha ve to. He looked it. I f elt 

lower t han a gopher. 

'l'he pl anae came over a few minutes afterwards . It wa s a 
I t had --. military • 

smal l plane.w111:udu11iorn■au1ai1rw11c1Mm11s@§EFP■4 markings. It flew low e,nd 

we coul d s ee t h e pilot looking down a t us. A bi g cheer went up f rom 
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the men i n the woo d. They fired a t u s . Gue s s they elt good. 

I looke d ba ck at a. He wa ca lm fac ed, talking to Uncle 

Meshach and watching t he plane out of' sight. It flew in again and 

just floated lazily around like a hawk looking over a chicken run. 

Uncle Meshach . 
rolled to his back an d pointed his rifle. Pa spoke 

sharp to him and he looke d di sguste d and rolled to hi s belly. Soon 

after the s irens were wailing. 

The ~hite top sta te police cars rocke d into sight f a r 

down t he roa d an d a man came out of t he woo and waved them to a 

halt. I counte d four of them. They just sa t on the roa d, clean and 
having brought 

neat, A @,._U..-/:U,,1ti1llg doom on us. Uncle Shad looked up a t 

the piece of daylight left an d he didnt like the size of it. The 

officers lllaill trotted into the wood after the ma n who halted them. Now 

the stat e policemen would be on their way throu gh t he wo od to us , 

b g ■ working t hrough the blueberry and the honeysuckle, walking 
machine guns and the sawed offs 

soft over the pine needles carrying the/11 I ci*■o+e■■eew -
hailer 

for us. A squawk a n d splutter back in t he trees signified another/ 

had been brought. The t wo unwounded cousins looked excited , peering 

eagerly a bout to loca t e it. Figured they wanted to even the score . 

"Hamm on d ! 11 

A new voice of stronger authority than Coleman Roberts¥' 

rushed down. 

11 Hammond, this is the state police t a lking to you. We're 

giving you five minutes to drop your guns and stand up with your 

ha nds in the air." 

There was a dreamy expression on Uncle Abednego's fac e 

as he lay on the ground listening to_ ~he words. The cousins were 

edgy, hunting the ource of the voice. The light wind blowing down 

with evening, wa s shaking Uncle Shad's mop of white hair. They 

were all bare headed, having crumpled. the battered old 
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felt bats down the front of their shirt s . Five minutes didnt amount 

to much when a f' ellov wa s near dying. The sun wa s out but not 

warming anymore c s the day ended. The night would ~ chilly o But 

none of us would be alive to know it. :F'or I knew, knew hard as a 

stone for certain, tha t none of Pa's kin would surrender. The 

picture wouldnt a ppear, look as I could, of them tall and tattered, 

ha ir stiff ening in the breeze, holding up empty hands in token. 

Maybe if Pa said so, but thinking of him back there, I groaned. Not 
stubbornest 

Pa who wa s the/%Xl:Hp]iJi man I knew. What had gone wrong was that Pa 

wa s hack there lyi:g.g in tha coffin. He ha d taken out Dwight L. Moodie 
• God Almighty, 

and crawled in himself./ I thought, .Pa.,'s playing Jesus Christo 

Pa's t a king away the sins of the world. 

Uncle Shad gave his peculiar whi s tle and all the kin started 

crawling, changing their positions. Pa slid down to me. He drew 

alongsi de, our f a ces close. He had the diown drawn lines of weari-
, _., 

ness on his cheeks an d his eyes were troubledo But I soon found out 

he wa s troubled not for himself, but about me. 

"Got a chore for you, Abner, 11 he sa id. 

I didnt do anything except watch himo 

"Want you to go to town. You go through the marsh." 

North of our farm wa s a marsh where in summer we u s ed to 

hunt muskra t s . The skins were a good money crop while we saved for 

collegeo Pa and me knew it like the ba ck o~ our hands. 

11 Got to have more :f) news before we light out. You go t alk to 

Jeb Coombes," hes id. 

I rubbed my knuckles on my forehead and shook my hea d. I 

spoke s oft~y to him. 11 Pa, I know. I know. Know how you feel. But 

Moodie's dead. You hear me? Dead. Will i Mae's alive. You ought to 

be looking out for her yourself than committing suicide over a 

niggerl" 
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But I tell you, he's lllUIMfJ,l: hickory. Sure, the pain ~x of 

hearing Willi lVJae's name, struck at himo She was the woundX that hadnt 

healed. His eyes darkene d and lightened in~tant~y. 

"You climb out of here and keep running," he said. "Any-

thing goes wrong, see Jeb Coombes. He knws everything a bout the farm." 

"There aint anything going wrong," I said, staring at him 0 

"Those fel l ows out t here, they aint like the fir s t lot, not 

like Joe an d Shorty. They aim to come in and get us." 

"Why dont you tell Uncle Shad and t he others to pack up?" 

I sa id. "Tell XK.m. them its a l l over. You aid wha t you could. 11 

He said, "Wouldnt be true. Aint yet done all I can.X You 

go now, son. Got to t a lk to tha t fellow before the five minutes are 

Upe II 

"You sai d we wouldnt be in any trouble before nightfall. I'll 

wait for nightfall ." 

The ha iler made more noises and the 'JfWPI voice called a gain, 
we're 

"Hammond, I ~ f ' , 1 I • , I I ~ , t • , : • '
1 coming in for you. 11 

Pa stood traight up, a cmlm figure, not too t a l l , not short, 
patched 

just an every ay man in washed and/:,tiil)(ri denims. A foolish aging 

man to most of us there, in a way, to me too for I didnt understand 
drouth 

it all . He had been worked over by storm and/ 1 g' I and hardship. A 

bone in hi s shoulder was higher than the other. The floppy old hat 

was snugged down on his head, covering the back of his neck as he 

ha d always worn it in all s~asons. 

"Tuiister, 11 he called, "want to have a word with you." 

He faced to a silence in the wood. Uncle Shad away over on 

my right was cursing softly. Ve didnt know how many guns ~cross the 

way were sneaking up on Pa. Maybe the state trooper on the hailer 

was struck dumb as me. We just hadnt expected it. The voice from 
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the hailer was quieter. 

"You Hammond?" it asked. 

"That's him alright! That's the nigger-lover!" yelled a 

man from the wood. 

"Shut up! 11 the trooper barked. "Nobody ~ asked you! 11 

"Let's drill him!" 

A gun went off and Pa fell. He fell a t the kne es a~ if he 

was praying and then topple d over on his side. Hell broke loose 

in the yard as all our kin began firing. I wasnt aware how I 

reached him. He was lying on his back, his face twisted with pain 0 

I ripped ll'dX his shirt open an ct sa w the wound high on his chest. 

Hi s eyes were opened , shiny with the pa in. 

"Pa!" I was crying with the tears running into my mouth, 

crying with his head in my l ap , crying r agge d. 

He sa i d , "Te - tell - t ell them to stop shooting." 

I shook my head violently. "No! Let Uncle ::ihad kill them 

a 111 Let him kill all the sons of bitchest 11 

Uncle leshach was betide me. He wa s swearing and breathing 

heavy with his run. He tore away Pa ' s shirt and stripped it down 

and between us we got the bandage around his back tight on his chest. 

Not until this was finished did we become aware of the silence. 

The firing had stopped.amt There was a sound of a heavy motor 

grinding into second to slON it down. I twiste d a look over my 

shoulder and saw them. There were two big milita£y transports 

rolling along the road between us and the wo od. The brakes finally 

held and a whole parcel of soldiers jumped from the rear of t he 

vehicles and stamped on the road. 

Sure JIZII I thought bitterly, W1ayor oberts got his army. ,_ 
From my l a p, Pa said, "What's that? Who's out t here?" 
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11 So1.dierso Coleman oberts got his na tiona l guard, 11 I said. 

And darn if Pa wa snt trying to grin. Not only trying, he 

ma de it. Uncle Meshach .... who had been watching him closely sa id, 

"He aint going to die. Fellow is 0 oing to die, he wouldnt be grin-

ningo" 
devil will 

"Would be too darn sca red a t what tbe/il~ do 

to him," Uncle Abednego sa id behind me. 

"Reckon you're wrong, son," Pa sa i d . "Governor wouldnt be 

sending out no na tional guard for a little war as this one." 

"They're soldiers alright, Pa," I sa i gently. "Lots of 

them." 

Pa tried to sit up and the pa in knocke d him back. 

"Aint going to die unless you kill yourself," Uncle Abednego 

warne d him. 

Pa sa i d , "You call them over here, Abnero" 

But there wasnt any need for me to, because they were 

already coming. T 1ey were coming like t hey didnt fear Uncle Shad 

and hi s kjn a t all. I Like they didnt fea r what a nybody on Go d 's 

green earth could do to t hem. There were the uncles and the cousins 

on their feet now, the rifles cradled but you only ha d to look a t 
for shooting 

them to know they could be swung up/before you could much as blink. 

But they came on ramro ding behind the king r amrod of them all, 

a young fellow with a pistol stra pped a t hi s hip, wa lking across 
it 

a plowed piece like:1!11/wa s level land. I looke d goo d a ga in, and 

then it wallope d me. 

"God lmighty," I croake d a t Pa, 11 !Joleman .1.~oberts brought 

out the Marines!" 

It wa s them a lright; I had s een them on manouevres going 

through Mal a goosha Kii6I: City and rea enough about t bem to know the 

t a ll pri de iD'Dd they carried. 
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heir boot s were hit t ing t he ca dence, a dull thump BA. 

IZ'l felt in t he earth under my hip. Behind them streame d the state 

troopers and t e ether f ellows, trotting and stumbling to keep 

up . I forgot to look for Sep an a Joe an d Shorty and a l l the ol d 

en emies, in watching t h e godlike y oung marines char ge th t slope up 

fiilli■■--• to us, like t hey owned ]ll.ala goosha and the re s t of t h e 

world, like they carried al l t h e pride t here was in t he world 

in their whi t e glove d hands, coming a s a rush of water, a n d at 

the end becoming a crunch of boots t hat halted before us. The kin 

closed in about Pa and me on t he ground. All t he 

Tu a galoosha f ellows were straining to se e t hem, t h e magic shooters 

who had made them eat crow. Uncle had a nd t h e rest must have 

looked wild to them, t a ll, t a ttered men with white, wind to s sed 

ha ir, spi t tle sta ined beard carrying leaves and gravel and whatever 

stuff picked up as they lay on the ground . 

The officer had a slim, tanned face, y oung but 8IIIDX 

' 

as sure d under the helmet. He gestured a han d and Uncle • 1eshach 

shifted so he coul d see us on the ground . 

"Which of you is Mr Ha mm ond?" he sa id. 

Uncle esha ch no dded at us. Our eyes met a n d I directed 

his gaze to Pa. " ha t happened?" he asked. 

11 1 tol d you, they shot us up over a damn nigger!" snapped 

Mayor Roberts somewhere in t he rear. 

'.l.'he off icer said without turning around, "Sergea nt Batta, 

clear the area, please." 

A wiry marine sergeant who moved with s omething of spring 

blades in his legs, gave orders. And hol ding t h eir 

guns high on their chests, the men just s eeme d to f low around us 
then 

until a circle was completed,/m pressed outward, and e had plenty 

of free room o 
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"h r Hammond , I'm Captain Roman." H~ v:as signalling with 

hi s hand a s he t a lked. Another y oung fellow ca me over a nd dropped 

down by us. He had a kit with him and he di d things 

Pa's wound, taking off the ba nda ge we ha d put on, sprinkling 

a s ort of powder and other s tuff on it and put t ing on a clean 

ban dage. 

"How's he?" Ca pta in Roman asked t h e y oung fel low. 

11 :Bu.l let went in hi gh, sir. idnt do much ·a ma ge except 

tore a few mu s cles. He' l l be a lrigh t when we t ake it out." 

Roma n no dded a n d turne d a ga in to Pa. " Got your wire, Mr 

Hammond, but it took us a little while to get organised. Ha d to 
situation in Guba coole d suff iciently. 

wait until thE/ If 

we' d known what was happening we ' d have gotten here ea rlier. 

Think you c a n tel l me now?" 
Pa told 

Pa t a lked./~ h im how after he' d g one ba ck to the 

wr eckage a t Lookout Rock t ha t morning , he'd foun d the metal isc 

a round t h e neck of the corps e an haa ma de out tha t it ha d been 

Dwight L. 1 oo die, a n d ha d wired t h e unit. 

Capta in Roma n looke d ov er a t the pickup. Hi s ang er wa s 

wor s e beca u se he had it held un der. 

11 Tay or! 11 h e y elled. 

Colema n oberts s tepp e d forwa r d . He wao fol l owed by Sep 

Logan with hi s a rm in a s ling. Se p came a n d s t oo d over Pa . 

"I wasnt wi t h shooting you down, .Abner, 11 he sa i d . 

Roma n sai d , "Who's t his man?" 

11 a i d h e wa s a f riend of t h e f a mily, sir. He followe d t h e 

mayor over," a marine gu a rd s a id. 

Pa sai d , "Lea ve h im, Capt·- in Roman. e're old friends." 

The ca pta in looked puz zle dly a t Sep' s a rm but he di dnt sa y 

a nything about it. He t a l ed to Coleman Roberts. 
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"Is ther e a l a Vi illizxhm:zamJD[lQC which says Negroes arent per­

mit t ed to le buried in the county?" 

iayor Roberts idnt like the tone. He figure d t h e signs 

wer e tha t t he marines ha d for s ome rea son left him for our side. 

But he wa s a man who ba d won the vote an d he had learnt his pride. 

11 I dent have to answer you tha t, young f el low," he sa id. 

"I'm t he law around t h es e parts." 

"A fine l a w you'v e got," the capta in sa id angrily. "Bring-

ing a mob down on Hammond." 

11 1.rhe governor will hear about this," VJayor Roberts said. 

"l i s ter, thi s i s t b.e u.s. Iv.1a,rine Corps," Roman said sof tly. 

Sep Logan was shaking his h ead har e a t Colema n Robert s . 

"Coleman, this i s t h e U. S. a rme d forces, 11 Sep Loga n sa id 

with a burst of awe in hi s voice. 
II 

"I dont ca re who in hell they a re,I sna pped Colema n Roberts. 

"Nobo dy' s coming into my terri t ory an d push me a round." 

Pa was trying to sa y something. I tugged at t h e ca ptain. 

Pa sai d, "Tell them everything." 

"Dont want to h ear anything. Just have him t a ke your nigger 

and the rest of' you an d get out of Mal agoosha," Colema n Robert s said. 

111 ister, you need a less on," • oman sa i d . "I dont know if 

I'm t he one to give it to you but you need it, badly." 

He had hi s hea d down an d pr es ently he turne d agai n to Pa. 

11 J\f1r Hamm ond , you object to - having t he Li.eutenant buried on your 

property?" 

I gues .· we all got it exc ept Col eman. Pa 's Nigra had come 

a f ar way f rom no t hing to someone ½ith a name to even having a 

.._. pla ce with the proud marines. 1 e al l got it, except Coleman 

Rooert s . 

"Pl ant t ha t nigger here? You cra zy, young f ellow? What do 
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you think this shooting's been all about? " 
at IY'"lB.yor Robrt s 

ep Log:1,n wa s looking;{-itm·t-.......,, 'ltttN! as if he spoke a foreign 

l angua ge . 

" igger !" Sep excla imed . "You a int hea rd the man, Coleman! 

This here dea d man was a lieutenant in the marines!" 

"Aint he a nigger?" deman de d Colem n Roberts. "Aint he the 

nigger we agreed should be tossed into a s inkhole?" 

Sep sho oBr his head . "Naw , Coleman. He a int a nigger any 

longer ." 

I knew Sep Logan was a little cra zj about t he a rmy since 

the time he and Uncle Mat t had gone outmide and joined up in the big 

war, but I hadnt f igure d he wa s that cra zy. 

Mayor Roberts sa id something under his brea th a n d looked 

around a t t he me n s t a nding out s i de the circle of marines. The 

state troopers vere smoking and saying nothing. Joe and Shorty 

were looking a li t tle dazed . Mayor Roberts waved at Joe. 

"Joe," he ca lled, "you come over here and t ake in Abnero 

Mi ster, 11 he turne d to Captain Roman, "I demand you give us pro­

tection a ga inst these - these - " he gestured a t Uncle Shad and the 

r est of our kinfolko 

Uncle Shad f ingered his rifle and looke d at Colema n as if 

he wa s f iguring on wher e t o dump the body when he was through with 

him. 

Of course, ne ither Joe nor Shorty r,q_de a move . Capta in 

Roman turned a cold eye on Coleman. He said quietly, "I'm no 

lawyer, M.ayor, but I'm pretty sure no judge or jury in this country 

woul d convict a ma n f or protecting government property." 

He sta lked off an6 the crowd opened to let him through. He 

went over to the pickup and looked inside. Then he snapped a salute 
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and turned back to us. If he wasnt such a tough one , I' d say his 

eyes were wet. 

".LJid t h e best we could ," Pa sai d when h e came back . "Me 

and my son made it out of s ome ol d l umber we got." 

" I ts a fine coffin ," Captain Roman sa id. 

He called over hi s s ergeant and spok e to him . The s er­

geant strode up a knol l , took out a whistle and ble T it. He made hand 

signals and the trucks rolled f orward . The trucks s toppe d ins i de our 

gate. 

"Ask Mi ss Lulu Belle to come over , please ," Roman said 

to his s ergeant . 

And everyone of u s who heard him turned towards the trucks . 

For there was nobody t here who ha d never heard Lulu Belle sing t h e 

mount a in s ongs t he way f olks ought to sing t hem , wi t h a h oot and 

a throat ca t ch for the laught er an d the tears folks lives a int ever 

free from . 

Out of the truck stepped one of t he prettiest girl s 

I ' ve ever laid eyes on , except for ma ybe Ell Ol i v inia . A lot of 

fel l ows s ighed . She wa s tha t beautiful and with a smile that warme d 
sighs were 

you. But even the/~ nothing to the so~nds th t went up from 

some of the older fell ows who had known 'illi Mae . 

11 God Almi ghty," said Sep Logan , " ill i Mae .!:" 

I s poke hoarsely . 11 Pa , that she?" 

f course i t coul d be ,illi Wi.ae . Her hair was red. She 

had a s ingi ng mouth , nice a t the corner s . he walked ev en prou der 

than the marines . 

11 Th_ t she , Pa ? 11 

Pa twi s te d his hea d as she c me be s i de u s . He looked 

a long time and sai d , "Living i mage . But it aint ." 

Yet I don t recollect ever seeing s o much peac e on a man 's 
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face. I was glad Miss Lulu looked so much like Vill i Mae. I t gave 

Pa peace, that she favored illi Mae . ~here couldnt be anything 

wrong ~ith Willi Mae when she was the living i mage of a great 

lady like ~:kxx Miss Lulu Belle . 

"You take me to Key Vves t when you go back , mister?" he 

said to Capta in rtoman . 

" 'e can arrange it ," the marine sai d . 

"Key West ," Pa sai d to 1iss Lulu . " Got a daughter 

there , the name of ill i e . Looks spitting to you . Going to 

Key West to f ind her . Bavent he2rd from her in a long time ." 

hen Pa l atches into things , he ' s Il holds it close 
. 
to his che s t as a ~ squirrel a nut . 

"V'e ' ll f ind her , " 1'1.iss Lulu .Delle said . 

Everybo dy leaned forward to hear her . It was the same 

voice on the radio . Uncle Abednego nodded . 

:H:WA " Got to s tore buy us a radio , " he said . 

"]iiss Lulu , how you come so f ar for a Ni -- for a fellow 

you dont know? " 0ep J.;ogan asked . 

11 He was a soldier . And when I r ead tlle story in the 

papers , guess I couldnt do no better ," Miss Lulu saidin her singing 

voice . 

)'Miss Lulu was in Key Vest on an armed forces programme ," 

Ca ptain oman said . 11 '.rhe papers pi cked up y our wire ." 

Pa was sitting up by t hat time . 

"This Moodie . Aint he got any f ol ks himself?" Pa 

asked . 

Ca ptain noman l ooke d round . e thought he was going to 

speak to us but he spoke to his sergeant i n s tead . 

"Ser geant batta ," he said , "ge t a detail for the 
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burial, pleasec 11 

Su d enly Sep shouted, "Mister, there was an arm! 11 

~l.1he captain jerked. "An iiftl!f! - arm?" 

"Sure," Sep sa id. "The nig 

the accident. Got it torn off." 

the lieutenant lost it in 

11 So? 11 

"We we flung it in the brush. ' int it right we find it 

and bury it with him?" 

Uncle Matt had come f orwar d. And there m were Jilson 
...-:;:-) 

Swift an d Olivinia's pa Jeb Wishaw an d Mica jah Hoe, all Pa's 
I...:.,; 

friend s who had turned against us. Or was it we who had turned 

against t hem? Pa had confuse d me a little . 

"Going to take forever to find an arm in tha t brush," Uncle 

J.\11..att saido 

"But we should look for it, shouldnt we?" Capta in Roman 

a sked. 

"Reckon we should," Sep said. "Fellow in the United States 

army oughtnt to be buried wi t hout his arm . 11, 

"Not in pea ce time anyway," the marire said. "Will you look 

for it?" 

They 
ti. liill j 

- His eyes searched for 
II Sure' II Sep sa id ./W m FIJ]JjQiljiijljji"fiiilG?lii £ gj his sons. 

creeping 
were/.t-..n~DYIS:ZZ■f off but he nailed them. 11 Go find 

the arm," he said. 

11 But, Pa, it aint going to be easy something may have 

got it!" 

"You find that arm if it t akes a week or I larrup the pants 

off you, 11 Sep sa id. 

They shambl ed off down the plowed land. 

said, "When you find it, you'll let me know, eh?" 

~he lieutenant 

"Sure, 11 'ep said. "Wir e you , like Abn:er did." 
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11 You have land a round her e?" 

"I'm a Walagoosha man." 

"Then perha ps you could even find a pla ce to bury t t 

ar m, couldnt you?" 

"Guess ," Sep said, looking flustered. 

Captain Roman nodded. He beckoned and spoke to a couple 

of marines.&iL&XDIJZDi.Z~ Seems they travel with every­

thing , not like Uncle Shad and our folks who came only with 

cartri dges. They returned with a lit ter anu placed Pa on it. 
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CHAP.r ER SEVEN TEEN 

Pa and me had • knocked it together out of whatever 
was wrapped 

timber we coul d fin d but when the flag/DIIB around it, T g • 

no other coffin - ever looke d more nobl e . And, sure, nobody in 

the county had ever had such bearers . In t heir white gloves and 
peaks of their caps•• ft 

gaiters , the/ .......... P■*?rMifit n1111111U1 down their foreheads a lmost 
even if t r ey were 

to their eye s so t hey looke d stern/ Jc - young, the marines 

bore Dwi ght L. Moodie on their shoul ders to the grave Pa and me 

ha d du g once before. Capt a in Roman walked ahead, hi s bugler 
Lulu :Belle 

besi de himo Then came Pa on hi s litter and••••• an d me. 

Uncle Sbad , Uncle Meshach and Uncle Abednego, their jaws movlhng 

on fresh chaws, followed wi th the cousins behind them. Then came 

Sep Logan a nd the rest of t h e 1Y.la.lagoosha fe llows. The marines 

marche d JliiGil& on either side of t he coffin. 

They r est ed the ,a.I'. coffin on a tr estle t h ey had made 
were 

over t he hole an d there/- a couple of white ropes to let it 
Lulu :Belle 

down with. . I I j • . . 1 • an d me stood on either side of Pa . Sep Logan 

pushed his way in unt il he wa s right behind Pa 's head. Nobody 

said anything t o him. 

The ca pta in sa i d pr ayer s and t hen he cl eared his throa t 

and looked around . His fac e was I I& cold and angry, but as he 

spoke, we all seemed to loosen up and so did he. 

11 :Before I pay tribute to this daad marine, I want 

to answer a quest ion put by Mr Hammond. He asked ¥hether Lieute­
Moodie ha d 

nant Dwight/...,..lli&:« any folks. I didnt know t~e dec~ased pe r-

sonally, but I enquired before we came out here . Sure , he had 
. . 

f olks. Ha d , I said . His f a ther died when Moodie was a boy, killed 

in a r a ce riot. His mother moved north and Moodie was schooled 
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thereo He was commiss ione d in the marines two years ago. His mother 

died l a st year. Now t he only folks he has are the people in this 

uniform." 

The day wa s gloaming out in a chilly gray light. 'M§il:Vfilif It 

wa s so still we could hear the lumps of earth breaking and settling 

everytime the ca ptain moved on the edge of the grave. 

"Lieutenant Moodie 1illll has had no battle record,.-;: he was 

too young to have been in any of our fight~oYet, .in another sense, 

he had a good ba ttle record. He had f ought the odds he wa s born 

with, and from the reports we have ha d from his unit which i s s till 

sta tione d in a northern state, he had been doing wello So well, he 
was 

Mlh4 deta ched for specia l ser vic es with the forces which.._ 

r I moved into Key West I t, • ~ • • •• - ,,• recently. He was on his way 

there when it seems as if he took the wrong route. I think t hat 

trav el l ing t hrough these parts, er, disconcerted him a little. 

There' s a s ignboa rd in 11111m. town, ..,., Ii: r o _ It isnt exactly a wel-

come sign to El!·ll•r•19l1111■•-,illl!l!lidlUtA.fll. ••-"-=•••11••~ all Americans . " 

I couldnt hel p ito I looke d a round a t Sep Logan. He 

fid dled with the band on the hat he held.:itU:thfRISili•rit@1■1h: 

"One of your well known fel low tc~smen, Jeb Coombes, has 

promised to do wha t he can to have it removedp 11 Roman sa id. 

11 Sure, sure," ep Logan s id in a low voice. 

Pa turned his head at t he voice. "Sep," he said. 

11 .lbner, 11 Sep sa id. 

Captain Roman looked over a t Coleman Roberts. "Mr Mayor, 

you may have got the impress ion tha t I was censuring you awhile 

ago. You're right. I wa s. But tha t was becau s e I was angry. For­

give me. hat I chould have done was to congr tulate you on your 

fello citizens. You see, if Lieutenant Dwight Moodie was the man 
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I think he wa s , we al l think he wa s , he woul d ' v e been pr ou d 

a t what took pla c e here t h ese pas t few day s . For wha t you , and 

ev en at thi s l ate s t age , I , hav e s een i s democracy a t wor k . 

Haywi re as hell , bu t s t ruggl i ng to right i t s el f . On on e hand 

wer e t he goo d f olk who , i n ticki n g cl os e t o t hei r upbr i n ging , 

were being huma n . On the other han d , ther e was thi s l one man , 

Abner Ha mmond , doi ng wha t he t h ought sh oul d be don e . 

11 Anot her of the ha ndf ul of gxea t American dr eams , 

obeyi n g what we bel i eve i n . " 

In a ay , t ha t was wha t Uncle A~e dn ego had sai d . I 

looke d a t h i m. He had h i s hat f or wa r d over h i s eyes and maybe 
J 

he wa s asleep leaning on hi s r i f le . But you knew i f s omebody 

moved wrongly , h e woul d c ome a wake . Soft l y . Opening hi s eye s 

in the shadow of h i s hat . adli, And 

"But were t here wr on g €!})..YS and right guys i n thi s ? 11 Roman 

wa s saying. "Wa r i s often s t a rte d becau e of s omething we lo s t . 

Somethi ng ou t of our s elves . Like f or getting h ow t o be resolute . 

5omethin g we lost an d mu s t swea t to regain . e have t o go looking 

f or it . Or s en d our s ons a f t er it . " 

"Li ke l ooki n g for IVIoo die ' s arm , 11 I sa i d s o Sep c oul d 

hear me . He glare d but ni dn t make anything of it . 

"'Nh o start ed t h e l a l a go osha war . 11 Roma n aske d . "Who los t 

s ometh i ng? My answer c ou l d be vrong , but one a y t o f i nd out i s 

t o a sk ours el ve s , who wer e t he r eal Amer i cans i n i8li t he s e i ssues . 

Ju s t f or a moment , think of your gTeat c ountry , f or great i t i s . 

Think of your gr eat country , i t s gxea t a chi evemen t s , it s grea t 

peopl e wh os e c ont r ibut ion s i n ev ery f i el a of human endeav our , 

in s c i enc e , the art s , t o t he s oci et~ hav e bec ome €!})..i de pos t s 

for mu ch of the worl d . And whil e we think of t h es e , let u s remem­

ber t ha t these contributi on s hav e come fr om every kind of America n . 
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Of every Ea ce , color and creed . 

"The s omething you los t , you can find again by 

a sking, which wa s right? ~l.1he wi she s of t h e community? Or of 

Abner Ha mmond . Of cour se , the question i s only a llowabl e if 

you a gree t hat Lieutenan t ]Jwi ght Lawrence Moo die , Unite d States 

Marin e Corps , wa s an America.n o" 

He l ooke d at the fla g cover e d coffin an d then a t us . 

"Was he?" he a sked s of tly . 

It wa s plumb sca ry , t h e feeling you had t o ba wl . 

Ca pta in oma n s t epped ba ck a.n d lifte d his hand . Two marines 

began paying out the r opes an d t h e cof f i n descende d . Mis s Lulu sang 

one of the s ongs f rom Moodie ' s pe opl e . The marines fir e d their 

rifles o The bugler blew t a ps . 

V hile t hey wer e shovelling in the dirt , I caught up Pa 

and ~ep in a whi spered conversation . 

11 If he ' s a s ol dier , he a int a n i gger . He just crossed 

over ," Sep sa i d absently, wolf eyes shiny blank wi t h pri de l ooking 

a t the marines . 

"Just n ow?'' Pa aske d , meek as a l amb . 

"Right this minute ," Sep said , not t urning a hair . 

"Well now ," a sai d in wonder . 

Behind me wer e ica j ah Hoe and Uncl e Matt , t wo of the 

nieest men in t h e county . 

11 Iviartha ' s t hat bent on going out s i de , guess I ' ll just have 

to giv e away t h e durn f arm ," IVIica j ah Hoe was tel l ing Uncle 

Matt whil e he watch e d him elosely. 

"It a int as if I wanted it , Micajah , 11 Uncle Ma tt Connant 

began , knowing Mica jah woul d spring t he price a t t he fir s t hint of 

eagerness . 

, _,_ ...._ , __ I won dere d i f OliViinia woul d come with me when I was t aki ng 
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" 1i c· j a h , 11 &ep siid , leaning a ckwards and over to get a t 

1ica j a h , "wha you t ninkin g a - out t hi s bu i n es ? 11 

hiica j c..h looked f unny . 11 ha t busi ness?" 

11 bout t h i s igr fell ow. 11 

11
• shaw , " 1 ica j ah said o 

He ·ent back t o talking t o Uncle Matt . 'h ey manouevr ed 

a bi t roun - f rm pri ce s an t he let i t rest . Uncle 

te eth an d sa id to Sep , 

"Sep , r ck on t his dont change a thing . " 

' ep nodd ed . " eck on , 11 h e sa i d s of tly . 

tt ki s s ed his '< 

"I dont see any ni gger in thr t out f it a ny a y , " ica j ah 

sai , looking at the marines . 11 I f t ha t off ic er fel l ow o full of 

bull dust as.b out preju ice , why'n hel l "i dn t he have a nigger r i di n g 

i n the same t r u ck wi th 1 i ss Lulu?" 

"Dont change a thing . Look a t our f llows , " ep s i d . 

na while X1{a Capta in oman wa s f ini shing up h i s t a lk 
nice 

wi th a l l uxa those/nosed down wor ds and phr a s es the ora t or fe llows 

u s e to close off , y ou coul d see that the l agoo sha f olks ha d just 

abou t f i lle d. t heir eyes enough of iiiar ine s i n whi t e tocks and glove s 

an d the r a ss shining. bv erybo dy was shift ing around , looki n g off 

t owards t he f a rms an t owar ds town . But n oboay a ctua lly moved way , 

u s I1alagoosha pe ople bei ng s o polite an d a l l o 

11 on e of u s a int never seen them s o clo e be f ore , " Mic j a h 

sai d , l ooking ~t the mar i nes . 

Uncle ,att Conant r umbled hi s thr oat to cl ea r it o A 

flush of anger r an a ero 

"What a bou t th 

his f orehe· d . 

i gnboar d , bep?" Uncle tt asked . 

hey l ooke d at ea ch c t.her o t d cajah to o o • olks were 

get t ing a ngry r ight aroun here . 
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11 Gues s Jeb 1,hinks h e' s go d a l mi ghty ," Sep sa i d . " Goe s 

a round t a l k ing a bout ha t he ' J do ·i t h othE:r f olks property ." 

"Let s paint th e da m' Hock!" blurte d Uncl e :Ma tt. " hy 

t h e he l l didnt he think of t ha t ? Telling t h i s marine f ellow he's 

gonna mov e the s ign! 11 

or e l a g oo s ha men, h ea ring ... uc angry voices, were 

c oming a round . 

"omet imes tha t Jeb' s t oo big for his boots," s a i d Jilson~ 

"He wants we shoul d ch a s e h i m out of t own , si ding with 

stra n gers," a nother fellow s a i d . 

"Lets pa int zebra ma r ks on th da m' ock," ncle 1 tt 

sai ct . "ob ody ' s onna cra sh i nto it when i t h a s zebra m r k s on." 

" 'hen we woulJdnt have to move y our sign a t a l l , ep. A 

ma n ' s got a ri ght t o do what he ant with i s property," Pa put in 

qui e tly. 
"Pa ! "I s · out ed s oftly, incr edulouslv Pan drlF>n .h 

"Tha t' s h ow e re ck on 1. 't ar6un d Bere-, ije~&j) ~ r ~1k va g ely. 

Folks wer e r estles l y drifting a b out, wanting to g o off 

on their busine ss . i 1he hole was n ea r fil le a in. .ica j a h went ba ck 

t o t a lking to Uncle ' t t a b out Ma rtha ana the far m. Pa wa s t a l k ing 

to Mi s s Lulu . I wa s thinking of OOivinia and won ering vhe ther 

her pa woul d k ill me i f I suggested she go with me when I I t ook 

b .ck the uncles . 

"Let s wait t o see the s tra n ger s go," Mi ca jah s a i d , looking 

a t t h em rines. 

Col ema n Roberts stro de a cross to Pa . Hews tha t put out , 

f u nny in he fa ce as i f h i s colla r wa s too t i ght. 

" Got s omething to s .y t o you, Abner ," he s a i d to a . 

a di dnt s a y a nything . He j u s t wa t ched t he Tayor. 

"No need for you to g o to ey West," Coleman said. He 
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wa s fumblin g wi t h his v oice like f inger s i n a pocket . 11 d - IV · ss 

m n da sorta che cked - s orta che cked it out for y ou . d You know -

those girl s t a lk t o tea ch other a l l a long t h e line . i l l i Ma e ' s 

a lright . Th ose ca lls came f rom t he r est aur nt where shew its 

t a ble . Pe t --- he ' s been a t her . ants to bring lrer ba ck h ome . " 

/ell, n ow. 

e ct i nt say aiyt hing , Pa or I . ~e ju t l ooke d a te ch 

ot her . very body a r oun d knew t hat 1\/°is s ma n da ha dnt e en v-. or king 

for a a n d me at a l l . She had been af t er di. gging up mor e dirt but 

i t had f lung up in her f a ce . a a n d me gr i nned . ... nyway , she had 

sav ed u s a trip to ey ~e s t . 

Uncle Matt sa i d , "Abner , s or ry you cant come i th u s t o 

go t a l k t o tha t ba stard , Jeb o11 

11 fe l l ow shoul o be a ble t o do wha t he like s vi th his 

property , Sep o You t el l Je t ha t , 11 a s .i d . 

l..a ybe , I t h ought , a a n d the r e t , they were jus t ki ds . 

-·~1 ying a t t i.a sa cre J..J y . '.they woul d be r lright h en they were tir edo 

ABOU ' 53 , 000 
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HOSANNA! ( VS Reid) 

aw i s not a big man, neither broad in t he shoul ders nor 

u p an d dovm tall. b'u t h e i c.., hickory tough. He i f rom mounta in 

people.-

Our folk s a r e from the ·est section of l lagoosha County. 

aw ...,ays he i s sun-licked l i ke them , fac e bro ,n and s trong a s 

lea ther. Hi s ha n d a re so broad , they coul d snug a melon so t he 

finger s me t . I'v e s een him fol low a plow t hr ou h clay land n d 

t he handles ha r l y jolted but mo stly r an on s ilk on t he power in 

hi s fo rearm . He i s soft s poken too. a w a s s o s oft s pok en when 

he wan t ed t o, which was mostly, he f ool e d fol ks into thinking 

he was easy to sho"\.e. But tha t wa s u sually Ocfor e t bey met 

aw ' s eyes . 

V,ha t I' m going to tell y cu of Faw an o me h ppened t the 

t i me of th e war in Cu ba . ot the bi g war you rea d about in the 

hi st ory books , but t h e one t hey f ought on the r adio and t el evision 

during the Fall of ' Sixty- Tv, o. 

V, e wer e rnrking the \A, illow 11.'en tha t ctober. I t was har d 
' . 

work f or only Paw and me . Vi e nev er bu t n ow a nd t hen get a no f 11 

in t h i s part of 1ia l a ·oo ::::ha Count y, it s t ha t il d . So mo tly ve 

plow t hr-ou h tthe Fal l a n re t out t he frost, re dy t -o s eed a gain 

early in t he year fo r t Le grou nd never s taye d har d l ong . i\ e ould 

be· hurling o.irt in t he eye of the day l on , befor e t bct lazy Fal l 

sun sho ed u p . V, e woul d bre k for c offe e an d lunch , quit only 

when the l i ght f ad ed . Faw u ed to s qu int up a t the l as t of the 

s i nl i lit an wi t h a t,rin, ull e a l ops i ded by the swe t runni ng 

down into it, say , 11 Skedaddle, you ol d bum." 

Then he v. oul o bend again to t he handl es and by nightfall we 

woul d hav e t he new mule tea rn in a lather. We never plowed ;ith horseso 
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M/1a '2-

"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 mule in us too, for it alls 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. 

Sometimes he spoke of his three brothers, Shadrach, 

Meshach and Abednego. Paw had been the youngest of four. 

He spoke about them in a funny way, as if he was not proud 

that he had busted loose from the tarpaper shack and 

varmint stew country 11up inside" the Malagoosha mountain. Bv1 
s-fv d .r ¼ g-N-e. 

.lie~ a feeling that something &tur..di~r in the people 

ouf l i 11g/ 
had MIIIII ~ the blackstrap molasses and ~owbelly, and 

~ It ..t,1, 11,''"..., .. ' 

he wasnt going to lose it now -t.-ha:t e hffli e~t them. Whatever 

it was, I would poke around trying to locate it, but Paw had 

more ways of not opening his mouth than a bobolink• on a 
.!o -t c.1· 1 'f.n., w;tJ.. A ..., 

skillet. He ~a¥e....th.e_µnspok en 1rnp».,,ee:i:en that Uncle Shad and 
if -

the rest were best left alone except they were needed. It never 
~ v~ 

occurred to me that Uncle Shad and the others were~~ 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 I f immovable. 

t nwhile, we----were to f~rm and save be 

educat d, to be/ ;eteer, I was convince d, only of way 

than ur fo L back in tho e moo~ ~ne and blackjack hills. 
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Malagoosha County is s ome over a hundred miles long but narrow 

no wider than a coon ' s walk when the hound dogs are sounding in the 
almost 

' simmons . The County is all mountain . Malagoosha City is on 

the eastern line . Our farm was a few miles 

our way , the land is not as lean as in the 
ner 

t4Wt there is ~much rolling , because of t he 

back from the city . Around 
'3,t,// 

west , rol~~ m?re . But ,,,,. 
-rl.L Kn 6 bS ~~-

Knobs • J~ scatter · of 

knobbly h ills . 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 , corn for likker and 

hogs , sorghum and some stands of p oplar , walnut , chest.but , hickory , 
p '. 

oak and other timber . also grow some peaches and strawberries but 

~ ~~ 
for a cash crop , a lot of folks r·.w~~ on corn whisky , especially Qii1. 

Massacre Day . -r ~<t. ~ J ,._,.1 

Before Willi :r--1ae went away , when I was no higher t han anything ' s 

hind leg , Paw used to look up the ·ctust road to the mountain and say 

to us , 

"Least ' uns , your folks are up there a ways , eighty hun-

dred miles or so . Your uncles Shad , Mesha ch and Abednego and a 

parcel of counsins . If ever you needs to , just go up into them 

mountains &tllll!ilf!ll~JJMGii_.ll&Mt?ti~JIJi•fft!IB and start hollering , ' Hammond ~' 

and a flock of them will come running . " Paw chuckled a little 

at t he time and h is 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 be.fore they make out that/• • ••- the family . 11 

They were real mountain folk , back there in the insides or the 

Countt . Once or twice some of Paw ' s closest :friends , such as Uncle Matt 

and Sep Logan used to josh him about the .feudin ' Hammonds . But Paw 
feuds . 

never spoke to •lilli Mae and me about any;'◄iii-.~ When I pressed 

him , he would fort up after gently saying , 
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"Folks got n o c·-u se to g o k illing each ot h er. God want e d us 

to, 1k He v oul d ha ve giv en us f a ngs a n d claws ." 

But bony a n d sun s o _ea so h i s skin wa s a s rubbed mapl e , f olks 

only needed t o look i n t o Paw's eyes to know t ha t he woul d be up on 

his hind legs v·h en the t i me c me . 

Paw t a lked little , e xcept when he w ._,, wi th the f ellovrn i n Jeb 

Co omb es ' gro c ery store in .a l agoo s ha City, mo s t l y on courth ou s e days. 

Th e whi e: ky was k ept out of s i ght b e cause J eb' s w0 . t he r e spec t ble 

s tore v.her e t h e wi ves bou h t t h eir store g oo ds. Paw a n d t h e f ellows 

woul o. rea c h behind t he big picture of Gener e l Lee propped on it , 

doing wha t t h ey c a ll ed "sh e.. ing ha n d s wi t h Gener " l Le e . 11 'I'he :tellO\ s 

were f r m f olk, f rom ri ght ~r oun d here . '.I.'hey u eu a l l y met i n t own . 

1rhey vi s i t ed seldom, like t he t i me , ,1 en Paw fe l l i n t h e s inkhol e a n d 

Oliv inia ' a w s tay ed t he ni ,h t. Olivinia a n d h er 'i w set grea t 

store by nursing . 

Lulu elle h- . rm. e i i; lively for u s when V, i ll i IV ~e w s home. 

Lulu Belle 12,s t h e Ni gra e:,i r l who came t o live i th us a r ou n d the t i me 

Willi M: e wa s b orn; N'.aw a fter tha t be ing unabl e to do 1 1 t e chore s 

a roun 'l t h e h ouse . Lulu Belle wa s l vv y s s inging a n d ork ing . She wa s 

a b out f our or f ive y ears ol der tha n illi e ~n 6 a l ways t ook c re 

of her . An d ·h en ,i l li Ma e uppe d n d left J?aw a n d me , i t s e emed 

n a tural t ha t Lu lu :Belle shoul d have one too. v. e s inc e h" d h e rd 

no thing from Vi l li 1\/Ia e . It vva s Lulu Bell e who wro te the letter from 

s ome pl a ce out i de, just four or f iv e l ines in b i g s cra wl. h e s ent 

i t to Jeb Co ombes ' grocer y s tore v,i th one of thos e commer i 1 t r.., Vel­

l ers. I t lH:". d re d , I'm g onna t aK e goo d care of v1 i l li l'lla e a n d one day 

I bring h er ba c k . Doa n y ou rnrry none . Lulu :Bell e . 

a w never men t ione d Vi i l li Ma e's name a f +P.r t hat, but now a nd 

ag in he would won:der a lou a h ow Lulu Bell e wa s . He wa s sure gr' t eful 

t o tha t Nigra girl. 
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UUx· nouse is un a knoll. The road to Malagoosha City rwis 

straight past our house for half a mile before• deep bending. Across 

our :fence line is a thick wood, sweet smelling in the summer with cu­

cumber trees in white blooms, yellow poplars heavy with green and orange 

cups dainty as a lady's shoel. It is a lovely wood. The iq.1 &= a.£ !he.. 

trees stanct"4' tall,~ knee-deep in :fern, bloodroot, stonecrop and 

columbine. It wasnt the kind of wood you would think a fellow would look 

at over his shoulder one day and feel :fear tickle-footing the back o:f 

his neck. But I reckon it happened. All of a sudden. 

Paw was a sudden man too. He had postholes dug into him and you 

couldnt ever tell when he would put a :foot in and balk. A talk with Paw 

was then likely to come to a halt. Like the summer evening we were :fool­

ing around in Jeb's store and the talk turned on the ruckus some colored 

kids were making all over the State to get served in restaurants. 

ga~'-. 
"There aint nothing them Nigras want that can't be tfiikMIR o them 

Malagoosha 

with a rawhide whip," said Uncle Matt, one of the nicest men in/County. 

Everybody was 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, 11 Paw said. 

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

like Uncle Matt will, in fun company, just up and say 
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things they would/not kiss the book for ; and what a man says -

on a cracker barrel in a grocery store aint necessarily what 

he thinks walking h ome . Paw had fouled that one , but nobody 

rode him . We Hammonds h a d been in the county since it was 

Indian land and everybody knew that Abner Hrunmond was no 

nigger- lover . He was only a man with ideas . 

We were working the Willow Tree Ten that October , Paw and me . 

Since I can really remember , it has only been Paw and me -

except for when Willi Mae had been with us and that had made 

no dif.f'erence . Willi Mae , six or seven years older than me , had 

done little but moon around~ he house or go off to the Saturday 

night shindigs in town . She had been I guess what you would 

call pretty . Paw and me had callea her -=>ed until she - asked us 

to stop . Paw Jalll. looked a little hurt but after that we called 

her by her given name . Only , it hadnt made her hair less red 

but maybe Pawt s hurt made her more restless; for a year or two 

afterwards , she left us for the outside . ~aw had died when I 

was born so now we were two lone men in the house . I supposed 

I must have loved WilJ.i Hae for I bawled when ... she went and 

was for calling her names; but Paw , in one of the few times he 

has ever been mad at me , told me to shut 

It was dark this October evening by 

up . ,J.-,,J , -- ·r 
~ ·~ 1JJdrov4 r(l; , 1,,-,,,. 

the time we,< got to the 

house . We washed and made supper , then sat around listening to 
Hosanna Bell 

the radio . JW t I . I was on and when she was singing , I guess 
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Paw and me just sit . You never heard a girl that could put into 
Hosanna 

her voice what / 1 = did . You knew you were living in the 
Hosanna 

best country in the world when sang of folks and 

mountains and laughing and crying . Paw and me just sat there 

grining at each other and wriggling our t oes in our socks . I 
Hosanna. 

swear to Go 2 there wasnt anotler like , She h adnt 

been singing long on the radio , maybe two or three years , but 

you would haveto shift hard to find any :folks in Hagaloosha 

Country who hadnt heard and loved 'Jll!IJJ!lll•IJl. Hosanna. 
Hosanna 

I thought a li t tle about myself while ' was 

singing . I had finished high school and Paw was thinking of the 

Agricultural college . Most of the kids around here dropped out 

o:[ high school before they c ould graduate . We diclnt know of any 

around here who had gone of:f t o college at all . So this was one 

o:r Paw ' s ideas It I · :r they considered funny ClVliiil!I- - ~a over in Jeb 

Coombes store in Magaloosha City . But Paw j ust shrugged and 

went right on thinking of college . Paw was a stubborn man as he 

was sudden . 
Hosanna 

We listened to - on the radio until she went off . 
Hosanna 

The other stuff wasnt anything much after ■ . 1111■ l so I picked 

up a newspaper . Af'ter awhile , Paw said , 

"Things are looking bad down there , son?" 

You lmow how it is when you ' re reading . It took a little 

time reaching me . 

11Huli ? Looking bad? 11 

"Down in the Caribbean Island of Cuba , 11 Paw said . 
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''What I s doing'l 11 

"One of these newspaper fellows was just on the radio. He said we 1ve moved 

a bunch of battleships down there." 

"I guess that ought to hold Castro for awhile, 11 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, 11 

Paw said. 

When I heard the chair creak, I lmew 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 turns to the police news. 

Listening. 

To the murders. The runovers. The asphyxiations in winter. lilllil 

listening ..- ,. with the mildly worried hunch to his shoulders -if,v,1.i; 
~,- l,'r.QJJ.k,;c, 
rabbits get when a twig ....,, in 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 aw window pane. 

11Anything in the paper?" he said. 

I made to separate the sections to give him the newsy half. The Malagoosha 

Trumpet comes in two sections, t~e 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. 

11No, you read, Son. Guess I'll just think awhile, 11 he drawled. Truth was, he 

was•nt much of a reader. Where he came from, nobody read. I lmew 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 iron-grey 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, 11 I said. 

11 You don't need to rush him so hard, Son, 11 Paw said. 
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"I'd like to get in a couple of years before they call me. 11 

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

"About time we shaved Fidel I s beard. He 1 s getting too uppity." 

"Wont take the whole United States army to do that, 11 Paw said dryly. 

"Them battleships got good razors. Long, noisy ones. 11 

Now that Willi Mae had 1nt 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,t1 he said, pursing 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 fran down 

in that place they call Key West. 11 

"Would 1nt take much more than a burp gun to reach down there, 11 I said. 

"Heck, we could send airplanes down there that could sit up on top like a 

bald eagle for four•five hours laying eggs, Son. Better 1n any what-you-call-it gun." 

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

11Hard to tell what that young fellow in Washingtcn will do. He I s fast as a 

catamount when he gets mad. Look what he did to those folk over in Oxford." 
c oto-r~ 

I'd read about the [ 5 , student at Ole Miss, but as I said, Paw was licking 

stamps and I was 1nt stopping him. 

11 Don 1t rightly remember." 

"What you read in the newspapers an-yway besides the ball games? Did 1nt you 

hear about the Nigra fellow who wanted to get into the college?11 

"He's got a nerve, 11 I said. 

"Sure he's got a nerve and he made it. 11 

"You mean --- they took him in? 11 

"Sure, after President Kennedy _ sent in the National Guard and marshals 



UWI L
ibr

ari
es

-~ [ 0 

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 iot 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 just bad for him and bad for us." 

Maybe he was right. I didnt know. I wondered vaguely 

whether folks over in Paw•~ born-section of the 111111k County 

were different from those on this side. Paw's section was deep 

country. Once I read where a writing fellow - wrote that back 

there was the Real America. If that was so, the.u -the real America 

was 'possum stew and rifle-toting feuders. So maybe the fellow 

had meant something else. Paw had never spoken much about his 

kin but he wasnt slow with words about the land. He said it 

had love and strength as a turn of the hoe would show. 

I turned 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. 
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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 

God.fearing 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 1nt look too good anyway. For VJ.alagoosha County is 

dirt farm country; beat-up automobiles and bib front blue denim country; sorghum and 

molasses and hanging-tree country; where when a fellow shaved was because he wanted 

to spruce, like say the first couple of da.ys 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 I 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. Now he was hustling it with this gas pump, since the year he quit school with 

his time nowhere up. 

11Hi, kid, 11 he grinned at me as he hooked up the nozzle of the hose. "You 
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want the new or the old?" 

That was a joke between us. If I said the new, that would mean we had cane 

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. 

11 How 1 s your Paw? Op at Jeb I s I reckon?" 

"Yeah. Ruling the world .from a cracker barrel, 11 I said. 

"Cracker barrel's good as a throne. Depends on who's sitting up there," 

said Pete. He is a very thoughtful fellow but you would'nt know it the first time, 

the way he grins frantic hurling the words at you. 

11Don 1t give me that, Pete. More - guys go after thrones than go after 

cracker barrels" 

"Yeah? Yeah? So you guess there 1re more thrones than cracker barrels in 

this whole wide world? At this time in this age, da.y and year, you think more .fellows 

are climbing up on thrones than on a good old dirty white cracker barrel? Think, son, 

think. II 

You could 1nt 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 1m gonna give you this one. Nobody more deserves 

it / ' 

Pete went around with me, tightening nuts and wheel lugs, even grinning when 

he had returned .from serving a custaner out front and caught me sneaking a ew bursts 

from the grease gun. 
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a horned 
owl to 
£'ind 
out. 

11 That 1 s what I say, we gotta help one another in this county," he said. 

111 1m 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. 11 

"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 
f'ell~• __ But that Pete is so cagey, youwoulw have to get up earlier than 

"No. Reckon as one of these days we'll have to go outside and look her up. 

At least, Paw will, one of these days." 
L ,'f(q, tD !JO 

"Talking about going outside. I I 4
11
downstate tomorrow, down to Gulf City, 11 

Pete said. 

I looked at him., my eyes big. A fellow does 1nt go outside of Mat agoosha 

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. 

11No 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 don'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 said, watching me. 

"Why in hell don •t you ask me?" I said. 

111 Tead to. Was waiting, 11 Pete grinned. 

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

"Sure. I'll pay you. 11 

11 Sure, then I can pay you for all the stuff I've stolen. 11 

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 lit 

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 I 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. They 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 I got 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 

wanan with whom to leave me. I had grown up with them and had never abused the privilege 

by pushing into their talk. I bad 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, tossed off 

his whisky and wiped his gray mustache with his knuckles. 

11Abner11 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, Matt." 

11Along about his age, a year or two younger, we were looking 01 1 Lee in the 

eye, back of the barn," said 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 h:un.. 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 COimllunists, Kevenoo 

Runners and uppity Niggers. Also Jews, 

Catholics and anybody else who aint like us. 

You 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 
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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 automobile; 

Paw had been riding the blaze face chestnut he kept for saddling. A snake or something 

must have scared the animal just 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 him the nine-ten miles into Malagoosha to the doctor. He was that kind of a man. 
•l {)J,"\,\.vl!o 
~ got his eye on college. A man should do what he wants, 11 Paw said to Sep. 

"Reckon, 11 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 1 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 deepset 

and bluer than ordinary. He was the oldest of the group in Jeb's grocery store. Uncle 

Matt liked to talk and he did 1nt 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 and joined up with the soldiers during the first world war and had 

lived an the level land f 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 dau9 hters. 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. 

11What 1 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 elf 

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 Jilaon used to say it was unlikely he would come hopping out 
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the morning Gabriel blew his horn. He had everything but trouble in Coon Hollow. 

"Cuba? Soae place down country," Uncle Matt said. 

"Cuba is where the United States army fought more 1n once," Sep said. "Fellow 

down there named Caster, he's bucking for trouble with the United States army." 

"Castro, 11 Paw said. 

"Sound like castor oil to me," Jilson said, 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 cane to a fight?" Sep asked. 

Uncle Matt shook his head and held up his hand to halt Jilson, 11 Cuba aint so 

big. There would 1nt be any cause to fight them. This Castro, he wears a bea.rd and 

carries a gun on his hip just as folks down here do on Massacre Day. He's just play actinJ 

"It says on the radio he's getting bigger guns from the Reds," Sep said. 
11Bigger 1n you can carry on your hip. 11 

"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, 11 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. 11 

"Then they would'nt want you, 11 Jilson said. 

Sep looked slow at him and worked his hands, saying, 11Why? 11 

"Soldiers is for fighting hand to hand, like catamounts, 11 Jilson said. "Now 

they got the big guns I reckon they won't need soldiers any more. 11 

11 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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,;,, -cown 
you ought to visit"'more 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. 
,, , j ., 

/.MJ,!,• ' I 
"I hear Micajah Hoj fixing on going outi • ,. Uncle Matt said. 

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

"Martha worsing?" 

"Fellow passing my piace told me yesterday. Seems he's asking money for 

his cattle." 

11Martha 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 
{)Vl,1:u.d,;z 

come into the county fran the aa,-. sanewhere up in the North 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 days. I 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 1nt broken it to Paw yet, reckon I would 

wait until we were on our way hane and he was mellow as a red-haw berry. He had 

never been alone without me since our womenfolk went. He would 1nt 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 1nt harm Paw to see less of me in little pieces. 

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 oiled her and tightened her 

and generally stroked her so she purred like an old contented cat. 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 Hopemount. 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, 11 There 1 s Lookout Rock, now. 11 

)1, 

That's all. Just, 11There 1s Lookout Rock, i'ow, 11 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, and old Lookout turns murderous. 

Standing squarely astraddle of where the road should be if folks had 1nt 

put a bend in it, Old Lookout turns killer because you cannot distinguish it frcm the 

road if you are 1nt 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 Old Lookout. It would 1nt 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, 11 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 ever ybody thought I was courting. Paw 

had been good about school, unlike most of the older folks around who did. 1nt think enough 
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about high school t o 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 1nt dropped out of 

high school as most everybody around this part of the country did and had even talked 

about college over in Jeb Coanbes'. We did'nt have much acreage on the hanestead. We 

grew sane burley and a little Dark-fired but the tobacco market was 1nt whooping with 

health. We had sane 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 dia 1nt do half as good. If Willi Mae had stayed with 

us we would have dcne even better since a man works closer to the ground when he knows 

that sanebody1 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 wanenfolk in the kitchen and lamplight behind the 

curtains when you top the rise, and you feel lonesome. Perhaps I get it from Paw, for 

I can see the loneliness climbing further on his shoulders season after season and now 

and again it canes out in his eyes. 

I am tied to the earth, and particularly Malagoosha County earth. Other fellows 

feel tied to clerking, or preaching, or healing, or sane 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 autanobile 

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 voice came to me clear and gentle and alive, the special qualities it had. 

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

We had never talked about the gi rl before. As far as I knew, Paw had never 
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heard the gossip but now he busted me with it. 

111 don't know what you mean, Paw. How does a fellow know he's serious when 
he does 1nt hit the road, snow or shine, every night, to go mooning at her window?" 

Paw chuckled decently. He had a wv 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. 11 

111 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. 

with a fellow and a girl is whether the girl has~ him. 

a girl, it takes some time." 

"How cane you know so much about it?" 

..g 
Wat is more important ;\ 

A fellow knows right off; 

"I was 1nt always hitched to a plow. Did a little courting myself." 
111 aint courting, 11 I said flatly. 

We drove a short distance in silence and then he said, "The Wishaws are good 
family. Old blood. 11 

"Yes;" I said. "You can see it in Jeb. 11 

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

"Sure. She said only if you did 1nt want her, then I could have her. 11 

"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. 11 

"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 running. I thought of Pete Sawyers and what 
a fellow had told me long ago, ha,, Pete had been sweet on Willi Mae before she ran away. 
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111 1m going to be in town for a few days. Pete Sawyers asked me to mind the 
station for him, 11 I said. 

Paw took his time answering. 11Gets lonely out at Willow Tree, sometiA'es, 11 he 
said. 

"Heck, it is 1nt that," I said. 11 Pete 1 s got some kind of dealers' convention 
he wants to go to. 11 

"Won't do you any hann, 11 Paw said. "Me neither. Might as well get used to 
the idea of being alone since you'll soon be going." 

I 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 about Willi 
Mae much, and that wasn't running; just looking at it and saying no. 

"When are you going?" 

"Monday, 11 I said. 

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

FGll day of goldenrod and purple ironweed and Indian p;i.nks. 

Paw and me headed for town early but early as we were, things were livening 

up already. A lot of folks had brought in their long gWls and sane were dressed in 

buckskin fringe but mostly we all wore denims. Those who had the hair had let it 

grow long for months and same 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. 

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

Pete smiled and said, "Aw, go on home, 11 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 up. 

"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. 11 

Then he gave my shoulder a little shove and climbed aboard. I guess I must 

have been standing with my jaw dropped, for behind 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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so excited at handling it on my own for a few days that I found places to tidy up 
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 Massacre Day was well known throughout the State and beyond. Lots of outsiders 
came in to drink whisky and shoot off pistols, 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 11 Boone, who put up that sign on the edge o' town? The City Council?" 
the fellow in the back asked. 

Cne of the ladies 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 aroWld 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 
Massacre Day I 1d have answered that question if not once a couple score of times. 

"Maybe it just growed out o1 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, 11 he said, his face untidy with the 
laughter he was holding in. "You folks gonna cane 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 
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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 courb 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 fran his office to the lawn and run up the State flag on the pole. Then 

from behind th• log fence built across one end of the lawn would pop up folks :fran 

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 fran the county school would play the part of Indians and although the 

flatlanders didnt know it, Jeb Coanbes and Lincoln Meade who kept the other tavern, and 

the merchants in the Chamber of Camnerce would all be :forking out to keep the kids 

happy, re-enacting the Massacre as often as new folk drove in. But the ones who should 

have paid were the whisky toters. If Jeb Coanbes and LincDln Meade did well across the 

counter, the real millionaires were those who stayed back in the hills and waited for 

the st rangers to cane prospecting. Every stranger seemed bent on going home with a real 

mountain jug under his arm. 

I 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 looked, and the grin, sort of squeezing the 

corners 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 t rade Pete was 

believing I would collect because I had been a cottontail rabbit in a worllJ. no larger 

than l cabbage patch. 

Massacre Day was right mild, with a sheepfold of clouds scatter ed on the blue 

Fall sky and a norther blowing enough to stiffen t p·e state flag on the courthouse. 

The town was filling up, but not too lively yet. The crowd was mostly gathered at the 

courthouse lawn and when the burst of cheering came, I looked over to where Mayor 

Coleman Roberts was standing on his office steps, waving his three cornered hat. A 

few Malagoosha folk fired their guns in the air and sanebody 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 Lookout Rock while frcm behind 

the stockade, the menfolk in beards and buckskins 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 gloaming, the kids had been shoved out of the scene and 

townsfolk and outsiders took over. Tired as hell with all this play ~cting 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-Charley~ 

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 



UWI L
ibr

ari
es

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 Lee could have got 

right down mad at all this handshaking today by Uncle Matt and the others who 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 I supposed him to be a Tammy-late-again. The car stopped 

by Sep Logan's sign. 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 of 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 quietly 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 

Malagoosha and knew nothing about Massacre Day. However it was, that autanobile 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 boaning with power. Past Jeb 

Coan.bes• 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 7 iMI !TIT 1118] '. f lllf Everybody turned and stood 

still. 

But I think because I had known it was coming, I was running before anyone 
By t h e t i me the 

else. I was bawling like a baby, blind to all but the need to holler. 
f o l k s g ot there behind me, it had begun to burn. We l i s ten e d t o the 
J . T ilS.IJWCllil■ICU?INPif Ill •• ~tu11a-r1 r::1-t1•••~1 , •• r 
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crackle o:f metjJ and ~eather and cloth, pondering over what we 

~ to do, long as you could blink once or maybe twice. Then 

Uncle Matt Connelly wiped his mustache and said, "Let's get 'em 

out. 11 

An outsider coming into Malagoosha County may see a 

dirty, unshaven, tobacco chewing, patched overall breed o:f men 

sitting under the shade trees or swapping sorghum :for hogs. News­

paper :folk poke :fun at us :for a shiftless, whisky-swilling lot, 

choked to our collarstuds with superstitions and prejudices and 

ignorance. They are right :for a :fact. But the,tave never seen us 

with our troubles. Like the day A when Sep Logan I P iii? I toted in 

Paw and collapsed outside Doc Lewis' o:f:fice, the blood running 

:from his nose. 

Most o:f those who :first got to the wreck were :folk :from 

out•ide. City :folk on whom I guess arson and homicide act like 

carcasses on buzzards. Our own :folk came slowly. Deliberately. 

Chawing, because they knew what lay ahead and were going to meet 

it. Taking the decision inside, the way they had tamed the country. 

They stood :for as long as a spit in the :flames until Uncle Matt 

Connelly spoke. 

Maybe it was only a body in there, but we wanted it out 

:for it was unlawful :for calamities to win. The corn likker helped, 

but we got him out. Somebody showed a lantern and he wasnt burnt 

as badly as we had expected. But he had smoked up blacker than 

a tarpot. we wrapped a couple o:f blankets quickly around him :from 

the night air. 

"He's breathing," Uncle Matt said, proud as i:f he had 

poured in the breath himself. But maybe, he had. 

Sep Logan came :from the auto and said, "Nobody le:ft in 

there." 
I had my hands hooked under my armpits, quieting the 
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sears. They would be blisters before morning. 

"Let's get him to Doc Lewis," Mr Wishaw said. 

"Doc aint there. He had to go out to Hopemount. Abigail's 

poorly," Sep said. 

I felt a touch on my shoulder and turned to face Olivinia 

Wishaw. Her hair was shining in the 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 prettiness of her mouth 

and wondering at she coming to me as if we were bespoken. 

"Give them to me," she said. 

"I'm alright. 'Taint anything." 

"Give them to me, Abner Hammong. The night's turned chilly 

and the air will blister you bad." 

There wasnt any sense arguing with her and all the folks 

around. It is a :fact that the women of Malagoosha County will go 

through fire and snow and drouth without a whimper, but will yowl 

like a puma in a trap, let a thorn pierce a man or a child. She 

took my left hand and annointed my wrist and :fingersfa,nd the palm, 

~ 

rubbing gently, quieting 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, 01ivinia Wishaw, 11 I said. 

"Your Paw has no woman," she s aid. 

"You come back now. we 1 l1 walk back together," I said . 

She s t ood thinking on it, grave as a preacher. "That I'll 

do," she said. 

And it was funny. Real funny. A girl you couldnt h ardly 

get to see more o:ften than a ru:ff'ed grouse in winter, fftIIP. saying 
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cool as a cantaloupe 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 tallt caught himself and stood 

s t :Lll f'or 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 -rJ.L -f:4.,'4 

Doc Lewis aint the:be, Matt. /!lt Ji[TIT? ti I[ il■IJ. him to my place. 

That way, we will likely meet Doc on his way in from Hopemount. 

In any case, we can watch for him and stop him when 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 said. 

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 Mrs 4± ] 

Wishaw's lap. Paw felt around and said he thought the legs were 

broken. The fel&ow was breathing. That was about all. 

The second car we met and halted by blinking our lights 

turned out to be DocLewis. 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 .• 

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

The .] 
,) .. 

poor devil's skull. had been scorched clean of ,,,,acJi" 

His face was black as cqJa· 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. He smoked a pipe and 

wore double cuffs on his shirt sleeves but he.- was earthXy 

as horse chestnuts. 
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"Got some corn oil, Abner?" he asked Paw while he exa-

mined the fellow. "And some wood for splints." 

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

Doc Lewis looked around at us. 

"What the hell's this? A conveution? You gents get out 

of here. Leave Mrs Wishaw and Olivinia .... They can help to 

clean up the poor devil." 

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

fellow getting more fidgety. He snapped on the radio and got 1·1■•t 

IJII-■ I. Hosanna Bell. 

"That danged ol' nigger gal. Boy, she's sure mountain 

corn. She from these parts?" 

He was grinning. Maybe he was kidding me. The way he 

said it, high and nasal as if' he was clowning around with the way 
Hosanna 

f'alks about here talked. Reckon does sound as if she 

coul d have been suckled on hominy pap made from branch water 
Hosanna 

and grits. But I had never heard. that 1:JJUr· 1k was a Nigra gal. 

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

"Isnt she? Got an idea I read it in some paper once." 

He was so restless, he was standing on his heels. 

"If you want to go back, somebody will be out soon. 

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 woo ds 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?" 
"Hosanna Bell. 
Allllln n II </ 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. 

I thought of the poor guy in Paw's room. The pain would hit him 

later. It woula}iit him rtll deep inside, rolling outward like 

wind in a wheatfield. He would bawl and couldnt do a thing about it. 

He would lay there, feeling the crunching inside, the big sof't 

blows of' pain that would stun him into short oblivions. He 

would wake again and again, waiting for the first blow, his 

body sleep-fed and taut f'or more. Refreshed to 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 w~nder who he is?" I said. 

A door banged inside. I heard Olivinia call. Some­

thing was wrong with her voice. We rushed past the screen door 

and saw her in the living room. 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 caught her hands. "Olivinia, honey, what is it?" 

Gradually, her lips parted and then she spoke. 

"It wont come off'," she said. 

I didnt know what she meant, but I commenced to £eel 

creepy all over. Her head was twitching. She was real f'rightened. 

"What - what wont come of'f?'' I asked her. 

The whites of' her eyes showed and I grabbed her. She 

came back slowly and began talking again. 

"We scrubbed and washed and scrubbed, but it wont. 

It wont come of'f, no matter what we do." 

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

Olivinia shuddered. Cant recall ever seeing her scared 

before. 

"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, little lady?" 

"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 fel~ow with. She stared at her hands and whispered, 

"He's a Nigra. 11 
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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/ CWi $"Jg it. } 21? ~. 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 in the molasses brown face ... were closed. 

I looked around at the faces of folks in the room. Sep Logan 

had come out to see what he could do. Now he just stood there, his 

face above the torn and patched clothing tight shut as tomorrow. 

Uncle Sep was facing the hard wrung code that rode folks around 

these parts from crib to coffin. 

Doc Lewis had brought 01ivinia's mother out of her hysterics. 

Jeb Wishaw had already taken her and Olivinia home. Sep had come 

by with on,of his sons driving our automobile. Paw had led him 

into the bedroom and showed him the colored fellow. 

11 He cant stay here, Abner," Sep said. 

"Where can I take him?" 

~ 
"Dump him somewhere. Put him out in the slid. Anywhere. 

A.. 

Maybe in the hospital, I dont know. There may be some sort of a 

shed at the hospital. Ask Coleman. He 's mayor. There's got to be 

someplace besides a white man's house." 
"' l,-..,1" e:, ,;j/Q, 
•• ■ 11( slept under our roof for fourteen years, 11 Paw said. 

"She was the Nigra gal doing your chores. She was looking 

after Willi Mae. She belonged in here. But the buck, he's different. 

He cant stay in here." 

Paw looked thoughtfully down on the colored man's face. The 

fellow was breathing loudly, almost a snore. Doc Lewis Khad said 

he ought to come around before morning but that he would be a really 
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ill man. 

"I'll talk to Coleman in the morning," Paw said. 

"You dont forget now," Sep said, turning from the bedroom. 

"Just get rid of him, is all." 

Doc and the city fellow 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 turned out to be a Nigra. 

I took a last look at the Nigra man. He would be a tall 

one, standing. There was no way of being sure about their agef. 

Except for the white hll,ired ones,#I had never been able to guess 

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 from New 

York. Probably a singer, Or a boxer. Or a ball player. I didnt 

think I had seen his face in anyf:f the magazines in the public li­

brary. His face hadnt been burnt at all. The only bad burns were 

at his back and chest. I:f he had been a ballplayer, he was in :for 

a rough time. The legs were bad, the right one broken in two 

places. Doc Lewis had said it would be spme 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. 

in your~" 

"By God., man, he's lying 

The look I had noticed before came back in Paw's eyes, I 

hoped that stupid, violent Sep would go , I wished it s trongly. 

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

Sep said goodbyJJ and stomped out. The big, :flappy old 

limousine took o:f:f with a rattling roar, h i s s ons sprawled all 

over the insides. 
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Paw stood listening to the sounds o:f Sep's auto. The back 
pulled in 

o:f his neck was red, rumpled and sunbaked. He had/trouble most 
there was 

o:f his li:fe, :first .. Maw, then Willi Mae. -•• Now;-1 Nil 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 I was mistaken, 

but I could have • ?IP« sworn that just before theyilt d rove of':f, 

I had heard one of Sep's sons - mutter- nigger lover. 

The colored folk of Malagoosha County lived ZIIJIW over 

in Swamp Hollows. They grew burley and :fished and mad e c o rn l i kker 

like the rest o:f us. But they kept to themselves. They came to 

town quietly during the week and bought their store goods from the 

back windows of the stores. They never showed up at such affairs 

as Massacre Day. There hadnt been a lynching in the Cou nty for 

yea rs since Uncle Sep and his boys had been extra fretted by the 

fellow who had been moonshining their muskrat traps. 

What the hell did they want us to do anyway? Paw hadnt 

brought the colored man into the house by choice. He had just turned 

out to be, and Paw would be rid of him in no time. Paw knew like 

anybody else that the fellow c ould not stay in the house. And when 

you though t of it, getting him out of the house would be doing him 

a favor, :for I had a shrewd idea that Doc John Lewis wasnt inclined 

to give him much doctoring. I S T-t knew how Doc Lewis :felt 

about them, and If had seen his face last night when 6 we had 

found out. 

"They had never been put out with Lulu Bell e ," I: said. 

- Piw looked at me. His face was sad. "We been always 

more partial with 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 allow 

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 of him. It was the afternoon after Massacre Day. I 

had gone back to Pete's gas station and slept.ill!lllll A shower in 

the rest room and a cup of coffee from th+estautant across the 

street had fixed me ap as new after having sat up all night with 

Paw. 

"In any case, I cant move him yet," ' -mu mu IT • Paw said. 

I must have stared funnily at him. He sat down. I cleared 

my throat. I fiddled around with Pete's ledger to steady my voice. 

"What will you do now, Paw?" 

"You seen Doc Lewis?" he asked. 

"Saw him going into the Mayor's office some time ago. You 

coming straight from Coleman's'1" 

"Benn there best part of an hour." 

11 li'unny you missed him. I seen him go into Coleman's 
come 

and I ,. "Fli • · out the back way. At least I think so, for he came out 

of that alley behind cUleman'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 Doc Lewis leaving town. He hadnt been in for 

gas e ither. He drove a two year old Buick with automatic gears. 

One of the finest cars in town. 

"You loo~ out for him on the way home," I told Paw. 
-••111■!1].i t 
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We were sitting at the desk in Pete Sawyer's little office. 

Paw's eyes took a 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 illt what seems 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 be:an a real live one after everybody had left. I had 

carried on at Paw for not shoving the Nigra - into the woodshed. 
hasnt 

tthe fellow 11' 'Ill come around yet, 11 he said. 

He was sitting there talking as calmly as if the dam 

wasnt creaking. 

"Paw, okay. Let's talk it over. You know this County and you 

know the people around. They aint bad people but we've got our customs. 

and our habits and our upbringings. We like it here, what we do, the 

way we live. You said one time that those newspaper fellows who poke 

fun at us dont know how fine some of these folks are, even with our 

hardtimes. Like rock pillars in a swamp, was the way you described 

the folk around. Now what? What? What? Why dont you do like the 

rest of these fine people around would do?" 

Paw hadnt rested last night nor today but he was full of 

energy as a beaver. He slapped down on Pete's desk and got up. 

"You staying in town tonight?" he asked. 

Th&t was it. He wasnt going to answer. You didnt push Paw 

any further when he wasnt @111'11■$ ready to answer. 

"Then I'll be going out. Only ca.me in to see C~leman. Cant 

leave Olivinia 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 a:.t him. 

"Oliviniat What's she doing out there? Who told you you 
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could have her out there nursing a nig --!" 

He looked at him like I was a whisky-jack in the 

muskegs. He sure wasnt • I 1 ■K seeing much in me. 

"R~ckon I recall you were nurs e d for a long time by a 

Nigra woman," he sai d 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?" 

"Olivinia knows more ways of nursing the sick than nOc 

Lewis. Her maw taught her real good." 

"Nur - l'lllW!!rx nursing that colored man?" 

"That man is sick. Dont know how near dying he i s. 11 

But I was seeing Olivinia in the house and that buck 

lying on the bed, watching her. The rustle of her frock and 

the sweet bob of her breasts. I choked and swallowed. 

"Paw, Paw, folks hear about this, there'll be trouble. 

You get him out, you hear. And send home Olivinia real quick." 

He was quiet. He waited, standing quietly. I shook my 

head. He nodded . 

"Guess its time to get home, son," he said. 

He went and I watched his hickory figure going down the 

street to where the automobile was parked under the cottonwood 

before the courthouse. He got in and the first flip of the key 

caught the engine. I grinned, feeling better for it. Whatever 

good was in that battered old car, I had put it in there and was 

holding it in. 

Paw was a good man. He had got more trouble than some 

folks. He had lost Maw and Willi Mae. Lulu Belle too. And I, 

in a sense, was already gone . He was a lonely man. I remember ed 
¥¥MtffF 
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how he had looked last night after he had fought the gasolene 

fire. To pull out a stranger. How they had all looked afterwards. 

Scorched 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 knees brush­

ing the ground, head thrust forward. and breathing out of his 

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, yet closer than 

peas in a pod. 

This was how they were and Paw didnt have any right to 

change them. Paw wasnt any act of Congress to change theX~ law 

they had enacted for themselves. 

"Paw, 11 I called, "hold up. 11 

He idled the engine as I crossed to him. 

"I'm coming out with you." 

"What about the gas pump?" 

"I'll be back. Just want to see how things are." 

Somebody had tidied up the wreck at old Lookout. Must have 

been culeman Roberts. He was good at tidying up. I bet he would 

be elected again next year. 

We rolled into the yard and Olivinia met us at the door. 

She shook her head. 

"Olivinia, you okay?" 

She gave me a quick glance and a nod. She didnt seem to want 

to to meet me with a full look. I shrugged. I was learning about 

women. e They could change direction quicker than a duckhawk. She 
lN!WX&aAA.k 
had been sick and scared last night, now she••• had calmly taken 

over from Paw while he was in town. 
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"Doc Lewis been out?" Paw asked. 

"Aint seen tuft or talon," Olivinia said. She was that 
ice 

cool, mlf/would have frozen on her. I reckoned she was no tifying 

me that s he had grown up big since last night when she had bawled 

like a baby. 

"He must have gone out to Abigail HKope again," Paw said. 

"Wouldnt have gone by here without stopping," Olivinia 

said, looking at me. 
he knows 

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

after all," I said. 

"Oh, he's sick alright. I took a look at his bandages. 

They not too tight or anything." 

I ~D pulled up sKhort. 

"Dont you go doing any doctoring on the Nigra Xl0:1'. fellow. 

All Paw needs you to do is to holler out when he wakes up," I said. 

"And what would I do if he had waked up while your paw 

was j_n town? Holler all the way to Malagoosha?" 

I wasnt out to do a meeting with her. I followed Paw 

inside. We crossed the hall and stood at t h e doDr into Paw's 

room. The man was still on the bed. 

"We could make up a bed f'or him in the woodshed. You and 

I can move Khim out there. 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 f'or a year. You ever thought about it, Paw? 

You ever reckoned on this Nigra fellow being in your bed for 

a year?" 

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

the heaviest bale of hay. Nobody's welcoming you to it." 

He had that way of saying a heap then turning you loose 
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to wander about looking at yourself. 

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

She had come back to help take the weight off Paw. I had 

headed for town to look after Pete's gas station. But it wasnt 

that I had been running away. I had promised Pete. If it had been 

sick 
anyone else/in the house, I would have gone back to town just the 

same. Paw must know that. 01ivinia too. 

"You just leave your Paw to decide, Abner," Olivinia said. 

"To decide what? Which way he should jump to break his neck?" 

"Your Paw showed all of us last night. He did what was right." 

"You know how it has always been for colored people in the 

C0 unty. Nobody bothers them much, so long as they keep to them 

selves." 

"What about Lulu Belle?" 

11 S.8.e was different. She was a hired hand." 

"She was more than that. S~ took care of Willi Mae and you 

from you were babies. All the folk around here knew 

Belle and loved her. You know that." 

Lulu 

''She was different, Olivinia. But you read Sep's signboard. 

That says it all." 

"I aint a-riding you, Abner, but you leave it to your Paw -for now. Wont do hib any - good, thinking you're scared and 

running for cover." 

Now, its one thing 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 mosquito on a summer night. 

"You go home now, you hear? You go home," I said . 

"You're vexed. Maw says never to talk to a man when he's 

vexed. Leave him to lose it, like the flux." 

& She had a tongue like a timber rattler. 

"I'm going to get that nigger out." 
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Her eyes f'araway, she said, "He aint much older than you, 

did you know? Almost burnt to death in a strange town and he 
can 

aint much old er than you. I keep thinking what/xxxx happen 

when you leave the County. This could be Abner, lying there all 

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. 11 

"How the hell do you know his age?" 

"A woman can tell." 

I was all tightened up. I stood off. 

"Dont you touch him. Dont you ever touch him," I whispered. 

"Abner~" 

"Get the hell out of here. Go on home." 

She grew tall.- and turned into fury. She cut me to 

ribbons with her tongue. I only got out alive by yelling, J2'.IM r 
"Alright, alright. You stay and be nurse t o this coon if you want 

to. I'm heading back for town." 

I started to walk back but a mile down the road , I hitched 

"' a ride with Doc Lewis. I was glad Doc d idnt seem inclined to talk. 
fellow 

As we neared town, to be polite, I said, "How's the/gll ■know, 

Doc?" 

"Didnt stop to see," he said shortly. It wasnt until much 

later it occurred to me that I hadnt been suprised by Doc's 

failure to look in on Paw. 
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CHAPTER SIX 

The Hammonds had been in the mowitains of west Malagoosha 

for three or four generations before Paw came along. He must have 

been the first really lonesome one among them. A bull wanting his 

own field. Paw one time said a man ought to•• be able to haulJ 

on his boots without elbowing a cousin. He said that when he came 

of age and got his land deeds, he was ready to pull out. One court 

day he mounted his horse and rode down the mountain to Malagoosha 

City. After swapping around a spell, he ended up owning :forty 

acres o:f sandstone and loam. He had an e y e for crops so he did 

right well with white burley and raised some hogs and a :few head 

of cattle. 

After he had built his house, he returned up the mountain 

for his girl. They were married and had Willi Mae and me. 

I was thinking of Paw and Willi Mae and ever ythin g when 

I 1111111£ rolled out o:f bed in the room at Pete's service station. 

It was early but I was used to waking early on the fann. I put on 

a wind cheater and went outside. I walked down the road, towards 

L0 okout. Nobody was up but a titmouse hurtling from tre e to tree. 

He was on a whirr o:f wings. I ,a 111£ shied a stone at his tuft and 

he left me alone. 

The hardt op ended right outside towri and the rest of the 

road was crusaed and rolled limestone. It was kept well steamrolled 

this near town, but :further it it would be pocked and gutted, 
« some 

especially in the Spring. There was/~XXJiXK 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. 

Bac k 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 pulled up at the station. Sep rolled down a window and 

poked out his head. He was unshaven as usual. 

"Where's your Paw?" he called. 

"Out on the farm, I guess. 11 

"Has he got rid of the nigger yet?" 

I shrugged. I had an idea that Sep - would hlwe known 
whether 
~ the colored fellow was on the farm. 

"What sort of man is your paw turning out to be? You 

in on this business with him?" 

"In on what?" 

"He's got Jeb's girl out there helping to nurse that 

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

nurse a jigaboo? 11 

Sep Logan's one of the finest fellows in the C0 unty but 

he's rough tongued and violent. His extra big eye flared at me. 

"You go out and tell Paw that, Mr Logan," I said. 

"Aim to Go that. Aim to do that right well . " 

His hands clenched the steering wheel, showing white. 

He braced his chest until it cracked. He was a violent man. 

11 You go out and tell him, Abner. Tell your Paw we're 

coming out there tonight. He's to get that fellow off his f 
place by then. 11 

He let in the clutch and the old Chevvy jumped like a 

whip had been cracked. He rammed past Jeb Coombes•• place and 

screeched out of town. 

About mid morning, Mayor ROberts hailed me down the 

street. I went over to his office. The two town policemen, Joe and 

Shorty, were climbing into the town squad car.I nodded at them. 

Perhaps they grunted. They were two hard cases. 

"You looking shaggy this morning, Abner. Working too 

hard?" ! ayor Roberts said. 
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A tidy grin on his face like it had been put there by 

a furrow mach~ne. He is bony and tall, with long arms bent a t the 

wrists where his hands slope in, as if reporting for work . He was 

not a personally popular man but he h ad got to be mayor o n e year 

when nobody had much hankering for it, what wi t h hog sicknes s 

h itting the County from one end to another. Then h e worked so 

hard at bein g mayor, keeping the grass around the cour thouse lawn 

cut and watered, marking the traffic lines in white pain t him­

self so i t wouldnt cost the County a cent, smiling at all the 

women a n d a sking after their least ' uns, nobody h ad t h e hea rt to 

go a f ter him at the next elections. 

"Most folks are shaggy this morning, Mayor . To o close 

to Massacr e Day," I said. 

"Heard from your paw about what he asked me?" 

"Sure. He told me. 11 

"The law and custom, Abner. Got to uphold the l aw and 

cus tom. On e a int n o good without the other." 

I thought a little . No matter wha t I wished, Paw n eeded 

help. "Law doesnt say anything a b out not allowing a c oloured 

man i n the hospital," I said . 

He looked at me as if I had steppe d on his corn s. 

"What the law dont pick up, custom do," he said . 

"You could help my paw. 11 

Hi s eyes cold-licked me. 

"What you asking, boy?" 

"Same thing as Paw." 

Mayor R0 berts shook his head. 

11 D0 nt know what h as come over your paw and you. Aint as 

if you're one of thes e Yankee fellows with the knot in their heads 

which makes them h a ve a nigger in their living rooms . You and 

your paw are Hammonds. You belong here. What's wron g with you ? 
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Somebody put a hex on you?I You tell your paw to get that black 

~ 
fellow outt of his house." ...._, 

He walked stiff legged back to his office. Boy, had I made 

him mad? But I had this right good feeling of having backed up Paw. 

~ It was a fair day at Pete's. I sold gas, tightened a 
/cleared 

couple of shackle bolts,/1 ]? a fuel choke, sold a set of spark 

plugs to an outsider who jogged into the station firing on three, 

earned fifty cents fit~ing 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 how foolish Sep 

and Coleman and folks like• them were. Pushing Paw was onlH 

pushing up that look in his eye. The harder you squeezed him, the 

tougher he became. At least Sep ought to have known that, he had 

been friendly with Paw for such a long time. 

A 'dozer bulled and shouldered up the road past the station. 

Mayor Roberts stepped out on his porch, grinned and waved a t the 

driver. Coleman Roberts had sure turned into politician since we 

had shooed him in, waving at any passing tractor driver like every 

'~ was election day. 

Nothing happened until in the evening. In the evening, I 

had a call from Pete. 

Jeb Coombea. 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 C0 llege. 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 ear, it turned out to be Pete. 

"This is me, Abner Hammond," I said into t h e phone. 

"Abner!" He almost tore my ear off'. 11Abner, how the 

hell are you, boy?" 
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Sure it was Pete. I would know his voice anywhere. He sounded 

real excited. I hadnt ever used a phone be:fore but I would know 

Pete's voice anywhere. 

"I'm fine, who's this? Pete? Petet Well, boyt" 

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

I could hear music over the phone. I wondered i:f they played 

music on the durn thing while :folks talked. Maybe hl2.was in some 

swank hotel. 

"Massacre Day was :fine. Say, where are you?" 

"How's the station? Getting business?" 

"Station's f'ine. Where are you? In a swank hotel?" 

"How 's your paw?" 

., 
" He's f'ine. Did you :fly down in an airplane like you said? 11 

"Sure . Boy, you must try it some time. How was Massacre Day?" 

11 :l<"'ine. Listen, Pete, you staying in a swank hotel? What's 

that music?" 

He laughed. "You wait till I tell you. How was Mayor Roberts' 

speechll? Anybody got into a :fight with an outsider?" 

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

11 Wnat did he do? Get uppity?" 

"No . He busted into L0 okout Rock. A real wreck. Paw's got him 

at the house. " 

"Car too big :for him, I guess," Pete said laughing. 

Then while Pete was laughing, I realised for the first time 

how scared the colored man must have been. I remembered how the car 

had stoppe by Sep Logan's signboard. He had driven o:ff' again slowly, 

taking it real easy, making sure he wasnt stopped for speeding. Then 

the guns had gone off' and he had busted away. Taken o:ff like a racoon 

--;) 

with the dogs on his tail.~ couldnt have known that this was a ll 

part of Massacre Day . He must have thought that the guns were shooting 
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at him. 

"I guess," I said to Pete. 

It wasnt like before. I was knowing something more. The 

poor bastard. I kept talking to Pete. 

"Where are you? In a swank hotel?" 

Pete .i&.ug.i:.Lea some more. "Hell, you really want to know, dont 

you? I'm in Key we~t.tt 

'l'hai; va.s the place the 1·ellows on the radio were a.lway;;. 

~a..Lking aoou·". The army and the navy and the airforce were al.1. 

ctown there wait.ilit5 ,;o see whc:1.t the c.;ubans were up to. We had moved 

in some heavy stuff, 'flk ready to • LI 

Russian friends. 

clobber Castro and his 

"Key West? What the hell you doing down there? You joined 

the army?" 

"No. But I got another surprise for you. You remember Lulu 

Belle? 11 

Now what the hell was this? What did that boy set my heart 

all ajumping for? For where Lulu Belle was, I reckon Willi Mae 

would be. 

A woman's voice was saying something and Pete laughed. He 

had never been a sorehead, but he was cackling like a hen now. 

Laughing and real loon happy. 

"Abner? You tell your paw I seen Willi Mae, 11 he said. "And 

you know what that fool gal is up to?" 

I held on tight to the phone. My heare. 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 
about 

or maimed. Nothing/:f::z:11m her except the single note Lulu Belle had 

painfully scrawled for Paw. 

The phone went dead in my hand. Just went dead, that's all 

No~sound. I called to Jeb. He came over and took it from my hand. 
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He put it to his ear. 

"The party's hung up," he said. 

Sure. Me too. 

"It was Pete," I said. 

"He'll call you back if he wants to," Jeb said. 

"He said he had seen Willi Mae and Lulu Belle," I said. 

Jeb Coombes stared at me. He was Paw's friend and he 

knew how much her going had shaken him. 

"Wel.l, I'll 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 would wait to hear 

from Pete about what Willi Mae was doing, before I told Paw. 

"Dont you say anything to Paw about th.is, Mr Coombes ," 

I said. "Dont you say anything to anybody until I hear from 

Pete again.J He 's got enough to worry about.ff~ Dont 
want to 
:tux give him any more unfinished business right now. 11 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

. ..-.., 
Later in~!!,~ afternoon, I went out to the farm in Pete's 

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?" 

"Dont like his looks," Paw said. 

"They're tough," I said. 

"No tougher'n anybody else," Paw said sharply. 

"Has Doc Lewis been out?" 

"Aint turned up since the night." 

We went back to the :front room and I told him what Sep and 

Coleman had said. As I had expected, his eyes hardened. But I had 

to tell him. There was no telling what that :fool Sep Logan would do 

and I didnt want anybody to jump Paw. 

I sat down in his chair, the old rocker with the :frayed 

cushions that had been my maw's. I put out a hand and the knobs o:f 

the radio were exactly in reach. Just like Paw, I gave a . twitch o:f 

the wrist and heard the tubes hum as power surged in :from the battery. 

Re would work all day in the :field and a:fter his wash and supper in 

the evening, he would sit in the old rocker and seek news o:f Willi 

Mae through a worn wooden knob. 

Paw rose and went to the door. He turned back and looked up 

at the :fire blackened logs thick as hams :from which he had gouged the 

rafters of the house. He had axed the oak a:fter :firing them at the 

stump and handsawn them :for the rafters. The floor was of yellow poplar, 

rough chiselled but :firm as stone. Paw used to tell me how he had \Al 1·1pr .& 
started ~ the house himself. 7 rm 'n•111,111u ■JUE. But a:fter a week, 

he had looked up the trace one morning and seen our kin from the other 
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side of' the 7 &&. County coming in. They walked in behind the 

waggon carrying their guns and tools to help 

It wast~ first time he had seen them since 

him build his house. 
,IFl■ ··ra■IUI I • i ~ .. ,. . 

he had 7. • •■ ., ~ -
"We reckoned it was due time f'or you to commence a-building 

your house so we come in to give you a hand," my uncle Shadrach 

said. 

In a week they had three rooms and a gallery standing. Then 

they went away as quietly as they had come. Paw added another room, and 

then another. 

"That dheman mad+e mad all through," I said, 

"So am I," Paw said so softly, I almost didnt hear him. 

Paw was a sudden man. But he could be like a hound dog 

sitting w1der a tree all night waiting f'or a coon to come down. He 

would look at a problem for hours, then he would solve it with a 

swift decision. And when he went to work, the course he had planned 

would be like a main bone in him. It had never mattered to Paw after­

wards that the decision had brought no solution at all. 

"The fellow is sick, in ny house," he said. He turned at 

the door and looked out at the open fields and the rocky risings. His 

hands and knees knew every inch of' the land. He was out there in 

snow and sun, coaxing his needs out of' it. 

"And on my land," he said. "Aint nobody going to tell me 

how to plow my f'urrow. 11 

Like I said, Sep Logan. 

Paw turned again and looked at me. 11 I know those folks out 

there, because I know how they walk and spit. But I don t 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 
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out? No . I wont d o it." 

"Its folks' ways, Paw. Folks have always thought that colored 

people ought to stay by themselves." 

He shook his head. 

"We dont know who he is. He could be a good Nigra. Lots 

of colored people are as good as real folks. Like Lulu Belle . It 

aint sensible for Coleman and the rest to just up and say no Nigras 

are good. They all knew Lulu Belle. They all liked her. Why, I 

reckon Lulu Belle could go a-visiting from one end of the County to 

another and folks would be partial to her." 

Of courseM he was right about Lulu Belle, but she was 

different. By golly, Paw was born around here. He knew what he was 

doing wasnt right . The trouble was, his tail was up. 

"I know how you feel, Paw. But dont let dont let us hand 

them the hammer to nail our hides to the wall. Coleman and Sep will 

have the whole durn Cow1.ty behind them. 11 

He whipped around full face to me. His eyes cut me to ribbons. 

"You shut your mouth , you hear ? You be quiet if you aint any 

better than a jay i n a cane brake. What's got to be done muet be 

done , is all. '' 

I waited for h~n to cool. 

"Paw , I reckon you're proving something and there're things 

I should learn. I'll hold up." 

:8: His eyes were clear when he answered after awhile. "I reckon 

so. I handt thought it out but I think now that mayb e I ' m p r oving 

s omething. Maybe proving we are people and not just - gr unt and 

bacon. Or maybe just proving. " 

I loved him. e stood there, just saying it. He had a way of 

making you feel clean again. 

"We'll be bucking a lot of folks. They wont cotton to it. " 

"Fellow can 1'lllt hardly do what he thinks is right without 
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bucking a lot of folks." 

"Mayor Roberts is going .ax rough and tumble against us. 

He can bring some power:ful law down on us." 

11Aint breaking any laws. Aint hurting anybody except 

myself. And maybe you." 

He looked quickly at me and I didnt duck from his eyes -

although I wanted to. Sure, I was relieved to remember that soon 

I would be going away to college. It was a comfortable thought 

from which this Hammond made no effort to escape. I would be 

leaving Malagoosha County, away from the frozen faces and the 

spit over the shoulder and the grudging grunts that would follow 

us Hammond afterwards. 

"You hurting, Abner?" Paw said quietly. 

He had lines on his face;and simple, capable hands, proud 

hands which had always been kind to me and taught me much. He was 

my Paw. 

"Not hurting so much I cant wait to rneet Sep when he comes." 

"How about Pete's stat ion?" 

"The hell with Pete. The station can wait." 

Paw and me went out to close the split rail gate just 

at darkening. We told Olivinia we ·were going to see after the 

anima s. Paw moved carefully around, showing me where to stand 

and it was then I had an inkling of the sort of man he was. But 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 withoub lights, but they saw the split rail fence whitish in 

the dark. When the car stopped, Paw stepped from the shadows of 

some sycamores and said, "Sep? 11 

You could almost hear them jump. 

Sep said angrily, "Abner, what's this? You barring folks 
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:from your land?" 

"Got a sick man in there, slllx Sep. He needs the quie t." 

Now Sep knew that Paw was bucksawing him and it didnt 

make him pleased. But Sep was a nice :fellow, one o:f the nicest 

men in thlie County and he wasnt against getting Paw to see reason. 

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

"Got your message, Sep, but:[ reckon the :fellow's too 

sick to move," Paw said, reasonable as anything. 

The silence got like pelt. You could feel it. 

Then S~p said, "We'll take him of:f' you, Abner." 

"Gently, Sep?" 

"Right gentle, Abner." 

"Where will you take him?" 

But the soft talk suddenly got too much for Sep's brood. 

They had been shifting around in the car and now one of them 

yelled, "We'll shove him in hell, that's where!" 

We could Jta: hear when Sep backhanded him. It cracked 

like a pistol. 

Paw said quietly, "Now you take them home, Sep. Go home." 

""' "That aint Christian, Abner. We come to take t he sick 

:fellow off your hands." 

"You got as mueh Christianity as a copperhead. Go home." 

Sep stepped out of the automobile, followed by his hulking 

sons. They came out in the night, big shouldered and menacing. 

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

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

"Sep, I've got the scattergun with me. It wont be the first 

time a Hammond ~K has had to put a gun on fool folks, guess you 

know that. Now you take yourself and your cubs from my premises." 

Something went into Paw's voice. On and off, i n some of 

his moments, he would talk a little about the :feud his folks had 
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Uncle Matt had jokingly asked whether Paw's folks didnt hold their 

own Massacre Day. Paw could handle a gun like a limb off his arm but 

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

than fairly. A kind of furriness had crept into Paw's voice 

and was crawling along the nape of my neck. I knew what it was. 

Paw's voice was telling me that he was ready to kill. 

"Paw," I said softly, but I dont believe he heard me. 

"Move, Sep, 11 Paw said flatly. "Now." 

And Sep moved. He went sideways, walking on the edge of 

his feet. His eye, must have been flaring with fear. He knew that 

standing in the dark, Paw could have cut them down like a mower in 

a field of corn. 

They snaked off, the two older ones, Hiram and Japheth 

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

that evening but had heard the kill in Paw's voice. They piled 

into the automobile. Sep let in the clutch so fast, the motor 
he 

stalled. Whe~ was rolling, one of the boys took leave of us 

withf, 

"Nigger-lovin ' Hammonds!" 

It didnt craw me none. I was too busy letting the 

tightness out of my gut. Paw st ood rigid as wood. A carved man 

with the back of his h ead glued to the sycamore. A sudden man too. 

He had me scared . But loving him so fiercely, I wanted to yell it. 

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

Paw a nd me went in fast t hrough the door and met her in the hall . 

Her shoulders were up like the night had turned colder than it was. 

"That - colored man. He 's waking." 
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We hustled into Paw's room. There ha d been a change 

alright. His brea thing had chan ged. His head was jerking on Paw ' s 

pillow. He groa n e d often and his body t witched under Paw's sheet. 

His black face glistened wi th sweat . He looked like a heat hen 

idol which had somehow strayed into Paw's b ed . 

Oliv inia stood b ack to the wall. Her knuckles were pressed 

to her mout h. She was staring at the man, deep black and shining 

with sweat . His h.lmds we re outs ide t he sheet , long fingered and 

cut f inely . I wondered if he had got t hos e han ds p i cking cotton. 

I wondered whan h e wa s. 

Paw went to the washstand and took a towel from the rack. 

He crossed back to the bed and wiped t h etellow ' s face . He wiped ,-

it gently. The parts he wiped were ash colored afterwards. I 

hadnt ever seen a black man turn ash colored. It mus t be the 

sickness. Paw pulled down the sheet. The shoulders were naked -

down to wh ere t he bandages began a t the chest . Th e shoulders were 

bea~utiful ly mu scled. Somet imes t hey h a d a rippl e , like a cats. 

Paw tes t ed the bandages. He looked up at us. I didnt know what 

showed on my face but he motioned us with h is eao to le>avo ·l;h . 

room. I shook my neact back. OliYinia didnt seem to have noticed . 

Paw h itched a chair to t h e b ed a nd sat . The night had 

warmed up. Insec t s slapped a gainst the mosqui to wiring at t he open 

window . Paw rose and pulled the curtain over t he window. He went 

bac k to t he chair . He drew the sheet down t o 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 girl's but widened at the rib cage. he 
lay 

bic eps/~ big and black against Paw ' s sheet . I wanted to puke . 

No matter that I was backing Paw , it coulclnt keep the sickness out 

of my gut . Sep and the others were right . Th e sambo should h ave been 

in the YXUM-Y?tF t oolshed. 
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The Nigra tossed suddenly and mumbled something. We didnt 

catch the words. 

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

She didnt seem able to move at all. She was looking at the 

big Nigra man like he would leap at her if she moved. I went for 

the glass of whi ky. Paw used it to wet the fellow's fo rehead and 

his nostrils. He came awake. 

He carne awake quietly and immediately . Like an animal . The 

eyes opened and f ixed on Paw. They locked on Paw's face and then 

I could see them trying to loosen their hold as they took in the 

white man 's features. He tried to twist his head but only managed 

a few jerky movements . The eyeballs twitched from Paw's face and 

hunted the ceiling and slid down the xab walls. They met Olivinia 

and hung for awhile. They wandered from her and found me . 

We seemed to look at each other for a long crazy time without 

any feeling between us. His eyes were big in his face.X The pupils 

a deep black. Our glances met and clashed around like glass taws 

and then we b o th looked away. 

Paw said , "Can you hear me ?X Do you nnderstand?" 

He didnt answer. He closed his eyes. The fingeBs 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. 
,j,J ... 

"Your aut omobile crashed. We are taking care of you. Aint 

no cause for you to worry. You h ear, boy? " 

I didnt reckon Paw was hopeful that he could stop the fellow 

f rom worrying . Maybe he was just hoping to shake the worry a little 

so it wouldnt l odge too s nug. But I would bet a dollar to doughnuts 

the fellow wasnt feeling not-to-worry, waking up to a. circle 

of white folks faces around him . 



UWI L
ibr

ari
es

59 

I thought Paw would :feed Khim some ofthe whisky. Smarten up 

his tongue so he would talk. Tell us who his people were so we could 

:fetch him there. Take this lousy load o:f:f the backs o:f the h ammonds 

so we could go about our rightful business. But Paw wasnt doing 

that at all. Paw was going real good, making like a hospital. 

I • 

"You heat some of that soup, Olivinia. Lets get something 

inside him." 

Paw sure was doctoring tonight. But his nurse seeme d to 

have run down her batteries. She didnt seem to have heard . She 

wa s bracing the wall with her back and staring at the Nigra. 

"I'll get it, Paw," I said disgustedly. "She's deader'n 

that :fellow." 

That got her o:ff the wall. 

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

to the kitchen. 

It was Paw who :fed him the soup. He steadied the :fellow's 

head in the crook o:f his arm while he spooned in the soup :from the 

bowl held by Olivinia. XX I hadnt asked to help and Paw didnt ask me 

either. He was really putting in time. I wondered who would be 

taking out the Nigra's slops. Had Paw thought o:f that? Had old Doc Paw 

Hammond thought o:f that? 

The soup didnt go down smoothly. The muscles o:f his throat haf/i,t 

yet come out o:f shock. Some o:f the soup bubbled back in the spoon 

and ran down the sides o:f his mouth in two streams. 

"He's a pig. That's how they eat," I said. I hadnt meant :for 

it to come out aloud. 

Paw stormed around on me, spilling soup as h e did so. 

"The boy's sick, you hear? You wouldnt 1..wll have been any 

bet•e~ i:f you were sick as he is!" 

"Okay. Okay, Paw," I said. "I'm sorry. Okay?" 

He ~U glared at me before he went back to doctoring I went 
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b ack to wondering/wM'l the hell did 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 a t us in turn 

while he ate. I had caught his eyes once or twice and I had the 

feeling he wasnt so scared, as curious about~ us. I wondered 

if he had been visiting around here. Perhaps he was rela ted 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 was 

after him when he heard the guns. I hoped he would remember who 

he was. That one would be a hum inger. For sure. I had read some­

place that accidents could do that to people. That would be j ust 

fine and dandy for us, to be stuck witbj~a Nigra guest. 

"Let's try getting something out of' him. Like his name, who 

he is, where's he £row, whQ are his folks," I said. 

Paw shook his head. Nosirreebob. Paw wasnt going to discom­

mode his patient. Bet your Sunday britches on that. 

"We got to notify his folks, Paw. So they can come for 

him. This guy's got folks just like anybody else. They'll be 

anxious about him." 

The snake oil didnt do much to Paw. He finished tucking in 

he sheet. He motioned us out of' the room as he turned down the 

wick of' the lamp. 

He said out in the hall, "No good talking to that f'ellow 

now , son. He'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 

alright. He hadnt been too sick for that. 

Olivinia and I went out to the gallery. W8 watched the f'ire­

flies and s lapped mosquitoes. 
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"We'll get you out o:f here in the morning. Dont want you 

to be a nurse to a Nigra. Like Paw. " 

"Wasnt much help to him in there, " Olivinia said . " I must 

be more help:ful to poor Mr Hammond ." 

So I bulled i n on her. 

"What do you mean , help:ful? What do you want to do ? Hold 

that Nigra's hand? Youleave that to Paw. You're getting out o:f 

here tonight." 

"For al l the good I was to your paw, I ought to be out o:f 

here already. " 

"What came over you? You stared at him like he had put a 

hex on you. The colored man, I mean. " 

"It was him coming awake . Laying in your paw ' s bed and all. 

When he was asleep, I got along righf smar t. But then he woke and 

began looking around, looking at us, like he was part and parcel 

with us :folks, and - and something happened. It wasnt the same 

again. He ha come into us. Dont know i:f I put it rightly, but I 

know I wanted to get out and run harder than a tit. possum on Hound 

Dog Day. " 

"You dont be scared o:f him, " I said, :feeling to hug her 

:for her voice was so young and scared , making me :sat: stand 9k 

taller than timber. "He cant ge t t o you. He ' s :flat on his back 

anyway. But he try anything , we show him what we d o to uppity 

niggers in alagoosha County. " 

Oliv inia :fanned hers elf with her apr?n• The nig twas 

sure prickly, but it would turn cool later. 

"' Taint that , Abner. Not scared or anything. But i t was 

just like I was seeing something I didnt have any right seeing . 

Fellow like that, you see him toting a sack of potatoes, or 

breaking rocks for the rail road track , it aint a thing to turn 

your h ead t o look at. Reckon when you come down to it , you dont 
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in the h ouse, 

s ee him at all. But lying/a.■M TSiJlll on a clean sheet, his shoes 

o:ff' and we fussing arowid him, it was like I was looking through 

a door I aint ever seen opened. I mean it - it - it was like 

nobody should have gone and opened it. " 

It made some s ense to me but I could.nt rightly put my 

finger on it. I widerstood Olivinia, what s h e wa s s a y ing, bu t 

I cou 1dnt have said it any different. It wouldn t have come out 

a n y better . We were talking to e a ch other on the inside, the way 

you untied a knot, your head learning the twists and loop s l ong 

b efore your fingers were ready. 

"We'll move him some place. Folks are going to fret 

with Paw if we keep h i m here. They're going to get l umpier, t h e 

longer we keep h i m in the house." 

D Olivinia was leaning on a gal lery po s t, looking up into 

the night sky. The sky was sure speckled tonight. It was warm for 

October. It promised a cool winter. Maybe we wou l d ge t frosts 

early. Olivi nia looked pretty enough to eat. 

"On c e when I was little, I remember my paw had a mule," 

she said. "Broke his leg one morning feeding too far up t he high 

rock. Fell on account of thh rock was s lippery. I wa s n o more 

than big 'unto a toads tool but I followed Paw u p the h igh rock 

and saw the mule lying there. That old mu le didnt look right, 

lying there . He was strong and pulled powerfully on Paw 's plow. His 

h ooves were big. His legs were big and dirty and s trong. He was 

used to toting and pulling. Now he was lying there, with Paw and 

the other men :fussing a rmund him. But suddenly our eyes me t, me 

and that old mule. And then I saw in his eyes that he c ould :feel. 

He could - hurt. " 

"What did your paw do?" 

"Had to shoot him . " 

"Sure, " I said. 
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She looked sick at me. I d idnt ought to have said it so 

bold. Could have soaped it up a little. Because I didnt really 

mean we should shoot the Nigra man like that old mule. Just rid ourselves 

o:f the trouble, was all. I had been only :funning , but she sure looked 

sick at me . Hel l, :folks dont lynch a quarter's worth o:f what it 

had been in Paw's time. Uncle Matt had &, said once in Jeb 

Coombes' that it was a good thing they didnt too. He had been -- on 

a :few when he was younger, and he didnt think it did white :folks 

a ny better than it did to black :folks. It took a lot of corn likker 

to drown it out o:f your system :for weeks afterwards, he said. Uncle 

Matt was one o:fthe nicest :fellows in the County. 

"They kept that old mule :from suffering, you ever thought 

o:f that?" I asked, 

She turned her face away, los.king out at the night. 

"He used to be a good mule. He hauled a plow better 

than any we ever had." 

A Nigra man wasnt a mule, no matter if Sep Logan held 

that it wasnt a sin hunting them like coons. Sep was a nice :fellow 

too, except :for hating black :folks and Jews and Catholics more than 

was good :for a man. 

"Come rai)( , I I\ take you home, 11 I said. "You leave the 

doctoring to Paw now that the Nigra is awake." 
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IN ITALICS 

He woke wideawake out of the deep shock coma. He was 

immediately aware of strangeness. He laid stock stil~because 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 

came awake with a clatter. Grunting and scratching like a boarder 

in a rooming house basement. Somebody usually soon made a mess 

of them, Barty said. See it dont happen t o you, Barty said. Barty, 

the big white killer who could love a buddy with the same rapacity 

with which he would slit a throat.In this dark and fearful place 

that was the South, Sam Dodge awoke to the instant knowledge 

that he was in enemy territory. 

The light slid into the slit he made at his eyes. When 

the focus became clearer, he saw the white man's face bending 

close to him. The sowbelly white with the incongruous blue eyes 

and the cruel Simian thin mouth of a Caucasian man. Sam Dodge 

smelled cracker in the room. There was a screaming inside his skull. 

A screaming to run and run and run. He tried to get up and run but 

his body Ma 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 his eyes into the white man's. His eyes 

jumped about in confusion and fear, up to the ceiling and along 

the walls. He saw the girl. She was very young, and she was scared. 

She was straight hick, homespun from the 1oom7 

but clean and pretty looking. al His eyes found the boy. 

Yeah, Sam Dodge said. There he was. One of them. The young 

guy standing near the door . He was one of them alright. You always 
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knew. The boy had the sneer and the fear-hate on h i s face. ~he 

kil l-safe t hat made them do i t to you like a hol y deed . .. • .•m fl 

A shadow interposed between him and t he light and Sam 

Dodge saw the older man bending over him . The older guy seeme d 

okay , b u t you learnt not t o tru st the i r looks. Sometimes t h e 

kindest l ooking ones t u rned out t o be asking whether your wife 

was t o home, or whe t her you could lend them your sister. 

The older guy was t alking to him. He }{heard every word. 

His head was b eing washed clean with pain. He was taut as a 

piano key. The pain was mainly roo t ed at his back and chest. 

He couldnt f or the lif e of' him tell whe ther he had legs under 

the sheet. He seemed to h a ve lost c ont act down there. He wondered 

wi t h an awful sick feeling whether he was paralysed. He knew he 

c ould talk. He coul d feel his tongue in h is mou t h and t he wat er 

at its roots. Hi s tongue was coiled, ready t o explode into speech , 

but Irish Barty always s aid a guy shoul d hold something up his 

sleeve. Whether a knife o r a gun or just a piece of knowledge 

the other mob a\i didnt know a bou t . 

So he p l ayed it a l ong with t he older guy, opening his 

eyes and blinking fo r his soup . Mayb e the old guy waff~kay . He 

had turned real sharp on t he punk fo r call ing him a black pig. 

They left after the old man had turned down the lamp. Th e kid 

seemed to be his son but u Sam Dodge didnt get the girl ' s 

relationship. 

Sam Dodge came cautiously alive. He explored the bandage 

around his chest. e groped about his face and felt the unl ikely 

bald skull . He fo und his legs, in sp l ints . Broth er, he was a 

wr eck . You could s ay it a gain. A wreck . Poor Sam Do dge a wreck 

a n d cast up on Mister Charlie's d oorway. 

He went back over what had happened. He had seen the huge 
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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 rockfisputing his 

way just befol!e he socked it. Before it had crunched him and 

spat him out with a couple of broken legs and God knows what 

else torn inside him. 

It appeared th•t he hadnt been badly burnt, except perhaps IHll 

under the bandages. Somebody must have dragged him out fast. He 

knew a good deal about combustion engines. He knew roughly what 

would have gone on when the damn car h it. Only luck, or somebody, 

coul d have saved him from being cM:harred alive. Luck and a lot 

of help . 

The thought brought him up but pain crashed in from all 

sides and pushed him back on the bed again. 

Godammit, they must have pulled him out . They must have 

busted into the blazing auto and pulled him out . A goddam Whitey, 

a couple of lousy crackers must have done it. But of course it 

d idnt add up. Why in hell would white people have gone into a 

fire to pull him free? To save his loused up black l ife? 

He breathed through his mouth while the pain subsided 

and thought about it. He was on Whitey ' s bed. He could smell 

white man on t he bed. The acrid, hateful white smell. He had to 

get out before they put any i deas they had to work. He wanted 

first of all to know how badly hurt he was. 

Sam Dodge knew his body. He knew i ts capabilities. He 

had always been curious about itl6. He had brought it to a peak 

of perfection and taught himself to trust it. But he was ready 

also to r disavow it for he had seen too may guys 

like himself whitimper and beg a dirty broken body to be capable 

a while longer. Just to hold out a little longer. Enough to 

reach where a man could grappl e with the last issues. A rare 
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encounter. But the body was mindl ess; i t had no integrity by 

itself. I t had no goddam inner grace, tha t was for sure . It 

could go on t he whiteM man's side. It was a t ease on the white 

man's bed, satisfaction in every sinew. His fle sh was hungry for 

reassurance while his min d was teari ng itself apart to depart 

J]Sff,._-ft:: Mist er Charlie 's hos pi tal>i ty. 

Sam Dodge probed in his head to find out abou t the 

state of his body. He ran hiimind down the back of his head and 

over the arch at his neck and s earched between his shoulder blades. 

He knew h is back was not broken for he had s a t up almost, until 

the pain had thrust h i m flat again. The thick pectorals were 

s ore but that was a b out all . His gut was good. No damage there 

that he cou ld feel but a sawbones would know more. Only the stupid 

legs. Those two were broken alright. And that was another thing. 

Why hadnt they taken him to a hospi tal? Mos t of the hospitals 

woul d have a wing for colored folk . Filled,and not very c lean, 
their 

but st ill/B)Jli very own. Instead he was put in the 

danger a rea. Amidst t h e bitter, harsh , hate smells. I t was a smell 

you tasted . All his life had b een cut and drawn to know and 

identify t he smell. From the t ime ~ was born. 

Sam Dodge was born in 1932. In a slats-and-shingle 

three-ro om cabin on t h e e dge of the property . His parents share­

cropped f or t he cabin and a couple of acres o f dry, sandy soil 
mrlf.e.,v 

upcountry f rom the watershed. His~ sang in the cho i r of 

the color ed Southern Baptist across the creek. The town was 

called Nazareth, Ky., and Hoo er was waiting i n the Whi te House 

for FDR to come r iding down Pennsylvania Avenue , the big election­

e ering grin turned grim by ac c ession to off'icef. 

Sam Vodge would have stayed i n the South. But what 

shaped Sam's f'u t u re was the store credit which had hooked his folk 
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so they dangled from crop to crop l ike catfish on a lin e . With ., 
~ v 

no place t o go but the skillet. One day his ·•u•• got 9!1 sore 

and clipped the white storekeeper so badly, they had t o wire hisf 
4~y • 

jaw. His Jlltr would have got away with ten years on the roadgang , 
took him to jail. 

but he fought the deputies who/l .lfltmJ ·• 7 P?t They sent the body 

to Sam ' s ~ mother. 

What shaped Sam's future was the weather- blackened 
sang 

church down t he creek where his mother .-./contra l s o solos. 

Folks told her there was money up north f o r good hymn singing 
rode in 

voices. So one day they, 'f.mtln1· E t he c olored compartment on 

a railroad t rai n , going c l ickety c l ackety to freedom sitting 
wooden 

upright on a/tliW W'l bench, through L0 u s sville and Lexington and 

Charleston , up through Pittsburg and Scranton and New York 
Kentucky 

State, and sout h again down Seventh Avenue, the/red dust . still 

blowi ng in their ears . 

They had been l ucky , Sam thought . Singing in the 

c~~r of the AME church i n the basement , his mother was given a 

clean, large room and a smal l one for him on the third floor back 
East 

of the brownstone ftiouse at/125th Street near Mount Morris park. 

In 1942, she was working good. It was wartime and the Mister Char~ie' s 
'q~ 

downtown werent disposed to check your hair for kinks when t hey 

need ed personnel. Sam and his mother moved to a bet t er place on 

St Nicholas Avenue. Sam was happy f or a long t i me just being in 

the house . A nice stone house with j u s t t hree apartments. x -TPim: 

Their apartment had a chipped but clean marble 6 washM tub, 

flush toilets - that never failed to work, and a square of 

garden at the back. With his mother worki ng every day, t here was 

always food in the icebox. His first tentative exposure to Harlem 

was when he wa s 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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Sam Dodge had never been so f'ree in his life as he 

was in Harlem. The comfort of' all those black faces around him, 

the feel of money in his pocket , t he richness of life i n the st r eet . 

Sam grew up unafraid. True he had a brush now and then with the 

white cops on the beat, but if there were minorities in Harlem, 

they didnt loak like Sam Dodge . A guy could s t and at 145th and 

Lenox Avenue and piss off a yell f'it to rip the c ornice from the 

roof' of the Hotel Theresa twenty blocks away , and all the faces 

that turned to look at him would be f leshed in that warm cocoa 

browfolor with which the good Lord had enriched His Chosen Folk. 

Harlem was the place for freedom. The rooftops and 

the river. Mount Morris rark and the pushcarts on Seventh Avenue 

where the green vegetables were kept cool by a sprinkler c a n so 

they smelled like downhome on a rainsoaked Spring day . The only 

glimpses B Sam Dodge had of white faces was when he played down 

in the subway station and the K.JililOf* express trains flashed by 

with their loads for downtown and the Bronx . Or in the automobiles 

that stopped for th,lights, the pale, trapped faces looking through 

the windows at all that noisy black freedom outside. The sweet 

black freedom they had thought was imprisoned in the ghetto. 

Sam liked it in Harlem . 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

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 same customers by the time I got back from the farm. I had to 

stretch the truth a mite to pacify some irate ones; told them we went to 

a burying. Squirting gas with one hand and making change with the other, 

I hustled the line and sent them rolling not too mad once they heard of 

the burying. After they were through, I hosed down the apron and cleaned 

up before going across the street for supper. I had just about finished 

when Jeb Coombes hailed me to say I was wanted on the phone. 

I got over there fast, excited that it could be Willi Mae. 

Slamming through the door, I skidded up to the booth, banged my shins a 

couple of times as I squeezed in and shut out the astonished faces in 

Jeb I s. 

"Hullol II I yelled into it. 11 That you, Wil --- I mean Pete? .)) 

There was a lot of noise and somebody was singing mountain songs 
Meru, .. nnt,t . 

but not good as •■ ··· fill -. . £ The phone gave a few clonks as if somebody 

had dropped it and then I heard Pete's voice. 

11HulloJ Hullol 11 

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

"Pete---- 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 I s ----J 11 

. 
The phone went dead, but not before I had made out ill£ Ma.e I s 
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voice yelling something at him. I stood there helplessly looking at 

it before I hung up. I had my hands in my pockets and my shoulders 

rabbit-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 

into the station and locked up and went to lay down on 

rolled a pillow under my head, turned on his radio and 

singing 1Ree, !:fil:!, !!!I Dinah gal. Her voice was clean as a piney wood. 

I couldnt tell Paw anything.., until I was sure. He would 

only worry, and he had enough on his mind right now for we were both 

waiting to see what Sep Logan would do. I would have stayed the night 

at Paw's but he threw me out. He said 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 I called "Caning, 11 and threw a coat on. Then I heard my name called 

in a whisper and recognized Olivinia 1s voice. 

"Dont turn on the light, 11 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 quickly 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 1 s. I could smell the night scent on her, the 
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warm, sweet sleep sweat , the bed sweat that was :flogging me to 

put my arm on her and say Kitten, Kit ten , but not knowing if she 

claw 
would ..._ my head off. 

"Kiss me, Abner , " she whispere . 

Bold as a puppy she was. But I wasnt going to have her believe 

I was a darn cottontail , so I kissed her. She came into me , easy as 

water , and I smelled her hair and illla felt the flow of her along me 

and fe ckoned there was nobody I would rather marry after all . 

"How did y ou get to town ?" 

" I borrowed your paw's car. My paw ' s gone with Sep Logan," she 

said. But that didnt make sense. I had taken her home myself. 

"How did you get back to my paw'Ss? " I asked. 

"Walked. Walked s ome . • I went back. If you mean to be mad , then 

get i t over with. There are other things, such as my Paw going over 

to see sep Logan. Sep's calling af gatherine. 11 

I had known something would be up, but I hadnt reckoned on 

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

They were all Paw's friends . They would stop Sep :from doing anything 

foolish. That was how it looked . 

"What ' s Sep doing ? He going in the lead? " 

"They've gone to see Uncle Mat t. Sep is gathering them in to 

go with him to Mayor Roberts. They're going t o ask the mayo r to put 

the l a w on your paw so he'll give up the colored man." 

"Paw aint going to. " 

Not Paw who had taken up his gun a lready. They should have 

c oax ed the stubborn old mule instead of pushing him. Now he was 

sit ting down in the t race . It would take some skinning. 

"lie may have to, 11 Ol.ivinia said. "The whole eounty will go 

against him for taking the Nigra's side against Sep. You know t hat.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. 11 

"Yeah, 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?" 

here." 

you? Ii 

11Soon 1s they've been around to the rest. 11 

the 
"Where's ll.llllF car?" 

11 I left it down the street. Didnt want anybody to see me coming 

u s e Pete's p i ckup. " 
"Okay, you go on back now. I 111/t_ III fUL Jlf1t 

11Abner, I'm on your side." 

"Sep called us nigger-lover . Its bad to be called t hat. 11 

She was smiling at me now. "So what do I care what they call 

I J■lfiilll'i. I 1m your girl. 11 

It was nice. She felt good along me although I was a little 

scared holding her but I guess girls do that to all t he men. You hol d 

them and you know they're strong as hickory yet you wonder i f 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 Pet e's pi ckup. 

I kept the headlamps on unt il I was at the front of the house; 

didnt want him to think somebody was sneaking up on him. I switched 

off and climbed down facing the door and called, "Paw, its me." 

His voice 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 l ike them 
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old Indian fighters you read about. The car was in the front yard 

where Olivinia had lef t i t .She was inside the house. 

"Paw, you hear Sep's gone to see the Mayor?' 

He chuckled. "Sure . So I was just going i n ou t of' the 

chill. Wasnt sure whe t her he wouldnt have doubled back hoping to 

catch me. But if 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. 11 

"They' l l go." 

" I figured maybe they wouldnt . 11 

"They will. When Sep tel ls them the trouble I went to 

getting h i m and his sons off' my land , they will be madder than a 

catamount that I havent given up as they wanted . They will r eckon 

its time they knuckled my head. " He chuckled again. 

"Suppose the Mayor gets a court order against us? " 

"For keeping folks off' my land? Shucks. " 

"He ' s mayor. Maybe he has the power." 

We were sitting in the dark. Paw got up and lit a lampY 

in the living room. Olivinia had gone into the colored man's room. 

"How's he? " I said, nodding at the room. 

He sat down in the rocker and rocked a little. 

"Good as we cane pect. That aint my worry. My worry is, 

how are we?" 

I didnt have any answer for that. I had never had much 

success a n swering Paw ' s heavier mail. He was doing what 

h e called think-talk and he didnt expect much of' a reply from me 

anyway. He took a time answering. He spoke s oftly, looking down. 

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

s hort of' real bad crimes. I aint much on learning, but that's how 

this S t ate and this nation was brought up. Nobody ' s going to make it 

any different, not i f we dont let them. And I guess our business, 

all folks1 business , i s not to let 'em. 11 
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I knew what he meant . He had raised me and taught me 

more than I had got :from books. He had taught me not by talking, 

but by doing. He had taught me h ow to get up early in the morning 

and to gulp the hot sorghum and coffee and go out to harness the 

mules and commence the working a n d the sweating by which we kept 

owning this land. We owned it and we kept the :fences tight.He had 

t aught XX~ me that the way to respect our neighbors was by keeping 

our own :fences tight. 

" I thin k I ' d better stay on here. " 

"No need to. " 

"Olivinia oughtnt to have come back from her paw ' s. " 

He didnt argue. We sat talking and then dozing. I t had 

been a heavy night, driving Olivinia home , then back to town and 

hustling Pete's gas station . 

One time I woke and heard a mumbl e o:f voices i n Paw's 

room. Olivin i a wa s l y ing on a couch , a r u g over her . Pa w wasnt in 

the livi ng room so I gues sed the Nigra :fellow must have woke and 

Paw was in there talking with him. I hoped he :found out where the 

boy was from, so we could get him of f our back s. I was too s l eepy 

~ (A_y· 

to go see what he and the fellow were talking about. ~ dawn, 

Sep and the rest of them hit ut. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

A :fug hung close to the ground an t ey came t o us out of it. 

I woke when Paw shook me. Light was playing al over the walls and 

s t reaming about on the floow. 

"A bunch o:f automobiles coming. Guess its them," Paw said. 

I jwnped up and ran to the window. I counted :four cars. The 

lead one was µx just halting before the house. Paw took up the shot ­

gun an motioned :for me to :follow. He opened the door and leaned the 

gun against the jamb. He stepped beyond the door and t e headlights 

picked him up. The cars stopped. Groups of silent men came out 

and stood o:f:f. We could make them out in the lights' reflec tion. 

"Hold up, iayor , " Paw said. 

"Abner ," Mayor R~berts said, "~his is a :friendly visit. " 

"Right :friend ly , at this hour, 11 Paw said drily. "Especially 

that Sep's with y ou. Last t ime out , he wasnt s o :friendly." 

There were Uncle Matt , Jeb Wishaw, Jilson Swift, Mica jah Hoe 

and all o:f Sep's seven sons and a couple o:f others I d i dnt make out . 

The :fog washed ghostily about them. 

" I heard about Sep's visit , Abner. The report wasnt good. " 

"Abner, what the hell 's come over you? " Uncle Matt asked. 

"Nothing that wasnt there before , Matt, " Paw said. 

"Why you making all this trouble over a Nigra?" 

Paw took a little while to answer. He said, 11 ow that you 

ask it, I re ckon that ' s because part o:f it is our own :fau lt . " 

"Dont g i ve me that ~" Uncle Matt barked angrily. 

" I mean, maybe its our :fault why Ol d Lookout has stood there 

so long wai ting :for somebody to come along and bust himself over it ." 

ll Mayor Roberts held up his hand. "Wait a minut e, Abner. We 

a lways :figured on changing the road around it. You know that . It was 

onl y a matter o:f time before we detoured the road around it. " 
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"But time ran out :for that Nigra, Coleman. sOmebody had to 

pick up things now and I guess you :fellows put it on me," Paw said. 

"That 's damn fool talk, Abn er!" Uncle Matt roared. "What 

has Ol d Lookout got to do with it ?" 

"You're making t r oubl e with your neighbors over a n i gger, " 

Sep said. 

"That boy in there's hurt bad, Sep. He broke h imself i n 

our town . I' m just giving him a chance to b e well before he goes 

on his way. Soon as he can move , we'll move h im ." 

"Maybe they pamper niggers over on y our side of the County, 

but .l!llll no t on this side ," Sep Logan said . "We say, he can move now. " 

"Not today. Or e ven tomorrow. Maybe t he day after, " Paw 

said. 

"Nigger lover, " Hiram Lo gan said , low and bitter. 

Jehl Wishaw t urned swiftly on him . "You stop that now, you 

hear ?" 

Mayor Roberts turned his head. "That 's slander, boy, " he 

said sternly. "Make him shut up, Sep ." 

Sep gave his son a backhand blow on his mouth. Hiram 's 

head jerked sideways. 

"Alright , Coleman, he aint talking anymore. You go ahead 

now a nd do what's go t to be done ," Sep said. 

Mayor Roberts :faced Paw again . "Abner, we want you to get 

rid o:f that colored fellow r ight now." 

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

"Where 's he?" Se p shoute d . 

"Same place you saw him last," Paw s aid . 

Japheth Logan, Sep's son , t wisted h is head and spat. 

"Jeezam , in his own bedroom," Japhhth said d isgu st edly. 

Paw and me didnt look so good, the way Japheth said it. 

al l K>'\ own 
Yet they must/have,ifllllfZP ... that - we hadnt :found out .alt the 

• um 1 ,.w-.:r!lll-9•~~•• -r . ...,, n••--•, 
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Sep Logan leaned forward, his eyes jumping and said, 

"Where's the young 1Wl? I see he brought Pete Sawyers pickup but 

we aint seen him since we came . He holed up inside? 11 

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 . Guess Mayor Roberts and 

the rest had talked Sep Logan out of coming armed . 

11 Dont know exactly where he is right now, Sep, but I 

reckon he aint far off , " Paw said, throwing his hand at the dark. 

Paw was showing me he had more corners than a running deer 

in a cornfield. The Logan boys looked uneasily around and Hiram 

was making to slide off . I moved back off the cars into the deep dark , 

watching him. 

"Now dont you go sliding off into the dark at all, Hiram," 

Paw said mildly. 11We Hammonds dont like folk trespassing on our land, 

especially in the dark. " 

Uncle Matt shook his head and said , "Abner , you getting 

right down to war . 11 

"Not so, Matt . Just keeping my fences repaired . Some 

people around seem to have forgot a man has fences . " 

11Abner, 11 Mayor Roberts said, "We aint here to make trouble. 

Sep and the boys gave me a report . My duty to the county i s 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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another. Way how we run this country as I see it, a man goes with 

the majority. 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 sane other fellow . But, hell, I could see what 

Paw meant. He was in off the road , where a man goes private. 

and the others could have left him alone there . 
..,,,_,' . ~ - -. -­· -A••¥1 

Sep 

1.) t l · lllllii1ll■ I ii[ 1· I passed my hand over my face wiping 

off the moisture . 

11 Coleman, " Paw said, "if we ran this country that way, we 'd 

be no better off than a flock of sheep. 11 

Hiram Logan had been hulking his shoulders impatiently for 

sane time and finally he spoke . 

"Paw, we know wher e they put the nigger. Lets get him out. 11 

Sep nodded . "Guess that's the way we ought to do it , 

Coleman . Me and my boys here will dig • •t BJ him out. 11 

Paw stiffened 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, 11 Jeb Wishaw said, "we 1re your friends . You 

forgetting that?" 

11 Yes, I am , '' Paw said. "That way, when I see you again I 

wont remember what happened this night . 11 

"There wont be a single one in the €ounty with you, Abner. 
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You going to be alonQ, 11 Micajah said, "except for your cub. 11 

"That so , '' Paw snapped. 

"Aint going to help the boy nohow, either , " said Jilson 

Swift . 11 You remembering that , Abner? Going to coll ege , aint he? 

They'll talk about it there. 11 

"Paw, 11 Japheth Logan bawled like he was hurt , "let ' s dig 

.] I I J : him out . 11 

"Mayor, you ready?" Sep Logan said roughly. 

In the doorway, Paw ' s hand went aside and I knew he had 

the scattergun. 

"Mayor," he said , 11 you better know, I'm armed. My son 1 s 

out there . We got you treed. 11 

Mayor Rober ts seemed to tremble all over. "Abner Hammond , 

you threatening me?" he said hoarsely. 

"Saying I aim to protect my property, that ' s all, Coleman. 

That ' s in the law." 

"You standing for it , Mayor?" Sep said. 

Paw ' s hand came out with the gun but he held it cradled so 

it held offence for nobody. 

"You going to lead the trespass on my land , Mayor?" he 

asked . "You tel l Sep. 11 

11 I aint dropping t his, Abner. I Im warning you, 11 Mayor Roberts 

said. "I 1m coming back . 11 

11 Come back wit h a warrant, 11 Paw said . 

"You aint going , Mayorl II Sep said angrily. 

"He ' s got to ," Uncle Matt snapped. "Abner aint listening 

to reason tonight. 11 

They headed back for the cars and I backed behind a poplar so 
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the lights wouldnt 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, humming with hate, over 

and over: 

11Nigger•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 hlllilp on my back. 
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CHAPTER TEN 

Next 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. 
.s;n .:.,fl 

"Morning , Miss Amanda . Know if Pete Sawyer phoned againf\last 

night?" I asked . 

She made a great show of recalling , her head on one side. But 

she would no more have disremembered than I would skin a live polecat. 

"Now let me see. Did Pete Sawyer telephone Abner Hammond? Come 

to think of it , I think he did , 11 she said after awhile . 

"He say anything? He left any message?" 

"I rang over to Jeb Coombes but they said you had locked up and 

gone. 11 

"You told Pete that? 11 I said in dismay for I didnt want Pete to 

think I wasnt caring his business. 

"Not in my pl ace , 1 1m sure , Abner , " she said , her eyes careful 

on me. "Just told him the ra,rty wasnt answering. 11 

11 And Pete, he didnt say anthing? 11 

"Not that I could hear. Ther e was all this noi:se. 11 

"What noi se , Miss Amanda?" 

11 You know, the usual. The music gQing and folks singing. You 

get o wondering what kind of house this Pete's staying at . 11 
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Bobcat 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 cream. 

But she was sharp clear through, Miss Amanda. ifue wouldnt 

fiµl into the trap by letting on she listened to every phone call 

in town . Her face was as false as a revenue fellow's handshake . 

"In a manner of speaking, Abner. Now you must excuse me, 11 

she said, fingering the metal contraptions she poked the board with . 

I wondered what story she would spread around town . No doubt 

it would go to Coleman Roberts first since she was sweet on him and 

he not being a man opposed to gossip . But Miss Amanda was like drouth 

or poison ivy; you put up with her or avoided her. 

I opened up the gas station ar/un1ocked the pumps and got 
• I 

out the hose to wash down the apron. Oil and gas stains collect real 

fast on concrete and a fellow needs to work hard to stay ahead. I 

got a good head on the power hose and sent it gouging and tearing at 

the stuff, washed 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 fol ks would pause on the steps and look over 

at me , mo~t of them ~cowling but a few just looked puzzled. Q:ie 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 of his eyes 

nohow. 

"Folks talk, Mister Shelby, 11 I said. "Talk so much they 

get ahead of themselves. " 

"One of the loveliest girls in the territory, Abner . You 

couldnt do better. Your Paw ought to be right pleased. " 

I squirted gas into his car waiting for it . Didnt take long 

either. 

"Heard he wasnt too pleased last night though," Adam Shelby 

said. 

11F olks talk, 11 I said. 

"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 hose 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 him the keys. 

11 1 111 tell Paw, Mister Shelby, " I said . "Maybe you could go 

out and tell him too. Can get real lonely out on the farm. " 

nsure, 11 he said. He looked a mite uneasy. "You tell him 

that . Tell him Mayor Roberts aint a bad fellow. Maybe they should 
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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? 11 

"I'll give you a holler, 11 I said . 

He drove off huffily and I knew I had done it wrong . 

Ought to have played him longer and maybe find out why Mayor Roberts 

was phoning all these men to cane in for a talk. I hadnt seen Jeb 

Coombes cross the street yet . When that happened I would know that 

Mayor Roberts had got the pack with him. 

Jeb Coombes was a man who understood power like an axe . A 

quiet man behind the counter of his grocery store, he moved the length 

of it soft as a cat for all his bulk, serving flour or cloth goods with 

equal quickness , talking in the low rumble that used few words to say 

a load of meaning . And now and then he would look over at the fellows 

shaking hands with General 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 everybody behind 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 Matt too and afterwards Jeb Wishaw drove 

in and Olivinia was with him. I had known she was coming inJ for a 

preaching man from some foreign place upcountry w~s at the meeting 

house tonight . The town was filling up pretty fast. I was jumpy 

with wondering 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 of town, I would 

be on their heels . My own bird gun was lying on Pete's bunk and I 

had brought out a pocketful of shells from the house . 

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 wont be any college, " I said . 

Her girl body was along me now, hard at the knees and soft and 

hard again, her face close to mine . 

"That aint no way to talk . You go to college . Neither you 

nor your Paw nor me would like it otherwise , regardless . " 

"Regardless of what? 11 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 w~s a lot to learn about wanen. She 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? 11 

"No other fellow but you, Abner Hammond." 

"You talk the truth now. I never taught you that. 11 

She stiffened angrily. "You could.nt teach a deer how to run," 

she snapped. 

It would.nt be any sense getting her dander up further. I had 

lost out on Adam Shelby and there were things I needed to know. There 

was a lot I did.nt know about girls. Perhaps they came to 

kissing as how a partridge came to flying. They never had much to do 

anyhow and could spend their time thinking up how to flurry a fellow. 

"Spoke out of turn, 11 I said. 11 Dont be mad. 11 

But I think I must have turned humble too quickly for she paused 

in fixing her hair to peer at me. 

She said, "That you did. I have to go now. 11 

"Where you going?" 

"To the meeting-house. Paw and Maw came in for the meeting." 

11 Thought he came in to see Coleman Roberts . 11 

"That was part of it. 11 She paused and then said, "You came on 

to the meeting house. We'll sit near the back and I can talk to you. 11 

"About Paw?" 

She hesitated. "Yes, about your Paw. 11 

She waited 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 anl empty bench 

near the back and sat down. The preacher had.nt come to the platform yet 
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and folks were singing hymns while they waited. Jeb ishaw was up front 

and when he looked around for Olivinia, he saw us sitting together. He 

frowned and made as if to rise, then he sat again and wispered to his wif~. 

She shook her he~d and looked back at us. Olivinia and she smiled at 

each other. 

11About Paw?" I said. 

11 That was a bad thing to happen last night, 11 she said. "Every­

body's saying Mister Hammond shouldnt have acted so. 11 

11Not everybody, 11 I said, remembering Adam Shelby. "At least, 

not al together. 11 

"At any rate, mostly. Way they see it now is that your Paw has 

done what he wanted to do, he ought to back down to folks' wishes." 

11 If folks had come in a better mood, Paw might have listened to 

them. Who does Sep Logan think he is, caning with his kin." 

"Tvouble is its no longer Sep Logan but all the others too." 

"Yeah, your Paw and Uncle Matt and the others. That's not the 

whole section." 

11 Jeb Coombes' with Mayor Roberts too . 11 

I stared at her. "Who says so?" 

"Paw was there when he had a long talk on the phone with Jeb. 

Jeb Coombes is gone over. 11 

I covered up the shock, and yes, the hurt. Jeb Coombes had been 

pretty close to Paw. He had stayed with us once when he was resting up 

from his operation for appendicitis and he often came out for Sunday 

dinner. 

11 Jeb Coombes aint got anything we need , 11 I snapped. 

"Abner Hammond, dont turn porcupine on me," she said. 

Folks were clapping their hands and singing and presently the 
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preacher came out on the platform. He was short and t hin, with a large 

head and dressed in alpaca. You expected he would have a thin squeak 

of a voi ce but what came out was so boaning you looked ar ound to see if 

there was saneone else. 

He walked out to the front of the platform, his short legs 

chopping down like a thresher machine and stood stiffl y, head thr own back 

and eyes closed. Everyone sang louder as he prayed hol ding the Bible like 

a weight befor e him. Then he opened his eyes and held up hi s hands and 

the singing reared up mule f ashion before it jammed down i t s foreleg and 

halted so quickly f i t to throw you. I had hear d he was a mighty knowing 

preacher and we all settled a little broader on the haunches to hear him 

talk. 

He came at us f ast. 

"How' d you like to see Jesus Christ kick that Castro out of off i ce, 

huh? And Khrushchev, take that Khrushchev, how 1d you like to see Jesus 
up at the United Nations when 

Christ standing besi de him t hat day/ he banged his shoe on the t able,and 

saying, ' Put on thy shoe,• saying, ' Khrushchev, put on thy shoe . 1 Huh? 

That ' s all . Just saying, 'Khrushchev, put on thy shoe, man, put on thy 

shoe! 1 How ' d you like to see that, huh?" 

He was a rousing man and folks just sat there deeper and deeper 

saying over and over again Amen and All eluia the way they do when t he 

preacher ' s running straight on the t race. 

"Olivinia, you tell me about Coleman Roberts , " I whispered 

t o her . 

"Li sten 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. 11 

She turned and looked at me steady, the hazel in her eyes 

flecking,the lights like gold. 
I\. 

11 The preacher I s got scrnethi..11.g to tell you, 11 she said. 

Didnt 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 out of ther e if I 

hadnt wanted to know about Coleman Roberts pretty badly. I reckoned 

there wasnt anyone else I could learn from so I sat and waited. 

After the · preaching was over, she might be in a fitter mood. 

"And take that NAACP , the nigger communist group up in 

that den of iniquity named New York, 11 cried the preacher. 11 How 1d you like 

to see Jesus Christ climbing aboard one of them busses they all want 

to ride on, holding his lily white robes around him and climbing aboard 

and pointing a finger at them and saying, 'Niggets, you get out and 

walk. That's how I made you to be and that's how its gonna bel' How 1d 

you like that, huh? And talking about that nigger communist bunch, 

let me tell you, you aint safe from the devil no matter where you 

be. No , brothers and sisters, nobody's safe f rom the devil . 

"Not even in this sovereign state which the good Lord done 

over into paradise for you, His chosen children. No , sir. For I 

hear them nigger communists have done moved into the county." 

So Paw and me had been plumb fools. We cou:J..d nave had olilr 

heads blown off . That 4lllllr nigger had been one of them. What had 

been busting Sep and the others apart was knowing that the communists 

had moved in while Paw and me had been stopping up the wrong hole. 
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We had been a couple of dopes. 
given the Nigra to Sep," I 

11Whyn 1t you tell me? We 'd have ii■ J 

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 t old me rather 

than giving me a riddle-me-ree about listening to the preacher. 

11 You gonna have to clean up if you want to go to heaven! 11 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 roll and you answer to your 

number, you got to cinch your saddle and be ready to move out for 

that old fox is bad. 

"That old fox communism is smart and bad. 

11 And the nigger communists are double bad because they hate 

the Lord. 

"He hates the Lord for making him black and he hates the 

Lord because he 1s a communist. 11 

Olivinia looked at me solemn and said, 11 It aint what you're 

thinking, Abner. Coleman Roberts' loaded the preacher like a gun." 

Gosh, I thought. 

By golly. 

11 Yes, sir. Them nigger communists so smart I hear they 

throwing sand in the eyes of sane of the most respected folks around 

here. I hear that after the Lord met one of them nigger communists 

coming into town on the devil's work and struck him ... , you good 
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people of Malagoosha figured on dumping t heanti - Chris t . I ]I 

- -_ JII But what happened? " 

lle dropped his oice so low that you had to pull your ears 

to hear him . 

11Along comes the devil and takes the spirit of that double 

hater of the Lord and breathes it into one of your most respected 

:fellow citizens . And this poor benighted fellow who has become 
Nigra hides him in his own 

the devil I s tool , takes t hat 41 BP • . and 
home 

JI][ I . in this fair county . And so now , all o:f you are accursed . 11 

He was such a liar that before I knew it , I was on my 

feet and calling to him . 

"Preacher , it aint like that ~ -iy Paw ' s a good man . Horeover 
,] I PP anybod knew this fellow was a nigger until it was late. 

there wasn t I •• cam Jill ~ Et £%, ••• ... • ■11121 l .&Jf 

:F'Olks looked around a t me but it didnt do any good for 

the preacher was now :full ou t and you had to hand it to him , he 
the shame burning . 

sure knew his business . I sat down f'eeling/-•r·t ••I 

The preacher really knew his business . You could feel the hate 

coming out all through the meeting- house . 

He was standing straight up now . His hands came out at us 

and folks were holding their breaths . 

11 llow would you like one morning to see the Lord Jesus Christ 

climbing up the steps to the gallery at the courthouse , His lily 

white robes held off the ground so as not to be dirtied by the 

accursed land , and p o int a finger at you all and say , 

11 ' Cussed be ye , f'or ye have denied me and taken in the 

anti - Christ . 

"' Cursed be ye , ye nigger - lovin ' Communi t ts . 

" ' Eternal damnation be yours , ye betrayers of my holy land .' 

"Huh? How would you like y ou and your children to be eternally 
keeping Couilty?" 

damned for &Ii •■ @ a nigger in this ho l y )Ii ] -l] iF 
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He was real good, that preacher. He had me at the end o:f a 

rope . All I could d o was bawl as he put the hot iron on my hide. 

"'Taint true, Preacher! 'Taint truet " 

A lo t o :f :faces were turning to look at me. Jeb Wish.aw among 

t hem . He beckoned to Olivinia but she just look ed straight in :front. 

"Coleman Roberts did it ," she was saying in a whisper to me. "I 

heard Paw telling moth er that Mayor Roberts had got hold o:f the preacher 

and that he was going to read out on your paw tonight. That's why I wanted 

you to hear it. 11 

I was plain axe d , just starin g loopy at t he preacher . His big 

voice :fo l ded over me once mort. 

"W e will sing Brother William Walker's Southern Harmony, 

Though Satan max/," he said, his eyes drill ing at me, contempt a n d a 

j oke in them. 

Folks opened the i r Zion Songsters on their IJh Cf r laps and 
'Wi1'1f 

beat time with their heads to the tune :for Amy paw. 

Though Satan may his power employ 

Our peace and comfort to destroy 

0 never :fear, we'll gain the day 

And triumph in the good old way. 

I went out o:f the meeting-house after they had started stomp­

ing and singing the O Hal-le, Hallelu j ah . Olivinia came out too . The 
me numb with a helpless 

preacher had a, I •■-II . ·1 ftll anger. I walked fast. She trot ted 

to keep up with me. 

"Take me back out to your place i n the pickup ," Olivinia said . 

I turned a n grily on her. "You crazy? You want ou r p a w to 

take a birc h rod to you? You keep away from us ." 

"Pa w wont do anything to me. He knows I' m more help to him 

aDound the house and the least ' u n s than • aw . She's ailing r eal d ecline. " 

Thait girl was as chock :full o:f suprises as a jackdaw. Butter 

woyldnt melt in her mouth - until you knew her. The 
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noise was still going over at the meeting- house when I got out Pete ' s 

pickup and headed for Paw' s f with 01 i vinia. 

He was sitting in the rocker by the radio listening to - Hosanna 

• Id, -,, singing 11Y Gal Is Billy- be- Damned. Whet)'i-er a song called for sour 
Hosanna 

mash or molasses in her voice , · could serve it up better 

than anyone else. She w~s famous all over the state but I guess because 

we were two lonely men , Paw and me had adopted her for our own. 
him, " 

"Paw, the town Is coming fo:ryjllllt_ I said. 

His face in the lampl ight was all bones and hollows. He 

looked almost sickly, a kind of trouble he had never had before, being 

hard as oak. He looked at Olivinia and she went into the Nigra' s room. 

"There ' s been a talking?" 

"No, Paw. They didnt talk on it but the preacher did. ' 

"What preacher?" 

"The one we heard about last week. He wq_s at the meeting-house 
. fetch out 

tonight.I They're going to • · : • - _ the Nigra. 
1 J M lFmU- 0 Preacher I s got them hooked like a trout in the 

"He ' s a foreigner , aint he?" 

"Yes, but Coleman Roberts got to him. 11 

11 And the townfolk? He stirred them up?" 

11 Yeah, and your friends too. Jeb Wishaw and Uncle Matt were 

at the meeting- house. " 

Paw thought and said, "You spoke with Jeb Coombes?" 

alder." 

I swallowed. This wasnt good for Paw at all . 11 Jeb Coombes ' going 

along with Mayor Roberts. " 

He looked concerned and said , "Could be you ' re wrong, son?" 

I shook my head , staring into the litt le 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. 

11When do they reckon to come?" 

Olivinia had told me about the talking she had heard from 

her Paw. "They're calling a meeting tomorrow noon at the courthouse. 

l'1ayor Roberts will take a vote but he wont have any trouble since 

the preacher has done threatened them with hell fire for taking in 

a cornmunist . 11 

Paw looked hard at me and I told him what the preacher had 

said. 

"Coleman Roberts is a bad man, 11 Paw said. "We've never had 

any trouble with Nigras in this county. Got quite a few over where 

our family are at, sharecropping and running their own little farms 

but I dont reckon this Nigra communist bunch he's talking about ever 

got in t here at all . " 

"That preacher looked wicked as a hellbender when he spoke. 

Olivinia tells me Mayor Roberts wanted them worked up so he could 

raise a real posse among 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 . "Coleman Roberts aint forget ting 

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 . 11 

He was looking off but it was hard to tell what he was 

thinking. He had this way of going 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 o:f:f, looking 

cautiously 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?" 

"Wait :for them, here. 11 

that fellow out of here. 
I had an idea. "Suppose we took/'liiil•••·••••• Clean .. ~:.,~:-.,:~e-Co11,lril~_,ike him in ~.te ' s l i ck . wi th ni1 tiving real 

quiet so he 
iJf■l •• urre- wouldnt hur t any. How about it , PawlJl ?" 

do that , _He couldnt 
1z· He said softly, 11Aint going toll I j son. d 7 A J stand 

I ~ess he and 
lf 'If t A I will be hhr e when they come. 11 

._, "But Paw, they got guns," I explained patiently. 

"You and me alone, they wil.l take a heap o:f stopping." 

He didnt do much f but looked hardbacked as a China 

hog. Like he was selecting the :fence he would back up. to but 

there wasnt a peck he could do against Mayor Roberts and a 

posse. His mouth had turned :fool stubborn, the upper lip pull.ed 
out 

he :figured how to meet in and blowingA~ jets o:f air as 
wasnt due to the l a w's 

Coleman ROberts. Paw's respect :for the law/ •• • •• 
h i m. He respe c ted i t out o:f 

Jail power to punish/ • • a bone-deep understanding o:f 
Paw 

its :functions as a :frontier.• walked surefooted because he 

considered that even the an~nal s wh o 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. For he 

thought that most :folks were more like him than were not, and 

when he :fonnd out that it was not so, it made him n•J•.fll- nad 

in a quiet way and just brought him upfstubborn. That colored -

i t . 
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n'I ~ 
......,l now : for 
out, quickly 
I 

he 
a fact if they had let Paw have his way, ti: would be 
and l uietly, as soon as he could be moved. Paw wouldnt 

• • . .. . ~ . . ■. t . ... ■ .. 11.1111 I 
and hurrah about winnin his oint ut what now 

os shook me !SI id was that Paw was aiming 

to fight the whole County if needs must. It was - one thing 

getting a drop on Sep and his sons, or Mayor Roberts and those 

others who had been our friends, and still were, I felt; but 

when Coleman Roberts got mad enough to swear ·in some of the 

·1rfA1' • toughs around Malagoosha, then it was bigger than Paw. 

Maybe not bigger, but meaner. Mayor Roberts could sure find 

some mean deputies. 

A little shine of concern was at the corners of his 

eyes as he looked at me. The rabbit had mo\lllted to his shoulders 

as it did for Willi Mae. They were doing too much to him. He 

couldnt lick them all. They would tromp him for his damn fool 

notions which nobody else held around these parts. He was a 

loner. A loser. Maw and then Willi Mae and me even. He hadnt 

fought to hold any of us, just taken it and hunched some more. 
s ick 

He was making more holler over a / - NigraP I r than he had 

made over us. 

"You go back and tend Pete's gas station. I can 

handle this alone," he said. 

"How?" 

He didnt fumble any. He winked and said, "I'm 

going to talk to Coleman R0berts. 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 to say? How America was built on 
being . sick Nigras ? " 

folks 4IITIII!& decent :f■II .... , to-" ···· · • . • •• • 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 f'or 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 f'olks are going to come 

with guns.We cant handle them all. We're both going to be killed 

because of a - Nigr~ i f J\ . " 
because of him. Its because of 

"No, it isnt/••••••• what I got inside, 11 Paw said 

slowly. "What I got inside is now the bullseye in the turkey shoot." 

"Dont go talking any parables, old man!" I yelled. "You 

stay out of the brush where I can see you. 11 

But I was being mad at old stone f'ace. He sat there 

rocking, waiting f'or me to crawl back inside. 

Af'ter awhile, he said, "Sent me a wire yesterday. Ought 

to do us some good. If' not, well. 11 

I couldnt f'igure what he was talking about. But I 

didnt see a wire doing us any good unless he had wired for the 

anny. 

"I'm staying the night," I said. 

He got the look I hadnt tried to buck since one time 

long ago when I had said Willi Mae wasnt worth hog tripe to go 

on mooning about. He could move swif'ter 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 f'ool 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 time, most folks were at home but tonight 

there were lots o:f people standing around the corners. The largest 

group was on 
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the courthouse lawn across 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 caning to me but that didnt 

lessen t he 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 
o v 't'" 

to dig • a Nigra m . But then my hardworking ears scraped up 

this piece of dirt, and, brother , I was done for . 

It ••• no good white trash, " the fellow was saying . 

"I aint surprised that girl of his, Willi Mae ' s whoring down in Florida. " 

I wanted but I was thinking 
1: l!I IIJIII to be calm, :.1,Jg__ ££]!, of fists, rocks , jack handle, anything 

to kill a fellow with, wallowing in the hot , lashing hate heat. But I 

knew they would herd down on me and mess me around proper if I gave them 

a chance. They were getting close to a mob . You could feel them working 

to it . 

It was suddenly too close in the car. I got out into Saltlick 

Street. With the coll ar of my coat turned up , the flaps on my cap down , 

I could be any of the young fellows walking about . I moved around a 

little but soon I was glad to bolt into an alley. I leaned my head 

against a wall , some tears mingling with the vomit. Somebody 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 know 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 from 

him. Folks said he spoilt me . They pointed to the college t alk in 

proof . Only a man who spoilt kids would encourage them in this talk 

about college . While they knew that illi Mae had gone, they didnt 

know about his nightly agony at the radio or the rabbit hunchl on his 

shoulder. 

Who could have found out about Willi Mae? I thought of all 

the folk who may have recently left Malagoosha for the outside. And 

then, so sure was I that I never argued it, I thought of Pete and 

through him to Miss Amanda . She had as fairly told me when she said , 
11 You get to wondering what kind of house Pete ' s staying at . " 

I stood away from the wall and cleaned up the dirt on me. 

With no plan, but in a lather I slunk over to Miss Amanda's. She was 

still at the switchboard. Folks who didnt have a phone at home would 

go to her window and giving the number they wanted , use the public 

instrument in the box outside her window. Pete had only called me in 

Jeb Coombes because he knew how friendly me and Paw were with Jeb . 

Standing 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 scandal , you 

could tell , by the way her lips warped over like a crossbill bird 

busting pine cones . I thought of her spreading the news through town , 

whispering it, chuckling it and maybe to Coleman Roberts thaying it 
bo.,wlul 

with a lithp and my fingers~••• to wring her broomweed neck. 

She had looked through the window a couple of times, maybe 

wondering to whom the legs belonged. She couldnt see my face which 

was in the shadow. he had a gull ty conscience , it was plain as-
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pone. She was uneasy, wriggling around on the stool. She was shooting 

looks sideways to see if I had moved. I stayed. I was savagely enjoying 

it. 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 worried look 

again, it hit her . Lord , it hit her . 

Fear laced her eyes. Her mouth dropped open. She was frozen 

for a moment before she jerked back to the switchboard , her hands 

shaking and jolting as the plungers skittered all over the slots. She 

pawed at the board, her fingers spread like a cottontail's hindlegs 

bolting down a hole . I was still giggling to myself when an autcmobile 

without lights slipped down the street. 

The two patrolmen who stepped out were the whol e Malagoosha 

City force . The tall one was Joe and the short one was Shorty. I 

knew them well as they bought gas at Pete's. We werent friends . Joe 

was a burly, hardfaced fellow who had been on a big city police force 

before he came to Malagoosha. Shorty was mostly always grinning, no 

matter how angry he got . I've seen him on a Massacre Day beat a 

drunken outsider with his fists and boots until the fellow passed out. 

And Shorty was grinning all the while . 

They came at me , one on either side, flashlights blinding me. 

"Looks like we caught a Peeping Tom. First time we ever 

caught a Peeping Tom, 11 Shorty said , the grin in his voice. 

11Why 1re you standing outside Miss Amanda ' s window scaring her 

to death?" Joe said . 

Seems I ' d been stupid. \fuile I 1d been standing out here 
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laughing at her , she had phoned the Mayor who had sicked the pol ice 

on me . It could mean a load of trouble for me , things being what 

they were in the town. 

"I 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. 11 

you." 

I shrugged. 11 1 111 go now, 11 I said , easy as I could . 

But a blow from Joe ' s f or earm nearly tore my head off . 

"You dont until we say so . Mayor Roberts wants to talk to 

"There 1re two of you and the law makes three , " I said 

angr ily. "Go ahead, beat me up . 11 

"Sure , anything you say, Lip, 11 said Shorty as he dug his 

fist into my belly. I went over , feeling as if I had no knees. A 

boot kicked me in the ribs and I rolled over on my side. 

"Okay, lay off . The Mayor only wanted us to dust him a 

little before we took him in. 11 

"On your feet . Get going before we really ball you, 11 said 

Shorty. 

I worked my way to my feet and staggered over to the car , 

holding my gut while my legs threatened to march off sideways on their 

own. Shorty drove , backing and fill ing 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 arm, one of the men in 

the knot on the courthouse lawn called out , "Joe , who you got there?" 
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11 A Peeping Tom, 11 Shorty called to him, grinning. 

"Peeping Tom? vv'no ' s he?" the man asked. 

11 Name of Abner . Abner Hammond , 11 said Shorty. 

My name exploded all,,over Saltlick Street. 

"Abner Hammond! A goddam Peeping Tom!" 

Up and down the street. And the khots at the corners started 

in fast and a crowd fonned before t he office door . And they were 

calling other things too . 

11Abner Hammond! White trash! Nigger- loving Peeping Tom! 11 

Shorty was grinning all over his face as he took a long 

time walking me up the steps to Coleman Roberts ' office. 

"Give him to us a piece before you take him in, Shorty!" 

begged one of the men. 

11 Let him go , boys!" yelled a woman . 11 Let him run for it!" 

They were closing in on us. Shorty peered into my f a.ce. 

"Now dent you think that's a right dandy idea , Abner? Want 

to make a run for it?11 

A woman knocked my cap from my head and one of the men struck 

me between the shoulder blades. 
I 

"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 Tom! Jeezam! What a 

family! 11 a man said disgustedly. 

It brought a big , ugly laugh from the crowd and hands flailed 

at me before Joe grunted and sai d, "Alright , back up, now. Let us 

through. 11 

He had his gun out, brandishing it and they fell back so we 

could enter Mayor Roberts office. ~e went through a hall and into 

his room 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 f ace was the color of chitterlings after the salt water 

soak. 

Mayor Roberts looked at me so long, my face twitched . 

11 You 1re as rotten as your Paw, 11 he said finally. 

11 1 wasnt doing what they said, 11 I told him. 

Shorty gave me a hefty swipe across my wounded mouth. 

"Calling the Mayor a stinking liar? 11 he snarled . 11Didnt we 

catch you peeping at Miss Amanda's window?" 

The preacher shrugged inside his alpaca jacket and drummed, 

11 Is this the sinner , Mayor? 11 

"He's the one . Abner Hammond ' s brat , 11 Coleman Roberts said . 

The preacher rose , no taller than my collar stud. He pointed 

a thin finger at me . "Boy, you want to be eternally damned? You 

want to go to hell with your Paw? To feel the flames licking at 

your boot soles, and then creeping up your legs, feeling the blood 

popping and boiling, burni ng your organs and wrapping around your 

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 el ected he was whining l ess, 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 
pl~c:.~?'' 

his·•· he askea. 

I had been whipped enough to be cautious. 11 He aint been 

talking to me . He told me I shouldnt come back to the farm until he 

sent for me . 11 

"You were at the meeting- house tonight . Afterwards you were 
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seen heading out of town :for the :fa:lirm. " 

"Yes, sir. I figured on staying the night but he 

sent me back in. 11 

My :face :felt as i:f a mule had stepped on it. I 

:felt a shrinking at my gut as I waited :for the blow. But 

I was so scared, they must have heard my knees knocking in 

applause :for the truth. obody bothered to sock me . 

"Alright, Abner,f" Mayor Roberts said. Boy, it 

sure sounded musical to hear him say it. But I reckoned 

I would be remembering Joe a nd Shorty when God rolled around 

His world and one Abner Hammond stood on top. I would be 

remembering Joe and Shorty. 

"Alright, Abner. I'm letting you o:f:f this time, but 

you go peeping at any more windows and. we ride you out of town 

on a rail , Abner's son or no Abner's son , " Mayor Roberts said. 

I nodded at him . I nodded at the preacher too. Joe 

and Shorty had taught me my manners real good. 

"Boy, 11 the p r eacher said, "you remember that God 

made them niggers di:fferent so they wouldnt mingle with u s. 

Dant you go flying in the face o:f God.'' 

Maybe he was right, but looking at him, I didnt s ee 

how anybody would want to mingle with h im. I shrugged. 

He didnt l ike that shrug . Suddenly his eyes 

blazed at me. 

"Where i s your scarlet sister?" he boomed out . 

And all the caution left me. 
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I wanted to kick in his £ace, to break the pipestem arms and 

legs. 

"You dirty, filthy-" 

I on1y got in one lick before Joe and Shorty were on me but 

I felt his nose go under my fist. Joe and Shorty dragged me 0££ 

and I reckoned that if another whipping was due, I wouldnt just 

stand and take it as before. But the surprise was that nothing 

happened. They just held each an arm and cakewalked me out 0£ 

the room.1hey let me out the back way, laughing softly all the 

w~ile although Shorty could not help planting a foot to help me 

out. I didnt know whether the crowd would be waiting £or me so I 

made through alleys to Pete's. 

Pete's truck turned over at the first twist 0£ tae key. 

It was crazy. I didnt know the way or anything. Just guessed it 

from the things Paw had said. I remembered what he had said to 

Willi Mae and me-<« Ji "I£ ever the time come and you need to, 

just go up the mountain £or eighty-hundred miles and start 

a-hollering £or, 'Hammond!' and a £lock 0£ them will come running." 

Paw had chuckled as he added, "But you £ind a rock and fort up 

behind i before you start hollering, you hear? Your uncles Shad, 

Meshach and Abednego liable to start shooting before they ~ake out 

that you favour the family." 

I drove as fast as I could through the knobs, knowing the 
bo..c.l( 

climb would slow me. I wanted to be~at Paw's before sunup. The 

road was gravelly but firm surfaced enough to give fine traction 

on the level, but when the climb began, the gravel l oosened up 

and spun the wheels. The mountain road twisted in switchbacks so 

craz~uilt that it even pulled switches inside the ll'■■r elbows 

0£ the loops. The headlamps lit the woods on either side, a tangle 

0£ timber in which shadows sprang alive. Short stretches 0£ the ~---
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road had l.ight spl.ashed on them l.ike bright yel.l.ow, 'p;Sftl' then were 

l.ost among the dark woods. This l.and was virgin as a day-old foal. 
again. 

Folk hadnt ever lived around here, just walked in and out/ ... 

The road pinched through stretches 0£ pine barren land and then ran 

into oak and hickor, land again. The pick-up ran sweetly in second 

gear, purring deep down in the guts, soft and strong. No tappets 

cl.attered; there was no whine in the differential as woul.d have 

been walloping the insides of our old jalopy. 

I kept thinking of Paw's kin and what I would say to 

them. Paw had never talked much of a lick about his relations. All 

I knew was that S• they were deep-country folk, close to the earth 

as a bur-oak root. He wasnt a man to gopher out of troubl.e, but he 

had known that comes a snow blow, a £ell.ow can use a stand of juniper. 

Tel.ling Willi Mae about the land back here had been a way of saying 

he would go inside too, if ever the top dirt got too loose to sod. 

So I didnt doubt that what I was doing, was/ right. Paw's mountain 

folk were maybe rough and he didnt take to feuding nor jugging, £or 

a fact, but he reckoned that there could come a time when a fellow 

needed going back inside £or help. In a way, I had barrelled off into 

the wilderness in search 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 £or the right to breathe. He 

had the Nigra fellow with him too, but I didnt know if that counted. 

The right front wheel whupped into a hol.e and shook 

me out of my college thinking. I £ought up the wheel, grinning as I 

wondered what Uncle Matt Connelly woul.d say if he could have seen 

what was going on in my head. It would be better not to be so durn 

noble. Al.l I was doing was going after hel.p to save the necks of a 

couple of soft Hammonds who had £all.en into an ambush with their 

eyes wide open. 
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Sure. Ambush. (My lights caught up a big piece of limestone 

that had broken of£ 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 crackling rhythm on the hubcap.) 

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 

£air pace towards it. It wasnt !di I whether he was right or 

wrong, but he had happened by, at the time and the place. He 

was• ready £or the trap to be sprung. 

The question clicked in my heada Who was I to pull out 

Paw if' the time had come £or him to kick the tongue and snap 

the jaws of the trap? I wasnt clear on that one. In £act, I wasnt 

clear on a goddam thing but that I was aiming the pick-up into 

the mountains to £ind Paw's kin. If' anybody could understand 

him and fight £or him, it would be those clowns up here. 

someplace. 

Finding them would not be easy. I was reaching into the 

old wild heart of' the land. Even the road had a wild strength 

that sent it tearing through - rocks, making slow cleaves 

around the elbows and then plunging straight up until the 

pick-up._. seemed to stand on its tail. The road had turned 

sketchy now.• I had seen no signs of' a homestead but Paw had 

once told Willi Mae and me that f'olJ 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 
say 
... Skin-the-cat. 

A mile or• 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. I saw 

a place in which the pick-up could be turned and I shunted into it. 

At least, it had looked that way until the back wheels spun and 
switched of£ and 

dug deeper into the clay. I/climbed out and went back to look 

at the shoulder. It was real clay. The silence ate at my ears. 
I 

The night had a bite in it so A put up the collar of my cheater. 

A .-i: couple of whistling frogs came in for company. Drops 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-running 

engine and not the rough heat-smells from a leaky radiator. The 

clock on the dash showed almost five in the morning. It would 

be daylight soon. I hopsd to God they hadnt hit Paw during the night. 

I hoped to God I would find his kin, my uncles Shad, Meshach and 

Abednego and get back there before they hit him. Paw hadnt spoken 

much about them, but he always said that if we were in trouble, 

we should go find his folks in the mountain. Sometimes, the way he 

looked when he said it, you would think they had answers in 

there. Special answers you had to go back in there, to find. Paw 

was funny about it. He sort of had religion about it. 

I got out the flashlight and went back. Goddam clay alright. 
the gut. 

It was way up on the tyres. It gave me a flutter in,'□JS U 72" 

Nothing less than a tractor, or a crew, would move this baby. 

You have to be down to the rims in gumbo in the middle of nobody's 

mountainj with your Paw only inches from a tar bucket and a rail, 

if he was lucky, t~ow how lousy I was feeling. 

Further back down the road, the gravel surface had been 

thick. I made ·up my mind to waik 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 pick-up 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 were 
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plenty of 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 shi~ ing a roadbed of gravel 

in the Jiak dark on a mountain roadwith only your old hat for 

a scoopJ and what you can carry in a leather wind-cheater 

for a load. I was sweating stink by the time I had enough gravel 

in front of the wheels to try a shunt with clutch and accel­

erator. 

It was,- paling on the rim of the hills when I 

climbed back into the cab. A redstart flew down the road on 

a nervous tangle of wings. The trees dripped and dripped 

in a hopeless weeping. Figures seemed to move in a swirl of 

mist past the windshield. It was eerie. You had the feeling 

to get out of there quickly. 

I left the nearside door open while I turned over 

the starter. The engine caught smoothly. I released the 

handbrake and switched on the headlights. ~•~~t••r~ And my 

hair stood on end. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

The headlights sprung to the edge of the woods and 

lit up two of the longest pair of legs I have ever seen. 

The legs were• wrapped in denims. I could see the patches 

from here. There was a hand spot on the door of the cab. I 

switched on the spotlight and moved it up the bodies of the 
-.it ..._ tall and lanky. They 

two. They/- were/••••• stood absolutely still as 

the light moved up on their hands, past their shoulders 

to their faces. Two rangy old fellows with beaten up old 

felt hats pulled down hard around their ears. They were 

carrying rifles, long almost to their shoulders. They held 

the rifles like they grew out of their hands. They had a 

hound dog stillness as it points for grouse in the wet. 

And I was scared. 

They were too still to be friendly. They must have 

been standing in the dark within touching distance of me as 

I fetched all those trips with a cheater full of gravel. 

They hadnt offered to help, or anything. I didnt know who they 

were and I wasnt aiming to find out. Mountain folk, I had 

heard, made a habit of shooting strangers whom they suspected 

of snooping. I was alone in a pick-up on this clay topJall 

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 firs+,hen a voice at the open cab door sent me 

into a gibbering wreck. 

¥XJ'Xli 
"You take it right quiet now," he said. He had a 



UWI L
ibr

ari
es

ri:fle too with the snout a couple o:f inches :from my ribs. 

Things must have been knocked loose in my head. For 

I am sure~ I hadnt planned what happened next. But Paw had 

said, "Start hollering l[ iC lti'. Hammond and a :flock o:f them will 

come running." 

What I did was to bawl, "Hammond! Hammond~ Uncle Shad 

Hammond~" 

It didnt come out with a roar. It came out like a 

tobacco ala. auctioneer- hoarse at the end o:f his row. 
racing 

I didnt hear any :flock o:f Hammonds/~, Cg to rescue me, 
which was better than shooting o:f:f his gun. 

but the :fellow at the door gave a grunt/ Then a:fter a pause, too 

long it was because they were really sweating me, he said, "You 

reckon we got kin driving one o:f them automobile trucks, Abed?" 

There was another longish pause. Then one o:f the 

:fellows on the edge of the wood said, "Got to have a light to 
an 

look at his :face, Shad. Smart :fellow like him driving/automobile 

truck maght have heard your name and reckon to hornswoggle you." 

"Dont ever guess what stew's in the pot until you 

take a lick," the other scarecrow said. 

I grabbed the spotlight and swung it on my face. That 

bright white light hit me a blow. I squeezed my eyes tight and 

didnt wince. I could almost :feel them roaming over the ammond 

portions of my :face. It took them too damn long. 

"I am Abner Hammond's youngest. Paw told me I would find 

our kin up here. One of' you is Uncle Shad and the~ other is Uncle 

Meshach and Uncle Abednego. I came up here to find you and got 

stuck. 11 

A year or so later, the one who was Uncle Shad said, "He's 

got the chin." 

It roughened me for real. 

11And I got the wart behind my. ear to show I'm a 
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Harmnond," 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. 

Uncle ~had stepped away from the cab door and said, 

"Do what you were going to do, boy." 

I went into first and...« felt the pick-up claw like 

a mule plunging up a clay bank. The wheels screamed briefly, and 

bit. The twin carbs Pete had fitted to the/engine fed the rich 

mixture into it and it pulled eagerly, sinewy with power. Inch 

the tyres 
by inch/- gained traction. I felt more than saw the uncles 

close in on the truck. I heard them above the roar of the motor, 
as 

yelling, Hup, Hup, and felt the surge/- they threw their 

strength into helping the engine. Suddenly, the pick-up sprang 

free and whipped across the road. I locked the wheel hard and 

hit the brake. We stopped on solid - road. 

I opened the cab door and stepped out. The three of 

them stood in front of me, leaning on the long rifles. I didnt 

wait. It was getting late for Paw. 

"My Paw's got folk trouble. They're crowding him. 

He needs kin," I said. 
b l 

It took as long as a duck to ,rink. 

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 ■tt •• other's Uncle Abednego. 11 

We drove downhill. A mile or so further, Uncle Shad 

said, "Pull up, Abner. 11 

It was a comfort that they hadnt forgotten my name. 

••1111■111 tr■·g I ztl ■ aamr1-.r'IISS Tf ... ii1111111t•hlld .. l&.I.JL., 

QtljfTPIT'II rr:a Ull.[ UJRDA , •• lfdliilHl&f.1 n \. I pulled up. 



UWI L
ibr

ari
es

-
our 

"Gone to get/Jlilljlic gear," Uncle Shad said. 

When I looked back into the pick-up, it was empty. I 

hadnt heard them climbing out. 

"House is back there a piece. Ctnt eee it from the road. 

Your Paw was born back there, same like the rest of' us. 11 

A red shitepoke flapped heavily across the clearing of' 

the road. I wondered what he was doing up here. Maybe he was 

calling out his kin too. But hell, he was too big and strong to 

need help. Maybe it was for his Paw. 

"Git now, boy," Uncle Shad said. 

Sure, they were back there when I looked. They were 

uncanny. You never heard them. 

We didnt talk at all on the way down. The two in the 

back must have been knocked about, the way I cut down that mountain. 

It was still white dawn when I drove into the yard. 

Everything was quiet. There was no light in - the house. I knew 

that Paw would have to stay alert and quiet, but I didnt like the 

silence at all. I slammed down the brake just a paint from the 

gallery. I jumped out and yelled, "Paw!" 

I was tearing up the steps when his voice stopped me. 

He 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 f'if'teen-sixteen years and that was 

his greeting. 
if . 

"Got starlings, Abner," Uncle Shad said~ , . ..,_, 
.,/ 

A morning £light 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 sni:f:fed. They were wild in 

a way, how they prowled about the living room, looking a at 

things and turning softly on the balls of their :feet. 

"Last time we came down here, we helped you put up 

two-three rooms. Aint that enough? What you.6: want with such a 

big house, Abner?" Uncle Shad said. 

"Hell to :fort up such a big house, Abner," Uncle 

Abednego said. 

"Ought to knock out them glass windows and put in 

loopholes," Uncle Abednego said. "Fellows rush you at them 

windows, you got a caution getting out o:f the way of a bullet." 

Paw stared thoughtfully at them. He hadnt looked at 

I 
me since/ .. returned. 

stove. 

"Never been anything but peace:ful around here," he said. 

Uncle Meshach squirted tobacco juice into the open 

"Peace aint a thing that stays around," he said. "Aint 

never had a war, there'd never be a peace. Folks must war now 

and then so they can have a peace. Just like summertime and 

wintertime. 11 

Uncle Meshad walked over to the radio on the table 

beside Paw's chair. He touched the knobs. He didnt know what 

it was. Uncle §had whistled sharply and he straig~ened :from it. 

"You had a girl," Uncle Abednego said, "and a Nigra gal." 

"Not here now," Paw said. 

"Ought never to send away your women when there's 

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 hwnmed and they became alert. It played and they 
Ho S; :t _ _r1 r,, v,., 

started a little. was on the morning show and she 

was singing King George wore a pink waistcoat. They all stood 

serious for awhile. Then Uncle Meshach broke into a broad grin 

and commenced stomping his feet. Boy, I had gone back real ~ar . 

"Your girl's coming back, Abner?" Uncle Abednego said. 

He was the watchful one, like Uncle Shad. 

"Guess Abner left home too early. Never learnt how to 

fight a war," Uncle Shad sai4. 

.... 

Nothing showed on Paw's face as he looked at me. 

He nodded towards the kitchen. 

We fixed a whole mess oI' oacon an g r eens anu cot"I ee . 

Paw hadnt answered Uncle Abednego and Uncle Abednego hadnt 

asked again. After they began to eat, Paw said to me, "Let us 

go put away the truck:>we went outside and backed up the pick-up 

in the shed. Paw waited for me to close the door before he 

spoke. 

"A man ought to fight his own battles, Abner," he said. 

I began to tell him about last night with Mayor Roberts 

and the constables. I left out the part about Willi Mae. He 

listened, nodding sometimes. 

"Still," he said when I was finished. 

"Still?" 

"Still, a man fights Bllill 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 starving, money's no use in the bank. 

You got to draw and spend." 

There was a thinking :d rm [ Pl inside my head that • 

MJCY~dXtlDX 
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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 would 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. It 

was true and fine and I was glad that I had gone in and dug £or 

three lean, stained, rifle-toting, tobacco-chawing old moonshiners 

who Jlllk hadnt asked what it was about because they hadnt doubted 

their values but had climbed aboard. They were simple, 

because they only knew right and wrong and none of the in-betweens. 

"How did you reckon, boy?" 

"They're our kin." 

"That's so." 

11 You would have needed them but you wouldnt have gone 

£or them. You're proud, Paw. I didnt have any right to be proud 

with Coleman and the others reaching £or their hog-choppers." 

He was thinking about it. He nodded. 

"Wouldnt have gone £or them so quickly, that's all," 

he said . 

:F'unny how your love is. Mostly, it is there, quiet 

and steady and sure. But sometimes it is there in a hot rush. And 

that is the best of times. I reckon. The Fall sun climbed softly 

over the roof of the shed and lit up one side of his face. 

"Thanks, Paw," I said. 

He rubbed a hand down his cheek, feeling the stubble. 

"But they're hard, son. Real hard. Before the day's 

done you might start feeling sorry you brought them i n. Once they're 

here, 3ou lief as not got a war on your hands. n 

"We already have it." 

"Not so much that we couldnt pull out." 
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"We got help and you're not mad at me. I dont give a 

hoot elsewhere." 

"You learn to give a hoot anytime you get committed. 

Like now," Paw said softly. 
Hosanna 

We walked back towards the house. L IP ■ I was singing 

Hal Was A Merry Monarch and the uncles were sure making the most of' 
yet 

it. You could hear their heels stomping. They hadnt / seen the sick Nigra . 

"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, you would.nt know. I wanted to 

watch her operate the telephone. But she's real good to~watch 

with her plugs and things." 

"You werent to know that Coleman Roberts had turned bad. 

Aint blaming you," Paw said. 

It was time to change the subject. I said, "You think 

.... 
Uncle Shad. and the rest will shoot?" 

"If' I give the word." 

"Not otherwise?" 

He said slowly, "Its my war. They'll wait." 

Well, Jeezam. It was just as Paw had said. Nothing had 

started yet and here I was getting jumpy. I had changed the sub­

ject alright but I didnt ~ like what I was bringing up. 

"If folks get hurt, Coleman Roberts will hogtie us. He's 

mayor and justice of' the peace, coroner and whatever else. 11 

"The law's a lot on your side if' folks trespaas on your 
enter 

land. Coleman will have to show me a law warrant to 1 II k my land. 11 

11 He 1 s coroner. He can make out a warrant . :, . - - ' ' •. 

"Coleman only turned mayor because we werent looking. He 

wont put anything on his record that may throw him out of' office 

next election. He will be careful." 

" 
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• • 1r■rn n•~·,r••-ttt1IUl2WIJ;dl81·•·••1 If' Uncle Shad 

and the others began shooting their guns, folks could be killed. 

What with Willi Mae gone bad, and now this, it would finish Paw. 

I had been a fool to bring .them in. Better to have taken our 

chances as we had been. 

"A~ nig@Jer 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 ear+. It was one 

Paw had given me when I graduated from high school. Uncle Meshach 

saw me. He grinned and shook it and listened again. I rushed 

across to him. 

"You put that down, you old clown~" 

He backed off. He was grinning but there was some hawk 

in his eyes. Uncle Shad moved so swiftly, he was a blur getting 

between us. He snatched the watch f'rom Uncle Meshach's hand. He 
were 

turned and faced me, His eyes/cold. 

"Here's your timepiece. Wasnt doing any harm. Your 
l"! 

Uncle Meshach is a joker." 

"Didnt hear no rooster crowing so I couldnt tell the 

time, boy," Uncle Meshach said. 

He was funning but nobody had to tell me that Uncle 
also 

Meshach wasJtaking my measure .... 

"Shucks, Paw got sof't af'ter he moved down here. He 

went and bought himself a watch," I said. 

They all watched me. I hoped I had made it back. 

"Sure, boy. Sure," Uncle Abednego said. 
JI room back 

It was all because of that f'ellow in the )f ·11 r I ■■Bl 

there . c ame 
r;1ill1The more you thought of' it, the plain f'act 1 ,antr t right 

back at 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 t h e County, turn 

mean and sour. It had put a knot in C0 1 eman Roberts' head 
.so 

so he was readfto turn loose a mob on us . It ha ~warped 

my own reasonfing an 'udgment 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 you all just 

climb aboard the pickup and I ' l1 take you back up the 

mountain. You could even take the nigger with you so we 

could have some peace in Halagoosha, " I cried. 

Th e y just looked puzzledly at me 1ike I had 

been talking pur e lunacy . But then I remembered that the s e 

wild men hadnt even known. They hadnt heard about the 

colored man nor why folks were gunning for Paw. 

"What igra he talking about? " Uncle Shad 

finally asked. 

Boy, d i d that burn me up. 

"The one Paw ' s got back there on his bed! The one 

all this hoot and holler is about~" I yelled. 

Paw came out o f the r oom and stood by the door. Uncle 

Shad looked past me at Paw . 

"We got a Nigra fellow back there , Abner? " Uncle 

Sha asked. 

s aid. 

"Guess so, " Paw said. 

"Here ? I n the house ? " 

"Sure,~ Shad. " 

"Funny a fel l ow k e e ing so quiet, Abner, " Uncle Sha 
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"Fel low' s hurt bad ," Paw said . 

"F olks did it to him ? " Uncle Shad asked. 

"No. An automobile , " Pa w a id. 

"Never did like them automobiles. Give me a mule anyt ime," 

Uncle ,;weshach s ai d . 

The three wen t back to sittin g on t he floor, their 

b ack s t o the wal l. I stood t here and stalred. They chawed and cleaned 

their guns. There wasnt anything more they wanted to learn from 

Paw. 

The sun had broken out a ll over wen Unc le Shad rose. 

"Guess we ought to look over the land. Abner, you got 

some places we c an hole up, i n case ?" 

They went out side. I f ollowed to the door and watched them 

going through the high grass. The blades hardly moved as t hey went , 

they were tha t lightfooted. I went in to look at the colored man . 

His eyes were c losed but he breathed easily, like he as sleeping. 

He d i dnt have a shirt on. The bandages came up high on his chest. 

Big b lack muscles glistened. His throa t looked powerful. Olivinia 

d i dn t ought to f hav e to be nursing t his big buck. Paw and me 

~ re doing b ad things t o her . Suddenly, I was as mad as a wet hen. 
~.,., 

I whirled for t!~e door. 

"Olivinia , where's Olivinia? " I bawled a t Paw. 

"She 's gone. She borrowed t he car, " Paw said slowly, 

his eyes on me. 

If she had borrowed the car, she would be back. I 

didnt l i k it. 
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CHAPTER .THIRTEEN 

-t' n? 

I sure hadnt :figured on Paw going to Jown ¥eeting. But 

later that morning, he shucked on his jacket and said he reckoned 

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 me. 
+: n, 

"Thought you said there was a fown ~eeting today." 

"Sure. But---" 

"'fhen i:f there's one, I ought to be there. Aint never 

missed one as :far as I can remember." 

"'fhere never was a time like this as :far as you can 

remember either," I said. 

He wasnt joking at all. He was craggy as a sheri:f:f on 

County Court Day. 

Uncle Meshach said, "Abner, you reckon there could be 

trouble in town? One o:f us could kind o:f keep you company." 

"Wont 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 o:f the matter. 

It would be wrong for me not to go. Maybe the :fellows expect me 

to. Anyway I ought to think so. 11 

"If they wanted you to come, they'd have sent somebody 

to tell you," I said. 

"They aint exactly friendly right now. Cant expect them 

to go to muc~trouble on my part. Wouldnt be natural." 
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But what Sep said when they saw Paw at the door of the 

courthouse, 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 that the 

silence which followed was so thick, you felt like wiping it 

from your £ace. 

However, he just strode straight through the door and 
benches 

down the center aisle of/ tUrN!k they had set up :f'or the meeting. 

He :f'ound a seat near the front. Mayor Roberts glared at him and 

then gavelled the meeting to order. Mayor Roberts was in the 

judge's chair. The preacher sat beside him, restless as a coyote 

in a herui house. He was jerking and staring at Paw as Coleman 

Roberts whispered to him. The meeting was brimful with folks from 

all over come to hear about Paw and the Nigra -... 

"Neighbors," Coleman Roberts said after he had finished 

with his gavelling, "you all know why we are here. Dont know whether 

its rightly £or me to speak first since I'm the one to uphold the 

only law I know, the law of this County. Dont know as if rightly 

I should even be in the chair. But its up to somebody to pull 

on the rope and I reckon if you folks dont mind, I'm as good 

a joker as the next fellow." 

He gave the vote catching grin which was so full of 

sugar and 75 I I d teeth, he ought to be in a cage. Nobody 

laughed much, except Miss 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 ,d ff 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 Coleman Roberts had lost him 

until he figured it out. It was just that C0 leman was making 

out that he was a Senator or somethin. up in Washington and 

was carrying on to impress his friend the preacher. But nobody 

can poor mouth Paw, so he sang out right back at Coleman, 

"I 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 the car legally 

back of Coleman's white llllllt traffic line. Neither did he spit 

chaw juice anywhere on Saltlick Street. Or even slip inside 

Jeb Coombes' for a shot of illegal Lee. Nobody obeyed the law 

more than Paw that day. 

It was Sep who spoke next. Sep was hating quicker and 

longer these days. It surprised Paw. 

Sep was on his feet asking across the floor, 

"What you want here, Abner? We figured you didnt want 

any truck with folks like us. 11 

Paw turned stubborn right away and said to Coleman, 

"Mayor, if anybody here's addressing me, reckon you 

ought to tell them to address me through the chair." 

There wasnt anybody 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 said. 

So Sep asked again, redfaced and stuttering with anger. 

"I aint pulling up stakes. I still pay rates in Mala­

goosha C0 unty." 
"Then yow[ ought to pa~eed to County ways," Uncle 
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Matt rumbled from the seats. 

Mayor 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 of'f'?" 

Sep nodded and cleared his throat as he rose. His 

big eye was flaring twice the size of the other as• he flung 

a glance among the faces in the courthouse. He was beaknosed 

and violent as a hawk on a plummet. His voice rasped when he 

spoke. 

"I aint the one for holding it against a fellow for 

building his own fences, but there• are certain things which 

when a man does, he's entering upon public domain. Keeping 

niggers out of£ ■JI white men's ways, is one of them. We all 

growed up with that in our minds. I figure we were all born 

with it. By golly, we were. Nobody taught us that niggers werent 

like us. We just knew it." 

"God put it inside us~" cried the preacher, - twitchy 

as a dogleg on a pavement. 

"Sure. We aint against them. They just aint right 

...., 
for us," Sep said. 

Paw said 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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f i xed on Mat t . Co leman no ded at Matt. 

Mat t c lasped h i s h ands behind hi and look ed at as man y 

f aces as he could reach. 

"What we her e f'or anyway ?" Unc le Matt said. "What ' s 

e n, 
this 7own)'tee t ing about? Its t o se e whethe r we got one , even one 

neighbor around here who dont agr ee that nigger s shoul dnt be 

holed up in a white man ' s house. That' s al l . And that 's what 

Abner ought t o a n swer to , if he want s to. " 

Mat t sat d own and C0 l eman l ooked at Paw . 

Paw got up s l owly. Paw was foo l ing around in his head, 

lookin g for something t o hit them with . Paw is a lawman. He be l ieves 

in the law f' o r he s a y s t he law never quits. Folks quit , then blame 

it on the aw, says Paw , but to him , the law has all the answers 

if' fo ks l ook for them i n the r i ght frame of mind. 

"A lot of years ago , when fam i lies f irst began to move 

int o these parts , e a ch family was its own conscience. Thin gs aint 

changed radi cally since ," Paw said. "How we wor ked out things , became the 

law in time. I ' m as legal as the next man and will always go along 

with the l aw, but there aint no law which says I should t urn a 

sick man away becalise he happens to be a igra. 11 

•".i.att go t up and said, "Mayor ? 11 

Coleman said, " I recognize you, Matt. " 

"Mayo r , you go ahead and tell Abner what the total of' 

our thought s on t his is. You tell him that is the law we recognize. " 

att sat down and Coleman rose. 

"Abner, its as Matt told you , the total of our thoughts. 
count ry 

You know as we l l as I do that the Founding Fathers of this/SM HQ 

expected us to have some sense. They gav e us a Constitution and 

arranged for us to e lect men who would protect it. e r eckon that 

we here in Malagoosha County are a li t tle United States. We mak 
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laws and rules f or us to liv e by and anybody break those l aws, 

they are account able to us. We have the power to punish them. 

We make certain l a ws f or our p rotection , laws such as a s peed 

limit to protect our people on the street s ." 

Paw didnt know what Coleman was l eading up to, but 

he knew something was comi ng . 

" ow I know I speak f o r al l of us he r e when I say we 

aint against anybody f or his race, his c olor or his creed, but 

we are against eople who brea our laws . Just as Friend Abner 

here says he is . Now , t ha t nig t h at c ol ored man back a t y our 

place , Ab ner . He b r ok e our l a ws . Ye s sir. He broke ou r l aws real 

bad, I reckon. " 

Tha t p uzzled Paw alright. He hadnt known the fellow 

h ad b r oken t he law.So he asked Mayor Coleman 
... , 

obert s . 

"Coleman, 11 Paw said, "what dict. this fellow do wrong ?" 

"Speedi n g ," Co l eman snapped out . "Tha t n igger drov e s o 

Sa l t lick 
fast down &.it H• L St r eet, h e s l ammed i n to Old Lookout b e caus e 

he coul dnt stop in t ime .J 11 

" He was drivi ng so goldurned fas t, he could have kil l ed 

our kids ,." M~ tt sai d . 

"That nigger ' s automobile was a block l ong, " Sep Logan 

said bitterly. 
I 

"He s not aw abiding, Abner ," Coleman Roberts said. 

" I reckon you got to agree he ought to leave town. " 

"All tha t 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 real l y make sense. If i t didnt to Pa w , it was because he had 

turned ornery . 

hollow . 

aw wasnt one to be pushed or cornered like a coon in a 

"Tank y ou, " said Mat t who was still on his feet , 
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" Coleman. Neighbors, if any in Malagoosha had told us a couple of 
-1-- f'}i 

days ago that we would have to call a 1own ~eeting 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 wrong. We have the fellow 

here who made us wrong, our neighbor, Abner Hammond. 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 what's right. So I say, 

Coleman, that we ought to give Abner the floor.'' 

Matt sat down, wiping his face during the applause. 

Paw said that what threw him was realising that Matt was playing 

it straight. Matt had really taken fences for Paw. He had buttoned 
or the preacher 

up Sep, so Sep/wouldnt take anymore out of' Paw, needling him and 

maybe riling him into saying the wrong things. Then,now, he was 

quickly giving Paw the floor so that Paw could clear himself. 

Uncle Matt thought he was doing• Paw a favor. 

Folks shushed as Paw rose. You could hear the :f'at whup 

of automobile tyres over the floodwater drains on Saltlick Street. 

People shifted to train their sights on him. 

"Hope I'm doing what's right, Friend Matt," Paw began. 
then 

"If' I aint,/7 4¥ all I can ask is that you believe I'm trying to 

do what's right. Fellow cant do much more than that." 

Paw got a nod here and there, he 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 right~ o risk busting up all we got here 

in Malagoosha over one disagreement. I like my friends, my neighbors, 

folk I've known for a long time. So I came to Town Meeting today 
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to ask you all, what I should do . Ahat's what friends and neigh-

bors are for, I reckon ." 

He looked at Coleman and Col eman nod ed an said, ~ 

"Go on, Abner. " 

Paw looked back at t he crowd. Mos tly numbly polite, 

weather-whipped f ac es. Folks in faded denims and washed-out 

p rints . And h i s spec ial friends sitting together. Uncle Matt 

and Sep, Jilson and Micajah Hoe and Jeb Wishaw. 

"Well , now , we all remember •assacre Day, because of 

hat happened especially, " Paw said. "Its what brought us here 
its a quart to a noggin 

today . But/ that none of u s d oub ted that 

one day we would be holding a gathering because of Old Lookout. 

Nosirree. We al l knew this would happen, come a day. All our 

f o lks around hAre knew that one of t hese days, some stranger would 

s lam into 01 Lookout and we would have a burying on our hands. 
" 

Only after that would we have sens e enough to ei t her u t ome 

dynami e oo it , or detour the road li ·• away from i t . So I 

dont reckon is much sense pointing a finger at t hat poor Nigra. 

We are the guilty ones. 11 

Paw was good up there. He just stood there giving t h em 

whatfor from his e y es until the hubbub calmed down enou gh for 

h.Xim to talk. 

"By golly, it aint no use putting up your tails . Many's 

the tim when you, Matt , or Sep there, or Jilson, or any one 

of us would have bus t ed into Old L0 oko ta Saturday evening 

when we drove home , if we d idnt know how to k ee an eye opened 

for Old Lookout. " 

Everybodyl there knew what Paw was talking about. 

High-s tepping out of town on a Saturday evening with a load of 

corn un der their b elts . But you woul nt know it, to wa t ch t eir 
faces. They looked back at Paw out o f shallow faces, of hard , flat 
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panes and col eye . Paw dropped his voice, wanting them 
d~~ 

to lean into !lfim t o l:ear it. Paw was a na t ural b orn a c ting 
,ii;fi!' 

man when he wanted to put on. 

"We aint forgetting that gasolene fire e v er . 

Nor what e smelled in there. And the feet running up Saltlick 

Street t o where this stranger was burning. And none of us 

going to forget the fool folk from outside who thought 

all t his crashing and burning was just another piece of 

hootenany from Massacre Day. But we knew it was different 

becau ewe live in here. !/e knew Old L0 okout had laid hands 

on somebody a t last. And we knew we couldnt leave whoever 

it was to bur n in that gasolene fire. I recall it was Uncle 

Matt who sai d, 'Let ' s get 'em out. ' And nobody cried any 

quarter but j us t dug in there . I recollect we just dug into that 

there gasolene fire with our bare hands+. I still got some 

blisters. There aint many menfolk around here who havent 

got blisters to show for it. 11 

Paw felt he wa s getting c l oser to them, the 

way they looked away , t hinking. Uncle Matt picked at a 

blister. 

1111F'riends and neighbors, it seems right that 

after we took that stranger out of the fire, we ough t to 

finish the job proper. ~h at ' s how I was brought up . That ' s 

hKo we all were brought up. We aint the kind to give our word 

and b reak it, " Paw said , and sat down. 

Sep jumped to his feet. 

"Abner, you t e lling us that we gave our word to 

the nigger? That what you saying? You saying we knew who 

was in that goddam gasolene fire when we got to the goddam wreck? " 

"Aint saying that. Saying we started something 
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and the least we can o is finish it. Finish it good. That ' s 

the way we were before thi s and that's the way we ought to be. 

Once the job i s done, its done. We 'll never have to do it 

again ." 

"And what you s ay this job is now , Abner ?" Micajah 

Hoe ask e d. 

"To look after this colored fell ow unt il he can 

be moved , and to detour the road away f rom Lookout." 
movr~ 

He could see it making sense to them . 4jJr were 
" j\ 

slackening as fe llows searched t heir jaws for their wads. The 

women were losing their locked-in look a n a few even looked 

at Paw and nodded . 

But everybody had f orgot ten the pre ach er , unti l 

they heard t he b oom of his vo ice , cutting down on Paw. 

He was on his feet, a finger levelled at Paw. 

"Brother Hammond , y ou saying we should t reat 

that anti-Christ like a Christian? That we should let him 

r es t among us like a white Christ ian ?" 

It hi t Paw withf' a s h o ck , t he man suddenly coming 

up with all tha t venom in hmm. 

" 1ost Nigras are Christians , jus t as whi t e men ,X 

Preacher ," Paw said . 

The preacher looked coldly at him. 

"You' re a simple man, Brother Hammond. If you ' re 

not an evil man , you I re a very sj.mp l e man. " 

"Never r e ckoned there was closen ess betwe en t he 

two," Paw said drily . 

"Listen, I aint s a ying there aint Chris t· a n b l acks. ie 

did get to a few i n time. But a Nigra that comes down here from out­

side , ain t Christian. He's d own here t o mak e troubl e because he 

he knows he ought not to be here. And that makes him, to me , 
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a Communist. That's what this fellow was, a Communist. A Christian 

Jew or a Christian Catholic or a Christian Nigra wouldnt come down 

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 Catholic or Jew that 

comes down here is a Communist. Its plain as a pikesta:ff. 11 

Paw went suddenly stubborn. He had been ramrodded enough. 

He looked the preacher hard and straight and said, "Judge not that 

ye be not judged, Preacher." 

But he should have known that he wasnt up to the preacher 
for stem-winding. 

He said the preacher looked at him so long, he 

thought he might have :forgotten he was there. Even before the 

preacher spoke again, he had Paw :feeling prickly ashamed. 

"Belzeebub, 11 the preacher said softly. ''Satan. Bearer 

o:f the mark o:f the beast. Tempter o:f the childrea of righteousness. 

You would tempt the children of Malagoosha to follow you in your 

evil ways. Seduce them in the most evil way known, through the 

words o:f the Good Book which you twist :for your own purpose, as it 

is written, The Devil may quote the scriptures." 

on Paw. 

He spoke terribly soft. Folks were looking now dead-· eyed 

body 
"Deliver up the •••••.,ft L of' that accursed son of 

Ham. Depart from your wicked ways and obey the laws o:f your people." 

Paw knew he had allowed the Preacher to out:fox him. He 

could hear the old hardshell laws rattling around in the heads 

o:f the crowd. He ·• had been outfoxed. 

Paw said, "A man's got to think for himself', too, even 

be:fore he obeys the law. The only time a man oughtnt to act on 

his lonesome is when what he does molests other folk." 
"Keeping Communist in the County is 

J I U that••■••••••••••••- the worse 

molesting there is," spoke up Jilson Swift o:f Coon Hollow. 
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Now, for a fact, Jilson's property isnt on e I would 
found on . 

care to be mil·to"· JTillfW· And I reckon no decent Nigra either. Its 

a tangle of weeds and old auto bodies which Jilsollfollects to 

patch his old busted Chevvy. That old Chevvy has got more 

assortment to it than all the cans in Heinz. 
wr oa(rty , 

"Its my _ Jilson," 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. 

But then shiftless Jilson Swift, the most ignorant man 

in Malagoosha, who lived on pumpkin and drumfish and wore 

government issue allotments, slapped his chest and said to Paw, 

"Abner, you molest us inside here," slapping his chest. 

"It aint right. You molest every white man inside here . " 
--t-

That /own 
~ right off . 
~eeting was with • Jilso~ 111111 Grunting 

and stomping and carrying on like my f aw hadnt spoken at all . 

._ "Did they try to stop you leaving town?" Uncle 

Shadrach asked Paw. 

Paw said no. Uncle Abednego growled in his throat like 

a mountain cat. He rubbed the stock of his rifle-gun. 

"They were too busy whooping and laughing. I just got 

up and walked out," Paw said. 

"Then they'll be by, soon," Uncle Abednego said, 

clicking the bolt on his rifle-gun. 

Uncle Meshach c ocked his head at Paw's door and t he uncles 

became mo t ionl ess . 

"Somebody stirr ing in there , Abner. " We al l clos ed in 

on t h e door . 
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C APTER FOURTEEN 

Paw stoppe us at the door but we peered past him at 

the colored man on the bed. le was restless, toss ing around 

but h is eyes were closed. 

"He aint awak e ," Paw s aid . "Leave him until he's awak e ." 

"He spoken to you yet, Paw?" 

"A coupl e of wor ds . He 's still a sick boy. Reckon I 

ought to try and find Doc Lewis mysel f. " 

Uncle Shad looked in and backed a way , followed by 

Unc l e Me s hach and Unc l e Abednego. 

"He ' s a big 'un," Uncle Shad said. 

" I've seen bigger, " Uncle Abednego said. 

"They come i n all sizes ," I said , "like us. " 

Unc l e Meshach chuckled . "Abner must sure have f ed you 

on sass soup ," h e said. 
my 

Paw went outside a nd called me. He fanned hi hand pas t/face. 

"Le t 's go wait on t e road . Doc Lewis should be passing 

on his way t o Ho emount , 11 he said. 

"I aint too hot , Paw , r eally. Just wi shed it hadnt 

ha pened, is all. " 

"Lot s of ♦ things we wished didnt happen, son. " 

r· 
"He sbfould have stayed where he belonged. " 

--:...,, 

"'fhe Niera? He belongs anywhere in America. Dont argue it , 

son. Lets wait f or Do c Lewis to come by. " 

We got Doc Lewis in a cloud of dust. Paw stepped t out 

and aved him down. Doc blew ~is horn and passed us a s if he 

wasnt going to stop but he pulle up a holler away. ~ We slogged 

down . )the road to him, aw not mad at all. 

"John , I t hink you ought to stop by for that :fellow. 

Sometimes when he do e snt know I' m looking, I seen him go up on 
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the back o his head and heels. He nee s some painkiller." 

Doc John Lewis was so fur i ous with Paw, he just sat still 

in the car , ooking traight ahead. Usual y h e wou ld be hopping 

about on the seat ike a squirrel. Paw leaned inside the window, 

his face close to Doc 's. 

"You thinking what you'll give him, John? " 

Do c Lewis jer ked around on the seat and :faced Paw. 

"Abner , we've been friends f or 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 mark i n the road dust. He looked at his hand , straightened 

o:f:f the car and dusted his hands together. 

" John, I a int trained for doctoring like you . You' re 

making me do your job and that aint fair. If I ut that igra out 

of my house, I'd be committing murder a n d you know it." 

"I know just one thi ng , Abner. Every hour that you keep 

that igra in the house, you're doing more than murder . You 're 

t oking the :flames f hatred under the guise o f boing a Good Samari­

t an . You see , Abner, I k now your ind. You manufacture more hurt and 

pain with y our o -gooding than a hundred hatchetmen. Your deceit i s 

worse, beca se it is self deceit . You're making over the worl d , 

Abner Hammond , ithout t hought for who gets lost in the process. 

Committing murder? What you're doing is committing mass murder! " 

I was scared. Scared because of what oc Lewis was showing 

Paw to be, Doc hadnt shut of f the Mercury . It purred softl y , ready 

to go. I wanted to ge t inside and just ke ep going, far away from 

lagoosha . 

"Dont reckon I can argue a n ' ce argument with you , John ," 

Pa said slowly. "I s ure woul lo s e, you bein g educated and al . 

But it seems to me that in all you ve been saying, you been talking 

about a crowd and not about the fe llow who makes up the crowd. It 



UWI L
ibr

ari
es

' 136 

dont seem right you should be worrying about healing afrowd a, 
when t h e re's a fellow here who needs you right now ." 

Doc Lewis said, ''Abner , if you're so concerned about th•t 

Nigra man , you bring him out here where I can see hi . You turn him 

over to me and I will see he gets looked after. " 

"Couldnt o that , John. " 

Doc Lewis looked angry. "Sure , you coul<lnt . You're thinking 

that folks woul d say you backed down. You're fretting over Abner 

Hammond , not ovef the sick Nigra ." 

Paw looked thoughtful , like he was ~ seeing some truth 

in what Doc Lewis was saying. But then he shook his head as if he 
-u-t 

was sur e ,l""" wasnt all. He shook his head harder as if he knew it 

wasnt even most. 

"He's too sick to mov e. You said i t bef ore.• 

" Is that all, John ? Is that t he real reason?" 

' o, 11 Paw said. His voice had changed. 11 o, John. That isnt 

the real reason . The real reason is that if I throw out the Nigra, 

I'm throwing out the only chance we have ." 

Doc f j ammed down the elute~ . " Its up to you, Abner. You 

can save him . 11 

fJ "Want thinking of saving him n ow , John. More with 

saving ourselves. " 

We went back to the house without a word . Paw went - in and 

began c leaning his gun thorough as the unc l es . He looked down the 

barre l and snapp ed the tr igger. He filled his pocke t wi th shells and 

went out to take over watching from Uncle Shad . He looked downright 

happy, like the time he ha won the sewing machine for Willi Mae 

at t he Fourth of July turkey shoot. 
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CHAPTER EOllffl.EEE FIFTEEN 

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 Uncle 
Hosanna 

Abe d . They had all been listening to/ 'JII••••• snapping their 

fingers and slapping their legs to the tune. Uncle Abed go111\l up 

quickly and was through the door like he had vanished before 

your eyes. 

This fellow at the radio station had got hold of one of 
Rosanna ' s sorebacked . 

albums and was riding it : , He had gone 

through Barbara Allen and The Hangman's Song and Sourwood Mountaia 

a couple of times alraady. But far as the uncles weee concerned, 

he could have hit them a couple 0£ times more. 

Paw had gone outside to see after the mules. I went over 

to Uncle Meshach's window. It held a view clean down the Malagoosha 

road. The dust was spinning out behidn the car but it was a distance 

away yet. Uncle Meshach If: squinted his eyes and said, 

"Coming fast enough to bust a britches . Cant yet tell 

if its a filly or a mare." 

Paw's kin sure talked funny, thinking 0£ automobiles as 

a filly or a mare. 

"She sure sends that automobile a-flying, anyway," 

Uncle Meshach said. 

He got to me. My jaws hung slack as I stared at h im. 

With eyes as good as any linthead in the territory, I had only 

about been seeing the outline 0£ 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 Meshach 5norted disgustedly. 

"That darn fool Abner went out without his rifle gun," 

he said. 

"Aint got a rifle gun . Got one of these here bird guns," 

Uncle Shad at the radio said . 

11 You reckon he wants to get his head blowed off? Going 

out without his rifle gun with a feud on . 11 

Paw was coming from the barn , looking down the r oad as 

he walked . He had been feeding and watering the mules. 
Shad 

"Abner left home too young, 11 Uncle/Jtllllli 17 ■ • said. 11 He 

aint never been in a real war . 11 

I said, "Listen, you, Paw held off the Mayor and a whole 

bunch of men here the other night with just a bird gun and guts. 11 

They I r tl'SW looked at me and if t hey had been smiling 
:flitted acro s s 

men , what ,-i&t their faces could have been pleasure. 

"Well, now, I reckon," Uncle Shad said . 
Meshach 

Uncle .-i 8 • said softly, 11We aint talking about guts , 

son. Your Paw is a Hammond. le just talking about having knowledge 

about war . 11 

Uncle Meahach beside me said, "Filly·. '.' 

Jeb Wishaw' s car was t urning into the road . Olivinia was 

alone in it . I ran for the door and got to her as she was braking . 

The car almost r olled over my foot and I had to hop out of the way and 

lope alongside it calling to her, "Hey, stop!" 

When it finally halted , she was still hunched over the wheel 
Uncle Meshach 

staring open mouthed at shamu1ing over from l!I IP. the 
house, 
1 ilbifllA. the l ong r ifle& trailing on the ground . 

His 

.. shaggy headf 
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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 filly." 

Olivinia gave a small gasp. I'll bet 6 she was ready to scalp 

me. Uncle Meshach kept coming. When he reached the car, he said, 

"She's sure pretty, Abner. She yours? She's sure worth roping." 

Olivinia asked weakl.y, "Who's he?" 

"My rmcle from over the mountain." I hid the grin. 

"Oh. " 

A low whistle Mcame from the house. Uncle Meshach faded. 
"The y 

Olivinia looked startled. ~Visiting?" she asked. 

"Kind of. What about you? Visitin~or come nur sing? " I was 
skunky for rea l . 

She was small and neat and clean in Jeb Wishaw•s dusty auto. She 

had a bow in her hair and the frock was bright as if she was going to 

town on court day. "I heard about the police and you last night,"she said. 

"Sure. A joke Shorty and Joe played on me." 
angrily. 

"Joke? They most tear you down. Look on your face," she said/ 

"I still got a nose. Preacher maybe more damaged than me." 

"It did no good, Abner. He preached again this morning. Folks 
get the Nigra. 

are coming out to/ • · ' •• Even if it means shooting. 11 

pack. 11 

I grinned . "So maybe that's why Paw's go t folks visiting." 

"One old man. What can he do." 

"You aint seen the others," I said. 

"6thers?" 

"Boy. You wait." 

"You're not making much sense." 

"That one was Uncle Meshach. He's the@IU77£ joker in the 

She drew her eyebrows together. It was true as Uncle Meshach 

had said. Shhe was pretty. 
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"What others?" 

11 The uncles . Shadrach, RTir;- CT and Abednego. f That was Meshach. " 

Paw was coming from the house . 

She asked , "You mean your Paw brought in his kin?" 

"Kind of , " I said . 

""wny your Paw did that?" 

Guess I stared. Hell , she knew what they had done to me mst 

night and what they were aiming to do today. She had told me herself. 

Uncle Shad came out and whistled at Paw. Olivinia hadnt seen them 

yet . Paw stopped , waiting for Uncle Shad. 

"Paw figured I got enough beating," I said. 

"They're his fighting kin . His feuding kin I ' ve heard my 

pappy talking about , " she said . 

"Maybe ." 

"There'll be fighting . They'll kill. 11 

"Folk coming out here today bringing guns too , 11 I said. 

"But we belong here , Abner ! Folks didnt bring us i n ' to do 

their fighting . " Sure. we belong here. That's why she was nursing the 
Nigra. A joke . 

Paw was shaking his head at Uncle Shad. My uncles Meshach and 

Abednego stepped f rom t he 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. 
too, 

"Your Paw will be out there.,..., carrying a gun," I said . 

"We aint to blame if he gets trouble . " 

"Paw wont be there, neither will Uncle Matt or the others," 

she said. 

"How so ?" 
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"Paw talked Uncle Matt out of it and Uncle Matt went after 

Micaj ah Hoe and Jilson and the others ---- all your Paw ' s friends , except 

Sep Logan . They r eckoned it had gone far enough . Said they ' d leave it 

to t he town folk . 11 

11Whyn 1t they say they ' d t~k the townies out of it?" 

"Abner , you know the townies got their danders up . You heard 

the preacher wor king on them." 
~ 

11 So you think we ought to make them dig "- the Nigra , 11 

"Didnt say that . 11 But she looked away. 

"You scared of what t hey might do?" 

I said . 

She jerked her head to me . "Yes, 1 1m good and scared , " she said 

between her teeth . "Its turned bad and you dont have to be a goldurned 

fool. 11 

The uncle s and Paw came up so quietly, Olivinia hadnt heard them 

u.YJ.til Paw spoke . 
"Fellow's resting , Olivinia ," 
11 I ' ii I tgJ' IJl]ll~llflt Paw said. 

al l three of' 
She turned at his voice . And •1■tlilliJ111i she took in ;4 r ll t I gJ -

the uncl e s for the first time together. They s tood 
TY:iltflflfff IBEMf50 I INPZ:■lt4i L ilffi? ··ptall , grim and shaggy in their patched 

overalls, forearms dangling down from 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 foreanns hooked on the rifles . 

"Right fine girl your girl , Abner , " Uncle had said. "She come 

to load guns for us?" 

Olivinia, her eyes popping , shook her head . Uncle Shad spat on the 

ground and said, "Pshaw. Reckon you did. You want to light and visit, then?" 
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She shook her head . Then her mouth went stubborn as she fought 

down the flutters . "No-o. I aint staying. 11 

Paw said gently, "Then you go on home , Olivinia. Go straight 

home . " 

Uncle Shad shook his head . "Reckon we cant , Abner . Girl goes 

out of here and says we holing up here, we lose t he surprise . " 

11 I dont want a surprise , Shad. Just want folks to know we aint 

weak and that way, they wont try anything, Paw said. 

"They will try. An'Y"lfay. They vexed enough with you, they ' ll 

try, no matter. 11 

11 You turn around and hightail back home , OlivLri.ia, 11 Paw said. 

"We cut her down before she hit the gate, Abner, 11 Uncle ~ Meshach 

said. "We blow off her tyres . " 
Meshach 

Paw j ust got smaller and meaner and looked Uncle llll!t in the eye. 

11 You do it ,tilll and I shoot you in the middle, close up , with 

my squirrel gun , 11 Paw whispered . 

I knew now how he had coped with his brothers when he lived 

over the mountain . Paw could mad up until a bobcat looked gentle as a 

rabbit . I opened the door of the car and rammed into the seat beside 

Olivinia. 

"Turn , girl , turn ," I said low. 

She fumbled a little but got the motor started, backed up arid 

made the turn and rolled f or the gate. I waited for the boom and the 

lurch, but nothing happened and we got out to the public highway. I 

reached over and cut the switch. The car rolled a few feet and stopped. 

Olivinia ' s head fell slowly to the steering wheel . She was weeping all 

over herself, the way girls cry. 
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"They wouldnt have done a thing , 11 I said . "Paw wouldnt have 

made them. 11 

Seemed like I said the right thing for she came up fast off the 

steering wheel and knuckled the tears out of her eyes. But when she 

turned to me , well , I knew I had guessed wrong . She looked as ferocious 

as Paw. 

11 You fool ! You and your Paw and the three scarecrows back 

·> "' there ----' , S: r L J • T0ll111:CII'· I I • 1!flill1rr1r 

"We aint done nothing wrong! " I protested. "Didnt you hear 

Paw say back there he didnt aim to surprise the townies? All he wants 

is for them to stay off his land! 11 

"You shove a gun at folks and tel l them stay off your land?" 

she bl azed . "You think they just going to back off and run? 11 

"They better! " I rEIBed right back at her . 11 0r we shoot their 

brushes off !" 

"Your folks are going to shoot at them! Going to shoot at our 

own folks !" 

"Then tell your Paw and uncle Matt to go stop the townies from 

coming! Tell Sep Logan to take his seven chunkies out of the line. And 

while you doing all that talking , tell Miss Amanda stop spreading lies 

about Willi Mae tell •em all just leave us Hannnonds alone! There aint 

none of you in Malagoosha good as my sister filli Mae ! 11 

That didnt ought to come out but by this time I was real red- eye 

mad . She just looked at me as if didnt see me and said , "Get out of 

this car . 11 

Well , I git . Maybe it oughtnt t o have cane out but they had 

no right thinking up them things about Willi Mae . She almost knocked 

me catercorner as she tore off . I walked back to the house . They were 
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all back inside by then, the uncles sitting on the floor with their 

backs to the wall. Uncle Meshach looked up and cocked his head 

from side to side. They listened for soun s nobo ye se e e r 

h eard.They saw qu:i.ck~J.' -than a squi.rre.l. I mean, they were primitivesf. 

I stood there getting madder. At last it busted out. 

"What the hell talk is that anyway? Saying you'" 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 mountain 

gods making pronouncements about who could leave the farm and who 

would stay. 

"Son, when you brung us here, you let yourself i n for the 

good and the bad in us. Depending on how you look at it,X" Uncle 

Abednego said. 

So maybe I had brought in trouble. Everybody makes mistakes. 

"Then I'll take you right back. Get your gear." 

Paw said sharply, "You shut up now, Abner." 

"We dont go back, boy. Not once we're in. we like a burr 

on you until its over. we go back now, you dont sleep nights. You 

begin to hear the things we listening for," Uncle Meshach said . 

"That's no way to talk, Abner. You quit," Paw rapped. 

"SS.uppose they had shot and hit Olivinia instead!" 

"We dont miss, boy. All us Hammonds shoot good. Your 

Paw too," Uncle Meshach said. "We learnt early." 
They sat on the floor with their knees 

up to thei r 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 their hands on the guns and 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!" I shouted. "So they call us white trash 
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in town and say things of Willi Mae ! 

we ' re poor white trash! " 

See these guys and they 'll lmow 

It got to Paw like I 'd wallop him 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 t o have a 

stroke . Or kill me . 

11 That die they say about illi Mae? 11 

I knew better than to hump around now . I had been a fool to 

go wailing off because Olivinia had got nad but the dirt was already 

kicked up . Paw wouldnt wait . His face turned rock hard . 

11 Saying things , saying she ' s turned bad , 11 I said , feeling as 

if all my teeth were being pulled . · 

11Who been saying things? 11 

"Dent know for sure , but I gue ss could be Miss Amanda . 11 

"That connect with you at her window?" 

"Wanted to scare her , to see if she ' d jlllllp. Guess it was she 

alright . 11 

11 You need more ' n that ," Paw said. 

I told him about Pete Sawyers ' telephone call . 

11Why didnt you tell me about this before?" 

11 1 didnt know for sure, Paw. I didnt know. " 

He said , 11Guess I got to go to this Key West . 11 

It came to me slowl y t hen that this could be the break . Get Paw ' s 

dander up to go to Key West and maybe he ' d f orget the nigger in 

and take off . He loved Wi lli Mae more than his r i ght arm. 

"We could get the telephone company to tell us where Pete phoned 

from , 11 I said . 11We could run him down in no time . 11 

"Whereabouts the country is Key V1 es t ?11 Uncle Shad asked . 
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"Way down in Florida . 11 

"Think our ol d car could make it?" Paw asked. 

"We could use Pete's pickup , 11 I said . 

He looked over at the illlcles. 

"Got to go to Key est , 11 he said. 

Uncle Shad nodded . "You go , Abner . We can clean up here . " 

11 Dont need to do that , " I said . "We could take you back and 

detour down to Key West . 11 

He ignored me like I hadnt said a word. 

"Less 1n you want to wai t then we could go to Key West with you, 

Abner ," he said . 

11Maybe you got to do sane fighting down there , Abner ," Uncle 

Meshach said. 
yes. We could 

"Shucks ,/11 j] l' ■J t} If . ••lli;iti(rtflfJf"Tt I .P take care of them 
then 

townies andp'Q -11i171 go with Abner ," Uncle Abednego said. 

Paw came out of where he had been. 

"No , we ' ll straighten out this and then we ' ll take you back , Shad. 

Got to go to Key West alone ," he said. " S oon as thi s is o v er ." 

11 Paw, 11 I said , 11we ought to go now. Willi Mae ---- 11 

He said to me softly, 11 You shut up now, boy. 11 

He said it sort of f urry, it pimpled my back. I didnt talk 

anymore. 
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CHAPTER 'll!ll.ll'.rn S IXTEE 

They came at us later . 

..fu., y" 

car was in t he lead and we counted a ~• 
H e 

Coleman Roberts 1 

Uncle Meshach 
or so behind him. / 

had been out in the yard piling wood . XX~ shouted something that sounded 
Shad and Abednego 

like , "Folks a- coming! 11 and - - • got to their feet and went 

out without a word . By the time I got to the door, they had disappeared. 

They just seemed to have been swallowed by the l and . 

I turned around and saitl , "Paw, where ' re they?" 

Paw was pulling on his jacket . "You wont see them, Abner ," he said. 

They were blowing the horns of the cars and yelling things :.-i 

as they near ed our gate . I could hear what they were yelling and Paw turned 

so pale, the stubble on his face stood out . I took down my gun and put in 

two shells. Paw heard the click as I closed the breech tllld he t urned and 

looked at me for awhile . 

"Guess you should stay out of this , Abner , 11m he said. 

"You kidding?" 

11 'ont do you no good when the time for State comes. Fighting for 

Nigras aint so popular . 11 

111 aint fighting for Nigra s. I'm on my Paw ' s side . 11 

He smiled a little . "Dont take a man ' s side , son , or you wont be 

any better off than Shad and t he 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 would end strife . 11 

11Why you think they want to be white?" 

11 They ought to. Save their asses some . 11 

"Maybe you ' re r ight . Though I aint sure . Folks are funny. Take 
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that bunch out t here . If I were a Nigra , I wouldnt want t o 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 l ooked out . Mayor Robert s 

had stepped from his car and w~s standi ng beside it , looking towards the 

house . I l ooked f or any of Paw ' s f riends . Not a one was there . Not even 

Sep. I looked f or Joe and Shorty, but they werent there either . These 

were all , folk the preacher had worked on , town f olk . Mayor Roberts was 

smoking a cigar and seemed t o be grinning around i t, a&, The people in the 

other cars kept banging the sides and shouting the names . 

Paw said , 11 You st ay in , Abner . I f I need you I 111 holler . 11 

He opened the door and went outside . The shouts rolled down on 

him. 
11 Nigger- l oving Hammond ---- white trash Hammond !" 

Mayor Robert s allowed i t to go on enough, he figured, to scare 

Paw, befor e he held up his hand . He called out , 
CA- .. :t-~ 

11 Told you I 1d be ..,.; Abner . Told you, didnt I? 11 

Paw said , 11 I believed you. You bring the warrant?" 

Mayor Roberts hel d up his hand to stop the shouting. 
11 I brought i t, 11 he said grinning , "-several of them. 11 

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 . 

• 'verybody laughed again , including Mayor Roberts who took out his 

cigar to do it properly, from the belly. 

11 Naw, but they I r e mighty,, powerful , Abner . 

your fences so as to show you their warrant?" 

ant to see them tear out 

Paw waited for the laugh to die out and said , "Why dont you leave him 
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in peace , Coleman? He aint troubling anybod~ <ill 112? 11 

V.iayor Roberts held up his hand . He stabbed the cigar towards 

Paw. 

rtGet this , once and for al l , Hammond. Folks around here aint 

hating niggers . You got mules i n 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. 11 

nMaybe they do! >) yelled a voice from in the crowd . 

11Nigger- lover!" 

"Let ' s go get him and his nigger!" 

They lef t t he cars and were caning on foot towards the gate . 

I eased the gun to t he window sill and waited . I hadnt heard a sound from 

the uncles , but I wasnt worried . To tell the truth , as I looked at the 

crowd , some carrying shotguns and others pieces of lumber or old chains 

or whatever , I felt glad about Uncle Shad and the others some place out 

there . I had been playing a guessiri. game about where they were , whether 

behind the haystack , or the barn , or our automobile. But when they showed, 

I was wrong. 

Paw held up his hand and called , "Mayor Roberts? 11 

Coleman Roberts stepped out in front and held up both hands and 

the crowd backe up behind him. 

"Wait a minute , boys , let ' s hear what Abner ' s saying . 11 

11Mayor Roberts , you come on my land without a warrant, reckon you 

know you ' ll be trespassing. 11 

"Is that all , Abner? You had your say?" 

"Had my say , Mayor , 11 Paw said. 

11 Alright . Now hear this. I 1m going to count 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 beyond three or he j ust got plain 

impatient , but before Coleman Roberts could say four , Uncle Shad shot his 

cigar in half . 

For awhile , after the crack of the rifl e gun , there was a dead 

silence . I looked for t he snoke and saw it curling out of the yard gr ass . 

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 t here until you stepped on them. 

And then , I reckon you ' d wished that you had stepped on a cottonmouth. 

Mayor Roberts ' hand was still in the air like the shot had frozen 

it there . He was looking up at the torn end of his cigar , hi s mouth open . 

And t hen before he could say anything , another piece of the cigar disappeared 

as Uncle Meshach showed me how well the Hammonds could shoot . 

Up to now, none of them had shown themselves . I learnt afterwards 

about who had fired . e only knew then that the shots had come fran two 

widely separated places . Then I heard Uncle Shad ' s peculiar whistle and 

the yard exploded . From every direction , rifleguns spoke and the hats of 

t he 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 t heir cars . Mayor Roberts was 

last t o go and I was glad in a funny way that although he walked quickly, he 

didnt run like the others . For although I was pr oud of the uncles , I didnt 

want them to think t hat all the folks in t hi s section of t he county were as 

easily scared . 

The last of t he -ar~ pulled away and Uncle Shad r ose, knocking 
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bUIT from his denims. One by one the others came from cover. Nobody 

looked flustered as if they had j ust i/pught a war. They just got to 

their f eet , knocking off burrs and shaking bits of grass and pebbles 

from their overalls and taking the old felt hats f rom their shirt 

f ronts 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 , 11 Uncle Meshach 

said . 

"Maybe a speck of dust flew in your eye , 11 Uncle Shad said . 

11Maybe, 11 Uncle Meshach said. 

Nobody said anything to Paw. They walked back for the house . ~ 

-·l--PUiffi? rtCP%Sltl7 0>18Mr1■•na1111,uqe111 l?llll!qn111JM1tii.:& 

?aw said, "Abner, want t o heat some coffee?" 

• - They - sat on the floor , cleaning their guns . Watching their 

hands on the rifles , I remember Paw telling me that the gun had been the 
He said it 

earliest plow used in the United States . • had 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 most powerful guns , built the biggest churches and grew 

the hugest grain of wheat there was . All we needed 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 Wil li Mae but he had put in the hoe and he would go to the end 

of the row. But what would be the end? He wasnt a fool ish man . We could 

whop the fellows a coupl e of times but in the end , Coleman Roberts would 
Even if 

find a way to bring the law down on us . / • it was lll[ll!lllllkfor disturbing the 

peace . Call ing in the uncle s had fooled them ---- but only for awhile . 

ihile they were cl eaning their guns , I took Paw aside . 

"Paw," I said , 11what 1 s going to happen now? They 'll come back. " 

11 e hold off a day or two and we ' l l be alright, " he said. 

"A day or two? Something going on here I dont know about?" 

11 Maybe ," he said . 

Sai d it so goldurned calm, I was getting mad. 

11 But ---- how long can this -- t his army hold out?" I asked , waving 

a hand at the uncles . "And while we ' re at it , how long will they stay'?" 

1 Long as we want them to. 11 

"What about their own homes?" 

11 This is thei r home , Abner , where their kin needs them. " 

"And what about Willi Mae?" I said brutally. 11Aint you going out 

to look f or her?" 

He closed his eyes and I sort of wi shed he ' d belt me . But I guess 

he had seen through me . They come no taller than Paw. 

He said , "You got a chore t o do . 11 

That angered me . "Chore? You talking about chores at a time 

like this? 11 

J ·mm · •. · ,, · 
J@!JM1Ml.il11Hl9 lld■iiiR■-

'l,.;.,,•1"•:-.-::.•;:----... 
> 

_,,, ~ ~l_lfn1 ~&;~•••• 

-i?ZlilP 1.fjffi•·~ 

Paw said , "You must go into town. 11 
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I stared at him. 

11 You go into town and see Jeb Coombes . Tell him to talk to 

Miss Amanda . If Pete Sawyer phones again, Jeb's to take the call . Want 

to find out where Pete's staying. " 

11Go into town? You crazy?" I whispered . 

I walked over to the window and looked 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 est could be a big place with a heap of 

streets and houses . Lots of sailors and soldiers were going down there 

since this business with Cuba . God Almighty, maybe it was as Miss Amanda 
., 

was saying . I didnt have any way of telling. If it was true , I t would 

break him for sure . But I needed to know. When this matter was over with , 

I ' d be taking off for Key West myself before Paw knew it . I ' d bring her 

back before he found out anything for sure. Even if I had to drag her . 

But I ' d want to know where in Key West Willi Mae was shacking it . 

I w t back to him and nodded . 

"How will you do it?" he asked . 

11 1 111 hide the pickup in the brush and sneak into town . I think 

I can made it to the back of Jeb 1 s place without folks seeing me . • 
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CHAPTER~ SEVENTEEN 

Jeb Coombes ' store was built of stone and brick. The walls 

were a foot and a half thick , the windows small and high so the Indians 

couldnt 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 been built for a 

blockhouse and later turned into the first courthouse . There was a big 

main entrance on Saltlick Street and a smaller door in the alley near 

the filling station . It took me a time to make it to this door for 

Malagoosha .... was jumpy t onight . Most of the crowding was around 

Coleman Rober s ~ place . Automobiles were packed tightly on the courthouse 

l awn . I had my collar up and my cap pulled down and had put a limp in my 

walk . Yet I was bobcat nervous , walking past the knots of folk and hearing 

our name mentioned at every turn . 

I knew I could get to Jeb Coombes ' but what scared me was talking 

to Jeb . I ' d reminded Paw about Jeb and he said, 1"I'ell Jeb its Willi 

Mae, " That Wij_S all . 

When we came to town I used to hang out wit h Pete Sawyers most of 

the day while Paw and the others sat in Jeb 1 s shaking hands with old General 

Lee . I hadnt been with them every winute of the day. There were things 

about their friendships I didnt know. What I lmew was that Jtld- Jf :rrm•D• 
were coming 

..a l lil-PJ?IP -- 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 Ueb 

grabbing me for Joe and horty. 

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 1 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 pa ssage . 

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 I looked past it, just a piece of Sep Logan ' s face . I pulled the door 

shut quickly. 

The floor under my foot and the wall at my back felt solid and 

sure . I wanted to stay there in the dark, safe and warm, away from Sep and 

Joe and Shorty, just drop the whole stupid business . Paw had been crazy 

believing this would work. 

I cracked the door again and picked up Sep Logan talking, 

" ••• Gold urned army, the way Coleman Roberts tell it . 11 

"Dent know how come Jeb Wishaw didnt know about this, " Jilson 

wif t said . "That girl of his ought t o have seen something when she was 

out there e~rlier . Ought to have seen Abner ' s army and told her Paw about 

it . 11 

"If I had a daughter and she was snucking up to that brat of his 

I I d take l eather to her , 11 Sep Logan said. "With a nigger in the house too. " 

"We didnt any of us know Abner would turn out how he did, 11 Jilson 

Swift said. 

"He ought to stop her before she turns bad , 11 Sep said. 

Unc e Matt Connant cleared his throat and said, 11 Cant beli eve 

everything you hear, specially when you know where you heard it from, 11 

thinking of Miss Amanda and Mayor Roberts no doubt . "Knew her Maw before 
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she died . Knew her Paw before he turned crazy. Willi Mae wasnt born bad 

none at all . Maybe she saw her Paw turning contrarious and lit 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 , 11 Jeb , Jeb Coombes," 

in a hoarse 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, 11 The door , Jeb . Want to talk with you. 11 

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. ~tanding 

further out , he ' d have brained me with the door . 

"Behind the door , Jeb . Dont want to show myself to folks outside . 

You w~it there , going to turn the light on. 11 

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 . 

11Wouldnt have come but Paw sent me , 11 I 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. 

11Why you figured different?1 Jeb said. 

"You 're with Coleman Roberts , 11 I said. 

He stared at me . He said slowly, "I run a busin.ess in this town , 
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boy. Mayor Roberts aint the soft mayor we all thought he ' d be . 11 

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 hitn with Mayor Roberts . 

Paw sent a message . " 

"What message?" 

I told him about the phone call . I called illi Mae ' s name . 

He looked sick and shook his head . 

"The town I s turned rotten , 11 he said . ttTell your Paw I dont 

believe it . 1 

"Sure ," I said. 

He said , "What I s this crazy story I hear from the fellows who 

were out at your place? Who ' s your Paw got out there?" 

I shook my head . 

11 You can tell me . Your Paw knows different about me . You can 

talk to me , boy. 11 

But I ' d done Paw's chore and was backing out of Jeb 1 s place. 

11 How 111 your P~ know when I hear from Pete? 11 

That needed some thought. If Jeb Coombes wanted to trap me , that 

would be the time to do it , when I returned for the answer . Then I had an 

idea and grinned. 

"You write it down on Sep Logan I s signboard. Just write down the 

address. I 111 come along some tim.e to look at it. 11 

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, 11 he said . 

I went out quick 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 Rock and found Pete ' s truck . 

Paw came up al ongside as I stopped in the yard . He leaned on 

the cab while I told him everything that had happened at Jeb 1s . 

"Jeb aint lying. You could have trusted him, son . " 

11Better this way, Paw, 11 I said shortly. 

No lights showed in the house but when we went in , I saw that 

they had covered the windows with stuff . A lamp W"l_S turned down low. I 

screwed up the wick and they were on the floor . There were only i:OOXX. two 

mounds under the blankets. I looked at Paw and he motioned outside . The 
was 

other- QI[" Pi out there , I guessed padding around on guard . 

Paw gave me coffee and some food they had prepared while I was 

gone . e sat there talking together in low voices . I wondered whether 
Mo.s: 4 l\ '°\ '1'\ 

he had li stened to the radio tonight . A song from IT Pl II · would make 

us both feel better. It was a caution the way that gal could soothe Paw 

and me . Like she was singing to us special . 

Sometime later I woke , stiff with cold . Uncle Shad was sitting 

up in his blankets. His eyes caught the light as he looked at me . A 

grimace creased his leat hery f ace. 

11 Just listen to them coming , 11 he said , 11nois as beavers . 11 

He scared me , saying it so easy. Though I listened hard , t :ere 

wasnt anything out there bar the whistling frogs and silence . Uncle Shad 

didnt seem to have said anything but t he others sat up too . They rose with 

their rif les in hand , shedding t he blankets like a dog coming out of a 

stream. I] l lfff P rt I llll M7■1AIMfllfllllllw_m,r••r nr rw~ 
iliF • cetttNtiiFSs;gJci·-··~■11'.M.~ 

Uncle Meshach chopped his hand towards the lamp and I blew it out . The light 

outside was soft and ghostly, the moonshine lost in the mist. As they had 
the uncles 

done before , 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 witcpy, 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 I knew. I kept thinking that this was how 

they had whopped the Indians and tamed the l and. I kept thinking that 

d~structive as it was to the life we had know:g., this nigger- trouble had 

brought out some of the best , as it had the worst , in f olks . 

Heard the fellows then. Heare. them like a rustle in the brush , 

a chink of metal on stone but it was a marvel how, long ago , Uncle Shad 

had picked them up. An instinct warned me to lay down flat on the gallery. 

My guess was that Coleman Roberts wasnt coming cherry- picking today. From 

the talk I 1d heard in t own , Joe and Shorty would be in that crowd out 

t here , shooting law- style with County authority behind them. 

When the firing started , sure enough it all seemed t o be .directed 

towards the house . Bullets plunked and whined all around . I dug my face 

into the l umber and prayed. As 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 solid floor planking . The gallery w~s some distance off the 

ground and since the dip of the l and placed the attackers below me , the 

bullets either came under the house or flew well above me. 

Nobody yet had fired from our side and I was cursing crazy at 

Paw and the rest f or not shooting back . When they did , I laughed loony 

wild for minutes. 
Un cee Meshach 

Yesterday afternoon , ill •■ !!I I p had been working out in the yard 
Now I knew why. for a long spell , working at the wood pile . 

From three places along our fence line , 

great fire s roared up , fed by coal oil . ~ayor Roberts ' posse was 

caught in the light . And Uncle Shad and the rest went to shooting. I 
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four 
knew there were only JSff\of them out there counting Paw but it sounded 

like an army. The guns - cracked 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 and suddenly they were pinned in the 

light , hung up like dolls, all crooked arms and open mouths . 
The kin -/(QAd.4.t(,-> 
Mll ilif llll c~ hem 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 , they would be the same as 

new by morning. Uncle Shad and the others j ust shot at feet and hats. 

They kept moving from place to place . One time , I think it was Uncle 
~ 

Meshach was right below me and I could hear him chuckling as he fired I\ 

his gun and rolled over , moving to some place else . Before the posse was 

out of earshot , Paw called to his kinsfolk t o stop shooting . Then he 

shouted so Mayor Roberts could hear . 

"Coleman Rober t s , I 'm giving you notice ! Next time we shoot hard1,, 

you trespass on my place ! 11 

But all the reply was a wild shot and a yell . The uncles bl asted 

them again and they ran for their cars away off . Long after, we heard the 

sounds of the motors as they headed back to town . I rose and stretched. I 

was real proud. I grinned at nothing . 

11 Aint had so much fun since hog- calling day, 11 Uncle Meshach 

said , coming into the house . 
Unc le Mesha ch nBut they was shooting at ~ , 11 ) • tttm ■Im&. said , his eyes 

d ead fla t . 
1•u•.+r111•11--11t11 nH"l7■1· 11Wh k - t 1 t h t b k 1'1f .. en you r ec on you going O e us S 00 QC , 1 . c■H ~ 
Ab!J£r ? 
AWt ·fe ain t shot back yet f or real . 11 

"Shot back? You mean - -- kill?11 I said. 

Paw said , coming in , 11 Aint going t o be no hard shooting , son . 

e j ust keeping them away. 11 

Uncle Meshach "That aint what you tol d them out there , M II Abner ," JS I IL · 
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said. 

11 Hope they believed me . That's to keep them off . Dont want 

nobody hurt bad, 11 Paw said . 

"They get the idea you ' r e doing that , what 's to prevent them 

coming right in?" I said. 

"Not 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 ' 11 wa.rit to count heads. 11 

1,,'Not even Jeb Coombes knows , you remember that tr said to myself 

looking at Paw. He l ooked back at me as if he knew I was thinking about 

holding out on Jeb . 

"They aint never goin.g to count heads , Abner, 11 Uncle Shad said 

softly. 

We sat out the dawning and then the kinsfolk went to sleep. I went 

out to the barn after Paw. He was feeding and watering the animals . 

tonight ." 

"You get some sleep, Abner , 11 he said , "you got to see Jeb Coombes 

I stood right there and said , 11 There 1re things I ought to know." 

He was rubbing down a mule . He said mildly, "What things? 11 

"Things like how long you figure we ' re all going to be risking our 

necks around here and why. We could get away now. 11 

He looked at me but his eyes held nothing I could read . 

"You getting tired of it, son?" 

"You ought to give me something , Paw. You ought to say what we ' re 

waiting for . I know you ' re waiting for something. You cant hope to keep 

t hem off forever . You ought to tell me what you're waiting for . 11 

"Your Uncle Shad and the rest aint asking , Abner ." 

Anger jumped in me . "They dont care, Paw, dont you see?" I 

shouted. "They dont care so long as they can shoot and chaw and spit ! You 
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think it ~atters 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 hogs l 11 

He looked plumb worn out with warring and worrying. But if he 

couldnt end the worrying , he hadnt needed t o go warring . And even if his 

pride was to blame f or prodding him into it, we had dusted them enough to 

retire with our tails up . He didnt h~ve any cause to keep at it until they 

had his hide . 

"Folks respect a lot of people whom hogs aint got no respect f or 

even , 11 he said . "Shad and the others respect themselves for they aint 

asking anything out of this more than folks leave me to raise my own hell 

with myself. 11 

11 1 aint asking anything but that we get out of here and go hunt up 

Pete and illi Mae," I said. 

"I didnt aim to bring you · into this , son. You came back," he said . 

"And maybe I should pull out?" 

"Maybe." He went back t o rubbing the animal . 

He had that quiet way of making you look inside . 

11 Paw, 11 I said , "What makes you think those others dont believe 

in what they ' re doing?" 

"Sheep," he said , slapping the word at me. "They feed along as 

other folk herd them. They dont r aise their heads to look where they are 

going . Sheep. 11 

11 Just like the mules you say built this country. " 

He gave a sure enough laugh and patted the mule on the rump. 11 A lot 

to learn about mules , boy, if you figure that way. Nobody pushes a mule . He 11 

lay back his ears . 11 

"But - but , Paw, just supposing they r eally believe? 11 

He looked at his hands re sting on the mule skin . It was quiet in the 

barn . 
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"Then they woul d crawl und er t h e bul lets and dig out t he 

c olored man . " 

"Perhaps they dont think a n i gger i s worth all that 

trouble, " I said. 

Paw dropped t he b rush and turned on me. His ey es went flat 

wi th a quiet kind of fury. 

"Hi s name's Dodge. Sam Dodge . Call him by his name. 

That ' s the leas t we can do. " 

Day was l ighting up. We could see clear across to the 

road whe re the big oaks h umped agains t the s ky. Paw looked 

as if he would t a l k some more but t h en he seemed to pull back . 

He breat hed out~ powerf ullyand went back to rubbing down the 

mule . 

I shouldnt have b e en surprised that he knew the fellow' s 

name . 
- He h a d t alk ed wi t h h i m oft en enough . He a nd Ol i v i n i a . I 

had h eard them mumbl i ng inside t he r o om somet imes but I was 

too redeyed angry at those times to go ... in. Mostly it 

sounded as if Sam Dodg e wa s doing the talking. You would hear 

h i s voi c e , deep a n d quick. He nev er spok e to me t hose times I 

pok ed in and h e wa s a wake. He woul d l ook at me long enough to 

focus and t hen his eyes would s lide away . I t could be that he 

was uppity . Or maybe scared. 

"Gl ad to hear someb ody named him. II 

"He ' s mending good . Olivinia f ed h i m some broth last 

night. " 

That floored me right off . I must have be n slackj awed. 

"Ol ivinia But she aint here! " 

"She came back whil e you were gone to see Jeb. " 

"Where's she ? " 

" In my room. I n with the sick fe l low. Safest room in the 

house when i t c om s to sooting. " 
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"You mean - she 's been n there all night with him ?" 

" ie put your maw ' s old rocker in t here for her. She's 

"Yous oul have sent her hornet " 

"She walked o er. i nt right sending her bac on foot 

and I coul dnt leave the house. " 

"Then I'l take her back right nowt" 

He shook hlils head and chuckled. "She wont go." 

I guessed she woul dnt. She h ad come back to show me how 

tough sbe was. That the vishaws d i dnt tuck their tails because of 

a han dful of u nshaven Hammonds. Well , she coul d stay in Paw ' s 

room with that fellow unt il she turned nigger herself for all I 

cared. 

"You hold up and listen , " Paw said . "If' come nightfall 

and w at I expect dont happen , we ight out from here. We take 

the j picku and make a run f or it. " 

"Sure. But l e t s leave Sam Dodge and Ol ivinia. The '11 

only slow us up . 11 

My nose was wetter than a pup ' s. I ought to be ashamed of 

myee f. When Paw spoke , he spoke away from me, s a ying the words 

like he hoped they would sli e around his head a d somehow finJ me. 

"Lots of times, people a int what they ou ht o b e to each 

other . Lots of. times i n thi County , hog sickness hi ts a f ellow and 

our only concern then is how to prevent his dust blowing across 

our fences. Aint blaming n obody about that. But now a n d again, I 

reckon tha t som ebody ought to take the r isk and walk over to the 

f e llow and s ay hello. Sumething appens when we do it . Dont rightly 

kn ow if I can put the words t o it , but a fellow straightens h is 

shoulders a little more , keeps fighting that hog sickness a little 

harder. Aint going to happen everyday, but somebody ought to walk 
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over , esp cial l y · n flood t i me , or tor nado time. 

"It s eems to me that now' s the time to take that 

special walk . Folks aint angels, they c ant go acting like 

angels ' ' 
•· .., • • • I • every time . Bu t even if we on y remember 

to act lie decent f olk when there ' s -trouble , then that ' s 

somethin , Abner , t hat ' s something. I t aint a lot , but i t s 

something. And it~ gets easier t o do everyt i e. 11 

I d idnt know what Pa expect e to happen by night­

fall b u t ~ t wasnt too long to wait. I was going to pin him t o 

t hat one , bet your boots. 
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~ '--.-~-~ 

He was used to ordeals. They had come so thick and 

fast, galloping in .lockstep, he had never been able to jump 

clear. ut hli had never real y wan t ed to run from them either ; 

he was kind of friendly to them. For after the first few shocks, 

they had turned into paving stones in the muddy yard of his 

Negro existence. They kept him from being submerged. He was 

grateful to them, richly so. Grateful , in a quiet, sardonic way, 

to them for keeping him alive. He felt quickened by the bombings . 
some!:>,ody 

He was important because/? Tl ·zr, wished him d ead . It made him 

WM 
aware that he in a society that wou ld 17 lll lJP l enthusiastically 

A 

have banished him but for his revolution, Sam Dodge was glad 

for confrontations. Sam Dodge had shared many a c onfrontation. 

"Go on down and demonstrate , kid, " Irish Barty 

had said. "Take time off and show the bastards. But dont carry 

no gun. Just demonstrate. " 

Sam Dodge ad gone down and sought r epudiation. In 

restaur nts, beaches, swimmi ng pools, churches. e had i nt egrated 

roadside cafes and pub.lie parks. le had picketted suburban 

housing pro·ects and seamen's h i ring halls. He had been bludgeo ed 

and abused, hosed and teargassed . He waa prouder for it , and 

curi usly strenghtened. 

Sam Dodge opened his eyes , turned his head on the 

p i llow and saw the ••• girl. Th e old guy was there too. The 

old guy was named Abner Hammond. The g i rl had a vial and some 

bandages . 

"Neat's Foot Oil . ight good for burns, " Abner Hammond 

said . 

The girl held up the vial so he cou d see the label . 

~hp ~m;led at him . She was kid stuff. Her ha r was haystac 
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blonde. The bun she wore at the back of h e r neck hadnt been 

styled in a s a lon. No make - up either. Straight hick. 

Sam closed his eye+ eari y. He watched them both 

through his e y ela shes. 

"You reckon you can manage, Ol ivinia ? Them burns 

above the chest aint bad. Just dab s ome of the oil on them 

Wont .hllv e to troub l e t h e bandages at all ," Abner Hammond sai d. 

"Reckon I can , 1r Hammond. 11 

"Fellows and me got some talking to do. And anywa y , 

he's asleep. Ho ler if you want me. 11 

"Fine and dandy, Mr fammond. I can ma nage. Been 

nursing since I learnt to tuck in a safety- pin and that was 

evef sinc e I can remember being around, " the girl said . 

"Holle r if you want me. X" He shook his head. "Grown 

men in town acting like wet eared colts a n d you , a leas t ' un, 

mending fences wi th more burr wire in you t han an i ronmongery 

store. " 

She had a real good smi le. Lips tight and flattened 

on her teeth. fouth puck ered at the c orners a if there were 

lots mor e humor she was savin g up. Mayb e for some cracker boy. 

"Dont y ou go flattering me now. I'm doing it cause 

you and Lil' Abner aint got no women folk around. " 

11 Dont matter why you doing it , girl , dont matter 

at all ," the ol d man said. 

Sam Dodge feigned s l eep and listened to the dialogue . 

He had t alked a spell wi t h the old . guy. e hadnt made up his 

mind about the old guy but he had talke d with him more than with d 

cracker he had e v e r met. But he had spent most o f his t i me 

ozing or sleeping since he r e ga i ned consciousness. He hadnt 

seen much of the gir l 

helped the old man to 

during those times he was awake. She had 
..a, 

fed him a couple of times . Sam cou~dnt 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 o f f. He o~nd 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 when they thought nobody was watching. Guess my big 

black self fascinates her. 

"Scared?" Sam Dodge asked. 

He had a rich baritone voice. I rish Barty had 

istened to him one - day and said, "Kid, you could make an 

easier buck on stage than soldiering with K this mob. Nobody 

would be liable to blow off your head either ." 

Sam Dodge grinned at the X girl real wide and handsome. 

"Dont be scared. I aint biting this season," he said. 

But you didnt ought to grin with no Southern Belle because 

they could call it eye-rape or something. He gathere d back t e 

rin and looked at her Old Uncle. He wished he could have bobbed 

his head a for her , real Old Uncle style, but the crappy pain 

was there waiting. This Old Uncle wasnt going to bob no head for 

now . 

and mean. 11 

"Yes, ma'am, " Sam Dodge said. 

"I aint afraid o f you, " snapped the girl. 

11 nictnt ~ figure you were , ma ' am. I'm just sick 

"I wan~ to loo c at the bandages. " 

"They just fine. No need to. " 

"The doctor aint coming back. I've go t to do what I can." 

Sam Dodge was surprised . "Doctor? Didnt know one had 

been around." 

"He was here a fter they pulled you ou t of the fire 
and brought you to the house. " 
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"Who pulled me out , ma ' am? Sur e would like to pray real .. 
hard and loud for the white folks who got me out. " 

Sam Dodge had been waiting. a1JJ e hadnt anted to 

pump the old guy. He was a cracker and you had to be careful. But 

the girl would be easier and a better weathercock too from which 

to te l how the wind blew. Sam Do ge wasnt J -··;zaJJ,n,rx sure that 

the old guy would act against him. 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 much , 
damn 

they stained you with their/..,_ guilt . But sometimes they sto ped 

you as you grovelled. It was the same guilt of course, but why the 

hell that was , Sam was at a loss . He didnt know anything about 

white p eople, except Barty. Barty and most of Barty's - ob. 

Sam grinne wryly at himself. He must have been nuts , 

o r delirious at least , talking so hot a n d lovi ng to a cracker about 

Barty's Mob. 

"They all helped. Everybody ran to the car and began 

digging f'or you. We thought--- " 

She did.nt seem to know he was kidding her along. Yeah, 

she was only a kid. Kids were l!IMll good. They spoke their minds . 

"ThM:ought , what , ma'am? Thought I was dead?" 

"That' s right, " the girl said eagerly. "We all thought 

you were dead. " 

Like hell. You all thought Old Sam was white. Heh heh heh. 

Sam Dodge foole d you , baby. But kids were okay. Even when they lied 

a little , they did it painfully. 

" I'm sure grateful, ma'am. Back where I come .fr om, a 

w ite man gets in a wreck, my :folks would just walk away and leave 

im. My folks wouldnt pull him out at all. " 

She look startled. "That aint Christian," she said. 

"That's right , ma'am. Where I come from , folks aint 

much for Chr~stian~ t y . 11 

• -~ 1111 
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"Wher e ' s your 1.ome? " 

"Harlem , ma ' am. lace in 1 ew York City. They watch 

white folks burn all the time. " 
(Who are you kidding ? Black 

d .Tift:11.a•r llltT..,.!lll_f_ :folks too. In that goddam 

ghetto, folks j us t to being folks . ) 

Sam Doge was s a ved from burning when he joined up with 

Barty's ob. That was a laugh. A bunch of guys whose business was 

guns and knives, aving him from burning. A couple of Jew- boys , 

four foulmouthe ~rishmen inc uding Barty, a squarehead, a wop , 

a wog , some more nondescript ofays and a n i gger. That was the 

squad he sol die ed with. They had saved him from burning . 

He had talked about it one day to Barty. It hadnt een 

c ear to him but sometimes it seemed it had come out clear to the:pc 

Barty. For -,r ... , .. . I _ JI l t ha Irish ki l ler had s a t still through it , a light at 

the back of his eye and had only become f oulmouthed a minute or 

two after Sam quit talking. 

"Maybe its something running through us. I dont know. 

Its like the flat Delta roads coming up out of ississippi , tieing 

the continent together. All the way to the ew England state where 

the land turns green with them uiet, silv er- grey stone walls . Its all 

of a piece. Or cros ing country to California . Crossing the Rocky 

ountains. Y0 u ought to see t he Rocky Mountains , Harty. They call 

it the Great Divide. But there aint anyt hing big enough to really 

divide this country. Big as the Great Divide is , we threw roads 

across i t . There's nothing in the United States big enough to 

divide this c ountry. " 

"Except being Jew or I rishX or Negro ," Barty said. Slap-

own 
ping his/face t he way he did when he was stirred. It was funny 

watching Barty slapping his own face when he was drunk or sad or 

happy. Sometimes the b oys talked about how Bar ty had tha t habit of 

slapping his own face . ~ard, st ·nging slaps like he was mad 
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at' himself. His big white Irish face was always showin g the red 

marks . 

"Not even that, Barty . We made i t , d i dnt we? " 

"Crap off'. We ' re j us t unusual ." 

" One of these days , I ' m go · ng back to the railroad. Ther e 

aint no way better to see this country than on t he railroad. You 

ought to see Chicago , tiarty , see it coming in on the Flyer early 
./{M-t, 

in the morning . The wheels ~ been c lickety clackety-in g a ll 

n i ght , slowing now . Rattling the breakfast xx d ishes in the sink . 

You looking through the window of the diner at day breakin g behind 

the river. You can smell the river . The lake too. And suddenly , for 

ten seconds or so , I gues s you love Amer ica .'' Okay. Okay , Knock it 

off Sam. Uncle Sam. 

They b.Ka d been sitting out. Cleanin g guns . Barty l i k ed 

c lean guns. barty watched the sun going down behin d t he tamaracks. 

It was fro s t time. The tamaracks had turned 

The dogwood thickets were pal e pink. 

to yellow. 

"Crap ," Barty said. "Pure shi t crap. " 

It wasn t anything bad he meant . That was how 

Sometimes he ~ go t tired of s lapping h i s own fa ce and 

cussed the l ivin g daylight out of things . 

..., 
a r ty was. 

just 

"I gu ess the bandages are okay , ma ' am. Maybe we shou l d 

leave them be f or awhile, " Sam Dodge said toi.'RX Olivinia. 

" Ought to keep them oiled so you wont p e el, my maw 

said. " 

He grinned. "Dont mi nd los ing some of t h is s k in , ma ' a m. 

Has a way of getting me i nto t rouble. " 

"Stop bleeding on me . You eat at your self more ' n a 

r abbi t gobbling a wah oo, 11 s he said . --.1!1.■-~ •• ---• 
Goddam smart kid . Real wise hick, Mis s Ann. Who d i d she 

think was bleeding ? 
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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." 

TheJ 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 water 11 lliK moccasin 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 ~ 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 relat&onship they could handle. Sam Dodge 

wondered where was Barty's Mob. 
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"We dont hate you," the girl sai d. 

"You spit on us. You deppise us. You screw us with ax handles." 

"Folks dont hate you. , Not all of us." 

"SXure you do. You've got to. Now I gotta 1e8{# t o hate you 

more than you hate me." 

"Most folks dont like upptty niggers. They show up too much." 

"Somebody's gotta show 'Ll:P," 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 ta~king enough to ri~e you into a snapping turtle, 

Olivinia thought. He needed whopping, good and plenty. He needed 
up • . 

chewing up, glaring/at her li~e he was going to spring on her. 

"But we are more'n you," she said cool as a pitcher by the 

creek, "so we got more rea~ons t~an 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." 

~ick. 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 hick . talk alright but it wasnt any good trying to 

tell a backwoods kid about the deeds of his people. None of the names 

he M 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 M~laeoosha County. 

Liberals made you angry because they showed up your depen­

dence. They made you see how lousy weak and afraid 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. 11 
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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 afraid of him now. She was just red-eyed mad. 

"Recmon you dont need any nursing. You dont need any help 

at all.~ 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 shockinglyX sweet 

truth-feeling that appeared in him at these times. He hadnt been 

wrong and nothing had been changed. He would be cheating~hem 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/i;• that to hustle them up." 

"You nogood black devil, aint none of your worth it," Olivinia 
said. 
!IUt FF 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 

across 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 waited. Maybe 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," :p.e 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 youn5er than me, Sam Dodge thought 

in surprise. OnlY 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 going 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 Iii i 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 wish;ng the best for him. 

Sam Dodge held under his anger and spoke softly. 

"What makes you think only you and your folks should be entitled 

to this land? What makes you think you got more awamp water in your 

blood than me? Or more cockleburrs in your head than me? I been 

tr.a.nniruLntuskr.ats and racoons and ' oossu!nS ame as y ou. 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 fill up with 

bloodroot and firepink same as youWe got the same tooth for 

strawberries and papaw as you. What give you any God-right to 

tell me to quit it because you dont like seeing me around?" 

Sam Dodge hadnt raised his . 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 share 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 - alright. He sure 

had fretted the white boy. He could see the red in his face. 

"Ought 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-pick~ng morons ever 

answer to your problem you stubborn/I ■ llllil lltllWi come 

up with. Firehoses and f shotguns .and hounddogs and clubs." 

"Shut up! · • yelled Abner, starting for him. "You keep 

talking that way and you end up bad, you hear1 11 

Sam Dodge shook his head. "CAnt end up any worse. I'm past 

frighten&ng 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 here, 

except for a couple, are just plain dumb suckers. Except for a 

____ a.aun1-A-l-l.lce vou..r_ f'ather~ I '1:uess_, " 
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Abner was just plain diddled by the Nigra. Ji:>ner said he 

hadnt ever seen them this way before, set on their feet with 
chins them 

their;'i' OT out, ready to get/:t:.t knocked off. Abner thought this 

Sam Dodge must be a nut of some kind. 
stay on toQ and remain 

"Sure, you're suckers. You cou1d;wrr:ea,ea■li111Ni!i~ 

Number One. But you aint gonna. You're going to 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 f one of you gonna fall under 

the hatchet. Folks are gonna crackle crackers. For America's too 

big for youfrunny-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 hadnlit ever come across 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 -

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. He stopped 

looking at the white boy and closed his eyes. The I 7 1· P: song 

came out bigger with his eyes closed. 
of the room to find Olivinia. 

Abner went out/..., He stood Just inside the living ro~ 

thinking IS about Sam Dodge. He caught Uncle Meshach's eye. 

Uncle Meshach was sitting bolt upright, looking at him. Uncle 
Willi Mae's 

Meshach nodded his head at, 'J■ IJS I ii room. Abner guessed that 
'11:oJLi:,, 

Olivinia had gone in thete to sleep. He went back -- room. 
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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. 
A 
llliilf morning mist must have come up. They flute a lot when the ~ist 

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 to 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 • was sure stall-
It would take a lot to keep 

crazy. her out of there. Maybe 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. 
that 

"I dont reckon/anything in this country would have been 
None of 

what it is if my folks werent here, ma'am.fa those cities and 

highways and space programs and movie theatres or anything would be 

what they were if your .fl(. l l} 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 Meshach. 

"Nor jails," Sam Dodge said. "Even while you were starving 

us and then jailing us for being hungry, we were giving lots back 

t o the countcr. _MY folks died in all the wars. We invented and 
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discovered more than they ever told you in school. Ma'am,~ I reckon 
tt U-at 

I've got mu.If ~ 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 one eye of Uncle Meshach which I could see, glittered 

as he listened. With Uncle Meshach never sleeping deeper than a 
fwvJ< 

cat, I didnt Aanything bad could have gone on before I had wakened. 

Even so, it didnt make me feel any better with Olivinia and the 
tJ<._ 

Nigra getting on Yi "SUllidft II finer 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 gaite 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 tR 

world questions her motives, all she's gotta do is point to me and 

say, 'There's tre only big one we fumbled in this country. But we'E 

doing all we can to cancel out the error. Ill ' Folks have got to Jd lid 

believe you all around when you're frank and honest about one big 
1m e 

sin. America points at me as the only big . 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." 



UWI L
ibr

ari
es

179 

I moved nearer the door. Uncle Meshach 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. 
j,{;5 

".And ,about time some dividends were collected by 
/l 

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 Ut;l'.7[ -► the United States of America 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 havejf>ut 

into this country. Okay. Okay. But just lets see. Lets see what we 
.i.:, 

took out of it. We took away her fat. We took away her ease. We 
"" 

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 

flabby because she would have nothing to worry about. Her enemies 

would move in. With me around, she aint got time to be s mug. We 

took all these away, and because~ we did, we gave her something 

else. WE gave her conflict. WE gave her color. No kidding, )aJ 

girl. Although we gave you conflict, we also gave you joy and 

laughter. Joy. Like in jazz. 11 

!e snapped his fingers and wriggled his shoulders and 
Serves 

opened his mouth at the pain./. Utillt him right, I said. Olivinia 

put I 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. 

Olivinia had her yellow hair up, shining in the sunlight that was 

piercing 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 lij e that make folks go go 

go. Think of these United States without jazz." 

"What's jazz?" Olivinia asked. 

"Jazz?" The Nigra nearly stood up in bed if 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? Honey chile 

Mis s Ann, jazz made folks gof a111• J..71 schools, in ball parks , in -
f actories. Jazz made folks move so fast we had to build more 

and better automobiles, airplanes, rockets. Jazz made these United 

States~- Hustle. Nobody,.goes fast on Debussy. But the Duke, 

and old Satchmo, dead old Leadbelly. They had the rhythm that 

made America go. If this century belongs to .America, it al so 

belongs to jazz.X" 

Uncle Meshach and I stood in the hall watching the Nigra 

on the bed. His eyes flashed and his fingers made motions as he 

spoke. By the window, Olivinia's eyes seemed attached to 

the man's face. His teeth shone strongly in the light. 

"He aint bad looking at all," Uncle Meshach said bes i de 

me. ".And he's a good talker. Aint heard a fellow talk so fast s i nce 

way back when some of your cousiruis caught ,_ 

man hiding back of the old quarry." 

1 That goddam Uncle Meshach. 

that r evenue 

"He's ugly. He's a nigger and so he's ugly," I said. 

Uncle Meshach shook his head. "Boy, you got some kin back 

in the hills M that would make a moose beautiful as a lady doe. We 

aint got much to boast of in the way of looks." 

Ol ivinia said, "The way you talk, this jazz must 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 dogs. You listen 

to what the fel~ow's saying. That will be your hound dog. He's a 

smart coon, that fellow." 

But the way Uncle Meshach said .£2.2!!. wasnt like me. Uncle 

Mesach made it sound as if he was partial to the word. Like he 

wouldnt mind being calmed coon himself if he was smart as the Nigra. 

"What did they do down here?" Olivinia asked. 

"We sharecropped. Maw got ma4 enough in time to head 

north with me." 

"What happened to your paw?" 

"He hit a white man." 

"Oh. He oughtnt to have done that." 

"No ma'am," the Nigra said after awhile. 

"Then why did you come back?" 

"Guess I love the south." 

"Why? I 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 l)lllch me now and again? Well, 

now, even that aint as often as it 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 Fill day? Its because he needs to or he'll bust. 

If I couldnt love the south, I'd bust open. 11 

He began to laugh, a soft laughter without any fun to it. 

Uncle Meshach tightened a hold on my arm. 

"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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wwuld 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 anu part of this country, north or south, and ~hey 

cant. I get my kicks 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 do nt know it . They 

twist something inside you, so that you're afraid of me. When I'm 

awake, you stand on the far side of the room. 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 afraid of me. Do you wear gloves when you're 

doing the bandages?" 

His face was high boned and ebony hard. 

Who the hell did he think he was, talking to my girl like that, 

talking to a white girl. 

I jumped away from Uncle Meshach. 

"Coon, you want a white nurse'? You want a white woman's 

hands on you?" I cried as I rushed into the room. "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 whirled." right'? Dont you know that this Nigra was 

making a pass 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 bulged while his hands scratched and tore at 

the sheet. He was trying to get up, but Paw had tied his broken 

legs to the bed so he wouldnt hurt them while he slept. 

"You filthy white trash!" he got out at me. 

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 big guy. If he was white and well, he would break me 

in two. I slap~ed him again. 

Olivinia came between us and pushed me away. Uncle Mesha<h 

grabbed hold and pulled. I couldnt do much against Uncle Meshach. 

As I left the room, I saw Olivinia wiping the Nigra's face with a 

towel . . Okay. She was giving him what he had complained about not 

getting. Regular hotel service. White maid service for Sambo. 

I hated the black s on of a bitch. 
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CH.APTER 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 

Qa.. 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 hpppened, the shaggy heads of our kin broke off 

from nodding the timing and tarned to each other, grinning out 

of powder blackened faces. Uncle Shad hiihis fist in his palm and 

said, "Gosh, aint never heard it sung so before." 
washing 

"Like she was/im down peaches with corn likker," Unc~ 

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 nevrd1. d bo1h er W1 th noIE of II. 

them new notions. Reckon 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~ hiding me when they knew I was here . 

e 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 the moved 

and the lightning in their hands the rifles became when needed. 

The police car wa s boiling in . Joe and Shorty mu st have been 

expensive to the ! ounty, the way they drove that car . They rammed it to a 

halt feet from us , leaped out either side and walked towards us , their hands 

on their guns. Paw ~as facing them squarely but j ust before the car stopped , 

I had noticed how Uncle Shad turned slightly so that one shoulder was near 

pointing at them. 1be butt of his rifle- gun res t ed on the ground and his hand 

extended downward, grasped the stock. By t his time , everything Paw ' s kin did 

was be~ng not iced by me . 

Joe and Shorty stalked towards us , t oes 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 . 

Hi s eyes were all crinkly at the edges , amused at me . He took a look 

at Uncle Shad , saw nothing but a queer looking old geezer and swung back to me . 

11 ell , well , you looking fit again . e didnt muss you much now, did 

we?" 

Uncle Shad quirted tobacco juice and said , "This the fellow what took 

the lick at you in town , Abner?" 

"That ' s right . Bot h of them, 11 I said . 

They both looked at Uncle $had, t heir eyes cold . 

"Aint your size at all , " Uncle Shad said and spat at his f eet . 

Joe said, "You taking i t on , old timer?" 

Uncle Shae j ust leaned on his rifle and looked vaguely out . Maybe 
~ 

Joe and Shorty t hought they had"-faded -. Shorty was grinni ng r eal broad again . 
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"What do you fellows wa.rit?" Paw said. 

Joe 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 , 1 he said. 11 Heard you 

had bad characters holed up here . That a fact? 11 

"You were here last night with the others? You tuck an run with 

them? I shot at him. 

11 The Peeping Tom's got his voice back, Joe ," Shorty said. "We didnt 

work him over enough last time . ' 

Joe was slapping the warrant in his hand . "Matter of fact , we didnt 

make it . ut we heard you had an army. 11 

Shorty pointed his chin at Uncle Shad and said , "This the army?" 

Uncle Shad jerked his head at Paw. "I 'm Abner ' s kin . Come a- visiting ." 

,:jhorty 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 I s a regular one . Mister , where I s your buckskin?" 

Uncle had was sniffing like he smelled a storm. "Abner , " he said , 

"This polecat country? 11 

Joe and Shorty stiffened. Paw said , 11Aint never had a army. /here you 

want to do your searching?" 

The way how Paw said it must have convinced them he had nothing to hide 

but they were puzzled all the san1e . 

"Way we heard it , there was considerable shooting here the last two 

times Mayor Roberts came out . They say it sounded like a gang of soldiers," Joe 

said. 

11 as anybody hurt?" Paw asked . 

"No , nobody we heard about except one fellow says he had a nick on his 

ear but even he wasnt sure it wa s a bullet . " 
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"Now, aint it funny that all this shooting going on and nobody get shot?" 

"Yeah, " Shorty said . "That I s what I was thinking . 

cant be wrong . n 

ut so many folk 

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, 11 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. 11 

Joe said , "Maybe we will." He looked curiously around . nWhat we ' d like 
hide 

to know is, where did you llllllt the nigger?,In your bed as they say?" 

Paw said softl y , 11 Get off my land . 11 

Uncle Shad said , "Abner , I still smell polecat . You got some around here . 11 

Joe said through his tee t h , "You want me to slug you and take you in?" 

11 1 told you it was ol ecat country, Abner , " Uncle Shad said. "The stink 1 s 

coming through . " 

Shorty snarled out something and clawed for the gun holstered on his hip . 

And in my born days, I havent seen anything like what Uncle Shad did . Only his 

wrists seemed to move but the long, heavy rifle was swinging through the air and 

Shorty went down as if he had been axed. 

B that ti.me , I was moving too. For as Uncle Shad began his swing , Joe 

went for his gun . His eyes were on Uncle Shad and he didnt see me as I crouched 

and drove my right fist into his gut . That old mule plow I wrastle with Paw had 

put lots of beef in me . Joe gasped and I caJne 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 . Down Joe went , floundering beside Shorty. Shorty was out , but I showed Joe 

my foot and watched the fear come into his eyes before I stomped his face . I 

lifted my foot again and W£!S f ung backwards to the ground . I was quickly up , 
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facing Paw. 

11Why 1d you do that? 11 I yelled at him. 11 Dont you know wh.elt they did 

to me? 11 

"Because you aint going to grow up to be like them, 11 Paw said. "You 

did enough . 11 

Beside us , Uncle Shad said softly, "You reach that hip gun , son , and 

I 1m going to rear off an arm 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 hiin not too ently on the side of his head with it . Paw didnt say 

anything. 

Shorty was coming out of his sl eep . He was up on one elbow, blinking 

around when I took away his gun and slapped him harder . 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 

Joe was 1n better shape so he toak 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 them to 
went 

git and they - 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/ ·· :rJl:rttr IJ■runcle Shad opened up another gunny sack of 

bullets. The uncles didnt travel with much gear, going about 
they 

lighter than a coon with a hound dog on its tail, but/JIit 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 the~rd mat of the tine , keeping an 

eye up the road. We prowled around~with Uncle Shad and the 

rest mostly looking for the best cover. They looked often 

over at the woods. 
over 

"Guess it ought to come from/there," Uncle Meshach 

finally said, nodding at the woods. 

"Guess so," Uncle Shad said. 

I wandered into the house now and then, looking in on 

Olivinia. She hadnt spoken to me for hours. •1 ll&t ,~ 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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When fue whistle came , everybody got up and looked at each pther. 

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 oak 

and sycamore , softly slashed in sections wit h a bold river birch. Near 

the ground , goldenrod and purple ironweed splashed among the roots. 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 own eyes. I believed there were enemies in the wood. 

Paw said , 11 You go back inside , Abner. 11 

I shook my head and showed him the shotgun in my hand. 11 ot 

this ti.me , Paw. This time there wont be any picnic shoot- the- pi g. 11 

He looked down and said , 11 ant me to call it off, dont you?" 

"Not if you got strong reason s . " 

"I got strong reasons. " 

"Then I'm just like Uncle Shad and the other kinfolk. I aint 

aski.11g questions. 11 

" •e 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? 1 

11 e 111 just start the truck going and keep our heads down. 11 

"If we ' re still alive by nightfall. 11 

"We will be. You watch your Uncle Shad and the rest , "Paw 

said , nearly grinning t hat time. 

There was no harm w~tching them. Come next feud , I'd know 

what to do. I co ~ d hol d night classes at State on how to fight feuds the 

Hammond way. Could help the fees . I twisted my head and practised a spit . 

But I watched them and when they went to earth , I found cover 

too , watching the wood . Nothing moved in the dark tangle . It was uncanny. 
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You lmew folks were out there marking you . Enemy folk maybe aiming at 

this moment to bring uown the foresight in line with some section of your 

vulnerable body. Yet nobody showed. I twitched nervously and looked back 

to see if my legs were exposed around the knob of land behind which I 
was 

hunkered . Uncle Abednego/ __ _..,..,. • ......,. to the right; on 
was 

my lef t , a few yards forward of me ,/Uncle hact.~aillflidriillf'IJH_J_Nillk 
Somewhere 'back of my position , Uncle Meshach and Paw were forted . 

Nothing happened for awhile . Uncle had 1 s grey head was switching 

from side to side. Sometimes for minutes he would lay perfectly still t hen 

he would jer k in another direction as somet hing also caught his eye . 

Once he turned over on his back and spoke to Uncle Abednego . 

They could have been s ' tting on the front porch swopping gossip . 
ten-eleven," 

11 1 counted to ••1 I pl ·uncle Shad said . 

"Maybe more 1" ZJ( flff Hf'Y11i!NllUllll1 r Ii-" Uncle Abednego said. 

"Nearly poked one awhile ago. 11 

"Me too . Got hair the color of red . 11 

"Same one . Restless as a bird , 11 said Uncle had , rolling over 

on his belly again . 

My eyes were bugging but it didnt do any good . I couldnt see 

anything but t ree s . 

More time passed and Uncle Shad called softly, ''A ner , you 

set on waiting?" 

"1t ill be dark in a couple of hou s, 11 Paw said behind me . 

"Then we take the truck and go. 11 

Uncle Shad grunted . He said , 11 eckon you ought to know thou h . 

If they come out of the wood we 'll have to drop a cou le 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 . '' 

t/. Paw dont want an body killed , 11 I said nervously. 
11 Aint killing nobody," Uncle Shad said . 11 e wing a cou le , 

the others will know we mean business . Best do it now. 11 

And Paw shocked me by saying calmly, "Shoot , Shad . " 

Uncl e Shad had been lying full out ut now his body seemed to 
i engt hen along the ground . The rifle slid orward and his long , tapering 
fingers closed around the metal plates at the trigger . His cheek snuggled 
t o the stock, elbows rubbing out places in the grass , the grey head 

motionless . I sneaked a look sideways at Uncle Abednego , at the iron 
profile buried against the weapon , mouth opened and his lips working 

over his teeth. Behind me , lethal as a rattler , his hands enclosing 

the death in his gun , Uncle Meshach was doing the same . 

rrn: 
Uncle Shads ueezed off first and the others fired instantly. 

I gue ssed they all scored , from the bawls of pain some folks loosened 
over there , but I didnt bother to look. I was too busy trying to burrow 
into the earth . The lead came whining and humming but there wasnt 

anybody over on the other side who could shoot like the uncl es. They 
belted us like a hailstorm. Yet they kept inside the wood for no sooner 
than one more f oolish than t he rest shoved out of the trees , one oft e 
uncle woul . nA,i l him. But I was ·umping e, er ytime the uncles flr d . 

Fighting was one thing ; killing w s another . Somebody would 
go to the electric chair and he woul nt be fran t he other side . Mao 
Roberts was sure to sooner or later have the law sitting on his side . 

11 Dont worry, son, 1 Uncle Abednego said beside me . "This aint 
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a blood fight . We aint aiming to kill anybody. This is just a disagree­

ment between fol ks . 11 

Disagreement , he called it . He must hage seen my nervousness 

for he had rolled over beside me . He was l ying on his side , loading his 

un . 

"Uncl e Abednego , " I said , "You know what this is about?" 

"Sure ," he said , busy at the m.agqzine . "Your Paw and some 

folk had a f all ing out . They too many f or him so he ' s got to show 

them he I s got kin . " 

"Wha - what about t he nigger?" 

"Sure. Him too. 11 

"Him too , what? Dont it bother you none getting shot at over 

a nigger?" 

He stared surprised. "Son, hA■ £1 ] . dont count now." 

"But that I s what the fight is about ! Its because of him! 11 

"Hell, no , •taint that ," Unc e Abednego said . "Its because 

of them over there and maybe us , too . " 

He rolled like a log going downhi ll back to his osition 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 recognized Coleman Roberts ' 

voice and I figured he was using the hailer on the patrol car . 

11 bner! Abner Hammond! Can ou hear me?11 

Everybody stopped firing . 

"The Mayor ' s going to talk to you, 1 said the voice rom the 

hailer . It sounded l ike Joe . Wi shed I'd done more to him. 

The hailer spluttered and coughed and the new voice s oke. 

"Hanrrnond ! 2 
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Our name has that pistol sound and in Col eman Ro erts ' mouth 

it exploded over the meadow. 

here . " 

dozens of fellows od; "Hammond , you ' d better surrender . I got · 

"Crook," Uncle Abednego grinned into the gro\ll1d , 11 he aint 

got more 1n ' • R 1 • ft twenty." 

Uncle Abednego 1 s cheek was pressed on the ground , one e e 

roving the sky and over me a.~d along his rifle as he listened. 

again , 

11 fuat I s that ?11 he said. 

I heard it too after a while . 

'Tractor coming. Somebody' s driving a tractor , 11 I said. 

Coleman Roberts cleared his throat over the hailer and yelled 

"Joe and Shorty are here - -- I ' ve got a warrant . You shoot 

now and you ' re fighting the United States . " 

That was too big to hit us with . He had no cause to do t hat . 

Paw and me had no reason to fi ht the Unitl:ld States . My Paw approved 

the United States more than any folk I knew, except maybe the way Sep 

Logan approves the armed forces . 

"Shooting him aint shooting the United States , son ," Uncle 

Abednego said . 11 He 1 s talking a mountain to hide that he aint got a 

anthill. f That's a fact." 

The clatter of the t r actor was louder . It broke out of the 

trees , hi hand yell ow, r ocked forward and halt ed . When it bobbed 

forwar a ain , we could glimpse enough heads behind it to know what 

the were up to . I ' d seen it often enou h in the movies in Malagoosha , 
came 

except that , in those, the soldiers/• •U behind a tank. 
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Uncle Meshach said softly behind me , 11 Shad , the fellow 

drivin that contra tion , he 's bigger than a moose in a cabba e patch. " 

Uncle Meshach was on slightly hi her ground and he could see the 

driver crouched at the levers . It was Sep Logan. 

11 You take off some fur , :t1eshach , 11 Uncle Shad said . 

One glittering ey9 1 ]1[fflRJillliS'IUil.'lll'Plllkik:Jl. raked along the arr el 

as he put the bead on• the driver . Hi s gun whapped off, and the driver yel e . 
slewed He s un ackward out of his seat as the tractor lJ I I A and halted . And caught 

turned 
exposed as the tractor ; t J off course were a dozen alagoosha men• 218 l 
5i[JSUI 7f 'I'he uncles 

the wood . 

opened fire and scampered t hem back into 

We could hear them howling and swearing back in the wood but the kept 

well away from the ed e and all you saw was the dark green wall of trees . Then 

there was a lot of low talk and one time a cry of pain . 

11 Hammond ! 11 Mayor Roberts 1 voice slapped at us again . "Listen. Listen 

good, you hear me , Hammond? Some innocent boys are stepping out of here . You 

shoot them and it will be plain murder . You hear me?" 

I looked back at Paw. He was puzzled . - Then his eyes widened in shock . 

I turned b C o the wood and I got it worse than Paw . For shamblin 

out of the safety of the trees , were Sep Logan ' s seven sons . They came out 

yelpin and looking back over their shoulders, walkin with their bodies bent 

over , holding hands in a tortured chain as Sep ' s voice drove them from the rear . 

I uess all of us were just too o en mouthed to do much else than stare . On they 

came in the broken walk , knees tumb ing sideways in terror but not daring to halt 

for their Paw was right behind them, barking at them to git over to the empty 

tractor . Sep worked them right u to the tractor as he would a mule team and 

climbed aboard while the boys, stil bawling scared but mad too, drag ed 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 ront of the machine bawling at their 

Paw to lay off but shambling towards us just the same because they were too 

scared of their papp to stop. Out shot men again f rom the wood and f orted 

up behind the t r actor as Sep sent it clanking and rolling towards us . Sep 1 s 

boys were carrying on real bad . They yelled and bawled real tears but Sep just 

kept gunning the t ractor behind them. Nobody would ever forget the sight . 

"Abner ~ Uncle Shad called , 11 who ' s the fellow driving?" 

"Sep Logan ," Paw said in disgust . "Those boys ar e his sons . 11 

Uncle Shad chewed some more and said , "Reckon I 'm going to kill him, 

Abner . " 

"No , 11 Paw said f l atly. "No killing, Shad . 11 

Uncle Shad chewed some more . He knew Paw. And Paw had got behind him. 

You can be sure he was sorry he had made Paw get behind him.,; Uncle Shad wanted 

badly to kill Sep Logan but Paw had said no killing . And Paw had got behind him. 

11Meshach , 11 Uncle Shad said , not turning his head . 

"Hell , he ' s got a gun on me too ," Uncle Meshach said. 

I looked around and sure Paw had slipped backward and had Uncle Meshach 

also before him. Uncle Abedndgo chuckled . 

"Abner , you aint forgotten a t hing ," Uncle Abednego said . 

11 Should have dusted him some more when he was a kid ," Uncle Shad said. 
,.-.. .. 

> ' 

11 Alri ht , Abner , if we aint going to kill them, least we can do is make them sorry 

they came . 

11Shoot, 11 Paw sai d . 11 Send them back . 11 

All -.: of them began rippling their shots , laying down the bullets i n a 

line at which Sep's sons halted when the dirt began kicking into t heir faces . Sep 

gunned the tractor , r oaring it behind them. He crept up and nosed them with it 

and a couple almost fell into the bullets . We were all looking f or Sep but couldnt 

see him, he was crouched so low on the floorplates . We didnt want to shoot through 

the machinery; a wild bullet could render him lifeles s although Sep had it coming 

t o h;i.m. 
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Uncle Abednego had stopped and when I looked to see what had happened , 

darned if Uncle Abednego wasnt bouncing around ike 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. 

11 Abner , 11 Uncle Abednego said , "reckon i f I took an arm off that Sep Logan 

you woulnt have any cause to shoot me?" 

11 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 ightailed 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 ¥d 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 mount E!in kin . They just lay loose on the grouncJ., 7 

m;r . ?l■drr•: 1•1 J[ tickling their noses with blades of grass. 

~mu r 

"Hammond , " Coleman Roberts slammed from the hailer, "I' ve wired or state 

police and phoned the governor for t he national guard . 1his place will be swanning 

by nightfall. 11 

The national guard . vfe 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 eno h? 11 

Guessed they were all out there . All of Paw ' s friends, turned a ainst him 

because he quit the herd . 
Uncle Meshach 

For same time , • had been peerin about , mostly overhead , 

trying to locate where the boomin talk was coming from. He seemed to have spotted 

it for he birddog ed a little to the left of where Sep had entered the trees . 
and slyly 

Stealthily he put his rifle into firing position~ • ii S worked the rifle onto 
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the tar get and with a look of deep cunning on his face-, he pulled the trigger . Mayor · 
e 

Roberts was cut off in mid squawk as a bullet crashed into the hailer. 

e were a 1 lau bing and sla ping the earth to which new gunfire soon pinned 
Uncle Meshach 

us . But aughed 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 had was over there faster than a greased rattler . 

He turned him over and ripped away the shirt , looked at t he wound and spat tobacco 

j uice into it . 

'' He bad? ' Paw called. 

"Naw, ripped the skin some and went by, 11 Uncle Shad said. 

I turned my head and spoke to Uncle Abednego. 

ttr e wont ave a chance when the guard comes ," I said . 

11Aint worse than revenue runners , " Uncle Abednego said. "Aint worse then 

pneumonia or snakebite. A man ' s always ot 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 talk'.j.ng in short , rapid sentences, his head 

twitching in a new direction with e~ch sentence , but his eyes never of m face . 

"Who ' s the guard? Who ' s t he state olice? ust olks . 11 

"We cant even take off and leave the picku . 'vi e could get away on foot but 

Paw aint l eaving :W ■I I !I{ his Nigra man." 
Nigra man., 

"Son , he leave that/ ~~~ he leaves himse f . ouldnt be a man no more . 

We aint aiming to leave • :. him." 

'Uncle Abednego , ou thi k anybody ' s oin to care next week after we 1r e · all 
Sam Dodge Ni gra 

shot to pieces? Take/:q • ·- ·now. You think any }ztwN in the whole wide world 

w· .1 care that we got shot up over one of his llillillm people? Leastways they 1/t1augh 

like hell . " 

"Aint the people who dont care that matters . Its t he people who car e . Aihnt 

the eople who dont care what changes things . Its the folk who care . " 

11 ho wants to change anyway?" I said . "People dont want to chane-e. thev onlv 
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want to live." 

Uncle Abednego rested his palms on the barrel of his 

rifle and his cheek on the back of his hand. He was as comfort-

· able on the - ground as other folk lying in a soft bed. The 

firing had rm A lulled. He was so quiet, he could have gone 

to sleep. After awhile he jerked ~is head as if a thought had 

just settled in it . 

"There ai.nt no change, boy. What we call change, is 

just things righting. Yau look here now. Say you and me set out 

to make a trace, from here to the other side of the County. We 

got to climb hills, fo r d rivers, go through ravines, cut into 

the woods. The only time we see where our trace is headed, is 

when we come to places where we can look back and see how crooked 
were 

or straight we• going. Then at that time, we figure how to 

straighten out the crooked parts. We just righting the trace, is 

all. But folks call that change." 

Uncle Shad looked up at the piece of daylight left and 

he didnt like the size of it. He spoke low to Paw. 

"They will wait for dark and rush us. Reckon we ought 

to fort up in the house," 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 cattail swamp, 

twisting this iiilii and that way for a better 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 said. 

Walking soft over the pine needles to burn us down with 
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their guns. Scared, me. I think what IlliGPd, 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. 

"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 theM back of the house. 

"That corner over there, Bednego. They can circle and 

come in behind the house," Uncle Shad said. "Ought to be somebody 

there." 
" . , ~ ~ 1-i rQ,() )) 

"Ground's too open, Uncle Abednego said , ro v""" ' 

Sure. He was right. They would be cut down easy as wheat 

if they tried it. Paw had not built his house to be any goddam 

fort. His land was for farming, not feuding. 

Uncle Meshach was staring at the right edge of the wood. 

"Somebody cutting around. I seen some movement," Uncle 

Meshach said. 

"Guess we had better hole up in the house. W~ cover them 

from fetlock to forehead that way," Uncle Abednego said. 

"You crazy gun-shooting old man!%" I yelled. "Olivinia 

is in there! They'll shoot up the house!" 

"stop fretting yourself II 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 from Uncle Meshach. 

"Shad, reckon a couple of them fellows outsmarted 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 . 

"le'll do it fast," Uncle Meshach said. 

The gun blas-tfrom the house was so unexpected, everybody 

jumped. Somebody in there was shooting a rifle. The shots were 
grease 

being ripped off slick as a,/allslide. Men yelled in the pasture 

behind the house. Paw stared at the house. 

"Who's in there?" he bawled at the house. 

Uncle Meshach chuckled. "Take my poke on it, Abner. 

Whoever's in there is on our side and he can shoot." 

That brought me out of my trance. I wasnt being brave or 

anything like that. I was just plain scared for Olivinia. I just 

found myself leaping up and U running. A couple of bullets hummed 

past me from the wood~ut the kin began working again and soon corked 

that up. I made the 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. Sam 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 seem 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. 

Kl: His lips were pulled back from his teeth. His eyes gli~ered 

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 me 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 face felt as if it 

had crunched into iron. 

Ol ivinia was yelling at me as I picked myself up off 

the floor. He had downed me twice but I was so mad, I was howling 

at him and going in again. I grabbed • •the rifle and swung it as 

I got up. He couldnt move fast on the broken legs. He tried to 

sway out of reach but it caught him a lick. It split his cheek 

and I crashed into him. That was a mistake for he grabbed a hand­

ful of my short and held me off. His legs might have been useless 

but he was strong as a bull higher up. We were glaring into each 

other's face. His skin was finegrained, darker now with the sweat 

and blook streaking it. His eyes held all the hate I felt for him. 

With his free hand, Sam Dodge slapped my face. He 

slap~ed me again and again. They we r e rough hands, calloused and 

hard. He wasnt using his fist, only his open hand, slapping my 

head back and forth and talking as he did it. 

"White boy, you think its up to you alone? White boy, 

you think I cant fight my own battles? I aint afraid 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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whether I listened or not. It felt as if my jaws were breaking 

unde r his .IDil{ hand; I tasted blood on my lips. 

"Got to show my white brothers that I' m an American 

too," Sam Dodge said. "That I aint afr aid to kill and die for what 

I believe in. So you get of f my back, white boy. Get off my back 

so I can show my white brothers what America is about." 

My face felt big and leaden. I was r eady to bawl. 

"Sam!" 

Olivinia's voice cracked like a whip over our heads. 

Sam Dodge looked past me. Hi s eyes held and didnt move. 

"Let him go or I'll kill you," Ol iv i ni a said. 

"I guess you woul d, ma'am," Sam Dodge said. "Sure you'd 

pull the trigger on me even though I got two bum legs and your 

boy friend is sound as a whistle." 

"Let him go, Sam," Olivinia said. Her voice was high 

and quavery. 

He shoved me away . Olivinia was standing off to one side. 

The rif l e she had been loading was pointed at the Nigr a. Her f in­

ger was pressing on the trigger. At this range, she could tear 

him in too. 

"He jumped me. You saw he jumped me," Sam Dodge said. 

"You hit a white man. You know you shoul dnt hit a white 

man" Olivinia sai d. , 

"I had to hit him. Had to hi t him because he's my white 

brother. If I dent hit him, he'll never know what Ame r ica is .atipld4 

about. " 

He was a crazy black man. 

"Give me the gun let me cut him down!" I yelled at Ol i vi ni a. 

"No, Abner, no." 

"Give me the gun!• I yelled, jumping for it. 
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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 

said behind me. 

He had me in a snap and I had seen his shooting. I 

put it down. 

"You turn around now." 

We hackled and breathed through o~~ mouths, tail out 

like a couple of strange dogs. He looked at Olivinia and 

gestured with his head. 

"I dont get it. His paw and uncles aee out there shooting 

at them fellows fo r my sake. You told me. I see a bunch of them 

trying to outflank your folks, so what should I do? Sit tight 

and let your folks get it in the back?" 

"Dont you know better than interfe r ing in white men's 

business?" I said to this crazy fellow. 

His eyes turned wild on me. 

"White boy, the x.ax war's about Sam Dodge!" he whispered. 

"That dont give you leave to butt in a," I said in a 

hard voice. "If you werent a bad Nigra, you would know that." 

He nodded from me to Olivinia and tack. He s a i d, "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 maybe I had ri led 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' m gonna help 

you too. Qlllitsome day soon, you're gonna put away your notions 
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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._,, been thinking 

I was after your girl. I could see it in your eyes, couple of 

times you've been in here. If it makes you f eel any better, the 

thought did cr oss my mind that a guy could fall in love with 

your girl because she's got good hands and a good heart." 

The gun j erked on me and I didnt rush him. He had a 

crazy light in his eyes. 

"sure, white boy . That aint a crime in my book. She 's 

a pretty m•_:r girl, with a kind of goodness in herX: eyes. You 

cant unders tand that, I guess. That I could love her without 

wanting to rape her." 

I looked at Ol ivinia. She was looking at the guy like 

he had her on the hook. Her eyes were shining. 

"Olivi nia, get out of the room!" I said. 

"Dont worry, white boy, she's in love with you. But she's 

a woman and they got more sense than a houseful of professors. She 
I'm 

knows what/Jllllt saying is true." 

He was }lat 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)lLIU A redneck 

like any other cracker. You're going to be filthy and 

cruel and fou l mouthed like them if you dont get out to col l ege 

like your §irl says you will." 
Those men 

l"l}llPEYIMYYlfY 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 more aint 

gonna help him now if he aint helped already." 

A bullet crashed through the window. Sam Dodge took a 

quick glance X outside and his gun cracked twice. 

"They're up close. They 're gonaa rush us," he said. 

He was Uf • &, painfully trying to slide his hips along 

the bed for a better position. I could see his l ips tugging off 

his teeth as the pain Jllilll clamoured at him. He was sweating. 

"You get out of here," he said to Olivinia. "I' m gonna 

be shooting to killf when they come in." 

I measured the distance to the gun on the flo or. It was 

a chance. Olivinia was back by the wal l . 

f ront of 

was good; 

"Dont go for it, white boy." 

"I'm going fo r it." 

I wanted that gun. I didnt think he would shoot me i n 

Olivinia. If he did, he was only likely to drop me. He 
_e., 

he could call his shots. Whatever happend, I di dnt want 

" 
him shooting Uncle ·- Matt or Sep or whoeve r was out there. 

Olivinia left the wal l and walked across the r oom. She 

bent and picked up the rifle. Calmly she turned and handed it to ma. 

"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 stared at Olivinia. 

"The shooting's stopped," Ol ivinia said. 

It was true. It had for a fact. Neithe r the uncles nor 
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Cole man Roberts men had f ired for some t i me. 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 him?f You a squaw woman?" 

"She wasnt helping me. She was helping your paw and his 

f olks," Sam Dodge said. 

"You keep out of this!" I shouted. 

"Should have taken more time beating the cracker crap 

out of you. Do you some good," he said. 

I s tarted to answer and then stopped. The guy was looking 

thr ough the window --- and grinning. Showing his big whi te teeth 

with real enthusiasm. He was a big happy buck. 

"Well, what do you know?" he said softly to hi ms elf. 

Somebody yelled outside. Then I heard C 

singing. A far off singing. Clean as a riffle in the Spring. It 

bold up as it came closer. She was singing strongly , hauling i t 
rode 

along like it was due for a showing. She, ·•rrr i t right i n past us, 

stroking 
s7S£ l'Mllt!!: . • · • k the withers of this powerful s inging so it pranced 

by us and our ears turned to follow it. The singing wasnt coming 

from the radio in our house. It must ~ - have been one of those 

newfangled transistors owned by a fellow from town. They must have 

got Paw and the others. They must have been sure they had won, to 

be liv i ng it up l ike that. 

"My God --- Paw!" I yel l ed. 

Didnt hear anybody holler ing back, so I rushed for the 
t+o s a."., t-t 

door. It was too quiet out the r e. Only IDS! •• Rlif'if· singing. Some th ng ...___,, 

must have happened to Paw while I was tangling with the Nigr a. 
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I y el l e a Pa • • s nar a ·a.. in as ret ' he a t he g l lery . 

Then I ~aw h in . e r d h i m t oo. He ,a s s t a n Qing t r a i gh t u p 

l ook i ng tov.ar ·s tb roa o . .fa s t c:.n c i n g s t:ra i gh u p ou t of c ov er 

l i ke there ha:::.nt b een a ny shoot i n g i n -:he s e pE .. rt s s i nce l'f.!8. ssacre 

.Lay . He as t P..lki n g to h i m~elf, sayi n over a n d ov er, 

11 i l li IVz e , Vii li •11 e . 11 

I ~ s 6 oing t o yel l h i m own for a loon when I saw t h . t 

t he u n cl e ,_ had brok en cov er too. nd in pl C\. i n i ght ov er ,t t h e 

wo od , the fe l lows were ho .'ing u p , c ool a s but ton s to th 

pre s eLc e of my sha rpsh ooting k in. I ~tch e o t hem c omin g out of 
dozen 

t h e wo od , ~ep a n d J i l s on c.n d 11:.!8.y or Rober t s a n d a lift "11'-

other s . I c ou l a st i l l h es r t h vo ic e of Lu l u ell e coming i n 

s t r ongly . T:e e fe l lo·w i,,\ i vh the r di o mu c t .r v e t ur n a i t up . 

w •.:-a w , i l li 'tla e a i n t her e , y ou know t h t. 11 

n a n 0 l e of t Le h ou s e a.s b e twee1! me !'.'Ind h er e he wa s 

s t rin g , s o 1 g ot Co m t o h i m. I to ok ..., look . oy , wa I ran g . 

1i l li '\'1 e v,r_ h ome . c o v. a s os anna . n a s o, ,grinni n g like a 

ch i pmunk behin d t hem, v\a s e te 'awy er. i, i l li :Jae s comi n g 

h ome in s tra n ge co 1.,;;a ny. or ,· lking over t he plowed f i el d 

wi t h her V\ 8, S a bunch of fel o JE wee r ing s ol di ers ' unifo rmc . 

but goldurn i t , vha t socke d me ·a s th t Hos· nna . Coal , 

black Hosanna , ha nd s ome as a y earling i n h e r storebou ght ge tup , 

giving ~a n cy The ell e Of a tchez wha t f or. I mean, Hosa nna 

~i~.,\•jl, was Lulu elle. I ell y ou it Vi ,. s ' : - ·-· "' • c omi n g , but with h er 

h ea d t.hr ov, n b ck a nd A a -bel t ing ou t n cy i n t he s ame vo i ce 

l-'aw an d me had been h earkening t o f or a yea r. I rec ll ed t h e 
k}zD4wit, 

ci t y fell ow tel ling me that l'!jjtll'" ·1°"'1.e w s color ed bu t he di dnt 

1:fll·· ·~-rs-•. ~ .. .iv Adl.1. ay it v,a s zv ... 11[ , • 

11H·os-· .. nna .' 11 I ent 1· t o + 1 • k - ~-- ~ U v ]. e a guns h o t . 
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e ck on i t br oke the da m. For f rom the fel lows over t 

woo d ca me - h owl t o s h ke d own t h e cher r ies , 

11 Ho a nna ! 11 

Some of the fellow~, c ied Lulu elle bu t mos tly it was 

~ 
Ho 'anna , t oo proud for a f ct 7fiiifli'1ili1,Mli#lltlli'tilf@tlilifti:l.:e, Hos a nna 

wa s Tu l a g oosha f olk o 

he l ea fel lov, wi th "L h s ol .ier wa a serge· nt. He 

wa s stout, ha rd a n d a r med . His ey e s s i n gled out I.;a 1 • 

11 I 1 m lo ok i n g for Abner Hammond , 11 he ._; i d . 

P no dded . 

11 You 1., he 1·e1lo wha t s ent the wire?" 

"Reck on I ui d . 11 

' 'I' m ~ rty Lowe , r ge n t , U. S . r my . 'i,here ' he , f r i end?" 

11 :_ a ck t h ere in t h e _ou ::: e , " aw 9a i •. 

£ r t y Lo~ e l ooke a s round r t t h e f el l ows fr om t he woo d . 

'i Be' r d some f i r i ng . Any t hing t o d o with me? 11 h a s k ed Pe.:w . 

P 1.\ look e d a t Col em~n ~nd ::., e p a n d ncle 1c tt a n d the 

rest. Some of t he n i c e st el l ov·s in t h e ., ounty . 

"Reck on n ot , mi s t er . You ca n t c.k e JS 72 'lrn,MW him 

a nd u o h ome ," aw sa i d . 
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~LIC0. 

ar t y c ·me i n a n d look e h im ov er. B rty sa id , "Boy, you're 

a mess . ·a l d as coot, t oo. 'i ouldnt kn ow you fr om a al d African 

morncey . 11 

"Iri s h bast a r d , 11 !:Jam .LJoage c•a i a . "Whitey . " 

"They r eal ly bung e • you up . \'¥ h o i d y ou me s s wi t .h? " 

11 A bi t e l: of a wa ll . " 

"Bea r d fir i ng a ·we came in . Wha t goes onf. 11 

Sam Do dg e looke ~ ov r a t t h orner h ere the girl had 

s t oo d ., He look e a bac .L;: ~-t Ec rty. He aidnt thin k h e knew wha t went 

on ei ther . He c oul on r el p ba.rt .> a t a l l. It a s jus t on e of tho se 

s tra n ge t hings in t hi ·, str nge 1 n d. of' t he ~ou t h . 

11 I gn orant Ya nke e , f ol ,_s down l ere c ~ 1 1 i t f a mi ly f eudin' , " 

h e s::ai d . 

rty slappe d Li own fa c e har d , a s ign th the ·a , angry. 

ir Got you le v e :tr o 1 t h e Compa ny t o pie ' et a litt l e . No t to 

sta rt a wa r or g e ·t your "' el f bunge up." 

" It 1,,va s a wa l l. I cra "'h e d into i t . 11 

"Re gardle s . Us e y our head . 11 

tt Su re . h o i s t h e e p i a thrush? 11 

•'ca ll • herself Rosanna . b · t he na me of Lu l u Belle. Comes f r om 

th e s e p r t s . SJi a n o the white girl, t h e ol d ma n' dau ghter . She was 

s ingi n g i n Key ~ e s t, when t he ol d man's wire ca me . apers p ick e d u p 

t h "' t ory and t h ey c:. e d i; o come al ong ." 

"rus t be bi g shot s to tra el i th t he a rmy . " 

11 Hosanna ' s a big shot . You werent wi tl., u s when we moved down 

to Key WestfJ.-ast month . She ' been s i nging h er col l r ds n d gre en 

stu f f f or t le milita ry. Th e ol d guy' au r; h ter is her mana er . By 
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t h e way, s o.ne of your~ eu di n ' f r i ew .. s ou t t h ere mi ght h c1. v e been 

hurt if Lu l u Bel le haan t be en - r ound . 'e c ~m e i n on the f i r i ng . 

e11ov• :s f i gur e d folks mi e)it h c:,.v e be n rying t o m k e ~ oo d ni gger 

out of y ou . '.1.'h ey v:a n t ed t o shoo t u p l i t tl , but Lulu ell e 

... toppe d them . Sh e just tepped out of t h e t r u c k a n d loos ened up 

a l i t t l e wi th one of them cor n bcl l t u ne s o Ever ybo dy ca me out of 

th ir foxb ol e s t o look . 11 

Sam odge f el t the ol d f ea r of t he unreason i n g . You c oul dnt 

c ope v-. 1 t h the unthinkin g . 

11 Bu t s he ' s - 11 

" Coal bla ck a s they come . " 

Sam .1.1o dge l i t ene d t o t he s oft t a l K out si de. He h ea rd 

X a lau gh that c ou ld only bave come f rom Ho f::,a nna . Folk s down 

h ere v,:ere turned s o f a r invn-rd t h e.y mu s t c r ap t hr ou gh t he i r 

na v els , h e thought s vagel y . 

"Le t s p i ck y ou u p a n o o h ome , r, :B~_r t y sa i d . 

Sa m odge bl in e d . 

11 l! ome? 0u r e . ets go h ome . " 
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HOSANNA! ( V S Rei d ) 

~aw i s not a big man , neither broad in t he shoul ders nor 

u p an d down t a l l. but h e i '-" h i ckory t ou gh . He i s f r om mount a in 

people . 

Our f olks a r e from t h e est s ec t ion of Ial a goosha County . 

• aw ~ay s he i s sun- l i cked l i ke t h em, f ac e br o ,n a n d s t r ong a s 

l ea t her . Hi s han d a re so broa d, t hey c oul d snug a mel on s o t he 

f i nger s me t . I ' v e een h i m fol low a plow t hrou 5h cl ay l a n d n d 

t he han dl e s har dl y jol t ed but mo stly r an on s i l k on t Le power i n 

hi s fo r ea r m. He i s soft spoken t oo. aw a s s o s of t s pok en when 

he wan t ed t o, which was mos t ly , he f ool ed f ol ks i nto thi nki ng 

b e was easy to sho~e . Bu t tha t was u sually DE; f or e t bey met 

aw ' s eyes . 

Wha t I ' m going t o t ell Y 1..'U of a w an o me h ppen ed a t the 

t i me of th e ~ar i n Cu ba . ot t he bi g war y ou rea d abou t in the 

hi st ory book s , but the on e t hey f ou ~h t on the r adio and t elevi s i on 

during the Fall of ' ixty- Tv o. 

V', e were 'i 'Ork i n g the \l',i ll ow 1en t hfit c tober. I t wa s har d 

work f or only Pa w and me . V1 e n ev er bu t now a nd t hen ge t a sn o ·f 11 

i n t h i ...; par t of na l a OObha Coun t y , i t s t h& t mi l d . So mos tly we 

pl ow t hr•ou h tthe Fal l a n r e, t out t he fro s t , r ea dy t o s e ed a ga in 

ea r l y in t he year for t h e grou nd n ev er stayed har d l on g . \\ e oul d 

be· hurl i ng ui rt i n t he ey e of the day l ong before t ha t l azy Fa l l 

sun showe d u p . Vi e woul d break for c off ee an d lunch , qu i t only 

when the l i ght f ad ed . Paw u ed to s quint up a t the last of t he 

s i nl i gbt a n o wi t h a grin , pull e l ops i ded by the swe t runn i ng 

don int o i t , sa y , 11 Skedaddl e , you ol d bum. 11 

'.I:':b en he woul bend aga i n to t he handl es an d by n i gh t f a ll we 

woul d ha v e t he new mule team i n a lather . We never plowed wi th horses o 
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