
Victor Stafford Reid 

'.L1HE PLOWMEN AND THE Iv.IOB 

Chapte:f One 

Fearful pl owmen journeying towards Good J.i'riday on a cross 

of' plows . An d in Iv obtown , the bloo d sport boiled. 

Blood sporting mobsmen ri ding t::e dark of the moon. On 

a magnolia broom. 

:Burdene d under a lov e l oad of ropes and whips for a kissin ' 

kin tarface cousin t oo shiftle ss to come ov er for it o 

Boiling across the intersection at Ma.son amd Dixon streets, 

past the Cot t on Exch· .nge building, into 

Lordy. Lordy. 
Smokesville, 

In / downhome folk h olding their aching heads , 

bawled f or a n end to the clubbing 

the shooting 

the lynching 

the spitt ing upon 

singing the weary blues of an outlawed folk crazy hungering 

for the law. 

Singing Lordy , Lor dy to t he plowmen, a two hundred year old 

banj o humpe d on their backs . 

but t h e swampmen scurrying behind t heir pl ows , gripped 

the sweaty handles and cut t he crooke d furrows, running for 

Good Friday . 

Viashing away their fears in Holy Thursday's tears. 

A lockutep journey of purblind pl owmen . Shambli ng a l ong 

under a wigwam of tit I 7 I ' unshorn hair shutting out sights 
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2 ' 
and sounds . Shambl i ng a long f or t h e good of the most but 

thinking uneasily o_f the lea st . For didnt a plowman know that 

t he tithe- man woul d come? A t a x c ol l ector enforcing his 

one in ten? 

But noboay knew when he wa due. So fea r bound them to 

t h e pl ow like love. They slept like waki ng . ~lept with a 

conscience put to harlotry . Thinking of the tithe-man. 

Sleep , ~heep , warbled t he little harlots in Fa y 

Hubbard ' s Pos t - Time whor ehous e which Jim Bob Sl ocum had provided 

on Delta street . 

bleep, Sheep , they crooned, rocking the joint fr om chest 

to knees f or a plowman 's cradle. 

Sleep , Sheep , they crooned, mother-lovin' a plowman to 

a pa yda y dream of a titheless Thursday . 

And Jim Bob Slocum hawked , spat and snapped his galluses, 

f a ce wrea thed in the ever-lovin' smile of a mobsman, sniffing a t 

his magnol i a and l a ying out the moves r,-:::.ich would rook the lead-off 

fel l ow for the Del t a street kids. But Dan Ebony, the lead-off 
guy 
]If 7 If for t he punks, didn t prove ea sy to rook. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

J im Bob di dnt rook him easily. 

The kids on the bea ch a t the foot of Delta street had hung out 

the seine nets in the sun to dry an d were wa shing out the boats the 

t i me t hey heard about Dant11••• Ebony's mao It took them a t h ought 
Df ·t/1 € f in9i. l(J' 

and a ■111111 sna p!\ to know how Jim Bob woul d rope him. ~o they scrubbed 

their forearm s cl ean, reefe d i n the loose fi shing trous ers and went 

up Delta on t he quick s l a pdown a!- ins teps the way the ki ds from the 

sma l l boa ts walk. 

'r h ey passe d Lame Hiram t he cripple plunking his guita r i n 

the water gutter; a n d wh en he saw the s oft way t h e f eet hit an d how 

t h e kids secured the a l leys from the corne~ b of t heir eyes, he r a pped 

the box wi t h the he el of hi s han d and began to pluck the mourning blues 0 

~- For mourning is a ca re s ong, a kindness song. A love song 

for the lost. A guitar l aughing sa dly for kid-fishe~ fi d i.ing for 

what they coul d never lose. 

The kids n ever looked a t t he guitar-pla ying punk a t a l l o 

In the same ba,rd quiet, they pass ed the blacksmith shop 

and when Uncle Amos r a ised his head and sa w t he violenc e f a stened to 

their backs, he slipped out of the burla p apron an d motioned his 

t wo boys a fte r him. 

Then as the five o'clock knock-off hooted from the ice 

company's whistle, t he men from the highway department who had been 

mending a sphalt on Mason street stacked the l adles an d turned 

devotedly into Delta streeto 

And a lick a fter that, the pier gates bulged and the 

longshoremen streamed forth, moving 
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Smoke~own 
into place f or t he h oly war on Del t a Street o For a Wake in/,] LI& t 

is a holy war. A small protest lodge d to be grinningly ea ten up 
bank 

by a hea p of/- char geso 
was coul d 

It/ illlt, a notion the nob f olk up in Mobtown/- forgive. 'Go 

Down, Mos es? Shooks, t ha t a intno cal l to arms , 11 Jim :Bob sa i d 0 "Only 
~oke's 
a , belief in the upca st eye an d t he splayed foot 

shuffle thc"t a int going a ny pla ce till the sa ints go marching in. 11 

Smok~own 
All the folks in,,,- xd5L:w had heard by now how Dan. 

Ebony's ol d ma had crossed over Jordan in the t a rpaper sha ck on 

elta . And s ince Dan• the llory Man was on the run from Jim Bob an d 

the Mob, none of t hem doubted that Cap'n Jim woul d try to rope him 

in his anguish. They didnt like it nohow, but wha t's gonna happen 
$ 1>->ok.e.--b> w...., 

i s gonna , regardle ss. So all cg ~ q an turne d out to Va ke poor Daniel 
'\ 

• . • LI flt into the ar ms of t he Mob. If he ha d to go, he oughta go big. 

engines. 

t hat 
rows/p ·q; 
bellies, 

shoe shine 

Out came the roundhouse men, rough and smoky as their 

praying 
Out came the gin folk, humped wi t h/ 6 between the 
maybe 

g t hey get a share of t he crolfto f ill t heir cotton pickin' 

sugarbag loaders smelling of molas ses pa st the swea t, 

boys , busboys , ho d carr iers, t obacco picker s , deli-

very boys,janitors, pullman porter s an d all t h e other go-fetch folk. 
Smok@own 

Th e street doors of1 '] • W «:·cli cked continuously a s 

a l l t he t rue citizen s came out for t he ake, bea t-up shoe s sl i pping 

and scrabbling on the hea t-grea sed asphalt • 
.., 

Out from Ma son and ixon came t he ba rrowgirl s , s till f a ced 

ll i a s saint s but su pple hips sli ding under t heir skirt s . And 
came 

cautiou sly on the edges/ I t he famous thieves whose rea l names 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



6 

"Because I'm too.young a nd white-eyed to be an Idiot. Because 

the kid-fishermen who ca 11 themselves the Snics, wont have me
0

11 

"How old are you, boy?" 

"Sixteen in the courthou se. Sixty with being scared of a 

frigging Mobo II 

"Guess I'd better make you into a full fledged Idiot soon. 

You a lmost Mob ba it now, the way you t a lk." 

"Jim Bob rules the world from delta to duodenum, but, Lardy! 
smokes 

To see them Snic kids go! ~he ol d hymn-singing/\-¥ look a t the 

new ki ds and go about moanin' low with pri de and fear." He roiled his eyes, 

a dding , "Man, a body just plain shiver out of himself to see the 

respect them Mob folk show since the Snics l a tched inl" 

"Nol" Joel whispered. "The a t titude is wrong." 

"Yes," the boy said. "I'm gonna give up poetry." 

"Ra in will fai:l from the clear blue sky amd the earth 
s mokes 

will bloom enough so that/I . . U , ':l.nd Mob will lie down together, 

replete and hateless," Joel whispered in shock. 

The poet held up the model of the boat he was whittling. He 

blew a t the chips. His long, unflagging mouth r an lightly a long the 

words a s he purposed to ruin the hope of a fool whose sin wa s in 

believingo 

"Rain will indeed f all, .Iv.taster. Fire a n d r a in a nd whatever the 

hell else you say. Eut for now, tea r your eyes off the sky and look 

at the old schoolhouse which Jim Bob turned into this ripsnort of 

a whorehous e." 

So Joel the Idiot wearily turned his eyes outward, away from 

the inwrlought agony of ~hem a n d Us and looked towards the street's 

bayou end. 

"You nub of obscenityt" he smiled a t the poet. 

The boy's eyes softened as he looke d a t the little harlots. 
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Ihe girls issued steadily out of Fay's whorehouse. 

"A desecra tion," Joel murmured misera bly. 

"Conscripts of love, 11 the poet sa ido "Brought in by Jim Bob 

to comfort the plowmen with news of home." 

"What home? 11 Joel asked. 

11 11he plowmen are homeless and ther~fore cuntless. Jim Bob 

comforts them with news they want to hear. If news was a gopher and 

y ou were allowed to enter the Post-Times whorehouse without getting 
smokey 

your 11Mftass burnt off, 3 ou' d have seen that old gopher nosing a 

nude thigh here, a swea ting navel there, slipping to ea ch the tipoff 

tha t the old ma of Dan1k Ebony ha d bea ten the rap in her tarpaper man­

sion on Delta street." 

"You know a good deal, 11 Joel said. 

11 Jim Bob has passed the word that they should Wake with us 
smokes. 
•-■IW vVhen the plowmen hear of this, they'll be convinced that 

Mob an d us are one in love. They'll be com~orted.fThere'll be no 

11 She comforts them with apples," Joel said. 
I The poet looked lovingly a t him. "Sometimes you re one 

hell of a good guy," he said admiringly. 
anything. You 

the 
d.~- :,J 

tithe- ~ 

"That doesnt buy you/ I got to study hard to be 
a Fool," 

I J I ) ii Joel said. 

"They'll get t he news on Thursday from Fay's re porters in the 

schoolhouse that Them and Us are cheeker to jowl- than a rump to a seat." 

"To pullula te Jim Bob, 11 Joel said warmly. • 

" Goddam, you're swinging, Master!" sa id the poet on high. 

"Here's some more. Did you know the hairy swampmen l ay then on desks 

a nd typewriters? I hear their backs read like the bill of rights. 

Fra ctured. Yuk yuk." 

Joel clapped down his hand flat palmed on the street and 
said, "Words, words, words, you a pa rliament, boy?" 

"A rump parliament. The debate continues in Fay's whore-
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houseo Here ' s another. Did you know the plowmen go to bed with their 

boot s on? Yep, podner •. They swing aboard them chippies, boots and all. 11 

Joel flung his arms apart in a gesture of crucifinon. 

Folk slithered and sluiced along, an army of heels and 

toes in a softshoe jive to wake Dan. Ebony straight into the arms 

of Jim Bob. 

"You're snubbing me to the cro s s without cause, boy!" Joel 

cried. "Dont you know if you give the little ha rlots suff icient slack, 

folk will not only come to believe, but will act like what they say 

is true? Boy, you still got lots of studying to be a Fool." 

"The s punky little editors. Look at them, Master, look a t the 
. whispering a s they brush 

silky thighs/ by, the convave, the knob of 

Venus wind scoured and r a in l a shed fDr the moment of truth." 

Joel S'Qfallowed. He said weakly to cover up, "Spunky? What 

word is tha t?" 

"Skunky. Skunk you, 'laster. They a l l dr a ft ees to Jim Bob 

like me to you," the poet said wearily. "Lets watch Fay an d get us 

a couple of hard ons. Folks need witnesses." 

And Joel looked dovm Delta an d witnessed t he high knee kick 
Smokesville 

of a sporting Mob woman put t ing out the/% t I g news for a .... plow-

man. Selling honeyed time to a plowman willing to be hoodwinked into 

false beliefs. Selling with a warranty hung to a mobsrnan's claim tha t 

no honest man had a greater love than sepera te but equal. 

Witness ed Joel: the bitch apologist s for a misjudged Mob 

struggling with rope and club to snuck the maverick notions into 

sepera te but equal slots. '.l..'he agony on a fool like Joel, speared on his 

h ope of a sepera t e but equal pea ce. The agony that wrung his lips in a 

hard won, Idiot's grin. "The useful publishers coming to Wake wi t h us 
smoke- · 

so the plowmen will know tha t Mob and :la -~alike, we wallow in love 

like hogs at a• swill," he groaned. 
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Hi s eye s full of duplicity, the poet looked at Joel. 

''I forgot to tel l you. mh em 1 ~ p owmen s o s cared to leave their 

plows, they hustle off t he girls an d r a ce back to the swamp s til l 

buttoning their flys," he said. 

"The na tion as built on f el lows but t oning t heir fly s _," 

Joel sa id coldly. 

"Solid, Master!" cried the poet, so proud tha t Joel was reaching. 

The litt e harlot s hobbled in pa irs behind Fa y the madam and 

her a gi ng start er, Tony. They walked clencll-rumped, their bottoms Sun-

day quiet as they published t he news of a mutua l A nguish. For the pas s­
Smoke,town 

ing of a n aunt or uncl e ber eft Mobtown a n d /Ii ; Sil . a like. 
11 Sing, 11 

IIDI ordered t h e ma am over h er shoul der a s they nea red 

the corner at Ma son. 

"Sing!" Joel t h e Fool cried fierc ely as t hey divided the 

r anks to pass a round him a n d his pupil the boy-poet. 

An d their heels cla ckin g in uni s on to the beat of t h e s ong, 
Smokesville 

a ll ••••• f el l in behind them, the fiel dhands an d the hous eboys, 

cupbearers and ostlers, l a ckeys an d flunkies. And only the fi shing-kids 

walked their own wa y on the quick s l a pdown o.f insteps the way the 

Snics of the sma l l boa t s do. But the others wheeled into t h e ya rd 

behind the whores C:11 singing t he Battle Hymn Of The Republic. 

The poet a pplauded s imply, with handcla pso He was too 

moved for words. 

Joel sai d when t he s inging was insi de t he yard, "Boy, you 

s e en any of t he f amous t h ieve s from up !lo'th?" 

Joel knew ther e were many t h ieves from No' t h down to do 

their bigmoneyed best to hol d off t h e 1\ ob from an. Ebony. They 

woul d sta ck him with funds, but they woul dnt bring gunso 
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Sureo He knew the big twin-seed guys would be a round but sly 

as· catamounts eyeing Jim Bob, walking in t he pitch sha dow of the 

money ba gs. St a cked higher than a hanging tree. He knew, but the 

boy shoul a learnf to find out. 

"You seen any of those fellows from up No'th?" 

The poet snatched at Delta street with his ha rd young eyes 

an d caught the shy f amous thieves. 

"Some," he sa id. 

"Name them," Joel said irrita bly. He didnt like things done 

sloppy. 11 But use n ob names. Walls have ears." 
a 

"Blues Singer, Boxer, Decathlon," the boy said. "Outfield, 

All Conf erence, Storyteller-" 
I 

" '.L'hat s enough," Joel s a i d , catching a f a lling star in an 

empty aspa r a gus tin. "Jim Bob's gonna burn our heels because the 

No'thnuhs come to sit-in with us." 

• The boy waited.• Ol d and p~nchfaced for his sixteen years, 

he waited. 

"You 're going in," Joel said. 

The boy nodded s ombrelyo 

"Wait for a knot of nobler men," Joel s a id. 
smoke 

The boy nodded an d waited. He knew t hat mobfolk knew a,/ fk LR 

no mor e than y ou wer e acquainted with your i mmorta l soul. Only on 

Sundays when Preachin' Uncle Mose hit you with a brand from the 
smokey 

devil's furnace. But ah ORM-wa s aware of t h e Mob like a crown of 

thorns : you moved, and you knew t hey were there. So a lthough he was 

going D into :ta Ebony's yard, he woul d use t he approach that would 
smokeys 

provide him with a hea d s tart out of trouble. A lot of /0: II L ft done up 

by the Mob ha d been made r eady for the cutting table because of the 

company they kept. The Mob owned eyes everywhere, even in a fish fry 

or a Wakeo 
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His face nut- creased, he sat slat legged like Joel in the 

mid dle of Delta street among t he empty ca ns a n d worried that a poet 

ha d nothing but his words an d those could be burie d with him 0 Come 

the angry days, the magnolia days a nd no man waited for a poet in t h e 

rush off the streetso 'very day wa s a bankruptcy sale a n d no time 

for stockpiling his shelves. He knew t h e ease and • squeeze of 

hea t an d cold; the rejection of the affluent yea rs or the sudden 

solicitude to embr a ce his s cra wny neck in the days of lean kine. 

All t his Joel ha d H tol d him. ,--. 

Smoke._ 
The boy grinned as he disentangled from the rest of 

1
1 . , 

towno He woul dnt go into the Wake with the kind of company Jim Bob 

might later kick hi s gut out for. Jim Bob a llowed him and Joel to 

live, prosper and even flourish because he liked the clea n thinking, 

the pride of place in a goddam foolo 

111fha t are you thinking about?" Joel saido 

11 Goddam, 11 the young poet said. 

"That's nothing to think about," Joel sa id. 11 Here comes a 

knot." 

Then with a grunt to Joel, he s lipped into the yard among 

some uncle s such as Prea chin' Uncle Mos e t he dogca tcher a nd Uncle 

Jud the junkman a nd Uncle Remus the carpenter who sometimes told 

stories., Prea chin' Uncle Mose wa s bowing right and left for on 

Sundays and wake-day s h e was a dea con and no go ddam dogcatcher. 

The poet went in f a st but watchful. He sprang smartly back as he 

went too clo s e to the boy-fishers. 

11 The crazy Snics1" he whispered into the hollow where 

his bowels had been. For the glitter from the tiny lmives stuck inside 

their belts had splintered in his eyes. He ba cked swiftly away 

an d found a pla ce behind t he madam. 
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CHAPTBR THREE 

"The ol d mammy was Dan Bbony 's ma ," Fay wa s saying to Tony 

the Banker. " he us ea to v-. ork in the J ew shop at t he corner of 

Oxford an d Little Rock before the Re cons truction when we 

ha d to tear it don. All us folks in the Mob was sorr y when we had 

to do it but I gu~ss we had too ~o when he died accidentally like 

'cau s e, poor guy, he got so fired up he wouldnt move out when we wa s 

bringing down the roof, we put up a plaque saying he died like any 

good downhome boy def ending his honour. 11 

"Yeah," Tony the Banker sai d wearily. 

"Name of Levine. But hen we got around to putting up the 

plaque, we sort of slipped up and spelt it M-a-c capita l E-1-e-v-i­

n-e. l'fa cElvine. So f olks wouldnt be a shame d of him or anything . 11 

"Tha t would fix it, 11 'r ony sa i d absently. 

He was a No'thnuh who had moved down t o magnolia land when 

the opening came in that huge curios ity known as Fay's whorehouse; 

the barn of a place which had been t he schoolhouse but which the 

Mob had now made into a cat chall of bank, news journa l and cubicles 

for t he little strumpets who gave a guilty plowman gra ce for a 

week . Th e Banker had no u se f or akes; but as he said to himself 

when Jim :Bob hired h im, "Let' s face it. We 're involved body and soul 

and automobile with the luna tic magnolia fringe what runs the ca t 

house to cool a plowman's conscience on a ThursdaN-Fri day. 11 

Jim Bob ha d hired him because he knew all about tithes. He 

coul d fake the books for a purblind plowman. 
Salvation 

11 Iv1ammy Ebony has a sister name d Aunt/•••■t the madam said. 

"You<•r e a news paper, 11 the :Banker grinned. 

"Dont ca l l me that!" :Fay sa i d sharply. 
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word we use down here," Fay said, nodding. 11 We 

dont cot t on to the loose No'th way of talkingo I aint a low echelon 

editor in that cunthouse for nothing." .;)he looked sideways to se e if 

he grinned. She liked to see the Banker happy. 

The l3a.nker belched and stroked his belly under the Jamaica 

silk shirt. The weave slid away under his hand and he knew that no 

matter how a man might allow his mind to roam when the crap crept 

high, the feel of such a shirt spurting under his fingers wa s a trap 

he would be reluctant to step away from. 
truck. 

"That's Aunt Salvation over there. Big as a Mack,-. The 

one wearing I the headkerchief. Tough? Huh. Like rubber. She's got 

more friends among the Mob than a Catholic in hell. Yet she takes 

no sass from nobody. Tough like rubber." 

"She's all rubber except for her teeth," the poet said 

behind them. "For recr eation, she fondles a bull mobster with her 

rubber fingers. But she cracks boulders with her teeth." 

The Banker jumped. He recovered and said bleakly over his 

shoulder, "Watch tha t coon go." 

He knew the poet, a runt who figured that not being a Snic, 

he ha d liberty to breathe. He could peel the thickest skin with words 

he took out of the air like a conjuring man. 

"Yessirree. Aunt Salvation aint soft," Fay said. "Dont know 

why the Mob made her an aunt." 

"The Banker should be an aunt," the poet said, not able 

anymore to r esist it than a pup a post. 

Fay tur~ed ~er head and looked a t the boy and said, "Go away." 

"But the Banker's a forei_gnerl". the poet _protested. "He 

aint one of usl He's only a . foreign correspondentl" 

"You better go now. P■ ll ? Go, coon boy," Fay said softly. 
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And the poet who had survived the Mob because he knew 

the tigers from the kittens, sloped away soft as a snowflake. He 

stood instead among t h e uncles. The uncles who were the conscience 
Smokesville 

notes from Mobtown t g • Tl "- • !8.gainst tithing time. A ten-carat 

co~n from a mint of penance to make any mobster punishment proof. 

You racked the shotgun and put away the joy-rope and 

do-si-doed until dawn. 

An aunt and an uncle were for buying more dawns. 

"We've got a lot to do tomorrow," the J3anker said, look­

ing at his selfwinding strapwatch. "Them plowmen will be lusty for 

withdrawals, come Thursday and Friday." 

"Banker, you're No'th trash," Fay said angrily. "You'd 

pimp a t your mother's buryin'o" 

The Banker rolled gum in his cheek and said, "What's a 
smoke 

Wake got to do with us? You passin' fo:ryT z or something? You 

want to make Jim Bob figure you got tar on the feathers you 

aint showing?" 

"I've got Mayflower blood, you No'th immigrant," Fay 

said. "We all downhome folk got what you aint got. This is our 

territory, even if you think we got funny ideas." 

"Your ideas aint funny, aint no funnier than lighting a 

butt with a stick of dynamite. But I should worry? I cash in." 

"Pimp," cried Fay softly. "Pimp, pimp, pimp." 
. . 

"Pimp and circumsta'""nce," said the Banker feeling right 
. "-,I . 

as r a in. He smiled at the whole Wake. 
smokes 

"Why do you want to make our ltfr: I ,-~ppy? Why do you want 

them to lose their catfish rights?" c~ied Fay. 

But the Banker only shrugged. He . was used to the Fi j Mob• s 

gobbledegook that could doublethink them •to a love-hate switchback 
deep insi de a magnolia maze. He said, "Where's the glory 
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Man?" 
"We've got good ..... boys down here. Daniel made col-

lege," Fay sa id. 11 I hope the Mob never puts him on the cutting 

table. They should do it quickly so he dont suffer." 

Tony the Banker laughed with a clash of false teeth. 

"You poor Mob trash down here, you got me hung up. 

You'll bawl when thel mobsters castrate Daniel, but you'd lend 

Jim Bob the knife if he asks." 

~ay nodded. "And Daniel would ask a whether its got a 
knowing 

good edge. You No'th folks aint half way near to/ . what it is. 

We love them even ~hen they get out of line. If we can, we bring 

them back again. If they wont, they're be,:; -i.,er off out of ito 

Daniel being on the run dnnt mean I shouldnt bring my girls to 
mammy's 

sing at his/ • 72 , Wake." 

.. The Banker laughed small, - I giggle at 

a time like a] r [ lodgment tinkling in a miser's soul. Jim Bob had 
•. 

lawed the schoolhouse into a sporting house, a loving-mill to inform 

a swampman of his equity. A whorehouseful of newshands to give a 
.S. mok12..'.>' 

plowman status in a ' IJII ii eye. 
I\ 

"That Jim Bob is a humourous guy. He joyrides them 
.s·mo ~ e,, 

plowboys deep in /'-a- ■ ■ _· territory so they feel big as boots. 

Cant blame a guy for liking to feel big as boots now and then," 

the Banker said. snio~ tl.Gwn12.>--,.f 

To publish a plowman• s status in a P\ lilT?ltl eye, --~ and 

hustle out of the cathouse to sing the gumbo tunes, foot-slapping, 

hand-clapping, home-coming al 1 • l proof of a downhome solidarity. 

"We're one, Them and Us," Fay said at the soft fat 

chords coming out of the Wake. 
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Th e Banker' s nar row sh oul ders 

They were all around him, rolling tbe 

were hunched with hostility. 
$1hO~<l,'f 

bi g s - • eye s in a shoP-
P\ - -

worn ecstc. sy tha t only needed a whipla sh a da y to tea se the nap 
.smot< 'i 

of any '11 • JR who drew too near to joy. 

"This Daniel mus t be one grea t boob. Coming back down 

her e to lead a bunch of fi shing-kids who wa nt to be d-in a t t h e 

s choolhouse. He shoul d hav e s t a ye d up No 1 th. Coul d have hopped, 

skippe d and jumpe d himself into a fortune," he sa ido 

The madam shook h er h ead angrily. She a sked, "What's 

this hop, skip an d jump?" 

"Up No'th we ma ke t hem worl d champions at ball playing, 

or singing their stinking s ongs, or fi ghting. Real 

heroe s ." He chuckled. 
admire 

He said, "What I / ..._ i s how Jim Bob ma ke out a ll t hem world 
a i nt 

champs/no mor e tha n thieves, once they cro s s t he line s outh. So 

do~n here he call s them by their fraud names, Blue s Singer, Ball 

Pl ayer and the r est. They show t heir noses he bloodie s it for themo 

One humorous guy, that Jim Bob . 11 

Her baked-out blue eye s punche d in, arguing undernea th 

t he skin a t a score of s tres ses tha t only the ma gnolia pe opleknew, 

Fa y shook h er head an d sa id, "Jim Bob dont hate them none a t 

a l l o He t hinks all tha t gravy aint goo d for them, i s allo 11 

11 You tel l tha t to the upcontinent folk. I'm down here and 

I know better." 
I 

"Wa tch your tongue, Banker," Fay sa id blea kly. " J im Bobs 

got you t oo. He sque eze, an d you got nothing dan gling. 11 

The Banker pa led. He was in foreign t erritory, a swampman 

s ent in to lia ison t he Mob who kept the plowmen happy on a l.'hurs­

da y when they came in to haul a week 's worry. 

"I aint the one to do a cra ppy job," he s aid sullenlyo 
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"This nation wa snt built on crapo 11 

Fay sighed. The voices were coming out like syrup now, 

saying things only us folk could know. 

"We're one, Banker, Them and Us," she said. "Whether we 
[;mo k{i}-ow >, 

live in /\■I ill[ or in :i:1agnolia City which They call Tuiobtown. 11 
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CHAPTER 

Magnolia City was a mob town. ~e lawbooks were in 

the courthouse under a proud old cypress. The courthouse was 
fl 

under the Mob's lock and key. Tartown was the suburb near the 
I\ 

swamp. •~:s_ A:G _:w~as llfllllii-,;~ a lost folk town, a nothing much town; 

a town that danced to a dirge, whose laughter ran copiously ,....,_ 
Srn_~~~IJ . 

like tears, whose joy was a Wake. The swamp lay north of~...,...., . 

In the swamp, the flowmen worked. There was work and 

to spare for a plowman looking for yardage in a field of plenty. 

Joel who had the eyes of an eagle could I r se e beyond the head 
plowing 

·of Delta Street into the swamp, a witness of· the smart/feet, 

splayed to survive the muck rich ditch, the luck muck that 

slew swift as a bullet a fellow who fell. So Joel saw the 
grow long to the shoulder to obliterate 

plowmen' s ha.ir/ • •. • •• • • • • the sights and 
could 

sounds tha t/unwra~a plowman's mind from his feet so TfiL -he 

.... would •-~hear the hounds baying, lat the ropes creaking, 

- the carpenter's hammering on a long box. 

Beyond the swamp was the ... country called No'th 

where the government lived, ruling by voice s11a.mpmen, 

mobsmen and the little lost folk. 
No'th folk 

saw the lan.'draining under the swamper• s 

plows and reasoned that the dryshod days were due when the road 

t hrough the swamp would be watertight, coupling No'th to all 

the country below, supplying a highway for a million fleeing s mot<es 

Ollli! ,liberated from love. So a policy took slow shape as the 
No'thnuhs . 

11· )§~sought to hobble the Mob with new laws. 
But Jim Bob who bossed the Mob angrily snapped his 

gallusses and swore he had soldiered ..... too long to be 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



19 
uprooted by do-goo ding foreigners. Nobody would spit in his eye. 

Governing by voice as they di d , the No'th could only shrug and 

wa it for the drysho d days. But the deadly, skinny kids who worked the 

boats beached a t the foot of Delta street, saw no good i n waiting. 
from 

Ousted :mal the schoolhous e to mak e room for Jim :Bob's complex of 

bank, bistro and public press, they were ripe for Dan Ebony when 

he a ppeared. 

11 We got no time to wai t, baby, 11 the lit t le fishermen 

whispered, faces clean, bone hard and unw~iting. 

0 

The night wa s dark. The kids had stripped the lamp sockets 

with rocks so a glory ma n grew t a l l in the bl a ck. Dan Ebony walked 

with the heel clump and the bent elbow of a proud, night-time man. 

So, witnes s big Dan Ebony wa lking to a Vake. To sing the 

gumbo his a:'nger r e jected, for the hope his hea d accepted. For even 
L' 

if he was lead-off man for the fi shing kids who probed a t the Mob 

with their tiny knives, it s too d to rea son as a prudent man he 

woul d not relinquish t he old ways. 

"iv'fan, the t ime's come when you gotta. choose, 11 said :Big Lemuel 

Jones, a wi de, lowslung winchman from the pier s wh o pointed like 

a hound dog down any Dan Ebony roa d, pure in heart as a hatchet. 
S r>'\c 1c.[ifow;, 

"You wearing x•Jllil 1- , a round your neck. You gonna be so slow, 

Cap'n Jim Bob Slocum aint gonna ha ve to run after you. He'll just 

wait for you,"_ Bi g Lem said. 

"Ch oosing time was when I lined up with the ki ds," .lJan 

Ebony sa i d . "Now, l 'm jus t a iming not to lose. 11 

"Pay attention to losing, dad. If ~rou lose smart, the dice 

will come around again. You'll get another sha ke." 

'.11hey walked softly now, nea ring the Vake. The Mob could 

be in the territory. 
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Sl oping softly down the night's dar k s eam. ]?or a "WIila sm k<2-

thought thct in the da rke s t of night s he was li t up for a mobsman 

t o see. Feeling his wrongne ss in the rightness of the big Mob world. 

He was the bruise on t h e brow of a Mob god. 

"It s my shake now," Dan Ebony said. "They coming out fast 

a n d clicking. I'm calling Jim Bob." 

Bi g Lem slappe d angrily at a mosquito. He said, "Thi s time 

they wont book you, gl ory man. This time they'll put you on the 

cuttin •-tableo II 

So walking in the honeysuckle evening, with the ol' pea ch 

rm N bloss oms floa ting down, Daniel looked ins i de his head for 

the night Jim Bob had snuck the love-hook into him. The night Jim 

Bob had t aken him t o the station house. He remembere d the night. 

The mobster at the desk had s poken wi t hout looking up. 

Hi s hea d was bowed to the big hanging-book whi l e he snif :ed a t the 

magnolia pinned on h i s shirt. He said, 

"Wha t you rook him f or, Potenta te?" 

And Jim Bob Slocum, the Hi gh Potenta te, said, "He struck back ." 

The eye s of the desk man jumped from the book an d broke 

Dan Ebony in two. 

11 truck ba ck? No god dam sense," he said in disgust. 

11 He's one of them what say they got no time to lose," sa id Jim 

Bob. 11 Says s ingin' time is over. ays they got speeches to makeo" 

11 He a int no Snic. He's an old guyo He f ull blooded? Seems 
like 
I I\ he got a nose," the ct esk man sa id, staring at Danielo 

"Hell, how can you tell by his no s e," Jim Bob said mil~y. 
sn-,o lc, e_ OY a. :J.:;_ w • 

"Look at tha t Abie Linkun. Never looked a bit like a"'tdll( I"-. He fooled 

them No 1th folks clea r through. He wa s a big speechifying man. -He 

fooled all them folks up in No 1 th. 11 
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The desk man chuckled. "Sure, Pot enta teo But we had him 

dea d to rights." 

"You cant fool the ol' magnolia ," Jim Bob said quietly. 

11 Go ahea d, son. Lay it ono 11 

But the smokey-lovin' din from up No'th these days 

sometimes made a younger mobster slow to order a smoke to the 

cutting-table. Even though it wouldnt really kill the smoke, but 

just s top him from rutting to any good. The boy at the desk hesitated. 

He was searching around in his mind for ways to fix Dan Ebony 

without alarming them No'th folks. 

Jim Bob, the handgun bobbing on his fat Swanee sitter, 

moved easily around t he room as he plucked at his nose hairs to 

make fiery crosses which he extinguished with chaw juice. The young 

mobsters nowadays were double scairt as two raccoons since the 

dogooders up in No'th ha d started acting upo But he was a law man 

himself and he could figure them OU.to 

The baby mobster was a questionere Jim Bob knew he was 

one of the slit-eared punks in whom oldfashioned clubbery was being 

br ed outo They ha d lousy memoriese Every year, there were fewer of 

them turning up for Spittin' Day in Abie Linkun Park. Jim Bob saw 

that the deskman was chickening. Jim Bob harrumphed and reckoned 

he would prod the baby mobster a little. A push here, a little 

one there, and you could bring them into line. 

Jim Bob sai d, "Son, you turned up at the last Spittin 1 ? 11 

'.11he boy avoided his eyes,, ttNo, Potentate. Reckon I was 

tuckered out from night ridin 1 o11 

11 You cant be tuckered out enough, son. You forgetting 

that Abie Linlru.n did what he did?" 

The boy looked up savagely. 11 1 aint forgetting nothing. 

II 
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I •m as much Mob as you. 11 

Jim Bob felt like chucklingo That always brought them 

out. They were scared shitless whenever you hinted they werent 

going along with their folks. 

"Sure, son. Reckon you aint forgetting that Abie Link1in 

killed that ol' Constitution our fmlks hammered out a couple 

hundred years back. You r emember it now, son?" 

Jim Bob was relentles s , his eyes slit-shut. The boy 

nodded. 

11You go ahead and tell it to me again, sori. Tell me about 
e 

that pice of law Abie Linkun ripped out of the Constitution. 

Recite it, son. Show Jim Bob you H still with your folks down in 

this part of the country." 

And the young mobster, scared because folks might say 

he was deserting the old magnolia herit~ge, mumbled, 

"The piece he ripped out says, •That whenever any form 

of government becomes destructive, it is the right of the people 

to abolish it.• That's what Abie Linkun r•pped out of the Consti­

tution." 

"An'kicked us in the teeth for abolishing him," Jim Bob 

said. 

"And kicked us in the teeth for abolishing him. And 

burnt our cities. And pumped them smokes so full of air they 

even began thinking t hey was P~ople," said the b?Y an~ily. 

11 Sure, 11 Jim Bob said. "Sure. That's it, s<:>n• You go 

ahead and lay them magnolia petals on Daniel's name." 

And Daniel watched the mother-love enter their eyes for 

a smoke who had struck back. And smelled the mother-love grow 

in the room, a compound of hot automobile engines, and a hanging-
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tree, and the tart arm-sweat of men and women spinning rope 

before the courthouse. Spinning rope to make a bad Smoketowner 

good. 

The boy at the desk plucked a petal from the white 
magnolia pinned on his shirt and laid it on Daniel's name in 

the book. Then one by one, the other mobsters in the room stepped 

forward ll and the little mound of petals grew over his name 

until he stank with fear. It exploded in him and he tore a way 

through them to the street door. 

Jim Bob called for the hounds but Daniel didnt make 

for the swampo The fi shing kids hid their lead-off man sweet 

as corn in a pone. 
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Daniel stopped remembering. and put his mind back into 

Delta Street. The folks sang low about Jericho. The beat was solid 

and maybe the walls would fall. 

to be." 

"The walls wont fall," .!Jan- Ebony said. 

"Its your idea. You didnt have to go," Lemuel Jones said. 

"Marbe they'll have a fish fry. I'm not full as I used 

..smoke 
"A 111" I trt cant afford to be full. He got to · keep 

/) • 
light for running," Big Lem said. 

"You think they'll have a fish fry at the Wake?" 

"They dont have fish frys no more, you know that," Lemuel 

Jones said bitterly. "Your Snics showed their little knives and said, 

'Let's have no more fish frys •• Litt' s have no more singin • . 1 11 

"I'll bet Jim Bob would love it if you started having 

fish frys again.• If everybody started singin • again." 

"Us folks would love it too. We aint gone •way past it." 

"Then hurry and get •way past it," Daniel said real mad. 

Lemuel Jones said coldly, "I'm gonna put it all on 

your ·tombstone. I'm gonna write how you left us to be a college 

man up in No'th and how the fool ideas up there hit you so har.d, 

you joined the Organisation and· came back down here when you heard 

about the kid fishermen. I'm gonna do you real proud on that ol' 

marblestone." 

•Dont I rate a Wake, real proud? 11
• Daniel Ebony asked, 

raking him with it to hurt. ,srnok~y 

But Lemuel Jones cradled it in his old time iJJ a 1'-soul 
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that had grown so big forgiving a Mob it had room for this and 

more. 

"Hit me again, Jack," he said. "Guess l'-m still gonna hang 
coon 

on your heel like my olq/ Ji Ji<iog to save your fool neck from Jim Bob. 

Sure, you got a rating. The Mob's rated you a thief now. Your name's 

on the book as College Man." 
halted 

Ebony.'\ff J[II and peered at Lemuel in the dark. "Where do 

you get all this stuff?" he demandedo 

"You got books and big brains -up in No'th. Down here we 

got pores and smell." 
slanting 

A nightengale hustled a song in a/lFJI[ U rush down 

the molasses air and Lemuel whistled easily back paying for his 
~~ 

hope like any seasoned ~ ~who knew his due date was in the 

pocket of any mobsman. 

"What else did you get from your pores?" 

"You been a downhome boy but you been away too long," 

Lemuel said softly. "You know the old boll weevil game?,Listen. 

Down here l•t ~Ost days is boll weevil days. Like Monday, 

Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday." 

"What about the rest?" 

"The rest is magnolia days. Monday Tues day Wednes day Thurs­

day they pin boll weevils on their uniform shirts •cause those 

are working days and we a&int visible more than a camsha.ft in a 
·pa.rt. 

Caddy is visible. We just the machine,i But cut for the high ~sh 

on the day of the magnolia when they warm up with love for you. 

Boy, then you visibleo" 

"What• s wrong with the other days?" 

"You funning? Friday and Saturday's banking day, deposit 
day when the plowmen come in.IA sort of little tithin' day.Boy, they 
owe us a lot,makin' Jim Bob fool them. They aint begun payin' yeto" 

"You dont count Sunday." 
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They were walking again soft falling as they neared the 

Wake for Jim Bob was a mean hunter who would poison a water hole 
Si1-IO k'e, 

with a hunk of mobsters waiting for a;tOR to drink. 

"Sunday?" Lemule Jones said. "You know why they lock us out 
S'MOl<.tz?.s 

of I l? church'? •cause no/\ QIIIJHJ~lr supposed to see a moaster stoopin' 

so low. Man, he catch you watching hi_m on his knees, he break your 

head with the collection plate.I Eleven a.m. Sunday's the most 
segregated hour of the week." 

DU.t Daniel · worked his way out of the grin,eyeing the gene-

rations of losers whose jugulars had been cut by the Big Grin, who 

ha d died of sunstroke from the Bared Head; the folk of lees, he said. 
fists as they sprang open and slapped at air, 

He said to his/Ji[ £P-Par•zz111 /that 
the folk of lees were dee d and not here, that Lemuel Jones was a 

ghost. 

A voice called softly, "College Ma.n.ta,int no use shadow boxingo" 

And they dropped in midstride, their heads turning to allll 

locate the peril. 

"Relax, kid. Its me, the Boxer." 

He was strong and successful. He lived up in No'th where he 

was wealthy and sought af1er for his trade, but down here in Mobtown 
.smc/<~., , • L ,. 

he was on the books as aX°thief who had hoodwinked the idiots up there . 
.Smo~'7J;r. w"" 

Daniel knew him, a hardworking man for~4lllllillilflllin the oldtime way, 

the devious earnest ~ganisation way seeking its gambit in a supreme 

court that waved a paper knife against case hardened hoods whose 

love for the dead purged them of sin (and trouble) so they were 

whiter than magnolia. 

"Boxer,~ Dan.Ebony said. A man coughed and Daniel asked 

sharply, "Who's with you?" 

"Blues Singer," the man said, a rough, uneasy Mob-scarred 
Mob 

man who should have left the territory long before thef/became acquainte~ 
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with his talent and tried to part him from such a handicap. Now he 

rarely showe d himself in daylight. 

"Let the Organisation handle it, man," he said. "Them kids 

are okay but a little hasty." 

Big Lem gulped and said, " fan , how come you thieves clutterifll) 

the highway like this? You got engagements down here? Jim Bob's gonna 

pay good Mob money to see you fight, Boxer? 

"Or to hear you work the gut bucket, :::Hnger? mt you doing out 

hear ca lling Daniel by his hanging name loud as a bull 'gator in season?" 

"The kids are effective. What the hell does the Organisa tion 

wants but tha t what's done shoul d be effective?" Daniel said. 

His head turning like a n animal's, Big Lem cased the street 

with tongue and skin for the 10b. A big black bird in whom a hundred 

years of club and whip had built-in a hairline commotion to Mob-smells 

a nd Mob-s ounds o At the first snap of an arm , he could r a ce for cover. 

"No, the Organisa tion wants more than tha t," Big Lem said 

angrily. 11 '..(lhey send own bigshot s like Boxer and Blues Singer who a int 

nothing but thieves to the ob. The ~ob fi gure you to be a bunch of 

frau ds , you No'th.\ . . You dont raise 'ta ters or rub down horses. 

You run and jump and play ball and s ing and danceo You a int true 
_s,.,o t.:: a 

,\r, r:r • .111,nn:: - the Mob• s way of thinking. When J"im Bob learns you been down 

here , all our asses going to start fryin'o" 

"You boys aint gonna win this one by yourselves down here, dont 

you know tha t?" the Boxer said. "Thi s one' s gotta be won up in No 1 tho 

What the ki ds doing down her e a int got no dignity. Got no decency. Like 

having a meal in a whorehouse. 1r he help a int geared for it." 

"The ki ds are geared t he best way pos "' i ble. 1r hey a int a fra id 

to u s e their hands against the 10b," an Bbony sa id. 
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11 How many bullet s you t h ink it t a ke s to finish off a god dam 

nic?" Blues Singer a ske d angrily. 

" 1or e than t he !J.Ob' s got," .J../a n Ebony sa id. 11 The Iv ob's 

finished i f' they shoot the kids. The pe ople up in No'th would 

roll on them. Jim Bob knows it. 11 

"College Man, a int you know t h t Jim Bob's smartern a 

whelp f ox? He ' ll f ind a way to rook them kids. Go our wa y and in 

five-ten years we got it licked . e ' d even get passes for Jim 

Bob' s wh orehous e." 

"The ki ds dont want pas s es , they want to tear down the 

6. oor," l)aniel sai d wearily. "You were born u p in No' th, Boxer 0 

Only a downhome ca n understand how a guy feels to tear down them 

doors . 11 

"Sur e ," Bi g Lem sa i d warmly. "'hen a guy' s outsi de f a cin' 

a door long enough an' t h· .t door's locked, he lia ble to go crazy 

after awhile. All them Snic s gone cra zy, man." 

"No cr(:!zi er tha n the folks who lock thems elves in" an _, 
Ebony sa id . 

"Them • s crazy too, 11 Bi g Lem agreed eagerly. ''Jim Bob' s 

protectin' u s from all them cra zy Mob f olk an ' that's why he 

locks u s out. 11 

11 :Bi g Lem ' s a joker ," Daniel expla ined to Boxer and Blues 

Singer . "Re goes t o akes and roll h i s eyes and laughs with a 

bunch of teeth . You want to hear h im sa y Shenandoah. Ask him." 

"Say Shenandoah ," Boxer said . 

11 henandoah , 11 Big Lem sa i d . 

11 :::.ee?" 1.Jan Ebony sai d . "He s ings it s o rich you could 

shovel it. Oka y, Boxer. Go ba ck to No'th. Tel l the Organisation I 

pro duced the richest Wake s i nce the one f or Abie Linkun. Tell them 
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I got the kids in ther e as wel l as the older folk, Big Lem's kind . 

Tell the Organisation we ' 11 sure win ." 

And he led Bi g Lem up Delta street, big elbowing the dark 

out of the way. And when Bi g Lem a sked how the hell he hoped to win 

bucking every t hrow, h • d b h l " t wi·n but h l e sa i ma y e _£ wou an e wou d hustle 

t he clean-eyed y ouths i nto the fr ont pews f or Passion Veek 0 

He said it wa s no matter how he felt, the pa in a.nd being 
Srnok<U v,ilQ 

miscast f rom the womb, he took the unea sy glor y of a
1 

l Tr U :"glory man 

an d hel d it under his cotton candy lovin' tongue. B ;ZJ Len.. ~ll.,; 

"You get out from under your tongue. Jim Bob' s gonna be a t the 

1a ke conducting t h e s ingin' less ons. He's gonna be listenin' to you. 11 

He chuckled a t Bi g Lem o But it was true tha t Jim Bob had let 
.Smoke , 

it be known tha t t a lking was out to a ;. ' . l bl l A love-chil d born a nd 

rea red in a home of 'possum an d ca tfish plenty didnt have no need to 

do nothin ' but s ing , J·im Bob had let it be known. 

11 You' d have gone back to No'th if things wa snt loused up by 

runnin' into you the day of Abie Linkun' s Wake," grumbled Bi g Lem. "That 

gal, Torch, she got you good for Jim l:iob Sl ocum. 'l. orch sure f i xed you 0
11 

Torch, sure , D niel thought bitterly. 

Great gal, Torch. She' d put Joel in heat. 

He had met her the day they commemorated Abie Linlfun's Wake. 

It had been a f ine day and all of elta street shoul d have been s it­

ting outo For who woul d stay inside the baking little cabins on a 

fine day th t every free guy bought in grea t gulps of bra ckish bayou 

breeze? 

But the 1 ob had unpinned the boll 

and wer e wearing magnolia blooms instead o 

weevils from their shirts 
Sn,o k.q)owri 

Ana,t: • • • cowered behind 

cabin doors. Jim Bob had sai d no commemora tion this year. 

Daniel had met Big Lem easing fast and watchful down 

[a son street o 
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"Hi," llan :B.bony ca lled from the doorway of a fry fish shop
0 

Bi g Lem leape d high in the air and jumped for shelter. 

He edged up to Laniel an d said like he was taki ng him apart, 
dont 

"You got n othing in your hea d but what the junkman/~, want . 

You think that on a magnolia day , us downhome f olk s t an d i n d@orways and 

call hi? Looky here." He rapp ed on the ti ghtly shut door of the fry f i sh 

shop. "You think I coul d knock long an d har d en ough for the folks insi de 

to open up? '.I.1h i s i s one day you shack in a n d stay puto 11 

dont 
"Why/11i11S you t a ke s ome of tha t advice yours elf? 11 Dan Ebony said o 

"I'm going t o see Torch Future. She s ent f or me. 11 

"Torch Future? ho ' s she? Your woman?" 

Bi g Lem looke d curiously a t him . "You kiddin' ?" 

"Am I suppos ed t o be?" 

0 You better. For Jim Bob's got his eye there." 

"You telling me you' re going to l\!Iobtown on a da y like this to 

se e a magnolia. woman?" 

Lemu el grinned. 11 :Boy, you're way out. You shouldnt ha ve left 

down here a t a llo You f orgot every thing. Tbat gal Torch E'u.ture a int 
SnioK~ 

neither "19 .. nor Mob . She's a half bre ed. She l iv es on the river road , 
I'-\. 

the ~ er road between here and 11 obtown . 11 

"Then what make s Jim Bob so full of seeds there? He pass ing 
Sn,oktl-?)I 

f or Ill . if I ru 
Bi g Lem cti dnt lau gh o He sai d , '' ell , she built pr et t y goo d for 

one thing o And Jim Bob declares she us ed to be Abie Linkun' s woman ." 

"And because she ' s built pretty go od you risk your hideY" 

Bi g Lem looked pityingly at him. 11 J,isten, Daniel, when t hat 

gal ~orch calls you, you ju s t turns up. You a l way s hopin' that this 

t ime, maybe she opens t he bedroom door to you." He looke d thoughtful 

and added, ":Besi de s , she set on commemora tion, even a lthough Jim Bob 

says n o Wake f or Abie Linkun this year." 
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"So you're going to help her." 

Lemuel shpok his head in awe. 11 W.1a.n, you really way out. 

Me help her? I'm going · try talkin' her uut of it." 

Daniel Ebony looked long and thoughtful at him. Then he 

stepped into the street and the strong sunlight had gone in at 
his 

the open collar of his shirt and down/~ back full of 

warmth so he felt powerful. He straddled his big, pushing legs. 

"Show me where she lives, 11 he said. 

"You gonna make a bad, long corpse. We 2 XL got no pine 

boards to fit you, II Lemuel Jones said r r L I thoughtfully. 

They came to the corner near the old Jew shop and they 
mammy. 

could hear the singing at the Wake for Daniel Ebony• s/•r: b They 

squatted on their haunches in the dark, in the soft night dark 

of the honeysuckle night with t he peach blossoms floating down. 

Two of a r a ce pitching horseshoes at doom, walking the path of the 

tiger. Fear of the Mob piled thickly, suddenly. 

11 1 hear they ma de Jim Bob high potentate for the Mob, 11 Big 

Lemuel said. e ~ 7 P i J I - 3 I I Sit i - '. 

11 Jim Bob, 11 uaniel Ebony said, feeling him close. "Jim 

Bob Slocum.'' 
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CHAPrER FIVE 

Jim Bob Slocum, the High Potentate, 
was a tubby man no t aller a ft I I • , ; 

• _.,. • s • • ~ .. ' .,, __ , • ,-• •• 

than here who waddled into the yard at Delta J(treet wiping his 

neck above the bump of his••• tie with .::.. sweat balled hand-
faded denim 

kerchief. He wore' Mob uniform, the/ · shirt and trousers. 

At the high peaked cap, the Mob insignia of the burning cross 

reared from the spiralling motto, Love Conquers All. 
poet, 

The liiflilj his mouth agape, saw Jim Bob and dug himself 

with his own elbow. 11 Look Jim Bob! 11 he cried to himself. 

And anybody there who looked, saw tha t Jim Bob was warm 

and friendly for Delta ,itreet and all the folk who had given him 

Abie Linkun, and would any day now give him Daniel Ebony. 

The singing at the Wake had s tumbled once, when he came 

in,but now it was righting itsel±f. He stood in the old at-ease 

position of the Mob, legs astraddle and fists on hips. He ha d the 

tingle at the na pe of his neck and a loose readiness in his body, 

for he had not felt them give way am ,. as they should when he 
no 

wore the magnolia. There had beerv 
.L 

yield in t h e yard 

as he pushed in and he guessed tha t since Ebony had been bull­

finangling the Mob, Delta f treet was not as scary as it used to be. 

He eyed the yard and saw the Snic-kids moving a round softly and 

he smiled fool-happy some more, for t h e day was coming when he 

would send in the mobsmen for them. Something would kick in fine 

enough for the Mob to win the support of the law enforcers up in 

No'th. But for now, even down here some of his own men were becoming 

a little scared to tag a stag, to burn a coon. 

"But something will manouevre real soon," Jim Bob said. 
S ma "K.'{jj:o v-./1'1) 

He looked around for the o~ly true man in~lil■iilill• but 

Joel the Idiot had not showed up and Jim Bob knew he would be 
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out in the street tending his cans. He was proud of Joel, a 

good guy always close to his duty. 

"It aint possible for outsiders to understand," Jim Bob 
--ck. 

said, the law swinging violently in his gut against~sophists/ and 

the bigots up 
Srno/<li-

]f i I -lo)y-ers A 

in No'th full of the irrefragable horseshit the 

blanked out their eyeless sockets with. It wasnt 

possible f or them to understand tha t the way you licked this land 

was to ma ke it exclusive. You slapped together a system and watched 

it work at taking the sting out of defeat. And if you chopped a 

few to prove it, you couldnt buy without spending. 

The warmth in the baby blue eyes iced again as his mind 

caught into the yard. He looked over at Fay and Tony 

the Banker and frowned slightly that they had brought the chippies. 
.s: mo 14l.t 

You took them too close to the~ and ·~he tears could get them; 

and before you knew it, gone would be all tha t good Mob upbringing 

and t hey were ready to go crackin' to their knees, bawling out 

their guilt. Louder than a swamp hog caught in the reeds. Wo~ 
srr,ott:ey 

were mostly fools and a /\. 111111$ could SUJ:...e reach them. 
~~0~"'1 

Jim Bob felt the hate for ...... prowling around inside "' ,.. 
and that was absolutely no good. He swore at it for he desired 

to make the system work. When it was working, you loved them mostly, 
for whom 

except the one/you were shaking out rope.lllllif.So the system gave 

you room to love the others as you single-tracked the lone fleeing 

bastard. But there were times like now when the hate in him widened 

and that was absolutely no good. 

~o Jim Bob looked around the yard and told them that he 

loved them all. And that all he wanted for now was Ebony. He 

twisted his head so he could smell the magnolia pinned at his collar 

and his smile immediately grew warm again. He smiled at the /oet 

and broke into a chuckle as t he lonesome singer shuddered. 
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The zbet was jumpy. He looked irritably away from Jim Bob 
+ 

and said to himself, "You think Ebony will come? You think he 

such a dam' fool?" 

Then he ran around to face himself and replied, "Indubitably." 

He r ested from foot to foot and worriedly remembered the last 

Wake for Abie Linkun. ~hat ha d been dinner in your belly, an ice 
Torch 

cream cone a house big. He ha d whooped at the -·■r•way 
the Wake that 

had taken/• to the edge of the swamp so/the plowmen had a flea 
from 

in the ear/.the rocking slam of the dark brown flood wailing 

at the short change deal. 
flWIILmoney 

"You got no grip on yourself. You loose as/ f I J&,fn a 

pimp's pocket," said Angie t he little fi sh erman, behind him. 

Angie the baby, turned sava ge becaus e they ha d pulled t he teats 

from between his teeth. Walking into hell's asshole with the absolute 
an aggrieved 

I [f ,courage of/_ child in disbelief of hurt. 

"Stones are best in walls, winds in the open. I'm a lone 

singer forced to play star and listener," cried the~et buttoning 

his fly. "Leave me be." 

"Daniel Ebony will come tonight. He's tougher than Jim 

Bob." 

"A man's only as tough a s his weakness. His flaws will 

find him out," the lioet sa id, his hea d sunk into his shoulders, 
di sputed 

waiting to be/ by himself. , , a 
"His name aint Flowers, stupid.;. P Sit: 1ts Jim Bob. And 

he's got his eyes on us Snics 'cause we aint singing at this Wake." 

11 A smart man sings so his enemies wont hear the words, only 

the tuneo Folk down a r ound here a re plenty smart." 

"We dont aim to fool them. We want to hurtf them, f~et .J 
We really through with singing. Dont tell Dan, but we through with 

talking too." 
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One f ootj10oked behi n d hi m a s hi s i n decent, double- dealing 

eyes explore d t h e crowd with stea dy h ope, t h e poet no dded boredly. 

He g-rinne d ca reful l y as h e walked away to end it. It wa u no u s e 

t el l ing li t tle Angie it was not toughne ss t ha t count ed so much a s 

h ow you wa l ke d t h e public f ields. How you turned t he tra ps into 

comfort sta tions. How you split down t he enemy for kindling • 
.S~l(e S:mo~(.l.vt{Je 

]'or v.ihich ,(QT? : in l\ ....... would publicly impugn the 

memor y of Abie Linkun -- who a fter a l l had left t hem to hol d down 

the Mob, made bri stly a s unshaven hog mea t by himself? Unless t he 
.S ~<!>kll 

poor O I .,- was i n the n ob' s sta tion h ous e ".;, eing line d up for a 
~,, 

joydr ag a t the end of a towrope behind a mobsman's auto. Then a 
s~o~ 

_ , woul d r epudi a te anything to esc pe t hat ol' towrope. 
"-

Godda mmit, sa id the poet, dashing a n ang-ry tear, he would even 

repu di a te t ha t ga l Torch Future for tre f l a g-rant e delicto a n gle of 

her t hi ghs a s tra ddle a thousan d yea r old cypre ss t he day of Abie 

Linkun' s commemioration. They ha d hel d t h e Wake in t he woo ds a t 

t he e dge of the swamp nea~ to t h e plowman' s r oa d. Nea r t h e road of 

dreams which a plowman's f ear s hardene d into t h e rea lity of a 

mi nk coat guarded by a mi l l ion dol lar bombo It 1as the evening 

Dan Ebony had come out . Dan Ebony, Jim Bob and t he yel l ow gi rl 

Torch . 

'.l'he poet who was n ow l ooking f or a plac e to scra t ch his 

:back sl ipped in and out of t he crowd as he reca l l e d t he night 

Dan Ebony had seen the girl, Torch . He shook hi s h ead . He f ound 

the edge of t he out hou s e. Revolv i ng s lowly, he delica t el y scr a tche d 

hi s shoulder blades as he remember ed how ~or ch had l e d the a ke. 

St r addl ing a thousan d y ea rd ol d ba l d cypr ess. She wa s made f or 

more tha n a bal d cypr es s . i th a hard y oung s i gh, he r efl ecte d 

thlit by the vault of her t h i ghs connec t i ng a vigi l an ce in bed , 

she was n o mate f or a poet. A hero to jockey such a mar e . Both 

~ 
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Jim Bob and Dan Ebony were aching f or the wide-hippe d sweetness. 

And the poet wi th a smash of the small of his back 

against the outhouse, vowed that he would be in a t the end. 
To 
illl!'kick i n t h e f a ce of the loser . 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



35 
p,i2,0p/t.L. 

theAlllllmt rally under t he goa d of the boys. 

Jim Bob squeezed his eyes half shut and looked unbelievin~ g­
v 

ly. They ere actually pushing back his trained ma gnolia men. The 
s;n,c,lcx,( 

fix from up No'th wa s in alright. The dopey
1
,'.Qal I l were fighting back 

in the open. Shoving against his men because of the a t titude taken 

up by the do-gooders in No'th. One time he could have had them 

prone on their f a ces simply by appearing. He swore quietly, proudly, 
~niot<u v,1/e 

deadly tha t he woul d 'IC I f • N b • 1 d h save ""- _ Iii I\ , rom sin. o ody ove t ese 

poor misguided folk more than he. He hefted his club and waded in 

to cra ck a few of the skulls of those whom he loved. 

Daniel Ebony fought among the brave little fishermen. He 

jarred and m hooked and smacked magnolia fleshB with fists and 

elbows. Bi g Lemuel was near him. Big Lem already bore a torn cheek 
in 

and a blooming eye but he was joyful as a bulldog/ft a strange 

city. Big Lem clumped his fist to a throat and roared with years 

old laught er when a mobster's eyes shot up. Ebony lurched under 

a club then recovered and forearmed the mobsman on the mouth and 

felt teeth breaking. Big Lem saw it and roared. They were whole 

for awhile in the goodness of it. Alive for a moment in the 

crazine s s of it. Ha ha-ing among the trumpets. 

Preachin' Uncle Mose, deacon though he was, was a
11 

21,. 

sla p through. A chance to punish mobsters was nearest to the king­

dom of heaven he would get to this si de 0f a catfish. Although the 
to 

cloth he wore tethered him/MIWII the tents of peace, he could 

marvel at the rightne s s of war. He ha d wa tched the creation of these 

children of violence. The young Snics wanted the right to lay-in 

at the Delta street whorehouse. It wasnt as if they 
by 

would learn more than standing up a barrow-girl any moondark night 
I\ 

out in the bayou, but to keep them from getting it in Jim Bob's 

schoolhouse was enough to put a seraphaatlp good and hard. Uncle 
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Mose shook his headm a s he looked a cross at Fay the madam. A 

real downhome daughter of decency , was the mother whoreo A woman 
whose love for tapestry, its 

ma gnolia l and was of so rich a warp and I I I I I II I !i I I I i I I i I II 

woof defied the naked eye . Sho enough, she was heaven bound too; 
.s 1'70 k 0,J:.) 

for piously while t he battle r a ged betwe en mobsters and
171

\ II lltT· 

she had mounted her girls into such seasonal tunes as Look Awa~ Dixie 

And right now they were blatting out in their bawdy house clef, 

America ~he Beautiful . i he girls rode so highfooted, you heard 

them a bove t he fi s t s and the boot s and the cries of a gony. 

fhe gore and the sweat and the pa in , mused the Yoet' 
£1>1 ~ /<P .. N1//fi-

his ha rd "~-, IIHilillltT eyes gentling a t the massacre . The cracking 

blows . Joel would be gl a d when his report showed tha t the Mob 

ha d used fist i nstead of clubs. Clubs were no good for close- up 

work. The cra cks of clubs were for anima ls, Joel the Idiot ha d 
was of 

said. He/- an advocate/•■-■-■-■■-■-■-- infighting. '.l'he gut ripping, groin 
smashing body to body 

i I I I I i I I I I i I_ kind tha t made a man less an anim'-.1 than 

when he received it from the club . Even Jim Bob ha d put up the 

club and was using the big meaty fist s . He hoped Jim Bob would 

get t hrough to Ebonyo One of t hem woul d be killed and he didnt 
Torch 

care t he hell whomo / r••••had bel ly and thighs and a mound 

of silky hair he had seen through the keyhole . Her pa ha d been 
S,,.,o~~'°"' 

of t he ma gnolia people and her ma av,••••1 barrowgirl . The 
• Torch , 

procr eation had been a R swinging succeRs./ • • the7°et 
end thi ng. conceivable • 

thought, was the/ T IU 11• The/lllllfll recepta cle of somebody's 
.S:mcke.. 

hopes, mobsman, ~ q- ill - or a goddam clever /oet who in fingering 

Daniel f or Jim Bob was only fixing t ha t the antagonists met. With 

a little push here and ther e, they could cancel out each other . 

J:iiis grin of - •. devil try lost some of its glee 

as he panicked with the fear that som $ L might have seen him 
I"\. 

whispering to Jim Bob tha t Daniel was sure to come out. 
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real go? d , sa id 
It was/ ·~Daniel Ebony to be f~ghting ba ck. 

The Mob wa snt used to folj who f ought back. They were not only 

angry, but edgy too. There was an unease in their eyes you saw 

clearly when you were up close. They wanted it to be over quick. 
the 

The yippees had stopped. All you heard now were/ grunts 

and the f all of blows. Daniel hit strongly when a fine one 

bulled in. An ox of a one with trees growing where his arms 

ought to be. The mobsman was a slow moyer, an executioner. He 

woul d be a terror in the moonless nights. The nights when the 

Mob rode and the crosses burnedo You could see the creative things 

fil @'he carried in his hands, outturned, scrubbed pinkly; 
things 
£ ! { 1.0 squeeze the ultimate ululation from the trussed up, 

broken mockery they dragged at the taillight on the milk run 
$'>?1o~v; tie . 

from Magnolia toV\. rr U]l . Sometimes they lingered over it, and 

were only through near the moonless dawn. :Bumping it behind t he 
5 ni o k!if () w 11 . 

automobile s as they returned it to 'l? g if II ◄ The mobster smiled 

his teeth at Daniel, I S calling him an obscene name while 

he lifted his gifted hands. But Ebony got in while his arms were 

raised and destroyed him with a knee. 

Then he heard Bi g Lem's voice batter with power, 

11 Little Angie NO! II 

He swifted a look and saw the twinkle in the ki d 's 

hand. It s cared him into a sweat. 

The Organi sation was strong against killing. Killing 

a mobsman, tha t wa s. For while t he rulers up in No I t h were for 

hobbling t h e Mob with new, anti-killing laws, nobody coul d expect 
~,,-,oi'do wne.k/ 

them to hold back the Mob if the l if - in turn took to killing. 
~ /l 

The Mob coul d there- 1 shoot with impunity. And they had the 

guns, 
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So Daniel 1 S•a chopped a way through to Little Angie 

and yelled that the kids should make for the beach. And with 

Big Lem and some longshoremen balding back the mobsters, they 

slid into Delta. And out there, they broke up and sank out of 

sight the way they ha d been doing for generations when t he pressure 
mobsman, 

roseo But a real hara,,!- big as a house an d brave as a lion, 

followed the kids into Delta street, following the sound of feet 
little 

slapping sof tly, and shambled into them. And this mobsman,/ lil _ a: 
twinkling 

Angie found for himself and with hif:V"JliiJS:.. knife sent him into 

silenceo 

Jim Bob foun d the body. He turned it over and felt the 

heart. He frowned at m the flutter. His fat face creased uncer­

tainly, a chip of hope shining in his grief. 

"You go ahead and die if you want to, son," he whis­

pered. "You die for our womanhood if you ,..-;ant to, son. 11 

His thick thumbs sought the jugular but some young 
had 

mobsmen came up. Lots of t hese young fellows/••••• never understood. 
They had lost the _ 

fact s . Vown here, a fellow just naturally died for i II II I I I I I 

his womanhood. 

"We got to keep them pure, s on, 11 he whispered . . Ma ybe 

the fellow would hear and just naturally die. 

"We got to keep them pure, boy," he whispered urgentlyo 

"You go ahea d and die, son. Do it for Dixie. 11 

Jim Bob turned his f a ce skyward and bawled . They thought 

he was bawling f or the mobsman the kids ha d stuck. But Jim Bob wa s 

bawling becau s e he wanted so badly to do tha t jugular for Dixie. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

A couple of Mob boa t s n osed in un der t he piers but the 

night wa s too dc rk for go od hunting . The wa t er sla pped and glistened 

an d rolled from the piles an d t he mobsmen swore at it . The boa t' s 

chief, who w s a n intellectual, promi sed to enquire t hrough chan­

nels whether the Hi gh Pot enta te couldnt breed some hound dogs 
,5; r>i o Ke.£ 

tha t woul a a l s o f unction over water . Al " f ], i knew h ound dogs didnt 

cotton to water so they a lwa ys esca pe ov er water. The boa t' s 
£n-.Ol<e.J , 

chief ha d rea d the hi s tory of them ~¾12 . One of the fi r s t of 

them, the female liza, had started it. He ha ct r ead it in one of 

t he ea r l y volumes which dealt with the fir s t of the uncles, an 
$,_mo I< ll t'o WI! ctl"" 

ol d -~-. called Tom. 
'l 

Bi g ~emuel wa tched the boa t f rom the bea ch. He wasnt 

worried. The fishing ki ds knew t he undersides of the piers like 

they knew their names. They coul d room an d :Soa rd Dan .... Ebony 

un der t hos e grea t piers until sea gulls grew teeth. And even if 

the ~ob r a i de d t h em on the bea ch, there woul d alwa ys be a little 

guy, one of t he young fish ermen, stan ding gua rd to whisper the 

a larm. Then those on t he .lob list woul d vanish among the baffle of 

net s hung out to dry. 

"There ' s your ro om all swept out a n d clea n, JJani el, 11 

grinned Big Lem as t he Hob boa ts roa re d off up the bayou. 

Ebony, lying s pr E~wle d on hi s ba ck in ·the san d , grunted. 

"Jim Bob v ill m~.ybe sea rch t he bea ch anytime now. 

Let' ' duck under the pi er , 11 Bi g Lem sai u . 

"Not tonight. I nee d some a cti on , 11 Dc niel Ebony sa id. 

Big Lem' s thorny temper dug a t h im. uyou want u s to 

ri sk our necks ag in tonight?" he deman ded. 

:Uaniel f ill ed his hands with -t11 e wa rm sand. He 
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trickled it out, It l'I ii '· running down his fingers , gTitty with 

li fe . He knew he was like th - t, feeling life in things, a blow 

on the ankle, a mule f lapping its ears, Joel tearing the ■nm 

tops off hi s cans to put t hem to work. He coul d feel the i mme­

diacy curl on his tongue. He coul d sense it smoking without 

roasting hi s fingers off poking a t the coa ls. He coul d tell the 

~• He rolle d ov er and said an indec ency to Lemuel. 

11 ::iuppos e tha t mobster croaks!" roared Big Lemuel. 

And then the bla ck t hought l a y col d a long his bel l y. 

He c oul d s ee h imself swinging from a cypre ::,s , this year's choice 

among the l\'iob for a hanging tree. He sa w himself a kicking joke 

of a man, too big for a fruit but at last hanging straight down 

with his hea d nea tly crooked to avoid the bulge of the noose 

and his toes t a pered DJlW as if t he power of the Lord had just 

carved him an d growed him there. 

"Yeah . There's tha t," Daniel Ebony sa id. 

"You head ing for I A fOYC-Oi. ?,, 
"Ha ybe," .LJaniel ..... a id."You taking it to Jim Bob?" 

"You leave t ha t woman ' lone . ~he's no goo d for you. 11 

"If s.ae's goo for Jim Bob she's good enough for me ." 

"That why you so horny for her? That why you so r andy 

for tha t yel low gal?" 

He turned to peer up a t Big Lem. "Sure. V'h t Jim 

Bob's after, I'm a ft er too. She's for both of us." 

Big Lem sh ook his hea d. "You' re wrong . Real wrong. 

She'll choose, man. 'l'ha t gal's a chooser and I dont see her 
5,n,ol<a. £ [ : . 

choosing no we k ass A lf-g\. too scared to s top and drop his pants. 

Why dont you q_uit, mist er?" 

.u niel slappe d his hand s down on the sand and came 

bolt upright like he was sprung. He slashed a hand past Big 
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Lem' s f a ce. 

11 You shut your mean mouth," he sa i d . 11 You go an d be 

a fra i d s ome place else." 

f ea r on 
puma 

But while he r anted a t Bi g Lem, he coul d smell Mob 

himself for tha t was how it hit you. It sent a ~ l .. .9>ioKcz..y 
he he was 

•-•I wild among his m folk an a befor e/- knew it JUI•••• 
his 

chopping/- own folk. Axing a way through a crush of your ovm 
.};rnoke, 

kin as you f lung wil dly f or r efuge. The Mob did that to a 1·r '4 
'I. 

The iob ha you wound up t aut. 

11 1:soy, they're cl os ing in on you," Bi g Lem sai d 

sadly. 

He knew Bi g Lem ha s ,, i d it to maul him ba ck but it 

wa s so clo s e to the truth, he rocked insiue his hea d. They 

stood close and in a moment t hey could be swinging. But Big 

Lem sh ook his hea d a nd steyped back. 

"No," Big Lem said. "They wont get me tha t way." 

And he bi g footed off the beach into Delta str eet to 

shake i t down for Daniel's enemies. He whi stl e d and aniel went 

out an a he went ahea d of Daniel. All the street lights were still 

out, a nightwa y f or a glory ma n under a Mob int erdict. ~o lJa.niel 

went i n pea ce anu safety t hrough Nason and i n to Dixon street and 

only the love c ts on the roof saw him. He r eached t he cabin door 

whole in health as t he day h e was born. He tricked his finger on 

the door. He was a rea ching man, a r andy man s eeking it. He wanted 

to howl f or it. '..!:he knowing t hat Jim Bob want ed it too mad e him 

t wice as lus tful. 

She opene d the door. 0 he had nev er f a ile d to open the 

door. I f Jim nob ha d come a long, she oul d have o·pened it t o him 

too. Daniel Ebony went in wi th his hea t and anger. 

"I a i nt goo a luck for you tonight," she sa id. 
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But nobo dy woul d win her on luck, Daniel Ebony knew 

-gra nite. There was long , beautiful power in her limbs. She had a 
bronze 

sleek/1111111. llia-na sk for a f a ce. The corners of her eyes tilted upward 
bronze 

in t he yellow. 1£ P t s f a ce. 

"You got mos tly my f olks in you," Daniel Ebony said. 

il Aint no such thing . I got it equa l. You and Jim Bob's." 
.s:m0 J.;.e, • 

11 You got more A 9 I ' t har:i Mob in you, 11 he said. "They 

only brushed you with the magnolia ." 

" Got it equa l," she sai d angrily. "My pa , he was full. 

So was my ma. 11 

"You ought to be good luck to me ." 

"Why? You t el l me ·hy?" 

"Because I risk more ass than Jim Bob coming to see you. 

like 

Becau s e you a int ever going to live in Magnolia City a nd you know it." 

"You fool, I dont need to pass . Jim Bob says I'm s o, 

then I'm so. Jim Bob's got more grab." 

"Eut he a int got more hope," Daniel sai d , feeling at 

l a st like grinning. 11 He aint going to l as t longer th .n me. 11 

11 N1aybe," she said thoughtfully. 

"You'll be around for the l astingest one." 

Her eyes moved a round and returned to him. "And you 

figure you'll be around waiting? " she mocked. "Think you can stand 

it that long?" 

I e grinned becau s e he could. T:r himself he could weave 

his f anta sies around her and nobody would know t h e marvel an d t he 

destruction when they profane d ea ch other. 

She narro ed her eye s and said, "I didnt say anything 

for you to make like a ca t licking cream." 

fut he could look at her an d love-sweat a dream out of 

fe ar and running. He coul d put all his hopes into a final coitus. 
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~mok~ 

the ~rea t /\*ll4.s . rea m of equality. '.fhe Mob hunte d you for your own 

good, to take you into Paradi s e with fire and rope. But even as• you 
you 

r n -could think of the deep seated forever lastings of a wonder-
a woman like Torch Euture whom Jim Bob crav ed

0 

ful fornica tion wi t h/ ... rill(_l f J I '.l.1he immediate warm annoint-

ings he would drain from every sensuous curve. He touched her 

breast an d sh e said, "Dont be a fool." 

And he f elt sick. He loathed himself. He knew he wa s 

n ot ready. Once she had hal f yielded and he had gone in eager as 

a pup but ha d fa iled s o miserably he threw up. Yet he as strong as 

a bull, full of maleness he coul d feel now prowling a roundo but 

he knev1 he woul d lose out if he tried. It wa s hi s secret drec,d 

tha t s ome day somebo dy would find out. 

he said. 

11 1:ell me wha t happened tonight," she sa i d gently. 

He turned away . 11 0ne of t he kids knifed a mobsman," 

"Then Jim Bob has you," she sa id. 

"The mobsman aint dea d." 

11 he will be. He' ll do it if Jim Bob puts it up to 

him. Depends on whether Jim Bob feels strongly enough to go all 

out for saving some womanhood." 

"Then I guess he's feeling al l out for we whupped them 

tonight." 

"At the Wake?" 

"Uh huh. Whu pped 'em good." 

"Yeah." 

"Wa s t hat smart? l e di d well? Huh?" 

He was a ll ea ger to hea r but he knew the stone mask 

woul d not brea k. Folks shoul d have opinions, he sa i d . You belted 

s ome one, or dug a hole in the ground, or lai d bricks for a wall, 

folks shoul d be able t o say whether you did good or n 0 t. But she 
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woulc shut tight like a bank on ~unaay and you wouldnt know whether 

you di d right or wrong. He to ok s ome steps the cabin a llowed h im, 

hammering h i s fist i n h i s hand . 

"Jim Bob thinks he has me scared. But I' m going to t he 

burying," he sa id. 

He l ooke d swiftly at her but she hadnt moved. He 

stoppe d before her and shouted, "I sa i d I'm going to the burying1 11 

"hos e? Yours?" 

"No, noD, no," he caught himself' an d stopped. "Now 

v,ha t' s the t su pposed to mean?" 

She smiled suddenly, f a lsely. She sa id, "Why dont you 

t ake omething? Bi g , stra pping guy like you oughtnt to be such 

a sex midget." 

He had turned aside but now D whirled ba ck confused. 

"You bitch, 11 he said in a low hurt -goice. 

"Jim Bob might come by. I think I set him up for Vir­

ginia. You'd better go." 

They were stan ding so close be could se e the structure 

of her skin on the h i gh sloping bone s . She wa s rich in body and 

would only be subdued between the sheet s . He felt misshapen with 

hi s fidelity. He wished he was a ble to even do it once to her and 

then roar off into i I 'I I '1 I 'I I • I I I 'l ' infidelitieso He had the - stabs 

of disappointment a ll over hi s loins. He tore his hands at his 

face as he stumbled out of the cabin not caring i f he s tumbled 

into Jim Bob. The woman's throaty chuckle twi s ted him up. 

Big .uemuel, a l arge an d confident man in hi s town, a 

goo d man who had whippe d his quota of mo-us·cer s tonight, walked 
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s oft ly in t he dark. Bi g 1 em knew en ough t ha t no matt er how 
~mo l:::.e 

s trong a fe l t in his head , he shoul d go ea sy about. The ,,, 
ob di dnt like you uppity, especially when t hey v,ere wearing the 

magnolia . But he had an i dea t hat Jim bob had enough for one 

ni ght. He r eckoned t ha t Jim Bob woul d be halfway over to Magnolia 
SrnoJ:.U villll 

City by now. He ha d taken a good look a t ,fl · l? a an d ha dnt seen 

a singl e mobster about. He r eck oned t hey all ha d enough. He 
He 

s tretched hi s arms.-.;pounded hi s chesto He hoppe d an d shuff led 

and hummed a dirty beat, using the rums but no horns o He spi ed 

the re d bulb glowing over the door a t -..ww the schoolhous eo He 

wal ked over there, t h e r eckle s s slob. A chance t a ker from a CUP­

boar d where all e dible s were lethal. Eye - r a pist in a town where 

t hey blinded you f or blinking . 

"Huh, I'm a reckless slob," he grinned. But he r emember ed 

how he had pounded mobsmen and he wal ke d splay foote d over to 

the s choolroom. 

He ba l ancad on the ball s of his f eet and cocked an 

ins olent eye past the rope ba it standing on the t op of t he steps. 

He coul d see beyond her into the old ve s tibule t hat was now t he 

lobby of Fay's gi gantic whorehous e. 

"Which seme s t er you in, lynch bait?" he a sked 

absently. He hau helpe d to lay t he town wi de openo It was fun 

to play a round wi t h this ma gnolia piece now the Mob hea t wa s off . 

It felt r eal good to shoot all the turd a guy want ed to with no 

f ea r of a Mob club banging you behind the ear. 
~ Dk:~ -tcwr,q_y' 

She showed fa int surprise at a q • 9fs rea ching hi s own 

han ds for the nooseo But sh e ha d heard i t did tha t to t hem some­

time s . lfu. gnolia fe rocity was known t o s end them bawling for the 

dea t hbl owo 
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"You know you a int ought to r a pe us this way, boy,11 she 

said. "You know Jim Bob's against lay-ins." 

Big Lem wave d his hand gr2:ndly as if ther e wasnt a 

lla&&.fear in the whole world. He peere d past her again. 

"You a lone, Ivlagnolia baby? All the other kids in class es?" 

"There aint no clas s es until the plowmen come in." 

He coul d see t hrough the sheer frock. She was nubile. 

He cra cked a grin and pushed the old baseball ca p off his fore­

head. 

He said, "I dont like t he l aw nohow." 

She saw his eyes an d shuddered deliciously o 11 You eye­

r a pe me s ome more, boy. They'r e gonna make rope on you tonight." 

"The law aint ought to t ake away the s choolhouse from 

a l l thos e kids. The law ought to all0,'1 us to get some teaching toooD 
-1-

'.i'hem ha iry plowmen a int t he only ones who like to get e duca ted. 

Me , I hanker to be educa ted." 

"They say your folks aint needing none. They say you Smoke 

a■Pa f got more illegitimate ki ds than a hound dog got flea s." 

Big Lemuel laughed modestly. It wa s fun a lright . Only 

went to show you t ha. t when the Mob wasnt a round, folks could get 

together r eal good. 

"We sure try, ma ' am," he sai d o "Bu t I bet you could 

teach Bi g Lemuel a lot." 

She chuckled warmlyo They weren t so bad, some of them. 

Vhen she was a little kid out on Tobacco Road she had known some 

who were rea l nice. Her folks had been poh Wlagnolia tra sh, rea l 

old name in the county; so t hey ha nt been afra id to t alk with them 

on t he roa d. They had even ha d one of them one time cutting wood 

for the winter. 

11 My folks ha d one of your folks one time cutting wood 
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.Sn,o~ 

them you ha d known a IQ llJQJ or t wo o 

"I'll bet you teach him a little." 

She laughed. 11 You bum, they' d have kil led meo" 

"In the woodshed?" 

She shook her hea d, her eye s s erious. "I dont cotton 

a ltogether with h ow they lynch you folks. Sometimes they botch it 

rea l bad o One t ime they shot one of them low down and he wasnt 

dead e Then they s et a fir e under him a nd he wasnt dea do ~o final l y 

t hey put him up but t he rope wa s frayed so it brokeo Finally they 

had t o drown him an d for a day or t wo the menfolks couldnt t ake no 

branch wa t er wi t h t heir likker, it was tha t bad o" 

"They do it better in s ome pla ces than some," Big 

Lem a greed. 

11 Yeah, sure. What I say i s i f t hey gotta do it, then do 

i t quick. I' m agains t them when t hey t ake s o long over ito" 

"What'd rrzy folk do?" 

known 

She grinned. "Eye - r a pe." 

"They cau ght him?" 

"No. I told on himo 11 Her eye s clouded. "But if I'd 

they' d t ake so long I wouldnt have cold them nothing . 11 

"You~re a good kid, II Bi g Lem sai d , liking her moreo 

11 He was good t oo. We had lot s of wood t hat winter. " 

Bi g Lem did a shuffle and showed her t he magic in 

his feet. He jiggle d h is hand up an d down. 

"I'd sur e like t o pack wood in your woodshed, ba by," 

he sa id. 

She sa id sa dly, 11 1Ve a int hiring anymore. " 

"Jim Bob an d me are bosom pa l s ." 

"He'd turn you into a ca pon if he saw you here o" 
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Bi g Lem l aughed his high pitched one, the one you kept 

for the Ma gnolia folk. 

"Hot dog, you and me could be r eal friendly, honey 

chile," he gasped, wiping the tears away. "You a int prejudiced 

a t all." 

11 We live in a worl d we never made. Philosophy, huh?" 

"Suppose you could make it, it1agnolia honey. Suppose 

you coul d make it. How woul d you fix it so folks could get 

t og~ther? 11 

"Sea l 'em all off at t he waist." 
- I 

Bi g .Lemuel s hea d jerked forward. "Huh? 0 he asked. 

And then it rea ched him and he slapped his thighs 

and leaped in the a ir with a gush of laughtero She r an back 

into the schoolhouse bubbling with l au ghter her s elf and Big Lem 

staggered down Delta laughing until the tears cameo And he never 

lost the good gut of l aughter until he staggered iijto Jim Bobo 

The mobster murdered him with a club to his belly, 

then hit him on the ba ck of the head a s he crumpledo The t wo 

mobsmen wi t h Jim Bob put him back on his feet for Jim Bob to 

murder him a gaino hey eased him to the ground, then hoisted 

him aga in when he seemed capable of t· ,king more. 

"Lemuel," Jim Bob sa id, full of love. "Bi g Lem, the 

dam' good frien d of Daniel Ebony." 

Jim Bob sniff ed at t he magnolia stuck on his shirt. 

Love surge d in him until he ha d to clutch a mobster to ke ep -

from f a llingo 

"Hold me, son," he sa id softly o "This son of a bitch 
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has weakened me." 

hen he was steady again, h e doubled hi s f i s t amd 

smot e Bi g Lem a t the base of hi s jaw. He u sed t he edge of his 

ha nd to hack at t he bi g noseo but Bi g Lem wa s tough and angry 

a t being caught and when Jim Bob stepped back to get set for 

another blow, Bi g Lem kicked him in the belly. Jim Bob doubled 

an d gulped a iro But he came back with the club and Big Lem shud­

dered all t hrough when the blow fel l . His mouth opened. 

"Fix him on hi s fe et, boys," Jim Bob sa id, fond as 

ever of Big Lem. 11 uont make him f a llo 11 

The mobsmen took a sniff a t their own magnolia blooms 0 

t he poor guy, they thought of Bi g Lem) a s t hey twisted his a rms 

up be t ween his shoulder bl ad eso 

He mu st have ha d ol d corn pone for supper the way the 

thing tha t c me up smelled, they thought of Bi g Lem7as they 

nammed WIiii stiff fingers int o hi s gut. 

They held ba ck hi s head and invited the boss t o 

slap him into being with them again. Jim Bob sla pped his head 

back and forth until Bi g Lem's eyes o~vnedo He cuffed him on the 

mouth, loosening only a single tootho He smiled gently a t Big 

Lem. He felt on the r a ck with love o 

"Bi g Lem, where' s jjaniel?" he a sked. 

Bi g Lem hung on the arms of t he t wo mobsmen. He ., 

groaned and blinked Jim Bob into focus. 

"Where ' s .JJaniel?" Jim Bob aske d patientlyo 

Bi g ~em a pprecia t ~d the pati~nce. He thought well of 

Jim Bob, a rea l downhome guy, a pa triot, a good man. He shook his 

head a gain. Now he could see his friend Jim Bob clearlyo He smiledo 

"Daniel?" he aske d weaklyo 11 Reckon he's climbing up 

your cotton picking a s s searching for you1brain." 
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Jim Bob hit him on both :re shoulders with t he club. He 

watche d t he swea ty a gony break on Bi g Lem' s faceo Bi g Lem j erke d 

an d then threw u p againo They pushed down Big Lem so he could 

smell ito But they pushed him down too f .r a n d when they brought 

him up again t hey stood him a ga inst the wall while he blinked t he 

s t uff from his eyes. 

11 The Mob has to be ver y tough with you, Bi g Lem, even 
I 

when you re our own people an d we love you all," Jim Bob sa i d re-

gretfullyo 

Bi g Lem li f ted his sagging hea d. He stated, 11Your ma 

got you i n the out hous e behind t he big hous e." 

"The mobsman whom · aniel knifed likely to be dea d soon," 

Jim Bob saido 

Eig Lem bra ce d himself to ke ep f rom slippingo He said, 
was 

11 Your ma I t I \ ,I I I l ,\ I a Ca tholic." 

Jim Bob hefted the club but he waited, £c;r he wanted the 

words to rea ch ba ck to Daniel and it was no use t a l king to a 

fellow who couldnt hear. 

"We got witne ss es to prove Daniel knif ed the mobsman. 

Soon as he dies, we 'll clean up the town." 

"Your ma di d it in the outhouse wi t h a Jew," sa id Big 

Lem. 

Frowning sadly, Jim Bob swung t he clubo 

The ki d fishermen found Bi g Lem lying in Delta street 

and took him t o the bea cho 
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C HAFTER EI GHT 

Daniel went up Delta str eet an d slippe d inside the Memo­

ria l Park. It face d the courthouse. ~he big folks from up No'th had 

l a i d out the Park to the memor y of Abie Linkun; l a i d it out a t the 

time the blight ha d hit the l and's ma gnolia tre es and mobbery was on 

it s kne eso Strewn in the mud by Abie Linkun's fol ks who had been so 

t hickhea ded they di dnt know that a f ellow wh o wore the ·magnolia 

jus t couldnt hate n obody nohow. 1lhat some f olks just born to be 

bootbla cks, is all. You change it, you fl ange it: aint no longer God's 

l a wo 

So a fter the magnolia s grew a gain, the Mob folk just let 

~~••,.,..~ ~, tha t old memoria l ~a r k grow r ank a s it wished. ~he doz en ol d can-

nons rusted an d twisted a ll over the spil led works. A t an gle of weeds 

, .. and broken c ement paths • 
.. ' 

Daniel cross ed, slow and soft to the f ine courthouse l awn. 

He was t aut for a hunting mobsman, a rope-ha ppy ]1agnolia son in a 

ba ttle with enemies soli d as ghosts. And he knew he was a lso plumb 

scar ed of t hose Magnolia sons in a conf lict with enemies who had 

corkscr ew han ds t ha t could rea ch in and t wist t heir bra ins. Somewher e 

a f ew minut es a go, he ha d f elt t he i r presence like a fold a long his 

skin. A hair lift sense of f ear, a s tink he could t a ste when he 

s wallowed . He stood a bsolutely s tillo 

He li stene d to t he pound of his heart . Ana in t he mi ddl e of 
&moK~W'l<Lv>s 

hi s fear.) took time to wonder ho~ a,5 • g heart last ed long a s it did, 

the wor k a Mob coul d put it to. It pounde d t wice a s f a s t every time 
!: ~klctnwn • • 

a mobsman s oft shoed through ~- . Cl Q U, It was t he engine th t 

set the nape hair to cra wling, t hc,t shrank t he gut a nd knocked the 

kne e . He could smell t hem a r ound himo He wondered angrily how come 
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Big Lem hadnt been around to warn him. He knelt silently beside t he 

sta tue of 

base. 

the General, a long arm outflung a long the 

had been born 
He knew they were somewhere out there. He/--llll!N19111~~Q 

into knowing he lived inside the lair. He could identify the scr~,tch 

of a claw on the concrete, the rub of a pelt on the lamp post. He 

could smell the chaw juiceo All the signs of t h e evening's onrush. 

Of the f a t bodie d Mob padding forth to hack some luckless 1 • 1 t ~ rr,o~,,, 

surrounding him in a bestial silence until they howle d in for the 

kill. His sen s es had been blocked with t he overpowering desire for 

the high yellow gal. They had caught him with his pants half off; 

with only enough thinking left in him to duck across the Park and 

into their own fine courthou s e lawn. 

He sniffed the bloo d and dus t of his ancestors on their 

filthy paws. Their muzzles woul d be turned skyward now, sniffing 

for the i][_ok~ • .,,,·nh g·■ I J l hi s passag.e must have left on the a ir. 
A 

He looked up,....·,hoping for a lea f-fall of pea ch blos s oms to come 
down, 

f loating~ blanking his s cent in a honeysuckle evening. But he 

remembered tha t when the magnolias wer e pinned on by the Mob, the 

honeysuckle evenings wer e quickly ended. Maybe they didnt know he 

was out her e o l'f.iaybe they thought he was still on the beach with 

the kids, among the net s that could make you sa fe and legal as t a xes. 

But he wouldnt bet Joel the Fool on ito He had the skin wrinkle and 

he could smell the chaw juice. 10b folk were out there for sure. 

Joel the I diot sa t cross legged in the dark, not touching 

his cans 0 A fine ba lmy night with no r a in in sight and nobody to con 

into a fool's heaven. But t hey couldnt make it on their own. They 

came weary and magnolia-sick clea r to the pearly gates, and tiredly 
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fi gur ed it for anot her short sell. He had t o put t hem int o t he cans 

himself. The ki d besi de him wa s learning it t ooo He wa s a poet 

and maybe when he gr ew up he woul d ca tch f c.., l l ing s tars in a pecan 

can. he ki d was brea thing s of tly t hrough hi s mouth but he had no 

f ear smell on him. 1:J.111e ki d knew t oo t ha t Dani el Ebony wa s over t he 
courthous e commons and 

way i n the) tha t Jim Bob' s men wer e t hicken-

ing u p f a s t er t han f lies around molasses. Blue-eyed bl ow flies H■M 
.S n-.OK~y 

closing in on s ome l\.11 ll3 ; mea t t hat wa s dying on the hoof. Joel wa s 

di s guste d a t the dam f ool Dani el ha d become. 

"Al wa ys t h ought Jim Bob'd have more trouble wi t h Daniel," 

he growled. 

For in an idiot's heaven there wa s room for a long cha se 

.. .,...,, and no time for an ending. In an idiot's dreams, monument s topple 

-~ softly and oaks lo ok bet ter by mo onlight. · 

"lVIaybe they' ll have t rouble with him. Maybe the rope will 

brea k and they' ll have t o hang him t wice ," whispered t he poet. 

"What y ou t el ling lies for?" Joel sai d irr ita bly. "I a int 

cc=mght hi s sta r yet i n any of my can s. He's got ro om t o runo 11 

The ioet wa s lumbered down a t his mas ter's feet. He was 

positioned so he had t he paling fence a round t he courthouse soft 

edged on t he sky. He ha d counte d t he platoons of mobsters mounting 

t he dea t h watch around t he courthouse and he knew wi t h utter clarity 

that Daniel's luck was run out, t hat he ha become graveyard ba it. 

"No? but you cau ght rocks in t he h ead , master," he sa i d o 

11 .tie •s got a s much room as cornpone in t he gulleto" 

"Then we have t o pul l him out ," J oel sa i d fla tly. "Cant 

hav e my cans proving wrong ." 

"Pull him out? .Master, you cra zy? You spinning f a r out on 

a luna cy kick? They got him s o clos e if he wr i ggl es Jim Bob'll 

sneeze." 
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"We dont pull him out, I give you to Jim Bob, 11 Joel 

said coldly. 

"Wha t you giving me to Jim Bob for?" crie d the Poet
0 

"I been a good apprentice." 

"I tell Jim Bob you have your eyes on his piece of 

pu.dendumo You making book on her." 

"I a int ma.king book! 11 cried the Poet o "I only wrote 

some poetry about the dameo" 

"I tell Jim Bob you hankering after his future, he wont 

treat you no better than he treat Daniel." 

The Poet shook down to his heels. He cleared his tb..roat 

but he was hoar se all the same. 

11 I - I aint keen on any future." 

11 Who
1
s cra zy now?" snapped Joel. 

~ n-. otf2-tow n., ,1, 

11 ]1eo The Mob hood s ........ the Poet said hastilyo 

For he saw that he ha d blundered. Ca lling the guy a 

loony when he ha d all tha t strong pull with Jim Bob. He waited 

for the glory-line Joel's injured eye would t a ke. He would latmeate 

him to the hump of the year, for he wanted to be standing a t the 

finish when Jim Bob and Laniel had cancelle d out ea ch other and the 
Torch Future 

long legged delight of , • was ouce more up for gr a bs. 

He waited for Joel. 

"Whom do folks say I am?" Joel o.Eked suddenly. 

"You the hair on the ass-side of the moon," the boy 

said sedately. 

"I'm gra tified," Joel sa id, a whole month of good luck 

to the Poet in hi s voice. "I need Daniel." 

The Poet swallowed. He could smell himself fryingo 

"Who can I get to help you, master?" 

11 You, 11 Joel said kindly o 
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"I aint feeling so good," the Poet sa id, looking at 

all those big hawk heads of the Mob silhouetted on the night 

sky. Thinking how rugged a job it wa s to bea t off hawks with 

only your tongueo 

Joel said softly, "I'll tel l Jim Bob you been rea ding 

books again." 

The boy blanched. This wa s worse tha n the other. Jim 

Bob woul d keep him a live as long as poss ible, t a king it off 

a lmife breadth at a time • 

. So with a groan in ev ery joint of his mechanica l heart, 

the hard eyed Poet began hi s crawl to where Daniel Ebony had 

l ast disappeared into the Linkun a rk. 

I mi ght as well had joined t he fishin g ki ds, the Poet 

thought as he crawled , f or with all those ki ds t o choose from, the 

hea d guy would have picked s omebody else for sure. The pe bbles and 

t h e uncouth grass j a bbe d at his h nds and knees. The ea rth wa s 

musty, s o clos e up under h i s nose. A harlot ea rth t ha t chea ted on 

a man by tea ching him to walk upri ght. But it woul d open up f a st 

enough for him i f t h e Mo? cau ght up. The stinking tramp of an 

earth woul d open up fast enough for a poet when the dirty IVIob 

fin· .lly got a round t o hi ding his corpse. A guy wa s entitled to 

f eel th~t after sixteen yea r s with it, thi s lousy ea rth would 

re sist the snea king mobsters when they got a roun d to hiding a 

poor poet's bo dy, but right here an d now he could s ee the harlotry 

when Jim Bob ordered out the pickaxes. How it woul d open like a 

lip at the first prick of the - ax, a l ~bial 1 u ghter tha t 

woul d open into howls of glee a s it distende d to rec eive a 

broken poet. And t hen the soft thu d-grunts of sa ti s f i ed desire 

as they threw in dirt a fter him. 

The hud- grunts were h i s hea rtbea ts booming bigly on 
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the Memorial ark floor. f rog croaked an d s ome crickets sa wed. 

He wa s cobwebby wi th f ear. Doom was a bout, he wa s certa in. oom 

walke d , or hunkered down rubbing ha nds for him. He had been a 

dope t o a l l ow Joel to h ogt i e him. Joel ha d plent y on him. Like 

a dope he ha d let Joel see hi m with the books an d ha d let on 

his sex yen f or tha t piece of ha lfbre ed t a ilo 

Joel woul d hand him to Jim Bob without a qua lm. 

He had cra wled to the base of Abie Linkun. He looked 

up an ct f ancie d he coul d se e t he cra g of a head clear enough . He 

looke d a. own a g in for t he guy was no use to hi m s o high up. An eye 

in hi s belly opene d a n d close ' on pa in. Hi s ha n d roved over the 

ma rbl e of Abi e Linkun, s t ill moi s t fr on the 1ob 1 s .Annua l Spittin' 
contest 
-/last year. The eye insi de h i s belly winke d on a sof t crash of 

l au ghter. He was t al l a s a h ouse. For su :denly the Poe t knew how he 

could t a ke t ho s e guys. 

He jumpe d to hi s f eet a n d began to shout. He remembered 

t he line s he had read in the for«bi ct en book ..... At the top of 

t he po er of h i s lungs , t he Poet yel led as he lea pe d away , 

"Four s core IIPSSM a n d seven yea r s ago, our fathers 

brought f orth upon this continent a new nation conc eived in 

liberty!" 

Jim Bob heave d solidly m off hi q belly to his ha n ds 

and kne t. s a nd mu ttered, "Jesus Christ." 

/

• "And de di ca t ed to t he proposition tha t a ll men a re 

~ crea ted equa l!" sang out t he • oet. 

'he s t artled mobst ers hear d the for eign t ongue and 

s tiffene d in their cra wl u pon Daniel • 
.-, 

"It s a s~y - go get him!" roa red Jim Bob a s he 

hustled to h i s f eet. 

For such words coul d explode t hrough t he l and more t han 
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a hundred Dan i el s . cha in r eac t ion tha t would f licker i t s conne c t ions 

unt i l t h e whole l an d was a f lame. 

"After him - it s a spy!" roa red that patriot J i m 

:Bob , f orgettin g h i s pers ona l f eud with Daniel in the hea t of duty. 

They pounded a fter t h e Poet. but he was sma ll an d run­

n ing clo s e to the ground an d so they sa w :1ot a s oul, only heard t h e 

yell ing i n thi s foreign tongue. The boy r a n in s ilenc e when he was 

sure he ha d pull ed t hem off t h e commons. By t he t ime he ha d scurrgi}l 

behind a sa fe fence he was pa n t ing like t h e bellows in Uncle J mos' 

shop. He hea r d the HFTP heavy s tompers t hud pa st. He sne ered a 

goodni ght a t the bo ots. 
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CHAPTER NINE 

They had Bi g Lem down soaking him in the bayou. They 

stripped him and slid him in a n d they swore a t t he marks on h i s 
ti dal flow 

body. Thee· sy/- cuff ed him gently. He coughed a nd sne ezed 

a n d choked. He sat up fast an d roare d . The kids quie ted him with 

the names he knew. He blinked his mind clear and saw t he well 

di sposed f a ces. 

"They got to poor .Lemuel~" he tol d the kid s . He 

worked hi s shoul der s and sucked in his belly to s e e how deep t he 

ruin went. 

"Jim Bob?" the ki ds a sked. 

E~ Lem nodded, remotely. thinking of t he blows into 

his bo dy as he ha d hung on the a r ms of the mobsters. 

"Jim Bob, ■" mused the little guys. The score wa s 

a lways mounting. Older guys woul d doubt whether it woul d ever be 

s ettled. The little guys only t hought of ~-

"Daniel back yet?" Bi g Lem asked. 

11:ro," the hea d ki d sa id. He was named Abel a nd was 

a stonishingl y swift. Hi s good friend wa s Little An gie who ha d 

knife d the mobsman. 

Big Lem thought of naniel. The glory man wa s safe. 
. " 

WBybe , with a lit t l e luck, he was even acneless in the a r ms of his 

woman. Bi g Lem choke d an d spa t blood from a loose tootho 

A ki d whistle u a t the top of the bea ch an d a ba tch 

of forearms spanned Lemu el' s body. They r an with him int o the nets. 

They burrowed among the n ets han ging on the poles t o dry. They 

wer e sa fer in there t han if they had turned a key. It was doubly 

dar k in ther e but Big Lem felt his nakeaness f alling all over himo 

In a r oaring whisper he asked for his clothe s. They understood 
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the {!}J.y. They pa s se d hi s clothes a long an d he dr ew them on, wet 

a s he was . He felt bet t er. 

The k i d on gua rd a t the top of the bea ch whistle d a gain. 

The bea ch wa s cl ean so they came out from a mong the nets. Bi g Lem 
went 
- to his feet with har dly any pa in a t all except for the bells 

behind his ears where Jim Bob a t the las t ha a hit him. They went 

down t o the boa ts . 

. uaniel sa t on a n u pturne d keel. He wa s surrounded by the 

boy fishers. They Vi. ere l aughing s oftly. Bi g Lem went up to t he boat 

a nd sa w it was Daniel for whom the ki a ha whist led . 

" aniel, 11 Big Lem said. 

Daniel repea ted the st ory a bout the Poet in the -

Tu emorial ark . or e of the kids laughed. But Bi g Lem looked out 

on the wa ter, a man saving his humor. 

Daniel looke d at him. 

"hat' s with you?" he sa i d . 

But the ki d f i shermen f el l silent an d nobo dy said 

anything. Daniel sa i d , "Okay . :::i omething ' s come up. V hat? 11 

One of th e boys sa id, "Its :Oi g Lem. 11 

"What about Bi g Lem? He dumb?" .LJ niel demanded. 

"Bi g Lem met up with Jim Bob," Abel said. 

11 God Almighty, 11 Daniel s a. i d , climblbng from the boa t f or 

a clo ser look a t Big Lem. 

"We found him on Delta. Jim Bob gaff ed him," Little 

Angi e said. 

"Bad? " 

ig Lem looke a in a t the r avage Jim Bob ha d wr ought 

an d sa i d , "Jim Bob I s my f riend . 11 

"Jim Bob ha d hi s guys wi th him. '.l:hey held Bi g Lem 

while Jim Bob worke d on him wi t h a club." 
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"He bad?" repea ted 1Janiel. 

"I'm bleeding. Banda ge me with s ome more funny 

stories," bi g Lem sa id. 

Daniel ha d a piece of anger in him but he hummed a 

tune past hi s tight lips. Bi g Lem st epped closer to p im. 

11 Yea h, tie up my wounds with the l augho Tell me 

a bout you i n the common." 

Bi g Lem fa ced him, a va st, forcible man. "Daniel sa id 

c oldly, "You walke d into Jim Bob. You ha v e eye s a n d ears and 
,s;,m o k:e. feel 

enough 11 Ill in you to/W them a t your pores, yet you wa lked 
Vl 

into t hem." 

Bi g .Lem sa t down on the boat. He couldnt tell them 

how it ha d been. A bi g guy like him, trying to bed-in a t the 

whorehou se like any kid. A frisky ol d tomcata hea ted by a scent 

of Fay 's ca t hou s e. So full of mirth and muscle, he hadnt seen 

Jim Bob until t hey haa steppe d from the shad ows and na iled himo 

"If you' d stayed on the bea ch I woul dnt hav e to be out 

ther e ca sing the town for Jim :Bob to f ix me," he sa i d sullenly. 

"Yeah. uo maybe y ou sa id, •.wont hit me a gain, Ca p'n. I'll 

- tell you where Daniel's at-'" 

Bi g Lem came off the boat swinging . But Jim Bob's 

club ha d slowed him down. uaniel turne d t he blow an d started one 

of hi s own. The kid s lea ped an d held Daniel. They dragged Bi g 

.Lem out of rea ch. 

Daniel roa red but Abel t he head kid sai d , "No. He's 

gotta sleep of f Jim Eob fir st. Jim Bob r ea lly hit him." 
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CH.A TR TEN 

Torch Future was an outla w woman who 
sol d fi sh from 

a bar row when sh e wasnt cono.ucting Wakes for Abie Linkun. The 
Torch 

barrow girl s wer e hot in their skirts but/••••• gl owed like 

a city at du sk, a live an d wa rm all over. The day's eye was gilding 

the cupola of t h e Cot t on ,·xcha n ge wh en her barr ow turne d into 

elta s treet. Folks h ea rd the li t tle iron wheels growling with 

pleasure ov er t h e warm asphalt ana turned unea sily on their beds. 

She ca lled huskily, "Fish, f i sh, buy my ba you f i sh." 

But t he women s topped t h eir ea r s with the be dclothes, 
the 

impa ling t h eir men with the s ingle eye left out for/- purpose. 
srnoK~I'\ 

For the outlaw woman was a trophy a ,J] l(J fellow hope d for more 

than al l the ca t fish in the world. A deepseated lust t ha t under­

mined the minor hopes; uproot ing East er bonnets an d Howard Johns on 

outfi ts a nd the windblown ambitions of Ebony an d Jet; a ll the 
.Sfllo~-tow11 .... 

pay da y dreams tha t made a1\ 8 Dlh woma.n •••••■ f'ICCF hea ler to 
v,. 

the broken pri de of a husband-fa t her turne d Boy anytime a I C 
mobsman 
■MCIIC■ blue-eye d him. 

Torch 
Yet was a lonely woman as she turned her 

face upwar d into the sun' s eye an d ca l l ed , "Who will buy my bayou 

fi sh?" 
barr ed 

They had/M her from Mobt ovm. The Dau ght er s of 

the Evolut ion inv oked t he act banning incest.& A honey husband 

had en ough to do painting the peeling pil.la r s or cro s s bre eding 

t he weed ga rdens gTowing u p around the magnolia. But a lot of fel l ows 

in both town s had pushe d into tha t lil' 01 1 ca bin to come flying 

out minutes l a ter scary ma d in their f a ces. The D.O.E. had hea rd. 
• Torch 

Hi gh bone d f a ce tilted up to the sunlight, FF rs 
trundl ed her barrow down velta . She cried out again a nd caught 
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the madam's hand ·wave. The s choolhouse twitt ered behind Fay who 
was on the s toop. 

' ' ' , ' ' • , t • ' •• 
L
1 

• I • I , , , • • 

Torch," 
"You out early, :Eay sa id. 

11 Folks who buy, buy ea rly," the girl said. 

!he madam turned back the cooling cloth and looked 

a t the load of fish. 

"Reckon they a int buying much." 
ca refully humble, 

But she was there, sta n ding &J I 11 ] LQ@ · the long 

neck cuned down,looking at the fi sh folk woul dnt buy because 

the women wer e jumpy tha t their men woul 6 lose what they never 

ha d. Only a madam who woul d fe ed it to a plowman, an unthinking, 

hairy ape of a plow-man storing his grubs and nuts in t h e swamp 

again s t the dryshod days. 8toring his hunger and lusts in a 

Mob schoolhouse. Fed and whored into a culpa ble oblivion. 

"You fixing a trea t for the boys Thursday?" she said. 

Fay nodded. CCll!P She touched the fish. Goad rings 

hardened the plinth of her f inger to a glittering crusto 

"Come in a ny Thursday, give the boys a few lessons," 

she said, seeing the girl eyeing t he rings . "Guess they never 

had a high yellow before." 

The girl l ooked at her. The dark eyes ha d no bottoms. 

Fay's nerves f luttered. 

11 1 dont give lessons .. o Guys want it, they mus t learn 

to t ake it. 11 

Fay sa id angrily, "You're one of t hem part time 

tramps." ', , , , , • : , : , , , , • : ~ • •, : : • 1 ' ~ i I 

"No. Not even that. I work out deals • .!!'or your plow­

men, a ll they' d have to do is cut their hair." 

Fay wa s puzzled. "What yo':1- want to do tha t for? Guys 

come in for a hustle, you hustle them. Wha t you want to mother 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



them for?" 

A smile lifted t he corner s of the ~irl's sensuous mouth. 

"Like to t alk when I do it, is a l l. Like to lmow a guy 

listens and talks back. 11 

"You want to be a Congressman, not a whore. Why dont you go 

lay some of thos e fishing kids? They talk enough." 

The girl stood quietly. She was feline, long-eyed, pulsing 

with life and passion and mockery. She was purr an d claws and a 

patience _...tha t coul d send a guy into impotence. To coldcock the 

quick triers with an ea r at the window listening for the alien 

tread. The poor minded bastards who hustle d in unbuttoned for a 

quick ..,snatch at the fruit. She wouldnt do a plowman any good. 

Fay stepped back from the cart. 

"You're a bitch. You know what?" 

11What? 11 

11 1 dont think you've ever been laid." 

"By nobo dy alive. Tell the Banker. I get my kicks 

holding Wakes," the f irl said. 

A steam whistle shrieked and the madam shivered. 

A steam whistle ripped the poet to pieces. He was holed 

up in the cellar at the whorehouse. He thought tha t Joel could 

manage a night without him. T~e ~oet didnt favour running into 

Jim Bo so early after l ast night. He lay on his back in the cellar 

at the schoolhouse and thought with an urgent social conscience 
• • sn,oi0. · • • • 

on the lot of the poo:r: l\•un ■ _: At a quarter of seven when the 
'· 

yellow sunlight leaking off the roofs and down the walls is hot and 
Sn-.o'/::IJ 

eager as~ wish in hell, the.tt the steam whistles rip a poorA- tlll 
Smo ~t • • • 

to pieces. Ripping a il.I . C ' from his warm, safe bed. Hurling him 
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into a worl d of s crofulousA.necks el ongated t o peck a poor • tp.s,,..,0~ 

out of h i s boll-we evil hiding-time into the magnolia love-time. 

And with the sl eep still knotting his limbs, t he Poet 

gr ope d D drowsily a rou_ud in his head and said to one of the 

noises: 

Good morning, old ma n mule, hauling Uncle Jed's 

junk cart up a n d dovm uel t a str ee t a n d telling 

me good morning ba ck by the fl a p of y our ears. 

and he h ea rd another noise and sa i ci t o it: 

Good morning Uncle Remus, telling me all those 

rea l goo d stories by t he s ound of your hammer on 
.S thO J<fJ:to vJ,, 

the satin. Satin for a ,3'Jill!M aunt ,DI gonna cross 

t ~at old Jordon riding in pa dding . Soft fal ling 

hammer in a coffin t a lk, tell ing me an Uncle Remus 
,,-., 

story calculated to snatch a body right from the 
'--' ,-.. 

now into the Dold time f ine time. Hammer f all­v 
ing so thickly now like Mob boots running on a 

common. 

And then the Poet wa s bolt upright, l ast night f looding 
h ead , 

his/WUIJ saying t he good-mornings f a st er now while he snea ked 
in which 

ar ound f or an empty shower stall/- a bed-in coul d shower in 

safety from a Banker pa trolling hi s i nvestment s . And standing in 

the shower, shiveringly lo oking up, saying Good morning, Shower , 

please to kill me , Shower, an d t he cold wa ter fell an d killed him. 

And hearing the Banker' s footsteps on the sta ir s , he 
.$ .,,,.,OJ<.Q.S.1Jl//(L 

fled into JJ ~l t a street, fled in among t re fast walking ,iffiP I 

go-fetchers, their heads. full of clocks. ~oundhous e men in 

dungarees hastening to bea t seven o'clock. Longshoremen in navy 

canva s shoes softly r a cing to flog s even o'clock. He wipe d his 

f a ce with the t a il of his shirt and swarme d swiftly through themo 
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He s lowed at the corner of Dixon 

a cross the intersection. It was a D canon 

and Masono Mobtown began 
sµrvi val S m oke . 

of/111111 tha t a /\p • • -, Y 

crossing the int er s ec t ion looke d to see he disputed no_ passage 

with a mobstero 'l'he Poet darted a cross and edge d his head past 

the angle of the l-ot t on Exchange. He rolle d his eyes a long the 

sidewalk until he saw_ the r agged turn ups of t he castoff Mob 
the Buck Dancer; • • • -

trouser s worn by/ He sidled a long the sidewa lk 

on the s eat of his pants until he was beside the turn ups. The 

trousers wa ited for a lull in the seven o'clock feet before it 

spokeo 
Buck Dancer. 

"Take this to Joel the Fool," said the 

"Tell him tha t Jim Bob Slocum done put 'rook a t any cost' 

be s i de Daniel Ebony's name." 

At the gates of hell, the Poet whispered shakily, "He 

sai d anything about me?" 

The Buck Dancer made to spit but t ook it ba ck in for 
.s rno/<Q.. 

a R $2 could not spit in Mobtown. ,.._ 

"You a int worth a dam', Poet," he said di sgustedly in 

his club s carred voice. He was the broken down thief who cleaned 
~ 
~ the Mob's stat ionhous e. He was one of the tame oldfashioned 

Sm o i;;:,do w Y/ , 

crooks who hadnt leftl\C-?Tl'.'.TOtJ:.. But he was sma,lltime, so they 

left him a lone mostly. He wa s good for antics, a real clown."He 
J:n,O /c.(!_ )I 

was a goo a.l\ :■· ■·l IS some of the guys in the Mob oaid a fter they had 

broken both his - ankles one exuberant Bbie Linkun day. He 

fl opped around until he had hea led and they gave him this f ine 

job in the s tationhous e. 

"I worth a couple of dam 's, Buck ~ancer," the Poet sa id 

coldly. Thinking about l ast night. ThinkL ... 6 h ow he had made a Mob 

run after a couple of words, sick to their shoes _to catch it. 

11 ou go tell Joel wha t I done tli:lld you, 11 t he Buck Dancer 
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sa i d o 11 Seven o'clock . Tha t's when I go t o work 0
11 

He steppe d int o the crowd. In t h e heavy boots an d 
~n--oobz ~ 

trouser s , he t hought he walked with a mobster's stride but.._., 
.s rnc1<1.:1 "-

t own f olk who saw him saw a shuffling old Al · .dl swinging hi s arms 

foolishly light for such a poor walk. For he held no club a t t h e 

end of hi s arm. 

The Poet looke d a t the deep slouched ba ck a n d swinging 
J;. m O /t:Q..'j 

hips of t he A r■IFI , who pretended he was f rom rl"lobside. The ol d sorrow 

sank like lea d to the bottom of t he Poet's bellyo Sorrow for the 
5 mol<4-!' 
j II ·ww hol ding cotillions in the s culleri e s of lvobsville, dr a gging 

I'\ 

m castoff gowns among the greasy pots and pans , shooting t he roll 

in one l ast ga mble t o be out of t he bruised mouth anger. 

"Wi sh I were a Snic, 11 snu ffle d t h e t ea ry Poet, l ooking 
S'/1\otcruviJ/e n.c.n 

a t the lVIob God I s n ot ion of a marchi{in s~ t, a broken oldA' 'I& 

from whom the slobs wi thheld the club. 

"Wi sh I were a I I I I' I i I I_ l ,i l:_i , card-carryin', non-singin', 

shootin', snickin' Snic, 11 wept the :Poet a s he mictura ted agains t the 

wall of t he Cotton Exchange o 

Butl•IIIII Buck Dancer strode proudly on, thinking how fine 

it was to be going to work and not having to gopher about like 
Sl??Oi:et; 

tha t poor . li • 11 Daniel Ebony o Hi s ol d eye s narrowed as he sa w 
I\ 

Torch pushing her barrow up Delta street. He wa s s ick with the hate. 

wa s 

Torch halte a her barrow at the shop of Uncle Amos. He 

broad , s~ua t and 
.S •» 0 1>1. t.-to Vvl'\ 

~ery powerful. He and 
wa s too ol d 

Salvation 
Aunt 21 E were closest 
to covet 

to Torch in1".DK I , for one/ her an d the other had 

no man to lose. He favor ed his right hand in t he left. He massaged 

the fingers. 

"I'm an Uncle," he said, 11 but when the ki ds passed t h e 
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door yesterday, I followed t heme" 

"An d n ow t hey after you too?" 

"They know I go t time to lose, mor eov E;r I'm a n Uncle," 

Uncle Amos sa id. "It s Daniel they after." 

"Sure. Daniel," '..l.'orch said . She gutted fi sh for Uncle 

Amos. 11 JJaniel an d Jim Bob Slocum." 

Uncle Amos rubbed his hand down t he bur lap a pron. He looked 

int o Delta s treet and he thought of who woul d win an d he was sure 

only tha t the asphal t sweated. 

"Its hot early," he saido r he bellows wheeze d behind him 

a n d he coul d smell the sparks. The boys stroke d the hammers in 

rhythm. The one wi th the wrist tha t ha a been roken in the fig.ht last 

night, l au ghed at the awkward way his left hand di d . Ki ds ~owadays 

l au ghed a t things like that, Uncle Am os r emembered. They didnt sing 

t he ol d gumbo _songs anymlbre. 'rl1ey didnt har dly know the sweet moanin' 

a nymore. The deep down music we used to ma ke when I wa s a boy, Amos 

said, t hey dont ha r dly make it anymore. Leastways, not the kids. 

"Got some wat ermelon," he s a i d t o Torch. "Nothing like a 

little watermelon hen it s hot." 

he sa id. 

Bob." 

She took up the sha ft s of the barrow. 

"Leastways, stop and t a lk," tincle Amos said helple ssly. 

11 You be at the buryin', Uncle Amos," she said. 

"The buryin'?" 

"Sure. lJo.niel will be there. Him an d Jim Bob Slocum." 

Uncle Amos frowned. "Reckon aniel pushing it too hard," 

Torch sa i d s oftly, "They got no time. Neither him nor Jim 

Amos w·_, tche d her dwwn the street and the woman-walk. They 

both '~ d her, Daniel and Jim Bob, Uncle A.mos thought. Fellows 
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stallion hard like Daniel an d Jim Bob would want a woman like 

Torch. But Tor~h wa snt no woman to want if you were a fel low who 

ea sed downo For Torch, you hit through. You kille d and maimed 

through. Uncle Amos wondered a t the unwelcome mira cle i ! i \ ! I I i \ ,\ 

which had wrought tha t Da niel and Jim Bob shoul d be horny in the 

same week. 

Re went back insi de the shop to his fire and iron. He 

underst oo d these. 

11 You' re too priva te, '.i: orch gal / he sa id grieving. "Folks 

wont approve you nohow." 

'.l.'orch wa tched the Poet out of the corners of her eyes. 

1he Poet was wa tching all of Delta a ll at once. She bra ked t he barrow 
from 

near to him a nd he stood off /the wall . She wa tche d his heel flut-

ter as he came upright off the wall. 

11 Poet, u Torch said. 

She ha d a sof t spot for the Poet, a spot to put him in 

and s t omp down the earth. He was too clevero If he burnt, he 

didnt show it. Other kids among the Snics showed it when she went 

by. They t wisted inside t heir clothes and you could s ee the hunger 

in t heir eyes. 

"Poet, wha t's cookin'Y" 

He took a pa ce t owar ds her and halted warily. She was 

a quick girl who coul d belt you fast. 

'..i.'orch sai d , "You ha d a good time at the ake l a st night?" 

The Poet stuck his han sin his tight dungarees a nd 

drew up his should ers. Hi s eye s looke d mean. 

11 Iv i l lions of folks enquired why Torch didnt show up," 

he sa id. 
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"How come folks knew Torch wasnt ther e?" she sa id . 
·'-

Torch knew you had to give him ya rds and yards of rope 

s o he coul d stay off in his own f ield of enquiry. He was one 

deep guy. If he only knew i t , she wasnt too locked t o him . D He 

could be a peck of fun if he wer e around when she wa s in t he mood. 

He shrugged. "Folks knew. I told them, 11 he said. 

He wa s pois ed f or flight. She grinned . He saw she 

wasnt destructively inclined to day . He sto od ea sier and 

said, "Bi g Lem is better . Hi s ol d buoyant self." 

Her eyes didnt flicker . The Poet wondered a t all the 

bloods in her. The sl an t eyes were slyly bold. She had come out 

of a long - roll in the hay, a few t housand year s long. 

"Big Lem wa s bad?" 

"The Mob did Bi g Lem . Di d him good. Wanted to bed-in 

a t the ff!hoolhous e. He got a hunk of it from Jim Bob. Then Daniel 

went a fter h im and you ask , i s Bi g Lem bad? '.I1hey a lmost killed 

him." 

11 .uaniel? .lJ.e caught Bi g Lem?" 

"No. '.L'he ki ds s topped him s o Big Lem aint t oo bad . So 

you werent at the Wake?" he asked interestedly, his head on one 

s i de . 

'.L'orch pushe d her barrow and said over her shoulder, 

"Why dont you go bedding-in at t he s choolroom too?" 

"Aint t akitjg no chances with Jim Bob ," t he Poet sa.id . 

"Keeping whole f or youo 11 

But he sai d it softly . his sharp young eyes had alrea dy 

returned to slapping the truth out of Delta street . 

Torch pushe d her barrow to the gate of the buryin' 
,,..., 

yard. f he coff in was D mounted on sav.ahorses in the fr ont yard. 
\ / 

Uncle Remus was stan ding off looking a t the wood . It was dark 
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in the graj_n, thunderou s in the sunl i ght gathere d in the knot s ., 

ttYou tell in g a goo d story in the coffin, Uncle Remu s , 11 

Torch said. She put down on the sawhors e t he fish she had brought 
Salvation 

to help out wi th the buryin' food . Folks knew Aunt/i . wa snt 

rich and they helpe d out 1Ni th the food everybody woul d help ea t 

aft er t he buryin' . 

Uncle n emu s was a t all, s tooped, grey man whose big lmuckled 

hands ha d whittled a t co f fin••• 1 shapes for gener a tions while 

he tol d his stori es . 
dont 

11 1 telling a s tory s ome folk s/WW like to hear, 11 he said 

angrily. He ha d been telling stories for a long time. He could t ell 

when pe ople didnt like wha t he told t hem by tl~e way they brea thed, 

how they slapped a t mosquitoes on t he windy moonlight night s when 

there were n o ' skitoes within miles. 

She looked int o his eyes and hers were oldero "You a int 

never going to tell no s tories over me, 
11 

she sa id softly. 
felt the cold flurry over 

Uncle Remus/ him but because he 

wa s ol d and angry, he came ba ck quicklyo 

"Who are you, woman? Why you so di f f erent?" he snapped 

nastily. 

"I' m Torch, Uncle Remus. I'm hard and swee t and valua ble 

as a gold dol l ar. 11 

And he wa s afr a i d but be aus e he was old an d ha d just seen 

it he whispered brav ely to her, 11 i ou have pit;y n ow, you hear me? 

You have pity, gi rl ." 

~arch went ba ck into Delta an d took up t he shaft s and 

calle d in a deep, sweet voice, "Fish? FeeshT You f olks want Mobtown 

f i sh?" 

The wheel s rol led and she calle d fi sh t wice again and the 

hope in her voice hung in Delta s treet, in t he garbage smells in 
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Smoke town 

~i'lf 111 •1and in the ancient magnolia smells wafted over from Mob-

town wher e t he liob- f olk were sending out love-thoughts to them. 

She leaned into tl~e shafts and the skirt snugged t o the backs of 

her slim legso 

The Poet heard her crying out her fish and his pubescent 

eyes f a stene d on the ripe legs and strong-a rmed them apart. 

11 When I grow up and rea ch my age," he said, the tears 

s tarting , "I'll seek such legs . I'll open the earth and flatten 

the hills , seeking such l egs." 

He looke d around hi s town. here a prophet walked in 

darkness and a poet-apprentice got the word from a buck dancer. 

"I wi l l, I wi ll ," cried the Poet, the phant om tears 

sca lding his cheeks. 

Torch walked her barrow, drubbing a t the blind tomorrows. 

Jubilee! she sa i d harshly. fhe shafts jumpe d in her han ds and t he 

barrow slewed f rom the s idewalk into the s tr eet. 

'he ariver of t he Mob ca r angrily honke d hi s horn and 

s teered past her. Jim Bob r a ked her body with his eyes. He pinched 

hi s fat knees hard and gave nothing away to t h e fool boy driving 

the patrol car. They nowadays wouldnt understand the heat a guy 

coul d have for a high yellow gal. "Go on, s on," he told the drivero 
. £ /)-,()~I/Ille.. 

He looked thr ough the window a t his . '.b'IQIICl ■■e f olk. There 
~ ' 

wer e s o many of Them. Diff erent from Us but hollering like hogs on 

l arding day wanting to be People. '.l'he s of t ones up in No' t h vvouldnt 

know the ring-a-ding it was to keep fhem i n their pl a ces wi thout 
Sn..ok.e ftiv.1'1 . 

shutting down/\JM•~IIJ I . W il For both towns needed ea ch other . As 

Pot entate, he had to keep everything going, e specli.ally the whore­

house. He chuckl ed with amusement. 
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CHAPTJ.<;R ELEVEN 

Big Lem sa id sombrely on t he beach, "They gonna fix him 

for goo d now. ·.L'ha t' s what t he man sa id. '.L'he 1ob 1 s real mad." 

The - small- boa t kids moved restlessly in a nd out of 

the hanging net s . o s t of them were uneasy on t he land. They 

cat footed, looking a t the l an d on a.11 s ide b . Big Lem watched them 

careful ly. Somet ime s they sc red Big Lem. l'ilade him want to go ba ck 

to the piers . A gu.y couldnt be a loser when he was a longshoreman 

a:Loading t he bins of contra ceptives the Mob - shipped upstream 

for the ha iry plowmeno 

"They gonna roast your buddy; Daniel, 11 he Sc i d again. 

11 1 n, you got a worrywart big as a s ilver dollar," Angie, 

the ki d fisherman sai d . 

Bi g Lem sat on an upturne d boa t · working his a rms boxer 

s t yle, probing for pain. ~he ol d muscle flow was there. There wa 

only a twinge at his ribs to remind him of what Jim Bob ha d done 

to him. He stood and jumpe d , kicking his short powerful legs. He 

wasnt fancy. Tha t would take a da y or two. And then he hoped he 

woul d f ind Jim Bob . Alone. He doubte d he would find him alone 
Srr.DK!l::J 

but s ometimes God was awfully goo d to His It Pl a chickens. 

11 11h e Mob saying tha t lJaniel i s the gu.y who knifed the 

mobster?" Angie asked. 

"They got him at the head of the list," Bi g Lem said. 

He looke d thoughtfully a round, plan ning the lie."Bu.t some of you 

on the li c•t too. You, and y ou and you." 

He listene d carefully t o the silence. These were Daniel' s 

kids. He worke d with them. He sorted them out. He t old them t he be st 

times t o bed-in on tha t crazy s t unt of theirs. Daniel was what they 
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ca lled a good guy. He was strictly a surviva l guy hi mself
0 

"And all who go to hi s help from now on wil l ca tch 

the fever, 11 Bi g Lem a i d . 11 Rope fever. 11 

1hey looke d at him col dly. He guesse d heh~ s cared any­

body. 

11 :::, ee you a roun d, 11 Bi g Lem sai d s of tly a s a kitten. He went 

t hrough the net s , heavy shoulders swaying. 

He went up t h e bayou, the sun hot on hi s back . He grunted 

gr a tefull~w}len he gotjinto the sha dow of t h e piers. The underpinnings 

of concrete pillar s gli s tene d etly in t h e low tide. The trestles 

that spanne d t hem wer e dry. A dar k ca t hedra l , cruel looking a s the 

Mob who ha d built t h emo But Bi g Lem lmew the voice s of the choirs 

over head , the r ' t tle of winch a n d crane. The thump of pa cking cases 

ful l of t he goods which f e d the grea t export tra de in Mob cra ppery, 

the fragile belles an d antebellum manners, wi s t aria climbing a moon­

lit pill<'-' r an d s oft voice s singing i n the quarter s , a l l t h e mumbo 

jumbo t ha t kept t he creeps in t he mar sh pa lely happy for a tra dition 
r awboned 

t he n ew/ l and so hungrily desired. Bi g Lem slippe d into 

water to hi s waist. He swam t o t he fir s t of the t r estles. 

He rode them looking f or Daniel in the f amiliar pla ces. 

1h e tr estle s wer e wide a nd well bolted. A censible man coul d sleep 

ea sy as i n a hot elo Bi g Lem ca ll e d Daniel's name sof tly as he went. 

He coul d get a cra cked skull for a n i mpolite rush. He left an ea r 

opene d f or the Mob boats. 

In h ere was the t erritory of evening. ~h e pl a ce s you went 
$ 1>"10~ . 

for r e~ge. You hi d out like a n obedient,;{ ■ . And wh en you returned 

tops i de, it was likely sur e t he Mob ha d plumb f orgiven you. A fe l low 

knew his survival drill, he cut his risks to the bone. 

Bi g Lem shook his hea d . 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



83 

But they didnt forgive you for what Daniel Ebony had 

done. You didnt say to the Mo~ you had no■ time, and then go home 

to your wife. You ended up behind an automobile . The Mob had eyes 
like 

tha t felt over you/D f eelers . There was no hiding place down here 

for s inners. If Daniel woul d go, he would see about smuggling 

him through the marsh up to No'tho The Organisa tion up there 

would t a ke care of him. Bi g Lem swore s oftly as he t h ought. 

"I shoul d comb your hair with my knife , " .uaniel 

Ebony said from the sha dowso 

He swarmed along a trestle to big em, the foot- long 

cane knife h eld bef ore him. 

"Sitting in the open sunning y ours el f like a Mob 

woman, 11 he sa id to Bi g Lem. 

Bi g Lem looked bleakly at• him. He had lost the old 

anger h ours ago but a man shouldnt drop his gua r d too easy . :Bi g 

Lem thought t hat l ooked weak . 

"You jus t a pla in nothin', 11 he growled at Danielo 

coul d t a ke awa y your kni fe a n d pick y our t eeth with it . 11 

They sat on a trestle . The wa t er slipped silently 

undernea th. Overhea d , ma chinery rumble d. 

11 ha t goes on?" Daniel asked . 

II I 

"The 1ob' s asking for your birth pa per s ," Bi g Lem said . 

"They want to put the right ~a te on your tombstone." 

"Jim Bob Sl ocum?" 

11 Ca p'n blocurn, he gave new u.i:: J erso He says, 'Rook 

that Tarry na me d Ebony a t all costs}" 

"What do folk s in town sa y?" 

11 .uont worry. You till a hero. But I keep remembering . " 

"V ha t? 11 

'i g Lem turned to fa ce him. 11 They dont f ight long, 
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man. They s top a ft er a while . Go huntin'. Or looking for bread . 

Man, you- know •• 1'hat's wha t I r emember." 

"You t a lk a lot," Daniel sa i d . "Li ke t he f ellows on t he 

r a dioo Tell me, what' s t h e smal l boat bulletin?" 

"Choppyo But t h ey aint worrying ." 

"Yeah?" 

"They l au ghed the ob from here to Slocumville when 

I sa i d Jim Bob would be a fter them tooo" 

Ebony watched the sunli ght ripple on t h e water a t the 

hea d of t he pier. Bi g Lem sa id, 11 I gue ss you knew they would 

l au gh like hell." 

" Sure. '.I.'ho s e have no time to look for bre d. '.!:hey have 

11 t he dough they want." 

"Yeah, t hey got heart. Trouble is, folks a int sure whether 

they got any bra ins." 
.S l>-\ 0 t a, 

"E'V ery /\ •atbll ;, is a bra in, boy. If they ha d no bra ins 

they' - been killed long ago. Tho s e k i ds figur e what we ne ed is 

some heart." 

bi g Lem consi der ed it and shrugge d . Like Baniel ha d 

sa i d , guys ha d to keep themselve s from getting killed. He sna pped 

hi s finger s and rolled his eyes, humming a rt g bea t through 

his no s e. :tianiel grinne d . 
.Smol::t2_ 

"Sure. A guy' s got to survive. ~cra tch a/\111 ■ .. and 

find a buck dancer." 

"Yea h, suh, boss." 

11 0ka y. Cut the funny routine," 1'aniel said. "Anything 

el s e?" 

fte r awhil e , Bi g Lem sai d quietly, "They l aying out 

the ol d l a dy f or the buryirit.D Mob folk a sking questions 

around . They want to know when' s t h e buryin'. 
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"Folks t alking? 11 

"Not yet . They s ca red of your little killers ." 

"Wont hurt t hem being scared . They're used to being sca red." 

"Yeah . But it us ed t o be just ob scare . ow they being 

scar ed of t heir own kin . 1'hem Snics ba d as the lv ob in some way s . 11 

"They get scare d enough , they ' ll s tep into l i ne wi th the 

kids , " JJa n Ebony sai d . "Help bust up J i ~ .. Bob . 11 

Bi g Lem sai d , 11 You t urned c ol d , y ou know? You know you 

turned cold , Daniel? Cotton mout h cold ." 

. . ~;?~Y ~ "So' s Jim Bob . Its the only way t o f i gh~ him . A/-t 1■ q Ii i 

been warm so long , he thinks the f ire Jim Bob s et s un der him 

is a bayou breez e. rfan, we 've got ten s o u sed t o the whi p we 've 

s t oppe d showing s ca rs ." 
~ n,o" g; t o \.<l;J 

~Jim Bob • say s he staking out Wfrl■RL cintil he finds you. 
Y\. 

Aint n o buryin ' going to be held wi t hout him . 11 

"He' s real h ot . n 

1 izzli n ' . ::io I reckon you a int going to no buryin ' . 11 

11 You t a l king funny , Lem? Sure . I ' m going ." 

an bony wor e swim trunks . Bi g Lem looked at the bol d tilt 

of his hea d . The column of n eck . The a r ms like maces which had flat­

tened a couple of mobsmen the time t hey held him a t the sta tion h ouse . 

11 You're crazyo Big strong guy but cra zy. The Mob ' s gonna be 

out in f or ce. obody coul d save y ou." 

JJan Ebony swung down and skitter ed a spr ay off the top of the 

water . It smacked the und er s i de of the pier . He dr ew himself up 

aga in . Bi g Lem knuckle d the spra y out of h is eyes . 

"Know v;ha t day i s the funera l:-" 

"'I'hey layin ' the old lady out for Thur s day," Bi g Lem sa id. 

"And tha t' s the aay t he pl owmen come in. The day they 
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go for le s s ons in t he schoolhouse." 

Bi g Lem looked incredulou s . "You reckon they'll save y ou 

from Jim Bob? N.1an, they wont even se e y ou, shu ffl ing a long wi t h 

the i r ha ir down over t heir eye s an d ea rs. 11 

Daniel shook wi t h l au ght er. "Big Lem, you' re poorly t oday. 

:Ma ybe I should draw y ou pictures. You knO'v; our folks an d their 

buryings. t h e lodge f olk marching a head, the bra ss hand , people 

s inging o Now s omewher e along Delta, the fun eral procession's gonna 

meet u p with the plowmen shuffling a long to the whorehouse. And 

right t here' s where I'm going to show. Now, i f I know Jim Bob, 

he vvont be rea soning any, the minute he sees me. So, J i m Bob gra bs 
people 

for me and the/ .... in t he procession a int going to like tha t a t 

a 11 . Ev erybody shows r espect for I I I I I I I a funera l. So, when 

Jim Bob gra bs f or me , the Snics a nd those longshor emen you're 

going t o deliver to me, they're going to cra ck back at Jim Bob and 

t he rJob. Brother, you're going to see the biggest free for a l l 

you ever did see . And the plowmen are going to be in it. e're 

going t o haul them in i f we have to do it by their hair." 

"And wha t's that gonna buy us? A few more cof f ins?" 

"Nobody wants t o di s turb the plowmen, ne ither the Mob 

nor t he r ulers up in o I th," Dani el sa i d s oftly . "The big boys up 

in No'th going t o f all on us like a tree. And tha t's what we want, 

Bi g Lem." 
S. Yho Kfl. :f 

11 '1.'hey fall on u s an d bea t our"- j I ass off." 

11 Its not like t ha t, Bi g Lem. Folks want pea ce. Hea l folks. 

Not the s tumble bums down hene I mean . l obs ters . No'th f olk know 

t ha t when pe ople aEe working together, there's more in t he pot for 

everyone . .i:he plowmen are going to be asking q_u estions, boy." 

Big Lem looked a t him, hi s eyes wide. "Daniel, man, they 

never a sk que s tions. Didnt y ou know that?" 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



87 

11 :N obody ever s ocked it into them befor e. 11 

"Like how we gonna do it?" 

"Like how we gonna lay it on. A f ell ow s tarts bawling? 

You watch it. He's going to t a lk some too a fter he' s done bawl ing . 11 

'..L'he f ea r tingle d a t J:li g Lem' s finger tips. "You watch 

it too, friendo Mob an d t hem plowmen, they a ll one." 
turn 

"You been down her e too long, J:li g em. Ought to/PI you 

into a travelling man. r ho s e fel l ows working in the swamp, they're 

different. They got things hi dden in there t h ey want to keep 0 A 
people 

lot of downhome folks a mong the , up in No' th too. 11 

"We've got - influence?" grinne d :Bi g Lem. 

"Sure, you keep cheerful." 

:Gi g .Len turned sober. "You for gettin' something , Daniel. 

A mob sman' s got a piece of steel in his gut. He croa k, you'll 

swing, wha tever ha ppens." 

"Tha t' s D a chance I f a ce." 

Bi g Lem sla pped t he timber. 11 Godda m, you know you didnt 
,,...... 

kni f e no mobster. Why shoul d you t a ke the r a.,.y?" 

"The ki d who di d it, did i t for me. Tha t' s whyo" 

Bi g Lem shook hi s head . He sa id, "You think those kids 

love you?" 

"I'm the kingfi sh. 11 

"Then why i s t he one who kni i e a t he mobster holding ba ck? 

Why dont he tell you? And what about his buddies? They saw. Why 

a int somebo dy opene d hi s mouth yet'.?" 

"Because t hey love me, tha t dont "11.ake t h em sa ints. Dont 

make them martyrs eithero I1aybe he' s sca red. Maybe t h e 1111111 

others a r e sorry for him. Ki ds stick t ogether. ~~ybe t hey reckon 

I'm ol d enough t o go anyway." 

"Jesus Chri s t! You pla ying o c:t? You want us to buil d a 
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church around you? ince t he 11ob don t all ow us in theirs? What 

you pla ying, mister?" 

Daniel sa i d , 11 lou dont like the ki ds / ·"' ] WI■- . : 

11No, 11 Bi g Lem sai d. "No. Guess I donto hey rockin' the 
S rn o ,c<2. f;ow11, 

boat and lots of folks inA • cant swim.D '.I.1hey all show. 

They i dnt have to knife that mobster." 

"You straining to be a n Uncle? I'll put in a word for 

you with Jim DD Bob." 

Big Lem jeered , "Jim Bob says boo an cJ you bolt under a. 

pier. You keep skulking , glory man. 'ea chin' Jim Bob' s got his 

strap out to l arrup you." 

11 Youll ought to get to know those kids, Big Lem. They're 

mostly out in t he small boats. t hey dont live a shore under Jim Bob 

like the older people. They dont s care. When they get too old for 

the boa ts, then t hey'll come to live ashore with the rest. And get 

scared like t he rest." 

Big Lem knew he wasnt scared crappy. Not that way. Daniel 

was tea ring into him for no rea son. A guy h2d to survive. That wa s 

a ll. A guy ha d to work to ea t. '.t he Mob cou.1. u cut you off ea sy. 

They owne d a ll the jobs. 'hey sa y to a job, Gol an d tha t job went. 

He had given Daniel t he bes t . He had f aked passes and r an guard 

until he was s pinning like a big fat toy s ome guy had pulled a 

string on. Did lJaniel think tl~at living ashore and yessuhbossing 

with t he rich laughs a n o clown acts wa s ea sy? A fellow di d the s e 

things with the pa in gu shing and shooting in him. But because the 

Mob m held hostages like them wa rtime Hitl er f ellows, your folks, 

your ea tin• time, you stayed • i th it and-- ha tin(i: ike a drum, 

"You sca red as anybody el se . You holed up for t he fear 

season. You gotta have us run interference for you. You dont barn-
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boozle me. You scared like the rest of· us, "he snarled a t Daniel. 

And maybe the moment h e sounded off on Daniel, he was 

sor ry like a hound dog in a mes s of poleca ts. 

For Daniel showed his te eth and said, "Sca red?" 

"Holy Je sus," i g Lem sa id as Daniel uived from the trestle. 

He had cau ght the glint in Daniel's eyes before the glory man 

kicked from the timber. Daniel swam f a st between the pillars 

straight towards the open water and suddenly his head and shoulders 
• E>ii La.tn ~~ bJLc. in'1-

were shining in the har d yellow sunlight. Now/\'. I . • Prayin' Big 

Lem, a-watching the sli ding power of Daniel's strokes but plowing 

in a prayer s o hard somebody up there oughta hear it. But maybe one 
he 

of t he junior fellows up there was on the job for/- sure fouled 

it upo 

"Lordy! Lordy1" whispered Bi g Lem as he hear d the engine 

roaring . And he knew the sound of the ob boats in an unconsolably 

sure way. They honked the horn. ~hey had s een Daniel. 

Bi g Lem r an a long the trestles, springing fr om timber to 

timber, scrambling a round the concrete pillars WIiii to the pier's 

head o The prow of a Mob boat pointed at him. Then as he jerked 

back hi s head out of s ight, he realised the boat ha d not been 

pointed a t him but a t Danielo The glory man was swimming hard and 

swift but he wasnt going to make it. Baniel dived and t hen the 

idea went JU into Big Lem's h ea d. 

In his hea d he could see Daniel at t h e bottom of tha t tall 

green w~ter, plunging ba ck for the sa fety of t he pier. And so Big 

Lem slipped so f tly from the pier an d swam underwater to where he 

lme w he would cro ss Daniel. He saw Daniel and he point ed a finger 

so Daniel would know wha t hews up to. Daniel no dded and kept 

on right for the pie ro :i'tnd Bi g Lem clawed t hrough the cot t ony water, 

and never began canting up until the pressure was pinging at his 
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ears. He rose like a waterlogge d sponge . .ne broke through with a 

gulp an d a gasp. He managed a few heavy strokes before he heard 

the bellow from the boa t. 

"Hey, boy! Hey, Daniel! You s top boy, or we 'll shoot you!" 

But he reckone d they woul dnt shoot h i m since it wa s clear 

he wa snt going a ny place very f ast. ~o he swam stubbornly on 

face down until a boa t hook fell on h is shoulder and numbed him. 

He rolle d t o his ba ck, cursing a n d clutching a t the shoul dero The 

boa t hook went insi de his belt and they pulled him into the boat. 

"You sure begging to be killed./ 11?1)- a mobster said. 

"When a mobsman ca l l s your name, you freeze. •r Ult Aint you 

knowing t ha t?" 

Big Lem sa t up and gl~red at the magnolia in his button­

hole. 

11 Ca p'n, my name a int Daniel. lvly name aint cha nged from Big 

Lem to Daniel. Or if you changed it, nobody done told me yet." 

"This one a int Daniel," another mobster sa id. "Where's 

Daniel?" 
St'l'\Ok'e. 

11 Got him in my pocket. Ta ke him out ea s y-. That bad1/ 7? bl 
will bite youo" ·He laughed the high one and cloWB.ed hi s face the 

way t he Mob liked him. The magnolia folk wer e sure foolish . 

The mobsman looked angry, bu-t\rie wa s rea l slow wi t h the cuff 

to Bi g Lem's mouth. Light s tuff too. Didnt do more t han loosen a 

,~ootho One time he woul d have broken a j aw but you had to 

watch it these days, wha t with the trouble t hey wer e ma king up in 

No'th. E'ven Jim Bob wasnt going the limit these da yso 

11 Go overboard," he sa id angrily to Big Lem. 

But Big Lem shook his hea d. He was running his little mile 

ea sily
0 

He ba d to stay with them, drawing them from Daniel. Tha t boy 

sure n eeded protectiono 
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"I' m wounded," :Bi g Lem sa i d o "I go in ther e again, I 

dr own. You gotta t a ke me asho:te, Ca p'n." 

"So you drown. ve didnt push y ou in." 
(t S',,,.c/<U 

Big Lem shook his hea d. ,'.~jfJ up on the pier. They 
/\.. 

watching you, Ca p'n. You make Big Lem 
.S tno~e.r 

drown them ..... gonna 
"'-

t a lk." 

The mobsman said s oftly, 11 Boy, you enjoy it while you 

cano Soon's we str a ighten ou t things, we're gonna t ake payment 

fr om you, with interest." 

11 Cap 'n, reckon you dont know it but I'm m Ca p'n Jim 

Bob's boyo I aint behind in no paymentso" 
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CHJ1.Pl1:IB T i LVE 

Salv a tion 
Aunt /\••• l eft the hammer i ng behind her . ·q , Uncle 

Remus was t a cking the sa tin pa d di ng . Nailing do n the me ss of cut ­

r a te troubl e a hea p of 1vob f olk dr a gged t o your do or . Fi xing t o 

h ogti e a body to tr ouble until y our b or n da ys end e d in the sa~t 

pillar a l l thi s pa in and weepi n ' erec ted where a God-ch i ld should 

have a heart . 

She went s cowlin g d own Delta str eet. Delta shi mmer ed 

in the noon glare . Down a t the f oot of t h e str e e t where i t l ost 

it s elf in the bayou, a whi te topped h ob n11r sat . There wer e others 

abou t t he town . Jim Bob had ringed them . They were c oons u p a 

tree . Jim Bob a n d his men were ... h ound ~ on the i r haunche s 

wait i n g for Da niel t o s c a re enou gh t o fa l l o 
Salvation. 

11 But he a int gonna fall , 11 whispered Aunt,(- She 

shu t h er eyes tight a n d bl inked them open again o 

" We WWDMII reare d h i m t ough o He l ooke d on us a n d saw 
pain and 

a l l thisA)W-m■ weepin' a nd it reared him t ou gh ." 

She wen-tp.nt o Uncle mos shop . Uncle Amos r este d the 

s ledge a n d n odded the b oys from the shop . Her eyes na rrow on him , 

she said , " My sister g onna make it?" 

Uncle Amo s looked back steadily a t her before he 
Salva tion wooden 

n o cted . Aunt K breathed hea vily and zet - on a/block.• 
Uncl e Amos 
■■Ill I\ grippe d the handle a nd worked the be l l ows . He p oked the 

t ongs insi de the spurt of flame . He took out t he red h ot iron 
wa ter ,,.--, 

a n d cool ed it i n a/trough. He t o ok the small ha mmer and r a pped 
~ 

the work int o s ha pe . He rais ed the fongs a nd showed h i s work . 

11 Guess I should hurr y back a n d tell her she ' s g onna 

make it," she sai d . 

Amo s said harshly , " 'l'he woman ' s dead, rzr 1 
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she 

But only glared briefly a t h i m and went ba ck to 

her mumbl i ng . 

"Flat on your ba ck, you're gonna make it. Nobody ever 
s 11'\ 0 ~ (lT O \Un 

made it stan ding up. Nobo dy fro~1l114 t I , ever ma ue it into the 

mobrnan's church standing on t he ir own f e et, except Uncle Am os 
So give 

here who rings the bell.m they - him a stool by the door. 

But hardly any f olks ever made it lying on their backs ev en." 

She smiled. She thrust her heaa forwa r d f or emphasis as she 
church. 

spoke , "But , sister, y ou gonna make it i nt o a rea.J/4 Fla t on your 
I'"""\. 

ba ck in the mobaman's church." 
'-' 

She looked up at Uncle Amo~ , her flinty ol d eyes 

s oftened. "Uncle Am os , you did ri ght well. We gonna give her a 

churching and a r eal bi g buryin'o 11 

Uncle Amos sa id, "JJont rightly know if I did wello 

Folks shouldnt want things s o badly. " 

11 You run into any trouble when :rou a sked t he mob ■ Ill 

par s on?" 

11 No, he wasnt t oo put out. She was an Aunt. Lota of 

things easing nowadays, I reckon. 11 

hea d, 

open . 

"He sa id the folks could f oll ow her into the church?" 

Uncle Amos stared,incredulous. "You touche d in the 
Salvation? 
WYWW I sa i d things ea s ing. I di nt say things bus te d wide 

_._.1$/k 
Them other,,,¥] n can stay in the str eet outsi de while 

they church the body . 11 

Salvation 
, looked a ngry and then her f a ce cleared . 

11 Guess I coul dnt have everything . 11 

He mutter ed and shook water beads from the cooling iron. 

"Wha t tha t ~h i ng y ou wav ing in :.i: ront mf my fac e?" 

snapped Aunt Salva tion. 

He held the tongs s tea dy a nd gazed a t t he iron. 
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" vh ere I s Daniel? 11 he a ske d . 

''What you showing me t ha t ol I iron for? " 

illlli"bven i r on i s humble," Uncle Am os sa id . 

"Dani el a i nt comi ng out," she sa i d . 

"And n ow the f i r e has humbl ed the i r on, the i r on i s 

u seful ," Uncle Amos sa i d . 

"Daniel a i nt coming out t o be humbl ed ." 

11 So the boy ha s n o i r on in h i m, 11 Uncle Amos grumbled. 

"He' s iron en ough ." 

Amos l ooke a down an d spat in the coa l du st. 
Salva tion 

11 I s t ha t a good or a bad s pit? 11 Aunt/ I 1£1 • dema n ded. 

Uncle Amos sai d qui etly, 11 '..l.'h i s i s my shop." 

He was a mas s iv e , quie t s ort of man but hews a wind-

mi l l when h e was a r oused . A man like Amos pl ay ed uncle be cau s e uncl e s 

coul d be bu f f ers when the Mob went on the spr ee . To int erc ede for 
S:l'>\ok ~!"ew"l~..- f le eing 

a t errified1\7 ( 1U !J from 41111 love a t a r ope ' s en d. 110 

plea d f or a hardl u ck godchild , alrea dy u p to h i s collar s t ud wi th 

t he boon any devou t mobster bore on a ma gn olia da y. 
Salvati on 

Aunt" D B g l au ghe d l i ke an en p:ine. She rumbled i n t he 

gut c She sho ok wi th i t until i t exp~oded i n a gush of cacophony 

f r om her open mouth . 

Uncle Amos t ook u p a spa nner an d fit t ed i t a r ound a 

f inger . He t wi s t ed the f i nger . It c oul d tear the t en dons . 
Salva tion 

" St op tha t, " Aunt/ f j I • J sa i d sharp~y . 

"The pr i de i n you, 11 Unc l e Am os sa id . " I n you like in 

Dan i el a nd i n IVlister Sl ocumo" 

"Folk~ got to hav e pr i de. Folks a i nt mule s o" 

Uncle Amos dr opped t h e spanner. He doubl ed h i s great 

fis t s a nd rested them on h i s kne es. 
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"Look a t my ha n d s , " he sa i d . 

Cautious, she looked. He drove t wo brawling blows to 

hi s knee s . The wind of them f a nne d h er f a ce . He had immense 

power. She let g o her br eat h . 

"You coul d brea k your knees, 11 she sai d coldly. 

"I coul d kill a man with n eit h er of t h e s e hands . 

Uncle Amos a int puny . Folks know. But the s e h a n ds aint d one 

nothing sav e swinging the ha mmers in my shop . ' Cept once." 

"'Cept h en y ou pla y the pia no." 

"' Ce pt when I u s e d t h em for Daniel. La st night . At 

t h e Vake," Uncle Amo s sa i d , i gnor i ng t he sarcasm. 
Salvation 

Aunt/ •• pushed out her ~ips . ~he ha d been buried 
hea d to r ectify 

under Uncl e Amos for awhile . She shook her/ 'I .n I I I I • nn_a I I ' I ' ·-
--t 

her rumpl ed identiyy. 

11 If I wasnt a l a dy I' d kick you under y.:our ba ll-a nd-

cha in, 11 sh e sai d . 

"Ask me why I use d them la s t ni ght . " 

"Beca u s e you got s ix toes, u she retorted . 
,---, 

"Because Daniel was doin' a mi ghty job . Be ca use he was 
----

doin' it clea n. b eca u s e f olk s up in No'th would have to hea rken 
l 

to u s , Daniel doin' it so cl ean. Now he f ouled it." 
Salvati on 

Aunt ■••• got t o h er feet . Amos l ooked up a t her . 

The s trong ol d f a ce wa s sea med like a weeping chil d . 

"He my blood. a niel. ha t you want me to do? et 

him u p for Jim Bob'?" 

"He ca nt bea t Jim Bob if he a int bigger t han Jim Bob. 11 

11 He c a n t b ea t Jim Bob if he' s dead either. II 

11 here' o. be ot h er s ," Unc l e Amos s a id, looking down 

into the coal du s t. 

"Da niel woul dnt ha ve stuc k Jim Bob' s man wi t h a knif eo 
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He a int no punk Snico He dont want no bed-in a t the whorehouse 0 " 

"Tha t dont matter . He lost his use," Uncle Amos 

sai d ha rshly. 
Salvation 

Aunt/«¥P¥# strode angrily towards t le do or. But at 

the door, she pau sed . She was a stout woman but she turne d f a st. 

Her short a rms were stiff ith a nger . 

"Amos ," she rapped, "you want i ng s ome of t hat magnolia 

mea t they got stashed in t h e s choolhouse? That why you want to 

in? Tha t why you ant aniel to come out s o J im Bob can rook him?" 

11You i s old and cra zy," sna ppe d Uncle Amos. 
older 

11 o/ than you. No craz i er t han you with your 

'there 'll be others o' What others? There a int been any before 

Danielo 11 

fut there been others, Amos cried s ilentlyo Ther e 

been other s like me who do the bit they ca n a nd nobody done 

called t hem gl ory man . 'lhere been tho11.z1:m cts of other s . Others 

wha t scrub down the kitchens a nd mind t he ki ds a n d ring the bell 

in a magnolia church s o Tu ob f olk a int never fr from u so So 
.s<>--ske~ 1olk > 

Mob f olk a da y to come will say, ' Them (' • I •½ int s o bad after 
.s;,,ol:~ yf 

a ll.• 1 h o a day t o come will sa y, ' Them 1J"$l be s o close t o 
• ' b 

us and we never notice them i s di f f erent.' 

"There be more goo d pe opl e tha n bad pe ople in the 

world . Mos t of the l aws aint bad , but good 9
11 Uncle Amos sai d 

s lowly. 

11 Ai nt you livin' in 
It 

Aint you got tha t 

fee ling the ~ have mor e bad l aw t han good?" 
S.lhO/c.llt 

"e .'17111 i s people, just like the Mob. \e get hurt, 
I\ 

the Mob' s gonna get hurt t oo. People wno got sense , know that. 

lVI'"' ybe they a int s o much against J im Bob' s 1 w a.s aga inst the way 

he runs hi s l a wo11 
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"It aint goo d l a w," she sa i d . 

"Any l a w' s the right law when f olks have a hand in 

ma king it . 1'.iaybe i f Jim Bob ha d come a l ong and sa id, ' Now, lo oky 
s.,,..,ok ~ -{i,llc_, 

here , y ou • • we got t his law on our minds . We want to make thi s 
I\. 

law concerni ng t h e whorehouse bu t 'e want you t o vot e on it.• Nla ybe 

if Jim Bob had come a long and sa i d thi s , ve ' d have sa i d , ' Now, see 

here , Ca p ' n Jim :Sob , we ' ll thinlc it ov er.' And we' a have thought it 

over nd sai d t o ourselves,' ✓hat ' s in therJ a int go od for u s . , ,e 

better of f out of it O ' 

"Then we'd hav e v ot ed against going in there. :But tha t ot-/i,:;,v 

l aw a i nt got no li f e . A law t ha t dont look both wa ys i s a dea d l aw, 

without DD life o There's a law what sa ys , •Thou shalt not kill,D 

or we give y ou the 'lectric chair.' But the l aw dont s t op ther e. It 

looks the other wa~ a nd sa ys, ':But if you kill 'cau s e that's the 

only way t o prevent y oursel f gettin' killed , then you wont get the 

'lectric cha iro 1 Tha t l aw looks both ways ." 

"But Jim Bob ' s law still a int 0 00 d l aw!" yelled Aunt 
~alvation. 

"The l aw a int ba d. It s just th tit di dnt hav e no t a lk 

with me before i t became law," Amos sa i d . 
Salvation. 

a II ui t trompin' me!" cri ed Aunt /TJ@ I .W "You is a n 

ea gle, f lyin' upsta irs. You got - y ou got charity!" 

"' Taint tha t. I go:b surety. I bel ieve in f olk . I reckon 

we do thing s the right way, we get wbat we want ." 

She snorte d and headed a gain f or t he door. Uncle Amos 

ca l l e d a fter her , "I arrangin' bea rers f or t he coffin . You 

got anybody in mind?" 

::She turned n d frowned thoughtful ly . "Ye s , put i n 

Daniel a nd Jim Bob, 11 she said . 
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CHAP.EER T ELVJ~ 

:Bi g Lemu el walked br i skly long t h e bea ch t owar os the 

kids. :J..'hey loafed in the noon h ea t, in t he pa lm tre es' sha de. They 
eye Big 

sa t u p to/ Lem with the wet D clothes fla pping a round 

him. They were not h ostile. He wa s a friend of Daniel's. But the 
~ 

eyes tur ned wa r ily ~ any interl oper on the bea ch thi s careful 

edne sday. For, all morning , the v;hi te topped Iviob ca r had been 

s i tting on their shoul ders. 

11 You been swi mmi ng wi th y our cl othes? 11 Abel the head 

ki d a sked . He was a t h infa c ed , longshanke d boy of sixteen or seven-

teen • 

Bi g Lem slipped int o the group an d dropped to his 

haunches. He sifte d sa nd through hi s finger s . He could smell the 

bitter, salt-washed cleanness of t heir bodies. ; 'hey di dnt smell of 

ga rba ge like the town. He rubbed hi s shoulder an d grinned sheepi shly. 

11 I f ell overboa rd but t h e l'Yiob r e s cued me , 11 he sa i d . 

n gie the kid pointe d a finger at h im a n d sa i d , "I 

lmow tha t guy. He's a big joker." 

"I'm a ob spy," :Bi g Lem ._ sa id. 

"Show me y our ba dge," Angie sa i d eagerlyo 

Bi g Lem looked keenly a t h i m. "What' s y our name'f" 

"Angie the kid ," Angi e sa i d shyly. 

Bi g Lem shook hi s hea d . "A f i sherman shoul d be named 

Pe t er . You is the Mob spy." 

gone crazy." 

"Somebo y t ol d youl 1
.' Angi e cried. 

''Okay. Cut t he cra p , 11 Abel sa i d . 

They sa t ba ck quietly. They wa ited on Bi g Lem. 

Bi g Lem looked out on the water and said, "Daniel. He ' s 
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"He aimin' t o give himself u p? He asking for Jim Bob?" 

Angie a sked. 

11 Stop ticklin ' under my a rm, 11 Big Lem snarled a t him. 

11 I t ickle you, I u se this," Angie sa i d , showing him 

the litt l e knife . 

Bi g Lem gl a red a round . 11 I can lick any dozen of you, 11 

he sa id to the grinning faces. 

Abel held Angie the kid' d wrist an d pulled hi,s hand 

down. He sai d , "Okay, ig Lem. You come running to the be a ch this 

bad Wednes day a nd tell us Daniel' s goofy. hy?" 

Bi g Lem looke d puzzled as he said, "He wants to go 

to the buryin • o " 

The yel l of l au ght er nearly knocke d him f l a t. He stood 

up, breaJ h ing ha r d an d scowling down on them. 

J?bel sai d , "Dont get ma d , Bi g Lemo The guys l au gh 

'cau se anybody shoul d know Daniel would want to go to the buryin•. 11 

"Why shoul d he?" dema nded bi g Lem . "Aint he hea rd tha t 

Jim Bob after him for r eal now?" 

"Sureo An ' t hat ' s whyo We gonna roll tha t lil' ol' 

hearse right a cross town. The Mob' s PI gotta have respect for the 
g~o ~~ ~ S,,.,ok~, 

dead o A dead f iPb ] a gtCDo d , Tha t's their fool law, a int it? 
I\. J'( 

We'll have Dan i el r i ght up a longsi de tha t coff in and Jim Bob c nt 

touch hi mo '.l.1he town I s gonna laugh t Jim bobp II Abel said •. 

:Si g Lem looked thoughtfully a t him. 11 Son, you only 

ij.al f way right. Daniel's f i gurin' Jim Bob wi ll grab■ for hi m." 

The ot her s s ober ed up but Angie the R:id hi ssed a 

laugh t hrough his teeth. "Well , wha ddya knovy?" he sai d . 

A Mob boat beat s oftly u pstreamo The water creamed a t 

the bows . ·r ass glinte d in the sunlight. '.l'hey thought tha t f or all 

the shine , it was a f ilth boa to They t h ought i f they ha d a boaD like 
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t hat it woul d be a brave boat. Now it was a dr eam boat. 

"Yea h, Jim :Sob'll grab f or him for sure," Angi e sai d . 

The other s shrugge d. ~ Abel said , ":Uaniel knows what 

he's doing . Dan ];bony aint no punk." Theu looke d a t the dr eam boat. 

Bi g Lem 's je ering voice broke up tbeir dreams. 

''You coul d turn in Dan .!!.bony and buy such a boa t with 

the bread t hey woul d give you f or t h e reward. It a int mur der. He 's 

gonna give h i ms el f up anyway." 

They turne d t heir eye s on h im. 

"A bi g joke," li ttle An gie said. He was f a scina ted 

with big Lem 's neck.;, exposed wher e it joined his shoul ders. 

~hey foll owed Angie' s eye s a nd saw where t hey could 

._., nea tly di sloca te a bi g guy's neck. they wer e bewitche d with it. 

Bi g Lem climbed cau t iou sly to his feet. He as a powerful man. 

But he knew h ow ef ficien t ly, i n unison, t h e smal l _blades were. 

They wer e methodical an o persistent. The Mob ha d f ound out t hat 

you clapped a dozen in the s t a tion house but other s slipped into 

the line on the light sla pdown of insteps . The way t he little 6uys 

of the small boa ts do. 

"No," Abel, the hea d kid said . 

They· took away their eyes and brea thed softly. 

Li ttl e An gie smiled and touche d Bi g em ' s arm shyly. 

"You a.int no s py. I know you. You're :fl'an's be s t friend," 

he sai d . 

"You're a goo d guy too," Bi g Lem said, watching h i m 

col dly. 

"Take care of yours el f. One of t he se days we'll want 

you, " An gie sa id. 

"I sa i d shut it off," Abel,the h ea d kid said. 

Angie looke d down a t the sa nd and sai9, 11 'le oughta 
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get limousines. Cats like u s a int ought a go to buryings 

'le s s we ride in limousines." 

"Where'll we get the loot to go a round hiring limou­

s ines?" one of t he kids asked. 

11 '.i.'here' s alway s fishin'. 0 

"e'd gotta have t he bread today. Go see the man wi th 

the limousine tomorrow n d he 'll sa y other folks done hire it." 

" e can go f ishin' t oday." 

"A bi g h ot sun overhead and you say we go fi shin' today? 

Man , fi sh aint bitin ' today. Wa ter's too calm and clear ." 

"A fel low goe s fishin' anytll.me," Angie saido "Best 

time's when the fi sh dont expect you. You slip him a h ook a nd he 

thinks you'r e giving him your hand to sha ke." 
choppy 

"A wind ' s coming u p . It will be/ __ _ soon," Abel sa ido 

"Okay. Let ' s go ." 

They went up the beach for the gear and brought down 

the mast s and r udders. They t ook down the net s and spoole d t b em 

in the sterns of the small bayou boats . They hunted out t h e balers 

and filled the water bottles. Bi g Lem watche d the hard, sl~~ 8 
youths putting their tool s i n the boats o They s poke little . They 

were ar at t heir duties . Abel looke d a round the beach . He 

nodde d . All was s et. He went t o his boa t to lead his litt le 

fl eet out on the water. But they didnt go. 

'.l.1hey didnt go because t he white toppe d Mob car empti ed 

it s elf of it s crew. The mobsters j a ck- knifed out and 

came sprea d legged a t them. They pointed guns a t the kidso The 

Mob boa t r oared in the ba you and cut f or the beach . The motor 

r a n down to a mutter a n d the boat thrashed slowly ba ck and forth, 

par allel to the bea ch. So they were boxe d ino 

An Under Potentat e had the squa d. A fat waisted man wi th 
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~ ~VJ /21.,1 ~ h ,'t/4 
that the m on ire-ys- wh-om~~ ·:n- the a ct1. on against 

· b had hidden him . Stashed him awa J' sweet a s a lizard 

in a mola s s es j ar. Only, he coul dnt prove a thing . And 

these da y s when a f ella was dealing with those Nigra 

f i shing ki ds 
.~ k,.:W 

, he 

ha d to 

plenty 

be able t o prove things. The~ ha d 
tp>JW(-,t; ~ !~4'1'- ,./J 

of f ri ends)._t..~01-eh in 1' ederal countr~ quick to 

say t he little ~ bastards were being swindled out of 

the i r inal ienabl e rights . ~tlR.,?,J 4J>v,i~1 t../,:4J l?r -Jlir.rn>6 • 

I reckon, t h ought Jim J3ob blea kly. 
lh ~ ,f j/!J->,,l ~ 

Bleakly staring out of hi s wi nd ow a cross F.~ bl: of 
/Pf#J'F 

~ venue 

in the heat 

i nto the st inking suburb of ;,1ara cii s e 4J&D11 swi mmin~ 
all 

ha ze off the bayou like a shred of ho g intestines in . 

I 

I 
[ 
I 
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t hat golden gravy of t he a ftern oon sun o Crowd ing a fella until he 

sa i d Jim :Sob. 

oli t ic~f orcrl..him. 

guy who want ed t o c}-iA,nge the ways of oldtime 

f olks mu s t show h i s s oli darity wi t h their folkw ys before he began 

easing in h i s own dirty Communi s t thinking,_, , Jim Bob rea s one d . 
P1tl't((c; 

Jim Bob du g '-,,.l,,,.:.,..;:;,....--
and 

spat ,miss ing the s pi ttoon a n i nch in his agita t ion. He co git te d a 

s econd or t wo more , an d then sat down ana phone d the fell a s t o c ome 

11 ou fe l l a s , come easy ," whi spered Jim Bob over t he 

phone , one eye cock ed to s e t ha t t he h ou seboy asn t xNNk:brg 

listening , f or the s on s of bit che s crov de d y ou so y ou even ha d to 

hav e them in your hous e . 11 e gonna move over t he Avenu e a:tt-a ~ o 
11;,,JCl,1/ 

'Rltr~ rea l s oftly . I gotta hunch ~ &l i s gonna be at _ , 
fw t:'tlt<f . " . ,,, (?~ t.,;, ~RI/ .fl.JJL ~,__"- ~~~ . t;r-, a+t--+o4.. ~ • 
hl c..:;;Jj,8!1 s ke A( l,.J A,li_~ bltu/::, li,..tJtw. h,y. L-JI~~-r Af"''~ fl'P I:,,~ n,.c1,..m1lh , " fro.Ji,,,, 

[:9r1uJ::,~. ,t;;J:., ~ ~~~n,1- ~~rr-J:$ "u,-1 ;./1~:Jl.:~lf fy'- : ,· ~, 
"V h t bou t t hem s pie s f rom :U.?i H&i~ a sked the f ine 

lynching- bee han d at the other end . ,.~7 lw..-)1"9 fl.•\ ~11 fl/-- 1-1o , "' 

"We go t ta wa t ch out fo r the s pi e and t h ieves f rom up 
(Jr·v; ,l./zv), f) 
....--. .... ~ \ e got ta wa tch out for t he :Plowmen f rom ff3i g i:>wamp'\~ 

Godoammi t , why you asking me ? You know we gotta watch out every 

time we cro s ourth of July Av enue n owa ct· y s . 11 

He squin ted hi s eyes and looke d out on t he afternoon 

sun shining pret ty on magnolia land Vv hil e the other fell a cur s ed , 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



~ j f 

O:) L ~ 

ct 

_, 

\' . ; t ,0 

V "f.i:) I() .i:rl n: 
,. 

,j 0 

.. .t r rl 1 0~' ...::(1 

_1 to 

8 ) \. _( ·.ro1 

J ·' q ,, 
0 '1 II 

0 J V .... u ')0 :J r-i 0 

0 .b :O'I J :l: ,1 L '.10 .tl 

II 0 l. 

i) 

" 
u 

.t 'I J v ;J ~'' 

.t j 0 "110 j-

"' I 'I)~ J ., () 

.l ·-(, .... o L.1 rJO .Lu 

J • .h.., J a ) 

) - _I_ t 0 .Lr ,..L. .J: l, ..... [ Jf 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



wi th a feroc i t y t hat onl y hi s i e dics t i on expl a ined 

away c or he loved 1•,1 obt own a n o he loved - are dise South , all of h ich 

V! B S magn olia l an d . !'l ow , through hi s inaow, magnol i lan d 1 y 

fel i ne as a leopard iXXk-- sl eep in 

kil l in t he honeysuckle evenin . 

"Sure . 'lh y gonna hol d. a a ke 

h ot summer sun , wa i ting to 

11-:P·v...-,.-,.,_,, 
be there . ~ e 1 11 dr op down .on t h em like a cs.n of expl os ives , 11 Jim H ~ •

7
; t,,t-...,0 

IX ~ ..-:&2 
Bob chuckle d a s he hung up . 

1 
,. /,,-;'>O ~,. , 

• ,{ I i, I 11,~1 -t.tt✓-~~ 
n d in all the ha bby hi te pil~_.., red man ions i n - ~i'!t"'l~~.W,ii;trJ tf.:, j.,r0-

9u:,,;,,, ____:_,,; 
, menfolk whom Jim Bob h d a~zR a l ert ed ere ki ssing 

the i r wi v es an d the i r kid go odbye) as they re ,died f or t he night 

crossi n g int o Paradi se bouth . 

11 11 that equa lity cra p , 11 gro led J i m Bob a s he got up n d 

shook out h i s whip . 11 .0reamed u p by a bunch of Phi l c:. delphia Communists 

i n the pay of t ha t tinkin ' Red , ·ing George t he '.i'hird of England . " 
,lA1IJi. 

The fellas came yippe e- ing an d tre iling the joy- r opes tha t 
'\ 

woul d pro i de a joy- drag f or any da f ool n i gger t oo slow to get out 
W't•fl ¼ 

of t he way . They took }he joy- ropes t hat woul d joy- dr ag a Ni gra 

a t the t a i l gat e of a n utomobi le until he as shook down to a 

gon e- an d- gristle lump that woul d burn bri ght an d br i ef on a c n 

of ga solene . 

11 Sshh , " Jim bob whispere d r ogui shl y , a f i nger a t h i s '.l i ps 
1Vti1Tl. 

i g Sw mp she le d t he I ob to ~ an d a t humb h ooke d. b ,ck a t 
f}JJ-, , I 

of ~ Avenue . "or t he Plowmen in i g wamp gre unea sy whenever 

the fo ob went out on a lo e- a ct . 'olk in i g Swamp covered the ir 

ea r s to block out the thu d of f a lling bo di s hen the magnolia" 

mobster s cro s e d t he venue into Pa r ad i se ' out h o To l ove- dra g 

a cullud chile thr ough the pea r ly g tes . 
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p i ddle 

J i m ob tippy toe d the boys out of 1viobt own , pau sing to 
IU1ii It. 1/4/ 

on J!'~ of J~ v enue , gr i nning cu te as a newt wh ile 

he slyly butt on e - up . or there a int no l a w th t could s tomp 

a fe l l a f or p i dalin ' on .l! 'ourth of July Avenue . Th en a he 

fini she d , Jim ob s pr ead h i s 1 gs a nd ba wle d u p t the 

night - t im sky , 

"Lets g o s er~t the st inkin ' n i gge r s ons of bitches ! 

" 'weat the sleeping- in , fr i gging- in , s i t t ing- in , r p ing 

coons s o they ' ll know we l ov e ' em! " , 
f lt ,, tZ 1 IJ,, I 

.nd he s a sh e d a c r os ~~ v enue into ra-

ui s outh , hi s broa d ~ixie but t ocks hol di n g u p the web belt 

i n ili i ch he c ~rr i e d h i s club . 

Lory , Lordyo 

Do nh ome f olk in r a dise ~ s melling t he approa ch 

of the sweaty- crotch cra c ker s , hel d the ir a ching head s and yelled 

f or a n end to 

the clubbing 

t he sh oo t ing 

the 

Sinin g the weary blues of n outlawed folk 

cra zy-hungerin f or t he 1 w. 

Vi th a t wo hundred yea r old ba njo on their backs . 

Hooke d by a t o hundre d y ea r o~ d b njo on their ba cks . 

Cr y ing Lordy , Lordy t o a lawma n who wa s Kfii sunk to 
't I 

hi s es,r s i n a ll tha t l uck muck i n P,i g wamp . 

nd thes e were the third i n the ZHll[i a ct of love , the 
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f olk who lived in 0 amp W ~ 
J 

no-.r-t o_f fill ol± l nd . 

there dwe l t the • -'l o ,men , a or est - e ople who or e t beir ha ir 

long , down pa st t he ir shoul der s o They looked l i ke unshorn ya ks
0 

Eut i t ui dnt matter like a br ok n l eg t o a Plowman , 
-!Id -,; 

how h e looked , s o long a s ~ e droopi n g locks 0»2:x.t~llrlit 
tlj , ~ 

oblitera t e the s i ght and s ound a n s purged him of ca ring o 
I ~M j 

~~ 
• The b i g coloured fel l ow n amed 

wa on th m ke to run~ 1-'ar au i se outh o But 

n ob o y knew h oru the whee l w s i n the lawmen ' s out f i t . 11he f a c t 

was , the · 1 owm n er e f a c le ss o 

.But they v a st l y outnumbere · er cker a n d n-.igger a nd 

were affluent in the ' wa mp ' s rich muck o 
c..oJ>-/J~6 

lawmen an d ~ were mostly blooa k i n . 

arad i se ' outh got h ollered at because t hey provi de d t h e bl ood-

sport f or a s p or t i n g ~ob . 
as Jim b ob saw i t ., ~/k. 1:, Y"'-r. · tt, 'J • J .. ,ii. 

only tr ou ble;(\vr s tI1at , l a te!P,thel\ er e runn i n g 
Sv~~ o.(<,'. d /'f 

for c ov er i n a l ou sy thi cket where men g ot created e qual n d 
~ 

wer e swa ddled in i na li en ble r i ghts . Which a s a ll bull dust O,M,t,{. Ket{ c'r;:,/l 

t o Jim Bob ~locu mo I t maae Jim 

';/,t he N.B: h oped the ~l ow fel.L 

t 

but t he l owm en in 

Bob fume thi s summer ni ght~ 

i g 

- ~obtown. 

-th " l:hi r-c-t 1~ tl.2- lo11 ~1.,-ct; 
v-amp were unea sy a ll the 

JA 

vihile . 1wen s they gripped the swe ty ha ndle s a nd cut t he 

crooked furr ows , currying behin the• pl ows , di gging f or 

a noth er dolla r ' s · orth of a hila delphia vrea , the lawmen 

kne ,. t ha t the t x- col lec t or 1ould coill!e o 

v1 oul d c ome enforcing ~ t ar i ff f or every v iola ted , 

castra t ed pr oblem hich the 10b ha d zlXlikz. m x:t.brn: dumpe d i n - ~ 
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h - d t aken the a r i s e South schoolhous e and turned it int o a 

monstro s i ty of' a whor ehouse into hi ch he b cksla pped t h e lowmen 

ev ery ve ek o A hu s tle a t the ost- 1.r i mes ca t h ou s e (Jim Bob named i t ) 

took a l owman ' s £1H2xs: rni n a off h i s fe r s . It ma de Paradi s e outh 

a bedroom suburb of iob t ovm , "integrate d it ti ghter t h n a screw i n 

t he woo dwork , " gr i nned t hat a ntic fella , ol e Jim Bob . 

And the li t t l e hookers whom Jim b ob had in s t alle d 1im the 

whorehou s e , r ocked t h e joint from br ea st s to knee s , 
swe et- t a l ki ng 
~NZX§3Wf:!2:~i!:Za3drn:!it a lowman int o a payd y dream of a t i theless 

t i me . 

"Sle ep , Sheep , " sang the little ch i p::_"' i es , t a ki n g down a 

lowman fr om hi s cr o s of pl o ,s o 

"Sleep , heep , " they crooned a s they winkl ed a lowrnan 

out of h i s Good :Fri days . Dra ining h im of a oubts . 

'l' o gi v. e Jim Bob time an o. room to man gl e the u ppity = J/4r/.c/~ 

C. OP 
1 hen J im ob a n d the~mobst ers rea ched t e e dge of a r a di se 

~ ' Jim Bob hawke d an d. spa t a n d sna pped h i s ga lluses whil e he 

sent the f ella s into ambush . ' hen a magnolia fl ower pr essed t o 

h i s n ostril s , he wrea t hea h i s f a ce in the everlov i n g smil e of a 

rnobsman . He wa s t hi nking out t he move s by wh ich he would s core 

on uar iel: E~;y, who wa s the br a in ~ f or t h e! vel ta str eet fishing 

punks Cap ' n Jim kne , th t ~ - • n d the ki d- fi shermen who were 

cha llenging the l eep- in l a ws he ha o lai d down f or the whorehous e , 

woul d n ot prove e~sy t o ro ok . 
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7 
ONE 

1• h en J im Bob took t h e f el l a s thi s summer ' s evenin g a.cro s s t he 

v enu e i :i:i.t a }a¥ad:t.se ~ Qljpij~ , h e as s l eg'f-1 a s t he law coul d make 
~~ 

h i m. or t he l aw ooks ere lock e d awa y en tc C • t ide o:f 

~ -. n d t h i s J i m ob n ev er f e.il e d t o p oint out to a ny s on 

of a b itching i gra h o was u ppi ty en ou gh to , just befor e t hey 
C 1.J rlt,.J'e'~ , 

f ini s h ed h i m, ask why h e as be i ng ~~~~~ li t h out bat of t h e 

eye , Jim I3ob woul d tell them hew· s a l awm n h i ms elf a n d h e k e pt 

t h e l aw on h i s s i de . 

11 1'ha t Jim b ob , h e ' s a caution ," the f ella s us e d t o gr in a s 

t h ey c oil e d t h e r op e s a n d got into the automobi l e s to drive ba ck 

home . " ie u re know h o t o han ole ' em . " 

But the f i s hing- k i ds on t he b ea ch a t the fo ot of Delta str e e t 

werent di gging t he ol d l aws a t a ll . os s i r . 1he k i ds er e s ett i n g 

u p t o r i p out y t he r oot s mo stl y a 1- l of J im Bob ' s l a ws . 

Thi s su nmer ' da y they ha o. be en l ying out ea sy on t h e be ch 

whil e Jim Bob was wh i stlin g u p hi s pogrom . 'l'he k i ds ere s t or i n g 

t h e i r s tr ength befor e t h ey s tole i nt o t hee ening t o pr od a n d pr obe 

~"T"P"I ~d~~ • 
Md~ 

0 0• t h e "718"6:Ilg ~ on the b e a ch r os e a n d s crub e d t h e ir for ear ms 

a nd f a c e s cl ea n in gulf a tJlr. f e// t he kn iv e s shea thed a t their 
-f)...f_ 

wa ist a n d ent u p s tr ee t , wa l k ing i t h the quick s l pdown 
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8 
of insteps the wa y f r om the 

'.l.'he k i ds pas ed La me Hir . , the 

cr i pple plunk i n g h i s 

a y their fe t hit a n a h ow the k i ds s a rched the da r k ening a l leys 

fr om the c orn er of t he i r eyes , h r pped t he b ox with t he he el 

of h i s ha n d a nd be g n pluckin a mourning blue s . 

For mourning i s a ca re s ong . 

k i ndne ss song . 

s on g for the lost . 

l au • ing adly f or s ome ki ds who were 

fishing f or whRt t hey coul dnt lo se o 

But t he ki ds nev er looked t -cne guita r pla yer a t 

a l l . In the s me h a r d quiet , t h ey pa s e d the bla cksmith ' s shop 0 

n d when Uncle mos t le bl a cksmi th r a i s ed h i s he d and saw the 

viol ence f as t ened on the ir cks , he slipp ed out of the burlap 

apron a n mot i one d h i t wo b oys a ter him . 

. 

• 

1

. 11 over r a di se South t hey h d hea r d by now t hat ~ :. A~· 
l)( d "--1 ll '"''( I 

.il!lllrr1'~ ma ha d passed t o h er re ard . And s ince t he glory 

man was on the run f rom Jim Eob , n obo dy doubt ed th t b a p •n Jim 
;llil 1_ C6f21Jy. • -f!x!/c 

·oul d t ry to ~ :ee:n in his angui~1. ~~~n • a r ad i se ~ 

didnt lik e ll it a t a ll for t hey gue s sed Jim Bob woul d t r y to 

r ope h i m a t t he ake o 

For a ke was the little t i me d ownhome f olk to ok to 

prot est t h e hun r e d yea r old i~~ ;:/ the Iviobf olk had str pped on 

them. /f1hey knew they wer ent going a ny place until the s a int s go 
fl fµ 

marching in .p~t the ~~~n the b ea c h h en Jim Bob took over 

the ir s choolhou se f i gured it oth er wi s e . '.i:he k i ds on t he pr od to 
) 

loo sen the l aws ar ound Jim Bob I s whore} ous e , se.i d s oftly t ha t Jim 
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Eob coul a l o se . j nd the older ba tter e d f olk of ~aradi ~e ~ ' 

doubtful , but ein 0 beyon d furt h er wea rine s , found s ome h ope nd 

S8 id just once , the Mob coul d lose o ·o they c&me out to 

Wa k 11 the h lf citizen of ara i e 811lllilH.r came 

t ca me the gin fo lk , humped v' i th bowing nd pra ying 

bet 1een the r ows tha t they sh re- crop eno't,1.,:h this yea r to fill 

the i r cott on- picking bell ie s . 

Out CBme t h e sugarc ne r e per s , smelling of molc sses 

past the swe t . 

Out ca me the long s hor emen , the ~roundhousemen , the 

t ob cc o p ick r s a nd t h e h od ca rrier o 

Out came t h shoe shine b oys , he busboys , delivery boys , 

sta bl eboys , the j a nitor a n a t h e p or t er s , 11 the g o- fe tch folk 

f or a redneck l,1ob i n the ma nsions behi nd tie s ickly oaks . 

The s treet d oor of a r a dise 1 clidied continously 
ll " ;kw 11,;...,, ~j t,'/t /4.,4;­

a s a l l the losers came out for the a ke , bea t u p shoesislip ping 

a nd scr a bbl ing on the hea t grea sed a spha lt . 

Flowing ~nd eddy i n g up - ~---- . ---------si:;reet o 
- 7'JIII(~- --· 

f} fl.;' 1 J-v;,J. // 1 
1 

tf•·. -I £ M'{•✓. /f. l «Ad.;; -/J t h j -IJ; ft.~, f1,; C,,J.j,v;-.d, t 
v,-..J( J~ ~ ... ~,ofrrljt,,;.. ~ ~ £/A·•/H'Vi-,1 p~1-Jtle .I 

Fl owing and eddying ar ound J oel the Fool as he s a t 
f'Jv.,, . 

sla t-l egge d in the mi d. a le of ~ street . J!•or he w f a mil i ar to 

them as woe . Joel was th town i d i ot who da y nd night s a t i n the 

s tree t s surrounded by h i s empty c ns h oping to c tch a fall ing sta re 

S t i t h h is boy- di s ci ple w om f olks ca lled 

the poet , a youth b orn t o fre,u d like we 1th . Joe l wa s a 
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IJ bayou oracle who ZllU1IlI0.xat looked f or t he future i t he bot t om of 

empty f oo d cans. a t sl t legged mn elta , moving hi s empt y cans 

a roun a t o ca tch ll thco r a i n f ·- l ing f r o 1 a cl ea r blue sky. Clear 

blue sky she dding bucke t s ful of r a i n f or a t rue bel iever. 

11 I bel i evel" crie d Joel i n hi s ringing Fool' s t enor, 

clasping a · Heinz to hi s chest. 

"I believe in 1hem an i n Us!" 

Al l a bout the Fool t h ey f lowed. '.the wr etched sh oes . The 

defea t ed shoe s c .Th e s cuff ed , cuffed , creaking , car eworn shoes . 

hu f f ling of f t o a n h our' s smal l triumph . 1'he b nging , joll ying , 

hurrahing shoes she dding joy to a hardluc k chall enger. Conning a 

f ell ow int o the wi de, sly, shiny-eyed, c 8nturie s-old grin for t he 

a llotment of a moment. 

J U 

"I t ell you I believe! 11 Joel cried angrily a t t h e ki d-poet 

a t his side. The boy whittled the bla ck j a ck knot to give cov er to 

hi s mockery of the hurr i er s . 

Joel frown ed an d looked a t the sloppy, dopey ol d shoes 

he eling j auntily by him. "You to o shoul d believe," he sai d sa dly 

to them. He looked ba ck at t h e boy. 

But the hard- eyed youth looke d upwa r d in deceit, waiting 

for t he t ear from the sky' s blue eye. For a foeta l l eniency in the 

iron sky knotte d a.bout hi s earth of no quarter. He took a poet's 

ca r e not to look a t the ill soles bearing others into t heir 

t er r itories of f a ith . 

"Do y ou believe, Poet? 11 Joel the Fool a sked him quietly. 

But he suckled his thumb an d pla yed dumb. 

"Why o they cal l you a poet?" Joel asked irrita bly. 

"Because I'm too young t o be an I dioto Too whit e-eyed," t he 

boy sa i d. He grinned. "Because the fi shing ki ds from the small boa t s 

wont have me. 'I .hose who call thems elves t he Snics.JIIN!)}DliiH•BRml 
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The Say- No-I-Cant- ee ki ds ." 

"How old a r e y ou, boy?" 

"Si xteen i n the court house o ~i xty wi th bei ng sca r ed 

shi t l es s ll of t h e ma 0 olia peopl e . he f rigging 1\1Iob 0
11 

"We should make you into a ful l fl edge d i diot s oon. You 

a l mos t Mob ba it no.w, the way you t alkp 11 Joel sa i d o 

JI 

11 J i m :Bob r ul es the or l d f rom delta to duodenum, bu t , Lor dy l 

To see them 'nic-ki ds go. The old hymn- s inging downhome f olk look a t 
• tt/.e_i 

the new ki ds p and go about moanin' low with pri de an d f ea r__, ''/,PcJ.if: Ui.:d.. . 

"The 10b will r emo e y our bal ls f or thinki ng out s o 

l oud!" whi spered Joel, looking a round a t a l l the boots flowi ng 

past hi m. 
\.i 

11 !fan ," Hi[ f oet sai d , r oll i n g h i s eye s s o h i gh and wi de he 

swept the outhl an d sky cl ean of stars, "a body just pl a in shivers 

out of hi mself t o s ee the respec t t hem ob f olks been showi ng since 

the um f i shi ng ki ds l atched in!" 

"No! 11 J oel whi spered , s o s ca r ed he lo oked rv ob- whi te . "The 

at t i tude i s wr ong!" 

11 '.J:hen I ' m gonna gi ve up poetr y , " oet sa id stubbornly. "Up 

the Uo A II 
0 • 

"Ra in' s gonna f all f rom Ht t he clea r blue sky an d the ea rth 

will blo om enough s o that n i gger s and cra ckers will lie down 

t oget her , r epl ete a n d hatele ss !" Joel whi spered i n shock . 

11 h i t - bit," the poet sai d . 

'' Clutch your f i t h clo s e," Joel t he :E'ool sai d . "Bat h e it 

in a rm- s tink ." 

he poet held u p the model of the bot he wa s whi ttling o 

He bl ew a t t he chi ps . Hi s long , unf l agging mouth r n lightly along 

the words as he proposed t o r uin the h ope of a f ool whose s in l ay 

i n beli eving o 
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"Ra in will indeed f a ll, s t er. l'ire a nd r a in an d whatever 

t he hell el se y ou say ," remarked the young di scipl e o "But for nov1,,,a, 

t a ke your eye s of f the sky nd look a t the ol d schoolhous e which 

Jim Bob turne d int o thi s ripsnort of a whorehous e." 

So Joel the Fool wearily turne d h i s eye s outwar d , awa y 

from the inwrought agony of Them an Us, and lo oked towards t he 

bayou end of el t a street,; -to -ft..a.. w--i..~DWlR.- -tkd' f.~d <J>,,a ·~ -ct1, r.uladl.~ , 

Joel smiled at t he poeto "You nub of obsc eni t y," he sa id 

s of tly. T ey wer e the craz iest ca ts in aradi s e Sout~. A far-out t wosome . 

The poet' s eye s s of tene d as he looke d a t t he little 

harlot s stea dily i s suing out of the whor ehou se . 

"Cons cript s of love . Brought in by Jim Bob to comfort the 

J1lowmen wi th news of h ome," the poet sa i do 
h i s empty foo d cans 

11 \':hat home?" Joel asked, sla pping,/iiiffXJGJiiiltieii[i: on the 

sweat ing asphalt. 

"The Plowmen are h omel ess and therefore cuntless . Jim Bob com­

f ort s them wi th news they want to hear. Hea r t h i s , raster : 

"If news w· a gopher a n d you were allowed to ent er t he 

os t-Ti mes wh orehouse wi thout getting your bl ack a ss burnt off, 

you' d have seen I t ha t old gopher nos ing~ nude thigh here, a 

sweatin ~ navel there. Slipping t o ea ch the t i poff tha t l • 
/Iii '1 
,e,th~r ha d beaten the r a p in her t a rp per man sion 

on Del t a str eet." 

"You know a goo d deal," sai d Joel mi s era bly, hol ding up 

a Bird ' s- ye with stea dily di mini shing hope. 

"Iv.tan, you foll owing my fable?" Poet asked, with his f ore­

f inger flicking a way a cockroa ch tha t ha d been dod ging the 

spl aye d- fo ot ~~ll* shoes o the marching-in Saint s since it had 

barrelled forth from t he gutter in left fi eld. 
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II / 2:, 
11 Dont know why I picked you f or a pupil," snarled old Joel. 

"Al l the other ki ds a r e working , 11 gr i nned the poet. "They 

f i ghting f or sle eping~in r i ght s i n the wh orehouse . But li s t en. Jim 

Bob has pass ed the word t o the l\f.iadam t ha t a l l the litt l e Mob ha r lots 

should Wake vvi th u s aownhome f olk . hen the Plowmen hea r a bout it, 

they'll remember t ha t Jim Bob has a l way s sa i d t he Tu ob and u s a r e 

one f olk . '..Chat lil' ol e Mpb sur e loves us cullud chill uns ." 

" en t t o glory wi t h a lynching-be e ' s noo s e .)like a dogta g 
cautiously 

'round our down.home ne cks ," Joel sai d, / llKllJ f eeling f or t he rhythmo 

"You' re moving in, Ili!ast er. You're moving in sharp, 11 t he 

poe t sa id. 

He liked it when Joel moved in. For a powerf ul moment t hey 

woul d be the bi h eels on which the world t urned . 

11 ur e , l"Ja s t er . Comfort flows out of Jim Bob' s whorehous e 

an d a Plowman r eckons t here a int n o tithe-day o No t a x col l ect ion 

day a-coming." 

"he comfort s t hem with apple s ," Joel sa i d , one eye humbly 
ffe. 

cocked on t-.fo et. 

'.i'he poet looke d lovingly a t h i m. 

11 Somet i mes you' r e one hel l of a go od guy," t he poet sa i d . 

Joel sho ok hi mself an grilyo "'that ct ont buy you anyt hing . 

You'v e got to stu dy har d to be a Fool." 
passe d 

Folks/~MXa tromping s of tly in the ir f loppy shoes , s l a pping 

s of tly past t he sl a t -legged J oel who was a s i mm o~abl e a s woe. 

"Let' s mount that old wheel t ogether, VJaster," Poet said 

harshly, desiring to f eel it hit." Li s ten t o t h i s : The Plowmen will 

get the news f r om Jim Bob ' s r eport er s in t he ·· choolhouse tha t 

Them n d Us re cheeker t o jowl than a r urn -p t o a seat." 

"To pullula te Jim Bob ," Joel the Fool sa i d warmly. 
JP 

11 Goddam , you're swinging , Master!" cri ed the poet ~ hi gh o 
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• He clasped h i s hands abov e hi s head an d shook them 

excitedly . 

"Her e ' s some more , 1iaster ! 11 he yelled . "Di d y:ou know the 
~~~u 

Plovvmenp.ay them on the a,&QiU? ei1•ni :i;AQ. typewr i ters I hea r the 

behi n ds of J i m Bob' s reporter s r ea d like the Bi ll of Ri ghts . 

Fra ctur ed . Yuk yuk ." 

Jo el sl amme d h i s hand pa l m down on &t~~ a spha l t. 
"~ /1-C---r.c ll11ve IJ WIJ-f 1J P c11,1-1vC1111: J.J#nv y61.:.i 1{)c) '1151J1 "/4.v,,-d 1>iw, . ki d? 11 

~ v '.t'P-87 ~ , ~~..e. . 11 tou· a parliament ,/¥QMM 

"A r ump par liament !" bawl ed the poet. "The debat e c ontinues 

i n J i m Bob ' s wh orehou e . Here ' s more . Di d y ou kn ow t he Plowmen go 

t o be d wi t h their bo ot s on? They swi n g aboa r d thos e chi ppi e with 

thei r boot s and a ll . ' hey ont want u s downhome f olk t o f i gure 

t hey ' re en joj:in g i t . 11 

"The ch i ppi es ke ep swar mi ng and twi sting a round tha t 

f oreskin l ong enough , they ca nt hel p but c.Llj oy i t , ki d , " J oel sa id 

gr inni ng hu gely. 
f /4':bV 

I1.1aster l " shout ed theApoet o "Now li sten - " 

But J oel flun g h i s a rms a IB,rt i n a ge s ture of cruci f i xion . 

"You' re snubbi n g me t o the cross , ki d !" he a i d hoarsely. 

11 1 got ca ns t o a ttend t o - I ' m a bel ieving f ooL," 

Folk slithered an d slui c ed a long , an a rmy of he el s a nd 

t oes . In a s of t shoe ~ jive to Vake 

arms of Jim Bobo 

str a i ght i n t o t he 

11 1.l:he s punky l lbt tle editors . Look a t t h em, Ma ster , " the 

poet sa i s oftl y as the girls a pproached . "Look at t he silky thighs 

vhi sper i n g a s they bru sh by . Look a t the c oncave . ~t t h e kn ob of 

Venus , wi nd- scoured an d r a i n- l o. shed f Dr the moment of truth o11 

Joel swall owed . He t urned down h i s eyes t o av oi d eye- r a pe . 

11 punky? ~hat wor li i s that?" he Eai d wea kl y . 
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11 kunky. :Skunk you, , s t er, 11 t h e poe t sa i d wearily a "'I'h ey 

a l l draft ees t o Jim Eo~ like me t o you. Let s watch ' em an d get a 

c oupl e of l ard ons . olks n ee d wi tne s se s , even i n America .• Lets 

wa tch the IV:.ad m. 11 

An d J oel looked do~m Delta and witn e ssed the high kn ee 
pc,. rtc.-~.fC2.- ..('o ff. 

ki ck of a sporting Mob woman put ting out t he
1
, Jlf £L!X.lt£1 .. ,news for 

a wi lling Plowman. Sell i n g honeye d t ime to a Plowman willing to 

be h oodwinke d i nt o f a l se beliefs o Selling a warranty f or c1, mobsman' s 

cl a i m t ha t no h onest man hc d grea t er lla love t han sepera t e but 

equa l. 

11 \ i t n e s s it, Fool, '' whi spere d hi s maverick discipleo 

n d wi t ness ed J oel: The bitch a pologi s t s f or a mi s judged 

ob . A Mob s truggling wi th rope an d club to snuck t he bad not ions 

of a downhome folk into s epera t e but equa l slot s . 

An d felt J oel: The a gony on a Fool lik e Joel s peared on 

the h ope of a s eper a t e but equa l pea ce. His lips t wistedo 

"Th e u s eful publ i sher s. Coming to 1ak e with u s an d 

publ i sh t o a lowman t ha t m r ed n ecks and nigger c n wall ow 

i n love like hogs a t a swill," he mu t tered. 

Hi s eye s brimming wi th uplicity, the poet looked a t the 

muttering Joel. 

"I f orgot to t ell you, Ma st er. Them lowmen s o s car ed to 

leav e their plows, t hey hus tle off t he girls and r a ce ba ck to ..... 

Ei g Swamp still buttoning B t h eir flys." 

Joel lo oke d col dly a t h imo 

"Th e na t ion wa s built on fel lows buttoning t heir flyso" 
, 1 v P1'1 , ff1j 

11 ~ , 'ias ter!" cried t h e poet, s o proud t hat Jo el 

wa s r ea ching . 
1 

~ 12. 1. (, mA 1 
J ; ,i, f'Jt,K.J J ""M~c an Aunt, 11 Joel mut tered to hims e f a s 
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/J ;) 
the strumpet drew nearer. "Sing , -or • di?,,a,d., l/\,Wk-"t, ~-

'.L·he lit t l e harlots hobble d in pa irs behind t he N"Ja dam and 

her a ging start er, Tony t he Banker. h ey wa lked clench-rumped, 

t he ir a sses Sunday quiet as t hey publishe d the nev. s of a mutual 

an guish. For t he passing of a n Aunt or an Uncle, a Plowman should 
(~/JCK(;/2,./f- I /.1.,,f;i # HI:, IV JC{(;t;?,JVl<-l-G 

know, bereft~$ri,:,;~~d~Mi~~±e alike. 

11 Sing ," ordered the Ma da m over her shoul der a s they neared 
II l /J ,,.._ /), -+-, ), 

t he corner a t iTa son a n d ixono fYk1- (N'V ~~ 

11 ;:i ing l" Joel the Fool cried fierc ely a s the girls divided 

thei r r anks t o pass around him an - hi s pupil, the~ kid-poet. 

An d t heir heel s exzk~± cla cking to the beat of the s ong , 

a 11 t h e downhome f olk f ell in behind t hem. Th e fieldhe.nds an d 

the h ouseboys. Cupbea r er s an d ostlers . Lackeys an d flunki e so 

And only t he fi shing-kids wa lke d t heir own way, silent on 

t h e swi f t sla pdown of insteps, t he way t he Snics of t he small 

boa t s do. 

But the ot her s wheeled into the yar d behind the whores, 

all s inging the Battle Hymn Of The Republic. 

The poet a ppl u ded simply, wi th handcla ps. He wa s too 

moved for words. 

Joel sa id when the s in ging was inside the yard , 
C\"OO KS 

"Boy, you s een any of those f 2,mousAmr 15 J from up North?" 

J oel fi gured t here oul d be many thieves from up ~~h 

down to do t heir bigmoneye d best to hol d off t he 10b from @I E®n¥-­

'.I. hey woul d s t a ck h im wi t h .LUnds, but t hey woul dnt brin g gun s . 

Sure . He kne • t he big t win- s eed guy s f rom u p or t h woul d 

be a r ound . But wa lking sly as ca t &mounts. • lking in the 
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of their moneyba gs a s they eye d Jim Bob. Money sta cked 

higher than a hanging-tree .. t s ometimes he wished they woul d 

bring guns. 

"You seen ny of t hose bi g fellows from up North?" a sk ed Jo el
0 

The poet sna tched a t Delta street with his har d y oung eyes 

and eaught s ome f amous thieve ·s. 

"Some," the kid sa id. 

"Name irrita bly. ~ 

"Stop ! 11 Joel his s ed. ~~ ''use 

the names Jim Bob gives them in hi s hanging books. You want Jim 

Bob to rook t hem? JJont you know all the s e shoe s hav e ears?" 

The poor u gly shoes going in a slow drag to find joy in 

a V ake. 
.fo vl J;·,.,<JH ; 

11 Folk Singer, Blues Singer,~ Boxer, Outfield, Deca thalon," 

sa id the ki d-poet. 

"That's enough, 11 sa id Joel, ce..tching a f a l l ing sta r in a 

peanut butter j ar. "Lots of t he big guys a re down. ~o Jim Bob's 

gonna burn our h eel s 'cause he' 11 think we brought in the North 

fellows to sit-in with us." 

'.l'h e ki d wa ited. Ol d and pinchfa ced for his sixteen yea r s , 

he waited. 

a round . 

"You gotta go in," Joel said. 

The kid no dded s ombrely. 

11 \Va i t for a iitiui knot of nobler men, 11 Joel sa id, looking 

The ki d-poet no dded and waited. He wouldnt go in among 

the uppity ones . .!lob f olk ha d a wa y of knowing wh en you went into 

ba d company. He didnt hanker to go to the cutting-table. 

His f a ce nut-crea se d , the kid sat slat legged on the street 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



. 
' "II It 

an d . rr'~e d t ha t a poet ha d n othing but his wor ds and t h os e coul d be 

buri~.d wi t h h i m. Come the a ngry days , t he ma gnol i a da ys , a n d nobody 

wa it ed f or a poe in t h e ru sh of · the str et s . very oa y f or h i m was 
s t ockpile 

a ba nkruptcy sa le a n d no t i me t o/JX:BQUU:i::U hi s shelves . , e h.-new the 

ea se an d s qu ee z e of h ea t an d c ol a .t i he r ~ c t ion of J oel an d him 
. th f Al t d I t::f ~ . t ht h . h . (J) ff.lie i n e a I uen ays ~ . Jump wi w 1c ·· woul d embr a ce ,, 
thei r scra wny n eck s i f J oel ' s prophec i e s prov ed true . 

\ti th a shrug , t he ki d di s entangl ed . Hummi n g thr ough hi s 

n ose , he gunned t he crowd wi t h hi s cr a f ty eye s o He woul dnt ent er t he 

Wake with t he ki n d of c ompa ny J i m Bob mi ght l a t er kick i n h i s gut f or. 

J i m Bob allowe d J oel an h i m t o live , pr o::.;er nd even f l our i sh 

becau se he liked t h e cl eanllthi nking , the pri de of pl a ce i n a 

goddam Fool. 
Ll,C . ~ I vi J.o t i 

"Wha t you ki d?" Jo el a sked . 

"Goddam , 11 t he poet sa i d . 

nJ:ha t a i n t n ot hin to f ro n a bout . Here comes a knot ," Joel 

sa i d . 

Th en wi t h a gTunt to J oel, the poe t slipp ed i n t o the yard 

amon g some Uncle s o 'l'her e were Uncle Jud the Junkman , Pr eachin • Unc l e 

Mos e the · ogca tcher, an Uncl e Remu s the ca r penter 1h c s ometime s t old 

st ories as he sha pe d t he cof f i ns o l.Jrec chi n ' Uncl e Mose was bowing 

right an d left f or on unday s and 'lake- da y s he wa s a dea c on an d n o 
d/-rt-1 z LIJ it >dogca tcher . The poet went in f a s t ana wat chful. He sprang 

s~artly ba ck as h e f ound hi msel f clo se t o the f i sh ing- kids . 

11 .Lhe crcczy n i c s!" he whi s pere d i nto the h ol l ow wher e his 

bowel s had be en . 

For the glit t er f rom the small kni v es s tuck i n the i r bel t s 

had sul i nt er ed i n hi s eye s . He lo oked swi f tly a r ound t o s ee i f a ny 
.,; 

~obtiolk wer e a bou t . He ba cke d n d f ound a pl ac e behind t he Ma d m. 
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I ¼;"1-u J;'tt /,;~b tp.1..-/4,ck J/J rJ/!"11' 7 / '' 
11 ··oony~ i'i:_r<t·~= m , ' t he Ma am wa s saying to 

11 /Jjt£ -j,-~ ~,/; /.u-,i,.h,.v~i~(. ·/..£./, 11/ J-~ ·ft. t ' f> i ;., /fa, b etrk. J):;:;j, .-:zt~ wHk:.t. (l j ttf~· ~ ,t 
the Banker.~~~ in 1fh e J ew shop a t t he corner d' 

the ARe con s tructiono We tore 

down t he shop. 11 

"Wha t ha ppened to the Jew boy?" the banker asked 0 

11 11 u s f olks in the llob wer e sorry wha t ha ppene d to him. 

He die d a ccident a l ly like, poor guy. Got Ao fired up he wouldnt 

mov e out 1t,hen we were tearing off t he roof. We put up a plaque 

saying he died lik e any good outhern boy defending his l ady' s 

honouro II 

"Wha t l ady?" a sked t h e :Bank er. 

She looked incuriously a t him for awhile. 
,, '1 I 
..- trash, 11 she s a i d of h i m. "Men folk down h ere who 

die with their boot s on a lways do it defen ding a ~outhern l ady." 

11 Yeah ," t he bankers i d wearily. 

!'!: e h&• • f;vgm tt:P Mo!,th. He ha o. moved down to ma gnol i a l and 
Jh.t-/~ 

when t h e opening came in t ha t hu ge curiousity ,.known a s Jim Bob' s 

whorehouse ., .i.he barn of a pla c e which ha d been the s choolhouse but 

which the ~ob hau now made into a ca tcha l : of ba nk, news journa l 

an 6 cubicles f or t he little s trumpet s who gave a guilty Plowman 

gr a ce for a weeko ~ h e Banker ha d no u se for v·a kes. But as he sa id 

to himself when Jim Bob hired h im, "Lets f a ce it. v1 e're involved 

bo dy an d soul an d automobile with the luna tic magnolia fringe which 

runs the cat house to sa lve a lowman's conscience on a Thur s day­

Friday. 11 

Jim Bob ha a hir ed him becau s e he kne w a l l a bout tithes. 

He coul d fake the books f or a purblind Plowman. 

"Jew boy' s name was Levine, 11 the vladam was sa yin._go "But 
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~ I 
wlien we got a round t o pu tt ing up the pl a qu e , we s ort of slipped up 

an spelt it V~- a-c c pi t a l 1-e-v-i-n. ]~ cElvin. o f olks 

wouldnt be ' sho.me of him or _h ff thing . 11 

sa i d . 

f i x it," t he Banker sa i u absently. 

"Mammy .i.~~¥ ha s a sister na med Aunt ' lvation," the .Madam 

"You' re a newspaper," the Banker grinned. 

":U ont c 11 me t hat!" the Madam sa id sharply 

"You' r e a journ l," the Banker sa i d . 

11 'l'hat ' s the word we use down here . Ve dont co t ton to t he 

l oose North way of t alking. I a int a low echelon editor in a 

cunthous e f or nothing ." 

he looke d sideways to s ee if he grinned . She liked her 

starter to be ha ppy. A whor ehouse was no goo d wi th a moro se starter. 

The Banker belched and str oked his belly under the Jamaica 

shirt. The eave slid a wa y under hi s ha nd o An d he knew th' t no 

m tter h ow a man mi ght a l l ow his mind to r oam ,hen t he cra p crept 

too high , the feel of such a shirt spurting under h is f inger s was 

D a trap he woul be reluctant to step away from. 

11 .i.. ha t • s unt S&lva ti on ov er t here, 11 she sa id. "Bi g a s a 

I a ck truck . r:L1 ough? Huh. Li ke rubber. he ' s got mor e fri ends mong 

t he .iob th.,, n a C t holic in hell. Yet she 1,a kes n o sass from 
5}--1:R,:t 

nobo dy . T-et1grr=:J i te 111•0~ II 

•c ept for her teeth," t he poet sa i be hind 
,;: 

them . 11 .c or recre&tion, she f ondles bull mobster wi th h er rubber 

finger s . But she cra c s boul der s i th her t eeth." 

fhe nker ijum.pe do He recovered an d sa i d blea kly over 

hi s shoul der , 11 v1atch that coon go. 11 

He knew t h e ni gger- poet kid. A runt who figur ed t hat 

s i nce he wasnt iz. Xt!}ll[llX among t he dirty Snics, he haa liberty to 
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breat he. He could peel the thickest skin wi th wor ds he took out 

of t he a ir like a conjuring- man. 

"Huh. Aunt Sa lvation · a in t s of t," the 'Bdam sai d . 11 Dont 

know how come the Mob made her an Aunt." 
s.,re-

"Th ey got tired of t he other kind . They wante d the FI:!)iiU 
i\. 

Jlowmen to see we even got s epera t e but equa l unts," the poet sa id. 

"neat it, kid," the Banker sa i d menacingly. Up Nor t h , t h ey 

were a lright. But down here, you had t o be t ough with t hem . The Mob 

woula be wa tching you. 

"Oughta ma k e the Banker an Aun.t, 11 t he poet sa i d ringingly. 

He knew he was f a r out on oJ • i~c edge, but he coul d no more resist 

it than a pup a pesto 

The N~ ·m t urne d her head and looke d him full in t he f a ce. 

he coul d s ee he was soaring. 

11 Go awFJY," she said s oftly. 

l'he poet shivered, but he had a protest. 

"But t he Banker's a for ei gner! He a int one of u s ! He's 

only a f orei gn correspondent!" 

"Ki d , 11 :c:; he sai d kindly, "he' s 

An d t he poet who ha a survive d 

still our kin. Go, ~ boy." 
cof-fh()b 

t he "' because he knew the 

t i gers f rom the kittens, slope away s oft as a snowflake. He s tood 

• inste -d among t he Uncl es . '.!:he Un cles who were the consci ence 

w If I G '1 · m · t t • t h • t • A t t notes f rom OJffi•~ cr t o ni gger aga1.ns 1. 1.ng 1.me. en-car a 

coin fr om a mint of penanc e to make any mo"Jster punishment proof. 

You r a cked the shotgun an put away the joy-rope an d 

do- si-doed unt il dawn . 

An Aunt ..,.an d an Uncle wa s f or buying more dawns. _, ,,> . 

" e 've got a lot to do tomorrow, 11 the banker sa id, 

looking t h i s stra p watch. " If Jim Bob C"'.tches tha t 

the lowmen will be agita t ed. Our girls will hav e to work overtime 
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i 
to cool the-ir consciences." 

11 .Banker, you' re nothing but North tra sh , 11 the IVfadam sa id 

angrily. 11You' d pimp a t your own mother' s bur yin 1 • 11 

The Banker rolled gum in his cheek and sa id ca sually, 

"What's a Wake a o the s e folks got to do wi th us? You 
"4~'T"'"V 

high yall er like that~ ture gal? You passing or something?" 

"I've got Mayflower bloo d, you immigrant. And Jim Bob want s 

u s to ~ake with t hem . Helps keep the pea ce with the Plowmen." Her 

eyes narr owedo tha t high yaller ga l too?" 

up against Jim Bob.D What's more, I got a whole house to pick 

from. 11 He aci.ded as an a ft erthought, "An d got you too. 11 

He had hurt her deli oo r a tely. 

"Pimp," cried t he 'la am softly. "Pimp, pimp, pimp." 

"Pimp ana circums t ance," sa id t he Banker, feeling right 

a s r a in. He smiled a t t he whole 'Vake. 

n ·hy do you want to make our ni gger s unhappy? 1 hy do you 

want them to lose their ca tfi sh right s ?" crie d the Madam . 

11 You fr ud. You ::;outhern fraudo Fri ed Southern f r aud. 

Fried Southern frau d an d cra ckers, 11 Q,A,\,t 
tf:i, ~kti ~-

u-e.. 
~~~ was used t o the ob' s gobble degook t hat could 

doublet hink them into a lov e- hate switchba ck deep insi ea magnolia 

maze. But s omet ime s it made him ma d. 

"Vhat ha s 

dont you try loving them like we do?" moaned the Ma damo 

the glory man ever done yo:1? 11 

The Banker seized upon ito Nlaybe he could ge t h er off t he 

sorry-for-the-South routine. 

"' here' s the glory man? 

,. 
!.t ~~« I 

h er e -.l.il ~ -.ji~>ft"Y~.- he a,.a,}re-d. 
/Jf (i S:\J4.J/J/,i,., 

"I e I s a good boy. HeXIEi made one of t hemA~coll eges, 11 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



s~. "I hope Jim Bob ont put him on t he cutting t ble. 

They shoul d do it to h i m quickly when HQ he's caught." 

The Banker l au ghe with a clash of teeth. 

"You poor Hob slobs. ~GU---.g-~. You'll bawl 
k-/n1 ~; 

wh en the Tu ob C8. stra t es • ~wy but you' d lend them the knife 

t o do it with" • /µ11 

"And ~ woul d a sk whether it s got a good edge," t he 

Madam sa i d . "We ' r e for ea ch othe~ like life and dea th, us and 

our cul l u d folks." 

he Banker gi ggled. Jim Bob had l awed the schoolhouse 

int o a whorehouse; a love-chute to inf orm a ig Swa mpmari of his 

equity. A sporting house full of newshands to give the filth-philo­

sophy sta tus in a lowman's eye. 
) 

"Tha t Jim ·ob i s one humourous guy, 11 he sa id. "He joy-

ri des them plowboys deep int o Niggertown s o t hey ge t their l a.ys in 
f ;q ~'1v"), 

enemy terr itory. Pretty s oon a ll t he other~ folks will think 

the s core couldnt be s o bad if t h e plowboys go ther e for lays." 

To publish a mobst er's everloving ways in a Plowman's 

eyes . To bring him t o the cat house wher e h e ca n hear the gumbo 

t une s . The foot-sl apping , han d-clapping , homecoming proof of a 

downhome soli d rity. 

11 e ' re one, Them a n a Us, 11 the 'ia -am sa i d a t t he s of t, f a t 

chord s coming out of t h e Vake. 

1'h e B nker looked a rouna , hi s narrow shoul ders hunched 

with host ility. They were a ll a round him, rol l ing the big nigger 

eyes in a shopworn ecsta sy tha t n eeded only a whi pl ash a da y to 

tea se t he na p of any black who rew t oo nea r to joy. /ht would a 

man cho os e down here if t hey gave hi m a choice? To be a psychotic 

cra cker? Or an i gnor nt nigger? 

He was suddenly angry. 11 You kno·.1 wha t? Your 
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U ._,',. ' .,1 
' ' f t • '.'• ; ' I ~ I • , 

• ' I ; ~ i l 

mu st have~~n :a: .lt>ob. What did he come ba ck for? They like 

punishment? h&t shoul d it matter t o hi m. i f a bunch of fishing-kids 

W!3,nt t 9 sta ge sle ep-ins a t the loca l whor ehous e? He coul d have s t aye d 
n,., jJ, ? A.11,,11µ1-p ~ 

and jumped himself into a u,;prlto:rtf'• Coul d have hoppe d , skippe d 
l1.. rM.i}!.~ (,ld;, dNJ 

fortune. Or bopped s ome ot her bums in the Qar dens forA~« 

e at a time." 

The Mada m shook her head angr ily. 

" I cant f ol low your upcountry lingo. Vthat's thi s bit 

a bout h op, skip an d jump?" 1,~ "1i : r 

He chuckled. f a} kc ar e making 
every goddam 

out okay. ; e name them champions of the world at/f!i:X:Z~:...&~:irn ll thing . 

Ball playing. Eox fighting . Or even singing t heir st inking songs. 

Rea l her oe s . 11 

He stopped t o shake with supprc ::;sed l aught erD before 
. 

he went on. " ha t I a dmire i s h ow Jim Bob ma ke s out tl'iat a l l them 

world champs are no .c1or e t :t an thieves when they cross the line sout h . 

So down here , he calls t h em by their frau d na mes , such a s Folk Singer , 

Boxer, Ball Pl ayer a nd t he re ...., t. One humourous guy , that Jim Bob." 

Her pur1ched in, baked out blue eye s a r guing benea th the 

skin a t a s core of stresses only a magnolia pe ople knew, t he Jlla dam 

shook her heag.. 

He thinks 

"You'r e wrong , Banker . Jim Bob dont hate them a t all. 

11 tha t gra vy a i nt goo d fDr t h em , tha t' s a ll ." 
¼, (J,·y 4'vv~A"fr • 

"You t el l tha t to the Plowmen a.nu itflff re\tai 5-r I hii folk 

I'm a 6. ownhomer my sel f now." 

11 1i\atch your tongue, Banker," tne Ma. dam s, i d a ngr i l y . 

"Jim Bob ' s got you too . He s que ez e, a nd you got nothi ng danglingo 11 

The anker pale d. e v s in f ore i gn t er r itory . He had 

been s ent in to lia ison the viob who kept the Plowmen unque s tioning 
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"' .:: ~ ! D 11 
,.h~tj.thet1me tf the -horehous e t o haul a week's worry . 

"I a int the one t o do a cra ppy job," he sa i d sullenly. 

"Thi s na t ion wa snt built on cra p o11 

The l\F dam sighed. The 'Zllli&u1u.1±1XKX voic es were coming 

out l i k e syru p now. Singing the elta stuff only t he lucky born 

c oul d know. She looke d pityingly a t the :&.~ker. Must be hell to be 

born an d reare d in the rootless north. 

11 e'r e one, anker. Them and u s . Whether we live in 

or over in Mobtovmo e al l One own here. 11 

The B nker n odded. ober again. f11 Only in merica, 11 he 

sa i d under stan i n gly. 
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The ki ds had s.;tr i p,pe,d 

mmy ~ -;t:<a::t 
~ 

he h ope d to 4iil,. 

../4-v,,' d., 

" Nan , 
I LA 

t he time ' s co~ you"\ gotta choose," -

~ the ki d ' s whi sper ... u -0. G::i:"eu-. 

"Cho osing time was when I lined u p wi th t he k i ds," 
---------

~ s a i d . -
"You wearing a l l of l!t-igsv i 13.. e I round your n eck . You' re 

gonn be s o slow that Ca p'n Jim ob Slocum wont have t o come a f ter 

you. He' l l jus t be wa i t i ng for you." 

" I dont a i m to lose ,u sa i d Dan Ebony. 

"Pay att ent ion to lo s ing s ome , dad . If you lose smart, 

the ic e will come around a ga i n . You' ll get ano ther sha ke 9 " said Lern o 
{.p,,y;,.,,,,.;, iv7,t.<:) 

Rg J;;;:em~ a wi de, lowslung winchma n f rom t h e pi er who 
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i Q ~ Ua,y 
pointed like a hound oog down a ny · a.n ,,~ road . Pure in heart 

as a ha tchet. 

'.rhey wi.lked softly now, ne ring t he Wake . Sa:~ had 

brought the news that mobsmen were filtering a cross PQ~ 
fl -r" 

:itvenue. ~ t hey slope d softly down the night ' s da rk s ea mo Feeling 
their 

lit up f or any mob sman to see . Feel ing/XU pers ona l vrongness in 

the bi g Tu ob orld . Fe eling them elve s the bruise on t he bro of 

a I.o& god. Feel ing buff etted. Feeling lea n wi th ha te. Feeling foul, 
like ·----..,_ 

a n d hands ome, a n d envied, and pi tied. Feel ing/ -·- beast s 
-~ -C"" 

and/God's chill un/ . eel ing no respit e fro~ fe eling. ~ 1·eel ing 
C~o-0 ~w fv'-

the g ~ awful noble a n ger tha t m de a ma n l a u gh s of tly as he 

buttone d up h i gut. 
(tu,,~ 

"It s my sh -ke n ow, '' sa i d ~ - 11 Th ey' re coming out 

f a st a n d clicking . Guess I'm ca lling J i m Bob. 11 

Bi g Lem ~ l'fe'S sl ppe angrily at a mos quito. He sai d , 
fhJoli'>r?.. 

"Thi s time they wont book you a t the st tion-hous e , 
J..... 

~ - hey 'll take you str i ght to the cut t ing-ta ble." 

o, walking in t he h oneysuckle evening , with the ol' 
lt-ri>v; 

pea ch blos s oms f loa ting dovn , ~ looked i ns i de hi s head 

f or the night Jim Bob had snuck t h e love-hook into him. h e n i ght 

Jim ob had t ken h i m to the st t ion-house . f h e night a l l this 
• ) $ nside 

ha d begun . I~ 1/Q. the st tion-hOU b~ ~ 

~ mobs ter a t the desk had hi s hea d bowed over t he big 

ha n ging-book Di,J while he sniff ed a t the magnolia pinne d to his 

shirt. He s p ok e without l o ok ing up. 

11 ha t you rook him f or, Jim Bob?" 

And Jim Bob locum, the Hi gh otentat e , standing behind 
&__4 11,..~-f », r;; w 
~ E?a.effy haa sa id, "He s truck ba ck.I He was a t T-hat Fdde--t--s e.ke." 

The eyes of the e s k man jumped fr om the book a n d 

~ 
broke ~ in ha lves . Striking ba ck. ~ekl:a-':s 

'1 
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"Struck ba ck? No god c.am sense," he a i d in di gust. 

Dim Bob chuckled . 11 He 1 s one of them wha t say they got ii1zi 

no time t o lose. S ys s ingi n 0 time•u over . Sys t hey got pe eches 

to make . 1• 

The desk man was sta~ i ~ gFt ~l\bony . 

"But this is a bi g guy. He's an ol _d €j'.lY. He a int no 
~ 

Jim Bob leane d aroun d to pe er a t Drn ,Bb011:9:!:;s f a ce. 

"I hea r t a lk the ki ds got a thief from up ~orth to f ront 

them. Coul d be this is it." 

"Thi s one f ull blooded?" the desk man a ske 6. . "He' s got 

a no s e , se ems like. v1asnt s o d· rk, ma ybe he c oulld pa ss . 11 

Lan Ebony w tough but he shivered a little. hey killed 

you without mercy i f they reckone d you ere pass ing . 

'.1.'here wa a XIlll small silence. Then Jim Bob s i d mil dly, 

11 He.1l, you cant t ell by hi s nose. Look a t t ha t Abie 

Linkun. Never looke d a bit like a nigger. He fooled them fellows up 

North rea l thorough. He wa s big speec ifying man like s ome of 

these fell ows down here. 
--rh9 tli; 1k /~/ /t-~ ~ ,, 

"Go ahead , 

The desk marlgrunted. He shook hi s head . 
<:T, '>\ J ,)6 , ..(!.~ P, b; 

" ur e , .Best.em~ But I{ e .uad ~ dea d to ri ght s . 

"You cant fool the ole magnolia ," Jim Bob sa id quietly. 

s on. y i t on." 
---:f, • th 13 b lct..t 4:f?l'J-

Bu tf the monkey-lovin' din from up North the s e days, s ome­
bftHk 

times made a younger mobster slow in or dering a ~ to the cutting-

t a ble., J ~m Bob- ~ . ·ven though they hardly ever kill ed one of them 

on the cut ting-table. Just kept them from rutting to any go od. But 

to make everything nice an d legal, a ll the mobsters in t he room 
~ ~ ' 

woul d have to pl ce a ma gnolia peta l upon Dan Eb'Ofiy 1 s n a,me,-. Nowadays 
9?~ 

y ou had to reckon on i a cing t he ~ Su pr c::ie Court for every ~ 

nigger grievanc e . You ha to be le gal. 
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The boy on the desk h e sita ted . He was sea rching a round 
{~ pvl/,h'? /lr 

in his mind for va y$ to fix c:Ban E-&en,: 1~ wagg on without a l ~ 

~~~ 1-ffu~+,,1~~-f,w-
Jim Bob, the handgun bobbing on h is fat S anee s it ter, 

;.l.l ~/1;4/.lt{ ic -f/, (Jv i. ti '1 
moved ea sily a bout the room,,u: ~ pluck a t his nose ha irs to 

make f i ery crosses which he e xtingui sh ed with cha w juice . e young 
---

mobst er s n owad ys wer e double s ca irt as t wo r a coons . inc e the d ogooders __..,., 
u p North ~ s t a rte d a cting u 9 ut he w2. a l awman himself a n d he 

/Joy 
c ould f i gur e t h em out. he ~~ on t he de s k wa s a Questionero 

He was one of the slit-ea r ed punks in whom ol f a shione d mobbery wa s 

being bred out. '.they ha lousy memor i e s . v ery ye r , ther e were fewer 

of t hem t u rning u p for Spitt in' D0 .y in Abi e Linkun's \'Iemoria l Park . 

Jim Bob, looking c lo s ely, coul d se s i gns of chickening. 

He harrumphed a n d hitched ~ h i s bel t . e r eckone d he woul d prod 
t11v 

the ~ ~ a bit. A push her e, a li t tle shove there , a n d y ou 

coul d bring t hem into line. 

Jim b ob s · i d , " Son, I' m wonder i ng a bout you. 11 

The boy' s hea d jerke d up. Fea r fl ickere d in h is eyes . 

11 on, you turne d u p a t t he l a s t Spi t t in 1 ? 11 Jim ob asked . 
·-fl r;. 13c6 · 

'rhe b oy a v oi ded h i s eyes . "No, ~ Reckon I was 

t uckere d out from ni gh t riding ." 

"You c:UU ca n t be tuckere d out en ough , s on. You g ot any 

of t h em tha t night?" 
--:[.·,..._ /SJ h. 

11 i e got a couple, ~ - One of t h em a girl • 11 

J i m ob 1e~ned uver until h i s f a t belly wa s pre s s ing t h e 

desk. 11 v·h a t di d y ou do wi t h t} e girl, s on?" 

The boy wa s stil l looking away. 

11 e let her go," he s a i d in a low voi c e. 

" Oh ," Jim b ob sai d quietly. ' 11"1 
~//a,!-~ o_ I 

11 but v~e fixed the ~ • t he ~ crie d . 
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11 You f orgot tha t Abi e Linkun. You f orgot hat he di d to 

u s down here, 11 J i m Bob sa i d , too s oftly. 

The boy spoke sa vagely. "I a int fDr gett i ng not hing ! I'm 

a s much lVlob as you! 11 

"They ca l l u s cr a cker s , 

"I ha t e 'em a ll! Hs. t e 'em much as you!" 

J·i m :Bob felt like chu ckling . Tha t a l way s brought them 

out. '11.hey \Want ed t o ge t a l ong wi th t heir own f olks . Th~y woul dnt 

want pe ople t o be gin t hinking they were any di f f erent. 

"Sur e , s on o" Jim ob was • relen t l ess , hi s ey es slit- shut. 

"Reckon you a i nt f orget t i ng how the.t A bi e Linkun kill ed the cl au s e 

our f olks hammere d i n to t ha t lousy Con sti ·Gut ion dr ea me u p by t hem 

Phila delphia Reds coupl e hundred years J1M1u1 aback." 

"I a i nt for gettin g a thing," the boy sai d sullenlyo 
~ 

"You go ahead a nd r ec i te it, s on. Tell ~ ~igh>Po L lS,tlJ!W,.t°.-e , 

ole Jim Bob/ wha t wa s t he piece of l aw bie Li nkun tore. Show Jim 

Bob you D st i ll wi th y our f olks down in t h i s part of t h e country." 

Jim Bob knew he had h im s cared now. He wa s s ca r ed f olks 

mi ght say he we s de s erting the ol o. magnolia heri t s.ge. J i m Bob wa ited . 

he boy mumble d , 111 '.l.'hat whenev er any form of government 

becomes de s tructive , it is t he r i ght of t he pe opl e to a boli sh it.' 

That ' s t he pi ece Abi e Linkun r ipped f rom t he Con sti t ut i on." 

11 And kicke d u s in t he t eeth f or aboli shing h im, " snarle d 

Jim Bob . 11 0ay it!" 

Th e boy l ea ped u p , h i s eyes shining . 

11 nd ki cked u s i n the t ee t h for aboli shi ng h i m!" he 

shout ed . 11 n d bur nt our citi es ! nd primed t hem nigger s s o f ul l of 

equalit y cr a p we had t o bor e h ole s i n them t o l et the s tuff out!" 

11 ure , 11 Jim Bob had s i d in the st a tion-h ous e th' t night . 
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11 Sun130 That ' s .it, s on. Now, you go ahc~a. and pla ce them magnolia 
~ 

peta l s on ~ name . e lov e him; s o we ' re gonna let out some 

of t h e crap they ~qa pr imed hi m i th." 
~ 

And fun B"&ony saw t he mother-love enter t h eir eyes. 'or 

on e of their cu.1 lud chilluns who had struck ba ck. .nd be smell ed 

t he mother-love grow in the room, a compound of hot automobile 

engine s and ' 

men and women 

'I'he 

posy an d l a i 
)>~l,s,~ 

han ging-tree an d the t art arm- sweat of cra cker 
in 

spinning rope/ma~JD:~ the courthous e s quare. 
0 01 tore 

y:t:mng ~ r a t t he desk/J:IllllX a petal out of his 
~ 

it on De.~ Ehgn,y ' s no.me. ~hen one by one , the other 
) 

~ i n the room steppe u f orw rd. The lit t le mound of pet a ls 

gre over ~ name in the hanging-book. He sta nk with --

fear. They had t h ought he was sh ki n g i::;uo much to run. 1.1.'here was 
llM"1 

an open pa th t o t he dooro \ •i th his fists clubbe d , ~ beat a 

wa y to the open door. 
~ 

Jim Eob ca l ed for the h ounds but LaR Et on, i dnt make 

for illllt Bi g Swamp. ihe f ishing-kids h i d their ~~ b,css 

sweet a s corn in a pone . 

~1 
Dan- EbonY- st opped remembering an d put hi s mind ba ck into 

Delta street. They coul L hea r t he si nging ~t t h ~ ke. The f olks 

sang deep about Jerich o. 'l'he beat wa s s olid an c. me ybe th wa lls 

would fall. 
~&_ 

11 The walls wont f .11 , 11 ~ sa i d . 

"It your i dea . You dont have t o go t o t he ~t- a ke ," Lem s id. 

" 1 ybe t hey ' l l hav e a f i sh fry . I' m hungry." 

11 cullu hero can t a f f or t o be full o e got to keep 

light . For running . 11 
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Pl/1.x 'I j .... ./ ' J •• 1· 
t!J "~Ou -ch ink t h ey'll hav e a fi s h f ry? 11 

"They dont hav e f ish f rys no mo:re. You know th· .t," Lem 

sa i d bi t t erly. "Your Snics showe d up with t h e ir t iny knives a n d 

s a id, ' Lets ha v.e no more fi sh fry s , huh?• Let' s ha ve no more 

s inging , e i th er . 1 11 

"I'll b e t Jim :Sob woul d love it i f you sta rte d having 

fi sh fry s a gain. He likes a ll the ol d South ern tra ditions." 
di dnt 

"How come the f i shing-kid s/ go for t he ir knives when 

the f olks sta rte d s inging this evening'?" :Big Lem a s ked r~_u d dep.ly. , 
/'11 --,, .....;,..."'- J .,_~ t>-~, 

~ lau ghed s oftly. "Its t h e k i ds i dea . ~ d':rh ey reckon 

Jim Bob will show u p quicker i f we ca rry on t h e ol d Southern 

tradi t ion." 

Lem ~ s a i d col dly, "I' m g onn a. pu t it a l 1 on y our 

tombst one.. I' m gonna wri t e h ow you le f t us to be a col lege man up 

North . And how t he fo ol i dea s h it y ou har d u p there s o you ~ r.£t:tt/ 
7v 

is:rre (zcgaad...sa.t±:on . At1<1 huw ~ffiil co me b c k down here when you h ea r d 

a bout t he ki ds a nd their f i ght - their da m' f ool fi ght for 

s leeping-in ri ght s a t t he v1h orehouse . 'l'hen I' m gonna writ e how 

you ended up, ba c k of J i m Bob ' s automobile,., bouncing a long l i ke 

a sa ck of whea to 11 

~ yunJ- ./:t,l ~*A ~~Jf 

"You know y ou ca n t write. J i m Bob di cm-t all..ew-yott to go 
UJ-dv/ 

:Dan ~ha:rey s a i d . He coul d see i t r a king Bi g Lem . '.rha t 

one hurt. 

But~ Lemuel ~ cra dle d it in hi s ol dtime magnolia 

~ s oul t h- .t ha d grown s o big f orgiving a IY. ob, t her e wa s room for 

t h i s a n a mor e~ 

"Hit me a ga in, ~ 11 he sa i d . 11 I 1 m s t il l g onna ba 

ha n g t o y our he e l like my ol d coon dog . To sav e y our fool neck f rom 

Jim Boh. 11 
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-,.,1" r, ybe Jim ob ' s throug~ chasing me . Maybe he wont show up 

a t all . " 
" ·hy ' d y ou think he ' s quit? He -one r s. ted y ou a thi ef , n ow. 

You ' re dowp in the hangi ng- book as College t; n . " 
[Pd, ·~ 

('~ ha lted . He pe ered a t Dl.i: ·em~-

"Wh2re do y ou get all tha t stuff?" ~ -

11 You got books nd bi g bra ins u p North . Down her e , e got 

pores and smell . " 

night eng le hu stled· s ong i n a sl an t ing ru sh down the 

molas ses air. An Lemu el whistle ea s ily back . P.-y ing for h i s hope 

like 

pocket 

ny s ea s on ed downhome boy wh o lmew hi due d te wa s in t he 

of any ~ vJl.. /·/t1.,_ • 

"Wha t else do you get f rom your pores?" L ,YC-8:"$~. 

"You were born down her e but you be en away t oo long , " Lem 
t,.;k~, b rJJ-/t-W . 

sa i d . "Li s ten . You r emember t he bol l weevil DjD game? L -E'Ft me lft ill± Ffd 

1jjf. Down here , most days i s boll we vi l days . Li ke Ionday , Tue s day , 

edne s day an d hursda y . {}ii 6o/( ~ '/Mp . 
I, 

" ha t about t he other days? " 

"The r est is magnolia days . " 

11 hy ~ boll weevil?" 
' , f!; .e uJ,"11fl, 6,ra"!i R- '(" I 

1('hi.e ob pin boll we evil s on their shirt~{!:_O show u s t hat 

them days ~re worki ng da y s . We a int vi s ible on worki ng days . W.e jus t 

the machine part ." 

? 
days . " 

"Cut f or t h e ~ mffil[ t a l v-. ood on t he magn.oli . da ys when 
a /')11i (;fl- wd. . 

the Mob warms up with l ov e for youJ z'Boy , then you become re 1 v i s ible .•" 

II ~ - ~ I OO;i'{""iSffi'.,j ::::S<-Mt1""o , 1t r • e 
11y.vvt.. /'rl/JY;,, ,, ~ s~ / ;k ' TJ, ,,,,1:,-...1 .i.. ~t /tJ ve_ c:, , -.., lit. ~ 

~ ·h ,fe 11116 ~~ ~ : , tM11,L h,1,·n, ~ rl''I..,. ~trLA,i,, .A..,'-4,.I noW c;~ "f~ ()h s,,, 
r "Friday and a turday ' s banki n g days~f(1 eposit da ys1when the 

,I 
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Plowmet/come iri~ To depos it t heir c sb a n d get a love~ voucher 

wrfi.. = 614¥/to 
s ying mobbery ' s working r ea l f inehin th e •@8.IIUan d. They even 

gei l a i d in our t er r itory. ~ e ' re a bedroom suburb of obtovm . Ha ha .f ----
,f' • " nd on undays we ought to ~ar pra y t o a g oo d grey God_, /_,,, If lJJlcic, 

v/.." Ir wti ·~ --;l."-1:5 l.m if~,# fo 6.e. , 
/\ OnlJ t hey wont l et us. ~r. ybe grey i s for ~ a theists. '.I.1hey woul dnt 

want the i r own cullud f olk to be a nything dirty as an a theist . 
/J'J 1tlll-o, . j 

So come Sundays , t h e'? split God dovvn t h e mi udle a nd give us 411111!( the 

bla ck half~t ~~. 

"unda y , d d? You know why they lock u s out of t heir 

church on Sunda y s? ' Ca use cul l ud f olk a int su p p osed to see CradcR,.f 

~ l..!Hl,E''f 
~ohs~ s tooping o l ow. No, siro int for us to s ee a ~~ 

fallin g on h i s kn ees . He se e s u s w tch i n g h i m, h e Vv Ou ld brea k 

our hea ds ith t he col lection pl a te. So they lock us out. leven 

a . m. Sunda ys i s t he mo s t pre judiced h our of t h e we ek ." 
(,e:~ tl~ 

~~ grinn ed but he worked h i s wa y out of 

it. He remembered the genera tions of ancestra l losers w o ha d 

cut t h eir own jugulars with the Bi g Grin . h o had died of 

sunstroke from tre Bare d Head . 

1hey 

'T Sf
0

locum was a 

were wa lking aga in> but c autious ly. 

mea n whi te hunter. He would p oi s on 
jJo-ff.(! 

~ 1 a ~ of mobster s wa iting for a po or cullud 

A voice ca l led softly , "College v~ n? 11 

Ole Jim Bob 

. water hole 
~I/ti 
"f!l t o show. 

Th e t wo dropped in mi Qstri de, their hea ds turning t o 

locat e the peril. 
/J<-c~. 

"Rela x , ~ It s me , the Boxer." 

ch-id ~Pl 

He wa s v ery succe ssful. .i;: 
ije wa s 

/lt;'wli 
wea lthy a n s ought a f ter for h i s tra eo Butl\in ma gnolia l a nd , • 

~~. ,g 'y~ wa s on the h a n gin~-books a 

h oodwi nke d the idiot s @i~-~ kn e 

a thief who had 
'1U#) 
~.J~ a 

I\ , 
ha r dworking ma n in t he ol dtime wa y. In the devi ous Or ga nisa tion 
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I 

~9 
way se eking it s gambit inaa Su preme Court. \deJ/._ pa per knives 

t). />lc6 • a I\ 
against ha! dene a hoods whose lov e for~ dea d downhome boy 

purge d t hem of s in.,lo t hey wer e Vvhi t er t h/.:; n magnoli . 
~ 

" oxer," ~b &ertf s i d . A man cough ed a yard to t h e 

ri ght. Da n asked sha rply, "Who's. with you?" 
'(gov I t o,.Htl t.:r 

e:Sm~ Singer," the~ s i d . He a s a rough, uniea sy, 

Mob-sca rreEl guy wh o shoul d ha ve left ma gnolia l a n d before t h e 
~ --fo)ii.rt~~ti 

J.l_ob be ca me a c qu a inted with h is t alent/ dlnd iJ•J.(_7 LB :± him from , 

such a handic p . 

"Let t he Organisa tion ha n dle it, man, 11 Singer s a id. 

"Your kid s ar e okay , but ha s ty." 

Bi g Lemuel p;Rj?f~gulpe d . e di dnt lik e JolE ::i i'h the"e~ 

~ shoving in Jim Bob's town. 

"Ma n, h ow 90II_!_j:l you t h ieve s cluttering up the h i ghway 
/~1. ·· 

lik e t h is?" Lem S ' idl\ / 11 You got engageme1~:: A in the South ? Jim 

Bob's gonna pay g oo d 10b money t o s ee y ou fight, Boxer? Or to 
~ov/ 

hea r you working t he gutbucket, liQ_ t Singer? Yhat you doing out 
tp,,;V/ {oll~ct-t /Ji~.,,,,~ 

here c a lling J.ri M. by h i s han ging-na me.l~oud as a bull ' gator 
1 -:f7n-- ~J6 -#i; • -~~ ~'· 

i n sea son?fin-, t,,/7:/.,,,... ' /1'! ~ 
"The k i ds a r e eff ective," Il~a~n~l·;11{1IIFP.Jy sa i d , a nsv1ering 

inger. "Wha t ~ doe s t he Or ganisa tion c a re so long 

a s t he k ids a r e eff ective?" ~ 
Hi s hea t urning)~' Bi g Lem , with tongue 

and skin, cased the street for t he \'lob. A big , bl · ck bir d in whom 

a hundred y ea r s . of club a n d whip had buil t"'8,i. a ha irline commo­

t ion to l ob-smells a n d ob-soundso 

/X~tf.. 
"No. The Or ga ni sa t ion wa n t s more tha n tha t," ~ 

...fbuL /\'. • 

Bi g Lem. " 'l'hey s end d own bigshot s lik e Boxer a n d fil>4S Singer 

who a int nothing but thieve s t o the 1,lob. A bunch of frau ds. You 
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/-,;r In CJil'j J 'fOh 
dont raise •taters or rub down horses . You run a nd jump~ pla y 

f i,,,0 fu a int true culluus 1~ the ob' s wa y of thinki~ Vlhen 

Jim Bob learns you- al l been down here , a l l our ass es gonna start 

fryin ' . 11 

~11( 
"You really s ca r ed jumping, 11 ~ s Singer jeered . 

"You boys aint gonna win lUlIUlDlllllll by y our s elv es down her , 11 

;,,.. '14 ..Cpre,;;,.1, -;.~-..-------

the Boxer sa i d . "You know tho.t? It s gotta be won y,p ~h. • 

OV ' • There aint even a 

l awyer i n the 
1r~-

bunch.,,__ You go}~Y l awyer s wi t h them kids?" 

"Got no di gnity, 11 

~ oinger s· id. "Like hav ing a mea l 

t he se law office clowns. 

e o II 

t.l l /P n,,f' ~ ~ .r~//~, 
There was a 1~ pau se 'A the ~ BVvill CiitlPr&El 

~~• They didnt cotton to violence. 

"How many bullet s you think it Y::'..11 t a ke t he ob to fin i sh 
ti,.-./ 

off the god dam Snics? 11 hd. A ...iinger 
I/A> ✓IP.. f3 tJb!t 

a skea angrily . 

11 ore than tlu Mob I s got, " 
R,·1 /,e,n, 

~ -
11 'J.'he Mob ' s 

'(~ 1\/~ 

fini she d i f t hey shoot the se kids. Folks up ~i woul d r oll 

down on t hem an u Jim Bob kn ows it. 11 

t}{,n.+ 
"College l\'lan, ~ you know~ t h t Jim Bob is smarter'n 

a whelp fox? He 'll f ind a way to rook them kids. Somebody' s gonna 

make a slip an d then Jim Bob will climb all over you . Take it 

slower an d ea sier our way. In five-ten yea r s , we ' l l have it licke d . 

We 'd even get your little guys passes f or Jim Bob' s whorehouse ." 

11 he kids dont want passes o They want toter down the 
~ 

door ," ~ sa id ¥earily . 

11 Sure . 1l hen a guy' s outsi ae f a cJ.n I a locke d door long 

enough , he ' s lia ble to go crazy a fter a while. All them Snics 
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gone u.ac~ crazy." 

"o er zi er t ha n the folk s ho lock t hems elve in,"-~~ 

~ sa i d . 

11 Them I s cra zy too , 11 :bi 5 Lem ~ eagerly agre e d . 11 Jim 

Bob ' s pr ot ec t i ng u s fr om all them ob f olk wha t lock th mselve s in. 

~hat' s why he locks us out." 
/Jwinr 
~ knew Bi g Lem was l a u ghing a t t he foreigner~ ~ 

~ I,d----~ rea dy to be rid of the~ · ti C ?J ,m. 
''IPMia 1, l°'7J1.tt,.,,.1,p,, ./k.b . * ;.,,.~ ~ 
1 

• ~r, 11 ~ eaEple:in~-d to the f ellows. "He 

goe s to Wake s and rolls h i s eyes a n d l a u ghs with a bunch of te e th. 

You wa nt to hea r h i m s a y Shena n doa h. s k h i m t o s a y Shenan -oah ." 

11 ay henand oah, 11 the :boxers i d cautiously. 

" Shena n d oah , 11 Bi g Lem sa i d . 
~ 

" e e ? 11 LM ~ny sa i d . 11 He sing s it s o richly you could 
710,, ~ 6-"-C.-t. a 1-. .l'J . 

shovel it. ka y fel l ows . ~ y:ev gs:::kw-1&-=--f.f or ~ l t he Or gani-

sa t ion I pro duc ed the bigge s t fake s inc e the one f or Abe Linkun .. 
doin g it 

Tel l them I got the ki ds in there/in t h e old f a s h ione d way. And 

I a l s o got the ol der ones too. Big em's ~:in do Tell the Organisa t ion 

tha ) one way or 

And he 

da rk out of h is 

another, we ' 11 win. 11 

1fri 
le d ~ Lem up ~ fi street, bi g el bowing t he 

• ~ 

wa y. And when Lem ~tzia. a rsked.t<...hovv the hel l he hoped 

to wi n by bucking every throw, he sa id ma ybe he~ woul dnt 
(ht>6 

win, but he woul d hus tle the 5El!I "t'rbed fe.ee k:i.@ into the front 

pews for Pa s s ion eek. tJ,1-,.d JI;, "~ 

He said it didnt matte~~ the pa in~~id Bcli'rg , bh,c.1c. 
~ 
~t from the womb. ~'='11:1..-:Y ....:a:.-1.....-:,-ry @Fla~~ 

A 

~---nrcm.~ l lf J. t under his--eot t en ea ni;1y-loit1b.-g t~~l . ,, 
"Y(f),,. rtUi: ~ l?'I'-' Pf.~ 'f/J-1 'I/ J., >-1 :;-;-.,.,.. A.:1> Y~-,R./U-t-"-~ °" i 

~S§tLHF yam: t:ougug.,, b~Lcd;S!!f!' Big Lem sa i d . ~[ Bob Is 
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~ oL 'f ,L/!t f,; 0 _3J 
~~~~◄Jim Bob had let it be known tha t 

t a lkin g wa s out for a downhome kllQC~ cul lud boy. , 
_,,.- )#All:) 

<- A love-ch i l d born a n d r ea r ed i n a b;Pfte ~f ' p os su m a n d 

ca tfi sh pl ent~ ou gh t n ot to do a nything but s i n §., Jim Bob ha d let 

i t b e known . /k .tlv4( v. ~ /I' aM / t!I( tn--d p vniJ -t/L /$rj ~~ )/41f-'11 hs. 7'6 ywt". 
{J(,~.9 • 

"!You 1 a La ve 6 Jff'e b\b ¢k l') orel1 :J>~rtI)/ iadnt louse d u p t h i ngs 

by run ri ing i nt o you the da y of Abie Linkun' s Wak e, 11 Lem gru mbl e d 0 

"Yea h. ffi moria l Da y. Mob folk ca ll it Sp i tt in' Day, e 
U;('/11/ ~-i( -

Gue ss I wont ev er f orget it, 11 ~ ny C!'_:t=i • _ .•• • 
• 1 ~ h r-rut0fJ j 

"Sur e . Lot s t o rememb er. Th e galJ N , '.Mr one. She a nd 

y ou a n d a h ot tria n gl e. He e h e eo" 

c;:-- ~ ~ ei:::i~ u , - - thought :W. t ;:: e1~. 
2.f_r.ITil ll (1) -t{"e-'- ~d~r. i~ ,{,.pd ~A 

~ tl :,_a,C i( ~ putAJoel ~ hea to 

....H la~ h er t he d y t he y c omrne@tora t e d Abie Linkun' s 
~ ~ ~ /wi,.,.v1 • fhd' AJ1 t4- . ~ ,.t ~ => ,/'Pcvz.tt~ 

Wake-' l;t; "!I&" 'tlfi!l ~ ~ . Al l of ~ ~treet s h ould have been 

s ittin g out. For wh o wou l d s ty i n doors t h e baking . lit t le ca bins 
e. ;rz,,,__R_ (,1. ~ 

on a f ine da y tha t ~ b ought in gul ps of br a cki sh 
:f:f>- ~Ob 

ba ~ou br e e ze? But iJ~L ha unpinn ed the boll weevil and were 
~Pevz,~ 

wea r i n g t he ma f;nOlia ins t ea d/ ~ pd :B el 't t'5. ·.!l tr e'84! c owere d be1il.ind 

cl os e d do ors . Jim Bob s a i d n o comme~or tion thi s yea r o 

~ h a d me t Bi g Lem ea s i ng f a st a nd wa tchful d own "~ /4 

s t r eet. 
~I rrw+ (Jcef il.e a II~ .. 

wa y s 

door 

Thi s 

11 Hi , 11 s a i d . y f J.<lom t~ 'i; d a ormqr of a fr,¥: fi..s h sh op. 

Bi g Lem l Ea ped a f or cover o 

--ie e dged u p to Dano E s a i~lik e he wa s t a king h im a part, 

"You t h ink tha t on a magnolia da y, f olks sta n d in door­

and ca ll 1 Hi 1 ? Looky h er e o11 He r pped on the ti ~ t ly shut 
~-/}d, 6a.clc.o ~ 'iMM l,>o • 7•"h fl, °J...lc. ~ 
o£__. :t.he ~- "You t hink them f ol k s ins i de.( ·oul d open up? 

~ //. A / 'I (ii'~ (ft#. 7~ ,UJ:.. 
i s one da y y ou sha ck i n a n d stay/1~ ll'7 t f#t • j_ ' er -,9 
~ ;} .,_. '""''"""'' _,,,...,,,,..,. ✓J /-7i bri/l > h 

II ,,...-,,..,.,.,._rYL--~:l:U:=t-r""'l~u-- • ~ t1/..u(_ 
µ t'k.ft . 
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1{?;u/t lJ 

" Going J o ,-'it!••• ::lhe s ent for me . 11 

1 ~· '> 
"Who's ' · our woman?" 

curiously a t himo 

You ki dding?" 

"Am I su pposed to be?" 

"You' d better be. Jim Bob' s got his eye on the.t one ." 
UfVtJ71 'i 
~ sta red a t the big lonshor eman. "Mean to t ell 

i\ 

me y;_u~oin over to Mobtovn on a magnolia da y? You going to 

see ~ woman on a magnolia day?" 

Lem ~ chuckled. 
"'"' fly aw4.y, 

11 lloy , you 're~~ a int not hin'. She's 

ha lf bre ed . he live s jus t ba ck of Fourth of July Avenue." 

"Then wh t ma kes Jim Bob s o big t here? He pass in g for 

cullud?" 

Bi g Lem di dnt l au gh. 
~.fNJ=-tf 

"She' s ~ pretty good for one t hing.~ sb&iiiii:~ An d 

another thing . Jiim Bob declar es she w" .. s one time Abie Linkun' s D 

woman. 11 

to ~ 
11 he ' d have t o be preyty old/JI) be that,"~ sa id dryly. 

Bi g Lem wav ed his hand . 11 You know Jim Bob . He got i dea s." 

"Th en bee use she's well st a cked , you ri sk your whatnot?" 

iflW em ~coke d pity 
1..9--fllV/ ) ~ ~~~~~ 

"Li s t en, . • you, you jus t 

turn up. You a lwa ys: hoping t h t t h i s time she ' 11 come through." 
~ 
~~ shook hi s head . "I still dont get it. You taking 

all the se ri sks f or s pieceo 11 

Bi g Lem looke d a wa y. "It a int t h, t only. She' s s et on 

comme~ora ting , even a l though Jim Bob says no ake for Abie Linkun 
-'-' 

thi s y ear." 

" So you will help her to set it up?" 
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Bi g Lem l au ghed genuinely. 

"I'm n ot tha t cr&.zy. I' m going to try t ~kitflg J:,~r out 
~ • i / 

of it.! I c,,int s o cone ,rne a bout n o future vi t h Qt ffl ™11!k~ 
c~ 1~ "' tfdt!Lfe_ 

An the germ of Mob-bucking t hat :,r ~ ha d pla ced 
/JwV'f 

in him, took rea l root in~ He t ook a st ep into the 

street. He looke d up a t a l l_ ·rl[ th~,t sunshineJ ~he freedom tra in 

hea do It whistl ed for a cross ingand the 1-t~/'. . . h. ro Y~ ins i de is 

whe el s kept turning in his 
''"T/IK,G ·w ~vT v t2P. ~ 
n~, ! ,.. -h · ~ · me <'.lHSf£ i s 

str a ddling hi s big pushing legs . 

Bi g Lem looked thoughtful ly a t him. 

"You gonna ma ke a bi g corpse . We got no pine boards to 

fit you," he sai d . 

An d tha t wo. s the night Jim Bob caught him and t ook him 

to the station-hous e. 

They came to the corner near the ol d Jew shopo Folks 
efi"-. f:,t 6:5 ~ {nr,i, rnhl:J • 

sang ripely a t the Viake for/~ ~ They squatted on their 
r'\ - I\ 

haunches in the dark. I n the s oft n i ght dark of t he honeysuckl e 

ni ght wi th the pea ch blo ssoms fl oa ting down. Tw o of a r a ce, 

pitching h ors eshoes a t doomo lking the pa th of the tiger. 

0ear of the E ob piled thickly, su denly:. A 11 
'ft- °(:b<JpJ 

'' He ' s rea l rugge d, tha t ~ Lem sa id s oft ly. 

"Jim ob, 11 i.Janiel se i d , fe eling him close. "J i m Bob 

Slocum." 
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• 
' O tj/ 

Jim Bob w s a t ubby man, no t t a ll but thick. He wa dled 

int o the yar d a t Delta street. He showed the hea t. He wiped hi s 

n eck wi th a swea t ba lled ha n d er chief. He wore t he f a ded denim 

tha t w~s Mob uniform. I n hi s ol d felt ha t, he wore t he N0b 

i nsignia of a burning cro s s wi t h the spira lling motto 

Lo~e Conqu ers Allo 

The poet, hi s mouth ~gape, sa w Jim Bob. The poet dug 

hi s own ribs with his elbowo 

"Look, Poet, Jim Bob!" pt cried t o h imself. 

Jim Bob had warm, frien dly eye s for a ll the true folk 

a r ound ,..tiim. They wer e s inging-folk. uoon, they woul d give him 
~ -ft;£{&1!1.7t A~ . 
~ The s inging had s tumble d when he came in, but now it 

wa s righting it self. He bea t a bar wi t h hi s club an d nodded a t a 

few Aunt s and Uncl es. e s t ood in the ol d at-ea se posi t ion of 

the r ob, l eg apart a n a r ms a kimbo. Fe had the tingle at his 

na pe and the loose r eadiness in hi s forea r m. He r eckoned tha t 

s omet ime later, he would have to swing . Hi s pores had picked up 

s ome u ppity one s . 

He c oul d feel the tea se of it a long his nerves. Some 

uppity/~~ in the ya rd. He had f elt the impa ct here and 

there. All ha d not given wa y, a s they shoul d 1 when _ t h ey sa w he was 
.._J _,I ft: Co (/t~ ( d.eti.. 

wearing t he magnolia . He gue s s ed t hat inc e J)f vz::9i3-.,' ha d been 
f¼,. 

bullfinangling t he Mob,~ street wa s not as sca ry as it 

u se d to be. He eye d t l'le yard and saw the nics. They were moving 

softly a round . Jim Bob smile d f ool-happy· ag in. He was lo oking 

f orward to the kids . The d y oul d come when the pre ssure from 
tvbvvL 
~ rnul d ea se, an d he coul d send in some mobsmen after them o 

J.._t,p/Jt¼-.. I 
Some t hing woul d ~~~.R"\ .A:J~~~ aome thing fine enough for 
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I 
the l aw enforcer s t o give the Mob t he legality they needed . Legal 

to tag a s t ago To burn a coon. 

11 Some t h i ng wi l l m nouevre nea l s oon," Jim Bob sa i d . 
(i)~ 

He looked around f or t h only true man in~b·e~ 

but Jo el the Fool wa s not showing . Jim Bob knew he woul d be some­

where i n the dar k stre ets, ten ing his c ns. He was proud of 

Joel o Long ago when Joel ha d been fir s t down f rom college, t he Mob 

ha d been f orc ed t o crush in hi s hea d a littleo But he ha _ hea led 

right nic ely. Now he wa s be tter t han ever . 

"It a int possibl e f or outsi der s to understa nd," Jim Bob 

said, the lov e-law swinging violently in his gut against the 

s oph i stry a nd bi gotry in t h e North where +,hey were full of the 

irrefragabl e horseshit the n i gger- luvers blanke d out their eye 

s ocke t s with. 

It wa snt pos s i ble f or t h m t o un der stand tha t t he way you 

licked this l an d was to make it exclus iv e . You s l apped togeth er a 

system a nd wat che d it cohere a nd work at t a king t he s ting out of 

defea t . An d i f you chopped a few to pr ov e it, you couldnt buy 

with out spendi ng. 

The v1,armth i n the ba by blue eyes iced over aga in a s hi s 
mind 
zumli: cau ght in the yard . I t a snt onl y t h e f ishing-kids wi th t he ir 

sl eping-in bullshit who wer e gett ing uppity. he coul d feel the 

thing coming from other s too. He looke d over a t the Ma dam and t h e 

Banker . He frowne d sl i ghtly tha t t hey hau brought the wh or es . He 

knew the Madam ha d standing orders to turn u p a t Wa ke s o To s tate 

f or a 1owrnan>the i r downhome s olidarity. But thi s would have to 

be r eviewed. You took them t oo clos e to t h e se profe ss ional weeper s 

a nd before you knew it, t h e tear s ha d got to them. Gone, would be 

a l l tha t f ine l ob u pbringing an d they were rea dy to go cra cking to 
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t he i r knees. Bawling out t he i r guil t lou der t han a swamp hog cau ght 

i n t he reeds . 
~-ft~ 

J·i m Bob fel t t he hat e for~~ prowling a round ins i de 

n d t hat wa s a bsolut el y no goo d . He swor e a t the hate, for he want ed 

to mak e the sys tem v, ork . When the sy s tem wa s going sweetly, you 

l oved them mostly. xcept f or t he one or t wo for whom you were snaking 

llIUI. out rope. The sys t em gav e you room to love the other s a s you 

s ingle-tra cked the lone, fle e ing basta rd. But there were times 

like n ow, when t he .hate in him wi dened. And tha t was a bsolutely 

no good . 

So Jim Bob looked a round the ya rd a nd told t hem tha t he 
-;tJ:i: C'i>/ltqt tl-ia,,... . 

lov ed them all . nd tha t a l l he wante d for now wa s ;)f:tn -i±:'uen;y o He 

twi s t ed h i s hea so h e could smell t he magn olia pi nn e d to hi s 

shirt. Hi s smile i . ed i a t ely grew waDm again. He smile d a t the (foet 

and broke int o a chuckle a s the lonesome singer shuddered. 

The i oe t wa s jumpy o He looked i r r i t a bly away from Jim 
- flo- c,, (( '1 '- Aa...., 

Bob an d sai d t o himself, 11 You think Dau :i;jl;s;~ny will come? You 

think he'll be a dam ' f ool?" 

Then he r an a round to f ce himselfo 

"Indubitably," h e r epl ied-o 

He re s ted f rom foot to f oot and worrie dly remembere d the 
.ftivl ~4. /h1J,11..1r1 c,,/ }:.l¼f 

l ast ~ake for Abi e Linkun. That had been di:~r in y our b~~ly. An 

ic e fream cone a h ous e big. He had whoope d a t t he way 

t ~ken the i a ke t o the edge of - Bi g Swamp so t h~t the lowmen 

had a flea i n the ir er from the rocting slam of the dark brown 

f lood wa iling out a short change deal. He di dnt know whether Jim 
~ C,au,'-- lh,..., 

Bob would t ake~ t onight. It woubd be a halfway dea l i f he 

did. 'l'he other half oul d come. Jim Bob wasnt granite. :Ma ybe one 
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of the if ,/i the bea ch woul d rea ch him a day soon. The kids wer e 
(I.PA,£ . :::n... 13.J -6. 

~?rrying bone-hard f c es these days. One of them would bl.ffi* w~. 

The &oet thought of Little Angie the fishing-kid and shu ddered. 

"You got no grip on your self, Poet. Yow'roose as money in 

a pimp's pocket," Little Angie sa i d behind h i m. 

He turne d t o f a ce Little Angie. 

Angie the baby turned sava ge because t hey ha d pulled the 
) 

tea t s from be t we en his t eeth . fiiii~D~• He was fourteen and on 

t he hunt for cunt. A guy with a shroud a lready. 

"I' m a lone singer f orc ed t o play star an d listener," the 

~ oet sa id with di gnity. "Leave me be, Angie o" 
"You're a 
DDJDQ twa t. If you had s tont:~ you' d be in t he Say- Noes," 

Angie sa ido 
I 

"When y ou re ol d as me - " 

11 You're an old twa t, 11 Angie said. 
"~ u {( t11.. /J.. a,... 

~ a int c oming tonight," t he poet sa i d,D despe-

r ately trying to turn Little Angie. 
"(« W-6 
~ will come. Dt;n:+~ a goo d guy. Re ' s tougher t han Jim 

Bob Slocum." 

11 A man • s only a s t ough a s h i s wea knes s e s ," t h e ~ oet said 

q_ui ckly."Hi s flaws will f ind him out." 

"Flo ers? 1/i hat flowers? Hi s name 's Jim Bob, s t u pi d . re 

woul dnt hav e you in t h e Snic s if you c me on bended knees." 

"Jim Bob 's a dirty f i ghter. ~el will have to be 

dirtier, which I doubt ," theG;oet sa id, his head sunk betwe en his 

shoul der s , wa i t ing to di spute himsel f i f Litt l e Angie n eeded it 

tha t way . 

"Jim Bob ' s cra zy ma d ccu s e we E&int s inging a t the Vake ," 

Lit t le n gi e grinned . "Look a t h i m go cra zy ma d ." 

The ~oet kept his hea di screetly a wa y fr om Jim Bob. 
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:ff.II' •1• 
, "I ,._ 

• "A sma1!"'t . man s ings so his enemies hea r only the t une, not . . 
the words . Folk are very smart in this town," the poet said. 

evil-eyed 
i ttle Angi e/cx:11..kli~Qf!t.ll[ him as he pl ayed wi th hi s kni,;fe . 

fk. ,li llo/~ ~a._ 
"We' r e t hrough with s inging , Poet • .D ont t ell~ but/ 

we mo stly through\ i th t a lking too. Ve're looking for some a ction." 

One foot hooke d behind h im a s hi s :.!I.decent, double dea ling 

eyes explored the crov,r d wi t h s teady hope, t he @oet nodd ed. He was 

bored but he prudently di dnt show it. He grinned carefully as . 
.l. a J. ~ 2 t>vi& ft!5- ~'-d-' k- ~; 

Li t tl Angie walke d away, still ~-eyeing him.j It ~ no use 
~--r Y\ 

tell ing Little Angie t hat it ~ toughness tha t coun~ so much as 

ho you wall:rAH the public fields.~, you turned t he traps into 

comfort sta tions.Faw you split down the enemy for kindling. 1hem a nd 

,ZOCJ~ligllr&g~ their untidy lit t le cry of Say-No-I-C nt-uee. As 

if the goddam country owe d them eyes. If you couldnt see you cut 

down timber until up ahea d wa clearo 

But the poet di dnt like how his thought s were going . 
~ 

H..., s tily he shifted gear. For ~ ed ge of his mind was saying t hat 
maybe ~ 

/the kid s mm: looked on . a s timber. 0 ,,, 
"- \:J - ~ µ.zR,,, 

~he poet t h ought of himself as being loya l to~ .fi.i.i,~ 

as anybo dy el se . He would n ever i mpugn the memory of Abie Linkun, 
-,-4 f; lJ a, 

even t h ough ...,.
4

~ ~ ha d left them to hold do wn t h e ob/ 
• c a a~z1,~ 

made bri s tly as hog mea t by his own bitter feud. fut wh t if Awas 
1J,N.,u.:i.. l f-

in a /fob j.._eta~iw-1-house , being we i ghed a n d mea sure d f or a j oydr ag 

at the en d of a towr ope behind a mobster' automobile? Then a poor 

downhome boy should be for given i f h e r epudi a te d A bie Linkun to 

e scape tha t ole joyrope. 

"Goddammit,"cried t he poet, d shing n an tear,"to esca pe 

the flagr ante delicto an gl e of' her thi ghs a stradctle thous a nd ye a r 
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0 ., 

f 
ol d. ba t d 

. :; I .,1: ' • . '-· • 

.1 ,~· -
c~ ess the da y of Abie Linkun ' s iak e ."~ ao : d the Vi .k 

near t he Plow ans roa d. -ear t he roa d of dr eams which a Plowman ' s 
doll a r 

fear s ha r dened into t he r ea l i ty of a mi n · c oa t gua r ded by a million/ 
-ft..,_ {,,(/ '1 t 1/w.._ 

bomb . I t wa s t h e eveni n g t he t hre e had met, J i m :Sob , ~ and F~;,e .. 'fy. , 

~ 
'.!:he Glet, h o was now H1if searchi n g f or a pl a c e to scr·· tch 

h i s ba ck , sl i pped i n and out of t he crowd . He kept away f rom Jim 

Bob an d the 
~4-

come Jt(t he 

ki d- f i sher s . He was a wa r e i::xa that an explos ion~ ,. 

want ed n o par t of i t . He wa s sa v i n g h i ms el f f or ~ . 

He f oun d the edge of t he out h ous e . Revolv i ng s lowl y , he 

~at el y scra t ch ed h i s shoulder blade s as he r emember ed how 

~ h- d led the Wake . stri de a thousand ye a r old ba l d cypr ess o 

She wa s ma de f or mor e t han a ba l d cy pr es s . Wi th a ha r d young s i gh , 

h e refl ect ed tha t by t he vault of h er thighs conne c t ing a vigilanc e 

i n bed , she was n o mat e f or a. Qoet . I t took a her o t o jockey such 
·-f/;J_ {j I r.q ,_ ~ 

a mar e. Both Jim :Sob an a ~ a ched f or the wi de-h i pped sweet-

ne s s . 

n d t he Qloet , wi th a sma sh of hi s ba ck agains t t he 

outhouse , vowed t ha t he woul d be in at the en d . To kick in t he 
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CHAPTER 1111 ~ ~,e 

ones, 

bawled Jim 
shouted 

"Am bu sh 1 "/ Jl■llil i: Bi g 
~ 1,rt.,le i'!<l1J" 

''-ilt@ fifo .. b-1 u whi spered 

Bob, "we want y ou, boy! 11 

Lemuel ~~ swinging r agingly. 

the shortchanged , shortlived , hardluck one s runn ing with 

codpiec e in hand like money-proud mercha nts fleeing an a ct of God. 
~., · 'ol~ 'Rt t,,.P,,.e,tl.., -trw .. ! 8 

"1,!/~ ff.{, 
A~gered, bullied, beaten one s fleeing the magnolia God' ~}1ob. 

"Ambu sh!" yelled Big · em a gain, looking a round for..,..t he 

~kidso 
&✓,r•1 Wk.fl &!M,.,c -

And a ripple of k i ds ringed DtH-J.---Eb onJ e:fld Big Leruo Ringed 
~ 

th_e~ a s confidently as i f t her e ha d n ever been ,r hundred yea rs of 
wlr,fo a,._,/_ ~ Jc-c9fa f ~ ~ -:,;t;--
~!j1'~t./4.e1EiPi:y __ As if they ha never ~ the non-hope ·W&Ht; 

exploael their gol den dr eams . Gey col d-eye d the Mobo And their 
,- /4,.-• .p-""1.t,(_ r;;:_ /J~ 6alt-~ - • 

bold stand~ a mu s ter.j!.he lDfigS}IOl'etn-eh- ren~ ~n, a1;a, th~ A~~-l ~#r~--,,,. 
,,fi . ·. L~c/4,.:,1 a j:_. d<•-:'titol ti.A~ ,;;..,_/ 
;v- f i el dhands./ ~ the roundhouse crews a n a even s omeJ\hou s eboys, 

weeping their go-come as e s off but shame d into standing by the 

kids. 
to a cold blue slit 

Jim Bob squeezed his eyes/~add:x:slll.u::k. and looke d a t the 
71'4.t 

unbelieva ble. They wer e s t a nding up to the Tu ob. i sputin g 41U--~ 

law. The f ix from up North was in a lri ght. 1.l:he otomac was flowing 
/1-,Mlb 

ed
0 

These poor s tupid~ would destroy t hemselves for a bunch 

of u pc ountry Cornmunistso And so Jim Bob swore in a dea dly qui e t . 
--4-io itruNl 11-.r.= l/4,,Iµ/ .. Al1 / -k v(:·•n--1 t:r -r .. ,t..1.f,1..ve1r 1--~ ;; 

t hat he would save ~ FJirN=t fr om s ino 
1 

He hefted his c'lub a~d ~ 
~ - 1~4 

}I.Lt/, /,.,0 'h; rvU/IJ'l'/A 'ti 

~ fi,\... &/1,hv .... i;y,h,,._ , 
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wt!1fl //&~ 1 ./10 ~utJ.-
waae d in to ~ 0f½ i cl!'.fl;E,- ot!b:M,.s among tlrcrs"e. mliinit ho lO:\te'd. 

:Bi g Lem f ought 
lkr1 

s o ths t ~l w ~ ne r 

BI G LE 
/;-~ _&,.,t/c;o . 

among the ~ngsl"l:areH'l.e~ He ha d manouvr ed 
'' smashe d 

t o hi m. :Bi g Lem h ooke d and/z:mac!Kkll[Ji: hi s 

f i sts and elbows in magnolia flesh . Bi g 
ffkv'1 

i t . He was a machine a t work f or w.ztsi? 

Lem had no passion in 

bify o Why la:e was , Bi g Lem 
waste ~ 

wa snt sure . He just t h ought i t a lou sy dirty/ s.J&mxll[ t hat a colle ge 

~ guy l i ke ~- 1 shoul d spin at t he end of a joyrope han le d by s ome 

i gnorant poh whi te trash . D He Bi g Lem vas a nothing much , jus t a 

big scared downhome boy spen di ng h i s nickel t e be s t way he knew o 
fe;o'~ 7 

But ~ ha d sense i n h i s he d. ~he Mob ha d spi l l ed J·oel' s . He 
~,,,,- .,-1 

ju s t h oped to Chri st t bey oul dnt ge t t o ~s. He f or ear med a 

mobster on the mouth an d felt te eth break. 

UNCLE W,=>E 
the t a il of 

Preachin' n cl e ose ha d h i s f i st s tucked under/ hi s frock 
joyful ly 

cot but everyt i me a mobst er r eele d he knocke d them/t oget her o 

Uncle os e sa t i n t h e tents of pea c e and marvelle d a t t h e ri ghtne ss 

of war . He had w t ched the ere tion of t he chi ldren of viol ence . 

The ki ds on the bea ch were t he young tribesmen of I sr a el going up 

aga i n st t he goodam Philist ine s . They want ed the r i ght t o lay-in 

a t t he whorehouse. It wa snt as if they woul d lear n le s s t han by 

st :=mdi ng up a bar r ov girl any moondar k night , bu t to kee p them from 

ge t t ing it where t hey wa nt ed t o, thi s t i me in Jim Bob ' s schoolhouse , 

was enough t o put a s era ph u p good a nd ha r d . ;, 

Uncle 0iose looked over a t the I'laaam. 1hat ever Jim bob 

woul d make her, the .:a.dam ' s love f or magnolia l and wa s of s o r ich 

a t a pe s t r y it def ea ted the na ked eye of any but a downhomer . For 
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. , 0 • 

whi le the battl e between cra c ker and cullu ds was getting bloodier, 

she ha d kept t 4 e ake g oing with such s easona l tune s a s Look Away, 

Dixie a nd . An d r i ght now the girl s were bl a tting out in th elir 

bawdy house clef Americ the Beautiful. The little Jftcm:X-lifi]f hustlers 

rode s o hi ghfoot ed , you heard them abov e t he fi s ts a n d t he b oot s 

a nd t he cri e s of agony. Ha ha -ing among t h e trumpe t s , rura:n 
Pr ea ch i n ' Uncle 110se s a i d t o h i ms el f . 

'he gore a n d the swea t and the pain, mu sed the poe t , hi s 

hard De l t a s treet eye s g entling a t t h e mr s sacre . Joe l would be 

i diot i ca l ly happy when h i s repor t s howe tha t t he '5ob h a d used 

t he i r f i st · i ns t eaa of t h e c l u bs . Clubs v, e re no goo d for close-up 

work . Clubs were f or a n i ma l s , Joe l ha d sa i d wi th curious i nsi st ence. 

J oe l was m aav ocs.te of i n fi ghting . The gut ripp i ng , g-roin 

sm~shi n g , body t o b ody k ind . Ev en Jim ob hao n ow f ound t e club 

u sel ess a n d wa s u s ing h i s ha n ds . ~he p oe t h op e d Jim Bob woul d ge t 
t.,_ (;€ ' '1 . 

thr ough the r i ng of f i shing ki d s to .1..rc.ttt:Jtm:my. One of t hem rnµl d 

be killed a n d he ct i dnt ca r e t h e : el l whom. He had se en ]" l &t&Ai ~ ough 

the keyh ole . he h i ghs a nd the belly a nd t he mound of silky ha iro 
plv,,.,-fr,l,,,,i.. t1,,i>-"'1 ,f. ,, ,,,.u,,ri..,k."K · 

Folk s s a i d her pa ha o been a ~n a n her ma a 1's:1 I;&\ii·ni1a. All 

he knew :thoc:t as that the procr ea t ion had be en a swi n ging suc ces s . 

His ba ck agains t the outhou s , the po e t w:.... ~ched ~/4z--r11 
UV/) 

dW)P1:J3§eN,Y 

Re had pu t the br a v e k i ds behind h im f or t h e we i ght of the 
S i ; ../,Jt- CdMI tL <UK'\-1{, fl ,,.f ~ ,,.,{,; /12y,) 

mob st er s was be ginning to tell o Lut ev en i.t' the iffiab ww1 c p± eo o!rrg, 
i,v...1.--l-~t ,. 

~ v, ere ~ d ~., They werent us ed t o 
(21 {j 1~, -~ ftt,<7C 

r i pped a ~ t o a r ed h ead ' s ~Y a n d 
/\ \,....,/ - // [ 

guys who f ought bac k . He --wa t ched 
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the pa in t w:t s t 
xw±xxx:br/p~z~x h i s f a ceo to be ov er qu ickl y . 

Th e re be l y el l s ha d c e sed . Now t hey only grun t ed a n a cur s ed. 
/s1/ir-1 -

• s t ron g one bull e d i n on l k"".:l t JBt_JliJ. e w& hu ge , a s low mov er, 

a n e xecut ion er . He woul d b e · terror i n th e mo onle s n i gh t s wh en 

the cross e s burn e d . He ha d ere· t ive ha n ds , s crubbe d p ink , to sque e ze 

the ul t i mat e u l ula t ion fro:n t he tru s s e d up, broken mockery t hey 

dr a gge d ba ck to t own a t t h e t a ilgate. Bump i n g i t behind t h e aut o 
S~,1. /, 

as they crosse d over Fourth of July v enue into/Jiii@;m•DroU r //V?<.t,u--,J-e, 

~ '> J 

Th e execut ioner smiled a t :;}be11y, ca ll,ing him a n obscene 
{r,,-1·'1 

na me ·wh il e h e r a i sed h i s gift ed ha n ds. But ~ got i n whil e his 

a rm s wer e up an a destroye d him wi t h a n e e. 

'l'hen h e h e rd Bi g Lem ' s v oic e ba t t er wi t h p ower, 

"Li t t l e An gi e NO! II 

He saw the t inkl e i n t he k i d 's ha n d . It 

scar e d h im int o a swea t. F 
vffJ -~. fJ, 1 J4,,-'44vf' 

'.i'he Or gan i sa t ionJ, was str on gly ag1-:, inst k ill ing . For h ile 
J"I t-,. />.b . _ ) j;;-,(t,, 

t he I~ wa s committe d t o X@l51Ce hobbl e i8e lhob· with new~ ~ e 
1 -

l a ws , nob o dy c oul d expe c t t h em t o hol d ba c k Jim bob ' s men i f t h e hk c/4:1 ~ i ... 

? ' _,'/ ~ t /,vt<£<-k2J2 
DeJ t c,_ w Laa ee-t ~ t ook to k i l l i ng . f he Hob c ou l d t hen s h oot with 

i mpu n ity. n o t hey haci. the guns. 
~ 

o ~Y ch oppe d a wa y t hrough t o Li tt l e An gie a n d 

y el l e d tha t t h e k i ds shoul d mr ke f or~he bea ch . ith ~ Lem an d 
b ,d,& - ~ -adt.~ 

~ Amo s t he bl a ck smi t h a n d t h e ~n hol ding ba ck the 

I'/Io<ihe k i ds s li d int o Del t a s tre et. And out t here t ey broke u p 

a n d sa nk out of s i ght. 
8 ,f..G>9-IC t,,,l~:tt i '- , {(h 

Bu t a r ea l d e dica te d ~ ~.i.· who cou.ib dn t b elieve 
!:,/,;.. ,/ .. .;, 

i t wa s t rue t hat t he ~ ha d f ought ba ck , f ol lowe a t h e k i ds 
frv.. 

into~ s tre et. Fol l owed the s oun d of t heir fee t sla pping 

s of tly t h e wa y t h e k i ds of t he small boa ts do. Followe d unt il h e 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



shambl e d them . He stumbled int o Li ttle An gi e a n d t he kni f e 

t winkle d as it went in. 

Jim Bob f oun d the body. He turne d it over an d fe lt the 

heart. He frowned a t t h e flut ter. Hi s ft f a ce creased unc erta i nly, 

a chi p of hope hining in hi s grief. 

"You go a head an d die i f you want to, s on, 11 he 

whi spered . 11 You ie f or our womanhood i f y ou wan t to." 

For i f the boy di e d , the Mob woul d gai n i mmunity. They 

c oul d ~ go after thf,~tfas . 
~ 

Hi s thick thumb s s ought the i~oy's jugul r. But s ome 

yo ng mobsmen were a ppro .ching . Lot s of the e young fel lows nowad ys 

had n ev er r e· lly understoo d . They ha d los t t he f -ct s . Down here, a 

fell ow just na tur~l ly died f or them Southern l adi es . 

" e got t o keep t hem pure , son . v· e gotta k eep t hem 
~ ~ t:c tti b-&.~ ~ d. 6 7 ,, 

from being r a ped . You go a heao an6 di:., 11/\rvT.a.ybe th f el l ow woul d 

hear a n a ju st naturally die. 

"lJo i t f or :Ui xie , s on. You go ahea a and die, " he ur ged. 

And J i m Bob turne d h i s head s kyward an d bawle d . They 

thought he va s bawlin g f or t he young mobster horn s omebo dy had 

Dinlii:x stuck with a knife . Bu t J i m Bob was bawli ng because he 
Jc/-r 

want ed s o ba aly to o t h ,t
0

j u gula r for Di xi e . 
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' 
CHAPT-• R ~ .£i X 

..... 

\ \ J im Bob or der ed out the ~ b oa t s to no se t he Gulf a nd 
, open 

even pu s h the i r prows t hr ou gh t he/l a n es of wa:k:oc t h e ba you. 1.rhe 

mobst er s &wor e at t he da r kly gli s t ening wa t er as i t s l a pped a nd 

rol l e d :from the concr et e piles u n der t he p i ers . fut Jim Bob, who 
t heir 

was n i ntell ec tual, poin t ed out t hat a l l down/:t.k:e: hi story,D t he 
godda m burr hea ds 
mmrmnm11a:101rir, ha t k en t o water t o e s ca pe t he lov e making of 

the Mob . '.L'h ey had f ound out t he t h ound dogs werent smart over 

wat er s o t h e fle e i n g bastar ds a lway s chvv0e t ha t rout e . Chawing 

hi s pl u g n d expe c torat i ng ov er th e s i de i n di sgu st as he brou ght 

the umb bunn i es up to dc- te , J i m Bob expla i n ed tha t it wa s a n i gger 

wench named ·l i za who had s t r,r t ed i t . 

" I gnor a nt bu nch of knuckle hea ds ," Jim bo b mu t tered u nder 

his bre&.t h .s he tol d t h em t hey c ould l ea rn a ll a bou t i t i n one 

of t he ea rly volume s h ich uea l t wi th t he f irs t of t he Un cles o ~;k.j/JfJt:_ 
a6·v-v-l 

was,an ol d samba named Unc le Tom. 
I'\ 

"You c n lo ok i t u p , 11 said Jim - ob . 

i g Lem watched t he b oa t fr om the be r:a ch . i g Lem wa snt 

worried . The fish i ng ki ds kne the w y s of J i m Bob . They had h i dd en 

W1r 
~ among t he n e t s . They ·er , wa i t i ng unt i l the Tviob boa t mmmli: 

{J'-,.►1 

wa s gone , then they oul d move Dan;k)b on;y i nto t he un der s i de s of 

the p i er . They wa tched the swe ep of t h e h ea dli ght s) t o the l a n di ng . 

Bi g Lem rose and stretched . 
S: C?-Cic 14/ ~ 

"Lets ~~ J i m b ob ' ca lled i t a n i ght, 11 he sa i d . 
r /!,vr>''j 

Lying on the wa r m s a -1d , )~ grunt e d o 
CJ.14 7,t,,.. ilH'? / ' 

11 Let 1:: go u tj.der t he p i e r, ~ Bi g em sa i d 

s a rcast ica l ly . (?!-,11 
11 No. I nee d a ct ion , 11 JJ~Y sa i d . 
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' 
Bi g Lem exploded . "You want 
~ ' 

we . • 1m1111: -'PIii. a■•: t r.anougb for y ou one night ? " 

~ fille hi s h L.n ds wit 1 s 

Jim Bob to ch op you? Aint 

6 . Ie trickled i t out, 

running i t down h i e f ingers , f eeling each gr~i n gritty with li fe . 

He ha d a way of fe eling li fe i n t h in · , smal l unimport nt t h i ggs , 

a mul e flapping i t s e ~rs, Joel tea ring the t op of 

coul d f ee l t be i mmedi a cy curl on hi s tongue . But 

l e 

linimp ortrnt a l though shews i ! rnedicte . h e wa s sm oul dering . One 

time he baa burnt h i s finger p o ing a t t he coa ls. He felt 

inadequ t eo He r oll e ov er an sai d a n indec ency. 

ti u ppose Jim Bob's ma n croa ks while y ou' re out on t h e 

s tree t!" roa r ed Bi g Lem . "Jim b ob woul d pu t a wall a round the 

town . Vi e c oul dnt make it ba ck to the bea d1 . 
~,, (? /ff ~ 

nd ~ he ' p oke ,,., ~Pm':i:&af21:J:}e~t.ff?~~~r"-0~~ ~~~ 

~~enlix s:ocm: saw h i mself swi n g i ng from a cypress , 

t he ·\fob' choic e thi s ye~r for a h c:.n ging-tree . ~ :&,,,1 Jew himself 

a kicking j oke of a man, t oo big fDr a fruit, ha nging s tra i ght 
~c fite,t'f 

down wi th h i s head ,frooke • t o v oi ·: t r e bulge of t h e lmot. 
/fo ... J-1 

f or me . 11 

"Yea h, t here ' s t hat c hanc e , " ~ sai dDJI. IIMJOOIU,-U: 

Af t e r s i lenc e , Lemuel ~ s a i d , 11 You hea. ding for 

" fiaybe. You'll t ell Jim ob? 11 

"You le v e t hat woman a lone . he ' n o g ood for youo 11 

"If she ' s oo d en ough f or Jim b ob, she ' s g ood enou gh 

"Th .t why y ou so horny for her? Tha t why y ou r a ndy for 

tha t y ell ow ga l ? 11 

~~ " Sur e . Vih tever Jim b ob a n t s , gues s 

I sh oul wa nt it too. qu:._ l but not sepera t e ." 

11 

.JO..,__ 
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11 You ' ?:e wrong . Both you a nd Jim Bob , 11 Bi g Lem sai d 
t t 

s lowly . "lll•l\a i s' • choos i n g woman . he ' 11 choose . 11 

'' So she ' ll c ho ose . " 
~d~1 

punk 

11 nd1 I dont see h er c h oo s ing n o vre:&l»f?cris-8" J)\:f£t:a 1#-W&e't 
~ v;-f?. t3 ,1 j)Mtdr ·-;r1 ,,.,,, A 14 .,-;_, ~ Ji.v,...1,.,y.,,. 1 J ,, ~✓ , 
~~-g~-1~~ Bi g Lem Sfle-1':J.Se el . 

~ s l a ppe d h i s hands d own on t he sand a n d c&me 

u p lik e he wa s sprung . e s l a shed a hand pa st i g Lem ' s f a ce . 
tJ>.. 

mean mouth ~ You g o and be a fra i d ~ 
A. 

11~ l hu t y our 
• ·1 

~ 7/l'v( t.Ml. ~ ~,-t • 

• _t ~hil e e r ~nt ed a t Bi g em ~ q couL d smel l Mob f ear 

on h i m~ . .!.''or t h t was how it h it y ou . I t sent a hunte d guy 

puma wil d mon g h i s own f olk .nd before h e new it , he wa s ch oppi ng 

hi s own f ol k . i ng wa y t.r ough a crush of your o~n k in as y ou 

f lung v i l l y to e sc pe . The ~l ob i d th· t t o y ou . '.i.1he lVlob wound y ou 

up t ,:: u t . 

11 oy , t h ey closing in on you , 11 bi g em s i d s Ql y . 

e knew i g em ha o. s id 
~ 

I it to maul h i m b ck , bu t i t , 

was t oo clo s e tot 
-- f,1~1 

e t r u t h . It r~ i 
9:/-t!_/.,Pl?cf/ ?u,7Y,(r ~ -4:7 

s i e .tis h e - d . He~ b i g 

Lem wer e ch st c l ose . In 
I\ 

oment , they woul be swinging . but 

Bi g em shook h i s h e -a n stepped b·- ck . 

And ~ Le bigfoote d 
Lvri11 , 

sh ke it do ,n for ~~ He 
b,.;r7 ' 

went ahe of ~~ -

of f t he bca chJinto Delt str ee t t o 
!fa,;·•1 

,h i stl ed a n d ~ went out . He 

'Ihe s tr e e t li ght s h d b e en br oken t o ma k e ni ght way for 
UJ l!t1-, L /1-v:rn- "'1"1' ft.,, /3i) (; !J U2,fll1f _ 

a ~ who w2.s under ~ ' i nt er aict.., ~ o D,m\ ~J wen t 

in pea c e -n ·afe t y a n a only the l ove ca t s on t he r oofs s w h i s 
1-uc.-fy 'I' 

pa ss ge . Ie r eache u '1Pf c c bin a oor hol e i n h e 1 t h . He tri cked 

hi f i n ger on t h e door . e ~ · a r e ch i n g m n . A r a n dy man seeki ng 

it . ' he kno l e ge t Le.t J i . ob v ~n te u i t t oo mad e h i m t wic e a s 
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lus tful . ~ o d oor . 

Sh e ha d n ev er f a i le d t o op en t h e do or. If -Jim ob a d c ome 
lw,,rz,'( 

a lon g she woul d hav e opene d t o h i m t oo . .1.J~ ony went i n wi th his 

he· t an d a n ger . 

"You di dn t ask who i t was , 11 he s a i dM41. 

She looke st ea ' ily a t h i m. 
lucky 

ur ~i n t / @IIUIIJI[ for y ou t oni ght, 11 she sa i d . 

But n obo ay woul d wi n h er 1 k ·nf:::._~, kn on U C • .l.J'a"¥i= E£Chy ew. 

w . a lon g , beau t i f ul p ower i n hr l i .b s . Her f a c e w s a s l e ek bronze 
were 

ma sk . Th e mwn ou t er cor ners of her ey es/n litxam: u p sla n t~ d . He had 

s e e t h a t f a c e on a Yor u ba ma s k i n t he .Af ri ca n fitu di e s ro om a t 

c ol l e g e . He shook h i s hea d . 

11 You got mostl y my f ol k s in y ou, 11 he s n i d . 

11 i nt no such t h i n g . I g ot i t e qu a l. Your f ol k s nd J i m 

Bob ' s . " 1 (J'l<-1~ _ /ll .o h ftrwi.,. 
"You got mor e fr t ha n ~ blo od i n y ou. Your pa on l y 

bru she d y ou wi th the magnol i a . " He w s gr i nn i n g . 

" Got i t e qu a l, 11 she sa i d a ngrily . 

11 Ba by , you ou ght to be ~ lucky for me . 11 

"Why? Tell me why ? " 
tirJh 

11 :Seca u s e ri sk mor e ski n t ha n J i m b ob ;.when I c ome t o 

see y ou. n bea:a u s e y ou int ev er goin g t o liv e i n Mob tm n n d 

you l n ow it . 11 

" J.i m b ob ' s got mor e gra b . 11 

"But he a i nt got more h op e . goin g t o out l a st 

Jim Bob . 11 

She lo oke d t h ou ght f ul. Re guess e d she we s looking a t t he 

a n gl e s . She wa s n o fo ol k i d lo oki n g for sh oul ders . Fu, t b el l i ed a s 

hews , Jin ·)ob ha 6 z l!feu:k:k]Qt security . 

II 1 
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"l\J.aybe , 11 she sa i a t l as t . 

"nc.i y ou' l l be aroun d f or t he l a sti n gest ·one ." 

Her eye s mov e a and r et urne t o ~ m. 

fl n d you f i gure you'l l l a st? You ca n bet t h e ob? 11 

She wa s mocki ng h i m. He shrugged ~~. 

He could\ eav e f · n t as i es around her . obo dy but he would know 

t h e 1narv el nd t h e de t ruction when t hey pr of ~ned e· ch other . He 

mana ge d a smile n 0 fel t h i s sh -me shrink . 

11 I a i nt sai d a thing for you to a ke like act lick i ng 

cream, " sh e s t a ted . 

But he c oul d lo ok a t her an d love- swe t a ream out of 

f ea r a d runni ng . One strong , furious coitus t the librn: end of a 

r i n bo roEd. '.l.'o dr i n he v rr • an£1oi ntin , fr o 1 ev ery s inuouo 

curv e . Th e oman who Jim ob cr ave d . He strok e d her breast s 

crying Make me equal. 
-Pv-rvt2. 

e:'.W~-±e"/'\s' i d ~en tly , "Don t be f ool. 11 

n o. he f elt the ickn ss n o sel f l oa thing whic , ca me 

u pon hi m when he r member ed t he time sh e ha .. yield e d a n d he 
ropy 

had gone to her/E•t a s a stallion but f oun d hi.... pl en di d body 

wa s only hos t to a eunuch . Iie ha c. f a i l e a s o mie ser-- bly, e threw 

up . Y the s s t rong as a bull , full of a maleness he coul 
any one 

f ee l prowl i ng n ow. God , if/ - 19j] • r n should ev er find out . 

"Tell me wha t h'"_ppene a t th \ 1ak e , fl h e a i d gently . 

~e t urne - away . 

110ne o t e ki ds kni fe d a mobsman , 11 he sa i - . 

11 Then Jim ob ha s youo :Better cut out , man." 

"The mobs t er i sn t dead , 11 he sai d . 

11
.1. e will be . He wi l o i t i f J ... w ob put s hi m u p to i t . 

Jim Bob tells hi t o s~v e their wo anho od , t h t mobst er wi l l u p 

an d die . J i m Bob w nt s to ge t those kid 0
11 
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11 1oreso now·. fo whuppe d them t onight . 11 

11 hu pped wh o? " 
f( t/ fl r-f'€ lf . 

"Jehe- .A~ • t t he 1i ake . V1hu ppe d th em good. 11 

"Wh o whu pped them? " 

He w s r i di n g aga in. He said wi th enthu s i a sm, 11 \~: h o? All 

of u s . me . Bi g Lem . ~he k i d 0
• T~. Your Un cl e Am os 

the bla cksmith . How do y ou like tha t? 'e were g oo d , huh ?" 

fhe br onz e mask looke 6 ba ck a t him . olks shoul d have 

opinions , he sa i d . You du g a h ole or l a i d bricks or belted s ome one, 

f olks s oul d b able to ,,~.!4=~~ or ba d. You dint 
(-',nvi',/,J-

ha r dl y ever he r d fromt\~-N- he a 1w~ ys se eme d t o be wa i t i ng for 

the end) ~ i f what c --me in between w s n t import~nt. 

He t ook t he steps the c&bi n allowed . He struck h i s f i s t 

into his palm. 

11 J i m Bob thinks I ' m s ca re d . But y ou lrn ow wr·a t ? I' m 

going to t he buryingo II 

He looked swiftly a t her. Hell , she ough t to ha v e 

ev en shrugge d . D 
._kv:t{_ 

He s t opped before her a n ' ~ -d t;i cl , 11 I s a i d I ' m going 

t o t he bury i ng!" 

11 h ose? " she a sked s of tly. "Your s? " 

"No no -" h e caugh t himself and stopped. "Now wh:i,t i s 

t ha t su ppose d t o mea n?" 

~ ,,Jhe smil e d f l sely. 

"Why ci ont y ou t - k e s ornething? 11 shes i d . "Bi g s tr pping 

guy l i ke y ou shoul dn t be a sex mi get. 11 

He t urned away confus e d a nd whirle d back to her. 

"You bitch , 11 h e s a i d i n a lo huJ.· t voice . 

" J i m 'ob mi ght come by. I thi nk I set h im u p f or Vir-

ginia . l e lik e s t o come by before h e crosses Fourth of July." 
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Th ey were s tand ing s o closely he could see the skin 

structure on th high sloping bone s . She a s rich i n body and 

woul u only be subdue a betv.een the sheets . Ee wi shed he was a ble 

to o it even once wi t h her an d then ro r of f into inf i delities . 

ut he ha d a missha pen fide l ity to her . ure, he wa s mis shapen . 

A mi dget , she had ca lled hi m. He haa the cching f ilure a ll over 

h i s loinso He tore hi s hands at his f ce she stumble d out of 

the c bin , not car i n g if he wal ked int o J i m ob . The woman ' s 

throaty chuckle t wisted him . 

Bi g Lem wa s a l a r ge and confi dent man in his town , a 

good guy who had whipped h i s quot of mobsmen t onight. e walked 
:s1 ,. .. f!;,h ,~ 

in the dark with an idea tha t ~ ha dfi enough for one ni ght . 

Jim ob woul d be ov er the ivenue and int o 1obt own by now. They 

had pounde d some respect into t hem 10b fellows . 

Bi g Lem stretched his a rms an d ~a~ped his chest a litt le o 

He hoppe d an shuff led and humm ed. a dirty bea t, using the drums 
b Yrt...fS, 

but no l~ He fe l t goo d . 
A 

He spie d the red bulb glowing over the door a t the 

schoolh ouse . He walked over there, the reckle ss slob. A cha nce 

t aker fr om a cupboa r d wh ere a l l theD e dible s were lethalo Eye 

r a pi st i n a town where t hey blinde you for blinking . 

"Huh, I ' m a reckle s s slob," he grinned . 

He balance d on the balls of his f e et and. cocked an eye 

past the rope bait standing t the top of the s t eps . He coul d 

see beyond DIil her i nt o the old vestibule tha t wa s now the lobby 

of txexmoclitat Jim Bob ' s gigan t ic whorehouse. 
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"Vh ich seme s ter y ou i n, lyn ch ba,J- t? 11 he aske d a bsentl y . 

Now t h t h e ha d helped t o l ay the t ovm open , it wa s 

f un t o pl a y a r oun wi th t h i s magnol i a p i ece . ' he ~ob h ea t wa s 

off . I t f elt rea l g ood t o shoot a l .L t h e t u r d a gu_y wante d t o 
..Jhif€•/ c ojo {t 

wi th n o f ea r of a ~ club ba n gi n g behin d y our ea r. 

rea ch i n g 
/foN 

hea r d11,,_i t 

W . Pc,cr?<cil.JtZ filllfl-~ 
Th e li· t le ha rlot h d f t s o~ a in su r pri se a t a l\.fl!8•1 • 

f or t h e han ging rope wi th h i s own han ds. :But sh e had 
N/4.'fe 

di t ha t t o them s ometimes . - - tr~ fer ~ci t y wa s 

known t o s end them bawl ing for t he d ea t h bl ow. 

"You know J i m ob ' s against be d-ins , b oy. You, a n older 

guy, why you w nt to r i sk ~ cut off '?" she a s k ed in 

a k i n d v oi ce . 

He wa snt a bad l ooking ol d guy an d she gue s ed i t mu s t 

be r ough on them a t t i mes , enou gh t o r ive t h em bat s . Bi g Lem 
a s i f he ha d n ever HE: 2.r d of Jim 

wa v ed h i s han d gr ndlyrifttiiffiiiaarJUkU Knfibwib:ri:iDm::enr :Bob . He 

l ooked past her again. 

"You a lone , Iagnolia baby? 11 the oth er k i ds in 

c l a s e s? " 

11 Ai nt n o classes u n til t he lowmen c ome in , " s he s a i d . 

He c oul s e e t h r ough t h e sheer fr oc k . Very nu b ileo He 

cra ck ed a grin a n pu shed the ol d basebal l ca p off h i s fo r eh e a d . 

Hes i d , 11 I dont like Jim ob ' s law n ohow ." 

She saw h i s eye n d shu ddere d de iciously. 

11 ou eye-rape me some more , b oy a n c h ey gonna make 

r ope on y ou t onight." 

"The l aw a i n t ought a t a ke awa y t >,, s ch ool h ouse fr om a l l 

us kids
0 

'ihe la ou ght t o a l l ow us to ge t s ome tea ching too. 

hem ha i ry lowmen f rom llR fi g Swamp a i nt t h e onl y on e s wh o l i k e 

to ge t e du cate . I h nker f or some educa ti on ," i g Lem s a i d . 

11 '1'hey a y our folks a i n t needi n g a ny e duca t ion, 11 t h e 
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gir l sp'ij. • 11 TJ ey say 
69 

a h ound 

dog got fleas . 11 

Big Lem l aughed mo destly . He ~a ct a lways known it would 
/h~~t;~ 

be fun having a r ea l jaw with one of the ~ 51 women . Only went to 

show tha t when the Mob · wa snt around , f olks roul d get together rea l 

go od . That ' s what integra ti on was , f olks gett i n g together an d 

shooting the s tuff out of their heads . 

11 eason i s our womenfolk a int got no abortion ca rds l ike 

the whit e folks , " he sa i d respectful l y so nobo dy would think he was 

being u ppity . 11 We too poor . I ' 11 bet y ou got rid of a lot of 

loose stuff . 11 

6h 6/ad? j,db-Q 
She chuckle d warmly . ~s werent bad , mo s t of them . 

When she was a little ki d out on Tobacco Hoa q, she had knovvn s ome 

who wer e rea l nice . Her f olks had been P poh magnolia tra sh , r eal 

ol d name in the county , s o she ha.ant been a fra id t o t a lk publicly to 
h( v.t:4, . 

Ni ~Prs o '£hey . ha d even ha d a buck one time cutting winter wood . 

11 0ne time we had one of y our peop::.. c cutting winter wood 

at ou r place, 11 she said . She ha d heard tha t it made ther..,~~~ feel 

ea sier when you sa i d you ha d known one of their f olks one time . 

11 I ' 11 bet y ou t au ght him a lit t le , ma ' am, 11 Bi g Li em said . 

She laughed . "You bum , they ' d a kille d me o My f olks . {if -/4:, /-4,t.t:,-11 .'
1 

HHad him in the woodshed , ma ' am? He gave you a li t t l e?" 

/&li'e'l,si-0~..,Jf~. Her eye s had turned serious . A 

memory ha d come u p and she was sad . 

11 1 dont cotton with how they s ome t ime s lynch your f olks . 

Sometimes they botch ht real bad . Dirty bad ," she said . 

11 They do it better in some places t han ot her s ," Big Lem 
/r; i ·~~jtp f ' ) 

agre ed . "They slow in some pl a ces , quick in others o ~~ Ala-

bama, s ome parts of Ge orgi a , I hear t h ey real good o Take you out quickly 

"This buck we had cuttin g our winter woo d o They shot him 
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low dovm o So h e di dnt die right off . They s et a f ire under him in 

) 
the Vi oods but the ground wa s damp an d wh en t hey r ke d it away, he ·, 
still wasnt dead . So fin lly t hey hoiste d hi m. But t he rope wa s 

f r a yed s o it brokeo ·ea l fin lly) they ha a to dr own h i m a n d f or a 

aa y or to, the men f olk coul dnt t a ke any branch wa ter vtith their 

likker, it wa s tha t bad o" 
~ -,Jj;;_'' 

11 \i' ouldnt 

Lem said. "They fix 

have happened in ~ B- a-ma, " 
q_uickly 

y ou/iµllrldgc there." 

Bi g 

"Yeah, sure . 1i ihat I sa y i s i f t hey gotta do it, then do 

i t quick. I'm aga inst it when it t a ke s s o long . It s kind of BCD.KiiXllll 

Un- mericano 11 

11 hat di d my f olk do?" 

"Eye r a pe." 

11 11.'hey caught h i m a t it?" 

She grinned but her eyes cloude d again. 

11No. I told on him. But i f I ha d. known they woul d t a ke 

so long , I wouldnt have t old on him ." 

"You' re a good ki d ," Bi g Lem said , liking h er some more . 

"He was good t oo. ;e ha ci. loto of woo d tha t winter." 

:Big Lem di d a shuffle a nd showe d her t he magic in his 

feet. He jiggle d his hand up an d don. 

sai d . 

"I'd sure like to pa ck wood in your woodshed, baby," he 

11 e a int hiring any more," she said sadly. 

"Jim Bob an d me a re bosom pa ls. 11 

"He' d turn you into a capon :if he cau ght you here." 

Bi g Lem laughed his high-pitche d one, the one you kept for 

the Ma gnolia f olk. 

"Hot ~ You an d me enia: could be rea l frien ly," he 

gasped, wi ping t he tears a way. "You a.int pr e judiced none a t all." 
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I -~• v e ·ii ve • 1.i a worl d we never made , 11 she sa id. .. .. -

, ·,,., b'D_ppose you coul d ma ke it, Iv gnolia honey? Suppose you 

c~u~d h\v; mad e it. How would you fix it s0 folks could ge t 

t~~ether? 1J 
She consi dered . 

"Seal them of f a t t he wa i st," she sa id. 

Ei g Lem' s head jerked forward . 

11 Huh? 11 he a ske d blankly. 

And then it hit him and he slappe d his thighs an d leaped 

in the a ir wi t h an explosion of l au ghter . She too shrieked with 

l aught er a s she r an ba ck into the schoolhous e. Bi g Lem staggere d 

off down Delta , l au ghing until th te rs f lowed . nd he never lost 

the goo gut of l au g'hter until he r an into Jim :Bob. 

~ t IA-. 13 11 6 
~re Eel,li4ielt' murdere d h i m with a swing of t he clubo It 

slamme d into his belly. Jim Bob hit him on the ba ck of the head a s 

he emmtpxllli:x: crumpl ed . 

The two mobsmen with Ji ob put him ba ck on his feet 

f or J im Bob t o mur er him a ga in. 11hen they ea sed him t o the gr ound 

an d wa ited until he came a round. They hoisted him againo 

"Lemuel, 11 Jim Bob s i d 9 full of love. "Bi g Lem, the good 

fri end of ~~1rU--1711 · ., 

Jim :bob sniffed a t t he magnolia he wore on hi s shirto Love 

surged in him unt il he ha d to clutch one of the mobsters . to keep 

from f a lling. 

"Hold me, son," he said weakly. "This black s on of a bitch is 

ripping out my gut wi th love f or him." 

'.1:he y oung mobsters knew t he feel i ng . It wa s a Southland 
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trauma onl~ the ~~r es t red neck encountered . 

l -} Jim Bob wa i te li: unt i l his str ength c me ba ck . '.l'hen h e double d 

his f i st an d smote Bi g Lem a t the ba s e of hi s jaw. He u sed the edge 

of hi s hand t o ha ck a t the bi g n os e. But bi g Lem was t ough , and angry a t 

be i ng caught. So when J i m Bob s t eppe d back to get s et f or another 

swi r. g , Bi g Lem kicke d him in the gr oin. Jim Bo double d and gul ped 

a i r . But h e ca me ba ck ::k:k wi t h the_; club and :Si g Lem shu dd er ed a ll 

through when the bl ow f' ell. Hi s mouth open ed and hi s gut s gushed . 

"Fi x him on h i s feet , boys , 11 J i m Bob sa id . He wa s f ond of 

Bi g Lem as ever. 11 Dont make hi m f a l l , boys ." 

The young mobsmen t ook sni f f of the i r own magnolia blooms . 

'J.'he poor guy, they thought of Big Lem a s they t wi sted hi s arms between 

hi s shoul der blacte s unt i l the bone s clicked . He mu s t have ha d ol d corn 

_p_one for supper, the way the stu ff t hat came up smelled they t h ou ght 

1• Ii!!§ [IU , as they r a mmed their stiffened f ingers i nt o his gut . 

'.1.1hey hel ba ck hi s h ea d and invi ted the bos , t o sl a p h i m 

i nt o full c onvc iousness . J i m Bob ba ckhan ded hi s hea d to an d fro 

unt i l Bi g em' s eye s opene . ie cuff ed him on the mouth. But he 

lo osene d only a s i n gle tooth of Bi g Lem' s . ne smi le d gently a t Bi g 

Lem . He f elt on the r a ck with love f or thi s down.homer. 
(!)ft ) _ I( 

11 here ' s ~• he a ske b i g Lem. "Where ' s he ? 11 

i g Lem hung on the a rms of the t wo mobsmen. He groaned 

abd blinke d J i m bob into f ocus. 
~~ < 

11 here ' s ~ ?'11 J i m b ob a e o. pat ientl y . 

Bi g Lem apprecia te a t he patience . He thought well of Jim Bob , 

a real whi t e ~ guy, a tru e p t rio t , a good man . He shook hi s 

head again., Now he 
~ /y../}1'111 

coul d se e h i s f r i end Jim bo u clea r l y . He 

~ ' J i m b ob? You 
~ -,,,/ ,.., 

11 :.i.·h t ' s right , ~• 
·~,,..,~ ') ., , 

(.9./d•'/ ! I, 

aski n g a fter ~?" 

J i m n ob s· id we rily. 

mi le d. 

~,) . 
••~ • bi g .LJem sked •reakly. 11 ec kon he• s cl i mbing up 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



f- J ... 7 
{!., / q cl->) 

~~ 
(j,J/::11~ 

~' Q ' 
cot f on piq_ki ng a. ss looki ng f or y our br a in . 11 

.._ 
11 Oohh , " J i m :Bob gr o ned , hi t ,ing h i m. 

Jim Bob hit him on bot h shoul der s wi t h the club . He watched 

the swea ty bocn~R agony bre k on Bi g Lem ' s f r ee . Bi g Le j erke a nd 

threw up again. the mobs t er pu she a ao ·n Bi g Lem s o he c oul d smel l 

t h e s tuff . Bu t t h y pushe a h i m own t oo fr an d wh en t r ey br ou ght h im 

up aga i n they s t ood h i m agains t t h e all whi l e he blinke d the s t u f f 

f r om hi s eye s . 

11 e f olks in the Mob have t o be very tough with y ou , Bi g Lem
9 

<UtAd. 
even a l though y ou are our own f ol k s ,n d we l ov e you , 11 J i m Bob J L 

Bi g Lem r i s ed hi s agging h ead . He w2s v ery tired o 

"Your ma got y ou i n t h e outh ouse behind t he bi g h ous e , 11 

he sa i do 

J i m Eo wa unmoved . 
- \ ~ 

~ l kni f' d a mobsm n . Li kely the mobsm n will be de d 

soon , 11 J i m ob sa i ct . 

Bi g Lem br a c ed h i msel f f r om sl i ppi n g . D 

"Your ma wa s a Ca t h ol i c , " he t ol o J i m ob . 

J i m b ob heft ed the club but he wa i t ed . o u s e t a l ki n g to 

a @J.Y wh o c oul dnt h ear . He knew jus t h ow much Bi g Lem c oul d t a ke . 
f;,,,111 

"V'e got i t n esse s to pr ov e t t ~l kni f ed our f ella& 

'oon as the mobsma n di es , we clean u p t he t own , 11 

"Your ma di d it in t he ou t Lou se i th 

Lem sai d o 

Fr owning , Jim Bob swung t h e club . 

sa i d . 

• Bi g 

'.l:h e ki ds f rom the beach f ound Bi g Lem l y i ng i n · elta street 

a nd t ook hi m to t he bea ch . 
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~h ey a lmo s t cau ght ~l out s i de the Memoria l Pa r k but 

the ha irs on his h ead stood u p s tra i ght a n d warned h ~m 0 He slipped 

insi de t he Park. ~~o r1 
-ro~• ✓-fh ofJ.; Jy /},:lM l /lt j /.ill.JT#p 

'.1:he Memori 1 a r k wa s a cro s sFom t h e courthous e. ~ folks 

~ had l a id out t h e ,rk to t h e memor y of Abie Linkun. 

La i d it out t he time the light ha d hit t he Southland' s maenolia trees 
IJ /(.. l-11//C: u rJ 

a n o. Mobbery w s on i t s knee so L i d it out for D '.llh1ac .. ,i1dl<GW who ha d 
--li~d~ 

s trapped a Ni gra problem to their ba cks the~o. islodge, wi th fire and 
Pt'q !Hxr-.j; 1.t.ev er 

rope. But go ddam with out hateo ~ folks/~llr!XXOC know tha t• the fine 

pe opl e of ma gnolia l a n d never ha te nobo dyJnohow. 

Tha t some wer e just born to be if~bla cks, is a ll. You 

chan ge it y ou f l ange it. Aint n o longer God 's l a w. 

/YIP~. />'k o after the blight ha d left a n d a gnolia s bloome d again, 

~ just let t hat old Memoria l a rk grow r ank a s it wi shed. 

Yes, sir. 

The oz en ol d ca nnons rust e d. Th en they t wiste d a ll over 

~ ~o/U-h Q✓,,d_ 
~~ cro s se slow a n d sof t to the fine courthouse l a wn. 

He coul d f eel their pre s ence like a f ol d i n hi s skin. A 
J.'1£1'/J /f'1,tJ,/ Rf:Af l. St OM . r~ 0\11...µ 

ha ir lift f3~ of ~- A s t ink, he/--.. t a st e # a:s lnr ; e¢1a JI rl-Wtftt-o He 
was jlv•7 
~ absolutely still, i!e wa i~'1 for his nape ha ir to stop 
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er .wl ing . He onuered angrily ~ b i g £em hao.nt been ar ound 

t o warn h im . He could se ~ t h e white ma rble of General 
p~&- .r/Nt..f t.t: 

sta tue f 8 intl y shinin g _ in the ~ He t ook i t for hi s 1 nd-

mark . He s l i pped u p to i t and knel ~ s il en t ly esi de ·i t , 

an outflung a.r m a long i t s ba e . 
?.R_ti,.hAt t~ 

The foob hau ca u ght him ecause h i s ~~~ 
/1 J, 

~~ hi gh p over de s ir for a 
~/lef 

Hi gh ya ller t , Pc -~JN1.tur tf ~ 
. ) 

both Jim Bob a nd him. 

h i gh yall er gal . 

t he sexua l g oa l ~ i 
Lucky t • F-~~~ ~r>t;:B;a:n-lJ~~~@>~~rl~ ~)i:1.'J~ -~ 'lf0£ b.,,. ~ 

f}b,,j, .,,rl'lf.:.'tn! 

to sl i p ~ t hr ough the xx.xx jungly ~& a rk i nto t he 
cF (.,'t:rlGl/k (,,31;. . r, " , . . • , , • -,/(e -

f ine cour t h ouse l a.wn ~~r.0-sts,,1~.Av~A ~ ~ut~~ w s a 
O~-#tV0!Le l''f,1,,,1, 1/2;-. 

pack of deni m cla d be~ ~ on th ir hunches . He 

c oul d smell the blood and du s t of de d d ownh omer s on their 

snout s . They oul d be sniff ing t h i s t r a i l n ow. /W. 
~ fl/ tfofG o~ 
· . • looked u p ~~ a ~ pe c h bl ossoms i~1..- L 

f, 'h -
1,,f' {'<.. t) u 7 

to come f loat i n g d own . To ~ <St h i s scent i n h oney-

suckle eveni n g . :But ~1:le :c1,,~f%~~ ore ., 
, • ...,, ~ /Nff) . 

~gnM~ , the honey- uckl e ev eni n g s we.c E: ended >l * 111t6'l;r.n n .... ~tte1✓-....,7 
rt-\ . . q vi P (,- ti. <fl't ,t;; -ff~ j;,..__IJ,;,,-,/,,. sh~ 

sk n- rin 

Joel t h e ool s t sla t - l e gge d i n the d rk , not touchi ng h i s 
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canso A f ine balmy ni ght with nor in i n s ight an d nobody to con 

int o a Fool' s pa r ad i s e. 

•• 

Yet they couldnt ma ke it on t heir own. 

They ca e wea ry an d magnolia- si ck to t he pearly gat es an d 

ET f i gured it f or an other short s ell. He had t o pre ss them i nto 

the can s himselfo J oel slapped his palm to hi s forehead . Times li~e now, 
his hea d ach$d where t he I ob ha d broken#· ~·il5j--,fJm!&'iiEffJtie~m:1iP.l::rm~~~rm~ 

,,;. ,(1--i , ., -1.t., r✓~u~ ki d besi de hi m v a s learning too. He wa s a goo d poet 
6ni">k (.,o /hf/ f. ~ 

and ma ybe when he gr ew u p he woul d ca tch f a l l ing stars in a peca n can. 

~• The ki d wa. s brea thing s of tly t r,r ough h i s mouth but h e had no 

- fe r smell on him. Not y eto 
~ !fo./1'"'1 

The ki d knew tfr~t ~ was over the way ~ the courthouse 

com on and t hat J i m Bob ' s men were thickening u p fas t er thalll f lie s 

i n molasse s. Blue- eyed blowf lies clo s ing in a r ound s ome ni gger mea t 
a.,{;~,f- ✓.. ,., i)-1 . C: 
~ t o di e on the ~Joel was di sgusted a t the d· .m f ool 
wv11 
~~l had bec ome. 

"Alwa y s thought Jim Bob woul d have mor e t rouble wi th 

he sai d in a whi spere d growl. 

"Looks like h e ' s plumbe d fucke d ," greed the poet, hi s eyes 

narrowe d to the ni ght watching the tra p clos e •. ~ 
r1 li-e 
~ oughtnt to have made ap ' n J"i m Bob get s o close 

t o hi s heel s , 11 Jo el sa i d . 

.. :'or in a.n i diot' s heaven the r e w2., s r oom f or a long cha s e 

and n o ending . In an i di ot ' s dr eams , monument s t opple s of tly an d 

-- • c oitus v i t h the wi de f l a nked barre - gi r l11,w11tw..L f-v' 

"Vha t you tellin g li es f or?" Joel dem n ded i r rit bly . "I a int 
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ca u ght h i s s tar yet . ~ n ot in a ny of my c a ns . He ' s til l got 

room t o run . " 

The p o et s l u ber d down a t h i s mas ter ' s fee t like a 

lean olfhound . He wa .... pla c ed so h e haa t h e p ling fen c e a round the 

cour t h ous e s oft- eaged on t h e sky . He had c ount e d the sq_uads of mob-
1~l VL I 

cwJ. !br.i J~.I~,.,~ j;tfr/4, 
sters mounting the de t wa t 7h a round ~ courthous~ rui d he knew 

/.9.vv;4 
wi th ut t er clarity t hat ~ luck was run out . ~ d 

,. t,/ R.v1,, f!,,.,,,J':f !J wul.t. i:,,,.u(. tf ~ 1/,J. jl;,,1 ~/f1/s 'Ji,-,,, /3,Jb , ,1.Jor1lt(_ F1c.6eR.. ,-,;-~-,- fl- A/1(;,{!:;,R_ 

~ • • J. u 
0

V'1c......-Fi1~~ • J.. . e e ---itJq.e 

1..,ovr.,.'t:, ~~~ J.'eG-1<- t:.0 116,R_ /Al 4- (/.!ll(l<-lFr-l CrJ-Y.~/h;v.'(! ." fkJ. /JU:-f ..Jrx..' d . . 
.llr"'\.A: '-"J.,....,_ e b - • • ' ..--t.!}'tll-'. -t-h x 

" AJ/., -ft:(; ()J(..a5G & /::',, r .6 /vt'►...t . ,, ~d ✓ ,µJ__. 

"He ' dead , m t er , 
11 

1 e a i • t o J oel. 
ca u ght 

"He ' s n ot/in a ny o • my c ns , 11 i n i s te ct J oel . 
.. -::; w:,r ,7 /.-,1/..u , :,.,,a..,...,,J. .. 11/io '"" ,/"", •/Jty ti4,-,1... • I I 

·c • g ~o.k'~lre~e-1' . ~ 

~(.)R'r'a·~Ja:i::111}-0n ~ ,,0,~M-t-;- ,, 

"Then e ha ve to pull him out , '' ,Toel sai d fla t l y . "Ca nt 

h v e my c a ns pr oving wr ong . " 
g;?L 

"Pull him out? You . cra zy? 
V\ 

~-i/? The ob ' got h im s o l ose i f he wr i ggles J i m Bob ' l l sne eze . " 

Su ddenly he f elt Joel ' s eyes on h i m. He coul d feel t h e 

eyeba lls moving over h i s a ce . 

" I f we dont pul l h i m out I ' , g onna gi ve you to Jim 

Bob , " Joel s i d s oft ly . 

1'h e p oet s i d i n h i s thr oa t , 11 a agh . 11 

He swal owe a a nd h i s vo i ce r eturne d . He h i spere d from 

his con tricted t hroa t , 11 ha t y ou · i ving me to Jim Bob f or? I be en 

a go o a pprentice . 11 

" I ' m gom a tell Jim ob you ' ve gv~ eyes on h is piece of 

pu den dum. You ma k ing bo ok on her ," J oel said c ol dly . 

"I a i nt making b ook ! I only wrote a poem a bout the ~~• 

~Cl,, tt1J lv,.'f , yM/4/-- J ';/'. 
11 
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"Wh en I t el l J i m bob y ou 

a int gonna t re t y ou n o be t t er th n 

The poet sh ook Oin t o hi s he el s . He sa i d hoa r s el y , 

" I a i nt keen on any f uture . 11 

"You gonna t hrow · on J i m Bob?" mocke d J oel . 
~~8:'-~~:___..-, f'v / ,,,; /2. tl 

"I ct on t want n o J-.;lli!,Mo-'J g my f uture , 11 t he poet 

sai d , i nstantly sens ing t hi s wa s t h e ki n d of i amf ool t a lk tha t 
,,.;'?i.-O ·rteiv ? 7 1 6' f -1 7.) 

v, oul a. pl a ca t e Joel . He ~ m.112€~-1trl~<'!1--~...-u-~ prepa r ed t o 

f oll ow Jo el t b..r ough a ny s i tch the ma ster st~· ke ci out i n h i s 

bl indingly b-:: f' f ling a pol ogy for a mind. 

ha s t ily . 

"Wh o ' s cra zy n ow? 11 snappe d J oel . 
(n () b ·fo,r►, • fJ C< v-,,t1.,-;,,i • /)II 1-5 1/,.,-_,

1 
n 

" v e . ~ -6'Er'h-o<rtf~~'8-e"1---Sl ro .. ;tm-·,-« t h e p o e t sa i d 

1 or he s r w t ha t he haa bl under ed . Call i ng t he gu y a 

l oony wh en he baa a l l t ha t s t r ong pu l l wi t h ,Ti m Bob . 

He a i t e a f or wha teYer glory l i ne Jo el ' s i n jure d ego 

or e he woul d l au r ea te 

J oel t o the hump of t he y ea r; a nythi n g i f J oel woul d keep J i m Bob 
> 

fr om hi m. 1 or he wante d t o be sta n a i ng a t t h e f i nish wh en J i m Bob 
U,.rv"f 

an d~+.~!C!-'!":~~l-1-""...,.~"i,<;.. anc el le d out ea ch oth er . n d v-, h en the l ong- l egge d del i ght 

t u r~ woul a onc e 1or e be u p for graibs . oi s e d , he 

wa i te d f or J oel . 

11 h orn do fol k ~ y I am? ' Jo el a sk e d ~~,4.M.d~ l'f . 

"You the hai r on the a s s- s i de of t he moon , " the boy 

sai d :sarN~ s eda t el y . 

"I ' m gra t i f i ed , 11 Joel i d , a u m:xm: month of good l u ck 
&-,,t'1, {( 

t o the poet i n h i s vo i c e . " I n eed ;J)a~ . 11 

The poet gulped . He could smell hi ms el f f r y i ng o 

11 ·h orn can I get t o help y ou , m t er ? u 

nyou , 11 J·oel 'a i d k i n al y . 
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"I a int fe ling s o goo d , " the poet sa i d , l ooking t a ll 
mo0l?£/{'f 

tho e bi g hawk hea ds of ~ silhou~ted on the night sky . Think-

ing how rugge d a job it a s to bea t off h wks ith y our tongue . 

J oel sa i d s of tly , "I ' ll t el l J i m bob you been reading 

books aga i n o" 

J:he boy 
~MellMJX~b~«MKoc~x blanche . 

This w ,s wor se tha n ever . Jim Bob woul ct k eep him a live 

a s long u s pos s ible . Jim Bob wa s ski l l ed a t t king you out slowly . 

n o he wa never s o sl o a s \· h en he cau ght y ou r er ct i ng books . 

"No , 11 he whi spere d to J·oel . 

"Yes , " Jo el said i mpl a ca bly . 

So i h a gr oan in ev ery j oint of h i s me cha nica l heart , 
b-r-in1 

the ha rd eye d poet be gan to cr a wl to v'\'here ~l h a l a s t van ishe d 

i nto the Linkun i l oria l Park . 

I mi ght a s well ha d j oine d the f ish i ng ki ds , t he poet 

cri ed t o hi msel f a s h e cr a wled . 

]!'or he r e ckone d tha t with a ll those ki ·s t o choose f rom, 

the head guy woul d have picke d s omebo dy el e f or sur e . He di dnt 

have the slightest i dea y et how he woul d get ou t an i el . He just 

knew he ha t o , or t ha t Joel- Herod woul d J·ohn- the- Baptist his 

cojones for Jim bob . 

'l'he pebbl es a na uncouth gra ss j a bbe d a t h i s h n ds and 

knees . The earth wa s musty , so cl ose under h i s nose . A harl ot 

ea r th t ha t cheated a man by tea ching him t o walk upri ght . But it 

woul open up f a st enough f or hi m i f the Mob cau ght u p . The 

s tinking t ramp of a earth woul 6 open u p f a s t enough f or a poet 

when the mobst er s f inally got a r ound t o hi ding hi s c orpse . guy 

wa • entitled t o f eel t hat after s ixteen yea r s wi th it , living on 

it , s it t ing on i t , shi tt ing in it , this l ou sy earth v ould r es i s t 
(Yl fl 8 -r tJ ,,1,1 rl u v 8 es CtJ tn I ri' 6 t:o ; .. ft 1 tf c /',-J;;/l 1.16/l,. 

t he ~e-~gi.111~-S ,. a poor poet ' s ~~ 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



b ey au s--~~- x::i...~~-:r:K 
~ - /l!i'J ' R ilJ /, I 

~ out .11 i: ~ .nere an d n ow, he could f or e s ee the har lotry i n 

thi s whor i ng ea r t h when J i m Bob got a r ound t o order i n g out the 

pi cka xe s . How i t woul d open l i ke a l i p a t ... L. e f i r s t pric~ ~ 

yJF, a l a bi a l l au ghter t ha t woul d open i nt o h owl of gl ee as i t 

6.isten de d t o rec eive · br o en p oet . An d t hen t he s of t thu o- gr unt s of 

s t i sfied desi re a s t hey t hr ew ~ in di rt a ft er hi m. 
,Sr,,IYI'& 

'.Ihe poet e ~I! !'lt the l ousy ea r th wi th his f i s t s . 1•rnw Ar ms 

ext en de d , he l a i d v, i t h h i s fa c e cru she d agai nst i t .) 

~~.~~is hear t beat s booml~ bigly on the 

groun d/~~- fr og cr oaked an d s ome cri cket s 

sawe d . He f el t c obwebby Vl i t h fea i: . Doom was a bout . He ha been ~ 
I v , .S.. 
~ t o a l l ow J oel to h ogti e hi m. J oel ha u plenty on hi m. Li k e a 
tiltJr' 

~ he had let J oel su cker h i m int o r eadi n g books an d ha d even l et 

on t o J oel hi s sex- yen f or t hat pi ec e of h i gh y l ler t i l. J oel 

woul han d him over t o J i m Bob t o pr ove h i s cans . Hano. him over 

wi t hout a qua l m. 

1J:he p oet had crawl e t o the ba s e of _bi e Linkun . He c oul d 
Jd~ Pof£J7/ 4 /4-~:l. tu ~ on 

s ee t h e mar bl e whi t ene ss o:f/ Sl YT H •• □-rt~ the w,.,,,/41at the 
/}. ;,,,Jv.,, --IJ,i ~ ,K,tWy.L , Uvrl"-j -..f.. £<. ; A1 ~ ;t..,, ..:,(__ ~ W- -

c ourth ouse lawn""- '.l.'he aamf ool ~ -a. wa s <@'!:Ct:tch@{i ~ iba.e-.e-. The 
s tra i ght p 

poei/ lo okeq/u p &n d -f·&1-~ 011l e oee t he cr a g of 'illlliit a f a ce 
i_ li:o / V J., .t.,;,d.~;1 j /~ -f._,r "' 

~ He h oped A ie i nkun would se e he wa s s t i cki n g clos e 
./1/l, I I {;2,d ff J 1/4 1.,,-r,-,Cf,?'1-. -f-j 

t o h i m a nd, giv e him an .i dea o He wasnt like ~m-~~ wh o 
J.p_,,,,,1 , ,1_ 1,;,....tltil /"k ,nfrr,,;-,., r 

had ~~s-§-ll•l[L...:t-0 -~ he fe l t the hea t a t hi s 
~k ktn-,1/e ,,,vp,-:,, 

hee l s . Bu ~ bi e i nkun was pretty f r u p . 
bi e Li nkun se emed t o be l ooking down at him bu t hI'{ 
, I - i ;- iiU lil 3 - P I ·g -E a O ii l &.(w s n o u s e t o i m s o 

as swe et though , t o t h i nk of h i m n ow. T~e poet we l,)t,feeling 
f a r £771 71 -JttNmt11J};gjj;15:n1 1-lil rl -I l lMII" 11111 1 1111■ ■ 

Hi s,\ 
s or ry f or hi ms el f • i fa .L l I" I11111£ 1 f "'I. ha n d r oved ov er the cti rty marbl ~ 

~ s ee i n g c omf ort . The sta t u e was s till moi st f r om the Mob ' s 
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"'--F-=:o..;;.;u:;:cr---"s'--c'--o-=:r:;....e:.__,llll!fx~~--=n;.;;;d:.......;;s;..;e;...;v...,;.e~n.:.....iy1...e.:;.;a;;;.:r::...;;;.s .....::::.aJ.gi.;;.o , our f a t hers br ought 

forth upon thi c ontinent a n e nat ion conceive in liberty!" 

knees . 

J im Bob heaved s oli .ly of t his bel l y t o his han ct s and 
.,~ ,e.:::4z@., 4MA#)0? ~c,=..1(wb7~ :-t% f;dj;;v av ;;(6,i, c.}5,LuL /Jr. 2th ~. ·9'.e, 

Ji • .....,., tr tWllil 
!\ · 
"Jesus Chr i s t " * ~-m'J}ljt-ttA-l M-(f.,, /Ja1,"1..f./ ""'"h 6 ;/ J .. (/ 

s '_"o/ ,- "-? 
The poet leaped away ~ out , 

"An d aedica ted to the propo s i t ion th t all men are ere ted 

equal !" 
11 Ir 

"Oh , God , " s i d Jim Bob__, ~o. 

The startled mobsters h ea r d the f or ei gn l anguage a nd 

sti ff ened into sta tues . ~ had bcen=m'awling:::en='.OHnieE . 

" I ts a spy t" roared J i m Bob a s h e r ec overed nd hustle d to 

his ee to II spy t Go ge t him!" (J1o b /,.,,.,,, tt. 
'or such wor ds coul d explode through tk~ 

ti!' 
worse 

ftl_., ,rv(J , 

1 oad of J,\~u.ii.d:-s:. than a cha i n r ea ct ion t hat woul d f licker until 

a l l ma gn olia l an va s a f ameo 
lP--ft>vf 

n d t ha t patriot, Jim Bob , for got hi s per-

s onal feu a ·i th ~ a s h e proc eeae d t o save 

"After him!" he bell o e d. . "It s a spy - a 

n d t he Diob poun ced a fter t he poet . 

But he wa s smal l and r unning clo s e to t he gr ound s o they 

saw n ot a s oul , . only heard t he uns t oppabl e words whipping nd cra ckling 
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through the l a nd '~ dar k . 

1he t::;{ r rn i n il enc e a fter he ha u pulle t em f rom t e 
bv-1 

c omm ons . Heh u b em s t rung out · l on g uelta str ee t n o o ~~l would 
t:Lg1 

ha v e got ten cl e2.r a l r ea dy.I t£> the poet scurried beh ind a s a f e f ence . 

He hear d tr e h eavy --- tramper s thud , t hu d pa t . He sne ere d a poli t e 

goo n i ght c:. t the boots . 
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CF.iAP ER EIGhT 

'.1.1hey ha Q Bi g Lem down s oaking h i m in the bayou
0 

They 

strippe d him an d they sli d .hi m i n and t hey mvore at the mr ks on 

his body. The ea sy ti da l flow cuff e d hi 0 bn tly. He coughed and 

sneezed and chok ed . He sa t up f a st and roared . The kids qui eted 

him wi t h the names he knewo He blinked his mind clear and saw the 

well disposed f a ces. 

"They got to Big Lem," he told t he kids. 

He worked his shoulders and sucked in his belly to see 

how f ar i n the ruin went . 

ilJim Bob?" the ki ds asked. 

Bi g Lem no doe d. He was remotely thinking of the blows 

into his bo dy a s he had hung on the a rms of the two white boys. 

"Jim Bob, 11 mused the little guys. They thought how the 

s core was a lways mounting. Older guys doubte d , he t her it would 

ever be settl ed. Th e kids on+y thought of wheno 
t ( (J2..,v•'1 ~ 

"Lan-m.? He back y et?" Big Lem asked. 

11 No, 11 the hea d kid . said. He wa s name d Abel and was 

astoni shingly swift. He and Angie the kid were close frien ds . 

Little Angie who ha d fixed the mobsmano 
{;7-.,,,·y Cc, IIUj# l11t1-. 

Bi g Lem t h ought of~. The ~ was sa fe. \"ith 

s ome l u ck , he could ev en by now be acheless in the a r ms of his 

v oman. Bi g Lem choked an d spat blood from a few loose teeth. 

A kid whistled at the t op of t he beach and a batch of 
Big Lem's 

f orear ms spanned/ti ANIJ bo dy. They r a n with him i nt o the net so 

They burrowed among the net s they ha a hung on t he poles to dry. They 

were sa fer in there t han if t hey had turned a keyo It wa s doubly 

dark in t here but Bi g Lem felt his nakedness falling all over him 

among the s e kids. He asked for his clothes. They under s tood so 
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·they passed his clothes a long . He drew them on, wet as he was o He 

felt bet t er. They were still punks, dammit. 

The kid on gua rd a t t he top of the bea ch whistled 

again. They came out from among the nets. Big Lem went to his feet 

pain sla mmed him ba ck. He ha d bells ringing behind his 

ears however, where Jill Bob a t the l a st had hit him. 
s,-~ 

'l'.hey went down to the,;, boats .• 
U1/i11 : i 
~ sa t on a n upturned keel. He was surrounded by 

t he fishing kids . Everybody was l au ghing softly. Big Lem went up 

to t he boat an d s a w it had be en ~l for wh om the kid had 

whistled. 
" • ,I 

fM,-,,., { 
'!Buri~l-, 11 Bi g Lem said. 
(a.-1"1 
~ repeated t he story about t he poet , i~ 

Tl41nb'~~ The ki ds l aughed a ga in. They ha dnt reckoned the 

poe t for being such a good guyo 

Big Lem looke d over the wa ter. He wasnt laughing. 

::~L . :.c looked a t him. •~s.,...v,~'f'L--lre..-e:~ji. 

Nobody sai d anything. 

"It s Bi g Lem , 11 Li t tle Angie said. 

"Wha t about Bi g Lem?" 

"Jim Bob cau ght him," Angie the ki d said. 
~v1.r 

"Go d Almighty, 11 ~ sa i d s he climbed f rom the 

boat for a clo ser look a t :Oig Lem. 

"We tound him in the gutter on Delta. Jim Bob gaffed 

him," t he kid said. 

"Bad? II 

Big Lem looke d in at t he r avage Jim Bob had wrought . 

"I'll live," he said curtly. 
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11 The hea a cracker had the s e tvo white boys with him. 

They hel d Big Lem while Jim ::bob worked hi 1 over, 11 Angie sa id. 
!PL1•7 

"How ba d? II Tunlie"l a sked bi g Lem, peering a t him. 

11 I 1 m ble edingo I could use some of your funny stories for 

banda ge," Big Lem said. 
bai 
JMniel didnt say anything. Big Lem stepped closer. He wa s 

a va st, forcible man. 
"Yeah, heal me, mister. 1ell. me a bout you in the Memo-

~I "You wa lke d into Jim Bob, 11 D • sa id quietly. "You 

have eyes and ears and enough Para dise~ in you to feEl the 
-:ft r>-. (bob.c 
~ in your pores. Yet you walke d into Jim Bob. 11 

Big Lem sa t do~n on the boa t. He couldnt tell them how 
cat 

it ha d beeno A--. guy like him, trying to 

like any kidI on a cra zy integration kick. 

bed-in at the/lladt house 
had 

He/U lived all his life 

keeping out of their way but now t he lunacy had reached him too 9 so 
Ba-i..;: fN.W,I a,-~( ~ Jci~to , 

he wanted to mix. ~ ad turne d him i nto a frisky ol ? tomca t. And 

full of mirth a n d mu scle, he had allowed Jim Bob to nail him. Jim 

Bob had just stepped from the sha dows and cho~ m. 

"If you' d stayed on the beach, I wouldnt be out there 

ca sing the town for no Jim Bob to nail me, 11 he sa id sul l enily. 

"So ma ybe you bawled, ' Dont hit me a gain, Ca p'n. I'll 
u2/ Jl7. f u, 

tell you where ~us at - '" 

Bi g Lem leaped from t he boat but Jim Bob's club had 
~ 1 

slowe d him down. i121siel turned the blow an d started one of his 
t..uv11 

ovvno The kids jumpe d an ci held ~. 'I'hey dra gged Big Lem out of 

reacho .. jfJ'tiCi, 
11 No, he' s ~ sl eep off Jim Bob. That cracker really 

hit him, 11 Abel t he hea d kid sa i d to !Jl/iffi~"J!-.ba37 . 
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_ ___, 
~v'Tv/2/J . -

~was ~ ou.tJ,,9-w woman wh ose fa ce hau n t ed a fell ow 
i . . ~ -jt,"ff':• . _P t.,L S!,,.,N ~~ 6¢~ 
like h e wa s hu r tin • ~ 0 ·i rl ., one.: ,:,f Lh.e .. ...::taw-x ~ 

,,,, ~~~~~~~~~~~~JJMo.6& ~cl 
~ 

. W '=> f or a short - t i me pavm on a bl a ck / fell ow' s f u ture 0 

·tu"tv'</9 "\ 
But ' w9's n o run-of - the- r omp cock t ease; she glowed a nd puls e d 

l i ke a ci t y a t dusk , a live a na wa r m a ll ov er. 
r:-131 ,-,A E 

IBY wa s gildi n • t ~ e <g.z;ps}a of the Cot im Exchan ge a cross 

Fourth of J ul~ Avenu e when ~~ barre tur ned int o Data 
in t:-- j,,/~ /r,.lv-r""- (;/,(_ 

str eet o :Folk s in Par adi se ~ h ea r d t he l i tt l e i r on whee l s growl 
/'\ 

~ over the wa r m aspha l t a n d tur ne d u n e sily i n t heir 
. fo#:'f,J'vt - ~d hW>!:, : ~ ~ . _ _ 

beds . She ca l_ l ed hu skily , ~.t~~ ~ ( ¢1:i, (:.-zft 6@, -ht)-',ir~u 6--_;£~-1i 
\, ~ :' (?~? ~ f" > V · - - j ~ • (J~~ 

•11 F:i.aM lt'~~ ~ - • ,, 

~ the women stopped the i r ea r s wi th t he~ edclothes ;i..~ · /L 

t o tha t 
i mpal i n g the i r . men wi ~h the _ s i n gl~. ~y~ left out /:fMXX~ll[ purpos eo 1 . 

( "' /3 ;,,"( y ~-...1\ ~ ~ 1k t'.Mi?,., -Ire., ..J'J.,;,)¥;.u.d • 'Cd- vf- r,n- -::I'd. 1'r.:t. -(+v{. ev,zv1 cco1,1 ()r ? 1 Cf-> 

For the out l aw woma n was.., l a y \~~-ke.1a.e .. e- in Para ise lfY'Ao w ~ 
~~ ..., ' 't tY ,:; : f 1 ~r; ~ 

lJ • <_!han~ca tfrsh ~w~ A deepd own 
!lf)tV'~ -fllfi::, ...._vi : FZl!lil!Met_ A ~re'I<- H~l!.b£R.':> <-:}~ IA/11> () ,h F.R.€'. 

l u s t t ha t un dermi ne d every h OPE::, a n d only, ~ ~ a s stronger o lwt!tii 
fo .bR6'~ 

n 

·i n 
•F ~R.. co i-

- '1b.e payda y dreams A7,: Eb ony ~ Jet 'ith t hel pe d a -

,. 6/at!J;;/•i::, it-. 
d ownhome woma n adr 1'e hea l ~ · r -=- c tured pr i de :CZ?' jp:::o./ t u r ne d 

#141 ""1,e_ _ pllj- rnab 
~ oy/ a ny~~ blue-ey e d h i mo , 

r / { .S.OC/ l- -P,,c),() ~ vy I,,, ..Pov l-- - h!Jc>A 
~ 11 int n ob oay nee di r g J;tj hfi' Aint no b o y 

thi s f i ne magnol i a morning?" she crie d mocki n gly . 
Wcv (,-,lj 

For on boll _weev i l days , the men:(_ol k ~ cBme ou t 
",v)f /Jh fnAf 111 1.-" p-, Pf>vv1-. ~ • Al /1).,,,e_ • 

t o SK s e e her g 9 byJ but/~ <rf•tli& h a d. t h e sex dr i v ~on a ma gnolia 
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. Sometime he cro s s ·d 
~'i 

•ourth oi/½BJ::'f~ -i ~ t~~: bt~ n t o r a i se a elt on t h e lus t s of t h e 

deni m ~~~~~~ ha t ch ing n evi mobbery a s they ------sat in the sha e of the i r aut omobile s, \fork i ng out kn ot s f or 

n oo s e s 

Hunkered down on gu a rd~ f or t h e v irtue of s ome 
t}l,c,f-£l'Cu ~ v"d., o( ,(~ 

gentl e Southern b e lle~ ~ose ha rdt i me• fa c eI ~ contort ed 
'f<Llktl fem ,t,J/1/rvno , . 

in the l ov e- hate of f iner Mob feel i ngs , v~ 1 ~wi...~ • 

"igger , ~ h ome ! " 

An a blu sh i ng in triumph to h ro ot of her hag ha ir 

fo r the h oteyed r a p e she thought she got fr om a runn i ng c oono 
/ fr 

"Li~, come h omeJ-1,b fl( LR• 
~e where the l ynching bees r oam 

a n d the l ash and t he gel .i n g knife pl a y o 
,i-na~ • 

\ here sel dom i s h ea rd a n
11 
~ word 

a n d the t rompin g bo ot s t romple~y o 

Her 1 onely fa c e t urned int o t he sun ' s eye, 4llil-,Z~­

~ sa n g s of tly , mock i n gly , 

11 I ' m a -corning , I ' m a - coming 
~·or my s crot um ' s ha n ging low. 
I he r those gentle voic es scr ea mi ng , 
' Fi x Bl a ck Joe!'" 

b-

·n 

I\ e 

f lying ou-4noment i n the ir 

,-;;~ 
Hi gh b one d face t il te~ :prou aly ltfil? ,, . · ikJ pushed her 

- e#-ful ~ ~)-.-
ba rr ow down Del t a st r e et . She~~ a gain ~a: caught t he 
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.. The ma am 
madam' 1/a_nawJv o/XN~ 8too d on t he s t oo p of t he s choolhouse . The 

bi g au i t or i um W0 S liv ely wi th iM gust s of l au ght er fr om h ors e-

pla yi n g gi r l . bo e it xfi'. ~as heard the nker ' s v oi c e i ntoning 

the ca sh balan ce . He was hav i ng tr ouble :i:econciling a buc k thirty , 
while 

los t in a fa st l ay/ ~illR~ his ba ck w s turned . He r an up an d down 

the cu bicl es c ecking the ai r t y sheet s . '.fh ey coul hea r hi s sh r p 
heel s cl icking a lon g the t iles . He came a ck t o 

l ea ther ~Xf!IUeocJx~xpllllllx~nodUx~i~Xli~Js.kZll the 

auditorium. The sol es of hi s patent leather shoes s l apped u p t he 

s teps of t he r os trum . 

"Someb ody ' s pullin ' s omething ! " he y el le d fr om the 

r ostrum. 'I I m out a buck t l i rty J 11 

'.rhe adam pu t ba c h er hea d and ba wled , "Count the 

cont r a c eptiv~ y ou l int head ! 11 
_ 

t 

l y i n g on t op , 
~ erch and/axf:imKz t0wzf±ux a 

~ d met the f lat~ 
",.. A' \.:'tr( t). T~ v -......2.._ 

11 11 • f i 13 fl j e ov f ± l::lil 

he 

f ine 

madam looke d in a t ~ and 
-/7,,..~ CJl<'1t-fi:::!:t ft- ~11~0c::, T 
~ - S~looke d u p a t 1-v~ 

tA- ~ 
ey e s f i xed unwinkingl 

I 
) 

-~~ 

f or a . er ck erfwoman , 11 
• !\ s oftly . 

~he mao.am' s f a ce f l amed . She s a i d sl owly , "Some day, 

Jim ob ' s going o br ing y ou in 0 
11 zhe xzoc:iuit 

But the girl was s t an ding ca refully humble , the long 

neck curve don , the malice in her eyes h oo ded now. nil:U~'™ft 

11 You f i xing a t reat f or the plowboys'f" she a ked the 

ma dam. 

ooking down a t the hi gh pric ed f i sh the hard time 

f ol k in ])el t a str e et v oul nt buy , s ince tl~ey coul d settle f or 

prawns . 

r he madam l ooked h er up an a down . Her eyes sl i d ov er 

the f l a t belly an pelv ic swell a n a l on g , ca pa bl e legs . 

11 1 got r oom for a high yall er ," the ma. dam sa i d . 
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, , 
jury s t r u ggl i n g to their cha ir s . 

They cra c ke d t heir shins a n d swore as they sat;qi, the~ 
~ ~w1n.,2\ 1h, 

crea k ing ~~ i n t h e ~ jury- b ox eyes o 
~c~ 

They hel d up the ir han ds a n swore~o l egal l y kill the 

madam who had fed a nd whore d the pl owmen int o t h e i r cul pa ble 

obl i vion . 

The map.a m plunged h er f a c e int o h er ha nds a n d wa i ted unt il 
~ -

the c ha i rs • .n....~=sv K ,_... ,..,......-; """·...,.,.·'"'.,,.. ' . ""3!P ~he opened 
~ _.a.a,..J 

her ey e s again &ilE?slw ""' ~ a ya ller- nig ger wench she had been 

t hinki n g to put i nto a cub icle . .out t hc t ha · been crazy o Jim bob wou l d 

ha v e ki j_led her . 

"You got no room for me , 11 t h e girl s a i a 
~>,<,- ~ -,<.. 

'..L' he ma dam shrugged . 'I a int pre juuiced , 11 s e s i d . 

"But I am, " t h e girl s a i d . 

'l 'he ma da m flush e d . She sai d n Tily , 11 V1a tch y our g od dam 

t ongue . You ' re gon na t a l k y our s el f' i nto tr oubl e o 
11 

11 · h t ort of trouble? 'l'hey got a ny ne one s ? I know them 

all . " 
4~ 

"You ' r e s o h i gh ya l l er you coul d pa s s f or a rk .~ ' vhy 

dont y ou mov e out of Pa r adi s e ~?11 ~ ' 
1 

no -jv,n/L ltM,..t,~ ., $££( /J1i, c.,~l_ <;Jtl~;/rj{,f;~~J'7
1

5 
1~ J e -:sw i J E • 1,J a;re:rl..~ t he corners of ' --' s mouth . 

" Th ink I ' l l tel l Jim ob jut t ha t . '.l'hink I ' l l tel l h i m wher e 

I got it . " 

''. You go d am_ pa :rt t i me _tr a mp , 11 the nr ~ JU Sc...i d , c ' , ~ll7 e,n,,6/.,y~d~ 
;Jtf,f1-r; rf-ku .. ifl. ~ .,,... --tJ;/J-f } c-1 n,,-... o.f ~, ,,. ,.,,1( ~ • lif'h ll u~-t;; dtir,ry.J ~ 6,hl.-fd,,I//-WJ, ~ 

'5lll M rqz::·:: @y::~: :¢Hsing .. i bb life a na pa s ion ~ 
a n d moc ker~~ " c;=-0 a nd ptctience th t could - <k 

.,(!,,/4,lC.. a guy i nto i mp otenc e . ·1·0 col dcock the quick tr i er wi th n ea r at 

t he v i ndow l -~?ic1± :itn~ for the l i en trea d o ~he poor mi n de d b s t a r a s 

who hu stled in unbu t t one d f or ouick s n fa t ch a t the f ruit . She 
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would do a plowma n n o go od . 

"he madam stepped away .,_ :lk' om "i1t@ «cr.iom 

11 'ea t i t , 11 she sa i d t o the gi r l . 

The girl picked u p the sha f t . Sh e gr inned , v ery oung . 

11 0ne of the e days I 1 11 come i n . Gi .ve the plowb oys a 

swi ng .D Maybe t hey ' ll t a lk o me then ." 

that f or? 

thi nk you 

.1. he ma aam was a n gry bu t puzzled to o. "Wha t y ou wa nt to d o 

Guy s come i n for a 
r/-J2f 6de-tf_ 

a re ? ~r nanny 

hu s tl e , y ou hu stl e t hem . v h o do y ou 

t o the world?" 

' i ke t o t a l k vhen I do i t , i s a 1 . Li ke t o know wh t a 

fe11·ow thinks when he ' s on the tr ead . 11 

11 You wa nt t o .fte a t:;-::'ess.l'ttan, n ot a v,hore .
11
~-w('y 

,---... 
"Yesu- II 11.ial ice s cud ed thr ough i t . 

"You know what?" the ma ·am s a i d . 

11 V1hat? 11 
· , ~~-- . -tfi.1#9 ~~• 4 f :!/l$ ~~ ~ ~ ·ii/,1&;,<h i .&Ah - ' I . -~~i-

11 J dont think y ou've ev er been lai d ." 
~ .-vh ~w .¢5 ~(1< fP-" -~ - wa..r Rcc1.-~ 

Ap fH l~ ,nacrem ~ai;fME!i&j£,1\--lrom the r oa r of t ruth th t 

cr a shed t hr ough her, ~ st opped l ook ing s.t the ca ba list ic woman . • 
11 :By n obo y a l iv e . ~ I ge t m.Jr my k icks 

h ol di n g akes," t he gi r l sa i d . 

steam wh i stl i n t h e 0MZllllltXR~ u a rt er shr i eke d . 

A steam vvhi stle r i pped the p oet to p i e c es . He was h ol ed 

up i n the c el lar a t t e h orehous e . He thought t t J oe l coul d 

ma na ge a n i ght ·i thout h i m. t h e p oet 6. i n ot f avour running i n to 

JimB<t, s o ea rly aft er lastll n i ght . 

He 1 y on h i s back i n t h e cell r a t the 0 chool h ouse a nd 
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. thought wi th an urgent socia l c onsci ence on t h e lot of t he poor in 

Parad i se ~: • 

How t h t a t a quart er of seven when the 

yel lo sunli ght l eaking off t he r oofs an d 

down thew lls i s as hot a nd eager as a wi sh 

in hell , then the st eam whi stle s rip a poor 
fhfPIL 

bla ck ~ t o pi ec es . 

i pping him from h:;.b wa rm sa fe bed . 

Hurling h im i nt o a worl d of s croful ous 

cra ckers , their red necks elongate d to 

pe ck a poor Ni gra out of his boll-weevil 

hi ding pl a c e i nto the ma gnolia love-time. 

An d. wi th the sl eep st ill knott i ng h i s l imbs , t he Poet 

gT oped drowsily a r oun d in h i s hea d a n d sa id t o one of the 

noi ses : 

Go od morning , Ol d Nian Mule, h ulin' Uncle 

J ed ' s junk c -rt up a n d do rn Delta s treet 

an d telling me good morning ba ck by the fl a p 

of your ears. 

17"- olf'>i - ni ,.-:.h.1> /? _ 

An o he hea rd an other noi se an d sa i d to 411?- FYu2-_ 
&R.ftck {ht,l'h ~ y: 

Good morn i ng , Uncle Remu s , tell ing me 11 

those rea l goo d stori es by t he s oun d of 

your hammer f a l l ing on t he sa t in. 

Satin for a Ni gra woman who gonna cro ss 

over Ol d Jordan r i ding on a cu shion of 

sati n . 

boft f a ll i ng hammer i n a coff in talk, telling 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



i 

me ~n Uncle Remus st ory c21cule~ted to 

n tch a boay stra igl. t fr om the ~ 

NO :.irn:xN ba ck into the ol t i me f i ne time . 

Hai' er fs.lJ. i n g thi ckly , n d s of tly - like 

Mob boot running over a c ommon . 

n d then the poet w .... s olt upr i ght , l as t n i ght fl oo ding 

in t o hi s ea d . y i ng the goo · morn i ngs f a t er now whi le he sneaked 
a t 

ar oun f or a n empt y sh0vver stall/:kn whi ch a be d- i n could shower 

i n sa f ety fr om a a.nker patroll i ng h i s inv estments . 

An d stan ai n g i n the shower shiver ingly l ooking u p and 

saying : 

o d morni ng , 0hower . 

Pl ea se t o ki ll me , 'h ower . 

And the cold wa t er fell and ki lled h i m. 

An hear i n g the ba nker' s fo ot teps on t he stairs , he 

fled int o .uel ta street , f l ed amon g the f a s t v :-- 1.k i ng downhome f olk , 

their go- f e tch heads f ul. of cl ocks . 
~ 

Roundhouse men in un gar ees hurryi ng t o beat s even o ' cl ock . 

Longsh ore en in navy canvas shoes s oft l y racing t o f log 

s even o ' clock . 

~he poet i ped h i s f a ce wi th the t a i l of his h i rt and 

began swar mi n g swi ftly through them . 

He s l owe a a t the corner of Di xon an d lY.fa s on , an d look ed 

a cr oss the Avenu e . iobt own bega n ov er there . It wa s a ca n on of 

sur viva l tha t D Paradi se ~ h f olk cro ssing t he i nt er se cti on 

woul d f irs t l ook t o s e e th t h e di spu ted n o pas sage wi th any of t he 

Mob pe opl e . 'l'he poet da r t ed a er o 'ourth of July Avenue and got up 
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to the mas s ive marble walls of the Cott on 'xchange . He edged h i s 

hea d past t h e n gle of t h ettuil ning . He XMM rolle d a look long t he 

s i dewal k unt Li.. he :saw the ragged turrt1ps of the ca s to i f Mob 

den i m the buck lJancer ore . He slid a l ong t he s i dewa l k on t he rump 

of hi s pant s until he· 12i s besi de the t urn ups o '-Lhe Buck JJ n cer 

wa i te d for a lul l in the tra ffic before he po e o 

put om 

sai d . 

11 2.'ake thi s t o Joel 

' Rook a t any co ,t 1 

h e :Fool . '.l.' ell 

es i ae JJ · • s ~ 
him t fr _t J"i m Bob one 

n .me , " the Buck D ncer 

t the ga te s of hell , the po et whi spered shakily , 

"Jim Bob sa i d anything about me? He put · ' Rook ' gains t 

my na me t oo?" 

The buck J.Jancer mr de t o s pit but t ook it b ck in . For a 

cull u d coul ant spit i n lVlobt own . He coul d only bleed . 

"You a i nt wor t h a dam' , poe t , 11 he a i d di sgu stedly in 

club-scarred vo ic e . 

He v1 s ~ brok en dov• thi ef who cleane d the locker rooms 

at the V1ob ' s clubhouse . He was one of the t ame ol df a shione d crook s 

who h a never left ma gnolia l an d . But he was smr l lt i me..Jw« so the 

Mob mostl y le t hi m be . 

Bew s goo a for an t ics . regu l a r clovm . He mad e the ~ob 

chuckl e or guffaw over h i s cullUQ fo l ks j okes . 

"He a snt nev r u ppi ty , " s ome of t lie cra ckers sai d 

regretfully a ft er they h d br oken both his ankles on e eA'Uberant 

bi e inkun Y'a ke day . 

He f lopped around until he had hea led . Hi s dancing days ~ 

ended~~ 1t he Nob gav e h i n this f ine j ob i n the zN0 .e:x locker room a t 

the clu -bhou e . 

" I wo ' t h more t he..n a coupl e of dam' s , buc k -'-'rncer , 11 the 

poet Sai d col dly o 
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'.l'hinking a bout last night o Thirndng how he had m de a 

Mob go r u nning a ft er a cou ple· of words , sick to ~iiti;a;iiijlfj~-- iiiliiilililliiiiliiiiiiiilil:01~;;::.;:, 

ca tch -t?fii.~r 

"You tell Joel hat I tol d y ou ," said the Buck vancer . 

" Seven o ' clock . Tha t ' s when I get to wor k ." 

Hs stepped into t he crowd . In the heavy boot c -.an d 

cast off s , the buck .uanc er t h ou ght t .bo- t he w lke d with a mobster ' s 

str i de claiming a thou s'.nd side a lks in a thou sa nd Southern towns 

wher e cullu ct f olks got ofi mi ghty fat i h out aisputing a mobst er ' s 

du e an d eouity . Eut fol ks who sa w him saw a shu f f ling old i gra 
tryi ng to ~i mi t at e a mobster ' s gait . • 
•lll!l!'lJl!II IIU UlillriH f)l83•J ii · .■ ·• tiiP_lifi ensbs TS fi3 I I l!lli@lt 1 ¥ : 

1l 1h poet l ooked at t he s louche d back and swinging h i ps 
putt ing on 

li> f the buck ancer/t.........,, ■ j k as i f h e was f rom Mobsi d:,., 4',nd the 

old sorrow sank 1illJUtav dr agging l i ke lead at the bottom of tbe poet I s 

belly . 

orr ow for the black f olk hol ding cot i ll ions i n the 

scull er ie s of lVl0✓~:9"". 
t heir 

lJr a gging/cast off Bonwi t Teller s through a isles of 

grease rimed pot s a na pans o 

Shooting the r oll in a pathetic gamble to be out of the 

bruised mouth anger . 

11 Vish I were a 'n i c , 11 snuffled t he teary poet , looki n g 

a t t he Mob ' s not i on of a mar ch i n g- i n saint , a br oken down dancer 

in llll[XWhite folks old cl othes . 

11 vi sh I wer e a goddam card- ca rrying , n on- singin g , 

knife- slinging n ic , sw orn to sl eep- i n a t J im bob ' s whor ehou se ," 

wept the poet in roaring t ear s a s he mi cturated aga i nst the wal l of 

the Cotton hxchange . 

:But th buck Danc er stro ue proudly on , thinking how f ine 
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i t wa t .o be ~/€[, t o work and n ot ha ving to g o gopher lik e t ha t 

p oor nigge r .L~!:rDCh;yt=o He, Buck Da ncer , was n ot one to go 

meet ing troubl e o ~h e 1.iob was on the mound but he w~~ch hit the 

s hit out of t hem . Hi s old eyes narrowed as h e s aw~ pu~ her 

ba rrow 
up JJelta stre et . He gl a re d at her , ha t i ng h i s need . 

.. 
• I . • 

ha lted h er bar r ow a t the bl a cmsmi th ' s sh op . Unc l e 
J:l7Jk-

broa a , s quat and v ery p ov er ful . Uncle _,_ __ a n d Aunt Sa lva-

t ion were t he on l y t wo p e ople c l o se t o h er in Pa r ad ise Mp.. One 

was t oo ol d to cove t and t h e othe r had no man to l ose . 
/;4/4 

Un cle ~ met her a t the a oor . He f a voured h i s right 

han d in t h e left . He massaged the f ingers o 

"I ' m an Uncle . :But whe n t h e k i d s pas sed the do or yes­

t er day , I f ol l owe d t h em , 11 he sa i d . 

11 nd now Jim b ob ' s a f t er y ou to o?" 

Uncle . I t s 

11 i:che Moh 

~ l 

knows I got t i me to l o s e o Mor e over , I ' m a n 

they ft er . 11 

lwlr · 
" Su re . ~ Hi m a nd Jim b ob o Folks still h ol ding 

me between them? They s till won a ering wh e t her I s leep i th t~em 

both a t onc e?" 

Uncle ~ rubbe d h i s hand down t he burla p apron . He 

looke d into Del t a street and. he _,._ t h ought of wh o woul d win and 

he wa s su re onl y t ha t t h e heats ea t ed t h e Rspha lt . 

11 It s hot e~,rly , Ii h e sa i d . 

Hi s tvvo b oy s str oke d the hammer s i n t h eX sh op behind 

him . He cou l smel l the s po.rks . 'l'he b oy w.no had t he br ok en vvrist 

fr om th e f i ght last n i gh t 1 u ghe d a t t he awkwa rd wa y hi s left 

ha n d worked . Ki ds n o a da ys l a u ghed a t t h ings l i e tha t , Uncle 
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~ r ememb er ed . 

'.1..'hey cii dnt s i n g t he gumbo s ongs a nymor e. 

They di dnt h rdly know t h e swee t moanin' no more. 

The de ep own mu s ic we use d to mak e v1Len I wa s a boy, 

they dont ma ke no more. 

11 Go t s ome wa t ermelon. Nothing like at wa t ermelon when 

i t get s to sizzling like now, 11 he s &. id. 

The girl jllll t ook up t he sha f t s of the barrow.~ 

"Least ways, s top by a n d t alk a li :t tle," U~cle~ 

sa i d helplessly. ,Ml 
"You be a t the burying, Uncle ~, 11 she said. 

11 The burying?" 
!t, ?-f>j_ ~ /4; ~ ~-'7 ' 

/?I " Sure. ~6~y will be t h ere. ~nd Jim Bob Slocum,' ~4 
r~Lk ¢~ t~ bt~~ /A~~1 • "' ,~ 

Uncle ~~rovmed. "Reck on D~ pushing it too 

har d ." 
~~b· 
Will'tlh s a i d softly, "He got no time. Neither h im nor 

Jim Eob ." 
~r/i~_J 
.A111Rr§Jwa tched her go up the s treet. He knew t hat 

those fellows who coul d , woul d be wa tching t h e woma n-wa lk through 

cra cks in the boa rding. Mo ·t of the menfolk in Par a dise~ 
;t:.),f?,. QAM-4 . i¼f 

an d over in Mob n wa n t e d her. :But there wa sntA L ¥: .. wa nting 

her so much a s ~ -11t!i:'t:l: a n d Ca p 'n Jimo They were the hornie st. 

He v,ent ba ck inside t h e shop. To the fir e a nd iron. 

He understoo d the fir e and irono ~ . 

"You're too private, '.1·11 ..... Folks wont a pprove of you 

nohow, 11 he s a i d , grieving. 

poet out of the corners of her eyes. 

The poet was sha king down Delta. street, a le er in hi s eye. She 
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97 
bra ked the b2rrow near to hi m. He s t ood of f ::::-om the wal l . She 

wa tched hi s heel f lut ~er as . he stra. ight e~ .
1 

H,e h~ it bu t 
n ervous . It was a satisfacti on t o, ~ I Ht . • ~,, "$.lf(t. I' 

he wa s 
iLdf~1-:d£~ ~ ~ 

II Poet ' II ~~, ·-·" £',c;,,""'~~ r f"l""lt'~,1,J,, 

She ha d a s oft spot for hi m, a spot to put him in and 
pa.ck 
.. ,. • t he dirt over him . He was t oo smar t o If he burnt , he di dnt 

show i t . Other ki ds i n Par adise ~ especially the randy Snics, 

sh owe d it when she went by . They twi s te d ins i de t h ei r clothes a n d 
she 
.._ c oul d se e the hunger in their eyes . 

7 '( 
'' o et , ~ 

The poet took a s t ep towar ds h er and 1:alted warily. She was 

a quick girl who c oul d belt you fa st . I f wha t he wa s t hinking/ showed 

up in hi s words , the dam ' tart mi ght/want t o bel t him . 

"You ha d a good .. t ime at the Wake l ast night?" she a sked . 

Th e poet s t uc k his hand s in t he pocket s of his tight dunga-

ree s and drew up hi s shoul der .., . He looke d mean . 

"Million s of fol ks enquired why y ou di dnt sh ow up , " he sa id. 

"How c ome t hey mi ssed me? 

He shrugged . "I tol d t h em . Tol d them I sa w g.;.ys lining up 
~ uil-.b 

out s ide/\like you were putt ing on a world series . " 

He was poise d f or · flight. She grinned . ~e.Jhe wa snt 
~~ # · 

de structive~ He s to od ea sier . 

~ ; y ou ha d t o give him plenty of r ope so he c ould 
'\ 

~ s tay of f in hi s own fiel d of enquiry.Je was a deep little gu.y o 

If he only knew it , she wa snt t oo l ocked t o him . He could be a peck 

"' of fun if he wer e around when she wr s in the mood . 

1-r he poet s t ood ea sier an d sa id , "Big Lem is better . His old 

buoyant s elf . II 

Her .. f a c e had the wood cut quality he, a guy with brains , 
many 

coul dnt pierce. He onder ed a t the/bloods in her. She ha d been crea ted 
.•, 

out of a l ong r oll in t h e hay . A few thousands years long . 
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98 , -11 Whc,t' s with Bi g Lem? 11 she sai d! 
·t1J'i ~ /5,_r;?: 

~ ':l?he wieb di d Big Lem. Di d him good. An ol d guy , like him 

seeking to bed-in a t the schoolhous e. He got a hunk from Jim Bob. 
- l e?-,i,1 . 

Then ~.el,... went a ft er him; and now you asking wha t' s with him? 

He almost g.ot kille d , is all." L -k--
,.~ }_ _·- - ~uz.,."YVJ~ 
"~ Vvhy 1 ~~ 1/jiift L ~or'111im? He bea t up Bi g Lem?" 

r, 
"No. The ki as stopped him s o Bi g Lem a int too bad. So 

-._J' -

you werent a t thE{v' ake? 11 he asked, t• 9lf1]ZT■ PTifflt ►- hi s head on one side 

intentl •
8

~ 

Mrllt: pus · ed her barrow. OVer her shoulder, she sa id, 

"Why dont you go look for a bed-in a t the schoolhouse too?" 

"Aint t ..., king no chance s with Jim Bob. I keeping whole for 

you," the poet sa i d . 

But he sai d it s oftly. His sharp young eyes ha d a lready 
4~ ~#c -

r eturne d ~ __ sl~pp~ng tr e truth out of 1811 PWlliifiWC - iii Se f natb , 

!!IIIJllii"'-- wheele d her 1:arrow to the burying yard. The coffin 

wa s mounted on saw horses. Uncle Remus stood off to look a t the wood. 

It w s dark gre.ined, thunderous in the sunlight ga thered in the knots. 

"You telling a good story in t he coffin, Uncle Remus?" she 

sa i d behind him. I). * ✓01,J-~ / ~ 
Uncle Remus s pun a round, startledo ?Jt__ girl placed ~-ci,,.,-

~ the fish she had brought to help out with the food folks 

would expect to eat a fter the burying. 

Uncle Remus wa s a t all , s tooped, bla ck-grey man whose big 

knuckled hands ha d whittled a t coff ins for generations while he 

told his storieso His eye s on the girl were afraid but angry. 

none 

em.1. 

)lil<JT.~_s.:ll;.QJ.2_.LL~~~-.rj~~~---¼,-4.l'-tfl,,A,1£----QJ~·~th~o· 
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'Tl~ey lmow y~u· t elling it mainly for~ live white folks/, That 

bla ck folks die off quicker when they listen to youf'.Tha t · you•re 

the be ~t coffin-jockey in Par~dise 
a.°ql. t• I. d '~ -IA,,l..tl , 

Uncle B9nn !l!R§ire~~:n□~~ been telling 

storie s for a long time now. He could t ell when people ctidnt like 

what he told them by the way t hey brea.thed, how they a, slapped at 

'skitoes on windy moonlight nights when there were no 'skitoes 

within milesc His finger shook as he point ed at the coffin. He 

picke d up a small hammer and r a pped the velvet lining. He r a pped 
cool and groovy 

out a rhyt hm. 'l'he muffled beat was/•111!!!!••• as from .._., 
arry 
ii •• Arlington cat. 

"You telling me t ha t a int good? You telling me you wouldnt 

like to go out on tha t?" he shrieked. 

She looked into his eye s and her ~ wa s older. 

"You a int never going to tell no stories over me," 

she said softly. 

Uncle Remus felt t h cold flurry. But because he wa s 

old and angry, he came back quickly. 

"Who are you, woman? Why you s o diff erent ? 11 he said 

na s tily . 
11 1im the 
I■ - □ lit ga l they all want. I'm sweet an d va lua ble and 

hard as a gold dollar." 

And he was afra id. But because he wa s old an d had just 

seen it, he whisper ed bravely to her, 

"Youf1z pity ~ .u '.hear me? You have pity, girl." 

'tl£&l - I sq Jil11J~ took u p the sha fts and 

trundled t hrough Delta , CRl ling in a deep, sweet voice, 
/( /pw.., J-i..; /n?a.. 'YJ,lL . . , , 

11 :N,6)4■~,,,cJ:od:, ~ii.ne frow Wi?"== 

'l'he whe els rol led a nd she called t wice again and the 
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• . ~ ;t;J/4 / 

in h er ~ice hung over ti "IMJ r rn rt1r Paradi;¥ii£ 31.iii#t, hung in 

the gar bage smell s o~ Fa1 a di ~e 3ou~ an 6 ~ the ancient magnolia smel ls 
-:t@" 

f rom 1 01'·~~ where Mobfolk were s ending out love-th oughts to 
fk., 

t h e downho e f olk in F&.ta@iee Southo She lean ed into the sha ft s 

a n d t he skirt snugged to t he backs of her legs. Sh e was enticing, 

e xciting, provoca tive. 

The po et h ear d h er s tree t -cr~nd hi s pubes cent eyes 

f ound t he ripe legs a nd strong-a r med them a part. He sa w the shu t 
townsful 

a n d barred street doors . She wa s up for gra bs a nd a/·•m 111112 of f el lows 

wePe turning from t h e wall cra cks in flight. She whacked t heir loins 

with t he love a che, an d t hey r a n harder. 

"Murder," groaned t h e young poet, hi s eyes f a st ened on 

her legs . 

"When I grow u p 2~n d rea ch my prime , I' 11 open the earth 

and fl at t en the hills, seeking such l egs," he crie d , the ma ke b eliev e 

tears starting. 

He looke d around l~ 8£ @op:J;h.. 

Where a prophet hornswoggled a urQuth with a battery of 

empty cans, an d a poet-a ppr ent ice s ought t he wor d from a crummy 

hoofer. 

"I wil l, I wil l," moa ne d the poet, the phantom tears 

sca l ding. 

blind tomorrows. -------

Jubile e ~ she sa id bi [ 3 111 ngq u·n IJ fill 1]il harshly 0 

'.L'he ba rrow shaft s jumped i n her 1ands a n d t he wheels 

slewed wildly into t he s treet. 

'I'he driver of t he l'I ob ca r angri ly honke d hi s horn and 

s t eered past her. Jim Eob r a ke d her body wi th his eyes. He pinched 

his f a t knees hard a nd gave nothing a way to t he fool boy driving 
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~-
au t omobile . You couldnt t ell a bout t h e y oung guy s . Maybe t hey 

coul dnt und er s t and t he special hea t an older guy coul d have for 

a hi gh ya l ler girl. 

"Go on, s on, 11 he said in his comforta ble v oice. 
window ~ t/47,.ck _ 

He lo oked t hrough t he/-.i at his Pro- Ji..,t, e tH..ltJa folk. 
as 

A couple of t h em had shied violently/. the au t o pa s s ed . It wa s a 

big , bla ck , dusty tourer he ha d used on ma ny a night rideo He 
sluiced 

ought to get it/ ■•■ J out o Maybe it sme.J.. .J..e d of . blood and human 

ha i r . The Nigra s were v ery sens itive to t he smell of D a ca r 

whi ch had towed a wa y one of' t heir folkso 

He looke d ,. ■, a t them t r..rough the wi ndow. There were 

so many of• Them. Different from Us , but hollering like hogs 

on Larding Day, wanting to be Peopleo The s of t s ons of bitches 
.,,,... /Ji 1 J Ht!- 'hP 

up~ wouldnt know the ring-a-ding it was to keep Them in 

their pl a ces wi t h out shutting do1wp the whole!) economy.'1 For Pa r a­
/J7t;t1,~ h.LUUt{_ 1IJ.it-.4,,iJ,, 4,:11.. • 

di s e South ne eded obtown as I:Q,lJ-~ as the __gtber wa -;;r @il?BUM. ~ 

.,.Po~ 9.t vas hi s sa cr ed duty t o kee p things going. Especially 

the whor ehouse. He chuckl e d with amu s ement .• 
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Under otenta te 
Ja cherubic face a littl e shopworn with hate . The _ s a id 

quietly as if h e r a n the king dom, 11 Sing ." 

But t h e k i ds looked ba ck roughly. Some spa t on the bea ch. 
Und e r Potenta te's U d p t t t 

The/, r,. __ · face creas e d 1· nto n er 
O 

en a e, 
1 111-. mob-love. By Go d , t h ought t he / fl a 

thes e he cou d have affection for. These he could swing and hammer 

and shoot ful l of holes when the right • time came a long. V hen 

a mobsmari'-Y time came roll ing L■ S around. When them fellows u p • 
stopped 

No 1th/••• horning in and a man could g o about t he ol d I 7 

boff ola • ways. The ol d f ool in' ways. S aying in a gentle blue-eyed 
a s ~ o~1 ~ • 

way to/• a C so full of swish he ha d stepped a spi ttin' out of 
I\ sn-.okey/J 

line, 11 Sing , C. a,. 
.smck-e'1 

And a ' U _. woul d unlimber the two hundre d yea r ol d banjo 

humpe d on h i s back a n d s ing of red-eye ::;ra vy and joy in..., Swanee 

ooze. 

" Sing , b oys," sai d t h e Un der Potentat e. 
Under Potentat e 

But the k i ds looked out to the bayou a gain. The 1 U P • 

sai d in hi s soft everloving voice, "You-a ll a int goin' no pla ce. 

Best you can do is sing for u s mobfolk. 11 

11 No," little Angie said. 

11 ance, then, 11 the Under Potentate said. "Aint no f e .r you 

steppin' out of line iff en you oance. Or maybe s ing . 11 

"We aint fear ing s t eppin' out of line," Abel sa i d " 

"You come closer, Cap'n, we da nc e rea l good for you," 

little Angie said , a little ki d so t aut and ea ger to dance, he 

trembled. 

"You come closer, Cap'n, 11 he sa id. 

An d Bi g Lem in the middl e of t hem prayed, Lordy, Lordy, 

it wa s a risky roa d a fel l ow took•· when he walked with t h ese 
Under Potentate 

cra zy kids . For he saw how they hoped the, ■ I · ·,, would come closer 
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Bi g Lem sai d s ombrely on the beach a t :Gel ta street, 

"They gonna fix him for go od now. '.rhey gonna fix his li t tle waggon 

for himo ...-ha t' s wha t the man sa id. $ lVIo~~al mad. 11 

The sma ll-boat ki ds moved restlessly in and out 
• of t he han ging nets. They ca tfooted a round, looking at him 

from the most unexpecte d angles. Sometimes t h ey r eally scared 
, ~L 

Bi g Lem. Niade him vant t o forget r~ and a ll thi s cra zy bus~ 

and go back to his job on the piers. A g.iy got Qitl well with the 

white f olks in IVlobtown when he worked a s a longsh oreman loading 

all thos e bal es of contra c eptives the Mob shipped upstream to 

the Plow1 ien. 
h,vri,i I " 

"They gonna roast your bud dy ~ he sai d againo 

11 You got a worrywart big as a s ilver dollar. I ought 

to t a ke it 'C)ff with thi s ," Angie the kid said s oftly, showing Big 

Lem h i s knife. 

Bi g Lem sat on a n upturne d boat working his a rms 

boxer f a shion, probing for pa ino 'J:he old mu scle f low was there. 
~ 

A twinge a t hi s ribs was the only reminder th.a t Jim Bob had met 

him. He st ood and jumpe d , kicking his short powerful legs. He 

wasnt f ncy. Tha t woul d t a ke a day or t wo. nd then he hope d he would 

find a cra cker. Alone. Maybe even Jim Bob. He doubted he would find 

Jim Bob a lone but s ometimes God was goshawfully good to his 

cullud chickens. /.P-Ftvt b 
"They saying t hat ~ s the guy who chopped the 

mobsman? 11 Angie a sked. / -trv;/, 
"There• s a list. ~l' s a t the head," Bi g Lem said. 

He looke d thoughtfully around , planning t h e lie. 
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"They got othe r s of you on the li s t too. You, and 

you, and youo Jim Bob ' s gonna roast y ou all," h e said. 1 ~,"','4 
He li s tene d to the s i l ence. .IL 1' These were ~ 

kid s . He worked with them . He t old t hem t h e be s t time s to bed-in 
~ 1 

on t ha t cra zy stunt they wer e ri ding. L~l:' was wha t the kids 

calle d a good guy. He, Bi g Lem, wa s strictly a surviva l guy ; 

••• 
"An d al l vho help~ from now on will ca tch the 

same fev er, t he man sa id. Eope fever," Big Lem sa id. 

They ha no r espect for him. They eyed him coldly. Big 

Lem shrugged. Gue s se d he hadnt s care d anybody. 

"Se e y ou a round ," Bi g Lem sa i d soft a s a kitten. He 

went t hrough t he net s , his heavy shoul ders swaying. 

He went up the bayou, t he sun hot on hi s back. He 

grunte d when he got under t h e pier. The underpinnings glistened 

a bove low t fde. The tr estl e s that spanned th em were dry. A r eal 

gloomy ca t hedr a l of timber an d concre te but Bi g Lem knew the 

voic es of t he choir s ov er head: the r a t tle and t hump of winches, 

pa cking casef:f bumping down the hol ds ful l oJ t)l e goods which fed 
~ 4 D4fr/l 

the grea t export trade of Mob crappery to the eforthA A ship's 

manifes t fluttered in :Big Lem' s hea d a n d he r ead off the descriP­

t ions of the goo ds II ■- stored below (awa y f rom boiler s ): _... 

Belles, Del i ca te & Fra gile, suita ble for 

bawling ' Nigger,~ h ome!' into tovo 

ca meras • 

lVlanner s , Ante Bell um ( sample: ' Suh, I'd 

t a ke i t mi ghty proud if you'd just hold 

her other nigger leg while I use this 

lil' ol e corn cob. Thank you kindlyf ) 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



I 
' ij - 110 

• 
Wistaria , Moonlit, suita.ble for climbin_g 

up gall ery pill ars; where unobta in­

a ble, fDr climbing up Yankee assholes; 

all t he mumbo jumbo t ha t kept the creeps in fg Swamp 

ha ppy for a tra dition tha t the new r awboned l and so hungrily 

desiredo 

Bi g Lem shook hi s head and di s lodged the I I· s, ship • s mani­

f es t. He was no Snic punk to get angry over every little dea lo 

He wa s strictly a surviva l guy. 

He climbe d a boa rd the tr es tles and rode them all the wa y 

under the pier, looking for Ma~i o 
1r hey were wide and well bolted. 

~ 
A sens ible fugitive could sleep hotel ea sy. He ca lled Na;i;a,;i.gl.'s name 

softly as he went. Bi g Lem wasnt for the impolite rush tha t could 

fetch him a cra cked s.kUll . A f ell ow who knew hi s surviva l drill 

coul d cu t ~i.~ risks to the bone. jj__ 
~Ji" d 1 t tl t t h. ~~ ilili!ft!l:e • swarme a ong a r e s e o me e im. _,,:;>,U ~..,,.,11 

wore shorts an d sneakers . His. head stood clean and bold on the 

gr eatly muscle d shoul ders . 
"'~!!.!_11 t.3,..Chr.; ~ 
JtBi g man," Bi g Lem said. 

11 Wha t goe s on? 11 

11 Jim Bob 's asking for y our birth cer t i f ica te. He wants 

to put the ri ght date on your tombstone." 

11 Funny man. \ -ha t' s t he dea l ? 11 

"Ca p'n Jim, he gav e new or ders. He want s you rea l ba d now." 

"What 6 0 the f olks s ay?" 

"Dont worry. You s t.ill a hero, but I ke ep remember ing." 

11 Wha t? 11 

"Th ey dont fi ght long , 11 J3ig Lem sa id o "They st op after 

a while. Go fi shing or hunting . Or jus t lo oki ng f or brea d. Ma n, 
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you know our ;fll folks. They a int d th you for long. They got 
~ W\.. 

commitments.I They got ,I not/V~ to ldve with everyday. All 

they get from t he kids, them fishermen and you, is a few Sundays 

of fun." &t~ 
~ kept lo oking down into this wa t er flowing under-

nea th. Ei g Lem sure had it figured out. He wa s the mos t whole guy 

t hem 

woul d 

hey II 

heart," Big Lem a greed. "Trouble is, we aint 

sur·e wl-ether t bey got bra ins. 11 

~ leane d for~a~d. He said softly, "But I'm sure, 
f4I: ~IA. 

Big Lem. Every poor s on of a bitch iril\Paradise ~h got brains, 

an d plenty of it. Or t hey couldnt live. They've ha d to have brains 
wi, h --;t;n/).,. -

to live i~s- Mob"-~d. To lie and t wist and hide and run so 

~ t hey can live. What the kids a n d I a re trying to do is~ 
~..fo 

give folk s mo:;'e heart.A-You're wrong. Dead wrong. It aint the brains 

that' s t he trouble. Its heart, Big Lem." 

Big Lem cons i dered it and shrugged. 
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College Man wa making pftr@:gai jrjjt swea t with I, double-think. 

And /, doubl e- think could land y ou in deep trouble. A lot of 

double-thinkers wer e stone col d dead in the ~• graveyard 
rn aM 

D with a white signature on th.eir pine box. 

Bi g Lem snappe d his fingers and 

rol le d his eyes,illll humming a big bea t thr ough his nostrils. 

" Okay, Big Lem . I Know. A guy's got to survive. Scra tch 

a downhome boy an d you f ind a buck dancer." 

"Yeah, suh boss, 11 said Big Lem. 

"Cut the f unny routine. Anything else?" 
'-/&H 

Aft er a time, Bi g Lem sa i a , " '.I1hey- l aying out~l\/'~ 

~ for the buryin'. IVIo~ple been aroun d asking question s o 

'.they wa n t t o · know when' s t he funera l ? 11 

11 :F'olks t a l king? 11 

"Not yet. They s care d of your/Little killers." 

"Wont hurt them being s ca r ed . They're used to it." 

"Yeah. :But it us ed to be jus t Mob sca r e . Now they being 
Jn;cv 1!1£.. 

s ca r ed of their own kin too. The.A, Say l'Jg I Caft'U Scee~ as bad a s 

the ob in some ways," sa i d b i g Lem. 

11 They ge t s cared enough, t hey' l l ste pJ into line with 

the kidso Help to bust up Jim Bob ." 

:Si g Lem sa i d , "You turned col d , you lmow? You know 

you turned cold, ~ Cottonmouth cold." 

"So' s Jim Bobo in 

Paradise~ been warm s o long , we even begin to think t he fire 

Jim Bob light s under us is a bayou breezeo We've gotten so used 

to t he whip, we've stopped showing scars." 
#M£ {Zv- p It<. ll 

"Jim Bob says he's staking eui; Ptzr __..di ..., e ~e:i:;i. th until he 

finds you. Aint no buryin' going to be hel d without him." 
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11 He 1 s real hot." 

"Sizzlin'. So I reckon you a int going to no buryin'.," 
/l 

"You talking funny again? 

a 
Bi g Lem looke d a t the bold~ tilt of De;f'~-y,•s 

hea d,/• column of neck and the arms like maces tha t had flattened 

a couple of mobsmen the time they had held him a t the station 

hous e and scared him up enough for him to break out. 

"You' r e cra zy," he deci ded flatly. "Bi g s trong guy 

gone cra zy. The Mob's gonna be out like New Year's Eve. Nobody 

coul d save you." 

"Know wha t day i s the funeral?" he a sked Bi g Lem. 

"They laying out for '])'~Fri day." 

"Fri day. ~--=tha t' s the day the Plowmen come in for 

their le s s ons in Jim Bob' s schoolhouse,"~-

Big Lem iooked incredulous. 

"You r eckon they will save you? Goddamit, they wont 

even see you. They'll have their mind s f ixed on the lay ahead. 

They'll have a l l tha t long ha ir f alling down over their eye s and 

ears. They wont be thinking a bout anything but a cunt." 

"lVfaybe I sh ould dr aw you pictures, you' re s o dam' 

dumb ," Daniel sai d . "You know wha t's a burying in Par E~dise ~. 

The lodge people ma rching in front with t he bra ss band, folks 

s inging . Now somewhere on Delta , the proc ess ion' s gonna meet up 
~ (),{l'J,,.,/}. 

with the pr ocession of Plowmen shuffling ~to t he whore-

hou se. 11 

It was a f amilia r enough picture. Bi g Lem could see 

the swords and the insignia s of the lodge, the glove d and shiny 

booted mourners locked in a lockstep of triumph up the golden 

sta ir s in the ake of a winner wh o ha d whupped the l1 ob by just 
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out ~ /l1im ~~ And 

~ dying. Who had stepped/ g1·■ HII it khe lo sers.e-/ther e wa s 

no white ~ owerful enough to embargo• the robe and crown just 

a-lying on tha t t a ble beyond t he pearly gates, wa iting for_ God• s 

little darkski nne d chicken· to come · by an d pick them up. 

"06mpah oompah, hey hey hey," rumbled Bi Lem, moving his 

short thick leg like he wa s marching. 

"Yeah , you shoul ci be on t he stage then Jim Bob would have 

a hanging name for you, 11 Daniel sa id. "Alright. Soon' s the Plowmen 

meet up with the mourning people, then' s when I'm gonna shmv. Now, 

if I l now Jim Bob, he wont be rea soning any, the minute he sees me. 

So Jim Bob' s gonna gra b for me and our folks a t the buryin' a int 

going to like tha t." 

For buryin' time is a triumph time, a getaway time for 
trapped ~ --

• hard suff ering bla ck folk,/1 -- 1 • 2 in the ~1 of their Southern 

skin. 

"Folks should show respect for a funeral, s o when Jim 
N/4A)1 1(/1,,. I ~ 

Bob grabs for me, my ki ds and the loni§lilho;r:~mea yeu 1r e going to 

~me, t hey ar:e;:.::=go1ng t1'J, crack ba ck a t Jim Bob. And you're 

gonna see the biggest free for all you ever did see. And guess wha t?" 

"Wha t?" promptly asked Big Lem, showing bi g eyes like 

he was enthralled. 

"The Plowmen will be in the middle. \e're 0 oing to haul 

•em in if we have to pul l them by the hair." 

11 Golly. An d what' s tha t going to buy us? A few more 

coff ins?" bi g Lem asked. 

"The Mob dont want t he Plowmen disturbed. It rocks the 
~">w"rw-f J 

whole~, both North and South. And so the f ellows up North who 

hold the power~ t he purse are gonna get mad at the Mob. Tha t's 

what we want , Big Lem." 
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"Then they'll both f all on us and bea t our black ass 

offo 11 

"Folks wan t peace. Real folks. Not the psychotics down 

here. I mean the Hill& ones ~ar-ui . .And t he Plowmen. The Plowmen 

are going to be asking que s tions." 

Big Lem looked at himo " Nia.n, they never a sk questions. 

Didnt you know tha t?" 

"Nobody ever socked it into them before." 

"Like how we'r e gonna do it? 11 

11 Like how we gonna lay it on. 11 

The fea r smell began ri s ing into Big Lem's nostrils. 

"You watch it, ~- ·~va tch it, man. The Mob and them 

plowboys , they all one, 11 he said urgently. 

<S31G£1:cl gtlib~ "You ought to be a travelling ma n__,. '' ~ 

~~dJt~.tou been down here too long. Those Plowmen, they're different ~rom 

the Mob, even if t hey're both white. The plowboys got things 

hid den in {]i g Swamp they wan t to keep. 11 

"Wha t? Stocks and bonds? You told me t hat before. You 

said they got gilt edged stuf f buried in that rich muck underfooto" 

"Yea h, stocks and bonds. But tha t's not all. They've got 

freedom there, boy," Daniel sa id softly. 

11 Freedom?" 

"They f eel clean, Big Lem. They havent got this dirty 
But now, you 

ha tred fouling them inside./- look at Jim Bob and his crowd. You 

can see they're dirty. You can know they feel dirty inside. They 

feel the dirt filling up inside themo You look at a crowd of Mob 

folko Look a t any cra cker crowd. You can see them feeling the dirt 

insidea, ca king their insides. They're filth, mistero 11 

Big Lem looke d mildly angryo 
(}.., c;..t,w_ 

"The way you t alk, sounds as if you gotta ~ of angels 
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pass ing for f elk up ~~ he said . 
(94./f . 
Danie--k s i ghed an d rubbed his f or ehea do 

" Gu ess s o. Gue ss I ma de it s ound t ha t way," he mumbled. 
Meant were 

"Dent mean it tha t way, though./~ to say they....,,working better 
. 

at being human. Sometimes t hey go crazy too like thes e down here 

but then t hey cant keep it going. What ha ppened was tha t, a long 

time ago, they gave us a chance to show we could be g • 11tJl 1 People. 
6-,J.y_ Q.p j 

A lot of our folks made it. ie got congressmen, senators, f1gi ters, 
%,'JI--P; ti,{'t)i:p I 
/\..social workers, even diplomats. Down here they never gave us much 

of a chance. Guess you cant even blame 'em for 1T § despising 

us. We a int showe d yet, bi g Lem.• They still dont knw whether we 

can be Pe ople." 

"So, t a ke it easy, huh? Dont push 'em too much," Big 

Lem sai d eagerly. 
~'1 

11 You go to hell, 11 ~l sa id coldly. 
,tL 

~ There's one thing. Suppose the mobster dies? The 

one wi t h the piec e of s teel t hrough his gut." 
~ 

"I hope he doesnt, 11 Da!lii,el sa id. "If he does, then we 

just gotta mov e even fas ter., Though I dont s ee how we can speed it 

when everything will hang on when t he Plowmen come in." 

Bi g Lem s l a pped the girder on which he sato 

"You know you didnt knife no mobster. Why shoul d you 

t ake the r a p? 11 ~ 

11 1rhe kid who did it, did it for me," D~ sa id o 

"You think he was thinking of you?" 

11 r • m the kingfi sh. 11 

"Then why didnt he come out an d sa id he did it? The 

ki d who did it. Why didnt he tell you he did it? Or why didnt 

a ny of the other little guys? No. They all keep their mouths 
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shut. Kingfish, huh? That why t hey putting you on the hook?" 

11 The kid's scaredo The others !mow this a nd kids stick 

together. ]~ybe they reckon I'm ol d enough to go, anyway. They 

wont sive me to Jim Bob, but if s omebody has to go, then its 

better tha t it be meo" 
hung openo 

Big Lem's mputh/u(IIU) Wlr 
"Well, gee, I never hear d a lousi er way of 1' IIIE a 

guy looking aft er his s elf," he said. 

"You dont like the ki ds a t all, do you?" 

"No!" exploded Bi g Lem. 11 1r hey all show and shitteryo 

They rockin' the boat and a lot of Paradise~ folk cant 

swim." -, 

11 You 1re straining to be an Uncle. I'll put in a word with 

Jim Bob for you," Ilaniel said. 
(' 

~ks·, I wont t a ke tha t for anything. Jim Bob 

sa ys boo an d you bolt under the pier. You k ee p skulking, glory 
I 

mano Teaching Jim Bobs got his s trap out to larrup you 9
11 j eered 

Bi g Lem. 
M'1 

"You should get to know those kids, 11 ~€n sai d . "They're 

mo s tly out on the bayou. They dont have t o depend on the Iv ob for 

a living - or at least, they dont know t hey have to, which 

is t he same thing. They dont live clo s e ashore under Jim Bob 

like t h e older folks. They dont scare, yet. i h en they get too old 
.., ~ 

for t he boa ts a nd have to live p in :f'a:rmac?-crt--11-,.s-e---'S~o""tt""'-'tb. l i ke t he 

rest of us, then they'll get s care d like the re s t of us." 

Big Lem wa s getting fi ghting angry . .!:k.1 was .. • tear­

Jing into him for no rea son. ~~el- hadnt put it right. It wasnt 

tha t a guy got s ca r ed. You jus t got ca r eful. He ha dnt been 

afra i d la s t night when Jim Bob wa s workin6 Li m over. He ha d only 
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been s cared enough to kick Jim b ob i n the ball s►~• But 

a guy ha d to survive. A. guy had to work t o ea t . The Mob could 

cut you off e:-i sy . They 1 Jjftft' owne d al l the j obs. 

'.i:hey say t o a job , Go , an - t ha t job went. 
-~ 

He ha o given~ t h e be s t. He had faked passe s a nd 

run guard until he was spinning like a big f at toy some guy had 

pul l ed a string on . 

·, i d ~ l think tha t living i n Par a dis e ~ a n d 

yessuhbo ss ing with the rich l au gh an d t he clown a cts wa s easy? 

The lV ob hel d your job a n d your ea tin' t ime o They held 

hosta ges f or you,, :,j oo • '1.-<i' ,..., eV~ 11;-~o So you stayed 

with it a n d maybe hat in g like a drum . 

"You scare d like anybody el s e. You holed up for the 

fea r sea son. You got t a have u s to run int erfertnce for you, glory 

man . You s cared like the rest of u s . 11 

~ I 
His voice had be en ha mmering a t lJa-n:ire-1 a nd he coul dnt 

keep the snarl out of it . An d even before h e ha d finished-.,­
sounding 
tIIJ off, he was s orry like a hound dog in a mes s of poleca ts . 
~ 

For :or-1 was really h ea ting up an o a {!}J..Y uidnt hurt s o deep 

i f some of i t wa sn t tru e . 

"You dirty, l ousy - I'm not in thi s f or my s elf!" 

rf:nYe~ 
"Holy Jesus! For wh o then?" jeered Bi g Lem. 

~ 
And t h en ~l swung a n d they f el l of f the tr estle. 

Then went under trying to hit ea ch other with f a t underwat er blows 

like pillows. They tugged a n d wrestled unt il t hey let go an d ro s e 

for a ir. Bi g Lem bobbed up under the pier but ~el broke out 

into hard yell ow sunlight. Bi g Lem hear d t he roar of a power boa t 

and t he crash of a foghorn. He took it in as he cau ght t he wild 
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look in~ eyes. 

Big Lem dived and swam underwater until he ha d clea red 

the pier. He rose in .M, sunlight. He managed a few wa terlogged 

_strokes before he h e a rd the Mob voice bell ow, "Hey, boy! Hey, 

-~~~l ! Y • ' 11 h t II ~ - ou s ~op or we s oo you! 

But he reckoned t hey wouldnt shoot him s ince it was 

clea r he wasnt going a nywhere f a st. He wante d to give ~el 

enough time to make it~ un er the piero So Big Lem swam 

stubbornly on as he hea rd the motor roaring nearer. A boat hook 

fell on his shoulder a n o numbed h im. The nook went insi de his 

belt and t hey hauled him into the boa t. ') 
6-4~ hd'1 ' 

"You be ggin' to be kil l ed,~ ont you know when 
~~ 

a m.c°Qe.mcn ca lls y our name, you freeze?" 

Big Lem s a t up a nd glared at the magnolia in the j a c ket 

of the mobsman in the boat. 
~( 

Lem to 

h 

"Cap'n, ID¥ 
~--nM , 
D~. If you 

name a int U@'fli:e:1-. It aint cha nged from Bi g 

cha nge d it, nobo y done tell me," he saido 
~ white man 

"This one a int :U~l, 11 another/, r tm said. 11 here's 

~ Pri"Gl, boy?" 

Big Lem l aughed the high one a nd clowned his face the 

way the ma gnolia people lik e d to se e it done. 
,.~>, 

11~? Got him in my pocket, Cap•n. Ta ke him out 

soft before he bites you. 11 

The mobster looked angry but he was rea l slow with 

the cuff to Big Lem' s mouth. Light s tuff too. Didnt do more than 

loosen a tooth. One t ime he woul d have broken a jaw but Jim Bob 

had said they should t ake it easy until thing s got clearer. 

11 Go overboard, 11 he said a ngrily to Big Lem. 

:But Bi g Lem shook his hea d . He was runn ing his little 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



ij I\ 

\~/ - \ ~ 
ile for Daniel. \iat boy sure neede d protection~ 

120 

"I'm hurt, Ca p'n. I go ba ck in there, I'll drowno 

rou got1,~ -t ~!,ce me ashore. 11 

"So you drchvn. ·1e di cint push you in," the mobster sa id 0 

Big Lem shook his head. 

"Them cull u d fellows · up on the pier, t hey watchin' 

you, Ca p'no You make l3i g Lem drown, them • · culluds going to 

t alk." 

The white man didnt get angryo He seeme d a little 

confusedo 

He sa id, "It s gotta be over s oo:i, boy. Then we gonna 

t a ke payment from all you niggers . With interest." 

"Ca p'n, reckon you dont lmow i t but I'm Ca p'n Jim 

Bob's boyo I aint behind in no payments," Bi g Lem said. 
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wa s no sickness a cof fin coul dnt cure. Nailing down the 
fk wl.'rH.- _) ~ 

~~ate trouble~ folk ar agged to your u.o or, fixing to hogtie 

·<lWJ to this trouble until your born days ended in the JJIIQJ( 

·shoul d have a heart. 

Aint nobody gonna t ell me we a int a ll go d-childs, Aunt 
fl'l~iF..'t - - ------ h 

to h erself1 a .. o¾'le ma: al e. down ~ ffl 3 ti , 11 s.., /4L-
~¾\'-\,A 
Rsjd ::w:i: im sa i d 

~ · 
aspha lt darkly shimmering in t he noo o 

w 
P) (} ~ n., (I /J,'/ lo 

a _..-...= ... -- • • Jim Bob had ringed 
Vt, ,f'4. ~ AC iJ . 6 / / 1'>-,.C).,J~. L'YJhf 

th _ -~ Now he w- ·.s s itting a round wa iting for ~ to -~i\"J . r r ugh,. 

to pop up,1,,,t,/-N-d._ . 

"But he aint gonna pop up," whi s pere d Aunt Salva tion, 

her eyes shut tight. "/JJ<, ~ I>, p,w.-f- I "//Y~ "1' J \i,c:, $ Jr> ,3., J_ 
11 

,,,!k-,.,.1>,,:, 

f' She blinked t hem open a gain and scowled.,,~ware that the 

pa in and f ea r had hit h er into a corner tha t time. 
111-Je_ 

"We reared him tough," she said. 1Q looked a round and 

saw a ll thi s pain an d fear and ./t reared him tough, ",..,i.t- 1.)<).el ( /er; 
y}P.,h7' 61(; 

A couple of Say-r oes pa,esea her , their feet sla pping 
bo died 

lightly, swift-~~0-- as wolfhounds, kids fishing andbrobing and 
eae J'/Jc (1 r 

D testing for t he ~ten==l)J:a&e:s in mobberyo She went into Uncle 

Amos ' shop. 

Uncle Amos r ested the big hammer and nod ded the t wo 
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boys from the shqp. 

' 4 ~ t\, 
A~ ~ a3:w t :±9m eyed him narrowly. ) ,, 

l~c,.,1-,.: ~ /Y)ob-f-M- e,kd _ ol.t ~~/, 
,.1'.J{~ sister gonna make i t /r $,:asked. • 

Uncle Amos looked s teauily back at her bef ore he no dded. 

Aunt Salvation breathed heavily and sa t down on a stout wooden 
t'Aµ~tll'vt u-..d<.. ~ ~ -

stool. J,\__ his lack frock ~ :J. coa t_ and beaverJ;-;~ ;{Jr.:.ol J:_aos ez.-&.. 

r ang the bell c,~4Ji&Jt y=t:; for the ~ cha pel - ,..,.... ~67in-J.:. 

"Guess they did it for you 'cause you' re a good Uncle, 11 

She sa i· d b · tt 1 "A~ U(,.wl- '1"~ l-k-"-1 i,, ~ ~ '/19w,·1-.~ ~ ct..,,..,£ ""Y,u;.,~ !,,;,4, ~ IA. 
1 er y. /»-:6 f».?.. 

tightene~ ~ -. 
Uncle .mos/!UIXXS:.Kli his mouth. He turned away and gripping -

Go6~ it 

the handle, worked the bellows until a flame spurted up from the ?1.//J. ,. 

coal s . He poked a pa ir of t ongs insi de the fl ame. He to ok out t he 

re d hot iron a nd cooled it in a wa t er trough. He t ook the small 

hammer an d rapped the work into shape. He r a ised the tongs and 

showe d the worko 

"No. 'rhey did it becaus e I told t hem she was a lVJammy. 

They will do t hings for a W.iammy. Folks like to dea l with people 
act 

they feel they can trust. Bl a ck or white, folks/a like tha t," he 

sa i d quietly. 

Aunt Salvat ion opened her mouth to r etort but Uncle Amos 

~tough adversary. Better to let well a lone and jus t do what 

ha d told herto doo 

"Reckon I shoul d go back and te l l her she's gonna make 

it," she said. 

Uncle Amos sa id harshly, "The woman's dea d, Salva tion." 

But Aunt Salvation just glanc ed at him a n d went ba ck to 

her mumbling. 

"Fla t on her back she's gonna make it. ~ 4/obody ever 

made it standing up. Nobody from Paradise~ ever made it 
re, t?1 ob f,"t,,f)..__ 

into~~ church standing upp" she said. 
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11 r ·· ~~ it, others of 
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Uncle .Amos -~ cut into her 

our folks will ma ke it in timeo 11 

Aunt Salva tion glared angrily at him as she kept talking. 

"Nobody ever made it on their 0wn two feet 'cepting 

.- Uncle Amos 'c~use he rings the white folks bell. So they give him 

a stool by the door, he can hold the door open for them like any 

goo d whiteheaded Uncle." 
~'f#'..,.~~ 

"You so mad about it, why you e.o cra zy for ~ .8bony 

to get churched there> before the buryin' ?" Uncle Amos demanded. 

Aunt Sa l v&.tion sa id suspiciously, "You dont run into 

no trouble? They didnt ask you a passel of questions when you told 

them you wanted her churched?" 

"Lot s of things easing nowadays," Uncle Amos sa id. "We 

wait a vvhile longer, more will be easedo 11 

"Our folks in the proc ession, will they be 'lowed into 

the church with her?" 

Uncle Amos stared, incredulous. 

"To go with the body llll inside the church? Our folks? 

You crazy in the head , Sa lvation? I said things were ea sing. I 

didnt say things were busted wide openo Our people can wait out­
insi de 

si de while~ the body's/s:k:rai:im: the churcho 11 

~~~ "Guess I coul dnt have everything." 
11 :But you 

Her flinty old eyes softened. / Zll-OC did right well." ~ L../. 
1//ltl ,u),fLT --le;- r~¼-. ~ 

·. "I dont know if I did. Knowed ~ !&h:o-D.: all ~ lifej~ ~ 
~ - ""'~ l,+(,,;-t· ~., :r,·,,,. /!Jl)b; ~,,. ~ -· ..f.,~ UU'17, tl,j..l{_ . 

ver knowed her to hanker a fter going into DK a Mobtown church,. 
A ~ . .~ .1~4' 

You aint -J.i., liar a n d rr·asking you nowo Why you so anxious fo~. Ma_, 
fli~· ct-a,Jl..u( I'\. 

~torte. I' liflf"lPthrough the vvhite man's church?" 

She dtant look a t him. 
{Prgvfi ,, 

11 Its vm1.ie],., 11 he said in a lo·w voice. 
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"Why? Wny he pushing s o ha r d? It 

wont work out i f he pushes so hard." 

"You know how to get to any place without pushin'? 

124 

Aint you tired of being pushed? Dont you want to do a little shoving 

your self, you blamed old coot?" 

Uncle Junos muttered an d sh ook t h e wa t er bea ds off the iron 

he hel d . 

"Wha t t hat thing you waving in my face?" demanded Aunt 

Sal va tion. "Wha t you showing me th a t ol' iron for?" 
~ ·y ,. 

"Wh ere' s ~• shouted Amos. " I want to show hi m this 

even iron• gets humble s ometimes a n d when it gets humble, t h en 

it s useful! 11 

~·Jk. 
"'~ a int coming out to be humbled! 11 

Amos looke d dovm an d spat in t h e coa l dust. He was a 

massive, quiet sort of man, he.rd to a rouseo A 

Amos playe d Uncl e/ becau s e Uncles coul d baffle 

downhome man like 
t hrough 

and bloc5/fQ:e:~na:~ 

a conc essions t o their r ank on occasions when the 1ob rode forth 
.J:v.ii,4,~ ,,) 

on a sp±11°i To• ,intercede for a ifi'iH%:iaiii'i loser fleeing from the 
- ~ iJJ.-rn. 6roi#J. . 

lov e ~IIIVl t tr eoc:!lxzu knotted in a lyncher's noos e. 

To plea d for a hardluck gma~eblil~ godchild fleeing t he 
f¼. Ah- bvof4u.c-

boon~ bore on fmagnolia da y;r. 

Uncle Amos took up a spanner an d fit t ed it ~round his 

finger. He t wi s ted it. He could tear the I t endonso 

"Stop t hat," Aunt Sc ... lva tion sa id shar plyo 
~ 

11 The pri de in you. In you a n d in }E;r'l • and in Ca p' n 

Jim Bob." 

Uncle Amo s dropped t h e spannero He doubled his great 

fist s and rested t hem on his kne es. 

"Look a t my hands," he said. 
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Cau t ious, she looked. He drove t wo brawling blows to his 

knees. The wind of t h em fanned her face. He ha immens e power. She 

let go her breatho 

11 You coul d break your knees," Aunt Sal•vation sa id coldly. 

11 I coul d kill a man with any hand. Uncle Amos aint puny. 

Folks know. But the s e hands done nothing but swing t he hammers 

in her e . Exce pt once." 
'" 

-•~{ept when you pla y the piano. 11 

.. , ~ 
-cept when I use d t hem for 1WU1: l a st night at t he 

Wake, 11 he said, ignoring her. 11 Ask me why I used t bem. 11 

/I I 

~£a.us e you go t s ix toes. 11 

,,~ ~ 
")ii :ase JEt;l;li::e:J wa s do~ng a mighty job. ' Cause he ,aas 

' 1'\ Pc' f ~J, 
doing it clean. Because folks up~ Neti!'a have to hearken to 

us, D niel doing it s o clean. Now he f oule d it upo 11 

Aunt Salva tion got to her feet. The strong old face wa s 

seamed with wi shing tha t Uncle Amos woul d lose her some pl a ce where 

she wouldnt have to f i gure meaning~ why wha t s eemed right t urned 
''C!L out wrong . , ,, fllt-rA 

- -~ 
11 _ _ s my kin. You want me to set hi m up for Jim Bob?" 

"He cant bea t Jim bob if he a i nt bigger t h&n Jim Bob ," 

Uncle Amos sa id. 

"He cant bea t Jim :Bob if he' s dead either. He woul dnt 

live t o s t and no trial." 

"There woul d be others," Uncle Amos sa id. 

"Daniel di dnt s tick no Jim Bob man with no kni f e!" 

Aunt S lvation sa i d f iercely.• 

"Tha t dont ma tter. He los t hi s use." 

Aunt Salva tion s trode angrily for t he door but t here, she 

turn ed . 

"You wanting s ome of tha t ma gnolia meat Jim Bob got s t a shed 
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c ~ 
in the schoolhouse? That why you want t o giv e ~ to Jim Bob?" 

"You just ol d and crazy , " sna ppe d Uncl e Amos. 

11 No older nor n o cra zier t han y ou . You t a l king a bout 

others. What ot hers? ~1e aint s een any XG.l( others until Daniel 

a n d t h e fi shing ki ds start hit t ing the Mob wher e it hurt . " 

But t her e have been others, Amos cried silently . 

Other s like me what do t he bit we ca n 

a n d n obody called us glory mano And 

f olks who mind the ki ds in the magnolia 

nurseries an d h old down the kitchens 

over in ~obtown . ,1 
pulling ~ el r 

And even/ :PDX,kk on a r ope in a magnolia 
was 

church/like pulling f olks t oget her 

s o we never b~c ome rea l s tranger s ~ but 

alwa ys look into fac es and h ear v oices 
nearer ill,;l~.Q~ when folks 

and hel p t he day/u~ttrG.- ~~R- a 

will get al on g surer t han s ome cra zy ki ds 
~ 

bent on troubl e c oul d do it . 

" I t aont make sens e going a gainst the l a w. It ma ke sens e 

changing t he l aw , 11 he sai d . 

"To hel l with t he law , 11 unt 

"Host of t he l aw s a int ba d . " 

sa i d . 

"You stil l livin' in Paradi se South, mister? You l ost 

t ha t fe eling t ha t mos t of the l a ws a int n o goo d to u s ?" 

"All l aws are right l aws when f olks hav e a hand in ma king 

them. \ ybe when Jim Bob •W s ma king h i s :..~v:r , if he had come al on g 

a n d sa i d t o u s in Par adi s e South, ' Now, l ooky her e f olks . Vi e wan t 

to make t hi s law concerning the wh or ehouse but we want you to 

vot on it ; ' if Jim :Bob ha6 c ome al ong an d sa id so, maybe we ' d 
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have said, 'Now see here, Cap'n Jim, we'll think it over 0 ' 

"An d we'd have thought it over an d sa id to ourselves, 

' Now what Jim Bob has in the s choolhous e a int good for us. We 

better off without it. 1 'r hen we'd have voted ourselves out of 

the schoolhouse. 

"But tha t other law a int got no life since we had no 

hand in it. A law tha t dont look both ways is a dead l aw . There's 

a law what says, ' lJont kill or you'll get the electric chair.' But 

the law dont stop there. It looks t h e other way too an d then says, 

'But if you kill because that is the only way you ca n stop yourself 

getting killed, then you wont get the electric chair.' That law 

looks both ways." --r #V\ ,'1,'-01-, 

Xllii Aunt ~]Jfn pushed out her lipso She had been 

buried under Uncle Amos for awhileo She shook her head to rectify 

h er rumple d i dentity. 

"Jim Bob' s l a w still a int good l a w!" 
da~ 

she ~~ a t him. 

"The law a int bad . It s jus t t ha t it -_idnt have no t alk 

with us before it became law. 11 

"Quit trompin' me. You flying too high. You got charity 

taking the wind those white f olks bre kin your f a ce when y ou sit 

in t he ba ck pev like how some people get religion. 11 

11 I got surety. I believe in miazxz~e~f)XKX not messing 

wi th t hings when t hey going ri ght. I go t hrough t he fire every 
• 

Sunday. I a int buste d tha t bell-rope once t hinking h ow maybe they 

use d it on my kin t he night before. An d s ome Sunday , one of t h ose 

er ckers going come up t o me an d say, 'Uncle Amos, your people are 

real fine f olks. Whyn't put a couple of chairs in the ba ck here 

an d bring in your f amily for service?' An d y ou know what?" 

11 V hat?" 
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11 

11 You - what?" 

11 I 1m going to break his god dam big yellow tobacco 

stained stinkin' teeth," Uncle Amos said :iEll:OCXjl: quietly. 

"2.1hen why - but I mean, why you ol d fool ? 11 
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"Because t hat i s the lesson he must have. He must learn 

tha t no mat ter wha t he did to me, UKBX~XZm1}sZ~XXX::X even if he had 

made me crawl, my pride Vva s down t here on t he floor with me, that 

there wa s oci:Jdr nobo o:y who could nick it." 

"Then they would lynch you, you wooden hea d. 11 

"It v,ouldnt matter. I woul d have done my job and there 

would be others," Uncle Amos s a idq 
,::;qi-1...i"-1 //1 

Aunt ~ l.ift b.f:,on wa s sc2red of Uncle Amos. 

"You reckon ther e• s more like y ou in Paradise~?" 

she whispered. 

"It breeds lots of us. :but mo s t of us die bef ore the 

cra cker comes up. Or we get too old to bust him." 
C l-1tit-r? " 

"Wha t's this got ta do with • -. ' 
., OL, 1\/c!i 
11Ba~ got too old to pa ste Jim Bob." 

"Too old? l)aniel a int much more'n a kid!" 

"He aged considerably since 
.. pAhf 

tha t ki d of his 
1 

stuck the 
i!J/f,, -uf · 

kniiie into t he ~ -. He shoul d give t he job to somebody else, 11 

Uncle Amos sa id. 
,,-'J ~Ji""-?-., 

Aunt ~ ba cked off, shakin g her head. She 

quit the s hop walking f a st. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

Bi g em walk ed briskly a long t he beach towa r ds t he 

ki ds loafing in t he noon hea t. They s a t up to eye Bi g Lem coming . 
C/,,;,.'2, 

':L1l1ey were not hostile since he was a friend of t ~ant-.s,, but 

they wer e wary of any interloper on this careful day. Al l morning, 
{,, :>/>SJ t,,...v-..,,,,v<_.-/ii;~ a,...(~ 

the ~ autct ha d sat 'Ml the -edge::----6'f' t t he beach .a4t:::::th.e £$;ot 

~ 
"You been in swimming?" Abel t he hea d k id a ske d 

looking at the water bea ds on bi g Lem's head. 

:Bi g Lem sa t down and s i f ted sa n d t hrough hi s fingers. 

He coul d smell the bitter, salt wa she d cleanne s s of their bodies. 
cL+-
~ ha d once sai o the k i ds aidnt smell of garbage like the 

people 
IaXU who lived in t own . He rubbed his shoulder where t h e boa t hook 

had hit h im. 

" I fell int o the water but some crackers rescued 

me, 11 he sai d . 
little 

"I know that bi g guy. He' s a g:-eat/ztifiB£ joker," 

An~ie t he ki d pointed a f inger at him a nd said. 
efi"'- 11:,~6, ,( 

him. 

bi g 1 em said. 

"I'm a s py for ~ Big em said. 

11 Shov me y our badge, 11 Angie sai d eagerly. 

"What's your name?" a sk ed Big Lem looking k eenly a. t 

"Angie the k i d ," Angie said shyly. 

"A fi sherma n should be name d Peter. You the 

" Somebo ay told y ou!" Angie t he k i d cried. 

"Okay. Cut t h e cra p ," Abel sa i do 

They waited. They wa i t e d on Big Lem. 

Spy f II 
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~l,~--/2 

11 That .D,r;;nic1- , he cra zy a s a l oon,•" Big Lem said. 

"He aiming to give himself up? ~ she been asking 

for Jim Bob?" Abel the hea d kid asked. Bi g Lem thought he looked 

rea l interested. 

11 Stop tickling under my arm," ~ Lein sna r l ed. 

" Okay , Big Lem. You come to the bea ch this bad day and 

you tel l u s JJani el' s goofy. Why? 11 

"He want s t o go to the buryin'," Bi g Lem said, looking 

puzzl ed. 

The yell of l au ghter nearly locked him flat. He stood 

up brea t hing har d and scowling at them. 

"Aw, hell, Big Lem. '.I'he guys a r e l au ghing because any­
c.e::.,._,{.. 

bo dy should know t ha t l.Jan.iel woul d go to t he buryin'," Abel sa id. 

11 Why shoul d h e? Aint he heard that Jim Bob' s after 

him for real now?" sa i d b ig Lem . 

"Well, the way we figger it i s this. The I\IIob' s gotta 

have respect for t he dead, a int t he~ t right? A dea d cullud is a 

good cul l ud. That' s their fool law, a int it? So we going to roll 
l a,~+~ 

tha t ol' hearse right a cross town wi th ~ l be s i de it and Jim 

Bob wont be abl e to t ouch xx him. Par adise South 's gonna be 
h 

l au~ng a t Jim Bob a n d that' s the wa y we want it," Abel said. 

Big Lem looke d thoughtfully a t him. "Son, you only half 
tt;. f-b 

r ight . ~ thinking tha t Jim Bob wil l gr ab for him." 

The oth er s s ober ed up. 

But Angie the kid hi ssed a l au gh through h i s t eeth 

a n d h i s eyes heai.d a f a r away look. 1'he other ki o.s turned s oftl y to 

h i m and a fter awhil e they were all l au ghing quietly a t t he tr emen­

dous joke insi de the ir hurt a n d murderous youth. 
~ 

A ~ boa t bea t s of t l y u pstrea~. It was white paint ed 

vith nickel trim. A dream boa t for du gout ki ds. 
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"Yeah, Jim Bob will grab for him, 11 An gie sai d . 

'. 

f• Daniel knows what he's doing ," Abel said . 

"Ju s t look at t hat," _Angie sai d , looking a t t he dream boat
0 

Big Dem' s jeer broke up their drea~s. 
~./-

"You coul d turn in ~ l and ·buy a. nice boat with 

the reward bread t h ey woul d give y ou. It wouldnt be murder slbnce 
~16 

D~ s turning in himself anyway," he said. 

They turne d t heir eyes on him. Bi g Lem climbe d cautiously 

t o hi s feet. The lit t l e ki d ' s eyes all seemed bewitched with where 

his neck an sboul der joined. Bi g Lem wa s a powerful man but he lmew 

how efficiently the small blades in unison were. They were methodi-
tr'h 

ca l an d pers istent. The M6f> ha d foun d out that y ou cla pped a dozen 

in the sta tionhouse, others slippe d into the line on th~~light 

slapd own of insteps. 
/-1 Jlc/h~ 'f J 

"No," Abel the head ki u said ~ 1 i/hre.. 

f&·f hey looke d away from Bi g Lem. 

"We ough t to ha ve limousines. Ca t s like us a int ought to 

go to a f uneral unl ess we ri de in a limousine," Angie said . 

"We have no loot to go around ~iring limousines," .Abel 

said . 

"We go fishing , maybe we'll ea rn the loot," Angi e said. 

They ient u p the be a ch for the gea r and brought down the 

mast s a n d ru dd ers. They took down t he nets and spooled them in the 

sterns of the smal l bayou boa ts. They hunte G out balers and filled 

water bottles. Bi g Lem watched t he hard slim youths going about 

their bu sine ss . They spoke litt le. Abel looked a round the beach a nd 

nodded. All wa s ready. He went to his boat to lead his little fleet 

on t he water. But they di dnt go. ~j;.;kZt. 
They di dnt go because t he Me'tJ;limousine on t he bea ch 

Cl)/>· · 

empt ied its crew. Thel\mobsters j a ckknifed out and came sprea d~legged 
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a t t h em. Th ey point ed gun s a t the ki ds . The boa t roare d in t he 

bayou an d cut for t he bea ch. he motor r an down to a mutt er an d t he 

boa t t hr ash ed sl owly ba ck and f or t h, paral lel t o t he bea ch. So 

the ki ds 

fl'L 
i n ~ 

f a ce, a 

were boxed in. 
f!!!1!,twif 

An Yndar r o;t,-entc1 t-e ha o t he s qua d . A f a t wai s ted man 
,t kWei ~ 

uniformAdenims and ~ battered old f elt. He had a cherubic 
~ . 

littl e shopworn with hate. He sa i d .quietly as i f h r a n 

the kingdom, 

"Si ng. 11 

Eut t he ki ns looke d ba ck roughly. ome spa t on t he 
c.,~f, - nu;h:;/;th 

bea ch. The Wdei' r e be±. b-&=tie,A.-0 face z'xzocm: crea sed with Jfob-lo\te. 
~ 

:By goll y, t he s e h e coul d have a f t ection f or, "-thought . 

• 

'.I1he s e he coul d hammer and sh oot z'm:0x full of holes 

when th e right t ime c&me a:x01Xll[lXX a long. ihen a mobsman' s t ime 
;.,_ -4 0t,t/Ui,L , , ·c; ~fa 

came rol l in' a round. Wh en t hem fellas u p ~ stopped h orning in, 

a nd a ma n coul d go about t he ol d boff ola way s . The ol d f oolin' 

ways . 

Saying in a gentle blue-eyed way t o a down.home boy 

s o ful l of swi sh that he ha et s teppe d a smi dgen out of l ine , 

"Sing , boy. 11 

And t he Nigra woul d unlimber the t wo hunar ed year 

ol d ban jo humped on h i s ba ck an d s ing of red-eye gravy a n d joy 

i n Swan ee ooze. 
{ 

"Sing , boys , \ ,r epeat ed , t -P.-e Un.der -Pe Len ta t e . 

Bu t the ki ds looked a t t heir boats . 

"You a int goin' no pla ce. best y ou can do i s s ing 
·#J-&~f-

f or us cracker s , 11 t he ~ r otenba'ioc sa i d . 

"No," Angie the ki d sai d sof t l y. 
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"Dance, then;• aint no f ear of y ou steppin' out of 

~ -...._ r 
you dance} ~" the i0lf:ti e1 l:¾-!rt3:H--t-&4,:-~ said. 

"We aint fearing steppin I out of' line," Abel said 0 

"You come closer, Cap'n, we dance real good for you," 

said Angie the kid eagerly, a kid so t aut and eager to dance, he 

trembled while he spoke. 

"You come closer, Ca p'n. We want to dance for you, 11 he 
~f-

said a gain to the Ym'.l.~e~r.--i;?oTi~t~e~n~ta,oi-+.t~e . 

And :Big Lem in the midst of them, prayed, Lordy, Lordy. 

For it wa s a risky road a fellow took when he walked 
~ 

among these crazy kids, sa id ~ Lem. For he saw hovv they all 
. Cc(i~ ~ I 

hoped the redneck mobster would come closer so they could go for 
~ 

the gun. 
~"I 

But the U:a.der Pet~~ smiled. He shook hi s head. He 

sque ezed the trigger a nd a small fountain of sand shot up near 

Angie the kid's foot. 

"You better dance where you at, son,.11 tbe Und'e? 

~ 
Abel the hea a kid grinned and showed his hands. He 

said, "You go ahea d and shoot, Ca p'n. e aint got no hump on our 

backs. e cant pla y no music for youo The banjo done rolled awayo" 

11 Yes, you go ahea • and shoot, \Jap'n, 11 Angie said. 
~ YV! Mi 

:1.·he U~ Potr-nta'IN,. frowned. 

"You kids aint scared to die?" ~~ o 

"Not when it only happens once, Ca p'n, 11 Abel sa id. 

And t he kids from the bayou boats nodded because they 

had s een the old folks die so often, they had just plumb promised 

thems elves not to die but once. 

"Some day its gonna be fun getting cloee to you, 11 the 
- -o~-

~said. 
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"Not when a guy aint scared," Angie the kid grinnedo 

And the hate prowled ba ck into the white man' s eye since 

he knew it was true. A fella ha more fun when he was loving them 

while he was fixing them. He was hating now and t hey didnt lli][XllXD 

Z1:U.XZI:f)XfillXXJa~ZWAXZ:fil'..JXflXZJKf)OCX,E 
have to t alk to him tha t way so he would hate them and lose most 

of the fun. 

"I'm gonna hope hard, son, that when he's sending to 
~ 

pick you up, he' 11 send me," ·tr.Em Und61 I'ntenta -b-6 said to Angie. 

11 Whm, killer~" 

"Jim Bob." 

"Wha t did Cousin Jim sa y this time?" Angie asked. 
~i-

So the Undilr ~ ~nta.t'e smiled again. This ki d would be 

good to handle. He had uppity bran ded all over him. He spoke nu to 

Angie wi th a heap of love. 

"Cous in Jim Bob sa id to tell you there wouldnt be no 

fishin' until he gave t he word. He said to tell you, he's squeezing. 
(/;,.:fl/ 

And he wouldnt stop squeezing until he found~ 
head 

He kept smiling a t them. Abel the/Bi: kid nodded and 

led the other kids ba ck to loafing in the noon heat. 

" 
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CHAl-'TER T\ELVE 

Jim Bob alighted softly from the automobile and Para­

dise ~ turned uneasily. He landed lightly like t he hunter he 

ha d become. The ig hea d -odged about on his thick neck. His 

hands were hel d loosely off his body. His heart was a stone article. 

Jim Bob was closing on his quarry with a brute focus that shrank 
t0/:1 -

his mind into a straight lineo The young1mobsters left in the auto 

avoided his eyes. 

He f olde a his mea ty hands over his stomach and in­

haled, breathing in the stinks of his f avourtte suburb. He knew 
~ •'fa 

all of it, an imperishable part of himo Folks in th0North wouldnt 
,.f" u vl.£'1'1</1 

unders tand the thinly edged love-ha te that para ded through a c? a cl:er 

pursuing his avocation. A smarty pants coarse - grained Yankee 

couldnt know the soft, refined glow of accomplishment that filled 

a rocky cracker when he had learnt to shoot his gun with his face 

buried in his magnolia posy. 

Yet, if the Nigras would learn• to keep their backs 

s tooped, there would be fewer days of the magnolia. It wa s when 

they faced you a n d t heir go dctam eyes startea asking the questions. 

Jim Eob hate d the eyes. He ha ted the questions. 

'l'he patrol car humped over the hill and vanished. Jim 

Bob haa alighted in Delta streeto He thought 6 loomily of Daniel and 

wondered wha t went on inside his head. When t hey c ught him, it 

would t a ke s ome time to finish him for the f el las would want to know 

wha t went on in his head o They ktjew the Mob-facts on Daniel, his age, 

height, scars and f amily name even if they never used it. It was 

part of t h e love a ct that they called all their Nigras by their 

given names. rfJ,d;,,. 
Jim bob was an intellectual, #fH He t hought IUII ad, times 
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~ A 1/ 'tthv>J'/ ..;4.ha 

t:i.~ining ~ l\lLQ1.'3H3L to 

fell a could know what 

wa s it tha t send those poor dumb clucks trying to bu.ck the 
bke~1 ~ .. -

system. Yessirreebob. Apart from what the ~9:g0QE.re1-&, in- tfilf:~"-Htn 
a.;..t:; 

had shovelled into heads like ~ ' it would be good to know 

what made them come in for punishment like they did. 

Jim Bob squinted up a t the hard blue glare. But to 

hel l with all tha t bull, he said. ·hy bother a bout their heads? 

They werent People. Not yet, dog5 one it. And they never would be 

if things worked out. If that goddam punk they had knifed would 
;.,•·t.,;:;(l 

only die. It was bad ~ith some of these new kids. They didnt 
'\ 

croak as easily for ~outhern womanhood as the old time fellas 
~ P('f .flfiU../:) 

used to. If the boy did the right thing, then "ilfte ,i;aidt&!i& lil:fl 

~ couldnt do a thing when D he sent in the Mob after 
~i-
~ and t hose nm fishing kids. Maybe the boy would die. 

W7/<-::J 
Jim Bob su ddenly felt warm about that boy. He wn:r-a..~ a real 

fine kid. Good Mob stuffo He would know it wa s his duty to die. 

He held off the sweaty denim shirt for what wind there 

wa s to balloon it. It wa s goddam hot. He thought of dogwood 

a nd azaleas in the piney foothil l s and rolled his tongue a round 

• inside his mouth thinking of a cold mint julep. A curta in moved 

a t t he whorehouse. He ha d to watch xac that madam and the chippies 

lest they turn into nigger lovers. You bring them too close to 

the cullud boys a nd t hey began loving them, big f a t lips and all. 

As if a white man did not have cock and balls. He was as much 

stallion as any bu.ck nigger. He could hold his own with any of 

them. Goddammit, he knew he could. Anybody didnt think so wa s a 

dam liar. He could s crew an d fuck and hit tha t cunt equal with 

any cullud man. He was sel)a,ra te, tha t wa s all. He coul d fuck tha t 
"1.tmJ,I,, ip,M'}w-[ 

,~ high yaller gal~ ith swivel-hipped stallion drives hard a s 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



137 

any black son of a bitch and he woul d murcer anybody who didnt 

think SOo 

"I can do it, you sons of bitches!" sfreamed Jim Bob, 

shaking his fist a t the noontime. 

The lit t le loser s of Paradise ~ shuddered and 

breathed softly behind the shuttered doors. Jim Bob, pale and 
$:.'Ti Ii/ t 1/V 6 
d»ir§'.li:ne with sweat, stoodD until the trembling had ceased. 

He was a dam fool to get so het up. The curta in mov ed at the 

schoolhous e aga in. One of these days he wa s going to shut tha t 
frigging 
Z~ll£Q whorehouse down, he sa id savagely. 

He heard the boat's foghorn hoot down at the beach 

and he knew his squads had move d in on t he f ishing kids. He 

grinned and felt better. Th ere would be mo~ c. He would shut down 
{f),,.:..f--

the ~ town. He would s queeze until Tu:mi'5el popped out. The kids 
~ ~ 

on the beach wer e ~1:tto~ special bunch. They ha d got tougher 
(' 

c u,.r, --1..,,../. 
t han the rest because D~ shown them how to make their buck 

lh cb h,,,iJ-. • 
a day without depending on 'ilftt f5 3 • As soon a s the deal had worked 

"" .£,.,..'4.,.b 
out a nd the chumps ~ the ~•mac ha d lifted the pressure, he 

would see a bout clo s ing the beach. Permanently. He didnt want 
a 

any fishing kids around earning/XKHK living on their owno 
C. i"T'f 

A man f rom the r~e:3.. l aundromat hurried by, a 

bundle of n:±Ex~ voters lists under his a rm to be l aunder ed for 

the ne xt el ections. Jim Bob stopped him with an end of the club 

in his gut. 
110/y 

11 You got any names on that list? 11 snarled Jim :Sob. 
>\ 

11 ot even a smudge, Ca p'n, 11 bleated the sca red bla ck. 

"Only t he white folks got nam es on theirs." 

"Because why?" barked Jim Bob, poised to break every 

bone in his body if h e missedo 

"Because us boys aint never oughta want to poke our 
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noses in whi te f olks business, 11 h e sa id quickly 0 

"Tha t ' s ri ght. You keep poking y our nose in wa t er­
c./4-....i ~ l 

mel on, , boy," Jim :Bob sa id s oftly. "You seen Daiftl:e~" 

better 

11No, bos s ," sa i d t he laundryman, shaking a little. 

Jim Bob hefted t he club specula tively. 

"Alright, boy. Next time Jim Bob runs into you, you 
d,,;..f-

know where ~ l is.',' 

Jim Bob wa tche d him s curry off . He wa s s ca red up a 

treeo Jim Bob chuckled an d turned into Ta lmadge laneo In one 
l a id 

motion he/n~ t he club against 
the Waiter's 

Sam/tDDlllillXKZK~OCU ear. Sambo 
cofa - ~,6 

had been a sometime finger man for the ~ but with the news from 

up r orth that things were due to change, he was showing signs of 

wanting out. 

"Bow-wow," sai d Sambo unexcitedly. 

In the ea ting places and priva te parties where he 

worke d his tra de, Sambo was sometime s rm a sked ~ hi~ to 

make like t he hounds bugling through the map sh after some poor . 
_{'ev,,,,.(): t-<Nld_ ~ - rN/ / 7 oaJ.11,,,,. fovi"'J · (;,~ vd,wi/1 C1'1''f ,vV>..ld ~ ~,/¢,, 'If wi'f'J 11UW._ ,/.u,# 

fleeing ba stard. 1..i:~'-1110.-E~~:Ua-;IJ.& Ni--1 "'Vf:\::1..-mi.l...-'rn-.-ivr~~'l(!.ll''""u:;./"r:l;LX--J+ 4 "Ji•1,,,J:3~6 
' ~~ .IA,...ii.,, 

P. "t.cy __ :.8: Giile- ~ 0rue= b~y -

t 

Q, s 

o~ ~ f im Bob looked down a t Samba' s stor e shoes. By Go d 
b(adt'4 

every time you saw them ~ t hey gave you cause to hate them 

mor e. Walking a round wi t h new store shoes and Jim Bob wearing 

hi s ol G scuff ed ones. 

"Call me cracker," Jim Bob sa i d fon dly to Sam the ·a i ter. 

Sam blanchedo He di dnt like it. "Plent y of my f riends 

a r e cra cker s , " he protested. 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



Jim Bob gathered a jawful of tobacco juice and 

spattered Sam' s nevv shoes. 

"You got no frien ds among the Moh. e 're goo d to you 

becau s e you belong to us, but you aint got no friends in the 

Mob ," Jim bob expl ained. 
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"Yes , chief," Sam sai d instantly. He could kick himself 

for I not remembering tl~ t these wer e not boll weevil days. 
i.-- Ar..t~Jy 

"Your friends are up~ orth. They're the ones what want 

to change things . But boy, they aint no good to you." 

"That ' s right, suh boss ," Sambo sa i d vehemently. 

"Sure," Jim Bob sa id, warming to thi s boy now making 

with the an swers. "Look how many of you we made Aunts and Uncles . 
~ ~~ 

Now you know what'? Them idiot s up l"£ the J:la;!Jomae want to cheapen 

ito They want to t ake of f the Aunt s and Uncles an d make you all 

into Cousins. But you .dent want to be cousin to no Mob, boy?" 

"No, Cap 'n Jim, suh. l'se fine where I am ." 

"You oka y, boy," Jim Bob sa id. "Where's tba t goddam 

Sam said earnestly, 11 1 fin d h im, I f inger him, Cap'n Jim." 

"See you do tbat, boy," Jim Bob sai d . He smashed him 

lightly behind t he ear and watche d him stagger awayo 

Jim Bob said to himself t hat a iew big one s , several 

little one s and t he pr essure would. commence to tell. Dropping t he 

bars on the kid s at t he beach wa s one of the big ones. He would 

also do it to the roa d gan gs , the bucks working on t he piers, 

those a t t he cot t on gin, the ca nef ield hands an d the whole goddam 
~llr~tja 

bunch. He woul d teach them wher e their cornpone s and pie • . came 

from. An d then Jim Bob jumped. 

Out of t h e corner of his eyes, he had seen a crook. 

He swore roundllyo He had a lways sa i d he coul d spot one of t hem 
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through the brush a country mile away. In t he glimpse he had, he 

figure d it coul d be The Pastor. He had be ~n a fter rooking The 

Pastor a long time now. The Pastor was one of the hot ones. 

Jim Bob thought he had ducked into the Catholic book store. 

Jim Bob r an fatly swift for the Ca tholic book store. He 

foun d The Pa s tor crouched in a corner ana. the Working Brother who 

was in char ge of the s tore was covering him with some ol d copies 

of jii re nata. 

"These a int for the profanum vulgus," snarled Jim Bob 
~ 1 /J;c tt,9/J - 1111h 

who as k!J t,e~ ha d stu.die a every encyclical since he came to 

office. "This guy's from one of them gumbo churches what aint 

got no sta tUSo 11 

"We're all unha llowed outsi oe the church," said the 

nervous Brother. 

"He's a nigger preacher so tha t makes hi ra a 

hardly went to what you could call a college. He aint a quality 

preacher. He preaches equality. " in blind anger at 
',:Mi!.t 

this "--Catholic fella ~m np l\lOP't'h who had come oouth to ruin it. 

A/ J am' 

the gh he ___________ / 

"We in Mother Church aint more'n a vulgate away from 

tha t too," said the Brother on his way up the cross. 

Jim Bob seemed to swello ~he veins on the ba ck of his 

neck jumped. With impla ca ble cruelty, he put the question that 

he knew woul d drive home the nails in the wood. He leaned forward 

and whispered, 

"How' d you like one of Them to marry your sister?" 
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The Lay brother paled. He had been warned it could 

happen but like s o many stories about magnolia land, he, like 
sad 

other hearers, had seen only the/ comedy. But now he was dov, n here, 

s outh of the Line, and t he burlesque and dr ollery were gone. He 

had hea r d what the penalty was, to be handed over to a n assemblage 

of magnolia ladies from the D.O. E. for a Spittin'o And wha t paled 

him was tha t he had s een the belles mii in telecasts, when they had 

held the Spit t in' on t he ctownhome black boy who had bid for the 

univer sity. He had watched the s creen for a long time, wondering, 

··apart from their repul s iveness, what was it a bout them tha t was 

so strange. Then, in shock, he knew it. Tl:ey were mindless. 

"I - I - I plead the Fourth .Amendment," he heard 
lay in his 

himself quavering to Jim Bob as fear/X~~Xim belly like a hook. 

"Answer me, you goddam nigger-lover: 11 roared Jim Bob. 

Slowly, the youthful Lay Brother drew himself up. It 
mindless 

wasnt that he feared less being turne d over to the/Southern ladies, 

but the two thousan d yea r ol d power a nd glory that had gone into 

his training, proved stronger. 

11 Hew'd you like one of Them to marry your god dam 

sist er?" bellowed Jim Bob a s he drove home the f ormula. 
voice was 

The Lay Brother•s/e~eKziUl:ltJl steadyo 

"He would not be marrying me. The decision would be 

made by my sister, 11 he said. 

"You frigging wordsmi th, 11 Jim Bob said furiously o "Use 

your phone.I Tell them to send the wagono 11 

He gave the driver hell for bringing a non-segregated 

paddy wagon an d w~ited fuming while it was divided , · • 

t 

0 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



fol k r 
~....-r s~ --- -

s, 

"We've been too goddarn liberal, 11 raged Jirn Bob a s he 

resumed his walk, handgun an d club bumping on his hogfa t-and-bourbon 

rump. He looked angrily ~x01DI« up and down the silent, sunlit street 8 

He had a notion like a goa d in his head to smash in a ll the 

shutters an d drag the XXR feisty bastards out, to break their 
in their ribso He shook his 

knees and hamrner/z~::blbmz:zbix11xzluax hea6. and wiped his 

sweating f a ce with hi s palmo He turned into a cooler alley and 

stumbled on Joel the Foolo 

Joel re-arranged a Bird-Eye can Jirn Bob had overturnedo 

Jim Bob stood over him a n d asked, "Wha t's t he wea ther, 

Joel? 11 

Joel looked u.p a t the steely blue sky. "Its pouring." 

11 I dont feel any darn r a in," said Jim Bob, his eyes 

crinkling with fun. 

Joel tur ned his s oft ruin of a f a ce up to Jim Bob. 

"When the drouth comes, you'll beg," he said. 

Jim Bob l au ghed away down in his gut. Joel always 

gave him a good feeling. He touched him with the club. 

"We made a goddarn goo d college gra dua te 
~ uilu,e 

You returned to u s downhome ~a nd we made you into a 

You keep tha t r a in movin', boy. What you been doing 

11 iVriting a book, 11 Joel sai d shortly. 

out of you. 

good boy. 

lately?" 

uyeah," Jim Bob sa i d softly. "What's it called?" 

"The Second-Hand Beasts." 

"Wha t's it about?" 

"Beasts." 

"Yeah. ,hy second-hand?" 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



~ Ifs 
"Everybody' s sec ond-hand o We al l come out used, 11 Joel 

said irrita bly. 

Jim Bob doubled with laughter. 

"Boy, you not only used, you about ready to be scrapped," 

he ga sped a s he wiped his streaming eyes. 

"I'm goo d for year s o Got a problem to solve before I 

go. I got plenty of time," Joel said. 
~ 

"Then you must be the only ~ in Paradi s e South whose 
@,,;.f~ 

got lots of time. Wha t about my problem with D~e3:.q You got 

a ny i deas?" 

"All your probl ems will be solved by the Plowmen," 

J·oel said. 

From the cl ear blue sky he cau ght a hatful of r a in and 

pour e d it over his hea d. He gasped and s plut t ered and was a lmost 

drowned. Jim Bob no d ed fondly a t him an d hoe-downed his big 

mushy feet back into velta street. Feeling okay. Feeling good 

at wha t the clubs had done to one col lege man. 

Joel looke d at t he poet crouched in hiding behind a 

garbage can. 

11 You gotD to learn them. You c~nt learn them by hiding 

from them," h e said impa tiently to the poet. 

"They kill you off so quickly we a int got time to learn 

them," the poet said, bending an eye around t h e can to watch Jim 

Bob's big blue riband feet fal ling on the Downs. "He' s a stallion, . 
tha t Jim Bobo He never tired fucking off poor little cotton heads 

like meo" 

"They a int s t a llions. They are small boys down at t he 

water h ole chucking rocks at a kitten. Th ey not killing you, 

boy. ·:rhey just pla ying . Chucking rocks a t ki ttenso" 

11 Got no cause to play s o rough, 11 the poet said. "They 
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rifling those rocks at me - ~!" 

"'l'hey dont know their own strength. You just gotta 

lea rn them, learn when t o ciucko" 
11 If you duck too much, they' ll run home for guns --

"They su re hitting you with them rocks, boy, " sa id 

Joel, looking a round in the empty alley as if it was filled 

with rock throwers. 11 But a ll they see is a itty bitty kitten 0 " 

"Then you tel l them t o stopo I'm aucking f ast as I 

can - ouch!" howle d the poet, swinging high an d out with Joel. 

Yelled Joel at the rock thrower s , 

"You dont hit t ha t poet no more! HeEr me? He aint no 

kit t en but a poet-ca t!" 

"iV4;ster, I'm up ther e with you!" shrieked the poet. 

But Joel suddenly sa gged and fell off. 

"Sure wish they would s top t hrowing a t us. Sure wish 

they' d see we a int kittens but people getting hit," he grumbledo 

The poet looke a col dly a t him. 

"You got r eligion good. You so busy forgiving, you 

ma king me y our eu emyo" 

"Aint f orgiving. Just saying t l:.c- things I want you to 

polish u p and put on t heir grave s tones," Joel sa i d softly, his 

r avaged f a ce turned skyward. 

Th e poet emerge d f r om behind t h e gar bage ca n a nd gave 

Joel a s our look an d wan dered off down the alley in the opposite 

direction to Jim Bob. Like a ny young kid, he was angry that Joel 

had broken off the game jus t a s everything wa s swinging • . For he 

wasnt a full time poet at all , just a kid with a n occas iona l 

ha r d on f or the sweetest dame in t he whole wi de world. So ,.HL 
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I yC -!"­
fantasies with which he 

m~ pulsa ting r a ptly to the erotic/lUlXXlllll[K 3i'rn~a~~ was 
--r:;; d'fw. I 

delighting ~ - , he entered Delta s treet a small spi t fr om Jim 
C w /J-/'1o6o:k;-

Bob . With a springing s t ep, the ~ na bbe d him. 

"Poet, you se em load e d for running . You done something 

to be scar ed of Jim b ob?" he a ske ci t he f lut tering ki d . 

h e oet hung phy s ica l ly dead in Jim Bob's han d, 'Bu t 
~~ 

hi s i mmor t al bra in was ne o C1 - u;:I i t et-t sorting t h e wildly whirl ing 

ideas being broken out for h i s survival . \,hen he haa it, he 

thought it was stu pen dous. Li fe flowed back into hi s limbs. In the civil 
ha d f l at tene d Mobbery for a time , 

war tha t/2:rz· ·:eh.i!it.-®a'a1.!,D~fl.aizaZ1W.aZmfiA few cul lud fol ks ha d 

f ougLt on the side t hat salvat ion now forc ed t he poet to 

cho ose. 

"I f they v;oul o hav e had me , I' d have f ol l owed t he trinity 

to Get t~sburg , (.;ap ' n Pettigrew, Cap 'n en der a n d Cap 'n Picket t," 

he said s imply. . ,/. i r!.t k. 1. t J~ #2 t, t,h._~ o/t b~ 1a~/4-to .. 
~ 1-\.wfcJe? ,k /~t,• • tye.M<J ~ " v - fl'tll--'. /7 7 
~ 1 C f/{) £ 1,Vj 

Jim Bob blinke __ \He was x:txx~Trlxzu~.:x: f ~ 1rg u p . He 

swal lowed back t he tears . He wiped his eyes wi th bis fat ,acmlt Nigra 

s carr ed knuckles an d f or awhile, dreamed t h t h e woul dnt pound 

them cullua folk s n o more . 

"You'r e the light of the world ," he said to t h e poet. 

I t s tunned t h e poet for he had.nt expect ed J"im Bob to 

climb a cloud . But bla ck o-i.. whit e , i t just showed tha t t hey were 

a l l downhome. 1b e bea t go t to t hem all . 

II 

q_ui c 
-~ (/ th,-,,'"-~-

a ... i#.1:' Jim Bob l..'ld ;l;alr-en a sniff a~~ ma gn o-

I ·•~ ,•· 
The boy 

n d was all hunting mobster again. 

he sa i d to t he poet. 

r ew up h i s should ers an d showed the pa:Lms of 
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his hands. 

"The bast~rd a int showing, Cap 'n Jim Bob 0 " 

"If we cant reach him, the Mob' s gonna t a ke a couple 

of others ins t ead . Young ones, i• Jim bob sa ia. 

'l.'he poet's knees gave but he stra ightene d g~mely. 

"I see him, I holler, Cap'n. 11 

" '.I.1ho s e young ones we take , we'r e gonna cut it off ," Jim 

Bob sa i d , ca st ing h i s eyes down there . 

1he poet looke d a t bis pl an s for t4,,, Future and a long 

shudder went t hrough him. He grew pale wi th grief . Jim l:lob 

released him and watche d him rapidly dwindle along Del ta street. 

He looke d at his watch. Time to jump t he roa d gang . 
'ft,~f 

They were a t t h e other end of ~ an d he knew t hey had been 

wa tching hi s a _pproa ch for some x:k::onr while. They l a dled out t he 

hot t ar, repa iring t he pot hole s . They were whistling ca sually, 

not looking a t him. 1 he ba c k of the f oreman ' s h ead was rigid 

as Jim Bob gave it a cold blue eye. Sl owly , it turned, creaking 
t he 

a round on/xxa hundre d-year-old hinge which a Mob hac hammered 

into it. 

"You' re a hardworking boy," Jim Bob sa i d to him . He 

was grey and a lmo s t twice Jim Bob' s age. Jim Bob r emember ed he 
~ Cllfi'f"V --/lv 

had been a t I~ ~ s Wake . He haa a hi gh domed forehead . 

Maybe he wa s a Thinker. Jim Bob nea rly gagge d on t h e ha te bile . 

"Tell them to sing," he snarled. 

But t he road gang dippe d t he l adles in a t a r bucket 
--,,J,v,) 

full of a ~ hope tha t roare d in a down.homer's ea r and 

bla nked out t he magnolia voice telling t hem to sing. 

11 Vv e a int s inging out of s ea s on no more," the foreman 

said quietly. 
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"Tell them to stop work ing," Jim Bob sai d . 

"We top, we lose bread , 11 the foreman said. 

11 Tell them." 

"We got hired by the man, we get fired by the man." 
whispered 

A Thinker, Jim Bob/xac±M softly into his ha te. 

11 '1: e l them drop the ladles, boy. 11 

But the muscles jumped an d the ladles dipped an d tilted, 

pouring out t h e thick bla ck hope tha t paved a Par a dise ~ 

roa d. They ha d he rd how the kids on the heach ha d stood up 

to the Mob. And a ll through Paradise South, folks were standing 

up, slithering t he ir han ds over it, fe eling it, sla pping it, 

poking it, standing u p out of t h e blues, sta n ding up in r agt ime 

a n d saying , ma ybe, this time. 

11 0bey me, boy," Jim liob sa i d softlyo 

The foreman was mature, on hi s way to being a n Uncle, 

but he ha d been caught up in the r a gtime sta n ding-up time. He 

heard t he r aging of t h e a nimal in J"im bob's voice an d he waited 

jus t a littl e too long . 

Jim Bob clubbed him. His skull broke and the men dropped 

the ladle s and went for Jim Bobo It was the Jil~ Mob cruiser tha t 

sav e d J"i m Bob. It came roa ring around t he .:;orner a nd when the 

driver took in wha t was~ happening he punche d the squawk horn 

tha t i mmediately set up a sound like a marsh full of hounds on 

cryo An d t he old dread sound rippe d t brough their anger and sent 

the downhomers to the wall. Then as they cowered t her e, the 

rolling eyes f ound Jim Bob an d began a.sking t h e questions. 

And Jim Bob stood there fat and swea ting in the curious 

ca lm tha t ravaged him at Qu estion 1ime. And he said to himself 
.J,. 

t ha t even if he left out t ha t pa rt of the cra p WMZD a bout History 
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a n d Holy ' ri t s c, ying so, an d even i f y ou clos ed out t ha t part. 

of the book wher e the pages wer e drenched with the blood shed 

by hi s kin dur ing t he War Between The Sta tes to prove it, you 

only had to see how they took to it like cows to a sa lt lick to 
hi tuU l'ha,,J, \ _) 

know tha t t his was a ::w:a:gz a s meaning f or be ing o 

A r a ce of arms a n a ba cks to hew woo d and dip tha t old 

bucket and come to t he ba ck door for a handout, not be gging it, 

for 01'IB~il~ Chrissake, no. But jus t comi ng a round for 

i t a n d not worrying a bout a t h ing fo r they were looke d a fter 

goo d a nd protected unt il t he cows come home. 

f 0ne of t he pairs of eyes held Jim Bob 

a n d a sked, Protect us from what, Cap 'n? 

/ An a Jim Bob ejected a s tr eam of chaw 

juice through hi s t eeth a t t his down­

homer for stepping out of line , for this 

was a Yankee questiono 

J An a Jim Bob sa id, We protect you from 
,.r'~,b 

them up t here in the ~ who hurt you 

with their idea s so you lose y our goo d 

jobs an d y our possu ;a a n d ca tfish right s . 

/J But another pa ir of t he eyes f ound him 

an d plea ded, Jim Bob, suh, why cant we 

look a fter ourselves? 

/JAnd Jim Bob s a i d bitterly, Because you're 

~' like s in an d dea th a n d love. 

;f7 An d a l l t he eyes a lighte d on him an d 

began wa iling , Ye s , Jim Bob. But we dont 

like possum no more. 

And J"im Bob turne d heavily to the Go d of the Bible-belt IVIob 
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a n d a sked, Couldnt He turn the eyes in the socket s and give him 

eyeless cullud children again, to whom poor Jim Eob could 

speak of obe dience and the summit s t hey coul d mount on their 

knees? For t heJ Ni gr a s needed to be told ;__ ... 1d the clubs were 

pr oving to be poor t alkers. And even fire and rope were losing 

their elements as media f or lasting pea ce. 

Jim Bob blinked a n d f ound the mobster s from the 

patrol ca r st ring a t him. He rubbe d his f orehead . A f ist from 

one of the roa d gan g ha d jarre d him . 
eel, -

" It s gett in' ba d, " h e mumbl ed to the~Mob fel las. 
--(JJ. A;,v.f> ' 

"They li s tening t o them vo ice s from ~tb. We gotta drop 

down harder on them. " 

The foreman was on his feet , hol ding his head while 

blood t rickle d thr ough his finge r s . 

"Knock off . Go on h ome. Thi s one s closed down until 

we open it again," Jim Bob sa i d to himo 
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a n d a sked, Coul dnt He turn the eyes i n the socket s and give him 

eyeless cullud children again, to whom poor Jim Bob could 

speak of obedien ce and the summit s t hey coul d mount on their 

knees? For t heJ Nigra s nee ded to be told :.... .. id the clubs were 

proving to be poor t alkers. And even fire and rope were losing 

their el ements as media for lasting pea ce. 

Jim Bob blinked an d f oun d the mobst ers from the 

patrol ca r sta ring a t him. He rubbe d his f orehead . A fist from 

one of t he roa d gan g ha d jarred him. 
eef,-

"Its gettin' ba. d , 11 h e mumbled to the~:fnob fel las. 
-(ti, ,A,,~f>-

11 They li s tening to them voices from ~tb. e gotta drop 

down harder on them. " 

The f or ema n was on his feet, holding his head while 

blood t rickle d thr ough h i s f inger s . 

"Knock off . Go on h ome. This one s closed down until 

we open it again, 11 J-i m Bob sa i d to himo 
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CHAPTER '11HIR'.1'bhl 

ct4J 
A little wind climbed t o the back of D~ s head and 

s oon began bl owi ng with some power. He lo u~td back ov er his 

shoulder ana a fling of spume wet between lis eyes . He faced 

ba ck to Ei g Lem . 

11 .:io the kids v. ent back to sitting under the t r ees , " 

he sa ido 
v.--:J:;,.,_ !:>16!/ nh ho 11-d fo'jµ ~; /414r1, rli1vi__:, J 

1

'1vIE~:r---t:rs--=-a--:t:::~~::~:~~::-i-n-g=--t"inr~ ' -ig Lem SHi d O ~ 
h~' 

Abel likes si t ting und7:ti 
you. A smart sheep loss only 

his wool, 

a day he ' s s o sma t t hey decide to sear off 

his neck 

, he dies of 01 - age . 11 

his foot at the cap pf grin ed 

and said, 

"I giv y ou ten year s , kid . I bee around longer ' n y ou o" 

" ~.u.-~•u. ·~ - aru, y ou ' re ten ~r:.l mo;r:~c-a:r~il o 
tt P# 'f•..,,19~ 7l1,tl :Tj·,,__ 6 h~ ~ af;0t,.fto .fltvi,Ltl '.e,,,;.. , fl.t//4.-- p l<OR1V 6J?;~ /,,.U,.~7 ~- /1/(»-(. 

Everybody used to ibe more s cared until the kids swung l oose . " 
~ ~ W¼./tL h.t 
-'-.fM ScfJ,v,11-'I> - Swingi n g on a gate t hat --,_ never"- really boltea ; a key 

that coul d nev er be finally turned s ince nobody could de troy the 

indestructible . 

Or even quench the s e t ~ t s with v i negar during these 

Hol y Days . ~g;~ 

(_Or.::___a_.n.::,.y_ h_o_l .x.y_ d_a.;..y_ i _n_ t _h_i _s_H_o_l_y_ '_e_ek.( =; Jim Eo b (I 
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since fv1+1,13 /Jlil'll 
nails , h~~ll/mx any ~ worth his spitto:on 

shoul d know that a few cuts of the scourge ll on a black ass 
7/ie- y /1/:}l::, /3t.-W IJ 'fS &1CkEi) 

use d to bl ee d out all thi s indestructible crap • .c·or ~ ~ c: 

~i@e'~ - ~ -
llAZAZ'.liRAZJIB'.li'.~lIBAJII~~ ~ 
1k,§1 M~-ecrA~- - - • 

W /freP- /5t?P()/2c-
l\ ihat t he h ell had happened?) 

Bi g Lem IH:llm111tl: 

e:e:.-111r A;12.__ 

n ~ , gr inn~ now a nd 
,)JI I>, fO /3 

then at ~l~ he fi gur ed~~~~. That 
' Ft ··,((J'b C l 1;,/T 

f .h:1J.,,Ef~Ri>~~1d had ~ it s o :Ba.ht:ei woul d /I, ve 7: 

cool his ass under t he pier and not go foolin g a round fill ~ 
;Jo CIJ/i·l- hv!JC.k:, liJl}/J'JA I( '10 :i, tJo :. suu:rr,1-1 

burting~~ a bunch of ki ds . 
Uc""' cl Q,,1,1,-..~{ 

Bi g Lem lIB:-d-breu~ .) 
1 

• ~~ 

=u1}---and-,..,~ 

~ --d the cigaret t e ~b\ tween his 
smoking easy.~ D 

f i rst finger an d thumb,/E!Xg~n:tXKian.MiXl>XZa.Zll:DOU~13 
HE 1/h-'p. w H J;-"1' rf ' AiOWt 

~ -. ~ wanted ~ a hol d up to all t his 

fight in' an ct runnin', to put BOD down root s in a furl of smoke, 

to see gold in a ciga rette's glow. 

11 .:imoke up. We've got work 
n ~ c,, Y"O 'IJ -ll,'(t,d • 

Bi g Lem sat up, ~ 

r 

(fa.! 
~ s a i a . 

g}ljljQjtjJjiji~ 

,e!s~a,; "Work? Wha t work? v ha t we got to do? Aint noth ing to be 

done. Tha t re dneck wi t h the s quad d one took ca re of everything ." 

11 e got to get limousines for t he k ids." 
~ 

Bi g Lemuel began to chuckleo Poor ~ he never 

s top trying. 
i l Ck,,f } 
1'-Bafil~, boy, you ltillin' poor me, 11 he chuckled. 

¼ ~+ 
11 F•ishffl11t ~ jumping out t here , 11 .u~ l said, 

indi ca ting wi th 
•~ his head t he open watero 

11 Got noth in' to do 

" 
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'
1U, 1t l<-<'10 

( 

_ 
11 \v e 'r e t a king ,out the seine," ~ s a i ? s of tly. ,.~"'1~ ~ 
~ ~ .,ifJ..t'd' -~~~~ iM IJ1~61M, flt> ' ~t).,l,j;( f'i '-;/ff ~ iJW-- i7JA fatza 11..if'~ 

• 11 ,ilfA+-~ - i/'1 .;r'l:;:_./b _ .k'"l - <"'-" _,_..... /'I 11 
~ ' \..{Jr.l l -UV- • 1/'"ulldll. .s-eru L.Ba!Hl 'S'O~ 

~~~t-h-e-hea"d , ~~~ 14d,:, .::~ 

I y · ~ / ,"i<L ,.;..n_.,;;r 
' ou think ~ e could get a boat o:ff the beach with them ;?;o6''1M,. ~ ,. 

n ~~~~ 
mobsters si ttin' back and f ront of us? µ :..,. / 

1'The c~ackers ashore ha ve g one ba c k to sit in their ~ 

~~p. And now t hat the vdnd has come up, the cr ui ser mus t 

s t a y well offshore. All you got ta do is g o t o the beach a nd ~ the 

kids ~~ from under t hat tree , -~ ~ t t h e seine in the 

shallows. Then you a n d me will g o fi shing ." 

11 No! 11 Bi g Lem roared. 

"Dont be sca red. I'll do tbe fi s hing. You'll be the 

a nchor man. I'll t a ke a n end of t h e purse s eine a nd make for deep FuJ1[/4 
J 

then circle into shore a n d the kids fJI ca n haul up." 

"Jim Crow me outa this!" bellowe d Big Lerno 
II fM::t'1AI ~tU-,f.{/i • " 

"What wi .11 the Mob be doing all the time we're pushin' 

the net? Pitchin' horseshoes?" 

" The rednecks will be looking for boats. They'll expect 
·~ ./d4-..P 

the k i ds might try f or a breako ~ dont figure we ca n change 
~ 

our methods and that's where we °tf1 edge them. Ve change d the pace 

on the ball t h e time we zoxz:tla:.Kxki~z turned t he k i ds into fishermen 
.w-fb~ W>,/L J.t.,_ f;..d(,/~1.-f" u.t /J'!Qb j-Pb✓J , 

A. a n d then we ha d t he Mob swinging lik e a r ~..; ty gate, 11 eli:plained C~. 

c:Ba~ - For you needed to hone a good edg e) when use and mxz~K misuse 

ha d dulle d a man lik e Bi g Lem. ~~~g 
s L,¥.[c:i.u.~ = fTln.glhi-m ElJ:--ta\.s;me.et • 

So went in ea sy ~ ' dropping the f a t soft 

powder puffy ones. "Yea h, Lem. Jim Bob ca nt do a thing real ly to 

tbe k ids for none of t h em hustle on a Mob pa yroll. So, boy, we ca n 
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make it. 11 

"Why we got to make it?" 

11 Because everytime we scra pe soJl'l.e more mea t off that 

cra cker bone, we're f a ttening a downhome £eeling, Big Lem. Because 

we gotta show our folks we can win some of 'em. Because we' v e been 

losers so long, we've grown used t o the cellar. Its safe down t here, 

folks .dont worry about you and try to swing a t you." 

"Why should I want folks t aking a swing at me?" Big Lem 
::lEER.i/'I(,, ~ 

asked, ~ 1~ cl ~ all this t a lk 
/J,U'bq /1i&it i,<hJ Wl,o 

from a ~ in the cellar tooo 
[Jt-;d-

And ~ knew tha t 1A:fo Lem needed more of the s oft ingoing 

t a l k to f an the old forgetta bles into new heat. So he proceeded<~ 
rocked 

/2at wi ~h his shoulders straight although he,ouuu to the rhythm 

insi de, list ening to it pumping s teady and smooth. 

"Yeah, man, Big Lem. 'e used t o ..12.ke with t he gumbo 

singing~~her e t he s ongs were about hurrying up old man death and 

climbing t he golden stairs to coll ect our winnings from the Big Guy 

in t he s loto But man, man, now i t s different. We dont even throw 

rocks anymore. e throw m law books instea d. Nothing in the law 

says those kids cant go fishing. Those ki ds work for no Mob outfito 

Nothing in the law a gainst it, Bi g Lem. 11 

_µ,,f«y' 
11 Vhat will it buy us / .i.td,n~?" Big Lemesked Ht a. loJJv 1,0-~ . 
~ de<JA-,112tl a.6,v~ a tf ~ be, u S i op/>l r;; 

For Zt~me-thmg- to buy, even though he gave 

away most of hi s rich e s in the clown act s by which his buskined 

kinsfolk purchase d time. 

" I t will liberate u s . It will remove the s tra ps from our 

souls. I t will t a ke us out of the minority. 11 

11 You mean, if we straighten out Jim Bob, there'll be more 

of us t han t here is now?" 

11you'll look a round and all you'll see a re American faces., 
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No black al a white American f a ces, but justJplain American ones." 

11 By golly," said Big Lem. 

11 You wont ever need to run a s long as you live. You wont 

have any bla ck in your f a ce for folks to point a t and say, ' There goes 

one of 'em.'" 

"Wha t a bout the cra ckers ? '.l.'hem redne cks? It gonna do any-

thing about t h eir f a ces?" 
P,c.K..- ~ At C/,,c~ 

11 Boy, you'll never be a ble to ~ out ~t;,,.:,d aga in." 
'Cff,,.:f ~ 

•~ , you 're gonna t a ke away all my f un," Bi g Lem s a id 
cfl~<- f-

with a ~ h giggle. '.then he looked guiltily a t ~ a nd 

a rifle , ~ i ~~~ 

h~~e-a:oh. 
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0 er t 
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you ' d 
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b 

p ( f FOi' p 

t , • 

t . str 

c~:r ()\rft u ·• >t 

on~ sernm.ble int 

dn,m 0 iri'! i 

until the er>r 

Fb ny :fel t ri r n i n i n 

twntl • 

in t PD ' .. " 

" en di . y u f:J r- e i m t , k 

r'!' r P hurri. l y rnov a " ti.n o 

" ·o t ·1 e l ~.C:~ ! e :tmny ~. i 1 

t no no no,. n ot Incl ~.mo , P 

~n tr> lke to Ft..y t • o e d h .... , n f om t r-> s <'ol , . f:> 

't f ir . on i 1n. " 
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th e wh ole skyblue t ruth , for ' p lker ' s i d e 8 wn q 

f (J 112 V 'l 
t'J/ pres s th~ to,"'ll , 

t o cl ose off the men f r om their ePrni n gs Pnd· s o Rcmeeze their 

p OCkP s long enoug f or t h em t o pop out D~ n •l. For he bel i eved 

every l ast one of knew ~ h ere Den ' l v:f-l s . 

\ 

t r ne-thir t y , the FPr g~1°lnt ··ho hR a been 'kni fe a , died -of pn eumoni • 

T e Pia n o Mover V<P. s the f · r Pt to he11 r of 1 t, Pnd s o he hurri e d to 

CentrAl and was sweepi ng t . e yard un(ler W~lker ' I:! w· ndo'l wh n the 

s ecret i n struct ions were ou t. / 

Trey ,,·e,,,e on t e ·rt s of The Town Pnd .Tohnny 
. ,his heP d b 

Vlfl l ked s lowly e lo g/ se, rchi ng for h i s po P.tr y • 
• 

Tommy J'v!o ore s u fflf! 

I ns"'Pctor '' 1 rer ' s threft t. T ey ha . cut .. semi circle Proun< The 
or t h t o 

Town t o Pv oi d h i m, ti~! ll,«Z~ 01 ee st r eet Pn a ucki ng 

p8 st thP br i dge here 

s lr-mt ing in ;:;g 

bulld og WPl k er 

i n agP in. 

v. ere pol i c emen o 

i s own gro ling wa y by t h 

y ou t hink w . 1k er kn.ows my :fPc e?" 

n o r ~ Psked Pn xiously . 

/ But Pi nce the Po et ,· as t , ork , he ' d h8rdl y h ope 

for P r epl y . J ohnny' s thi n f , c e , point ed towr:i r a ~ the gutt e-r ,, hPd 

col l ec te d sun sh? ows t the ba se of b i s nose ::> na i n the h ollows 

~r ound h i s eyes. Thf>r e wa s an e pt y ca n , ct=mght in the swirli n 

wn ter on ,. n i s .lr-md of c i gArette boxe s t=1 n d d Pr-id lePves ., The can 

hn contrd n ed CP e §,IijilGK syrup and n o a coc1-:-r o~.ch f ed brov:n and 

bl or-1ted at t he o en i n g . ~rhe t ent . cJJ s 8 V ei f eebly A e t e :furry 
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Bob c~mP fon ~ r Pn . roved 

li ec • 

0 t r 

r 1 , 

1 th 

'' .y? Te l l 

P nod ed er re-:fully to hi • 
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''And who wa s it tha t had "registered a s a l~bbyist 
• ~~ h,-; ~ (h_af 

for the Mob? TheyM aid I should d a good job for them with the 
y1-:>wmen from the marsh who come o the 

/schoolhouse, didn't they? That d rty Jim Bob, turning against 

me now, calling me a, pimp," Pa said bitterly. 

"Thos e were the thistle days, Paulie, •love," Fay 

sa id. 

with .. 

"A good 

"I ma de 

0 Tbe plo 

"It was 

He wrench 

cau s e of it1 

him to deFi th 

of the ma gn lia ." 

Paul, a good oneo" 

the best fle -house in the Villa ge. "mlR 

come in hundr s for their lessons, "Fa,y said. 
ily to 
~ the girl-ghosts. 

Paul. They kno,,; ." 
blazing 

his head out of her i:rms, his eyes '; I •• 

man-dog, Dan'l! Its him tha t's been the 

ting to go up a :nst the Mob! I'll kick 

ese patent leathe shoes!" 

He looked a the shoes, scuf ed and all the shine gone. 

A but t on silk jacket. He cupped his hand below 

the button and sa id my silk suit." 

"We'll get 

"They 

know a bout all 

Moore's 

per cent." 

Wim Bob wanted to 

Fay asked who was 

terested. "Who?" 

He paused a.n<'l t hen his head jerked lf 

shrieked at Fay, "You told Jim Bob a bout Moore woman?" 

He 
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'''i'o my dyin aPy I' 11 1 ~on der how I could be. s car/\ er 

of tTim Bob t h?n ~he fi sher en. ri:rob is t P. t pov,erful . 

You loo t t he agnoliR ri n d .ePs ,o . tery unaer you . " 

cri ea Pr-iul . "no knows 

'* bony. • 
1e c me h ck h0re while I • 

gone foryou . " 

Pnl b , ri to trem le . He rut his f a ce in i. l1f'nds . 

e kne 1bf" t t e kni"fes of' t f' fish r rmen c oul d o . 

n 11 • 11 mo·ve to Ci ty, n he SP1r"'d . 11 e ' . l g o out 

todr-< y . .h y ont do a'nyt • g to you until fte:r t he :fun~rr>l . " 

FR y turned 

, n s i a , ·• r a on t kn ow w 

It , r- ;lust som .t hing I 

d numbly . , e moi s ten d h ~~ r lips 

it. I wa An ' t even m:trP . 

o, I guP .. s not. I gues, I 1m -pretty sure . Tot 

o it , PBulie? 'i y di a 

S .e turne 

hold. T e eyes went wa 

ouickly . " 

( 0 1 t '? " 

but 1 s eye ~ woul n't 

s he s;:- i a , •iV1e'·ll ?Ve to moYe out 

"I er-m t le:=i e t e Vi l 2 ge . I heve my O'irl !? to look 

fter . " 

P?ul grinned coldly, hi . eye 

" Tts you they'll v nt tt he said . 

t P cor r oft, e room . 

" J3ut I have 

1: ul turned 

bu . med trou gh h i n o 

job to do ! " Fey v 8 iled" 

hee <" si e to s i de li e bira . J e 

'flhen he clos e h i s eye ~ P < !=;r>id lik 

A c il d , "I w:::>nt t go to bed • ., 

F·y put hi 

8Choolhou , e/ 

bE>d r-lnd s11 t , lone i n t . e bi :r .. om . I"\. 

wt on stout 8hoes ::onr eft t 
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Dan'l heard Ebony out and e knew by the silence 
J5:? 

thPt they were waiting on him. s sePt ed among the fish ermen, 
)J.r>--'R. 

Moore, on slightly higher ground, f aci g them. ~ Jr'e said to 
".R-'VN" >-y.1" /:, /;.,- ~ t.•p,~" f'f'IX.,....i:/ ~ b )7/acec/.. rn.,_ 

himselfd1e wa s the plump one who had l=:tiM'eed te the altar without 
r ~b;z. 

a bleat. For t h e first time, he knew he wa sj,, the sacrifice. 7,Z~ 

~ e ha d t Rken him ana electe those who would bind hill\f) 
f) l)&ly_ ~ 4 ,,,,, ,,,'f/14--fti. A¢b~ J 

Littl e ~ had tied the firAt kn , and now, there wa s Fay. 
Fay _ 

, A had hurt hi m in a way 
Al- e,~c~lla.11'_ h,•,;t / v-i-tJ'f ~/'tfl.- <Utt.- ✓/-~ ~ ,;i,, ~ J; 

f,u, .J vk:;<.() ~,r~ ef.~~ - 1/2. 

.<' .I- ., " ~~ 
I ✓l v,.,t.l__ . 

For in throwing the girl to Jim 

he ha an 't expected. FJf~ 4&.. k ;.;.,f ~ 

"Did Jim Bob do anyt ing to ~""' he asked Ebony. 

"No," Ebony said~ ''Y .:tr--r,!.o v"fl,''-
1

~<,fl. c. ~ Ck., f i -/,.,ve /' 

"Then she 's t he lu est woman in the world for Jim 
rb ) 

Bob ha s t he look," Littl e a id. 

"The look of what? demanded Ebony. 
1: "The Mob look. he look when they ~ wearing the 

y (/w11 

magnolia. The look to mess wit our women, u PLfisherman sa id. 
1

0
{ • vi 

"Leave it. We nough trouble alrPady," Peter said. 

They were ouie and Moore knew they waited 
WO j 

to hear from him how they ish FA..y f tu ~ .L ~ .~ 
r-~'(J 1'vft, ~ ~ ;t-.""7 d.o F l..li.v for- 1£,, · J ,-.._ b>6 "rtv!1 k ~ \~ 

~ .,ii.,/, .. l<½a:'~---don~ -seffl-fl!rt-l<lri':n,g~i'ff>'~w.. for her to ~ 

tell him a.bout • 11 Dan'l a id. 

u P=,i.rf-/we~ ~ to chi? Fay with it," Little 

sa i a. softly. 
dfOti11tA ~ l&<-,'"-;f ' 

"And ·• 
~ I • • Y 

want me to collect, ~,ig;-.r ~ " Little 
~ 
~ street nowt,I ~ 1.. colkt:, 

we ~ --- col lect, 11 
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asked. 

"This time, I'll 

''What's yomf,,ey, 

(}. /)vlsr~ 
collec '/my way, ~ e,n Dan'l said. 

- 151 

■/fl ry ,,~ m?" the little fisherman 

"There're t welve hour between now and the funeral," t>a.n'l 

Moore sa id. t1The Mob boat hasn' stopped wor king around the 

pier since they began earlier. y daylight, the Mob will be 

swarming the bea ch. Where'll I find cover for twelve 

hours until the funeral?" 
,------

"You mean you want to hide in her whore house? 11 Ebony 

asked hotly. 

"That'll be FB-y's 
/J,uh-rv-; 
~ l aughed with a high, 

ribution," Dan'l said and Little 

ping sound. 

"Then you'll collect a bullet," Ebony sRid. "Do you 
~~ 

know how it is up in the 

a Christmas tree!" 

? The streets are lit up like 

"And wha t is the bles .ed reason why they c ant be 

turned off?" Moore asked. "And f the switches are too well 

guarded, why cant they be turne off by rocks in the hands of 

my friends?" 

O'Har a s Parched his ha d for friends with good 

arms who coul d shoot rocks a t th . lamps. He grunted and left 

them. He sweated a way through t e Mob patrols and in Huey 

street called a name 18.t his first window. He ca lled. three times 

before it opened. 

"Dan' 1' s coming out," he whispered .• 

The man who showed a nose At the a -perture grunted 
neither 

what wa s/JUI& fl ,u a yes nor no. And\ O'Hare, told himself, ne 
'Dan' l! • ~ 

l:IBJ~~JJJ~~tetJ f2Dl"'-=-3;pa.3 :_~a-YL 
I u, 

had to saµ Be..:,guig. \ {j'nfr',,UrJ' 

v=-,:;-==- So he 'Nhispered again, "Th~~~ coming 
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out! We must break some lamps!" 
I WN 

And then his zname ~tunned him. 

"Ebony O•Hecra!" Th woman's voice l a shed across 

her husband's shoulder into o• ara's face. "Who will pa tch up 

my man when the Mob breaks him Your r/lory ;Man has lost him a 

day' s pay alree.ay. Who will fe d the little ones until Jim Bob 

opens t he f Rctory gRtes?" 

0' Hara sa id angrily t t he man, 11 Does she wear the 

trousers? Put your fi st to her " 

152 

The man j er ked away rom t he window and the woman took 

his pla ce. "Go nut your fist t ,Jim Bob, lion man! Thi s one is 

staying in tonight!" she yel le a t him. 

"You •re ugly. apped your f a ce togeth~r anyhow 

like thi s , 11 Ebony sa id, clappi g his hands softly. 

She pushed the windo 

street, 

~Qder and yel led into Huey 

b! Jim Bob!" 

Ebony cursed and sho 

ba ck over his shoul der. He went 

off in a skiP-run, looking 
'reivbu,J 

into ~ street and t a.pped 

at another window. He said. into t he opening, ''J)an' l's coming 

out. We must break some lamps." 

But the man who once h d the glorious arm for rocks, 

rested his forehea d on the winao 

ol d woman. A11 night, she's been 

t hey get 

"I'll never marry 

"Its the money. 

Da.n • 1 ~ i />,Q-1be <y<.,,. 
ck 

"~ you," Ebony sa id 

"Close the window," his 

"And you too! 11 "Ebony 

wearily, "Its the 

rdering my ears." 

them," Ebony sa id bitterly. 

1 not open the foun dry until 
·.t,t h,',,,., 10r·,x.~ . ,, 

firmly ba ck in the room. 

He worked hard a t it and he turned u~ only two who 
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• 
would throw rocks this night. 

Den'l. They got a scant p~ir o 

aga j_ nst his tinyf force. 
f>,$ 

Lit t le .~,g@4 ;::; a sked 
c;';,_f,'~ ~ 
~ friends wer e fine 

. e women were st PP,"9ing av.'ay from 

l amps before the Mob mobilised 

m when he r an on the beach, "The 

onight?I fu.__ ~ ""'-~ t~,.~.jv·5. , 

"Wha t friends?" Ebony cried out like a wounded man • 

153 

. ./ ,-6- J)p,,.. 'I 
He threw himself down nd waited to ca tch his breaith, ,,I 

Fay's. The women have 

e fishermen will have to get you up to 

doors to you1 " /4.. .µ;,.;,'t(. . 

Dan'l's face twisted· to this bold grin and he wished 

Ebony could see it in 

bawling for when .1:1& didn't sta 

r emarka ble man I am, he wanted 

a fter the funeral. That fixes m 

but me fixed mys elf., P,~1... 4. i<, • .,­
~ (>y .J4' -f,'xtA """4- • 

Lying on his bel ly int 

What wa s the rare sonofabitch 

to lo s e his neck? Look at the 

o say. I took the ends of the rope 
-flv;,t 

nd my own neck, ~ time when I 

I woul dn't go to the ma.rsh until 
{).)IJ~) 

now. Not J.g . I w, not Fay, nobody 
k, 1,/._al( -fa:,'..., /lL., .JL;-1', ~ ;,~')rn,.,,e,,{l~~ 

crushed 
e salt-rotted grass, he/lH1ifiD: a 

place in the gra ss for hi s f a ce. He could hea r the ea.rth whispering 

under his hands. A bland cunning nemy who never spoke above a whisper. 

It lay ponderously inert as if it di dn't care. 

And when a t last you wer brought to it, others ha d to 

open a hole in it and put you in a d close it. 
~ ac.r12. 

And only then did )1? comm nee to accept you, t ~king off 

flesh and muscles and blood. e're 

hate t he earth. 

Jim Bob m;:i kes us 

. . . - . -
-~ ~ - - - - ... .. - ' _,.. ... 

, , ' ~ . ... ~ . - ~ ... -
... -~~ • , - - - - ... ... • • , ~ .. - - OJ - ... 
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thjJlk of me a.s 
7r-· 

who go·es up t;t;i. ,.,,,... 
-· 

doors y:Qu ' wa:tch, e ncl reap-,f'e. 
/ ..... ../,,.t 11,.1, 

~ , .... 

, 
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. 14- lt,itf '"'"'~ t~ 
Liken me to saytnecathalon 

the warehQ/ses, avoiding the 

.' ana fort • e -in a - way~~ tru t leaves 

you ,.,c1::iewit}g your nails. Or 
Sta.t esman'"; , .,. ..,,,<"~ yo 

~ ~e .....i ~ ~ - NV>i"<f /_ 

ues Singe or Outfield J'or· I EIIIJ• 
(f 11 ;-y ' } 

~ _ Ol! ·any of them/::/ t e Mob books as l . ous -t 

They, ve oui t the old roall. s o 

and there's no way you 

into your territory, 

thought that unoer c 
I 

I foundryhand ena cottonpicke 
. / 

pe wi h them save when they; venture 
Cl(,._ I~ • litlf ~ ti,,.<( ~ 

/ th Blue~ Si·nge'r whoi._foolisltly 

Christian church he wa s 
.,Ji"" 

:r·" 
invioU:i.ble. No pla ce illage is inviolable to the Mob. 

~ t I, 11 rip t he fl arehouse, Jim Bob, by the 

~ .-r th"e true 1 w. '-j&v ~ 9 · ..._.,,.._.""" vulv 7i't" ~ic , "64 . 7Z /av J.d 
c, CI/U'"I• Ctf7 1 ~.r/,., .:- IAV. -low,, · . "' to~ .... 

I )3 '11 go to . ~e fu 

among-t. ~t bc-l~~s·m,,,tM~ -0; 
~l,.P.k ,/ 

the ~-•~ePe • 11 
~ -'T 

laugh tha t/ .tfve done 
/ 

J[le.rsh u der the 
~ 

no hounds . 
-~ .' 

t 

e ripniitg' a I?,l anlt f:rom-... ·the 

. Dan' ~ an 
""~-
I'll to live 

I --comfort ~ntl assurance in 
vf'.r 

~ 'lr4(1-fl~~'ft·. "/1,,e.l/.tf. 
• Li tt1e ~i sa id so tly, "If I' a been Jim Bob, 
- Tn~ ~ 

with all those o.U~s to ba ck me I wouldn't be the ere.blouse 

he is." 

Dan'l smiled widely, fo he wa s lonely and wha t 

they sa i d didn't bring him company. 

"I'd 1 eave the man to bury .pis dead or I'd go after 
f)t1b<-11-,_J 1 '\ l /lJ,, • I LI k 

him alone, II Lit t le A!!i, U2 • .3aid, ~ DD7 .Jf,/( r2r• I ~ /7/A., f ra. . / ..... 7. 
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~· 
• Ebony said angrily, "You 

your play, now my play?" 

155 
this is a game? Now 

Dan' 1 got up a n d stretch said to Peter, "You get a 
cf .IJ:;; J;g;yJ ' 

dozen or s0Af~ 1le£1'1ffl)fh We'll run a nd ·ist and sca tter a n d j oin 

again so f ast, the Mobsmen wont see w meke the bre:::ik for Fay's." 

"An d sure then, you' l l be sa fe in the whorehouse," Ebony 

SPid bitingly, looking to lace him wi h the word. 

"This one' s a ba d risk, etter not t ake him, Peter," 

"!:12.n' 1 Sf-lid about Ebony. "He might s c a n d run to Jim :Bob." 
"f'flvdA. J, ,11,, ~ 

Ebony t[ose too. 11 I 111 go u-p a n d have the girls wa sh 

their f a ces cl eBn to gr eet t h e ftl ory ;ma n when he comes gall o-ping 

in," Ebony sai a. 

"Ke ep your hands off Fay " Dan' 1 we rned. "I' 11 ha ndle it." 

away 
And t hey sa lted J?ay/r. w • thout a scratch. Jim :Bob 

ha d clea red hi s Mobsmen from the stree s, not risking them fin ding 

Dan' 1 while h ~wa s ca tching up on his sl 

fishermen r a n Dan'l to the schoolhouse 

same time as Ebony. 

a t headouarter s , so the 

they got there at the 

The door flew off a n d they s armed in on Fay. Calmly, she 

massaged her tired feet, the s tout shoes 

WB P. glad thet her injure d little pa nderer 

He ducked his gree sy he.!'.:l d 

f l oor beside her. She 

a m8 n of goo d sense. 

linen sheet a n d se emed to 

stop bre::i thing. nan' 1 stood in the doorv<my, holding ba ck Ebony. Lit t le 
/}vlJ-;1 

:.~ e . took short steps to the s i de of t he ed where Paul lay a nd 

---­touche d the sheet with a skeletal ha nd. 1 
tf-ib,"~ 

Da n' 1 S R i d gently, 11 No, ffl d , " 
--1 

"I could cut his seeds out, ak e off the nose 

, 
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, 
Paul the Pimp had curl himself into a ball under 

the sheet. Hel was moaning Fay hugged her bony shoulders 

and stared at••• Dan'l. She a·an•t seem afraia. 5,?-;-~~,./I...., 

---8he sa.id, ttI •ve don Y-Tong, but I •ve made up for ~~,. 

it, you' 11 see. Have you never eared Jim Bob? '11/1- W"#f1,; j; 14 1 },,J 'Ji..,& 
ytf 'f,.,.,,.ri i:...:id.t1 .,-,µ,, lvo-1/1~1 ~ Jo,;/t 1,f 'fl"l. :'TL f-.t "' ~~;'t,~ 

And Dan'l could se the ~ ,. years of fear lr:iying \rz
1 

.n/t 
.c~_ 

yellow along the black of her eyes and he felt compassion. 

1.d~ ~y:~~o ·11-e asked, he.r . ._ -~ . 
woman 

the 

"I'm staying her until the burying. You'll be my 

friend?" nan'l asked. 

"I'll be your fr'end," she said quietly. 

Ebony, that good man, sighed, for he hadn't wanted 

to hurt the woman. He'd just been angry before. He said, "Act 

natural. The Mob will be on 

n get 

"Act natural," 

pinched Paul's l eg under th 

/ ( 

he streets in the morning. ~ 

/wbru., 
ittle ~t~ said smilingly as he 

sheet. "Me and - some of the 

boys will be outside all mo ming until the funeral." 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

"Nobody goes to work toda.y. Everybody's ~ :for 
Ch'>-fJ ~ , ~~ d 
~ J:!Urying. You got black clothes, Q}w ~ ~ You ca~t go to ,. my , 

W,~&dJ~ :.#Ji j,J-4t.; •' ~b'f'/1 .;/;~~ "'-

funeral ~aring those rags."£~ 1, ;:1~ Pf~ /.Pvi{fed ~ ~,~;; /«,,...., 
• ~ ,7~) o~I ~We ~/oho-,, 'f,J)... 411 u"''-- .v~~ ~ j 

1 

GA~ \ ~ nudging a ca n to ce pture a, slippery " 

sunbeam) ~
1 

knuckled his eyes. He'd slept little last .night 

, nL~ ~~ni vm¥,~~~,~-L,.U .~, but his eyes were stunningly 

clear as he looked do"Wn at the boy. 
Ci,;...rµ/4-( ~ 

"I've got~im Bob .~ in the cans. 

They're two fallen stars," he said/~--

focus of the 121 g 

UWI L
ibr

ari
es



158 

yt.iOc} 

Aunt \Caro pluc~e_d the dea.d leaves from the °"~• 
~ and bouga invillea vines :=i nd said, ''It will be a funeral 

as nobo dy around ere ever laid eyes to. A priest to swing 

water." 

had been cut out of stone and placed on 

the bench ye.rd to be a reproach to her. 

Aunt Caro out of the girl. Aunt Caro knew 
~~ 

there was somethinesl a ly wrong when this bold barrow ~ sat 

on her saucy di scorr;mod ed a body and no 

fooling. You u.lly weak not able to do a thing but 

t 8lk about a burying\t o in a lmd way. But Aunt Caro 

heard herself saying des 

"There' 11 be t wenty •am automobiles and a hearse 

drewn by four white horse. The undertaker man wanted to rent us 

the Cadillac but I told hi Nana wouldn't go home behind any 

net-Pn'-tassle on their backs, and the coachman we FJ ring 

hii:s s tovepipe." ----.. ___ 

ca t look on girl' s face was all bone and 

hard flesh that e to her whereabouts. 

are? 'Migrants? We lived in this ~~l!!,pe too lot).g to hire 

strangers to bear our iajMJ dead. Ana even if our own folks went 
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burying, 

coward and di dn' t come to the/nu.._ Jim Bob an d the Mob would 
f,r--14. />, (; b Kn~u:J tia c. tikN{ -~v-hw.,.:.- io o fC'c:1:1.. 'i;~•n,t,.u,,~!,I 

be ar Nana for us, .11. I said t o the undertaker man." 

th e gate and never heard 

her temper and mi s sed. 

into the heart of a rosebush at 

Caro. The old wmman sna tched at 

"Who the hel l put a peg in your tongue?" she exploded • 
. ~uf..u.l • .. -., 

A noi s e to hid It penot•&• i t o Kedala 

s nd she turned her f a ce to wome,n. Aunt Caro sa t down a bruptly 

as the black eyes glittered o her f a ce1 W:h111 tM! g,i¥1 z J; ,4 

"Where's Dan 1 l? 

"His bla ck 

for them, 11 Caro sa id. 

"I nmst see 

"Dont 

know what's going 

"Where ' re 

•t he going to the burying?" ~.~. 

t aken l ast night. Ebony came 

I 
burying." 

sa y if I knew, 'cau se I dont 

Caro SFid evenly. 

"Why dont you bell t hrough the '%Ii 10>' 

11Tha t wouldn' bring out." 

"Why do yo~1want to br ng him out?" Caro shouted. 

"Dont you know the Mob got guns? Do t you knowp. ts shoot to kill?" 
I 

Kedala stood up from th bench and began to unbut t on 

her blouse. Her finge~s t wisted and broke off one of the little 

buttons and then enother and with a udden jerk she ripped off 

t he blouse■ an d exposed the firm fle h, smooth as velvet. She 

wrenched a t the band t hat joined the \ cups of the bra.ssiere and 

snatched a wa y the cloth. She touchef#th f' nipples of the small brea st s 

and swayed her hips sensuously. There WPP. a stark, dark strength 

in the f a ce she turned to thf lder wo_man. Aunt Caro had mad e no 

move but her harsh old f a.ce was stiff with anger. 
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"I'm going to 

She tore at the waist 

.nee naked in the street, 11 Kedala said. ,, 
i~~ttf~.­

her skirt. 11 I 'm going to dance iI !!i): E> 

I 

en will spon be in from the marsh. You'll 
I 

have a trade, 11 Aunt ,ro gr ted. /J ,/ 
/>"-~. 

"I~l l dance before the ho ctiL--¥f1rn eee:?.' 

"You're as 

to dance with me, Jim Bob will_, a-1/4)/~ 

"Leav;; in a low voice. 

Kedala laughed mockingl a s she ran p~_st the gate and 

Aunt Caro Mlore felt the -pain knife hotly in her belly a t the 
I 

as Kedala 
swift up bar/• the street bel lowed a wel come to/ 

who to bela bour the disma yin which the Mob guns 

forward on hi s severed legs 2s the folk made a way for 

settled in the gutter and sent the guitar into a clamour. 

Her eyes half closed and her finger s spreed on her 
r;;:,..,., 

thighs, Kedala danced hungrily before the :Jt4Bixgc, her lips 

curved in a smile. They gave her mor- e room a s the pa in an d the 

ecsta sy increased. The barrow girls were seized with the madness 

and they echoed the insolent whimpers from Keda la a s they ripped 

a t their own cl othing. But it was a cheerless, uneasy orgy tha t 

they danced, for they were t a sting the dea th in Abas street that 
yellow sunlit 

/morning. 

A bas 

The Mobsmen in their cruisers heard t he commotion in 
~ J;J,I<. 

street and swarmed down on the ¥4.llu~ s . They clubbed a 

\ 
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wa.y through th crowd and swore busily as they grabbed at the 

half clad barrow girls and flung th em aside and then only 

Kedala was left, nude Kedala, danciniftill even though the 

guitar had been silenced. Now she was surrounded by the Mob 

as they gaped and tongued their lips with desire for the 

swelling brea sts end the soft dRrk field they viewed each 

time her knees lifted. 

But Jim Bob, on his lone patrol, r an for Abas 

street and when he saw Ke oala in her bare dance, a great blue 

welt a ppeared on his forehead and he roared mightily as he threw 

himself ~t ber. The rough red hands clutched for her breasts 
' 

and his mouth slobbered down on her. A flame glowed in Kedala 's 

eyes and her hand flashed downward to Jim Bob and twistedo Jim 

Bob's f a ce opened and he screamed pig-high as he let go of the 

gir1 and clapped his hands to his groin. He fell, screaming, 

hi s knees dravm up to his chest. 

Kedala fled on a wild burst of laughter, running 

pest the stunned NiiJHI mobsters who only came a wake when one 

of them shouted, "Get the bitchl Run her down!" 

And they ran after her sweetly rolling buttocks 

until she vanished into the sheet Fay the ma dam held out for 

her. Then between the mobsters and Kedala, appeared the bless ed 
• y,,,.,~r 

fishermen who had been coming up from the beach. The~ fishermen 

flooded together an d swept in a torrent up A 1B s street towards the 

mobsters. 

She had been sna tched out of Fay's hands by Uncle 

Amos the Black and he backed into his shop with her wrapped 
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in the sheet, and elbowed his door shut. Fay returned to her 

schoolhous e and went in to Dan'l. He was on his back, smoking 

and reading the ceiling a s he used to do when he WB S a boy in 

Nana's house waiting for the seven o'clock whistles to lRce him 

with their whips. 

"Kedala wa s dancing naked in the street," Fay sFiid. 

He had heard the hubbub and sent her to ftna out 

about it. He ke-pt looking a t the ceiling, dust flaked into 

strange patterns. 

"Jim Bob danced with h er," Fay said. 

His eyes flickered from the ceiling end returned. 

F.,a ch time he looked away, the patt'erns on the ceiling seemed to 

change. He l ooked down and saw tha t his hands had ma de themselves 

into tam weapons. Fay saw the balled fists and whispered 
some words. 
ttY10flfff&ft 

"You're not 8fra id to tell me this?" Dan'l sa id. 

"Yes. u 

"If you were a man, I' a kill you," he said softly. 

Uncle Amos sai d at the door, 11 She's a good woman. 

She wra p _ed a sheet around the girl." 

"A who:behouse sheet. Slept upon by the plowmen and 
~ .. /Ji~ · '' 

the Mob andAthe ~ 

"You 're not a bold man," Uncle .A.mos said. 11 .A bpld man 

would welcome such a sheet." 

Uncle Amos had a fringe of white hair at both temples 

and was bald on top. n m He wa s the fine st of the Uncles. It was 

ironical, Dan'l reflected, that in choosing those who should wear 

the titles of aunts and uncles, taurXB:I an honour they meant to 

snigger in secret at, the Mob often picked on t ~e tough ones,those 
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stubbornly intelligent as mules, using the pa ck the Mob 177 W put 

on their ba cks to give them ba lance on the steeper 

trails where it would be foolish to balk. 

''Where i s she?" h C' asked Fay. 

"Uncle Amos took her to his shop. 11 

"She wasn't sa fe there. The Mob sew me t ake her in. 

They'll run down on me after they've finished fighting the 

fishermen," Uncle Amos sa id. 
with 

:Dan'l leapt from the bed. "Fighting/the fi shermen? How 

di d this hap-pen?" 

"The fi sh ermen pushed them ba ck up the street when 
mor e Mobsmen will come and t hen 

they chased a f t er Ke dal a . But/ 

they'll break u p the fi shermen an d be a fter her." 

Uncl e Amo s had move d to the door an d now he stood 

squarely in tbe a perture, a wid e, solid man. :Dan'l got furiously 

into hi s shirt an a hur riedl y stuffing the t a il s in his 

trousers h e r am.m ed for t he doorway. He coll i ded with Uncle 

Amos an d r eeled ba cko 

He shout ed angrily, "Out of my wa y, Uncle Amos!" 

ny ou may be f 1ory ;'an for u s but not for a bullet 

from Jim Bob's gun," Uncl e Amos sa i d. "You go out ther e now, 

you cant help th e fi shermen an d t he Mob wi l l shoot you downo 

Use your coll ege hea d." 

But Dan'l put down the college hea d like a bull and 

sai d , "Move, Uncl e Amos. I'm goinethr ougho" 

"You'll only go t hrough to show me how strong 

you are. But you know that you show your/no s e in Aba s street and 

none of t he lives of the fi shermen out there will be v~lued two 
his men 

bits for Jim Bob will tell/DH to start shooting. So if you 

want to show me how strong you a,r e , you go a hea d a na get your 
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friends killed. 11 

"Move, Uncle Amos!" 

"By gol ly," Uncl e Amos said, "I know how you feel. You 
dont 

feel like me a t the Wake the other night. B1Jt feeling/DA H M 
1/~" f 

win fights. Its thinking thatfwin fights. ThP;,fishermen will 

ba ck away soon enough. I sent one of my boys up to tell them the 

girl wa s well hidden a.nd they• 11 be cutting out for the bea ch 

anytime now. You stay here, son and try using your head to 

bea t Jim Bob." 

"Where's Kedala? 11 Fay asked. 

11 Got her sa lted a way, ma I am," 

to the madam. 

"Where's she?" Dan'l asked. 

11 Got h er in the grade thirteen room,n Uncle Amos saia. 

11 Got her in bed there." 

"Is she hurt?" 

11Dont know. She wont talk to me. But I guess she is." 

"Why didn't you say so before?" shouted Tlan'l B S he 

r an a t Uncle Amos. But Uncle Amos stepped actively aside so he 

went on throug~ f ~y said to Uncle Amos, "She wasn't hurt 

when you took her from meo" 

"Her feelings, ma'am, just like Tian 1 l 1 s," Uncle Amos 

said. 

You didn't need to have the blue tits of a hooknosed 

female sha rk to know that the Mob would have na.n'l by the crotch 
'-(Ouh r 

if they caught his woman, thet/ishermen said, so they ran to the 
~ /Je¥t& 

Mob with the auick slapdown of insteps the way ther of the snm.11 

boa.ts do. No knives glinted..., for Peter the CRpta in with a sioelook 
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at Little ~ e had ordered the lmives left on the beach. The ,foJ 

Mo~;k one look at Peter's army and backed fast up A bas street 

bearing Jim Bob with them.,.j:impelite a § a pl ug i n ti:n ouilheusQ, 11 

~~'1r 
But at the top of - Abas street, they~: led wi bh 

:17 
howls ;oJ> vv s;!:Pe om.e an- inrush of reinforcements a nd began moving 

Some of the 
towar ds the fishermen again./- new Mobsmen wore the dreaa_ed Loop 

insignia on t h eir sleeves 
hang 

that the •ob would/ 

IP.~ 
and the cry went up among theAV-d.:llag • i' 

Kedala for having raped Jim Bob. 

The two forces met midway on the street ana went ■ to 

work immediately. The hot yellow su~ lay like explode d butter on 
iN t r ;, 

the street Pn d they fought lazily, thickly~ a n d nobody knew why 

they fought so, wading towards ea ch other, big-kneed, slow-footed, 
among the Mob for Jim Bob and looked among 

until the Poet looke d/ 
, c,. ,vf k"' '«,; ~d- ,_ ,J/i7 11,7 AivfJ.-f .r l.,t,,J) . .-

the fi s hermen for Dan' 1 Moore a.nd saw no leaders~ And so th e Poet 
?,'9'A/.Ny 

turne d his head a.way in disgust at the poor showing and ~ ~ the 
he/-- locl,-...f v} 

1 
----, 

I a.iot, his eyes on his pans,"- said, nBe my eyes, young disciple. 

Why do you turn your head away?" 

ii They have no leaders," Johnny the Poet said, "they 

fi ght v•i thout heart• l1 ('~ :::(,,,. {J;,b! • [7/4~ f 'i'I-.€( /~oJ.h ~✓ p. Pvr 1
" tl " o~~~ 

"Look to the top of A bas street. Do you see the ha iry 

plO\',1!Jlen of the marsh? 11 

Johnny looked straight up Abas street an d he could see 

the first ranks of the ,'a i ry 0nes coming out of the live oaks at 
r . ~;..~ ~Jc.1'tbf ,4 ~"1 

t he edge o f t h e marsh land ~ They're coming out," he t ~if s"l.ea :-.., • 
lt:i 't "'t 

"Good," ~ s sa id, his voice clear a s if he owned the 
1i.r-kA . 

~~ 

best bra ins in ~llage. "Now you go up past the Mob and somewhere 

in the back you' 11 find Jim Bob resting the hurt where Kedala 

twisted him. He will be recovered by now. You tell him th..,t Dan'l 

is in the s choolhouse. I 'L1ell him he' s with Kedala . 11 
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No foolish thoughts a bout honour or betrayal bothered 

but he hadl a stout regard for his skin. He gaped at the Poet, 
U n"'"( 
~ the Idiot a n d said, "You crazy? Ebony a n d t he fishermen 

a t h t t ,k P' , ')-/4ff!. #hx ~ jl¼.1 
/ i:, _ .. woul cu my ear OU , , · 1 ·rv 

t-,4 ' 
"Dont be a fool," ~ s a id sha rply. "Dan'l wants Jim 

Bob a t the schoolhouse.lBe sure to tell . him Kedala's there tooo" 
~.,--r 

The Poet souatted swiftly besi de ~ s P.nd his slaty 
t O ~ lv"'"' /1 

young eyes clung suddenly/• f a ce. "How do you know 
close a s 

a l l thiR? Since when ha s Dan 'l beenfbutt-an'-chamberpot with you?" 
. {N.-11 /£:, ltJ,,-~1; 

And because he wa s t a lking to ~i-5 he was unpr·epA r ed 

for the thunder an d lightning tha t buffete d a n d scorched him as 
UL~"'" y on ?A,.,,,,, 7 
~ t urned/Rhim. It was a tremen dous fAC'e ~ turne d to him, 

Bob's 
wi th more authority tha n Jim/- and stronger the n J)a.n'l's. And 

out of t he f a ce came the quiet words tha t struck like a lfBll■I-

hurrica ne out of the gulf. 
?A<ty,' 

bidding, at once," .:QhJ~ sa id 
(qt} 

/fDo my 
slackly 

rose/ And so the Poet 
IAP1'11 

quietly. 

an d ba c ked away 

stRring Bt ~ but when the man turne d hi s gaze on him, h e 

whi woe a around a n d spPd off on his mission. 

She lay under FAy's sheet breathing evenly and he thought 

she must be sl Peping. He droupe d to his knees beside the bed and 
,..._ ,.; 

sa id, Keda la. She opene d her..._ eye s and she ha d a warm smile 
'....J 

f or him. 

"You should have seen Boss Jim Bob when he came on me 

dancing, he could. ha ve bore d through a wall, he was tha t put out, 11 

she sa id. "He want ed it ri ght D there in the street." 

He was not angry for he saw the pa.in in her eyes a.nd when 

\ 
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he touched the s he et she -was ri gid under it. He s troke d the sh eet 

vvh e:re her breasts were .a nd where the curve of her thighs showed 

and she move d 1mder h i s hand. He thought t hPt if he v._ia s g entle with 

her, touching h er f 2ce and thr oR. t ' with his li-ps, in time she would 

turn to him. He couldn't understnad how her smile held al l thPt 

WA.rmt h with the pain l i=i ying e long h er eye so He slip-ped his hand 

under the sheet and touched the skin s bout her navel. §he v-:Rtched 

him curiously as his finger s trembled on her flesh. 

11 You shPke like Jim Bob this morning. He thought I 

wa s d8ncing for him. He didn't know I wa s da.ncing to bring you out. 11 

11 Dont talk 2bout him," he sa i d . " By torn oDrow we'll be 

~ in the marsh, out of his rea ch, where he ca nt fin d u s ." 

\ 

"If I'm VIith you he'll fin a me. He ' ll come looking :Lmr 

me." 

"No, h e wont g o looking for you. He knows we lo se our 

scent · when we're working for the plowmen and hi s dog s wont find us." 

11 But he' 1 1 come looking hard for me . He a l v-1ays looks for 
he's 

me 111hen/F troubled. Ana be' 11 a1v,2y s be t r ouble d becau.Pe you 

got awa y f r om him. 11 

"Are you his wife?" he sa i d impa tiently. "Why shoul d he 

look for you when he's i n trouble?" 

"He r ape d me onefime a n d made me his wife. He saye I 

belong to him. 11 

Dan 'l held his head a n d raged in deep shuddering groans for 

Jim Bob. He n eede d him wi th a strong thirst. Ebony must have knovm 

8bout Jim Bob. If Ebony ha d told him, he'd have foun d Jim Bob long a.go. 

By this time, Jim :Bob woul d 've been placed in the long hole ,,,,ith his 

favourite dog a t nis feeto Di d J im Bob think that becau s e she'd been 

Jimmy Brave's woman, he had a. liPn on the body? 
---r~ coula 

the Mob and Jim Eob/ 
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cry past his monkey thin lips, Ering out your bodies! for the 
for 

noose or the whip., or/\the blunt instrument at his middle. He had the 

guns and the acres of hating men to set up whichever body he wantea. 

He ripped away the whore's winding sheet and• she was 
nakedly 
WMUl l alive like a feline, desirable to set all his cernal hairs 

quivering. 

"Dont take me yet, honey," she pleaded. "I'm cold." 

He touched the mid dle of her ha.nd. 1l'hey wer e sme,11, 

shall ow hands shaped for making love on the bones of the ba ck. He 

gripped his wrists with either hand and 111D turned to cross the room 

away from her, placing his feet as the fishermen used to smal l boats 

did, straight and gentle and accurate. 

"You never loved me, Kedala," he said, his back towards her. 

"If you'd loved me , Jim Bob could not havepie,d his way with you. 

You' d have found a way to kill him. 11 

"You never loved me either," the girl se.ia. "Not as Jimmy 

the Brave 6.id." And when fear had s ent him shaking t o her room, she'd 

loved ,Jimmy/the Brave with her han ds, her mouth, 157 f 1 U • • 1 I 4 . 

her breasts until he ha d been equipped with the false strength to 

go looking for Jim Bob. Nobody knew that Jimmy's great footra ce 

haa been started from her room. Poor, gone Jimmy the Erave. 

"Nor as Jim Bob did. Jim Bob would take me, cold or not, 

out of his - hot lust," the girl said. 

He turned and crossed the room again and closed with her 

and the lithe, flat muscles slid under his hand an d the soft spread 

of her mouth was on his. And when he drove in like a bull, she soothed 

and ouieted him with her hands for he was not Jim Bob snd he ha d learnt 

to wait. So she gave him with her voice and hands the strong, easy 
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:proudly. And when she commenced turning and crying, he cra dled 

her gently in his ar ms, t aking her through the high sweet shock 

as he absorbed her shudders and ther e wa s no inch of their flesh 

a part when there came his own lightning bolt of love. 

169 

'r hey woke out of it to hear Jim Bob's pa~nicky WW cry 

echoing thr ough the schoolhouse. / 
"Dan' 11 J:, loVfl~! ~~ ~ up. 
I mil The ~ opl~i_~=!l!l?i-§~~:iiitii!@'tsl!!!!IP,{£ They're coming 

for usl" 

Dan'l sprPng from the bed, gathering his clothes a bout 

him and with a bellow of rage he plucked the knife from his wa i st 

and r an for t he auditoriumo He skid ded through the door, I a lert 

for trickery; but Jim Bob, his pudgy f ace creas ed wi t h t error, 

short thick legs floun dering on the floor as he s crambled a cross 

to Dan'l, showed his f a t empty hands while he shrieked a t the 
~.!xt.1-,.'/ 

the fi td iEt JU@_.. 

11 The marsh people - they've cut off their hair and 

are a-coming for u s l 
yC</,r 

Multitudes, multitudes they swal lowed 

the Mob and your /~fi shermen 
A/(Jw~ 

and~ coming for us!" 
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CR PT :i'R NINFTE1N 

7l.Ur''1Ur r ,!"> n t'brough the VillAge RS t he r>lovnnen CP e i n 

from t hP 1n'"' r sh . Triey ' n ev er com€) dov'lJ. i n such nrnnb c:rs ,, ~ rmilti­

t , ~1 e of t 1~e'n ~na t h ey :-hufflea in ~ilently , end l e PC'!!ly out of the 

trees 8 d c1o •·n b=, s s t reet in t h r yell ow si,nl ight. Th E> l Pnk f Al l 

of h ir h p r'l b een mov e d off Jl§Y their f 8 ces ~n a 1 in th Vill;:-ge 

n r,v• sr->w .... 1e eyes t h r.: t s o f 0v, h B ti ever seen before .• An d, t n the 

eyes , they ,-r- , knowl edge. 

The plo¼men fille d the s treet , ev e:ry inch of i t , P- n d t he 

\ti l l Bg ers f e -.1 br.:> ck befo r e them , buil ci n tr eoli dly un t il by the 

time th ey ' a r etre,-. t Pd to where J irn Po b ~.: P h erring from the -Poet 

"' b out nn '1, th1:o:y ,.r•ere E"houl der to shoul aer. S ri f't . y P l ri r ed a t 

fin , ing himself ::.l one in n s er of hi s l ove d one~, Ji , Pob torP his 

e.., rs from t he "Poet • t:: fri ghten e d ble;:, t,. 

Wh e:n t h? Poet CB nP t o h i m, h e • d b Pe n s i t ting on ::i c~<'lrer 

bri r r tf l , div P.:rting himPf'lf by mBking fiery crc "" ses ou to:f' h"1 ir P 

pl, ckel'i f Y·o1, ll i E no r:ctril " r>nd exttngui s hin g tbem •:l. th jet , of chPw 

juice whil e h e r e Pted u n from Keda l a ' s i ll h8n nJ in8'. . But thA sudden 

pneFi r Pnce ofX thE> enemy F1ro1..md h · m ~ Rn r' t eir cnrt <uR si l ·ence , 

was , for Jim Bo l , fu l l of men ce. 

He jumpe a :from the b8 1' r el crying,.. 11You-Rll got no 

ci~u s e t o w rry .1 BP1 8 X - go on home! \', e only v-rf1 n t Pn '1 P c the 

fi shermenl :t'h ey bee-n l i ct ening t o th e govPrnment in the City nna 

we gottP p1u g t h e i r ePrP!" 

The Poet t ook sui ft heA.rt a t t he a larm in (Jtm P-ob Pno 

s t rr., i ght Pn e d ou t oft e me.gnoliB humility into which he h Rc fo l ded 

hi s ~rrine- "Wl'.lPt fl .o t Kedr FJ ?"he oem~nrl e d . " Sbe' s m.y futurf'I" 

Jim :Sob swu.n g t o him vii th e wi de n prvou s smile. ''KedAla.? 

I love h c-r, )'o et 1 Nothing 111 go 1rong with ou:r future !" 

"You go loYing h er too much now, you empty her by the 
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time 

"-' \ -'--
grow up, 11 t be Poe t sai d . 
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"She's got enough f or u s a l l! 11 Jim Bob cried :ln appea l to 
,;:/r(,. oM 

tbe fe ces tha t looke d unn ervinglyr ah ad , s they backed . 

11There ' s been Jir,my thP Brave." the Poet sr:> i d . 

11 n d me a n Dan 'l ::>nd maybe you Phen you grt;w up1 ~si obody 

can fini sh h er!'' Jim Bob shouted . 

"But Chri<:> SP s you' ll keep :raping h e'r until y•ou f'ini~h 

h er, " f',r,i c t he stubborn Poet . 

Th en Jim Bob' s pudgy f . ce r e ddened a ::;: h e S~"''W thP. t t he crowd 

h ~a not b een con r med with him a t a ll but w r· being spell bound by 

s omething Ph er> d t ha t he coulan•·t s e e . r·ith c1 sn r-i r l, h e f lip e a his 
hurled 

hand and/llflfD t he Poet into the crowd. He t hr ew up his he@d to 

giv~ the old ffob yel l t h::, t would s en d the Villa g er s sha k i n g t o the 

curb n d t hen he S P. VJ the :plowm.en, coming in t he y ellow sunl i ght . 

They h 8c n.ever come so unen ingly be f ore . The h P> ir n d been 

dres:f'e d h".:'\ ck of f their f--ces c> n the eye s were ::ii live . Jim :Bob poke d 

hi s her a :forward , s t :::i ring a t t he plowmen .. An d so suddenly h e re:::id 

their purpos e , end so suddenly th e panic came , sloshing Rrounr his 

ins i ~es , poisoning him. For in tr e y e low sunlight , the faces of 

the plowmen held a c ert::> in f ePr. Th ey \o;erf' "fr a i d o-r Jim :Bob . 

He bRcl, ed a r:;_y on l egs t bA t tbreR t ened to c olla pse a t 

f--ny moment~ He t h ought of hi e Mobsmen down the street , 1iut there 

v1ere juPt too mPny plov;rmen f or them to h n dle. He cau ght up 

v•i th t h e retrea ting crnwd r-: n r ::: ever r:i l hFm ds fl ttened to his 

s pin~ An a h ea v ed him for a rd e1 ga in. He bawled , hi s eyes pul ping 

from h i s h e:=i. d ,:;i . th e plowmen f rom t he m .rsh flov. ea aovm _ ·t,~ s 

street Pnd clos.,,d t he ga t o him . He c i n ' t know wb·· t h e ha c done to 

m k P. t he n ~fra i <:l of him . He'd Al Ays been CPreful About it, 11:?0 even 

given them their o·wn Thursdays in the schoolhouse . 

J turne d and bullea into the crowd. He b'OUncea into the 
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fuc'lr ~ticer r-ina the old thief sai d qui -tly,. "You P.o:ft ungutsy 

1vrobsman. You running scared. A r Rbbit "'!'obsmFtn." 

, And ,Jim Bob s 1· eating in the yellow sunlight hPl d to . '-.. 

- -.... ' • • 
Bue~: ~11.~r~- prm and cried, nThey •re t oo many, men : The rfob 

jus t ·•~,?1?t. l~4;.a to fight]{ thnt manyl " 

0 Th~ •·s jus t r-is ma ny o f them to you es you re- to u s ,'' 

11 Put t ey •ve got mirrors on tlJejr shoul oers! " ,Tim :Bob 
souealed . 
'ffl'Ir-Ye1rll "You 1 re kinda fighting yourself' when you get up to 

Anc a l l hell for a hoot r-m P holler, grtnned the corner 

of his herid tha t v·a al·wa;v.s _good for some ·ob humour, .. Tim l3ob 
skin:tul 

you 're ,o:re fun t han ?/~ o• cr-itPmount • You know y ou D 

~st ;plumb scared to look at your s elf i n li'lny ol d mirror. 

Then he v s Sf'are d ag in an d wona red b.?. t t he hell coul a 
chuckles 

have given him th / Ei~cJDCXI[ awhile ago . He s1a ·m ed once more 

i nto t _ e c-ro ·a , fig , ing for t he snfety of hi~ rirob but th e, 

hf!rd l Py ereo crowd r! isput ea him t~ nno hews 
lopi ng 

trPnped in the mi dflle until C'h:ri s the I diot 0 me/lffff«l'q tn. 

nchriR1" Jim Bob cr i ed • flnd on this c ·rp zy Thurscey he 

nevPr noticed t he pure autho:ri ty which n~rted the crov·d for 

Chri s $ 0 he coul d come loping in. 

na Chris t ook him by , f a t he n d an 1 a him like a chi l d 

t hrough t he crowd Pnd -pPot the slowly b::ittl ing ,obsmen n f 

fi ~her, .. :n , ?nd oint e r i m ov.n 1' bas street t o Fay the m~ .am • s 

s cho olhouse . 

About that tim , t h e Villi:igers broke Pnd r::in b r- f or e the 

silent shuffling on sl Pught of t h P -plo""mEm , bolting :into t} e 

wbr,, t ' oul a hP , nen. So t here v ere lot s ofthe t o ~ee An~ ~o tPlk 
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P ou·· tbe WR Y t e plovmen overwhelm0e the l~obsni('>n ::in cl t he 

were b e ing outnumbPred by the S Wfl1"111S of ne-v ~!obsmen thP t 

hP a come oundin g in , s they h e8r d of t he oottl e , but it took 
the faces of 

sever 1 f l ashes of t -i e mirror s in/many of the mobst 0rs to sub u e 

them . 

'rhe pJ.ovrmen svept Ab s str e et cleanJr and in the , me 

de _thly s i l ence • broken onl y by the shuffle of their feet on 

the n s h i: 1 t• hec de for t hP , borehouse . • y strcame in t1'1rou gh 

the ...., a in door oft e E! Choolhou 0 e, p ,ssed the cowering littl e 

hcrlots without R gl .n<:e , nd f l owed like a ~~n« br oken fam 

over the three , Jim Bob,, Dan •1 , na the girl , KedaJ.a . 

nd thoBe horn the ploinnen t ok , ·r.he Vill ge nevP:r S '"'W 

r;a in . For a s th y ri:>turned t .rough b8s 9t:reet to the mar sl1, 

P.11 ym c ul d . e e •'a e thf> y e .low sunl i g. t glinting off t _ e 

mi rrors. Jt t ook some t i me before the Vi11 e WRS aw r th: t 

t' e I diot , Chris, an.a hPt one, the Po t, had Plso v .nish-ed . 
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-eHAPTER T ,' ENTY 

F llo ing i s " transcript of' R trinl h eld in t he ,. .. ,., rRh 

Count y courthouse : 

The People a p;H inst Jim Bob CYl'd' ~rJ 
Th 

,:;..---------:>~ 
unrti es being nr eEent in cour t , Hi s Honour entered 

Pn the h er:iring corn. enced . Ev-i nee :.,,F t P . en J'rom the plowmen . 
Grl (i.4-.A_ . 14 

Court s You ' r e lmo•'n. aP the;-flov.-men , or he iry one s ? 

1' ~ ~ Plo men s hP. ' s ri t , your honour • .ou t, 1,rn->:, c a J...1.. u~ 

t-lle--Peo pl e 

C i 

P: 

Cl,.t/V/ ~ N/4 ~ 
Do you k:no • t he ? ccus ed , Jim :Sob? 

cfU.-~ 
Sure ve noWJ ol a Jim, m, n An d boy . llne hell 

1,,--._ ~ 

of t'l ~ , you c, nt help loving him. One time he 18nte<1 t o t P e 

over the mr-i r h , City too , s. i ,, e weren ' t run ing things good 

up here . But no ~· e get r long, ·e go down ev~ry 'T'}ru. dr:iy . 

C: '\.' 'ipP the go dam smirk off your f ri f' e . Vl oula 

you Fi Y he ' s good ~ /u&v )_ 

P: ~ct , , ,e l V'F! YS thoug t Jim Bob A ood ~ 
pul" r.:i s fl ' l:ash moon shini ng on Kentucky stone . 

C:· The court hasn • t ot t he pict ure . 

P i 'ou ki ~' ing, judge? You nt?v er b Pen t o ? movie? 

Gee , ~~n , t ere ' s nothin -purer t h n 

collon .de of' t1e old Kentuc y home . 

~'pbf' sh moon s i ning on 

C: Ye h , got it . i d y ou kno\'\ ,. bout t he houn dog~? 

P: Sure ·e kne • a bout t he houn () f'l' S • 

C: And t he other stuff"? 

P : You meFin t h :t'11nny fru i t ol . Jim Bob somet t mf's 
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gre on hi s tre s? sur e , we h ePrd ::i 1'out them. But , you kno,., , 

y ou nont . e t he se things, you SPY , whnt the hP~l , they ' ll 

work it ou t . · 

O: on t buf' ::?lo t he court . r ·h n t ao you meP. n they • 11 

·or'k it out? 

P: ell ,. ju dge , to t el l t he truth , •· p coul an • t 

hPr ly tPl l ,vh"' t r, going on, on ccount of our eyes v:Atching 

t he ground . m~ t o 1, tch out- s te-p in the mer sh . r. or, s s , you 

sink er sy in u th:"> t muck , judge •. 

C: Okay• wipe your Dmt a m• eyes , na l et • s .get 

~long . ou knov t he girl,. Ked l e ? 

J? : Huh, V' f' gue s sed you ·• come to thPt , ju ge . 

u r , v.e 1mm h er . Guesc y ou ·pnt to knm,:r bout the w~ e for 

Ji my Br. v e . Stt.r. e , v1e s Pw th m W"" king un<'! er the tre r> s , but it 

wns c baa tie in the ti~ ma r sh , r eP l soft un er f'oot , Pn ~~ 

r-- r gupd t hr,, t ol 

them out . 

C: 

Tell th~ court 

P: 

Ct 

b d guy. 

P: 

C: 

P: 

C: 

P: 

Jim, t he poor guy, h<>o problPms but he ' d work 

The hell vith it . You eurP got g oo nswer s . 

hr t made you chE> nge your min 

Change our m1n~s , judge? 

bout Ji Bob. 

Ye h . He Wcis t h poor guy then • . o he ' s the 

He turnea int o a r e~ l oo. a guy, judge . 

toosen up, bus t er . Vmr-, t do you meP n by b d? 

He ~ar d us , judge. 

Fu l er r n d better p~rticul?rs , you l inthe .as . 

Li Pten, ju ge . It put Uf! 01 t ,~·hen -e hf>f'l rd 

h e l, p ~ think· n gof closi ng do,vn the sch oolhous e . rr en "e got 

ov r it when Y!e he rd he ' d open up t h e clmrch ins t ePd . Fut when 
i'/,.:J,1 tf /Joi t. 

we 1e, rd ~d 1 i d h ,n dson Kedala. , thr t r eal1y threw us . The 
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guy M turnec un1)red1c ble. 

Ct .Vho t l you bo t Ke <: 1 ? 

t 1 h r th t ,J i Dob Wf' 

g1:r ein our f'u • re~ •h,- t ,:1 t'h ry tryin fnr P l ong t imelt 

to g t h flr int • th~ ch ,oi ou. • r>n d prora.1.eing us a ll oor't's .of 

,. n 1 rft1l times •i th h ~r , t.••. coultJn •t ju .. t i:-tpn by , .nd ." teh 

Jirn . . o gr bbi ng it , 11 for hi s l f ,. 

r. t Cou1 .n • t you. P . o~ en , b, ve El ""re it :1_ th 

P:r Jud e , you been on A long trip? T' •.A.n • t you 

V fought 

m,"'n . nd n c t ion comes a momen t to deei rle -

ro e-eution r ·,ted . 

l , no o • r bobr•nt ;/J ~t . r lf'Ul av;,e:y . 
Co,,.L ,- tu~~-

Yo•') kno .,.1 t ,i pl:.dHitii? 

u n ity bnatnr s . 

Ct < ht der A.nd light n i n g , hy oi r! you hflVe to 
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J . :B • You k1 dding, judge? It .. s good for Them t o 

..Jmovt they 'I: eren • t People. 

C: :But why, m::in, why? 

JB: Aw, heck,. judge, we love Th em. ont~ • nt 'fhem 

to lose t E:ir po. ~um rights. Real People ont hr-fv e < ny po sPUm 

rights, you 1rno • th,, t. ea l Pe opl e gott,=i get up n c1 go, gotta 

hustle s ome. ow my folks in the Village , they never h a to 

hustl none. Nossir. ,,e took goo d CAre of them. 0 e love 'rhem 

more t han ,,,e love bourbon. 

(Here there v f'l s ::i gener~l sniffing of m?gnoli s _ong 

~ - the Mob in conrt na Hi <:! Honour sa i d a l l t hat hamming w s only 

~ - for the "t'V ca meras so h e oraere the blooms removed :from 

their lanel s .) 

C: o-v-. t he court ant s to h e, r about you a nd 

JZBt bull t=1 llign.tor 1n he2t, ju ge . 

Fri ends from •w y back. 

C.: on t giv e t he court t nt cra.p . ,a sn •t t here 

some trouble betv een yo b ek in ' Si xty-one? 

J:St Heh heh. Now t r t you mention i t , judge , 

there WPS a mite of t r ouble, litt l e fl ~p oodle. 

C: And since t hri t t i me your Hi gh CommRnder haP 

been mi s ·ing . 

J l3 : Yes s ir • . Some of the things we do - ·eIJ , 

judge , we dont r i ghtly kno why , just go r-i.long with the ola 

custom. Sure wish he·' a come br,, ck andgive us s ome n ew re sons . Mos t 
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oft etty old -nno sea up. GottP et u some 

net• one y;h~t • t t ,e Cit y r>nd 

good in th m .. 

e I.DIX eo le e in no 

Ca o y,u think t lo •mtf'n woul P:rjure t o 

t you i n trouble? 

Jll t ec ' On I dont mo for sur t ju age. f!rytime 

t y cut bP t .. i r . ir, t h y co - nc s ei n g t ing • , c in 

f t e·i f c . s . ~ y a e qo eu..,-ne<l m12.ch t en, DW 

Cs l r i . ~t .l r i g t . ovr 11 t n • Pre . ou 1' F.l on 

you o • P. P.. be .... y ,01 • ldP~ d t e m · 1 oraer C''"' t lo~e, 0;lJ•• l.li.~~~ 

~11 ,he cour t 

Jli1 

r long ti e ft r th(') trouble in • ixt. - o l."' 9 t 

n ver ong 

• hi l ittl bi tty whor -house nnd no -p _ci, l d yr.;, for the 

t irob • ent r he (, r->nc f i xo up t ~chool hou . P "nt 

e-ven Me th T UY' , AY elur ive . 

Cs, lv'y . So you ~ . t hu $fiAy .. 0 ., h. t r, ' O t 

r- ,,,. t ions ht Y' .e,,n , to Ol f'! in f e . Pi le'? 

J t Th t • ~ p bit" hirw, e juct e? w 1 , n.o ,., r 
gue f'! I v. . . n 11 t t l() , e:in Pt t 1, t . Sh c~ tr -~ <"'r> re o:f n<e n 

t Eut -whrit n .out n'l"? ' s titl e • t o P nib l e . 

.. ob ,:i e"" t () . 
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of them no rep. etty ol d and used up. Gotte get us some 

ne1•• ones wh t 1i th the City P TI the ilD.ll Peonle seeing no 

good in them . 

C: no you think the lowm0n ~ould perjure to 

t you in troubl e? 

178 

J:Bs eckon I a ont lmo for sur e , judge. Everytime 

they cut br~ck t eir hPir, they com"T1 ence seeing things . J3R ck in 

Si xty-one 1h f>n \ 'e h:::id thc- t trouble,. it ~•p~ becau, E> t hey ' d puRhe d 

the }p'r of f their f pces . They see s o durned much then, Diff' 

they mPke troubl e for ev Prybody. 

C: ~lright ? l r i ght. No listen here . You're on 

your 08th . ?e-1emb er yo ' ki sf'led the ~il order c ri t i::i logue'>-e:n el ,; ott:·~ 

m•~n-"QU~-s~'ored b~0k.. Tell th c ourt 

, bout t f' c:i choollhou~f , n <~ the girl, Kedale .• 

J13s Y P s eir. No , th t busines ·- A bout t he ,hore ous • 

For 0 lon ti e fter thE> t rouble in ' Si xty-one , t 'he n.r . h Pf' Op le 

n ver cAme dot~ f or ,heir fun. But ft ~r'f!R rd s there Ccme along 

this little bi tty ,.horehouse nn d no specie 1 da ys for t em 

e i th Pr. So the 1fob went ri head an d fixe d up the i:- chool h ouse ~n 

even gp•e them hurs aA. y exclu f" i ve. 

C1 Oke y. So you g ve them Thurc.d y. No .r whPt. ,a ·out 

+.h e a llegation# t hP t you mennt to hclrl Ked:::ila in fee s i m le? 

JBa Thpt ' t P bi{l thing ,, h judge? . e 1 • nov , I 

gues s I v.r-is litt l e mepn ~t thRt. She C8n t Rke 08 re of me ~nd 

t e plowmen . She • s g t fu ·u e enou h for both of us. 11 

C: But wh0 t P out D n'l1 He ' s entitl e d t o a n i bble. 

JB.: Come on no \·, judge , you'' r e 1 ill ing me .• T e 

vil Agers r e entitlPo t o nothing exc~pt vh t the 

Mob give~ t em . 
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POU~ll.y 

rt s e:- b~longe/to T'P-n • 1 . He ottg t to h flVf!' a coople of 

J :Bt 

you thL . Y u •r 

J lh 

~ni o~ to <mr bri tbe .s , . ron.ny boy, r·hi e T 

not goi n g l:-if.l ck to he Villi> ge . 

t going 

J13t 

Ct 1;h ~•r no ,r P •s or Cf' tbol ic_s or Vi. 1 , · ('>J"P P 'Y'-P , 

Vi 1~ gP - " "'tob?ffl¢'n or n ,ry f'n , you • _ 1 R1 l be nt>opl e . 

ny ' ; et. 11Ans1 Or Corn••un1ts?· Or :Ko~~ cro~s - eye" 'f lk1 '11 .t 

."''bo1 t lef'"t;h~ der-a'? "ou 11 r f) bound!: to h v e left ~n r r ,. b?r .. 'fl' ey 

t e l e :ft r-1 -ers.. You p,. y you 

nPV~ knPW r f) Pted l ~f'th n r.er,,,? .tw, h f'.'ck , ju P , ' ju .ae 

t nn butit ' l .o. , • Py1 r M1re po,1 on . Li ~ , on 1mo1 tl ey 

out it, 

'P!'Omotion to the rr>nk of I 1ot • .Hi ? Honourtl n sr> i d tl'! C' -ourt 
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:woul d not need to hePr J.i m Eob f'ur tr..er s i n c e i t WP S clea r th::- t t h e 

indict ent had been tATongly dra wn u p . Hi s Honour s i d it was the 
,• 

People 11h o u ght to b e on trinl,. Pn c n ot -po or Jim Bob . He t here f ore 

rPled thr-- t t . e i n dictment be c 1 ngea t o rePd J i m Bob a.et3:ins t The People.) 

Th e -Pe or>le ent erPd t he dock. 

Judge Chri s t J.1 0 \" wha t •ve you got t o s r:t.y f or your 

lousy s elves? 

Peoples V e 1 re s or :ry, j udge. But Jim lob n.l\\'Bys 

s ounde <'! s o c 0l lec t e d .tll'fdJJNJ!ffl li.:D T'h a t you think s ends a. good 

guy like Jim Bob off hi s wheels., judge? I mea n, we a ll got 

J u dge Cnr i e s o that ' P the mos t unlikely enunciation 

of l at t erdRy SAintline 0 s I've ever heRrd i n my li fe . Hold it 

whi l e I di spos e of '.me dP.l a . 

( 'Phe court now f ~ced t he au est.ion of Kedala .) 

J u dg P- Chri s : VTr Cl er k of t h court, I t hink I' ll 

m?ke Kedr> la i nto .r r d of t h i court . She' l l be i n your keeping . 

Cl er k s 

,Ju dge Chri I Hmm. J u s t anot h er poet ·i t h hot -prrnts . 

r e11 , di dn't you t e l l me bPck in t he 

Vi la.ge -

J u dge Chr i s s Villa ge, swi l l age. That WP S i n the aRy s 

wh en only i diocy A S sfl fe. 

r.lerk : But I rooted my fut ure on herl 

Judge Cr ri s s Then uproot it for t he nonce. mhis court 
now 

now turns it s f ~c e aT. ~Y f r om the prFvious deci s ion Pn / rules 
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1t) 
t . t T.~edPlr-> b~ mfld e a v r a, jointly, of everybo 1 y , plowmen, 

Mob , f i sh er men . 
t he 

Cl e k t You're mr-- king her/«xword of -people 

v.~ oro you st · i. h veto s en t nee? 

Judge Chri s r Put out y our fire. Th e court now 

f in f' the People gui l ty 'but wi. 11 r c"·erve judgment . hP.:t ' s the t ? 

I se i a you ca nt r eserve ju grn.ent 

whe>n you got nothi n g t o reserve it in .. All your ci:ins aTe 

In thPt c? s e, t.hen , the court 

su.~.nends s ent enc e a n d -pl a ce you r-tll under bona t,:, kee p t h e 

P8 Ce for nt l eA. st n genera tiom. 

(Thi s is a true transcript a.s 
witness rri.y h8nd) 

, ignea , Johnny PoP.t , clerk. 

END 
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