Vﬁctor Stafford Reid

THE PLOWIEN AND THE MOB

Chapte¥f One

Fearful plowmen journeying towards Good Friday on a cross
of plows. And in liobtown, the blood sport boiled.

Elood sporting mobsmen riding tlie dark of the moon. On
a megnolia broom.

burdened under a love load of ropes and whips for a kissin
kin tarface cousin too shiftless to come over for it.

Boiling across the intersection at lMason amd Dixon streets,
past the Cotton Exchenge building, into NSRS S ox<ctown.

Lordy. Lordy.

Smokesville,
In /HiRigEEEEE, covwnhome folk holding their aching heads,

bawled for an end to the clubbing

the shooting

the lynching

the spitting upon

singing the weary blues of an outlawed folk crazy hungering
for the law.

Singing Lordy, Lordy to the plowmen, a two hundred year old
banjo humped on their backs.

but the swampmen scurrying behind their plows, gripped
the sweaty handles and cut the crooked furrows, running for
Good Friday.

Washing away their fears in Holy Thursday's tears.

A lockstep journey of purblind plowmen. Shambling along
under a wigwam of NNNMENNR unchorn hair shutting out sights
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and sounds. Shambling along for the good of the most but
thinking uneasily of the least. For didnt a plowman know that
the tithe-man would come? A tax collector enforcing his
one in ten?

but nobouy knew when he was due. S0 fear bound them to
the plow like love. They slept like waking. ©lept with a

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

Sleep, Sheep, warbled the little harlots in Tay

Hubbard's Post-Time whorehouse which Jim Bob Slocum had provided

on bUelta street.

oleep, sheep, they crooned, rocking the joint from chest

to knees for a plowman's cradle,

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

a payday dream of a titheless Thursday.

And Jim.Bob Slocum hawked, spat and snapped his galluses,
face wreathed in the ever-lovin' smile of a mobsman, sniffing at
his magnolia and laying out the moves viiich would rook the lead-off
fellow for the Lelta street kids. but Dan Ebony, the lead-off

guy
MM for the punks, didnt prove easy to rook.
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CHAPTER TWO

Jim Bob didnt rook him easily.

The kids on the beach &t the foot of Delta street had hung out

the seine nets in the sun to dry and were washing out the boats the
time they heard aqut %anlllllll Lbony's ma. It took them a thought
and a HNN—. sna‘,)g;\'goé k%rc,)weiow Jim Bob would rope him. So they scrubbed
their forearms clean, reefed in the loose fishing trousers and went
up Lelta on the guick slapdown qg insteps the way the kids from the
small boats walk.

They passed Lame Hiram the cripple plunking his guitar in
the water gutter; and when he saw the soft way the feet hit and how
the kids secured the alleys from the corners of their eyes, he rapped
the box with the heel of his hand and began to pluck the mourning blues.

For mourning is a care song, & kindness song. A love song
for the lost. A guitar laughing sadly for kid-fishe;%l-»fiehing for
what they could never lose.,

The kids never looked at the guitar-playing punk at all.

In the same hard quiet, they passed the blacksmith shop
and when Uncle Amos raised his head and saw the violence fastened to

their backs, he slipped out of the burlap apron and motioned his

two boys after him.

Then as the five o'clock knock-off hooted from the ice
company's whistle, the men from the highway department who hac been
mending asphalt on Mason street stacked the ladles and turned

devotedly into Lelta street.

ind a lick after that, the pier gates bulged and the

longshoremen streamed forth, moving 5 “MM*_;>
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; Smokegtown
into place for the holy war on Lelta Street. For a Weke in

is a holy war. A small protest lodged to be grinningly eaten up
bank ¥
by 2 heap of/NlME charges.
was ; could
It/#m = notion the nob folk up in Mobtown/mse forgive. '"Go

Down, lioses? Shooks, that aintno call to arms,” Jim Bob said. "Only
Smoke's

l belief in the upcast eye and the splayed foot

shuffle thet aint going any place till the saints go marching in."

Smoke#town
All the folks in/Ramesgiemas hod heard by now how Lan®§

Ebony's 0ld ma had crossed over Jordan in the tarpaper shack on

belta.And since LDan§p the €lory Men was on the run from Jim Bob and

the Mob, none of them doubted that Cap'm Jim would try to rope him

in his anguish. They didnt like it nohow, but what's gonna happen
Smoketown

is gonna, regardless. So all,eillllitl~turned out to Wa ke poor Daniel

PO into the arms of the lMob. If he had to go, he oughta go big.

Out came the roundhouse men, rough and smoky as their

engines.,
praying
Out came the gin folk, humped with/NENEEBEveétween the
that meybe
rows/JllEE they get a share of the crop'to fill their cotton pickin'
bellies, sugarbag loaders smelling of molasses past the sweat,
shoeshine WMMMMER® Loys, busboys, hod carriers, tobacco pickers, deli-

very boys, jenitors, pullmen porters and all the other go-fetch folk.
Smoke®town
The street doors of/ﬁillsilllwclicked continuously as
all the true citizens came out for the Wake, beat-up shoes slipping
and scrabbling on the heat-greased asphalt.
Out from leson and Dixon came the barrowgirls, stillfaced
#E -c soints but supple hips sliding under their skirts. And

came
cautiously on the edges/¥illlé the famous thieves whose real names
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"Because I'm too young and white-eyed to be an Idiot. Because
the kid-fishermen who ca 11 themselves the Snics, wont have me."

"How old are you, boy?"

"Sixteen in the courthouse. Sixty with being scared of a
frigging Mob,"

"Guesé I'd better make you into a full fledged Idiot soon.
You almost Mob bait now, the way you talk.,"

"Jim bob rules the world from delta to duodenum, but, Lordy!
To see them Snic kids go! “he old hymn—singing/§2;§;§alook at the
new kids and go about moanin' low with pride and fear." He rodled his eyes,
adding, "Man, a body just plain shiver out of himself to see the
respect them liob folk show since the Snics latched int"

"Noi" Joel whispered. "The attitude is wrong."

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

"Rein will faXxl from the c¢lear blue sky amd the earth

smokes
will bloom enough so that/Smmmgg and 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 at the chips. His long, unflagging mouth ran lightly along the
words as he purposed to ruin the hope of a fool whose sin was in
believing.

"Rain will indeed fall, laster. Fire and rain and whatever the
hell else you say. but for now, tear your eyes off the sky and look
at the 0ld schoolhouse which Jim Bob turned into this ripsnort of
a whorehouse."

So Joel the ldiot wearily turned his eyes outward, away from
the inwrKought agony of Them and Us and looked towards the street's
bayou end.

"You nub of obscenity’" he smiled at the poet.

The boy's eyes softened as he lookea &t the little harlots.
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@he girls issued steadily out of Fay's whorehouse.

"A desecration," Joel murmured misersbly.

"Conscripts of love," the poet said. "Brought in by Jim Bob
to comfort the plowmen with news of home."

"What home?" Joel asked.

"The plowmen are homeless and therefore cuntless. Jim bob

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

you were allowed to enter the Post-Times whorehouse without getting
smokey
your X¥ =ss burnt off, 3ou'd have seen that old gopher nosing a

nude thigh here, a sweating navel there, slipping to each the tipoff
that the old me of Dan¥®® Ebony had beaten the mp in her tarpeper man-
sion on Delta street."

"You know a good deal," Joel said.

"Jim Bob has passed the word that they should Wake with us

smokes.
Z#E#MEE Vhen the plowmen hear of this, they'll be convinced that the

(i 2
Mob and us are one in love. They'll be com”orted.JThere'll be no tithef%F
"She comforts them with apples," Joel said.
The poet looked lovingly at him. "Sometimes you're one
hell of a good guy," he said admiringly.
anything. You -
"That doesnt buy you/NEEEEK got to study hard to be
a Fool,"

SuEmiMaalgEX Joel said.

"They'll get the news on Thursday from Fay's reporters in the
schoolhouse that Them and Us are cheeker to jowl than a rump to a seat."

"To pullulate Jim Bob," Joel said warmly.

"Goddam, you're swinging, Master!" said the poet on high.
"Here's some more., Uid you know the hairy swampmen lay then on desks
and typewriters? I hear their backs read like the bill of rights.

Frectured. Yuk yuk."

Joel clapped down his hand flat palmed on the street and
seid, "Words, words, words, you a parliament, boy?"
"A rump parlisment. The debate continues in Fay's whore-
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house. Here's another. Uid you know the plowmen go to bed with their
boots on? Yep, podner. .They swing aboard them chippies, boots and all."
Joel flung his arms apert in a gesture of crucifixion.

Folk slithered and sluiced along, an army of heels and
toes in a softshoe jive to wake Dand. Ebony straight into the arms
of Jim DBob.

"You're snubbing me to the cross without cause, boy!" Joel
cried. "Dont you know if you give the little harlots sufficient 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 spunky little editors. Look at them, Master, look at the

whispering as they brush

silky thighs/NENENEEENEENENNENNNNNENER by, the conevave, the knob of
Venus wind scoured and rain lashed for the moment of truth."

Joel swallowed. He szid weakly to cover up, "Spunky? Vhat
word is that?"

"Skunky. Skunk you, kaster. They all draftees to Jim Bob
like me to you," the poet said wearily. "Lets watch Fay and get us
a couple of hard ons. I"olks need witnesses."

And Joel looked down Delta and witnessed the high knee kick

Smokesville
of & sporting Mob woman putting out the/Tmwyuisgmex news for a NEEE plow-
men. Selling honeyed time to a plowman willing to be hoodwinked into
false beliefs., Selling with a warranty hung to a mobsman's claim theat
no honest men had a greater love than seperate but equal.

Witnessed Joel: the bitch apologiéts for a misjudged NMob
struggling with rope and club to snuck the maverick notions into
seperate but equal slots. ‘he agony on a fool like Joel, speared on his
hope of a seperate but equal peace. The agony that wrung his lips in a
hard won, lIdiot's grin. "The useful publishers coming to VWake with us

smokey y
so the plowmen will know that lob and Hmm#g alike, we wallow in love

like hogs at a MR swill," he groaned.
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His eyes full of duplicity, the poet looked at Joel.

"I forgot to tell you. Them plowmen so scared to leave their
plows, they hustle off the girls and race back to the swamp still
buttoning their flys," he said.

"The nation was built on fellows buttoning their flys il,"
Joel said coldly.

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

The littlie harlots hobbled in pairs behind Fay the madam and
her aging starter, Tony. They walked clencu-rumped, their bottoms Sun-
day cuiet as they published the news of a mutual gnguish. For the pass-—

Smokeg@town
ing of an aunt or uncle bereft Mobtown and /iy =11ike .

llSing’ (1]

HEENE ordered the madam over her shoulder as they neared
the corner at lason.

"Sing!" Joel the Fool cried fiercely as they divided the
ranks to pass around him and his pupil the boy-poet.

And their heels clacking in unison to the beat of the song,

Smokesville
all Olmsgsbwmeer fcll in behind them, the fieldhands and the houseboys,
cupbearers and ostlers, lackeys and flunkies. And only the fishing-kids
walked their own way on the quick slapdown of insteps the way the

Snics of the small boats do. But the others wheeled into the yard

behind the whores & 11 singing the Battle Hymn Of The Republic.

The poet applauded simply, with handclaps. He was too

moved for words.

Joel said when the singing was inside the yard, "Boy, you
seen any of the famous thieves from up No'th?"

Joel knew there were many thieves from No'th down to do
their bigmoneyed best to hold off the Mob from uan‘. Ebony. They

would stack him with funds, but they wouldnt bring guns.



Sure. He knew the big twin-seed guys would be around but sly
as catamounts eyeing Jim Bob, walking in the pitch shadow of the
money bags. Stacked Higher than a hanging tree. He knew, but the
boy should learn‘ to find out.

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

The poet snatched at Delta street with his hard young eyes
and caught the shy.famous thieves.

"Some," he said,

"Neme them," Joel said irritably. He didnt like things done
sloppy. "bBut use liob names. Walls have ears."

"Blues Singer, boxer, Decatilon," the boy said. "Outfield,
All Conference, Storyteller ——*"

"That's enough," Joel said, catching & falling star in an
empty asparagus tin. "Jim Bob's gonna burn our heels because the
No'thnuhs come to sit-in with“us."

Blihe boy waited MM Ola and pcnchfaced for his sixteen years,
he waited.

"You're going in," Joel szid.

The boy nodded sombrely.

"Wait for a knot of nobler men," Joel said.

The boy nodded and waited. He knew that mobfolk knew @éﬁﬁﬁii
no more than you were acquainted with your immortal soul. Only on
Sundays when Preachin' Uncle Mose hit you with a brand from the
devil's furnace. but a/xggaﬁgims aware of the lMob like a crown of
thorns: you moved, and you knew they were there. So although he was
going ME into lMa Ebony's yard, he would use the approach that would

smokeys
provide him with a head start out of trouble. A lot of /leuggeex done up

by the liob had been made ready for the cutting table because of the
company they kept. The lob owned eyes everywhere, even in a fish fry

or a Wake,
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His face nut-creased, he sat slat legged like Joel in the
middle of Delta street among the empty cans and worried that a poet
had nothing but his words and those could be buried with him. Come
the angry days, the magnolia days and no man waited for a poet in the
rush off the streets. Lvery day was a bankruptcy sale and no time
for stockpiling his shelves. He knew the ease and HME squeeze of
heat and cold; the'rejection of the affluent years or the sudden
solicitude to embrace his scrawny neck in the days of lean kine,

411 this Joel had NN told him. 3

The boy grinned as he disentangled from the rest of Smoke‘f
town, He wouldnt go into the Wake with the kind of company Jim Bob
might later kick his gut out for. Jim Bob allowed him and Joel to
live, prosper and even flourish because he liked the clean thinking,
the pride of place in a goddam fool.

"What are you thinking about?" Joel said.

"Goddam," the young poet said.

"Phat's nothing to think about," Joel said. "Here comes a
knot."

Then with a grunt to Joel, he slipped into the yard among
some uncles such as Preachin' Yncle liose the dogcatcher and Uncle
Jud the junkman and Uncle Reﬁus the carpenter who sometimes told
stories. Preachin' Uncle lMose was bowing right and left for on
Sundays and wake-days he was a deacon and no goddam dogecatcher.

The poet went in fast but watchful. He sprang smartly back as he
went too close to the boy-fishers.

"The crezy Snics!"™ he whispered into the hollow where
his bowels had been. For the glitter from the tiny knives stuck inside
their belts had splintered in his eyes. He backed swiftly away

and found a place behind the madam.
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CHAPTER THREL

"The o0ld mammy was Dan Ebony's ma," an was saying to Tony
the Banker. "She usea to work in the Jew shop at the corner of
Oxford and Little Rock e before the Reconstruction when we
had to tear it down. All us folks in the lMob was sorry when we had
to do it but I guess we had to. 0 when he died accidentally like
'cause, poor guy, he got so fired up he wouldnt move out when we was
bringing down the roof, we put up a plaque saying he died like any
good downhome boy defending his honour."

"Yeah," Tony the banker said wearily.

"Name of Levine. But when we got around to putting up the
plaque, we sort of slipped up and spelt it M-a-c capitel E-l-e-v-i-
n-e. MacElvine. So folks wouldnt be ashamed of him or anything."

"That would fix it," Lony said absently.

He was a No'thnuh who had moved down to magnolia land when
the opening came in that huge curiosity known as Fay’s whorehouse;
the barn of a place which had been the schoolhouse but which the
Mob had now made into a catchall of bank, news journal and cubicles
for the little strumpets who gave a guilty plowman grace for a
week. The Banker had no use for Wakes; but as he said to himself
when Jim Bob hired him, "Let's face it. We're involved body and soul
and sutomobile with the lunatic magnolia fringe what runs the cat
house to cool a plowmen's conscience on a ThursdQ?Friday.“

Jim Bob had hired him because he knew all about tithes. He
could fake the books for & purblind plowman.

Salvation
"Mammy Ebony has & sister named Aunt/)SMlll¥ the madam said.
"You're a newspaper," the banker grinned.

"Dont call me that!" Fay szid sharply.
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"You're a journal," The Banker said,
"That's the :
A word we use down here," Fay said, nodding. "We
dont cotton to the loose No'th way of talking. I aint a low echelon
editor in that cunthouse for nothing." “he looked sideways to see if
he grinned. She liked to see the Banker happy.

The Banker belched and stroked his Lelly under the Jamgica
gilk 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 was a trap
he would be reluctant to step away from.

: truck.

"That's Aunt Salvation over there, Big as a Mack/Mle The
one wearing ‘ 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 recreation, 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 that coon g0."

He knew the poet, a runt who figured that not being a Snic,
he had liberty to breathe. He could peel thg 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 resist it than a pup a post. ,

Fay turned her head and looked at the boy and said, "Go away."

"But the Banker's a foreigneri{" the poet protested, "He

aint one of us! He's only a foreign correspondenti"

"You better go now, WMl 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 the uncles. The uncles who were the conscience

omokesville :
notes from Mobtown to (NEENMRNENG:gcinst tithing time. A ten—carat
coin from a mint of penance to make any mobster punishment proof.

You racked the shotgun and put away the joy-rope and
do-gi-doed until dawn.

An aunt and an uncle were for buying more dawns.

"We've got a lot to do tpmorrOW," the Banker 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 at your mother's buryin'."

The Banker rolled gum in his cheek and said, "What's a
Wake got to do with us? You passin! fmv@ﬁgaﬁgor something? You
want to make Jim Bob figure you got tar on the feathers you
aint showing?"

"I've got Mayflower blooda, 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 circumstq;pce," said the Banker feeling right
as rain. He smiled at the whole Wake.

"Why do you want to make owr[ﬁﬁgsazmnhappy? Why do you want
them to lose their catfish rights?" cried Fay.

But the Banker only shrugged. He was used to the ¥NlK Mob's

gobbledegook that could doublethink them #lto a love-hate switchback
deep inside a magnolia maze. He said, "Where's the glory
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"We've got good @isboys down here. Daniel made col-

Man?"

lege," Fay said. "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 thelj mobsters castrate Daniel, but you'd lend
Jim Bob the knife if he asks.”

¥ay nodded. "And Daniel would ask I whether its got a

knowing

good edge. You No'th folks aint half way near to/MR what it is.
We love them even when they get out of line. If we can, we bring
them back again. If they wont, they're beviver off out of it.
Daniel being on the run dont mean I shouldnt bring my girls to

mammy ' s
sing at his/meee Wake."

M The Banker laughed small, HiiNSENRNERNE-} cigcle at
a time like a ¥l 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

Smeke’s
plowman status in a,\w eye.

"That Jim Bob is a humourous guy. He joyrides them
SmeRe
plowboys deep in/'\m territory so they feel big as boots.

Cant blame a guy for liking to feel big as boots now and then,"
the Banker said.
Smaketbwhqy’s
To publish a plowman's status in a',\meye, M and
hustle out of the cathouse to sing the gumbo tunes, foot-slapping,
hand-clapping, home-coming Wi 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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The Lenker's narrow shoulders were hunched with hostility.
They were all around him, rolling the bigﬂw eyes in a shop-
worn ecstasyvthat only needed a whiplash a day to tease the nap
of any — who drew too near to joy.

"This Daniel must be one great boob. Coming back down
here to lead a bunch of fishing-kids who went to bed=in at the
schoolhouse. He should have stayed up No'th. Could have hopped,
skipped and jumped himself into a fortune," he seid.

The madam shook her head angrily. She asked, "What's
this hop, skip and jump?"

"Up No'th we make them world champions ‘et ball playing,
or HENEEEE singing their stinking songs, or fighting. Real
heroes." He chuckled.

admire

He said, "What I/mmmss is how Jim Bob meke out all them world
champs/génzore than thieves, once they cross the line south. %o
down here he calls them by their fraud names, Blues Singer, Ball
Player and the rest. 1They show their noses he bloodies it for them.
One humorous guy, that Jim bob."

Her baked-out blue eyes punched in, arguing underneath
the skin at a score of stresses that only the magnolia peopleknew,
Fay shook her head and said, "Jim Bob dont hate them none at
all., He thinks all that gravy aint good for them, is all."

"You tell that to the upcontinent folk. I'm down here and
I know better."

"Watch your tongue, Banker," Fay said bleakly. "Jim Bob's
got you too. He squeeze, and you got nothing dangling."

The Banker paled. He was in foreign territory, a swampman
sent in to liaison the lob who kept the plowmen happy on a “hurs-
day when they came in to haul a week's worry.

"I gint the one to do a crappy job," he said sullenly.
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"This nation wasnt built on crap."

Fay sighed. The voices were coming out like syrﬁp now,
saying things only us folk could know.

"We're one, banker, Them and Us," she said. "Whether we

S.m o kd,acw h

live in}” or in Magnolia City which They call Mobtown."
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CHAPTER THBSEE FOUR

Magnolia City was a mob town. ™he lawbooks were in
the courthouse under a proud old cypress. The courthouse wes

4
under the Mob's lock and key. Tax;\town was the suburb near the

e wes a lost folk town, a nothing much town;
a town that danced to a dirge, whose laughter ran copiouqu vy
like tears, whose joy was a Wake. The swamp lay north of:mo' g
In the swamp, the Plowmen 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 MMl see beyond the head
plowing
of Delta 8treet 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 hair/ iR NNRMNEE the sights and

sounds that/liglvﬁ‘gma plowman's mind from his feet so Ml he
Mg would mmmms hear the hounds baying, s the ropes creaking,
s the carpenter's hammering on a long box.

Beyond the swamp was the Nl country called No'th
where the government WiNENWINNE lived, ruling by voice swampmen,
mobsmen and the little lost folk.

No'th folk
' saw the land"draining under the swamper's
plows and reasoned that the dryshod days were due when the road
through the swamp would be watertight, coupling No'th to all
the country below, supplying a highway for a million fleeing smokes

S 1 iberated from love. So a policy took slow shape as the

No'thnuhs
w,\sought $o hobble the Mob with new laws.

But Jim Bob who bossed the Mob angrily snapped his
gellusses and swore he had soldiered $too long to be



19

uprooted by do-gooding foreigners. Nobody would spit in his eye.

Governing by voice as they did, the No'th could only shrug and
wait for the dryshod days. but the deadly, skinny kids who worked the
boats beached at the foot of Lelta street, saw no good in waiting.
Ousted ;;:ﬁ the schoolhouse to make room for Jim Bob's complex of
bank, bistro and public press, they were ripe for Dan Ebony when
he appeared.

"We got no time to wait, baby," the little fishermen
whispered, faces clean, bone hard and unwaiting.

°

The night was dark. The kids had stripped the lamp sockets
with rocks so a glory man grew tall in the' black. Dan Ebony walked
with the heel clump and the bent elbow of @& proud, night-time man,

S0, witness big Dan kbony walking to a Wake. To sing the
gumbo his a”hger rejected, for the hope his head accepted. Eor even
if he was i:;d—off men for the fishing kids who probed at the Mob
with their tiny knives, it =tood to reason as a prudent man he
would not relincuish the old ways.

"lan, the time's come when you gotta choose," said Big Lemuel
Jones, a wide, lowslung winchman from the piers who pointed like
a hound dog down any Dan Ebony road, pure in heart as a hatchet.

Smpg{i\t"@wn

"You wearing e cround your neck. You gonna be so slow,
Cap'n Jim Bbob Slocum aint gonna have to run after you. He'll just
wait for you," big Lem said.

"Choosing time was when I lined up with the kids," lan
Ebony seid. "Now, I'm just aiming not to lose."

"pPay attention to losing, dad. If vou lose smart, the dice
will come around again. You'll get another shake."

They walked softly now, nearing the Vake. The Mob could

be in the territorye.
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Sloping softly down the night's dark seam. For = Willlliges <moke
thought thet in the darkest of nights he was 1lit up for a mobsman
to see. Feeling his wrongness in the rightness of the big lMob world.
He was the bruise on the brow of a liob god.

"Its my shake now," Lan Ebony said. "They coming out fast
and clicking. I'm calling Jim Lbob."

Big Lem slapped angrily at a mosquito. He said, "This time
they wont book you, glory man. This time they'll put you on the
cuttin'-table."

So walking in the honeysuckle evening, with the ol' peach
M vloscoms floating down, Uasniel looked inside his heada for
the night Jim Bob had snuck the love-hook into him. The night Jim
Bob had tzken him to the station house. He remembered the night.

The mobster at the desk had cpoken without looking up.

His heaad was bowed to the big hanging-book while he snified at the
magnolis pinned on his shirt. He said,

"What you rook him for, Potentate?"

And Jim Bob Slocum, the High Poten%ate, said, "He struck back."

The eyes of the desk man jumped from the book and broke
bDan Ebony in two.

"Struck basck? No goddam sense," he said in disgust.

"He's one of them what say they got no time to lose," said Jim
Bob,"Says singin' time is over. Says they got speeches to make."

"He aint no Snic. He's an old guy. He full blooded? Seems
itfe he got a nose," the desk man said, staring at Laniel.,

"Hell, how can you tell by his nose," Jim Bob said milg}y.

smoke Or a Kw-
"Look at that Abke Linkun. Never looked a bit like a (@ifiiits He fooled
them No'th folks clear through. He was a big speechifying man. He

fooled all them folks up in No'th."
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The desk man chuckled. "Sure, Potentate, But we hed him
dead to rights."

"You cant fool the ol' magnolie," Jim Bob said quietly;
"Go ahead, son. Lay it on."

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 stop 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 the 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 had started acting up. But he was a law man
himself and he could figure them out.

The baby mobster was a questioner. Jim Bob knew he was
one of the slit-eared punks in thm oldfashioned clubbery was being
bred out. They had lousy memories. 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 said, "Son, you turned up at the last Spittin'?"

The boy avoided his eyes. "No, Potentate. Reckon I was
tuckered out from night ridin'."

"You cant be tuckered out enough, son. You forgetting
that Abie Linkun did what he did?" X :

The boy looked up savagely. "I aint forgetting nothing.

"
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I'm as much Mob as you."

Jim Bob felt like chuckling. That always brought them
out. They were scared shitle;s whenever you hinted they werent
going along with their folks.

"Sure, son. Reckon you aint forgetting that Abie ILinkun
killed thaet ol' Constitution our filks hammered out a couple
hundred years back. You remember it now, son?"

Jim Bob was relentless, his eyes slit-shut. The boy
nodded.

"You go ahead and tell it to me again, son. Tell me about
that pf%e'of lgw Abie Linkgn ripped out of the Constitution.
Recite it, son. Show Jim Bob you ¥X 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 heritage, 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 riapped 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 they was Pe0ple,"vsaid the boy angrily.

"Sure," Jim Bob said. "Sure. That's it, son. You go
ahead and lay them magnolia petals on Daniel's name."

And Deniel 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
g00d.

The voy 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 XX 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 swamp. Thg fishing 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 $treet. The folks sang low about Jericho. The beat was solid
and maybe the walls would fall.

"The walls wont fall," Laniii Ebony said.

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

"Maybe they'll have a fish fry. I'm not full as I used
to be."

Smeke :

"A SSmmalwe: cant afford to be full. He got to keep
light for running,”/%ig 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.#f Lét's have no more singin'.'"

"I'll bet Jim FBob 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 hard,
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?" Daniel Ebony asked,

raking him with it to hurt. smokey
But Lemuel Jones cradled it in his oldtime Wik 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 I'm still gonna hang
on your heel like my old/;ﬁﬁaldog to save your fool neck from Jim Bob.
S;re, you got a rating. The Mob's rated you a thief now. Your name's
on the book as College Man,"

halted

Ebony/S#® =nd peered at Lemuel in the dark. "Where do
you get all this stuff?" he demanded.

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

got pores and smell."
slanting

A nightengale hustled a song in a/Mlg rush down WEENNEEN
the molasses air and Lemuel whistled easily back paying for his
hope like any seasoned.s,OK%yho 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 0ld boll weevil game?"ldsten.
Down here Wil most days is Dboll weevil days. Like Monday,
Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday."

"What about the rest?"

"The rest is magnolia days. Monday Tuesday Wednesday Thurs-
day they pin boll weevils on their uniform shirts 'cause those
are working days and we @int visible more than a camshaft in a

part.
Caddy is visible, We just the machine{ But cut for the high bush
on the day of the magnolia when they warm up with love for you.
Boy, then you visible."

"What's wrong with the other days?"

"You funning? Friday and Saturday's banking day, deposit

day when the plowmen come in. sort of little tithin' day.Boy, they
owe us a lotymakin' Jim Bob fOol them. They aint begun payin' yet."
"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
SmoKe

with a hunk of mobsters waiting for a ]Iii.;to drink.

"Sunday?" Lemule Jones said. "You know why they lock us out

SemoKels

of M church? 'Cause no m supposed to see a mobster stoopin'
so low., Man, he catch you watching him on his knees, he break your

head with the collection plateJ'IEleven a.m. Sunday's the most
segregated hour of the week."
But Deniel worked his way out of the grin,eyeing the gene-

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

had 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/Nil i % ‘ '

the folk of lees were dezd and not here, that Lemuel Jones was a

ghost.

A voice called softly, "College ManJ'aint no use shadow boxing."

And they dropped in midstride, their heads turning to Al
locate the peril.

“"Relax, kid. Its me, the Eoxer."

He was strong and successful. He lived up in No'th where he
was wealthy and sought after for his trede, but down here in Mobtown
he was on the booksszz%£Xth1ef who had hoodwinked the idiots up there.

Smone o wa
Daniel knew him, a hardworking man for *1n the oldtime way,
the devious earnest €rgenisation 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!al;Ebony said. A man coughed and Daniel asked
sharply, "Who's with you?"

"Flues Singer," the man said, a rough, uneasy %gb—scarred

man who should have left the territory long before thegp%ecame acquainte
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with his talent and tried to part him from such a handicap. Now he
rarely showed himself in daylight.

"Let the Organisation handle it, man," he said. "Them kids
are okay but a little hasty."

Big Lem gulped and said, "Man, how come fou thieves clutteriéﬁ)
the highway like this? You got engagements down here? Jim Bob's gonna
pay good lob money to see you fight, Boxer?

"Or to hear you work the gutbucket, Singer? What you doing out
hear calling Danied by his hanging name loud as a bull 'gator in season?"

"T'he kids are effective. What the hell does the Organisation
wants but that what's done should be effective?" Daniel said.

His head turning like an animal's, Big Lem cased the street
with tongue and skin for the lob. A big black bird in whom a hundred
years of club and whip had built-in a hairline commotion to Mob-smells
and Mob-soundse. At the first snap of an arm, he could race for cover.

"No, the Organisation wants more than that," Big Lem said
angrily. "They send down bigshots like boxer and Blues Singer who aint
nothing but thieves to the lob. The liob figure you to be a bunch of
freuds, you No'th,\% You dont raise 'taters or rub down horses.
You run and jump snd play ball and sing and dance. You aint true

A;E:;;;ﬁmo the Mob's way of thinking. When Jim Bob learns you been down
here, all our asses going to start fryin'."

"You boys aint gonna win this one by yourselves down here, dont
you know that?" the boxer said. "This one's gotta be won up in No'th.
What the kids doing down here aint got no dignity. Got no decency. Like
having e meal in e whorehouse. The help aint geared for 1E."

"Phe kids are geared the best way possible. They aint afreid

to use their hands against the liob," Dan Ebony said.
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"How meny bullets you think it tekes to finish off a goddam
snic?" Blues Singer asked angrily.

"More than the liob's got," Lan Ebony szid. "The Mob's
finished if they shoot thé kids. The people up in No'th would
roll on them. Jim Bob knows it."

"College llan, aint you know that Jim Bob's smartern a
whelp fox? He'll fina a way to rook them kids. Go our way and in
five-ten years we got it licked. We'd even get passes for Jim
Bob's whorehouse."

"The kids dont want passes, they want.to tear down the
Ggoor," Laeniel said wearily. "You were born up- in No'th, Boxer.
Only a downhome can understand how a guy feels to tear down them
doors."

"Sure," Big Lem said warmly. "When & guy's outside facin!
a door long enough an' that door's locked, he liable to go crazy
after awhile. All them ®nics gone crazy, man."

"No crazier then the folks who lock themselves in," Lan
Ebony said.

"Them's crazy too," Big Lem agreed eagerly. “Jim Bob's
protectin' us from all them crazy lob folk an' that's why he
locks us out."

"Lig Lem's & joker," Laniel explained to boxer and Elues
Singer. "He goes to Wakes and roll his eyes and laughs with a
bunch of teeth. You want to hear him say Shenandoah. Ask him.,"

"Say ohenandoah," Boxer said.

"Shenandoah," big Lem said.

"oee?" Lan Lbony seid. "He sings it so rich you could
shovel it. Okey, boxer. Go back to No'th. Tell the Orgenisation I

produced the richest Wake since the one for Abie Linkun. Tell them
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I got the kids in there as well as the older folk, Big Lem's kind.
Tell the Organisation we'll sure win."

And he led Big Lem up Delta street, big elbowing the derk
out of the way. And when big Lem asked how the hell he hoped to win
bucking every throw, he seid maybe he wouldnt win but he would hustle
the clean-eyed youths into the front pews for Passion Week,

He said it was no matter how he felt, the pain end being

S mekes vitle
miscast from the womb, he took the uneasy glory of anilillwglory man
and held it under his cotton candy lovin' tongue.?3f9 Lea.'uuua

"You get out from under your tongue. Jim+Bob's gonna be at the
Wake conducting the singin' lessons. He's gonna be listenin' to you."

He chuckled at big Lem., But it was true that Jim Bob had let
it be known that talking was out to an%A love-child born and
reared in a home of 'possum and catfish plenty didnt have no need to
do nothin' but sing, Jim Bob had let it be known.

"You'd have gone back to No'th if things wasnt loused up by
runnin' into you the day of Abie Linkun's Wake," grumbled Big Lem. "That
gal, Torch, she got you good for Jim bob Slocum. Torch sure fixed you."

Torch, sure, Baniel thought bitterly.

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

He had met her the day they commemorated Abie LinKun's Wake.
It had been a2 fine day and all of Lelta street should have been sit-
ting out. For who would stay inside the baking little cabins on a
fine day that every free guy bought in great gulps of brackish bayou
breeze?

But the lob had unpinned the boll weevils from their shirts
Smo kgfvwn
and were wearing magnolia blooms instead. Andiillﬂlllllgcowered behind
cabin doors. Jim Bob had said no commemoration this year.

Daniel had met Big Lem easing fast and watchful down

Mason street.
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"Hi," Dan Ebony called from the aoorway of a fry fish shop.
Big Lem leaped high in the air and jumped for shelter.
He edged up to Laniel and said like he was teking him apart,
"You got nothing in your head but what the junkman/g:::%want.
You think that on a magnolia day, us downhome folk stand in doorways and
call hi? Looky here." He rapped on the tightly shut door of the fry fish
shop. "You think I could knock long and hard enough for the folks inside
to open up? Thistis one day you shack in and stay put."
“Why/ggéiyou take some of that advice yourself?" Dan Ebony said.,
"I'm going to see Torch Future. She sent for me."
"Torch Futmre? Who's she? Your woman?"
Big Lem looked curiously at him. "You kiddin'?"
"Am I supposed to be?"
"You better. For Jim Bob's got his eye there."
"You ¢elling me you're going to lMobtown on & day like this to
see a magnolia womgn?"
Lemuel grinned. "Boy, you're way out. You shouldnt have left
down heri azeall° You forgot everything. That gal Torch Future aint
Smo

neitherﬁgllﬁiﬁnor Mob. Bhe's a half breed. She lives on the river road,

the Hﬁ;ﬁer road between here and lobtown."

"Then what makes Jim Bob so full of seeds there? He passing
smoke ?¥

for,l

Big Lem didnt laugh. He said, "Well, she built pretty good for
one thing. And Jim Bob declares she used to be Abie Linkun's woman,"

"And because she's built pretty good you risk your hidef?"

Big Lem looked pityingly at him. "Tisten, Daniel, when that
gal Torch calls you, you Jjust turns up. You always hopin' that this
time, maybe she opens the bedroom door to you." He looked thoughtful
end added, "Besides, she set on commemoration, even although Jim Bob

says no Wake for Abie Linkun this year."
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"So you're going to help her."

Lemuel shpok his head in awe. "Man, you really way out.
Me help her? I'm going ¥ try talkin' her out of it."

Daniel Ebony looked long and thoughtful at him. Then he
stepped into the street and the strong synlight had gone in at
the open collar of his shirt and down/h back full of
warmth so he felt powerful. He straddled his big, pushing legs.

"Show me where she lives," he said.

"You gonna make a bad, long corpse. Ve ZME got no pine

boards to fit you," Lemuel Jones said g 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 /e~ They
squatted on their haunches in the dark, in the soft night dark
of the honeysuckle night with the peach blossoms floating down.
Two of a& race pitching horseshoes at doom, walking the path of the
tiger. Fear of the lob piled thickly, suddenly.

"I hear they made Jim Bob high potentate for the Nob," Big
Lemuel Ml soid.aslRieeubesneligy

"Jim Bob," ~aniel Ebony said, feeling him close, "Jim

Bob Slocum."
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CHAPTER FIVE

Jim Bob Slocum, the High Potentate,
M A T VR Vi O Ry g gy ey

e D i i NN wos 2 tubby man no taller

than here who waddled into the yard at Delta‘ﬁ%reet wiping his

neck above the bump of his Njjjill# tie with o sweat balled hand-
faded denim
kerchief. He wore ‘ Mob uniform, the/MMMMNNNNNEE shirt and trousers.

At the high peaked cap, the liob insignia of the burning cross
reared from the spiralling motto, Love Congquers All.

poet,
The PN his mouth agape, saw Jim Bob and dug himself

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

And anybody there who looked, saw that Jim Bob was warm
and friendly for Delta ﬁ%reet 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 stumbled once, when he came
in, but now it was righting itself‘L He stood in the old at-ease
position of the liob, legs astraddle and fists on hips. He had the
tingle at the nape of his neck and a loose readiness in his body,
for he had not felt them give vay wiksm as they should when he
wore the magnolia. ?here had been/lﬁzi-iniinnyield in the yard
as he pushed in and he guessed that since Ebony had been bull-

finangling the lMob, Delta Street was not as scary as it used to be.

/
He eyed the yard and saw the Snic-kids moving around softly and
he smiled fool-happy some more, for the day was coming when he
would send in the mobsmen for them. Something would kick in fine
enough for the lMob 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.
Smekiffewn,

He looked around for the ogly true man in 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 dutye.

"It aint possible for outsiders to understand," Jim Bob
said, the law swinging violently in his gut againstﬁsophists' and
the“bigots up in No'th full of the irrefragable horseshit the
mq*.-l()@ers blanked out their eyeless sockets with. It wasnt
possible for them to understanc that the way you licked this land
was to meke 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 Wil 2nd Tony
the Banker and frowned slightly that they had brought the chippies.
You took them too close to the& and the tears could get them}
and before you knew it, gone would be all that good Mob upbringing
and they were ready to go crackin' to their knees, bawling out
their guilt. Louder than a swamp hog caught in the reeds. Wo@@a

smomy
were mostly fools and a * could sure reach them.

mo

Jim Bob felt the hate for mprowllng 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.Zjiills 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 the lonesome singer shuddered.
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@he Poet 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 rested from foot to foot and worriedly remembered the last

Wake for Abie Linkun. ‘hat had been dinner in your belly, an ice

Torch
cream cone a house big. He had whooped at the nmisimes woy NN
the Wake that
had taken/¥ to the edge of the swamp so/the plowmen had a flea
from

in the ear/"'é the rocking slam of the dark brown flood wailing
at the short change deal.
HE¥ money

"You got no grip on yourself. You loose as/lllllg%@n a
pimp's pocket," said Angie the little fisherman, behind him,

Angie the baby, turned savage because they had pulled the teats

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

M courage of/aphisimiilmalnd 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,?ﬁet buttoning
his fly. "Lewve me be."

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

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

find him out," the IGet said, his head sunk into his shoulders,
disputed

waiting to be/mmiNusliimi Ly himself.

"His name aint Flowers, stupid&alts Jim Bob. And
he's got his eyes on us Snics 'cause we aint singing at this Wake."

"A smart man sings so his enemies wont hear the words, only
the tune. Folk down around here are plenty smart."

"We dont aim to fool them. We want to hurti them, Ifée‘t.i
We really through with singing. Dont tell Dan, but we through with

talking too."
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One fooﬂhooked behind him as his indecent, double-dealing
eyes explored the crowd with stezdy hope, the poet nodded boredly.
He grinned carefully as he walked away to end it. It waes no use
telling little Angie it was not toughness that counted so much as
how you walked the public fields. How you turned the traps into

comfort stations. How you split down the enemy for kindling.
Smoke Smokesville

For which ,diie in

memory of Abie Linkun — who after all had left them to hold down

s would publicly impugn the

the Mob, made bristly as unshaven hog meat by himself? Unless the
poorbgzzﬁéiwas in the lob's station house Leing lined up for a
joydrag at the end of a towrope behind a mobsman's auto. Then a
iﬁi;;iwould repudiate anything to escape that ol' towrope.
Goddammit, said the poet, dashing an angry tear, he would even
repudiate that gal Torch Future for the flagrante delicto angle of
her thighs astraddle a thousana year old cypress the day of Abie
Linkun's commemMoration. They had held the Wake in the woods at
the edge of the swamp nea¥ to the plowmen's road. Near the road of
dreams which a plowman's fears hardened into the reality of a
mink coat guarded by a million dolilar bomb. It was the evening
Dan Ebony had come out. ban Ebony, Jim Bob and the yellow girl
Torch.

The poet who was now looking for a place to scratch his
hack slipped in and out of the crowd as he recalled the night
Lan Ebony had seen the girl, Torch. He shook his head. He found
the edge of the outhouse. Revolving slowly, he delicately scratched
his shoulder blades as he remembered how Lorch haa led the Wake.
Straedaling & thousand yeard old bald cypress. ohe was made for
more than a bald cypress. With e hard young sigh, he reflected
th&t by the vault of her thighs connecting a vigilance in bed,

she was no mate for a poet. 4 hero to jockey such a mere. both

Pl o o o Wy
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Jim Bob and Dan Ebony were aching for the wide-hipped sweetness.
And the poet with & smash of the small of his back
against the outhouse, vowed that he would be in at the end,

To
@/ kick in the face of the loser.
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pecple
thenm rally under the goad of the boys.

Jim Bob squeezed his eyes half shut and looked unbelieviﬂ“g—
ly. They were actually pushing back his trained magnolis men. The ¥
fix from up No'th was in slright. The dopey'\% were fighting back
in the open. 8hoving against his men because of the attitude taken
up by the do-gooders in No'th. One time he could have had them
prone on their fsces simply by appearing. He swore quietly, proudly,

Lmcres ville
deadly that he would saveiﬁl!-‘-'!yirom sin. Nobody loved these
poor misguided folk more than he. He hefted his club and waded in
to crack a few of the skulls of those whom he loved.

Daniel Ebony fought among the brave little fishermen. He
jarred and NEN hooked and smacked magnolia fleshBR with fists and
elbows., Eig Lemuel was near him, Big Lem already bore & torn cheek
and a blooming eye but he was joyful as a bulldog/:: a strange
city. Big Lem clumped his fist to a throat and roared with years
old laughter 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
craziness of it. Ha ha-ing among the trumpets. PRIV I

Preachin' Uncle Mose, deacon though he was, was %q!lliiu
slap through. A chance to punish mobsters was nearest to the king-
dom of heaven he would get to this side o0f a catfish. Although the
cloth he wore tethered him/;:llll the tents of peace, he could
marvel at the rightness of war. He had watched the creation of these
children of violence. The young Snics wanted the right to lay-in
at the Delta street whorehouse, HINNENNNENNN It wasnt as if they

by .
would learn more thanAstanding up a barrow=-girl any moondark night

out in the bayou, but to keep them from getting it in Jim Eob's
schoolhouse was enough to put a seraphlllup good and hard. Uncle
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liose shook his headMll as he looked across at Fay the madam. A
real downhome daughter of decency, was the mother whore. A woman
whose love for tapestry, its
EENNNENEN nagnolia land was of s0 rich a MNNNNNNWNNNNN warp and
woof defied the naked eye. Sho enough, she was heaven bound too;
S0kl

for piously while the battle raged between mobsters and ,

she hed mounted her girls into such seasonal tunes as Look Away, Dixi

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

America The beautiful. ghe girls rode so highfooted, you heard

them above the fists and the boots and the cries of agony.

The gore and the sweat and the pain, mused the ZGet,
Smikeswille
his hardigllﬂﬂillii=eyes gentling at the massacre. The cracking

blows. Joel would be glad when his report showed that the Mob
had used fists instead of clubs. Clubs were no good for close-up

work. The cracks of clubs were for animals, Joel the Idiot had

wa s of
said. He/mm an advocate/NNNNENE infighting. l‘he gut ripping, groin
smashing body to body
bi bbbl kind that made a2 man less an animel than

when he received it from the club. Even Jim Bob had put up the
club and was using the big meaty fists. He hoped Jim Bob would
get through to Bbonxi One of them would be killed and he didnt
care the hell whomo/& had belly and thighs and a mound
of silky hair he had seen through the keyhole. Her pa had been

S0 ke glonsm

of the magnolia people and her ma o, iNNNENEMS borrowgirl. The

Torch,
procreation had been a NN swinging auccess./lillllllliythe/P6et
end thing. conceivable
thought, was the/mniumme The/NENNEENE receptacle of somebody's

Smoke.
hopes, mobsman,r@ﬁll' —— Oor a goddem clever Foet who in fingering

Uaniel for Jim Bob was only fixing that the antagonists met. With

a little push here and there, they could cancel out each other.
His grin of wigmmm deviltry lost some of its glee

as he panicked with the fear that som ’\u might have seen him

whispering to Jim Bob that Daniel was sure to come out,.
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real good, said
It was/niisdigiengme: Uoniel Ebony to be fighting back.

The lMob wasnt used to follk who fought 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. 411 you heard now Ml were grunts

and the fall 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 mover, an executioner. He
would be a terror in the moonless nights. +‘he nights when the
Mob rode and the crosses burned. You could see the creative things
-1 .c carried in his hands, outturned, scrubbed pinkly;
;ﬁ;ﬁﬁgto squeeze the ultimate ululation from the trussed up,
broken mockery they dragged at the talllléht on the milk run
Swmokesville .
from Magnolia to m Sometimes they lingered over it, and
were only through near the moonless dawn, Bumping it behind the
S‘mokffcwn.

automobiles as they returned it toﬂﬁgliiﬁll.n The mobster smiled
his teeth at Daniel, WilllEE czlling 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 big Lem's voice batter with power,

"Little Angie — NO!"

He swifted a look and saw the twinkle in the kid's
hand. It scared him into a sweat.

The Organisation was strong against killing. Killing
a mobsman, that was. For while the rulers up in No'th were for
hobbling the Mob with new, anti-killing laws, nobody could expect

SmoliTo wnen!

them to hold back the Mob if the * in turn took to killing.

Bhe Mob could thereldiBmn alioot with Tnpukity. Amd they Bad the

-SULS «
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S0 Leniel NilMMl chopped a way through to Little Angie
and yelled that the kids should make for the beach. And with
Big Lem and some longshoremen halding back the mobsters, they
slid into Delta. And out there, they broke up and sank out of
sight the way they had been doing for generstions when the pressure

mobsman,

rose. but a real hard/gul;,big as a house and brave as a lion,
followed the kids into Lelta street, following the sound of feet

little
slapping softly, and shambled into them. Ana this mobsman,/KiNSEE

twinkling
Angie found for himself and with his/fikigii. knife sent him into

silence,

Jim bob found the body. He turned it over and felt the
heart. He frowned at MEM 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 want to, son."

His thick thumbs sought the jugular but some young
mobsmen came up. Lots of these young fellows/;ggll never understood.
They had lost the
RN EENNE facts. Yown here, a fellow just naturally died for
his womanhood.

"We got to keep them pure, son," he whispered. liaybe
the fellow would hear and just naturally die.

"We got to keep them pure, boy," he whispered urgently.
"You go ahead and die, son. Do it for Dixie."

Jim Bob turned his face skyward and bawled. They thought
he was bawling for the mobsman the kids had stuck. But Jim Fob was

bawling because he wanted so badly to do that jugular for Dixie.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

A couple of #Mob boats nosed in under the piers but the
night was too dark for good hunting. The water slapped and glistened
and rolled from the piles and the mobsmen swore at it. The bost's
chief, who was an intellectual, promised %o enquire through chan-
nels whether the High rotentate couldnt breed some hound dogs

S moikeg
that woulcd also function over water.i‘...ngknew hound dogs didnt
cotton to water so they always escaped over water. The boat's
SmlKe,
chief had rezd the history of the NNE &#@wys. One of the first of
them, the femasle Eliza, had started it. He had read it in one of
the ecrly volumes which dealt with the first of the uncles, an
Smoke Towner

old ,?@ng called Tom.

Big *emuel watched. the boat from the beach. He wasnt
worried. The fishing kids knew the undersides of the piers like
they knew their names. They could room and bBoard LanfeLEbony
under those great piers until seagulls grew teeth. And even if
the lMob rasided them on- the beach, there would always be a little
guy, one of the young fishermen, standing guard to whisper the
alarm. Then those on the ilob list would vanish among the baffle of
nets hung out to dry.

"There's your room all swept out and clean, Laniel,"
grinned Big Lem as the llob boats roared off up the bayou.

Ebony, lying sprawled on his back in the sand, grunted.

"Jim Bob will meybe search the beach anytime now.

Let's duck under the pier," big Lem said.
"Not tonight. I need some action," Laniel Ebony said.

Big Lem's thorny temper dug at him. "You want us to

risk our necks again tonight?" he demanded.

baniel filled his hands with the warm sand. He
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trickled it out, MNHNMME running down his fingers, gritty with
life. He knew he was like that, feeling life in things, a blow
on the ankle, a mule flapping its ears, Joel tearing the NNNNEN
tops off his cans to put them to work. He could feel the imme-
diacy curl on his tongue. He could sense it smoking without
roasting his fingers off poking at the coals. He could tell the
now, He rolled over and said an indeccncy to Lemuel.

"Suppose that mobster croaks!" roared Big Lemuel.

And then the black thought lay cold along his belly.
He could see himself swinging from a cypressy this year's choice
among the lob for a hanging tree. He saw himself a kicking joke
of a man, too big for a fruit but at last henging straight down
with his hezd neatly crooked to avoid the bulge of the noose
and his toes tapered WEWE as if the power of the Lord had just
carved him and growed him there.

"Yeah. There's that," bLaniel Ebony said.

"You heading for ”%YCJZ ?’

"ilaybe," waniel said."You teking it to Jim Bob?"

"You leave that woman elone. She's no good for you."

"If she's goou for Jim Bob she's good enough for me."

"That why you so horny for her? That why you so randy
for that yellow gal?"

He turned to peer up at Big Lem. "Sure. Whet Jim
Bob's after, I'm after too. She's for both of us."

Big Lem shook his hezd. "You're wrong. Heal wrong.
She'll choose, man. ‘that gal's a chooser and I dont see her

smoke S

choosing no weak asskﬁl.nm'too scared to stop and drop his pents.
Why dont you quit, mister?"

Lsniel slapped his hands down on the sand and came

bolt upright like he was sprung. He slashed & hand past Big
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Lem's face.

"lou shut your mean mouth," he said. "You go and be
afraid some place else."

But while he ranted at EBig Lem, he could smell lob
fear on himself for thsat was how it hit you. It sent a WM .smoKey

puma he he was
WENNE vwild among his WEE folk anc before/JMM knew it JNNNNNEN
his
chopping/NNNM own folk. Axing a way through a crush of your own
.S'l'hO‘kel

kin as you flung wildly for refuge. The Mob did that to a{!lilgn
The Mob had you wound up taut.

"boy, they're closing in on you," Fig Lem said
sadly.

He knew big Lem had said it«to maul him back but it
was so close to the truth, he rocked insiae his head. They
s tood close and in e moment they could be swinging. But Big
Lem shook his head and stepped back.

"No," big Lem said. "They wont get me that way."

And he big footed off the beach into Delta street to
sheke it down for vaniel's enemies. He whistled and Daniel went
out anc he went ahead of lLaniel. ALl the street lights were still
out, a nightway for a glory man under a Mob interdict. ©o Laniel
went in peace anu safety through Mason and into Dixon street and
only the love cets on the roof saw him. He reached the cabin door
whole in health as the day he was born. He tricked his finger on
the door. He was & reaching man, & randy man seeking it. He wanted
to howl for it. ‘he knowing that Jim Bob wanted it too made him
twice as lustful.

She opened the door. ~he had never failed to open the
door. If Jim Bob had come zlong, she would have opened it to bhim
to0. Uaniel Ebony went in with his heat and anger.

"I gint good luck for you tonight," she said.
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Put nobody would win her on luck, Daniel Ebony knew M 1ike
W granite. There was long, beautiful power in her limbs. She had a

bronze
sleek /gogmmai=ne sk for a face. The corners of her eyes tilted upward

bronze
in the yellow/gwéssfszce. .

"You got mostly my folks in you," Lsniel Ebony said.

"Aint no such thing. I got it equal. You and Jim Eob's,"

"You got moreA;;::EHWhan Mob in you," he said. "They
only brushed you with the magnolia."

"Got it equal," she said angrily. "My pa, he was full.
So was my ma."

"You ought to be good luck to me."

"Why? You tell me why?"

"Because I risk more ass then Jim Eob coming to see you.
Because you aint ever going to live in ﬂagnolia City and you know it."

"You fool, I dont need to pass. Jim Bob says I'm so,
then I'm so. Jim bob's got more grab."

"But he aint got more hope," Laniel said, feeling at
last like grinning. "He aint going to last longer than me."

"lieybe," she said thoughtfully.

"You'll be around for the lastingest one."

Her eyes moved around and returned to him. "And you
figure you'll be around waiting?" she mocked. "Think you can stand
it that long?"

He grinned because he could. 7 himself he could weave
his fantasies around her and nobody would know the marvel and the
destruction when they profaned each other.

She narrowed her eyes and said, "I didnt say anything

for you to make like a cat licking cream."

But he could look at her and love-sweat a dream out of

fear and running. ke could put all his hopes into a final coitus.
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smoke :
The greatﬁl‘i'waream of equality. The lob huntea you for your own
good, to take you into Peradise with fire and rope. BEut even as M you
you
ren M could think of the deep seated forever lastings of a wonder-

; . . a woman like Torch Future whom Jim bBob craved,
ful fornication with/HEkknmieesmemeneme (e inmnediate warm annoint-

ings he would drain from every sensuous curve. He touched her
breast and she said, "Dont be a& fool."

And he felt sick. He loathed himself. He knew he was
not ready. Once she had half yielded and he had gone in eager as
a pup but had failed so miserably he threw up. Yet he was strong as
a bull, full of maleness he could feel now prowling around. but
he knew he would lose out if he tried. It wes his secret dread
that some day somebody would find out.

"lell me what happened tonight," she said gently.

He turned away. "One of the kids knifed a mobsman,"
he said.

"Then Jim Bob has you," she said.

"The mobsman eint dead."

"hHe 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 all out for we whupped them
tonight."

"At the Wake?"

"Uh huh. Whupped 'em good.,"

"Yeah."

"Was that smart? Vie did well? Huh?"

He was &ll eager to hear but he knew the stone mask
would not break. Folks should have opinions, he said. You belted
someone, or dug a hole in the ground, or laid bricks for a wall,

folks should be sble to say whether you did goog or npgt. But she
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would shut tight like a bank on “unday and you wouldnt know whether
you did right or wrong. He took some steps the cabin allowed him,
hammering his fist in his hand.

"Jim Bob thinks he has me scared. But I'm going to the

burying," he said.

He looked swiftly at her but she hadnt moved. He
stopped before her and shouted, "I said I'm going to the buryingi"

"Whose? Yours?"

"No, noMl, no," he caught himself and stopped. "Now
vhat's that supposed to mean?"

She smiled suddenly, falsely. She said, "Why dont you
take something? bBig, strapping guy like you oughtnt to be such
a seXx midget."

He had turned aside but now MM whirled back confused.

"You bitch," he said in a low hurt goice.

"Jim Eob might come by. I think I set him up for Vir-
ginia. You'd better go."

They were standing so close he could see the structure
of her skin on the high sloping bones. She was rich in body and
would only be subdued between the sheetes. He felt misshapen with
his fidelity. He wished he was sble to even do it once to her and
then roar off into NENNENNNENNNWE infidelities. He had the NEE stabs
of disappointment &1l over his loins. He tore his hands at his
face as he stumbled out of the cabin not caring if he stumbled

into Jim Bob. The woman's throaty chuckle twisted him up.

Big Lemuel, a large and confident man in his town, a

good man who had whipped his guota of mowsvers tonight, walked
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softly in the dark. Eig Lem knew enough that no matter how
strong anéziiskfelt in his head, he should go easy about. The
Mot didnt like you uppity, especially when they vere wearing the
megnolia. But he had an idea that Jim bob had enough for one
night. He reckoned that Jim EBob would be halfway over to Magnolia

Smokesville

City by now. He had teken & good look at/f!.llliln and hadnt seen
a single mobster about. He reckoned they all had enough. He
stretched his arms.lg;/pounded his chest. He hopped and shuffled
and hummed a dirty beat, using the drums but no horns. He spied
the red bulb glowing over the door at MMukNW the schoolhouse., He
walked over there, the reckless slob. A chance taker from a cup-
boerd where all edibles were lethal. Bye-rapist in a town where
they blinded you for blinking.

"Huh, I'm a reckless slob," he grinned. But he remembered
how he had pounded mobsmen and he walked splay footed over to
the schoolroom.

He balanced on the balls of his feet and cocked am
insolent eye past the rope bait standing on the top of the steps.
He could see beyond her into the old vestibule that was now the
lobby of Fay's gigantic whorehouse.

"Which semester you in, lynch bait?" he asked
absently. He had helped to lay the town wide open. It was fun
to play around with this magnolia piece now the llob heat was off.
It felt real good to shoot all the turd a guy wanted to with no
fear of a Mob club banging you behind the ear.

Smoke towner

She showed faint surprise at a wreaching his own

hands for the noose. but she had heard it did thet to them some-

times. Magnolia ferocity was known to send them bawling for the

deathblow.
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"You know you zint ought to rape us this way, boy," she
said. "You know Jim Bob's against lay-ins."

Big Lem waved his hand grsndly as if there wasnt g
S ccr in the whole world. He peered past her again.

"You alone, lagnolia baby? All the other kids in clasces?"

"There aint no classes until the plowmen come in."

He could see through the sheer frock. She was nubile.

He cracked a grin and pushed the old basevall cap off his fore-
head.

He said, "I dont like the law nohow,"

ohe saw his eyes and shuddered deliciously. "You eye-
rape me some more, boy. They're gonna mske rope on you tonight."

"The law aint ought to take away the schoolhouse from
all those kidse. @he law ought to allow us to get some teaching too.NE
‘hem hairy plowmen aint the only ones who like to get educated.

Me, I hanker to be educzted."

"Phey say your folks aint needing none. They say you smokes
O o0t more illegitimate kids than & hound dog got fleas."

Big Lemuel laughed modestly. It was fun alright. Only
went to show you that when the Mob wasnt around, folks could get
together real good.

"We sure try, ma'am," he said. "But 1 bet you could
teach Big Lemuel a lot."

She chuckled warmly. They werent so bad, some of them.
When she was a little kid out on Tobascco Road she had known some
who were real nice. Her folks had been poh Mzgnolia trash, real
0ld name in the county,so they hadnt been afraid to talk with them
on the road. They had even had one of them one time cutting wood

for the winter.

"My folks had one of your folks one time cutting wood
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for the winter," she said. It made them feel easier when you told
them you had known a mor tTwo,

"I'll bet you teach him & little."

She laughed. "You bum, they'd have killed me."

"In the woodshed?"

She shook her head, her eyes serious. "I dont cotton
altogether with how they lynch you folks. Sometimes they botch it
real bad. One time they shot one of them low down and he wasnt
dead. Then they set a fire under him and he wasnt dead. *o finally
they put him up but the rope was frayed so it broke. Finally they
had to drown him and for a day or two the menfolks couldnt tske no
branch water with their likker, it was that bad."

"They do it better in some places than some," Big
Lem agreed.

"Yeah, sure. What I say is if they gotta do it, then do
it guick. I'm against them when they take so long over it."

"What'd my folk do?"

ohe grinned. "Eye-rape."

"Ihey eaught him?"

"No., d told on him." Her eyes clouded. "But if I'd
known they'd take so long I wouldnt have Jold them nothing."

"Youpgre a good kid," Dbig Lem said, liking her more.

"He was good too. We had lots of wood that winter."

Big Lem did a shuffle and showed her the magic in
his feet. He jiggled his hand up and down.

"I'd sure like to pack wood in your woodshed, baby,"
he said.

She said ssdly, "We aint hiring anymore."

"Jim Bob and me are bosom pals."

"He'd turn you into & capon if he saw you here."
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Big Lem laughed his high pitched one, the one you kept

for the lagnolis folk.

"Hot dog, you and me could be real friendly, honey
chile," he gasped, wiping the tears away. "You aint prejudiced
at all."

"We live in a world we never made. Philosophy, huh?"

"Suppose you could make it, Magnolia honey. Suppose
you could meke it. How would you fix it so folks could get
together?"

"Seal 'em all off at the waist."

Eig uemuel:s head jerked forward, "Huh?" he asked.

And then it reached him and he slapped his thighs
and leaped in the air with a gush of laughter. She ran back
into the schoolhouse bubktling with laughter herself and Big Lem
staggered down ULelta laughing until the tears came. And he never

lost the good gut of laughter until he staggered into Jim Bob.

The mobster murdered him with a club to his belly,
then hit him on the back of the head as he crumpled. The two
mobsmen with Jim Bob put him back on his feet for Jim Bob to
muréer him again. They eased him to the ground, then hoisted
him agein when he seemed capable of teking more.

"Lemuel," Jim Bob said, full of love. "Big Lem, the
dam' good friend of Daniel Ebony."

Jim Bob sniffed at the magnolia stuck on his shirt.
Love surged in him until he had to clutch a mobster to keep NEEN

from falling.

"Hold me, son," he szid softly. "This son of a bitch
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has weakened me,"

When he was steady again, he doubled his fist and
smote Big Lem at the base of his jaw. He used the edge of his
hand to hack at the big nose. but big Lem wes tough and angry
at being caught and when Jim Bob stepped back to get set for
another blow, Big Lem kicked him in the belly. Jim Bob doubled
and gulped air. But he came back with the club and Big Lem shud-
dered all through when the blow fell.rHis mouth opened,

"Fix him on his feet, boys," Jim Bob said, fond as
ever of Big Lem. "~ont make him fall."

The mobsmen took a sniff at their own magnolia blooms,
The poor guy, they thought of Big Lem)as they twisted his arms
up between his shoulder blades.

He must have had‘old corn pone for supper the way the
thing that ccme up smelled, they thought of Big Lem7as they
remmed NNNNN stiff fingers into his gut.

They held baek his head and invited the boss to
slap him into being with them again. Jim Lob slapped his head
back and forth until Big Lem's eyes o.cned. He cuffed him on the
mouth, loosening only a single tooth., He smiled gently at Big
Lem, He felt on the rack with love.

"BEig Lem, where's waniel?" he asked.

Big Lem hung on the arms of the two mobsmen. He
groaned and blinked Jim bBob into focus.

"Where's ~aniel?" Jim Bob asked patiently,

Big “em appreciated the patience. He thought well of
Jim Bob, a real downhome guy, & patriot, a good man. He shook his

head again. Now he could see his friend Jim Bob clearly. He smiled.

"Daniel?" he asked weakly. "Heckon he's climbing up

! f .
your cotton picking ass searching for youﬂbraln."
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Jim Bob hit him on both ¥l shoulders with the club. He
watched the sweaty agony breek on Big Lem's face. Big Lem jerked
anc then threw up again. They pushed down Big Lem so he could
smell it. but they pushed him down too far and when they brought
him up again they stood him against the wall while he blinked the
stuff from his eyes.

"The Mob has to be very tough with you, big Lem, even
when you're our own people and we love you all," Jim bob said re-
gretfully.

Big Lem lifted his sagging head. He &tated, "Your ma
got you in the outhouse behind the big housge."

"The mobsman whom Daniel knifed likely to be dead soon,"
Jim Bob said.

Big Lem braced himself to keep from slipping. He saig,

"Your ma a Catholic."

Jim Bob hefted the club but he waited,for he wanted the
words to reach back to Daniel and it was no use talking to a
fellow who couldnt hear.

"We got witnesses to prove Laniel knifed the mobsman.
Soon as he diesy we'll clean up the town."

"Your ma did it in the outhouse with a Jew," said Big
Lem.

Frowning sadly, Jim Lob swung the club,

The kid fishermen found Big Lem lying in Delta street

and took him to the beach,
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CHAPTER EI GHT

Deniel went up Lelta street and slipped inside the Memo-
rial Park. It faced the courthouse. Phe big folks from up No'th had
laid out the Park to the memory of Abie Linkunj; laid it out at the
time the blight had hit the land's magnolia trees and mobbery was on
its knees. Strewn in the mud by Abie Linkun's folks who had been so
thickheaded they didnt know that a fellow who wore the magnolia
just couldnt hate nobody nohow. Fhat some folks just born to be
bootblacks, is all. You change it, you flange it: aint no longer God's
law.

So after the magnolias grew again, the Mob folk just let

Shem==\that o0ld Memorisl fark grow rank as it wished. Lhe dozen o0ld can-

- -

nons rusted and twisted all over the spilled works. A tangle of weeds

*and broken cement paths.

Daniel crossed, slow and soft to the fine courthouse lawn.
He was taut for a hunting mobsman, & rope-happy lMagnolia son in &
battle with enemies s0lid as ghosts. And he knew he was also plumb
scared of those lMagnolia sons in a conflict with enemies who had
corkscrew hands that could reach in and twist their brains. Somewhere
a few minutes ago, he had felt their presence like a fold along his
skine A hair 1lift sense of fear, a stink he could taste when he
swallowed. He stood absolutely still.
He listened to the pound of his heart.And in the middle of
srnckdownev '
his:@a;btook time to wonder how aﬂﬁlll'bheart lasted long as it did,
the work a Mob could put it to. It pounded twice as fast every time
S moketown ,
a mobsman soft shoed throughp@lllﬂ.l..b It was the engine thet
set the nape hair to crawling, thct shrank the gut and knocked the

knee. He could smell them around him. He wondered angrily how come
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Big Lem hadnt been around to warn him. He knelt silently beside the
statue of HNNNNEENENNEREN thc General, a2 long arm outflung along the

base.
had been bor
He knew they were somewhererout there. He/ Wiy rnns

into knowing he lived inside the lair. He could identify the scrztch
of a claw on the concrete, the rub of a pelt on the lamp post. He
could smell the chaw juice. All the signs of the evening's onrush.

Of the fat bodied Mob padding forth to hack some luckless '.III;Swwh5
surrounding him in a bestial silence until they howled in for the
kill, His senses had been blocked with the overpowering desire for
the high yellow gal. They had caught him with his pants half off;
with only enough thinking left in him to duek across the Park and
into their own fine courthouse lawn.

He sniffed the blood and dust of his ancestors on their

filthy paws. ‘heir muzzles would be turned skyward now, sniffing

Smoke rings
for ‘cheAthis passage must have left on the air.
He looked upummsk,hoping for a leaf-fall of peach blossoms to come
down,

floating B, blanking his scent in & honeysuckle evening. But he
remembered that when the magnolias were pinned on by the Mob, the
honeysuckle evenings were quickly ended. laybe they didnt know he
was out here., lMaybe they thought he was still on the beach with

the kids, among the nets that could make you safe and legal as taxes,
But he wouldnt bet Joel the Fool on it. He had the skin wrinkle and

he could smell the chaw juice. liob folk were out there for sure.

Joel the Idiot sat cross legged in the dark, not touching
his cans. A fine belmy night with no rain in sight and nobody to con
into a fool's heaven. But they couldnt meke it on their own. They

ceme weery and magnolia=sick clear to the pearly gates, and tiredly
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figured it for another shortsell., He had to put them into the cans

himself. The kid beside him was learning it too. He was a poet

and maybe when he grew up he would catch fzlling stars in a pecan

can. ‘he kid was breathing softly through his mouth but he had no

fear smell on him. The kid knew too thet Laniel Ebony was over the
courthouse commons and

way in the/ESNNENOUNNGRMEN thot Jim Bob's men were thicken—

ing up fester than fliﬁf around molasses. Blue-eyed blowflies WiEml

closing in on someE;:;';meat that was dying on-the hoof., Joel was

disgusted at the dam fool Laniel hsd become.

"Always thought Jim Bob'd have more trouble with Daniel,"
he growled.

For in an idiot's heaven there was room for = long chase
and no time for an ending. In an idioet's dreams, monuments topple
softly and oaks look better by moonlight’

"ilaybe they'll have trouble with him. Maybe the rope will
break and they'll have to hang him twice," whispered the poet,

"What you telling lies for?" Joel said irritably. "I aint
czught his star yet in any of my cans. He's got room to run,"

The P@et was lumbered down at his master's feet. He was
positioned so he had the paling fence around the courthouse soft
edged on the sky. He had counted the platoons of mobsters mounting
the death watch around the courthouse and he knew with utter clarity
that Daniel's luck was run out, thet he had become graveyard bait.

"No? but you caught rocks in the head, master," he said.
niet's got as much room as cornpone in the gullet."

"Then we have to pull him out," Joel szid flatly. "Cant
have my cans proving wrong."

"Pull him out? laster, you crazy? You spinning far out on

a lunecy kick? They got him so close if he wriggles Jim Bob'll

sneeze,"
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"We dont pull him out, I give you to Jim Bob," Joel
said coldly.

"What you giving me to Jim Bob for?" cried the Foet.
"I been a good apprentice." :

"I tell Jim Bob you have your eyes on his piece of
pudendum., You making book on her."

"I eint making book!" cried the Poet. "I only wrote
some poetry about the dame."

"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 heelss He cleared his throat
but he was hoarse all the same.

"I - I aint keen on any future."

"Who'g crazy now?" snapped Joel.

Smoketown, *

"lile. The Mob hoods. MR the Foet said hastily.,

For he saw that he had blundered. Calling the guy a
loony when he had all that strong pull with Jim Bob. He waited
for the glory-line Joel's injured eye would take. He would laureate
him to the hump of the year, for he wanted to be standing at the
finish when Jim Bob and Laniel had cancelled out each other and the

Torch Future

long legged delight of JlNNMEME vwos once more up for grabs.
He waited for Joel.

"Whom do folks say I am?" Joel wcked suddenly.

"You the hair on the ass-side of the moon," the boy
said sedately.

"I'm gratified," Joel said, a whole month of good luck
to the Foet in his voice. "I need Daniel."

The Poet swallowed. He could smell himself frying.

"Who can I get to help you, master?"

"You," Joel said kindly.
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"I aint feeling so good," the Poet said, looking at
all those big hawk heads of the Nob silhouetted on the night
sky. Thinking how rugged a job it was to beat off hawke with
only your tongue.

Joel said softly, "I'll tell Jim Bob you been reading
books again."

‘he boy blanched. This was worse than the other. Jim
Bob would keep him alive as long as possible, taking it off
a knife breadth at a time.

S0 with a groan in every joint of his mechanical heart,
the hard eyed Poet began his crawl to where Daniel Ebony had
last disappeared into the Linkun Park.

I might as well had joined the fishing kids, the Poet
thought as he crawled, for with.all those kids to choose from, the
head guy would have picked somebody else for sure. The pebbles and
the uncouth grass jebbed at his hands and knees. The earth was
musty, so close up uncer his nose. A harlot earth that cheated on
a men by teaching him to walk upright. But it would open up fast
enough for him if the Mob caught up. The stinking tremp of an
earth would open up fast enough for a poet when the dirty lMob
finelly got around to hiding his corpse. A guy was entitled to
feel thet after sixteen years with it, this lousy earth would
resist the sneaking mobsters when they got around to hiding a
poor poet's body, but right here and now he could see the harlotry
when Jim Bob ordered out the pickaxes. How it would open like &
lip at the first prick of the WM axXx, a labial laughter that
would open into howls of glee as it distended to receive a
broken poet. And then the soft thud-grunts of satisfied desire

as they threw in dirt after him.

The thud-grunts were his heartbeats booming bigly on
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the Memorial Park floor. A frog crozked and some crickets sawed.
He wees cobwebby with fear. Loom was about, he was'certain. Doom
walked, or hunkered down rubbing hands for him. He had been a
dope to allow Joel to hogtie him. Joel had plenty on him. Like
a dope he had let Joel see him with the books and had let on
his sex yen for FNEEEENNNNEEREEN t1-t piece of halfbreed tail,
Joel would hand him to Jim bob without a qualm.

He had crawled to the base of Abie Linkun. He looked
up and fancied he could see the crag of a head clear enough. He
looked down again for the guy was no use to him so high up. An eye
in his belly opened and closed on pein. His«hand roved over the
marble of Abie Linkun, still moist from the Jiob's Annual Spittin'
ggggﬁf:st year. The eye inside his belly winked on a soft crash of
laughter. He was tall as a house, For.sucdenly the Poet knew how he
could take those guys.

He jumped to his feet and began to shout. He remembered
the lines he had read in the forWbidden book, NENK At the top of
the power of his lungs, the Poet yelled as he leaped away,

"Four score JNMM ond seven years ago, our fathers
brought forth upon this continent a new nation conceived in
libertyt"

Jim Bob heaved solidly MMM off his belly to his hands
and knees and muttered, "Jesus Christ."

"And dedicated to the proposition that all men are

/created equall" sang out the Foet.

The startled mobsters heard the foreign tongue and

stiffened in their crawl upon Leniel.

"Its a sé:& — go get him!" roared Jim Bob as he

hustled to his feet.

For such words could explode through the land more than
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a hundred Laniels. A chain reaction that would flicker its connections
until the whole land was aflame.
"After him —— its a spyil" roaread thaf patriot Jim
bob, forgetting his personal feud with Daniel in the heat of duty.
They pounded after the Poet. But he was small and run-
ning close to the ground and so they saw n0ot a soul, only heard the
yelling in this foreign tongue. The boy ran in silence when he was
sure he had pulled them off the commnons. By the time he had scurr@ﬁh
behind a safe fence he was panting like the bellows in Uncle Amos'
shop. He heard the WEENMM heavy stompers thud past. He sneered a

goodnight at the boots.
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CHAPTER NINE

They had Big Lem down soasking him in the bayou. They

stripped him and slid him in and they swore at the marks on his
tidal flow

body. The ecsy/WREEE cuffed him gently. He coughed =nd sneezed

and choked. He sat up fast and roared. The kids quieted him with

the names he knew., He blinked his mind clear and saw the well

disposed faces.

"They got to poor Llemuel," he told the kids. He
worked his shoulders and sucked in his belly 0 see how deep the
ruin went.

"Jim Bob?" the kids asked.

BnﬁLem nodded, remotely thinking of the blows into
his body as he had hung on the arms of the mobsters.

"Jim Bob,®" mused the little guys. The score was
always mounting. Older guys would doubt whether it would ever be
settled. The little guys omnly thought of when.

"Daniel back yet?" Big Lem asked.

"No,", the head kid said. He was named Abel and was
astonishingly swift. His good friend was Little Angie who had
knifed the mobsman.

big Lem thought of Deniel. The glory man was safe.
Maybe, with a little luck, he was even acneless in the arms of his
woman. Big Lem choked and spat blood from a loose tooth,

A kid whistlec at the top of the beach and a batch
of forearms spanned Lemuel's body. They ran with him into the nets.
They burrowed among the nets hanging on the poles to dry. They
were safer in there than if they had turned a key. It was doubly
dark in there but Big Lem felt his nakedness falling all over him,

In a roaring whisper he asked for his clothes. They understood
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the guy. They pacssed his clothes along and he drew them on, wet
as he was, He felt better.

The kid on guard at the top of the beach whistled agein.
The beach was clean so they came out from among the nets. Big Lem
gﬁ:ﬁ to his feet with hardly any pain at all except for the bells
behind his ears where Jim bob at the last had hit him. They went
down to the boats.

baniel sat on an upturned keel. He was surrounded by the
boy fishers. They were laughing softly. Big Lem went up to the boat
and saw it was bLaniel for whom the kia had whistled.

"Daniel," Big Lem said.

Laniel repeated the story about the Poet in the Bk
Memorial Park. liore of the kids laughed. But Big Lem looked out
on the water, a man saving his humor.

Deniel looked at Iim.

"What's with you?" he said.

But the kid fishermen fell silent and nobody said
anything. Laniel said, "Okay. oomething's come up. What?"

One of the boys said, "Its big Lem,"

"What @bout Big Lem? He dumb?" Laniel demanded.

"Big Lem met up with Jim bob," Abel said.

"God Almighty," bLaniel seid, climbing from the boat for
a closer look at big Lem.

"We found him on Lelta. Jim Bob gaffed him," Little
Angie said.

"Bad?"

big Lem lookeu in at the ravage Jim Bob had wrought
and said, "Jim Bob's my friend."

"Jim Bob had his guys with him. They held Big Lem

while Jim Bob workeda on him with a club."
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"He bad?" repeated Laniel.

"I'm bleeding. Bandege me with some more funny
stories," big Lem said.

Laniel had a piece of anger in him but he hummed s
tune past his tight lips. Big Lem stepped closer to him.

"lezh, tie up my wounds with the laugh. Tell me
about you in the common."

Big Lem faced him, a vast, forcible man. Baniel said
coldly, "You walked into Jim bob. You have eyes and ears and

smoke feel '
enoug%lﬂlllp in you to/EMEM them at your pores, yet you walked
into them."

Big Lem sat down on the boat. He couldnt tell them
how it had been. A big guy like him,/ tryiag to bed-in at the
whorehouse like any kid. A frisky old tomcetll heated by & scent
of Fay's cat house. So full of mirth and muscle, he hadnt seen
Jim Bob until they hac stepped from the shadows and nailed him.

"If you'd stayed on the beach I wouldnt have to be out
there casing the town for Jim Bob to fix me," he said sullenly.

"Yeah, ~0 maybe you said, '~ont hit me again, Cap'n. I'll
@EE tell you where Laniel's at —t'"

Big Lem came off the boat swinging. But Jim Bob's
club had slowed him down,., ~aniel turned the blow and staerted one
of his own. The kids leaped and held Laniel. They dragged Big
Lem out of reach.

baniel roared but_Abel the heaa kid said, "No., He's

gotta sleep off Jim bob first. Jim Bob really hit him."
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CHAPTER TEN

Torch Future was an outlaw woman who

Bl 0 0 Nl il sold fish from

a barrow when she wasnt concucting Wakes %gr Abie Linkun. The
barrow girls were hot in their skirts but/&, glowed like
a city at dusk, alive and warm all over. The day's eye was gilding
the cupola of the Cotton Lxchange when her barrow turned into
Delta street. Folks heard the little iron wheels growling with
pleasure over the warm asphalt ana turned uneasily on their beds.
ohe called huskily, "Fish, fish, buy my bayou fish."
but the women stopped their ears with the bedclothes,
impeling their men with the single eye left out for/;ail purpose.
Sm0KEPW N
For the outlaw woman was a trophy ahjlllikfhllow hoped for more
than all the catfish in the worlds A deepseated lust that under-
mined the minor hopes; uprooting kaster bonnets and Howard Johnson
outfits and the windblown ambitions of Ebony and Jet; all the

SmoKetown SR
payday dreams that made a,\m.womn WA healer to
A

the broken pride of a husband-father turned Boy anytime a W
mobsman

blue-eyed him,
Torch
Yet /NBERERES wos a lonely woman as she turned her
face upward into the sun's eye and called, "Who will buy my bayou
fish?"
barred
They he(/SlSSMEE her from lMobtown. The Daughters of
the Lvolution invoked the act banning incest.®l A honey husband
had enough to do painting the peeling pililars or crossbreeding
the weed gardens growing up around the magnolia. But a lot of fellows
in both towns had pushed into that 1il' ol' cabin to come flying
out minutes later scary mad in their faces. The D.0O.E. had heard.
Torch
High boned face tilted up to the sunlight,

trundled her barrow down Lelta. ©She cried out again and caught
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the madam's hand wave. The schoolhouse twittered behind Fay who
was on the stoop.

T R S

"You out early, NN oy s-=id.

"Folks who buy, buy early," the girl said.

fhe madam turned back the cooling cloth and looked
at the load of fish.

"Reckon they aint buying mucl.."
‘ carefully humble,

But she was there, standing ik the long

neck curved down,looking at the fish folk wouldnt buy because
the women were jumpy that their men woula lose what they never
had. Only a madam who would feed it to a plowmen, an unthinking,
hairy ape of a plowman storing his grubs and nuts in the swamp
against the dryshod days. ©toring his hunger and lusts in a

lfob schoolhouse. fed and whored into a culpable oblivion.

"You fixing a treat for the boys Thursday?" she said.

Fay nodded, Wl She touched the fish., Goad rings
hardened the plinth of her finger to a glittering crust.

"Come in any Thursday, give the boys a few lessons,"
she said, seeing the girl eyeing the rings. "Guess they never
had a high yellow before."

The girl looked at her. The dark eyes had no bottoms,
Fay's nerves fluttered.

"I dont give lessons¥M. Guys want it, they must learn

to take it."

Fay said angrily, "You're one of them part time

tramps . " K »

"No. Not even that. I work out deals. for your plow=-
men, all they'd have to do is cut their hair."

Fey was puzzled. "What you want to do that for? Guys

come in for a hustle, you hustle them. What you want to mother
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them for?"

A smile 1ifted the corners of the girl's sensuous mouth.

"Like to talk when I do it, is all. Like to know a guy
listens and talks back."

"You want to be a Congressman, not a whore. Why dont you go
lay some of those fishing kids? They talk enough,."

The girl stcod quietly. Shg was feline, long-eyed, pulsiné
with life and passion and mockery. She was purr and claws and a
patience ¥#* that could send a guy into impotence. To coldcock the .
quick triers with an ear at the window listening for the alien
tread. The poor minded bastards who hustled in unbuttoned for a
quick ¥ snatch at the fruit. She wouldnt do & plowman any good.

Fay stepped back from the cart.

"You're a bitch. You know what?"

"What?"

"I dont think you've ever been laid."

"By nobody alive. Tell the Banker. I get my kicks
holding Wakes," the girl 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 that Joel could
manage & night without him. The poet didnt favour running into
Jim Bo so early after last night. He lay on his beck in the cellar

at the schoolhouse and thought with an urgent social conscience
Smoka ; ;

on the lot of the poorAinﬁulz At a quarter of seven when the

yellow sunlight leaking off the roofs and down the walls is hot and
. Smoke
eager as a wish in hell, thenthe steam whistles rip a poor Wil ==

Smoke
to pieces. Ripping amw from his warm, safe bed. Hurling him
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into a worlid of scrofulousﬁnecks elongated to peck a poor IIII-pswmkey

out of his boll-weevil hiding-time into the megnolis love-time.
And with the sleep still knotting his limbs, the Poet
groped MM drowsily arougd in his head and said to one of the
noises:
Good morning, old man mule, hauling Uncle Jed's
Junk cart up and down ~elta street and telling
me good morning back by the flap of your ears.
4nd he heard another noise and saic to it:
Good morning Uncle Remus, telling me all those
real good stories by the sound of your hammer on
Smo ketown
the satin. Satin for a”aunt,m gonne cross
that old Jordon riéing in padding. Soft falling
hammer in a coffin talk, telling me an Uncle Remus
story céZiculated to snatch a body right from the
now into the ER olé:}ime fine time., Hammer fall-
ing so thickly now like Mob boots running on a
common «
And then the Poet was bolt upright, last night flooding
his/giig& saying the good-mornings faster now while he sneaked
in which
around for an empty shower stzll/NENN a bed-in could shower in
sgfety from a EBenker patroliing his investments. And standing in
the shower, shiveringly looking up, saying Good morning, Shower,
plesse to kill me, Shower, and the cold water fell and killed him,
And hearing the Lenker's footsteps on the Stiiﬁi&vﬁz
fled into Lelta street, fled in among thre fast walkingiglil'&
go-fetchers, their heads full of clocks. Roundhouse men in
dungerees hastening to beat seven o'clock. Longshoremen in navy

canves shoes softly racing to flog seven o'clock. He wiped his

fece with the tail of his shirt and swarmed swiftly through them.
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He slowed @&t the corner of bLixon and Mason. liobtown began

: : survival 5mokey
across the intersection. It was a EE canon of/NNEWNN thet o g
A

crossing the intersection looked to see he disputed no passage

with o mobster. The FPoet aarted across and edged his head past

the angle of the “otton Exchange. He rolled his eyes along the

sidewalk until he saw the ragged turn ups of the castoff Nob
the buck Dancer. ' '

trousers worn by/ NEERKMENNRNIEEMENNNY

He sidled along the sidewalk
on the seat of his pants until he was beside the turn ups. The
trousers waited for a lull in the seven o'clock feet before it
spoke.
Buck Dancer.

"ake this to Joel the Fool," said the NENNENENNNE
"T'ell him thet Jim Bob Slocum done put 'rook at any cost!
beside Daniel Ebony's name,"

At the gates of hell, the Poet whispered shakily, "He
said anything about me?"

The Buck Lancer made to spit but took it back in for
a,’gcould not spit in Mobtown.

"You aint worth a dam', Poet," he said disgustedly in
his club scarred veice, He was the broken down thief who cleaned
# the lob's stationhouse. He was one of the tame oldfashioned

b AL
crooks who hadnt leftAv B

but he was smalltime, so they
left him slone mostly. He was good for antics, a real clown."He
was a goodiﬁiSéé.} some of the guys in the Mob said after they had
broken both hic HEEE ankles one exuberant MAbie Linkun day. He
flopped around until he had healed and they gave him this fine
job in the stationhouse.

"I worth a couple of dam's, buck Bancer," the Poet said
coldly. Thinking about last night. Thinkiig how he had mede a Mob
run after a couple of words, sick to their shoes to catch it.

niou go tell Joel what I done told you," the buck lancer
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said. "Seven o'clock. That's when I go to work,"

He stepped into the crowd. In the heavy boots and

trousers, he thought he walked with a mobster's stride but %.
: S mokay A

town folk who saw him saw a shuffling oldATH.HQ;swinging his erms

foolishly light for such a poor walk. For he held no club at the

end of his arm.

The Poet looked at the deep slouched back and swinging
hips of theA;GS:‘ who pretended he was from liobside. ‘he o0ld sorrow
sank like lead to the bottom of the Poet's belly. Sorrow for the
gi;:;ifholding cotillions in the sculleries of liobsville, dragging
ENE costoff gowns among the greasy pots and pans, shooting the roll
in one last gamble to be out of the bruised mouth anger.

"Wish I were a bnic," snufiled the teary FPoet, looking

v el ’ & Simckesville man
at the iMob God's notion of a marchinfin s@ﬁht, a broken oldxﬂiﬁup
from whom the slobs withheld the club.

"Wich I were o NANNNEINNYINEY cord-carryin', non-singin',
shootin', snickin' Snic," wept the Poet as he micturated against the
wall of the Cotton LExchange.

ButENEEENN buck Bancer strode proucly on, thinking how fine
it was to beifoing to work and not having to gopher about like
smokey,

that poorA-IIIﬂb paniel Ebony. His old eyes narrowed as he saw

Torch pushing her barrow up Lelta street. He was sick with the hate.

Torch haltea her barrow at the shop of Uncle Amos. He

_ salvation
wes broad, squat and wery powerful. He and Aunt N wecre closest
S moketown was too old to covet

to Torch innpﬂhlllllih for one/HNENNNNWMNE her and the other had

no man to lose. He favored his right hand in the left. He massaged
the fingers.

“I'm an Uncle," he said, "but when the kids passed the
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door yesterday, I followed them."

"And now they after you too?"

"Ihey know 1 got time to lose, moreover I'm an Uncle,"
Uncle Amos said. "Its Laniel they after."

"Sure. Daniel," lorch said. She gutted fish for Uncle
Amos., "vaniel and Jim bob sSlocum."

Uncle Amos rubbed his hand down the burlap apron. He looked
into Delta street and he thought of who would win and he was sure
only that the asphalt sweated.

"Its hot early," he said. The bellows wheezed behind him
and he could smell the sparks. The boys stroked the hammers in
rhythm, The one with the wrist that haa been broken in the fight last
night, laughed at the awkward way his left hand did. Kids pgowadays
laughed at things like that, Uncle &mos remembered. They didnt sing
the o0ld gumbo songs anym@re., They didnt hardly know the sweet moanin!
anymore. The deep down music we used to make when I was a boy, Amos
said, they dont haraly make it anymore. Leastways, not the kids.

"Got somewatermelon," he said To Torch. "Nothing like a
little watermelon when its hot."

She took up the shafts of the barrow,

"Leastways, stop and telk," Uncle Amos said helplessly.

"You be 2t the buryin', Uncle Amos," she said.

"The buryin'?"

"Sure., uveniel will be there. Him and Jim bob Slocum."

Uncle imos frowned. "Reckon Deniel pushing it too hard,"
he said.

Torch said softly, "They got no time. Neither him nor Jim
Bob,"

Amos wetched her dewn the street and the woman-walk. They

both.%ﬁﬁed her, Daniel and Jim Bob, Uncle imos thought. Fellows
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stallion hard like Laniel and Jim bob would want a woman like
Torch. But Torch wasnt no woman to want if you were a fellow who
eased down. For Torch, you hit through. You killed and maimed
through. Uncle Amos wondered at the unwelcome miracle WNEENKNNENEE
which had wrought that Deniel and Jim Bob should be horny in the
same week.

He went back inside the shop to his fire and iron. He
understood these.

"“You're too private, L‘orch gal, he said grieving. "Folks

wont approve you nohow,"

Lorch watched the Poet out of the corners of her eyes.
the Poet was watching all of Lelts 2ll at once. She braked the barrow
near to him and he stood off/ii:mwall. She watched his heel flut-
ter as he came upright off the wall.

"Poet," Toreh said.

She had a soft spot for the Poet, a spot to put him in
and stomp down the earth. He was too clever. If he burnt, he
didnt show it. Other kids among the oSnics showed it when she went
by. They twisted inside their clothes and you could see the hunger
in their eyes.

"Poet, what's cookin'®"

He took a pace towarcds her and halted warily. She was
a quick girl who could belt you fast.

‘orch said, "You had a good time at the Wake last night?"

The Poet stuck his hands in his tight dungarees and
drew up his shoulders. His eyes looked mean.

"yillions of folks encuired why Torch didnt show up,"

he said.
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"How come folks knew ?orch wesnt there?" she said.

Torch knew you had to give him yards and yards of rope
80 he could stay off in his own field of encguiry. He was one
deep guy. If he only knew it, she wasnt too locked to him. NE He
could be a peck of fun if he were around when she was in the mood.

He shrugged. "rolks knew. I told them," he said.

He wes poised for flight. She grinned. He saw she
wasnt destructively inclined ?oaay. EEEERNEE He stood easier and
said, "Big Lem is better. His old buoyant self."

Her eyes didnt flicker. The Poet wondered at all the
bloods in her. The slant eyes were slyly bold. She had come out
of a long MEEN roll in the hay, a few thousand years long.

"Big Lem was bad?"

"T'he Mob did Big Lem. Did him good. Wanted to bed-in
&t the schoolhouse. He got & hunk of it from Jim Bob. Then Daniel
went after him and you ask, is Big Lem bad? They almost killed
him,"

"leniel? fe caught big Lem?"

"No., “he kids stopped him so kig Lem aint too bad. %o
you wefent at the Wake?" he asked interestedly, his head on one
side.

Lorch pushed her barrow and said over her shoulder,
"Why dont you go bedding-in at the schoolroom too?"

"Aint takigg no chances with Jim Bob," the Foet sz=id.
"Keeping whole for you."

But he said it softly. biis sharp young eyes had already
returned to slapping the truth out of Lelta street,

Torch pushed her barrow to the gate of the buryin'
&ard. Pre coffin was NN mounted on saQ;horses in the front yard.

\.4-’
Uncle Remus was standing off looking at the wood. It was dark
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in the grain, thunderous in the sunlight gathered in the knots.

"You telling a good story in the coffin, Uncle Remus,"
Torch said. sShe put cown on the sawhorse the fish she had brought
to help out with the buryin' food. Folks knew Aunt/§;=;i:a;§ént
rich and they helped out with the food everybody would help eat
after the buryin'.

Uncle femus was a tall, stooped, grey man whose big knuckled
hands had whittled at coifin NNNMMEE shapes for generations while
he told his stories.

aont

"I telling a story some folks/WEME like to hear," he said
angrily. He had been telling stories for a long time. ie could tell
when people didnt like what he told them by the way they breathed,
how they slapped at mosquitoes on the windy moonlight nights when
there were no 'skitoes within miles.

She looked into his eyes and hers were older. "You aint
never going to tell no stories over me, she said softly.

felt the cold flurry over
Uncle e s,/ iy i

him but because he
was old and angry, he came back quicklys.

"Who are you, woman? Why you so different?" he snapped
nastily.

"I'm Torch, Uncle Remus. I'm hard and sweet and valuable

as a gold dollar."

And he was afraid but because he was 0ld and had just seen
it he whispered bravely to her, "ioﬁ have pity unow, you hear me?
You have pity, girl."

Lorch went back into Lelta and took up the shafts and

called in a deep, sweet voice, "Fish? Feesh? You folks want Mobtown

fish?"
The wheels rolled and she called fish twice again and the

hope in her voice hung in Delta street, in the garbage smells in
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E.ﬁiﬂilll&and in the ancient magnolia smells wafted over from Mob-

tovn where the Mob-folk were sending out love-thoughts to them.
She leaned into the shafts and the skirt snugged to the backs of
her slim legso

The Poet heard her crying out her fish and his pubescent
eyes fastened on the ripe legs and strong-armed them apart.

"When I grow up and reach my age," he said, the tears
starting, "I'1ll seek such legs. I'll open the earth and flatten
the hills, seeking such legs."

He looked around his town. Where a prophet walked in
darkmess and a poet-apprentice got the word from a buck dancer.

"T will, I will," cried the Poet, the phantom tears
scalding his cheeks.

Torch walked her barrow, drubbing a2t the blina tomorrows.
Jubilee! she said harshly. The shafts jumped in her hands and the
barrow slewed from the sidewalk into the street.

The criver of the Mob car angrily honked his horn and
steered past her. Jim Bob raked her body with his eyes. He pinched
his fat knees hard and gave nothing away to the fool boy driving
the patrol car. They nowadays wouldnt understand the heat a guy
could have for a high yellow gal. "Go on, son," he jold the driver.

Smokebviille

He looked through the window at hiskw folk. ’J:-‘here
were so meny of Them. Lifferent from Us but hollering like hogs on
larding day wanting to be FPeople. 1he soft ones up in No'th wouldnt
know the ring-a-ding it was to keep Them in their places without

Smoketown,
shutting downAIﬁ'n..lulw For both towns needed each other. As

Potentate, he had to keep everything going, espectially the whore-

house. He chuckled with amusement.



81

CHAPTIR ELEVEN

bBig Lem said sombrely on the beach, "They gonna fix him
for good now, +that's what the man seaid. The lMob's real mad."

The WEEN smcll-~boat kids moved restlessly in and out of
the hanging nets. Most of them were uneasy on the land. They
catfooted, looking at the land on all sides. Big Lem watched them
carefully. Sometimes they scared big Lem. liade him want to go back
to the piers. A guy couldnt be a loser when he was a longshoreman
WMlloading the bins of contraceptives the lob NEEN shipped upstream
for the heiry plowmen.

"They gonna roast your buadx,baniel," he said again.

"Man, you got a worrywart. big as a silver dollar," Angie,
the kid fisherman said.

big Lem sat on ancupturned boat working his arms boxer
style, probing for pain. lhe old muscle flow was there. There was
only a twinge at his ribs to remind him of whet Jim Bob hau done
t0 him. He stood and jumped, kicking his short powerful legs. He
wasnt fancy. That would take a day or two. And then he hoped he
would find Jim Bob. Alone., He doubted he wguld find him alone
but sometimes God was awfully good to Hish;;::‘»chickens.

"ihe Mob saying that DLaniel is the guy who knifed the
mobster?" Angie asked.

"They got him at the head of the list," Big Lem said.
He looked thoughtfully around, planning the lie."But some of you
on the list too. You, and you and you."

He listened carefully to the silence. These were Laniel's
kids. He worked with them. He sorted them out. He told them the best

times to bed=in on that crazy stunt of theirs. LUaniel was what they
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called a good guy. He was strictlj a survival guy himself,

"And all who go to his help from now on will catch
the fever," Big Lem said. "Rope fever.,"

They looked at him coldly. He guessed he haéﬁﬁ scared any-
body.

"oee you around," big Lem said softly as o kitten. He went
through the nets, heavy shoulders swaying.

He went up the bayou, the sun hot on his back. He grunted
gratefullywhen he goqﬁnto the shadow of the piers, The underpinnings
of concrete piliars glistened wetly in the low tide. The trestles
that spanned them were dry. A dark cathedral , cruel looking as the
Mob who had built them. but bBig Lem knew the voices of the choirs
overhead, the rattle of winch and crane. The thump of packing cases
full of the goods which fed the great export trade in lob crappery,
the fragile belles and ante bellum manners, wisteria climbing 2 moon-
1lit piller and soft voices singing in the quarters, all the mumbo
jumbo that kept the creeps in the marsh palely happy for a tradition

rawboned
the new/NENENNENEN land so hungrily desired. big Lem slipped into
water to his waist. He swam to the first of the trestles.

He rode them looking for Laniel in the familiar places.
The trestles were wide and well bolted. A censible man could sleep
easy as in a hotel. Big lem called Laniel's name softly as he went.
He could get a cracked skull for an impolite rush. He left an ear
opened for the Mob boatse.

In here was the territory of evening. ¥he places you went
for refuge. You hid out like an obedienﬁ‘;;:;i. And when you returned
topside, it was likely sure the lob had plumb forgiven you. A fellow
knew his survival drill, he cut his risks to the bone.

Big Lem shook his head.
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but they didnt forgive you for what Daniel Ebony had
done. You didnt say to the lob you had nol time, and then go home
to your wife. You e?QEd up behind an automobile. The Mob had eyes
that felt over you/i; §eelers. There was no hiding place down here
for sinners. If Daniel would go, he would see about smuggling
him through the marsh up to No'th. The Organisation up there
would take care of him. Big Lem swore softly as he thought.

"I should comb your hair with my knife," +aniel
Ebony said from the shadows.

He swa rmed along a trestle to big Lem, the foot-long
cane knife held before him.

"Sitting in the open sunning yourself like a Mob
woman," he said to big Lem.

Big Lem looked bleakly atW him. He had lost the old
anger hours ago but a man shouldnt drop his guard too easy. Eig
Lem thought that looked weak.

"You just a plain nothin'," he growled at Daniel., "I
could take away your knife ana pick your teeth with it."

They aat on a trestle. The water slipped silently
underneath. Overhezd, machinery rumbled.

"What goes on?" Laniel asked.

"The iMob's asking for your birth papers," big Lem said.
"They want to put the rightﬁate on your tombstone."

"Jim Bob Slocum?"

"Cap'n Slocum, he gave new vruers. He says, 'Rook
that Tarry named Ebony at all costsd"

"What do folks in town say?"

"Uont worry. You still a hero. But I keep remembering."

"What?"

big Lem turned to face him. "They dont fight long,
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man. They stop after a while. Go huntin'., Or looking for bread.
Man, you know.§Flhat's what I remember."

"You talk a lot," Daniel said. "Like the fellows on the
radio. Tell me, what's the small boat bulletin?"

"Choppy. But they aint worrying."

"Yeah?"

"They laughed the liob from here to Slocumville when
I said Jim bob would be after them too."

Ebony watched the sunlight ripple on the water at the
head of the pier. Big Lem szid, "I guess you kmew they would
laugh like hell."

"Sure. Those have no time to look for brezd. LThey have
all the dough they want."

"Yeah, they got heart. Trouble is, folks aint sure whether
they got any brains."

Smoke

"EveryAﬂlll!ﬂis a brain, boy. If they had no brains
they'c been killed long ago. Those kids figure what we need is
some heart."

big Lem considered it and shrugged. Like Baniel had
said, guys had to keep themselves from getting killed. He snapped
his fingers and rolled his eyes, humming a hig beat through
his nose. ﬁsniel grinned.

Smoke

"Sure. A guy's got to survive. Scratch aﬁ?llll;and
find a buck dancer."

"Yeah, suh, boss.,"

"Okey. Cut the funny routine," Laniel said. "Anything
else?"

After awhile, big Lem said guietly, "They laying out
the old lady for the buryiﬁﬁpll Mob folk asking questions

around. They want to know when's the buryin'.



85

"Folks talking?"
"Not yet. They scared of your little killers."
"Wont hurt them being scared. They're used to being scared."

"Yeah. bLut it used to be just Mob scare. Now they being
scared of tuneir own kin. Them Snics bad as the liob in some ways.,"

"They get scared enough, they'll step into line with the
kids," Lan Ebony said. "Help bust up Jii Iob.,"

Big Lem said, "You turned cold, you know? You know you
turned cold, bLaniel? Cotton mouth cold."

Smekey s

"So's Jim Bob. Its the only way to fight him. Aﬂ“
been warm so long, he thinks the fire Jim Bob sets under him
is a bayou breeze. lan, we've gotten so used to the whip we've
stopped showing scars."

Smoketows

9Jim Bob M says he staking out’\Muntil he finds you.
Aint no buryin' going to be held without him."

"He's real hot."

"Sizzlin'. oo\ 1 xreckon you aint going to no buryin'."

"You talking funny, Lem? Sure. I'm going."

Dan Ebony .wore swim trunks. Eig Lem looked at the bold tilt
of his head. The eolumn of neck. The arms like maces which had flate
tened a couple of mobsmen the time they held him at the station house.

"You're crazy. big strong guy but crazy. The Mob's gonna be
oﬁt in force. Nobody could save you."

Lan Ebony swung down and skittered a spray off the top of the
water. It smacked the underside of the pier. He drew himself up
again. Big Lem knuckled the spray out of his eyes.

"Know what day is the funeral?"

"They layin' the old lady out for Thurscay," Big Lem said.

"And that's the day the plowmen come in. The day they
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go for lessons in the schoolhouse.,"

Big Lem looked incredulous. "You reckon they'll save you
from Jim Bob? lan, they wont even see you, shuffling along with
their hair down over their eyes and ears.”

laniel shook with laughter. "Big Lem, you're poorly today.
Maybe 1 should draw you pictures. You know our folks =nd their
buryings. 1he lodge folk marching ahead, the brass hand, people
singing. Now somewhere along Lelta, the funeral procession's gonna
meet up with the plowmen shuffling along to the whorehouse. And
right there's where I'm going to show. Now, if I-know Jim Bob,
he wont be reasoning any, the minute he sees me. S0, Jim Bob grabs
for me and the/gg;glgn the procession aint going to like that at
a 1l. Everybody shows respect for NNNNNNEK = funeral. S0, when
Jim Bob grabs for me, the Snics and those longshoremen you're
going to deliver to me, they're geing to crack back at Jim Bob and
the lMob. Brother, you're going to see the biggest free for all
you ever did see. And the plowmen are going to be in it. VWe're
going to haul them in if we have to do it by their hair."

"And what's that gonna buy us? A few more coffins?"

"Nobody wants to disturb the plowmen, neither the Nob
nor the rulers up in No'th," Daniel said softly. "The big boys up
in No'th going to fall on us like a tree. And that's what we want,
Big Lem." Sl

"They fall on us and beat our, WM ass off."

"Its not like thet, Big Lem. Folks want pezce. Keal folks.
Not the stumble bums down heme 1 mean. Mobsters. No'th folk know
that when people are working together, there's more in the pot for
everyone. “he plowmen are going to be esking questions, boy."

Big Lem looked &t him, his eyes wide. "Janiel, man, they

never ssk questions. Didnt you know that?®
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"Nobody ever socked it into them before."

"Like how we gonne do it?"

"Like how we gonne lay it on. A fellow starts bawling?
You watch it. He's going to talk some too after he's done bawling."

the fear tingled at Big Lem's finger tips. "You watch
it too, friend. Mob and them plowmen, they all one,"

"You been down here too long, big Lem. Ought to/;;;éyou
into a travelling man. Those fellows working in the swamp, they're
different. They got things hidden in there they want to keep., A
lot of downhome folks among the 'Wup in ' No'th too."

"We've got —— influence?" grinned Big Lem.

"Sure, you keep cheerful."

Big Le turned sober. "You forgettin' something, Daniel.
A mobsman's got a piece of steel .dn his gut. He croak, you'll
swing, whatever happens."

"That's MR a chance I face.,"

Big Lem slapped the timber. "Goddam, you know you didnt
knife no mobster.. Why should you take the ré:b?"

"The, kid who did it, did it for me. That's why."

Big Lem.shook his head. He said, "You think those kids
love you?"

"I'm the kingfish."

"hen why is the one who kniifed the mobster holding back?
Why dont he tell you? And what about his buddies? They saw. Why
aint somebody opened his mouth yet?"

"Lecause they love me, that dont make them saints. Dont
meke them martyrs either. liaybe he's scared. lMaybe the NENNNNE
others are sorry for him. Kids stick together. liaybe they reckon

I'm old enough to go anyway."

"Jesus Christ! You pleying Gou? You want us to build a
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church around you? oince the lob dont allow us in theirs? What
you playing, mister?®

Daniel said, "You dont like the kids,” g

"No," big Lem said. "No. Guess I dont. they rockin' the

Sm‘okeﬁwnw
boat and lots of folks in, NN c:nt swin MK They 211 show.

A
They didnt have to knife that mobster."

"You straining to be an Uncle? I'11l put in a word for
you with Jim NEME Bob."

Big Lem jeered, "Jim Bob says boo and you bolt under a
pier. You keep skulking, glory man. Teachin' Jim Bob's got his
strep out to larrup you."

"Youllf ought to get to know those kids, big Lem. They're
mostly out in the smell boats. They dont live ashore under Jim Bob
like the older people. They dont secare. When they get too old for
the boats, then they'll come t0 live ashore with the rest. And get
scared like the rest."

big Lem knew he wasnt scared crappy. Not that way. Leniel
was tearing into him for no reason. A guy hed to survive. That was
all. A guy had to work to eat. lhe Wiob couiu cut you off easy.
They owned a2ll the jobs. They say to a job, Go! and that job weht.
He had given Laniel the best. He had faeked passes and ran guard
until he was spinning like a2 big fat toy some guy hed pulled a
string on. Did bLaniel think that living ashore and yessuhbossing
with the rich laughs anc clown acts was easy? A fellow did these
things with the pein gushing and shooting in him. but because the
Mob NENM held hostages like them wartime Hitler fellows, your folks,
your eatin' time, you steyed with it and q.l..rhatin%:;ike a drum.

"You scared as anybody else. You holed up for the fear

season. You gotta have us run interference for you. You dont bam-



89
boozle me. You scared like the rest of us,"he snarled at Daniel.

And maybe the moment he sounded off on Uaniel, he was
sorry like a hound dog in a mess of polecats.

For bDaniel showed his teeth and said, "Scared?"

"Holy Jesus," big Lem said as Laniel cived from the trestle.

He had caught the glint in Daniel's eyes before the glory men
kicked from the timber. Laniel swam fast between the pillers
straight towards the open water and suddenly his head and shoulders

Big lam Had bacome
were shining in the hard yellow sunlight. NowAiillllPPrayin' Big
Lem, a-watching the sliding power of Laniel's strokes but plowing
in a prayer so hard somebody up there oughta hear it. but maybe one
of the junior fellows up there was on the job for/gill sure fouled
it upe.

"Lordy! Lordy!" whispered Big Lem as he heard the engine
roaring. And he knew the sound.of the liob boats in an unconsolably
sure way. They honked the horn. Fhey had seen Daniel.

Big Lem ran along the trestles, springing from timber to
timber, scrambling around the concrete pillars NHMNEN to the pier's
head. The prow of a Mob boat pointed at him. Then as he jerked
back his head out of sight, he realised the boat had not been
pointed at him but at Leniel., The glory man was swimming hard and
swift but he wasnt going to meke it. Baniel dived and then the
idea went wiMM@ into Big Lem's hesad.

In his head he could see Laniel at the bottom of that tall
green water, plunging back for the safety of the pier. And so big
Lem slipped soitly from the pier and swam underwater to where he
knew he would cross Daniel. He saw Daniel and he pointed a finger
so Daniel would know what he was up to. Yaniel nodded and kept
on right for the pier. #nd big Lem clawed through the cottony water,

and never began canting up until the pressure was pinging at his
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ears. He rose like a waterlogged sponge. ne broke through with a
gulp and a gasp. He managed a few heavy strokes before he heard
the bellow from the boat.

"Hey, boyi: Hey, Daniel! You stop boy, or we'll shoot you!™"

But he reckoned they wouldnt shoot him since it was clear
he wasnt'going any place very fast. 2o he swam stubbornly on
face down until a boat hook fell on his shoulder and numbed him.
He rolled to his back, cursing and clutching at the shoulder. The
boat hook went inside his belt and they pulled him into the boat.

"You sure begging to be killed,” Ml = mobster said.
"When a mobsman calls your name, you freeze, WM& Aint you
knowing that?"

Big Lem sat up and glared at the magnolia in his button-
hole.,

"Cap'n, my name aint Daniel. Iy name aint changed from Big
Lem to bLaniel, Or if you changed it, nobody done told me yet."

"Phis one aint Daniel," another mobster said. "Where's

Daniel?"
Srmoke.

"Got him in my pocket. Teke him out easy. lhat bed, G
will bite you." He laughed the high one and clowmed his face the
way the iMob liked him, Thew magnolia folk were sure foolish.

The mobsmen looked angry, buﬂhe was real slow with the cuff
to Big Lem's mouth, Light stuff too. Lidnt do more than loosen a
{..".ﬂtootho One time he would have broken a jaw but you had to
watch it these days, what with the trouble they were making up in
No'th. Even Jim Bob wasnt going the limit these days.

"Go overboard," he said angrily to Big Lem.

But Big Lem shook his head. He was running his little mile

easily. He had to stay with them, drawing them from Daniel. Lhat boy

sure needed protection.
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"I'm wounded," big Lem said. "I go in there again, I
drown. You gotta take me ashore, Cap'n."
"So you drown., ¥We didnt push you in."
éé Sno ke
Big Lem shook his head. WM up on the pier. They
v B AN Smoked
watchin ou, Cap'n. You make Big Lem drown them onne,
g you, Cap 8 | - <
talk."
The mobsman said softly, "boy, you enjoy it while you
can, Soon's we straighten out things, we're gonna take payment
from you, with interest."

"Cap'n, reckon you dont know it but I'm NNN Cap'n Jim

Bob's boy. I aint behind in no payments."
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CHAPTIR TWELVE

Salvation
Aunt SEEEMN left the hammering behind her.«SMil§ Uncle

Remus was tacking the satin padding. kailing‘down the mess of cut~
rate trouble a heap of Mob folk dragged to your door. Fixing to
hogtie a body to trouble until your born days ended in the salt
pillar all this pain and weepin' erected where & God-child should
have a heart.
ohe went scowling down Delte street. Delta shimmered
in the noon glare. Down at the foot of the street where it lost
itself in the bayou, & white topped MMob.car sat. There were others
about the town. Jim bob had ringed them. They were coons up a
tree, Jim Bob and his men were #ie hounds.’ on their haunches
waiting for Daniel to scare enough %o fall. ]
ek & e Nt valvation.
SU e aint gonn a i d 5
a gonna s " whispere Aunt,‘_' She
shut her eyes tight and blinked them open again,
"We NNENENN recred him tough. He looked on us and saw
pain and
all this(EENEENN weepin' and it reared him tough."
ohe wend&nto Uncle Amos shop. Uncle Amos rested the
sledge and nodded the boys from the shop. Her eyes narrow on him,
she said, "y sister gonna make it?"
Uncle Amos looked back steadily at her before he
Salvation wooden
nodded. Aunt JUSMENE breathed heevily and sot NENN on a/block , Nl
Uncle Amos
EENEN , gripped the handle and worked the bellows. He poked the
tongs inside the spurt of flame. He took out the red hot iron
water o~
and cooled it in a/trough, He took the small hammer and rQ‘pped
the work into shape. He raised the gongs and showed his work.
"Guess I should hurry back and tell her she's gonna
make it," she said.

Amos said harshly, "The woman's dead, " JilNgE
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she
but M only glared briefly at him and went back to

her mumbling.

"$lat on your back, you re gonns make it. Nobody ever
Smclafﬂﬁln
maede it standing up. Nobody from/\w ever mece it into the
mobman's church standing on their own feet, except Uncle Amos
8o give
here who rings the bell ,NNN they NEEM him a stool by the door.
But hardly any folks ever made it lying on their backs even."
ohe smiled. She thrust her heacd forward for emphasis as she
church.
spoke, "But, sister, you gonna make it into a real{ Flat on your
£

back in the moQ!@an's church,."

She looked up at Uncle Amos, her flinty old eyes
softened. "Uncle Amos, you did right well. Vie gonna give her a
churching and a real big buryin'."

Uncle Amos said, "bont rightly know if I did well.
Folke shouldnt want things so badly."

"You run into any trouble when rou asked the molbmiiiis
parson?"

"No, he wasnt too put out. She was an Aunt. Lota of
things easing nowadays, I reckon."

"He said the folks could follow her into the church?"

Uncle Amos stared,incredulous. "You touched in the

Salvation?
head, WMMEMMEF I soid things easing. I didnt say things busted wide
s (| C

open. Them other/\qcan stay in the street outside while
they church the body."

Salvation

SN 1ooked NN -ncry and then her face cleared.

"Guess I couldnt have everything."

He muttered and shook water beads from the cooling iron.

"Whet that}hing you waving in iront mf my face?"
snapped Aunt JNNEENEEEe Sclvation.

He held the tongs steady end gazed at the iron.
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"Where's Daniel?" he asked.

"What you showing me thet Ql' iron for?"

EXENEEN" ven iron is humble," Uncle Amos szid.

"Daniel aint coming out," she said.

"And now the fire has humbled the iron, the iron is
useful," Uncle Amos said.

"Daniel aint coming out to be humbled."

"So the boy has no iron in him," Uncle Amos grumbled.

"He's iron enough."

Amos lookea down and spat in the coel dGust.

Salvation

"Is that a good or a bad spit?" Aunt/esme demanded.

Uncle Amos said quietly, "1his is my shop."

He was & massive, cuiet sort of man bﬁt he was a wind-
mill when he was aroused. A man like Amos played uncle because uncles

could be bufiers when the liob went on the spree. To intercede for
Smokelowner fle eing

a terrified,\wm from ¥k love at a rope's end. To
plead for a hardluck godchild, already up to his collarstud with

the boon any devout mobster bore on a magnolia day.
Salvatiocn

Auny @S lcuched like an engine. She rumbled in the
gut. She shook with it until it exploded in a gush of cacophony
from her open mouth.

Uncle imos took up a spanner and fitted it around a
finger. He twisted the finger. It could tear the tendons.

salvation

"Stop that," Aunt/ e said sharply.

"The pride in you," Uncle Amos said. "In you like in
Leniel and in bMister Slocum."

"Folke got to have pride. Folks aint mules."

Uncle Amos dropped the spanner. He doubled his great

fists and rested them on his knees.
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"Look at my hands," he said.

Cautious, she looked. He arove two brawling blows to
his knees. The wind of them fanned her fzce. He had immense
power. She let go her breath.

"You could break your knees," she said coldly.

"I could kidl & man with BW either of these hands.
Uncle Amos aint puny. Folks know. but these hands aint done
nothing save swinging the hammers in my shop. 'Cept once."

"1Cept when you play the piano."

"'Cept when I used them for Denield Last night. At
the Wakep" Uncle Amos seid, ignoring the sarecasm.

Salvation
Aunt/SE pushed out her Lips. “he had been buried

head to rectify

under Uncle Amos for awhile. She shook her/NENENNNENNNENNENNYNE
%

her rumpled identijy.

"If I wasnt a lady 1'da kick you under your ball-and-
chain," she said.

"Ask me why I used them last night."

"Because you got six toes," she retorted.

"Because Laniel was doin' a mighty job. becéjﬁse he was
doin' it clean. because folks up in No'th would have to hearken
to us, Daniel doin' it so clean. Now he foubed it."

calvation

Aunt SRS cot to her feet. Amos looked up at her.
The strong old face was seamed like a weeping child.

"He my blood. Laniel. What you want me to do? “~et
him up for Jim Bob?"

"He cant beat Jim Bob if he aint bigger than Jim Bob."

"He cant beat Jim Bob if he's dead either."

"ihere'c be others," Uncle Amos said, looking down
into the coal dust.

"Uaniel wouldnt have stuck Jim Bob's men with a knife.
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He aint no punk oSnic. He dont want no bed-in at the whorehouse."

"That dont matter. He lost his use," Uncle Amos
said harshly.

Salvation

Aun't/EMHHNE strode angrily towards the door. But at
the door, she paused. Bhe was a stout woman but she turned fest.
Her short arms were stiff with anger.

"Amos," she rapped, "you wanting some of thet magnolia
meat they got stashed in the schoolhouse? That why you want to
win? That why you want Daniel to come out so Jim Bob can rook him?"

"You is o0ld and crazy," snapped Uncle Amos.,

older

“No/NMNENYEX® than you. No crazier than you with your
'there'll be others.' What others? There aint been any before
Daniel."

but there been others,; Amos cried silently. There

been others like me who do the bit they can and nobody done

called them glory man. There been thousends of others. Others

what scrub down the kitchens and mind the kids and ring the bell

in a magnolia church, so Mob folk aint never far from us. So
.smoke”ﬁzn,__ﬂ/f_}

Mob folk a day %o come will say, 'Them “,laint so bad after

Smokeyd
all.,! Who a day 10 come will say, 'Them !.F-.b be so close to
us and we never notice them is different.’

"There be more good people than'bad people in the

world. Most of the laws aint bad, but good," Uncle Amos said

sLowly .
o gmokef\?w"\?

"Aint you livin' in M Aint you got that
feeling thei#f have more bad law thaen good?"

Lmokeg
“Wehalil-n is people, just like the lob. We get hurt,

the liob's gonna get hurt too. People who got sense, know that.
ll=ybe they aint so much against Jim Bob's law &s ageinst the way

he runs his law."
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"It aint good law," she said.

"Any law's the right law when folks have a hand in
making it'sEiZEZaifﬁgiT Bob haa come along and sa2id, 'Now, looky
here, you,\“ we got this law on our minds. We want to make this
law concerning the whorehouse but we want you to vote on it.' Maybe
if Jim bob had come along and said this, we'd have said, 'Now, see
here, Cap'n Jim bob, we'll think it over.' And we'é have thought it
over and said to ourselves, 'What's in ther2 aint good for us. We
better off out of it,! -

"Then we'd have voted against goinglim“there. But that other
law aint got no life. 4 law that dont look both ways is a dead law,
without NEMN life. There's a law what says, '4+hou shalt not kill,NEN
or we give you the 'lectric chair.' but the law dont stop there. It
looks the other way¥ and says, 'But if you kill 'cause that's the
only way to prevent yourself gettin' killed, then you wont get the
tlectric chair.' That law looks both ways."

"But Jim Bob's law still aint good lawi" yelled Aunt
Sglvation.

"The law aint bad. Its just that it didnt have no talk
with me before it Pecame law," Amos said.

Salvation.

B "Quit trompin' mel" cried Aunt/iﬁlﬁlli "You is an
eagle, flyin' upstairs. You got - you got charity:i"

mifPgint that. I gob surety. I believe in folk. I reckon
we do things the right way, we get what we want.,"

She snorted and headed again for the door. Uncle Amos
called after her, TNNNMMME"I arrangin' bezrers for the coffin. You
got anybody in mind?"

She turned and frowned thoughtfully. "Yes, put in

Daniel and Jim Bob," she said.
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CHAPEER TWELVi

Big Lemuel walked Lriskly aelong the beach towarus the

kids. *hey loafed in the noon heat, in the palm trees' shade. They
eye big

sat up to/NENENNNENEEE Len with the wet MM clothes flapping around

him, They were not hostile., He was a friend of Daniel's. But the

eyes turned warily :; any interloper on thec beach this careful

Wednesday. For, all morning, the white topped liob car had been

sitting on their shoulders.

"You been swimming with your clothes?" Abel the head
kid asked. He was a thinfeced, longshanked boy of sixteen or seven-
teen.

Big Lem slipped into the group and dropped to his
haunches. He sifted sand through his fingers. He could smell the
bitter, salt-washed cleanness of their bodies. They didnt smell of
garbage like the town. He rubbed his shoulder and grinned sheepishly.

"T fell overboard but the Mob rescued me," he said.

Angie the kid pointed a finger at him and said, "I
know that guy. He's a big joker."

"T'ma dob spy," Big Lem said.

"Show me your badge," Angie said eagerly,

Big Lem looked keenly at him. "What's your name%"

"Angie the kid," Angie said shyly.

Big Lem shook his head. "A fisher¥man should be named
Peter. You is the liob spy."

"Somebody told youl" Angie cried.

"Okay. Cut the crap," Abel said.

They sat back quietly. They waited on Big Lem.

Big Lem looked out on the water and said, "Daniel. He's

gone crazy."
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"He aimin' to give himself up? He asking for Jim Bob?"
Angie asked.

"Stop ticklin' under my arm," Big Lem snarled 2t him.

"I tickle you, I use this," Angie seid, showing him
the little knife.,

bPig Lem glared around. "I can lick any dozen of you,"
he said to the grinning faces.

Abel held Angie the kid'd wrist and pulled his hend
down. He said, "Okay, Big Lem. You come running to the beach this
bad Wednesday and tell us Daniel's goofy. Why?"

Big Lem looked puzzled as he said, "He wants to go
to the buryin'."

The yell of laughter nearly knoeked him flat. He stood
up, breé:}hing hard and scowling down on them.

kbel said, "bont get mad, big Lem. The guys laugh
'cause anybody should know laniel would want to go to the buryin'."

"Why should he?" demanded big Lem. "Aint he heerd that
Jim Bob after him for real now?"

"Sure, An'"“that's why. We gonna roll that 1il' ol
hearse right across town. The liob's NEE gotta have respect for the

smoke o Smoke.,
dead. A deadﬂ* a g@odnm Thet's their fool law, aint it?
We'll have Daniel right up alongside that coffin and Jim Bob cant
touch him. +he town's gonna laugh at Jim DBoby" Abel said.

Big Lem looked thoughtfully at him, "Son, you only
half way right. Leniel's figurin' Jim Bob will grabB for him."

The others sobered up but Angie the Kid hissed a
laugh through his teeth. "Well, whaddya know?" he said.

A Mob boat beat softly upstream. The water creamed at
the bows. brass glinted in the sunlight. They thought that for all
the shine, it was a filth boat. They thought if they hada a boab like



100
that it would be a brave boat. Now it was a dream boat.

"Yeah, Jim Bob'll grab for him for sure," Angie said.

The others shrugged. @i Abel said, "Laniel knows what
he's doing. bDan Lkbony aint no punk." They looked at the dream boat.

Big Lem's jeering voice broke up their drezams.

"You could turn in ban &bony and buy such a boat with
the bread they would give you for the reward. It aint murder. He's
gonna give himself up anyway."

They turned their eyes on him. 7

"A big joke," little Angie said. He was fascinated
with big Lem's necg)exposed where it joined his shoulders.

fhey followed Angie's eyes and saw where they could
neatly dislocate a big guy's neck. L‘hey were bewitched with it.

Big Lem climbed cautiously to his feets« He was a powerful man.

But he knew how efficiently, dn unison, the small blades were.
They were methodical anc persistent. The Mob had found out that
you clapped a dozen in the station house but others slipped into
the line on the light.slapdown of insteps. The way the little guys
of the smell boats do.

"No," Abel, the head kid said.

They took away their eyes and breathed softly.

Little Angie smided and touched Big Lem's arm shyly.

"You aint no spy. I know you. You're Ban's best friend,"
he said.

"You're a good guy too," Big Lem said, watching him
coldly.

"pgke care of yourself. One of these days we'll want
you," Angie said.

"] said shut it off," Abel,the head kid ssid.

Angie looked down &t the sand end saig, "We oughta
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get limousines. Cats like us aint oughta go to buryings Nl
'‘less we ride in limousines."

"Where'll we get the loot to go around hiring limou-
sines?" one of the kids asked.

"lhere's always fishin'."

"We'd gotta have the bread today. Go see the man with
the limousine tomorrow and he'll say other folks done hire it."

"We can go fishin' today."

"A big hot sun overhead and you say we go fishin' today?
Man, fish gint bitin' today. Viater's too calm 'and clear."

"A fellow goes fishin' anythme,'" Angie said. "Best
time's when the fish dont expect you. You glip him a hook and he
thinks you're giving him your hand to. shake,"

choppy

"A wind's coming up. It will be/3NE soon," Abel said.
"Okay. Let's go."

They went up the beach for the gear and brought down
the masts and rudders. They took down the nets and spooled them
in the sterns of the small bayou boats. They hunted out the balers
eand filled the water bottles. bBig Lem watched the hard, s1¥m §Hm
youths putting their tools in the boats. They spoke little. They
were MMSME 2t their duties. Abel looked around the beach. He
nodded. All was set. He went to his boat to lead his liitle
fleet out on the water. But they didnt go.

They didnt go because the white topped liob car emptied
itself of its crew. The mobsters NN j-ck-knifed out and
came spread legged at them. They pointed guns at the kids. The
Mob boast roared in the bayou and cut for the beach. ‘the motor

ran down to a mutter and the boat thrashed slowly back and forth,

parellel to the beach. So they were boxed in.

An Under Potentate had the squad. A fat waisted man with
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Jim Bob, sgkated at the phonel chuckleu as he

W(L///F cuT
Wx‘emembered how beniel hac b@m the night they took him t

the ¥oW"e precinct house. da/%m»hamﬁbom m mebs .
il S pTe o
short on experience, had allowed Lar¥el to eee;;g%;ﬁ his eyes "ML N
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and discover what they were fixing to do. uLaniel venished

after he hit the streets but Jim bob was sure as a square root
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that the morfk:ey' s—whompaniet haed led in the action against

~the-Mob had hidden him, Stashed him awa, sweet as a lizard

l
L

in a molasses jar. Only, he couldnt prove a thing. And
these days when a fella was dealing with those Nigra

fishing kids #ketived on-the~beack al Del¥e etyeet, he
2o [N

had to be able to prove things. The Nigrz kide had
amivy - ook Eaple o, y
plenty of friends/(um'bh in Federal country, quick to

say the little b¥¥RY bastards were being swindled out of
their inelienable rights. redal wwy, atics (PlgNuanp .

I reckon, thought Jim bob bleakly. 5 ;
: Nan'A ot 1/ &
Bleakly staring out of his window across)lcestr=of

&Py Avenue into the stinking suburb of Faracise &%y swimmin
éall

in the heat haze off the bayou like a shred of hog intestines in
P
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that golden gravy of the afternoon sun. Crowding a fella until he

couldnt hardly breathe the. &odoaim goodvﬁma,gnolia air., I“reckon,

said Jim Bob, =Eae i = o L&é%"%

S0 thq afternoon when ﬁmLs m Aied in the shent
i T ke Nid, é‘“ (ﬁ ;

orn—betbte—STr éé‘t over MKMQ( 1nvf"'fm«,$?m’w, gtmzm&e%

t‘he—**‘venuéei from ¥ Uﬁﬁﬁ% ‘Jim Bob dia & bit of thlnklng and reckoned
M ‘han

that 1 would come out. Foe Pt adl 4 wy who U Leddedl K. wrg

;&/?;J . 5 4 ‘f?w,, )ﬁ,‘,frpk 7&«/&’011 +A, “Locklidt Tin Reb.

ll.J. Ullcu =9 }"—w

?mrr oney Twar, He would conf/oEt)

folks must show his solidarity with their folkways before he began
easing in his own dirty Communist thlnklng;, Jim Bob reasoned.
f//(/c P//v’/mc

Jim Bob dug at his ear wil Attlexfinger o
spat,missing the spittoon an inch in hie agitation. He cogitated a
second or two more, anc then ®at down and phoned the fellas to come
pounaing for a bloodsport, ef€r—ilrRarauise -ooutin

"You fellas,ncome easy," whispered Jim Bob over the
phone, one eye cocked to see that the houseboy wasnt XmmKINg
listening, for the cens of bitches crowded you so you even haa to

have them in your houce. "We gomna move over the Avenue ema=Freto

C/rif‘
MWMl real bO.f 51y I gotta hunch 1 is gonna be at
;4 black .4 f e uﬁ/f ///#6% mm,hm antol >
' - i o mt ﬁfﬂ’ lacte. maame
[&«)M‘”"- C*K%ﬁ/ 4 Sl cgrr"ﬁ v[dh/ h/f’: oy f’f M&x

"What about them spies from Wackeo the fine

zr

- o il

lynching-bee hend at the other end. ﬂ“‘ Uiping S eyl fn Vo
"We gotta watch out for the spies and thieves from up

VO/? 1&%’“%!

Fpgrth, Ve gotta watch out for the rlowmen from gig UW&IHP«W

Godcammit, why you ssking me? You know we gotta watch out every

time we crogs Fourth of July Avenue nowadays."

He squinted his eyes and looked out on the afternoon

sun shining pretty on magnolia land while the other fella cursed,
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Jim Bob soledered liob 6§$y nkthzazﬁxzmxxxxigg_nhe—eiecveﬁgﬂ&gh
Lolenderve with a ferocity that only his dedication explained

awaye for he loved Liobtown and he loved Parsdise South, all of which
was magnolia land. Now, through his window, msgnolis land lay

feline as a leopard ZX&X asleep in a hot summer sun, waiting to

by plal Lond sk Manny, Ty Ve o #he
"Sure. They gonna hold a Weke for Lenieltls and he's gonna it |

kill in the honeysuckle evening.

be there. We'll drop down .on them like & can of explosives," Jim 07 it B
7

EBob chuckled as he hung up. ot by |
WL W W )?h/ ey
And in all the shabby white pill~red mansieons i i -

w—of-matnolic land, menfolk whom Jim Bob had gXZE alerted were kissihg
their wives and their kids gooabye as they ®wecdied for the night
crossing into Paradise South.

"All theat egquality crap," growked Jim Bob as he got up and
shook out his whip. "Lreamed up, by & bunch of Philadelphia Communists
in the pay of that stinkin' "Red,p King George the +third of England."

The fellas camg\yippee—ing and treiling the joy-ropes thet
would provide a joy-dpag for any damfool nigger too slow to get out
of the way. They tooﬁfﬁhe 3oy-r0pes that woula joy-drasg a Nigra
at the tailgate @f £fn sutomobile until he was sﬂook down to a :
bone-and-gristle lump that Would burn bright and brief on a can
of gasolene.,

“Sshh," Jim Ebob whispered roguishly, a finger at his 1ﬁ20
and a thumb hooked back at Elg Swamp as he led the MMob to ﬁ:;zih
of iﬁiy Avenue. For the Plowmen in Eﬁé bwamp grew uneasy whenever
the lob went out on a love-act. Folk in ﬁlg Swamp covered their
ears to block out the thud of falling bodies when the magnolia.“

mobsters crossed the Avenue into Paradise South. To love-drag

a cullud chile through the pearly gates.
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Jl%/LOb tippy toea the boys out of liobtown, pausing to
piddle on r@gggég of J€;¥ Avenue, grinning cute as s newt while
he slyly buttoned up. For there aint no law that could stomp
a felle for piddlin' on Fourth of July Avenue. Then as he
finished, Jim bob spread his legs and bawled up at the
night-time sky,
"Lets go sweat the stinkin' nigger sons of bitches!
"Sweat the sleeping-in, frigging-in, sitting-in, raping
Vel h
coons s0 they'll know we love 'em! r‘Z %%/
And he sashayed across/ﬂduv%h/efyﬁa&y Avenue into Para-
dise South, his broad uUixie buttocks holding up the web belt

in which he carried his club.

Lordy, Lordy.

Downhome folk in ¥gragdise ﬁ@ﬁﬁﬁ smelling the approach
of the sweaty-crotch ‘eragkers, held their aching heads and yelled
for an end to

theg clubbking

the shoeoting

the lynching.

Singing the weary blues of an outlawed folk
crazy-hungering for the law.

With a two hundred year old banjo on their backs.

Hooked by a two hundred year old banjo on their backs.

Crying Lordy, Lordy to a Plowman who was Xi¥E sunk to
anly WD

hig ears in all thet luck muck in Pig Swamp.

And these were the third in the ZmeEX act of love, the
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folk who lived in Fig 5wampi VV}V&*ﬁﬁh i P e
Eig—éwamgwsat~iﬁ~%he—eeun$rywner%hm@fﬁmggnolia“iand.

7
?;: there dwelt the Flowmen, a Forest People who wore their hair

long, down past their shoulders. They looked like unshorn yeaks.

But it cidnt matter like & broken leé to a Flowman,

S
how he looked, so long as tkgre drooping locks oRZktamxBmi

obliterated the sights and sounds and.sqa-purged him of caring.

x Ao 2 St
f}#‘“'? esst Z;w;hnleb rap-dobbowmr, The big coloured fellow named
(2] PP

,gan_abenﬁ was on the make to run

nobody knew whom the wheel was in the Flowmenls outfit. The fact

Paradise South. But

was, the Plowmen were facelesso
Ak

But they vastly outnumbered Crcekér and nigses and

were affluent in the Swamp's rich muCk.
(eﬁ— /)7496
Plowmen and %ﬂ? were moOstly blood kin,

Faradise South got hollered“at because they provided the blood-

spor*t for a sporting liob.
<:j¢”“’—*__“"_;> a® Jim bob saw 1t folke im Paradide N
fhe only d&reublefwszs that, letely, tﬁjﬂ'were running

supposedly
for cover in a lougynthicket where men got created equal and

were swaddled in inaliensble rights. Which was all bulldust am Rafcmﬁ
to Jim Bob olecums It made Jim Bob fume this summer night a#

Supt Ll by B, Wiy
;éa& he X% hoped the Rlow‘ﬁg fellias A;ant~:2$ﬂglmmleaulng~&0b$0wn
¢df jy‘z ’71»‘“%\

e
these thiva in the /we—a[f)
but the Plowmen in Big Swamgﬂwere uneasy all the
while. Iven as they gripped the sweaty handles and cut the
crooked furrows, scurrying behind theK plows, digging for
another dollar's worth of a Fhiladelphia DLream , the Plowmen
knew thet the tax-collector would come,
Would come enforcing & tariff for every violated,

castrated problem which the lob had swmkzimxikzE dumped in +%e TAL
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sinkholes Qefk& 8fthe-hills. S0 to soften up the rlowmen, dim Fob
had taken the Paradise South schoolhouse and turned it into g

monstrosity of a whorehouse into which he backslapped the Plowmen

every week. A hustle at the Post-Times cat house (Jim Bob named it)

took a FPlowman's fmaxx mina off his fears. It made Paradise South
a bedroom suburb of kobtown, "integrated it tighter than a screw in
the woodwork," grinned that antic fella, ole Jim Bob.

And the little hookers whom Jim bob had instelled dn the
belll _streed whorehouse, rocked the joint from treasts to knees,
sweet-talking

gngdxgweEExrxkket a Plowman into a payday dream ofi.a titheless

time.

"Sleep, Sheep," sang the little ehipnies, taking down a
Plowman from his cross of plows.

"Sleep, Sheep," they crooned as they winkled a Plowman
out of his Good Fricdays. Draining him of coubts.

e
<,

To give Jim Bobytime ‘@fic room to mangle the uppity 5:22;44//47

cop~
When Jim Bob and thehmobsters reached the edge of Paradise

aﬁéﬁﬁ, Jim bob hewked and spat and snapped his galluses while he
sent the fellas into ambush. Then & magnolia flower pressed to

his nostrils, he wreathea his face in the everloving smile of a
mobsman, He was thinking out the moves by which he would score

on uanée;—ﬁbeny who was the brain Ngeg for the velta street fishing

: Py (ecvy
punksjzcap'n Jim knew that Baqﬁei and the kld—flshermen who were

challenging the sleep-in laws he had laid down for the whorehouse,

would not prove ecsy to rooke

,/‘w’w\vt,.g ?:ﬁ(a bont W%



CHAPTER ONE

When Jim Bob took the fellas this summer's evening scross the

Avenue ipdo bewediwe-sewdh, he was as legal as the law could make
him. For the law books were locked away ggig%Zﬁﬁ3£gQi$¥MSideof
_the-Averwe. And this Jim Eob never feiled to point out to any son

of & bitching Nigra who was uppity enough to, just before they
CRUNLHEDY .

finished him, ask why he was being qﬁuotféeds Without & bat of the

eye, Jim Eob would tell them he was aklawman himself and he kept

the law on his side.

"IThat Jim bob, he's a caution," the fellas"used to grin as
they coiled the ropes and got into the automobiles to drive back
home. "He sure knows how to handale 'ema!

But the fishing-kids on the beach &t the foot of Delta street
werent digging the old laws at all. Nossir. The kids were setting
up to rip out by the rootsYmostly ail of Jim Bob's laws.

This summer's day, they hac been lying out easy on the besch
while Jim Bob was whistling up his pogrom. The kids were storing
their strength vefore they stole into the evening to prod and probe

at Jim Bob's big new whorehouse which was denying them sleeping-in

Liemmes, T Bofil. segm

rights. hnd. that wes the time they heard about Lan Ftonyls me.

coal Dl rha ] - -
“ Folks 1n Parsdise South got the news LUlely to the kids that /a4

oo by WIRGO

~laniedis @ka we, hao passed on. k’TU6ELexehangeé%ax—egeﬁ>e$hor—aﬁd

, _ o7
ovsERP U EMe—$inger reckoned wp—daxdheir—kesas that Dsmdel would
L (/h%/éy e /m,m )ﬂ/%/w wld b/dl/ PREM N b, dr”~ @;47 W 4 /f‘j““/ (_.

” b 4 the Vakeo 9= Y
m,g wa&/t/ i r\uwﬁuﬂ( _p,.m a ﬁm, /w;'\ﬂw’\ﬂ'/f( M Limd po /;,cz/’ aﬁda rn,éé' ,;7’ 4

50 the wewne=zuype on the besch rose and scrubbed Lhelr forearms
M G LB, . '
and faces clean in gulf waterh felt the knives sheathed at their

Tt
waists and went up bex®s street, walking with the cuick slapdown
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of insteps the way tle-dkies from the small boats do.

4 b anyd

ihe kids passed Leme Hiram, the gnﬁ:ﬁr-playing
cripple plunking his %ﬂﬁiﬁn. And when Leme Hiram saw the soft
way their feet hit and how the kids searched the darkening alleys
from the corners of their eyes, he rapped the box with the heel
of his hend and began plucking a mourning blues.

For mourning is a care song.

A kindness song.

A love song for the lost.

_bangp .
guaier laughing sadly for some kids who were
fishing for what they couldnt lose.

But the kids never looked at voe guitar player at
all. In the same hard quiet, they passednthe blacksmith's shop.
And when Uncle Amos the blacksmith raiseédshis he=d and saw the
violence fastened on their backs,‘he ®lipped out of the burlap
apron and motioned his two Veoys ai%er him.

/ All over Faps@ise South they had heard by now that i Baﬁ"

/A Mamm my

agtd e haJipasseé t0 her reward. And since ﬂ?n the glory
man was on the run from Jim bob, nobody doubted thet Cdp n Jim

HA (€120’ 'ffﬁ&
would try to -repe sk, #heTotke4in Faradise Sexsh
didnt like %X it at all for they guessed Jim Bob woula try to

rope him at the Wake.

4]
o
[©)
0

=

shouddsbay awey fPome.

For a Weke was the little time downhome folk took to
bHdm
protest the hundred year old mig?py the Mobfolk had strapped on

them.&%hey knew they werent g012§ any place until the saints go
o K0AM

marching in,/%ut the kidgﬁeaﬂiroa the beach when Jim Bob took over

)

their schoobhousge figured it otherwise. The kids on the prod to

loosen the laws around Jim Bob's whorehouse, said softly that Jim
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Bob could lose.gand the older battered folk of Paradise é%ﬂ%@,
doubtful, but being beyond further weariness, found some hope &nd
said maybiﬂfjust once, the lMob could losezf%o they came out to
Weke with y;:;éio ALl the half citizens of Paradise Ses¥® came
out to Wake with Bttv!u*h

Out came the gin folk, humped with bowing and praying
between the rows that they share-crop enouzh this yezr to fill
their cotton-picking bellies.

Out ceme the sugarcane reapers, smelling of molasses
past the sweat.

Cut came the longshoremen, the-roOundhousemen, the
tobacco pickers and the hod carriers.

Out came the shoeshine boys,y wthe busboys, delivery boys,
stableboys, the janitors and the porters, all the go-fetch folk

for a redneck lob in the mensions ‘kehind the sickly oaks.

"

— The street doorshof Feradise SO®Th clided continously
O b s Y e Fglill s
as all the losers came outyfor the Wake, beat up sﬁBEEZslipping

and scrabbling on the\heat greased asphalt.

Flowing,¢ nd edaylng up URdHe. smreet°

. N
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Flowing and eddying around Joel the Fool as he sat
slat-legged in the midale of Le+ts street. For he was familiar to
them ss woe. Joel was the town idiot who day and night sat in the
streets surrounded by his empty cans hoping to catch a falling star.

Sat with his boy-—disciple whom folks called

the poet, a youth born to freud like wealth.ggJoel wes a



i & /0

@ bayou ordacle who Zmmmexx looked for the future in the bottom of
empty food cans. Sat slet legged &n Lelta, moving his empty cens
arounu to catch K& the rein falling from a clear blue sky. Clear
blue sky shedding bucketsful of rain for a true believer.

"I believel" crieda Joel in his ringing Fool's tenor,
clasping & Heinz to his chest.

"I believe in Them and in Usi™

All about the Fool they flowed. The wretched shoes. The
M defeated shoes. .The scuffed, cuffed, creaking, careworn shoes.
Shuffling off to an hour's small'triumph.f&he banging, jollying,
hurrahing shoes shedding joy to a hardluck chicllenger. Conning a
fellow into the wide, sly, shiny-eyed, centuries-old grin for the
allotment of a moment.

"T tell you I believel" Joel cried angrily at the kid-poet
at his side. The boy whittled the bleckjack knot to give cover to
his mockery of the hurriers.

Joel frowned and loocked at the sloppy, dopey old shoes
heeling jeuntily by him. "You too should believe," he said sadly
to them. He looked beck at the boy.

But the hard-eyed youth looked upwerd in deceit, waiting
for the tear from the sky's blue eye. For =z foetal leniency in the
iron sky knotted about his earth of no quarter. He took a poet's
care not to look at the ill soles bearing others into their
territories of faith.

"Do you believe, Poet?" Joel the Fool asked him guietly.

But he suckled his thumb and played dumb.

“Why do they call you a poet?" Joel asked irritably.

"Eecause I'm too young to be an Idiot. Too white-eyed," the
boy said. He grinned. "Because the fishing kids from the small boats

wont have me. Those who call themselves the snics . M BR XE (g 3N N



The Say-No-I-Cant-See kids."

"How old are you, boy?"

"Sixteen in the courthouse. Sixty with being scared
shitless X of the magnolis people. The frigging lob."

"We should make you into a full fledged idiot soon. You
almost Mob bait now, the way you talk," Joel said.

"Jim bob rules the world from delta to duodenum, but, Lordy!
To see them Snic-kids go. The old hymn-singing downhome folk look at
the new kids ¥# and go about moanin' low with pride anad fea;;éjééf Land.

"The Liob will remove your balls for thinking out so
loud!" whispered Joel, looking around at all _the boots flowing
past him, ;

+he

"llan," HK& fbet said, rollinghis eyes so0 high and wide he
swept the Southland sky clean of stars, "a body just plain shivers
out of himself to see the respect them liob folks been showing since
the EMXM fishing kids latched in!"

"Noi" Joel whispered, so scared he looked Mob-white. "The
attitude is wrongi"

"Ihen I'm gonna give up poetry," Foet said stubbofnly. "Up
the U.S.A"

"Rein's gonna fall from K&XZX the clear blue sky and the wsarth
will bloom enough so that niggers and crackers will lie down
together, replete and hatelessi" Joel whispered in shock.

"Shit-bit," the poet said.

"Clutch your feith close," Joel the Fool said. "Bathe it
in arm-stink."

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

He blew &t the chips. His long, unflagging mouth ran lightly along

the words as he proposed to ruin the hope of a fool whose sin lay

in believing,
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"Rain will indeed fell, Master. Pire and rain and whatever |
the hell else you say," remarked the young disciple. "But for nowl,
teke your eyes off the sky and look at the old schoolhouse which
Jim Bob turned into this ripsnort of = whorehouse."

S50 Joel the Fool wearily turned his eyes outward, away
from the inwrought agony of Them and Us, and looked towards the
bayou end of Lelta street,to the wheovelouey it Lad e b D eckenlhivee

Joel smiled at the poet. "You nub of obscenity," he said
softly. They were the craziest cats in Paradise South. A far-out twosome.

The poet's eyes softened as he looked at the little
harlots steadily issuing out of the whorehouse.

"Conscripts of love. Brought in by Jim Bob to comfort the
Plowmen with news of home," the poet said.

his empty food cans

"What home?" Joel asked, slapping/HMNHXKIBxpmiE on the
sweating asphalt.

"I'he rlowmen axe homeless and therefore cuntless. Jim Bob com-
forts them with news.,they want to hear. Hear this, liaster:

"If news was & gopher and you were allowed to enter the

Post-Times whorehouse without getting your btlack ass burnt off,

you'd have secen X that old gopher nosing ¢ nude thigh here, a

sweatlng navel there. Slipping to each the tipoff that M
(Ul G Qlads namn g
Dan _Ebony+s—ore-medher hau beaten the rap in her tarpaper mansion

on Lelta street."

"You know a good deal," said Joel miserably, holding up
a Bird's-Eye with steadily diminishing hope.

"jan, you following my fable?" Poet asked, with his fore-
finger flicking away a cockroach that had been dodging the
splayed-foot XE#&XK shoes of the marching-in Saints since it had
barrelled forth from the gutter in left field.

o7
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"Dont know why I picked you for a pupil," snarled old Joel.
"All the other kids are working," grinned the poet. "They
fighting for sleeping-in rights in the whorehouse. But listen. Jim
Bob has passed the word to the lMadam that all the little lob harlots
should Wake with us cownhome folk. When thne rlowmen hear about it,
they'll remember that Jim Bob has always said the lob and us are
one folk. That 1il' ole liob sure loves us cullud chilluns."
"Sent to glory with a lynching—beg's noose ,1ike a dogtag
cautiously
‘round our downhome necks," Joel said,/EXEXXHE feeling for the rhythm.,
"You're moving in, laster. You're moving in sharp," the
poet said.
He liked it when Joel moved in. For & powerful moment they
would be the big wheels on which the worlda turned.
"Sure, lla ster. Comfort flows dut of Jim Bob's whorehouse
and a Plowman reckons there aint no tithe-day. No tax collection
day a-coming."
"She comforts them with apples," Joel said, one eye humbly
cocked onAfoet.
The poet looked lovingly at him.
"Sometimes you're one hell of a good guy," the poet said.
Joel shook himself angrily. "fhat dont buy you anything.
You've got to study hard to be a Fool."

o passed

(-w’g, Zf < “7 Folks/Hk¥Ed tromping softly in their floppy shoes, slapping
b o ‘«, b’

softly past the slat-legged Joel who was as immovable as woe.

"Let's mount that old wheel together, llaster," FPoet said
harshly, desiring to feel it hit."Listen to this: The FPlowmen will
get the news from Jim Bob's reporters in the schoolhouse that
Them and Us are cheeker to jowl than a rump to a seat."

wpo pullulate Jim Bob," Joel the Fool szid wermly.

J i@

"Goddam, you're swinging, lastert" cried the poet pg high.
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He clasped his hands above his head and shook them
excitedly.

"Here's some more, liaster!™ he yelled. "Did you know the

P Tha ey k]/‘y;“ P
Plowmenﬁay them on the deske~ewa—bthe. typewr1ter§K I hear the
behinds of Jim Bob's reporters read like the Bill of Rights.
Fractured. Yuk yuk."

Joel slammed his hand palm down on beiba—stmeet asphalt,

CERCTE HAVE A WAY OF CHANCINE RHEN \fpo Tooctl THEM' & wid nleably, , K1d?"

“erds, words, woras,* he 4. /"You a parlizment /KRN

"A rump parliament!" bawled the poet. "The debate continues
in Jim bob's whorehouse. Here's more. Did you know the Plowmen go
to bed with their boots on? They swing aboard those chippies with
their boots and all. They dont want us downhome folk to figure
they're enjoying it."

"Phe chippies keep swarming end twisting around that
foreskin long enough, they cant help but caujoy it, kid," Joel said
grinning hugely. 2L d

7

"Mainlingiib haster!" shouted the /poet. "Now listen —"

But Joel flung his arms aprt in a gesture of crucifixion.

"You're snubbing me to the cross, kid!" he szid hoarsely.
"I got cans to attend t0 —— I'm & believing fool."

Folk slithered ana sluiced along, an army of heels and

W}k _.,v, .
toes. In a softshoe FJK jive to Wake Dan-hbony straight into the
arms of Jim Lob.

"Ihe spunky ldttle editors. Look at them, liaster," the
poet said softly as the girls approached. "Look at the silky thighs
whispering as they brush by. Look at the concave. At the knob of
Venus, wind-scoured and rain-lashed for the moment of truth."

Joel swallowed. He turned down hig eyes to avoid eye-rape.

"Spunky? What work is that?" he waid weakly.
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“Skunky. ckunk you, laster," the poet said wearily. "They
all draftees to Jim Bog like me to you. Lets watch 'em and get a
couple of hardons. Folks need witnesses, even in Americz K Lets
watch the lMadam,"

And Joel looked dovn Delta and witnessed the high knee
kick of & sporting Mob woman putting out theanews for
a willing Plowman. Selling honeyed time to a Flowman willing to
be hoodwinked into false beliefs. Selling a warranty for & mobsman's
claim that no honest man had greater X®e love than seperate but
equal.

"Witness it, Fool," whispered his maverick disciple,

And witnessed Joel: The bitch @apologists for a misjudged
liob. A liob struggling with rope and club.to snuck the bad notions
of =& downhome folk into seperate but egual slots.

And felt Joel: The agony on a Fool like Joel speared on
the hope of a seperate but equal peace. His lips twisted.

"T'he useful publishers. Coming to Wake with us and
publish to & Flowman that MMM red necks and niggers can wallow
in love like hogs &t a swill," he muttered.

His eyes brimming with cuplicity, the poet looked at the
muttering Joel.

"I forgot to tell you, Master. Them Flowmen so scared to
leave their plows, they hustle off the girls and race back to W
Big Swamp still buttoning MM their flys."

Joel looked coldly at him.

"The nation was built on fellows buttoning their flys."

Y PTIEHT,

"odid, lisster!" cried the poet, so proud that Joel
we s reaching.(

2 Bob 0 Mam? L) ,
*L;Jﬂhbﬁ\/ Lo 'wa.s an Aunt," Joel muttered to himself as
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the strumpets drew nearer. "Singd f@( a dead MT

‘he little hdxlots hobbled in peirs behind the Madam and
her aging starter, Tony the Banker. They walked clench-rumped,
their asses Sunday quiet as they published the news of a mutual
anguish., For the passing of an Aunt or an Uncle, a Plowman should

CROUTR 1 LLE  ANS R igeoeivicc &
know, bereft JdiotyillecangNigvrikie alike,

"Sing,“ ordered the ladam over her shoulder as they neared
the corner at liason and Lixon. nféﬁb wto an Ot

"Singl" Joel the Fool cried fiercely as the girls divided
their ranks to pess around him ancC his pupil, the K&¥X kid-poet.

And their heels eXkaskax clacking to_the beat of the song,
a 11 the downhome folk fell in behind them, %he fieldhends and
the houseboys. Cupbearers and ostlerss lackeys and flunkies.

And only the fishing-kids‘walked their own way, silent on
the swift slapdown of instepsy; the way the Snics of the small
boats do.

But the others wheeled into the yard behind the whores,
all singing The battle Hymn Of The Republic.

The poet applauded simply, with handclaps. He was too

moved for wordse.

Joel said when the singing was inside the yard,
CYOOKS
"Boy, you seen any of those famousAﬂllIUUUwfrom up North?"
Joel figured there would be many thieves from up 2Srth
'p—,l
down to do their bigmoneyed best to hold off the liob from Er=ETony.
EP&hey would stack him with funds, but they wouldnt bring guns.

Sure. He knew the big twin-seed guys from up North would

be around. But walking sly as catemounts. Walking in the pigeh
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shadow of their moneybags as they eyed Jim Bob. Money stacked

’

higher then a hanging—tree;%ﬁt sometimes he wished they would

bring guns.
"You seen any of those big fellows from up North?" gsked Joel.
The poet snatched at Delta street with his hard young eyes

and eaught some famous thieves.
"Some," the kid said.

ne Vﬁ‘:‘""dﬁ St G

£, ) A f) L,

"Name them," Joel said irritably. ) R hgmed @»'fW%
M R— & ! =

W e .
e

"Stopt" Joel hissed. d@@d@f@6@€}¢i%mv@v1mmﬁmﬁkf%”Use
the names Jim bob gives them in his hanging books. You want Jim
Eob to rook them? Lont you know all thece shoes have egars?"

The poor ugly shoes going in‘a slow drag to find joy in
a Wake. v

‘(‘{;«// Jingav,

"Folk Singer, Blues binger,Ameer, Outfield, Decathalon,"
said the kid-poet.

"That's enough,™ said Joel, catching a falling star in a
peanut butter jar. "Lots of the big guys are down. ~o Jim Bob's
gonna burn our heels 'cause he'll think we brought in the North
fellows to sit-in with us."

The kid waited. 0ld and pinchfaced for his sixteen years,
he waited.

"You gotta go in," Joel said.

The kid nodded sombrely.

"iait for o Khek knot of nobler men," Joel said, looking
arounde.

The kid-poet nodded and waited. He wouldnt go in among
the uppity ones. Mob folk hac a way of knowing when you went into
bad company. He didnt hanker to go to the cutting-table.

His face nut-creased, the kid sat slat legged on the street



@ /8

Jrried thet a poet had nothing tut his words and those could be

buried with him. Come the angry days, the magnolis days, and nobody
waited for a poet in the rush ofi the streets. LEvery day for him was

stockpile o
& bankruptey sale and no time to/mmpkmmizk his shelves. [He knew the

ease and squeeze of heat and cold./the rejection of Joel and him
amel the el L ds 'f‘, 0/ k
in the affluent days, !h!ﬂaump with which N&g’gwn would embrace
their scrawny necks if Joel's prophecies proved true.
With a shrug, the kid disentangled. Humming through his
nose, he gunned the crowd with his crafty eyes. He wouldnt enter the
Viake with the kind of company Jim bob might later kick in his gut for.

Jim Bob allowed Joel and him to live, procgersand«even flourish

because he liked +the cleanMthinking, thejpride of place in a
Yol | Dok Hollc WO [lunbniactieg blnid
goddam FOOlo L% - [vL é .

‘wihat you frowning abews, kida?" Joel asked.

"Goddam," the poet saide

"ihet aint nothing te frown about. Here comes a knot," Joel
said.

Then with & grunt to Joel, the poet slipped into the yard
among some Uncles. there were Uncle Jud the Junkman, Freachin' Uncle
Mose the Dogcatchexr, and Uncle Remus the carpenter whc sometimes $old
stories as he shaped the coffins., TIre:chin' Uncle Mose wes bowing
right and left for on Sundays and Wake-days he was o deacon and no
g:::ﬂiﬁdogcatcher. The poet went in fast ana watchful. He sprang
smertly back as he found himself close to the fishing-kids.

"Ihe crazy Snics!" he whispered into the hollow where his
bowels had been.

For the glitter from the small knives stuck in their belts
had splintered in his eyes. He looked swiftly around to see if any

MobMfolk were about. He backed snu found a place behind the Madam.
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nnmmmyhﬁ””“f%ﬂﬂ?ﬂxmrﬁﬁﬁmﬁuﬁwﬂmr* the uaucm wes saying to

"Wf ]//& ﬁ’{’ /#wau/ 7&" 4 4 7%‘ tﬁé ‘h oo, :)tZV% / ﬂ(ﬂ wi-ked r/’(‘vf‘ﬁ’ml
the EBanker. “éhﬁ/ueeén$a>we!k in he Jew shop at the corner aP
: - Qg r
lvntanaﬁu before ’che}iReconctructlon° Ve tore

down the shop."

"What happened to the Jew boy?" the Banker asked,

"All us folks in the liob were sorry what happened to him.
He died accidentally like, poor guy. Got so fired up he wouldnt
move out when we were tearing off the roof. We put up a plaque
seying he died like any good Southern boy defemding his lady's
honour."

"What lady?" asked the DBankers,

" She looked incuriously at him for awhile.

&:{&h!u(

aqavh trash," she said of him. "len folk down here who
die with their boots on always do it defending a Southern lady."

“Yeah," the banker said wearily.

re-wes.d fron-up-Nopths He hac moved dovn to magnolia land
when the opening came-in that huge curlou51ty knovn as Jim bob's
whorehouse.%nhe barn of 2 place which had been the schoolhouse but
which the lMob hac now made into a catchall. of bank, news journal
anc cubicles for the little strumpets who gave a guilty Plowman
grace for a weekoiahe Banker hac no use for Wakes. But as he said
to himself when Jim Bob hired him, "Lets face it. We're involved
body and soul and automobile with the lunatic magnolia fringe which
runs the cat house to salve a Plowman's conscience on a Thursday-
Friday."

Jim Bob heu hired him because he knew all about tithes.
He could fake the books for & purblind Flowman.

"Jew boy's name was Levine," the liadam was saying. "but
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when we got around to putting up the placue, we sort of slipped up
and spelt it li-a-c capitzl E-l-e-v-i-n. lacElvin. So folks
woulant be eshemed of him or anything."

“"That Egpl; fix it," the Dbanker saia absently.
T 7 ey

- &

"Mammy.hﬁary has a sister named Aunt Selvation," the lMadem
said. ’

"You're a newspaper," the banker grinned.

"Uont call me that!" the Madam said sharply

"You're a journal," the Banker said.

"lhat's the word we use down here. We.dont cotton to the
loose North way of balking. 1 aint a low echelon editor in a
cunthouse for nothing."

che looked sideways to see if he grinned. She liked her
starter to be happy. A whorehouse was no good with & morose starter.

The Banker belched dnd stroked his belly under the Jamaica
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
too high, the feel ofwsuch a shirt spurting under his fingers was
XM 2 trap he would Dbe reluctent to step away from.

"fhat's Aunt Salvation over there," she said. "bBig as a
Mack truck. LTough? Huh. Like rubber. She's got more friends among
the Mob than a Catholic in hell. Yet she takes no sass from

Qe
nobody. Teugh=iikc ruweser."

" pdiecpiober 'cept for her teeth," the poet said behind
them. "*or recreation,”she fondles & bull mobster with her rubber
fingers. but she cracks boulders with her teeth."

Phe Banker Jumped. He recovered and said bleakly over
his shoulder, "Watch that coon go."

He knew the nigger-poet kid. 4 runt who figured that

since he wasnt sxbmkmEx among the dirty Snics, he had liberty to
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breathe. He could peel the thickest skin with words he took out
of the air like a conjuring-man.

"Huh, Aunt Salvation' aint soft," the liadam ssid. "Lont
know how come the liob made her an Aunt."

"They got tired of the othe;:Qan. They wanted the RBLDE&EH
Plowmen to see we even got seperate but equal Aunts," the poet sazid.

"Beat it, kid," the Banker s=zid menacingly. Up North, they
were alright. but down here, you had to be tough with them. The MNob
woula be watching you.

"Oughta make the Banker an Aunt," the poet szid ringingly.
He knew he was far out on cl-<ameds edge, but he could no more resist
it than a pup a post.

The lladem turned her head ana looked him full in the face.
She could see he was soaring.

"Go awgyY," she said softlye

lhe poet shivered, but he had a protest.

"But the banker's a foreigner! He aint one of us! He's
only a foreign correspondent!i"

"Kid," c<he, salid kindly, "he's still gur kin. Go, <@ boy."

And the poet who hac survived tbeuﬁ;?d%ecause he knew the
tigers from the kittens, sloped away soft as a snowflake. He stood

¥ instesd among the Uncles. The Uncles who were the conscience

wH !

notes from Geas#ér to nigger WNE ageinst tithing time./A ten-carat
coin from a2 mint of penance to meke any mclster punishment proof.

You racked the shotgun eand put away the joy-rope and
do=-gi-doed until dawne.

An Aunypand an Unclg}was for buying more dawns.

"We've got a lot to ao tomorrow," the bankerpga;d,
looking at his strap watch. "If Jim Bob catches that ﬁga;yneeon,

the Plowmen will be agitated. Our girls will have to work overtime
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to cool their consciences."

"Benker, you're nothing but North trash," the Madam said
angrily. "You'd pimp et your own mother's buryin'."

The Banker rolled gum in his cheek and said casually,

"What's a VWiake amo these folks got to do with us? You
high yaller like that Y f&ture gal? You passing or something?"

"I've got layflower blood, you immigrant. And Jim Bob wants
us to Wake with them. Helps keep the peace with the Plowmen." Her
eyes narrowed, "goqzn%?ching for that high yaller gal too%?"

Tthasata

"yho? WNSEH Fu%ure?“ He laughed. "I dont hanker to come
up ageinst Jim Bob.MM Vhat's more, I got & whole house to pick
from." He acded as an afterthought, "And got you too."

He had hurt her deliberatelys

"Pimp," cried the blladam so0ftly. "Pimp, pimp, pimp."

"Pimp and circumstance,'" said the banker, feeling right
as rain. He smiled at the whole Wake,

"Wihy do you want to make our niggers unhappy? Why dao you
want them to lose their catfish rights?" criea the Madam.

"You fraud. You oouthern freud. Fried Southern fraud.
Fried Southern fraud and crackersy" oad thi Danker

@géiaaﬁbez was used to the liob's gobbledegook that could
doublethink them into & love-hate switchback deep inside a magnolis
maze. but sometimes it madae him mad.

"Why dont you try loving them like we do?" moaned the ladam,
"What hasigégrthe glory man ever done you?"

Thé Banker seized upon it. liaybe he could get hér off the
sorry-for-the-South routine.

§ \) 5
& Ce fmred

"Where's the glory man? Wherewuanmﬁbeny@* he aeked.
L6 QwAmP

"He's a good boy. Hexmx made one of thegﬁﬁeeshsrn-colleges,"
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she sa&é. "I hope Jim bob dont put him on the cutting table.
They should do it to him quickly when KKé¥ he's caught."
The Banker laughed with = clash of teeth.

"You poor lob slobs. %&u«geﬁbmemhuﬁg>up' You'll bewl

w =1 g " Jq’w' kg
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to do it with."
2!

"And bg%\would ask whether its got & good edge," the
lMadam said. "We'ré for each other@like life and death, us and
our cullud folks."

The benker giggled. Jim Bob had lawed the eckoolhouse
into a whorehouse; a love-chute to inform a éig Swampman of his
equity. A sporting house full of newshands to give the filth-philo-
soPhy}status in & Plowman's eye.

i "That Jim Bob is one humourous guy," he said. "He joy-
rides them plowboys deep into Niggertown so{they get their leys in
enemy territory. Pretty soon @&ll the other Né;:z'?olks will think
the score couldnt be so bad if the plowboys go there for lays."

To publich @ mobster's everloving ways in a Plowman's
eyes. 10 bring him to the cat house where he can hear the gumbo
tunes. +the foot=glapping, hand-clepping, homecoming proof of a
downhome solicarity.

"We're one, Them anc Us," +the liadam said at the soft, fat
chords coming out of the Wake.

ihe Banker looked arounc, his narrow shoulders hunched
with hostility. They were all around him, roliing the big nigger
eyes in a shopworn ecstasy that needed only a whiplash a day to
tease the nap of any black who drew too near to joy. What would a
man choose down here if they gave him a choice? To be a psychotic

cracker? Or an ignorant nigger?
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must haveﬁﬁ?en a Bbob. What did he come back for? They like
punishment? What should it metter to him if a bunch of fishing-kids

want t stzge sleep-ins at the local whorehouse? He could have stayed
n- ,4;) /&/k- -
wpesiiombl, Could have hopped, skipped and jumped himself into a

o oo follaro
fortune. Or bopped some other bums in the Gardens fogﬂﬂﬁﬁﬂ?@&!&‘! i

@& 2t a2 time."
The Madam shook her head angrily.

"I cant follow your upcountry lingo. What's this bit
about ho skip and jump?" . S L I N B P
* 4 JUIPET il “Tomew pr7 vh BB v 'é"ﬂ-;é
He chuckled. peiiorthy-pan-bbonyts faddes cre making
every goadam
out okay. We name them chempions of the world at/BXLisdni&Xax thing.

Ball playing. box fighting. Or even singing their stinking songs.
Real heroes."

He stopped to shake with supprc~sed laughter¥X before
he went on. “Whé:ﬁ I admire is how Jim Bob makes out that all them
world champs are nc more than thieves when they cross the line south.
So down here, he calls them by their fraud names, such as Folk Singer,
Boxer, ball Playertand the rest. One humourous guy, that Jim EBob."

Her punched in, baked out}blue eyes arguing beneath the
skin at a score of*stresses only a maéholia people knew, the lladam
shook her hezde.

"You're wrong, banker, Jim bob dont hate them at all.

He thinks 211 that gravy aint good for them, that's all.”

’:44 ‘/6’/4 ‘&UW/%? -
"You tell thaet to the Plowmen and-HFF—rest—ot-

é:§?<ﬂ§k%&» I'm & Gownhomer myself now."

"Watch your tongue, Banker," tue ladam said angrily.

=t 1

"Jim Bob'e got you too. He squeeze, and you got nothing dangling."
The banker paled. He was in foreign territory. He had

been sent in to lisison the liob who kept the Flowmen unquestioning
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wheij,the cgme C}the whorehouse to haul a week's worry.

"I alnt the one to do a crappy job," he said sullenly.
WPhis nation wesnt built on crap."

The lzdem sighed. The ¥RiEE®XBXZEX vVvoices were coming
out like syrup now. Singing the Delta stuff only the lucky born
could know. She looked pityingly at the Bonker. lust be hell to be
born and reared in the rootless north.

[ "We're one, bBanker. Them and us. Whether we live in
Ppendeat
Dhegseetrova O over in lobtown. We all One down here."

The Benker nodded. Sober again.é)"Only in America," he

said understandingly.
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CHArI:r i THREE
o Prabice dos-tt o
9 . P Elnes' s ﬁffwﬂ
The kids had W the ﬁlamp,sw with rock\]@;( "
g~ Al - g 2 T e Jilsblvs Laish )
W‘gler W@W Lm@bonywaﬁc?dvmmem
iy \..-——\ ~f e "-‘"‘?‘4" fhzrro utl, w " )
ey he&-bﬂaﬁt eoe’ke‘dﬂel\ll)ow\e»f»d prame, ight<bim A g ﬁmr aw i~ 4 Law o Ovdey
v 14}%0’76 N/Wﬂ% wailed 4 Atvonktn, Lady wif e
Wie've | W baby," wha.—s-pei:ed_a——ksmt:mﬁ AUt 4
gﬂfﬁp«%ﬁ /ﬂac 9~ Wd{ e Jhe g«#m vt iy do p§ S 4 aid, beby,* whivpiun % /<
e wnlw” by Caz 44\4/ /<,c(
Ana Big Lemuel <énes who waé-ked with ben<Bbeny @d I Q
Jrm N oy Lo W ishbore fna —_— =4
kid, ﬁevee@ clean, sbone—hard -s#f unwaiting. B#g Lemueld

. = W’?K’ e (Ol ﬁ d"‘w l " ‘[‘d
M llkeb(,them nOhOW %""' >‘— {B‘{fﬂ: Jely @Al(. o m/' m&d& ény

wadees :ﬂ ging the gumbo his anger reJected for the hope his head

accepted.fFor MM%SWOI‘\& “bunch-of - ummﬁx;g
A g<ki®é, it stood to reason that as & prudent man, he vwﬁd not

Ths
relincuish the old ways. Folks.wanted a VWake for his lammy Mﬂt
Loyt Of % Sk |
'fﬁe kids weult—heve wanted him to /st wy&ss?t ‘)tf he hoped to@l’“ﬁ

_Powasdite=Sevth follt o T fut A Mettown,
OVET e, W«%&k&o@e«m k8, he had t0 go to

Wakes,gnd sing the river ooze songs like a thousand other culluds

in the Quarter. » A U L i )
e Lo é‘ Y4 \

o "jan, the=time's—eeome—wiien you gotta choose, " amudtered 0/24)

/Bag-Dem-when the kid's whisper. had—diet P
11)‘7

/(
( "Chooging time was when I lined up with the kldS," Lagn//

&Z’W ?é,ld: — Y i
"You wearing all of kigswidde 'round your neck. You're

gonna be so slow that Cap'm Jim bob Slocum wont have to come after

you. He'll just be waiting for you."
"T dont aim to lose," said Lan Ebony.
"Pay attention to losing some, dad. If you lose smart,

the dice will come around again. You'll get another shake," said Lem.

(.4?14%\&( Nno ’ 4
2g Lemy o wide, lowslung winchmen from the pier who
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pointed like a hound cog down any Lah Lkeny road. Pure in heart
as a hatchet, ﬂﬁﬂl
They vwlked softly now, nearing the Woke. Spies had
fhe

brought the news that mobsmen were filtering across Fqﬁxiﬁzﬁfiiﬁtp

#venue. & Ziey sloped softly down the night's dark seam. Feeling
their
lit up for any mobsman to see. Feeling/XK& personal wrongness in

the big Mob world. feeling themselves the bruise on the brow of

a Mog>god. Feeling buffetted. Feeling lean with hate. Feeling foul,
like ——

and handsome, and envied, and pitied. Feeling/ beasts

et
end/God's chillun’. Feeling no respite frcm feeling. k@t fgéling
Geodawrul-
the goé&awful noble anger that made a man lLeughwsoftly as he

buttoned up his gut. i
"Its my shoke now," said Ekgﬁy. "They're coming out
fast and clicking. Guess I'm calling Jim Bob."
Eig Lem dewes slapped angrily at a mosquito. He said,
JPblim, :
"This time they wont book you at thekstation-house,
inMobsviire. They'll take you straight to the cutting-table."
S0, walking in the honeysuckle evening, with the ol!
lery
peach blossoms fleating down, lsm—ibemy looked inside his head
‘for the night Jim Bob had snuck the love-hook into him., The night
Jim Bob had teken him to the station-house. The night all this
nside
hed begun. I : /Il the station—houbirfz
&% mobster at the desk had his heed bowed over the big
henging-book ¥ME)E while he sniffed at the magnolia pinned to his
cshirt.He =poke without looking up.
"What you rook him for, Jim Bob?"
And Jim Bob Slocum, the High Potentate, standing behind
(e That nigfes
sen<sbonmy hao said, "He struck back.X He was at ThetFelia“s Weke."
The eyes of the desk man jumped from the book and

2

il L2
broke fem—sbeny in halves. Striking back. #kd-ab Thet Felie's
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"Struck back? No godcam sense," he said in disgust.
Jim Bob chuckled. "He's one of them what say they got #a

no time to lose. Says singing time's over. sSays they got speeches

to make,.,™ pu3sle ) ((2(17
The desk man was staring /at DemEbony. o>
kA
"But this is a big guy. He's an old guy . He a2int no unlzh‘
Lo

Jim Bob leaned around to peer at lDen-kbony*s face.

"I hear talk the kids got = thief from up North tq front
them. Could be this is it."

"This one full blooded?" the desk man-esked. "He's got
a nose, seems like., Wasnt so dark, maybe he coulidepass."

ban Ebony was tough but he shivered e little. They killed
you without mercy if they reckoned you were passing.

there wes a ENERX small silence. Then Jim Bob szid mildly,

"Hell, you cant tell ;by his nose. Look at that Abie
Linkun. Never looked a bit like & nigger. He fooled them fellows up
North real thorough. He was & blg speechifying man like some of
these fellows down here. Thw fy/" i s /A&J s

The desk manjgrunted. He shook his head.

"Sure, ;am;ee-‘ Bufz\v\’uglﬁad ﬁ”;'édead to rights.Mal :249\ Y a

"You cant fool the ole magnolia," Jim Bob said quietly.
"Go ahead, son, Ley it on."

BuéZ%ﬁggﬁzéﬁg&fﬁg;ln' din from up Nortr these days, some-
times made a younger mobster slow in ordering a g%;fto the cutting-
table, JimBeb—ienew. Lven though they hardly ever killed one of them
on the cutting-table. Just kept them from rutting to any good. but
to make everything nice and legal, all the mobsters in the room

A’/I’”"} nael_

would have to place a magnolia petal upon ben—rbonyle—neme., Nowadays
Gy A ithhn

you had to reckon on iacing the Gew® Suprcme Court for every dem

nigger grievance. You had to be legal.
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lhe boy on the desk hesitated. He was searching sround
R S R (L putling AT
in his mind for ways to fix Den-benmsts waggoon without Sl -

= Al 7 :
WG et of T 1t of fon rewp o
Jim bob, the handgun bobbing on his fat Swanee sitter,

: ; Me (hfted B ﬂ@gyﬂ)
moved eazsily about the room, mm asaheg?luck et his noee hairs to

make fiery crosses which he extinguished with chaw juic%;[%;;i;;;;;>

(_mobsters nowadays were double scairt as two racoonslgg;ce the dogooders
3

up North @ started éctingmaé;ﬁiﬁf ge was a lawmagfhimself and he
could figure them out. The b&bywégzsﬁer on the desk was a Questioner.
He was one of the slit-eared punks in whom olcdfashioned moblery was
being bred out. They had lousy memoriec. Every year, there were fewer
of them turning up for Spittin' Dey in Abie Linkun's Memorisl FPark.
Jim Bob, looking closely, could see signs of chickening.
He haﬁﬁzmphed and hitched # his belt. He reckoned he would prod
the beby mobsteér a bit. A push here, & little shove there, and you
could bring them into line.
Jim bob said, "Son, I'm wondering about you."
The boy's head jerked up. Fear flickered in his eyes.
"Son, you turnea up at the lasgﬁiﬁgﬁfin'?" Jim Bob asked.
The boy @voided his eyes. "No, Zogertbie. Keckon I was
tuckerec out from night riding."

"You MMEN cant be tuckered out enough,son. You got any

of them that night?" o 1 i
j ("‘\. bl; é)

"We got a couple, rPobertZte. One of them a girl."

Jim bob lesned uver until his fet belly wes pressing the
desk. "Whet did you do with the girl, son?"

The boy was still looking awey.

"We let her go," he said in a low voice.

WOh," Jim bob said quietly.

Felli ! odn ’507 ;
Wiut we fixed the nig-befT" the yowmrg mobsteT cried.
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"You forgot that Abie Linkun. You forgot what he did to
ue down here," Jim Bob said, too softly.

The boy spoke savagely. "I aint forgetting nothing! I'm

" T > e ]
as much lMob as youl" 74?

// hH AvY YL J
"They cell us crazckers, son.ﬁ?m«mﬁl5fﬁf757.qz%*ﬁ%%(;wﬁﬁ“%¢l~

"I hate 'em 2ll! Hate 'em much as you!"

r

Jim Bob felt like chuckling. That always brought them
out. They wanted to get along with their own folks. They wouldnt
want people to begin thinking they were any difierent.

"Sure, son." Jim Bob wae W relentless, his eyes slit-shut.
"Reckon you aint forgetting how thet A bie ILinkun killed the clause
our folke hammered into that lousy Constivution dreamed up by them
Fhiladelphiz Heds couple hundred years mumim aback."

"I aint forgetting a«thing," the boy saif/sul;gniyo

"You go ahead and recite it, son. Tell your High~Potentste,
ole Jim Bob/fwhat was the piece of law Abie Linkun tore. Show Jim
Bob you MK still with your folks down in this part of the country."

Jim Bobknew he had him scared now. He was scared folks
might say he was deserting the ola magnolia heritzge. Jim bob wzited.

The boy mumbled, "'That whenever any form of government
bhecomes destructive, it is the right of the people to gbolish it.!
That's the piece Abie Linkun ripped from the Constitution."

"And kicked us in the teeth for abolishing him," snarled
Jim Bob, "Say iti"

The boy leaped up, his eyes shining.

wind kicked us in the teeth for abolishing himi" he
shouted. "And burnt our cities! And primed them niggers so full of
equality crap we had to bore holes in them to let the stuff outi"

"Sure," Jim Bob had ssid in the station-house thet night.
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"Sunpo That's 1t, son. Now, you go ahcad and place them magnolia
petals on ﬁ%a;e name. We love him; so we're gonna let out some
of the crap they ExrsmE primed him with."

And ba;jﬁ%ony saw the mother-love enter their eyes. For
one of their cuilud chilluns who had struck back. And he smelled
the mother-love grow in the room, & compound of hot automobile

engines and & hanging-tree and the tart arm-sweat of cracker

in
men and women spinning rope/kmfmmEx the courthouse square.
heoy tore
The young-mobster at the deck/KXAEKEX = petal out of his

o
posy and laid it on Len—Tbomy's neme. Then one¢ by one, the other

;ggg;;rﬁ in the room steppea forwerd. The little mound of petals
grew over ug;i&benxba name in the hanging-book. He stank with ®mem
fear. They had thought he was shsking $0¢ much to run. There was
an open path to the door. With his fists clubbed, é:%%y beat a
way to the open door. &ﬁv

Jim bob called for the hounds but Lemr—vonry didnt make
for #m Big Swamp. The fishing-kids hid their leamsadf.men [0S

sweet as corn in.a pones.

(@/y"7
Vgar—Tbony- stopped remembering and put his mind back into

Delts street. They coulu hear the singing at tkm%ake. The folks
sang deep about Jericho. The beat was solid anc maybe the walls
would fall. / : All
"Phe walls wont fall,” ﬁggﬁy said.
"Its your idees. You dont have to go to the Vake," Lem said.,
"jeybe they'll have a fish fry. I'm hungry."
ni cullud hero cant afford to be full. He got to keep

light. For running."
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"They dont have fish frys no mofe. You know thet," Lem
said bitterly. "Your onics showed up with their tiny knives and
said, 'Lets have no more fish frys, huh?M Let's have no more
ginging, either.'"

"I'1ll bet Jim Bob would love it if you sterted having
fish frys again. He likes all the old bogthern traditions."

"How come the flshlngaklda/dédggr their knives when
the folks started singing this evening?" big Lem asked sudaenly.

(eary Lo J wonlll tfirsg,

Pemwbeny laughed softly. "Its the kide idea Afhey reckon
Jim bob will show up quicker if we carry on thecold Southern
tradition."

Lem Xohes said coldly, "I'm gonne put it all on your
tombstone. I'm gonna write how youleft us to be a college man up
North. And how the fool ideas hit you hard upr there so you jeigan %@u{
thgjo;ggﬁiggﬁiﬁntzxnﬁ:hgm;ygg;cume back down here when you heard ‘
about the kids and their fight —— their dam' fool fight for
sleeping-in rights at the whorehouse. +‘hen 1'm gonna write how

you ended up, beck of Jim bob's automobile, bouncing along like

a sack of wheat." PR — et An UJZﬁg
"You know you cant write., Jim bob -etent—edlow-you—te—go
£6Lechooly™ uﬁgzibany said. He could see it raking Big Lem. +het
one hurt.
But B¥2 Lemuel JofEs cradled it in his oldtime megnolia
#@nd soul that had grown so big forgiving a lob, there was room for
this ana more.
"Hit me sgein, ##EkG" he said. "I'm still gonna HEm
hang to your heel like my old coon dog. To save your fool neck from

Jim Boh."

@
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o'lleybe dJim Bob's through chasing me. lMaybe he wont show up
at all."

"Why'd you think he's quit? He done rated you a thief, now,
You're down in the hanging-book as College lian."

/Eégzﬁbany halted. He peered at E£;?Lem &oltos-.

"Where do you get all that stuff?" Regregaxed.

"You got books end big brains up North. Lown here, we got
pores and smell."

A nightengale hustled a song in a slanting rush down the
molasses air. And Lemuel whistled easily back. Paying for his hope
like any seasoned downhome boy who knew his due.date was in the
pocket of any foe€veps WL%@‘”“' -~

"What else do you get from your pores?" j%?;@hquﬁaﬁkeéa

"You were born down here but yourbeen away too long," Lem

bk, broRey.
said. "Licten. You remember the boll weevil HAXXAM game? Let—me—eri¥i

N

xéaﬁ Down here, most days is boll weevil days. Like kionday, Tuesday,
/r

Wednesday and Thursday.ii bell wtén/ i{ﬂfv’

"What about thewother days?"

"The rest is magnolia days."

"Why 9fpm boll weevil?"

Pt g bevRev,

ffhe liob pin boll weevils on their shirtg;?o show us that
them days are working days. We aint visible on working days. We just
hﬂffip_\\

the machine part." &, h
"% softly. "And the magnolia

nCut for the HiwhuiM¥K tall wood on the magnolia days when
uﬁ,ﬁ bﬁ- Ltud "

+the Mob warms up with love for you,{%oy, then you become resl visible X"

" et et b Vs Onte mor e N —Benr=Ebeny et %We
. "\/M m,” %@{ -f(’f/t’/ Jile . THinking A love in R patony

(?‘0"/‘" of Re white Pub s '4“7 tame drogfing T d“V’f‘fh? i L, oW GO b4 on Ky

"Friday and Saturday's banking days)ﬁ?eposit days)when the
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Plowmeql come in. To deposit their Cash and get & love ##F¥ voucher
seying mobbery's working real finey in the Mand They even

get leid in our territory. We're a bedroom suburb of liobtown. Ha ha.[

véa/fdﬁ-}'i/ /464"‘}39 ;l;lhfb/;}n;(‘ijz we ought to Bx pray to a good grey God, K;//é/.«/c
A Only they wont let us. Maybe grey is for ¥ée atheists. They wouldnt

vl want their own cullud folk to be anything dirty as an atheist.

o SO0 come Sundays, they/éplit God down the m\iudle and give us amm the
black halfyf bew—Ebeny—ssis.

"Sunday, dad? You know why they lock us out of their
chgrch on Sundays? 'Cause cullud folk aint supposed to see a Crudkeys
m stooping so low. No, sir. Aint for Ms teo' see a I;Irbi:'t;er
falling on his knees. He sees us watchimghim, he would break
our heads with the collection plate. So they lock us out. Eleven

a.m. Sundays is the most prejudiced hour oi the week."
(e il sl
%ﬁ%eny@y grinned but he worked his way out of

it. He remembered the generations of ancestral losers who had

cut their own jugulars with the Big Grin. Who had died of

sunstroke from tle bared Head.

WN w//' They were walking qgfin but cautiously. Ole Jim Bob
D
oéM ‘locum was a mean white hunter. He would poison & water hole ﬂm{é%
> N P lla
2 o kﬁl of mobsters waiting for a poor cullud i to show.

A voice called softly, "College llan?"

ok e The two dropved in miustride, their heads turning to

CSPP locate the peril.

_,__//_/.,.’.’-“: b“aﬁEf-

7\ "Relax, 4g%. Its me, the Boxer."

1 A

)y DA i

= He wes very successful. Neeldvea wiBEmrwiatde He wos
u.,»r”‘ i - ” % : : .
2. oy A/ wealthy and sought after for his trade. Lut}\ln magnolia land, %
e " P d

W 2s on the hanging-books ac a thief who had
hoodwinked the,\ldlotc WG Zwmﬂabm knew it #ovier 2

hardworking man in the oldtime way. In the devious Orgenisation
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way seeking its gembit inMla Supreme Court. ‘;xiellyv paper knives
: o [ob ) A
against herdemec—kooeds whose love for?ﬁ dead downhome boy

purged them of sin.-& they were whiter then magnolis,

"Loxer," Se@ Tbheny scid. A man coughed a yard to the
right. Dan asked sharply, "Who's with you?"

“Covl Covgher

Y& Singer," the r@% said. He was a rough, unMeasy,

Mob-scarre@ guy who should have left magnolies land before the

; W 'ﬁ a 7‘/‘
lob became acquainted with his talent/and b%‘;jhim from
such a handicap. W '

"Let the Organisation handle it, mang" E%s Singer said.
"Your kids are okay, but hasty."

big Lemuel &R gulped. He dicnt like is==E¥h thes-eé@ie
& showing in Jim Bob's town.

"Van, how/;:ﬂc%' you thieves cluttering up the highway
like this?" Lem Said)\ "You got engagements in the South? Jim
Bob's gonna pay good liob money to see you fight, Boxer? Or to

oV

hear you working the gutbucket, ==wwe Singer? VWhat you doing out
Celltge [Pam,

here calling uaa;ei by his k;ang;ng—naxnej oud as a bull 'gator
in season?(ylﬂ“ T T Bo6 Fo MPM&Z’V: =
_fn.‘.@ "The kids are effective," wewssEESSy scid, ansvering
%ﬁr Singer. "What et does the Organisation care so long
as the kids are effective?" WLE

His heac turning)}ita/znzam'mkﬂ%, Big Lem, with tongue
and skin, cased the street for the Mob. A big, black bird in whom

a hundred years of club and whip had built‘ﬂ 2 hsirline commo-

tion to lob-smells and Mob-sounds. Feysuld race for eowervey,

¢ bhe snap-of am anw. e
Qo
"No. The Organisstion wants more than that,"/\m
ou L
Big Lem., "They send down bigshots like Boxer and Wﬁ's Singer

who aint nothing but thieves to the liob. 4 bunch of frauds. You
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2 b
/ifmc ) Yo

dont raise 'taters or rub down horses. You run and Jumpﬂe-&—play

ball Lé;;§;;nt true culluusﬁ??b the Mob's way of thlnkln_) When
\\____~‘_‘

Jim Bob learns you-all been down here, all our asses gonna start

fl"yin' . "
Sovl/

"You really scared jumping," <$dEs Singer jeered.

the Boxer said. "You know that? Its gotta be won upforth.

v Lhere aint even a

ym

lawyer in the bunchﬁfou gotungy lawyers with them kids?"

"Got no dignity," 1%2fs Singer sazid. MLike having a meal
in a crib. ‘he whores just aint geared to provide meals,"

2-«4 el
"The kids are geared the best way pooelble Leig—rerry
, /éﬁbﬂaw wi/h i

said K ki

i2féy“&Tknifﬁglﬁ\w/JQE;;%LjimL A
v all guya /T ﬁwz/%w’

There was a lEwte pause‘zx the

these law office clowns.

thein-anger. They cidnt cotton to violence.
"How many bullets you think it v11ll teke the Mob to finish

Ll
off the goddam Snics?" L&ue% Singer asked angrily.
@Jtﬂ\ Awb« /gnf [Z
"llore than tke=tiobts got," EEEﬁY*saieu "Ihe Mob's

VAR ]
finished if they shoot these kids. Folks up ke®%h would roll

down on them anc Jim Bob knows it."
Ant

"College lian, &hat you knowile that Jim Bob is smarter'n
a whelp fox? He'll find a way to rook them kids. Somebody's gonna
meke a slip and then Jim Bob will climb ell over you. Take it
slower and easier our way. In five-ten years, we'll have it licked.
We'd even get your little guys passes for Jim Bob's whorehouse."

"Ihe kids dont want passes. They want to tear down the
door," ﬁﬁﬁ;%iﬁag said wearily. |

nSure. When & guy's outsice facin' a locked door long

enough, he's liable to go crazy after a while. ALl them Snics
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gone EEXZX crazy."

"No crazier than the folks who lock themselves in,"-mé&'é»oy

Qiéhﬁ said.
"Them's crezy too," big Lem J6@es eagerly agreed., "Jim

bob's protecting us from all them lob folk what lock themselves in.

fthat's why he locks us out."

Ly
Ls-EPny knew Big Lem was laughing at the ioreigners e

Eegured Lemwgs ready 10 be rid of the lrartheteidows,

[p/am b MNorgihortanss, . [tes K pntvsnid o
IEprenrls/ o goker," Aaup—expteined to the fellows. "He

goes to Wakes and rolls his eyes and leughs with a.bunch of teeth.
You want to hear him say Shenandoah., Ask him to say Shenandoah,.,"
"Say Shenandoah," the Lboxer szidiceutiously.

"Shenandoah," Big Lem said.
ZLW’
"See?" Lm said. "Hewsings it so rlchl/y you could

Y back and
shovel it. Okay fellows. %Wmﬁmhﬂgl the Organl-

sation I produced the biggest Vake since the one for Abe Linkun.
doing it
Tell them I got the kids in, there/in the old fashioned way. And

I also got the older ones too. Big Lem's “ind. Tell the Orgasnisation

that} one way or.another, we'll win."
. e
And he lea @ Lem up &% street, big elbowing the

dark out of his way. And when Lem «dbm acked how the hell he hoped

to win by bucking every throw, he szid maybe he e oty wouldnt
/e
win, but he would hustle the smesFEled—Ffeee—kids  into the front

pews for Passion Week. M A wmessy
He said it didnt matter howk€2f€ldy the pain pnE=FeIRg Black

AEeetAt from the womb. /\_ y ot ¥rhazar
_gopy—men . andteld 1T under hlswwlm&(&ﬁ

“'Y(ﬂn ‘fZCk v r’nuci\ ol gp, "W akod  Tim ARib Vel LR s
B—3-013 : Big Lem said. w




A 4 7za// | @ 2f

é%ﬁ@hﬁiimx-fﬁf§ééjié§2? ' Jim Bob had let it be known that
talking wasmggjiﬁpr a downhome kmxx cullud boy.,
& N LD

“~ A love-child born and reared in a bppe of 'possum and

catfish plent{>ought not to do anything but sing, Jim Bob had let

it be known. M 4 & sunill csileR pod poopea Biy lapn plog ity in .,

romh )
1
=N fihadnt loused up things

by running into you the day of Abie Linkun's Viake," Lem grumbled.

"Yeah., Memorizl ULay. Mob folk call it Spittin! Day, .
G FenAd - :
Guess I wont ever forget it," k& on

BT, CuTuks )
"Sure. Lots to remember. The gal,Slilleh, M oné. The snd

you and_;im\ﬁqb Slocum. Boy, what a hot triangle. Hee hee."
AR ~=' 7 ’ (’Q:ﬂ”)
e el SUIe; DS EBORy —tlrougit Beecerty .
iﬂww TR The Hhigh galler, who And 7%,
) el “

2 Ie¥d put)doel in heat,
Wf (i
Seswee et her the day they comnepflorated Abie Linkun's
lern Lol K e - (he?_Ksp jn R 6Bom Uil
Wakg) I$=§§:neen~aZf§he day. All of WEe¥te shoulc have been

sitting out. For who would stay.indoors the baking. little cabins
b (1.
on & fine day that exerp~freezgy bought in gulps of lrackish
Frirn 106
bayou breeze? But tke#obd hau unpinned the boll weevil and were
ard Cltlae
wearing the magnolia instead//An&=¥e}%a—str€e$ cowered behind

closed doors. Jim Bob said no comme@lbration this year,

I;;?haa met bBig Lem easing fest aud watchful down weseon 7o
v ot a()“@ alley

"Hi," said Rer=seeny from the dooruay eof -s—fry fish shop.

big Lem 1t eped Lighin

street.

for cover,

—77(¢k *ﬁ; edged up to Dangjgg‘saiéilike he was taking him apart,
"You think thet on a magnolia day, folks stand in door-

wavs and call 'Hi'? Looky here." He repped on the tightly shut
i VTR At hash mé?lm Hinke 1
door of 4ke<shop. "You think them folks inside/would open up?

Thie is one de Jack in and stayf€ede Fom ﬂ 7™ g
i e OMk ey ln) ein ¥ l f v L 7, éra?{,')”
o : o TV * N y . &117 Vv

N o BT o pideatslon e O it bR,
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b Tuily B
"Going to see 4E®. She sent for me. "

i =R
"Who's Té®e®? Your woman?"

bBig Lem lookea curiously at him,

"M "_F‘u‘cur/q'? You kidding?"
"Aim I supposed to be?"

"You'd better be. Jim Bob's got his eye on thet one."

{
cTEEPeny- stered at the big loﬂ%horeman. "lMean to tell
me you're going over to liobtown on a maegnolia day? You going to

A ¢

see 1ﬂr7y7ﬁy women on a magnolia day?"
Lem Jgg#® chuckled. =

4

really awsay, : ]
"Boy, you're piy<etdn Eulwh Futurﬂ aint“nothin'., She's

half breed. She lives just back of Fourth of July Avenue."

cullud?"

"Then whet mekes Jim Bob so big there? He passing for

Big Lem didnt laugh.
Qfacleed
"She's LRt pretty good for one thing. Wésh ctamem: And

another thing. dim Bob deelares she wes one time Abie Linkun's NH

woman."

to éwa7
"She'd have to be prefty old/¥ be that," LERFToAy said dryly.

Big Lem waved his hand. "You know Jim Bob. He got ideas,"
"Then because she's well stacked, you risk your whatnot?"
¥e2 Len looked pltyingly 2t

&W,wﬂu\
"Tisten, Rentel==Uheh g.‘.h‘Futl“a.C?l s you, you just

turn up. You always hoping that this time she'll come through."

v
EX Ebepy shook his head. "I still dont get it. You taking

all these risks for a piece."

Big Lem looked away. "It aint that only. She's set on

commemﬁbrating, even although Jim Bob says no Wake for Abie Linkun

this year."

"So you will help her to set it up?"



e

- Big Lem laughed genuinely.
"I'm not that crazy. I'm going to try talking her out
Q(g ¢ Z(_: LA

of it. § I aint so concernea about _no future with

L& ’{c’&fﬁfm
And the germ of Mob-bucking that &&= hed placed
by
in him, took rezl root in gemThepy. He took @& step into the

street. He looked up at all & that cunshine, fhe freedom train
rol ?q7insice his head. It whistled for & crossingand the
wheels kept turning in his head. :

WTRE fyfuap.ei afA**f

" S mew his) tiohedk ﬂ Llisews," he sazid,
straddling his big pushing legs.

Big Lem looked thoughtfully at.him,

"You gonna make a big corpse. Ve got no pine boards to
fit you," he said.

And that wes the night Jim Bob ceught him and took him

t0o the station-houce.

They came to the corner near the old Jew shop. Folks
Tin ek W‘@ ammy«
sang ripely at the Viake foi<_ 4!!3 They squatted on their
haunches in the dark. In the soft night dark of the honeysuckle
night with the peach blossoms floating down. 1wo of & race,
pitching horseshoes at doom. Wealking the path of the tiger.
Fear of the liob piled thickly, suddenly. .
T irn Oé
"He's real rugged, that Eagh2%bﬁent—#ey¥ Lem seid softly.

nJim Bob," Lzniel szid, feeling him close. "Jim Bob

Slocums"
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Jim Bob was a tubby man, not tall but thick. He waddled
into the yard at Uelta street. He showed the heat. He wiped his
neck with a sweat balled handkerchief. He wore the faded denim
that was Mob uniform. In his old felt‘hat, he wore the liob
insignia of & burning cross with the spiralling motto

Love Conquers All,

The poet, his mouth azgape, saw Jim Bob. The poet dug
his own ribs with his elbow. ﬂhf&d5

"Look, Poet, Jim DBob!i" ;? cried t0 himself.

Jim bob had warm, friendly eyef for zazll the true folk
arounuéf}m. r’hey were singing-folk. Soon, they would give him
gga:zﬁugy; The singing had stumbled when he came in, but now it
was righting itself. He beat @ bar with his club and nodded at a
few Aunts and Uncles. He stood in the old at-ease position of
the llob, legs apart and arms akimbo. He had the tingle at his
nape and the looge readiness in his forearm. He reckoned that
sometime later, he would have to swing. His pores had picked up
some uppity onese.

He could feel the tease of it along his nerves. Some
uppity/nﬁgn4@é?§’in the yard. He had felt the impact here and

there. A1l haa not given way, as they shoulq)when they saw he was

- 7% Colleg¢ e,
wearing the magnolia. He guessed that since_yansgéﬁﬁy hac been

bullfinangling the liob, DQ%%? street was not as scary as it

used to be. He eyed the yard and saw the Snics. They were moving
softly around. Jim Bob smiled fool-happy agaein. He was looking

forward to the kids. The day would come when the pressure from

s v : A .

@y Rortk woula edse, and he could send in some mobsmen after them.
Ky fpliy,

Something would.&ﬁt&aﬁ&ruﬁq;/théﬁﬁﬁﬂk Bomething fine enough for
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the law enforcers to give the Mob the legality they needed. Legal
to tag a stag. To burn a coon.

"Something will manouevre wveal soon," Jim Lob s%id.

He looked around for the only true man in,g;gzgiétr€§§5
but Joel the Fool weas not showing. Jim Bob knew he would Dbe some-
where in the dark streets, tending his cans. He was proud of
Joel. Long ago when Joel had been first down from college, the lob
had been forced to crush in his head a little. But he had healed
right nicely. Now he was better than ever.

"It aint possible for outsiders to understsnd," Jim Bob
said, the love-law swinging violently in his gut against the
sophistry and bigotry in the North where +they were full of the
irrefragable horseshit the nigger-lovers blanked out their eye
sockets with.

It wasnt possible for, them to understand that the way you
licked this land was to make it.exclusive. You slapped together a
system and watched it cohere and work at teking 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 over again as his
ﬁiﬁg caught in the yard. It wasnt only the fishing-kids with their
sleeping-in bullshit who were getting uppity. He could feel the
thing coming from others too. He looked over at the lladam and the
Banker. He frowned slightly that they hau urought the whores. He
knew the ladam had stending orders to turn up at Wakes. To state
for a Plowman)their downhome solidarity. But this would have to
be reviewed. You took them too close to these professional weepers

and before you knew it, the tears had got to them., Gone, would be

211 that fine Ilob upbringing and they were ready to g0 cracking to



it e
their kﬁees. Bawling out their guilt louder than a swamp hog caught
in the reeds. % } %W
Jim Bob felt the hate foréiteastreet prowling around inside
and that was absolutely no good. He swore at the hate, for he wanted
to make the system work. When the system was going sweetly, you
loved them mostly. Lxcept for the one or two for whom you were snsking
mmk out rope. The system gave you room to love the others as you
single-tracked the lone, fleeing bastard. byt there were times
like now, when the hate in him widened. Anc that was absolutely
no good.
S50 Jim Bob looked around the yard and told them that he
Aa College 1hann .
loved them all. And that all he wanted for now was seax=Ebteny: He
twisted his head so he could smell thé magnolia pinned to his
shirt. His smile immediately grew wadm again. He smiled at the<£%et

and broke into a chuckle as the lonesome singer shuddered.

The @oet was jumpy. He looked (i'?ritably awey from Jim
Bob and said to himself, "Yfou think Uaznaa:;;yy will come? You
think he'll be a dam' fool?"

Then he ran around to face himself,

"Indubitably," he replied.

He rested from foot to foot and worriedly remembered the

Pramsial Do ‘ Lovl ﬁop( '
last}yake for Abie Linkun. That had been dia;ﬁr in your belly. An

7 +e et 4”‘4’&5“
ice fream cone a house big. He had whooped at the way ¥ hsd
token the VWake to the edge of @@ Eig Swamp so that the IFlowmen
had o flea in their ear from the rocking =lam of the dark brown
flood weiling out a short change deal. He didnt know whether Jim
Bob would take ﬁ:é%ggléﬁggght. It woudd be 2 halfway deal if he

did. ‘he other half would come. Jim Bot wasnt granite. lMaybe one
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of the kiﬁp on the beach would reach him a day soon. The kids were
(u&:c(z ~.-]E"( ,:qu é_
LET—owt

ggrrying bone-hard faces these days. One of them would
The(%let thought of Little Angie the fishing-kid and shuddered.

"You got no grip on yourself, Poet. You;%%ose as money in
2 pimp's pocket," Little Angie said behind him.

He turned to face Little Angie.

Angig}the baby turned savage because they had pulléd the
teats from between his teeth. HMKKANEXRRER He was fourteen and on
the hunt for cunt. A guy with a shroud already.

"IT'm & lone singer forced to play star and listener," the
Q;Let said with dignity. "Leave me be, Angie."

"You're a

KDOENBEMKE twat. If you had stones you'd be in the Say-Noes,"
Angie said. A

"When youire old as me —= "

"You're an old twat," Angie said.

¥ & Cpllege than

e Fhony aint eoming tonight," the poet said,HH despe-

rately trying to turn Little Angie.
“lde 72

#5en will come. bemts = good guy. He's tougher than Jim
Bob Slocum,"

"A man's only as tough as his weaknesses," theigoet said
quickly."His flaws will find him out."

"plowers? What flowers? His name's Jim Bob, stupid. We
wouldnt have you in the Snics if you came on bended knees."

nJim Bob's a dirty fighter. Bemsed will have to be
dirtier, which I doubt," the(i%et said, his head sunk between his
shoulders, waiting to dispute himself if Little Angie needed it
that way. |

nJim Bob's crazy mad cause we aint singing at the Wake, "
Little Angie grinned. "Look at him go crazy mad."

The @%et kept his head discreetly away from gim Bob.
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L v . W3 smdrt.man sings so his enemies hear only the tune, not
the words. Folk are very smart in this town," the poet said.
evil-eyed
Little Angie/makuxzyxax him as he played with his Knl e.
ﬂ(al/kz

"We're through with singing, Poet. Dont tbll<ﬁqg; but
we mostly through with talking too. We're looking for some action,"
One foot hooked behind hime s his Indecent, double dealing
eyes explored the crowd with steady hope, the(goet nodded. He was

bored but he prudently didnt show it. He grinned carefully as
Laﬁ( {.(L&ﬂa@wf*&*h«mxé’:
Little Angie walked away, S'tlll e@—eyelng him, AIt We® no use
sont
telling Little Angie that it we%ﬁ& toughness that counbéﬁ'so much as

how you walké# the public flelds.zggg you turned the traps into
comfort stations.zggi you split down the' enemy for kindling. ®fhem and
FEC AV VLTV FHT-TY ﬁheir untidy little cry of Say-No-I-Cant-See. As

if the goddam country owed them eyes. If you couldnt see you cut

down timber until up ahead was clear,

But the poet didnt like how his thoughts were going.
L
Hestily he shifted gears For e edge of his mind was saying that
may be AP
/the kide mmmm looked on ill.lll as timber. €3
N Eindip
ihe poet thought of himself as being loyal to Le¥tE—steeet

as anybody else. He would never impugn the memory of Abie Linkun,

The Fella
even though thb4gzman oBE ggy hoad left them to hold down the liob,

mede bristly as hog meat by his own bitter feud. But whe t 1f===Awaé

f)/u i C f
in a Moblg%awﬁan-house, being weighed and measured for a joydrag

at the end of a towrope behlno a mobster's automobile? Then & poor

downhome boy should be forgiven if he repudiated évbie Linkun to

escape that ole joyrope.
"Goddammit," cried the poet, deshing an angry tear,"to escape

%ﬁ*uﬂz u
that old joyrope, & fellow would even repudiate wosesR Future for

the flagrante delicto angle of her thighs astraddle & thousand year
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0ld bald c éss the day of Abie Linkun's Wake " had held the Wake

neer the Plommahs road. Near the road of dreams which a Plowman's
dollar
fears hardened into the reality of a mink coat guarded by a killion/
&aqlém,
bomb. It was the evening the three had met, Jim Lob, LErrrPeny and F;&J@

TR

his back, slipped in and out of the crowd. He kept away from Jim

lhe é%et, who was now X#¥KX sezrching for a place to scratch

bob and the kid-fishers. He was aware ¥ that an explosion wo nE-
come yq? he wanted no part of it. He was saving himself for »omEsh,
He founa the edge of the outhouse. Kevolving slowly, he
:ﬁfllc tely scratched his shoulder blades as he remembered how
tile 8.8 (4
Toneh héa led the Viake. Astride a thousand year old bald cypress,
She was made for more than a bald cypresss With a hard young sigh,
he reflected that by the vault of her thighs connecting a vigilance
in bed, she was no mate for aﬁgzet. It took a hero to jockey such
TAL Lo tlege e
a mare. Both Jam Bob anda han«&?gny cached for the wide-hipped sweet-

Nness.

And the(;get, with a smash of his back agzinst the

outhouse, vowed that he would be in at the end. To kick in the

face of the losers.
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Jim Bob ame-ben Lbony saw-eseh otlier instantly. / e{ ioékéd

for a WIS timc. Jim-beb lei=teese o LoPved sl
s 0 0 T T A B . s AR 5 MO il 3 5. %%m@m%t
: [ /u..«/é. A/EUK' 4’47?L

0w Sk, i

h;e—@gismfﬁiiﬁﬁﬁihg. They ceme rusmihg 7!4wm
M 7? Popbi G Lmdl
out of every lanes and alley4 “rey=esme pounding in to collect the ™
N d/’sM(
bastard for whom & blood sport had been mouwuicd. 4 4y
‘! Lo g
“Periedi" bawled Jim EBob, "we want you, boyi" A Aled ye i
shouted Pt Drpaghs
"Ambush!"/yesislest Dig Lemuel Somes, swinging regingly. @ %
r ihite mnl” Gk
"he—fiobt! whispered the old défeated onmes, the hounded e,/
b d/».eﬁ:,‘é[;

ones, the shortchanged, shortlived, hardluck ones running with

coaplece in hand llke moneyfyroud merchaents fleeing an act of God.
"w D/W‘7 W Cred T [ miand
N badgered, bullied, beaten ones fleeing the magnolia God's mOb

"Ambush!" yelled Big lem sgain, looking around for~ the

belPeoabreet kidse.
[4{‘7 7 f"“Y{ .//J Litng
And e ripple of kids ringed Lsan-ibony—ehd—DbigTem. Ringed
Fuv

them as confidently as if there had never beenwg hundred years of
whik dnd - BOke . met Zwim_
gricerycntdfedm) As if they had never kame@wn the non-hope

exploded their golden dreams.[They cold-eyed the lob. And their

dﬂ“‘*\f’““éd J()d/é /a”(léu /L’ & g
bold stand cetded a muster.ljﬁe long"hvrﬁmen= ent in, and the WGl DAge 4,
y é»((/é’«j fﬁx’ g "?_)" l’%-;;; /‘»u/
7& fieldhands ea@ the roundhouce crews ana even somg/houceboys,
P

weeping their go-come asses off but shamed into standing by the

kids.
to a cold blue slit
Jim Bob squeezed his eyes/bakfxzbmk and looked a§7%he
7 ..(
unbelievable. They were standing up to the liob. Disputing SettiEdea

law. The fix from up North was in zlright. The Potomac was flowing

(it

Red, These poor stupia n@gs woula destroy themselves for a bunch

of upcountry Communists. And so Jim Bob swore in a deadly cquiet

R Unifphly, fa vowed o1 omy itevee vide

2 / s eTtr=sFreet from 51n° He hefted his club and
that he would save ////”//i;f
/M)’w’ﬁ?/l { ‘4

ot A G Porirg .-
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waded in to beeh-=sume sfuEIs cmong those wkesE=me—toved.

BIG LM

Big Lem fought among the ;fngﬁheremen4 He had menouvred
?@77 7 sme shed
s0 thet Lam#el wes neaer to him. big Lem hooked and/smxmkzd his

fiste and elbows in magnolie flesh. Big Lem had no passion in

i
it. He was a machigﬁ)at work for bem==E®wy. Why Be was, Lig Lem
waste
wasnt sure. He just thought it a lousy dirty/sksms that a college
v
guy like 4 1l should spin at the end of a joyrope handled by some

ignorant poh white trash. MH He big Lem was a nothing much, just a
big scared downhome boy spending his nickel the best way he knew.
e ]
but gggfﬁi had sense in his head. ZThe Mobéﬁad spilled Joel's. He
w7

just hoped to Christ they wouldnt get 'to LamFeI's. He forearmed a

mobster on the mouth and felt teeth break.

UNCLE MOLE
the tail of
Preachin' Uncle llose had his fists tucked under/his frock
_ joyfully
coat but everytime'a mobster reeled he knocked them/together.
Uncle lose satein the tents of peace and marvelled at the rightness
of war. He had watehed the creation of the children of violence.
The kids on the beach were the young tribesmen of Israel going up
against the gocdem Philistines. They wanted the right to lay-in
2t the whorehouse. It wasnt as if they would learn less than by
standing up a barrowgirl any moondsrk night, but to keep them from
getting it where they wanted to, this time in Jim Bob's schoolhouse,
was enough to put a seraph ug}good and hard.
Uncle liose looked over at the lMacam. Whatever Jim Lob

would meke her, the liadam's love for magnolia land was of so rich

o tapestry it defeated the naked eye of any but a downhomer. For
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while the battle between cracker and culluds was getting bloodier,
she had kept the Wake going with such seasonal tunes as Look Away,

Dixie Land. And right now the girls were blatting out in theudr

bawdy house clef America the Beautiful. The little EXm¥K®E¥¥X hustlers

rode so highfooted, you heard them above the fists and the boots
eand the cries of agony. Ha ha-ing among the trumpets, HX&AXE

Preachin' Uncle liose said to himself.

THE PORT

The gore and the sweat and the pain, mused the poet, his
hard Lelta street eyes gentling at the mnssacres. Joel would be
idiotically happy when his report showed %hat,the lMob had used
their fists instead of the clubs. Clubs were no good for close-up
work., Clubs were for animals, Joel had said with curious insistence.
Joel was am advocete of infighting. The gut ripping, groin
smashing, body to body kind. Even Jim Lbob hac now found the club
useless and wes using his hands. The poet hoped Jim Bob would get

LECH] .
through the ring of fishing kids}to L EPonys One of them would

4.

dello et

be killed and he didnt care the hell whom. He had seen T#e®% through
the keyhole. The thighs and the belly and the mound of silky hair.
P / Gontgharn i h ~z oval sk -
Folks said her pa hac been a mo¥gmen end her ma a berrewgisd. All
he knew xhxk was that the procreation had been a swinging success.
His back against the outhouse, the poet w.oched D&ﬁffibnyﬁkn\7
&2//’7
Prsrn ="
He had put the brave kids behind him for the weight of the

So, Lo eomll atniy A whe fyo
mobsters was beginning to tell. but even & s S=EFETEITE
o Aaky o :
By were cigF=ewes Lhey werent used to guys who fought back. He
RiqAr — Gur R

ripped a to a red head's %y end watched WEEENGGiawe

\ ol
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the pain twist ' PolLpnn wiilos
kwkmkxim/pximx his face. The.@%k wanted it to be over quickly.

The rebel yells had ceased. Now they only grunted anc cursed.

W’/
A strong one bulled in on L=u—=FcEy. He was huge, a slow mover,

an executioner. He would be & terror in the moonless nights when
the crosses burned. He had creative hands, scrubbed pink, to squeeze
the ultimate ululation from the trussed up, broken mockery they
dragged back to town at the tailgate. Bumping it behind the auto
as they crossed over Fourth of July Avenue 1nto/§ﬁ@ﬁﬁimmﬁﬁ ;%”%ﬂaé‘
The executioner smiled at hksay“ calling him an obscene
name while he reised his gifted hands. But 5£%%§ got in while his
arms were up ana destroyed him with a knee.
Then he heard Big Lem's voice batter with power,
"Little Angie —— NOI"
He swithleer<tatooR—ond saw Ghe twinkle in the kid's hand. It
scared him into a sweat.

iy Pig Loramh

% The Uroanlgublog/was stronoly eageinst killing. For while
bl rnf>
the heyth was committed to KekXe hobble wH2e mobﬂglth new,

laws, nobo«y could «expect them to hold back Jim Dbob's men if the blocts ¢,

é[&?u"{@
helle=sbeeet pepyge Look to killing. fhe liob could then shoot with

impunity. Ano theys#iaa the guns.
0 Baﬁ;ﬁ@gﬁy chopped a way through to Little Angie and

yelled that the kids should make forjthe beach. With B## Lem ana
b;o& - d'&&é(.
YeicFe hmos the blacksmith end the lemgsibeemen holding back the

2P .
Moqf {he kids slid into Delta street. And out there they broke up
and sank out of sight.

/{L ﬂ M/u7( Vi it
But a real Qedifi}ea Wi crae®er who coubdnt believe
it was true that the ﬁéiga%s had fought back, followeda the kids

into L&Pts street. Followed the sound of their feet slapping

softly the way the kids of the small boats do. Followed until he
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shambled iﬁ%o them. He stumbled into Little Angie and the knife

twinkled as it went in.

Jim Bob found the body. He turned it over ancd felt the
heart. He frowned at the flutter. His fat face creased uncertainly,
a chip of hope shining in his grief.

"You go ahead and die if you want to, son," he
whispered. "You die for our womanhood if you want to."

For if the bqy died, the lob would gein immunity. They
could eseri go after thétgfas. .

Hie thick thumbgs sought thgigg;'s Jugular. But some
young mobsmen were approaching. Lots of these young fellows nowadays
had never really understood. They had lost the facts. Down here, a
fellow just naturally died for them Southern ladies.

"We got to keep them pure, son, We gotta keep them

Fa whio pred G thi fuily wownl d bey .
from being raped. You go eheau ana digj"Amaybe the fellow would
hear anc just naturally die.

"po it for Lixie, son. You go ahead and die," he urged.

And Jim bob turned his heaa skyward and bawled. They
thought he was bawling for the young mobster whom somebody had
kmzgzax stuck with a knife. }ut Jim Bob was bawling because he

094 <

wanted so bacly to do tha?/jugular for Lixie.
/'\

\
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Jim Bob ordered out the Mﬁ% boats to nose the Gulf and
even push their prows through the/igggs of wmxkx the bayou. The
mobsters swore at the darkly glistening weter as it slapped and
rolled irom the concrete piles under the piers. Buy Jim Bob, who
was an intellectual, pointed out that all down/zggliistory,‘l the
goddam burr heads
nHhEA MR REERHR hzad teken to water to escape the love making of
the Mob. They had found out that hound dogs werent smart over
weter so the fleeing bastards always chuuce that route. Chawing
his plug end expectorating over the side in disgust as he brought
the dumb bunnies up to date, Jbm Bob expleined that it was a nigger
wench nzmed Eliza who had started if.

"Ignorant bunch of knuckle beeds," Jim bob muttered under
his brezth =s he told them they could learn all zbout it in one
of the early volumes vhich cealt with the first of the Uncles. &%zQ%MQ
wa;ﬁzg old sambo named Uncle Tom.

"You cancloek it up," said Jim Lob.

big Lem wetched the boat from the beach. Big Lem wasnt

worried. The fishing kids knew the weys of Jim bob. They had hiddéen

(B

weEPe]l among the nets. They were waiting until the lob boat hmdh
(2

wes gone, then they would move Uenr=#bony- into the undersides of

the pier. They wetched the sweep of the heaolights)to the landing.

Big Lem rose and stretched.

Lol s4)-,
"lets @mek, Jim bob's called it a night," he Scld.
7 o7y
Lying on the warm s&id, uaa<§5%ﬁ§ grunted°
fﬁ&fl ﬂwv ¢

"Lete go upder the pier, gie Big Lem said

sarcastically. @%7

"{o. I need action," Lsé Ebofy said.



e

¥ 34 @ (>

Big Lem exploded. "You want Jim Bob to chop youé Aint

we 4 . enough for you one night?"

L&ézz;f1¢lea his hande with sand. He trickled it out,

running it down his fingers, feeling each grain gritty with life.

He had a way of feeling life in things, small unimportent thimpgs,

a mule flapping its ears, Joel tearing the top ofg h; cans. ‘e
‘a-{{,‘ oA e &«t—«‘

could feel the immediacy curl on his tongue. But ‘™ewesdr wasnt

animportant elthough she was immediate. She was smouldering. One

time he hac burnt his fingers poking at the coals. He felt

inadequate. He rolled over anu said an indecency.

"Suppose Jim bob's man crozks while you're out on the
street!" rosred Big Lem. "Jim bob would put a wall around the
town. We couldnt make it back to thelbedasl. You know th(t9#&¢/ﬂ/k;

A7 /%y /@m T

And widg® he spoke,n- 32 =2 ’ =

yﬁ%ﬂ%vﬁ%%ﬁ@Zkaﬁ/znukmxsxx saw himself swinging from & cypress,

the Mob's choice this year for e henging-tree. Hf@bi;mﬂéﬁw himself

a kicking joke of a mem, %00 big for a fruit, hanging straight

pelitely
down with his heswd .crookec to avoid the bulge of the knot.

n b
"Yeah, therxe's that chance," thny se i NN, B0 b KR HN

- .. After o ‘silence, Lemuel J%ﬁg?'said, "You heading for

-w‘d« {@A u‘i

w Fature?"
"jaybe. You'll tell Jim Bob?"

"You lesve that woman alone. She's no good for you."
nIf she's good enough for Jim bob, she's good enough
for me."
"That why you so horny for her? That why you randy for
thet yellow gal?"
y///£é§§§7 "Sure. VWhatever Jim bob wants, guess

T should want it too. Egqu:l but not seperate."

H
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ﬁpru'ge wrong. Both you and Jim Bob," Big Lem said
"P §.8 .4 /« 5{
slowly. "Hmss¥ i 2 choosing woman. She'll choose."
"So she'll choose."
"And~I dont see her choosing no we
st oA B9 Sadldy T st e Faioim ) .
punk tee=BCoTed*to 2100 =N Brop Admotrousers$ Lig Len spesped

slapped his hands down on the sand and came

up like he was sprung. He slashed a hand past Big Lem's face.

A
, on
"42a,%hut your mean mouth! You go and be afraid seme

Epecrrieqy i o Poms T

Eut while he ranted at Big Lem he coi®d smell liob fear

.

on hinm%%k} Yor thet was how it hit you. It sent"= hunted guy
pums. wild eamong his own folk and before hevknew it, he was chopping
his own folk. Axing a way through a ¢rusk "of your own kin as you
flung wilaly to escape. The llob dicithet to you. The llob wound you
up taut.

"Boy, they closing inson you," big Lem saia sacdly.

He knew Dbig @Lem had said X it to meul him back, bat it
. _ wrho stepped Gngrly o o4
waes too close to .the truth. 1t r@ﬂﬁ?ﬁ ingide his head. He pwe® Eig
watl Ty
Lemlwere chest cloge. In a moment, they would be swinging. Lut
\

Big Lem shook hisgshezu and stepped back.
o .
oy = g i e i D
"o, They wont get me thet way," ¥Z Lem said. J ”)@Jﬁwéhqu’
v

And Eg% ifm bigfooted off the beach,into Delta street to
AVY (e
sheke it down for .&A=Fbesy. He whistled and Leptel went out, He
Gy -

went ahead of E%ﬁfgi.

The street lights had peen broken to make a nightway for
Collene Mg TimBbd (2my
o glgeymenm who wes under eepi@ec interaict, 8o LpsrEpRy went

in peace and safety anc only the love cats on the roofs saw his
l-alc dy’r

passage. He reache;'iﬁac:bin door whole in health. He tricked

his finger on the door. lie wes a reaching man. A rendy man seeking

it. The knowledge thet Jim Lob wenteu it too made him twice as
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lustful. Bowek opened the door.

She hed never fziled to open the door. If Jim Bob had come
along she would have opened to him too, u%giﬁévny went in with his
heat and anger.

"You didnt ask who it was," he saio/@pdaff.

she looked steszdily at him.

lucky
“] zint/mmmm for you tonight," she said.
| e Ly A
but nobocy would win her on luck. Lew=weoiy knew. Llhere

wee a long, beautiful power in her limbs. Her face was a sleek brongze
were

mesk. The mmm outer corners of her eyes/Rxaxam upslanted. He had

seen thet face on a Yoruba mask in the African Btudies room at

college. He shook his head.

"You got mostly my folks in_you,™ he scid.

"Aint no such thing. Iegoetait equal. Your folks and Jim

Bob's.™
o onir N P13 Fm
"You got more FT then M?%\blood in you. Your pa only

brushed you with the magnolia." He was grinning.
"Got it eGual, " ‘she said angrily.
"Babys you ought to be mmmm lucky for me."
P— ‘ e

"Why? Tell me why? .

"because 1 risk more skin than Jim bobﬂwhen I come to
see you. And begause you aint ever going to live in liobtown and
you know ite."

"Jjim bob's got more grab." 0 ]

¥

"But he esint got more hope. %??;;ggﬁﬁis going to outlast
Jim Bob." |

She looked thoughtful. He guessed she wes looking at the
angles. She was no fool kid looking for shoulders. Fot bellied as
he was, Jim bBob had sEewkikmx security.

"L
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"lMaybe," she said at last.

"Ana you'll be around for the lastingest one."

Her eyes movea and returned to him,

"And you figure you'll last? You can beat the Mob?"

she was mocking him. He shrugged aftin mashed hikZamger.
He could weave fentasies around her. Nobody but he would know
the marvel and the destruction when they profsned each other. He
menaged a smile anc felt his shame shrink.

"I aint said a thing for you to make like a cat licking
cream," she stated.

But he could look at her and love<+swest & dream out of
fear and running. One strong, furious coitus at the dmm end of a
rainbow rozd. To drain the warm annoifitdngs from every sinuous

curve. The woman whom Jim bob creweds He stroked her breasts

crying inside his head, liake me equal.
\ o f: u'ﬂ/w
wre,s21d gently, "Lont be a fool."

Anc he felt Bhewsickness anc self loathing which came
upon him when he remembered the time she had WMl yielded and he
had gone to her/giﬁizas e stallion but found his splendid body
was only host to“aseunuch., He hac failed so miserzbly, he threw
up. Yet he was strong as a bull, full of a maleness he could

anyone
feel prowling now. God, if/ssgpiwmesk should ever find out.

"Pell me what haoppened at the Wake," she said gently.

He turnec awaye.

"One of the kids knifed = mobsmen," he said.

"hen Jim bob has you. Better cut out, men."

"T'he mobster isnt dead," he said. :

"He will be. He will co it if J.w Bob puts him up to it.

Jim FBob tells him to save their womanhood, that mobster will up

end die., Jim bob wants to get those kids."
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"lloreso nowe. he‘whuppea them tonight;"
"Whupped who?"
MW eTEY .
"Ehedigls Lt the Wake., Whupped them good."

"Who whupped them?"

He was riding again. He said with enthusiasm, "Who? All
of us. lle. Big Lem. %¥he kide. lhe—tengchoremén. Your Uncle Amos
the blacksmith. How do you like that? We were good, huh?"

The bronze mask looked back at him. Folks should have
opinions, he said. You dug a hole or laid bricks or belted someone,
folks should be agiinS?S%KWb?ther you did good or bad. You didnt
hardly ever heard fromku‘boﬁ. She alweys seemed to be waiting for
the end} As if what came in between wasnt impertant.

He took the steps the ceabin ellowed. He struck his fist
into his palm.

"Jim Bob thinks I'm®scared. But you know what? I'm
going to the burying."

He looked swiftly at her. Hell, she ought to have
even shrugged. KK

He stopped “before her ancfzgﬁﬁigd, "I said I'm going
to the buryingi¥

"Whose?" she asked softly. "Yours?"

"No no ——" he caught himself and stopped. "Now what 1is
that supposed to mean?"

Iﬁn@%may/éhe smiled falselye.

"Why dont you tzke something?" she said. "big strapping
guy like you shouldnt be a sex midget."

He turned away confuced and whirled back to her,

"You bitch," he szid in a low huwi voice.

nJim Bob might come by. I think I set him up for Vir-

ginia. He likees to come by before he crossegé Fourth of July."
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They were standing so closely he could see the skin
structure on the high sloping bones. Bhe was rich in body and
woulu only be subduec between the sheets. He wished he was zble
to do it even once with her and then roar off into infidelities.
but he had a misshapen fidelity to her. Sure, he was misshapen.
A midget, she had called him. He haa the cching fazilure all over
his loins. He tore his hands at his face as he stumbled out of
the cabin, not caring if he walked into Jim Bob. The woman's

throaty chuckle Mmmbbihiid twisted him.

Big Lem wes a large and confident man in his town, a
good guy who had whipped his guote of mobsmen tonight. He walked
Tim b met
in the dark with an idea that Hreswebd haaﬁenough for one night.
Jim Bob would be over the Avenue and into lobtown by now. They
had pounded some respect into them lMob fellows.
Big Lem stretched his arms and iapped his chest a little.
He hopped and shuffled and hummea a dirty beat, using the drums
but no 222&91 He"felt good.

* He spied the red bulb glowing over the door at the
schoolhouse. He walked over there, the reckless slob. A chance
taker from a cupboard where all thekKX edibles were lethal. Lye
rapist in a town where they blinded you for blinking.

"Huh, I'm a reckless slob," he grinned.
He balanced on the balls of his feet and cocked an eye
past the rope bait standing at the top of the steps. He could

see beyond mimm her into the old vestibule that was now the lobby

of khexaix Jim Bob's giganitiic whorehouse.



- & & o
B3 : W 4.
"Which semester you in, lynch bﬁv}t?" he asked absently.
Now that he had helped to lay the town open, it was
fun to play around with this magnolia piece. The Mob heat was

off. It felt real good to shoot all the turd a guy wanted to
ﬂ)/) fe to

with no fear of a gp? clﬁb banging behina your ear.

Paradiuz % (é\

The l1little harlot shoed faint surprise at a,@nmln

reaching for the hanging rope with his own hands. But she had
How Wte
heard it oid that to them sometimes. il Y %ﬁb“ferocity we s

\
known to send them bawling for the deathblow.
"You know Jim Bob's agsinst bed-ins, boy. You, an older
guy, why you want to risk|it /getting/cut ofif?" she asked in
a kind voice.
He wasnt a bad looking old. guy ana she guessed it must
be rough on them at times, enough to «drive them bats. Big Lem
as if <ne had never ubgrd of Jim
waved his hand grandlyRsEiERvEKRAR KR ANARAMARAREEANA

Lob. He
looked past her again.

"You alone,  Magnolia baby? All the other kids in
classes?"

"pint no elacsses until the Plowmen come in," she said.

He could see through the sheer frock. Very nubile. He
crecked a grin and pushed the old baseball cap off his forehead.

He said, "I dont like Jim Bob's law nohow."

She saw his eyes ana shuddered deliciously.

"You eye-rape me some more, bOy anc they gonna make
rope on you tonight."

"The law aint oughta take away te schoolhouse from all
us kids. Lhe law ought to allow us to get some teaching too.
Them hairy Plowmen from xxx.é;g Swamp aint the only ones who like
to get educated. I hanker for scme education," Big Lem said.

"fhey say your folks aint needing any education," the



4é%éﬂ o Z%ﬂ o~ 69

L]
Zirl sgi‘.-"l'k’ey say youl iﬁgs got more bastard‘S/ than a hound
dog got fleas." s

Beg Lem laughed modestly. He had always known it would
be fun having a real jaw with one of theﬂgzggbﬁomen. Only went to
show that when the lob*wasnt around, folks could get together real
good. That's what integration was, folks getting together and
shooting the stuff out of their heads.

"Reason is our womenfolk aint got no abortion cards like
the white folks," he said respectfully so nobody would think he was
being uppity. "We too poor. I'll bet you got rid of a lot of

e ]
loose stm’:‘::1 e l 5&,6&a9/b%ﬁo O t

ohe chuckled warmly. N;ggﬁf weren ad, most of them.

When she was a little kid out on Tobacco Koad,*she had known some
who were real nice. Her folks had been NN poh magnolia trash, real
old name in the county, so she heont been afraid to talk publicly to
ﬁl;ﬁééo They had even had & buck one time cutting winter wood.

"One time we had one of your peop.ec cutting winter wood
at our place," she said. She had heard that it made theswtggetlts feel
easier when you ®2id you had known one of their folks one time.

#7111 bet you taught him a little, ma'am," Big Lem said.

she laughed. "You bum, they'd a killed me. My folks. B A7 Ly

"Had him in the woodshed, ma'am? He gave you a little?"

She ) shook héprhiegg. Her eyes had turned serious. A
memory had come up and she was sad.

‘u] gont cotton with how they sometimes lynch your folks.
Sometimes they botch it real bad. Lirty bad," she said.

nThey do it better in some places than others," Big Lem
ﬂ'i(‘@a@&k/,)
agreed. "They slow in some places, quick in others. kismimghep; Ala-
bama, some parts of Georgia, 1 hear they real good. Take you out cuickly

"This buck we had cutting our winter wood. They shot him
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low down., So he didnt die right off. They set a fire under him in
thg wq?ds but the ground was demp and when they rsked it away, he
still wasnt dead. So finally they hoisted him. But the rope was
frayed so it broke. fleal finally)they hac to drown him and for a
cay or two, the meniolk couldnt take any branch water with their
likker, it was that bad." £l
Measas !

"Wouldnt heve happened in ¥xi Biwmiwghoms Adebams,;" Big
quickly ; .

Lem said. "They fix you/mxkmkkx there,"

"Yeah, sure. What I say is if they gotta do it, then do
it quicke I'm against it when it takes so longs Its kind of VUHZXEEHTEAKS
Un-Americen."

"What did my folk do?"

"Eye rape."

"They caught him at it?"

She grinned but her eyes clouded again.

"No., I told on him. but if I had known they would take
so long, I wouldnt have told on him."

"You're a good kid," Big Lem szid, liking her some more.

"He was go00d too. We hac lots of wood that winter."

big Lem did & shuffle and showed her the magic in his
feet. He jiggled his hand up and aown.

"T'd sure like to pack wood in your woodshed, baby," he
said. |

"We aint hiring any more," she said sadly.

"Jim bob anc me are bosom pals."

"He'd turn you into & capon 7f he caught you here,"

Big Lem laughed his high-pitchea one, the one you kept for
the Magnolia folk. ;

"Hot iﬁ?i You and me pmi® could be real friendly," he

gasped, wiping the tears away. "You aint prejudiced none at all."
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MWe llve 1ﬂ world we never made," she said.

’ t

; \'"b'oppose you could meke it, Mzgnolia honey? Suppose you

v
cou%d ﬁgvi made it. How would you fix it so folks could get

toggtber?'
ohe considered.

"Seal them off at the waist," she said.

big Lem's heed jerked forward.

"Huh?" he asked blankly.

And then it hit him and he slapped his thighs and leaped
in the air with an explosion of laughter. She t00 shrieked with
laughter as she ren back into the schoolhouses Big Lem staggered
off down Lelta, laughing until the tecrs flowed. And he never lost

the good gut of laughter until he ran into.Jim Iob.

ﬁ-zé’k ﬁo({a
Yhe—mobste# murdered him with a swing of the club. It

slammed into his bell¥ys Jdim Bob hit him on the back of the head as
he erumpkEdx crumpleds

The two mobsmen with Jim Lob put him back on his feet
for Jim Bob to murder him agsin. Then they eased him to the ground
and waited until he wame around. They hoisted him again,

"Lemuel," Jim Bob saidy, full of love. "Big Lem, the good
friend of @bkl (e~ "

Jim bBob sniffed at the magnolis he wore on his shirt., Love
surged in him until he had to clutch one of the mobsters to keep

from falling.

"Hold me, son," he said weakly. "This black son of a bitch is

ripping out my gut with love for him."

The young mobsters knew the feeling. It was @ Southland
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trauma only the Qgrest red neck encountered.

M} Y /3
: J‘ Jim Bob waited until his strength ceme back. Lhen he doubled

his fist and smote Big Lem at the base of his jaw. He used the edge
of his hand to hack &t the big nose. but big Lem was tough, and angry at
being caught. So when Jim Bob steppec back to get set for another
swirg, Big Lem kicked him in the groin. Jim Bob doubled and gulped
air. But he came back kX with the club and Big Lem shuddered all
through when the blow fell. His mouth opened and his guts gushed.,

"Fix him on his feet, boys," Jim bob said. He was fond of
Big Lem as ever. "Dont make him fall, boys." 4

The young mobsmen took a sniff of their own magnolia blooms.

The poor guy, they thought of Big Lem as they twisted his arms between

his shoulder blades until the bones clicked. He must have had 0ld corn

pone for supper, the way the stuff that ceme up smelled +they thought

o, . they rammed their stiffehed fingers into his gut.
They held back his head and invited the boss to slap him
into full consciousness. Jim Bob backhanded his head to and fro
until Big Lem's eyes opened. He cuffed him on the mouth. But he
loosened only & singie tooth of Big Lem's. ne smiled gently at Big
Lem. He felt on the rac%(with love for this downhomer,
"Where's iég%é&%“ he asked big Lem. "Where's he?"

Big Lem hung on the arms of the two mobsmen. He groaned

>

o
"Where's =TI ?" Jim bob askec patiently.

ahd blinked Jim bob&}ntq focuse.

Big Lem appreciated the patience. He thought well of Jim Bob,
a real white «powtBome guy, & true patriot, a good man. He shook his

head again. Now he could see his friend Jim bou clearly. He smiled.
A ey _ _ Llaory 24
Yiemr#eT, Jim bob? You ecking after kerier?"
%%7-& He
/ .o - . = .
Wihat's right, ese&," Jim bob szid wearily.
s o

" ERFSTY" big Lem asked weakly. "Reckon he's climbing up
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your cotlon picking zss locking for your brain."

’
1

"Oohh," Jim bob groaned, hitting him.

Jim Bob hit him on both shoulders with the club. He watched
the sweaty bxmdim agony break on Big Lem's face. Big Lem jerked and
threw up again. The mobsters pusheu down big Lem so he could smell
the stuff. But they pushed him down too far and when they brought him
up againthey stood him agsinst the wall while he blinked the stuff
from his eyes.

"We folks in the Mob have to be very tough with you, Big Lem,
even although you are our own folks and we 16ve you," Jim Bob :::;i.;
Big Lem raised his sagging head. H€ wes very tired.

"Your ma got you in the outhousge behind the big house,"
he said.
&g'm bBob was unmoved.
/}*gﬁiﬁl knifed a mobsman. Iikely the mobsman will be dead
soon," Jim Bob said.
Big Lem braced himself from slipping. MK
"Your ma was “a& Catholic," he told Jim Bob.
Jim bob hefted the club but he waited. No use talking to
a guy who couldnt hesr. He knew just how much Big Lem could take.

by

"We got witnesses to prove that ‘opiel knifed our fellall

Soon as the mobsman dies, we clean up the town," Jim Bob said.
Te u,”
"Your me did it in the outiouse with & Big
Lem saide.
Frowning, Jim Eob swung the club.

The kids from the beach found big Lem lying in Delta street

end took him to the beach.



’
by oad
CHAPTLR €U SEVEN @ /S

(e
Phey almost caught ugﬁ%éi outsice the Memorizl Psrk but

the hairs on his head stood up straight and warned him. He slipped

insice the Fark. peldgs;scprddiedifi,
"u&,/ﬂ\ U‘f’JUIY Ain"e ﬂ lﬁd
+he Memoriel FPark was acros§4f;5m the courthouse. %%% folks

fﬁﬁm?upﬁﬁéfﬁh had laid out the rerk to the memory of Abie Linkun.

Laid it out the time the blight had hit the Southland's magnolia trees
N Cinicon)
and llobbery wes on its knees. Laid it out for EE BeesHetiow who had
Aad éﬁ A 2>
strapped a Nigra problem to their backs theg/hlslodgqf'w1th fire and
ANy uever
rope. But goddem without hate., Neeth folks/mmmks know that X the fine

people of magnolialand never hate nobodj)nohow.
Thet some were just born to be %%%tblacks, is all. You
change it you flange it. Aint no longer God's law.

So after the blight had left and magnolias bloomed again,
/”) £ 5%» }(k’
7 just let that old Memorizl rark grow rank as it wished.

Yes, sir.

The dozen ola cannons rusted. Then they twisted all over

the spilled iron guts.

ihe weeds mngled° The cement paths brokeo
é//a//’ /A QZ,«
w didnt have much of a memorial after that.
/ ,,,(Jg,u &’A.Jﬁy i 122 45m ) )iper 7&4/3,,/
heart B poundlngwyﬁkﬁc'mxxxﬁ went through the
7AC ”P’”\/ Giz2PRY Downi B G ik,
tQﬁ@ié&b@ shrubberxﬂ He reckoned the mobsters samEwHzx® out31de

WOV, THINIC MG WOuL A 9
kamE in the dark woula g figuret ‘AMMﬁQHﬁHWS stey®8 e in the Perk.: ‘WW
iﬂ%ﬁ?%,x AM%ﬁéw%ﬁa¢4u%m%m@/ﬁﬁw¢M¢
; that/parx z\ ige Yopth Ledesrgod ip tnouble, wampp ‘f%
Q,icx,;/(u“u,gg,ff,;ﬂ' THEIZ CUw COVEINS TWERE So paE) /;ﬁ{«,‘,@u@w LHEL ARG S WERT LESS OF K CRALER Coyp oes
tbdk«o@ﬁ/iaskﬂfﬁr/hhaeubknkunf be:ganﬁ%&ﬁ@eckoned he would fooI“\ o
W FH2ii (/er( A’—t:’-e')v
e crossed slow and soft to the fine courthouse lawn. e
He could feel their precence like a fold in his skin. A
SSweprion REA/LSI1ON, NS
heir lift eeee) of £€8#. 4 stink heAte stef es=he—swallowet, He

/R
sgeeti absolutely still, ¥e W&lUéé for his nape hair to stop
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crawling. He wondered angrily %%;]ﬂ@;Lem haont been around
to warn him. He could sec the white marble of Genersl TEs:

pale yFupti b7,
statue|faintly (shining/in the déig? He took it for his land-

mark. He slipped up to it and knelt silently beside "it,
an outflung arm along ite base.
sk A o
The biob hauﬂcaught him becausekhis T Ree b AL TEY
WasCiede oy high power desire for a high yaller gal.
High yaller éggggf?qurq>whe<mae the sexual goal é%E¢Z§

both Jim Bbob and him.

fﬁﬁ%ié&;ﬁé

ﬁmz Liaku pf
to slip MA@y through the Xkkxk jungly %anam&&x:grk into the

oF (WEVRPL (EF- -
fine courthouse lawn @qnaﬂsﬂkhe/RVGnu%& By éhtfiéééf'was a
k of CARNWOLE bt
Pack Ol Genim clad beespte aibmmme. On' their hsaunches. He

could smell the blood and dustrof dead downhomers on their

snouts. They would be snifiing &t his trail now. ﬂ@
. vl W OPEY OF
lﬁ7§§2 looked up,, bopieg \Hoxr a wriuef peach blossoms FAcc

h(:/?l; ov7

to come floating down. L0 kimps @t his scent in a honey-

suckle evening. but e bbaepnered i Mt the 0 Wore . e
B e “?ﬁu‘e‘&u«;

AMYT¥B, the homey-suckle evenings were endedy
) /ﬂ'a' [-méf};h/a blio

&

A p/ViP/fﬁ! 4/'\.

wbuldnt /even bet Joal the Fool.

Joel the Fool sat slat-legged in the dark, not touching his
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canse A fine balmy night with no rain in sight and nobody to con
into a Fool's paradise.
Yet they couldnt make it on their own.
They came weary and magnoliz-sick to the pearly gates and

«<Migamge- i cured it for another shortsell. He had to press them into

the cans himself. Joel slapped his palm to his forehead. Tlmes 11ke now,
his head achgd where the liob had broken #iggy oy ot 7oz
i e de {{vfffgyfffﬁg'kla beside him was learning too. He was a gooa poet
fvtn o gt .

and maybe when he grew up he would catch falling stars in a pecan cen.

3@95 The kid was breathing softly through his mouth but he had no

Mg feor smell on him. Not yet. .-:
The kid knew thcttgﬁzfﬁhony~w s over-the way &n the courthouse

common and that Jim Bob's men were thickewing up faster tham flies

in molasses. Blue-eyed blowflies closing in around some nigger meat

U/& i ‘/:’&”‘5, 5
xarmy o die on the Joel was disgusted at the dem fool
leyry

el had become.
. : "Always thought Jim Bob would have more trouble with
ﬁggééwr7“ he said in a whispered growl.

"Looks like he's plumbed fucked," agreed the poet, hlS eyes
narrowed to the night watching the trap close, en<shmielsn

3£ggﬁéi oughtnt to have made Cap'nm Jim Bob get so close
to his heels," Joel said.

Yor in an idiot's heaven there wes room for z long chese
and no ending. In an idiot's dreams, monuments topple softly and
oaks look betterjfymrilcoUﬁJ;j%l.M” st W\% bt a/&/*/ma [/m//.)/é k/:Y/) P

"iaybe EFIII-heRe-—TOou iz T Wi
ﬁygzkfvﬁhgn3‘h@y?@d}ﬁﬁﬁngiﬁhmr%@¥¢¢7" whispered the poet in & beautiful

o wnl/ tp
v wE#ictive hope, ﬁhﬂt{3?n2€IUﬁCﬁ&ﬁ7@Kﬂﬂ?”?ﬁﬁb ‘Ihen there veghd

L

byt

epdpe - TimBob between hgp ana the warm velvety sweet dark demp
)

coitus with the wide flanked barrow-girlmimed Ffin. .

"What you telling lies for?" Joel demanded irritably. "1 alnt
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caught his star yet. éf%% not in any of my cans. He's still got
room to run."

The poet was lumbered down at his master's feet like a
lean wolfhound. He was placed so he had the paling fence around the

courthouse soft-edged on the sky. He had counted the squads of mob-

Damsal (&5 oy /J//,m/dgcsnﬁ/u/k
sters mounting the death watch around tﬁﬁ courthousixvana he knew
éavvn
with utter clarity that serseder® luck was run out. Phat—raniel-had

P al e vy ﬂcu./b’ I wevid o L ze ﬂ /’/u/ Mﬁ/& T B,)é v.}z;)l//::( FiGEER. THAET /;'A/’/f‘;gﬂ
Heacewe enaoveyara\bdit - _wag _for getting but ef Aleré-berort the
covid mwzwﬁ LELR mé',e /u P zﬂz@c/zg/z unﬂm( ” /z,, ,pm‘ ol .
eAb Coprid A€, U ll Gl Wq:ﬁ/he,fdx
ﬁﬁ}/\hub G (pecE6E k!i) At /@&1{( fmﬂ
g ariiel ABd_vanderes|if b Kl orguemn wonl o ke,

"He's dead, mester, Le said to Jéel.

caught
"He's not/in any of my cans," @nsisted Joel.
< Gl m‘s/é Jirtuand, o tn Hbe S dlym, 1!

CAOMEWE I OOKSAD-tE Teet, mmsTer. de'e 2ok
e umelIf bou eS¢ orhpofle lim et Fdkiet !

“"Then we have to puld him out," Joel said flatly. "Cant

have my cens proving wrong."

"Pull him out? Xou, crazy?

JBcif? The liob's go him 'so close if he wriggles Jim Bob'll sneeze."

Suddenly,he felt Joel's eyes on him. He could feel the
eyeballs moving over his face.

"If we dont pull him out I'mm gonna give you to Jim
Bob," Joel said softly.

The poet said in his throat, "Aaagh."

He swallowea and his voice returned. He whispered from
his constricted throat, "What you giving me to Jim Bob for? I been
a good apprentice."

"I'm gonna tell Jim Bob you've gui eyes on his piece of
pudendum. You meking book on her," Joel said coldly.

"I aint making book! I only wrote a poem about the Ggmed)
prace “f Kiph, atley rag!”
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"When I tell Jim bob you hankering dfter hls/guﬁaqkkkm
{os7%) -
aint gonne treat you no better than he treat Lanite¥ V¥

IThe poet shook cown to his heels. He said hoarsely,

"I aint keen on any future."

"You gonna throw 1t all, away on Jim Eob?" mocked Joel.
{ .«1,’# /1/4[7’

"I dont want no ﬁorohgfbﬁllght my future," the poet

said, instantly sensing this was the kind of damfool talk that
WRO mow VPTIgRT,

- Pl Ascresewil prepared to

follow Joel through any switch the master staked out in his

would placate Joel. He

blindingly baffling apology for & mind.
"Who's crazy now?" snapped Joel.
Mobtro. . Pandiae . Al of wo "

"ie. B MOl GOTE. FarhadweSouth® the poet said
hastily.

For he saw that he haa UWlundered. Calling the guy a
loony when he had all that strong pull with Jim Bob.

He waiteua for whatewver® glory line Joel's injured ego
would teke. Mipsinl bis (ot mureDer, He swore he would laureate
Joel to the hump of the year; anything)if Joel woula keep Jim Bob
from him. For he wanted to be stanaing at the finish when Jim Eob

ey
anAﬁ&ﬁégi‘Cdncelled out each other. And when the long-legged delight

of %Hun ﬁﬁturé.would once more be up for grabs. Poised, he
waited for Joel.
"ihom do folks suy I am?" Joel asked wWhadedpludlinly.
"You the hair on the ass-side of the moon," the boy
said sxuE sedately.
"I'm gratified," Joel said, ? whzmkx month of good luck
/
t0 the poet in his voice. "I need :Zggﬂl."
The poet gulped. He could smell himself frying.
"Whom can I get to help you, master?"

"You," Joel said kindly.



"I aint feeling so good," the poet said, looking at all
moBBERY
those big havk heads of &b silhoubted on the night sky. Think-
ing how rugged a job it was to beat off hawks with your toﬁgue.

Joel said softly, "I'll tell Jim bob you been reading
books again."

The boy

hexboy Xbkenskgaxx blanched.

This was worse than ever. Jim Bob would keep him slive
es long @s possible. Jim Bob was skilled at taking you out slowly.
Ana he was never so slow as when he caught you reading books.

"No," he whispered to Joel,

"Yes," Joel said implacably.

S50 with a groan in every joint, of.his mechanical heart,
the hard eyed poet began to crawl to, Where i;;émﬂ had last vanished
into the Linkun Memorisl Park.

I might as well h&d Jjoined the fishing kids, the poet
cried to himself as he crawled.

For he reckomed that with all those kids to choose from,
the head guy would kawve picked somebody else for sure. He didnt
have the slightest idea yet how he would get out Laniel. He just
knew he hada t0y or that Joel-Herod would John-the-baptist his
cojones for Jim bob.

1he pebbles ana uncouth grass jabbed at his hands and
knees. The earth was musty, so0 close under his nose. A harlot
earth thet cheated a man by teaching him to walk upright. But it
would open up fast enough for him if the Mob caught up. The
stinking tramp of a earth woula open up fast enough for a poet
when the mobsters finally got around to hiding his corpse. A guy
was entitled to feel that after sixteen years with it, living on
it, sitting on it, shitting in it, this lousy earth would resist

MobTow LevELS cominé To  [41b (/%bif'/‘f-f
the sneXlin moboters wrpn—tbey-crhe-berdiecing o pPOOT Dpoet's COBEEZ,

5




beox o fber-tiEy

g, Mo KVfA
y?g Ut ks here and now, he could foresee the harlotry in
this whoring earth when Jim bob got around to ordering out the
pickaxes. How it would open like a 1ip at ohe first prick Qﬁﬂ%&ﬁ

e
?%% a labial laughter that would open into howls of glee as it
distended 0 receive a broken poet. And then the soft thuo=-grunts of
satisfied desire as they threw wgg# in dirt after him.
CmOT7E

the poet s¥wwe®R the lousy earth with his fists. Nk Arms

extended, he laid with his iuce crushea “é_iEEE_£EL>

e,  MdCruntemery His heartbeats boomihﬁ_blgly on the
groundﬁfef”ﬁhb/mbmgrﬂuk/hanku A frog croaked’endesome crickets
sawed. He felt cobwebby with feaxr. voom washabout. He haa been &£

AlvT7Lg
@ee to allow Joel to hogtie him. Joel hec plenty on him. Like a

wWIT

a??% he had let Joel sucker him into rezding books and had even let
on to Joel his sex-yen for that piece of high yzller tail. Joel
would hand him over to Jim Bob to prove his cans. Hand him over

without a cualm.

The poet had crawled to the base of Abkie Linkun. He could
FeEZenson Lo (ot (e~ e ON
see the marble whiteness of/w MVW/G‘; the

Geirho” Lvvng ,
courthouse lawng ‘he camfool gaaae& was
straight

poet/ looked/ up ana~;¢nciéalﬁ§:ae&%ﬁ»ﬁee Lhe crag of mmmx o face
‘?’/u/ A, A flice g
o%%eizﬁﬂnugh1 He hoped Avtie Linkun woula see he was sticking close
oy Ly | @ Furner 275
to him and,give him an .idea. He wasnt like tmeﬁ:auckervzanfti who
C/ﬂlu 24 /}_d’(v, //‘g Illéﬁrfllbf
nad O -aergst M. o thE PeTetedoon a6 he felt the heat at his
~'f4t Fynble wbz,
heels. Lud>nb1e Linkun was pretty far up.
Abie Linkun seemed to be looking down at him but he,
AWES no use td_hlm so
as sweet though, to think of him now. The poet wept,feeling

far up.) "

i S T — it e dkiab b G
sorry for himselthAhand roved over the dirty marblg

W2 seeking comfort. The statue was still moist from the lob's
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Annual Spittin! Lontest last year. lhe poor, filth-stredked, ignorant
4’{/)7' 45 /(LlﬁMJ?
red neck ‘Uia they think they could

: huru marble with spittin'?
che saw Abie Linkun's eye wink

on
And mem@f soft crash of laughter
and the poet grew, TR T . Able Llnkun e S telllng him what to
tmll as a sewee, b01< . E ' ‘

st A N AT -;; a lynch—bentvtrel”
i 00 i e | BRI #E

E R A ey ) .1§§fjfff§f§f§§4the lines he
HE /?Mé Vbbb/ﬂé e Mo /’&l M—@

had read in the forbidden book. 1he orie Joel had rooked him on. At the

highest power of his lungs, the poet x@ﬂﬂd&a&c[ﬁvmbi,%

"Four score JE =nd seven years ago, our fathers brought

forth upon this continent & new nation conceived din libertyl"

Jlm bob heaved solluly Oii his bellyrto hls hanos and
knees. H# :
A Z:,
"Jesus Lhrlbt " £ A&%ﬁ%ﬂédﬂamuzl @97@ JQM/Q/ wide O
S/’\/ ,n?
The poet leaped away &%=£€=s&ag out,
"And cedicated to the prepogition that =ll men are created

equall"
I or

"Oh, God," saiq WimyBob, »0U.

The startled mobsters heard the foreign language and

stiffened into statues. ?ﬁgﬁb&eﬁ@ﬁ%fgaﬁr et - ; §8;zs -

"Its a spy&" roared Jim Bob as he recovered and hustled to

S . " 1 5 3 [
his feet. "A spy! Go get himl (P06 lemy

For such words could explode through the—>outhidrznx worse

[é.rr- 2 .
than a load of 5aé;sis; A chain reaction that would flicker until

21l magnolialand was aflame. And that patriot, Jim Bob, forgot his per-
(2 e : y
sonal feua with ve®®Eel as he proceeced 1o save the shumny ~2¥th]aﬁd.

: : - ol &
"After himi" he bellowed. "Its & spy — a cirty CommunlstUQ{éy.
And the liob pounced after the poet.

But he was small and running close to the ground so they

saw not a soul, only heard the unstoppable words whipping and crackling



' §2>

through the land'sf§ dark.

The ran in silence after he had pulled them from the
; b
commons. He hau them strung out elong Lelts street now. ssmiel would

g
have gotten clear alreadyj 7b the poet scurried behind a safe fence.

He heard the heavy Ifﬁﬂ trompers thud, thud past. He sneered a polite

goodnight &t the boots.
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CHAPTER LIGHT

lhey hac Big Lem down soaking him in the bayou. They
stripped him end they slid him in and they swore at the marks on
his body. The easy tidal flow cuffed him geutly. He coughed and
sneezed and choked. He sat up fost and roared. The kids quieted
him with the names he knew. He blinked his mind clear and saw the
well disposed faces.

"They got to big Lem," he tola the kids.

He worked his shoulders and sucked in his belly to see
how far in the ruin went.

"Jim Bob?" the kids asked.

Big Lem nodced. He was remdtely thinking of the blows
into his bocy as he had hung on %he arms of the two white boys.

"Jim Bob," mused the little guys. They thought how the
score was always mounting. Older guys doubted whether it would
ever be set?led.)The kids only thought of — when,

'éﬁ;;§i$ﬂﬂe baek yet?" big Lem asked.

"No," ®the head kid said. He was named Abel and was
astonishingly .swift. He anad Angie the kid were close friends.
Little Angie who had fixed the mobsman,

Gy (ollege Fts.

Big Lem thought of LemEeY, The gipy>men was safe. With
some luck, he could even by now be acheless in the arms of his
woman. Big Lem choked anda spat blooda from a few loose teeth.

A kid whistled at the top of the beach and a batch of

Big Lem's
forearms spanned/h-.l‘hm body. They ren with him into the nets.
They burrowed among the nets they hac hung on the poles to dry. They
were safer in there than if they had turned a key. It was doubly

dark in there but Big Lem felt his nakedness falling all over him

among these kids. He asked for his clothes. They understood so
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they passed his clothés along. He drew them on, wet as he was. He

felt better. They were still punks, dammit.

The kid on guard at the top of the beach whistled
again. They came out from among the nets. Big Lem went to his feet
Wi 2nd no pain slammed him back. He had bells ringing behind his
ears however, where Jim Bob at the last had hit him.

Il
They went down to tthboats.

lor .

yﬁ;g;a sat on an upturned keel. He was surrounded by
the fishing kids. Lverybody was laughing softly. big Lem went up
t0 the boat and saw it had been D;;%%I for whom the kid had
whistled. héﬂh,,
“DenEer," big Lem said.
ig;%%i repeated the story about the poet. irE=e#re
MbopARA VEal! The kias leughed again. They hadnt reckoned the
poet for being such a good guy.

Egg Lem looked over the water. He wasnt laughing.

4,;;;/69: looked at him. Y#hatts with ysu?™ he askegd.

Nobody ‘said anything.

ot gays \playing cunt? 1 baniel b eiced.

"Its Big Lem," Little Angie said.

"What about big Lem?"

nJim Bob caught him," Angie the kid said.

"God Almighty," ;gggﬁi said as he climbed from the
boat for a closer look at big Lem.

"jie gound him in the gutter on Delta. Jim Bob gaffed
him," the kid said. '

"Bad?"

Big Lem looked in at the ravage Jim Bob had wrought.

"T'11 live," he said curtly.



‘ "lhe head cracker had these two white boys with h1m.

They held big Lem while Jim bob worked him over," Angie said.

,‘L

"How bad?" ﬁéﬂtél asked Dig Lem, peering at him.

"I'm bleeding. I could use some of your funny stories for

bandage," Big Lem said.

1
serriel didnt say anything. Big Lem stepped closer. He was
e. vast, forcible man.

"Yeah, heal me, mister. Tell me about you in the Memo-

. : i
rial Park.

have eyes and ears and enough raradise Igdth in you to feRl the
T [0t . .
aﬁfys in your pores. Yet you walked into Jim Bob."

Big Lem sat down on the boat. He couldnt tell them how

cat
it had been. A Mﬁw'guy like him, trying to bed-in at the/mxk house
had _
like any kidM on a crazy integration kick. He/EX lived all his life
keeping out of their way but now the lunacy had reached him too, so
RBain th el and H&u—e luﬂo
he wanted to mix. gﬁ;@ﬁﬁéa turneda him into a frisky old tomcat. And
full of mirth and muscle, he had allowed Jim Bob to0 nail him. Jim
oy

Bob had just stepped from the shadows and chopp%im.

"If you'c stayed on the beach, I wouldnt be out there
casihg the town for no Jim bob to nail me," he said sullenMly.

"So maybe you bawled, '‘bont hit me again, Cap'n. I'll

Gy o

tell you where ifnrer*s at —— 'V

Big Lem leaped from the boat but Jim Bob's club had
slowed him down. Bai&ei turned the blow and started one of his

e e
own. The kids jumped anc held kgtel. They drzgged Big Lem out of
reach . |
» » pﬂ‘m
"o, he's gemm sleep off Jim Bob. That cracker really

hit him," Abel the head kid said to neﬁéaézkém-y J
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CHAPIER ‘@ NINE
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W V’TUW
‘ wa.s cfjf’ outlgw women whose face haunted a fellow ,
YIVES) ,&/«1 Lol for 04?ms.;

llke he we s huvtln':. Yoreh waé a bqrrowglrl,

o ot s At Rk 9L 2

), &
; ; YD phds (7206 o, o d
4@,{&’/»@ T()Qd b WHITE
Qeddllng %ﬂs For 6 ahort-time pavn on a black/fellow's futures
TFoTOR A

bBut Towed was no run-of-the-romp cock tease; she glowed and pulsed
5 (S Y

like a city at dusk, alive and warm all over.
FRCANE
Lay was gilding tne m of the Cottn Lxchange across

Fourth of JulL;Avenue when m rUturQ’s barrow turned into Ldbe

th Aﬁ/!ﬂvr’i b2
street. Folkb in Paradise #@%eh heard the littlé iron wheels growl

AP i2pdeasBre Over the warm asphalt and turned uneasily in their

LGy~ J,L MW)b ¥

beds. She called huskily, . %ﬂﬁ v 74‘
“Rawmo > Prawne? &

Ay .” ___v:——_, "3 w w,eﬁ a ml[";" E%'

& the women stopped wtheir ears with the}oedclothesﬁ,%.&
to that
impaling their men with 4he single eye left out/ﬂmm purposes
{**/3@1 yowh pawmo m TR Cans," ﬁlu; WAoot A - (dar/-m '7¢-c£ e ﬁ evevy coon or b
For the outlaw woman waslleay Peradise or /”"wZ
IK)W o 55y
o e sieea\moxre thanmCuti].Sh W A deepdown
HANKERED | shebmsgerages AFTER HARMER k)h_ﬁ wood FiRE.

lust that undermined every hope_,and only, ve.s stronger. lee
N /4— DR %

R pr o
W'ﬁm payucy oreams/ya bony a%ﬁ Jethhat helped a -

alle marue>
downhome woman dfr ¥% hec l@ Tactured pride M/ turned
Abv) /Zug, -mob

C‘So;;y any“a% blue-eyed him,

Sove -Food 2 /&’7"’9\(700L Poad
"Aint noboay needing W Aint nobody :

Thlb fine magnolia morning?" she cried mockingly.
weoved
For on boll weevil days, the menfolk ceme out
ot on thag ns 6 Powng=s Mg
to® see her go by) but /e o_fc‘ﬁm had the sex arlve‘on a magnolia
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%ﬁ Lo f’/ﬁ Jﬁhe’émz/qqq@ f 7
D/}UE cu e, «Wﬂ’%ﬁl

Wmm%wmw Sometimes she crossed

Fourth Am into lobtown to raise a welt on the lusts of the

boy
denim 2L mh&#@ﬁ/rmm hatching new mobbery as they

e O R ir———

£ RS A
sat (n the shuae of their automobl

noosw(

Hunkered down on guard’&}: for the virtue of some
putLite b T veboolhovae
gentle Southern bellelk ‘n[houe hardtimel facell ypouisinely contorted
Jel/ed fam il wnc -
in the love-hate of finer liob feelings, wes ¥ dngy % mwl«m&%_‘

19\/ /orking out knots for

"Wigger, come homel"

And blushing in triumph to the rpots of her hag hair
for the hoteyed rape she thought she gotlirom a running coon.
"Nigger, come nomeB Dix el 4
1 gmeE e Where the lynching bees roam

end the lash and the gelding Knlfe pl(,y°

onlig
Where seldom is heard an1 word

and the tromping boots tromple all dgy.

.
Her lonely face turned into the sun's eye,

Wsamg s6ftly, mockingly,

"I'm a-coming, I'm a-coming

Yor my scrotum's hanging low.

I hear those gentle voices screaming,
'Fix Black Joed'™

v/ later, scary mad in their

€
f‘. -

High boned face til‘tedzrouk ly 5, gy pushed her
 entl , . cangbt
barrow down Leltes street. She griee heaZ—fg=h cgain swe—caught the
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! ,l i ® £
it o p The medam
madam's annvh e./8H8 stood on the stoop of the cchoolhouoe. ;he
big aucitorium was lively with 4 gusts of laughter from horse-
playing girls. Above it ¥XX was heard the Banker's voice intoning
the cash balance. He was having trouble *ycon0111nﬁ & buck thirty,
while
lost in a fast lay/mkx®m his back was turned. He ran up and down
the cubicles checking the airty sheets. %$hey could hear his sharp
heels clicking along the tiles. He came back to

leather SXpMBRPAFPXEXPUEXENE XE RO NEREX N XM X7 KXo KT 2% the
euditorium. The soles of his patent leather shoes slapped up the
steps of the rostrum.

"Somebody's pullin' somethingl!" heyelled from the
rostrum. "I'm out a buck thirtyd"

PThe madam put back her head and bewled, "Count the

\

contraceptiveshlil, you lint head!i"

RER  (fecei 'ﬂf

The madam ’ooked 1n at ss and

lyiné on top, +fuibad™ glints ‘mpw
and/axenngawzﬂxxhx e fine jewdiek. ble looked up ct 7“ﬁ~e4
6‘7\ "&\.‘-1 .

ﬂ
una met the flat #PBee eyes fixed unwinkingl

“Gor & {%ue.gue
WA £ -

th for a crackeﬂwoman,"

i»" . é{,
saiq softly.

Phe macambs face flamed. She said slowly, "Some day,
Jim Lbob's going (o bring you in," shEexsxiux

but the girl was standing carefully humble, the long
neck curved down, the malice in her eyes hooded now. ZEuEKEXEXXWNK

"You fixing a treat for the plowboys%" she asked the
me dam.

Looking down at the high priced fish the hard time
folk in Delta street wouldnt buy €ince trey could settle for
prawns.

The medam looked her up and down. Her eyes slid over
the flat belly and pelvic swell anc long, capable legs.

"I got room for a high yaller," the madam said.
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L el

/wd, W J&W @ (??
é/pw
ﬁé/ggéb that widened abrupt&y~ the macam saw e a

jury struggling to their chairs.
They cracked their shins and swore as they sattéﬁ the mess
bl Bwinmihg
creaking g®@» mevwim in the wariaev 3V Vie Jury-box eyes.

They held up their hands and swore 5 o le gally kill the
madam who had fed and whored the plowmen into their culpable
oblivion.

The madam plunged her face into her hands and waited until
Gl cd -

Sewrs . #> She opened

and  pew
her eyes again «ErchEe wgﬁ &P a yaeller-nigger wench she had been

the chairs £
thinking to put into a cubicle. But that hadbeéenw€Crezy. Jim bob would
have killed her.

"You got no room for me," the €ird said softly..,

BTy
lhe madam shrugged. "I zint prejuuiced, %ehed," she said.

"But I am," the girl said;
1The madam flushed. She said angrily, "Watch your goddam
tongue. You're gonna talk yourseli into trouble."
"What sort . of\treuble? 1They got any new ones? I know them
4§eﬂ2‘
"You're Se bigh yaller you could pass for dark %pﬁ?u Why
dont you move out of Faradise &5een?"

no- gl lims ) oo Pinched %MQ&'Q
A L%zzlﬁ~th;a_uu;uu;gﬂ:the corners of Wieell's mouth.

nThink I'1l tell Jim Bob just that. Think I'll tell him where

"You éouomm part time tramp," the medam seid,& Aty eodhyed
NOSEIv, phe Lisll f;w»-a’a, am TRLT foehn o—Hn mind Wl @ it ol cave T :/aw?y, b4 élfz»{-;,;/wm o,
Stomgeme ot gt B rerEe=s=pt life ono passion OF

" o

and a poatience that could oo et

and mockery

2
& guy into impotence. 4o coldcock the gquick triers with an ear at
the window lmeesewssrs. for the alien tread. The poor minded bastaras

who hustled in unbuttoned for a cuick snetch at the fruit. she
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would do- a plowman.no 200d.

Lhe madam stepped away, rot—seesmsciin,

"Beat it," she said to the girl.

The girl picked up the shafts. She grinned,very young.

"One of these days I'll come in. Give the plowboys a
swing .M liaybe they'll talk to me then."

“he macam was angry but puzzled too. "What you want to do
thatfor? Guys come in for a hustle, you hustle them. Who do you

brte &
think you are? Hgggfr nanny to the world?"

‘jj%ﬁ&j2mL@ﬁ&jﬁj&4§@y&uﬁkijmﬁ¥uij

"Like to talk when I do it, is all§ Fike to know what a

fellow thinks when he's on the tread."
tﬁhﬂ
"You want to: &aﬂgrsggggg, net a whore. ﬁ&?ﬁi?’

"Yeﬁl,;9°" lalice scuadedwnihrough it.

"You know what?" the macam’ said.

“hh 7N ; . : :
,«dq’m

Jﬁ;? % dont than you! Ve gyer been laid.
wka ol s RAP 2 ﬁk ke wa< ﬂ%zm%}
Lpo—frre—meosi rom the roar of truth that

crashed through her‘aéaéstopped looking &t the cabalistic woman.
"By noboa¥y alive. PINL TRerleFRerA 1 get my my kicks
holding Weakes," the girl said.

A steam whistle in the emzpuxEx Quarter shrieked.

A steam whistle ripped the poet to pieces. He was holed
up in the cellar at the whorehouse. He thought that Joel could
menage a night without bim.'The poet did not favour running into
JimBah so early after lastiX night.

He lay on his back in the cellar at the schoolhouse and
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~thought with an urgent

Paradise bogphs

And with the
groped drowsily around

noises:

Anc he heard

Ry bl coal Blady Pommy:

@

social conscience on the lot of the poor in

How that at a guarter of seven when the

-yellow sunlight leaking off the roofs and

down the walls is as hot and eager as a wish

in hell, then the steam whistles rip a poor
e :

black % to pieces.

Ripping him from his warm safe bed.

Hurling him into & world of scrofulous

crackers, their red necks elongated to

peck a poor Nigra out of his boll-weevil

hiding place into the magnolia love~time.

gleep still knotting his limbs, the Poet

in hishhead and said to one of the

Good morning, Old Men Mule, hesulin' Uncle
Jed's junk cart up and down Delta street

and telling me good morning back by the flap
of your ears.

Hu offin-meker for
another noise and said to g2 Y7z
Good morning, Uncle Remus, telling me all
those real good stories by the sound of
your hemmer fslling on the satin.
satin for a Nigra woman who gonna CIross
over 0ld Jordan riding on a cushion of
satine.

Soft falling hammer in a coffin talk, telling

-



me an Uncle Remus story calculated to
snetch & body straigit from the #EBey

NOW xmxa back into the oldtime fine time.
Haumer fzelliing thickly and softly — like

liob boots running over = common.

And then the poet was bolt upright, last night flooding
into his head. Saying the good mornings faster now while he sneaked
around for an empty shower stall/iﬁ which a bed-in could shower
in safety from a Banker patrolling his investments.

And stanaing in the shower shiverdngly looking up and
saying:

Goed morning,. Shower.

Please to ki¥l me, Shower.,
And the cold water fell and killed him.

And hearingsnthe benker's footsteps on the stairs, he
fled into Lelta street, fled among the fast wrlking downhome folk,
their go-fetch heads full. of clocks.

Roundhouse men in dungarees hurrying to beat seven o'clock.

Longshoremen in navy canvas shoes softly facing to flog
seven o'clock.

+he poet wiped his face with the tail of his shirt and
began swarming swiftly through them.

He slowec at the corner of Lixon and lMason, and looked
across the Avenue. liobtown began over there. It wes a canon of
survivel thet #X Paradise S®@Lh folk crossing the intersection
would first look to see that he disputed no passage with any of the

liob people. The poet darted across Fourth of July Avenue and got up
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to the massive marble walls of the Cotton Lxchange. He edged his
head past the angle of thakuiluing. He x¥m@ rolled a look along the
sidewalk untii he Baw the ragged turdups of the castoif lob

denim the buck Lencer wore. He slid along the sidewalk on the rump
of his pants until he wss beside the turn ups. +he buck Uancer
waited for & lull in the traffic before he spoke,

"lake this to Joel the Food. ¥ell him thet Jim Bob done
put down 'Rook at any cost' beside LU s name," the Buck Dancer
seid.

At the gates of hell, the poet whispered shakily,

"Jim Bob said anything about me? Hewput’ 'Rook' against
my name too?"

The buck bLancer made to spi# but) took it back in. For a
cullud coulont spit in Mobtown. He “ecould only bleed.

"You aint worth a dam%y p@et," he said disgustedly in
2 clubescarred voice.

He was a brokem down thief who cleaned the locker rooms
at the lob's clubhousges He was one of the tame oldfashioned crooks
who heo never left m&gnolia land. But he was smalltimg}wﬂ s0 the
lMob mostly let him /be.

He was good for antics. A regular clown. He made the lMob
chuckle or guffaw over his cullua folks jokes.

"He wasnt never uppity," some of the crackers said
regretfully after they had broken both his ankles one exuberant
Abie Linkun Weke day.

He flopped around until he had healed. His dancing days smé
endedA'so)the Mob gave him this fine job in the imemr locker room &t
the clubhouse.

"I wo'th more then a couple of dam's, buck ~ancer," the

poet seid coldlys.
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Thinking about iasﬁ night. Thinking how he had made a
Mok go running after a couple of words, sick to T TEsbotsm———e-
catch m% ,

"You tell Joel.what I told you," said the Buck lancer.
"Seven o'clock. that's when I get to work."

Hs stepped into the crowd. In the heavy boots Eend
cast offs, the buck Lancer thought that he walked with a mobster's
stride claiming a thousznd sidewalks in a thousand Southern towns
where cullud folks got off mighty fast without disputing a mobster's

due and equity. bBut folks who saw him saw a shuffling old Nigra
trying to imitate a mobster's gait.

The poet looked at the slouched bhack and swinging hips
putting on

of the buck Dancer/ingpkmsskessstr o< 1 he w=s from Mobsid?) 4nd the
old sorrow sank djjiNeex dragging likewlead at the bottom of the poet's
belly.

sorrow for the blackgfolk holding cotillions in the
sculleries of Mol gy,

Thelr

bragging/cestoff bBonwit Tellers through aisles of
grease rimed pots &lC pans.

Shootimg the roll in a pathetic gamble to be out of the
bruised mouth anger.

"Wish I were a Snic," snuffled the teary poet, looking
st the Mob's notion of a marching-in saint, a broken down dancer
in skaxwhite folks old clothes.

"jjish I were a goddam card-carrying, non-singing,
knife-slinging Snic, sworn to sleep-in at Jim Eob's whorehouse,"
wept the poet in roaring tears as he micturated ageinst the wall of
the Cotton Lxchange.

But the Buck Dancer stroce proudly on, thinking how fine

§BZWE BX
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it was to be Epln& to work and not having to go gopher like that

poor nigger UggneF—wvony, He, Buck bencer, was not one to go

g

meeting trouble. The llob was on the mound but he woulg switch hit the
shit out of them. His old.eyes narrowed as he saw Teped] Puéﬁﬂher

-b(‘
BITOW ,p Delta street. He glared at her, hating his need.

Wﬂ ’

%
ﬁ@ﬁﬁ- I8#§H helted her barrow at the blacksmith's shop. Uncle

&5 vwas broad, squat and very powerful. Uncle¢ézfzﬂand Aunt Salva-
tion were the only two people close t0 her in Pafédise ﬁ@q&p. One
was too old to covet and the other had ng man to lose,

Uncle hLsmes met her at thelaoor. He favoured his right
hand in the left. He massaged the_fingers.

"I'm an Uncle. but wlen/the kids passed the door yes-—
terday, I followed them," hejsaid.

"And now Jim bob's after you too?"

"The lioh knows I got time to lose. lioreover, I'm &an
Uncle. Its yazggi they after."

"Sures Danieif Him and Jim bob. Folks still holding
me between them? They still wondering whether I sleep with them
both at once?"

Uncle ézz; rubbed his hand down the burlap apron. He
looked into Delta street and he W thought of who would win and
he was sure only that the heat sweated the asphalt.

"Its hot early," he said.

His two boys stroked the hammers in theX shop behind
him. He could smell the sparks. The boy wno had the broken wrist
from the fight last night laughed at the gwkward way his left

hand worked. Kids nowadays laughed at things like that, Uncle
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£ svremembered.
P
lhey cidnt sing the gumbo songs anymore.,
They didnt hardly know the sweet moanin' no more.

The deep cown music we used to make when I wes s boy,

they dont make no more.,
"Got some watermelon. Nothing like ¥ watermelon when
it gets to sizzling like now," he szid.
The girl #M8 took up the shafts of the barrow.
"Leastways, stop by and telk a little," Uncle_éags

#ati”

"You be at the burying, Uncle Amee," she sgid.

said helplessly.

"The burying?"

tzfﬂ’ Ek54;4%44w”“7
"Sure. L will be ‘there. Qierdna Jim Bob blocumgfaaz’
&7%% .La Yo ¢l 6&4& g my Cla'7
Uncle Aﬁzq frowned. "Reckon uaﬁ%éé pushing it too

hard." b/ ﬁ ﬁ(

Femeh soic softly, "He got no time. Neither him nor

i )

;@B ) watched her go up the street. He knew that

Jim Bob."

those fellows who could, would be watching the woman-walk through
cracks in the boarding. Most of the menfolk in Paradise SeouTh
PN & (,*P:L't_/

and over in Mob %rtg wanted her. but there wusnt’\& wanting
her so much as lewse} and Cap'n Jim. They were the horniest.

He went back inside the shop. To the fire and iron.
He understood the fire and iron. .

"You're too private, ewsh¥l. Folks wont approve of you

nohow," he said, grieving.

iﬁg!@ watched the poet out of the corners of her eyes.

The poet was shaking down Lelte street, a leer in his eye. She
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braked the berrow near to him. He stood off “rom the wall. She

watched his heel flutter as he qtralghtg
nervous. 1t was a satlsiactlon to PG

"Poet," Memehresetds | iy Swids

{
She had a soft spot for him, a spot to put kim in and

d. Hehhi' it but he was

f .

peck
SIE tle dirt over him. He was too smart. If he burnt, he didnt

show it. Other kids in Paradise S@ﬁgﬁz especially the randy Snics,
showed it when she went by. They twisted inside their clothes and

she
@ could see the hunger in their eyes.

"Poet?;h%ﬁﬂ@fﬁhw&iﬁ*?ﬂ

The poet took & step towards her and halted warily. She was
a quick girl who could belt you fast. If what he wes thinking’ showed
up in his words, the dam' tart mightwent 0 beit him.

"You had a good u#E time at the Weke lest night?" she asked.

The poet stuck his hands in the pockets of his tight dunga-
rees and drew up his shoulders..He looked mean.

"Millions of folks encuired why you didnt show up," he s=id.

"How come they missed me?

He shrugged. "I told them. Told them I saw guys lining up
W nib

out81d§«}1ke you were putting on a world series."

He was p01se0 for flight. She grlnned.cﬁziiﬁn¢ghe wasnt
destructlveiataaaisahda He stood easier.

v“knéw you had to give him plenty of rope so he could

A&x stay off in his own field of enquiry. He was a deep little guy.

If he only knew it, she wasnt too locked to him. He could be a peck
of fun if he were around when she was in the mood.
1he poet stood easier and said, "Big Lem is better. His olad
buoyant self." |
Her #@gms face had the wood cut quality he, a guy with brains,
many

couldnt pierce. He wondered at the/bloods in her. She hed been created

out of & long roll in the hay. A few thousands years long.
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"Whet's with Fig Lem?" she saidéd
g |

AA#se=Reb did Big Lem. Did him good. An old guy,like him
seeking to bed-in at the schoolhouse., He got a hunk from Jim Bob.

v .
Then Bgﬁ§;L<went after him; and now you asking what's with him?
He almost gotjkilled, is all."

1
"y

a, by e )

lem - ; e —~
' T Why ge wert—for him? He beat up Big Lem?"

"No. The kids stopped him so Big Lem aiﬁnt too bad. So

you werent at th%Wake?" he asked, inggiomieddyx his head on one side
1ntentl§l&42;%f;¢
@emeh pushed her barrow. Over her shoulder, she sszig,
"Why dont you go look for & bed-in &t the schoolhouse too?"
"Aint teking no chances with Jim bob. I keeping whole for
you," the poet said.
But he said it softly. His sharp young eyes had already
Lo HLPD .
returned to’slagping the truth out of i 38X Pofaeiesc e,
ZQ;-hélzﬁffwheeled her tarrow to the burying ysrd. The coffin
was mounted on saw horses. Uncle Kemus stood off to look at the wood.
It wes dark greined, thunderous in the sunlight gethered in the knots.
"You telling a good story in the coffin, Uncle Remus?" she
seid behind him. /Q zﬁ'JZakﬂ&ﬂw,ﬁ&f
Uncle Remus spun around, startledo‘gff girl placed ex—tsw
e=wagrsef the fish she had lrought to help out with the food folks
would expect to eat after the burying.
Uncle Remus was a tall, stooped, black-grey man whose big

knuckled hends had whittled at coffins for generations while he

told his stories. His eyes on the girl were afraid but angry.

"You only bring fish to the dead. You never seem 10 sell
f/’umée.. ) privt i T -/n%r‘ Prylo (ke Vant a///ﬂ.
none to liye folks." — - . F el ot
N i - ‘L

~towthem M
stories thoygh.?
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'&ney know you telling it mainly fbr-%}% live white folkstﬁThat

black folks die off quicker when they listen to youdﬁT%at-you're

the test coffin-jockey in Paradise Southl" wey

Unc¢e.Remusamwﬂﬁﬁ&xp4gd2ﬁ1250~ He had been telling

stories for & long time now. He could tell when people uidnt like
what he told them by the way they brezthed, how they ### slapped at
'*skitoes on windy moonlight nights when there were no 'skitoes
within miles. His finger shook as he pointed at the coffin. He

picked up a small hammer and rapped the velvet lining. He rapped
cool and groovy
out a rhythm. ‘he muffled beat was/ascGE—G———— = as from e

any
SimipE Arlington cat.
"You telling me that aint good? You telling me you wouldnt

like to go out on that?" he shrieked.

She looked into his eyes.and hers was older.

"You aint never going to tell no stories over me,"
she said softlye.

Uncle Remus felt the cold flurry. but because he was
0old and angry, he came back quickly.

"Who are you, woman? Why you so different?" he said
nastily.

"I'm the
SN c-] they =211 want. I'm sweet and valuable and

nard as & gold dollar."

And he was afraid. But because he was o0ld and had just
seen it, he whispered bravely to her,

"You have pity n

-

& e oo
Tomeh saetiiRigesEliERex took up the shafts and

trundled through DLelta, calling in a deep, sweet voice,
" /yu lky/h'hw A

W, yoOu hear me? You have pity, girl."

46 ‘?"

the wheels rolled and she called twice again and the
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ice hung over MilNEMMNNE r-ToorseSowth, hung in

the garbage smells
(AL
from liokW “&#y where M?£Eolk were sending out love-thoughts to

anc #¥& the ancient magnolia smells

the downhome folk in Res®®¥se South. She leaned into the shafts
and the skirt snugged to the backs of her legs. She wes enticing,
exciting, provocative. :

The poet heard her street.crwénd his pubescent eyes
found the ripe legs and strong-armed them apart. He saw the shut

townsful
and barred street doors. She was up for grabs and =/Nills@sk of fellows
were turning from the wall cracks in flight. She whacked their loins
with the love ache, and they ran harder.

"Muraer," groaned the young poet, his eyes fastened on
her legs.

"When I grow up end reach my prime, I'll open the earth
and flatten the hills, seeking such legs,'" he cried, the make believe
tears starting. X, ?{Thk

He looked around Iesmdise—Sopth.

Where & prophet hornswoggled & urouth with a battery of
empty cans,and a poet-apprentice sought the word from a crummy
hoofer.

"I will, I will," moaned the poet, the phantom tears
scaldinge. = L

And QUﬁlﬁ Future walked her barrow, drubbing at the

blind tomorrows.

Jubilee! she said hershly.
ihe barrow shafte jumped in her hands end the wheels
slewed wildly into the street.
The ariver of the lMob car angrily honked his horn and

steered past her. Jim Bob reked her body with his eyes. He pinched

his fet knees hard and gave nothing away to the fool boy driving
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(MJLhe gutomobile. You couldnt tell zbout the young guys. Maybe they
couldnt understend the special heat an older guy could have for

a high yaller girl.
"Go on, son," he said in his comforteble voice.

window Vkida /,l/.c/«
He looked through the/im a2t his Eam seuth folk.

as
A couple of them had shied violently/# the auto passed. It was a
big, black, dusty tourer he had used on many a night ride. He

sluiced
ought to get it/wilgmmes® out. lMaybe it sme..ed of blood and human
hair. The Nigras were very sensitive to the smell of MM & car
which had towed away one of their folks.
He lookec #igem at them through the window. There were
so many of XM Them. Uifferent from Us, but hollering like hogs
on Larding lay, wanting to be Peoples The soft sons of bitches
I~ /’,f‘]J'uﬂmb

up Jeeh wouldnt know the ring-a-ding it was to keep Them in

their places without shutting dj&p the whole econom For Para-
il st o
dise South needed lobtown as queh_as_Ihﬁ_gIhﬁx_may‘aieuad EHamh

,Bo&gg&gﬁs,>9tvas his saered duty to keep things going. Especially

the whorehouse. He chuckled with amusement.
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Under Potentate
ﬁtoherublc face a little shopworn with hate. The /il said

guietly as if he ran the kingdom, "Sing."

But the kids looked back roughly. Some spat on the besch.

Under Potentate's Under Potentate,
The /Sl fece creased into mob-love. By God, thought the
these he could have affection for. These he could swing and hammer
and shoot full of holes when the right ¥ time came along. VWhen
a mobsmen’time came rolling WM around. When them fellows up §
stopped

No'th/ = horning in and a man could go about the old MM

boffola BB ways, The old foolin' ways, §ay1ng in & gentle blue-eyed

a 5Smokey
way to/lb o <o full of swish he had stepped a spittin' out of
Smo K€7

line, "oing,
Smokey

And a,1!II.kwould unlimber the two hundred year old banjo
humped on his back and sing of red-eye Jravy and joy in ¥l Swanee
0oze.

"Sing, boys," said the Under Potentate.

Under Potentate

But the kids looked out to the bayou again. The
said in his soft everloving voice, "You-all aint goin' no place.
Best you can do is sing for us mobfolk."

"No," little Angie said.

"pDance, then," the Under Potentate said. "Aint no fear you
steppin' out of line ifien you cance. Or meybe sing."

"We aint fearing steppin' out of line," Abel said.

"You come closer, Cap'n, we dance real good for you,"
little Angie said, a little kid so taut and eager to dance, he
trembled.

"You come closer, Cap'n," he said.

And Big Lem in the miadle of them prayed, Lordy, Lordy,
it was a risky road a fellow tooke¥ when he walked with these

Under Potentate
crazy kids. For he saw how they hoped the /il would come closer
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get no credﬁ% if they reach them golden stairs wesring poor clothes
and without shoes," she said.

ko, we sint needin' no shrouds zaor no ghoes} cried Jubal
helplessly behind the scullery door. '

Aunt Jemima could remember XKé far back the brawling,
yelling desire for shoes that had driven her blue eyed baby Jim Eob
inte publie office, Could recall him gt his first lynching, the baby
fat her big proud breasts hao provided in her wet-nursing days, still
pink,around his cheeks. For:she had been Jim kob's coal. black mammy
EHEXRNENIXXKR Dbock when he was born. A11 white folks had to have a
coal bleck mamny, she thought proudly.

p Hemember that young Jim Bob going into town to seek public
office? And him with no shoes on then? Aunt Jemime shook her head
fondly as she remembered,

o Remembered him ascending the pJ@t@ ir plastered down
with hornese o0il, wesring bis denims with 1l through the *
suspender but already with the organ £ oratory in him, The
shit=and-stay convention room genius in him thet would
pinwheel him straight into Fote

"Sure," dmnt Jemime ed to herself as she watched the

shroud makers., "I remember. st ten to that Jim Bob that first
day before he learned to talk de Can still see him talking."

She struck a like Jim boby big head forward, short
thick arms stabiin d &8 she talked like Jim Lob that first
day he offered or public office. Bhe said like the young
Jim Bob,

"Ah d ear tell that them folks up North say we should

open up all kinds of jobs to them niggers., T®ven allow them to handle
our funerals. Undertekers, that's the big word Jim Tob was searehing
far. Folks up North say them niggers should even be allowed %o bury

a white nane ™ -

Jim Bob had p&used and grinned at the spit-and-chaw hall
of men while he readied his punch line.

"Well, then, Jim Bob says thisst If when ah dies, there
aint a good cracker undertaker to look after mah body, then the
nearest nigger-undertaker got mah permission to do thiss He can
strip me, loy me out, roll me over on mah face = and do what ah
g always made him do in mah lifetime."

Aunt Jemime shook her head as she remembered.
In no time the Mob had given him his club and magnolia

S L -
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Big Lem seid sombrely on the beach at Lelta street,

"They gonna fix him for good now. They gonna fix his little waggon
for him. “hat's what the man said. %ﬁé Mohﬁ§w¥2al mad."
The small-boat kids moved restlessly in and out
of the hanging nets. They cetfooted araﬁnd, looking at him
from the most unexpected angles. Somifimes they really scared
Big Lem., Made him want té forget u&;;éi and all this crazy busjﬁwoa
and go back to his job on the piers. A guy got @en well with the
white folks in Mobtown when he worked as a longshoreman loading
all those bales of contraceptives the lob shipped upstream to
the Plowiuen, é%fz 5
"T'hey gonna roast your buday uané%&j" he said againe.
"You got a worrywart big as a silver dollar. I ought
to take it off with this," Angie the kid said softly, showing Fig
Lem his knife.
Big Lem sat on an upturned boat working his arms
boxer fashion, probing for pain. +he old ?uscle flow was there.
A twinge at his ribs was the only reminde; that Jim Bob had met
him. He stood and jumped, kicking his short powerful legs. He
waent fency. That would take a day or two. And then he hoped he would

find a cracker. Alone. Meybe even Jim bob., He doubted he would find

Jim Bob a2lone but sometimes God was goshawfully good to his

culluc chickens. (;{M ‘/0

"They saying that Dg s the guy who chopped the
mobsman?" Angie asked. éa :

"fhere's a list. i€l's at the head," Iig Lem said.

He looked thoughtfully around, planning the lie.
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"They got others of you on the list too. You, and

you, and you. Jim bob's gonna roast you all," he said. torid

He listened to the silence. HMll# These were ua.‘;z;i\s
kids. He workecd with them. He told them the best times to bed-in
on that crazy stunt ypey yere riding. b;;;éf was what the kids

called & good guy. He, big Lem, was strictly a survival guya‘.iﬁ
—— [

C{Y\?
"And ali who help from now on will catch the
same fever, the man said.'lROpe fever," Big Lem said.

They had no respect for him. They eyed him coldly. Big
Lem shrugged. Guessed he hadnt scared anybodys

"See you around," Big Lem szid soft as a kitten. He
went through the nets, his heavy shoulders swaying.

He went up the bayou, the sun hot on his back. He
grunted when he got under the pier. The underpinnings glistened
ebove low tfﬁe. The trestles that spanned them were dry. A real
gloomy cathedral of timber and concrete but Big Lem knew the
voices of the choirs overhead: the rattle and thump of winches,
packing caseg bumping down the holds fulil of the goods which fed
the great export trade of liob crappery to the‘Kﬁrth:Vz%éhip's
manifest fluttered in big Lem's head and he read off the descrip-
tions of the goods WM stored below (away from boilers): Hjp
R R Belles, Delicate & Fragile, suitable for

bawling 'Nigger, go homel' into t.ve

cameras,

Menners, Ande Eellum (sample: 'Suh, I1'd

take it mighty proud if you'd just hold

her other nigger leg while I use this

1il' ole corn cob, Thank you kindly;‘)
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Wistaria, Moonlit, suitable for climbing

up gallery pillars; where unobtain-

able, for climbing up Yankee assholes;

all the mumbo jumbo that kept thé creeps in Qig Swamp
happy for a tradition that the new rawboned land so hungrily
 gesired.

Big Lem shook his head and dislodged the @lilE ship's manie-
fest. He was no Snic punk to get angry over every little deal.

He wac strictly a survivel guy.

He climbed aboard the trestles and rode them all the way
under the pier, looking for %%ﬁTEio They were wide and Well bolted.
4 sensible fugitive could sleep hotel easy. He called Jan;a;-s name
softly as he went. Big Lem wasnt for the impolite rush that could
fetch him a cracked skull. A fellow who knew his survival drill
could Cutgidi'TISKS to the bone. /éi

hewier swarmed along a trestle to meet him. Jberr [Hony
wore shorts and sneakers. His head stood clean and bold on the
greatly muscled shoulders.

AWolleqe MG

NEig man," big Lem said.

"What goes on?"

nJim Bob's asking for your birth certificate. He wants
to put the right date on your tombstone."

"Funny men. Whet's the deal?"

"Czp'n Jim, he gave new Oruers. He wents you resl bad now.,"

"What (o the folks say?"

"Dont worry. You still a hero, but I keep rememberéng.“

"What?"

nihey dont fight long," Eig Lem said. "They stop after

= while. Go fishing or hunting. Or just looking for bread. Nan,
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you know our ## folks. They aint vwith you for long. They got
commitments.M They got/ inob% to live with everyday. All
they get from the kids, them fishermen and you, is a few Sundays

ez fun." A
'

Lazazéi kept looking down into this water flowing under-
neath. bBig Lem sure had it figured out. He was the most whole guy
in Paradise South., He had 2 little of Joel in him, and 2 little

Tinl é;’h/
of gajai—ei and a little of the kids and a J?#ﬁig.e pure gumbo. A hell

of a lot of pure gumbo. Jim Bob would Ve proud of him.

#5 ;mf s a mule. What 21l boat bulletin?"
"You telk i Tt ./ LI e b

FLEFT neowe Fed PWHILE

- Ey_toved doomt GooR)
"Flenty of inland water/chop. Lut they @int worryings -

—~Avil Hegiig.teof , g 120, Wik UL went F bolleyt oy
Your small boat kids arej : )ﬁ‘zey‘&’

L] HOpe v -
wend wp binsy prome bait [l Tim Bas v

:'Ol

Y ohthe 15 Tin Ao RPN

Langy Opf dom L2

"They lesrE¥ed
them that Jim bBob would e after them too.M I guess you knew they

when I told

by Rat trasy [Bing. ¢ : 7,
ould n &j 0 o ¢ g e S beicl bop P o
would laugh &;&2:(:(1/12?4&. £ 0 i, S (:sz/d’ 4 3 ot O?f%’d Y ¥

"< i ¢ 1 i ﬁi"
'‘Sure. 1%y MMMW ”‘

or Te hey w "
e Wi
dﬁ?}( got heart," Big Lem agreed. "Trouble is, we aint

sure whether they got breins."

Uézzgi’leaned forward. He said softly, "@ut I'm sure,
Big Lem. Every poor son of a bitch iﬁ&ParadiséA§£;$h got brains,
and plenty of it. Or they couldnt live. They've had to heve brains
to live im<tfdris Mol gerlitd. To lie anc twist and hide and run so
¥hEt they can live. Wha?ljhe kids and I are trying to do is #8
give folks more heart.:Yoﬁ're wrong. Dead wrong. It aint the brains
that's the trouble. Its heart, Big Lem."

Big Lem considered it and shrugged. He=thought hesh=ad

WWW*MW»-~Mm . The
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College lian was making peer &S egRp® sweat with ‘ double-~-think.
Ang l double~think could land you in deep trouble. A lot of
double-thinkers were stone cold dead in the &tirkin' graveyard

rn L’(,’k,‘/)

EE with 2 white UeStawdbd signature on their pine box.

big Lem lpcked-ab AzndeivHe snapped his fingers and
rolled his eyes, ¥l humming a big beat through his nostrils.
Len-=hbory SRR,

"Okay, Big Lem. I know. A guy's got to survive. Scratch
a downhome boy and you find a buck dancer."

"Yeah, suh boss," said Big Lem.

"Cut the funny routine. Anything else?"

SOy

After & time, big Lem said, "TheyNlM laying outﬁma¢no?7
/Woskey for the buryin'. Mobﬂgggple been around asking cuestions,
They want to know when's the funeral?"

"Folks talking?" v

"Not yet. They seared of yourflittle killers."

"Wont hurt them being scared. They're used to it."

"Yeah. but it used to be just Mob scare. Now they being

Jnite o€

scared of their own kin too. Thgn,&gp@k»J%Gaa*-ﬁeeewés“és bed as
the Mob in some ways,'" said big Lem.

"They get scared enough, they'll step’ into line with
the kids. Help to bust up Jim Eob."

Big Lem said, "You turned cold, you know? You know

you turned cold, kgajed® Cottonmouth cold." W
L

"So's Jim DBob,.

Paradise godth been warm so long, we even begin to think the fire
Jim Bol lights under us is a bayou breeze. VWe've gotten so used
to the whip, we've stopped showing scars."
ad v plact
nJim Bob says he's steking ewdt—Ferrtise—sowth until he

finds you. Aint no buryin' going to be held without him."
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"He's real hot."

"Sizzlin'e So I reckon you aint going to no buryin',."
i

"You talking funny again? OfecurseFmgoilac"
Big Lem looked at the boldiengry tilt of Lwﬂﬁiﬁ s

head,/i column of neck and the arms like maces that had flattened
a couple of mobsmen the time they had held him st the station
house and scared him up enough for him to break out.

"You're crazy," he decided flatly. "Big strong guy
gone crazy. lhe lob's gonna be out like New Year's Eve. Nobody
could save you."

"Know what dey is the funerall'" he asked Big Lem.

"They laying out for whﬁ?éﬁﬁyafriaay."

"Friday. kn@’?ﬁat's the day the Plowmen come in for
their lecsons in Jim Bob's schoolhouse," beni#l d<igd.

Big Lem looked incredulous.

"You reckon they will save you? Goddamit, they wont
even see you. They'll have their minds fixed on the lay ahead.
They'll have alli-that long heir falling down over their eyes and
ears. They wont be thinking about anything but a cunt."

"Maybe I should araw you pictures, you're so dam'
dumb," Leniel szid. "You know whet's a burying in Parcdise $ouwth.
The lodge people marching in front with the brass band, folks
singing. Now somewhere on Delta, the procession's gonna meet up

P
with the procession of Plowmen shuffling sgkbamg/ to the whore-
house."

It was a familiar enough picture. Big Lem could see
the swords and the insignias of the lodge, the gloved and shiny
booted mourners locked in a lockstep of triumph up the golden

stairs in the wake of a winner who had whupped the liob by just
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out @& J/n’)n an P ) Ana
wp-ant dying. Who had stepped/immms ﬁﬁ; losers,#/tlhere was

y r”d%{') L4 —— .
no white mob powerful enough to embargo MEE the robe and crown just

a-lying on that table beyond the pearly gates, waiting for God's
little darkskinned chicken to come' by and pick them up.

"Ofmpeh oompah, hey hey hey," rumbled Big Lem, moving his
short thick leg like he was marching.

"Yeah, you shoulc be on the stage then Jim Eob would have
e hanging naeme for you," Laniel said. "Alright. Soon's the Plowmen
meet up with the mourning people, then's when I'm gonna show. Now;
if I know Jim Bob, he wont be reasoning any, the minute he sees me.
S0 Jim Bob's gonna grab for me and our folks at.the buryin' aint
going to like that."

For buryin' time is a triumph time, a getaway time for

trapped Gl

X herd suffering black folk,/immsises& in the é@gga%n of their Southern
skin,

"Folks should show respect for =z funeral, so when Jim

ALl fony and

Eob grabs for me, my kids and the lengshoremen—youlre going to
el iver—to e, thoy ot going to crack back at Jim Bob. And you're
gonna see the biggest free for all you ever did see. And guess what?"

"Whe t?% promptly asked Big Lem, showing big eyes like
he was enthralled.

"Phe rlowmen will be in the middle. We're going to haul
‘em in if we have to pull them by the hair."

"Golly. And what's thet going to buy us? A few more
coffins?" big Lem asked.

"The Mob dont want the Flowmen disturbed. It rocks the
whole ﬁzgg?w%oth North and South. And so the fellows up North who

hold the power and the purse are gonna get mad at the lob. That's

what we want, Big Lem."
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"Then they'll both fall on us and best our black ass
off." .

"Folks went peace. Real folks. Not the psychotics down
here, I mean the 3 ones 3;2§;m$h$=#nﬁ the Flowmen. The Plowmen
are going to be asking qguestions.”

Big Lem looked at him. "Man, they never ask guestions.
bidnt you know that?®

"Nobody ever socked it into them before."

"Like how we're gonna do it?"

"Like how weggonaa lay it omn.*

The fear smell began rising into Big Lem's nostrils.

¢

. & :
“You watch it, samjei. Watchit, man. The liob and them

plowboys, they all one," he said urgently.

;2

=¥, "You ought to be a travelling man,ﬂééwv

%aﬂ)Zuﬁé.%ou been down here too long. Those Plowmen, they're different from
the liob, even if they're both white. The plowboys got things
hidden in éﬁg Swamp they want to keep."
"What? Stocks and bonds? You told me that before. You
said they got.gilt edged stuif buried in that rich muck underfoot."
"Yeah, stocks and bonds. but that's not all. They've got
freedom there, boy," Laniel said softly.
"Freedom?"
"They feel clean, big Lem. They havent got this dirty
But now, you
hatred fouling them inside./MMM 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 them. You look at a crowd of Mob
folk., Look at any cracker crowd. You can see them feeling the dirt
insideM, caking their insides. They're filth, mister."”
Big Lem looked mildly angry.
"The way you talk, sounds as if you gottaaﬁzégg of angels
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passing for folk up kﬂﬁ§p;f he said.,

LO,),"/( ;

Daniel sighed and rubbed his forehezd.

"Guess so. Guess I made it sound that way," he mumbled,

| Meant were

"Dont mean it that wey, though./MNMM to say theyMMM/working better
at being human. Sometimes they gb crazy too like these down here
but then they cant keep it going. What happened was that, a long
time ago, they gave us a chance to show we could be HNM¥ People.

%o,
A lot of our folks made it. We got congressmen, senators, fegi¥ers,

Singtn, Mo

ﬂﬁocial workers, even diplomats. Down here they never gave us much
of a chance. Guess you cant even blame ‘'em for ﬂ.‘l! despising
us. We aint showea yet, big Lem.® They still dont knw whether we
can be People."

"So, take it easy, huh? Dont push 'em too much," Big
Lem said eagerly. éhw

"You go to hell," bsm#el said coldly.

Cfﬁ%waﬂThere's one thing. Suppose the mobster dies? The
one with the piece of steel through his gut."

"T hope he doesnt," D&;;ei said. "If he does, then we
just gotta move even faster. Though I dont see how we can speed it
when everything will hang on when the Flowmen come in,"

Big Lem slapped the girder on which he sat.

"You know you didnt knife no mobster. Why should you
take the rap?"

"The kid who did it, aid it for me," %gg;%l said.

"You think he was thinking of you?"

"I'm the kingfish."

"Then why didnt he come out and said he did it? The
kid who did it. Why didnt he tell you he did it? Or why didnt

any of the other little guys? No. They all keep their mouths
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shut. Kingfish, huh? That why they putting you on the hook?"

"The kid's scared. The others know this and kids stick
together. liaybe they reckon I'm old enough to go, anyway. They
wont give me to Jim bob, but if somebody has to go, then its

better that it be me."

hung open.
Big Lem's mouth/ vtttz
"Well, gee, I never heard a lousier way of HuiikiigE =
guy looking after hisself," he said.
"You dont like the kids at all, do you?"
"Nol" exploded big Lem. "They all show and shilttery°
They rockin' the boat and a lot of Paradise quyh»folk cant
swim," I
"You're straining to be an Uncle. I'll put in a2 word with
Jim Bob for you," Daniel said.
zgg;;shgck53VI wont take that for anything. Jim Bob
says boo and you bolt under the pier. You keep skulking, glory
man. Teaching Jim Bob's got his strap out to larrup you," jeered

~

Big Lem. P

v
"You should get to know those kids," Zanjel said. "They're

mostly out on the bayou. They dont have to depend on the liob for
e living —= or at least, they dont know they have to, which
is the same thing. They dont live close ashore under Jim BEob
like the older folks. They dont scare, yet. VWwhen they get too old
e
for the boats and have to live ##f in Poradtse—Seush like the
rest of us, then they'll get scared like the rest of us."
Big Lem was getting fighting angry. el was *'.l»tear—
Eing into him for no reason. L;;;eiahaant put it right. It wasnt
thet a guy got scared. You just got careful. He hadnt been

afraid last night when Jim Bob was workine Lim over. He had only
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been scared enough to kick Jim Bob in the ballé,;ﬁ}agqfii. But
a guy had to survive. A ﬁﬁ guy had to work to eat. The Mob could
cut you off eessy. They =gl owned all the jobs.

They say to a job, Go, anda that job went.

He hac given ﬁ;;gzl the best. He had faked passes and
run gusrd until he was spinning like a big fat toy some guy had
pulled a string on.

bid 322131 think that living in Parsdise &dysh and
yessuhbossing with the rich laugh and the clown acts was easy?

The Mob held your job and your eatin! time. They held
hostages for you, Jjust like THet>01d Ri%tercst. So you stayed
with it and maybe hating like a drum.

"You scared like anybody else. You holed up for the
fear season. You gotta heve us to run interference for you, glory
man. You scared like the rest of uss" :

His voice had been hammering &t f;géel and he couldnt
keep the snarl out of it. Ana even before he had finished i
sounding

off, he was sorry like a hound dog in a mess of polecats.
For ﬁ:;;;i was xreelly heating up anc a guy uidnt hurt so deep
if some of it wasnt true.

"You dirty, lousy ——— I'm not in this for myselfi"
prrel diq

"Holy Jesus{ For who then?" jeered Eig Lem.

And then Desfel swung and they fell off the trestle.
Then went under trying to hit each other with fat underwater blows
like pillows. They tugged and wrestled until they let go and rose
for zir. bBig Lem bobbed up under the pier but La@ifel broke out
into hard yellow sunlight. Big Lem heard the roar of a power boat

and the crash of a foghorn. He took it in as he caught the wild
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look in Lai~Fbony*s eyes.

Big Lém dived and swam underwater until he had cleared
the pier. He rose in Iiﬁ’sunlight. He managed a few waterlogged
strokes before he heard the lob voice bellow, "Hey, boy! Hey,
&ggggll You stop or we'll shoot youl"

But he reckoned they wouldnt shoot him since it was
clear he wmasnt going anywhere fast. He wanted to give gé%gel
enough time to make it eXenp under the pier. So Big Lem swam
stubhbornly on as he heard the motor roaring nearer. A boat hook
fell on his shoulder anc numbed him., The hook went inside his
belt and they hsuled him into the boat. >

blpde Py

"You beggin' to be killed, némger® Lont you know when
a mnbeé;ihcalls your name, you freeze?"

Big Lem sat up and glaered at the magnolis in the jacket

(S

"Cap'n, n¥ name aint pemdeid. It aint changed from Big

of the mobsman in the boat.

Lem to g@g&;& If you changed it, nobody dﬁ?i tell me," he said.
W € man
"ihig one aint Lggskel," another/wmmmsm soid. "Where's

Lgnéel, boy?"
Big Lem laughed the high one and clowned his face the
way the mszgnolia people liked to see it done.

h Zg//)‘/) >
"Lanzzi? Got him in my pocket, Cap'n. Take him out

soft before he bites you."

The mobster looked angry but he was real slow with
the cuff to Big Lem's mouth. Light stuff too. Didnt do more than
loosen & tooth. One time he would have broken a jaw but Jim Bob
had said they should take it easy until things got clearer.

"Go overboard," he said engrily to Ekig Lem.

But big Lem shook his head. He was running his little
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ile for Deaniel, Tﬁat boy sure needed protection.
N "I'm hurt, Cap'n. I go back in there, I'll drown.
e ggkﬁg,tgge me ashore,"

"So you drdwn. We didnt push you in," the mobster said.
Big Lem shook his head.

"Them cullud fellows up on the pier, they watchin'
you, Cep'n. You meke big Lem drown, them M culluds going to
talkl."

The white man didnt get angry. He seemed a little

confused.

He said, "Its gotta be over soci, boy. Then we gonna
take payment from all you niggers. With interest."
"Cap'n, reckon you dont know it but I'm Cap'n Jim

Bob's boy. I aint behind in no payments," Big Lem said.
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neat hammer blows falling on the/hiBmwmEpRftm textizme fo}'k%%’ g
was no sicknes!"’s{ a coffin couldnt cure. Nailing down the mess of Pﬁ%’;«
 whrfl > : @

cutrate trouble folk aragged to your woor Ti/xin to h i . Thejoe
Yews @ &8 y uoury 8 ogtie priti
®=®®y to this trouble until your born dsys ended in the CP¥ WA, ’{“"
pillar of salt all this pain and weepin' erectedi)where)a god-child \“2::“

\

R

should have a heart.

Aint nobody gouna tell me we @int all god-childs, Aunt

'fébm(‘—\,p\ byl ad
Sgdussbien said to herself, Gown bes
asphalt darkly shimmering in the noor/ g
Sheconld see @R Lol Limddeinesat tire~feot of Teita
wher€ the street—lost tiseTTinm the bayou. Therec were oﬂr{M}B
Mobeny b/

awm\gg/W&W. Jim Bob had ringed

beth i bic Tng Gl <esncs B of /o6 [irooibens . Loy
theff, Now he wes sitting around waiting for W} 1o cTEE=smanangh-

to pop updesred .

"but he aint gonna pop up," whispered Aunt Selvation,
o o . ._' {. s > 7 l'
her eyes shut tight. /}7‘1%5&:0 5&\7 /um“,ﬂ/ﬁ«, %ﬂ wo Tikn Bod.

_ D
i She blinked them open again and scowled, lf,ware that the
pain and fear had hit her into a corner that tlime.
Il/‘v&
"We reared him tough," she said. ' looked around and

wl Sl
saw all this pain and fear ana}'?t reared him tough, "024»’*““‘(7 /&"1
want by
A couple of Say-Noes paase-e—)her, their feet slapping
bodied :
lightly, swift-bzcigd as wolfhounds, kids fishing andf)robing and
wiak Jhetd /
testing for the rottem<piaees in movbery. oShe went into Uncle

Amos' shop.

Uncle Amos rested the big hammer and nodded the two
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boys from the shdp.

' ~j’WvMA

A%m eyed him narrowly.
G2 Nobipn. Cheal’ ole Hesntndid.
j@ﬁm'31ster gonna make I%?r she esked. '

Uncle Amos lookeu steauily back at her before he nodded.

Aunt balvatlon breathed heav1ly and sat down on a stout wooden
md? WO -

stool. gn\Pls g&aCK frock ﬂﬁ&& coat and beaver hg?, Unoawstmes (A

rang the bell op—cEEwey: for the ¥&D chapel ‘y,/%véﬁhtg

"Guess they did it for you 'cause you're a good Uncle,"

she seid bitberly, ‘(M s ww boked, iy why T Towing fo el myoutis body moite o

b,
tightened bk
Uncle Amos/puxsEX his mouth. He turnead away and gripping -——
\2(‘0 Q)a, 7
the handle, worked the bellows until a flame spurted up from the by,

coals., He poked a pair of tongs inside the flame. He took out the
red hot iron and cooled it in a water trough. He took the small
hammer anc¢ repped the work into shape. He resised the tongs and
showed the work.

"No. They did it becauce I told them she was a liammy.
They will do things for a Mammy. Folks like to deal with people
they feel they cen trust. Black or white, folks?;; like that," he
said quietly.

Aunt Salvation opened her mouth to retort but Uncle Amos
wZi’a tough adversary. Better to let well zlone and just do what

m% had told herto do.

"Reckon I should go back and tell her she's gonna make
it," she said.

Uncle Amos said harshly, "The woman's dead, Salvation,"

But Aunt ©zlvation just glanced at him ané went back to
her mumbling.

"Flat on her back she's gonna make it., #@® Nobody ever

made it standing up. Nobody from Paradise 388l ever made it
& Mebnn :
into kpe—wkitefodks church standing up," she said.
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"I made it," #fepreg Uncle Amos @& M cut 1nto her
mumbling. "I mdde it, others of our folks will make it in time."

Aunt Salvation glared angrily at him as she kept talking.

"Nobody ever made it on their ewn two feet '‘cepting
Uncle Amos 'cause he rings the white folks bell. So they give him
a stool by the door, he can hold the door open for thém like any
good whiteheaded Uncle," dgi?§~%mfﬁe¥z5

"You so mad about it, why you =0 crazy for WegmiF Lbony
to get churched there)before the buryin'?" Uncle Amos demanded.

Aunt Salvation said suspiciously, "You dont run into
no trouble? They didnt ask you a passel of questions when you told
them you wanted her churched?"

"Lots of things easing nowadays," Uncle Amos szid. "We
wait a while longer, more will be-eased."

"Our folks in the procession, will they be 'lowed into
the church with her?"

Uncle Amos stared, incredulous.

"o go with the body XXX# inside the church? Our folks?

You crazy in the head, Salvation? I said things were easing. I

didnt say things were busted wide open., Our people can wait out-
inside
side while ¥K&X the body's/simas the church."

%ﬁﬁ¥/ﬁzl’é2{3n/s’ijk-"Guess I couldnt have everything."
"But you
Her flinty old eyes softened./2Xpi did right well." :
Yol 2o et Sy
"I dont know if I dide. Knowed M&Eﬂyﬁghngy all yq life /oued
S wro et wanig T, mBob, whis oble Lact Loveq O
never knowed her to hanker after going into XKK a Mobtown.zﬁgjcho
You aint A& liar and I/’msklng you now, Why you so anxious for, lhanw

&y to Rgi;;aesm>through the white man's church?"
che dz t look at him,
"its s&ﬁ&e;," he said in a low voice.

%
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MM% "Why? Why he pushing so hard? It

-

wont work out if he pushes so hard."

"You know how to get to any place without_pushin'?
Aint you tired of being pushed? Dont you want to do & little shoving
yourself, you blamed old coot?"

Uncle Amos muttered and shook the water beads off the iron
he held.

"What that thing you waving in my face?" demanded Aunt
Salvation. "What you shgying me that ol' iron for?"

"Where's benieZ®" shouted Amos. "I want to show him this ——
even iron ¥ gets humble sometimes and when it gets humble, then
its usefull"

aint coming out to be humbled!™

Amos looked down and spat in the coal dust. He was a
massive, gquiet sort of man, herd %o arouse. A downhome man like

J through
Amos played Unclg,because Uncles could baffle and bloqg/bxgauag
M8 concessions to their rank on occasions when the llob rode forth
on a sp!??ﬂ Tol intercede for a fikbmEmE loser fleeing from the

bos AT broii :

love &Smob=ter exrxi®Ex knotted in & lyncher's noose.

To plead for = hardluck gmdXeRkXX® godchild fleeing the
R Mate brolee
boon ar R mOksker bore on ‘Vmagnolia dayh

Uncle Amos took up & spanner and fitted it ground his
finger. He twisted it. He could tear the M +tendons.

"Stop that," Aunt Szlvation said sharply.

"The pride in you. In you and in k=l and in Cap'n
Jim Bob."

Uncle Amos dropped the spanner. He doubled his great

fists and rested them on his knees.

"Look at my hands," he said.
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Cautious, she looked. He drove two brawling blows to his
knees. The wind of them fanne® her face. He had immense power; She
let go her breath,.

"You could break your knees," Aunt Sal¥vation s=id coldly.

"I could kill & men with any hand. Uncle Amos aint puny.
Folks know. but these hands done nothing but swing thé hammers
in here. Except once."

'@ﬁ;éépt when you play the piano."

“ G

Walecpt when I used them for LesrEet last night at the

Wake," he said, ignoring her. "Ask me why I used them."

»,
MW louse you got six toes."

" Chunt
" seeoeee lapdel was doing a mi%fty job. 'Cause he was
n pt\f
going it clean. because folks up ® weerrd have to hearken to

us, beniel doing it so clean. Now-he fouled it up."
Aunt Salvation got to her feet. The strong old face was
seamed with wishing that Uncle Amos would lose her some place where

she woudkdnt have to figure meanings,uhy what seemed right turned

"He cant beat Jim bob if he aint bigger then Jim bob,"

Uncle Amos saide

"He cant beat Jim bob if he's dead either. He wouldnt

live to stand no trial."

:Lﬁyq@h "here would be others," Uncle Amos said.
)075 "Daniel didnt stick no Jim Bob man with no knifel™
el

Aunt Szlvation said fiercely. K
"That dont matter. He lost his use."

Aunt Salvation strode angrily for the door but there, she

turnede.

"You wanting some of that megnolis meat Jim Bob got stashed
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in the schoolhouse? That why you want to give Dsziet to Jim Bob2?"
"You just old and crazy," snapved Uncle Amos.
"No older nor no crazier than you. You talking about
others. What others? Ve aint seen any X#XX others until Leaniel
and the fishing kids start hitting the bMob where it hurt."

But there have Teen others, Amos cried silently.

Others like me what do the bit we can
and nobody called us glory man. And

folks who mind the kids in the magnolia

)(49(4 [90'/ nurseries and hold down the kitchens
over in Mobtown. ,
/// s pulling _—bell
~\\\JM»/”/f Ana even/zpxXX on a)}ope in a magnolis
was

church/like pulling folks together
so we never become real strangers; but
always look into faces and hear voices
nearer #urex when folks
and help the day/xkongiEEkisx-ikan-a
will get along surer than some crazy kids
bent on trouble could do it.
"It cont meke sense going against the law. It make sense
changing the law," he said. ey
"Po hell with the law," Aunt Sslyefien saia.
"Most of the laws aint bad."
"You still livin' in Paradise South, mister? You lost
thet feeling that most of the laws aint no good to us?"
wAll laws are right laws when folks have a hand in making
them. Mzybe when Jim bob was making his _ow, if he had come along
and said to us in Paradise South, 'Now, looky here folks. Vie want

to make this law concerning the whorehouse but we want you to

vote on it3' if Jim Bob hec come along and said so, maybe we'd
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have said, 'Now see here, Cap'm Jim, we'll think it over.!'

"And we'd have thought it over and said to ourselves,
'Now what Jim Bob has in the schoolhoucse aint good for us. We
better ofi without it.' Then we'd have voted ourselves out of
the schoolhouse. ‘

"But that other law aint got no life since we had no
hand in it. A law that dont look both ways is a dead law. There's
a law what says, 'lont kill or you'll get the electric chair.' But
the law dont stop there., It looks the other way too anc then says,
'But if you kill because that is the only way you can stop yourself
getting killed, then you wont get the electric chair,' That law
looks both ways." A

XXX Aunt ngig%i%h pushed out her lips. She had been
buried under Uncle Amos for awhileo She shook her head to rectify
her rumpled identity.

"Jim Bob's . law still aint good lawl" she geided at him.

"The law aint bad. Its just thet it didnt have no talk
with us before it became law."

"Quit trompin' me. You flying too high. You got charity
taking the wind those white folks breszk in your face when you sit
in the back pew like how some people get religion."

"I got surety. I believe in magkzpespXk®Ex not messing
with things when they going right. I go through the fire every
Sunday. I 2int busted that bell-rope once thinking how maybe they
used it on my kin the night before. And some Sunday, one of those
crzckers going come up to me ana say, 'Uncle Amos, your people are
real fine folks. Whyn't put a couple of chairs in the back here
and bring in your family for service?' And you know what?"

"What?"
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"That day I'm going to bust him one."

"You —— what?"

"I'm going to break his goddam big yellow tobacco
stained stinkin' teeth," Uncle Amos said ZXXHX¥X quietly.

"'hen why —— but 1 mean, why you old fool?"

"because that is the lesson he must have., He must learn
thet no matter what he did to me, VABXBXAZmBREZELXXX even if he had
made me crawl, my pride was down there on the floor with me, that
there was &XmX nobocy who could nick it."

"Then they would lynch you, you wooden head."

"It wouldnt matter. I would have done my job-and there

would be others," Uncle Amos saide

Tl o
Aunt paiazxaea was scered of Uncle Amos.

"You reckon there's more.like you in Paradise Zowth?"

she whispered.

"It breeds lots of us. but most of us die before the

cracker comes up. Or we get too old to bust him."
CLnt*
"Whet's this gotta do with Lapiel?!
"CLimry
YUpeniedts got too old to paste Jim bob."

"io0 01d? Leniel aint much more'n a kidi"
Whing

"He aged considera bly since that{kid of his stuck the

/3;//«’« - &lﬁ A
knife into the mpohs4er. He should give the job to somebody else,"

Uncle Amos said.
/j{‘/n\/ in

Aunt selvstion backed off, shaking her head. She

quit the shop walking fast.
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bBig Lem walked briskly along the beach towards the

kids loafing in the noon heat. They sat up to eye Big Lem coming.

lhey were not

Clom#S
hostile since he was a friend of'the:giggz:@an*sy but

they were wery of any interloper on this careful day. All morning,

¢ ops’?

londThg T Linl

the BCity autd had sat er—the—edge—of [the beach.at the—foot—

"You been in swimming?" Abel the head kid asked

looking at the water beads on big Lem's head.

Big Lem sat down and sifted sand through hisg fingers.

He could smell the bitter, salt washed cleannecs of their bodies.

oLt

cTaasel had once saic the kids didnt smell of garbage like the

people

ERXH® who lived in town. He rubbed his shoulder where the boat hook

had hit him.

me," he said.

"T fell into the water but some crackers rescued

little
"I know that big guy. He's a great/zXzxkm joker,"

Angie the kid pointed a finger at him @nd said.

him.

big Lem said.

“[im /?)36; u
"IT'mwa spy for the-Meb," ILig Lem said.

"Show me your badge," Angie said eagerly.

"What's your neme?" asked big Lem looking keenly at

"Angie the kid," Angie said shyly. 2
20

"A fisherman should be named Peter. You The m§§ sSpy,"

"Someboay told youl" Angie the kid cried.
"Okay. Cut the crap," Abel szid.

They waited. They waited on Big Lem.
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"That bented, he crazy as o loon,M" Big Lem said.

"He aiming to give himself up? Has he been asking
for Jim Bob?" Abel the head kid asked. big Lem thought he looked
real interested.

"Stop tickling under my arm," Eﬁg Lem snarled.

"Okay, Big Lem. You come to the beach this bad day and
you tell us uvaniel's goofy. Why?"

"He wants to go to the buryin'," Big Lem said, looking
puzzled.

The yell of laughter neesrly locked him flat. He stood
up breathing hard and scowling at them.

"Aw, hell, big Lem. The guys are laughing because any-
body should know that ;éggéi woula go to the buryin'," Abel said.

"Why should he? Aint-he heard that Jim Lob's after
him for real now?" said kig Lem.

"Well, the way we figger it is this. The lob's gotta
have respect for the dead, aint that right? A dead cullud is a
good cullud. Thatts their fool law, aint it? So we going to roll

(it wplheerss
that ol' hearse right across town with ggg%?i beside it and Jim
Bob wont be akble t0 touch Xk him, Paradise South's gonna be
lauéing at Jim Bob and that's the way we want it," Abel said.
~ big Lem looked thoughtfully at him. "Son, you only half

right. ﬁ;;;ziis thinking thet Jim Bob will grab for him."

The others sobered up.

But Angie the kid hissed & laugh through his teeth
and his eyes hedd a faraway look. The other kids turned softly to
him and after awhile they were all laughing quietly at the tremen-
dous joke inside’their hurt and murderous youth.

A é;g boat beat softliy upstream. It was white painted

with nickel trim. A dreesm boat for dugout kids.
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"Yeah, Jim Bob will grab for him," Angie said.

"leniel knows what he's doing," Abel said.
"Just look at that," Angie said, looking at the dream boat.,
Big Lem's Jjeer broke gf their dreams.
thn,
"You could turn in Lg@sel end buy a nice boat with

the reward bread they would give you., It wouldnt be murder since
~7€’«

el
Dgsdel’s turning in himself anyway," he said.

They turned their eyes on him. Big Lem climbed cautiously
to his feet. The little kid's eyes all seemed bewitched with where
his neck and shoulder joined. big Lem was a powerful man but he knew
how efficiently the small blades in unison were. -They were methodi-
cal and persistent. The Q%% had found out that you clapped a dozen
in the stationhouse, others slipped into the line on thenrlight
slapdown of insteps.

[F1RMET

"No," Abel the hesd. kid said%&ﬁéhbﬁzﬂ

ﬁk“fhey looked away from big Lem.

"We ought to have limousines. Cats like us aint ought to
go to a funeral unless we ride in a limousine," Angie said.

"We have no loot to go around *iring limousines," Abel

"We go fishing, maybe we'll earn the loot," Angie said.

They went up the beach for the gear and brought down the
masts and rudders. They took down the nets and spooled them in the
sterns of the smell bayou boats. They huntec out balers and filled
water bottles. Eig Lem watched the hard slim youths going about
their business. They spoke little. Abel looked around the beach and
nodded. All was ready. He went to his boat to lead his little fleet
on the water. But they aiant go. @%,%ﬂk
They didnt go because the keb/limousine on the beach

e p )
emptied its crew. Theﬂpobsters jackknifed out and came spread-legged
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at them, They pointed guns st the kids. The bost roared in the
bayou and cut for the beach. The motor ran down to & mutter and the
boat thrashed slowly back and forth, parallel to the beach. So
the kids were boxed in.
,4%¢anf
An Bader—rotermrtate hac the squad. A fat waisted man
in e uniform[?enims and ¥ battered old felt. He had a cherubic
face, a little shopworn with hate. He said quietly as if he ran
the kingdom,
"Sing."
but the kius looked beck roughly. Some spat on the
cep -mabhs
beach. The WhAGeTr Poterbtetobs face fEexx creased with job-loWe.
By golly, these he could have afiection for,&thought,
NheUnuer—Potsentate
These he could hammer and shoot fmekX full of holes
when the right time ccme gxommxx along. When a mobsman's time
O Cedeal 1'G Junn)
came rollin' around. When them fellas up Naé*%’stopped horning in,
and 2 man could go about the old boffole ways. The old foolin'
ways.
Saying in a gentle blue-eyed way to a downhome boy
so full of swisk that he hac stepped a smidgen out of line,
"Sing, boy."
And the Nigra would unlimber the two hunured year
0old banjo humped on his back and sing of red-eye gravy and joy
in Swanee o00ze.
"Sing, boys,"brepeated,t&e—HﬁﬁePffetﬁﬁtEte.
But the kids looked at their boats.
"You aint goin' no place. Lbest you can do is sing
e R 2
for us crackers," the Under—Tutemtz$be sald.
"No," Angie the kid said softly.
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"Dence, then;® aint no fear of you steppin' out of

2. &

line iffen you dancgi Ol paybesing, " theIﬁEﬂE;;FBtenta#e said.,
"We aint fearing steppin' out of line," Abel said.
"You come closer, Cap'n, we dance real good for you,"
said Angie the kid eagerly, a kid so taut and eager to dance, he
trembled while he spoke.

"You come closer, Cap'n. We want to dance for you," he
gt
said again to the Umger [otemtate.

And big Lem in the midst of them, prayed, Lordy, Lordy.

For it was a risky road a fellow took when he walked

among these crazy kids, said &3 Lem. For he saw how they all
Coo- “
hoped the redneck;éobster would come closer so they could go for
the gun.
et

But the Under—retenterte smiled. He shook his head., He
squeezed the trigger and a small fountain of sand shot up near
Angie the kid's foot. ,

A pond -

"You better dance where you at, son,M" the=Hrrer
FW

‘ Abel the heac kid grinned and showed his hands. He
said, "You go ahead and shoot, Cap'n. We aint got no hump on our
backs. We cant pley no music for you. The banjo done rolled away."

“Yes, you go aheaca and shoot, “ap'n," Angie said.

z " G

+he Uncesr—=retentete frowned.

"You kids aint scared to die?" Welpsked.

"Not when it only happens once, Cap'n," Akel said,

And the kids from the bayou boats nodded because they
hed seen the old folks die so often, they had just plumb promised
themselves not to die but once.

"Some day its gonna be fun getting close to you," the

- 25760
Unger Potemtate said.



134
"Not when a guy aint scared," Angie the kid grinned.
And the hate prowled beck into the white man's eye since
he knew it was true, 4 fella hac more fun when he was loving them
while he wes fixing them., He was hating now and they didnt KIMEXXEXWN

ZELKZXDXUIR AT HATRZNEX Y, 30 XE KL KPUZK
have to talk to him thet way so he would hate them and lose most

of the fun.
"I'm gonna hope hard, son, that when he's sending to
—fe
pick you up, he'll send me," the=Pmager—Trtemtate said to Angie.

"Whe, killeri"

"Jim Bob."

"What oid Cousin Jim say this time?" Angie asked.
ot .

S0 the UnderRotentste smiled again. This kid would be

good to handle. He had uppity branded all over him. He spoke wxik to
Angie with a heap of love.

"Cousin Jim Bob said to tell you there wouldnt be no
fishin' until he gave the word. He said to tibitxpu, he's squeezing.
And he wouldnt stop sgueezing until he found Lanmiei7+™

He kept smiling at them. Abel the?%%g kid nodded and

led the other kids back to loafing in the noon heat.
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CHAPTER TWELVE

Jim bBob alighted softly from the automobile and Para-
dise Sew®H turned uneasily. He landed lightly like the hunter he
had become. The big head codged about on his thick neck. His
hands were held loosely off his body. His heart was a stone article.
Jim bob was closing on his quarry with a brute focus that shrank
his mind into a straight line. The youngfgébsters left in the auto
avoided his eyes.

He foldeu his meaty hands over his stomach anc¢ in-
haled, breathing in the stinks of his favourite suburb. He knew
all of it, an imperishable part of him. Folks in thg{gﬁ;fﬁ%fo?lzzz
understand the thinly edged love-hzte that paraded through a'"W/
purswing his avocation. A smarty pants coarse-grained Yankee
couldnt know the soft, refined glow of accomplishment that filled
a rooky cracker when he had learnt to shoot his gun with his face
buried in his magnolia posye.

Yet, if the Nigras would learn¥ to keep their backs
stooped, there would be fewer days of the magnolia. It was when
they faced you and their godoam eyes startea asking the questions.
Jim Bob hated the eyes. He hated the'questions.

‘he patrol car humped over the hill and vanished. Jim
Bob had alighted in Delta strecet. He thought sloomily of Daniel and
wondered what went on inside his head. When they cocught him, it
would take some time to finish him for the fellas would want to know
whaet went on in his head. They kgew the Mob-facts on Daniel, his age,
height, scars and femily name even if they never used it. It was
part of the love act that they called all their Nigras by their

given names. '
f’ld‘ “n
Jim bob was an intellectual,#ilf He thought ¥NHE a times
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like these it should be a part of 2%%@% truining %?bMohbo?y to

take soundings of those lint headg)so a fella could know what

was i1t that send those poor dumb clucks trying to buck the

Weeing Losftz e
system, Yessirreebob., Apart from what the ngﬂE?ﬂTfh%ﬁfﬁﬂEfﬁgi%h

had shovelled into heads llke‘ﬁ:;iekgs, it would be good to know
what made themn come in for punishmenf like they did.

Jim Bob squinted up at the hard blue glare., But to
hell with all that bull, he said. Vhy bother about their heads?
They werent Feople. Not yet, doggone it. And they never would be
if things worked out. If that goddam punk thgy had knifed would
only die., It was bad vith some of these nexfigds. They didnt
croak as easily for »outhern womsnhood as the old time fellas

: . PR Pig Lzay
used to., If the boy did the right thing, then tite sselwems=up
#eo#H couldnt do a thing when NME he sent in the liob after
fﬁ;§§l and those KXdX¥ fishing kids. Maybe the boy would die.

Jim Bob suddenly felt warm about that boy. He ég;;éhbe a real
fine kid. Good liob stuff. He would know it was his duty to die.

He held ofi the sweaty denim shirt for what wind there
was to balloon it. It was goddam hot. He thought of dogwood
and azaleas in the piney foothills and rolled his tongue around
fhside his mouth thinking of a cold mint julep. A curtain moved
at the whorehouse., He had to watch xx that madam and the chippies
lest they turn into nigger lovers. You bring them too close to
the cullud boys and they began loving them, big f=t lips and all.
As if a white man did not have cock and balls, He was as much
stallion as any buck nigger. He could hold his own with any of
them. Goddammit, he knew he could. Anybody didnt think so was a

dam liar. He could screw and fuck and hit that cunt equal with

any cullud man. He was s%parate, that was all. He could fuck that
Mamuf

*Iéiih hi yaller gal;with swivel-hipped stallion drives hard as
(¥
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any black son of a bitch and he would murder anybody who didnt
think so.

"I can do it, you sons of bitches!" sfreamed Jim Bob,
shaking his fist at the noontime.

The litile losers of Paradise $4ttl’ shuddered and
breathed softly behind the shuttered doors. Jim Bob, pale and
<§;g;;g:% with sweat, stoodll untili the trembling had ceased.

He was a dam fool to get so het up. The curtain moved at the
schoolhouse again. One of these days he was going to shut that
fr1§§ whorehouse down, he szid savagely.

He heard the boat's foghorn hoot down‘at the beach
and he knew his squads had moved in on the fishing kids. He
grinned and felt better. There would.zg more. He would shut down

259 o
the éﬁh town. He wgzigésqueeze until b&ﬁ;ﬁl popped out. The kids

on the beach were .efFeIrs special bunch. They had got tougher

CUNT Lol
than the rest because D&%ﬁﬁi shown them how to make their buck
Mob ik
a day without dependlng onlfhzaﬁaix As soon as the deal had worked
o

out and the chumps 0p the Febemee had lifted the pressure, he
would see about e¢losing the beach. Permenently. He didnt want
any fishing kids around earning/%ﬁﬁii living on their own.

A man from the é;;;aasei laundromat hurried by, a

bundle of dizkx voters lists under his arm to be laundered for

the next elections. Jim Bob stopped him with an end of the club

in his gut. y
it
"You got any names on that list?" snarlequlm bob,
"Not even a smudge, Cap'm," bleated the scared black.
"Only the white folks got names on theirs."
"Because why?" barked Jim Bob, poised to break every

bone in his body if he missed.

nLecause us boys aint never oughta want to poke our
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noses in white folks business," he said quickly.

"That's right. You keep poking your pose in water-
melong, boy," Jim bob szid softly. "You seen gﬁ;;%ééw

"No, boss," said the laundryman, shaking a little.

Jim Bob hefted the club speculatively,

"Alright,_boy. Next time Jim bob runs into you, you
better know where ii%;%l is."

Jim Bob watched him scurry off. He was scared up a

tree, Jim Bob chuckled and turned into Talmadge lane., In one

laid the Waiter's
motion he/mx@ the club against Sam/THEWERILIZHXXLKEAEX ear. Sambo
cop--.mvb s

had been a sometime finger man for the %9?‘but with the news from
up North that things were due to change, he was showing signs of
wanting out.

"bow=-wow," said Sambo unexcitedly.

In the eating places and private parties where he
worked his trade, Sambo was sometimes #XXX asked Tor—F=ushs to

make like the hounds bugling through the marsh after some poor
SLombs rovid b veal Goddam ﬁ/m,.7 Goadwi if) Ci Ty wmld he ﬁcilﬁq% w7l MO fuaghy]

fleeing bastard. It waswstandard-pra etice—in-iobbery~that-a ok Tim gy
ﬁ; ! ol g bo
RQKEpm;axfﬁ&ﬁﬁﬂﬂyafqaﬂﬁvﬁhcu by—some—éownhome—bey
teimin@rjcmxmpaﬁnu$/Earéﬁ}séfgghfh;ﬁk% w&s donekindly bgz-the
M singe it sure would help their Nigras townverstend that
bléag/fe%K§\wéf€q3/@nxjhiﬂ€emuehg/TEB%»wayTwtheywwouid/Kée@“eut
oﬁhﬁrﬁub&eQ Jim Bob looked down at Sambo's store shoes. By God
bladky
every time you saw them %&?ﬁ they gave you cause to hate them

more. Walking around with new store shoes and Jim Bob wearing

his 0ld¢ scuffed ones.

"Call me cracker," Jim bob szid fondly to Sam the Vaiter,
sam blanched, He didnt like it. "Flenty of my friends

are crackers," he protested.
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Jim Bob gathered a jawful of tobacco juice and
spattered Sam's new shoes.

"You got no friends among the lioh., We're good to you
becsuse you belong to us, but you aint got no friends in the
Mob," Jim Bob explained.

"Yee, chief," Sam said instantly. He could kick himself
for ¥ not remembering that these were not boll weevil days.

o PG dwanpp

"Your friends are upAyorth. They're the ones what want
to change things. but boy, they aint no good to you."

"That's right, suh boss," Sambo szid vehemently.

"Sure," Jim Bob said, warming to this boy now making
with the answers. "Look how many of you we made Aunts and Uncles.
Now you know what? Them idiots up ;@ the Eewemee want to cheapen
it, They want to teke off the Aunts and Uncles and make you all
into Cousins. but you dont want to be cousin to no Mob, boy?"

"No, Cap'n Jim, Suh.d'se fine where I am,"

"You okay, boy," Jim Bob said. "Where's that goddam

RN

Sam sai@ edrnestly, "I find him, I finger him, Cap'n Jim."

"See you do that, boy," Jim bob said. He smashed him
lightly behind the ear and watchec him stagger away.

Jim bob said to himself that a few big ones, several
little ones ana the pressure woula commence to tell. Dropping the
bars on the kids at the beach was one of the big ones. He would
also do it to the road gangs, the bucks working on the piers,
those at the cotton gin, the canefield hands and the(zﬁ&%;ygoddam
btunch. He would teach them where their cornpones and pickEsde came
from. And then Jim Bob jumped.

Out of the corner of his eyes, he had seen a crook.

He swore roundlly. He had always saia he could spot one of them
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through the brush & country mile away. In the glimpse he had, he
figured it could be The Pastor. He had beeun after 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 ran fatly swift for the Catholic book store., He
found The Pastor crouched in a corner anca the Working Erother who
was in charge of the store was covering him with some old copies
of T re nata.

"These aint for the profanum vulgus," snarled Jim Bob

'{tﬁ[( oZ/ﬁ Cop-meb

who as Roterrt@$e had stiudieu every encyclical since he came to

office., "This guy's from one of them gumbo churches what aint
got no status."”

"We're 2ll unhallowed outsiue the church," said the

nervous brother.
” !
"He's a nigger preacher so that makes him a thieﬁf He

hardly went to what you could eall a college. He aint a cquality

preacher. He preaches equality," raved Jim Bob in blind anger at\\\\

' thisKCatholic felle who had come couth to ruin it.

%zm' anke ok £a¢his Storevin FParadise—South eve
hodgh he eoula Sell not-a goddem thing sine€ b

the HEFHHE DlackS-egoinet Suyims. e
_/-’/_’_

WPk (=} chne

ranted Jilr Bdb.

"We in Mother Church aint more'n & vulgate away from

that too," said the brother on his way up the cross.

Jim Bob seemed to swell., t‘he veins on the beck of his
neck jumped. With implacable cruelty, he put the question that
he knew would 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 so many stories about magnolia land, he, like
other hearers, had seen only the/iigedy. But now he was down here,
south of the Line, and the burlesque end drollery were gone. He
had heard what the penalty was, to be handed over to an assemblage
of megnolia ladies from the D.O.E. for a Spittin'. And what paled
him was that he had seen the belles mm in telecasts,when they had
held the Spittin' on the uownhome black boy who had bid for the
university. He haca watched the screen for a long time, wondering,
‘epart from their repulsiveness, what was it about them that was
so strange. Then, in shock, he knew it. Th2y were mindless.
"I = I - I plead the Fourth Amendment," he heard
lay in his
himself quavering to Jim Bob as feer/fALXEAEA belly like a hook.
"Answer me, you goddam nigger-lover!'" roared Jim Bob.
olowly, the youthful Lay Brother drew himself up. It
mindless
wasnt that he feared less being turned over to the/Southern ladies,
but the two thousand year old power and glory that had gone into
his training, proved stronger.
"Hew'd you like one of Them to marry your goddaam
sister?" bellowed Jim bob as he drove home the formula.
voice was
The Lay brother's/eyXesz®wErE steady.
"He would not be marrying me. The decision would be
made by my sister," he said.
"You frigging wordsmith," Jim bob said furiously. "Use
your phone.M Tell them to send the wagon."

He gave the driver hell for bringing a non-segregated

paddy wagon and waited fuming while it was divided,zﬁﬁb/tw9

compartpants py|valling 1Z”Lifh dian i:;iﬁ§12iom /992%5
tﬂzi /{i]bifony grpretrskEdx inflicted 2t egghead Jim

o%&ﬂ% %ﬁjﬁ\gynﬂfipé\%gyﬁﬁﬁéy%ﬁ\gﬁyf;¥§/ég p do
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folk moun tyb//gtzﬁ/m,zfgln‘/wq,whéﬁ}/ﬁ//gec//ﬁ&/cf/mob réﬁ;ﬁé@&s
had,fj@mmmn{hé)

"We've been too goddam liberal," raged Jim Eob as he

resumed his walk, handgun and club bumpingmon his hogfat-and-bourbon
rump. He looked angrily axeoumx up and down the silent, sunlit street,
He had a notion like a goad in his head to smash in all the
shutters ana drag the Xmz® feisty bastards out, to break their
in their ribs. He shook his

knees and hammer/s¥zinkexxzXnkaXtHEXE heac and wiped his
sweating face with his palm. He turned into & cooler alley and
stumbled on Joel the Fool.

Joel re-arranged a bBird-Lye can Jim Bbob had overturned.

Jim bob stood over him anda asked, "What's the weather,
Joel?"

Joel looked mp at the steely blue sky. "Its pouring.”

"I dont feel any dam rain," said Jim Bob, his eyes
crinkling with fun.

Joel turned his soft ruin of a face up to Jim Eob.

"When the drouth comes, you'll beg," he said.

Jim bob laughed away down in his gut. Joel always
gave him a good feeling. He touchea him with the club.

"We made a goddam good college gracuate out of you.

afl; colli4e

You returned to us aownhomehﬁnd we made you into a good boy.
You keep that rain movin', boy. What you been doing lately?"

"writing a book," Joel said shortly.

"Yeah," Jim bob said softly. "What's it called?"

"Phe Second-Hand beasts." |

"What's it about?"

"Beasts."

"Yeah. Why second-hand?"
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"Everybody's second-hand. We all come out used," Joel
said irritably.

Jim Bob doubled with laughter.

"boy, you not only used, you about ready to be scrapped,"
he gasped as he wiped his streaming eyes.

"I'm good for years. Got a problem to solve before I
go. I got plenty of time," Joel said.

TN
"Then you must be the only N&g in Paradi§e south whose

Gl -
got lots of time. What about my problem with uga%e}? You got
any ideas?"

"All your problems will be solved by the Flowmen,"
Joel ssid.

From the clear blue sky he caught a hatful of rain and
poured it over his head. He gasped and spluttered and was almost
drowned. Jim bob nodded fondly at him and hoe-downed his big
mushy feet back into velta street. Feeling okay. Feeling good
at what the clubs had done to one coilege man.,

Joel looked at the poet crouched in hiding behind a
garbage can,

"You gotMM to learn them. You cent learn them by hiding
from them," he said impatiently to the poet.

"They kill you off so quickly we aint got time to learn
them," the poet said, bending an eye around the can to watch Jim
Bob's big blue riband feet falling on the Downs. "He's a stallion,
thet Jim Bob. He never tired fucking off poor little ;otton heads
like me."

"fhey aint stallions. They are small boys down at the
water hole chucking rocks at a kitten. They not killing you,
boy. They just playing. Chucking rocks &t kittens."

"Got no cause to play so rough," the poet said. "They



rifling those rocks at me —— ouch!"
"Ihey dont know their own strength. You just gotta

learn them, learn when to aucko."

“If you duck too much, they'll run home for guns —-

ouch!®"

"They sure hitting you with them rocks, boy," said
Joel, looking around in the empty alley as if it was filled
with rock throwers. "But all they see is a itty bitty kitten."

"Then you tell them to stop. I'm ducking fast as I
can ——— ouch!" howled the poet, swinging high amnd out with Joel,

Yelied Joel at the rock throwers,

"You dont hit that poet no more! Hemr me? He aint no
kitten but a poet-cati"

"Mgster, I'm up there with youl" shrieked the poet.

But Joel suddenly sagged and fell off.

"Sure wish they would stop throwing at us. Sure wish
they'd see we aint kittens but people getting hit," he grumbled.

The poet'lookea coldly &t him.

"You got religion good. You so busy forgiving, youv
making me your euemy,"

"Aint forgiving. Just saying tl'» things I want you to
polish up and put on their grave stones," Joel said softly, his
ravaged face turned skyward.

The poet emergea from behind the garbage can and gave
Joel a sour look and wandered off down the alley in the opposite
direction to Jim bob. Like any young kid, he was angry'that Joel
had broken off the game just as everything was swinging. For he
wasnt & full time poet at all, just a kid with an occasional

hard on for the sweetest dame in the whole wide world. S0, ﬁ.'.!ﬁ
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/ -
! : fantasies with which he ¥oe
img pulsating reptly to the erotic/mukkmmz @HEamed XK we s

Fuhd
delighting maﬁ?hf he entered velta street a small spit from Jim
Cé}/ﬂ“mﬂm

Bob., With a springing stiep, the Ro$errtebe nabbed him.

"FPoet, you seem loaded for running. You done something
to be scared of Jim bob?" he askea the fluttering kid.

The Poet hung physicelly dead in Jim Bob's hand, But

anftey

his immortal brain was mever—swirter sorting the wildly whirling
ideas being broken out for his survival. VWhen he haa it, he
thought it was stupendous. Life flowed back into his limbs. In the civil

had flattened Mobbery for a time,
war that/21Z ThBx GallLE Hd¥aZkadZnibA few cullud folks had
fought on the side thet salvation now forced, the poet to
choose.

"If they woulc have had mey I!'davhave followed the trinity
to Gettysburg, “ap'n Pettigrew, Cap'n-Pender and Cap'n Pickett,"

he said simply.

Frine iy Jatases . Werres o e /bé/‘%,{i A /fzﬁg%’t Vo Jlikee.

Jim Bob blinkéﬁfl?e was EXXXEuEXzUEX fL%%?ﬁg up. He
swallowed beck the tears. He wiped ﬁis eyes with his fat,sm& Nigra
scarred knuckles and for awhile, dreamed that he wouldnt pound
them culluu folks no more.

"You're the light of the world," he said to the poet.

It stunned the poet for he haont expected Jim Eob to
climb a cloud. but black of white, it just showed thet they were
211 downhome. The beat got to them all.

"Cntny T shoektupsd thepoet-said In-—some—comfusion.

, WMM
+tkén he wos soo-tote. ¥ Jim Lob hee—berer a sniff af“tﬁf me gno-
{h@1ﬂﬁyﬁh§%§;ﬁfb/&xﬁhuﬂnuﬁn aéd was all hunting mobster again.

"Lepzel," he said to the poet.

The boy arew up his shoulders ana showed the pasims of
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his hands.

"The bastard aint showing, Cap'n Jim Fob,"

"If we cant reach him, the Mob's gonna take a couple
of others instead. Young ones," Jim bob saida.

the poet's knees gave but he straightened gemely.

"I see him, I holler, Cap'n."

"Those young ones we take, we're gonne cut it off," Jim
Bob saicd, casting his eyes down there.

The poet looked &t his plens for z%b Future and a long
shudder went through him,., He grew pale with .grief. Jim Bob
released him and watchedvhim rapidly dwinale along Uelta street.

He looked at his watch. Time to jump the road gang.
They were at the other end of Qéi?g'anu he knew they had been
watching his approach for some XxmZE while. They ladled out the
hot tar, repairing the pot holes. They were whistling casually,
not looking at him., The,back 0f the#foremen's head was rigid
as Jim Bob gave it @wcold blue eye. Slowly, it turned, creaking
around on/iii hundred-year-o0ld hinge which a Mob hac¢ hammered
into it.

"You're a hardworking boy," Jim Bob said to him. He
was grey and almost twice Jim Bob's age. Jim Bob remembered he
hzc been at Méﬁm&¢1bany¢s Wake., He hao a high domed forehead.
Maybe he wae a Thinker., Jim Bob nearly gagged on the hate bile.

"T'ell them to sing," he snarled.

But the road gang dipped the ladles in a tar bucket

S
full of a Lewm—ihony hope that roared in a downhomer's ear and

blanked out the magnolia voice telling them to sing.

"We aint singing out of season no more," the foreman

said cuietlye.
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"Tell them to stop working," Jim Bob said.

"We ctop, we lose bread," the foreman said.

#Tell them."

"We got hired by the man, we get fired by the msn."

whispered

A Thinker, Jim Eob/sxix softly into his hate.

"Tell them drop the ladles, boy."

but the muscles jumped and the ladles dipped and tilted,
pouring out the thick black hope that paved a Parzdise Sclrtly
road. They had heard how the kids on the bheach had stood up
to the lob. And all through Peradise South, folks were standing
up, slithering their hands over it, feeling/it, slapping it,
poking it, standing up out of the btlues, standing up in ragtime
and saying, maybe, this time.

"Obey me, boy," Jim bob said softly.

The foreman was mature, on his way to being an Uncle,
but he had been caught up in the ragtime standing-up time. He
heard the raging of the animal in Jim bob's voice and he waited
just a little toe long.

Jim Bob clubbed him., His skull broke and the men dropped
the ladles and went for Jim bob. It was the KXg Mob cruiser thet
saved Jim Bob., It came roasring around the Ccorner and when the
driver took in what was KA happening he punched the sguawk horn
that immediately set up & sound like a mersh full of hounds on
cry. And the old dread sound ripped through thelir anger and sent
the downhomers to the wall. Then as they cowered there, the
rolling eyes found Jim bob and begen asking the questiohs.

And Jim bob stood there fat and sweating in the curious
calm thet ravaged him at Question ?ime. And he said to himself

that even if he left out that part of the crap whkizk about History
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and Holy Writ seying so, and even if you closed out that part
of the book where the pages were drenched with the blood shed
by his kin during the War between The States to prove it, you
only had to see how they took to it like cowsbto a salt lick_to

blacte mank \ 2
know that this was a WFEPE*s meaning for being.

A race of arms ana backs to hew wood and dip thet old
bucket and come to the back door for a handout, not begging it,
for CRBXER2ZEXEAKEL Chrissake, no. but just coming around for
it and not worrying about a thing for they were looked after
good and protectea until the cows come home.

/gune of the pairs ©f eyes held Jim Bob

ana asked, ¥rotect us from what, Cap'n?

/ﬂAnu Jim bob ejected a stream of chaw
judice~through his teeth at this down-

homer for stepping out of line, for this

was a Yankee question.

/f And Jim bob szid, We protect you from
SwFap
them up there in the l&F®h who hurt you

with their ideas so you lose your good

jobs and your possun and catfish rights.

A)lut another peir of the eyes found him

and pleaded, Jim bob, suh, why cant we

look after ourselves?

ﬁpAnd Jim bob szid bitterly, Because you're

ours, like sin and death and love.

ﬁ7 And all the eyes alightead on him and

began wailing, ¥Yes, Jim bob. But we dont

like possum no more.

And Jim Bob turned heavily to the God of the Bible-belt Mob
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and asked, Couldnt He turn the eyes in the sockets and give him
eyeless cullud children again, to whom poor Jim bob could

speak of obedience and the summits they could mount on their
knees? For thel Nigras needed to be told c.id the clubs were
proving to be poor talkers. And even fire and rope were losing
their elements as media for lasting peace.

Jim bob blinked and found the mobsters from the
patrol car staring at him. He rubbed his forehead. A fist from
one of the road gang had jarred him.

"ITts gettin' bad," he mumbled to theqﬁgb fellas.

A Larafy A
"They listening to them voices from uaS@eih. Ve gotta drop
down harder on them."

The foreman was on his feet, holding his head while
blood trickled through his fingers.

"Knock off. Go on home. This one's closed down until

we open it again," Jim bob said to him.
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CHAPTER THIRTLEN

cbidd

4 little wind climbed to the back of Lar@ex’s head and
soon began blowing with some power. He louxed back over his
shoulder ana a fling of spume wet between his eyes. He faced
back to Big Lem.,

"Yo the kids went back to sitting under the trees,"
he said. :
T Pih Gt Lo T mucl ﬁr/ﬁf Hen., lllege Popn "

: "eek as-a—lamb at-shearing—time3* <Big Lem scid. M¥atb
v ’/, s i‘% - —
obss { hea Crackdr aTter my oW heaxtet

“"Mayhe Abel likes sitting under %ees," vaniel sajd.

"He fust smart. Not li]gg/j(ou. A/smart sheep lose”s only

his wool, gloyy man."
"Comes a aay when he's so smart they decide’to sHear off

his neck tooy¢" V4

"No. He smapt, he dies of old age."
[
Lgniel swung his foot at the[cap of a/wave, grinned
and said, "bullshit/." \
"Iygiveg you ten years, kid. I\\bee, around longer'n you."
, LN
o ~ "fen yeers OlGer-meals you're—ben—years-more scared.,
2 I vy I glal Tim Doby JVn sl itantd ‘v ety foo o po bad [lm§ pand Mot

s Wl #% y Tverybody used to e more scared until the kids swung loose."
— 7 '\&—-—\

e iz o st vtz'kl‘t &
Yioo SCARKED s e oswinging on a gate that b never/\raally boltec; a key

that could never be finally turned since nobody could destroy the
indestructible.

Or even guench these thbgsts with vinegar during these
Holy lays. ﬁwe/-*f b '

(Or eny holy day in this Holy Week,\/\% Jim Eob{g

hewehts as A eat in his room across the wvenud ik Hob City, ke
4 LTTLE IN A PAUE HE Took 10 look
strong head bowed on his forearms, bawling = "

AT PLL THU 5P TRLE, . .
,\although poor ol' Jim bob was hustlin' up with the scourge and
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since W TE il
nails, hﬁ%%kiﬂﬂ,#nfa,ggpgrl/XhXi any weobswen worth his spittopn

should know that a few cuts of the scourge 88X on a blsck ass
THEY HAS ALuwA
used to bleed out all this indestructible crap. forlgg quﬁz e
Ly 5 ML L5 RTenp R
BAG  DTRATEHT/ REAF AHNGLKK 2 AH e
Fsq Shrad gl heas v WWMW!

W BEFHZE -
what the hell had happened?)

Big Lem hmbed \a Yuie throdgh bid 1bgs, gmnn{pg now and
ceiny For oo 858
then at Laniel. dpr he figured frezhac the ®lory ménc fixed., That

N Fixebd CCNT
fhne Under Potentate with-the sguéd had M@ée it so bemel would #7¢VC %

cool his ass under the pier and not go fooling around XXXK a0
No CopL PLpck mammy 70 Bk SRATCH
bur!lng«ﬁ&ﬁh e bunch of kids.,
(it and /Lmaku(
Big Lem h&a—brﬁughtpclgan tmgs ;ﬁx&(watéhpfeﬁw?b/é

e new Ae toek aut iz eoiptel Phey 1i up end ke grikned gl

1eaqgﬁ’his‘paék/to/%héﬂplizng/4ﬁ¥duﬂaz1ﬂe 01garetueq€;tween his
smoking e&a sy, aecaguyi-vwiao NN
first finger and thumb,/BXBERAT EEXAXKGAAOLZAZKXKEKY hes made hig
HE HADS WHAT HE> AOM ¢
o0&, AMbTGViQMlyuntedAGAWZ?QmaiV$hi@/ & hold up to all this

fightin' and runnin', to put EEBEK down roots in a furl of smoke,

to see gold in a cigarette's glow. ,

(ﬂ/ﬁf

"omoke up. We've got work to do," Lemded said.
- foul-eyed

NAYYOW ~24¢
Big Lem sat upy, RN g:)

4éked, "Work? What work? Vihat we got to do? Aint nothing to be
done. That redneck with the squad done took care of everything."
"We got to get limousines for the k?@s."
Big Lemuel began to chuckle. Poor hanée&w he never

stop trying.

)
“ﬁ&nﬂek% boy, you killin' poor me," he chuckled.

/4 et
“Flshiﬁ%‘aae jumping out there," Lanwi€l sald,
1nc10at1ng w1th

X his head the open water,

wsesdy JinBobt ,6.34/}/
"Got nothin' to do with us. They all,hooked by the M&hw»

,WW%M@@&W
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Hdtmnt L dtim Bl leria w6l 7 Dy T Jeids

."ﬂe re taking out the seine," Lgmf®l said softly. Rﬁﬁi%ﬁﬁﬁﬁkzaﬁ

V’%C’ M/Jﬁ[lhaﬂ o /7714 mk % . “(}M t?i, 5'161') 7/ . %
4 Vicd oW~ . follly Tt 7
"%eundammfeﬁI LVGRL81Ck*lH'¢he hedd, " Big Lemr grated. /ﬁébtﬁh
9‘41:{?7%‘7 IIW m “7
"You think yenrzrwrtre could get a boat off the beach with them ﬁwmmg%;
mobsters sittin' back and front of us?’ /;mif

“Phe crackers ashore have gone back to sit in their Zﬁyg;
fﬁk}V%ﬁky@ And now thet the wind has come up, the cruiser mgft'
stay well offshore., All you gotta do is'go to the beach and wa?the
kids to tédke e®f from under that tree,;g%cggt the seine in the
shallows. Then you and me will go fishing,"

"Noi" Big Lem roared. ‘

"Dont be scared. I'll do the fishing. You'll be the
anchor man, I'll teke an end of the purse seine and make for deepﬂuizh

then circle into shore and the kids ¥M can haul up."

"Jim Crow me outa. thisl" bellowed Big Lem.
w Gt e vimdenili

A Eoy-you really messed 1wp,M
"What wiil the iiob be doing all the time we're pushin'
the net? Pitchin' horcseshoes?"

"The rednecks will be looking for boats. They'll expect
Yhie feliw>
the kids might try for a break. fhe:#lob dont figure we can change
wild

our methods and that's where we eﬁﬁ edge them. We changed the pace
on the ball the time we gmmXzikRmxkiusx turned the kids into fishermen

2o 1y wndd My indefersint o b fobd, | :
A and then we had the liob swinging like a ru.ty gate," emplained @.A

¢ Bapi€l. For you needed to hone a good edge when use 23:ﬁ3%§un misuse
had dulled a man like big Lem. Anayﬁxxu/ﬁrg/téﬁ’hkﬂ7ﬁingkiésgafﬁﬂiag
sﬁﬁfﬂzil’jlé?eI§LWﬁa$/’htﬁléi@/hcfihammerﬂng/lzm.0n Ddlta \street.
00 Qaazﬁl went in easy tagé&gciem’ dropping the fat soft
powder puffy ones. "Yeah, Lem., Jim bob cant do a thing really to

the kids for none of them hustle on a lob payroll. So, boy, we can

' .;;ixﬂ» 2
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make it." #
"Why we got to make it?n
"because everytime we scrape some more meat off thet
cracker bone, we're fettening a downhome feeling, Big Lem. Lbecause
we gotta show our folks we can win some of 'em. Because we've been
losers so long, we've grown used to the cellar. Its safe down there,
folks dont worry about you and try to swing at you."
"Why should I want folks taking a swing at me?" Fig Lem
TECRNG W
asked, dALt¥ng Wnder the Pien apd Tistenimg o all this talk
Cpllee Pravy viho v
from a glhoxy=wen in the cellar too.
CHF
And Leniel knew that #ig Lem needed more of the soft ingoing

talk to fan the old forgettables into new heat. S0 he proceeded.atvd
/&at with his shoulders straight although helgg;g;giﬁ to the rhythm
inside, listening to it pumping steady and smooth.

"Yeah, man, Big Lem. We used to uoke with the gumbo
singing,%here the songs were about hurrying up o0ld man death and
climbing the golden stairs to collect our winnings from the Big Guy
in the slot. bBut man, man, now its different. We dont even throw

rocks anymore. We throw XK law books instead. Nothing in the law

says those kids cant go fishing. Those kids work for no Mob outfit.

Nothing in the law against it, Big Lem."
2agely
"What will it buy usy Jgnied?" Big Lem essked in-—s—low—vwoice.
Lo Hzowed abeve all 45 be a Shoppir,

For kigriem,wanted somethimg to buy, even though he gave

away most of his riches in the clown acts by which his buskined

kinsfolk purchaséd time.

"It will liberate us. It will remove the straps from our
souls. It will take us out of the minority."

"You mean, if we straighten out Jim Bob, there'll be more

of us than there is now?"

"You'll look around and all you'll see are American faces.
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No black a!d white American faces, but just¥Mplain American ones."

"By golly," said Big Lem.

"You wont ever need to run as long as you live. You wont
have any black in your face for folks to point at and say, 'There goes
one of 'em,'"

"What about the crackers? lhem rednecks? It gonna do any-
thing about their faces?" R e e Gl
"%2{):} you'll never be able to ped@t out gag&?g( again."
“oade2, you're gonna take away all my ft?%,w“#liig Lem said

with a high¥sh giggle. Lhen he looked guiltily &t Da¥%Zel end
grunted. ﬁé\ﬁﬂbﬂ’m/{ﬁg&g’\a’nd dropped ietly-into K the water
CL/NT /"/ﬂ& s

- gad Mzalmed[\llke a rifle emed’LbyLaéﬁl /ﬂa}thfhl/l‘y%drpajzg

i\ bis ooy forbefy to he k1qs on ke \beadh.
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g%'mﬂny windows, Someony may b§V& ecen Tont'l enter the lene
and %0184 Jim Tob sboutit) The Mob had 1§aneﬁ ite weight on
the Village pné eome vomnld wenrken and pop out, There could

be o traitor smong them, So\Fbony wert to the beeldoors of

those ﬁ@ econld trunet and vhidpered the oniet euestiione,

~He worked r»t the streets, flee{ng or erreping under cover

when » seund enr hoved up.fut n{body hed seen Jim Fob with o

Villager. Thony scrambled into the mouth of an a2lley vhen ZE8

)\
doing in Pincet lane?"

»1t was rﬂiﬁiag*“lchria
ary.

sT4d you 4-1k to Jim Pob?® Fhony ssked gently,

“He.dicn*t see me, He wre too ey telking to Tan'l.”

“hen did you sce him t21% 4o inyone before he
med Ten'*l?"

Chris hurriedly moved 2 $in to cpteh » sudien
devnoour. "He trlkedto Amos the Plack, Then he \pot sngry and
fired hie gon,"
: *Amos the Flacki® FEbony sﬁi? violeptly,

But no no no, not 'Inele imos, » man whose twemth
you'd defend with your hrend on the tloek, L

“He tnlked to Fey too and he ren from the schrolhouse

ee 1f they'd put fire on him,"
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the whole skyblue truth, for Velker's ides woe t¥ preess thdLjown,
to ecloge off the men *from their esrnings an6 so csoueezge their
pockets long eneugh\for them to popAout Esn;l. For he believed
every last onelcf tﬁgm knew where Den'l was,

The Teéﬁ wee shut down by three o'eclock, At
three;thirty, the cergeant vho had been knifed, died of pneuronia,
The Piano Wover wes the firet to heer of ity end so he hurried to
Centr=]l and wem sweeping fﬁg yard ﬁnﬂer Valker's window when the

seeret instruetions were passed out,

They were on the o
. shis heesd bentj
wolked slowly nlong/sesrching i§fth sutter for his poetry,

Insnector Yalker's threat., Tff e g » gemicirele around The

street 2néd duecking

slenting in rgnin,BH7RBEZTETHE but they vent elwly, BIFIHE so thet
ﬁulldog Welker weulééﬁéve shaken the reest of The T
teeth end then gone;‘is own growling vay by the time\they got
in ag=in, ‘r

"Poét, you think ¥alker knows my frce?" Tomm
Monre smgked snxiously.

But pinﬁe the Poet vas &t work, he'd ﬁnrdly hoped
for = reply, Johnny's thin face, pointed townfds the gutter, hed
co?leéteé sun shadows 2t the ﬁpse of his nose =nd in the hollows
eround hie eyes. There wes an empty ecan, ceught in the swirling
vater on on islend of cigerette boxes 2néd derd lerves. The cen
hod contnined erne BUEXK syrup and now a cockroach fed brovn and

bloated at the opening., The tentemcles waved feebly as the furry
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Fbony gretbed Chrie snéd chool him, "Fay? He went to
Frny?n

"ateh out¥ you dont esuse eclipee,” Chries poid
engrily, his arme eprend protectively/over the cene, "7 sovw hin
£0 in and come from the house oand you epk me 1f T'n sure.®

Tt O'Hare wee olrendy gwwé, hie thick lege vumvping down

/

ttas street, He roered Foy'e nome ngy he hit the steve end the only

ragard he made the door wre the grimt Ye gnve when hies body
glammed into it, Fe hurtled in smopg ?ny’é girie arnd gerttered
then live tutterflies.

"Fayi" O'Hares Dbellowed,Ric chest's mountein.

The chendelier sghook, 5p 413% the ' 1little vhores, Fut

L]

his‘ﬂirl of the bad night with Jbm Fob enme forvard snd proved
» heroine,

"tHerets Fry the mothef~vhorel” OtHors rosred in
her face, The sweyed but she ¥ighted snd replied,

"Tay took, Prul fn the %aﬁmdtwl. Foy beiled him out
from the Mob but she had to trke him to the hoenitel Yeennse
of the benting he got," she erid,

Thunder sounded fram_b'ﬂa?a. Fe erached out of the
nerliour asnd into the corridor, Fe fiung thromegh the 014 elrefe.
roome which Fey had made over into cubleles for the girls,
Ficking eote seide =nd rinning bedelothes, Ve stormed brek
into She perlour,sn? crooning Fey's nome to the terrified girle,

*"Foy? Tell her Fbony O'Hera is comingX¥ beek for her,
You will tell that to Fey?"

They nodded eorefully to hin,
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Peul the Pimp huddled on tlYe visno stool Pighting

of T the ghoste in the room, There v Sweetie Torrmine vhose

long dork thighe he'd bitten until/ she'éd serermed snd flung

her lege spvert, Poul mede » foace pt the ghoet and wighed

now he'd broken fz}h her srane inptesd of tYe wrict., Ye
B

shrenk teel op Rhbhéing Tols so)

gl SamfLEe

skinned ﬁnnth@hﬁm he haé procyred witk the lure of n-tent

ntered by him, the honeye

lerther shoes like hie, The 19t he'@ henrd of the voor
dumbknot, she wee gomevhere yYpcouniry verking in o rivertown
erib. Ve chielded his bandeged hend with on =rm snd neered
through hie Tingere into the corners of the room,
Pe tadin't moved fpom\the pirno stool since Toy hnéd
tromght him beek from the [doctor, “he wre somewhere in Imelk
vith the girle =ndhe wiSfé& ghe'd return. The ghorie vaniched
when Pry wne in the roomg He cried out s 2 hend held bie orm,
"Tts we,Tavlid derr," Fny erid softly. "Tont e
afraifd, Fobody +vill hurt

She crrdled hi

you BEE here,"

2 herd on her flrt bosom, Fe slmddered
in her amre end in the | mirror s2bove the pirne, she counléd

gee his eyes rolling ip the sockete, ferrfully scorning the
room, She ¥mew nbout the ghoete snd ghe beld him tighter, Ve

hed come boek o bruileefl, cowering man, etorting =t the 1ift of

a hand,

"They eeid a nimp wae the Jowest er=wling thking in
Codts crection,”
"Tont trlk sbout it," Py srid, rocking the vounded

herns on her bosom,
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"And who was it that had
: ne i bie in s
for the Mob? Theyasaid I should dp a good job for them with the
plpwmen from the marsh who come Yo the
/schoolhouse, didn't they? That dirty Jim Bob, turning ageinst

"registered 2s a2 lobbyist

me now, calling me s pimp," Pe said bitterly.
"Those were the thistle days, Psulie, mgk love," Faoy

seid. "This is the day of the magndlia,®

“Ilm o p mp'"

"A good pne, Paml, a good |one,"

"T made fthis the best flesh-house in the Village,"X®X

"The ploymen come in hundreds for their lessons,"Fay said,
angrily to

y job," Paul said|GHAEESPFNX the girl-ghosts,
"They know, Paul. They know."

"T+t was

btazing

He wrenchkd his head out of|her arms, his eyes/tnems
with
§X¥BX fury. "Its thdt man-dog, Dan'li |Its him that's been the

cause of it} Him wahtingz to go up a nst the Mob! I'11 kick

him to death with these patent leathetr shoes!®

He looked at the shoes, scuffed a2nd all the shine gone,.

A button dangled from the silk jacket.| He cupved his hand below

the button and said with a dagzed air, 'They tore my silk suit."

"We'll get yoy another," Fay geid gently.
"They sterted wp the ghosts to9. IJim Bob wanted to
know about all the girls\I've had here.,'
"He come back heyre," Fay said. \He asked who was
Moore's woman, I told him,
Paul canted his he}d and looked iRterested, "Who?"

R, O R

Gednde," \ !

P ¢

- o ¥ v
(73 4 (";'LL 7 2 3(4 37
ﬁ sl AT Fioee?

ﬁSlut. I wouldn't have her in my house for a%ap#y

7 7
1

per cent,"

He peused and then his head jerked like a doll, He

shrieked at Fay, "You told Jim Bob about Moore s woman?"
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"To my dying day I'1ll wonder how I could be.scaﬁher

of Jim Bob then the fichermen./The Wob is thet powerful,

You look at the magnolis and your knees go wotery under you."
"Vho knows you told/Jdim Fob?" eried Poul.
"Fbony. He found oyt. Fe came beck here while Itd
gone foryou."

Prul began to tremple, He put his foece in his hoande.
He knew whrt the knives of [the fishermen could do,

"We'll move to the City," he se4d., "Ve'll go out
todey, They wont do anything to you until sfter the funersl.,”

Fey turned her hesd numbly, She moistehed her 1lipe
and seid, "I dont know wh=t made me do it T waen't even sure,
It woe just something T picked up from tolking with the girl.
Yo, T guess not, I guesqg I'm pretty sure, Put what made me
do it, Paulie? Why did do, 1§7"
She turned hisg/ face to her Tt hies eyes wouldn't
hod. The eyes went eoway =8 he s=id, "Ve'll heve to move out
ouickly."

"T ernt leave| the Villege., T heve my girle to look
after.”

Paul grinned |coldly, his eyes 2t 2 corner of the room.
"Tte you they'll wantJ" he seid,

*“Fut I have ny job to dol" TFey wailed,

Penl turned His head side to side like » bird, Fe

hummed through his nosge. Then he closed his eyes 2nd soid like
a child, "I want to go| to bed."

Poy put him t¢ bed sand e=t slone in the big room, An
copmbeeol homg/ later, \she mut on stout shoes =néd left the
schoolhuuse’?%‘ﬁl i
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Dan'l heard Ebony out =nd He knew by the silence

&0

th=t they were waiting on him. Ebony wgls serted among the fishermen,

Dok
Moore, on slightly higher ground, facing them. ’é@m*e said to
Bovme sl i 2 0 Lripgey Gromd {31 bden placed .
hlmqelf/he was the plump one who had ¢Hmbedto the alter without
4o b2

a blest. For the first time, he knew

S4E-ViFbge had taken him 2nd electefl those who would bind himg>
ﬁu_i;—t7 o Lo & »..Mﬁ Mwu.
Little Ag/a:fﬁre had tied the first kn¢¥; and now, ‘bhere was Fay,
Fay -
For in throwing the girl to Jim Bol, /. had hurt him in

way
eaceffmfh‘[/’““f A e g fondl, 7
he hadn't exvected, #ld fd ot ‘/7 fii) Mﬁﬂ&;m& Timblefs. ﬁ/’é

Fotau

Hing to Kedsin®" he asked Ebony.
“NO " Ebony sgid. y co,\‘rzto .,W/Zu- t’ﬂ' W k4 r— fwfe,

he weq/‘the sacrifice. 7avir.a

"Did Jim Bob do anyt

"Then she's the luckiest woman in the world for Jim
Paby
Pob has the look," Tittle said,

"The look of wha‘t? demanded Ebony.

"The Mob look. *he| look when they@# wearing the
g

our women," o /’flaherman said.

0

bnough trouble already," Peter ssid,

magnolia, The look to mess w1t
n
Leave it. V’e 'ﬁ/‘

They were cuiet o
would
to hear from him how theyA' D

Tl hopl, ed ¢ Fctor
st heve

ST
tell him about ﬁ@:a#h" Dan'l

pain and Moore knew they waited

Voot oo Wﬂi ,mww R T ok muyd b bee, vo,

for her to VI

Rbaq
A%?e said softly.
qoana

"And SR we(@; collect," (Zm.

t‘\»"/

ﬂ?\“’ "2 You went me to collect, w Tittle
)4
kgvg*s asked, "®bo you want me to go up to AC% street now# ad collees

e o T
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"This time, TI'11 collec ]my way, @te," Den'l seid.
"Whet's yowfwsy, @ Elpry fen?" the little fishermen
asked,
"There're twelve hourp between now and the funeral," Dan'l
Moore said. "The Mob boat hasn'lt stopped working around the
pier since they began esrlier., By daylight, the Mob ﬁill be
swarming the beach, Where'll I BB find cover for twelve

hours vuntil the funeral?"®

"You mean you want to] hide in her whore house?" Ebony

———

asked hotly.

0. "That'1l be Fay's conftribution," Pan'l seid and Tittle
v
&g@§§ZIEughed with a high, yaygping sound,
"Then you'll colle%f a bullet," Ebony s=2id. "Po you
/‘fn'l ~
know how it is up in the Ef%;gq&? The streets are 1lit up like

a Christmas tree!"

"And what is the blesked reason why they cant be

turned off?" Moore asked., "And 1f the switches are too well
guarded, why cant they be turned off by rocks in the hands of
my friends?"

Q'Hara searched his head for friends with good
arme who could shoot rocks st the lamps., He grunted and left
them., He sweated a way through the Mob vatrols and in Huey
street ceslled 2 name mt his firstawindow, He eelled three times
before it opened. : 1

"Dan'l's coming out," hé}whispered.

The men who showed & nosé at the aperture grunted

neither

what woco/fME = yes nor no. And O'Hare told himself, He
'Dantl}? %

hasn't heard me, or he'd have shouteéa_a/nd I1'd have

e e s — -

had to say, /Be guiet.’ Ensinter's

o \
So he whispered again, "The\géﬁﬁyﬁﬂéhia coming

i

W

i
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out! We must break some lampsi"
e
And then hisApame stunned him,

"Ebony O'Harai" Thd woman's voice lashed across

her husband's shoulder into O'Hara's face. "Who will patch up
my man when the Mob bresks him} Your ¢1ory,Mhn has lost him a
day's pay 2lready. Who will fe¢d the little ones until Jim Rob
opens the factory gates?"
O'Hare sa2id angrily 4t the men, nboes she wear the
trousers? Put your fist to herd"

The man jerked away from the window and the woman took

his place. "Go nut your fist t¢ Jim Bob, lion man! This one is
staying in tonight!" she yelle@ 2t him,
"You're ugly. They sllapped your f=ce together anyhow

_ like this," Fbony said, clappipg his hands softly.

She pushed the windol wider =2nd yelled into Fuey
street, XECIEGENPIREEERX"Jim Bpb! Jim Bobi"

Ebony cursed =nd sho

off in a skip-run, looking
Favbud
back over his shoulder. He went| into eg;;?tg street and tapped
~at 2nother window, He said into|the opening, "Dan'l's coming
out. We must break some lamps,"
But the man who once h&d the glorious arm for rocks,
rested his forehead on the window and said wearily, "Its the
0138 woman, A11 night, she's been rdering my ears."
"T'11l never marry one off them," Ebony said bitterly.
"Its the money. Jim Bob!
they get Da.n'l;‘ Mheybe Vo /”/"-"7 42:7
"Fu;;; you," Ebony said cbpldly.

"Close the window," his wilfe said firmly back in the room,

1 not open the foundry until
Lf ﬁ/"" f“"ék’" *

"And you too!" Ebony shouted into the room.

He worked hard at it and he\ turned up only two who
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would throw rocks this night. ?he women were stepoing awvay from

=3

Dan'l, They got 2 scant p2ir of

against his tlny" force.
[
% Little Awewsbe a2sked h
?/;»f, PR e

Glery=TEits

"What friends?" Ebony

4
He threw himself down

té{W 5

Fay's., The women have locked t

friends were fine &

Dan'l's face twisted i

Ebony could see it in the dark.

im when he ran on the beach,

l2mps before the Mob mobilicsed

"The
onight?f i Frte masy LoniiS

cried out like a wounded men.

,eJ,%,z, bﬁa '/
fnd waited to cetch his breath, #

"The fishermen will have to get you up to

eir doors to you," A dod

to this b0old grin and he wished

What was the rare sonofabitch

bawling for when he didn't Stanﬁ to lose his neck? Look at the

remarkable man I am, he wanted

from you all and knotted it aro
& oL of Fon

to say., I took the ends of the rope
it
ind my own neck, t?ﬁ time when I

shouted W@p that

after the funeral. That fixes m

but me fixed myself,é%:;ﬂu\AJa:

o Or whad fxeA i s

I woulén't go to the marsh until
b‘)‘/”)’z"’})

¢ now, Not Aweeslsg, not Fay, nobody

& bisecell oqais, //(, \11,77 Kz «a) Tt ,Pdnd bn)

crucshed

Tying on his belly in the salt-rotted grass, he/ TFUEERE o

place in the grass for his face

He could hear the earth whispering

-

under his hands. A bland cunning enemy who never spoke above a whisper.

It lay ponderously inert

And when at last you wer

as if it didn't care,

brought to it, others had to

oven 2 hole in it and put you in ahnd close it,
TW- dc--'ﬂ

And only then did.}ﬁ comm

flesh and muscles

hate the esrth.

and blood., We!

nce to accept you, teking off

re |\fishermen., Jim Bob makes us

¢t

;;;ﬁkﬁob

h&m,
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doors ycm wa‘cch, end reap fame and fortmae in s way. 1;1191: leaves
'72' ‘Fﬁ?wt@im%m"’ll&)

you c‘hew1ng vour nails. Or /Bllues Slnger or Outfield or m
Statesman, - whom yof e T i
or sny of themﬁ\on the Mob beokq as ous m hieves.,

They ve ouit the old rosas of foundryh9nd and cottonmckex,'
/ /

and there's no way you;’can cope Wlth them save when they/ Venture

/ came in A helf ne and Ll
into your territory, ds you did with Blues Si*ﬁgé*:mwho/\foolithy

thought that under cd%rer of the Chrlstlgn church’ he wes
| e
inviolable. No placer in the Willage is inviql-‘ﬁ‘ble to the Mob.

@t I111 rip the fl?or of youlr warehouqes, Tim Bob, by the
W oo . T4 Mow Kat

power..of” the true law. Yov od|T
Covend [f7 Paxdly, vwd (Tavfoan. 5

g 11 go to the fuhe ag_ fwg Dlume@fla
among-the- thma@wﬂmwﬁ oo

Foras follic

the xd.é&a-gere ydll know tba mm-ﬁ T‘nn 1 and they'll

laugh that I've done 'l: s to yu. PHén I'll go Jto live in the

marsh under the lawg of the pl wmen where” ez‘ther the Md*b

J‘

nor thelr hound Sheve gurlqdlc‘t .’ and I'll be the 11v1ng one
tq;ﬁhom the Uiba=ze will lodk for comf@rt anﬁ assurance in

\’*‘ wﬂ: ; f v:»}"‘
the days of the mapnoliﬁ remaining.

And !U' every day thit T BpeotprontHePEroh ==

#

'a plank from- the\floor" of your WATEhous€ywdim. Boby s,
g1, u./l/

Tittle sﬂﬁe%:é% s2id softly, "If I'd been Jim Bob,

with all those o##s@Eeére to back me) I wouldn't be the crablouse
he is."

Tan'l smiled widely, for\ he was lonely and what
they s2id didn't bring him company.

wrra leaﬂzfle the man to bury: 111q dead or I'd go after
bt
him alone," Little A@é@kald Tl boy SFM left o A /41/%,«(/ ’
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¥
Ebony se2id angrily, "You phink this is a geme? Now

your pley, now my play?"

Tan'l got up snéd stretcheid. He caid to Peter, "You get a
dozen or sohﬁisheaﬂbﬁv We'll run 2nd ywist and scatter and join
again so fast, the Mobsmen wont see when I make the bresk for Fay's,"

"And sure then, you'll be|safe in the whorehouse," FEbony

sid bitingly, looking to lace him wifh the word.
"Thie one's a bad risk, HYetter not take him, Peter,"
Ten'l said about Ebony. "He might scqdre and run to Jim Bob,"
Gaintd hinn Gnd
Ebony‘?ose too. "I'1ll go|up and have the girls wash

their faces clean to greet tke/ﬂiory,ﬂ%n when he comes ga11oping

in," Ebony said.

"Keep your hands off Fay4s" Tan'l warned, "I'11 handle it."

away
And they selted Fay/&WBF¥ wjthout o scratch., Jim Fob

had cleared his Vobsmen from the streefls, not risking them finding
Den'l while hdwas cotching up on his slkep at headouarters, so the
fishermen ran Dan'l to the schoolhouse gnd they got there at the
same time as Ebony.
The door flew off and they swarmed in on Fey. Calmly, she
massaged her tired feet, the stout shoes pn the floor beside her, She
wa= glad that her injured little panderer was a man of good sense,
He ducked his gressy hend under the beautiful linen sheet 2nd seemed to
stop breathing. Pan'l stood in the doorwey,

Punve
Ag@g?&mtook short steps to the side of the
e

holding back Ebony. Tittle
ed where Paul 12y and
touched the cheet with a skeletal hend.

by
Dan'l s=~id gently, "No, kgié;%n"

"I could cut his seeds out, then toke off the nose
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of éﬁeswo an," Aggﬁpe said, ?ﬂ?

-

»

Paul the Pimp had curl himself into a ball under

the sheet. Heff was moaning softlyj Fay hugeed her bony shoulders

T Paf Lo oo Hadh b,

and stared at WESEE Dan'l. She djdn't seem afraid.;7

N
8he said, "I've dond wrong, but I've made up for luaeg 4

it, you'll see. Have you never eared Jim Bob? Wi wwke it i i 'iig(

et qoun insided von evergtins Tlog donife o ffrn TLYySe 2T YRG0 4

And Dan'l could se the-ﬁtﬁTy years of fear laying‘zggi}
yellow along the black of her eyes and he felt compassion. \“;;zf
e \\ e

"Ho /»ﬁiid you k:,tmw " he asked. . e

i "Another “woman 1€n>ws, ol Fay mﬁm""m T“dont-have...

the pﬁ?ﬂs $0 explaln - 2 el

"T'm staying here until the burying. You'll be my

friend?" Dan'l asked.
"I'11 be your frilend," she said ouietly.

Ebony, that good |man, sighed, for he hadn't wanted

to hurt the woman. He'd just|been angry before. He said, "Act

V{4

natural. The Mob will be on the streets in the morning, S

"Act natural," Jittle Agggte said smilingly as he
pinched Paul's leg under th¢ sheet, "Me and THB some of the

boys will be outside a2ll moraing until the funeral,."
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never saw so ouiet, M‘émﬂe tongues of the bells lay,‘s‘till
and not a yelp escar@the vhistles. J'he streets were empty*bqﬁ @&t’

el Laic 4
4

"Nobody goes to work today. F‘verybody's Yo ng no for
[/Af&/ /"N (o, 2,
& Purying. You got black clothes, W&You cant go to my
o m Bools 0l ol phont 3 BN, s g b
LT 7ear1ng those Tags." L 4 44k of o lveipor? M’zhwym) VA
coat Slicke nAmmy, Yo all come "“éc?"'@)

Gh?%<}wﬁ/;9;en nudging a can to capture a slippery

sunbe?mj &@7 knuckled his eyes. He'd slept little last night
Bt/ welg| bleaty this mornirdg, but his eyes were stunningly

funeral

clear as he looked down at the boy. -
Clintan-gq

"I've got,Jim Bob. m in the cans.

A oo
They're two fallen stars,"” he said/%

"Pdet," he

/

Johnny, seat/pd nea

ox/yled "t% y/re co.1ng""

Cibfa /5 /

’f?gqlﬁxeﬁ awa%r‘/df{:;fm//hlq m#qter “né/wzw ﬁ f‘r dov'n Afbaq q‘l/reot
tifred eyes cguld focus on the he;”é/ of the NN

el .

goming |~ J

g@%off the b
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\
\

\

. \ YEdog
Aunt |Caro plucked the dead leaves from the ég?g:%.

M@é?é and bougainvillea vines snd said, "It will be a funeral
as nobody around here ever laid eyes to. A priest to swing

the incense and Ulcle Amos will cerry the bowl with the blessed
water."

But Kedela had been cut out of stone and placed on
the bench in Aunt Caro Moore's yzrd to be & reproach to her.
Aunt Caro couldn't drag a word out of the girl., Aunt Caro knew
there was somethingkatly wrong when this bold barrowfgggtsat
on her saucy tongue al% morning. It discommoded 2 body =and no
fooling. You felt powegyully weak not able to do a thing but
telk about = buryingto d girl alresdy in a bmd way. But Aunt Caro
hezrd herself saying desperately,

"There'll be \twenty #WWEE =2utomobiles end 2 hearse
drewn by four white horsesg. The undertaker men wented to rent us
the Cadillac but I told hgh Nana wouldn't go home behind any
stinking gasolene hearse., ‘our white horses with the heavy
net-nn'—fassle on their backs, and the coachmen wearing

his stovepipe."

ol

' The cet look on the girl's face was 211 bone and

5/ hard flesh that gave Caro no clue to her whereabouts,

\ S -

"The undertaker manj%gﬁted to hire bearers for the
casket and I said to him, 'For Chnrissake, wha' do you think ve

are? 'Migrants? We lived in this too long to hire

strangers to bear our S8E¥¥NE dead. And even if our own folks went
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burying,
coward and didn't come to tbe/l!lilﬂlﬁ Jim Bob =2nd the Mob would -
Taffﬂ; /)Iub "”'""5 7‘( 7 a /Q(w'v l&(&’\"r Wiy 0 & 7&&( Tav e a,l:’
bear Nana for us,k I said @o the undertaker man,"
\

But Kedala stargd into the heart of a rosebush at
the gate end never heard Auﬂ¥ Caro., The 0ld women snatched at
her temper =nd mlcsed. 1

"Who the hell nut\a peg in your tongue?" she exploded.
agcched

A noise to hlddthqnder in, 1% nenoﬁyséeinto Kedala
end she turned her face to th? women., Aunt‘Caro sat down abruptly
as the black eyes glittered o% her face, ween—=trE—Triloesels;

"Where's Len'1? Iéb't he going to the burying?" kewluln Loy

"Hig black clothes&were teken last night., Ebony came
for them," Caro s=id. \

"T must see him bef%rexthe turying."

"Dont know =2nd wouldn*t say if I knew, 'cause I dont
know what's going on in your heé s" Garo s-id evenly.

"Where're you hiding im?2¥ e

"Why dont you g0 ringing 2 bell through the ViFEges

"That wouldn'f bring him out."

"Why do you went to bring him out?" Caro shouted,
"Dont you know the Mob got guns? Dont you knowﬁts shoot to kili?"®
) Kedela stood up from the bench and began to unbutton
hér blouse, Her fingers twisted and |broke off one of the little
buttons and then snother and with e ¥udden jerk she ripped off
the tlouselff and exposed the firm f‘le\iﬁh, smooth as velvet, She
wrenched at the band that joined the%cups of the bressiere and
snatched away the cloth, She touchedt\,hc nipples of the small breassts
and swayed her hips sensuously. There wee a stark, derk strength

in the face she turned to thqglder woman, Aunt Caro had made no

move but her harsh old face was stiff with enger.
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"I'm going to d=hce naked in the street," Kedals said.
W /%m..m

her skirt. "I'm going to dance imsshe

She tore at the waist
stvept. Thet will briAghim out."

"The nlowmen will soon be in from the marsh. You'll

"It Dan'l, doesn t\come to dance with me, Jim Bob w1lL,“A%MM
N Q/}Lh.cu,{, A Qf,.yr' /
74

/
J

borrat,’
"TLeave my yErat! Aunt

Kedala laughed mockingl

aro demended in a low voice.
as she ran past the gate and

Aunt Caro Moore felt the pain knife\hotly in her belly 2t the
as \ Kedala
swift uprOar/l! the street bellowed\a welcome o/ XHEEE

who h?9/come to belabour the dismeying pesce which the Mob guns
had imposed., Afond, the crippled boy,g;;;¥35“§6TTIy‘aﬁé—épagged
himgself forward on his severed legs =s the folk made a way for

/“ﬁ —— — S _“_-—\\\
\him <§e settled in the gutter and sent the guiter into a clamour.

Her eyes half closed and her flngerc sprped on her
thighs, Kedals danced hungrily before the é;;éFEET her lips
curved in a smile, They gave her more room 2s the pain and the
ecstasy increased., The barrow girls were seized with the madness
and they echoed the insolent whimpers from Kedala as they ripped
a2t their own clothing., But it was a cheerless, uneasy orgy that

they danced, for they were tasting the death in Abas street that
yellow sunlit

Slnmp——_y /moTning.

The Mobsmen in their cruisers heard the commotion in
£, J‘.&‘( . _
Abas street and swarmed down on the Vé%if7!!%z They clubbed 2
7\

\
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way through theécrowd and swore busily as they grabbed =t the
half c¢lad berrow girls and flung them aside and then only
Kedala was left, nude Kedala, dancingﬁtill even though the
guitar had been silenced. Now she was surrounded by the Mob
2s they geped and tongued their lips with desire for the
swelling breasts and the soft dark field they viewed each
time her knees lifted,

But Jim Bob, on his lone patrol, rén for Abes
street and when he saw Kedala in her bare dance, 2 great blue
welt a2preared on his forehead and he roared mightily as he threw
himeself =2t her. 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 twisted, Jim
Bob's face opened and he screamed pig-high 2s he let go of the
girl and clapped his hands to his groin., He fell, screaming,
his knees dravn uv to his chest.

Kedala fled on a wild burst of laughter, running
pest the stunned HEBHEEE mobsters who only ceme awake when one
of them shouted, "Get the bitch! Run her down!i"

And they ran after her sweetly rolling buttocks
until she vanished into the sheet Fay the madam held out for
her, Then between the mobsters and Kedala, apreared the blesced
fishermen who h=d been coming up from the beach, The%;yghermen

flooded together and swept in a torrent up Ales street towards the

mobsters,

She had been snetched out of Fay's hands by Uncle
Amos the Black and he backed into his shop with her wraovped
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in the sheet, and elbowed his door shut. Fay returned to her

schoolhouse and vent in to Dan'l, He was on his back, smoking
and reading the ceiling =2s he used to do when he was a boy in
Nana's house waiting for the seven o'clock whistles to lace him
with their whips.

"Kedala was dencing naked in the street," Fay s~id,

He had heard the hubbub and sent her to find out
about it. He kept looking at the ceiling, dust flaked into
strénge patterns.

"Jim Bob danced with her," Fay said,

His eyes flickered from the ceiling and returned,
Fach time he looked away, the patterns on the eeiling seemed to

change., He looked down and saw that his hands had made themselves

EXEAXAY weapons., Fay saw the balled fists 2nd whispered

some wordsSe.

HEFE SRR
"You're not 2fraid to tell me this?" Dan'l seid,
"Tes, "
"If you were a men, I'd kill you," he said softly.
Uncle Amos sa2id at the door, "She's a good woman,
She wrapned a sheet around the girl,.,"
A w@grehouse sheet, Slept upon by the plowmen and
W Tackmto O
the Mob and/the e agefsg"
"You're not a bold man," Uncle Amosg said. "A bpld man
would welcome such a sheet."
Uncle Amos had a fringe of white hair at both temples
and was bald on top, KMMEE He was the finest of the Uncles, It was
ironical, Dan'l reflected, that in choosing those who should wear

the titles of aunts 2nd uncles, KNEXEHE an honour they meant to

snigeer in secret at, the Mob often picked on the tough ones, those
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stubbornly intelligent as mules, using the pack the Nob @R put
on their backs to PHSEEEE cive them balance on the steeper
trails where it would be foolish to balk.

"Where is she?" he asked Fay.

"Uncle Amos took her to his shop."

"She wesn't safe there., The Mob saw me take her in.
They'll run dovn on me after they've finished fighting the
fishermen," Uncle Amos said.

with

Dan'l leavpt from the bed., "Fighting/the fishermen? How
did this hapven?"

"The fishermen pushed them back up the street when

more Mobsmen will come and then
they chased after Kedala. DBut/Xiiey=ee XP U I H P IR REE N T

they'll brezk up the fishermen and be a2fter her.,"

Uncle Amos had moved to the door and now he stood
squarely in the aperture, a wide, so0lid man, Dan'l got furiously
into M his shirt and bhurriedly staffing the tails in his
troucers he rammed for the doorwsy. He collided with Uncle
Amos»and reeled back,

He shouted angrily, "Out of my way, Uncle Amos!"

"You may be/éiory,Mhn for us,ut not for a tullet
from Jim Bob's gun," Uncle Amos ssid, "You go out there now,
you cant help the fishermen and the Mob will shoot you down.
Use your college heead."

Fut Tan'l put down the college hecd like a bull and
gaid, "Move, Uncle Amos, I'm going#hrougho"

V "You'll only go EME#¥E through to show me how strong
you are, But you know thet you show yougﬁose in Abas street and
none of the lives of the fishermen out there will be velued two

his men

bits, for Jim Bob will tell/¥W#¥# to stert shooting., So if you

want to show me how strong you are, you go ahead ang get your
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friends killed."
"Move, Unele Amosi"
"By golly," Uncle Amos ssid, "T know how you feel, You

dont
feel 1like me 2t the Wake the other night. Fut feeling/fiEii-trEn

win fights. Ite thinking thaﬂwin fights, ThﬁZ};;hermen will
back away soon enough. I sent one of my boys up to tell them the
girl wae well hidden and they'll be cutting out for the beach
anytime now, You stay here, son and try using your head to
beat Jim Bob,"

"Where's Kedala?" Fey asked. s AT
"Got her salted awsy, ma'am," Uncle Amos spidﬂgggzzs%%

&

to the madam,

"Where's she?" Lan'l asked,

"Got her in the grede thirteen room," Uncle Amos said.
"Got her in bed there,"

"Is she hurt?"

"Dhont know, She wont talk to me. But I guess she is,"

"Why didn't you sasy so before?" shouted Tan'l =28 he
ran 2t Uncle Amos, But Uncle Amos stepped actively aside so he
went on through‘ﬁué)?éy said to Uncle Amos, "She wasn't hurt
when you took her from me,"

"Her feelings, ma'am, just like Dan'l's," Uncle Amos

said.

You didn't need to have the blue tits of a hooknosed

female shark to know that the Mob would have Dan'l by the croteh
Yoot
if they csught his woman, thehfishermen said, so they ran to the
AT [oé oflo
Mob with the ocuick slapdown of insteps the way th?(agn of the smmll

boats do. No knives glinted)for Peter the captein with s sidelook
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at Little‘Agg%Te had ordered the knives left on the beach. The7av

G
Mot?$ook one look at Peter's army snd backed fast up Abas street

bearing Jim Bob with them, Aimpoltite oo Dlog T amoutiouse,"
Fittie—theente—eridi— -
But at the top of K¥® Abas street, thexﬂgae#ha?wdﬁh

howis of—wekeome anlil@ inrush of reinforcements and began moving

Some of the
towards the fishermen again./%#¥ new Mobsmen wore the dresded Loop
T avFrvnio
insignia on their sleeves and the cry went up among the/y&iggggna
hang

that ?het Mob would/¥@N Kedala for having raped Jim Bob.
The two forces met midway on the street and went R to

work immediately. The hot yellow sum 12y like exploded butter on

' 7
the street =2nd they fought lazily, thlcklyA end nobody knew why

they fought so, wading towards each other, big-kneed, slow-footed,

among the Mob for Jim Bob and 1ooked among
until the Poet 1ooked/iEHNne B PR B RBCTOE

l«rif ks!uﬁ”&’f'w U’!7 /’(7( /o&.?,Af ; /V;fl‘/j
the flqhermen for Dan'l Moore and saw no leadergﬂﬁAnd g0 the Poet

LN
turned his head away in disgust at the poor showing and Gg;ts the

hot loeling up,
Idiot, his eyes on his vans,,ssid, "Be my eyes, young disciple.

Why do you turn your head away?"

"They have no leaders," Johnny the Poet said, "they

0 i e /”L'? ; % i o plog in o Hewp

fight without heart," f‘vfa«% Jim Pobd™ )M 000, ingfolTe At o fRg o Cﬁaﬁd
A
"T,ook to the top of Abas street. Do you see +the hairy i

plowmen of the marsh?"
Johnny looked straight up Abas street and he could see

the first ranks of the H%lry Gnes coming out of the live osks at

~"‘J ak’ﬂ‘& /‘; Cﬁ—lr‘!n7
the edre of the marsh lanaé:}They re coming out," he tszaEégaés.
lana .

wGood," is said, hie voice clear as if he owned the
“Tox 7(%& :
best brains in Ee—Frii=se., "Now you go up pest the Mob and somewhere
in the back you'll find Jim Bob resting the hurt where Kedsla

twisted him. He will be recovered by now, You tell him that Dan'l

is in the schoolhouse.f§ Tell him he's with Kedala,"
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- No foolish thoughts about honour or betrayal bothered

the Poet, but he had a stout regard for his skin. He geved at
Lanag
tghg;f~the Idiot and said, & "You crazy? Ebony and the fishermen

2 M ) TR
would cut my heart out/f(f \)72"-)@@ %ﬁwﬁa’“/ .

o,

nyy b 5.5 n asid ) s B ' ] s

ont be 2 fool, GE?}F i Qsharply Dan'l wants Jim
Bob 2% the schoolhouse.‘Be sure to tell him Kedala's there too."
lan~7
The Poet scuatted swiftly beside thi$ end his slaty
to Gleriet Lz
voung eyes clung suddenly/# HNESRRENENN foce. "How do you know
close as

2ll this? Since when has Tan'l been/butt-an'—chambernot with you?"

% 1,/%4 /JIK/.
And because he was talking to Chﬁkei:he was unprepared

for the thunder and lightning that buffeted and scorched him as

tanny gcay

Qb?:3 turred/ll him. It was 2 tremendous face Gh§§é turned to him,
Bob's

with more suthority then Jim/RMM and stronger thsn Dan'l's. And

out of the face came the quiet words thet struck like a

hurricane out of the gulf,

'-i// LAt 1/’
ADo my blddlngiat once," OMrEs s2id cquietly.
slackly
And so the Poet rose/diiainRualiesy -n¢ bocked away
/4&’4/’7’!’;’

staring at cg;g;-but when the man turned his geze on him, he

whinped around and sped off on his mission.

She lay under Fay's sheet breathing evenly and he thought
she must be sleceping. Fe dropped to his knees beside the bed and
sa:ﬁd, Fedala. She opened her ggm eyes and she had 2 warm smile
for him.

"You should have seeh Boss Jim Eob when he came on me
daneing, he could have bored through a wall, he was that put out,"
she said, "He wanted it right BE there in the street.”

He was not angry for he saw the pain in her eyes and when
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he touched the sheet she was rigid under it. He stroked the sheet
where her breasts were and where the curve of her thighs showed
and she moved under his hand. He thought thet if he wee gentle with
her, touching her face and throat with his lips, in time she would
turn fo him. He couldn't understnad how her smile held 211 thet
wermth with the pain laying =long her eyes, He slipved his hand
under the sheet and touched the skin about her navel. She watched
him curiously =2s his fingers trembled on her flesh,

"You shrke like Jim Bob this morning. He thought I
was dancing for him, He didn't know I was dancing to bring you out.”

"Dont t2lk zbout him," he s2id. "By tomoprow we'll be
in the marsh, out of his reach, where hegcant»find us."

"If T'm with you he'll find me. He'll come looking for
me,"

"No, he wont go looking for you. He knows we lose our
scent when we're working for the plowmen and his dogs wont find us."

"But he'll come looking herd for me. He a2lways looks for

'
me when/% troubleds And he'll =2lweays be troubled because you
got away from him.,"

"Are you his wife?" he s2id impetiently. "Why shouléd he
look for you when he's in trouble?"

"He reped me onefbime and mesde me his wife., He sayé I
belong to him,"

Ten'l held his head 2nd raged in deevp shuddering groans for
Jim Bob. He needed him with a strong thirst. EFbony must hesve known
about Jim Bob, If Ebony had toléd him, he'd have found Jim Bob long =2go.
By this time, Jim Bob would've been placed in the long hole with his
favourite dog 2t his feet, Did Jim Bob think that because she'd been

Jimmy Brave's woman, he had a2 lien on the body?
-3

c
wes under the Mob and Jimo%%%/
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cry vast his ¥l monkey thin lips, Pring out your bodies! for the
»"")(

noose or the whip}orkfhe blunt instrument a2t his middle. He had the

guns and the acres of hating men to set up whichever body he wanted.

He ripped away the whore's winding sheet and ¥ she was
nakedly
IHNERNIR o]live like a feline, desirable to set all his carnal hairs
guivering.

"Dont take me yet, honey," she pleaded. "1'm celd.™

He touched the middle of her hend. They were small,
shallow hands shaped for making love on the bones of the back, He
grivped his wrists with either hand and pm turned to cross the room
away from her, placing his feet as the fishermen used to small boats
did, straight and gentle and accurate.

"You never loved me, Kedala," he gaid, his back towards her,.
"If you'd loved me, Jim Eob could not havdhad his way with you,
You'd have found a way to kill him."

"You never loved me either," the girl seid., "Not as Jimmy
the Brave 8id." And when fear had sent him shaking to her room, she'd
loved Jimmyfthe Brazve with her hends, her mouth, HiEENNNEREEEE,
her breasts until he had been ecuipved with the false strength to
go looking for Jim Bob, Nobody knew that Jimmy's great footrace
had been started from her room, Poor, gone Jimmy the Brave,

"Nor as Jim Bob did, Jim Bob would take me, cold or not,
out of his ¥EEM 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 and the soft svoread
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 and he hed learnt

to wait., So she gave him with her voice and hands the strong, easy
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power of patience and then he was doing it slow and long 2nd
proudly. And when she commenced turning and crying, he cradled
her gently in his arms, taking her through the high sweet shock
as he absorbed her shudders and there was no inch of their flesh

apart when there came his own lightning bolt of love,

They woke out of it to hear Jim Bob's panicky ¥y cry

echoing through the schoolhouse,

"Dan'l} plowman! Theoil wike op!
ARIMEX The mudsh-peovptel/BEtrEF—omesy They're coming
N\ - _

for usi"”

Tan'l spreng from the bed, gathering his clothes about
him and with 2 bellow of rage he vlucked the knife from his waisct
and ran for the auditorium, He skidded through the door, E alert
for trickery; but Jim Bob, his pudgy face creaced with terror,
short thieck legs floundering on the floor as he scrambled across
to Dan'l, showed his fat empty hands while he shrieked at@ the

2R/
thed%ish;:aég,

"The marsh people —— they've cut off their hair and

are a-coming for us{ Multitudes, multitudes ——= they swallowed
Yevig Al ﬂh/k
the Mob and you;ﬁfishermen and, ®®e- coming for usi"
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CHAPTYR NINETEFR

A murrur ron through the Village 28 the vlowmen ceme in
Prom the mersh, They'd never come dovn in such numbers, 2 multi-
tnde of them and they rhuffled in eilently, endlersly out of the
treee and down Alss street in the yellow sunlight. The lenk fa11
of hair hed been moved off ¥TEI their foces 2nd 211 in the Village
now eow the eyes thet so few had ever seen before., And, in the
eyes, they srv knowledge,

The plowmen filled the street, every inch of it, =nd the
¥illagers fell breck before them, btuilding =0l1idly until by the
time they'd retrested to where Jim Fob woe_herring from the Poet
sbout Dan'l, they vere shoulder to sghoulfler, Swiftly alzrmed at
finding himeelf slone in n seer eof hiﬁ‘16V9é ones, Jim Fob tore his
ecre from the Poet's frightened blests

¥Yhern the Poet ceme® te him, he'd been sitting on = crocker
barrel, diverting himeel fiby making fiery erccses outof haire
plucked from hie noetrile #néd extinguishing them vith jete of echaw
juice while he rested ur from Kedesle's ill hendling., Put the sudden
apnearence OFE the enemy sround him &¥ and their enriove silence,
wvas, for Jim Bol, full of menace,

He jumped from the barrel crying, "You-oll got no
eruse to worryd Relsx — go on home$ Ye only want Den'l snd the
Ticshermend They been ligtening to the government in the City and
we gotts plug their esrel®

The Poet took swift hesrt at the a2larm in Jim Pob 2nd
gtroightened out ofthe megnolis humility into which he had folded
hie srine, "Whet sbout Wedria?'he demended, "She's my futurel®

Jim FPob svung te him with = wide nervous smile, "Kednla?
T love her, Boet! Nothing will go wrong with our futurel®

"You go loving her too much now, you empty her by the

e P
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p
time T grow up," the Poet said.

"She's got enough for us gllsﬁ Jim Bob cried@ in appeal to
the faces that looked unnervingl§;;£;éé ag they becked.

"There's been Jimmy the Brave," the Poet srid,

“And me and Dan'l =nd maybe you when you grow upd Tobody
ean finieh heri” Jim Bob shouted,

"Put Chris s=ys you'll keep raping her until you finish
her, ® snid the stubborn Poet.

Then Jim Beb's pudgy face reddened ac he sew thet the crowd
h~d not been concerned with him st all but wee being spellbound by
gsomething 2hesd thet he couldn't see, ¥ith # 6&nsrl, he flipped his

hurled
hend =nd/EHFE% the Poet into the crowd, He threw up hie hesd to
give the 0ld@ Mob yell thet would send the Villagers shaking to the
curb #né then he sew the plowmen, eoming in the yellow sunlight.

They had never come 80 unendingly before. The hoir had been
dresced bock off their feces £né the eyes were s2live, Jim Eob poked
hie he~d forward, storing ot the plowmen. Ané so suddenly he read
their purpose, =né so sudédenly the penie came, sloshing ~round his
insides, poisening him., For in the yellow sunlight, the faces of
the plowmen held & certsin fesr., They were afraid of Jim PBob.

He Yacked away on legs that threatened to collapse ot
ny moment, He thought of hie Vobemen down the street, but there
were just too meny plovmen for them to handle. He ecaught up
vith the retresting crowd snd ceversl hends flattened to his
gpine and heeved him forward =gesin, He bawled, his eyes pulping
from his head =g the plowmen from the marsh flowed down Abas
street =nd closed the gap to him, He didn't ¥now wh-t he had done to

meke them afraid of him, He'd always been cereful about it, had even
given them their own Thursdaye in the schoolhouse.

He turned snd btulled into the crowd, He bounced into the
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Pucl: Tencer end the 0ld thief eaid ouietly, "You soft ungutsy
Mobeman, You running scared., A rabbit YMobsmen,."

‘\And Jim Bob sveating in the yellow sunlight heléd to
Buck‘“ﬂnﬁerkg\nrm and ecried, "They're too meny, men! The Mob
just ff?ixgtt Nred to fightX thot menyl”

"Thar%'s Just ag many of them to you =8 you are to us,"

Puek Dencer seid,

"Put they've got mirrors on their shouldersi® Jim Pob
sonealed,
¥FFIEKAA "You're kinda fighting yourself when you get un to

themi®

And all hell for a hoot and = hollery grinned the corner

of his hesd thet vas plwayaigfod for some Mob humour, Jim Bob

you're more fun than = LGH_ o cat~mounts., You know you ¥K

Just plumb scared to look at yoursSelfdn any old mirror.

Then he was scared ageain an wondered whet the hell could
chuckles
heve given him the/#hicKEXE &while ago. He gln-med once more

into the erowd, fighting for the sefety of his Mobd tut the

hard loyered erowd Jdeputed hin pisiN@Ri™ Bodilew ond he was
trepped in the middle until Chries the Idiot onmeféggégiﬁg in,
"Chriag® Jim Bob eried, and on this erezy Thursdey he
never noticed the pure suthority which ported the erowd for
Chris =0 he could come loping in.
And Chris took him by » fat hend &nd led him like a2 child
through the crowd =sné pret the slowly tettling Yobsmen ond

fishermen, and pointed him down Abas street to Fay the madam's
schoolhouse,

About that time, the Villegers broke =nd ran brfore the
silent shuffling onslsught of the plowmen, bolting into the

houses =nd jomming their heads 2%t the vindow blinds to eee

what would hanven. So there vere lote ofthem to gee end to t21k
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etout the wany the plovmen overwhelmed the YMobsmen end the
fishermen¥, The fishermen went under emgily enough, for they
were being outmumbered by the swarme of new Mobsmen thet
had come pounding in =s they hesrd of the battle, but it took

" the faces of
several flashes of the mirrors in/meny of the mobesters to subdue
them, »

The nlovmen swept Ales street cleanfi end in the same
deathly silencey, broken only by the shuffle c¢f their feet on
the asphult, headed for the whorehouse, They streamed in through
the main door of the schoolhoucse, p=sgsed the eowering little
harlots without 2 glence, 2nd flowed like a FEIFFEXIE broken dam
over the three, Jim Bob, Pan'l and the girly Kedala,

Aind those whom the plowmen tnok, the Village never sow
agein, For as they returned through Abas street to the marsh,
211 you couid see wag the yellow sunlight glinting off the
mirrors., Tt tnekrscme time before the Village wes avare thﬁt

the Tdiot, Chris, and th% one, the Poetyhad also venished,
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CHAPTER TVWENTY

Following is & trenscript of = trisl held in the 'arsh

County courthouses

7

P
Ihe People agninst Jim Bob Cp¢217 Cjéz;7’
3 ST T
Ine parties being rresent in court, His Honour entered

snd the hesring commenced, Evidence vee tskenffgpm the plovwmen,
Gl Frfol”? Tl

Courts You're known as the,plovmen, ‘or hairy ones?

Plowment ‘het's right, your honour, Put they =1l us

+he Peonle %
the People Too0, CL//V//>N£ Actued

Cs Do you know the accused, Jim Bob?
¥ . bt
Ps Sure we know, old Jim, men and boy. One hell
L 2N

of a' guy, you esnt help loving him. One time he wanted to trke
over the marsh, City too, sa8id ve weren't running things good

up here, Put now we get ~long, we go down every Thursdey.

Cs: "ipe the goddam smirk off your free, Would
you say he's a goodtggggﬂ;&ufx

P: fbct, we always thought Jim Bob a good ggg?é;&v
vare =8 »n Wabash moon shining on Kentucky sestone,

Cs The court hasn't got the pieture,

Ps You kid“ing, judge? You never been to 2 movie?

Gee, m~n, there's nothing purer th-n a ¥obecsh moon shining on

» eollonade of the 0ld Tentucky home,

Cs Yeah, got it. Tid you kmow about the hound dogs?
Py Sure we knew about the hound dogs,

Cs And the other stuff?

Ps You mean the funny fruit old

Jim RBob sometimes
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grew on his trees? Sure, we hesrd about them, Put, you know,
you dont gee these things, you sery, whet the hell, they'll
work it out.

Cs Tont buffalo the court. "hot do you mesn they'll
work it out?

Ps Yell, judge, to tell the truth; ve couldn't
herdly tell whet woe going on, on accouﬁt of our eyes weotching
the ground, Hmd to wateh oud step in the marcsh, Morass, you
gink ecgy in XX thot muck, judge.

Cs Okay, wipe your XX#mf dem' eyes =nd let's get
2long, You know the girl, Kedala?

3 Huh, we guesced you'd come to thot, judge.
“ure, we know her, Guess you went 6 know ~bout the Wake for
Jimmy Brave, Sure, we sow them w-king under the treecs, tut it
wvas a bad time in the #¥¥ mersh, resl soft underfoot, =2nd we
argued thet old Jim, the poor guy, h=d problems tut he'd work
them out.

Cs The-hell with it. You sure got good answere,

Tell the court whot made you chenge your mind about Jim Rob,

Ps Change our minds, judge?

Cs Yeah., He was the poor guy then, Now hets the
bad guy.

Ps He turned into 2 renl bad guy, judge.

C: Toosen up, buster, ¥het do you mean by bnd?

Ps He scared us, judge.

C: Fuller »né better particulsre, you linthends,

Ps Tisten, judge. It put ue out vhen we hesard

he wee thinkingof closing down the schoolhous=e, Then we got

v it when we heard he'd open up the church stend, P
over it when ; pm% P P c ch insten Put when

we heard he*d laid hendson Kedala, thet really threw us, The
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guy hed turned unprediectaltle,

Cs Yho t0ld you sbout Kedale?

Ps ‘ Ouese it woe FPoy here, The said some Tdiot hed
told her thet Jim Pob wre after to wifing with Kedanle, ind the
girl being our future, vhet with Try tryingfor n long timeX
to get her ints the schoolhouse snd vromiesing us nll sorte of
vonlerful times vith her, ve couldn't just stend by onéd wrteh
Jim Bob grobbing it =11 for himself,

Cs Couldn't yon, ne vlowmen, hove shrred it vwith
Jim Bob?

Ps Judge, you been on = long trip? Tidn't yom
henr sbout Ten'l Moore? Ve and Jim Fob would heve fought
like Protestonts over her, verhepe dameging her beyond rensir,
Ye coulén*t juet etond by, dont you mee judge? Onece to every
men and nation comes = moment Yo decide wmw

Cs Okny aknj, Get un off your knees on? trke 2 rest.

‘he nroseecution rected,

“he mecnsed Jim Pob ook the stend,

Cs Your neme is Jim Pod?

23IB: Sure, I'm ole Jim Fob, Dborn =nd reised in thet
fair at wounded lend not 'bobmt;g ectervenl awey,

Coprel [espl ™.

XY C: Yo know the plos=men?

JBs Yessirreebol, or yeers, Ve understood one
snother, They're People, judge, Ured to te’l Them in the Villege
every day, the unpity bneterds,

Cs Thunder and lightning, vhy did you have to

do thot?
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J.B. You kidding, judge? It wos good for Them to
;know they weren't Peovle,

Cs ~ But why, mnn; why?

JBs Aw, heck, judge, we love Them, Tont¥ wont Thenm
to lose their posesum rights, Real People dont have =ny poscum
rights, you ¥now th-t, Fesl People gotta get up and go, gotts
hustle some, Fow my folke in the Village, they never had to
hestle none, Nossir, @evtook good care of them, Ve love Them
more than we love bburbon,

(Here there wros » gener=l sniffing of megnoliss among

~ the Mob in court =nd His Honour seid a2l that hamming w-s only
for the TV cemeras so he ordered the blooms removed from

their lanels.)

Cs _Now the eourt wents to heer about you snd

the mersh people,
J&XB: Warm =g 2 bull slligator in hest, judge.

Friends from ‘way beck,

Cs Pont give the court thet crap. Vesn't there
some trouble between you bock in *'Sixty-one?

IB: Heh heh, Now thot you mention it, judge,
there wees a mite of trouble, 2 1ittle flapdoodle,

Cs And since th=t time your High Commander hac
been missing.

JB3 Yessir, Some of the things we G0 — well,
judge, we dont rightly know why, just go 2long with the o0ld

custom. Sure wish he'd come beck andgive us some new ressons. Yost
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of them now sare vretty old and nsed up, Gotte get us some
nev ones wvhot with the City »nd the EXNEK Peonle seeing no
good in them,

Cs To you think the plowvmen would perjure to
mut you in trouble?

JBs Teckon I dont kmow for sure, jndge, Fverytime
they cut beek their hrir, they com-ence seeing things, Frek in
Sixty-one when ve hod thet trouble, it vre beesuse they'd pushed
the heir off their frces. ‘hey see o durned much then, XVHPY
they meke trouble for everybody.

Cs tlright elright, Tow licten here, You're on
your onth, Pemember you kiesced the mail order eotelogue and -yowtve
gat4tew9ﬂ9nkn$b9wtruth%onwthWtwﬁﬁgzggzinék. Tell the ecourt
~bout the sehooThouse nnd the girl, Kedsle,

JB2 Yeerir, Novw thet tueiness sbout the whorehoure,
Yor » long time after the trouble in 'Sixtveone, the merch neople
never ceme down for. their fun, Put oftervarde there come slong
this 1ittle bitty whorehouse and no specisl days for them
either, 8o the Yob went rhead and fixed up the cschoolhouse »nad
even go¥e them Thuredey exelurive,

Cs Okry., =0 you geve them Thureday,., Wow whot nlout
the allegntions thet you mennt to hold Kednla in fee eimple?

JBs Thet's the bip thing, eh judge? Tell, now, I
guese T weos 2 1ittle mern 2t that, She esn toke crpre of me ond
the plowmen, She *'s got future enough for both of us,”

Cs Put whet 2tout T2 n*'l? He's entitied to 2 niblhle,

JBs Cfome on now, judge, you're killing me, The

villagers ore entitled to nothing execent vhet the

ot gives thenm,
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of them now are pretty old and used up, Gotta get us some
nev ones whot with the City »nd the EX¥XK Peovle seeing no
good in them,

Cs Do you think the plowvmen would perjure to
put you in trouble? ;

JBs Reckon I dont know for sure, judge., Fverytime
they cut b=ck their heir, they comrence seeing things. Fack in
Sixty-one when we had that trouble, it wes because they'd pushed
the hair off their frces. They see so durned much then, XK¥¥
they meake trouble for everybody.

Cs Mright alright, Vow listen here, You're on
your o=th, Pemember you kissed the mail order cntologue, and-sewiwe
g@#&tﬂmgﬁ@ﬂkﬁthth&*h»Oﬁ#*h&twﬁﬂﬁgeé“b@@km Tell the court
~bout the schoolhouse and the girl, Kedals,

JBs Yeeeir, Now thet busines- about the whorehouce,
For » long time after the trouble in 'Sixty-one, the march people
never ceme dovn for.their fun, Put ~fterwards there came along
thies 1ittle bitty whorehouse and no specizl days for them
either. So the YMob went shead and fixed up the schoolhouse =nd
even gege them Thursday exelusive,

Cs Okey. S0 you gave them Thursday, Now whet sbout
the allegation' that you meant to held Kedsla in fee simple?

JBs Thet's the big tﬁing, eh judge? ¥ell, now, T
guess T wos a 1little mesn at that. She cen take core of me snd
the plowmen, She 's got future enough for both of us,”

Ce Put whaet 2tout Da n'l? He's entitlied to a2 nibtle.

JB: Come on now, judge, you're killing me, The

villagers sre entitled to nothing excent whet the

Mob gives them,
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ecunlly
s Tut she belonge/to Ten'l, He ought o hove 2 couple of
dnye at Pey's., You ought to open up Fey's to the villagere,
JE2 Judge, T'm a ressonable men, T coan see thie 18 o big
thing vwith you g0 I*11 tell you vhet I'1? do. Yhen T get bnek to
the Village, T'11 errnge vith my boys to give Them =n hour

2t Fey's every Sundey.

Cz Better hnng;ﬁn to your brithees, -conny bﬁy,v?hilﬂ T give
you this, Youtre not going dbock to the Village,
JBs Fot going teck? Yow how do you like them bonencse,
Cs Tou'l! be henny here, Fone 67 4ke oléd vroblems,
JB2 Yoen of the old problems? Judge, to tell the

truth, T WHE dunno, Fhetts that?
O “here're no Jews or Catholics or villegers heve,
only neopvle, Villagers, Yobemen oy plovmen, you'll s11 be neople,
JPe Mo Jewe or Cathelics or @bwm? nly Peonle? T dunno,
juige, The Mob's gotta hrve, somebody if we're to stey here, Ve
gotts werr the mngnolis for comebody. You hove r suggection, judge?
iny Fyetelisns? Or Communists? Or ¥5FF cross—eyed folk? Yhet -
nbont lefthopders? You're boundX to have lefthenders here., They
coulén*t all berighthenders, Ye sure hete lefthenders, You e~y you
never knew ve hnted lefthenders? Aw, heck, judge, T just mede
it vp tutit*'ll do. They're sure poison, Ti? yov Imor they
Plow thelr nores lefthended? Putton their flies lefthonded?
Come on, judge, will you get 2 Tew of them for us here?
You'll flueh some rernl 1ive ones for Jim Fob? Yhot ~bout it,
juidge?
(The judge ordered the bailiff to remove the seenged

end ho'd him for medicsl obrervntion, followed noseilly by

promotion to the ronk of Idiot, Hie Honourthen enid the court
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‘would not need to hesr Jim Bob further since it wrs elear thet the

indietment had been wrongly drawn up, His Honour seid it wes the

People who ought to be on trisl, #nd not poor Jim Pob, He therefore

rnled thet the indictment be chenged to resd Jim Pob 2eninst The Peovle,)

The Peonle entered the dock,
Judge Chris: Vov what've you got to s~y for your

lousy selves?

Peoples Ve're sorry, judge, But Jim Bob slweys

sounded so collected , WHEM NG ¥het you think sends a good
guy like Jim Bob off his wheels, judge? I mean, we 21l got
problems, dont we?"

Judge Chriess Tow that's the most unlikely enunciation
of latterday sointliness I've ever hesrd in my life, Hold it
while I dispoce of Kedela,

("he court now frced the cuestion of Kednla,)

Judge Chriss "r Clerk of the court, T think T'11
meke Fedelsa into a ward of this court. She'll be in your keeping.

| Clerks Wheeheel

Judge Chriss Hmm, Just snother poet vith hot pents.

Clerks Vell, didn't you tel’ me bock in the
Village w=—

Judge Chriss Village, swillage, That wee in the days
when only idiocy wne sofe,

Clerks: Put I rooted my future on her!

Judge Christ Then uproot it for the nonce, This court

now
now turns ite ferce awny frem the previous decision pnﬁ/fules
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thet Redrlr be mande » verd, jointly, of everyboly, plowmen,

"ob, fishermen,

‘ the ]
Clerks You're meking her/HYwerd of people
whom you gtill heve to sentence?
Judge Chriss Put out your fire., The court now

finde the People gnilty btut will reserve judgmemt, Vhet's thet?
Clerks T said you cent reserve judgment
when you got nothing to reserve it in, A1l your cosne are

== gcattered,

\

- Judge Chries Tn thet cesse, then, the court

A

smepends sentence and place you 21l under bond to keep the

neace for ot lenst » generation.,

(This &s a true transcript as
witness my hend)

Signeds Johnny Poet, clerk,
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