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d e t a i l s - s i m i l i e s  

f i r e s h  d e s c r i p t i o n s  r e a l l y  s e e  t h e m  

f 7 — L i l l y  ( R o s e ) ,  e n d ,  h e a d ,  n o w ,  e v e n ,  b a c k ,  r i g h t ,  l e f t ,  d o w n ,  i t ,  

a  i n ' t ( h i t , h a i n ' t ) ,  s t o o d  ^  ?  

l e e k  a n d  B a r n  

•  A t  s c h o o l  p l a y s ,  B e c k  w o u l d  b a c k  d o w n  t h e  a i s l e  o f  t h e  o l d  

p o r t w i n e  b r i c k  a u d i t o r i u m ,  l e a d i n g  B a r n  t o  h i s  s e a t  w i t h  o u t s t r e t c h e d  

h a n d s .  L i k e  a  c h i l d ' s  g a m e  o r  s o m e  o l d - t i m e y  d a n c e .  T h o u g h  a g e  h a d  

r e n d e r e d  h i m  b l i n d ,  h e  w a s  s t i l l  t a l l ,  b l a n d - f a c e d  w i t h  c u r l y  g r a y  

h a i r ,  t i l t i n g  o n  t h e  d o w n s l o p e  l i k e  a  p i n e  i n  t h e  w i n d .  S h e  w a s  

m i d g e t - s i z e d  w i t h  t h e  b o d y  o f  a  g i r l  a n d  a n  o l d  w o m a n ' s  h o r s e y  f a c e ;  

h e r  g r a y  h a i r  w a s  s k i n n e d  b a c k  i n  a  k n o t  o n  h e r  n a p e ,  a n d  s h e  w o r e  

l o n g  p r i n t  f r o c k s ,  b l e a c h e d  h o m e s p u n  p i n a f o r e s ,  a n d  b r o w n  h i g h t o p  

s h o e s .  B o t h  w e r e  s m i l i n g  a n d  p l u m p  f r o m  p a r t a k i n g  o f  t h e i r  h o m e m a d e  

c o r n  b u c k .  H a p p y  w i t h  n o t h i n g  b u t  e a c h  o t h e r .  

S e a t e d ,  s h e  w o u l d  p r o c e e d  t o  t e l l  h i m  w h o  w a s  d o i n g  w h a t  o n  t h e  

s t a g e ,  t h e  n a r r a t i o n  s a l t e d  w i t h  l o c a l  f a m i l y  n a m e s  a n d  d e t a i l s  s u c h  

a s  w h i t e  p a p e r  w i n d o w s  a n d  d o o r s  t a p e d  t o  t h e  g r e e n  v e l v e t  c u r t a i n s .  

A  . j a n g l i n g  r i n g  o n s t a g e .  " T h e y  g o t  a  r e a l  t e l e p h o n e ,  B a r n  b l a c k ,  

l i k e  t h e  o n e  t h e y  . j u s t  g o t  a t  t h e  c o u r t h o u s e . "  

N i g h t  b r e e z e s  t h r o u g h  t h e  r e a l  w i n d o w  o n  B e c k  a n d  B a r n ' s  r i g h t  

w o u l d  c a r r y  i n  t h e  s c e n t  o f  c o o l i n g  e a r t h ,  l i k e  r a w  p e a n u t s ,  a n d  t h e  

s t a t i c  k e e n i n g  o f  k a t y d i d s — a  h y p n o t i c  m i n g l i n g  w i t h  t h e  r e a d - a l o u d  



voices of the actors and the satisfied creaking of folding wooden 

seats- Until a standing child would cry out after dropping into the 

slot between a folded-up seat bottom and the back. 

Beck would turn, look, report to Barn—"Lil ole gal of Barbran 

and Skink's got hit's legs stuck in the seat"—in that rusted out 

voice. 

Play over, she would lead Barn up the aisle again and out into 

the spring night, speaking to everybody under the brick archway, 

"Goodnight." Barn's feet would shuffle on the concrete walk, to the 

gravel road of the bus runaround behind the school, along the dirt 

strip through the Negro quarters where couples laughed or quarrelled 

and babies cried, and young men lingered, smoking in the dark. Then 

the set-back silence of the east fork at the end of the road and the 

pinewoods that stretched thirty miles to the Okefenok.ee, timber land 

deeded to Beck's older brotlj^r King^sometime back when their daddy 

v. died, and this southeast rdrneW of palmetto-nestled flatwoods, a mere 

acre, .jointly deeded to Beck and her younger brother, The Count. A 

perfectly understandable arrangment since Beck was only a woman—a 

little woman, at that—and The Count would have swapped his 

inheritance for a fifth of whiskey one dry day$ sides^King 

would take care of them both for as long as he lived and then some, 

had even hired two-room cabins built for Beck and The Count, her 

front porch facing south, with a view of the woods, and The Count's 

front porch facing west, with a side view of Beck's house and porch; 

4nd if he was lucky, a glimpse of the roay through her tin cans and 

pots of Mother— in—1 aw Tongue and purple Wandering Jew and Hen and 

Biddies and any other flower she could beg a cutting of from the good 



p e o p l e  o f  C o r n e r v i l l e .  S o  f a r ,  e x c e p t  f o r  n u m e r o u s  b u t  m i n o r  

d i s a g r e e m e n t s ,  t h e y  h a d  m a n a g e d  t o  g e t  b y ,  s h a r e d  t h e  w a t e r  f r o m  t h e  

b r i c k  w e l l  b e t w e e n  c a b i n s ,  a n d  e v e n  a  y e l l o w  c u r  d o g .  \  

T h e  r e d  c o a l  o f  a  c i g a r e t t e  f l a r e d  i n  t h e  s e e t h i n g  d a r k  o f  T h e  

C o u n t ' s  p o r c h .  H u n k e r e d - - d o w n  s i l e n c e ,  s m e l l s  o f  r a n c i d  l a r d ,  
,j) i/Xvihj ' 

s o u r  d i r t  a n d  p i s s i ^ T h e  y e l l o w  d o g  l e a p e d  f r o m  t h e  l o w  p o r c h ,  

b a r k i n g .  " H e s h  u p , "  s a i d  T h e  C o u n t ,  " a n d  g e t  o n  b a c k  h e r e . "  

" H o w  y o u  t o n i g h t ,  B r o t h e r ? "  B e c k  s a i d ,  b a c k i n g  u p  t h e  d o o r s t e p s  

w i t h  B a r n  a t t a c h e d  t o  b o t h  h a n d s  l i k e  a  m u l e  t o  a  t r a c e .  

" B r o t h e r , "  s a i d  B a r n ,  s h u f f l i n g  w i t h  h e r  a c r o s s  t h e  s c r e a k i n g  

p o r c h  f l o o r  a n d  t h r o u g h  t h e  d o o r  o f  t h e  n e a t  c a b i n  t h a t  s m e l l e d  o f  

h e r  1  y e  s c o u r i n g .  

A n d  t h e n  t h e  s u d d e n  y e l l o w  g l o w  f r o m  t h e  l i t  k e r o s e n e  l a m p  

t h r o u g h  t h e  e a s t  w i n d o w .  

G o o d n i g h t .  

### 

O n l y  B e c k  w o k e  u p  t h e  n e x t  m o r n i n g ,  i n  t h e  r o o m  w i t h  t h e  c o l d  

f i r e p l a c e  s m e l l i n g  o f  s m u t ,  t w o  r o c k i n g  c h a i r s  a n d  a  m a n t e l s h e l f  w i t h  

a  g i l t - f r a m e d ,  c o f f e e - t i n t e d  p i c t u r e  o f  B a r n  i n  h i s  s o l d i e r  u n i f o r m —  

i t  c o u l d  h a v e  b e e n  a n y  w a r ,  b u t  i t  w a s  W o r l d  W a r  I .  

O n l y  o n e  c h a i r  r o c k e d ,  a n d  f o r  c l o s e  t o  a  m o n t h ,  B e c k  s a t  

w a t c h i n g  t h e  p i c t u r e  a n d  s p e w ^ d ^ n u f f  i n t o  a  s l o w  f i r e .  S i p p i n g  c o r n  

w h i s k e y  f r o m  a  c r a c k e d  w h i t e  m u g ,  c r o c k  . j u g  a l o n g s i d e  f o r  c o m f o r t .  

B r o w n  f u r r y  s t r e a k s  o f  s n u f f ,  l i k e  r a t  t a i l s ,  d r i e d  i n  o n  t h e  

\ c o n c r e t e  h e a r t h ,  a n d  t h e  w i n d u p  c l o c k  o n  t h e  m a n t e l  t i c k e d  d o w n .  



V 

The good people of Cornerville came and brought fresh blac keyed 

peas with lots of liquor, and cornbread—her favorite, Hopping John— 

which she didn't eat and didn't eat and finally didn't even sip the 

cornbuck or dip her snuff. 

One morning she just gazed at Barn in the picture and the clock 

stopped on 11:55, placed her can of Peachtree snuff on the 

mantelshelf and dragged her brown~checked cardboard suitcase from 

er the iron bed made up smooth J&Qf ^^gTrtwTth bleached homespun 

sheets. She packed white drawers and aprons and print frocks and put 

on her brown hightop shoes and headed down the road, through the 

quarters, past the school, to Cornerville and Hoot Walters' store 

where she caught the Trailways bus to Miami, Florida, to visit Barn's 

sister Minnie. 

### 

She stayed gone for six weeks, then one Friday at midday, 

midsummer, while the whcjle town of Cornerville was sitting down to 

inner, she steppedji^ol the Trailways bus at Hoot Walters' store, 

and with short mincing steps, she walked up the sidewalk, along the 

plain frame houses fronting 94, to the old school house. 

Her^egular-size face was wrinkled and splotched as the brown 

paper sack she? toted in one arm. Her green eyes were squ inched—her 

se like a ^jS^r^Ln the center of her face—and her lips set tight 

against grief. She was going home. 

Well, what else could she do? 

Up the horseshoe gravel road, behind the school house, she went, 

o the bend where the row houses of the Negro quarters shared one 

rich black yard^ gs barked and naked and near-naked children chased 



a 1 on g the wood si i n eft tsf sc r uboajo tz p ines^and A 

finger-on-the-buzzer sound of locusts. 

On to the straightaway and the tiny cement block Church of 

Christ, where she went when she wanted to, and then more shanties up 

to the curve where at the end she could see the front of The Count's 

unpainted cabin with tall pines in the background, and in the 

foreground the lone brick chimney and the cold settled ashes that 

used to be her house. 

The yellow cur with lit gold eyes and a heart face lunged from 

he Count's porch, barking. She stopped, waited, looked, set the 

suitcase and the papersack of Florida oranges and crochet work from 

her sister-in-law Minnie next to the scorched crepe myrtle with 

blooms the color of dried b1ood. 

She stepped into the ash block that outlined where her cabin 

used to be and over to the the hearth, then sifted in the ashes till 

she found ar/-edge of the burnished gilt frame that used to displ. 

Etarn's picture. 

She stared up at the leached blue sky with its yhite su 

centerpoint, like a crocheted daisy 9 

m 

_to_jate£J3 her kitchen used to be, stepped over the charred hull of a 

foundation beam, to the crumbling brick well she had shared with her 

brother all those years. 

When her eyes adjusted from the bright sky to the gloomy 

heapA she saw The Count standing in the doorway of the his low porch: 

^slick clay face and sharp chin, mangy pants bunched at the waist^ 

-SndT skinny with a crest of brown hair<j 0PTooked -f-a-shionod—from 

*3es 

or j2^^=d t ob ac c o st i c k s. 



^ ^ - " " " B u r  n t  t o  t h e  g r o u n d ,  S i s t e r , "  h e  s a i d .  " W e r e n ' t  a  t h ^ n g  i n  t h e  

w o r l d  I  c o u l d  d o  a b o u t  h i t . "  H e  s t e p p e d  a c r o s s  t h e  s o r r y  p o r c h ,  t o  

t h e  d o o r s t e p s  a n d  s a t  a s  i f  h e  h a d  . j u s t  s t e p p e d  i n s i d e  a f t e r  f i g h t i n g  

t h e  f i r e .  H e  s m o k e d  a  h a n d - r o l l e d  c i g a r e t t e ,  h e l d  b e t w e e n  h i s  s m u t t y  

t h u m b  a n d  f o r e f i n g e r ,  t h e n  t h u m p e d  i t  t o  t h e  d i r t  w h e r e  b r o k e n  g l a s s  

a n d  t i n  c a n s  g l i t t e r e d  i n  t h e  s u n .  A  r u s t y  l o g g i n g  c h a i n  s n a k e d  a l o n g  

t h e  e d g e  o f  t h e  p o r c h .  H e r  a s h y  c a s t  i r o n  f r y i n g  p a n  s a t  o n  a  b r o k e n  

c h a i r  b y  t h e  d o o r .  

" D i d  m y  d e r n d e s t  t o  p u t  h i t  o u t , "  h e  s a i d .  

S h e  s t e p p e d  i n t o  t h e  g r e a s y  s h a d e  o f  t h e  t i n  p o r c h  e a v e s .  

H e  l o o k e d  d o w n  w i t h  t h a t  a m a z i n g  s e l f — p i t y  h e  w a s  b e s t  k n o w n  f o r  

i n  S w a n o o c h e e  C o u n t y — e x c e p t  f o r  a r s o n  a n d  t h i e v e r y ,  t h a t  i s .  

F i n a l l y  s h e  s p o k e :  " Y o u  b u r n t  u p  m y  h o u s e .  Y o u  b u r n t  u p  m y  o n l y  

p i c t u r e  o f  B a r n ,  d i d n ' t  y o u ? "  

H e  s t a r e d  u p  a t  h e r  w i t h  t h o s e  n i c k e l - r i m m e d  g r e e n  e y e s .  " I  

I m i n ' t  d o n e  n o  s e c h  a  t h ^ n g . "  H e  p o i n t e d  t o  t h e  a l u m i n u m  b u c k e t  

h a n g i n g  f r o m  t h e  w e l l  t e a c k l e .  " S e e  t h a t  b u c k e t  y o n d e r ,  I  t o t e d  h i t  

b a c k  a n d  t o  f o r  u p w a r d s  o f  a  h o u r ,  t r y i n g  t o  p u t  h i t  o u t .  O l d  f a t  

l i t a r d ' l l  b u r n , "  h e  s a i d .  

" W i l l  w h e n  y o u  s e t  h i t  a f i r e , "  s h e  s a i d .  

" A w ,  S i s t e r ,  y o u  k n o w  m e  b e t t e r n  t h a t . "  H e  s t o o d ,  s t r a i g h t e n i n g  

h i s  b r o w n  b e l t  t h a t  h u n g  l i k e  a  t a i l  b e t w e e n  h i s  l e g s .  

" W a s  i n  y o u r  w a y ,  m y  h o u s e  w a s , "  s h e  s a i d ,  " s o  y o u  g o t  s h e d  o f  

" I n  m y  w a y  o f  w h a t - ? "  h e  s a i d ,  b o w i n g  u p  l i k e  r o o s t e r  a n d  

s q u a r i n g  h i s  n a r r o w  s h o u l d e r s .  H i s  t o o t h l e s s  r e d  g u m s  s h o n e .  

h i t .  "  



"Couldn't  see no whiskey revenuer coming up the road's what,  

she said.  "So you burnt hit  to the ground." She held up the of  

Jt^- picture frame, a strange iridescent, like oil on water. "You 

burnt up Barn's only picture and I aim to see you in jai l  for hit .  

She turned and traipsed back to the l ine she had drawn in her 

mind over the years of  where her yard started and his  stopped. 

"Your own baby brother," he called out.  "You'd put your own baby 

brother in . jai l  over a picture:'" 

••Barn's picture," she said and kept walking through the ashes 

with her brown hightops now powder gray,  to the scorched crepe myrtle 

and her suitcase and the paper sack.  

" She was st i l l  holding the /pfeturenframe, evidence or 

keepsake,  as she started down the road again.  

The yel low dog they used to share fol lowed her to the biscuit  

white two-story courthouse and plopped bellydown with a grunt in the 

n  |  - -  h v the doorsteps and waited while she went inside.  

Of course,  the evidence wasn't  much evidence,  and what can you 

do with a no-account l ike The Count? The Count,  who got the last  part 

of  his  name honest  and the f irst  part for^nis being dishonest  and too 

ornud to own up to his  dishonesty or$4£ay"I'm sorry.  The Count,  who 
0 

would end up burning the old schoolhouse another story and the vei  y 

courthouse where Beck's evidence was determined not-evidence,  to get 

rid of the land records bearing proof that The Count's  daddy had 3. e jft  

vast acerages of timberland to his older brother King and only a pal f 

c&cre? t?o The L-ount« 



She crossed 129, under the sole traffic l ight in Cornerville,  

set to blink on red, to King's cresote—pine commissary on the 

southwest corner of 129 and 94.  

The one—room commissary was dim and cool,  coming in out of the 

sun, smelled of dry cottonseed meal and the stale water of the red 

Coca—Cola box by the open door. 

King was stacking crates of cola bottles behind the carved—on 

mahoqhany counter on the west end of the store.  Bottles rattl ing hard 

enough to break. He stopped when he saw her f loating in her long 

dress between the shelves of Vienna sausages and potted meat and soda 

crackers.  

He had the same sl ick clay countenance as The Count,  was tall  as 

he Count,  but sturdier built  and neat in starched green twill .  1  u U  

home, I see," he said in that high muffled voice.  He stood with his 

great hands spread on the counter.  

She walked on up to to the counter,  facing him. "Reckon you know 

l |nei5ount burnt up my house':-'" 

"Looks l ike hit ,  don't hit ,  Sister?" 

"He done hit ," she said.  "Burnt up my only picture of Barn." 

"Go on to my house and let  Rose f ix you some dinner." 

" A i n ' t  h o n q r y ,  . j u s t  m a d .  D o n e  b e e n  t o  t h e  c o u r t h o u s e  t o  t a k e  o u t  

a warrant on him." 

"What the sheriff  say?" 

She slapped thej^oi^bure—farame s^r^Fp "on the counter next to a 

nail  with stabbed green receipts.  "Picture frame hain't  no evidence,  

is  what he said.  



" B e s i d e s , "  s h e  a d d e d ,  " s a i d  i f  h e  w a s  t o  p u t  T h e  C o u n t  i n  . j a i l ,  

y o u ' d  . j u s t  b a i l  h i m  o u t ,  c a u s e  o f  t h a t  p r o m i s e  y o u  m a d e  M o m m e r  o n  h e r  

d e a t h b e d . "  

'tf-̂ d take care of him. " 

" A n d  y o u  h a v e ,  B r o t h e r ,  f o r  a  f a c t . "  

" W o r s t  d a y  o f  m y  l i f e  w a s  w h e n  X  m a d e  t h a t  p r o m i s e  t o  M o m m e r . "  

" W e l l ,  w h a t ' s  d o n e ' s  d o n e , "  s h e  s a i d  a n d  s t a r t e d  o u t .  " J u s t  w i s h  

i f  h e ' d  t o o k  a  n o t i o n  t o  b u r n  s o m e t h i n g ,  h i t  w o u l d n ' t  a  b e e n  m y  o n l y  

p i c t u r e  o f  E - i a r n . "  

" I  w o u l d n ' t  p u t  h i t  a p a s t  h i m ,  b u t  s i n c e  h a i n ' t  n o  p r o o f  w h a t  

y o u  g o n e  d o ? "  K i n g  f o l l o w e d  h e r  t o  t h e  d o o r  w h e r e  t h e  y e l l o w  c u r  

w a i t e d .  " N o w  g o  o n  o v e r  t h e r e  t o  m y  h o u s e  a n d  t e l l  R o s e  I  s a i d  t o  p u t  

y o u  u p .  W e  g o t  r o o m  a p l e n t y .  I ' l l  s e e  t o  h i t  h e  s a y s  h e ' s  s o r r y . "  

" H a i n ' t  n o  I ' m  s o r r y s  I ' m  a f t e r ;  I  w a n t  h i m  i n  . j a i l . "  S h e  

f l o a t e d  o u t  t h e  d o o r  i n  t h e  d u s t  s p e c k s  o f  b o t h e r e d  s u n l i g h t .  

### 

W h e n  s c h o o l  s t a r t e d  i n  S e p t e m b e r ,  B e c k  w a s  s i t t i n g  o n  K i n g ' s  

f r o n t  p o r c h  w i t h  R o s e ^ w a t c h i n g  t h e  s c h o o l  b u s e s  p a s s  a l o n g  t h e  

s h o r t c u t  b e t w e e n  t h e  q u a r t m 1  s  a n d —94.—•» 

" A l l  I  w a n t  i s  h i m  t o  o w n  u p  t o  h i t , "  B e c k  s a i d .  

" H i t " — b u r n i n g  B a r n ' s  p i c t u r e — w a s  n o w  T h e  C o u n t ' s  b i g g e s t  c r i m e  

t o  d a t e .  



Rose rocked back, rocked forward, spat a cord of snuff to the 

raked dirt along the tall brick pillars of the porch. "You oughta 

took hit with you. You oughta took that picture to Minnie's with 

you." Her hard dark eyes made her look mad, pious, opinionated, but 

she was none of those, and seldom sided with either wrong or right. 

She .just listened. 

"Rose, I want you to see to hit that King makes him own up tu 

hit." Beck no longer expected The Count to ? d done 

worse in other people's book—stole, !)l¥t!ff^you-name-it but n<-'t t-_-

her. And like King, before her house burned, Beck e UP f,-'r 

her baby brother. 

From the school house to the post office, to Hoot's store, she 

stopped off at houses, telling how her own brother had burnt her only 

picture of Barn, and asking everybody whether The Count had ever 

owned up to his tresspasses against them^^ l f  1  r s t  s h e  w a n t s  

im in jail, then to own up to it, then say he is sorry, then she 

is up forgivi ng_^i^;-;"-t-ewi i~5~lp'~ov7rn^Tmmb to her story) 

When spring came again, and the school plays started, only Beck 

and the yellow dog seemed even to remember. And though she carried 

the virulent iridescent s$ji^_of frame in her apron pocket, Barn's 

face was fading, memories of what made Barn who he was and special 

grew as mottled as the strip of frame, and the grudge against The 

^/Count was turning into §r^sl\_iggish recollection, till wis only one 

more in a growing number of The Count's sins. 

"All I want is him to say I'm sorry for burning up Barn's only 

picture," Beck told the postmistress, who stood in the window with 

her long white fingers shuffling mail like playing cards. 



"Like I said yesterday. Aunt Beck," said Miss Cleta, "he'll come 

around." Dark head low, she went on sorting mail, then stepped left 

behind the wall of black mailboxes and began placing the mail into 

separate 

"He ever say he's sorry for robbing your roll of package twine?" 

says Bee k. 

Miss Cleta stepped to the window again, jcloch^ of wavy black 

hair, solemn face. Mo answer. Then, "I got mail to put up, Aunt 

Beck," she says, "now you run on." 

### 

Beck drifted door to door from the post of fee to the string of 

stores on the north corner across from the courthouse. 

"The Count ever say he was sorry for snatching up them ice 

potatoes ever time he heads out your door?" Beck asks Hoot Walters. 

"No 'urn," said Hoot, "and I don't want him saying he's sorry, 

^/cause when a debt's cleared with that no—account, he'll croe- back fo >r 

something else." 

HrTsier Shar-p/: "No*urn, and weren't looking for no I'm sorrys out 

of that scoundrel—beg your pardon, ma'am. Run off with one of my 

Fashion Frock order books to give to some woman. A old book, I'd of 

give it to him if he'd .just asked." 

Beck walked west along the shoulder of 94, about one-half mile 

to the cemetery on the right, this side of the wooden Alapaha bridge. 

Her hightop shoes had worn a path like a cattle trail along the 

shoulder of split-tipped smut grass, and she could pick out Barn's 

headstone from the plain old look-alike stones on the south side of 



t h e  c e m e t e r y ,  w i t h  i t s  g r e e n  b a c k d r o p  o f  h o l l y s ,  b a y s ,  s c r u b o a k s  a n d  

p i n e s  a l o n g  t h e  r i v e r  b a n k .  L i k e  t h e  o t h e r  h e a d s t o n e ,  B a r n ' s  w a s  

l o o k i n g  a  b i t  m o l d y  l a t e l y .  

S h e  t r o d d e d  o v e r  p r i c k l y  p e a r s  a n d  c e n t i p e d e  g r a s s  k n i t t i n g  o v e r  

— s a n d ,  a n d  o n  t o  B a r n ' s  g r a v e  w i t h  a  M a s o n  . j a r  o f  d e a d  m a g e n t a  

p h l o x  s h e  h a d  p i c k e d  o n  h e r  w a y  l a s t  t i m e .  

" I  . j u s t  w a n t  h i m  t o  s a y  I ' m  s o r r y ,  "  s h e  s a i d  t o  t h e  s c a b b e d  o v e r  

m o u n d  o f  s a n d y  d i r t .  " T h a t ' s  a l l . "  

S w a y i n g  i n  h e r  l o n g  d r e s s ,  s q u a t  s h a d o w  h e a p i n g  o n  t h e  m o u n d ,  

s h e  l i s t e n e d  t o  t h e  b r e e z e  i n  t h e  t r e e s  a n d  t o l d  B a r n  h o w  s h e  n e e d e d  

h i s  p i c t u r e  n o w  t o  r e m i n d  h e r  o f  h o w  h e  l o o k e d .  S h e  t o l d  h i m  s h e  w a s  

l o n e s o m e  a n d  s h e  w a n t e d  t o  g o  h o m e — n o t  t h a t  K i n g  a n d  R o s e  w e r e  

a n y t h i n g  b u t  k i n d .  B u t  w a s  n o t  h o m e  t h e r e ,  y o u  u n d e r s t a n d .  

I n  t h e  s o u g h i n g  o f  t h e  b r e e z e ,  B e c k  l i s t e n e d  f o r  B a r n ' s  r e p l y ,  

a s  always# 4?ometimes when it was storming he sounded mad at The Count 

t o o ,  b u t  t h i s  t i m e  h e  s o u n d e d  s w e e t  a n d  m i l d  a s  h e  r e a l l y  w a s  a n d  

' t o l d  h e r  i n  t h e  s l u r r i n g  o f  t h e  b r e e z e  t h a t  s h e  n e e d  t o  l e t  i t  g o i  77^7,7 

s h e  h a d  t o  g e t  a l o n g  w i t h  t h e  l i v i n g  . j u s t  a s  h e  w a s  g e t t i n g  a l o n g  

w i t h  t h e  d e a d .  T h o u g h  f o r  a  f a c t ,  t h e  v o i c e  i n  t h e  r a t t l e  o f  l e a v e s ,  

s o u n d e d  l i k e  s o m e b o d y  e l s e ' s  v o i c e ,  o r  m a y b e  s h e  w a s  f o r g e t t i n g  h o w  

B a r n  s o u n d e d  . j u s t  a s  s h e  w a s  f o r g e t t i n g  h o w  h e  l o o k e d .  

### 

" I  c o m e  t o  s a y  I  f o r g i v e  y o u  f o r  h i t , "  s h e  s a i d  t o  T h e  C o u n t  

s i t t i n g  o n  h i s  d o o r s t e p s .  S h e  w a s  s t a n d i n g  o n  t h e  l i n e  w h e r e  h e r  1  2 ^  

uamfc4?-end7and his started, 



O n l y  t h e  c h i m n e y  r e m a i n e d  o n  t h e  a s h y  s p o t  a s  a  r e m i n d e r  o f  

w h e r e  h e r  h o u s e  u  -  . g & k ' a n d  t h e  m a n t e l s h e l f  w h e r e  t h e  o n l y  

p i c t u r e  o f  B a r n  o p - d l *  s t o o d .  

" Y o u ' r e  m y  o w n  b l o o d  b r o t h e r , "  s h e  s a i d .  

T h e  y e l l o w  d o g  s l u m p e d  t o  t h e  d i r t  w i t h  a  g r o a n .  

" I  h a i n ' t  d o n e  h i t ,  S i s t e r ,  a n d  s h o o k  h i s  s h a g g y  h e a d .  

" H i t ' s  a  k n o w n  f a c t  I  b u r n  u p  s t u f f ,  b u t  I  h a i n ' t  d o n e  h i t  t h i s  

t i m e . "  H e  s t o o d  u p ,  s p o k e  u p ,  h a n d s  o n  h i s  w a i s t  a n d  h i p  c o c k e d .  H e  

w a v e d  o n e  h a n d  o v e r  t h e  i ^ ^ ^ ^ a c r e  o f  s a n d  a n d  a s h  h e  s h a r e d  w i t h  

h e r .  " I ' l l  b u i l d  y o u  a n o t h e r  h o u s e  t o  p r o v e  t h e  o l d  o n e  w a d n ' t  i n  m y  

w a y .  "  

B y  w i n t e r ,  h e  h a d  r i g g e d  u p  a  o n e - r o o m  s h a c k  o f  s t o l e n  2 x 4 s  a n d  

. j u n k  l u m b e r .  L o o k e d  l i k e  a n  c h i c k e n  c o o p .  

I t  s t o o d  d u e  n o r t h  o f  t h e  s i t e  w h e r e  B e c k ' s  o l d  h o u s e  

i n  t h e  p i n e w o o d s  b e l o n g i n g  t o  K i n g .  




