


* 
do 

( v  
s hewapron pocket, and the shoe .in its newspaper 

wrappin ĉ r̂a4r4; ̂ s, e is slow-moving this morning, stove up from 

staying inside during the cold spat from Tuesday through Friday. The 

£2* • i l l  li i i ' '  

inq* "Vhey hildren are as wild as the sunf1owerfdreSsi*=.' she is wearinqf 

thejsunny yard, making games of Roper's junk: Vol 1 

i, i' U - V 11 y f.} ft i kill-j i:i fiii- yjaifn nim g ,' on inner tubes. All 
- -L -ft-. I*.. ,,rrt |̂ | r ̂ p̂~T 

except , t r a a. .t-s suc k i n g 
W hjJtl ŷ IUetX/̂ L ^ 

her thumb, behind Louise. 

Saturday now and Roper is home from work, holed up in his 

trailer, maybe watching Louise creepift§ toward her col lard patch ner couara paten ^ ,, 

Ji u_ 
beyond the yard space between trailersJA^She suspects he knows she ÂUAJtû i) 

) 
has the shoe, because suddenly Bloop and Beanie are no longer 

(yĵ the Isuzu, because all week Roper's been keeping —d Vctjj(n c e 

pT-rrn y ̂ /S£â TTrg\7 p rk?fa ofc i-ywondering what Louise intends to do with 

the shoe. Maybe even thinking that she won't do anything with the 

shoe, since so far she has failed to tell that on Halloween day he 

did go back to work after lunch. 

She always knows what Roper and the boys are into or up to, and 

they always know she knows, but know she won't tell whoever 

•important—to be lo-Ld^ they have that kind of hold on her. But this 

time she will tell; that is, if Roper doesn't do the right thing and 

tell Mat h Tay1 or the truth first. No, she doesn't believe that Roper 

killed Lu^frTe?- Tay 1 or *•&- wifo^, but she does believe that he knows more 

than he has told. It's been awhile since she believed in justice for 

=i black man, and she's still not sure she does, but she does believe 
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white or red. She's almost done waiting for Roper to feel compassion-

-plain old pity do—for Taylor, who she had wet—nursed 
/A2̂ >Sf- IrujtA^ ̂   ̂

aluogoick} Rfcper, which must make for some kind of bond between them, 

sharing the same milk, as well as blood. J&W&Cweason^ for telling^ 

t 'ĵ 5o many in her head, but as much as anything she wants 
A 

to see something end, the end of something. 

how many responsible men are left to set examples for the childrene, 

can't find one and means to make one out of Eugene. His fear of 

telling, she understands, she doesn't blame him, but he has to do the 

right thing for the grandboys—if he intends to stay here, he has to 

stand for something) 

(have this come up in conversation with Roper or come back and 

add if it doesn't fit)But more than all those things she wants Eugene 

to stand for something in the quarters, to set an example for her 
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grandboys—headed fast down hell's path—by proving he didn't kill 

\the woman. Louise has a feeling that killing for her grandboys is 

ike stealing quarters from her change jar. 

mitrtrb rre^d—t_&—cjiange part about cleaning quarters etc 

sights, smells, feel, hear 

In t he co11ar d patch, she sidles bet ween r ows, cropping the 
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sheenet i -  leaves,  keeping her bad leg f rof r^oucT^T^the 

p lants and catching dew pensioning.  Leaves'  under her  le f t  arm, she 
1  

1 

stands and peers back at  the chi ldren making use of  Roper 's  useless 
- jyCjW 

. junk,  then down at  L i t t le  Angel^graf ted to r ight  le  

P u  i  Lou is© can see t .  h  © en t i re  1 oop of  t  h © quarters f  le t  y  

^ except  for  the chi ldren laughing and squeal ing '  a l l  the t ra i lers an 
V\ kjj ' I I _ ^UsSfrGr 

shac ks ancl  whi t© f r  am© churc h on the south curv© f  ac in 

^ « « < - > « = « =  j  w.iv^r  poptr r  d i  »u uotues ana t in  cansg/ '  nna touise 

^  wuul  d just  as soon not  s©e y  but  can look now wi thout  ry inc i  ins ide j  

because in  her head she can p ic ture her p lace—twenty—five acres le f t  

, t °  h e r  by Wainer Taylor—cleaned up,  her  people at  last  coming around-

-maybe even register ing to vote.  ,  Bn. t .  each.  <i . f  tha in fn  m 

^ ra in Lbis^ hJ>Ams/k; f\nrw -m^fr iTTry-v ins ide « 

s ja-er  sums up 
TyL lmlu r, 

ronly /a couple of  r t r '~p--n-  i  h i  IT Heap..  

an d/ t ra i lers,  she i  ko,  

r  ann i  ©s or  aun t  i  ©s^ who 

11 ies up twuj^o^^ of  them her own sel  f  Eh 

_ 

pj i r iabLe,—Chr 1st  1 an o 1 d 

th^? ch i ldren.  Two. she 
A 

the houses y  

over Sweet 's  house—woman won' t  never change—and on 
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-  ̂  , 
i  1 er y and t  agsi—h i  m—numbk'V—t hr  ee—amui >q—t TFTe 

r e f & a r T l h r l ^ r T a l - r .  S o m e b o d y  w h o  w i l l  s t a n d  

for  something,  whig w i l l  take over her  people af ter  she's gone.  I f  

o ld fo lk fmake^ i t  Ja^s})  the sharp turn of  a season,  Louise has not iced,  

t i l l  t h e  n e x t .  S h e ' l l  p r o b a b l y  l i v e  J . e a s t  

k  through the yard space between t ra i lers^ she sees 

on h is  coner et  e b loc k d oor  s tep —slumped,  eveinq t  
% n . <s> u/rffitz ' Jrtt.. il^A^r-OT ̂  

dir t ,  wi th/e lbows d i tched on h is  knees^ 
xTf1p"~'^Lu™p-5/df-e/tio9 b4^ 

'She walks '  s t r  a ighr  ,  '  spr y,  

e 
'<£>/ 

hirn^ doesn' t  speak.  He' l l  have to come to her.  She wi l l  
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B y  e l e v e n  o ' c l o c k f ^ h e  h a s  c o l l a r d s  a n d  h a m h o c k s  s t e w i n g  i n  h e r  

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

R o p e r  c a n  s m e l l  t h e  g r e e n s  a n d  a l m o s t  r e g r e t s  h a v i n g  p a i n t e d  h e r  

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

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

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

t h e  o l d e r  o n e s ^ J f t ^ l f f ^ ^ ^ H K l d e r  t h e  w h i t e  t a b l e  s n i g g e r i n g ,  

p l a y i n g  a t  w h a t  s h e  h a s  t o  b e l i e v e  i s  i n n o c e n t  p l a y  b e c a u s e  s h e  

L /  d o e s n  t  h a v e  t i m e  t o  c h e c k  n o w ,  s h e  d o e s n ' t  h a v e  t h e  m i n d s e t  f o r  a  

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

d o o r s t e p ,  b u t  t h e  b l u e  I s u z u  i s  s t i l l  p a r k e d  i n  S w e e t ' s  y a r d ,  a n d  

( / t l o u i s e  < £ $ $ ^ h e a r / ® ' ' h i m  p a c i n g  i n s i d e  h i s  t r a i l e r .  
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B 1  :.p and Beanie straggle through the hedge, eyeing Roper's 

cr ai 1 er ? t heri head f or Lou ise? s door ^ B h e  s t e j D b  i n s i d e ,  f a n n i n g  

i s  s o m e  h o u s e f l  i e s  w i t h M n e r  d i s h r a g  o n  h e r  way^JpfchTu^henr <*hd "aj7„.„ 

w a i t e r  t c t .  t  h  e ^ s h  r  i  n  k  i  n  g  g r e e n s .  " V  w  » '  
efJuudL^ 

jThem boys/kryfew what fr6fn what," she muttJrs. "Would eat my big 

t o e  i f  I  c o o k e d  i t . "  

T h e y  b o u n c e  t h r o u g h  t h e  d o o r ,  s h a k i n g  h e r  t r a i l e r .  T h e  s t o v e -

eye grills quiver, the walls creak. "Ain't nothing to do round this 

p l a c e ,  g r a n m a m a , "  s a y s  B l o o p .  H e  h o v e r s  a b o v e  h e r ,  s n i f f i n g  a t  t h e  

s p i t t i n g  p o t .  



"Bo pick you upsome pecans,"she says."Say they bringa good 

price now." 

"Ain't picking up no pecans," he says arid snorts. "Back ain't 

uP to it." . ^ 

He sits at the kitchen table, knuckling the.Jtop, and Beanie 

sprawls on the couchitcthe 'tv on with the remote control, 

Louise's so1e 1uxur y„ 

"My back ain't gone be up to gathering no greens next time," she 

says and shakes cornmeal from a great jar to a bowl. 

"Put some cracklings in it," says B1oop« "Ain't had no 

crack1ing cornbread in a 

"Not since middle of the week," she says. Though Bloop is no 

longer lovable, she finds it hard not to love him, not to be taken in 

by him—her first grand. "Quit that framming on that table^for 

lose my mind." 

into the 1 iving roorrrand 

JAin't nothi thing on that channel 

He springs up and fcjounc 

o 1 o n g legs 

worth a damn," he says to Beanie. 

"You want your mouth washed out with soap powder?" Louise 

"Check on Little Angel for me. She napping on my bed." 

s with his 

He laughs. Snatches the remote from Beanie, who snatches it 

back^ Somebody on tv laughs, eop1 Same laugh^l 

Very program. Louise thinks that surely she's not the only one who 

as caught on to that fact same woman's ̂ fe^^rails ever y t i me. 

How long fore dinner* , Gr anmamma?" says Beanie. 

rfc 7 

€ 

C 

c 
r 
r 
r 



# 

"Hout thirty m1nutes,I guess, " she says. Sne likes them there, 

though she never shows it, never says it—they know—especially to 

Roper, who it seems she has been trying all her life to $te&i4&j---accept 

his own sons. She had almost given up when she came into possession 

of the shoe. But what Louise likes best, is not looking at the boys, 

.just listening to them talk and pretending they are still chubby 

children with •Tr V-—* •- glossy^solack grapes. But lately she has 

quit pretending. She looks at them now, their great white shoes, 

Bleep's tomwal ker legs. Body outgrowing his mind, what thedly^is of 

his mind. Mostly, he and Beanie both .just jw^Jytneir senses—what 

can they see next, what can they taste next, feel next, smell next, 

touch next? Not f^ow- Now i s never enough- Same way with money-

Louise fiqures if Roper doesn't take hold soon , the boys will become 

so .jaded it'll take more and more .jolts to their eyes, ears,jf*!mcif's«-

Lacth, to produce thrills. 

1 

t 
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"One of you boys go bring the younguns inland tell your daddy, 

I got the cornbread on-" She slides the iron skillet into the oven, 

realizing what she has .just said, and adds, "Never mind 

weren't going any^way, and she has to let Roper come to her- Of his 

own freewill-

By Monday, Louise figures she might have to extend her week's ^ 

deadline for Roper to come to her. Lying in her bed, Monday morning, 

she hears the I suz u J utter from yard up the road to the 
) e 

highway. Yesterday, she'd been so sure he was coming around-ral1 day (C 



^Fish on thcMtable in ile she c 1 eaned rfish on the^table in her front yar< 
^ 
gi b i "i r: i" !'"• ;ip J. ci vt?n i, Twice, she almost broke down and went over to his 

trailer with the paper-wrapped shoe in her apron pocket, bat each 

time she rerouted her steps, pinching dead blooms from her mums and 

rearranging the junk in her yard- Not even a how—do—you—do from 

either of them. He knew. 

v/ How long since heV^^^been to see "the man"? tries t 
y 

remember, afraid Roper will miss one of his scheduled visits and end 

up in jail again- And then relizes how laughable her worry about the 

probabtion officer is under the circumstances—Louise is on the verge 

of sicking the law on Roper for what might mean a charge murder. She 

will do it - She has to do it - For her grandboys, who <B^e-~-abjov-e--

n>u=.•)- j-wjs 

background on Louise driveled in—keep up momentum 
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What drives Louise crazy, during the deadline week, is how she 

changes day to day—by turns feeling guilty about even considering 

turninq Roper in, and")^feel inq justified. And when Friday rolls 

around and he hasn't come to her for the shoe, she begins to wonder 

ji/who she will tell, when she tells, who will be most merciful toward 

her only son—Little Taylor.or the la>X~and well understands what God 

went through when l^s^son "jelus was nailed the cross. A concept 

she doesn't come close to understanding, but believes in with all her 

heart to keep from winding up in hell. And finally she talks herself 

into feeling that to do otherwise, to not tell the truth, would be 

blasphemy. Forget for —the-good-of-the-grandboys, forget for the good 

of Roper s a holy mission. Though she doesn't really 

fool herself, she is just keeping to what she's promised herself, 



bi asphemy - {•• or get- tor — t he-good-o f -the-gr and boys 

o f  R o p e r ^ L o u i s e ' s  i s  a  h o l y  m i s s i o n .  T h o u g h  s h e  d o e s n ' t  r e a l l y  

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

a n y w a y  t b ^ t  s h e  c a n .  

S h e  w i l l  g o  t o  L i t t l e  T a y l o r ,  s h e " d e c  i d e s .  T h r e e  r e a s o n s s  O n e ,  

h e  i s  n e a r b y ,  a n d  s h e  b e l i e v e s  h e  i s  a  m e r c i f u l  m a n ,  e  

m e r  c  i  f u  1  t h a n  t h e  s h e r i f f .  T w o ,  s h e  k n o w s  h e  r  e s p e c t  s  h e r  ,  p-rv" •{ f-^.. 

e v e n  l j ® 9 e s ^ h e r ,  a n d  m i g h t  b e l i e v e  h e r  i f  s h e  t e l l s  h i m  t h a t  R o p e r  

d i d n ' t  k i 1 1  h i s  w i f e  b u t  e v i d e n t 1 y  k n o w s  s o m e t h i n g  a b o u t  h e r  

d i s a p p e a r a n c e .  N u m b e r  t h r e e  a n d  m o s t  i m p o r t a n t ,  L o u i s e  i s  b e t t i n g  o n  

t h e  i n f 1 u e n c e  a n d  i n s p i r a t i o n  o f  W a i n e r  T a y 1  o r ' s  g h o s t s  s h e  h a s  

a l w a y s  r e l i e d  o n  f e e l i n g s ,  a n d  s h e  h a s  a  f e e l i n g  t h a t  L i t t l e  T a y l o r  

w i l l  k n o w  w i t h o u t  k n o w i n g ,  w i l l  s e n s e ,  t h a t  h i s  d a d d y  l o v e d  L o u i s e ,  

t h a t  R o p e r  i s  T a y  1  o r  '  s  o w n  s o n  ,  maI-: ing— h  1  m  o t h e r  
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w h e n  s h e  s t a r t s  t o w a r d  h e r  o l d  w h i t e  s t  a t  i o n  w a g o n ,  

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

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

T a y l o r ,  b u t  i s  h o p i n g  R o p e r  w i l l  b e l i e v e  s h e  i s  g o i n g .  T o  m a k e  s u r e  

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

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

H i s  d r o o p y  e y e s  s t r e t c h  a n d  h e  s t a n d s ,  w w l l ^ ^ Y r ^  b a r e f o o t  t o w a r d  

t h e  c a r .  N o t  t h e  w a y  i t  s h o u l d  h a v e  b e e n ,  t r u e ,  n o t  t h e  w a y  s h e ' d  

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

r i g h t  h a n d .  



Sh^ pocket and 

drops the newspaper to the ^ ^ ^ 

"What you up to,  Mama?" he says.  

"Up to making you own up to what you know bout Lora Taylor," she 

4ys.  "Up to making you _stand for something." 

"How^ that ?" 

"I be on my way to take this shoe to Little Taylor"; that what." 

She places $&f^~R<and on top of her bristly gray head. "Hear on the tv 

last night he L I  i  n  y b au k— i - B—fceS&i another trip looking at dead 

bodies." 

"You think I kil^; that woman?" 

"Nope. I think you didn't." 

"I don't get i t ." He scratches his head. 

"Gone make you face up to Little Taylor,  gone make you prove to 

^them boys in there you ain't  k i l l  nobody." 

He laughs,  ^®^s on^fht^ car hood, sounds l ike he's crying. 

" A i n ' t  n o b o d y  g o n e  b e l i e v e  I  a i n ' t  dooe i t ,  y o u  k n o w  t h a t . "  

Daugharty 9 

"I don't know that." 

"I messed up." He doesn't look at her,  looks down at his long 

t h i n  f e e t  i n  t h e  d a m p  d i r t .  

"What you dQ?" 

er dead that day. FMX her pased-out dead on a road 

throug h  t h a t  f i e l d  I  b e e n  m o w i n g  s e e j T  l i k e  s i n c e  I  w a s  b o r n . "  

"What kil l  her?" 

"Don't know," he says,  looking up now. "DtuNi^t look l ike 

nothing kil l  her y  I mean no fc1ood on her body« 

by what the answer might be to her next question, she 



nobody ain't mTO- her?" 
U 

That where I mess up , ,! he 5ays? crying for real now, low like a 
Aiuv i 

man choking. ' TUs shoulders quake. "I get scared somebody think I 

•d '..in i e it I mean wk'ffi me on probation and all . So I take up her body 

and chun^k it in a old well ̂ /cross the field." 

Louise waits, he shoe, trying to picture him doing 

but can't. 

"Chunk bricks in on top of the body's what I done. Later I 

that." He turns around, facing her square. "I ain't kill that lady, 

you know that- But gone look like I do it if that shoe turn up now. " 

"You find the shoe later'', " says Louise, "U/iere it fall off, 

right?" 

"Yessum, " he says, "and then them boys get ho LB. of it and t. 

blackmailing me." 
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"I know the rest of it," she says, patting the shoe in her 

pocket. "You do too. Them boys belief you kill her, don't see 

nothing wrong in that 5 killing ain't no more to them than stealing 

quarters out of my chanqe Jar." , 

"I ain't their mama," he says, drying up A "What I know bout 

raising younguns?" 

"You bout to mess up worser now," she says and opens the squeaky 

car door. "You bout to get on my badside for shore." 

"So what you wanting me to do is turn myself in and prove 

something they ain't no way a-proving?" 



She .just stands there, knowing he is r ighit ,hut knowing she is 

right too. 

"Give me the shoe, Mama." He holds out his hand, starts around 

the car. "Ain't no way without that shoe anybody gone blame me. 

That lady ain't gone come back alive .just cause I tell, get it?" 

"Then how you gone make them boys know you ain't kill her, how 

you gone shut them up?" 

"I done shut 'em up." 

"HOWN^ that?" 

"Fdrags on 'em." 

She has to 1 cavfi^To" keep from falling. "Just 

what I mean," she says. "Somebody gotta stand for something, 

somebody gotta take a holffi^. " 

"Why me, Mama?" 

"Ain't nobody else." 
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The First Nudist 

e 
It could have been the summer after the spring that my younger 

^ sister and I went to visit Gransallie in Florida and almost starved ^ 
i ! 
T~ to death on one of her low-calorie diets, which I prefer to remember 

c 
as a kind of pre—Easter fasting, rather than admit that my 

j grandmother had once again failed. To me, she was proudly stout and f 

c 

c 

c 

c 

c 

c 


