Grant Bello
We ¥=m ‘picked up Yank, then we picked up Dirty Rd. Yank

was waiting for us behind a bush on the river bank side of the
road. Clatoo didn't have to stop, just slow down some, for
old Yank to hop up in the back of the truck. Yank thought he
was still a cowboy. He had broke horses and mules years and
years ago, so he hopped up in that truck the same way he had
ridden horses years and years agol He still wore the kind
of clothes he wore then. His straw hat was draped like a
cowboy hat. He had a dirty polka dotted hanBkerchief tied
round his neck. Heis pant legs was stuck?®d inside his boots
Just like he used to wwar them years and years ago. He spoke
to us when he first got into the truck, but after that we
didn't do much talking. And we kept the guns down on the bed
of the truck so people outside wouldn't see them.

A mile or so after we picked up Yank we picked up Dirty
Red. Clatoo had to.blow the horn twice before we saw D rty
Red coming from round the back of the hosee. Dirty Red looked
dirty even from here. He always looked dirty. Except on
third Sundays and fourth Sundays when he went to hhurch. On
third Sundays he told his determination, on fourth Sundays he
took the sacrament. He tleaned up pretty good for those two
Sundays. but the next day he was dirty again. He had a
doubledbarrel shot gun, carrying it by the barrel, witha the
stock nearly dragging the ground. He had a self-rolled
cigarette hanging from the right corner of his mouth. The
cigarette was fat in the middle and twisted tight at each end.
D rty Red got in the truck, but not all the way in. One of
his legs hung out of the truck almost toughing the g und.
I looked at Dirty Red, and I had to grin to myself. Any other

day I would've kekpt my distance from him. But today I was

as proud of Dirty Red as I was any man .tfl44),
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Three or four miles after we picked up Dirty Red ,

Clatoo turned off the main highway on a dirtﬂ road that
divided Morgan and 1Marshall plantations. _ Then after he had
gone far enough down the road so people on the highway couldn
see the truck, he stopped and told us thkkgkkkkkk he would
leave us hkk off there. He had to go up thé road and kpick
up the rest of the pdo le. He told us too meet at the grave
yard, and we would all walk to Mathu's‘fﬁgse together. He
thought that would look better than if straggled .in one at

at time. He turned the truck around and headed back out
toward the highway, and the rest of us started walking.

Jacob and Mat were in front, with Chimley a step behind
them. Jacob was cryying his gun over his shoulder, Mat
carried his turcked under his arm. Chimley Wad his under
his arm, too, but he wasn't walking straight as Mat. Mat was
always very proper, him. Chimley wasn't. Ch mley Jjust kind
of shuffled along like he didn't know what was going on. The
rest of us--me, for sure--was more like Chimley than like Mat
or Jacob., I was gust there. Didn't know exactly why. Just
knowed I had to be there. When Clatoo called me and told me
what had happened, and what they wanted us to do§ I “just
reached for one of my guns. When he stoppe%ﬂ?zﬁgif_ryaggerq)ZL:;;

and I saw Jacob and Billy in there with him, I just hooped
in the back of the trﬁck withowt—seyins—aweord.

Me and Yank carried o r guns tucked under our arms.
When I loked back at Billy Wash ngton and Dirty Red, I saw
Dirty Red carrying his by the barrel with the stopk nearkly
touching the ground. Billy was carrying his gun over his
shoulder, but not carryying it the way you Wkkk#kgh should carry
a gun. He was carrying it mosre loosely, the way you would crry
a kkkk fence post or a stick of wood. I couldn't tell who

looked the worse between him and Dirty Red. Neither one look
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like he was going to & fight--that's for sure.

We had cane ‘on both sides the road. Morgan cane on
one side, Marshlall cane on the other side. But it wasn't
Marshall cane, now, it was outan Cane. Beau was leasing

. Him and his family
the whole plantation ffrom the Marshall family. ¥Hmxhad been
leasing all of it the last twenty yearsk, nkErxRExgrkxthe
AR R AR R R AN X X YA RXEXNRXURX ARG XY EaYEY The same land we had
worked, our parents had wbrked, our great parents had worked
in slaverys-they had it all now. Or, he s Mr., Beau had had it
all up to about twelve oklock that day.

After going another mile, we turn oqﬁi;aigzger road. You
had cane here, too, but just on’ one sidef1the right side. On
the left, the side that took you back kk intow swamps, the
can there had been cut and hauled away. It made yoEﬂ;eeieégnely
to see it had been cut and ‘hauléd away like th t. Anyytime
I seen a harvvested field, it always made me feel lenely., T
liked to look at a fieid full of something growing. I realized

you planted the crop to harvest it, to seel it, or to‘eati'it,

but it always made me feel lonely when it wasn't there. The

Tows looked so naked and dreary and lonely. ‘I saw Mat and

Jacob looking at the rowé, too. They probably felt the same

way I felt--lonely. They was probably thinking about the tim

we ourselves had farmed all this land. Many, many days we :

had plowed these rows, chopped that cane, pulled that corn, %"_ég‘:'

Many, many days. But that was mamy , many days ago, too.

Not days, but yearsquﬂj) [ s
Then I heard a shot, and when I look#4d back, I saw

a little rabbit bobbing across the field. By the time I

took aim, it was already too late. He was down one of the

middles now, and all I could see of him was his little ears

bobbing up every now and then. I could tell that it was
Billy who had shot at the rabbit, and missed. I waited for



him and Dir5ty Red to catch up with us.

"Missed him, huh, Billy?"

Billy didn't answer, he wouldn't even look at me or
Yank. He was ashamed he had missed.

"T hope he don't miss F x like that," B lly Red teased |
him. "Rqbbit was so close I started to hi him in the head

with the butt of my gun, but I thought Billy wanted him.

! : ; e 1
"He was moving," Billy said. j;Z;;EA£‘1£7 ’
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"Sure, after I_

o Dinky
Red said. A |

Dirty Red had thes little shixt, wet, dimbéy cipareeet
hanging from the right corner of his mouth. He kept his head
to one side the keep the smoke lout of his eyes.

We starteé walking again. I wasazfiﬁy ng about Billy

missing the rabbit. I hope it wasn't & sign_i;&;g>é;;é2;;f g
VOQ#' to do battle with Fix and his crewé. /

Now, 'up hhead, I could s&& the pecan and oak trees in
the graveyard. ,You had about a dozen trees sprea& over the
graveyard, and about the same number of head stoesnes. But
the stomes had been kput there only a few years ago. Long
ago, people didn't mark the graves. Each family had a little
seet , and most people knew where there little é;iilwas. If
it was a big family, of course, they cheated into some other
family s . But who cared? They had mixed together when
they was alive, why not let the ldust mix now--which it had
to do. That had been the burial kplace for black people on

that plantation since the time of slavery, and I'm sure the

dust of many different ones was mixed by now.
next to the

We squatedkhkhkkkt the barbed wire fince a few minutes

then Jacob stood up and went into the grave yard. I looked




back cover my shoulder, and I saw him leaning over and pulling

grass from his sister's grave. Tessie had been drowned out
in the river one Mardi Gras day by a gang of white men
dressed up in Mardi Gras suits and masks. Tessie was one of
these high gellows--pretty, pretty--and éiﬁkéhe used to mess
with white men and black men.l The white men didnjt like it
and warned her to ¥et black men along. She w uld not, and

so they ganged her one Mardi Gras day. Drowned her out
there in the St. Charles River that run before the Marshall
plantation. After pulling weeds away from the grave, Jacob
knelt down at the head of the grave and made the sign of the
cross. We was all looking at him now, and in another minute
we was all going in there to visit our people. The weeds

was nearly knee high, and you could feel the pecans and acors
under your feet. We went to the differ t places where we
thought our people was buriend. Sure, we knew they was

there somewhere, but we co7uldn't tell your the expact
spp{:;?tiw lpoelep had been put there, smy, like fort

years ago. Ifthey had been put there the last twenty twenty
five years, we could tell you. But if they had bden put there
fifty years ago, we couldn't go to a spot and stand there and
say this was so and sos grave. Since the people never put
markers in the old days, the graves sooner or later just
melted away with somebody else's. Most times it could've
been somebody else in the dame family, say a grandmother and
a grandchile. But nphms lots of time it could've been some
body in a total different family.

Dirty Red, with his doubled barrel shot gun, was a
little bit farther away from the rest of us. Even in life
the rest of the people didn't mix too much with Dirty Red's
people. They kind of looked down on Dirty Red's people,
and if you knowed Dirty Red's people, you would know wiy.




to where Dirty Red was standing by himself. He was eating a
pecan and lookedng down at the grass and weeds that covered
the graves. Some of the graves had sunkened in.

"My brother Gabe there," Dirty Red said. I didn't
know exactly which spot he was looking at, because soon as he
said it he cracked n=another pecan with his teeth., Not Wkkk
kxsxkardxx cracki g a couple together with his handt_bu? cracking

S e " (g A?
one with his teeth. "Mama and Papa right there, And my grandpa

Ned Jefferson right in there--somewhere."

The whole place was kind of sunkened in, and you had
weeds everywhere, so I couldn't tell exactly where Dirty Red
was looking at.

"We got pl nty of them in here," I said. "This where
you wantYbu be buried when you die?"

"Might as well," he said. "If it's still here,"

"They ch pping up lot of the old graveyards," I said.

"That's what I heard," Dirty Red said. "Like the people
was never there." He cracked anoter pecan. "Graveyard pecans
always tast good," he said. "You tried any of themZ"

"I'll gather me a few before we leave," I said.

I looked across the grame rd toward the empty fields.
The cane rows came up to about t®n feet of the grave yard before
ending. Eﬁiy had cut and hauled the cane away, and we could
see gé:g% back to the swamps. It made you feel so lonely,
and _go-useless, (h—0 ;4 Nty (hfub LLLQ 80 Pafrs *

"Him and Charlie had a chance to get some of it done,
huh?" Dirty Red sais.

"Some of it," I said. "But he won't be getting any more
done. " I looked from the nnwam empty cane rows to Dirty Red sanding

to my left. "What you thi king about all this, Dirty Red? You
been thinking about it,"
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After I had said a couple of prayers, I wandered over |




"I look at it this way," he said. "How many more years

I got here on'this earth?"

That was all he said. He stopped right there. IZ was
MQ. 1. . me'

Jjust like him. e A

"So you think you o ght to do something worthwhile?" /;Z:;QKZ
_ G Sl v o
"Something like that," he sa1d7 "Maybe that's what et
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them buried in there want. I don't know."

"I'm sure they proud of you, Dirty Red."

"Well--mavbe ," he said, and looked past me. "Yonder ?fé%7

JArS . ol
come the—restof—timn™"

I looked to the right, and I saw Clatoo and the others
walking the railroad tracks towards the graveyard. Clatoo
was in front with his gun in one hand, and a shoebox under
his left arm. We went out to meet them. Besides Clatoo you
had John Green, George Williams, Kionel Chambers, Hoppy
Robillard, Bing and Ding Toussait, and Jean Pierre Morgan.
They all had guns.

"Every body shot?" Clatoo asked.

"Billy shot at a ribbi on his foot and missed him."
Dirty Red said.

Clatoo looked at Dirty Red, but he didn't think it was
funny. ©Some of the other people thought it was funny, but they
could see how Clatoo was looking at Dirty Red, so they didn't
laugh.

"Anybody ais't shot, shoot," Clatoo said. "We all must
have &mpty shells."

"That's what I been thinking about ," Dirty Red said.
"Empty shells for what? Throw at Pix?"

"I was hoping I'd see a rabbit," I said. "Besides the
one Billy scared across that cane field. I hade to waste a

good bullet."




8
"Y'all shoot," Clatoo said. "Shoot up in them trees.

Anybody who ain't shot, shoot now, and lets get moving.”"‘-"I
Shoot together."

"Is that holy?" Dirty Red said. "S ooting over the
people in the graveyard?"

"They'll understand," Clatoo said. "Shoot."

We raised our rungs--about-five of us--me, mat, Dirty
Red, couple others= -and shot. A few pecans fell, a few
acorsns, some moss , some leaves fell down on the grass and
weeds that covered the graves.

"We ain't no soldiers," Clatoo said. "No use tying to
play soldiers. We bunch of tired old men, but men still. That's
how we ago ng in there-~like men." Anybody got anything to
say before we start out? Anybody feel like turning round?
Speak up now be re we start out. This is a big day in all
our lives. And we better be sure this what we want to do."
Anybody got anything to say."

"That shoe box?" Dirty Red asked him.

"A present," Clatoo said.

Dkrty Red had rolled another cigarette, fat in the
middle, and twi ted tight on each end. He was looking at
Clatoo with his head to the side to keep the smoke out
of his eyes. The rest of us looked at the shoebox, butnobody
said anything.

"All right," Clatoo said. '"Let's get moving. And
let's walk straight."”

He started out first, with his gun in one hand, and
the shoebox tucked under his arm. Mat and Jacob followed,

i

then the rest of us.




