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The deputyy came back into the yard after turning off
the tractor. He stood next to Mapes, looking at the old men
with the guns. The c¢ld men, the women, the children, all
looked back at us in silence.

"Bring me one with a gun," Mapes said to Griffin.
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"He won't bite you," Mapes said. "Go get me one of them."

"Which one, Sheriff?" Griffin asked.

lMapes didn't answer him.

"Yes sir," Griffin said.

Griffin chose a seventy year old man wearing overalls
and khaki shirt. He took the old man by the upper part of
the left arm and led him back to Mapes. The old man carried
his shotgun in the right hand. When Griffin released his
arm he tock off his hat and held it against his chest. He
looked up at Mapes for a second, then his eyes came down

even with Mapes's chest. Mapes let him stand there a while

T don't have time for this, Uncle Billy,"

again, how come you so far from
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"I'm going to remember that, lMapes," Candy said.

"Let's try again, Uncle Billy," Mapes said. '"How
come you so far from home?"

"I %Xilt him," the old man said, looking Mapes in the

face.
And pow went lMapes's hand again, but this time it

didn't catch me or the old man off guard.

"I'm going to remember that, Mapes," Candy gaids "Phis
ain't Mississippie"

Blood dripped from the right corner of Uncle Billy's
mouth, but he would not dare wipe it away. He stood there,
his eyes evern with [Hapes's chest, expecting toc be hit again.

"Stand him over there, go get me another one,"” lapes
séid GO GIERTE e

"You're going to beat them all, lapes?" Candy == asked.

"Get her out of here," lMapes said To me.

glilliidze) he Ll 5% he will," Candy saide

"This is my tand.

2

one was gbo

Small, wirey, and very blac




wore a Dodgers's baseball cap, which he removed soon as he
came up to lapes. His head was going bald front and back,
and the little hair left were balls of salt and pepper naps.
His eyes were on Mapes's chest.

"Kinda far from home, ain't you, Chimley?" Mapes
asked himnm,
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Pow across Chimley's face. His head jerked to the
side, then his eyes came back to Mapes's chest againe.

"Didn't ask you that, Chimley," Mapes said. "Asked
weren't you kinda far from home?"

kilt him," Chimley said, just loud enough for Mapes
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row across the face again.

"Stand him over there. Bring me another one," Mapes
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Griffin tock Chimley by the arm and led him to the side.
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"You're going to hurt your hand, Mapes," Candy said.
"Don't you think you ought to use a stick or a hose pipe to
beat up old people who won't defend themselves?"

"They all have guns," llapes said.

"You know they won't use it."

"Phat's right," Mapes said. "I know they won't use
i0s TAndathewsdsidn't use it."

Griffin was moving among the crowd. He had become a

little more brave now. He wasn't chocsing the first one he



(@)
~J

came to, he was picky now. He was going to get the one he
wanted. The people did not look at him as he moved among
them. They didn't seem afraid, but they weren't volunteering
either. But as he neered the end of the porch, one of Aunt
Glo's little grandchildren suddenly stood up before him.

The boy was about sen years old, he wore overalls, but no
shirt, and he went barefeet. Griffin told him to sit down
before he slapped him down. But instead of sitting down,

the boy jumped off the porch and started tcward Mapes.

Candy ImIxkiImxxmxyxrxizzkx stood between him and Mapes and

old him to go back. The boy stopped, but he did not
returned to the porch until his grandmother called him.

He went back and sat on the steps next to her, and she put
her arms around him. Then both she and the boy looked back

4

at Mapes, and both seemed ready toc be slapped, if that was
his choice.

But Griffin had already chosen someone else. This
was Rooster Jackson. He worked in Marshall yard, raking
up leaves and*looking after the flowers. He was a short,
yellow, pccked mark face man who laughed at anything and
everythinge. If you spoke to him he laughed belfore answeringe
If you asked him a question, he laughed first, then answered.
If you told him to do somethingl, he laughed before doing it.
A short, quick laugh. He even laughed at lightning and
thunder. He was a small yellow man in a world of black and

white, and he found that laughing would get him through.
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I saw fear in his face as Griffin led him up to Mapes.

dle was in his late fifties or early sixties, and his yellowish

heir was Jjust beginning to show some pray He hed a shotgun,

of course.
"Mr Lou?" he spoke to me.

"Rooster?" I said.
He was proud that I called his name. He even smiled

a little. DBut you could see he was still scered. IHis eyes
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ome far as Mapes's chest, they stayed at his feet,

"Off work early today, Rocoster?" Mapes asked him.

lapes knew all of their names. I knew the cnes who
lived at Marshall because I had been seeing Candy the last
couple years, but I didn't know the cthers. Mapes knew
them all.

Redster didn't answer. Mapes waited. Rooster swallowed
hard. Ixzpu¥dxzpexixzxfEzE I couldn't see his face, but I
could see the side of his neck. After a while he raised his
head slowly, looking at Mapes clothes from his belt buckle up
+o the knot of his tie, and finally into those hard ash
gray eyes.

MR I ," the little man tried te say.

T what, Rooster?" Mapes asked.

"Eilt—-="

Pow across the face. Unlike his bdlacker brothersonly

whose faces jerked to the side when [lapes hit them, Rooster's




whole body hit the ground, and the gun went flying out of his
hand. He sat up, but he did not get to his feet, his arms
hanging down between his legs, his yéyes on the ground.
"Rooster?" a voice said from the porch. I looked up,
and there was Mathu standing in the door with a doublebarrel

shotgun pointed toward the floor. Mathu was the blackest

man I had ever seen in my twenty-seven years. He was proud vxﬁ
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to say that he was pure African, B Senagaleese. He was/éga
straight ,maybe an inch or two shorter than myself. de was
somewhere between seventy-five and eighty, closer to eighty.
His head was snow white. He had lived on Marshall plantation
all his life. His father had been a Marshall slave.

"Get up from there," he told Rooster.

Rooster sat there thinking about ite.

"Roosteri" Mathu said againe. "I don't want kia=
have to shoot you too, Rooster."

"Yes, Mathu," Rooster's puny voice answered him. "I'm
getting up."

He got up without his gun, and faced Mapes again. He
was crying nowve

"Knocked=off early, didn't you, Rooster?" MNapes asked
him againe.

Rooster wasnst looking any higher than Napes's knees.
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And down went Rooster againe. This time, instead of
Mathu, his wife called on him to get back on his feet. She
told him that none of the others had fallen, and he had no

business falling either, get back upe.

V/
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Rooster put both hands flat against the ground as though
he needed a crutch to push himself up. And as he struggled to
get to his feet, someone must have given a signal, because
every man,woman, and child, began to clap hands and chant:
WIS it e diidl it S A ittt Candy was clapping her
hands and chanting with the others.

Mapes didn't seem confused or angry, &4£;t tired,
exasparated. He Jjerked his head and walked away, and I
knew he wanted me to follow him out into the rcad. He
leaned back against his car and crossed his legs and folded
his arm across his chest. He was a big man--two-fifty, two-
sixty-—-and he was very tired. I leaned back against the
car beside him, and both of us looked into the yard. They
were all watching us. Rooster had gotten to his feet and
was standing before Candy with the shotgun. The other two
men whom Mapes had slapped around were standing by the
garden fence with the deputy. Mathu, tall and slim, wearing
a white tee shirt and dark green trousers, stood in the door
with the doublebarrel shotgun. His face was black as the
inside of the housé. You could not read anything on his face
from this distant. |

"You know he did it, don't you?" Mapes saidI:/) B

"Who?"

"Who else?" llapes said.

"Mathu?"
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"Cnly one in there man [enough," Mapes said. '"Besides

her;{ "And you know she didn't do it, and I know she didn't

and she knows I know she didn't do it."

"Then why don't you arrest him?" MQ_ A~
"On what charges?" |2 />°/ﬁp
"Killing Beau Boutan."

"How can you prove it? Because Beau was killed lhere

in his yard? That's no proof. Clinton would have that

thrown out of court in two seconds flate And she knows

15CNE & HEXOG
"What about the gun?"

"You didn't look very close, did you?" Mapes asked me.
"Lveryone has the same make gun. Twelve gage. Everyone
probably has the same numbered shell in the gun right now.

No, you can't arrest him on that. But he killed him =211
right. The only one with nuts eénough to do it.,"

He reached into his pocket and took ocut a Doll of
life savers and reached it toward me. I shook my head. He
put one of the life savers into his mouth, and put the roll
back into his pocket. He sucked on the 1lirfe saver while he
looked at Mathu standing in the door,

"I know the old boy," he said. "I've known him all

my life. Yes, I know him."




