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'The sheriff went to Jefferson as hefﬁ}omised\and asked
_— = o ,,[{n R

him if he would like to meet his visitors in the buldpen instead
of she cell. The sheriff explained to—him that if—he—did-meet
them-in-the bullpen that he would be shackled hand and feetcﬂ{ s
He also exp%&éﬁéd~%9-Jefferson that it was entirely up to him{
and that his wishes would be carried out.
"If that's what they want," Jefferson said.
"No, not what they want; what you want;'" the—sheriff.
toldhim.
"If that's what they want," Jefferson repeated.
"Is it yes, then?" -the-sheriff-asked him: EQ’ML
"If that's what they want," Jefferson said. "I'm go n (>/
die anyhow."
When Miss Emma and my aunt and Reverend Ambrose went to

La e
the courthouse, they were led to the bu&ipen by the young deputy,
—_— o "‘ﬂ Il’A
P&ui. The bullpen-was—-a large room w;%h-three p&ea*e tables, in-
et .
4t -The-tables-were made of steel, &ndﬁihesenwefe benches

attached te—them-on either side, andithey-too were made of
A omharon
steel. There were no other visitors in the buﬁ%peﬁ, and Miss
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Emma selected the center table. Paul told them that he w d
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be back within a few minutes. While he was gone, Miss Emma
took out the food and placed it on the table. She set places
for four, two on either side of the table. My aunt and Reverend
Ambrose stood back, watching her. My aunt would say later that M
égg”hent about setting the table the same way that she would
have done at Epme, humming her VTermination song to herself.
,fi "This %?Un'be his place, and this gQTn’be my ‘place,"
' she said. My aunt said that Miss Emma,waé still humming to
herself. -She-passed her hand over the table to make sure there
was no dust, no specks there--just }¥£e she would do at home.
"That's your place there, Lou, and that's yours right there,
Reverend Ambrose,'" she said. '"Don't it look nice? Ain't
this much better?"

Both my aunt and Reverend Ambrose agreed that it looked
nice and thaf it was much better than the cell.

Then they heard the chains. And a moment later the door

at the far end of the room opened and Jefferson came in followed

by the deputy. Jefferson had not been in—the chalnﬁ before
Ll

and he |steps téo long]&n&—rt caused him to trip,
my aunt said. He came up-to the table like somebody half blind,

and he didn't sit down until Paul told him to do so. P&u& told

e

him that he had to stay in that one place until he eame*bask

P

to retur%-him fohis cell:
: 4
"He ain't go'n move," Miss Emma said. "I'm go'n see to
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that. I thank you kindly."
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"You understand, don't you, Jefferson?" Pagl said.

"I yer you," Jefferson said. ghie?

"He gﬂﬁn mind," Miss Emma said. "I'm %o'n‘see to that "

“"Y'all have a good dinner," P&éi said, ﬁnd left.
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"He come from good stock," Miss Emma said. "Y'all sit
down. Well, Jefferson, how you feeling?"

He did not answer her. He satgqégg;bowédL his cuffed
hands down between his knees under the table.

My aunt and Reverend Ambrose sat down. Miss Emma dished
up the food. Mustard greens with pieces of pork fat mixed in
it. There was stewed beef meat, rice and biscuits. A little
cake for desse;;, my aunt said.

You gP%yieat for me, Jefferson?" Miss Emma asked him.

He kept his head bowed, his shackled hands under the
tablenlﬁé did not answer her.

"You'll eat if I feed you?" she asked.

When he did not answer her, she dished up a small piece
of meat and mdétard greens on the spoon and held it up to his
mouth. He would not open his mouth. Miss Emma looked at my
aunt, and my aunt, who had been trying to eat, could see all the
hurt in her face.

When I came up there a coppleﬁhgys(later, the chief
deputy told me that I could ei%her-meet\glg in hig<cell or

daveotw

the bullpen I told him it didn't matter to me where we met.

The chief deputy told me it didn't matter to him either, but
. doos/utrtrm ¢

he told P&u&lto take me/ to the
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I sat at the center table, just as Miss Emma and my aunt
.}1’;:\, Le {ljr (
and Reverend Ambrose had demne-a-couple days earlier. And I
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heard the chains out along the cellublock before I saw éhém:

Then they came in, Jefferson in front, shackled, walking with
. : 3rooPLY:
short steps, his head bowed and his shoulders <eeped;, +00-

-\é?bopedTﬂ&ﬂimalMsiboped; They came up to the table, and P&#&
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told him to sit down. He sat dewn without looking at me, his

, shoulders hanging low and closer together than they should be.

"I'11 be back," Paul said. /sie]
I v\ g

"Can we walk?" I asked him.

"He had his exercise," Paul said. "I'll have to ask Clark."
I1a

"No, that's all right,” 1 'said:: "Maybe next time."

e

P&gl left.

"How's it going?" I said.

"Aw right," Jefferson said, without raising his head.
"You want to eat something?"

"I ain"t -hongry, " he axid.

"Yes,L you -are,” I .said. "I know I am."

There was store-bought bread, fried pork chops, and baked
sweet potatoes. I put some of it in front of him and some in
front of me. 1 started eating.

"Come on, eat something," I said.

He raised his head slowly and studied me a while. befere
saying anything. He had lqst some weight. What had been a

round, smooth face when he first came here was QGW'be?inning to



