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Death doesn't come to Truth as it does to most things,
t like the phoenix, Truth rises from its ashes, stronger

and more besutiful than before.

On February 21, 1965 death stilled the voice of El
Hajj Malik El-Shabazz (Melcolm X), Since that fateful
Sunday in New Yark, the unequivocal truths of his teachings
have inspired and influenced the mimds of Blaek men and women
throughout the worlds; instilling new pride of enormous di-

mensions; blacking men's souls with his veracious word,

The Afro-American Club of Suffolk University in Boston
reveres the memory of Malik El-Shabazz and to insure an en-
during memorial dedicates the following collection of Black
literature, written by members of the Club, to his precious

memory.

The Editor

Afro=American Club Officers:
Rorma Young, President
Sheryl Boone, Vice President
Lourdes Neely, Secretary
Barl Carrick, Treasurer
Danisl G. Queen, Public Relations

Tearrance H.E. Purnell, Editor



lambo

Due to the change in the frequency of club méetings*, the Afro-
Drumbeat has undergone a change of policy and direction. 3Hegining with
this 1alcolm X Memorial rdition the Drumbeat will become a monthly
magazine of news, information and creative writing. The magazine will
be published on or about the 15th of each month and ny contributions
should be submitted at least seven days prior.

In the past, the Drumbeat was a newsletter mainly concerened with
reporting the happenings at meetings and around the club, The NEW AFRO-
DRUMBEAT will try to be a reflection of the Black Experience and more
than just another student newsletter. We know we'll have the co~
operation of all Black students interested in sharing their Black Exper=-

iences,

T.H.5. Purnell, Lditor

* At the first meeting of the second semester club President James Moody
proposed that the club meet semi-monthly instead of weekly. The sugges=-
tion was adopted and pui into effect., Norma Young is acting President

during brother Jim's student~teaching schedule.

AfTo~DRUMBEAT is a monthly magazine published by the\Suffolk University
Afro~american Club, 40 Temple Place, Boston, Mass., Reproduction in whole

or part without written permission is strictly prohibited.
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7?.H.E, Purnell

BLACKHEART

(To E1 Hajj Malik El-Shabazz)

Sad, frustrated
Few friends
Among his people
Backs are turned,
His thoughts are
Evilly perverse,
Revolutionary

Black

4



daniel G. queen AND TO ALL A GOOD NIGHT

CHRISTMAS SUCKS AND SANTA CLAUS IS A FAGGOT, The snow was
coming down lightly and the city was quieting after almost two
months of buying-menia. Some people were out at the few remaining
open stores buying their last few presents while others were
plcking up their fifths and hslf-gallons of booze, Children all
over the city were preparing for bed, everyone, that ls, except
12 year-old Joel Wilson who was roaming the streets endlessly
writing on walls, windows and hallways, FUX A BUNCH OF WISEMEN
he wrote on the window of Jordan Marsh as he peeped in at the
netivity setting on display. It was Christmas eve.

Christmas had always had & "special" meaning for Joel as
far back as he could remember. There was the time when he received
a lousy Mickey Mouse comic book. And the time when hia mother
explained so beautifully that Santa wouldn't be visiting that year,
But that didn't stop her fram buying & new fur coat with the welfare
check, He also remembared ths time when he was the only kid In the
projects without sven & trees, Christmes was no big deal for Joel,
In fact, each ysar he hoped that Sants Claus would die sc that no-
one would receive anytiuing. But it never haeppenad and once again

he had to suffer ths jonliness and rejeotion of beling ieft out,



DAMCIR AND PRANCER ARE WINOS AND RUDOLPH IS A JUNKIE. It wasn't
very cold out but a light snow was falling and Joel's sneakers were
getting wet, It wasn't any fun writing on walls this year anyhow,

Back at the third floor aspartment in the projects that Joel
reluctantly called home, Ruby Wilson was busy trying to apply
make-up,'spray her afro-wig, and get dressed at the same time,

She was a waitress down at the Moon Glow Cafe and Christmas eve
was no excuse for being late or taking a night off, not that she
ever thought about taking a night off anyway. Ruby was usually
the first waitress at the club every night., The place wasn't very
much but to Ruby it was home. "Joel honey," she said//¥ as the boy
entersd the door, "I hope you understand why Santa won't be coming
again this yeer, If that no good father of yours would just send
us soms money once in a while we could celebrate Christmas, you
could have the clothes ycu need, and I wouldn't have to work all
the time, But you Just wait, we gonna be on our feet pretty soon
and momma will buy you the shiniest pair of shoes and the biggest
set of trains you ever seen,"

Shit, Joel thought to himself, she made those same fucking
promises last year and the year before., Always blaming the father
he never knew. Always complalning how she worked so hard to support
the son she let walk the snowy streets in snesaskers while she wore
expensive-looking clothses and fency leather boots. I seen those
checks he sends her and the ones from the welfare office, If she
dldn't drink and dope it up so much we'd probably have enough money

' ahe said/ inter-

for a bunch of Christmases, "Ya know Joel honey,'
rupting his thoughts, "I been thinking. You're almost o0ld enocugh to

start selling papers and shining shoes,
6



You'll be 13 in January and as big as you are it would be easy,
And maybe we could nave a real Christmas next year. How 'bout that
honey?" "0.K. momma.” So now I gotta pay for my own fucking
Christmas he thought tc himself, SLAMI!! Snow or no snow any-
thing was better than listening to her run off at the mouth.

Down around the rapid transit terminal there were a number
of small clubs supported entirely by the Black community and owned
entirely by the white community. The projects were only about a
half-mile away end Joel enjoyed walking in that erea digging on the
hip brothers and slick sisters. It was almost like a circus he
thought with a smile, even though he had never been to one. There
were lots of colors and strange clothes and in his mind, this was
what the circus must be all sbout, Yellow and red jumpsuitsj
green, purple and pink shoes; white, red and gold hats; orange
knickers; white fur coats; red afro-wigs and blonde wigs with
Shirley Temple curls; leopard skin mini skirts; and harlequin boots,

A few of the older guys around the jolnts knew Joel, Ruby
Wilson was more than a weitrsss and any number of young and old
men on the corner could tell you so. Many of the guys came to the
house while the boy waz tome snd his was a8 well-known face down
around the terminal area, Tonight everyone was either too high or
drunk or too busy buylag thelr atash for the holiday to notice the
youngster. Like many of hils Ifriends, Joel had smoked resfer on
several ocassicns. Ons day, bhe dreamsd, he would be tiue big men on
the corner selling smoke, couke, hercin and women. I'1ll ghow her

what Christmas should be; he musad.



"Say boy, why aren't you home at this time of night waiting
for brother Claus to lay a load of heavy trinkets on you," The
voice belonged to & sligk-looking brother wearing a black and
white jumpsiit, black and white shoes, a black maxi-fur coat with
white trim, and forty pounds of black and silver afro-wig. The
brother'!s name was !ddie and Joel hed seen him around the house
several times., "That 0ld fat honkie ain't gonna leave me suit
and I got better things to do with my time," he replied. "Well
dig this little brother, I'm gonna lay ten big ones on you cause
you're my man, dig it? Here, take this nickel beg too and get
your head together, Joel put the ten doller bill and the smoke
into his back pocke¥y and held back the tears which were beygining
to bulld up in his eyes., It had been a long time since anyone
had given him anything for Christmns, "By the way little brother
is your old lady home?" Joel nodded,IRXXKXXXK¥YXX¥EX "“Good,
brother Charlie and I will give you & ride home., Gotta check some
stuff withh your old lady." Joel wasn't really planning to head
home for some time, but the thought of riding in Eddie's purple,
gold and white Cadillisec Eldorado with fur uphokstery made him
change his mind guickly. Seeing and even touching such a car was
a thrill for Jeel and his friends, but riding in cone was sheer
ecstacy. Fvery tooih in his mouth was showing as he grinned all
the way home, Tomorroew he would be & big man in the projects once
this story got arocund,

Ruby Wilson had recsived a phone call from one oi her “steady
customers" and went cut to take care of a little businsess before

checking in at the Moon Glow,
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When no one answered the door, Joel feelling very much like & men,
pulled out his key and invited the brothers to come in and smoke
some of "my stuff” while they waited. The three went into the
living room, turned on the stereo, dimmed the lights and started
smoking, Joel's stufi didn't last very long but Eddie had an
ounce in one of hls pockets and the smoking continued. The young
boy was already higher than he had ever been in his life but he
was in the company of "big timers™ and had to keep it up to show
them how "hip" he was. Midnight came fast and at the sound of the
chiming belles Eddie su.gested that they try some "heavier stuff"
and asked the kid if he could take 1t, Once again, Joel felt that
he was being tested by the big-timers and nodded that he was game
for enything, Aftsr all, he reasoned, 1t was Christmas and having
ten dollsrs was worth celsebrating about,

He stiffled the cry of pain that he wanted to blurt out as
the needle pierced his arm. In a few seconds he bsgan to feel
kind of funny and the sounds of the stereo bscame jumbled bits of
music in his ears. &Soon the sounds unbearably loud, He tried to
drown the sounds by putting his hands up to his ears but that didn't
work and only drew loud laughter from Eddie and Charlie, He saw
vigions of Sents Cleauz and reindeer and Christmas tress and presents
with his name. Eddie and Charlie began to take notice as "the kid"
laughed uncontrolably. All of a sgudden he lay silent on the floor,
"Poor kid had & 1ittie too much,” Eddie said nervously trying to
hide his fear. "Guasz we belter leave before his culd lady gets
home," Charlie replied, sgually nervous and anxiouse "He'll be c.k.

in the morning." "Veah, dig that, let's split.” SLaMILY



The stiff little body lay in the middle of the living room
for hours, Drunken laughter filled the air as the d.or opened
and Ruby Wilson stumbled in with a pudgy riidle-aged white man,
She looked at her son laying on the living room fioor and smiled.
"Poor kid, Christmas has never been much for him, Maybe I'1ll take
tomorrow off and teke him out somewhere, Yeah, that'll make him
happy. He's had & rough life, and after all, it isn't his fault
he's here," She bends over and covers her son with the fur coat
vhile her cumpanion slipped a five into one of the boy's pockets,
The two then stepped over the curled figure and headed for the

bedroome. ...

negro T.H.ke Purnell

Sieeping children
dreaming mycoic dreams of whiteness
waking to the blackness of daybresk

Crying.



nothing is forever, everlasting

even death is for change

therefore, love whomever and happily
and live wherever and happily

both until

the time has come for change

7, 0.E. Purnell

daniel G, queen THE TIES THAT BIND

You couldn't really see the singing group on the stage from
the small table in the far left corner of the club, but where else
would a guy sit in a nightclub with another man's wife. Anyway,
Just hearing the sweet sounds of harmonizing voices blending with
soothing musical melodies was an entertainment delight in itself,
The Blue Moon was & small nighteludb on the outskirts of the Black
community's combat zone district. Since most Blacks in the commu-
nity freq;ented the downtown white establishments and suburban
mdtels, it was one of thse safest places to entertain a woman without
running iﬁto friends, neighbors and husbands, The entertalmnment was
better than average and the high aovsr'oharge reflected it, The
atmosphere was ones of dim red lights and thick smoke soreens sent
up by ocigarette and rscfer smokers, Whites slumming in the "ghetto",
middle-class Negroes soaking in another week's supply of "soul" and

just plain entertainment freaks filled the club.
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The Moon, as it was called, was a somewhat unusual club in that its
semi-plush red and black decor and very abtractive waitresses were
rare in that section of town, The oval drinking bar was situated
in the front of the club facing the stage at the other end of the
room, Huge pillars, wall and ceiling hangings and sound equipment
obstructed the view of customers on either side of the stage, It
was almoet impossible to see anyone on the stage from the far
corners, but then, it was almost impossible to be seen in the far
corners.

The Moon was David's favorite sneaking joing and tonight he
was wkh his favorite sneaking partner, To be truthful, though,
Dottie was more than just another extra-marital affair, He had
been going out wkih her for seven months and whether he would admit
it to anyone or even himself, he was in love with her, Maybe it
was the result of his own unsuccessful marriage, maybe it was bescause
the two of them were unhappy and needed each other, maybe it was her
impishly sexy smile, maybe it was the longing look in her eyes, or
maybe 1t was the total atmosphere of sensuality that she created
with her presence, Whatever it was, David was attracted to Dottie
in a way that he had never been to any other woman in his life, He
thought about her almost every minute of every day, &t work, at home,
at night school or during bowling on Tuesday nights. He thought about
‘the irbny of loving a woman who would never be his and living with
a woman who he didn't love but would probably always be with, Hs
thought about the day when they would finally have to part. But

most of all he thought about the weekend they spent in kontreal,



For four days they just layed around the hotel awimming, drinking,
smoking reefer and making love, It wes more than jJust a weekend,
1t was an experience, an experience of a'lifetime shared with the
woman he lovedos Listening to the music with a fixed gaze on the
wall, he could see her siender delieate body gliding through the
water and then laying lazlly beside the pool, He followed the
contours of sof't moist skin laying on the bed, illuminated only

by the light from the television, Dottie placed her hand over

his and he was back in the Moon, Anyway, he thought, she was here
with him tonight and he could always daydream at the job on Monday,
It was Friday night and he wanted to make the most of her company,
as he did every tims they were able to see each other, They sat
there for several hours staring intc each others eyes, exchanging
smiles and making small talk. He would take her home early tonight
since they would be going up to a motel in New Hampshire tomorrow
afternoon., That was on both their minds right now,

Sitting with Dottie had made David forget that he had wanted
to hear the group singing now for several months, But being with
her often made him forget other things that he wanted to do,
Reality was a nightmare and when he wasn't getting bigh he was
daydreaming. Right now he was staring into ther derk brown eyes
which sparkled iike new glass, BShe gave him that smile which
always mel ted hieg heart and once again his mind wandssed back to
Montresl , Hs thought of the seemingly endless houra that they layed
there in each others arms, meking love and being in love, He
thought sbout her scrateching his bask and biting bhig sars; neck and
shoulders,

13



Then he thought about what life would eventually become without

her and shuddered, Truth, he thought, that's what life is all
about, And wasn't love the purest form of truth, Why should they
have to hide the truth they found in each other? Why should two
pleces of paper prevent their happiness? After all, isn't marriage,
like government, an unnatural social contract devised by man,

Four drinks, two hundred smlles and ten mental lapses later
the final show came to an end and it was last call for drinks before
the club closed in a half hour, David wasn't muchi of & drinker but
Dottie wanted one more gin sour before going home to face the man
with whom she was forced to share & bed, She was less happy in her
marriage than David and only the thought of her four children eased
the pain, Her 0ld man was a blg strong meat-packer who too often
resorted to physical violence to resolve arguments at home or in
the streets, ©She couldn't count the number of times‘he beat her for
spending too much money, fixing dinner late or just coming in an
hour or so later than she was supposed to, Long before she had
started seeing David, Ben had beat her just becsuse he suspected
sanething was geing on behind his back, She knew that he had been
running arcund town with several wamen, but the mere mention of it
in his presence always started an srgument which resulted in more
bruises., She had tried to get him to agree to a separation cr
divorce many times but that only got her beat sgain, David was the
love of her life but the two of them would never be together, But

she always hoped.



They were the last couple to leave the club and the street
was almost empty wheu they got outside, David's car was around
the corner on s dark side-street, Just as they turned the corner
a huge black figure stepped out of the shadows, Dottie clenched
David's hand firmly and then relessed it all in one motion, It
was Ben, '"Caught you this time tramp and you gonna remember whose
wife you are, I ain't got nothing against you dude, so you better
get going and leave me and my wife to settle tuis thing alone,"
David knew that Ben would beat Dottie as soon as he was gone, He
tried to avoid the tearfully pleading look in her eyes, She was
Ben's wife and there was nothing he could do about it he thought
as he headed for the car. He heard & loud slap ancd a sharp scream
as he pulled from the curb with tears in his eyes., Af'ter all, he
reasoned, she is his wife,

Back at the apartment David tried to drink and smoke himself
into oblivion., He got through & pint of straight XEXKXX bourbon
and was smoking his fifth joint when he passed out on the bed.
Anyway, she 1s his wife, he sobbed before nodding out, Saturday
morning was a nightmare. Ruth, nis wife, brought him the morning
paper as he lay in bed suffering from a drunk-nigh., The Bruins and
Lakers won sgain he mused {l1ipping half-heartedly through the sports
pagess, Today is & good day for scorpios he noted after reading the
dailly horoscope column, Meybe Dottie would finally leave her
husband &f ter last nights flght., Maybe they could still make 1t
to New Hampsnire, Aftsr all, she understood that he couldn't come

between her and her nusvand.
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Then the shoeck, In & small clipping buried down on page 13 the
headline reed: ROxahéster Man Besats Wife to Death,
"Ben Wilson, 32, of 167 Chandler St. in Roxchester BIXMAXE
confessed to the brutal murder of his wife Dottie, 25.
fhe woman's badly brulissd body was found by police early
this morning BEXINE in an alley behind the Blue Moon
nightclub, When arrested at his home at four a.m. Wilson
admitted to besting his wife outside the club after finding
her with smother man not vet identified, He claimsd that
she just fell limp after he hit her in the head and she
collided with the brick building."

The paper droppsed from David's hands as the tesrs swelled in
his eyes, "There was nottuing I could do," he sobbed, 'she was uis
wife, A man's got a right to beat his wife. She was his wife,
There was nothing I could do., She knew that, I loved her, She
knew that., There was nothing I could do, She was his wife.," But
no matter tow many times he repsated it there was a [eeling inside
him that said he was wrong. He should have stood by her regardless
of the consequences, Wasn't that what truth and love were all about,
He betrayed himself and now there was no more truth in life for
there was no more luve, Like truth, you caﬁ only aculeve love onece,
he thoughts All eise is imitation., Dottle was gone now and so

was the truth In the love they had found.



The fire escape was the coclest spot in town in the summer.,
David often spent long hours reading and writing essays and poetry
there, Now in February it was more than cool as the tanpérature
ran in the mid-twentles., XE A crowd was begining to gather below
to look up at the nut sitting on the handrail of the iron structure
on the tenth floor. "Hde's going to jump," a woman screamed. '"Naw,
hets just jivin'," a voung br.ther exclaimed, "I got five beans
saying the brother is sure'nuff ror real," a mod-dressed man cried,
"My Abe Linclon has got you covered, bro," another brother shouted
back. While the betting and confusion was going on below, David
smniled to himself, What d7 they know, he thought, about love, life,
truth and beauty. Yo one will ever really know what my life was
all about, They couldn't care less what I'm doing up here and why,
And Ruth, if she was only half the woman that Dottie was, Montreal,
Now that was life, That was truth and beauty and love, I have heen
lucky enough to have experienced truth, I have been to the mountain
tope And now its time o go down; hhe thought, Just belore he
leaned over and feel to his death, The crowd gathered for a brief
moment and then begsan dispersing as the police arrived. A young
man with a wide~brimmed fur twt and matching mexi-coat bent over.
and plcked up tne {ive doliar bill., "Sure'nuif ror reai," he sald,

sturfing the billl iato ale pocket and walking awayg....



T.H.’E . Purn=ll

Take blue
add a little red and

a pinch of green,

recipe for

BLACK



A QUESTION OF DYING T.H.,E, Purnell

Part One
Ruby wipod nereperation from her forchead as she enterea Les

Crawlev's General Store. A snicker followed by a loud gulfaw

L+

came from the sroup of Crawley's frien’: who hung around Satur-

day afternoons to chew tobacco and "the fat". Their smiling

faces turned Loward Huby Wilson who put her hand on her daugshter's
shoulder to cslm bLoth herself and pretiy Cheryl. fuby didn't

want to come into town today but Sam, her husband, wasadament.
Iverything must appear normal he told her and Saturday was shopning
day. Tboe conversalion wx in the store had ended with the laughter
and now the men uho were surrounding the counter necar the dry goods
watched uby snd her 13 year old deughter ss they walked toward the
counter they bad polished with thLiP'ClbOWS. Ruby had seen these
men before. VWith the exception of the Sheriff Jake, snd the red-
haired Crawley, they were farmers fropm thereabout who like the
Wilson fariily come to town only when they needed sﬁore bﬁught
goods. kelther Ruby nor Cheryl showed thelr nervousness as they
heded directly towszrd Crawley. 1t was undérszandable that the men
couldn't help but ogle the women afterbeing in the country some-
times for months at a time, seeing noene nor anthing of beauty
exc-pt nature, &nd even that was tainted by pollution; it was
natural th:t they would stare at Ruby who at 37 years was as
beautiful as she was at twenty. Her black face smodth of blemish-
es, her supple bodystill evident veneath the modest clothes she
wore, iler hair worn naturally, like Tine textured wool, crowning

her beautilfnl person like a =2f't black ha lo over the most holy,
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Crawicy never took his eyes of'f Cheryl as she helped her mother
put the fruit within his reach on thg counter. Ruby ncver really
took tier mind off Crawley. She could sec what her husband meant wh
when be told her that les Crawley ¢nd his kind's hankering for
Black women could only grow ¢ tronger because they had never been
rmade to poy any dues. They only had to tzke whal they wanted and
ans~er. no cuestiors for they were the lawan and order.

As Cheryl put the last of the apples and oranges on the counter

Crawley 1lifted an® a.ple from the pole and ntossed it in the air

with his rizht band z0d cauzht 1t 'with his ECtU to amuse her. Then

¢

with a wink to his cronnies, he offered it to Ch€2$! who stepped
vack a couple of feet ncrvously. Ruby cringéd but controlled her-
gself. Take the apnle wfrom ir. Crawley she advised Cheryl in a
vaice as pleascnt as she conld make it.

Tears welled in Huby's eyes as Cheryl resched for the apple,

for at the came moment Crawlye rcached his free arm around Cheyl's.

<

waist snatehing the stortled girl toward him. Ruby's ears wuere
buming as she wetched Crawley press her daughter's body nﬁainst
his own under the guise of being playful. The watching men were
arounsed as they w tched the zirl's wkithing body struggling to be
relercred, Joke Lhe sheriff turned red as he wet his lipns with
his tongue. The eyes of the B =od busters danced in their sockets.
Crawley ‘umved as the dusty displsy of canned okra fell from
the counter into the tomotoce in the basket on the floor at the
courrter front where Ruby was standing, He releacsed the frichtenced
£irl ond reched towerd the tomntoces cnd Ruby, derending Lo know

,

whatl the hell was going

O o

29
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Huby fulled the alr with apsloglies as chie tenderly drew beor $xk

~
©

oy
)
frivhtoened cuild undor ber srm, explaining to Crawlcy how the

-
b

terrible sccident had heopened. Not wa b darasre tiad been dotie,

g split tometo end a couple of brulsed ones, so hie reo

dzyn to Irritotion, tte gruffly asked utiet elee she wonted,adding
. . R 1 .
that the costl of tomatoes would =0 up i’ you peeple kept dareping

the property. ‘e didn't notice Ruby's c¢yes, steeled and unflinch-
ing as she nddasked for four boxes of shotgun shells. He was busy
tipghtening his belt and sticking his shirt in his pants.

Qutside, Pubr gently took thie apple that Cheryl still cluteched
in her trembling hands and threw it in the gutﬂer. She wiped her
forehcad with her handerchiefl and calmeé herselfl with the con-
sole tion that that would Le the last time that Crawley'c crusty

hands would twch her baby,

NI AL AL ML N S A A 30, 0 S
P R e R R D I Tkl i ey
-
“on



Part 2
Three charp reports from a twenty-two rifle came fronm the woodg
in back of Saﬁ Wilson's house, Two cola cans fell from a fallen
pine tree trucly, lesving on can standing in the clearing where Sanm
end his son Thoumas were. Sam weatched hisg son ireloading his weapon
hastily forcing the cartriges into the sleeve., Take your time son,
" ’

don't be in such a2 hurry. Take your time rndé squeeze the trigrer,
See wnat happens when you pull, you jerk the whole rifle end it
don't take rmch to miss everything." inomas had the rifle loaded
now and was re:sdy to stert firing at the remaining can when his
fatherstopped bim. “hets enough for now somn, éo on in the house
and clean.and oil the rifles like I taggﬁt you. liaving a dirty
rifle son is as bad as not khowing #H how to use one. ‘he rifle
can't do nobody no good if it don't work right. Go on in now son
end tell vour mara ['m roing for some wood and will be there in
a bit. He folluwed the trail from the clear;pg to a emaller one
wherc the woodpile was 1ocated,'thinkiqg of how he felt just now
knowing thatthis was one of the last time he would see this path
he hed walked as & child, the trees he baﬁ climbed, the woodpile
smelling of freshly chopped rinc and probably most of all seelng
the veautiful view of the sky from here:at nightfell.

A enormous, red sun had infecdted the entire wedtern sky by the

tire Sfamerrived et the wood pile. . *e picked up an ¢x and chopped

enough to fill the wood btin in the %itchen, then he sst and looked

at the rose colored ¢ ky and treces which encircled the sm2ll clearine,

Tverythiny wae rec. lven the blades of grass which were about in

red clumps.
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Red, be thousht. ile knew about red. Red is a royel color. Black
follke are cracy asbout red, so they éay. ituby lookecd especically
fine in red, but Ruby looked fine in most anything. Red, Llood red
was what he sow everytince he saw Les Crawlcy or any of those bast-
ards Crawley ran with. Blood was red sznd he knew about bloﬁd too.
Ile remanbers the blood on Joe Rackley'!s son's head that nicht they
ceric end took Hackley's daughter Iris. TForth of July and evepone
uvas celebrating, sL lecast everyone white was celcbrating. Blaclks
had learned that on certein holidays in this area, 1t was best to
turn off «11 the lishts and go to 5ed carly. Locking your door wes
a meaninglens precaution,

is chest whencver he remembered Joe, de-

o5

Icy cold enveloned
lerious end besice himsell with fear, sittirg in Sam's kitchen cry-
ing s he explained how they had come into his house earliecr, drunk
end sweaty, and took his thirtcen year old daughter Iris, still clead
im pajamas, from tier bed dispite the begging and pleading of him
and his wife fara. The older son Jesmes was beaten unconcious with
the a shotzun some one had bought in, just in case. Yeh, réd flow=-
ed from that boy's head like a water fall.over the bridge of his
noge., He almést #ied that evening, from loss of blood.. Joe wacs
scared to death. I‘ear lor his deaughter, family and last and perhaps

least, fear for nimself, stopped Joe dead. Nelghbors had come to

[vod

comfar t Sara who was grief stricken. Sam was at the Rackley house
whnen they brought Iris home. The Johnsons game from down the road
the

a Iew niles nod found ter in € woods behind their ol pen.  She

wag unconclious, snock bock Mills euld.  Yeh, Sam knww aboul red oad



blood., Tears ran down his cheeks ashe recalled, when he saw the
child. It could have bcen his wown dauchter Cheryl laying there,

he had ressoncd, lsying there red from the waist down. Sam was in

1

a controlled ra e forweeks after this incident. Joe Rackley
wouldn't say who was responsible for his daurchter's assault. Joe
said that cnourn danare ¥had had been done and that it would be
better to Tforgsive and forget. He was content thal his Fsmily was
alive, alter gll it could hgve been worse, tihank God 1t wasn't.
Sera sabd that 1t wos God's will end God worked in mysterious ways,
iystericue? Sam thoupght ruthless was a better worc,

Funny thing about the country thoush, worid travels faster than
a farrest fire. Les Crawley was the word. Les Crawley, storekcepér
and rapist.

Sem picked up an armfull of wood and headed toward home. Hed
rhymed with decec he thought, and me aﬁd.7h3 famlly would be both red
anéd dead before Les Crswley or anybody else lay a hend on a VWilson.
When they ceme to knock on our'door they came t® stay. If God was
into punishing folks fopr their sins then Ile should appreciate the
helpy I am about to give him. I got His final reward for ol! Les
Crawley, haftazive 1t to him early probably, Ruby bought four more
boxes of finalArewards today. He sank the ax deep into the chopping

block, chaged his mind and with both hands . remeved it. HNight

as well bring it home too he thourht.




Red, be thousht. e knew about .rcd. Red is a royel color, Black
folks are crazy sbout red, so they Say. Huby lookcd especially
fine in red, but RQby looked fine in most énytbing. Red, DbLlood red
was what he sow cverytinmce he saw Les Crawlcy or any of those bust-
ards Crawlecy ran with. Blood was red znd he knew abvout blodd too.
Ile remanbers ithe blood on Joe Rackley's son's head that night they
carme e2nd took Raclkley's daughter Iris. TForth of July and evegone
uas celebrating, ap least everyone white wag celgbrating. Blacls
had learned thet on certein holidays in this area, 1t was best to
turn off 1l the lisnts and go to Bed carly. Locking your door wes
a meaningless precaution.

Icy cold enveloned his chest whenever he remnembered Joe, de-
lerious end besicde himsell with fear, sitting Iin Sam's kitchen cry-
ing ss he explained how they had come into his house earlier, drunk
end sweaty, and took his thirtecen year old daughter Iris, still clead
im pajemas, from her bed dispite the begging and pleading of him
and hig wife Sara. The older son Jecmes wes beaten unconcious with
the a shotpun some one had bought in, just in case. Yeh, réd {low=~
ed from that boy's head like a water fall.over the bridge of his
nose. lie almost Wied that evening, from loss of blood. Joe was
scarecd to death. IFear for his daughter, family and last and perhaps
least, fear for nimsclf, stopped Joe dead. Neighbors had come to
comfart Sara who was griel stricken. Sam was at the Rackley house
when they broupht Iris home. The Johnsons mamg from down the road

the
a Tew niles nod found her in & woods behind their bl pen.  She

- o

wogs o unconcious, shock Dock Mille guilde.  Yeb, Sam knww aboubt red ond
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Part.3

After sunrper Sam remained sitting as Cheryl rcmoved the dishes
from the tablce’

It was & question of dying as he saw it. He was resdy fto die
when they sent him to Korca, to kill anddic if necessary to pro-
tect America and her wey ol life. It wes almost.the senie bhiing
now, only the Americs :nd the way of life meant morec. "Ruby, Cheryl
and Thomas arc theonly America and way of life that meank anything
to mc and they arc wygryiwmnh everything. 1 didn't hardly nced to
be fighting in Korea to insure someone c¢lsec a better way of life
when ny own family is treated like animals, ath home," te thousht.

Thomas finished cleaning the two shotzuns and hisown twenty-
two and came to sece what his father was doing. Sam spoke as the
boy approached. "Aint gonna play with you tonight boy, I got some
thinking to dos In a week it will be the Fourth and well... I'1l1
tell you about that later too son but," he held the boy's arms
and looked up tinto his brown eyes. VHe 1ooked‘into his eleven year
0ld son's long face snd at his thin frame, "best boy in the w orld)
he thought.

"MIhat's ponna happen on the Fourth of July, daddy,"The boy
asked, '

"We'll cet to that later boy, I just want to tell you this son:
You're my boy ond that means You're my little man, snd I depend on
you} If anything should happen which I think will, around the nigit
of the I'ourth, I want xyou to pick up just where I 1&ft off., I don't
want Bo crylng son you may be scarcd as nell, but so won't your

motaer ard  Cheryl be and it will be u.s to you to look out for them,
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You kriow how to shoot that rifle of ours end the shotguns too
son, eo Juet reomombor that T oalwaye told you and most inportant,
don't be afraid to aie son, reriemver the famlily is worth dyling for,
You're a pood boy Ton, L love you and I1'1ll be depending on you.
Now o on and recd soncthing while I eit for a while I sit for a
while." Thomac Jeirt the kitchen and San slipped beck into bis
thourhts,.

It wos a quostion of dying. A coward dies a thousand deaths,
ticy say. e felt [or poor Joe &nd fara Hackby.- They must die a
little everytime he bears a car driving up in the night,or whenever
he looks at Iris! bplue-eyed baby boy or whencver fe he looks into
Les Crawley's smiling face. Poor dyigg, dead JdJoec., But just let
Crawley or anyone e lge touch a Wilson and I'm dead, cause 1'l1 die
killing any bastard who so much as raised a finger at my family.
Then me and Joe will both be dead, only they'll bury me.

Ruby caie into the kitchen endlit the coffee pot. "I got the
feeline honey athat 1t will be soon," she =gid, If you had ceen
how thet bastard snd tis pip friends were acting today honey,"--she
was lad tnat he hndn't ¢ een them md knew that telling him sbout
it in detail would onllg upset him more,

o it

"y, ohot did they do?" e sat un in the cuelr looking at her

"Tt wes tie wvay they werce looking at us," continuwed uls wife,

I kinda think that they may even come belore the weekend.'

Sam suny¥ baol

invothe chair. "I don't think they will but I+11

[ '

be ready 10 bthey do,rusar,’ he eald.  Huby corrected him, "Yeill bLe

i

ready boney, yoa cnd e torelners  le put his srm avound her waist

to she poured a cup of colive {or tiime "You krnocw 1 ain't never ponna

e
/

leave Jwur slde, honoy. o



Her hand rubbed his chest. "What happens to you happens to ne,

honey, we., 1 ain't too rood with the shotsun but with these shells

I bought today vou don't have to we too j0od, you slways say." She

lcaned over wnd kissed her husband's salty, tear wet lips. "You and

me torether, sugar," 'he said as her tears net nhis.
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Part
Sam svent the rest ol the week vrevering for the weekend, Thie
wae the Fourth ol July weeltend, Just ovecause the chances were tust

Kl

they vouldn't live lonpg after he Fourth or whenever Crawley decided
to fulfill nis cravincs, 1l wes vidiculous to moeke Ui easy for theon,
bt as well Lake s rany of tue enemy iwith him, that's wiat they
taurnht him in Korea, ¢ stre n(hehcd the lowerx wall areas with con-
crete hic ad been saving for fence vosts end worked dey sand night
sitting the dynasmite, he had planned to use Lo remove tree stupmp
from the fields with, in positions along the road snd in other stra-
tcppic locations around the house. Thomas and Ruby were the i shown
how each clunb of dynamite could be ignited by hitting it withm a
rifle bullet. "ihade no scnee to lie down and die, he reminded him-
delf nany times,
'riddy w:e tue day of anti ation. IFrom his front porch he

ouvld see the cars and trucks filled with people, country folks mostly
gong into town feor § e big Indepehdaﬁoe Day celebration., Hed, white
and blue banners and stresmers decorated the vehicles end even a feu
horses had red, walte and blue pennants st{cking Tfrom various parts
of their saddles. S eouldn't nelp but think about the red, white
end blue =g he sst on the porch, checking snd double ;he cking his
rifle. Blue, he thoutt, "hat hed the blue gobt to do with the flag?
I can understand the redwsll enous h, after all the dying and deatin
Amcfica was responsivle for., The red his femily would soon e when
the State troopers came with their automatic and infra-red rifles,
e looked at the shotpun loying across his leps. bplue maybe that's
for now I fecl nows I feel winca sad and that's feeling blue, so

they say. Yeh, mayoe that's uwhat the blue is for cause cure hos

0



been plentﬁof black folke wmede dm blue in this country. And white,
well who “on't lnow whst the white is for. Mhite wos for good :nd

everytiing that waen't Dlsck and tad like him end his people, that

was easy enourh,

After supver while it was still light, Sam and Thomas made the
final round, checking the arrancement of the dynamite and rerking
eachr with a vhite stake ocing Lhe house, that could .e seen in the
moonlighf. "After the firing starts," Sam explained, "those that

ret away will 0 straight to the Sheriff who will call the State

Troopers who were in town any+ry end they will heve to come acrocs
the front of us and then we surprise them with the dynamite. Some
will try to hide in the pine grove on the hill there, good 'csuce
after we hit that pile there, there wdn't be no more pine grove,
The rest of the dynamite we'll keep in the house in case they pet
close enouh acwe cen throw it on Xk 'em.

Vaiting after nightfall wes torture. It was almost a relief

n

to hear the sound of cars comihg down their dirt road. "Co into the
bedroom Cheryl, Thomes you too ¢nd take a shotpun with you," Sam
corsirnded. "Thomas held back the curtazin in the doorway for Cheryl
to enter. fam put out all the 11 bt leaving only the lamp on the
itchen table., duby locked the shutters on the window peecring xi
throush the slits fam hod maBle to look through., She saw three drunk-
en fi-ures ~oulng up the pata in the woonlight. '"Three men, honey,"
she whispered to Sam who wes looking out thé other shutter, "cne's

ot a fFun,”

Piust i orse! she thousht.
"Stay behind thnt curtain Thomas and make surc that shoterun is
loaded," fam said., Ruby =at down at the table nervously holding =

coiive ¢cupa. cam csrelully placed hils shotsun in a shadow beslide the
30
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refriperator,  The first men to reach the door, hit it with his
fist." "% ch," somebody Joked, "you mi-ht weke them coonSup. ‘They
lavsheds  Anotier drewled, "de ponna wake 'em snd shake 'em out of
,

bed tonirsht.," The third added oulckly "Let 'em stay in bed if they
uant Lo, that will just wakeit casier for tn whet T pgot in mind."
The v lauched louder, oo the man with the rifle pounded the door with
the rifle but.

Soam opened the door just as Les Crawley had put nis shéulder to
it, knouking Sam back 2rainst the refrigerator., The smell of tobacco

was like 1t had been in the store last Saturdey, only much stronger.,
Les Craulcy o oke ss tae three rmen ertered the house. "Hhat took you
so long to answer, boy?" Ie looked up abt Sewm who was three or four
inches tallcr than fim. The man with the rifle wes a strancer to

Sam £nd Huby, the third man was the Sheriff Jake, drunk and redfaced

”H 1

28 usunl. ow Sam," Crawley szid, "your little woman there =nd your

N

daurhter kinda owe us a debt." lLe smiled into Juby's stone face.
""hey pronaebly ain't told you %ut they danaged ~some property of mine
tie last tine they were in the store andme and £he poys kinda [ipure
they ousht to pay any debt they owe. Don't you think so too, Sam?"
ve weted for an answer, The sheriff leaned on the table, facingR

Ruby. With tne door =till onen, bursts of lau~hter could be hesrd

from the direcltion of the vine grove., £ car horn blasted as the in-

petient men vaited.
"Waat do we owe you, Sam asked coldly.
"iell," Crowley laurnad, "well I know you all don't ot much

agoney, boy, so e and bLbe Pellas Jupured &ince the women did the

duore, Laey can be toue oncs to pay. We'll take the naynent out of

LD
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their hides, so to speak.”" Criwley laushéd at his wown play on words.
The otner intruders joined in,

Then Joke spolc guickly, "You cen have the youngster i you
1
t

went Les, but I'm ponne have this one here." he said as he reschced

across the table for Ruby, pBut tuby 3 moved like a jungle cat, jJwuip-
ing up snd taking the wood ax from the corner behind her chalr and
burying it in Jake's red face, before he could pull his hand back
acrocs the tgble. Swinping his rifle around was the last thing the
stran:ser did in 1life 2% a blast came from behind the curtain. His
body follored hie head throuph the door and onto the porch, leaving
the doorway ooen to the moonlight., Crawley was white as a Klansmon's
sheets He looked at Jake first, laying on the table with the ax
bladec »nrotruding from his skull. HHe looked at Thomas standing in the
Roedroom doorway, pointing the stilll smolting barrel throuch the
curtain, but he rever saw Cheryl nor iHuoy afain for Jam now held the
shotpun he hrd hid teside the rifrigerator to les's chest and squeezed
the trigser.,

"Ruby, kee, an eye out they should be coming up here soon to see
what's happening, Thomnas, help me get these bodies outside," Sem
ordered. The two of tnem drapred the corpses of vake-and Crawley
outside end left tuern on the porch with that of the stranzer., Sam
took the rifle »X the dead man znax® had dropped, it wes one of thiose
new. oump shotzuns he tad always wented. tte loaded it and pedsed his
-othier to Ruby. He bolted the door ¢s the family took thelr positions

with loaded rifles and walted Lor Lhe men in the car to act., And

[y
S

suddenly Independence day had a new meaning for him.

e
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a prayer

Am I the heavenly father to my son?
I pray that I am and that he sees

the face of Christ in his own reflection,

7.H.E. Purnell
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