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ABSTRACT 

Thi s \\'Ork consists of a collecti on of short stori es . Each story is capable of 

standi ng as a complete entity of its own; however, the presence of Twin and Junior, either 

as narrators or flat characters, is the most obvious vein of connection between them. The 

protagoni sts in each narrative share the common struggle of overcoming self-imposed 

delusion in order to reach di senchantment. Unfortunately, the characters insist on doing 

it the hard way. 
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INTRODUCTION 

'"And then there was three, the hard way" is a collection of short stories that explores 

,·arying degrees of disillusionment. In each of the stories the main characters are young 

males under the age of twenty-one who have not realized that there worlds are subjectively 

perceived. Because they depend on others to define their beliefs and substantiate their 

ex istence, they maintain a perspective on li fe that is skewed. When the young are forced to 

accept their fa lse senses of reality, they must find the strength and determination to take 

charge of their own lives. 

Because the young males in these stori es represent different age groups, their stories 

are unique. The young males are kind-hearted and good-natured but chose to be lead astray. 

When the time comes for them to make a critical decision for themselves, they place their 

strongest foo t forward . 



The Death of a Blind Boy 

\ la111::i ,,·as the 111::iin reason ,,·cleft the Soutl1 s1·dc Wlic 1· d o d M . n we 1ve on rem an urr 

\\ ·ay. ::in y ti111c a pass ing ,chicle' s loud music knocked a picture off the wall , shook an 

ashtray from it place on the coffee table, or when screaming sirens interrupted rare moments 

of silence. or when the constant blare of hustle and bustle became too loud to ignore, she 

would tart her campaign. I can still recall the last time she complained about those crows 

eating at her li ver. 

'" I sv,;ear these South Park niggas just don 't know how to act," she said looking up at 

no one in particular. Before the interruption, she was helping me with my third grade 

spelling words . "And they' re going to have all of y' all following suitt she said, shaking her 

head at all of us for pumping our fists to the bumping bass of the car driving by. 

"Nuh uh , not me Mama," I said. 

"Me neither," Rucka said. 

"Aunt Mary, you know we gone be ar'right," Benji said. 

'·The first to speak, the first to pronounce himself as a fool! " Now standing with one 

hand on her hip and the index finger of the other pointing at all of us in a sweeping motion, 

she said , '·You Mamas ' boys are too young to even know what all right really is . Benji , at 

just a year away from being a teenager, you think you're the Incredible Black Hulk, running 

up and down the block fighting and cussing folks like it going out of style." Benji was 

bigger than most kids hi s age. Hi s blue-black skin complexion, man-sized hands, big face, 

and wide body frame made his look like an oversized teddy bear when he smiled. However, 

\\'hen he frowned, which was most of the time, he looked like a small grizzly. "Rucka, and 

hi s mixed up head, thinks pushin ' and pedal in ' is God 's most glorious goal for man. Twin, 
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here. ean·t be trusted unless I'm standing over the top of him, making him do ri ght. And that 

.Jun ior. the sil ent one, he scares us all because he fo llows behind y'all like your shit don' t 

stink . Life under the streetl ights won' t do any of you any good. Forgive them Lord," she 

aid looking at the ceiling with both arms raised, "for they fear not where they live! " Mama 

returned her hard stare at Benji then said, "I can ' t wait to get your two cousins out of South 

Park! " 

''Come on baby, don' t start in on thi s again,·· Daddy said , just as weary of her 

sermons as we were. "We all agree that South Park ain ' t no Mayberry but this is our home." 

··We ll , it ain ' t a very good one ... she replied ro lling her eyes and smacking her lips . 

"That' s ' cause yo u want to lay it beside those \\·bite neighborhoods.·· he said without 

looking from behind hi s new paper. ··we \\·c1-c both ra i ed out here and \\'e turned out just 

fine. ·, 

"Oh yeah, \\·ell then \\·hat about your two brothcrsr She pointed to the pictures of 

Uncle Tom and Uncle Shug sitting on top or a fl oor model RCA TY. ·'One locked up and 

the other ounned dom1 in these streets \'OU ca ll home . That could just as easi ly be your two 
b . 

sons or yo ur two nephews.·· 

"You· re ri ght. ·· he said putting down hi s paper \\·hi le staring at the photos of his 

bro thers on the tele\'i sion set. "But \\·hat' s a nigga to dor he asked. sitting up, and then 

scooting to the edge of the couch . "Being Blac k means you·re born behind the eight ball. 

The luxuries are for white fo lks and sun·i\·ing is fo r ni ggas. That' s just the way it is. The 

system ain·t .... 



" l) l 111 ·1 e\ en start wi th that .1T.11c,11 mess ·· slie S' •d t .· I . . . · · • • . a1 s a1 1ng stern y into hi s eyes . 

.. n l:ic k fnlks do 11 ·t ha\c to li\c like thi s. J\nd !' 111 sick of hearing about the way it is. Thi s 

is11· 1 the \\ J )' it should be or has to be." 

"Okay Mary. yo u·re ri ght again,'' Daddy said , motioning for her to calm down. "But 

lea\'ing the ghetto ain ' t gone stop you from being Black." 

"Mannie , you know I'm not talking about being Black or white," she said, dropping 

her shoulders. 'Tm talking about living better. The longer we stay here, the more and more 

those kids are going to settle for seconds," she said, while pointing but not looking at any of 

us. 

"Okay baby," he said folding his arms, "So where do you want to go and how do you 

plan to get there? We don ' t have the money to just pick up and move. So now you tell me." 

Unfolding his arms and extending them straight forward then leaning back against the couch, 

he asked, "How do we get to Mayberry, baby?" 

As it turned out, Mama never did tell him. She just showed us all by working her 

cleaning job during the day and taking business courses from Houston Community College at 

ni ght. Within two years time, Mama had gained an associate's degree. The school's Career 

Planning and Placement office landed her an executive assistant's position downtown with 

the Enron Oil Company that paid her as much as Daddy 's job at the Shell Oil refinery. 

It was during the spring break of our fifth grade year that we moved out east to a 

three-bedroom house located in a new subdivision ten miles outside of the city. Our new 

neighborhood, Pine Trails , was less than two years old and secluded in what then seemed to 

be an end less mile of undeveloped forestland. And it was appropriately named. Less than a 

minute after leaving the city limits, driving to the neighborhood felt like a safari through an 



eterni ty of C\ crgrccns. Wa lli s\' illc Road woL1 db t k · · · 11 e ween s ' y-scratch1ng pine trees li ke a path 

\ \ Orn through the uninhabited \\·ilderness The cautious sea . f tt · · I d · mpe1 o a ent1 ve squ1erre s an 

carefree armadillos that wandered along the road's s11oulders were d t new an unseen crea ures 

fo r .Junior and I. We were used to the boldness of mangy, stray dogs and scrawny, alley cats. 

Purpl e Sage, the neighborhood's main street, was the only entrance into the hidden 

community and dead-ended after a straight country mile. 

All of the brick houses on the main road and its side streets were homes with three 

bedrooms, two-car garages and driveways, with fireplaces and side or back patios. The 

spacious backyards were either naked or enclosed by wire or board fences. Community 

members created and cultivated assortments of blooming fl owers, arrangements of evergreen 

plants, and well-trimmed bushes and trees with the ambition of having the "Yard of the 

Month" sign standing tall and pro ud on their front lawns. 

Whites, Blacks, Mexicans, Indi ans, and Asians made up its di verse population. 

Ei ther first-generation college graduates or employees at any of the industrial and processing 

plants on the east side headed most of the famili es . The kids that ran through its streets and 

played in its alleyways were as different as the colored candies in a pack of Skittles. It was 

common to see a kinky-haired kid, a slanted-eyed kid. a freckle-faced kid, and a copper­

toned kid playing in a cul-de-sac trading Atari tapes. He-Man figurines, Garbage Pail Kid 

sti ckers and jell y bracelets. Dirt bike and big \\·heel races up and down the block resembled 

Olympic marathons. Nor was it out of the ord inary to find sunburned and brown-skinned 

potbelli es trad ing tools or to see Spanish locks, As ian bobs. corn rows, and natural blondes 

exchano ino beaut)' and bakina secrets. Civic club gatherings mirrored NA TO committee 
C b b 

hearings. and PT A meet ings \\ ere like reflections of UN peace talks. 



s 

Marna seemed to know exactl y what she was talking about and constantly bragged 

about her omni scient vi sion and insightful dec ision. Personally, I didn ' t like Pine Trails at 

first and I fo ught like hell to reject it. I was uncomfortable in the new environment. Daddy 

was cool with it. Living in the suburbs didn 't keep him from drinking and jiving with his old 

buddies in the ghetto. I think the main reason he liked Pine Trails was because it was only 

ten minutes away from work as opposed to the one-way, hour-long odyssey it took him from 

South Park. Junior took to it right away. 

"Say, Junior, let ' s go down the street and play with Eugene and them?" 

"Hmmm, let's go down to Royce's house instead , T,.vin." 

"Royce ' s house? We done already played ,vith that little white boy three time this 

week,'' I said. 

"I know." 

'·So why should we go today?" 

"Because I like Royce. He's coo1.·· 

"You do? Why come? He' s ,vhite.·· 

··so, that don ' t mean nothing. Royce is cool and he ain ·1 always trying to run around 

cussing and fighting ,.vith everybody.·' 

··what ' s wrong with cuss ing and fighting? You like to fi ght more than I do. Bac k in 

the South, behind Benji , you fought more than anybody else on the block. We get out here 

and you act like you' re scared to fi ght.' ' 

'·I ain ' t scared to fight. It 's just different out here. It 's better out here ." 

··Better? Please! What's so good about living around a bunch of whites, Mexicans, 

r 
and forei" ns that don· t want us around no '' ay · :::, 



.. It ain ' t that they don't want us around. You just don ' t want to be around them. But 

\'o u·11 Qe t used to it after awhile." 
, ~ 

"You 'II gel used lo ii after awhile. You sound like Mama. I ain ' t getting used to 

nothing. Blacks need to stay by Blacks, whites by whites, and like by like." 

"Now you sound like Big Momma, Benji , and Rucka." 

"That 's cause they know what's ri ght. I beli eve granny when she say, ' them other 

races ain ' t to be trusted ' cause they' II pat you on the bac k \.\ ith one hand and pick your 

pocket with the other,' ,. I sa id matter-of- fac tly . 

"Well , Royce ain ·1 like tha1. ·· 

.. How do yo u know?"' 

··cause I know. Royce is diffe rent. .. 

.. Different like ho,, •) He· s still ,,hite. I le ain ' t come fro m sla,·es like us. He ain't 

ghetto like us. He ain't none of us.· · 

··o kay. so he ain ' t bl ac k. 11c· s still the sa111c age as us. He likes the same thing ,\·e 

like. I-l e even writes stori es and co llects baseba ll cards just like you do. Bes ides. what' s he 

eYer done to us') .. 

··Nothing. 1--k s _just ,\hite.·· 1 said . 

.. Bl ack. ,,hitc. or purple. if a rc rson ai11·1 nc,-cr do ne nothing to you then you 

shouldn ·1 ha,·e no problem with the111 ... 

.. Look. I don ·1 care abo ut you and Royce. But it' s goi ng to make me look weird too. 

0 I ,,1· 11 · 1 no Oreo. Junior.· · I sa id. They·re go ing to say us twins arc reos ... 

6 



··1 r: l1U . re not. then yo u. re not. But \,·hy do yo u care what other peopl e gon, say 

an: \' a: ·•.) Bes ides. T,,·in . thi s is Pinc Trail not South Park . obody out here cares about 

blad :. ,,·hi tc. or ye llo\\' .1
• 

"Yes. they do . They just don ' t act like it," I said. "And you're too blind to see it." 

·· Well blind or not, I'm going down to Royce 's. You coming or not?" 

··Yeah, I'm coming but only 'cause twins are best friends that stick together, no 

matter whatever. I'll be so glad when you wake up and see the light, though." 

The longer we lived in Pine Trails, the closer Royce and Junior got. Royce spent the 

night at our house more than our cousins did , and vice versa. It even reached the point where 

we could walk into the Kennedy house without knocking, go into their refrigerator, pour a 

glass of milk, snatch a couple of snicker doodles from the cookie jar and plop down in front 

of the television without a word spoken or an eyebrow raised. I can honestly say, now, that 

the Kennedys did not have a problem with us. They treated us better than most of the Black 

folks we knew. But I was still convinced then that they were just closet Klan members. As it 

went, the only real hell we ever caught from associating with Royce came from Benji and 

Rucka when they came to visit. 

One time, Royce came over to the house while Benji and Rucka ,vere visiting and 

ended up being our personal doormat. Junior, Benji , Rucka, and I were watching "You Can't 

Do that on Television" when Royce came into our bedroom. 

"Hey, Twins! Oh, uh, hi Rucka. Hi Benji . I, uh, I, I brought my new Frogger tape," 

said Royce. "You guys want to play?" 

··we. uh, we, we don ' t want to play your new Frogger tape," said Benji holding his 

nose to achieve the best nasal voice he could project to mimic Royce. His white T-shirt 



seemed to be catching hell as it stretched across hi s chest, arms, and fat stomach. It was 

ob,·ious he was uncomfortable and irritated by the undersized shirt. Royce ' s entrance 

provided him with an outl et to relieve the pressure that had him bottle up. "We was just 

about to go outside and play footba ll ," he said with a devilish grin on his face replacing the 

hand that had pinched his nose. 

"Yeah, you want to play footba ll?" Rucka said, whi le lacing up his red and white 

Nike Cortez. 
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"Naw, let ' s stay in the house and play that Frogger tape,'· said Junior, hoping to avoid 

the inevitab le. He took off the Houston Oilers Jersey and the "luv ya blue., wrist bands he 

had been wearing all day. 

"Hold up, Junior! You was talking ·bout playing foo tball after this TV show. ow 

all of the sudden dopey Opie comes th ro ugh the door and you ,,·ant to play Atari.'. sa id Benji. 

ev il ey ing the number 32 jersey lying and s,,catbands lying on the fl oor. 

'" Ha! Dopey Opie! .. Rucka aid . holding hi s stomach ... He called you dopey Opie! " 

'"Shut up, Rucka! He ain ' t dopey. You know hi s name is Royce. Benji . How ,,·ottld 

you fee l ifhe always picked aft er yo u'J Let· s just play Atari . 1e and you can play first. ·' 

offered Junior. 

··we ai n' t gone play no Atari. Just like he ,, on ·1 try aft er me. him or hi s brother. 

Ain't that right Luke DukeT Benji asked Royce. 

"He knows what' s up? His brother can get some. too' .. Rucka said. As Royce bowed 

hi s head. hi s face reddened. We could all see ,,here it was going. 
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.. Rud a \ nu ain ·1 gon · do no thi n° bv, ourself W1'tl1out . d · ' t b Id 
• t::- - _ . us a1 oun yo u a111 so o . 

.lu<;t lca, -c him alone . When we come out there, me and Twin don ' t bother your fri ends." said 

Juni or. 

"That' s cause our friends ain ' t spoiled little white boys with Atari tapes afraid to play 

foo tball. .. replied Benji on his younger brother 's behalf. 

·'Yeah, Junior, our friends ain ' t scary little white boys," repeated Rucka. 

"I'm not scary. We can play football ," said Royce sheepishly. Junior 's expression 

did an about face at Royce 's comment. His eyebrows, which slanted downward like they 

always did when he was ready to throw the first punch, jumped as high as they could go on 

hi s forehead ; and his bottom lip, which was tucked tightly under the top one, popped out and 

dropped far south. It was more than obvious Royce 's reply was a punch he never saw 

coming. It surprised me, too. 

"Cool. Then we gon ' play football. " He gave his T-shirt a quick tug. "And since 

you ain ' t scary, you get to be all-time quarterback," was Benji 's lightning fast counter blow. 

"Okay, but I can ' t throw that well ," said Royce. 

"Come on Royce, all white boys can throw. That ' s why y' all always pitch and play 

quarterback. You just need some practice," said Benji. 

"Yeah, you just need some practice, Nolan Montana," Rucka said. 

'·Ha, Ha. Yeah, Joe Ryan! " I chimed in. 

'·Shut up Twin! You wouldn 't even be laughing if Benji and Rucka weren ' t here," 

said Junior. 

'·But we are. And today, we gone to play football with Casper the friendly Dope," 

Benj i said. thi s time rescuing me from Junior. 



··caspcr! ·· Rucka be lted out with a hearty laugh. 

·T he fri end I y dope I'' I laughed · l 1 . ' wit 1 tie assurance that Benji had my back. 

··Yo u don' t have to play if you don ' t want to Royce. 1 d on ' t really want to play 

foo tball anyway," said Junior. 

"Hold up swoll up! You was talking ' bout it all this morning and right before this 

television show came on. You was cool wit ' it then. Royce said he'd play. So why you 

acting like a sissy?" I said , looking over at Benji fo r hi s approval. 

"I ain ' t a sissy, Twin! And I ain 't blind. I see what y'all are trying to do. And it 

ain 't cool. The three of y' all just want to . .. . " 

"The three of us just want to play foo tball ," Rucka said, cutting him off while also 

looking at Benji for approval. 

"And Royce does too," said Benji nodding hi s head at the two of us, smiling like 

Satan we lcoming new members to hell. 

So the fi ve of us went out into the backyard and pretended to be the glory boys of 

10 

Sunday. Royce was content with hi s ro le as our smash test dummy, so we got our rocks off 

What' s so crazy is that Royce never really seemed to mind. He was just blind like that. He 

never cried about the hits: late, low, or dirty. No matter how long it took us to get tired or 

how much Junior tried convincing him to quit. Royce ahvays got up fo r more. Junior was the 

only one who ever seemed to mind or hold a grudge. It was obvious that Royce simply 

enjoyed being around Junior, and it was just as apparent that Junior liked having him around 

too. I guess Royce was won over by the way Junior would stand against his own blood if it 

meant standing fo r what was ri ght. Junior and Royce were totall y and completely loyal to 

one another. 
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Re~ardkss of the cnlor line dra \\11 around the ti I · · 
m. 1cy a ways ignored the differences 

,rnd remained close fricnds up until the eighth grade As ·t t d II ·I f 
• 1 urne out, a t 1ree o us played 

on the Cootball team that year. Junior and I were the starti 11g h lfb k d · d a ae s an , as 1t turne out, 

Royce \\·as the starting quarterback. 

As twins, Junior and I fou ght with each other all the time. We also enjoyed 

pretending to be wrestlers . I was the Junkyard Dog and Junior would always be Jimmy 

'·Superfl y .. Snuka. Sometime during the summer, we started including Royce in our 

wrestling matches. He was either "The Ravishing" Rick Flair or Ricky "The Dragon" 

Steamboat. Most of the time, we just had battle royals but every once in a while we would 

wrestle two against one for the sake of a good challenge. We held our matches anywhere and 

at anytime: at home in the alleyway, in our backyards, and even at school in the hallways and 

classrooms. 

The day before our first home game, I had to run extra sprints for not memorizing all 

of my plays. So while Junior and Royce were waiting for me to come out of the locker room, 

they started wrestling with each other. Just as I walking out of the locker room, I saw that 

Royce was on top of Junior gripping him in a mean headlock. Of course, I didn ' t think 

anything of it. I had seen it too many times before. At the same time I was coming out of the 

locker room, Jerome Turner, a black boy who was in his second year of the eighth grade, was 

coming out of detention. He saw Royce on top of Junior and bolted towards the two 

grapplers. 

"Fuck you white boy," he screamed, while raring his right arm back. Neither Royce 

nor Juni or realized what was happening. The sucker punch landed flush against Royce 's ear. 

The clap that sounded from the contact barked like a shot from a starter pistol. Royce went 
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limp. J\ second punc h was thrown but mi ssed its mark because the first was enough. Royce 

went from holding Junior in a tight head lock to lying motionless on top of him . As I ran 

tO\Yards them, Junior was shrugging Royce off of hi m without realizing that Royce was 

knocked out. Jerome, who had already kicked Royce twice in the face , was about to deliver 

another when I tackl ed him . 

"What the fuck is wrong wi th you. manr I said. 

··What the fu ck is \\TO ng \\ ith me'.) What the fu ck is \Hong with you') That cracker 

was jumping on your bro ther:· sa id Jerome. pushing me off him . 

··No he wasn ·1. we \\·ere _just pl ay ing' .. holl ered Juni or. 

--pJQyi ng'.) It looked like yo u \\ as get ting your ass kicked to me ... Jerome sa id dusting 

himse lr off ··1 \, as doing yo u a mother l'ucking fo\Or.· · 

-- we ll . yo u rucked up 1" I said. "Tha1·s Royce. I le liYes 011 

I \\as so busy _j aw _jack ing \\ it h Jerome. I haJ forgo tten ahou t Royce. \\ .hen I looked 

dmrn. an angry fe ar para lyzed me from head tn toe. There Royce ,,as. lying face Jom1 in a 

pool or hi s O\\ll blood. Jun ior ,, as kneeling l eside Royce . . baking him furiously. 

- 1 ran dom1 his face ... T,,·in. " \\ 'ake up. Royce' Royce. get up ... he screameu as te:ir. 

. . . . , .. 
he ,, 011·1 get up ' I le ,, 011 t get up. I , ,111. 

.lc ro me took off li ke a bat out of hell ,,hile I stnnJ mer Royce :rnd Junior. I began 

. . .. ,1 · " l lad ,,·itnessed a ,,hite boy beaten to crying. rl1e e11t1re e\ch:rn~e was soul score 1111 ::- 1• 

S' l11·•'. I 11 ,"d s•'ell numerous c1, ii rights film ,,·ith Blacks bei ng blood, unconsciousness. ~ " -~ 

· 1 l ·11 J t But thi s ,, as diffe rent. 
sprayed by ,, ater lwscs. bi11e11 by dogs . and beaten ' ' '11 11 y cu 15

· 

. . . 1,. , ,, ,1~ just as ,,Ton~ as the ,,hi te people 
this ,, as a li\·e role rewrsa l. Th,~ ,,as Ro:,ce · LILlmL ' - · -
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1 sa,, 0 11 film s and television. But I didn·tJ.ud oe hin I k I 1 · • 
c 1- new rnte rnd done 1t to him . Hate 

that none of us possessed at birth . Hate taught and learned Tl 1 ~ . 1e same t 1at causes men to 

burn . The same hate that burned Jerome and BenJ· i The saine I t th t b d -1 h · 1a e a urne me unt1 t at 

moment. The Old Adam in me would have grabbed Junior by the collar and took off with 

Jerome. 

"You stay with Royce." I said . "I' ll go get some help." Then I ran back into the 

locker room to get Coach Lewis. Twin and I waited until the paramedics came. Junior was 

in too much shock to answer any questions, so I did all the talking. Before then, I would 

have kept quiet about the whole situation. But I did not feel like I was snitching this time. 

We would have both rode with Royce to the hosp ital if they had let us, but we ,, eren't 

famil y. We wondered about hi s condition the rest of the evening. 

"Hello? Yes it is ... oh, s,,.,,eet .J esus! Thank you. Thank you very much ... Mama 

gently placed the phone on the hook. She looked at me. then ,,·alked straight over to Junior. 

She grabbed him up with her ri ght hand. sat in the same spot he had been occupying on the 

couch then pushed hi s head into her breast ,,·ith her left hand. Without any ,rnrds spoken, he 

began to cry. It started with a pout and then grew into a larger fit of ,, ounded feelings. The 

louder he got, the harder Mama rocked him back and forth. The harder she rocked, the more 

my heart broke. The more my heart broke. the more I began to see. 

Three days later, we saw Royce for the last time. His expression ,Yas peaceful. He 

seemed happy to be leaving. Junior couldn ·t stand looking at him; all he ,,as able to do was 

ba,, I, loud and hard. As I looked Royce in the face. I got teary-eyed myse lf. I knew that I'd 

mi ss him too. 
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A Bump on a Fool's Head 

"B111 I say unto you. that 1rhosoever is angry ivitJ1 J11·5. b .• th ·11 h ll b 
10 er 1v1 wut a causes a e 

in clanger of the judgment: and whosoever shall say to his brother, Raca, shall be in danger 

of 1he council: but whosoever shall say, Thou fool shall be in danger of hell fir e. So what 

Jesus is doing here, church, is comparing and contrasting the Old and New Testaments. You 

see, because of the young man 's foolish ways he was bumped on the head You know, the 

elders used to say, 'A hard head makes a soft tale.' I 'm using tale 'cause this ain 't the 

appropriate place for the most common vernacular. But, but, they used to say, 'A hard head 

makes a soft tale. ' Y'all don 't hear me. Cause if y 'all did, you 'd say Amen. 'A hard head 

makes a soft tale. ' I know some of y'all knoll' that to be true. Brother Deacon, do you know 

1rhat the old folks meant? Mother Beeby, can you testifj1 to some of these babies in the 

church about what this means? Amen. But, but, before I go on, I 1rnnt to jog your memory 

about something else the elders used to say Na ir, for those of you 1rho didn't say amen to 

those first ll'Ords of wisdom, 'A hard head makes a soft wle ', I 11·011 't hold ii against you if 

you ain 't never heard these. But for the folks 1rho do, j ust say amen. Amen. No 11 ·, noll', the 

ale/folks used to say, 'ffyo 11 see a.fool ', ho1r 111a11y ofyo 11 k11011 · 1he rest? Amen. amen. The 

elders used to say, 'If you see a fool. then bump him 011 1he head ' fo11 see that 's ll'hat Jesus 

is doing in Matthew 5 and 22, irhen he 's comparing the Old and Ne1r Testaments. You see 

1oday a lot of us have to get bumped 011 1he head fo r acting like fools I don 't hear any 

, · J b If B t I hat 's all right I '111 gon ' preach on Amens, so I guess I 111 stand111g 1ere ~· myse_ - 11 ' 

b d ti e head 'cause ire 're acting like fools. ony1my I said, a lot of us have to get 11111pe on 1 

Take for example, the boy 1rho .... " 
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Yes indeed ' No one could appreci ate thi s sermon more than Twin. Reverend 

Wiggins would probably get tired of all the ' amens' and ' hall eluj ahs' he'd receive if Twin 

was in church today. If there were ever a person that took too many unnecessary lumps it 

would have to be my twin brother. He always. as a matter of fact. seemed to insist 0 11 

learning hi s lessons the hard way . I can still remember, like it happened yesterday. He took 

a hard one fo r what he ca ll ed ' pl aying the fo ol. · Preac h on preacher. 

"Say Twin , what happened to you after schoo l todayr 

"Can' t yo u see what happenedr he sa id . crooning his neck fo rward. 

'·] can see your face is all fucked up. like you took a serious loss . But l" m asking 

\,hat happened fo r real' No t that li e you told mama ·bout fa ll ing off Bootay· s moped. ·cause 

I kno\, . That ni gga don·t 0\\ 11 a bicycle . le t alone :..i moped _·· 

·•f3 e e:..i sy Junior. ·· he said. \\ a,·ing his hand in a slo\,. dom1ward moti on. ··1 told mama 

I kl! oll a moped ·cause that·s all she needs to know.·· :\ fter looking . uspiciously ::i t both 

kitchen entrances. he sa id . .. Let' s go ou t in the back . so I c.:111 tell you ,,hat went down.·· 

··c oo l. that· s all I \, ant ed to know in the first p!Jce. ·· 1 said. fo ll o\\ing h1111 through the 

garage door. 

"That's all I \\ ant ed to know in the first place. ·· n1imicked T,,·in . re:ic hing into hi s 

· · I · -] · 1 ·k ·t f 1r his cil!arettes .. You Jcfinitel Y got hrmrn. short- slceYed D1d .1e but ton c O\\ n s 11r pt1 c c l · - • 

· · · · ] 1· I , · ] s nn t -hi nl! Dickie work pant s pocket rnama· s nose.·· he said. fumb li ng tort 1e 1g lllf 111 11. ' -

. I ., d.,dd, -~ lun "s ·· 1 s::i id ·· You coul d ha,e told ··And yo u·rc defi nitely go ing to 1aH u . · ::- -- · 

. . . l ·d to come out here so Hrn co ul d smoke me\\ hat happened in the kitchen. 1 ou _1 ust \\ an c · 

your Newport s.·· 
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.. Ynu go t me ... He lit a Ne\\'])Ort cigarette and took a long, deep drag. "I can ' t sneak 

nnthin !! past You. Sherl ock Homeboy " he said after releasing th k f I · I 
~ · ' , e smo e rom 11s ungs. 

"You dumb ni coti ne fi end , you' ll be lucky to get past fifty fiv , ti · tt - 1 e cause 1em c1gare es 

are go ing to cut your ride short. " 

·'Them cigarettes are going to cut your ride short," he said, mimicking me agai n. He 

took a quick drag. "You sound like mama after daddy right now, Junior," he said exhaling 

smoke and words at the same time. 

"Well ifl sound like mama after daddy, that 's cause neither one of y'a ll need to be 

sucking earl y death through a cancer straw!" 

"Watch out, Mr. Athletic America. Cancer won' t be the death of me. Can' t you see? 

I'm gone li ve and die the life of a G," he said . looking up to the sky. 

"So is that what happened today?" I said laughing. ·'You got jumped into a gang?" 

"Ha ha he he ho ho! Blow it out your ass hole, Junior. I didn ' t get 'jumped into a 

gang.' You know better than to come at me sideways like that anyway," he said, poking at 

hi s ribs . "You know I'm too gifted to bang and too talented not to do my own thang." 

"I hear you, but none of that explains your broken nose and swol len jaw," I said, 

pointing twice at his face . "Twin, what the hell happened. bra?" 

"Man," he said in a long exaggerated tone. ··J got caught slippin ' on the senior hall 

after schoo I today." 

"For fucking with Rachel , huh?" 

, . b ,, H atised to hit hi s ciaarette. I jumped in before he ·1 was hollering at her, ut. . . e P 0 

could release the cloud or complete hi s sentence. 
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·· t .h huh ' lliat" s \\hy :,nu go t drug. huh ') I told you. I told you so. I told your black 

l!:,'. ll nr:1111 ass so' l told yo u the boy lo\'cs that broad 's peri od panties. But naw," I said , 

~lwking my head in di sgust. "You insist on being Billy Dee Williams Junior. You already 

km)\\ Pine Trail s and Summit Point mixes like sugar and shit. But you just have to be the 

Romeo scheming on another motherfucker 's Juliet. I told you that Mr. Clean Up man game 

would get your ass kicked. How come you have to pick every piece of fruit from the tree?" 

"Slow up, Reverend Deacon Doctor Doug," he said, flicking his cigarette butt into the 

yard ... This ain 't ' bout all that. These scars are the stripes from a completely different level 

of the game," he said, staring through me as if he were alone and simply thinking out loud. 

·'J didn ' t realize how foul I was playing ' cause I didn 't respect the rules." 

"Okay Twin, I know you're supposed to be the one with all the 'street' knowledge, 

but right now you sound like confusion." 

"You mean, Confucius," he said, coming back into the shared world of our backyard. 

"Naw, I mean confusion. 'Cause that 's all I'm getting from your pathetic 'player 

made ' proverbs and psalms." I laughed. I began marching in place like a silly leprechaun. 

"So here's one for you," I said, "Riddle me this ; riddle me that. What the hell happened to 

your face , Mr. Cool Kat?" 

"Very funny , Mr. Slow Torre," he said, smiling but not smiling. "I'll put ya' down, if 

you quit interrupting me with your raggedy ass jokes." 

"Raggedy? The only thing raggedy right about now is your face, elephant boy," I 

laughed. 

"It started yesterday while me and '"Whatever," he said, lighting another cigarette. 

,... b II ractice " he said, exhaling. "We ... " Bootay was wa iting on you to get out of 1oot a P ' 
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.. Yeah, I did notice the two of y'all acting different 0 11 the way home. I kinda thought 

y·a ll had been into somethi ng, but I was tired and fo rgot to ask." 

-- we ll anyway," he said , before taking another pull. "It started when about half the 

foo tball team, or what looked like half, came off the field earlier than y'all normally do. Me 

and Bootay .. .. " He paused to exhale and I jumped right in again. 

"Yeah, the offense did get to leave practice early yesterday. ' 

"What for?" 

"They scored in the first fi ve possessions of scrimmage practice. They went in early 

and we ran sprints for the rest of the time. Both sets of coaches, offense and defense, 

watched and talked shit about how sorry we were. But that ain't nothing. though. Finish 

what you was saying." 

--okay. Me and Bootay went in behind ·em and talked up a crap game. We got. .. ·, 

··who was shooting?" 

'·Junior, what's up ,Yith yo ur patience today7 I told you I' d tell you e,·erything that 

went down . Just hold the phone •till after I drop the 41 IT 

·' I'm just anxious to know what' s up? I ,rnnt to know ,,·ho jumped on my brother. 

Football team or not, if it' s time to thro,v them thangs. then I'm ready ... 

"I don ' t think you'll fee l that way after I tini sh dropping you off. .. he sa id. Oicking 

· d ··A · · · ·t ·as me BootaY and fou r of the footba ll another cioarette butt mto the var . 11) ,, a:,• 1 '' · • · 0 • 

d R l d Brooks Som · ass Craig. and the quarterback.'. 
players: DeAndre Har aman. as 1ee · . ~ 

·r ··you mean Scott, Scott Gravitt. 
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".luni()r. 1 did say the quarterback. I le asked . ·r I 
me I was your brother. He was like, ' / 

don 1111cw1 to so1111cl pre/udiced or anythim, hut but )I I I k • . . , 
0 , , au wo oo Just alike. I didn ' t say 

shit but I \\as thinking to myse lf, foo l don ' t you know an ide t· 1 t · 1 ?" , n 1ca wm w 1en you see one . 

··You know how some of them try to say all niggas look alike," I said laughing. 

··Yeah, but I think he was just trying to be cool. Which was fine by me. I was trying 

to get up on some of hi s paper." 

··can he shoot?" 

"I couldn ' t tell. If he can, he didn 't stand a chance anyway. Me and Bootay ran it 

over on all four of them so smooth, Junior. I'm saying," he said, hammering his right fist 

into the palm of the opposite hand. "We should have been locked up for committing fraud . 

Me and Bootay hustled them boys out of a good piece of change. A hundred from the 

quarterback, fifteen from sorry ass Craig, eighty from Rasheed and $127 from DeAndre." 

"Damn! That 's $300." 

"On the cool , it was 322, $161 apiece." 

"Y'all two had to be doing some shady shit, if you're calling out their pockets like 

that. Rasheed and DeAndre are hustlers . Well , Rasheed is and DeAndre 's brother is a timer. 

How come they didn ' t peep what was going on?" 

"Who's DeAndre 's big brother?" 

"Chico, Chico Hardaman." 

"No shit?" And then it hit him. "That 's right. That' s right and I knew that already. 

· h SI ·t ti y' re two entirely different types of a Just forgot because I never see them toget er. 11 , 1e 

. . . . ft d ti t the right "and a dumb jock. So 
niggas, a timer," he said, pomtmg to the le an 1en ° ' 

AfterI gave the white boy change for his two fifties, 
that 's where all that money came from . 
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Dc:\ ndrc changed out one of Bootay·s hundreds Try1· t I • 
· ng o s 10w out and shit. I thought he 

\\ 3 S fu nny bun ny. He ta lked a good game but the bitch sta11ed crying after he lost hi s 

money . 

·']s that why your face looks the way it does now?" 

·'That had something to do with it, but like I said, we ran it over on 'em smooth. I'm 

saying, trump tight . Junior, I mean TRUMP TIGHT," he said , hammerino his fi st into his 
0 

palm twice, stressing both words. "Rasheed didn ' t catch on. He just stopped shooting when 

he got eighty in the hole. He had more to spend," Junior said , pointing with his thumb to his 

immediate left . "But he reali zed luck wasn' t on hi s side. Sorry ass Craig," he said . pointing 

off center left, "proved hi s name and the white boy,' ' he said pointing to hi s immediate right, 

''j ust got caught up . Me and Bootay ran it like a baby Vegas. They never even reali zed three 

dice were hitting the floor," Junior said , holding up three fin ge rs. He knew all kinds of tricks 

and hustles when it came to shooting craps. pl ay ing card s, or lay ing dominoes. Junior could 

cuff and set a pair of loaded dice in front of the most seasoned gamblers without getting 

caught. 

"So how did Bootay catch onr I asked. 

" I put him down about a month ago , and \\ e been li cking ever since. Anyway. every 

time I shot the dice," he sa id , fa lling back into the moment. '"he bought ·em right afte r. So 

both of us was holding and setting. We started off shooting ones but by the third point I had 

· · · -, 1-1· ] d ·er·e mo\'ino anxious!\·. chan°ing them shootmg and side bettmg fi ves. 1s rnn s \\ 0 · • c- ~ 

· · · k --1 k d up fo rtv dollars fas t tricked the di ce, d1rect1ons with every other word he spo · e. sue e . 

B " I sa1·d pointino directlv in front of him fo r as long as it took and put my stack up. ootay, 1e , o · 

. . . . , _ .· 1 fadino and sucked up some more paper. 
to 1dent1 ty 1115 partner, ·hopped on em \\It 1 me c-
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kd him I\\Cnly .'· he said. motionin o li ke he was pass· 
1::- 111g out money as fas t as he could , "and 

bet \\ ith the other t\,·enty. I never pinched off my ow t k ft 
1 n s ac a er t 1at. Before DeAndre got 

10 shoot.' . he said . pointing to the position in between Boota d th h' b " 
Yan e w 1te oy, sorry ass 

Crai 0. ran out of money. He didn 't really want to shoot anyway " Tl h lk d 1 
~ . 1e more e ta e t 1e 

fas ter hi s hands moved . The more his hands moved the ~aster he talk d "H · · 
, 1, e . e was Just trymg 

to make some change off the side bets with his lunch money. He probably would have if me 

and Bootay didn ' t have our shit together. We got it so crunk," he said, laughing, "that I'd bet 

five against Bootay, win, and he 'd pass a me a ten. He 'd bet ten against me, lose and pass 

me a five. " I was confused but not surprised. 

"How' d the hell you two shade tree motherfuckers pull that off?" I asked, scratching 

my head . 

"I done already told you. We had it trump tight. Whether I was shooting or fading , I 

side bet with everybody going north and south, shit talking loud and fast the whole time. But 

I never once rode with Bootay ," he said, raising his index finger as if that were the one 

cardinal sin he wouldn't dare commit. "Money stayed on the ground, so everybody had to 

watch their own change. I kept the dice hot, catching every other roll or two. If I wasn ' t 

catching or popping off at the mouth then Bootay was. And you know that Creole talking 

ni gga had 'em going with that funny ass swamp water rap of his." 

"So on the cool , y'all played break-even with each other while cheating everybody 

else. " 

"Man, what?" He lit up another cigarette. "Me and Bootay had it click tight, like he 

" Y 1,. had to count the money out in front of was my twin." He took another drag. ou J'u1ow we 



them. I li cked for 140 and Bootay counted out the rest. We put in their face. And that's 

\\hen the shit started stanking." 

"Is that \\·hen DeAndre started tripping over getting hustled?" 

··You feel me?" He hit the cigarette inhaling and ex]1a1· · 1 b 1 , · mg 111 a norma reat 1. "He 

started talking about 'something ain 't right. How come you two ended up with all the 

money? Bootay stepped ri ght in his face and was like, 'Cus lady luck luvs eech 'n 'ery 

playuhji-0111 'at de Pine Trails. She gon ' lay dine 1rit ' de real, not no part time husla. 

Speshlee 110 , c,y baby chi le Jo 'tball playuh! "' 

"I know DeAndre didn ' t like that," I said. 
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'·Hell naw, he didn ' t! He stuck hi s finger in Bootay's chest and was like, 'Fuck you 

Bootay. Fuck Lady Luck and Pine Trai ls. You niggas are knoirn cullhroats, especially you, 

Twin. Y'all are suppose to be boys bur y 'all ain ·, het !Ogether once. Something is shaddy 

'bout that. ' The white boy was between me and DeAndre so I stepped around him and was 

like. ' I don ' t know what you' re talking ' bout. nigga. Money is money. whether its fro m a 

fr iend or foe. nigga.' I started boo tin· up. The nigga was serious fo r rea l. He started talking 

about tak ing hi s money back and shit. I looked oYer at Bootay and he \\·as ready to dance 

too. You know what r 111 say ing, DeAndre \Yould haw got drO\·e. thinking size would handle 

us. He nutted up too. He wasn ·t trying to go solo so he tri ed to pump Rasheed. Craig, and 

the white boy up to help him. Talking ·bout. 'They ain ·, jusr cheat me. They cheated the 

three ofy 'all loo. J know y 'all ain ·, gone just stand their like some ho 's and let them take 

your money like that. Shit, /ll'O can 't take four. ' ,, 

"That sounds just like that big ole bitch. Ah\ ays trying to hype somebody up to rat 

. . . d · Tl · · bov. He k.J10\\S you·re my 
pack. But I know Rasheed d1dn t get sucke 111 . mt s 111

) - • 
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brother. Plus. he· s too cool to plex over money like tJ1at s C · · , d , d 
. orry ass ra1g am t an can t o 

shit. And I know, Scott didn ' t want to do nothino " [ said anoe db I 
1 

b I h d 
e, , , e, re y w 1a my rot 1er a 

just told me. 

"Ri ght," he said, then pulling from his cigarette. "So when that bird wouldn ' t fly , 

your boy recruited some bystanders. Actuall y, about fou r of them were Summit Point 

niggas. The rest were just followers. You know how y'a ll football players try to cut for each 

other." 

"Yeah, so how many of them was itT 

"Too many, Junior.· · he sa id. nicking the hair smoked cigarette in the yard . Stepping 

back and look ing around as if\Yere presently ci rcled by the mob. he aid. ··And I \\·asn't 

about to be the cheese fo r the ra t pack . Boo tay \\·asn ·t goi ng either. Mc and my boy \\·as 

standing shoulder to shoulder. So yo u kno,,· ,,hat happened ncx1.· · he sa id. nodding at the 

inev itab ility of their next move. 

As much as T,Yin liked to fi ght. he hated to lose just as much . I le was the type of 

person that if he lost a fi ght one-on-one. he ,, ou ld fight the _joker ,,·ho beat him eYeryday 

until he ,rnn. He wasn·t the person you·d run to get if you ,,·anted so meone beat up. but he 

,,as the one you·d get if you wanted someone you co uld count on to fi ght. He ,,·a ah,·ays 

prepared to help e,·en the odds. and he ,,·as e,·en more prepared to CH'n the odds if no extra 

bod ies could be found. Besides. J knc,,· my t,, in brother and the circle of thugs he 

surrounded himself with. 

''I already kno,Y! .. l sa id . --y0 u pulled out your quarter piece and Bootay whipped out 

the butte rfli es. I kno,,· them boys backed dom1 at that! .. 
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··B3 by boy' You \\ Ould have thought it was a bank robbery up in that bitch ." He had 

falle n back into the moment, but thi s time he wasn't talki·ng.:: t d h. h d , 1as an 1s an s weren t 

movi ng wildl y. This time his voice was hushed and 111·s J1and ge t I d s ures were s ow an 

extremely exaggerated. "Nigga, them boys got real civilized when the peacemakers came 

out. I'm saying, it was like the night before Christmas. And all through the house, not a 

creature was stirring." Then he came to his old loud and obnoxious self, "And DeAndre was 

the first to shut his motherfucking mouth! " 

"Ewwweee!" I said shaking my head while holding my fist to my mouth, "I know 

Bootay played the fool in that bitch." 

"Man," he said in his normal , long drawn out way of say ing it. "The hostages were 

quiet but Bootay was excited and stomping around like a Ragin ' Caj un Corl eone! Talkin ' 

'bout, 'Boot up, bra! ' Walking up in folk 's faces doing this. and doing that. Hollerin ' ' bout, 

'Mano ' mouse, nig 'a. Ain 't no air in ya' ches ' no 11 ·, nig 'at Ain 'r no cheese.fa ' da ' rats 

today, nig 'a. '" Tickled more by Twin·s ree1rnctment than by the actual image, I couldn ' t 

help but laugh. 

"I can see hi s braided up, Louisiana loud talking. wannabe gangster ass twirling hi s 

knives. As good as he can flip and flick them damn thangs around. I know them boys was 

scared. Especially with you pistol playing,'· I said. pointing at Junior. 

'·Huh, if you only knew. This one foo l stepped out of the crowd and was like, 'It's 

C·ool A· , b d , · 011 ) I 'all Just aet outra here ll"ith that shit. ' Junior, what did 111 t no o y gon .1ump . ,:-, 

I I I tl1at I walked strai oht o\·er to him and laid the pistol in he say that for? was on sue 1 a rus 1 :::-

. . · •· · . ] d onstration durnmv. he placed his finger the center of hi s chest like this . Us111g me as t 1e em · 
' 

. . , hin •·Then I told him to be the fuck quiet." 
gun on my chest with the barrel aimed up at 111 ) c · 
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"Damn l \\in ... I \cllcd. pushing hi s hand aw f· 
1 · ay 10 m my c 1est. Even though I was 

juq a ~tand in. I felt , iolatcd. '" You didn ' t have to do all tllat. I 
can understand yo u didn ' t 

\\ant 10 get mobbed but that sounds too extra, bra." 

··1 know, Junior. I know," he said, dropping his head out of shameful guilt. "As soon 

as I took the pistol off his chest, the air got sour and you could hear it hit the floor. " 

"Dude pissed on hisself?" I asked in disbelief. "Aw man! You did the fool , Twin." 

'·J know. He didn't let them fall but I could tell he wanted to cry. I could see the 

tears building up in his eyes." His tone turned from serious to apologetic. "I was just so high 

off the rush and hyped up with Bootay that I didn't even care at first. I was just going off of 

raw hate . I hated DeAndre for wanting to mob. I hated them boys for being his followers . 

hated dude for pissing on hisself. I hated myself for being in the situation. I even hated 

Bootay for coming up with the idea to hustle them boys in the first place. On the cool , I was 

pissed off most from the way he seemed to be loving the danger of it all." 

"Lord, have mercy on you two fools . Y'all must have thought y'all was Corleones 

for real yesterday. I bet you and Bootay felt like y' all made off like straight mobsters, huh?" 

Twin started pulling another cigarette from the pack but pushed it back in then placed the 

pack in his pocket. 

"Yeah, but I paid for it today, though," Twin said, looking up at the clouds. 

"Yeah I see that ' cause that ' s definitely what your face is sayin ' . And I won ' t lie, 
' 

you probably deserved every bit of it, but fuck it. Whoever it was, they 're going to learn not 

to fuck with the twins. Your broken nose is my broken nose. And the same goes for that 

· · · 1 t I Fuck DeAndre fuck his brother, swo llen jaw. We can roll through Summit Pomt ng 1 now. ' 

fl k. I' 11 forever gone stand with you, right fuck Summ it Point and fu ck them football un ,es. 1 

' 
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nr \\TO!ll! . l pu t that on my ba ll s and my word I-fell we t M 1·k d T 
~ · , can ge a 1 a an rameka on 

you r girl Rachel fo r being the good one gone bad . They don ' t like the broad anyway. Yeah. 

i1·s on and poppi ng again. '· 

··S low down, Calvary cowboy," he said, waving me off. "You can leave Rachel and 

DeAndre out of this . On the cool , there ain 't gone be no revenge attack." 

"What? You said you were over on the senior hall fucking with the bitch. She lives in 

Summit Point with DeAndre and the rest of ' em. She might like you, but she loves and lives 

with them. I thought you were a player? I know you ain ' t trying to save that tack head. 

Twin, what's the damn deal?" 

"Junior, I was on the senior hall. And I was rapping to Rachel. And on the cool , if I 

hadn ' t been hollering at her at the time, I probably wouldn 't have got caught out there like I 

did . But I'm kinda glad about that. It could have been worse had I been spotted anywhere 

else." 

'Tm lost now, Twin. I can ' t really tell where you' re coming from. but I'm with you. 

I'm not understanding why you look like shit today. and \\·hy you·re so quick to let it go." 

"Let 's just say, today's after school lesson taught me some things about life that can 't 

be learned through teacher or textbook." 

--okay grasshopper. you ' re sounding like Confusion again,' · I said . ··J can see why 

you got jumped and I know why it happened . But there are still dots to connect. So go ahead 

and draw the lines, Twin." 

· l bl k · s )' OU Every time I get going, "The only thing keeping me from filling 111 t 1e an ' S 1 · 

• · · , r Bl · 1e ooino off about his grandfather 's old you get to quizzing and quest1on111g like I m . 1111 311 o 0 

ram. 



28 

··.11rn ,, hn'.1 Is that one o f l) ;:i du\' ·s horn cbo . ') I k d I 
- ) s · as c , ost and confused. 

·· ;-,.:C\ er mind ... Twin sa id . ··.lust let me lace you.·· 

··\\ 'ell . go ahead and lace me then.·· 

··Alri ght. It' s like thi s. lt happened today about 3:45." I guess Twin's emotions had 

come dom1 because he was ab le to light another cigarette. 

"Wait a minute," I interrupted. "Did you say 3:45?" 

··Yeah man," he said with obvious frustration. "Three. Four. Tee. Five." 

"Practice started today at 3:30. DeAndre was at practice today, so he couldn't have 

been one of the ones." 

'·I never said he was Junior. It was . .. " I jumped ri ght back in. 

"So that mother fucker had someone else jump you? Hell, naw," I said, throwing my 

fist in a downward motion. I began pacing back and forth, no more than three steps per 

direction. "I thought that nigga had a funny smile on his face at practice today after he asked 

me where you were . We'll get his bitch ass." Twin grabbed my right shoulder and turned 

me toward him so that we were standing face-to-face. 

"We don ' t have beef with him, Junior," he said calmly. "He wasn' t even in this. 

This was .. .. " I broke free and started pacing again. 

"Yeah right, he probably had them Summit Point niggas rat pack you. None of them 

sorry ass ho's can fight anyway. That's why they always have to jump folks." 

"It wasn' t the niggas from Summit Point, Junior." 

"Then who the hell was it?" 

"Your boy Derrick," he said. 

··Derri ck? Derrick who? Smith or Williams?" 



I d\ 111· 1 k11P \\ th L' lli !-'.!-'. :J · s las t 11 ;1rnc. .lunior .. , , .. ·d ·I · · 
• ic sa1 . s 1rugg ing hi s shoul de rs. " I just 

·· Ypu krnm him \\hc11 you sec him thc11 . huh'T 

·· 1 ~urc do and 1"11 ll C\ "Cr fo rf..(c t hi s face lust like ]' 111 sure I ' II • · " --- · · , 1e never iorge t mme, 

he sa id . laughing to himse lf. '" I can' t spit thi s to everyone because they probably wouldn ' t 

feel it coming from me any\\·ay." ' He tapped me in the center of my chest then gave a quick 

glance to the sky . .. But the LO RD taught me about vengeance and humility today." 

"What? T\\·in. I don't reall y know what you 're talking about, but we ' ll get revenge 

tomorrow and the motherfucker will definitely be humiliated." 

•• 
1o we won' t,' ' Junior said , shaking his head slowly. "It ain 't necessary. I told you, 

I' m cool with just letting this one go. I'm just gon ' let these bruises heal and remember how 

I fee l. I had thi s one coming. It could have been a lot worse than a smashed nose and a puffy 

Jaw. I could have been killed. " 

"Had it coming? So you just gon ' lick your wounds and turn the other cheek." I was 

infuri ated and couldn ' t believe what I was hearing. Not coming from Twin. "We didn 't let 

dude who killed Royce fl y free . So why should we let this Derrick motherfucker hit the 

wind? Thi s ain ' t like you, Twin." 

"Maybe not in the past, but it is now," he said. 

··Naw, Twin. That's gon' make both ofus look bad. You getting jumped on and us 

not doing shit," I pleaded. 

1 ' ti 'nk " Twin looked me '·J do n't rea ll y care how we gon ' look or what peop e gon 11 · 

direc tl y in my eyes and said , "I had it coming, Junior." 



··1 hea rd yo u say that already. I'm just not sure about letting you get jumped on and 

then turning my head 'cause you fe lt li ke you had it comi ng. One on one, maybe, but not a 

rat pack ing. " 
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"Well then, let me be honest about it. I rea lly didn 't getjumped on. I just got my ass 

ki cked." 

"You mean one motherfucker brought it to you li ke that? You must not of got a 

chance to boot up in that bi tch." 

" I did boot up at firs t, but then I went so ft when I saw \\ ho it was. I didn ·1 ewn reall y 

fi ght back." 

"What? You didn' t fi ght back? Were you scared of the nigga or something?" 

·'Naw, I wasn' t scared of him . It' s like I already told you. I just couldn't go \\·hen I 

turned and saw who it was ... 

·'So you just took the lossT 

''That's right," he said , ki ck ing at something on the grou nd that \\·asn ·tactually there . 

"And on the coo l, I think it \\'as the best thi ng for me ·· 

"What? Hold up . Hold the fuck up. T\\in' You mean to tell me you didn't get 

jumped on ... ,. 

T\\in?" 

"Uh huh ... 

.. .. . you didn ' t fig ht back.' ' 

"Uh huh." 

? ls thi s \\hat you·re telling me. -- ... and you think it \\·as the beSt th ing for you·. 

"Yeah. that's \\hat I'm telling you. 
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·· \\ ell. \\lll gon· h:l\c to tell me a Jot more "
1 

.d . . 
· sa i · grabb111g him by both shoulders, 

!l1rcirn.1. him tn look me in the face. ''cause I ain ·1 und t d. - . 
' ers an mg thi s big six on double blank 

\nu ·rc ta lking right now. Yesterday, you thought you were the hardest pit in the litter. 

Toda\ YOU sound like a pup on the porch like a pastor of ti N T . . - , 1e ew estament, turrnng cheeks 

and shit. If you're scared, say you' re scared. If you' re going through it then just holler at 

me. But if you·rejust suffering from after shock then you need to go ahead and shake that 

shit off ·cause I can ' t tell if you talking conscious or concussion." 

At this point, I was ready to go in the house. Twin wasn 't making much sense to me. 

The sun had set and the stars were out. I was waiting on Momma to stick her head out of the 

back door to see what we were talking about for so long. The moment she asked, I was 

prepared to cut our conversation short and walk right inside the house behind her. However, 

she never rescued me. 

"I know it might sound like I'm coming from the left, but I'm really seeing what's 

right. It ' s like Big Momma always says, 'when you change, those who know you best are the 

last to see it. 'So, I don ' t really expect you to peep it right now." 

"Wait a minute? You 're the first to run and the last to listen when Big Momma gets 

to go ing. Now you 're quoting her? 'Like Big Momma always says,' this coming from the 

same nigga bold enough to tell her that old school rules don't apply to new school fools. 

Either that nigga did more damage than you thought or you really are going through it." 

"I'm serious about what I'm spitting Junior. It's like this. When I was hollering at 

Rachel and I heard, ' What 's up now nigga?, I went straight into combat mode." It was 

happening again. He was falling back in to the confrontation that happened earlier. He was 

. h Id have continued talking. "I was booted 
talking to me but if I walked into the house e wou 
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up before I even made the 180. But then I looked · t I · 
111 o l! S eyes and saw the same hate I used 

the dav before. It was the exact same just recycled and ti b k . 
. , 1rown ac at me. For a split 

second. I was terrifi ed. " Hi s vo ice didn ' t tremble nor di·d 
1
·t fl t ti · 

1 . , re ec 1e emotions 1e was 

enduring but a single tear rolled down his cheek. "But not because of the nigga. I was more 

scared of what was about to happen. It was like my soul went ice cold. Then just as fast, I 

saw hi s fi st coming dead at my face. I was so relieved 'cause I just didn ' t know what to 

expect at first. It could have been a lock, a knife, or even the steel. " 

A second tear traveled down the same path as the first as he stood with hi s hands 

cl asped in front of him rocking back and forth. I looked around to see if any neighbors 

were outside witnessing my brother 's confessional. Even if there were. it wouldn"t have 

mattered to him. He was in a different world . Ho\\ever. I stood in the backyard embarrassed 

for him . 

"But because it was just hi s fi st. I stood in and took it flush. I knew my nose was 

broke. I felt it give as the pain erupted, like he pushed a migrai ne button . The headache 

came immedi atel y. My eyes flooded and the blood covered my lips and coated the back of 

my throat. He gave me his best one. I was so punch drunk that I just dropped to my knees. 

don 't know what happened to my jaw. I don ·1 know if he hit me. kicked me. or if I just fell 

into the lockers side face first. I was just so gone by the first li ck. When I fell to my knees, I 

· · b I d"d · • l y of it I sa\\" a lot of shit goin° on know he was still bombmg on me ut I n t 1ee an · ~ e, 

· • I ] d Rachel sc ream his name but I around me. but I couldn ' t tell exactl y what 1t \\ as. 1ear 

. 1 • l . b dv be ino thumped and changing can ·1 tell you why or what was gomg on. 1e t m:, 0 . 0 

. . . . . t" 0 hit or ki cked. fa lling into the directi ons, but like I said , I don 't know if it \\ as me get 1110 
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!lic ke r~. nr hi tti ng the gro un d. Thro ugh the whole thing I was dazed and amazed ,, he said 
' ' 

lnnki ng at me as i r he \Yas trying to wake up. 

··/\mazed." I asked. I thought · 
my question would help bring him into complete 

consciou ness, but it only sent him back into orbit. 

··Yeah, my mind was racing like a runaway slave against the first light of dawn. But 

my body, my body and everything else felt like a Twilight Zone of slow motion. And you 

know what' s so crazy?" The question was more for him than it was fo r me. I didn 't have an 

answer, but if I did there was no chance to give it. "I wanted to black out, but I couldn 't." 

He was rocking again, but the two tears were replaced by a peculiar smile. "I mean, my body 

was through, but my head kept on going, just turning everything over. I thought about the 

di stant and the not so di stant past. I thought about yesterday. I thought about the moment. 

thought about how I felt the second before and how I'd fee l when it was over. It was li ke the 

wildest ro ller coaster I ever rode. But for real, I was seeing everything from all the angles. I 

saw hi s eyes, hi s pain. I saw everybody else · s eyes and was ashamed. I even saw myse lf and 

knew I had no one but me to blame. I was watching the \Yhole thing like a game you could 

have been play ing in." 

Hi s profession was too much, especially corning from him. I don ·1 know if it was the 

shining stars. I don' t know if it was the full moon shining directl y above him. I don ·t know 

· · S b ' · 1 ts are closer to wi nter even thou0 h if was the cool breeze that rem111ded me eptem er s mg 1 0 

· • J t a loss fo r the appropriate reaction. her days are closer to summer. Whatever 11 \\ as, was a 

So I responded the way I normally would. 

· · ,, I said '·' cause when you' re 
··1 don' t know about a game you see me playmg 111 , · 

. . . . . 
1 

; d Not oetting ro lled over.· · \\ atc h111g me, I'm Jaymg hat or bnngmg t 1e \\ OO · 0 



11·, 111 11 th L· ill'-'- Il l th e l11mps :ind humps 1. lk - . . .. . . .. 
· 171 ta ing about. Junior. he sa id , fa1ltn g 

111 ,1 ck 1111\\ k d~L' thl· hlllll()!' ()r my com men\ . -- 1 
t \\as more of the directi on I was head ing as 

·· so arc ynu lrying to tell me yo u' re oo ing straiglit? N · I · 
o . o more g1r s, guns, gambl111g, 

[)r gelling ruckcd upr 

··say .J unior. I'm not telling you that I'm go ing square ' cause I'm not. I'm going to 

be a playe r fo r life. I just. .. _ .. 

14 

··J-lold up , Screw! You almost had me going for a minute, fool ," I said, laughing. 

'"With all that. ' I saw thi s, I see that ', and 'an ass whipping is the best thing for me ' bullshit. 

Fi\·e minutes and twenty-three seconds ain ' t long enough for you to fool me, Twin. 

"Naw, Junior," he said, grabbing me by the wrist. "I wasn' t trying to fool you. On 

the cool, that's exactly the thing I'm changing. I'm through wasting my time and energy 

trying to get over folks. I'm through with that foolishness. " 

"Whatever, Twin. You ' re just trying to drop the temperature on that "ice water 

conversati on" you think you have." 

"No I'm not Junior " he said looking like a choir boy falsely accused of stealing. 
' ' ' ' 

·This ai n't a game. It ' s real. What are three of the worst things Big Momma says a person 

can do in life?" 

'·Um," I said , scratching my head pretending to take him serious. "Let 's see. Murder, 

betrayal. and blasphemy." 

··True, she's said all that, but that's not what I'm talking about. I'm talking about as 

far as foo ls are concerned?" 
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··Oh. she always says, ·see afno!, bump him on the head ' ... I anS\\ ered whil e pointing 

at hi s. 

··J did get my head bumped today. but that· s not \\hat I'm talking abo ut. " 

"How about , 'the L()RD takes core of hahies 011clfon/s · .. 1\ nd aga in. I pointed at him . 

··That appl ies too but that ain "t \\hat 1·111 talking about eithe r ... 

·' Well. I knO\\' she ah\·ays ca ll you a fool ·cause ·_1·011 11w1 ·1 .1i1 d()\rn long e1u111gh En 

listen to the cliffe rence hellree 11 lihen 1· and /um/ lohor · .. 

";\nd she·s been ri ght about that too ... he said. "hu t none nf th:i t· s \,hat haun ted me 

today ... 

"Thi s ain' t sca red talking. I hi s is tru th ~inging anJ nng111t'. l\1uJ .111J ·I ·ar" lk 

· j . I • 11 ·d LI Jl 11 ·111 1 1 ·1t me l 'n!'o ld i111..: three tinl!cr~ one -In -one r\,r ca -h J 1 1111. he saiJ . pll llltl' ( ,I ),I \.: , ~ , · , , . 

l · t to 1·nnl nther:. t\\n. rb,_ the fl1nl. anJ. three . .. 1·1ic \\lll'St th ings :1 perso n can t n 1s. ll IH.' . ~ 

\lith is \llurselC ' 



" Y i)\I ~() t pll'llt\ ()rjokcs . hut thi s is serious. 1 rea ll y did sec myse lf caught up in a ll 

the f1)11l1, l111c ss th :1t 1·\·c hcrn rcfusin!.! to ac kn I d 
'"' ow c ge. It' s time I accept myse lf and my 

:icti l)ll S fnr \\ hat they really arc ... 

'" So \\ hat arc thcyr 

'"The ,,·ays of a stone co ld foo l. " 

·· Halleluj ah1 Halleluj ah1 GOD is d " I · goo , screamed and shouted pretending to be one 

of the church mothers when they catch the Holy Spirit. "Praise HIM! Momma and Big 

Momma will finall y get to rejoice at the prodigal son coming home!" r began clapping and 

flappi ng my arms like a bird . "There is a GOD! Amen! Glory be the name! " 

"Be easy Junior. " His stare stopped my shenanigan. "I'm as serious as AIDS about 

thi s. I reall y am go ing to start doing better than I have been." 

'Tm sorry Twin," I said. "This is just hard to listen to coming from you. It's not that 

I don't agree with what you 're saying. For real , I hope you do get back on track. But man, 

I'd be a lying fool , ifl said I thought you was for real. Every time you get in serious trouble 

or get scared, you start that Tm going to do better shit.' I love you like no other, Twin, but 

you just gon ' have to show me. On the cool , that's how everybody is when they hear you 

pop gumming. What ' s so different about this time? And if you do plan on doing right, then 

why did you lie to mama?" 

"Look Juni or, J ain ' t pop gumming. I lied to mama 'cause I knew she wouldn' t listen 

past the dice or the fi ght. I' ve told her so many lies that she barely believes me when I tell 

the truth . So I ain ' t tripping off having to show her too. But for real, Junior, I really am 

seei ng all my short fa ll s fo r what they are. J walk out of this house everyday trying to fool 

'd 1 · k 1· ed on section 8 or in the projects 
the world, but I'm onl y foo ling myse lf You t 1111 we iv 
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the \\,1~ I c::irry on. Mobbing and robb inQ with~ I I 
~ 00 s t iat really don't have the luxuri es and 

blessings \\·c. or maybe just me, take fo r granted . s 
1 teaing when the old man will buy me 

::inything I ask fo r. Shooting dice with my allowance, pretending I hustled for the knot. Shit 

man. the onl y reason I need this pistol " he took the tw t fi c. 
' en y- ive 1mm the small of his back 

and looked it over, "is ' cause I choose to walk through hell ·th 1-wi gaso me underwear on. If I 

wasn ·1 always trying to be down or prove how real I am, I wouldn' t need the chrome " he 
' 

said. handing the pistol to me. 

'That' s right," I said, placing it in the small of my back. "If you live by the steel , 

then you gon' feel the burning chill of the steel." 

"I know, Junior. I must have pulled that pistol about a dozen times, only squeezing 

the trigger once for what it was intended for. Playing the fool and taking penitentiary 

chances. I don ' t want fed or dead consequences, law of the land or law of the LORD." 

"I know," I said, grabbing his arm pulling him close to me. I put my arm around his 

shoulder. "We both know, you know right from wrong. The examples have been set before 

us. The choice is yours. You could follow Benji to the joint. You could follow Uncle Tom 

to the gangsters ' graveyard. Or you could be a famil y man like Big Chief, Daddy, and Uncle 

Ben. The rap sheet you've started may make it hard for you to recover, but you, and I'm 

seriously stressing you, because you can, still , stack your resume with enough glitter to blind 

anyone looking for the garbage. " 

Before Twin became the problem child, he was the smart twin. He made the honor 

II · · h d I the fourth grade he was one of only ro every year from kmdergarten to the nmt gra e. 11 ' 

r: . d d · ft d aram that sent them to a different nve kids selected to participate in a talente an gi e proo 

I T\'
,,1· n was also the J. uni or superintendent of Sunday school sc1ool two days out of the week . , 

r 

" /; .. 
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.11ti 1h · , · .1p1.1111 n1 thL· drill 1c:1rn :11 our church . w· , . 
itness ing the senseless murder of hi s best 

11 IL'illl. Rn~ cc. in the ei ghth grade \,·as the hie.e.est · n . . 
.... .... 111 uenee 111 hi s change. 

-- You knO\\ . .lunior ... he sa id . stepping out of t! b ", . 1e em race. 1 m really tired of 

playing the Cool. There used to be a time when teachers ignored nle fi t • t 
or rymg o answer 

c\·ery questi on. Now. 1 act dumb when they call on me knowing I kn th · h , ow e ng t answer. 

run \\·ith niQQas that don ' t even know their daddies They ain ' t got I k h ---- • mommas uc y enoug to 

be house\\'i,·es. On the cool ," he said, pointing at me, "we may not get everything we want, 

but \\·e ain ·ti n need of nothing. But if you looked at me," pointing to himself, he continued, 

··you· d swear Momma was working three jobs and Daddy was a rolling stone. Like, you ' re 

the onl y one with a chance to better yourself. Like, I'm stuck in the game trying to help 

Momma make ends meet. Junior, I've been hustling in the wrong game for all the wrong 

reasons. No need, j us ' ' cause I wanted too. Bootay talks about quitting as soon as a better 

way comes but me," he paused, dropped his head, and then looked back up at me. "Man, I 

ain't nothing like Bootay, but the only one who needs convincing is me." 

"I can tell you' re finally listening to Momma and them, Twin, because I can see you 

hearing yourself. Instead of looking out the window, you' re looking in the mirror." 

"You're right, Junior," he said, punching me lightly on the shoulder. "I've been too 

busy ignoring my past, pissing on my potential. I don ' t know if you realize it or not, but after 

we took it back fo r Royce, I never put that pistol down. I started falling in love with all the 

hurtful shit I've been so quick to hug these last few years. All the shit I've been warned of. 

· f t f e At first , I was scared 
It 's like you just said , the examples have always been Ill ron ° 111 

· 

but then it turned into a fa lse sense of security. Big Mama says, ' the high road is a lonely 

f I h' II And I reall y did fa ll in love 
road.· J' vc been look ing for company at the bottom O t 1e 1 

• 
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·111 tl1L' com11an\' But \\'hat' s so c1·az)1 1·s tl1 at 1 ·t , I I • ,,1 -· wasn t ove received. It 's been more hate 

than any th ing else. A hate that has been eating at me slowly t · t k'll ft ! d 
, ryrng o 1 me so y an 

qu ietl y. Ju nior. 1 · ve been such a foo l. Running from the church house, skipping school, and 

smoki ng and drinking just to look cool. And now I'm halfway hooked on the shit. I've been 

doing too much dumb shit. And where has it got me? Six months in boot camp, a year of 

probati on, and a late start in the tenth grade. But that wasn't enough. Today, I'm barely in 

the eleventh grade. I 'm standing here," he said, pointing to the ground with both hands, 

·'thankful fo r a broken nose and swollen jaw. I look at myself and these bruises and know it 

should have been worse. Crooked craps and pulling a pistol without using it. Junior, those 

are the ways of a straight up foo l. I just don' t want thi s shit no more. I don' t want it no 

more. It 's too much for me. It ' s too much fo r me, Junior. The fooli shness is over. You hear 

me, .Junior? It 's over! " 

"I hope so, Twin. I swear I do, but .. .. , 

" It is, Junior! On the strength," he said, stepping back into my personal space. 

"Tomorrow I' JI tell Derri ck he don't have to \\·orry about the come around · cause I'm letting 
' 

it ride out. I' ll tell him after y'all get out of foo tball practi ce. that way · · 

"Why do you want to wa it ' ti! after foo tball practice? Why not just tell him before 

first bell ? 

"Because I won' t be at school tomorrow. 1 got. ··· 

. f b ~ re he could fi nish hi s sentence. "Now hold up Twin, I said, pushing him rom me e 0 

. , . noina to turn around and tell me you·re "After everything you just said to me, you I e o o 

. IJ?" skippin ' school tomorrow? Bra, v.rlrnt the fuck are you try mg to pu · 
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·· 1 ai 11 ·1 trying to pull nothing, Junior·· M . 
· Y response caught him off guard. The hurt 

\\·as c\·idcnt in hi s eyes and voice as he explained "I' k. . 
· m not s 1pp111g school. I got detention. 

Principal Perry saw me bloodied up after the fight was d d . 
one an over. He questioned me 

·bout what happened, but I didn ' t tell him nothing So he g I h 
1 

• 
· , ave me n-sc oo suspension for 

the rest of the week. It 's cool though. At least, I won 't have to face all those staring eyes at 

the schoolhouse until Monday." 

"l guess. But what makes you think that you' ll be able to find this Derrick dude after 

football practice on a Friday?" 

"Because he on the football team." 

"Derrick? On the football team? The only Derrick on the foo tball team is a third 

string running back named Derrick McKelphin. '' 

"Okay then, that ' s the Derrick dude,' · he said, nodding hi s head and pointing to the 

imaginary "dude" standing to my right. 

''You mean, Derrick McKelphin did this to you? He's the one who·s got you looking 

like who did it and what for? Derrick McKelphin's got you running to alter call. Say. I'm 

back on confusion again, Twin. That slap ain ·1 got heart enough to run up the middle. let 

alone the heart to bring it like ... _. , This time he cut me off. 

'·Junior, he may not have heart but hi s pride \\·as definitely damaged. And that' s 

what ... " 

"Hold up, Screw! ot him, he couldn't ha,·e done it." 

"Well , he did." 

" At tl1at moment. I \\·as shocked more by \\ ho the '·So, then why did he roll on you? 

. b t \Yhat he had done. NeYer in a million 
perpetrator actually \\·as and forgo t complete!) a ou 
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years would I have ever suspected Derrick McKelphin. He had proven himself to be too 

much of a punk. The prior football season, we lost the city championship game by four 

touchdowns and a field goal. When we were supposed to shake the other team's hands and 

tell them "good game," a fight broke out. We won battle. However when the melee cleared 

and all of our players were corralled and accounted for, Derrick was the only one who 

couldn' t be found. Come to find out, when the fight broke out, the coward ran straight into 

the locker room without so much as taking his helmet off his head. Junior tried to explai~ 

but I cut him off. 

"Because he was . . .. ' 

"He ain ' t cool with DeAndre? 

'"I know. It ' s just that he was .... 

"He ain t from Summit Point either. 

' I don ' t know where the nigga ta) . 111 kn 

"He couldn t have been one of the mice ~ II win 

that he .... , 

hind DcAndre D that rat 

hit. . 

"Junior! If ou shutup I lltell OU\\h h . H d n' t in ummit P int and 

he ain ' t one of the ones who wanted to jump me and 8 ta 

"Then v ho the hell is he Twin· 

d 1..: If. esterd • "He was the dude that pisse on m 

. T . He just stood there I I just stood there looking at wm. kin at me. T thl da 1 

cling in the ara e d r, don't know hov long Momma had been stan 

. eaJ d he cal led us in. respond to what Twin had JUSt re, e s 

u~ befi re I uld 
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'" It' s 9:30, y'all' " She stood there smiling. looking at us as if somethimr we had done 

d 11er the proudest mother in the world. --come on in' .. 
111a C 

"As the choir sings 'Amazing grace ', the doors of the church ore open. Co 111e on in 1 

)'au do n ·1 have to rub that hump any longer. rou c/011 ·1 hm·e 10 play the fool 110 1110 · fou 

don ,
1 

ha,•e 10 fool yourself anotha ' clay. Th e doors are open. 11"0 11 ·1 _rnu come? .. 



Why the Bride Carries Flowers 

Love makes young males do the damnedest things c ·d k • 
• up, can ma ' e them so stupid 

that they allow their women to cheat on them. Some tattoo the· 1 , 
1 

. 
1r overs names on t 1e1r chest, 

Shoulders, and arms. A few even run in front of moving cars Ofte l t d · r · 
. n, us an m1atuat1on 

push them to engage in sins much worse. Some boys spend their entire paycheck trying to 

win the girl. Some have been known to fight every possible compet itor to prove their valor 

to a certain spec ial lady. And then , there are those \\ ho \\'ind up gett ing the girl pregnant and 

plac ing themselves in a cage with a so ul mate that turns out to be an umrn rthy cellmate. 

Lawrence Sy lvester destined himself to find out the hard way . Lo\'e at first glance is better 

suited for a night of romance. and onl y stands a ghost or a chance as the found ati on or lasti ng 

mari ta l ci rcumstance. 

The banquet hall of the Marriott looked like a church anctuary. ;-,.!rs. Syln~ster 

did n ·1 like the idea of her oldest son being married anywhere other than Gethsemane 

~1i ss ionary Baptist Chape l. so ten rows and l\\'O co lumns or pews \\ ere bro ught 10 replace the 

ind i\ idua l chai rs. The mother or the church.\ lomma Kelley. \,·as n ·1 allo \,ed 10 play fo r the 

· 1 l · J 1• · , I d 11 l1 a,·, so me sa,· in the wedd ine ceremony because Maggie and 1er mot 1e1. aCl\lt:. 1a L < t: • • . -

· · \1 ·, · l 's th 'oncwhoca llcd himsclf plans. Instead of an organ or piano. one ot . agg1t: s unc t: • t: 

· I dd o so \I r Syhestcr didn' t Fingers. d_i' ed the \\ eddi ng. It \\'asn ·t a conwnu ona \\C 1!1~ · · 

concern himself \Yith paying fo r tradi tion. 

. - l , dee a\' la,ed Bess ie Smith ·s -- Go to Sleep The !10\\'er girl stroll ed up the ai sle as t ll .I . P . 

. , the four-Year-old looked in her yello\, Little Bab\' ... E, ·eryone commented on hO\\ cute · 

. e freedom of tliro,\ ing !lower petal s on the 
pastel dress. She so enj oyed the attention and th 

1- . 1l1e ,,vact spot "here the bride and 11 · b · • II marl\Il1° ~-" oor. She didn ·1 notice that her hair 0\\ ie · ~ 
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nroom \\ ould stand and commit themselves to each othe b c 
1 

. 
::: r, e1ore t 1e1r parents and the rest of 

the \\·orld . Everyone noticed the fa ll en bow. except fo r Re . d L · L R . 
\eren OUi s ee oy, but1tfell 

100 far out in the open for any of the wedding congregation to ret ri eve it. The groom 
'-- . 

bridesmaids, and groomsmen al I noticed the ye ll ow bo\,. on the floor but stepped over it. 

pretending not to see it. They assumed that someone coming up behind them would pick it 

up. but it never happened . 

When the wedding party was in place. ;\J aggic·s uncle put the .-le\·ie \\"onder record 

0 11 hi s left turntab le and .. Ribbon in the Sky .. hello,,ed th rough the banquet hall speakers 

\ Jagg ie /\ ry and her soon to be father-in -1 :m·. councilman .-\ Jolphu Ray.-: h·ester. made 

their ,,·ay up the ai sle. 1\ Jagg ie looked ate, eryone she could without turning her head .. he 

rnu ldn ·1 believe it had \\orked. The cou ncilman looked sol rouJ anJ Jigniti ·J that he made 

those ,,ho did11·1 know better think \J aggie \\:JS his real J:rnghter . lie ·nti! J11·1 Jen: that she 

,,as indeed a beautirul looking girl. I le \\onJ ·red \\hethcr or not she \\ JS ·3p:.1hle of being J 

\\n rthy addition to hi s fomily . 

The Re\·crcnd Roy admired the ) m111g I rid '· s heJUI:. too . 11 · ·nulJn · t h ·I ie , e she 

· · 1· · · I · · k I ·J, · rnJ nr ·rien ·e haJ . chol1kJ him . he 1,as gct11ng married so young . .-\ s :11 as 11s 1h11' c !,!L • 

. . . . . , .. . 11 , 1- . ·tt line Jti\\ 11 so earh II ithnut st1me d1d11 t sec a girl as attract1\ e as \ bgg1L L,1p.1 1 L t1 • L _ • 

. . . . . · , .· , 1 f- •u re it t1u1 th t1ueh . I le "a: more tdtcnt1 r 11rnt11 e. I k d1d11 t 1, aste an: t1111L tr) 111g It II.! -

r 1 , r, ·epti t1n The Rei erenJ II as a 62-rn nccrned ,,ith getting th rough the ccrcmnn: t)r 11 · 

I 1 1· 1iis t111g rcga ti nn. or . . . 1k·,,i11eo1111c11 t1m e11 t . - -1car-old ,,1do11er ,,ho enJO\ed hugging ant 1. . -

. . . . th, 11cddi11e con1.:r·12a1ion were 
any t1 thL·r a\ ailable female for that 111:111er. l he rn1SP 'cb 111 - -

JI .. \ ..,_· h, look ·J 0 1 er the . . . •. · ,t · 1,J e1cs ·t1ulJ han c. L\trcmely attract1 \·e and more th ::111 his ll1L 1 n:1 L · 

• Th, recorJ 11 :.is still 
l _. . . ~-, • , he 1.!t)l t11 ·erly an\1L1us . 11 1dcsn1a1ds and the \1 ome11111 the auut Lll CL . -



playing and Maggie and the counc ilman \,·ere a step and half a\,·ay from co ming to a 

complete stop when the re\·e rend spoke. 

Who gi,·es this 1rn111c111 l o he morried In this 111011 ) 

-+ 5 

J, am-c ncc thought c1hout the iro ny of the qucsti n11 \ laggi c· s fath er ,, ~l:i ,w,,herc i11 

attend ance and rcluscd to contri hu tc to the "cu e.J in g. It ,, as n11l ~ fit in ~• ft1 r hi s L11hcr 1n gi \ · 

··1 In . I .:I\\ rrncc I hi -., j.,, Pll r l.1t hcr ·· 

\\. ,, I \L' .' 1l lll·,11hld , 1 1·1,h1h'" . . L' . ).'. lll' '- \ \ Pll 

' ,;.., -.·. ·., ·.·.': 
\ \ 

• I , , • • • • )'' • 

!.. ' ·· ' !-- ' . • . .• 
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.. Ho\\ do you know fo r sure?·, 

Lam·ence wanted to tell him how much Maggie a d I .-. -
1 

. . 
n 1er 1am1 y spoke of having kids 

and what it meant to them. Jackie had Maggie when she V'as fift J k. 
, 1 een. ac ' Ie was born when 

her mother was fourteen . Maggie's aunt had her first child at the age of sixteen, and her 

father's side of the famil y was no different. Her father was sixteen ,,,hen Maoo·e . b ·, i:,i:, I was orn, 

and his fo ur siblings were all parents before the age of seventeen. La\nence \\ anted to tell 

hi s fa ther how often Mrs. Ary talked about him be ing the fa ther of her first grandchild. but 

Lawrence knew his father wouldn ' t understand. He did n' t ei ther at first. bu t they worked on 

him . He had fun just entertaining the noti on. After all. he did fa ll in love \\·ith Maggie fro m 

the moment he saw her. If he could be her husband. then she would ha Ye to mother hi 

ch ildren . Because of Councilman ylvester· s statu . e\-cryone thought of La\\Tence as 

coming fro m a "good'' fa mil y. Too often La\\Tcnce had been \\·arned he would be targeted 

because he was the son of Adolphus Ray Syh·e ter. It didn't help that the mayor pro tern 

nerer rea ll y li ked Maggie or Jackie. Councilman y!Ye ter accused them of trying to .. marry 

up .. the lirst time they vi sited his house. o. La,\Tence an wered with the best re pon c he 

could come up with . 

--she docsn ·1 beli eve in abortion.·· 

··or course not. .. he laughed . .. not \\·hen it·s the on of Ado lphu Ray . yin: ter. 

· 1 · h blood Thanks to Damn it. LmHencel I \Yarned you about mi\ing. cheap bourbon wit, nc · 

. . . I d I bet her mother is proud a a dropout you. she s landed one or the biggest fis h 111 11e pon · 

\\ith a GE D. I can·t beli eve you\·e done thi s to me . 

.. To youT 
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··yes, to me? Who do you think is going to ha\'e to fix all t111·s? D WI d"d 
, . amn, son. 1y 1 

you have to go and get the girl knocked up now? You reall y picked a fine time to forget to 

use a condom." 

The counci lman 's se lfishness made his son reli sh the fact that he and 1aggie never 

used condoms. He knew this was foolish but hearing his father bellyache made him o\·erlook 

the fol ly. 

··Well. I guess I'll be the first to tell you congratulation .·· the councilman said. 

"Congratulations? You mean you· re not mad th at I· 111 haYing a babyr 

··1 la\' ing a baby?"' Coun ci lman Syhe ter laughed into the phone louder th::rn befo re . 

··rm not ta lking abou t the haby. I'm talking abou t your ,,edd ing engagement. .. 

II I I' ll ·all fa kic "Notyet.butyouwill. 1\ samatter nl" fo c1.~ nu,, n11·trea ~ 1a\l· tn. 

:il°ler di nner toni ght and \\ Ork out the details . 1· m sure she .II ha,·c no nhje ·tinns. 1· 11 ·all you 

hi!d in the morning to brief you on \,hat \\e come up " ith. In the meantime. ~ l'll just dn 

· · 1· .· 11 1·,r, nu todnu11a t thatcolk!..'.' . l guc!--s th is \\il l ,our hlllllL'\\·ork or whate\·cr 11 1s 111 p:i~ 111 ~ l . -

. · , ·· I , . un ·ilnnn s:1iJ lau!..'.hlll!..'. hL· a lrL·sl1111a11 year ynu ne\·er lnrgLI. t 1 rn ' · · -

I l-1()11 ·1 ,, ,·1111 tn get marricJ . 1·111 no t rc:id~ for :ill th:11' ·· ··1 lll ld up . D:1ddy. _ 

--oh. real ly.' " he laughed .. \ll\\ ·s :i brillian t tim . ll' aJmit ~ nur la. i,f m:ituri t~ . l~ ut 

Ir'· ()Us ·r ' \\ anHJllJ \\ ith tlw:--. :--chnnlgirls that's al l tl1 11 late llO\\ . I tllld yllu. sch11()lho, · 

I . . I ·11 ·t ··1t11 ' ht r ·J-hanJcJ ... L tir111g the \Hong penoL. ynu gL L, ~ 

. J .-\ nJ ~ LHI can ·1 ti., r ·'Ill' to. ·· 1·1 . . . 1· - I J ·1 \\··1111 ll1 be mam , ~ ct. llS 1:-; 11 t a1r. \111 • 



··1 .111." he S,lld . ·· You·rc one to talk , l .. 
,11out lair. I tell you what' s not fair. Out of all 

the t111ic:-, ~ <1u could knock a girl up . ,·ou do it . 
- over your Chri stmas Break. If my math 's 

correct. that" s when the t,, o of YOU decided t I 
1 

. 
- 0 P ay 1ouse, nght?" 

··Yeah ... 

··Why couldn't yo u just wait until the summer? I can see the headlines now. 

Lamence. 1 ·ve ,vo rked too hard for too long to have d . you an your little prick ruin this for 

me. 

'"Daddy, I wasn' t trying to mess up your .... " 

··oh, no you haven' t messed up anything yet. As a matter of fact , that's why you 

have to marry this girl." 

"But I haven ' t finished college. I haven' t. .. " 

48 

"Look, son. Don' t worry about all that. I said I'd take care of everything. You'll 

come home for spring break and get married. Reverend Roy can perform the ceremony. It ' ll 

be a small wedding with only immediate family and close friends invited." 

"It sounds like you already got it worked out." 

"Don 't interrupt me while I'm thinking out loud, boy. Yeah, you' ll get married over 

your spring break. I' ll even spring for a honeymoon, if you want one. Afterwards, you can 

go back to Grambling, and she' ll finish up at LBJ. Let ' s see, she's three weeks now. That 

means the baby will be born by late September or early October. Every thing' ll be over by 

then. Yeah, that way we can sati sfy ourselves with putting forth our best effort. And if the 

marriage turns out to be more than you can handle, then at least you know we tried to do the 

right thing. Come to think of it , I wouldn 't mind having a grandchild right now." 
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1 ,l\\ rcncc hadn ·1 !..'. i\·cn the situa ti on thi s 1 1 ~ muc 1 t 10ught. Any time he slept with 

\l a!..'.!..'.ic . he on ly thought about the way her beautiful b 
~ ~ ' peanut- utter-colored breasts swayed in 

unison to the rh ythm of their movements. He was ob d . 
sesse with the feel of her soft skin 

aga inst hi s. Hi s sole ambition was getting her to sing th t f 
a moan o pleasure that only 

released itself when her back was arched and her desire was t· fi d H h sa 1s 1e . e ad only known 

Maggie was pregnant for a few days and was too terrified to think t tl d 
1 1 ~ pas 1e next ay, et a one 

nine months. But to set her up like his father was proposing seemed too conniving. 

Lawrence thought it was cruel. He loved Maggie, or so he thought. He wanted her to be his 

wife but not like this, not under these circumstances and conditions. He was confused but 

still loyal to his lady. 

It 's funny how the pressures of society can bend a man 's will. obody ever thinks 

that their dreams won ' t come true until the brick wall of reality roadblocks their path. Trying 

to break it down is fatal and the decision to take a detour or turn around is sometimes just as 

tragic. Only in the most extreme instances is marriage perceived as a barricade, but for 

Lawrence the decision was whether to see it as a gain or a wall of shame. 

"I don ' t know, Daddy. This doesn 't sound right to me. I can' t do that to Maggie." 

"To Maggie? Lawrence, stop thinking with your small head. She 's doing more to 

you than you know. You think this is all an accident. I don 't know how young Jackie is, but 

I'll bet she had Maggie when she was just a baby herself. I'm not the beSt judge of character, 

I b ti , lanation of why they ' re living but observing what I've seen of her, I'm not sure uy 1e exp 

in Austin Rouge now. It ' s not your fault , son. You 've lived a sheltered life, so I can 't 

. d' t Women attempt to trap 
honestl y expect you to understand the gravity of this pre icamen · 

men \\' ith babies every day ." 
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La,ncncc was C\'C ll more confused. He knew that there was some truth in hi s father 's 

,, ords. but he couldn ·1 repress hi s feelings for Maggie The deck t k d . 
1 · was s ac e aga111st 1er. 

He had been with her family on several occasions and was always shocked by their ideas and 

be li efs. He often heard Mrs. Ary tell Maggie that men were simply pawns waiting to be 

instructed on when and where they were supposed to move, and that they were dumb and 

couldn ' t see past an erection . When he compared his mother to Jackie, it was obvious why 

one was married and the other wasn ' t. Maggie 's mother hated cleaning house and cooking 

meals. Mrs. Sylvester, on the other hand, enjoyed her nights out on the tO\vn, but she 

preferred private meals at home, her family eating what she prepared for them. Lawrence 

was scared that Maggie would turn out like her mother, but he harbored the hope that he 

could help her to become more like hi s mother. 

"Daddy, I can ' t agree with this. It 's just doesn ·1 fee l right to me."· he sa id . 

"Damn how it fee ls , son. That 's why \\'e·re in thi s situation now. I'm not about to let 

you drag thi s family through the mud because yo u·re whipped. o. you·re going to fo ll ow 

the program or else. " 

··or else what?" Lawrence challenged. 

··or else I' ll let you handle thi s on yo ur own. 1 mean completely on your 0 \\11. 

'"F ine. I can do that. I'll get a job. fini sh co llege. and take care of my o,\·n fam ily." 

You.re nothing more than an eighteen-year-old. snotty-"Lawrence, don ·t tempt me. -

1 d d . labor in your life. You ·re too used to nosed spoiled brat. You 've never worked a 1ar ay s 

. . . Id \\·ork \'Our \\ av th rough co ll ege, me giving you everything. Do you really thrnk J 011 cou - · 

. d support a child \\ithout any help from pro\ ide yo urse lf with food. shelter. transportation. an 

me') Get real. ,. 
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Lawrence wanted to hang up the phone. but instead he looked 
0

\. t tl · · t· ·d 
era 1em1111-n ge 

ne:d to hi s desk. It was full of food and beverages he had purchased the day befo re \\ ith the 

money hi s father sent him fo r hi s weekl y all o\\ ancc . 

'·You don't have anything I ha\·en·t gi\en \·ou. If you think you ·re cutting me off. 

\O u·rc not. You'll be pi ss ing on your O\\·n shoes. Look Lawrence. you arc a yhestcr. but 

i\e both kn O\\ rn11 c;:111· t make anything from nothing Remember the time : ou tried selling 

inodc l airp lanes fo r you r sc hoo l fundraiscr') \\ ho hought one hundred Ji rp lanc al strJ · t. 

cn \crcd in glue•.) \\ .hat about the time YOU ran awa: and li1cJ in the rnnl hnusc ti.1r:i \\eek'.' 

Or h(m ;ihout th at time you hurned up: our nwthcr· s stt11 ctr:, in_, to fi , her I rc,1~fast 111 l -J ·' 

J _;11,Tcnce glanced ;1 1 the calendar ha11 _1 i11g nc , t t11 his ·Jp~c t I k 1011 cJ fl1r he 

··c ·()Illl' 011 J _;I\\ rcncc. : nu and I I uth ~11 p1, 1 nu· re I ·ttcr P I 111!,'. :r1 1mc I :i td 

I I 111J _'r111, 111: hem 111 ;1 riclJ 11 her 11.111 the J' rtlllL'd r;11hcr 1lt ;111 tr: ing ltl pant: tHlr n11 11 s · ·,..,; _ _ 

1'11c 1 · \ L' alrL·;1lh prt11·1llcd ltir :·tnt Y() u dP11 ·1 h.11 r t11 h11c ..,u ·h ;i h;ir I rP\\ · '-()fl B ·,, k,. 

I [) ''-f' ' . he frc ·J,1 n i . h,1 i:h he I ;1\ITL'Il CL' \1 ;1s ct1111crcd ;md c11ul 111 ·1 light .1 · 

. I I ·till I· ·nd·n lkJ1J11 · i,.111 ,1:11c lud l111111 hcing ;l\\;11 ;11 c11lkgc. hL· r ·al11c, 1 • i , .1, ~ ' 
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\\ ith a child \\·ould be the end of a life that had just started H 1. . .

1 1 
. . 

. e 1,_ne\\ 1e cou dn t give up 

college. He rea lized, or assumed, hi s fa ther was ri ght. as he had always been. 

'' I think yo u' re ri ght, Daddy. I'm not ready for all that responsibility. Plus. it' s like 

you sa id . My college years wi ll be the best of my li fe. I do n·t really \\·ant to be married ri ght 

JlO\V. but if you think so, I guess 1"11 get married. Do you really think thi s is \\·hat I should 

·· [ do. ·· allS\\·cred the councilman. The question came so fas t: he forgot that he 

intended to pick up the ye ll m\· h O\\ . Instead . he ki ssed \J agg ie on the heck. took two . tcrs 

hac k. \,inked at the groo m. then turned righ t tn take hi s sc:i t nc:xt tn hi s wife on the lirs t nm . 

l'lll l\ incL'd hin1scll'tk1t he \\ asn·t the intended ;1udi c11C L' lie ckarcJ his tllrllat. ;111J thrn 

fJt ,urli · hclm ·cd II ·£' hun· COIi/ ( ' togl'lha 111 11,,· 11n · 1, ·11(·, · o < ;ocl lo 11 1/11< · 11 mil 
hlt'.1s .1/1(' 1o i11i11g 10,t:, (' //,a n/ tlii , Ill e/II me/ 1h11 11 11111e111 111 !lo _\ .\fJ1n 1110 111 /1 

.,i,t:,11i/i('_1· to 11s !lit ' lll_l"Sf ('IT n/ 1h1• llllle)I/ /i ('/H , ·, ·11 /1111 / Ill I c111cl 11 1 1' Ill h,· Jr/. 

hnc/1·. 111 1cl 111i11d /1 is i n/1'11cl1·d II h,·11 ii 11 ( ;ucl 1 \\ 1/1 or lh,· 1iro -r,·,Jl io_n ° 
cl11°iiln ·11 n,er('/Ort' 1/l(lrr /ugl' i ,· /IO I /() hi· ,·111,.,-,·cl /11/(I 1//1 1,h-11 ,· / _I or iglllh · 

hut n ·, ·t'n '11 / / 1'. cll'l1h ,'l'u /1 ' _I . 0111 111 eic c 01 e 11 ( 1 1 ' · / / · · · · I 1 • • 1 11} 1h • 111ir110 1,·1 or Hh1t"h II 

1rns i11sti111tt'd 

1 · I I\\ Ill. <'ll l'- l , - () Jl • :\ II pf the I _;1\\TL'llCL' lnnkL·d ;1 1 Chri s. \ Liur~·- D.i rius .. u111 nr. an 

. . . . I ) l . rc,nnn k I t1) hi:-. 1.!Llll - • " ,th a :-. uhtk ~n111111 srn c11. L' \CL'j)l lnr \ laun . \ Li gg 1c s t\\ 111 n t 1 r. · , · ~ 

·l11 11J hi ~. 
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/ 1110 1/11.1 /1()/ r 1111 i o11 /,u,t'/"('11('" c·1.;, . , .
1 

I 
· ~ •\ e.1 er one M · 

/ ()I/I t'd If 1111 1· of \'OIi cwI slw11· 1·11v1 . . I agg,e A,y now come lo be 
. . . . . . w 11.1e ,n y the ·h Id . 

. 1J)( '11k 11 0 \1' . nr clsefore,·er hold your peace. Y .s ou not be morned, 

··say . man ... sa id Chri s. the shortest of the g " . . 
roomsman. Tl11S isn ' t right at all , and 

l\eryonc here knows it. '· Everyone in the motel room nodd d " 
e · When Reverend Roy asks if 

anyone objects to the marri age, I' ll get out of line and ta h" h 
P Im on t e shoulder. I' ll say 

Reverend Roy, ' I do,' because I know you don ' t want to be ma · d L rne , awrence." 

"I' II say something too ," added Junior. 

"Yeah man, we ought to all just come out of line and ra,·se ou h d " ·d D · r an s, sa1 anus, 

"or just lift you off your feet and run out of there with you on our shoulders." 

"I just can ' t believe you ' re marrying her," said Twin. "I told you what kind of girl 

she was ." 

"Yeah, tender heart, you just had to make her your girlfriend. You ' re probably the 

first boyfriend she ever had," said Darius. 

Lawrence never told them how they came to be girlfriend and boyfriend. They never 

knew about his first performance as a minuteman. 

"Shut up, Darius," said Junior. "If he didn ' t put the handcuffs on her first , everyone 

at thi s bachelor party knows you had a shiny set ready for her wrists." He reached into the 

igloo and pulled out a Miller Lite. "You might have got it without giving her the title, but 

you were in love licking the pearl tongue too." 

"Look, Lawrence," said Twin, "We al l know it 's not really up to you." 

"Election year or not," said Chris, "he doesn 't have the right to dictate your life. You 

I I . f , We should just go down to 5 rnu dn t have to marrv Marro ie for the sake o a mayor s race . 
.I 0 0 
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the tclc\·isinn station and tell them the real reason y . . . . 
ou ,e gett111g married . I say if he's 

\necki ng your li fe then we should sabotage hi s campaign." 

"That wouldn' t do any good, no how. M · 
agg1e would still have the baby. Like 

Johnny Tay lor says, ' It ' s cheaper to keep her. ' Jackie would have her file for child support 

and Lawrence would be in worse shape. The baby would be an A d th d ry an e custo y 

arrangements could get ugly," said Twin 

"At least he wouldn ' t have to marry the broad, "said Chris. 

"Hold up Chris," Lawrence said. "As far as I can recall , you' re the last person to talk 

bad about Maggie." 

"Calm down, Lawrence," said Twin. "Nobody' s faulting Maggie fo r what she is. It 's 

just hard fo r us to handle. I mean, she's walking around town as happy as Julia Roberts in 

Pretty Woman, like she' s Princess Di about to bag Charles." 

"Really," said Junior. " It doesn' t even bother her that she's been with most of the 

groomsmen." 

·'I know, huh," Lawrence said. "Daddy says it's her bloodline.'· 

"Whatever it is, it just ain ' t ri ght," said Junior. 

"For real," said Twin. "From the jump, I told all of y' all about her. But l'mjuSl 

· · · Aft viii )' OU and I still be ab le to concerned with how well you· II handle this. er tomorrow. \ 

be coo l? Shit, man, you' re like my bro ther. I don ' t give a damn about her. 1 mean, you 

1 I b kdoor 'cause I'd rather have don· t have to worry about me trying to creep t 1roug 1 your ac 

yo ur fr iendship. Are we still going to be cool, Lavvrence?" 

He wanted to tell them that it \\·asn ·1 as bad as 
"I don' t really know," Lawrence said. 

. . ret If they kne\\ the plan, they 
11 appeared. but hi s fa ther to ld him to keep everythmg a sec · 
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!Jrobably wouldn ' t come down as hard on him as they were. Th 
1 e trut 1 wasn · t anything he 

\\ as proud of anyway. If he decided to stay marri ed then he \\·ould 
8 

·d 
1 1 · . es1 es. 1e t 1ought the 

marri age could be significant enough to change Maggie's li fe. Becoming a Sylvester might 

break the cycle her family had perpetuated 

"Lawrence, you already know about our past.·· Chri s said. ··rm not saying J \\·ant to 

marry her, but she is spec ial to me too. '· 

"·Look. Lawrence, I \\·on·t li e to you.·· said Dariu s. "'I know that mo t people do n·t 

think too hi ghl y of Maggie. but I" d put her on the same pedestal. \\·ithout :rnyone lcwi ng me 

10 do it . To tell you the truth. I ·111 jealous of you. I begged her to be my girl frie nd all the 

time . So. \\hen she told you ·ye .· I wa. pi sed off becau. e I kne w what 1n• h:id wa. o\·er ·· 

··1 knO\\. I don ·t knO\\. Jagg ie like the rest of you do . But if it" : :ill the . :ime.·· sa id 

.I uni or. ··she is a beaut i fu I girl.·· 

"'Okay kll O\\ S. y·a 11 remind me of the lirst time y'all :aw her. l.et" s not fall in lc1\ e 

\\ ith her agai n. ·· said Twi11 . ··she is marryi11 g La\\Tcnce tomorrn\,. Thi . isn·1 \,hat a grnnrn 

\\;111 ts to hear from hi s groomsmen. 

·d ·· 13 ut 1·1·s. not \_ our fault. \\ ·h·n Rc,cn:nJ Rl1Y a~k:,; if ··You· re ri gh1. ·· L:m-rence sa t . 

. . _ · . , . I anJs anJ then walk ou t t1fthL'r' . 1"11 h· \ I C shl1uld be married . I want all ol ynu to r.it~l '.' our 1· · 

. · . · ti . · r h •er l l1 t1ks in 10:is t. ··Yeah_· · all of them s:1 1d wgether. rahing 1 1 

. i: · . I tell Re, crcnJ Rl1 '.' th:rnks hut .. , i ·1· . lid ·1 ), . , 1·11 dl· .... l n11 111Y o\, 11 . ir~t : nu I , · J Oil 111 ( l. cl • 

. . h, \\ nn·t run r 1c t1 r mine . 1ll1 tl 1;111k s. Then !"II walk O\er to my Daddy . te ll !11111 ·an t. nn. 

\ l I . .· II · p 11,,,·e· -; L·hickcn · llL l l L'll I II \\a]k out :md meet: J ,ll L L_ · 



/ n ·1i111u· 1111d ch£11 -,S.!.C 1·011 hot!, here ;11 1; . 
· 1e /JI e.1e11ce of G I I . . . 

101, k11011 onr u ·mo11 irhl' 1·0 11 11101 • 1101 1 , . . · oc , 1101 1/ either of 
. . . . • Je z1111ted in acco ·d . 
Word ro11 do 11011 · confess it. 1 ance with God 's 

La\\Tcncc looked over hi s shoulder at hi s father. Th 
e councilman looked back at him 

and smi led. People in the congregation noticed the excha b . . 
nge ut mistook it for one in which 

a son needed some encouragement. Lawrence looked at the reverend and swallowed. He 

wanted to confess it all , but he couldn 't. Better yet he knew he wo Id 't Wh h ' u n . en e looked 

at the groomsmen, they were standing like soldiers at attention. They ignored him, 

pretending to be occupied with something else. 

Normally, a wedding is more than just a promise that a man and woman make to each 

other. A wedding is also a commitment made to friends , relatives, and society. The two 

most important parts of a wedding are the vows and the pronouncement of marriage. While 

the question of intent is never mandatory, it is rarely omitted. It answers the question: "What 

promise will the two of you make to your relatives and community?" In the case of 

Lawrence and Maggie, it was the cornerstone of their marriage. 

Lawrence Sylvester, will you have this woman to be your wife; to live together 
in the covenant of marriage? Will you love her, comfort her, honor and keep 
her, in sickness and health; and, forsaking all others, be faithfiil to her as long 
as you both shall live ? 

"What a minute! " As he reached for the phone, he fumbled . "I can 't hear you ... He 

· · "H II ?" paused the video game he was playing and then spoke mto the receiver. e O 
· 

"Hey, Lawrence." Maggie 's sweet, high-pitched voice caught him off guard· He 

threw the controller to the side of his bed . Sitting up in the middle of hi s bed in °rder to give 

I . . . ,· t scream throuoh the phone. 
1er hi s full , undivided attention, he tned not to let Im anxie Y 0 

.. Oh, hey Maggie." 
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-- 1 a\\Tcncc ... she \\h incd sed ucti ve ly, "How d.d . 
I yo u know it was me?" Tl1e . · question 

,, ;is artific ial. She knc\\. LmHcncc knew her vo ice wl I h . 
1en 1e eard it , and he knew she knew. 

Frustrn ted by her manipu lati ve tacti c, he answered anyway. 

··J don ·t know. I just knew. What 's up?" 

·'Nothing. I was just thinking about you. What are you doing?" 

"Nothing. What are you doing?" 

"I already told you," she laughed. "Lawrence, you ' re so silly." 

"I guess I'm just a comedian," he said, trying to be funny on purpose this time. She 

laughed but it was fo rced, so he knew the attempt failed . Scared of the silence that might 

fo ll ow, Lawrence resorted to what he knew would work. "You were looking good at school 

today, Maggie." 

"Then how come you didn ' t tell me earlier?" 

"Because I, well I, I don' t know." His mind and lips were betraying him like they 

always did when he spoke to her. He wanted to say that he didn 't tell her because he had told 

her every day since they first met. 

"Lawrence," she whined again. This time her voice wasn't so seductive. It was more 

like one heard from a teenage girl asking her fa ther for a prom dress or new car. "What do 

you mean you don' t know? I couldn ' t have been looking too good. I wasn't looking good 

enough for you to say so ." 

"But you did look good today. You look good every day," Lawrence said. 

"I 1· . d 1· . she had him cornered. "I really like 1ke you Lawrence," she giggle , rea 1z111g 

'"You do? I mean, yeah. You do." 
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··,. \ rcn ·,: ou !,!Oi ng to ask mc \\'hy')" 

-- ncc~rnsc you· re not Ii ke the others. y ' l 
ou retie only one who brings me gifts and 

says nice things to me. Most guys see me and want to have sex, but you' re different. You 

\\ere \\·illing_ to wait. You never pressured me like everyone else has E h h 
~ . ven t oug you 

couldn ·t handle it, it was special for me. Maybe I can make it up to you. 

Lawrence couldn ' t believe what he was hearing. Was she confusing him with one of 

her other suitors? Was she just setting him up for the take, like time and time before? Even 

if she was, he didn ' t care. Lawrence loved her and she, sooner than he ever thought, was 

go ing to be his wife. "Yeah, I'd really like that," he said. 

"Good, because I want you to be my boyfriend." From his silence, she could tell she 

had him off guard . She pretended to sound as is if she was on the verge of crying. 

"Lawrence, I'm tired of my reputation. I know what people say about me. And I know you 

do too, but you still drop everything to make me feel special." 

His heartstrings were being strummed. He wanted to take her pain away. 

"That 's because you deserve to feel special , Maggie." 

h If t th "That's exactly what I'm "See " she said sniffino pretending to get erse oge er. 
' ' t, , 

. I e I know this is backwards. talkmg about, Lawrence. I believe you when you say you ove 111 · 

. ·11 But I want to be saved. And I know people will call you crazy 1f you say you WI · , 

Lawrence wi ll you rescue me? Will you be my boyfriend?" 

"I will ," he answered. 

. . . . . fl in our poiver to uphold these 
/Vil! all of you w1tness1ng these p101111ses do a Y 
t\\'O persons in their marriage? 
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"We wi ll :· the congregati on sa id in uni son. Tl 
1e future mayor looked over to his left 

at hi s daughter-in-law's mother. They locked eyes and traded sn1,.les. 
The first was relieved 

that the wedding was go ing so well and the media hadn ' t d' . 
iscovered his son's black eye. The 

second was glad that her daughter was marrying up. Four of th . 
e groomsman moved 111 

Protest but the movement was no more exaggerated than a s111·ft · ti · 
' 111 1e1r stances. It was one 

of the best displays of silent protest that ever went unnoticed. 

lm\'/'ence, take Muriel by her right hand 

Reverend Roy noticed that the groom was starting to perspire. Was he hot too. he 

thought to himself. He could feel hi s own \\ eat gathering around hi s co llar and hi s shirt 

stick ing to the small of hi s back. Reverend Roy took hi s handkerc hief from hi s pant pocket 

and \\iped the beads from hi s fo rehand . 

/11 the Name of God, Do you l cm rence Sr/res/er 1oke .\laggie .-1,y 10 he your 
ll 'ife, to hc/\'e and to hold J,-0111 this cloyfon rnrcl. for belier or 1mrse. for richer 
fi! r poorer, in sickness and in health. 10 /0 1·e one/ 10 cherish. 11111il deCJ!h do nm 
/Jar(? 

When Lawrence first sm\· Maggie. it \\ as lo,·e at first sight. At least. he lo\'ed \,·hat 

he lirst saw. Her peanut butter complexion. long ,, a,-y blac k hair. hi gh cheekbone -and 

bu tton nose repl aced every co\'er girl image he e,·er dreamt of. For a high school girl. 

\!aggie \\ as a brick house. Her 38-24-46 frame put the other gi rl s at Lyndon B. Johnson 

11. , I I I t It didn ·1 help that she ,, as igh to shame and made all the boys ha,·e shamelu t 10ug 1 5· 

l . . their \\ a,· to lunch when they 10\\legged. Chris. Darius. the Tmns. and La,,rence ,, ere on -

spotted the ,·ounn southern-fried Foxv Brown . 
~ o~ ~ 

"Hot Damn.·· ye lled Darius. 
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-- 1 \\ \\L·. ·· ~:1id .lun ior. or L,l\Hcncc ·s two frie nds ti _ t . . 
' ,e wms, Junior was the first-born. 

\lrc:id, l, :l\ ing a girl friend. he didn ' t sec anything \ . 
. . vrong with commenting on the menu. 

~1agg ic heard Darius's comment and looked to s 
1 ee w 10 was acknowledging her. She 

ga\e an innocent looking smil e to her fi ve admirers . 

--okay. Miss Pretty. Some of these boys can ' t handle a smile as beautiful as yo 
urs. 

So mu be careful. You don' t want to give ' em reason to say they we k d ,, . · re provo e , said 

Twin. the second Siamese. 

·'Twin, you ' re so silly," Maggie said. She bowed her head pretending to blush. She 

was about to stand and chat with the boys until the jealous and always cock-blocking 

Stephanie Mitchell grabbed her by the wrist and pulled at her so that she couldn't stop. 

Lawrence hated seeing her leave but loved the maru1er in which she walked away. Her hips 

hypnotized him as they twisted with the precision of a pendulum, causing her rear-end to 

effortlessl y sway from side to side like the swinging arm of a chime clock. 

"See y'all later " she said lookina over her shoulder to see how effective her gender 
' ' 0 

blessing was. Lawrence and Chris were caught with their mouths open. Darius licked his 

lips. Junior shook his head, and Twin locked eyes with her and simply pointed at what had 

them all mesmerized. She smiled again, but this time it wasn ' t so innocent. 

Twin. 

"Twin, who is that?" asked Chris. 

"Maggie . Maggie Ary. She just transferred from Sibley." 

"Sibley? Where ' s that?" Darius asked. 

. M"dland and Lake Charles," replied 
'·Way out in West Texiana. Somewhere between 1 

"What grade is she in?" asked Junior. 
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·· :-,, he·~ .1 ~nplw111nrc. She pl ayed 011 the ,·arsit , h k t 
. )' as ct 1al I team at her old schoo l. 

s; Jw ·~ !..'.()! 11!..'. tl1 ,, ,1i t until nnt year tn try out for the t 
1 . - - - cam icre, but she, s going out fo r the 

tr,ick team in the spring. I !er daddy left them about a month ago so 
1 , ier momma packed up, 

nw, cd them to Austin Rouge. She ·s got a twin brother too I th· k 
1 

. . 
· 111 s 1e said his name was 

~larlon. i\1an·in. or something like that. They live next door to Barry Kay ." 

"Man. hovv long has she been at LBJ?" Lawrence asked. 

--she checked in yesterday." 

"Damn Tv.,. in. how do you know all this already?" Chris asked. 

"Come on, you slap. Didn ' t you hear him say they lived next door to B.K? Knowing 

those two cock hounds, they've probably challenged each other to see who can knock her 

down first," Junior said in defense of his brother. 

"Actually, I got all this from the horse 's mouth. I was in the office waiting to see 

Principal Perry when she and her brother checked in. Her mother is fine, too ." 

"So does she have a boy friend?" Lawrence asked. 

"Not yet," Twin replied. "I might play the role for a week or so ' cause she 's 

definitely on my hit list. You know what I'm saying. I gotta know if that big booty, 

bowlegged broad can go. She walks like she 's sitting on a gold mine, but it might not be 

worth more than a brand new dime." 

"Dime or not, I think I love her," Lawrence said. 

1 b azy She's a 
"Back, back Lawrence," said Twin. "That broad is definite Y too oy-cr · 

. ' . d . s·bley but watch tumbleweeds roll or 
smal l-town, country girl. There am t nothmg to O 111 1 

k You Saw !'or yourself how eager she was to stop 
par, on the levee. She's nor a good girl. 11 

and talk . You can tell by that walk. She knew we were looking." 
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··1 don ·1 ca re hem she \\·al ks or talks" La . . 

. wrence sard. "Tl , 
1at s gon' be my wife! " 

·· Whatever." sa id Junior. "You know I'm not too quick to side with Tw· h . 
m w en 1t 

comes to ideas and opini ons concerning the opposite s b h . 
ex, ut e may be nght on this one." 

--Yeah, Lawrence," Darius chimed in. "A · 11 ·k 
g1r I e that could never be your wife. 

Especiall y, since I'm gonna make her wanna marry me." 

"A gi rl like that isn ' t worth the trouble. When they look ti t d , 1a goo , you II have to 

fight every time you take her somewhere," said Chris. "I' ll I · h say t 11s, t ough. I wouldn't 

mind letting her take my virginity." 

"Now that sounds like a smart plan," said Twin. "Besides, she doesn't look like the 

type that 's raised up to be anybody's wife, or girlfriend, for that matter. I told you I saw her 

momma. She looks hella young, more like an older sister." 

"I don 't want the momma no way," said Lawrence. "I want Maggie." 

"Boy, you' re crazy. You can't turn a hooker into housewife. And listen to the game 

I'm giving you. She's too sexy to be the soul mate of a sucker like you. You might want to 

cut her, but you don ' t seriously want to be her husband." 

"I do," Lawrence answered, releasing her hand. Reverend Roy nodded at him. then 

proceeded to instruct the bride. 

Maggie, take Lawrence by his right hand. In the Name of God, Do you 
L r . b . h band to have and to hold JVJagg1e Ary take Lawrence Sylvester to e yow us , . . 

f, . fi . . • · h . fior poorer 111 sickness ·om this day forward, for better or worse, or 11c e, ' 
and in health, to love and to cherish, until death do you part? 

. b .- th Reverend could finish asking 
Maggie had to keep herself from answering eiore e 

the . ff l oino to Jamaica for her 
questi on. Her mother was right. And to top it o , s 1e was g b 

I Sl1e thouboht about Andrea Campbe ll and 
ioneymoon. She had never left Texiana before. 

ho\\ . . Andrea standing in her place. 
envious she would be. It could have just as easily been 



63 

.. /\ ndrca Campbell told me that, yesterday, you a k d 
1 

. . 
s e 1er to the Junior prom ,. M . , agg1e 

aid standing naked in front of the mirror that hung on th ·ct 
s . e outs1 e of her bedroom closet 

door. ··How come you didn ' t ask me?" Sylvester, also in the nude, sat on the edge of her 

bed in awe of her beautiful body. Her legs were thick but well d fi d H 
e me . er breasts were 

round and plump like ripe cantaloupes. "Look at me when I talking t L 
o you, awrence. See," 

she pouted, "that 's what I'm talking about. You say you want to be n,y boyf · d b , nen , ut you re 

just li ke the rest of them. You don ' t care how I feel. You don 't care about what I have to 

say. You just want me," she said, teasing him , •'for my body ... With her lips puckered and 

eyes half closed, she gently squeezed both of her breasts, with her thumbs and index fin oers 
. e 

fond ling her nipples. Slowly, she slid them past her \\'aist. With the middle finger of her 

right hand, she stroked her vul va. "La\Hence ... she \\'hined. "ho\\. can I tru t you if you·re so 

eas il y di stracted by my body. When I get old and gray. you \\·on·t want me any more. Then 

\,·hat \,·ill I do?" 

Her enticing lips called hi s manhood into full attention. He had heard o many stories 

abo ut ho\,. good it was. About ho\,. slippery and \,·et it got \\·hen 1aggic kne\\' her \·ictim 

had surrendered to her sexual prowess. And about ho\\' \\·ell she could mas age a man by 

l . . l . d but hn didn ·1 care because I ex 111g her pelvic musc les. LmHence kne\\ s 1e \\ as angcrous. c 

hi infatuation had him lo\'inQ her. ForcinQ himself to look away from hi greateSI .... ~ 

temptation. he looked directly in her eyes. 

You ki1O,,. that. ]" 111 not like the 
"You can trust me. Maggie. !"II ah\·ays want you. 

· to the junior prom ,,·ith 
01her guys. You kno\,. that too. Maggie. Don't you? 1 ,,·on t go 

·ct . I· k ,ou·d oo " ·ith me. 
,\ 11ctrea if yo u don·t \\·ant me to. I only asked her because I di 11 t

11111 
• =-

. I· e \laoo ie0 ·· 
I I Do \_·ou \\·ant to go mt 1111 . . =-=-s I iat \\'hy you don ·1 ,,·ant me to go with her? 
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--That" s more like it. You said you want me to be . 
your wife, so how do you expect 

me to feel if you ' re running wild and going to dances with . 
1 

. 
g1r s like Andrea Campbell." 

--so you ' re go ing to the dance with me? Are you Ma . ? 
ggie · Are you going to the 

dance vvith me?" 

"I'm sorry, baby, but Reginald Green already asked me A d h , 
· 11 e s already bought my 

dress and the corsage to go with it. I want to go with you, but I can't just cancel on him out 

of the blue. It wouldn ' t be right now, would it?" 

"No, I guess not." 

"But I'll tell you what. Why don' t you trade places with me and kiss me 011 my lips. 

You know how good yo ur kisses make me fee l. Lawrence, I know you want to make me fee l 

good, .. she said , observing his sti ffness. "Don ·t youT 

--ves," he said , like a timid little schoolboy . 

··Wel l then, trade places with me and make me fee l li ke your future ,\'ife ... So they 

traded places with him assuming everything wo uld fol low the usual routine. hery day after 

schoo l for the past two months. Maggie inv ited Lawrence to her house. They \\'ould both get 

naked and she teased him until she grew tired of the charade. The game al\\'ays ended " ·ith 

her ly ing on her bed while he went down on her. He had gotten so good he \\'as able to make 

I · . l · r I · derwear ic, reach an orgasm every time. Once she came. he started reac 1111g ior 11 5 un · 

H • . . b . l · ears then pulled him on O\\eve r. she surpri sed him this time. She grabbed La,Hence : 11s 

t 1· 1 . H. b h. 0 ore\\' hean' and hi s heart op O 1er. He didn ·t be lieve \;,,·hat \\'as happen111g. 1s reat 111c c · 

b La,,·rence became so anxious that he cgan rac ing so fas t that he thouoht it would explode. 
~ 0 

ca111e b t" 1 • e ore 1e got all the way 111. 
, .. 

d --Get up and go home right no,,. 
"That' s it." Maggie said. stress ing both wor s. 
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••[' 111 sorry. Maggie . I, I don' t know what happened." 

··J know what just happened. Nothing. After all this time I thouoht y 
' i::, ou were ready 

10 be 111y man, but you ' re not. I mi ght not ever give you thi s ch . .. 
ance agam. 

--You don ' t really mean that do you, Maggie?" 

'·J do ," she answered, smiling. She let Lawrence's hand go. ReYerend Roy nodded at 

her. then moti oned for the maid of honor and the best man to bring the ring . 

[]fess, 0 lord, this ring, lo be a sign of the ro,rs by 11"h ich 1his 1110 11 und !h is 
,rn111a11 have hound themselves to each other, 1hro11gh Jesus Chris! our Lord 
., /111e11 

In ear li er times. some people thought there ,, as a ,·ein in the left hand· third finger 

that ran straight to the hea rt. Pl ac ing a ,,·edding ring on that fin ge r signi fied the ultimate 

un ion or genuine io,·e and dedication bet,, ecn a man and \\ Oman. I IO\\e\·er. l.awren e \\a 

ig1wr;mt to all or thi s and pl aced lagg ic · s ring on her pinky lin~er. \ n on'. including the 

rnnc nd . hu t i\1aggic noticed the error. 

!-'or centuries. ll o\\e rs represented all kinds or sentiment and ,·alue .. Ro.c. ,,er· fo r 

ln1c. lilics rnr ,irtuc. :rnd so on. Creek brides carried i,·y as a . ymbol of eternal lo\·c. 

() . l I Id' - ,ct · ctd·n, 1 ),,·,·r ,, ·re chosen h, the 1:mgc 1 ossoms. perhaps the ,\·or s most reno,, 111.: ,, e I g I l '" · · 

11 J ·,a . frni t at ,· · I · · · I · I · I 1• 11 l , -- , tl1 · or .... 11 "•' trc' n,, ·rs an .,p:1111s 1 to s1g11Ily 1app1ness anl tu 11 rncnt 1cc<1USL c O t- '" 

. . . . . " l ·t a . int ·ndcJ to mat ·h h. ·nlor th L· s:1111c time. l111t1 all y. \lagg1e s yello,\· and g1LLI1 1ou 1u '' '., 

. . , , , i, ould hrine ·:iut~ and ~,·lw111c nr her \\edding. She and Jackie ag reed the arr:ll1~Lll1 nt -

· _ · (l a b·ttcr I uri 1sc . ll·r 
L'kgancc to her special day . 1-! o,\e, er. it c:ime 111 h:inJy. sen 111 =-' 

I 1 . • • it ofherhand · a 1
\
1llquc t 11as the perfect sized shield to conceal tic J11 0 \Lll1LI 

h ·. liJ the 

ring off l1r her pinky and p!Jced it on the correct finger. 

, •/, olht'r h, 
\" I . , u, ' II 1/n'111seh·cs 10 lOl - .. 
- 0 11 · //,(// .\/uu"tc! u11d Lu ,1 re11ce w , L , ... , l / . , . ,11.11w of I ring 

I 
, ... ,... I I //1 , U/\ Iii<' (JI/( /l(l , ... 

·10 e11111 r o11 .1 11 uh 1/,e ;01111 11:; of lw/1( 1 cilli c ,... , ... 
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in the Name of the Father, and of the Son and 0 r ti H 1 .. 
b . , 'J ie o \' Sp,nr I noH· 

pronounce them as hus and and 11 ·ife. · · 

Ma!:!gie kissed her husband. The councilman sighed in reli.ef. 
~ - :-!rs. Ary smiled at a 

job \,e ll done, and Lawrence fought back hi s tears. 

Those ll'hom God hasjoined together /er 110 one Jmr asunder. 

As the ,, edd ing party filed out of the banquet hall. Re,·erend Roy noti ed the yellow 

h<i\\ 0 11 the !loor for the first time. I le thought about steppi ng oYer it hut de ided that i 

\iiiu ldn ·t he ri ght to just lea\'C it there . so he pi cked it up. I le took a :e -l nd o h)l.1 11 0 , er 

hL·n rLiccd it in the le ft r ocket or hi s _i::ickc t. I le smiled l c ·au. c he no i cd ha no l)fl • \\J 

j\l\ lll t'. hirn any attenti on. I le rc:1Chcd in hi s ia ·\...ct·s left insiJt: po- e lie I ulkJ Ill, ,,he 
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