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Chapter

One

July 18, 2022
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He  was often seen early on the large front porch of his modest wood frame home.  He usually sat there from sun up untill late in the day and when he wasn't there people usually came by to check on him.  Mr.  Julies Hampton was wheelchair bound and was 106 years old,  the oldest known citizen of the small Fulton County neighborhood just outside Atlanta,  Georgia.  He had all his facilities and people knew he could talk up a storm when he wanted to.  But when he didn't want to say anything,  folks knew  he could be as mum as they came.  On the front porch,  his wheelchair,  to him,  made sense.  When the sun got into his eyes late in the day he could back it up to be more in the shade.  In the morning the sun was behind  the house and his chair was fully in the shade so it made no difference where he sat.  

A wooden fence was just in front of the house,  a sidewalk  and a two way street was just beyond that.  The fence was just lowered enough so that he could see the traffic passing by.  Sometimes people would honk at him from the street.  He made sure he waved back to acknowledge every one of them.

Those were the routine of his days.

Mr.  Julies,  despite his age took pride in what was going on around him.  He wanted to know if they was widening the road,  or building a new supermarket.  He took the evening paper of  The Atlanta Constitution   so that he could stay on top of things.  

Billy Joe Dupree,  a young black boy delivered the paper to him daily but instead of flinging it into the yard like the others on his route,  he would climb off of his bicycle and give Mr.  Julies his paper personally.

"Thank,  you Billy Boy,"  Mr.  Julies would say.

Occasionally,  Billy would stop for a few moments of chat.

Then he'd be on his way.

Gloria Caldwell was Mr.  Julies'  neice.  She was 47 years old and not yet married.  She had no suiters.  To all who cared to notice,  it seemed her prime objective was to take care of her twice married,  twice widowed great uncle,  Mr.  Julies,  and she did a masterful job of that,  bringing him breakfast,  lunch and dinner.  She read him the evening news in the newspaper,  Mr.  Julies'  eyes weren't so good anymore.  She rolled his wheelchair out onto the porch in the morning and back into the house when it got late.

She expected no reward.

On that July 18th day, they were on the front porch as usual.  She  was sitting next to him in her rocking chair,  as she thumbed through the daily newspaper.  They carried on their usual small talk.  She had finished the first few pages and then she stopped abruptly.

"Hey,  Unc!  Their gonna tear down that pool hall!"  she bellowed.  ". . . The one you used to go to!"

"They're gonna tear it down?  What fo'?"  Mr. Julies asked.

"Says here they gonna make room for some luxury apartments,"  she said.

"Now ain't that just like the city:  tear down a museum peice to crowd an already crowded place,"  he said.

"Now,  Unc.  You know nothing happened in that pool hall but fights and all kinds of carrying on.  So what if the city sees a little opportunity?  'Sides,  you haven't been in that place in twenty years,"  she said.

"Yes,  but a lot of good memories,  a lot of good memories,"  he said,  looking out into the passing cars in the street.

She continued to flip in the paper.  

She stopped.  

"Unc!  How old are you?"  she asked.

"You know how old I am,"  he answered.

Her eyes widened.

"Unc!  Didn't you say you were a sailor during the great war?"  she asked.

"You know that,  child,"  he answered.

She sat up straight with the paper in her hand.

"Says here they interviewed a man in Washington,  D.C.  by the name of Jimmy Timmings.  Says he was in the great war,  like you,  Unc!  A sailor.  It goes on to say that he claimed to be aboard a ship out in the middle of the Atlantic ocean,  searching for submarines.  The city is paying tribute to Black men who's story might have been lost but who made solid contributions during the war."

She looked at him.  "Unc,  this man is 105 years old!"

There was a noticeable silence.

She looked at him.  "Didn't you say you were on a ship out in the Atlantic to?"

Mr.  Julies looked away.  Then he looked back at the street.

". . . Jimmy.  He's still alive,"  he said quietly,  and after a few moments.

"You knew him didn't you?  You knew that man they interviewed.  You were a part of those missions.  You told me so:  You launched off the coast of Massachusetts on board a huge vessel,  bound for the Atlantic.  And you stayed out on the water for weeks,  deep below the sea,  among sharks,  searching for enemy submarines."

Mr.  Julies looked away again.

"Jimmy.  That old son of a gun!  I knew he was around somewhere,"  he said.  "Did they find the others?"
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