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This book is dedicated to Mr. Timmy Walden…a
very good friend of mine. When I asked him how he became so
engrossed in this simple little game, his answer was playful. “I
married a Bowman. I had to learn to play.”
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Marble Yard

Darren Shell, 3/09

Dusty clay cools my knees…

As the old Oak tree drops its leaves.

Hardened soil begs to please

My gaming soul, here in the breeze.

Marbles roll both here and there

Across the court, vacant and bare.

Contented folk stand and stare

And watch me shoot, still unaware.

For my shot is known across this land…

Hardened calluses adorn my hand.

In friendly banter, alone I stand

And roll my stones in a game so grand.

It tickles my soul in playful tease…

It shelters and also puts me at ease…

It hones the child into the man…

And offers joy whenever it can.

It’s played with flint or polished clay…

It has no hold on man today…

Except recollections of yesterday…

When we tossed those stones…in joyous
play.
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Part 1

Bud Garrett
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Late Spring, 1926

Free Hill, Tennessee, just north of
Celina.

About a quarter of an inch of dry, powdery
clay covered the smooth surface of the playground of the Free Hill
Rosenwald School. A sectioned off circle of string marked off the
boundaries in a makeshift circular court of bone-dry northern Clay
County soil. The sweet smell of honeysuckle scented the Tennessee
air as two eleven-year-old boys crouched on their haunches,
bantering with one another on their recess break.

“My Pa says you won’t never amount to a
marble shooter.” Such a statement would have been fightin’ words
amid any other boys on the lot, but not these two. These boys had
been best of friends almost since birth. Despite their long
friendship, Bobby Arm’s words crept up Buddy’s spine.

Buddy’s reply was playfully pointed. “I’ll
show your Pa a thing or two!”

With that, the tiny marble nestled within
Buddy’s hand ejected and crashed into the cluster of others in the
dusty flats of the school yard. Pow! His shooter marble rolled into
two others from the center of the game, jettisoning them beyond the
confines of the marked game floor. The same shot left his shooter
nicely poised amid the other marbles still resting in the powdery
soil of the school yard. As he set up for his next shot, Buddy
again eyed his classmate with a wry smile. “I could outshoot your
Pa left handed.”

POW! Again his shooter popped his opponent’s
marbles from the boundaries, giving a perfect leave for yet another
shot at the shiny pieces of spherical flint on the ground.

“And that…” POP! (marbles scattering)

“Would be…” POP! (more rolling outside the
ring)

“A thing or two for your Pa.” POW! One more
shot removed the remaining marble from the game as Buddy smiled
confidently. “Another game?”
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Nearly seventy years earlier…

The farm fields of what would become the
middle of Tennessee and Kentucky’s Upper Cumberland region were
covered in a light dusting of newly fallen snow. The rural
plantations of the area were as docile as ever in the chill of a
February morning. Distant hums of folk hymns could be heard
drifting through the nearly silent hollows along the eastern banks
of the Cumberland River as flurries of snow drifted from field to
field and settled into the ridges of the mule-plowed fields of
river bottom land. The calm of Sunday morning had engulfed the
hollows of this peaceful mountain community, and the chanted hymns
of the African American folk melted into the misty morning air. The
dead silence of the hollow was only broken periodically with the
loud slap-pop of man and stone. Marshall Garrett was quite
busy.

OEBPS/tmp_61563a96570361a8e624cbf18bb8e05d_QZkoST_html_1c62dbbc.jpg





OEBPS/tmp_61563a96570361a8e624cbf18bb8e05d_QZkoST_html_m35e1eb5b.jpg





OEBPS/tmp_61563a96570361a8e624cbf18bb8e05d_QZkoST_html_m3bf45edd.jpg





OEBPS/tmp_61563a96570361a8e624cbf18bb8e05d_QZkoST_html_m56600c6c.jpg





OEBPS/cover.jpg
ASTONES THRON

= The Histoty of

“ Matbles

. in the Upper
% Cumberland
|

! Region of
Tennessee

m and Kentucky

DARREN SHELL






