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THIS IS A WORK OF FICTION. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer's imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, organizations, or locales is entirely coincidental. All Characters depicted are 18+. Formally Into the Water, a Short Story.
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To the innocent ones

****
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“HATE DESTROYS THE HATER... That’s a heavy burden to carry.”


Wheeler Parker—cousin to Emmett Till
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Introduction: 

The Fan

What y’all aim to find by

digging up his old bones?

Old old bones, old and innocent bones

Why y’all want to disturb him?

He ain’t with his bones.

He down here in the muck with me

and ain’t nobody trying to dig my rusty ass up.

His Mama, bless her heart, she got the bones

and that head that looked like a bad cabbage.

Thousands seen it in Chicago. Millions through Jet.

Where was my picture? I suffered.

I used to gleam prissy and howl

now mud bugs nest in my teeth.

I kept the good stuff from that boy—his spirit, his soul, his spleen

caressed it out of his naked body

The real Emmett sometimes he runs up the road to Money

gooses that white gal between her legs—boy still gots

that spunk in him.

Then he runs back to me for shelter.

Carolyn wakes up, rubs her thigh

goes back to sleep.  1955 was a long time ago

She wants to rest. I want to rest, and even Emmett.

You got the pictures.  You won’t forget

Every now and agin some black boy still gets

drug behind a car, still gets strung up in a tree

or the roof rafters of a county jail

They still make fans like me

heavy enough to drown boyish devilment.

INTO THE MURKY WATER
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Part one
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Alvin in all black leather from head to toe, out of place in the Mississippi heat, gunned his motorcycle. It growled as he and his passenger waited to take off. Jill in blue-jean shorts, white strapless tank top, and pink high-top sneakers hugged his waist. Strands of blond hair fell around her shoulders from underneath her blue helmet. The silver and blue motorcycle had stopped at the corner of MLK and First Street where the “main drag” intersected with the road that led to the river. The sun appeared pale as a magnolia flower behind a bank of rain clouds. Water glistened off the hood of cars, street signs, and the windows of businesses. The light turned green. Alvin lifted the front of the bike and charged ahead on the rear wheel. Jill raised her metallic arm to the sky and whooped like a cowgirl on a spirited horse. They shot ahead of other cars and passed a sheriff’s vehicle parked at a Dunkin’s Donuts and roared down MLK towards the bridge that led to the Tallahatchie.

“Ain’t that some shit?” Clint remarked to his uncle sitting with him in his pickup truck next to the sheriff.

“Two pieces of shit,” the man answered. “And that nigger sheriff just let ‘em go by.”

“Money ain’t shit no more,” Clint spat.

“Don’t worry, Unk. We boys gonna put her back on the map.”

*****
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“I TOLD ALVIN THE OTHER night when we finished making love, I said, ‘Alvin when you leave me, you will make some woman a good husband. I just wish I was the one.’” Jill sighed and looked at Mamie.

“What did he say?” Mamie asked.

“Nothing. Just traced a circle around my navel with his finger and kept his eyes on the television. Sometimes, I think he’s mute.”

Jill’s silver bracelet tinkled against the metal band of her prosthesis as she sipped her coffee. Mamie frowned. She hated the way Jill’s Walmart work polo exposed her fake arm. Mamie thought it looked like something that had fallen off a mannequin. She was old school and believed “deformities” should be hidden. Pregnant women showing their baby bumps raised her ire. Such openness seemed unladylike. Women might as well sit gap-legged on a street corner, thought Mamie as she turned and looked out the window. She didn’t care much for Jill’s “common” talk either. The two women sat inside a McDonald’s near the entrance to the Walmart where they worked, Jill in Infants, Mamie in Loss Prevention. They watched the human traffic bustling in and out of the store. Jill’s eyes appeared small and far away behind her thick glasses. Mamie’s eyes were alert as she scanned the customers leaving the store. She suddenly bumped Jill’s knee under the table and nodded at a heavyset woman.

“Square bulge on her stomach. She done stole TV dinners again. Don’t know why the manager keeps letting her come back inside the store. If only I were on duty,” Mamie nodded toward an obese woman waddling out of the store pushing a baby carriage. Jill focused on a young black man’s ass rising over the waistband of a pair of skinny jeans. Her bottom lip trembled. Mamie cleared her throat.

“I see you got your eyes on the prize.”

“What?” Jill looked at Mamie as if she was a stranger.

“You watching his behind like you’re the man and he’s the woman.”

“Nothing wrong with looking.”

“You sound like my dead husband.”

“Well, I ain’t dead.”

“Naw, you ain’t.” Mamie sucked her teeth. A young couple pushing a stroller walked past them. “How is your young piece of meat doing?”

Jill looked at Mamie and frowned. 

Mamie continued. “Well, he is just a boy and—”

“Who’s just a boy?”

“I’m talking about Alvin.”

“Oh. And your point is?” Jill raised her brow.

“This thing you have for black men—young ones at that.”

“Am I going to have to listen to more of your racist talk?”

“How can you call me racist?”

“Well, you’re the one who has a problem with me liking black men. You’re the one always bringing up the past.”

Mamie looked at Jill’s hair. The top of her head zigzagged in a pattern of cornrows that turned into long blond braids that fell over her shoulders.

“People are talking.”

“I can’t help folks talk. And that ‘boy’ is eighteen!”

“I know this town. Just because you spent time in New York with that Puerto Rican don’t mean you can bring them ways to this place.”

“Don’t forget I was born here too a few decades after you—thank God. That era you’re talking about died up the road. That old store is about to fall down. These are new times. Nobody gives a shit about who I sleep with but you.”

“Fool, those old ways ain’t dead. You done forgot your daddy?”

“Him and his kind don’t count anymore. And men don’t give a shit about who’s been riding my belly. My stomach could read like the Vietnam War Memorial, and who would give a shit? You know what they ask when they get through fucking me?”

Mamie looked off.

“They ask have I ever had it like that before or was it good. Black and white, it’s the same damn question. I’ve started telling them, ‘Yes, I have, darling.’ You ought to see the lights go out in their eyes. Men don’t give a damn about who’s been fucking me. It’s all about their ego and dick getting some action.”

“But Alvin is so young. Only three years older than...”

“I knew you was going to bring up that Till boy.” Jill snatched off her glasses and wiped them across her shirt.

“I was born five years after they killed that child,” Mamie continued.

“Look, Mamie, this ain’t the old Money Mississippi. Times have changed. Look at all the whites and blacks shopping together and working together in this big ol’ Walmart. You a black woman got a better job than me. You can put your handcuffs on black or white shoplifters. You call the cops, and a black Sheriff shows up.”

“The more things change, the more they stay the same.”

“Ain’t nothing the same, but your racist talk. Now finish your Coke, girl. Ain’t you got some TV dinners to protect?” Jill laughed and touched Mamie’s wrist.

“Girl?” Mamie looked at Jill.

“Oh, I guess I’m being racist now?” Jill winked.

Mamie snatched her hand away and rolled her eyes.

*****
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TWO GIRLS STOOD IN front of Hank’s Ice Cream on MLK as Alvin drove by. They looked at each other, licked their ice cream and started down the sidewalk toward the Walmart.

“What’s wrong with that dude from up north,” Crystal asked her friend Shequella.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with that fool.”

“Maybe he’s trying to prove something,” Crystal flicked her tongue all around the cool white cream.
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