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			Praise for William Melvin Kelley 

			 

			‘William Melvin Kelley . . . brought a fresh, experimental voice to black fiction in novels and stories that used recurring characters to explore race relations and racial identity in the United States’ William Grimes, New York Times 

			 

			‘A master at using humour to underscore the horror of racism, William Melvin Kelley is a writer whose work, decades later, continues to shed light on that which millions of people would rather remain hidden’ Mateo Askaripour, author of Black Buck

			 

			 

			Praise for A Different Drummer

			 

			‘Black America’s lost literary masterpiece’ Observer 

			 

			‘Set to become a publishing sensation’ Kirsty Lang, BBC Radio 4, Front Row 

			 

			‘Simple, timeless, mythic . . . an astounding achievement . . . still relevant and powerful today’ Sunday Times 

			 

			‘Brilliant . . . The rare first novel that makes future ones seem both inevitable and exciting’ New Yorker, ‘The Lost Giant of American Literature’ 

			 

			‘Absolutely essential reading’ Stylist 

			 

			‘Wonderful . . . full of dazzling moments of social and psychological observation that jump from the page as if they were written yesterday’ Metro 

			 

			‘A Different Drummer is a revelation. A story so vividly alive I closed the book a different person from the one who opened it. A vital classic of literature’ Polly Clark, author of Larchfield 

			 

			‘Kelley blended fantasy and fact to construct an alternative world whose sweep and complexity drew comparisons to James Joyce and William Faulkner’ New York Times 

			 

			‘This first novel just perhaps could play a part in changing our history’ Kansas City Star 

			 

			‘[A] masterpiece . . . Kelley wrote intricate novels that identified with the rejection of dominant social orders’ Public Books 

			 

			‘An exceptionally powerful and elegant first novel’ Manchester Guardian 

			 

			‘Superbly written . . . a stunning work’ Kirkus 

			 

			‘A rare first novel: dynamic, imaginative, and accomplished . . . It is a custom to say of first novels that they “show promise”. But we need not say that of this one. It shows accomplishment; it shows fulfilment’ Chicago Sunday Tribune 

			 

			‘So brilliant is this initial novel that one must consider Mr. Kelley for tentative future placement among the paragons of American letters’ Boston Sunday Herald 

			 

			‘Beautifully written and thought-provoking . . . It will strike a responsive chord in all men of goodwill’ Baltimore Evening Sun 

		

	
		
			

			Born in New York in 1937, William Melvin Kelley was an African-American writer known for his satirical explorations of race relations in America. He was just twenty-four years old when his debut novel, A Different Drummer, was first ­published in 1962, earning him critical comparisons to William Faulkner and James Baldwin. Considered part of the Black Arts Movement, Kelley was in 2014 officially credited by the Oxford English Dictionary with coining the political term ‘woke,’ in a 1962 New York Times article entitled ‘If You’re Woke You Dig It’. Dunfords Travels Everywheres is Kelley’s last novel. He died in February 2017, aged seventy-nine.
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			I dedicate dhis Book

			t’Jessica Gibson Kelley

			n Cira Tikaiji Kelley,

			two o’dFamily’s many Travelers.

		

	
		
			

			The Futurafrique, flight-furbished ebony astride

			velvet-paved miles, vies with the

			sunflower magnificence of the

			Oriens, challenges the snow-lily

			diadem of the Europa. . . . . .

			—Melvin B. Tolson

		

	
		
			The language in which we are speaking

			is his before it is mine . . .

			I cannot speak or write these words

			without unrest of spirit.

			His language, so familiar and so foreign,

			will always be for me an acquired speech . . .

			My soul frets in the shadow of his language.

			—James Joyce

		

	
		
			We slept in that bush, but when it was about two o’clock in the night, there we saw a creature, either he was a spirit or other harmful creature, we could not say, he was coming toward us, he was white as if painted with white paint, he was white from foot to the topmost of his body, but he had no head or feet and hands like human-beings and he got one large eye on his topmost. He was long about 1/4 of a mile and his diameter was about six feet, he resembled a white pillar. At the same time that I saw him coming toward us, I thought what I could do to stop him, then remembered a charm which was given me by my father before he died.

			—Amos Tutuola
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			“BOY! Chig! Wake up and move over. Please.”

			Sunday: Chig Dunford, Frank, Lane and Wendy shared the small sedan’s backseat; Ira, driving, Marian beside him, and Cleurdia rode in the front. Under hot plastic, Chig felt the steel ribs of the automobile’s side against his left hip; he did not answer.

			“Hey, Chig, you deaf? Move over.” Lane laughed. “Wendy’s hips are sharp as needles.”

			The car’s passengers squirmed, knowing the story. Lane had slept with Wendy for three months. Then, at the beginning of the summer, she had broken off their affair, but had taken no one new. She and Lane continued to see each other at little Gallery openings, at the Café of One Hand for Sundays of softball. All agreed that she acted decently toward him. But Lane kept snipping at her, especially about the pointed edges of her body; today, her hips.

			“Nothing to move over to, Lane. You’ll just have to suffer.” Immediately, he regretted using the word, suffer. He did not know if Wendy found him attractive, but hoped she did, and tried always to say things that pleased her. Now, foolishly, he had agreed with Lane about her hips.

			“Hold your shirt; we’re getting there soon.” Ira had never slept with Wendy. He had lived with Marian for two years. Besides, Wendy seemed not to like men who grew mustaches.

			“I’ll bleed to death before that.” Lane went cleanshaven.

			“That’s not a bad way to die.” Chig could not see Wendy’s face, only her bare legs, two sets of knees away in the cramped backseat and very long, tanned the color of natural beige leather. For the past few weeks, she had been in Spain, had just returned, looking healthy. This Sunday, she wore yellow shortshorts.

			Lane had not answered. Perhaps by commenting openly on their bodies, Chig had gone too far.

			He had created a silence, and tried to decide whether or not to speak. Usually, when one of his friends created a silence, Chig would break it. This time, he would have to wait until their feelings subsided and one of them spoke.

			He turned away, looked out the open window. They travelled up the Beulward dol Touras, one of a kind of long, broad avenue Chig had found in every European city he had visited. But Chig considered Beulward dol Touras, lined with tall oaks, more majestic than most.

			Many cafés fronted the beulward under the oak trees. In each café, by use of a bell-bedecked white wire supported at one end by a ring in the outside wall of the café, and at the other by a white standard, the management had divided the sidewalk tables into two sections.

			On the right side of the ringing wire, the native men and women of that country wore suits, jackets, pants, dresses, skirts and shirts in hues and mixtures of blue and red. On the left side, the natives wore combinations of yellow and red. Neither side’s colors appeared all bright, or drab, all new or all old; but when Chig squinted, the colors blended that way.

			One of that country’s oldest traditions, many foreigners found it difficult to understand. None of the natives on either side of the wire owned wardrobes composed entirely of one side’s colors. In the morning, each native in the country would pick an outfit for that day. He might choose blue-red or yellow-red, making himself, for the day, an Atzuoreurso or a Jualoreurso.

			In the street, each native lived the day his morning choice had dictated. The government reserved parts of the subway and autobus for Atzuoreursos, parts for Jualoreursos. Employers divided their offices and factories in this way. No citizen worked at a permanent desk or machine. Each used that section of the room where The Morning Choice, Lua Madjona Cheursa, had led him. Most married couples wore the same colors, to ride public transportation or take coffee together. Some couples did not, leading separate lives until they had returned home, locked their doors, and disrobed.

			Four or five of Chig’s twenty or thirty friends had tried to live by the tradition, dividing their closets and making their choice. But soon, each and all found it impossible to continue; some situation always developed which forced them to cross the white wire. Still, they tried their best not to disturb the natives. If, as a body, they attended a movie or a play, they would decide beforehand to dress either Atzuoreurso or Jualoreurso.

			Sunday, for softball, they chose Jualoreurso.

			Marian turned to look at him, forgave him first. “Are all the windows open, Chig?”

			He had rolled down his window at the beginning of the ride; salty exhaust from the cars ahead cooled his face. He nodded.

			Marian’s unbuttoned pink shirt did not hide her large, soft breasts, little more than the nipples under a small yellow bikinibra. “You think I’ll get a real tan today?”

			“It all depends on the sun, Marian.” He always felt uncomfortable when his friends talked about skin.

			“I wish I had an all-year tan.” Her teeth had grown in crookedly. She had told him her braces pained her so much that she tantrumed until her parents ordered the dentist to remove them.

			Chig smiled, the only thing to do. “You might not like it, Marian. It’s all right to get a tan at the resort. But it ain’t so good to arrive there with one already.”

			They all laughed, especially at his ain’t. Serious people, they had all come to Europe for very much the same reason: home troubled them.

			“Anyway, you’re really a beautiful color, Chig.” An artist, Marian used a lot of brown in her work. Several times, he had visited her and Ira at their studio in the Old City.

			“I wish more people felt that way.”

			All of them nodded, except Cleurdia, a native. Sometimes she seemed not to understand them. When a person talked directly to her, she caught almost everything. But when the conversation did not involve her, English held less meaning for her than the barking of dogs.

			Marian rested the tip of her chin on the top of the front seat, hiding her breasts for the moment. “But still, things are getting better, aren’t they, Chig?”

			“Sure. Don’t you think so, Chig?” Lane leaned forward, answered for him, then waited for his answer.

			They all waited. He wondered what would happen if he did not answer, but dared not risk it. “Well, the President is pushing some strong stuff through Congress.”

			“That’s true,” Frank agreed. He sat squeezed between Chig and Lane. “The man is a master-politician.”

			“But that’s not what Chig meant when he said things were getting better.” Lane had forgotten that he answered Marian’s question. “But what about the human heart, Chig?”

			They studied him, all except Cleurdia.

			“I think he understands the human heart. And he knows he can’t change it overnight. He said recently that the future is built on the framework of the past. He’s probably building a legal framework first.” He hoped they would begin to talk about the President, much admired by people their age.

			Most times, Chig tried to answer their questions, to help them understand the experience of Africans in the United States, the pain of slavery, the shame of segregation, the frustrations of integration, and all the rest of it. But this Sunday he wanted only to play softball and store up sun. Summer had almost ended and soon, a long European winter would darken the city. He wanted to take in as much sun as possible.

			“That’s probably right, Chig.” Lane spoke. “But how do you feel now, today?”

			“Today, we just have to throw ourselves open to all human beings.” Marian sighed; she had explained this many times before. “We have to spread our arms wide and embrace everything people have to give.” She addressed Chig. “And then reflect it in our art.”

			Lane stared at her for a moment. “Ya, sure, I suppose so.” He hesitated, then suddenly turned moderator. “Let’s hear what Wendy has to say.”

			Wendy leaned forward, from behind Frank and Lane, into the window’s frame. The wind rippled her yellow silk blouse, whipped strands of long black hair across her cheeks. “You remember, Lane. We’ve talked about it before. That night you said you didn’t mind if the Coloreds had better jobs and schools and houses, but that, remember Lane? you resented race-mixing. And we talked and talked. We were looking at the sun come up over the rooftops, and finally I made you see that one of a man’s most important rights is to marry anyone he pleases, no matter what color. Remember that night? When your roommate went to Paris?”

			“Ya. Sure.” Lane nodded. “The human heart.”
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			“But he understands that.”

			“Who understands what, Marian?” From somewhere below Ira’s yellow-red plaid shoulder, Chig heard the smack of his hand on Marian’s thigh.

			“I mean the President, Ira.” She answered him, then all of them: “The President.” She nodded.

			“What about him?”

			“He understands, Lane. About the human heart.” She bounced in her seat as she spoke. “He’s not like the rest of them. He’s not a politician.”

			“That’s not true. He’s a master-politician. He really is.” Frank sat up straight. Costumed completely in brownish-red, shirt and pants, except for a yellow ascot, he looked almost elegant. “I mean he understands the system. He’s not innocent.”

			“Mother says the same thing.” Wendy whispered; smoke rose behind Lane’s head.

			Frank turned toward her, the back of his head neatly trimmed. “I didn’t mean it that way, Wendy. I meant he’s not politically innocent. He’s spent thirty years in the service of government. He understands how it works. He has a vision of where he wants the future to go. He’s not just holding the line.” Frank compared governments at that country’s Uneveurseto Netswonal, spoke the language well enough to do so. One night, several months before, his stomach filled with red wine, he had confessed to Chig that at twenty-six, he remained a virgin. “And he’s a master-politician, which I said before.”

			Wendy reached across Lane and stroked Frank’s hand with her fingers. She wore a pale gold wedding ring on her right hand. “I believe I haven’t made myself clear, Frank.” She smiled; Chig loved her smile, her dimple. “That was only when he first got to Washington. Later, he settled down. He and his wife often spend the weekend with some of Mother’s friends. I really agree with you, Frank. And you’d like him too.”

			“So you know him real well, huh?”

			“I honestly didn’t mean to brag, Lane. He’s Mother’s friend’s friend.” Inside the loose silk blouse, she took a breath. “I’ve only spoken to him exactly twice in my life, at some teas my parents and I attended. And he was very pleasant. But perhaps your parents know him better.”

			“They never met him.” Lane’s father grew tons of wheat somewhere between Chicago and Cedar City; Chig had never known exactly where. “But they know the Vice President, very well.”

			“Now he’s a politician!” Frank commented, beginning to laugh. “I mean in the spirit that Marian meant.”

			They did not often laugh at Frank’s jokes.

			“I still don’t know how he even got nominated.” Marian stared over the back of the seat, down into Lane’s lap.

			“Here we go again!” Lane slid forward to the Vice President’s defense. “You people always talk about how corrupt midwesterners are. Corruption was invented before there even was a Midwest, right on the old East Coast. So don’t tell me your Mr. President of the Younger Generation is a lily either!”

			“Nobody said he was a lily, Lane.” Ira leaned back, shouted at the roof of the car. “He makes deals. But not half as many—”

			“That’s not true. He was rich before he was elected to anything.” Frank fingered a pimple on his jaw. Like dragon’s heads, two pimples seemed to erupt for every one he burst. “He didn’t have to make any deals.”

			“Don’t be stupid enough to believe everything they tell you in school, Frank.” Lane paused. “Everybody’s a little corrupt. Right, Wendy?”

			“Of course, Lane. But I don’t believe I’ve heard as much gossip—”

			“That’s only because he covers his tracks better. He’s a smart one.”

			“That’s just the point,” Ira and Marian chorused.

			Frank picked up the thought. “He’s smart and he’s not interested in just money or power. He’ll change things.”

			“Just as long as you agree he’s no lily, like Chig said.”

			Most of Chig’s mind had been outside of the car, in a café with an iced-tea cooling his hand. “I didn’t say anything, Lane.”

			“Someone did.” He pushed Frank back into the seat, turned bright blue eyes Chig’s way.

			Chig shook his head. “No one said he was a lily, Lane.”

			“Hey, I know what I heard.” He continued to study Chig. “Are you saying—”

			“Oh, shit!” Ira interrupted. “I forgot the demonstration.”

			They had stopped. A half-mile ahead, over the shining roofs of several hundred idling automobiles, stood the thirty-storey Touras Netswonals.1 In the park at its base, a crowd of natives, Jualoreursos and Atzuoreursos both, had gathered to protest the war raging in Asia.

			“I’m sorry about this.” Ira turned full around and addressed the four in the backseat. “They can’t even start the game. We have all the balls.” One side of his mustache drooped lower than the other.

			“Can’t you get out of it some way, for golly’s sake?”

			“Look for yourself, Lane.” He beckoned around them to the shining cars. “It’s not moving. Can I fly over it?”

			“It’s all right, Ira.” Marian kissed his ear; Ira jumped.

			“What o’clock is it, please?” Cleurdia did not turn her head.

			Snatching his cuff halfway up his arm, Frank told her: 12:40.

			She thanked him, twisted to smile at Lane. “In the jeurnala it has said that the manofestatson will finish at two hours o’clock.”

			[image: ]

			Marian sighed. “Over an hour? We’ll bake.”

			Chig did not mind that too much, but already a wet halfmoon had appeared under Lane’s arm. Frank’s face shone with grease. Only Wendy seemed unaffected. She started a new cigaret, blew smoke out of her window.

			“Well . . .” Marian leaned forward, and, elbows wiggling, took off her shirt. Chig put on his sunglasses. He had never seen any breasts quite like them, even in films.

			LUOS ESTOTOS EURNIDOS SORLIT D’ASHA: Parading a huge sign, a group of students moved among the stranded cars, heading toward the Towers. Attracted by the spots of bright-yellow in the front seat, one student turned their way, then stopped, then stared.

			The first student grabbed the arm of a friend, pointed; then ten, then twenty boys had gathered around the car’s hood, four feet away, staring through Ira’s windshield. Short like most men in that country, they had to stand on tiptoe to see, a group portrait in the front window, their eyes bright, skin pale, long hair covering their ears, pushing and shoving each other for the best view.

			“Now, what do they want? Ira, get them out of the way. The traffic might start again.” Lane reached over the front seat, waving the students aside. “Hey, Cloode, tell them to get away.”

			“Put on your shirt, Marian.”

			“What’s wrong, Ira?”

			Chig felt embarrassed for her.

			Lane leaned across Wendy, began to yell out of the back window. “Vo! Vo!” He tapped Cleurdia’s shoulder. “Hey, come on, tell them to move away. Vo, you bastards!”

			“Put on your shirt.”

			“But Ira, I’m so hot.” She seemed not to see the students, a puzzled smile on her lips.

			“Marian, will you please cover your God-damn tits?”

			Frank covered his giggle.

			“Why are you shouting at me, Ira?” She fumbled with her shirt, but could not find the sleeves. “Why did you shout at me?”

			The students saw her trying to dress herself. “No! No!” Several of them, in the front rank, bent down, grabbed the fender, began to rock the car. “NO! No! NO! No!”

			Lane screamed at them, in English. “Hey, Roomps, if you guys want to get physical, we’ll get physical. God-damn Roomp bastards!”

			Cleurdia turned, offended.

			But Lane did not notice; the line of cars ahead began to roll, and behind them, a horn trumpeted the first eight notes of that nation’s Anthem. “Come on, Ira, run over them!”

			Ira shifted into first gear. “But I don’t want to hurt anybody.”

			Marian had finally buttoned her shirt. Defeated, the students released the fender and stood back. They smiled, waved farewell, as Ira’s car started forward.

			Turning to his right to watch the students by the window, Chig found Wendy looking at him with her dark brown eyes.

			

			
				

					1 luas touras netswonals: Actually three towers in one, a tower of wood within a tower of stone within a tower of brass. According to recent archeological evidence, the aboriginal tribes of that part of Europe erected the innermost, wooden tower to commemorate an alliance entered into with Attila, King of the Huns (406?-­453 A.D.). Until late in the fifteenth century the only place where the native-born could commit suicide without legal or social interference; in modern times, an average of eighty-nine natives jump from the towers each year.
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			Knowing the abilities of the seven stranded in the demonstration, their friends had not waited to choose sides. Arnold Lockman, a can of beer in his fist, stood in the gutter, saving Ira a parking space. He directed Ira’s maneuvers, pounced to open the door. “Want some, Wendy?”

			“No thanks, Arnold.”

			“Where you people been?” Arnold had on a short-sleeved canary yellow shirt.

			“A gang of Roomps attacked us.”

			“No kidding. How many of them?”

			“Twenty.” Lane stretched. “I almost jumped out of the car.”

			“Then you didn’t really fight.”

			“Didn’t have to.” He smiled. “Old Ira boy just about ran them down.”

			“I thought you had a real fight, bud.” He drank from the can. “Want some, Chig?”

			He shook his head. “It wasn’t as bad as Lane said. They just rocked the car.”

			“No kidding.”

			Ira opened the car’s hood and pulled out the canvas sack which held the bats, bases, balls and gloves. Chig volunteered to help him. Side by side, they dragged the heavy sack the twenty yards between Ira’s car and the four bare circles of yellow dirt that their weekly game had worn into the park grass.

			They set out the bases, while their friends greeted one another. Frank and Cleurdia passed them on their way to the public toilet house, a half-mile away across center field. Every Sunday Cleurdia went there to change into her playing clothes. And Frank usually contrived to go with her, walking beside her at stiff attention, an even two feet from her. Every few steps he would lean toward her, say something, begin to laugh. She never joined him.

			“Hey, Chig, heads up.” Ira threw the ball.

			“I wish he’d just go on and ask her out.” Chig pitched wild. “Sorry. She’d go, I think.”

			“Lane’s got that locked up.”

			“At least Frank could ask her.” He wondered when he would ask out Wendy, now that she seemed free. “Lane doesn’t care about Cleurdia.”

			“Frank’ll just keep cracking his bad jokes.” Ira smiled. “What a Jew!”

			“Frank’s not Jewish.”

			“I know. He’s an RC pretending to be Jewish. My father would love him for a son.”

			“Come on, Ira. You showed me letters from your father.” He could not make the ball reach where he aimed it, wished he hit the same way. He always hit high flies to center. “He seems happy with you. You’re not a bum. You stay clean. You dress—”

			“You don’t understand. We’re not interested in that kind of thing. That’s what they say, but they’re the ones who like all that show, parades, medals, image. My father doesn’t care how I dress. I could dress like a bum. If I was a banker. How’s your arm?”

			“Coming.”

			“My father takes a real interest in my work. He even knows a little about the art world, who’s big, who’s small. He used to come by my studio in New York and sit on a stool and tell me I was great. On the way to the States, he had to spend a few years in a couple of European cities. He was on his own and wanted to have a good time and he knew the best-looking girls went with artists, so he went with the artists too. He gave them another name. So he knows what’s good, and he says I’m good. Throw the ball.”

			He did, too high. “So why doesn’t he want you to be an artist?”

			“I’m wasting my time, he says. Nobody cares about art, Ira. If it was like when I was a boy in Europe and you wanted to be an artist, I’d send you with good wishes. They had some respect for artists there. But Mr. Mustache changed all that. Artist, banker, doctor, bum. Right into the oven. Don’t waste your time giving them beauty, he says. Make money. That way, when the pogrom starts, maybe I can buy my way out.”

			“You’re kidding.” He laughed again as soon as he had made his comment.

			“My father’s seen a lot; he’s very cynical. I say to him, but Daddy, there won’t be a pogrom here. But he answers: We said the same thing in Spain, just before the Inquisition started, to say nothing of Russia and Germany. So I don’t argue with him.” Ira shrugged. “I know what I’m doing is right. Somebody’s got to bring some beauty into the world.”

			“You fellows working something up?” Lane had jauntied over to them. “We want to start.” He stood between them, one hand leather-covered, turning his head from side to side. “You were warming up with the game ball.”

			“The game ball?” Chig tossed it to him. “Sorry. We didn’t mean to hold you up.”

			“Well, let’s start.” He escorted them to home plate. There, Chig’s friends milled, asking what team each belonged on, and which position, and where in the batting order.

			Marian talked with an exchange professor’s wife about the students who had bounced the car. “. . . against the States is running high. I think they just got carried away. But there was a strange kind of love in what they did. I mean, they never actually tried—Hi, Chig. And our having Chig in the car showed them we weren’t the kind of people they were against.” Taking him by surprise, she scooped him close, mashing the bikinibra between them. “Chig’s like a good luck wand, charm.”

			They laughed. The professor’s wife, in a yellow-gray denim shirt and pink dungarees, nodded her head.

			“We’re on the same team, Chig.” Ira joined them.

			“What about me, Ira?” She released Chig. “Who do I go with?”

			He puckered his lips, kissed her. “Could I play against my sweety?”

			“Come on, gang, rag or rock them!” Lane led his team onto the field: the male model who played shortstop, the government scholar from Iowa who manned third, a blonde with knobby calves who typed at the Embassy. And Wendy, long straight black hair, tanned legs, yellow shorts over a high round behind, took a position in right field, swept her hair away from her face with two fingers and pounded a pocket into her glove. The others followed. Lane circled around to pat their backs, nudge their elbows. “Rag and sock them!”

			Ira started the batting-order, swinging, missing twice before hitting to the male model, who fielded nicely, but threw over the first baseman’s head, who retrieved the ball and ran it back to the pitcher. By that time, Ira stood, coughing, on third base.

			An architect from Minnesota left him stranded, striking out on three straight pitches.

			Chig’s turn had come. Before stepping into the box, he looked out at Lane, crouched and playing him deep; behind Lane squatted the public toilet house, the air above it jellied by the sun.

			As the first pitch left the pitcher’s hand, Frank rounded the building’s corner, stumbled, and started toward them, waving his arms.

			The pitch bounced on home plate, skittering through the catcher’s legs, a ball. Cleurdia too had started across the field, trudging, her head bowed.

			“No batter! No batter! No batter!”

			Frank ran, flatfooted in a patch of tall grass, his feet tangling. He had already fallen once.

			Chig wondered idly if he could hit a ball over Lane’s head. Lane never took his eye off the ball; perhaps he and Frank would run into each other. He watched a strike.

			Frank had run within thirty yards of Lane, his mouth opening, closing; poor Frank and his jokes.

			The next pitch came stomach high and over the plate. Smiling at his own seriousness, Chig swung—watched Lane shuffle forward, stop, looking deep into the sky. Chig started down to first base, watching Frank, ten yards from Lane, a shout in his throat, his hands fisted. “Hey! Time out!”

			They collided. For an instant Frank kneeled on Lane’s shoulders, a snapshot of a circus act; then they tumbled onto the grass, a heel, an elbow, Frank on his face, Lane on his back.

			Chig laughed before anyone else, just because he could not believe what he had imagined actually happened. But within seconds, everybody laughed. Ira stood on home plate, coughing and laughing. Marian had rushed to hug him, but, fighting for breath, he kept pushing her away.

			They laughed until Lane crawled over to Frank, pulled him by his ascot, and began to punch at his face. “You made me miss it, you stupid shit!”

			“No, wait.” Frank tried to defend his face. “I’m sorry, but wait.”

			Finally Arnold parted them, but not before Frank had started to cry. “The President’s shot.” Tears, and a little blood from a cut Lane had opened dribbled down his cheeks, dripped to the grass, but Frank smiled. “It’s true. He’s shot.”

			Half of Chig’s friends laughed again, but not Lane. “You’re not funny, Frank. Don’t you know that yet, you stupid shit!”

			Frank shook his head, his eyes the same as when he had told Chig about his virginity. “But it’s true. Last night. Well, about four hours ago.”

			Chig stepped back from the circle and tried to find Cleurdia. She was in very deep center field, still walking. She had not changed to her playing clothes. He went to meet her. “Shot, Cleurdia?”

			She nodded. “He has dead.”

			“Wow. But how?”

			“They have carried guns.” She looked at him now, shaking her head. “And also his wife and . . .”

			They joined the others. Frank had completed his first report; the blonde with knobby calves sat in the grass, weeping. But most had gathered around Frank and Lane. “Okay, now tell again what the radio said.”

			Frank sniffled. “Last night, a few hours ago, and that two men came out of each dugout and walked up and shot him. The batboy got in the way . . .”

			“How’d they get into the dugouts?”

			“They don’t know. They were just changing sides and a lot of people were running around because they had some trouble with the lights, and four men all dressed like groundskeepers and all of them with acorns, I think the radio said, I was translating, anyway with acorns in their lapels came out of the dugouts, and walked over to his box and . . . and then they had shotguns and fired at everybody in the box.” His eyes glowed deep pink like wounds; the little cleft in the middle of his upper lip had filled with water. “His wife and his two youngest children, and a man who was selling ice cream and a photographer who was taking pictures of that, with his kids and the ice cream man, I mean.”



OEBPS/font/FournierMTStd-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/FournierMTStd-Italic.otf


OEBPS/image/9781529412185_Dunfords_Travels_Everywheres_-_8th_proofs.png
Dunfords Travels
Everywheres

William Melvin Kelley

riverrun





OEBPS/font/GranjonLTStd.otf


OEBPS/image/001_Kell_9781984899378_all_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/image/riverrun_Complete_bmap.png





OEBPS/image/9781529412192.jpg
DUNFORDS TRAVELS EVERYWHERES

BY WILLIAM MELVIN KELLEY

\\\\\H{ y ;’,I
j/
s %
= =
7 =
=, =
f,’;, e
,ﬁ, -«.
/4(






