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			Praise for Dancers on the Shore

			‘There is no need of prophesying that Mr. Kelley will one day be among the best American short story writers. Dancers on the Shore proves that he already is’ New York Herald Tribune

			‘Kelley shows himself to be a master of the short story as well as of the novel’ Chicago Tribune

			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. Dancers on the Shore, first published in 1964, is his second published work of fiction. 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 titled ‘If You’re Woke You Dig It’. He died in February 2017, aged 79.
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			When I read a dedication in another book, I always wonder who the person is, and what he or she has done for the writer to make him offer his book as humble repayment. There is a chance, I think, you too have wondered about such things. So, before I dedicate this book to her, I would like to introduce you to my grandmother.

			She came to New York seventy years ago, and having a great talent for sewing, was soon working steadily as a dressmaker. These two facts will help you to understand something that happened about four years ago.

			At that time, I had just decided I would try to write. Since most everyone I knew had expected me to choose a more secure and respectable occupation, and since the desire to write was really a vague undergraduate yearning, I felt called upon to give some explanation to someone. I also felt that if my grandmother, who was the only family I had, understood, I could stand up to the others when they asked me why I did not have a decent job.

			As I sat talking to her, I began to feel sure the sixty years separating us would be too much, that I would not be able to explain to her the feeling writing gave me.

			For a half hour, she sat sewing and listening. For a half hour I gave reasons, explanations and examples, and finally when I slumped back, exhausted and discouraged, it seemed to me I had made no sense at all.

			For a moment she looked at me, making certain I had finished. Then she smiled: “I know. I couldn’t have made dresses for seventy years unless I loved it.”

			To my grandmother, Jessie Garcia,

			with admiration, gratitude, and love.

		

	
		
			Preface

			An American writer who happens to have brown skin faces this unique problem: Solutions and answers to The Negro Problem are very often read into his work. At the instant they open his book, his readers begin to search fervently, and often with honest concern, for some key or answer to what is happening today between black and white people in America.

			At this time, let me say for the record that I am not a sociologist or a politician or a spokesman. Such people try to give answers. A writer, I think, should ask questions. He should depict people, not symbols or ideas disguised as people.

			I am an American Negro. I hope I am a writer, but perhaps the latter statement is not mine to judge.

			WMK
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			. . . No, they were not inhuman. Well, you know, that was the worst of it—this suspicion of their not being inhuman. It would come slowly to one. They howled and leaped, and spun, and made horrid faces; but what thrilled you was just the thought of their humanity—like yours—the thought of your remote kinship with this wild and passionate uproar. Ugly. Yes, it was ugly enough; but if you were man enough you would admit to yourself that there was in you just the faintest trace of a response to the terrible frankness of that noise, a dim suspicion of there being a meaning in it which you—you so remote from the night of first ages—could comprehend. And why not? The mind of man is capable of anything—because everything is in it, all the past as well as all the future. What was there after all? Joy, fear, sorrow, ­devotion, valor, rage—who can tell?—but truth—truth stripped of its cloak of time. Let the fool gape and shudder—the man knows, and can look on without a wink. But he must at least be as much of a man as these on the shore.

			joSEPH coNRAD, Heart of Darkness

		

	
		
			The Only Man on Liberty Street

			SHE WAS SQUATTING in the front yard, digging with an old brass spoon in the dirt which was an ocean to the islands of short yellow grass. She wore a red and white checkered dress, which hung loosely from her shoulders, and obscured her legs. It was early spring and she was barefoot. Her toes stuck from under the skirt. She could not see the man yet, riding down Liberty Street, his shoulders square, the duster he wore spread back over the horse’s rump, a carpetbag tied with a leather strap to his saddle horn and knocking against his leg. She could not see him until he had dismounted and tied his horse to a small, black, iron Negro jockey and unstrapped the bag. She watched now as he opened the wooden gate, came into the yard, and stood, looking down at her, his face stern, almost gray beneath the brim of his wide hat.

			She knew him. Her mother called him Mister Herder and had told Jennie that he was Jennie’s father. He was one of the men who came riding down Liberty Street in their fine black suits and starched shirts and large, dark ties. Each of these men had a house to go to, into which, in the evening usually, he would disappear. Only women and children lived on Liberty Street. All of them were Negroes. Some of the women were quite dark, but most were coffee-color. They were all very beautiful. Her mother was light. She was tall, had black eyes, and black hair so long she could sit on it.

			The man standing over her was the one who came to her house once or twice a week. He was never there in the morning when Jennie got up. He was tall, and thin, and blond. He had a short beard that looked as coarse as the grass beneath her feet. His eyes were blue, like Jennie’s. He did not speak English very well. Jennie’s mother had told her he came from across the sea and Jennie often wondered if he went there between visits to their house.

			“Jennie? Your mother tells me that you ask why I do not stay at night. Is so?”

			She looked up at him. “Yes, Mister Herder.” The hair under his jaw was darker than the hair on his cheeks.

			He nodded. “I stay now. Go bring your mother.”

			She left the spoon in the dirt, and ran into the house, down the long hall, dark now because she had been sitting in the sun. She found her mother standing over the stove, a great black lid in her left hand, a wooden spoon in her right. There were beads of sweat on her forehead. She wore a full black skirt and a white blouse. Her one waist-length braid hung straight between her shoulder blades. She turned to Jennie’s running steps.

			“Mama? That man? My father? He in the yard. He brung a carpetbag.”

			First her mother smiled, then frowned, then looked puzzled. “A carpetbag, darling?”

			“Yes, Mama.”

			She followed her mother through the house, pausing with her at the hall mirror where the woman ran her hand up the back of her neck to smooth stray black hair. Then they went onto the porch, where the man was now seated, surveying the tiny yard and the dark green hedge that enclosed it. The carpetbag rested beside his chair.

			Her mother stood with her hands beneath her apron, staring at the bag. “Mister Herder?”

			He turned to them. “I will not go back this time. No matter what. Why should I live in that house when I must come here to know what home is?” He nodded sharply as if in answer to a question. “So! I stay. I give her that house. I will send her money, but I stay here.”

			Her mother stood silently for an instant, then turned to the door. “Dinner’ll be on the table in a half hour.” She opened the screen door. The spring whined and cracked. “Oh.” She let go the door, and picked up the carpetbag. “I’ll take this on up.” She went inside. As she passed, Jennie could see she was smiling again.

			After that, Jennie’s mother became a celebrity on Liberty Street. The other women would stop her to ask about the man. “And he staying for good, Josie?”

			“Yes.”

			“You have any trouble yet?”

			“Not yet.”

			“Well, child, you make him put that there house in your name. You don’t want to be no Sissie Markham. That white woman come down the same day he died and moved Sissie and her children right into the gutter. You get that house put in your name. You hear?”

			“Yes.”

			“How is it? It different?”

			Her mother would look dazed. “Yes, it different. He told me to call him Maynard.”

			The other women were always very surprised.

			At first, Jennie too was surprised. The man was always there in the morning and sometimes even woke her up. Her mother no longer called him Mister Herder, and at odd times, though still quite seldom, said, No. She had never before heard her mother say No to anything the man ever said. It was not long before Jennie was convinced that he actually was her father. She began to call him Papa.

			Daily now a white woman had been driving by their house. Jennie did not know who she was or what she wanted, but playing in the yard, would see the white woman’s gray buggy turn the corner and come slowly down the block, pulled by a speckled horse that trudged in the dry dust. A Negro driver sat erect in his black uniform, a whip in his fist. The white woman would peer at the house as if looking for an address or something special. She would look at the curtained windows, looking for someone, and sometimes even at Jennie. The look was not kind or tender, but hard and angry as if she knew something bad about the child.

			Then one day the buggy stopped, the Negro pulling gently on the reins. The white woman leaned forward, spoke to the driver and handed him a small pink envelope. He jumped down, opened the gate, and without looking at Jennie, his face dark and shining, advanced on the porch, up the three steps, which knocked hollow beneath his boots, opened the screen door and twisted the polished brass bell key in the center of the open, winter door.

			Her mother came drying her hands. The Negro reached out the envelope and her mother took it, looking beyond him for an instant at the buggy and the white woman who returned her look coldly. As the Negro turned, her mother opened the letter, and read it, moving her lips slightly. Then Jennie could see the twinkling at the corners of her eyes. Her mother stood framed in the black square of doorway, tall, fair, the black hair swept to hide her ears, her eyes glistening.

			Jennie turned back to the white woman now and saw her lean deeper into her seat. Then she pulled forward. “Do you understand what I will have them do?” She was shouting shrilly and spoke like Jennie’s father. “You tell him he has got one wife! You are something different!” She leaned back again, waved her gloved hand and the buggy lurched down the street, gained speed, and jangled out of sight around the corner.

			Jennie was on her feet and pounding up the stairs. “Mama?”

			“Go play, Jennie. Go on now, play!” Still her mother stared straight ahead, as if the buggy and the white woman remained in front of the house. She still held the letter as if to read it. The corners of her eyes were wet. Then she turned and went into the house. The screen door clacked behind her.

			At nights now Jennie waited by the gate in the yard for her father to turn the corner, walking. In the beginning she had been waiting too for the one day he would not turn the corner. But each night he came, that day seemed less likely to come. Even so, she was always surprised to see him. When she did, she would wave, timidly, raising her hand only to her shoulder, wiggling only her fingers, as if to wave too wildly would somehow cause the entire picture of his advancing to collapse as only a slight wind would be enough to disarrange a design of feathers.

			That night too she waved and saw him raise his hand high over his head, greeting her. She backed away when he reached the gate so he might open it, her head thrown way back, looking up at him.

			“Well, my Jennie, what kind of day did you have?”

			She only smiled, then remembered the white woman. “A woman come to visit Mama. She come in a buggy and give her a letter too. She made Mama cry.”

			His smile fled. He sucked his tongue, angry now. “We go see what is wrong. Come.” He reached for her hand.

			Her mother was in the kitchen. She looked as if she did not really care what she was doing or how, walking from pump to stove, stove to cupboard in a deep trance. The pink envelope was on the table.

			She turned to them. Her eyes were red. Several strands of hair stuck to her temples. She cleared her nose and pointed to the letter. “She come today.”

			Her father let go Jennie’s hand, picked up the letter and read it. When he was finished he took it to the stove and dropped it into the flame. There was a puff of smoke before he replaced the lid. He shook his head. “She cannot make me go back, Josephine.”

			Her mother fell heavily into a wooden chair, beginning to cry again. “But she’s white, Maynard.”

			He raised his eyebrows like a priest or a displeased school teacher. “Your skin is whiter.”

			“My mother was a slave.”

			He threw up his hands, making fists. “Your mother did not ask to be a slave!” Then he went to her, crouched on his haunches before her, speaking quietly. “No one can make me go back.”

			“But she can get them to do what she say.” She turned her gaze on Jennie, but looked away quickly. “You wasn’t here after the war. But I seen things. I seen things happen to field niggers that . . . I was up in the house; they didn’t bother me. My own father, General Dewey Willson, he stood on a platform in the center of town and promised to keep the niggers down. I was close by.” She took his face in her hands. “Maynard, maybe you better go back, least-ways—”

			“I go back—dead! You hear? Dead. These children, these cowardly children in their masks will not move me! I go back dead. That is all. We do not discuss it.” And he was gone. Jennie heard him thundering down the hall, knocking against the table near the stairs, going up to the second floor.

			Her mother was looking at her now, her eyes even more red than before, her lips trembling, her hands active in her lap. “Jennie?”

			“Yes, Mama.” She took a step toward her, staring into the woman’s eyes.

			“Jennie, I want you to promise me something and not forget it.”

			“Yes, Mama.” She was between her mother’s knees, felt the woman’s hands clutching her shoulders.

			“Jennie, you’ll be right pretty when you get grown. Did you know that? Promise me you’ll go up North. Promise me if I’m not here when you get eighteen, you’ll go north and get married. You understand?”

			Jennie was not sure she did. She could not picture the North, except that she had heard once it was cold and white things fell from the sky. She could not picture being eighteen and her mother not being there. But she knew her mother wanted her to understand and she lied. “Yes, Mama.”

			“Repeat what I just said.”

			She did. Her mother kissed her mouth, the first time ever.

			fROM THE KITCHEN below came their voices. Her father’s voice sounded hard, cut short; Jennie knew he had made a decision and was sticking to it. Her mother was pleading, trying to change his mind. It was July the Fourth, the day of the shooting match.

			She dressed in her Sunday clothes and coming downstairs, heard her mother: “Maynard, please don’t take her.” She was frantic now. “I’m begging you. Don’t take that child with you today.”

			“I take her. We do not discuss it. I take her. Those sneaking cowards in their masks . . .” Jennie knew now what they were talking about. Her father had promised to take her to the shooting match. For some reason, her mother feared there would be trouble if Jennie went downtown. She did not know why her mother felt that way, except that it might have something to do with the white woman, who continued to ride by their house each morning, after her father had left for the day. Perhaps her mother did not want to be alone in the house when the white woman drove by in her gray buggy, even though she had not stopped the buggy since the day two months ago, when the Negro had given her mother the pink envelope.

			But other strange things had happened after that. In the beginning she and her mother, as always before, had gone downtown to the market, to shop amid the bright stalls brimming with green and yellow vegetables and brick-red meats, tended by dark, country Negroes in shabby clothes and large straw hats. It would get very quiet when they passed, and Jennie would see the Negroes look away, fear in their eyes, and knots of white men watching, sometimes giggling. But the white women in fine clothes were the most frightening; sitting on the verandas or passing in carriages, some even coming to their windows, they would stare angrily as if her mother had done something terrible to each one personally, as if all these white women could be the one who drove by each morning. Her mother would walk through it all, her back straight, very like her father’s, the bun into which she wove her waist-length braid on market days, gleaming dark.

			In the beginning they had gone to the suddenly quiet market. But now her mother hardly set foot from the house, and the food was brought to them in a carton by a crippled Negro boy, who was coming just as Jennie and her father left the house that morning.

			Balancing the carton on his left arm, he removed his ragged hat and smiled. “Morning, Mister Herder. Good luck at the shooting match, sir.” His left leg was short and he seemed to tilt.

			Her father nodded. “Thank you, Felix. I do my best.”

			“Then you a sure thing, Mister Herder.” He replaced his hat and went on around the house.

			Walking, her hand in her father’s, Jennie could see some of the women of Liberty Street peering out at them through their curtains.

			Downtown was not the same. Flags and banners draped the verandas; people wore their best clothes. The Square had been roped off, a platform set up to one side, and New Marsails Avenue, which ran into the Square, had been cleared for two blocks. Far away down the Avenue stood a row of cotton bales onto which had been pinned oilcloth targets. From where they stood, the bull’s-eyes looked no bigger than red jawbeakers.

			Many men slapped her father on the back, and furtively, looked at her with a kind of clinical interest. But mostly they ignored her. The celebrity of the day was her father, and unlike her mother, he was very popular. Everyone felt sure he would win the match; he was the best shot in the state.

			After everyone shot, the judge came running down from the targets, waving his arms. “Maynard Herder. Six shots, and you can cover them all with a good gob of spit!” He grabbed her father’s elbow and pulled him toward the platform, where an old man with white hair and beard, wearing a gray uniform trimmed with yellow, waited. She followed them to the platform steps, but was afraid to go any farther because now some women had begun to look at her as they had at her mother.

			The old man made a short speech, his voice deep, but coarse, grainy-sounding, and gave her father a silver medal in a blue velvet box. Her father turned and smiled at her. She started up the steps toward him, but just then the old man put his hand on her father’s shoulder.

			People had begun to walk away down the streets leading out of the Square. There was less noise now but she could not hear the first words the old man said to her father.

			Her father’s face tightened into the same look she had seen the day the letter came, the same as this morning in the kitchen. She went halfway up the stairs, stopped.

			The old man went on: “You know I’m no meddler. Everybody knows about Liberty Street. I had a woman down there myself . . . before the war.”

			“I know that.” The words came out of her father’s face, though his lips did not move.

			The old man nodded. “But, Maynard, what you’re doing is different.”

			“She’s your own daughter.”

			“Maybe that’s why . . .” The old man looked down the street, toward the cotton bales and the targets. “But she’s a nigger. And now the talking is taking an ugly turn and the folks talking are the ones I can’t hold.”

			Her father spoke in an angry whisper. “You see what I do to that target? You tell those children in their masks I do that to the forehead of any man . . . or woman that comes near her or my house. You tell them.”

			“Maynard, that wouldn’t do any real good after they’d done something to her.” He stopped, looked at Jennie, and smiled. “That’s my only granddaughter, you know.” His eyes clicked off her. “You’re a man who knows firearms. You’re a gunsmith. I know firearms too. Pistols and rifles can do lots of things, but they don’t make very good doctors. Nobody’s asking you to give her up. Just go back home. That’s all. Go back to your wife.”

			Her father turned away, walking fast, came down the stairs and grabbed her hand. His face was red as blood between the white of his collar and the straw yellow of his hair.

			They slowed after a block, paused in a small park with green trees shading several benches and a statue of a stern-faced young man in uniform, carrying pack and rifle. “We will sit.”

			She squirmed up onto the bench beside him. The warm wind smelled of salt from the Gulf of Mexico. The leaves were a dull, low tambourine. Her father was quiet for a long while.

			Jennie watched birds bobbing for worms in the grass near them, then looked at the young, stone soldier. Far off, but from where she viewed it, just over the soldier’s hat, a gliding sea gull dived suddenly behind the rooftops. That was when she saw the white man, standing across the street from the park, smiling at her. There were other white men with him, some looking at her, others at the man, all laughing. He waved to her. She smiled at him though he was the kind of man her mother told her always to stay away from. He was dressed as poorly as any Negro. From behind his back, he produced a brown rag doll, looked at her again, then grabbed the doll by its legs, and tore it part way up the middle. Then he jammed his finger into the rip between the doll’s legs. The other men laughed uproariously.

			Jennie pulled her father’s sleeve. “Papa? What he doing?”

			“Who?” Her father turned. The man repeated the show and her father bolted to his feet, yelling: “I will kill you! You hear? I will kill you for that!”

			The men only snickered and ambled away.

			Her father was red again. He had clenched his fists; now his hands were white like the bottoms of fishes. He sighed, shook his head and sat down. “I cannot kill everybody.” He shook his head again, then leaned forward to get up. But first he thrust the blue velvet medal box into her hand. It was warm from his hand, wet and prickly. “When you grow up, you go to the North like your mother tells you. And you take this with you. It is yours. Always remember I gave it to you.” He stood. “Now you must go home alone. Tell your mother I come later.”

			That night, Jennie tried to stay awake until he came home, until he was there to kiss her good night, his whiskers scratching her cheek. But all at once there was sun at her window and the sound of carts and wagons grating outside in the dirt street. Her mother was quiet while the two of them ate. After breakfast, Jennie went into the yard to wait for the gray buggy to turn the corner, but for the first morning in many months, the white woman did not jounce by, peering at the house, searching for someone or something special.

		

	
		
			Enemy Territory

			I   PEERED OVER a rotting tree stump and saw him moving, without a helmet, in the bushes. I got his forehead in my sights, squeezed the trigger, and imagined I saw the bullet puncture his head and blood trickle out. “I got you, Jerome. I got you!”

			“Awh, you did not.”

			“I got you; you’re dead.”

			I must have sounded very definite because he compromised. “You only wounded me.”

			“Tommy? Tommy! Come here.” Her voice came from high above me.

			I scrambled to my knees. “What, Ma?” She was on the porch of our house, next to the vacant lot where we were playing.

			“Come here a minute, dear. I want you to do something for me.” She was wearing a yellow dress. The porch was red brick.

			I hopped up and ran to the foot of our steps. She came to the top. “Mister Bixby left his hat.”

			As I had waited in ambush for Jerome, I had seen Mister Bixby climb and, an hour later, chug down the steps. He was one of my father’s poker playing friends. It was only after she mentioned it that I remembered Mister Bixby had been wearing, when he arrived, a white, wide-brimmed panama hat with a black band.

			Entering my parents’ room on the second floor, I saw it on their bed. My mother picked it up. “Walk it around to his house. Now walk, I say. Don’t run because you’ll probably drop it and ruin it.” It was so white a speck of dirt would have shone like a black star in a white sky. “So walk! Let me see your hands.”

			I extended them palms up and she immediately sent me to the bathroom to wash. Then she gave me the hat. I did not really grip it, rather, with my finger in the crown, I balanced it, as if about to twirl it.

			When I stepped onto the porch again, I saw them playing on their corner—Valentine’s Gang. Well, in this day of street gangs organized like armies, I cannot rightly call Joey Valentine, who was eight, and his acquaintances, who ranged in age from five to seven, a gang. It was simply that they lived on the next block, and since my friends and I were just at the age when we were allowed to cross the street, but were not yet used to this new freedom, we still stood on opposite sides of the asphalt strip that divided us and called each other names. It was not until I got onto the porch that I realized, with a sense of dread that only a six-year-old can conjure up, that Mister Bixby lived one block beyond Valentine’s Territory.

			Still, with faith that the adult nature of my mission would give me unmolested passage, I approached the corner, which was guarded by a red fire alarm box, looked both ways for the cars that seldom came, and, swallowing, began to cross over.

			They were playing with toy soldiers and tin tanks in the border of dry yellow dirt that separated the flagstones from the gutter. I was in the middle of the street when they first realized I was invading; they were shocked. At the time, I can remember thinking they must have been awed that I should have the unequaled courage to cross into their territory. But looking back, I realize it probably had little to do with me. It was the hat, a white panama hat. A more natural target for abuse has never existed.

			I was two steps from the curb when Joey Valentine moved into my path. “Hey, what you got?”

			Since he was obviously asking the question to show off, I bit my lips and did not answer. I saw myself as one of my radio heroes resisting Japanese interrogation. I was aloof. However, the white panama hat was not at all aloof. Before I knew it, Joey Valentine reached out a mud-caked hand and knocked the hat off my finger to a resounding chorus of cheers and laughter.

			I scooped up the hat before any of them, retreated at a run across the street, and stopped beside the red alarm box. Wanting to save some small amount of my dignity, I screamed at them: “I’ll get you guys! I’ll get you. I’m not really an American. I’m an African and Africans are friends of the Japs and I’ll get them to bomb your house!”

			But even as I ranted at them, I could see I was doing so in vain. Across the way, Valentine’s Gang lounged with the calm of movie Marines listening to Japanese propaganda on the radio. I turned toward my house, inspecting the hat for smudges. There were none; it was as blinding white as ever. Already I felt tears inching down my cheeks.

			Not until I was halfway up the porch steps did I see my grandmother sitting in her red iron chair. But before I could say anything, before I could appeal for understanding and comfort, she lifted herself out of the chair and disappeared into the house. She had seen it all—I knew that—and she was too ashamed of me to face me.

			Suddenly, she was coming back, holding a broom handle. She had never before lifted a hand to me, but in my state, I felt sure that many things would change. I closed my eyes and waited.

			Instead of the crunch of hard wood on bone, I heard her chair creak. I opened my eyes and found the end of the broom handle under my nose.

			“You know if you don’t go back and deliver that hat, you’ll feel pretty bad tonight.”

			I nodded.

			“Well, take this. We don’t like you fighting. But sometimes you have to. So now you march down there and tell those boys if they don’t let you alone, you’ll have to hit them with this. Here.” She pushed the broom handle at me.

			I took it, but was not very happy about it. I studied her; she looked the same, her white hair bunned at her neck, her blue eyes large behind glasses, her skin the color of unvarnished wood. But something inside must have changed for her actually to tell me to hit someone. I had been in fights, fits and starts of temper that burned out in a second. But to walk deliberately down to the corner, threaten someone and hit him if he did not move aside, this was completely different, and, as my parents and grandmother had raised me, downright evil. She must have realized what I was thinking.

			“You know who Teddy Roosevelt was?”
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