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    Dedication


    To all the good Samaritans who have touched my life.

  


  
    Chapter 1


    1964


    1


    Saturday, June 20, 1964


    As her vision became accustomed to the dimness of the rural night, sixteen-year-old Wendy Adams gazed through the windshield, lifted her eyebrows, frowned, and then glared at Frank Baird. The Justice High School senior simply wouldn’t give up. This was his big surprise! This is why he’d told her to keep her eyes closed for the past five minutes. Leaving the VFW dance early had all been a ploy to get her alone and to this spot.


    As Frank inched closer, Wendy shook her head and apprehensively hissed, “You’re pretty sure of yourself. Do you honestly believe getting me up here will somehow change the rules? This is beneath even you. Now, let’s turn the car around and go home.”


    “Ah, come on, Babe,” Frank begged, switching off the long, sleek, ’63 Pontiac’s motor and moving across the wide bench seat to where his lips were just inches from hers. “Just a few minutes out here in the moonlight will change your life forever! Besides, with your body, those blue eyes, those full lips, and your perfect chin, you’re wasting what every other girl in school wishes she had. I mean you’re as close to Sandra Dee as Mississippi has ever seen.”


    He was attractive. He did have a certain animal charm. So, as he dipped his head even lower, she was tempted to meet him halfway, to give in to his will and compromise her own, but the thought of sitting beside her mother at church the next morning caused her deeply ingrained moral fiber to once more wrestle control from her suddenly fluttering heart.


    Pushing herself up against the passenger door, she hesitantly announced, “We’re going home now.”


    “Not unless you’re walking,” he replied with a grin. “And it’s a long way back to town. Just might wear those heels out before you get there.”


    Even as she glared at him, he edged closer, never taking his eyes off hers as he reached over and switched on the radio. Suddenly, the strains of Lesley Gore’s “It’s My Party” filled the Pontiac’s interior. A few moments later, his lips once more within inches of hers, Frank whispered, “And it’s our party, too.”


    Ricky Nelson couldn’t have charmed her using such a cheap line. It not only ruined the moment, it reset Wendy’s moral radar. Reaching for the door handle, she yanked it, spun to the right, and stepped out into the warm summer night. Slamming the Pontiac’s door behind her, she took a half-dozen steps down toward the creek before stopping to lean up against a century-old elm tree. As her blue eyes stared down into the barely moving water, she heard a car door open, close, and then footsteps in the grass behind her. She was hoping he was coming to apologize, but those hopes were quickly dashed.


    “Wasted trip,” Frank barked as he took a spot on the other side of the eighty-foot tree. “I guess I’m just not your type. In fact, I don’t think you have a type. You shoot every guy down before the game even starts. Last fall, you were crowned the homecoming queen, and tonight you won the title of the ice princess.”


    She moved forward and glanced around the elm’s large trunk at Frank. He was tall, a bit over six-foot, lean but toned, his shoulders wide and hips narrow. He had deep brown eyes and wavy black hair. He was not handsome in the way Hollywood defined it, but he did have rugged good looks that made him stand out in a crowd. Sadly, those gifts framed an attitude proving he believed himself to be God’s gift to the world. It was his attitude that canceled out his myriad positive traits, as well as shaking all desire from her head and heart. And his smug brashness was the reason she found the strength to coldly declare, “You’ve accomplished nothing more than proving you’re not a gentleman.”


    “Never claimed to be one,” he shot back.


    At least he was honest. She’d hand him that much. He didn’t want to be the school’s best citizen. He never claimed to walk the straight and narrow. He only wanted what was in front of him at the moment.


    Tearing her eyes from his lustful gaze, Wendy tried to understand her own convoluted feelings. Why was his pull so strong? Why, when every boy in school dreamed of going out with her, did she say yes to Frank? Why did she have to be the good girl when she wanted something no good girl should want?


    Pushing herself off the tree, Wendy took two steps forward and glanced around at the place the kids called Lovers Park. She had to admit, in a cheap sort of way it was romantic. The moonlight, the breeze rustling through the trees, and the gurgling of the slow-moving creek did create a natural setting for intimacy. Though there were some clouds, it was still clear enough that the stars did offer something to wish on as the solitude brought about a false sense of independence and maturity. Even nature seemed to be whispering, “Give in to your desires.” While she was tempted, she couldn’t listen—at least not tonight and surely not with Frank. But each second she was mute, as each moment went by with no words spoken, it likely convinced him that this trip had not been for naught. Even now, he probably thought she was reconsidering. So, she had to say something, no matter what it was, to prove she was in control.


    “I don’t know about wasted,” she began, trying to be forceful and bold, “I mean, I’ve always wondered what this place looked like. I’ve heard whispers at school, you know, from those kind of girls, but all of my friends are a bit too proper to visit this spot.”


    “They’re not that proper.” Frank grinned. “They just don’t admit they’ve been here.”


    She ignored both his insinuation and the fact that he’d once more closed the distance between them. As she felt his breath on her neck, she knew she had to restart the conversation or face fighting him off again.


    “Isn’t this where you had the hot dog cookout I heard about a month ago?”


    “How did you hear about it?” He pulled back, seeming genuinely surprised. “And besides, it was more than two months back.”


    Wendy grinned; she’d gotten him to back off. “Well,” she sang out, “Becky admitted to me she was here, and it wasn’t really a cookout, but rather a make-out session.”


    “Yeah,” he admitted, “and Becky was a willing participant.”


    “That’s not the way she told it,” Wendy shot back, fearing she had once more lost control.


    Frank laughed. “We didn’t roast hot dogs, but we were doing some cooking and we did have a fire. Want to see where it was?”


    “I’m not sure I need to get any farther from the car,” she replied apprehensively.


    Moving closer, he reached out to touch her left hand and, in a suddenly assuring tone, “You can trust me. I won’t make you do anything you don’t want to do.”


    She hesitated, took a deep breath, and shook her head just hard enough for her blonde ponytail to bounce. “Nobody makes me do anything I don’t want to do.”


    “I kind of got that,” he replied.


    Wendy took his hand and allowed him to lead her down by the creek and deeper into the shade of a half-dozen sixty-foot trees. When, after only a dozen steps, he put his arm around her shoulder and draped his hand dangerously close to her chest, she wondered if this had been such a good idea.


    “That’s where the fire was,” he said, using his right hand to point to a spot down by the water.


    The moonlight was just bright enough to see where the rocks had circled the space. As her eyes grew accustomed to the shadows, she noted there were still a few charred logs piled in the center.


    “It must have been a pretty big blaze,” she observed.


    “Big enough,” he explained. “But not so big anyone came up here wondering what was going on. And your friend looked beautiful in the flickering light. I do remember that.”


    Trying to ignore what he was implying, Wendy observed empty bottles thrown down by the creek. She’d heard that some drinking had fueled the party, and she wondered if Becky, the president of her church youth group, had been a part of it, too.


    As Wendy’s eyes moved from the bottles up to the creek bank, she spotted a few large trees fallen at least a generation before. She imagined they’d offered places where couples used to sit, snuggle, and kiss. Her curiosity was about to completely overwhelm her principles, when her eyes caught something obviously out of place.


    “What’s that?” Wendy asked, pointing out the object to her date.


    His eyes followed her fingers until he saw it, too. Dropping his arm from her shoulder, he jogged over to the spot, leaned closer, and picked up what she had spied. Pushing it back toward her, he proudly exclaimed, “Someone must not have gotten home with all her clothes. Wonder how she explained it to her parents, and wonder when she lost it.”


    Wendy quickly moved across the ground to where the smirking Frank stood holding the prize. “Let me see it.” She held up the light blue blouse, moving it out of the shadows and into the moonlight. The monogrammed B immediately gave away the garment’s owner. “It’s Becky’s,” she sighed.


    “I’d thought she was almost as icy as you are,” he sniped. “I guess someone else may have found the defrost button.”


    “Not funny,” Wendy protested, tossing the blouse back his way. “We don’t really know what happened, and I need to talk to Becky before you breathe a word of it to any of your friends.”


    “My silence can easily be bought,” he shot back. “And it doesn’t take money. Come here and kiss me.”


    “You’re disgusting.” She sighed, even as he pulled her into his arms.


    “You can’t be sure until you kiss me,” he bragged, bringing his lips to hers.


    “Wait,” Wendy whispered, pushing her hands against his chest to hold him back.


    “What?” he groaned. “Wendy, it’s 1964! You need to get with the times. Being a good girl died a generation ago.”


    She ignored his vocal jab and pointed out into the darkness. “What’s on the other side of the log?”


    “You’re a bigger iceberg than the one that hit the Titanic,” he complained. “No more stalling, kiss me.”


    “No,” she said, jerking free of his clutch, “there’s something over there.”


    Even in her pumps, she quickly covered the twenty feet to the log and peered into the dark shadows. There was something there. She’d seen it a few seconds before.


    “Over here!” she almost screamed as she pushed her wind-blown ponytail back over her shoulder.


    Frank slowly trudged through the grass to her side. “Boy, I’ve heard of excuses before, but this one tops it. I bring you to the most romantic spot in the area, a place where generations have come to make out, and you freeze up like ice cream. This is going to be our last date. If all the girls in town move away and you’re the only one left, I will never take you out again.”


    He folded his arms and glared into Wendy’s eyes before following her gaze into the darkness. He surveyed the scene for a few disgusted seconds, then noted, “I don’t see anything, Wendy.” Shaking his head, he added, “I know when to give up. I’m waving the white flag now. The money I spent on flowers, the dance, and gas has been wasted. So, Miss Adams, let’s go on home.”


    “Wait,” she pleaded, reaching out and putting her arm through his to hold him in place. “Just keep looking out there until the wind blows, the tree branches move, and the moonlight reveals what I spotted. I tell you, something is right over there. Just about twenty feet from the big oak tree.”


    Neither of them had to wait long. A few seconds later, the wind was strong enough to not just move the branches but to almost push the two teens sideways.


    “Storm coming,” Frank noted with urgency. “We really ought to get home. Dad will be steamed if I get mud on his car.”


    “There it is!” Wendy exclaimed.


    Dropping her arm from his, she rushed to and climbed over a log, then raced through the grass into the darkness and shadows. She finally stopped when she was sure she was near what she had seen. Suddenly, clouds covered the moon, the night was plunged into pitch blackness, and a large raindrop struck her cheek. She could now smell the rain and even hear it peppering the leaves above her. As the moments passed, she stared out into the darkness as the falling water soaked through to her skin. Curiosity, not common sense, held her in place.


    “Come on, Wendy,” Frank called out. “We’ve got to get back to the car and get out of here.”


    “Just a second,” she yelled back.


    “Wendy!” He moaned.


    With the strong, wet breeze blowing her hair and pleated skirt, the most beautiful girl in Justice stubbornly fixed her gaze on the dark ground. Her concentration was rewarded when a bolt of lightning lit up the night. Frozen in place, her eyes locked onto a sight too ghastly to fully comprehend. As the image flooded into the deepest recesses of her mind, she tried to catch her breath, but it refused to come. Fear paralyzed her throat and threatened to possess her body, too. Even though the night was still warm, she was chilled to the bone. Suddenly there was no wind, rain, or storm. Reality had somehow turned a dream date into a nightmare, and whatever romance or temptation had lured her heart—to places she had once feared to tread—had now evaporated. Terrified, Wendy raised her hands to her mouth and tried to scream, but nothing came out. Lightning struck a tree less than a hundred yards away. The noise was deafening, the ground shook like an earthquake, and the smell of burnt wood filled her senses, but she still couldn’t move.


    Every fiber in her lithe form screamed at Wendy to turn away. If you don’t see it, it doesn’t exist! Don’t look and it will fade away; dissipate like a nightmare! Yet she couldn’t follow the demands of her heart or mind. Again, she had to view the ghastly scene just a few feet in front of her. And a five-second jolt of electricity snaking from one horizon to the other gave her the chance.


    Becky Booth’s body was bloody and pale, grotesquely twisted, her lips blue, her eyes open but seeing nothing. Around her, where she was lying but not really resting, were a saddle oxford shoe, her favorite red scarf, and a purse. The grass flattened into a path, and a trail of blood could be seen on the ground, ending at the place where Becky’s twisted form had been dumped. This was it, there was nothing more to see, but so much to forget.


    Not waiting for another burst of lighting to reveal what she now wished she’d never viewed, Wendy glanced back toward the still-confused Frank. It was obvious from his frustrated expression he hadn’t seen anything. If he only knew how lucky he was. Willing strength into her weakened limbs, she raced with purpose over the distance separating her from the boy. Hurdling the log as if she was an Olympic sprinter, she hurried to his side and pushed herself deeply into his chest as if he would or could keep her safe from the monster who brutalized her best friend. As his arms wrapped around her, she sobbed.


    “What is it?” he asked, a sense of urgency now even apparent in his tone.


    What she had seen was too horrible to think, much less speak, but she had no choice. She had to share the horror with someone, even if saying it made it real. “It’s Becky,” she sobbed. She could force no more from her lips as the unrelenting rain pelted down from the now angry skies.


    Not wanting to, but somehow unable to stop, Wendy pulled from Frank’s grasp and turned back toward the spot. When lightning once more lit the dark sky, when for a few seconds night became day, she once more saw her friend’s dead body, bloody and broken, lying in the grass.


    Though she hadn’t even kissed Frank Baird at Lovers Park, Wendy had nevertheless lost an innocence never again to be found.
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    Monday, June 22, 1964


    A troubled Cooper Lindsay walked from his desk to the window of his second-floor law office. Death was a numbing occurrence, but when it happened brutally to a young person whose whole life lay ahead of her, it moved from numbing to gut-wrenching. And yet, in spite of this tragedy the world kept turning, and in so many ways, it was just another sunny Monday morning around the Justice, Mississippi, town square.


    Tom Miller was sweeping the sidewalk in front of his Western Auto Store, Virginia Rankin was rearranging the display in her flower shop, and just like they had on almost every weekday for twenty years, Mayor Johnson Goodly was visiting with Walter Green in front of the city offices. Just beyond them, a half-dozen folks were tromping up the marble steps and filing into the red-brick courthouse, and about the same number were making their way into the Sunshine Café on the square’s far corner. Not far from a Civil War memorial statue, Jacob McBride and Aaron Carver were sitting at a table studying a checkerboard. Coop, as his friends and family called him, wondered how many games those two old men, the grandsons of slaves, had played and who was actually ahead. Yep, it was another day just like any other and would likely be repeated tomorrow, the day after, and the day after until time itself stopped. Except in this case, tragedy tempered the normal routine. The cloud of despair created by Becky Booth’s murder would likely hover over Justice for days, if not weeks, and Coop was sure it would haunt him, the father of three, for years.


    Moving his right hand through his thick black hair, Coop ambled slowly back to his large oak desk. Like the filing cabinets, the green leather office chairs, and even the walnut bookcases, the desk had been handed down from generation to generation in the Lindsay family. A hundred years before, a time when the Civil War was winding down its final bloody days, John Jacob Lindsay had used this desk in the office at his sawmill. Then, Jefferson Lindsay had lugged it over to First National Bank where he served as president for more than four decades. Finally, Coop’s dad, Abraham, had used the massive oak desk when he’d pastored the Justice Methodist Church. He’d been working on a sermon when a massive heart attack struck him down. His secretary found him with his head resting on the place where Coop’s legal pad now set. The desk had then gone to the Lindsay’s home until a few months ago, when Coop’s mom, Agnes, died. On her deathbed, she’d made him promise he’d use the desk in his practice. It seemed much easier to move his wife and family to Justice than move the heavy desk to Nashville. So here it was and here he was, too. Though he’d never intended to, he’d come home.


    He’d grown up under the gaze of all 4,252 folks who called Justice home. They’d watched him from his days as an infant crying during his father’s sermons to his fabled exploits on the gridiron and ball fields. They’d even waved when he headed off to Ole Miss to earn his undergraduate degree in journalism. Later, at Vanderbilt University, in Music City, he not only earned a law degree, but also found a bride. And after six years of working for the Tennessee Supreme Court and fathering a boy and two girls, the only child gave up his plan and dreams of staying in Tennessee to come home and help his cancer-ridden mother. Sadly, no sooner had he moved his family to Justice than Agnes died.


    Now, three months of living in the sleepy community where five generations of his family had called home had proven two things to the lanky, dark-haired man. The first was something he liked: Justice was the same quaint town he remembered from his youth. The second was something he hated: Justice was still the same quaint town he remembered from his youth.


    How could a person both despise and embrace the same thing? For Coop, it was about history and progress. Initially, there was a comfort found in shopping in the same stores and seeing the same people he’d known all his life. There was also a familiar and somehow soothing and comfortable rhythm here. The smells, the food, the unchanging traditions, and the Southern twang were almost like a baby’s security blanket, and he loved having them back in his life. Not only that, but the fact that the Lindsay family had called Justice home for more than a century meant work immediately came his way. In so many ways, he had found the perfect life. How could he ask for anything more?


    Yet, while on the surface things were seemingly wonderful, beneath the top layer of his new old life there was something troubling Coop more each day. He’d never noticed it growing up. It had never concerned him then. But now, the racial divisions so accepted in Justice ate at him like the cancer that had killed his mother. A generation after Jackie Robinson had integrated baseball, this town still functioned the same way it had for decades. Blacks and whites coexisted but didn’t mingle. Negroes worked for whites, but whites never worked for Negroes. Even after Rosa Parks’s bus ride and Martin Luther King’s speeches, there was an accepted double standard in Justice no one dared challenge. Though it was a part of everyone’s life, no seemed to notice except him.


    Since he’d opened his office, not one black person had knocked on his door. Yes, they’d speak to him on the street, always calling him “Mr. Lindsay,” but they didn’t feel comfortable visiting his office or seeking his advice. People of color also didn’t attend the church his father had once pastored or eat in any of the community’s five restaurants. So while they lived here, essentially confined to their own part of town, and while their money was accepted for goods in stores, they weren’t really citizens. They had no representation and no opportunities. In some ways, it was like the way society had flourished before 1860 and was still very much alive a hundred years later. And for the lawyer who had once been a minster’s son, this reality left him cold. He simply couldn’t reconcile his faith with the culture. Hence, he felt very much like a stranger in a town where he was revered, and that was why he just couldn’t fully embrace the seemingly perfect life he had been given by coming home.


    A knock on his inner office door made him feel like a boxer saved by the bell and kept him from sinking into another round of wondering if making the move to Justice had been the right one for him and his family.


    “Come in,” he wearily announced. He then looked toward the entry to see who would be opening the large, oak door.


    Abby Simpson, the fifty-year-old spinster who served as his secretary-receptionist almost apologetically pulled her rail-thin form into the room. She checked her bun with her right hand and pushed her dark-rimmed glasses up her long, narrow nose before saying, “Mr. Lindsay, there is a Negro woman here to see you.” The sentence’s strained tone revealed the woman’s discomfort with even voicing the news.


    Coop shook his head, raised his eyebrows, and shrugged. “What did you tell her?”


    Abby balled her hands together, dipped her head, and looked down at her long gray skirt. Clearing her throat, she apologetically said, “I told her to wait and I’d see if you were in.”


    “And am I?” Coop asked with a smile.


    “I figured you wouldn’t want me to say you were,” came the earnest reply.


    “And why is that?”


    “Because she’s colored,” Abby whispered.


    “Is it catching?” Coop teased.


    “What?” the confused woman asked, completely missing the point the lawyer was trying to make.


    After giving Abby a few seconds to puzzle on his question, he inquired, “What is the woman’s name?”


    “I didn’t ask her,” she replied honestly.


    Shaking his head, his gray eyes sparking, the lawyer said, “Usher her into my office.”


    “Are you sure you want to see her in here?” she quizzed.


    “Yes,” he resolutely replied, “if she is a client, she is welcome in here. In fact, she is likely more welcome in here than she is in front of your desk.”


    Unable to fully grasp what Coop had implied, the thin woman quietly turned and went back through the door, pulling it shut behind her. As he waited for his unexpected guest to make her entrance, the lawyer looked down at the black-and-white framed photo of his family set on the right corner of his desk. Judy was far more beautiful than any of the local girls he’d dated and a lot smarter. Maybe a part of her beauty was because she’d traveled, seen the world, had a college degree in philosophy, and a desire to go back to college for her Master’s, but even without the brains, she was a knockout. And thankfully, Dina and DeDe looked like their mother. Clark, meanwhile, was the spitting image of his old man. Coop’s finger was tracing the three-year-old boy’s head when he heard a quiet knock on his door.


    “Please come in,” he said rising to his feet.


    A few seconds later, a large, ebony-skinned woman, dressed in a blue maid’s uniform complete with a white apron, hesitantly stepped into the entryway of the attorney’s office. She waited at the door for a few moments before softly asking, “Do you have time to see me, Mr. Lindsay?”


    “Of course,” he quickly answered. “You are more than welcome here.”


    Moving from behind his desk, Coop stepped over to his guest, surprised her by gently taking her right hand, and led her to one of the two chairs reserved for guests and clients. After she’d taken a seat and smoothed her apron with her hands, he eased down in the chair next to hers.


    “What can I do for you?” he asked.


    When she didn’t immediately answer, Coop took the time to study his unexpected guest. She was likely about five-and-a-half feet tall and he guessed her weight at around one-seventy. Her hair appeared short, pulled into a bun set on top of her head. She wore dark stockings and plain black shoes. Her lower lip showed a slight quiver and her left eye a twitch. It was apparent she was nervous and uncomfortable as she had immediately pushed her hands together and forced them into her lap where she worked them back and forth like a major league pitcher doctoring a baseball.


    “I’m Cooper Lindsay,” he said, breaking the silence. “But I’d rather you call me Coop.”


    Keeping her eyes on the floor, the woman spoke so softly he had to lean forward to hear her words. “Mr. Lindsay,” she began, then paused a moment to correct herself, “I mean, Mr. Coop, I know I shouldn’t bother an important man like you with my problems, but you see, we don’t have no lawyers on our side of town.”


    “I understand,” he assured her. “And it is no bother.” Even as his words faded, she still hadn’t looked up. Instead, she kept her gaze on the floor and her continually fidgeting hands in her lap.


    “What is your name?” Coop asked.


    “I’m Hattie Ross,” she answered politely, still not looking his way.


    “And how can I help you, Hattie?”


    She paused, as if searching for either courage or words or both, then quietly asked, “Did you hear about the white girl who got herself murdered?”


    “You mean Rebecca Booth?” he asked.


    “Yes sir, that’d be her.”


    “I did hear about it, Miss Ross.” He paused a moment, trying to understand how Hattie Ross connected to Becky Booth. “I knew her family. It was a tragic loss. I found out about it yesterday after church. It’s hit the community very hard.”


    Finally lifting her head, her eyes moist and her lips trembling, Hattie continued, “I worked for the family. I had been their maid for more than twenty years. She was like a daughter to me. I even nursed her from my own breast after I lost my own little girl. I couldn’t have loved Miss Becky any more if she had been my own.”


    “I’m sorry for your loss,” Coop broke in.


    “It is more than that”—Hattie sobbed, her voice now shaking— “they’ve arrested my boy for killing Miss Becky.” Suddenly, as if a dam had ruptured, her words spewed out so quickly Coop had problems keeping up. “They claim he did it, Mr. Coop. And my boy wouldn’t have done it. He’s a good young man. He just got back from his first year at college. And I know in my heart, he didn’t do it. You see, Calvin is a gentle soul, just like my daddy was. He’s like a lighter-skinned version of his grandfather, even to the way he walks and talks. He’s a good boy. There ain’t no bad in him. None at all.”


    The large woman’s bosom heaved as she brought her hands to her face. Coop let her alone with her grief until her tears subsided. Then he posed his first probing question.


    “Hattie, how do you know Calvin didn’t do it? Do you have any proof?”


    She sadly shook her head. “If you’re asking if I knew where he was Saturday night, he told me he was home. And I have no reason not to believe him. He’s never lied to me before. Never! Not even when he was just a little shaver.”


    Coop nodded. “Were you there with him?”


    “No, sir, I was at church preparing for our annual Founder’s Day singing. I lead the choir, and we was preparing our numbers. I didn’t get back until almost midnight. But he was home then. In fact, I ginned him out for not doing the chores I asked him to do before I left. He was just too busy reading, I reckon. You see, he just loves to read.”


    “Hattie, was anyone else at home with Calvin that night?”


    She shook her head. “It’s just me and him at the house. We’re all who lives there. But he told me he was home, and like I told you, reading. You see, he wants to be a preacher someday, and he gets ideas for sermons from books. And he’ll make a fine preacher, too. I just know he will.”


    Coop got up, moved back behind his desk, and sat down. As the woman’s large, brown eyes locked on him, he picked up a pad and pencil and posed his next question, “Has Calvin been arrested?”


    “They gots him in the jail now,” she quickly answered. “They came to the church during our evening service and took him away. I mean they marched right into God’s house and just grabbed him. They didn’t say why or even give us a chance to ask any questions; they just put those handcuffs on his wrists and marched him right out into the night.”


    “So they didn’t tell you they suspected him of the murder?” Coop asked.


    “They didn’t say nothing. But I went back to see him in the jail today, and they must have pretty much beat him all night. His face is swollen like nothing I’ve ever seen, his eyes are almost shut, and they even knocked out a couple of teeth. Calvin told me they were trying to get him to confess, but he didn’t. No sir, no matter what they done to him, he wasn’t going to tell a lie to make them quit.”


    Coop eased back in his wooden swivel chair, brought his left hand to his mouth, and ran his thumb and forefinger over his lips. He had no way of knowing if Hattie was telling him the truth, but it was easy to tell she believed it.


    “Mr. Lindsay,” Hattie whispered, “I mean Mr. Coop, I ain’t got no money. I don’t have much of anything. It’s just me and Calvin, and I pretty much spent all I had just getting him raised. But we need a lawyer, one who’s fair and don’t look at black skin and see only guilt. So if you’ll take this case, I’ll clean your house, wash and iron your clothes, do your cooking, and take care of your kids for nothing for as long as I live. I swear on a Bible I will.”


    As Coop looked into the woman’s bloodshot but hopeful eyes, he recalled a sermon his father had given on the good Samaritan. Those words were meant to wake up a community to the sinful nature of prejudice, but so many years ago the message had fallen on deaf ears. Now, a decade later, Coop once more heard the lesson, but could he embrace it?


    “So will you take the case?” Hattie asked.


    He looked back into her eyes. What sounded good in his head wasn’t so easy in real life. He lived in Justice, and there were lines not to be crossed. If he dared challenge the unwritten rules of society, there would be consequences. And his visitor knew it, just as well as he did, but still she had hoped he would somehow look past tradition and hear her pleas. And for the moment, with the two of them alone in his office, he couldn’t break her heart by trying to explain why a white man in Justice couldn’t betray his own kind.


    “Let me visit your son first,” Coop finally explained. “After I see him at the jail, I’ll come by your home and we’ll talk about it.”


    “My home?” She asked in disbelief. “White folks don’t come over there unless they’re collecting rent.”


    “I will.” He smiled. “What’s the address?”


    “Our streets don’t have names,” she explained. “My home is the only light blue one on the other side of the tracks. It is about a half mile after the pavement ends. There’s a shack behind us that we use for chickens. As Miss Becky’s mom fired me this morning, I ain’t got no place else to be, so I’ll just go home and wait for you. We can sit out on the porch so no one talks about you badly. I don’t want to ruin your fine reputation. It just wouldn’t do. No sir, it wouldn’t do at all.”


    “It will be fine,” Coop assured her. “I’ll find your place and then we can discuss what we need to do for Calvin. Until then, just go home and try not to worry.”


    She pulled herself from the chair, smoothed her dress, and nodded. With tears filling her eyes, she looked up and once more studied the man behind the desk. After a moment she declared, “You is every bit the man your father prayed for you to be. I knew him. I cleaned up your church when you was just a little child. Your daddy was a fine man. He didn’t look at me like I was beneath him. He made me feel real special, like I was a lady. He gave me—what did he call it?—yeah, value.”


    As she departed, Coop once more considered the man his father had been and the legacy he’d left. For the moment, he was not sure either was working in his favor.
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    After a few minutes spent unsuccessfully trying to recall Hattie’s working as a maid at the church, Coop got up and moved once more to the window overlooking the square. Pushing his hands into his pants pockets, he glanced back out onto the streets. Things had somehow changed from the first time he’d looked out today. Now he felt as if he were a prisoner and those below were the jury. If he took this case, then the jury might well rule him unfit to even live in their town. So how was the best way to handle it? A knock on the door interrupted his considering more questions he didn’t want to pose or attempt to answer. Turning slowly he asked, “What is it?”


    Abby opened the door and glanced apprehensively around the room, as if the Negro guest’s presence had somehow permanently altered something. After assuring herself they were alone, she asked, “What did she want?”


    “My advice,” Coop quickly replied.


    “You know that boy who lives with her is a murderer, don’t you?” Abby chimed in.


    The man lifted his eyebrows. “Has the trial already taken place? Has the jury already reached a verdict?”


    “No,” she spat, “but they got him good. He knew Becky well, and the two of them were seen together Saturday afternoon talking outside the Western Auto. Can you believe it, he was talking to one of our own?”


    “Amazing,” Coop answered, the sarcasm dripping from his voice.


    “And that’s not all,” she continued, “they found his bloody knife beside the body. He wasn’t even smart enough to get rid of it. He left it right there.”


    “Yep, Abby, it’s pretty stupid all right. Kind of makes you wonder how the young man got into college.”


    “Well,” she explained hurriedly, her blood pressure and her energy level both elevated, “he went to one of those black schools. He wouldn’t have made it into a white university. We teach at a much higher level. Those Negroes just can’t learn like we can.”


    “We actually don’t know for sure, do we?” he shot back. “I mean, we wouldn’t let him into one of our schools anyway! So how can it be measured?”


    As his stinging words hung in the air, Coop shook his head and strolled back to his desk. Once there, he perched on the corner, crossed his arms and posed a question, “So you think if a white boy had done the deed, he’d have gotten rid of the weapon?”


    “Of course,” she resolutely answered. “But a white boy would have never killed and raped Becky in the first place.”


    Coop leaned forward. “So she was raped, too? I hadn’t heard it.”


    “Well,” the woman admitted, “no one has said so, but you know those black boys.”


    He paused a moment, took a deep breath, and then asked, “Abby, where did you work before I hired you?”


    “I was a secretary at the title company,” she explained.


    “Then why don’t you clean out your desk and go see if they have an opening,” he suggested.


    “What?”


    “I think you heard me,” Coop said. “I want you out of here in the next five minutes.”


    “Why?” she asked.


    “First of all,” he explained, “I’m an attorney, and I practice in a country where every person is innocent until proven guilty. It doesn’t matter if they are male or female, young or old, white, black, or green. Those who work with me must adopt the same viewpoint.”


    He sharpened his glare and continued, “Secondly, this is a nation where supposedly all men are created equal. That means Miss Hattie Ross is just as good as you are. At this point, I would actually put you well behind her in a two-woman race for character and value.”


    Coop paused, unfolded his arms, and pointed an accusing finger in the woman’s direction. “And finally, as the son of a minister, I can’t devalue any human life. In God’s eyes, we are all the same.”


    He studied the woman’s growing frown before adding, “So because you are so quick to judge, because you feel superior just because of the color of your skin, and because you believe someone of a different race has less value than you do, I am dismissing you. Good-bye!”


    “You’re no better than they are!” she snarled.


    “Who are they?” Coop asked.


    “Coloreds,” she snapped back. “You’re just like ’em!”


    “Finally you have said something I agree with.” He laughed. “I am no better than black folks, and I am proud to be just like them—one of God’s children.”


    As he fumed, she turned and slammed the door behind her. A few moments later, he heard her forcefully close the outside door and clomp down the stairs.


    For a second, he considered how she must feel. Had he been too hard on her? After all, she was just a product of her culture. From her birth she had been conditioned to believe what she believed. But it sure felt good telling at least one person what he thought about the most troubling aspect of life in Justice. Still, while it was easy to dress down a frail, old spinster would he be so strong when confronting a jury in a courtroom? Even Coop didn’t know the answer to his question.
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    The Justice jail was an ancient structure even by the standards of the old South. Built in 1899, the red brick two-story building had a dozen cells, one restroom for whites only, no conference rooms, a small office for the sheriff, and an even smaller one for his two deputies. Roaches, mice, and even rats were obviously more than happy to call the jail home, but for men, this hotel for the accused was a hell on earth. There was little heat in the jail’s cells in the winter and no air conditioning during the summer. Even on the hottest summer day, fans were not allowed. It was not a place where even the most hardened souls would want to spend a few hours, much less weeks.


    After pausing to observe either a small rat or large mouse scurry from a dogwood tree, race across the parking lot, and dart through a hole in one of the outside wall’s bricks, Coop entered the smaller office reserved for deputies. As no one was currently seated behind either the table or the desks, he wandered across the room to Sheriff Wylie Estes’s office. The attorney knocked, but as he knew the lawman well, Coop didn’t wait for a greeting to enter.


    Estes, a tall, balding man in his mid-forties, glanced over the rims of his black-framed glasses and smiled. Swinging his well-scuffed cowboy boots off his desk, he rose, stuck his hand forward and, after Coop heartily grabbed it, said, “Well, I haven’t seen you since yesterday in church and wasn’t expecting to see you until next Sunday. What brings you over to my part of the woods? Your pretty wife get fed up with your snoring and asked you to seek other accommodations and this is all you can afford?”


    “I don’t snore,” Coop bluntly replied, “and I came here on business. So can I have a seat?”


    “Well,” the sheriff said, “I’ve got one extra besides mine. Why don’t you take it and I’ll slide back into the chair I was keeping warm.” After sitting down, Estes crossed his arms over his bulging tummy and declared, “Sure glad we got rain this weekend. Boy, we needed it.”


    “Yeah,” Coop replied, “but it seems the only time I remember our back porch leaks is when it pours. I need to get up there and fix that, but I never think about it when the sun is shining. Besides, I think you promised you’d help, too.”


    “Did I say that?” Estes laughed. “Funny, I don’t remember doing it. I’m not real good on ladders.” The big man paused for a second and then noted, “You haven’t come over to my office to visit since I was your coach in Little League.”


    Coop smiled. “Those were the days. We almost won state.”


    Estes rubbed his left hand over the top of his head and frowned. “Don’t remind me. I should have pitched you in our last game rather than Bobby. You could have held those bats from Montgomery down.”


    “I don’t know,” the lawyer replied honestly. “They had some big boys.” He paused a moment, took a deep breath, and then looked directly into his host’s eyes. “I’m not here to jaw about old times. Got something a bit more serious on my mind.”


    “I figured,” came the reply. “So just spill it. You were never any good at small talk anyway.”


    Coop shrugged. “What can you tell me about Rebecca Booth’s murder?”


    “Been trying to forget what I saw,” Estes sadly admitted. “Haven’t viewed anything like it since my days in the Pacific in World War II.”


    “Yeah,” Coop cut in, “nothing like it happened during my days growing up in Justice.” He shook his head and sighed. “Can’t imagine losing a child. I don’t know how you ever get over something like that.”


    “Me either,” the sheriff replied. “My Kathy is just a couple years older than Becky. This morning I was scared to let her leave the house and go to work at her summer job at Jessup’s Drug Store.” He stopped a moment, rubbed his chin, and then quietly asked, “You didn’t see her there, did you?”


    The lawyer smiled. “She was working behind the counter when I got my coffee and newspaper. She’s fine.”


    “Good. I’ve wanted to call, but I didn’t want her to think I was an overprotective dad.”


    Coop nodded. “It has to be tough raising a kid by yourself. Especially a daughter.”


    Estes sighed. “Sally was a special lady. She was so good to me. But cancer doesn’t pull any punches. It sure took her from us in a hurry. Found out about it one week and she was dead the next. Didn’t really have time to say good-bye.”


    “Wylie, I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you.”


    “You were in college,” the sheriff said. “You likely didn’t find out until the service was over. You know your dad did a great job. His words were a real comfort.”


    Coop nodded. “He always did say the right words at the right time. I still remember things he told me that caused me to steer my life in directions I don’t think I’d have taken if it weren’t for him.”


    “Don’t we all,” Estes agreed.


    “Well,” Coop continued, “Kathy should be fine from here on in. After all, I understand you’ve caught the guy who killed Becky. So we really don’t have anything to worry about, or do we?” The lawyer looked into his friend’s eyes. “I mean the killer’s off the streets. You’re sure of that, aren’t you?”


    “Guess so,” Estes quietly answered. Not sounding nearly as positive as Coop had hoped.


    “You mean you don’t think the Ross kid did it?”


    The sheriff shrugged. “I don’t know. I mean the colored kid was seen talking to her, and it made Brent Booth so mad he ordered Ross to back off. I guess you heard they had words. The folks who witnessed the confrontation said the boy is uppity. And then there’s the knife we found at the crime scene. He had his name carved in the handle, and it was covered with blood. And Becky was cut up really good. So there was a lot of rage in the attack, and she didn’t have an enemy in the world. It just had to be revenge for her father’s berating the kid in public. I mean, it’s all I can figure and the only thing to make sense.”


    “But,” Coop asked, “why would a young man as smart as Ross leave the murder weapon at the scene? He was a college kid, wasn’t he? After so many viewed the confrontation, wouldn’t he have made sure he covered his tracks? And how did he get Becky to go out there with him?”


    “I don’t know,” Estes replied, “I figured the boy was smarter. But it’s where the knife was. Maybe he just didn’t think we’d find it, or maybe he just dropped it because he panicked.”


    The sheriff took a moment, stared off into space, and without returning his gaze to his guest, added, “I do like the boy’s aunt though. She literally cooked for us for nothing after my wife’s death. She wouldn’t accept a dime. Said she was doing the Lord’s work. I don’t know if I could have made it without her. I hate to see her go through this.”


    “His aunt?” a puzzled Coop asked. “Who is the aunt?”


    “Hattie Ross.”


    “I thought she was his mother.”


    “Oh,” Estes replied as his eyes fell back to Coop, “she raised him and thinks of herself as his mother, but the boy was a product of one of her older sister’s affairs. So the kid never had a daddy or mother, just Hattie.”


    Thrown off track by the explanation, Coop leaned forward. “Where’s his real mother?”


    “She died about fifteen or sixteen years ago in a house fire. Somebody set it; we never found out who did it. But it was definitely arson, no doubt of that. She was likely passed out drunk when the blaze took hold. Hattie was coming home from working at your dad’s church or maybe the Booths, I don’t remember which. But no matter, when she got there, the shack was already in flames. Witnesses said she never even paused to think about herself; she grabbed a blanket or something off the clothesline, dipped it in a mud puddle, and just rushed in. Somehow, and I sure don’t know how, she managed to get Calvin out.” Estes shook his head. “It was quite a feat of heroism. Not a man watching the shack burn would get close to those flames, and Hattie just charged right into the inferno. A few seconds later, she broke out a window and jumped down to the ground. And now it looks like it was all a waste.”


    “Why?” Coop asked.


    “Because they’re sure to send Calvin to the chair.” Estes shook his head and sighed. “If he’d died in the fire, Becky would still be alive, and my job would be a lot easier.”


    Kind of a dim way of looking at things, but when it came to murder there was no bright side. Yet as what-ifs didn’t matter and facts did, it was time for Coop to dig a bit deeper.


    “My secretary said Becky had been raped.”


    The sheriff shrugged, “It’s not in the medical examiner’s report, but you know town gossip. For as long as I can remember, everyone always thought black men just lived to assault white women.”


    “Yeah,” Coop sadly acknowledged. “A lot of things we were taught were nothing more than lies.”


    “Yep,” Estes replied, putting his boots back up on his worn, metal desk. “Now it is my turn to put you in the witness stand. Why are you so curious about all this? I know you well enough to know you don’t get any morbid thrills by wading in others’ misery.”


    Coop carefully considered his response. Should he admit he was thinking of representing Calvin or just chalk it up to professional snooping? While the latter was safer, it was hardly the honest way to go. And he’d never lied to Estes, even back when telling the truth had cost him a chance to pitch in a playoff game. So he needed to be up-front and honest, no matter what it meant to his standing with his old coach.


    “Hattie came to my office,” Coop finally explained. “I guess you know what it means.”


    “You aren’t thinking of representing the boy, are you?” The sheriff’s slight frown and wrinkled brow showed his genuine concern.


    “Yeah,” Coop replied, “if I think he is innocent, I might do it.”


    Estes pulled his feet from the desk, spun out of his chair,and ambled a few steps closer to his guest. Leaning forward, he whispered as if he were scared someone would overhear, “Are you kidding? Do you have a brain in your head? Do you know what it will mean to you and your family?”


    “I think so,” the lawyer replied. “But it might be good for me to hear what you think it would mean. Just tell me in your own words. Let me have it right between the eyes.”


    Taking a seat on the edge of his desk, Estes folded his arms and began, “If you represent this boy, the folks in this town would turn on you in an instant. In their eyes, he is guilty. They want to string him up in a tree right now. I’m not sure some of them might not get liquored up over the next few days and try it, too. And they’d hate you even worse than Calvin if you were to represent him. You’d be better off being a leper than the attorney on this case.”


    “Why?” Coop asked, as if he didn’t know. He then poignantly added, “And I want you to spell it out to me.”


    “Because you’re white and you’d be turning your back on your own kind. Nobody here will cotton to you doing any such thing. They’d call you a . . .” The sheriff stopped before finishing his thoughts.


    “A what?” Coop demanded.


    “You know!” Estes barked back, his eyes aflame.


    “Say it!” Coop challenged, sticking his finger at the other man’s face. “Say the word. Everybody else does. It is said in churches and schools. It’s one of the first words babies learn. People build jokes around it. So just go ahead and say it.”


    Estes swallowed hard. “Coop, I don’t have to say it; you know what they would call you.” He looked up and sadly added, “And even if I didn’t say the word, you heard it in your mind. You know it was on my lips. Are you satisfied?”


    “No,” the lawyer replied as he leaned back in his chair, “I wanted you to say it just to prove to me that time hasn’t marched on over the past century.”


    “Think of Judy and your kids,” Estes begged. “They will be treated just like you. Somebody will likely even burn a cross in your yard before this is all through. Can they take that? Is it fair to them?”


    The room grew silent as both men peered off into space. Finally, after a minute seeming more like an eternity, Coop posed a very simple question.


    “Do you think Calvin is guilty?”


    Estes eased up, circled his desk, sat down in his chair, and shook his head. “No, I don’t. My gut tells me someone else did it. He’s not that kind of kid. But the only evidence I see means he is just a walking dead man. He’s got no chance.”


    “If he were white, would the evidence condemn him?” Coop asked.


    “No!”


    “So it is his skin color?”


    “Yeah,” the sheriff admitted.


    “Then I have to at least speak to him,” Coop said. “Because if I don’t take this case, some incompetent fool will, and the kid won’t have a chance. I have to know in my heart he is 100 percent guilty before I walk away from this.”


    “But, Coop—and I am begging you now—you have to think about what it would do to your family.”


    The lawyer grimly smiled. “I guess in your mind my family trumps the kid dying in the electric chair. After all, what is a black man’s life in comparison to a white lawyer and his family taking the easy road to prosperity?”


    Estes sadly shook his head. “Why don’t you forget about what is right and wrong this time and do what is best?”


    “Because I am my father’s son.”


    “I know you are,” Estes replied sadly, “but win or lose, you will be a pariah in your own town.”


    Coop shrugged. “So was the good Samaritan, but it didn’t keep him from doing the right thing.” He paused for a few seconds, letting the lesson his father once tried to teach take root in a new time and place. As he stared off into space, he was sure for a second he could almost hear his father’s rich baritone voice. When the moment passed, he looked back to his host and asked, “Can I see Calvin Ross now?”
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    Even though it was just past ten in the morning, the temperature in the jail was likely over eighty, and it would only go higher as the day went on. The eight-by-eight-foot cell was at best dark, dank, and foreboding. The only light was a sixty-watt naked bulb hanging from the middle of the ceiling. One small metal chair sat on the right side of the room; an ancient iron bed frame covered with a thin mattress was pushed up against the left wall. Two metal buckets were in the back corner. One contained water; the other served as a toilet. The walls were dirty red brick, and the floor, dingy concrete. As Coop walked up, Calvin Ross was sitting up in the bunk looking mournfully toward the one-by-one-foot bar-covered window at the top of the back wall.


    “You’ve got a visitor, Calvin,” the sheriff dolefully announced.


    The prisoner studied the unfamiliar white man as Coop made his way through the now open door and into the tiny cell. He continued to size up the lawyer as Estes pushed the door shut and relocked it.


    “I’ll be down at the end of the hall,” the sheriff announced. “Just yell when you want me to come let you out.”


    Estes had only traveled four steps when the guest spoke, “My name is Coop Lindsay. Do you mind if I have a seat?”


    The prisoner shrugged. Taking it as an affirmative, Coop eased down onto the metal chair. He sat there for a moment, allowing his eyes to get used to the dim light. When he could fully focus, he assessed the situation.


    The slightly built Calvin Ross was of medium height and likely weighed about a hundred and fifty pounds. His hair was cut close and his skin was somewhere between butterscotch and caramel. His eyes were large and expressive, and his fingers thin. His light blue, short-sleeve shirt revealed powerful arms, likely due to years of working in fields. Except for the sad look in his badly swollen eyes and the bruising around his jaw and cheeks, he appeared to be the picture of health.


    “They must have worked you over pretty good,” Coop noted. He waited a full minute for a response, but when none came, he tried again. “Your mother told me you kept quiet the whole time. You didn’t tell them anything.”


    While his eyes never left his visitor, Calvin still remained as silent as a mime.


    “This conversation seems a bit one-sided,” Coop noted, trying to lighten the mood. When that didn’t work, he added, “I was hoping to actually get to know you a bit. I promised Hattie I’d see if I could help you out.”


    The prisoner slowly moved his eyes back to the window while keeping his lips firmly together.


    Taking a deep breath, Coop leaned back in the chair and began to whistle a tune. As the melody echoed off the walls, Calvin looked back toward his guest.


    “You know the name of the tune?” Coop asked.


    The young man shook his head.


    “It’s called ‘The Prisoner’s Song’, and it was a big hit when my father was a boy. It’s about a man who wished he was a bird and could somehow fly through the bars and away from his troubles. Well, son, you can’t just fly away. You’re going to have to have someone help you to get out of this mess. And it’s why Hattie asked me to come see you. I’m a lawyer and my job is to find the truth and make sure those who are innocent don’t waste their lives in places like this.”


    Calvin’s eyes locked onto Coop, but he still remained mute.


    “Listen,” the now-frustrated lawyer continued, “I need to know your story. I need to hear it from your own lips. You need to tell me the whole truth, and you need to trust me.”


    The young man’s mouth formed a slight smile, as he deliberately shook his bruised head. Then he finally revealed his baritone voice. “Trust you? I’m no field hand; you can’t sell me a worthless bill of goods. I know what the white man’s trust means, and I know what you think of those whose skin is as dark as mine.”


    Coop allowed the hate, anger, and hostility obvious in those words to sink in before grimly admitting, “You’ve got every right to feel that way, son.”


    “I’m not your son,” the man spit back, “and if I had any rights, I wouldn’t be here. If I had any rights my face wouldn’t be swollen, and I’d still have all my teeth. But for me to have any rights, I guess my skin would have to be the same color as yours. So don’t talk to me about rights; I found out early on that my only rights were to watch my step and stay in my own place.”


    Coop nodded. “You’re likely on target, Calvin. But I’m not interested in the way things have been or the way things are; I’m interested in the way things ought to be. And it means if you’re innocent, then you need to be able to prove it in a court of law, walk out of this jail, and never look back.”


    “Why do you want to represent me?” the young man shot back, hostility still dripping from his lips. “You feel the need to make up for a couple of centuries of enslaving my kind, or are you just trying to be noble? Or maybe it’s all a game. You’re just trying to get me to open up now so you can sell me up the river in a few weeks in court. Or how about religion? Did you go to a revival recently and God laid some kind of burden on you about racism? Is that it? Just tell me what’s in it for you?”


    Coop licked his lips. It was time to be completely honest. It was time to show this young man, who at this time he neither liked nor felt sorry for, what this case really meant.


    “There’s a lot in this for me,” Coop firmly explained. “A lot more than you know. If I represent a Negro in a case like this, the whole town’s likely going to turn against me. My wife and kids will be cursed at and likely spat on. Folks likely won’t talk to me on the streets. And my business is going to suffer and likely die. And if I get you off, then I’m probably going to have to move to another town and start all over again. Yeah, there are a lot of rewards waiting for me.”


    Coop slowly pulled himself off the chair, covered the few steps separating the two of them, pushed his finger in the young man’s chest and added, “And moving is not what I’d like to do. You see my family has called Justice home for more than a century.”


    “You said your last name was Lindsay?” Calvin asked, rage still evident in his tone.


    “Yeah.”


    “Did your people have a spread outside of town back in the days before the Civil War?”


    The lawyer nodded, “Yeah, my great-great-grandfather moved from North Carolina and built the farm with his bare hands.”


    Calvin smiled grimly. “Actually, it was my people who built it. You see, I come from the line of slaves your great-great-granddaddy owned. So while my family name is not as well known or respected as yours, when it comes to our history in Justice, my people and your people go back to the very same moment. Yep, we built your dreams together, and then those dreams turned into nightmares for us.”


    As Coop studied the man’s angry eyes, he suddenly felt a guilt he’d never before known. His own kin, those men and women he’d heard heroic stories about as a kid, had owned slaves. Thus, his heritage played a part in racially dividing a world to the point where Negroes were still devalued to this day. He had come into this jail feeling noble for reaching out to a black man, when in truth if it hadn’t have been for a courageous Negro woman’s visit to his office, he would have never considered Calvin’s case or even questioned his guilt. The good Samaritan didn’t need someone to push him to do the right thing, he didn’t need anyone to point out the path he should take, but Coop sure did. Without Hattie’s pleas and his father’s sermons, he wouldn’t be here right now. And what did it say about him? Was he really any better than his ancestors who bought and sold men like Calvin?
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