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one

 You don’t know my daddy.

He’s strong.

He used to hold me over his head in one hand.

Now he can hold me in both hands and fly me through the air. I’m a Spitfire.

At Grandpa’s he lets me stand on his shoulders and pick the highest peach off the tree.

Daddy makes things work, inside and out. He fixes the clock. He fixes the car.

And he is smart. That’s what my mama is always saying: “Leon has the quickest mind of anybody.”

For his work, he looks at land for the paper mill. He puts numbers on paper and draws lines with special tools and then they know how to make a road.

When we were going to Uncle Hickman’s house, and I was in the backseat with my sister Loretta and Mama was up front with Daddy and the baby (who doesn’t know anything, only spits and cries), Daddy said, “Sonny, someday when I’m long gone and you’re driving out to the homeplace, you’ll remember that your daddy built this road.”

“Yes sir,” I said. Long gone? Where would Daddy go?

“He means dead,” Loretta said, pressing her thumb into my forehead so hard I was sure she’d left a dent.

I remember what Daddy said about the road.

Like I remember how he smells: tangy from shaving in the morning, sweaty and dusty at night.

But when they say, “Sonny, you just forget that,” I don’t remember anything.

I am good at forgetting and remembering. Mama scratched me once, real bad down my back, and I don’t remember that. How she shrieked, “Now for the love of God, would you hush?”

I remember how Mamby put Mercurochrome on the scratches, how it stung and I didn’t cry, and when I told her it was the neighbor’s cat Zooko who scratched me ’cause he thought I was a tree, she said, “Some cat.”

I don’t remember when Daddy was gone for a long time and Mama said it was for business, but Grandpa said, “The road to Hell has got a layover at Natchez.”

Nobody has told me to forget last night yet. Daddy didn’t come home for dinner. Mama gave us some sugar bread and put lids on all the pots on the stove. Finally it was so late that she put the baby to bed and the street-lights came on and we sat at the kitchen table and started passing bowls around. Loretta asked why we hadn’t had a blessing.

Mama looked sharp at her and said, “I guess I’m not feeling very thankful.”

When Loretta took her first bite, she said, “I can see why.” The food had got thick and sad.

“That remark earns you the dishes,” Mama told her. Loretta’s only nine but she’s tall. She can reach the faucets.

“I’ll help,” I said, hoping to stop a fight.

“Thank you, Mr. Butterfingers,” Loretta said.

“He can scrape out the pots,” Mama said.

Before I did that, Mama fixed another plate.

“Is that for Daddy?” Loretta asked.

Mama nodded.

That made me feel better. Daddy would be home to eat. I started scraping the yellow and green food globs into the garbage.

“Won’t it get cold?” Loretta asked.

“It’s already cold,” Mama said. She got out a long box and unrolled foil from it to cover the plate. Then she set Daddy’s dinner with its silver blanket in the oven. “I’m going to check on the baby. Sonny, you finish that and get ready for bed.”

When she was out of the kitchen Loretta said, “She’ll send me to bed too. We never get to see the good stuff.”

I stood still, trying to think what she meant.

Loretta whapped me on the chest with a dish towel. “Stop thinking, Sonny! You’ll have a spell!”

So I put the last plate on the counter and went upstairs and got into my new summer pj’s with the white sailboats painted on them. I’d already had a bath back when we were hoping to eat with Daddy. I sat on my pillow with my knees up to my chin, then slid myself between the sheets like you put your hand in your pocket. That way nothing can snatch me in the night.

The phone ringing woke me up.

And Mama’s voice. “We’re just fine, Roo.” Oh, it was Aunt Roo. That was good. “Well, no, he’s not, but that doesn’t mean—” She was quiet for a minute, listening. “Tell her I said she’s a liar, then. A filthy liar! And you of all people shouldn’t listen to her.” Mama slammed down the phone.

My mama doesn’t say “liar” or “filthy.”

I slid out of the bed-pocket to sit on the stairs, in the shadows where she couldn’t see me. I had to see if it really was my mama who said those words. But she had left the wide hall where the phone sits on the marbletop table and gone through the dark dining room to the kitchen. I heard a cupboard door open and then the rattle of dishes and she came back with Daddy’s supper on a tray. She balanced this by the phone. Then she took off her shoes. My mama doesn’t go barefooted. Even if she has on her nightclothes, she wears slippers.

I got sleepy, but the uuff of the front door woke me. It sticks a little. Then Daddy said in his saved-for-night voice, “Why, Selma!” and Mama lifted that tray to her shoulder like a waitress and heaved it at him.

“You missed your dinner, but it didn’t miss you,” Mama said.

I am really going to have to forget the crash and splush and clack of that china and silver, that roast beef and creamed corn and that little tray with the butterflies on it, and Daddy yelling, “God damn it!”

And Mama saying, “You think I don’t know you’re up to no good? This is humiliating, Leon. Even Roo’s neighbor knew you weren’t home. Why you want to throw away your plateful in this life I do not know.”

But you threw it, Mama, I wanted to say. Why didn’t you go to bed like you told us to? Why didn’t you just forget it?

Daddy bent over the mess and got a glob of corn on his finger. Then he came up to Mama and wiped it on her cheek. “Because I don’t like the food,” he said.

And she slapped him across the face. It sounded like little thunder, and I let go my breath and the pee I’d been holding. I couldn’t run to the toilet because they’d hear me. I just let it happen, like everything else. There must have been a dipperful.

Then together they picked up the broken dishes, put them on the tray, and went out to the kitchen. Later Daddy came back with a rag.

I knew then to run get in bed, because in a minute they’d be coming up the stairs.



Nobody woke me up today. Just too much light.

No smell of breakfast, no baby crying.

From the top of the stairs I saw suitcases in the hall. The front door was open.

I ran down and out, summer grass licking my feet.

Daddy was loading the car. I jumped on his back and he almost lost his balance.

“Hey, Son!” he said.

I didn’t answer. I could feel sweat through the white shirt I’d watched Mamby iron yesterday. He straightened up. “No time to play monkey,” he said.

I didn’t move. His backbone was knobby against my cheek. His suspender so close to my eye looked like a road.

“I said, Get down, Sonny.”

I did, but I held his arm as I slid and then I bit him on the meaty part of his hand.

“Why, you little hellion!” he said, slinging me off.

I ran into the house to get my clothes on.

My daddy’s hand tasted like metal, but sweet, too, like dough, and salty like tears in a pillow slip. It tasted like clothes and the leather suitcase handle.

I got back outside as fast as I could and stood on the running board. Maybe I could hide in the car when he wasn’t looking.

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“Natchez,” he said.

“For how long?”

“I don’t know, Sonny. It’s business.”

“But Grandpa says—”

“Forget what that old man says. You listen to me.”

He was talking about Mama’s daddy. It made me shiver. And the shivers sent Mama’s words right out of my mouth: “You think I don’t know—” But I didn’t know, so I had to stop.

“Don’t know what?” He set the box he was carrying on the roof of the car. Maybe he would turn around now. Maybe he would carry it back in the house.

“That you’re up to no good.” I was ready for him to slap me like Mama slapped him.

But he just said, soft like it was a secret, “You see why I’ve to to go, Son. A man can’t live in a house of spies.”

I wanted to say, I’m not a spy! but I had watched from the stairs.

“You remember that,” Daddy said.

And he walked back to the house for the last load. He had just given me a test. Really I’m supposed to forget what he said. Grown-ups test you sometimes.

You don’t know my daddy. He would never call me a spy. He would never go off and leave us. I just have to figure out what to remember, what to forget.
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So I went in the house to look for Mama and she was in the kitchen peeling peaches. Had the baby on the floor beside her in a wash basket. Mama was wearing her green dress that ties and she had on shoes—I checked that. My mouth was full of questions.

“Don’t start,” Mama said.

“I’m hungry,” I said, which wasn’t exactly right. Something was going on in my stomach, though.

“Have a peach,” she said.

And I picked one out of the bushel basket. It was warm as the baby’s head. I looked around the kitchen: the white cabinets with blue tops Daddy had put in, the yellow curtains Mama had made moving in and out at the window over the sink, breathing like the baby breathes, and just when the peach in my hand started to breathe a little too, Mama reached over, grabbed my shoulder, and shook me. “Don’t you have one of your spells this morning! I can’t take it!”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, putting the peach on the table and climbing up into a chair. The red-bottomed seat looked like jewels.

“What are you making?” I asked Mama, who had a mountain of peelings and pits on the newspaper in her lap and a roaster full of bald, split peaches on the table.

“Pie,” she said.

“How many?”

“Half a bushel of Acuff’s finest.”

I meant how many pies, but I didn’t think I should say so. I reached for my peach and bit into it. That peach had so many colors of taste that I forgot what Mama said about not starting and I said, “Sunset.”

“What?” Mama asked, without looking up from the newspaper and the knife.

“It tastes like sunset,” I said.

Mama looked at me hard. “If you’re not careful, Sonny—very, very careful—you—” she drew a circle around me in the air with the point of the knife—“are going to be worse than your daddy.”

“My daddy’s good,” I said, putting down the peach, which wasn’t good anymore.

“Good for what I’d like to know,” Mama said.

So I decided to play like I was a statue and see if I was real still if everything else would get real still too. I couldn’t stop the fan click-clacking overhead, or the curtains whispering at the window, but I could stop the sparks Mama and I were making. They would every one wink out if I turned to stone.

I sat. She peeled. The baby slept. The mountain grew. Then a door opened upstairs and God was sending Loretta to bust up the only good thing I could do.

She did, too, after bounding down the stairs and swinging on the post (it creaked) and hitting the little gong that’s on the letter table by the door. She slid into the kitchen in her sock feet, looked at me and Mama at the table, the baby and the bushel of peaches on the floor, and said, “Good Lord! Where’s Mamby?”

“Not coming in till this afternoon,” Mama told her.

“But I want biscuits,” Loretta said.

“You know where the flour is” was all Mama answered.

Loretta got the cornflakes out of the pantry and poured some in a green bowl. She took the lid off the sugar canister and dug out big spoonfuls to sprinkle on the flakes. Then she got the milk bottle out of the Frigidaire.

“See if your brother wants some,” Mama said.

“Do you, Sonny?”

I shook my head.

She brought her bowl to the table and started spooning flakes in fast. When there was nothing but a moon of milk left in the bowl, she looked at us again.

“Why are you peeling all those peaches?” she asked.

“For a pie,” Mama said. The baby whimpered.

“Who’s coming?” Loretta asked.

“Well, I don’t know,” Mama said, dropping another split peach into the pan. She looked up then, not at us or anything in the room, and said, “I just know who’s gone.”
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Loretta made us lunch—Miracle Whip on light bread—and then Mamby showed up. I wanted to stay in the kitchen but Mama sent us straight upstairs.

“She’s telling about Daddy,” Loretta said, sitting on the clothes hamper in the hall. It’s the best place to listen if you’re scared to sit on the stairs. We couldn’t hear anything, though.

In a little while Mama brought Deaton—the baby’s name was Deaton Merrill—up for a nap and said she would lie down too. “Be quiet and don’t get in Mamby’s way,” she said. I followed Loretta downstairs, walking on the carpet next to the wall like Mama told us to make it wear even. Loretta went right down the middle.

Mamby was cleaning up after the peach pie, sweeping flour and peelings into a dustpan.

“Your mama’s outdone herself,” she said when she saw us standing in the doorway.

“Daddy, too,” Loretta said, and I made a yelp like a stepped-on puppy. I didn’t mean to.

“Come here to me,” Mamby said, putting down broom and dustpan and holding out her arms. I ran over and cried into her apron.

She kept one arm out. “Loretta?”

“No thanks,” Loretta said. “I’m busy.”



All of Mama’s people came over that night: Grandma and Grandpa; Uncle Hickman and Aunt Roo with Jessie and Jocelyn, their girls; Aunt Joy and Uncle Sinclair and Albion, the oldest cousin, and even Great-aunt Toon, who mostly stays in the back room at Grandma’s house. She’s failing, they say. I asked Loretta how somebody who didn’t go to school could be failing and she said, “You are pathetic. It means dying.” That didn’t make sense to me. If she was dying, how could she come to dinner?

Loretta, who is in the fifth grade because she skipped the fourth, is good at school, which she hates. What she loves is Death. So after she studied on my question, she smiled and said, “Actually, Sonny, she’s flunking out of the School of Life.” Loretta keeps a notebook full of Last Words, which she likes to read from, especially when we have company. And this night, the night of the day Daddy left us, the night of enough peach pie to feed all of Crenshaw County, she brought her book to the table and, right after Grandpa’s blessing, read, “Stonewall Jackson was dying of a battle wound when he said, ‘Let us cross over the river and rest in the shade of the trees.’”

“Very peaceful,” Grandma said.

“Do you suppose he saw Jordan?” Aunt Joy asked.

“More likely a river of blood,” Grandpa said. “The man’s work was slaughter.”

“And his next-to-last words,” Loretta went on, “or next to next-to-last, were ‘I have always desired to die on Sunday.’”

“Was it Sunday?” I asked.

“’Course it was,” Loretta said.

Aunt Roo looked at her, then at Mama, who wasn’t looking at anything. Her plate was piled with the ham and potato salad and scalloped pineapple and corn muffins everybody had brought, but she wasn’t touching it. “Isn’t this talk perhaps a bit”—Aunt Roo wrinkled her forehead—“morbid, Loretta? For the table, I mean.”

Loretta closed her notebook.

“The child has a sense of history,” Grandpa said. “I’m proud of that.”

“But perhaps”—Aunt Roo’s hair was trembling now—“last words, Papa, tonight—”

Before Grandpa could reply, Mama stood up. Her napkin fell into her plate. “It’s BUSINESS,” she said. “Leon has gone to Natchez on Delta Paper Mill business and don’t any of you forget it!”

“No, Selma, of course—,” Grandma started, but Mama walked out into the hall. We heard the front door open.

“You go after her, Joy,” Grandma urged, and Aunt Joy scooted her chair back from the table.

“Leave her be,” Grandpa ordered, and she scooted back in. Then he turned his eyes on me. “You going to eat, Sonny? Or are you going to dry up and blow away?”

“Eat,” I said. I had already tasted the scalloped pineapple, my favorite, and a bit of corn muffin, and now I took a bite of the ham. It tasted sweet and pink. One little strip I couldn’t chew, though. My teeth bounced off it. So I took it out of my mouth and put it on my plate.

“Help my time!” Aunt Roo exclaimed. “Sonny, where are your manners?”

“In the grease can,” Loretta answered.

“Hush,” Aunt Roo told her, then said, “Put that back in your mouth, Sonny. Don’t make a face at me!”

I put the lumpy stringy soft something back on my tongue. It hollered down to everything else I had eaten.

“Now here’s what you do when, for whatever reason, you have something in your mouth you cannot swallow.” She lifted her napkin in front of her mouth, held it a minute, folded it toward her face, and put it back on her lap. “See?” she said.

“What?” I asked.

“Ooooh!” Loretta squealed. “I saw it on his tongue!”

All the girls giggled and Albion laughed out loud.

Aunt Roo ignored them. “I hid it in my napkin,” she said. Her cheeks were getting pink as her ruffle-collared dress. “You try, Sonny.”

So I did. I put my napkin in front of my face, opened my mouth, and began pushing the ham thing out with my tongue. The trouble was it got stuck where my baby tooth fell out and when I tried to get it loose, I touched my napkin to my tongue and everything in my stomach came loose with it. I tried to turn away real fast, but still some got on the tablecloth.

“Lord have mercy!” Grandma said.

Aunt Joy jumped up and came over to me. “Get a wet washrag, Loretta. You started this.” And then, “Roo, you should be ashamed of yourself. This is not the night to teach this boy manners.”

The room was taking me for a ride, and it wasn’t my fault. Anybody can upchuck.

“It’s this heat,” Aunt Joy said as she wiped my face with the washrag.

“Added to the upset,” Grandma said.

“Upset, my God!” Grandpa roared. “This boy has been deserted by his daddy!”

“Chester,” Grandma said. “Don’t.”

But he grumbled on. “That’s what Selma gets for marrying a man with no people.”

“He’ll be back, Grandpa.” I said, but I wasn’t sure if my words were where he could hear. “It’s just the paper mill.”

“Come on, Sonny,” Aunt Joy said. “Let’s you go lie down on the kitchen couch.” With her arm around my shoulder, she guided me out of the dining room through the kitchen and over to the soft old couch, where I lay down. The last thing I heard was Grandma saying, “Let’s have our pie in the parlor.”

“I don’t care for any pie,” Grandpa said.

“Well, you’ve got to eat some,” Grandma told him. “Selma’s made enough for the whole town.”
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It took a while before Mama acted like Mama again. But Mamby was there part of every day except Sunday, so we got washed and fed. She didn’t complain, but I did hear her say to herself one day while she ironed a heap of shirts and shorts and dresses, “Sure does rock the boat when the captain jumps ship.”

After a while, Daddy sent money to the bank, and Mama glowed. “See?” she said to us at supper that night. “Your daddy sent his pay home like any man who has to work far off. If he can’t come home by next payday, he’ll send a letter, too.”

He didn’t, though. “Maybe we should write to Daddy,” I said once when we were having our Saturday morning biscuits and sorghum. The baby was on Mama’s lap, mushing crumbs in the sweetness on her plate.

“Oh, yeah,” Loretta said. “A friendly letter.” With one arm Mama hugged the baby close, and with the other she reached out to smack Loretta on the cheek.

“Don’t show yourself, young lady,” she said. And that was as far as the letter talk went.

I was sure when a birthday came—or Christmas—that Daddy would come home. But he didn’t. Didn’t even send a card. Just money. I know now that Mama didn’t even know where he was.

Deaton grew anyway. He crawled and wobbled and walked and then talked a blue streak. First it was just “Ma-ma-moo-ma-mom-ma!” but soon it was “Bikit” when he was hungry and “Picka up!” when he woke and “Redda bye?” when Loretta was gone to school.

He never said “Daddy,” though, and that bothered me. So I tried to teach him. I showed him the picture of Daddy in his Air Force uniform that hung over the piano. “That’s our daddy,” I said, dragging Deaton about a foot off the ground, which was as high as I could get him. “Look,” I said. “Sonny’s daddy, Retta’s daddy, Deaton’s daddy.”

“Sonday,” he said, smiling.

“He doesn’t know what a daddy is,” I complained to Mamby.

“That’s good,” she said. “Long as he don’t know, then he don’t know what he ain’t got.”

And we left it at that. Until spring. Until Uncle Marty came.



It was what the One-Way Word of Faith Tabernacle called a Soul-Winning Visitation. Or, as Uncle Marty himself put it, extending the Right Hand of Fellowship to the Lapsed and the Lost. Loretta said, “But what if you’re left-handed?” which she is.

Mama said we must be the Lapsed, because our names were still on the roll at the First Methodist. We just hadn’t gone back since Daddy had been “transferred.”

That’s what she was calling it by June, when Uncle Marty showed up.

He didn’t come by himself. A big flowered woman was with him. “I’m Mrs. Pastor Biggs,” she said, holding out a hot plump hand, “and this is Martin Bonner.”

I didn’t shake her hand, but she pushed the hair back from my forehead, so I felt it. And Uncle Marty’s, too, when he rested it on the top of my head.

“Leon’s boy,” he said, like this was a surprise. “You’re Leon’s boy.”

I liked that. And I was hugging it to myself, thinking how I was Daddy’s boy but Deaton was only his baby, when Loretta said, “You’re the Donut Man!”

“Praise God, I am, Little Missy,” Uncle Marty said, reaching to pat her head.

“And at your store you make people pray before they can have one bite,” she went on.

He snatched his hand back. “That’s not true,” Mrs. Pastor Biggs said.

“No,” said Uncle Marty. “I just print the Word on the menu. ‘A lamp unto their feet and a light unto their path.’”

Loretta started to say something back but Mama jerked her hair ribbon. “Won’t you all sit awhile?” she said, stretching her arm out toward the chairs. They did, and Mama went to the kitchen and brought back sweet tea.

Then Uncle Marty talked about the fire of God.

And Mrs. Pastor Biggs talked about the light.

And Uncle Marty talked about the need of Saved Souls to gather as a flock.

And Mrs. Pastor Biggs talked about Sunday school.

And this went on long past all the different kinds of donuts I could think of to entertain myself with. Finally Uncle Marty said, “Well, Mrs. Bradshaw, do you think you might bring these fine children and worship with us soon?”

“I just might,” Mama said.

“He supports us in our hour of darkness,” Mrs. Pastor Biggs said. I looked out the window. The fireflies weren’t blinking yet.

It was a while before I found out the One-Way folks didn’t talk about stuff you could see. And by then Uncle Marty had long since become the next best thing to a Bradshaw. Our play-daddy, Deaton called him, after he became part of our lives. But that first time, Deaton just looked at him and grinned his tooth-starter grin. “Sonday!” he called out.
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I didn’t want to go to church, but if we had to, I wanted to go back to the Methodists, where I could lean against Grandma and hear Grandpa snore, and where the people who wanted to love on you after the service sometimes gave you peppermints.

But Mama was determined to try One-Way. “They reached out to us,” she said, standing in the living room, squishing the curtains she had made onto the rod.

“Viruses reach out to you too,” Loretta said.

Mama looked stony. “What the Lord had in mind when He made your mouth, I do not know.”

That would have stung me like a hornet, but Loretta brushed it off. “At least there’ll be a show,” she said, and walked out the front door. I followed. She went to the driveway, climbed up, and sat on the trunk of the car. We weren’t allowed to do that.

“What kind of show do they have?” I asked.

“Who?”

“That church Mama wants to go to.”

“Oh, I’m not talking about them, though I hope they throw snakes and roll around like tumbleweed. I’m talking about Grandpa.”

“Is he going?”

“Sonny, sometimes I think the Rural Electric hasn’t got as far as your brain yet. Grandpa wouldn’t go to One-Way if Jesus was preaching. But Mama’s going to have to tell him we’re going, and then there’ll be fireworks for sure.”

“Fire—?” I started, but Loretta put one hand on my head and then hit it with her other fist.

“See if that gets the lights on,” she said, then scooted down off the Buick and ran around the garage to the backyard. I followed, but when I saw she was climbing the pine tree, I gave up and went in the back door. Anybody knows better than to get up a tree with Loretta.

It happened to be the week that Grandpa robbed the bees, and Mama and Aunt Roo and Aunt Joy went over to help Grandma get the honey into jars. Mama wanted Loretta there this time so she could learn how it was done (“Useless information,” said Loretta), and I wanted to go because jarring the honey is an even bigger, sweeter mess than Christmas baking.

No matter how hard everybody tries to be careful—wipe drips, pay attention, look before they pour—there is always a moment when an amber lake of honey flows to the edge of Grandma’s white enamel kitchen table and begins to string itself down to the floor. And some years an aunt will be cutting the comb to fit the quart jars—they don’t put comb in the little jars—and a chunk will break free and skitter across the table and maybe ricochet off the stove or refrigerator, shooting out honey when it hits and dropping to the blue swirls of Grandma’s linoleum. Then Lady, Grandma’s Chihuahua, taps in on her toenails to sniff and maybe lick it once before Grandma grabs her up and wipes her feet off with a rag.

All this is plenty of entertainment for me, plus every so often I get spoonfuls of honey. But this year there was more. Grandma had barely got the jars boiled when Mama said quietly, “I’ve decided to take the children to the One-Way Word of Faith Tabernacle this Sunday.”

‘Oh Selma, no!” said Aunt Joy like Mama had said she’d come down with some bad sickness.

“Yes,” said Mama.

“It’s a free country,” Loretta said.

“Not in this house,” Aunt Roo put in. “I’m afraid you have to pay.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Is that wise?” Aunt Joy asked, her face in a worry frown, honey running from her wrists to her elbows.

“I worry about your daddy’s heart,” Grandma said.

Mama got red in the face. “He’s not going to have a heart attack just because I try out a new church!”

“You don’t know that,” Aunt Joy said.

“The doctor told him anything could do it, any shock.”

“And Selma, you don’t want to—,” Aunt Roo started.

“LIFE is shocking,” Mama cut in. “He’s just got to take his chances.”

“Selma Estelle, I’m ashamed of you!” Grandma declared, her blue eyes looking fierce at Mama. Mama gave her the same look back. “You tell him yourself then. I won’t bear the responsibility.”

“All right,” Mama said. “Where is he?”

“He’s resting after his constitutional.”

Loretta, holding a block of comb above the glass mouth of a jar, looked at me. “She means his walk.”

I nodded. Mama grabbed a dish towel and headed for the bedroom, just the other side of the dining room.

“Come back and wash!” Grandma demanded. “You’ll leave a trail of honey.”

But Mama kept going.

“She’s going to sweeten him up,” Loretta said.

Then the kitchen was like the castle after Sleeping Beauty fell under the spell. Nobody moved. Nobody spoke. Honey made its slow golden way down fingers into jars, onto aprons.

Till Grandpa roared, “Good God Almighty!” and I breathed again. Bedsprings screaked and the floor creaked under his weight as he stood. “Haven’t you put this family through enough? You couldn’t keep your husband and now—”

“Daddy—” Mama’s voice sounded thick.

“Now you want to go humiliate us at some Holy Roller church. Next thing we know you’ll be foaming at the mouth. What kind of fool are you?”
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