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CHAPTER NINE

SAVE-MARIE




Sweetie wouldn’t discuss it. Her child would not be lai to rest |n

J'{L:mﬂw} cu/ —r h
Steward Morgan’s land ,Vﬂurlal snestmaﬁc,ame-u}bu-l%ether to

use the ad hoc cemetary--where Ruby Smith, Fairy DuPres and Ace

Fbod lay--was a questmn[hat wag out of the question for her.

Sweet:e blameg Steward for the trouble he got her husband and y
Sos

father-in-law mt@and-would—na{—hearof:uﬁﬂg:ﬂ—fe ave-Maﬂs,,/s/he
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would rather do what Roger had doneAand csnhlildn t care less that
twenty-two years had passed since that quick and poorly attended
backyard burial took place.

People understood why she was making such a fuss (grief and

blame was a heady brew) but Pat Best believed her stubborness put

the town fathers in an awkward position: deciding to have a real and

formal cemetary in a town full of immortals suggested that 3«1“4&:&«&

M
something seismic had happened since July. So-here thf;g were, on a
A




ﬂ-f\
milﬁ November day, gathefed east of the stream, a mile or so beyond

the last Ruby house, which was, in fact, Morgan land, but nobody had
the heart to tell Sweetie so. Standing among the crowd that
surrnund% the bereaved Fleetwoods, Pat regained something close to
her-cool stability. Earlier at the funeral service Richard Misner’s
sermon had made her cry. Now she was her familiar dispassionately
amused self. At least she hoped she was dispassionate, and hoped
amusement was what she was feeling. She knew there were other
adjectives for.her attitude, some of which Richard Misner had
provided her. He and anna flood had returned two days after the

Conuent affair and it took four days for him to learn the truth of what
que  thetwo emditrons of the
happened. Pat him/\aﬂ-she:leaﬂm:}ifficial story 1)--that nine men
had gone to talk to and persuade the convent women to leave or
z

mend their ways; there had been a fight; the women took other

Ho
shapes and disappeared into thin air. 8fficial story 2) lFIeetwuod/JWj
Uersion) that five men had gone to evict the women; four mﬁ:}{a had
Neofrain) oA
gone to stop them; these four were attacked by the Convent women; Bu:H\m{

theoriginal-five succeeded in driving them out and they took off in
(over) €ither of Yo offrtial Gonrso
Richard didn’t believe a word of #, and spoke to 5|mnn
4 %Mf’ﬁﬁp
Cary and Senior Pulliam who clarlflet}\the tale, but because neithe 0 |t
Wemeantug ot amd could P“"L”““WAA S &Wiﬁaﬁﬁ%
had decided on the endlngfther&was no/sermonized account of |}
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was Lone who provided him with the details that seu(eral people were
o ber )
discrediting because Lone, they said, was not reliable. In any case
Cueryme Here

ae
the big and agreed uponiJs—was that p%ple had left the premises

certain that law men would be happily swarming all over Ruby (they’d

killed a white woman, after all)--arresting almost all of the

shon Ho

busmessmen—-em!ﬁﬁ learfi\there were no dead to report, transport

or Durg,ﬁ%&lr N«tu.F weo S6& 8@({?— e bﬂdam Tﬂﬁj(;@szwq‘ %:1&(&)

Maybe they were right about this place all along, Pat thought,
3, Ot Hswsh.

\ p{_\k\surueging the mourners. Ruby is Iuckg.ﬁ‘}hé evidence of the assault

\ was invisible aithough-the consequences were not. Jeff had his arm
around his wife, both looking properly sorrowful, but slightly majestic
too for Jeff was now entire owner of his father’s furniture and

appliance stor&iﬂrnold, suddenly a very old man I.I.lE:: ;—njoying his
own bedroom now that Arnette had moved out, and %;'re seemd worth
retiring for}. Sa;rgeant Person Iookedisgmug 34,8 [euerefhe had no
landlord expecting a field fee} and unlessftilzcuuntg auditor got

-F-‘\ L
interested in a tinég hamlet of quiet Godfearing black folk, he might
X B
: get away wlthl for some time. Harper Jury was uncontrite, wearing
his head wound like a medal that gave him leave to alter his motives
blasdeed (ot
am:l assume the position of unbowed warrior against evil. Menus was

-

the most unfortunate. He had no customers at Anna’s anymore
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because his drinking extended itself to many more days of the week. ,

Wisdom Poole had the toughest row to hoe . Seventy family members

held him accountable just as they had his brothers, Brood and Apolio,

_ e
and gave him no peace or status. Arnette and K.D. are building a new

house on Steward’s property. ghe is pregnant again and they both
hope to get in a position to make life unpleaasant for the Poole’s, the
DuPres, the Sands and the Beauchamps, especially Luther who takes
every opportunity to insult them. The most interesting development
was with the Morgan brothers. Their distinguishing features eroded:
_ Hat Huesih

tobacco choices, s'mes:{jfc_i_*_’_'j_'ff[f clothes. Yhey looked more alike
than they probably had at birth. But the interior difference was
profound. Steward took K.D. under his wing, concentrating on making
him (and his children) rich (thus the new house) while e waiting for
Dovey to come around, which she seemed to be doing because there
was a marked coolness between her and Soane. It was Deacon
Morgan who had changed the most. It was as though he had looked
at his brother and did not like himself anymore.

tk

Richard and Anna doubted the convenient mass disappearance of

\ag soan O¢ ‘u_u.‘jo'f’ lﬁb{r_

the victims, and went to look for themselves. Other than a sparkling
i

white crib in a bedroom with the word DIVINE taped to the door, and
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foodsteff, there was nothing recently lived-in about the place. the

chickens were wilding or half eaten by four-footed prowlers. Pepper
bushes were in full flower, but the rest of the garden was a disgrace.
Sargeant’s cornfield had the only human touch. On the drive back from
the Convent, Richard was silent and uneasy. Anna said,

“Listen. One of them or maybe more wasn’t dead. Nobody
actually looked--they just assumed. Then between the time folks left
and Roger arrived, they got the hell out of there. Taking the killed
ones with them. Simple, right?”

“Right,” said Misner, but he didn’t sound convinced.

“It’s been weeks now and nobody has come around asking
questions. They must not have reported it, so why should we?”

“Whose baby was in there? That crib is new.”

“] don’t know but it sure wasn’t Arnette’s.”

He said it again, “Right,” with the same level of doubt. Then, “I
don’t like mysteries.”

“You’re a preacher. Your whole life’s belief is a mystery.”

“Belief is mysterious; faith is mysterious. But God is not a

mystery.”







