














Sharon Payts,
The Cane Patch

“Henry, get your face outta that winda. If we don't get home b
Daddy. he’ll whip us, sure ” Danny walked out of Calhoun's
Mercantile with a pound of flour under one arm and his customa.
stack of books under the other I didn’t see him until | felt his shoe
connect with my rear. and | spun away from the boots in the '
window with my fists clenched Not that I'd ever actually think of
hitting Danny. First, he was relatively good to me, for a brother.
Second, and most importantly. he was almost twice my age and big
enough to put the fear of God in “most every boy from the 10th
grade on down.

“I said, let’s--"

His last word was drowned by the wild neighing and kicking
of the horse at the hitching post. The cause of his near heart attack

soon became apparent. Too erratic to be an act of God. the cloud of

dust speeding down the road could only be Zeke Calhoun and his
brother Richie in their father’s new Pierce Arrow.
Mama used to say every soul God ever made has a purpose on -

this earth. but I must admit, I still don’t understand his reasoning in

creating Zeke and Richie Calhoun. Zeke was bigger and slower
than any man has a right to be. but Richie had enough brains for
both of them. He was a year or so older than me. but with a lean,
spindly look that made him look smaller. | guess his size is what
caused him to act so big. I never bought it. though.

“Don’t say nothin’, Henry.” Danny told me as they drove up.
“We don’t have time.”

“Hev. Henry. whatcha doin’?”" Richie asked as he Jumped out
of the car

“Gomn” home.” I answered coldly.

““Looks like to me like you're doin” a little winda shoppin’.
You like them boots?”

“I'reckon they're awright.”

Richie stepped up on the sidewalk, and Zeke followed. “Look
a whole lot like your Daddys. don't they?”
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}m ’.I'.w!' [ wasn't going Lo

+oy do. a little bit”
.?:y Richie. but we £°

and mmcd me aro
*|l never have ‘em

tta get home ™ Danny put his
und toward the road.
* Richie called after us.

g 'S0 . -

I be lucky 0 £t Da'{ln) er. who can’t even farm his own

- put a shiftless old farmer.

4 Low | shouldn't have turned bgck towards Richie. l2;1(1(1_\'
1 know S I would have a whipping n store later at
£ g allow that little grass snake to hiss his
P up to him and glared.

tongue about my Daddy 1ran up

~ “What did you say

% said-’;rc his mouth was wide open when .I l\'{lOCde him

lmﬂg" :,fhorse dung on the ground. Zeke didn’t think to
mma]@mel;' l:his vounger brother, but just stood there laughing. |

i d;)j; for the dumb ox: he knew when something was funny.
ok sgy stifled a grin as he pulled me away from the store. “Are
ou;l;?{our mind? You can’t just knock somebody down,
3 T A \1“
<necially in front of his father’s store _

";l-lc;w can you expect me to have stood lhcm at}d took that off

him? Just “cause his Daddy owns ‘most everything for twenty
iles--" o
" “That’s exactly why vou have to take it _

We were both silent the rest of the way home. But as | lfjcked
ruefully at the Alabama clay beneath me bare feet, | \'o\\_'cd I _d ﬁnd
away to get those boots. if for no ther reason than to spite Richie
Calhoun.

The next day was the last of the spring term, 50 after school, |
stopped into Calhoun’s Mercantile for the traditional first cane
fishing pole of the summer . . and to carry out Dad’s stern
instructions. B

“Well, young Mr. McBrand. what can | do for you?”” Mr.
Calhoun asked from behind the counter. _ o

“Daddy said | should apologize for what I did to Richie B
yesterday afternoon. so.” | took a deep breath ans swallowed. “I'm
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SorTy. k.
Mr. Calhoun tried to keep a straight face. “Well. he probably
had it comin”

My eyes widened.

“Is there anythin else, Henry?”

“Yes sir. I'd like a fishin" pole. please.”

“You're in luck: this is the last one.” he said as he pulled he
piece of cane out of a barrel. '

“The last one?”

“These things have been sellin” faster than | thought they
would. I may have to cut into my own crop if | don’t get some
in soon,” '

“I know where a patch is. and I don'’t think anybody owns jg

Mr. Calhoun thought a moment “Henry. I'll give you a nig --r,
a bundle if you cut it and bring it in.”

“I'll have to ask Daddy.” I said excitedly. .

“You do that. and if he says it’s okay. I'll see you tomorrow
mornin”

That night I broached the subject head on.

“Daddy. can I ask you somethin'" | started as we settled
around the radio after dinner

“Make it quick. son: President Roosevelt's fixin® to speak.™ =
“Mr. Calhoun’s asked me to cut some cane for him. He'll pay
five cents a bundle.” )
Daddy looked over to Mama in her rocking chair. She pressed
her lips and raised her eyebrows--that “It’s up to vou™ look. )
“Do you think you can work for him and me both?” Daddy
asked.

“Yes sir. I'll wake up extra early. £0 cut the cane. and have it

sold *fore you're ready to go to the fields.”
“What if you start slackin® off in vour chores?”
“Then I'll stop cuttin’ cane. I know I can do this, Daddy.™

He paused a minute, then sighed and smiled at me. “All right.
We'll try it.”

I'was up well before dawn the next morning, running with my
hatchet toward my cane patch in the woods across from the school
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lone so no one
; left the outer edge a
from ﬂ’emﬁ:n:,dcmkc up a hatchet to my
what [ was
| that was left

\ ; two months. then al
technique \fofkedeg‘;; This did not concern me, hov‘vcver.
 was the VIrgi lished my goal. I wore the boots I'd

Mdﬁ.nsghw] and quite literally rubbed them mn
first

hie's face. hile | was cleaning the board after school for

"o 4id i Calhoun
mlans mﬂ ered outhouse pit, [ saw Mr. '
hing Richic mw;;m across from the school house with a

-ﬁtw‘“"‘ ko their hands. 1 waited at the classroom window
‘couple ofm?he::smmy stomach sinking a little more each second
eral minutes.

o realized headed |
- . Whmfﬁgl:'v ::l:erged with a dumbfoundeq look on his
I Caumf;'nhis hat and wiped his forehead with his

i tO_OR ? doing so he glanced toward the school house and
1;:& He thrcw tll:c hat down on the ground. huffed a nunute, then

hook his head and laughed at having paid five cents a bundle for
his own cane.
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Priceless Effects

Few tables bear the
Lives of those long since
Past conspicuous display.
And none can be found here.
Still, I wonder who
Belonged to that Hamlet with
Yellowed leaves stubbornly stuck
To a musty spine or that
Platinum band newly polished
In hopes of recapturing moonglow.
He was probably some graduate
Eager to leave Shakespeare
In the attic
On his way to
Wall Street Fortune,
She was probably some wife
Eager to sleep through
Moonlit hours before rousing to
Boxed lunches and minimum wage.
[ buy nothing at this
Antique Sale.
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Amanda Elliott

gifth Grade Teacher Was Named What?
| . . er asked as | entered the
e et Slmn:g for both of the doors to shut

1 Aaitl
buﬂc::ft‘:‘p‘:mg his kind gesture. And before |
1 say.

it. that dreaded comment just
k the man. henioeuirelmed-lo-thc-ouldoqrs chill up the
8 sindmttgv brisk outside. hey”? Last night, the _
B O P;:ia;, Winter's gonna make a comeback this
B Ole s
“u} dy for spring! AHHHHHHHHH!
30y, am mo [ worked for a law firm on the fourteenth
B i caiﬁ d:owmon Lexington, Kentucky. When |
o ;nghsmcd-ﬂs within my receptionist box answering the
lines at once--1 was a runner which meant
= mflllus\' attorneys’ needs’ color copies from Kinkos.
C e “It’s 3:5¢ Don't be late!™). the
! = /4:00 pm. ("1t's 3:39
( W .ﬁlcdtz‘}:on ﬂ-I:c top of page three, faxes that shoujd have
W -381%_1188 mnutes ago. and important duties like packing the
Smet’e::d-l:nw packages nto those little baskets that sat by the

‘ coffee ines in every corner as well as remembering to get
" Wﬁuﬂﬁi;ﬁ:t:becausc the cream-filled pastries have too
1 m“dlof:t ;;ll my errands to the courlhousc anq the bakcr_\;. 'l shar;:fl.
elevator rides for fourteen floors with a mululgdc of busy p‘e‘op L,l
N both strangers and familiar faces I learned qunckl_\-.that ‘ap uq;qn ;
s smile was not enough to withstand 32.7 spconds 0.1 cl_c\‘.nor lifting
’ or descending time. What most elevator riders desire in order to
i feel completely content sharing a small. space with a stranger is
- small talk. Small talk 1s a way of rcachmg out to strangers whcr_}

i silence seems awkward. Small talk topics, though, have grown into

1 overused, typical comments about the weather, while the idea of
{ silence or a discussion of greater worth is unheard of.

But my question is what is wrong with sﬂe_,nl. idle time shgred
§ in the presence of another person instead of ﬁlhﬁg peaceful periods
with empty questions like “How are you doing?”" and comments

33




I test
ing to avoid the la
me, rying : i
I;od aliens: “Nice day out loda_y_ huj}

! Ji-;?nnc ** Though the gcmlcman “antel
 expect this suns unal. he also kept a distant .pcrsonl;ll
gadly 00 c‘Hmltlmll“as a stranger. And \‘frcn lf\\c aoml
e ¢t or talk to a stranger!™” Or if pers

“chcrlhw:ssucs time could have been lhg rcas_(i;:

| e ¥ . I. “']

: el _ﬂ' l the express lane. Time prov 1dc_d hquc
e were o penetrating, mysterious Sub_ICle‘ i 3
i- Iﬁx! awlqm'i:?;ste so disgusting right after you finis
e orange Jul

’. : : 4 hose undefined
. a challenge to cross t
~ No il in more atypical,
‘Non¢ time, or trust and engage in - i -
barriers of spacc. lk. On that next radiant, seventy- &
unex; i ngenial mood prevails while out in public,
ternoon i E eet of snow by morning).,
| 7 wmrologlst predicts nine feet of snow by g

about the predicted blizzard” What can we actually gain by poke

discussing Mother Nature s whimsical mood? Sure, talking g ,;
the past or future weather makes strangers appear friendly,
and sociable. But think of how much more a person could take
away from these daily brief encounters if we all made an g empy.
broaden our small talk norms. Let’s find a new. mind-engaging ju:
breaker to overcome those unfnendly or awkward clevator j,
The internet has more closely connected the world than
before in the form of small talk through chat rooms. So why. t}
don’t we strive to become better acquainted through verbal
tommunication as well? I'm not suggesting any type of intimate

g

f (m if[hc meto e wrby chair who also cndlcssly waits to see
- : i earb! e RN i
ille got than Blindville Jast night, why not discuss for' ask that s"?;gef;]o 1\i‘fhal was your worst fifth grade experience’
' : : . > s lor ; e },- £ J
instance, why blueberries often stain clothes when dirt washes Dr. Weath

clean away? That stranger might offer insights or facts as to the
make-up of each stain_ providing a conclusion to a previously 1
unknown or an even mind-muddling dilemma A question and
answer of this sort seems much more intuitive and worth g person’s.
while. But getting off the elevator after 3 discussion of the clouds
and rainy weather involves nothing more than g remembrance of
the ride to work and the walk from vour C amry to the office
building X

Rather than letting our brains weaken into Jell-O, let’s get 8
away from shallow. small talk not only about the size of 3
vesterday's hail. but also about the seven foot, eight inch draft star 4"
of the Center City Hurricanes. You got it--sports. “Hey. what about
the big game tonight? Who are you rootin® for? The Cats or the
Dogs?” When faced with this situation again, try surprising a total
stranger with “Hey. do vou remember learning to tie your shoes
when you were a child?" You may find that you share a similar
situation--you both wore buckled oxfords!

The other day. I waited in express lane twelve at the

54




Prospector

Prospector strikes his claim
in Lady Liberty's foot
although he’s miles away.
The southern C alifornia sun
beats his back

and burns him

[t burns like the cigarette

he smokes

after he plants

tobacco in Kentucky summer.

He’s tired

like his daughter is tired

of being away from her daddy.
tired of reading

his brother’s name in the paper
tired of going

to the grocery store

watching them refil]

the tacos and burritos

as he walks in the door

and tired of

getting a suspicious eye

from the cashier

when he goes for

the checkbook

in his back pocket

like it was his name in the paper

The legal gunslingers
spit in his face
call him Spic and Chico
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3 <h

h. and Spanis

- Fer and a Kraut
Chink. and a Nigger

erty’s robe

o th 4
. thehemof L1
He's at the
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