
 
 

Chapter 6 
 Catherine was already awake when Ben knocked on her 
door the next morning to announce that he and Mama Rae 
were leaving for their journey. She had managed to sleep, but 
not much, and her attempts to limit her thoughts to fantasies 
about Jimmy had only been partially successful. Worry and 
fear had constantly battled for her attention. Nevertheless, 
when the knock came, Catherine was struck with a feeling of 
exhilaration, determined not to let anything spoil the day that 
she was anticipating like a honeymoon.  
 “Knock, knock,” Ben called from the hallway. 
 “Come on in.”  
 Ben opened the door and stood in the doorway. “We’re 
gonna take off. I want to get on the road before it gets too hot.” 

Mama Rae appeared next to him, looking like she was 
dressed for church.  

“Please deliver my best wishes to Isabel,” Catherine said, 
sitting up in bed. 
 “We’ll give her your best,” Ben said, placing his hand on 
Mama Rae’s shoulder as a signal that it was time to leave.  
 “So, will you be staying in Little Rock overnight?” Cathe-
rine asked. 
 Ben gave Catherine a look that might have signaled a re-
luctance to leave her alone. “That’s the plan, but we’ll see.” 
 “Well, you two have a nice trip,” Catherine said. “And 
don’t worry about me, I’ll be fine.”  
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 Ben and Mama Rae turned to go, and Catherine followed 
them to the front porch, where she watched as they piled into 
the truck. 
 “You be good, now!” Ben hollered from the window before 
starting it up. 
 “I will,” Catherine promised. Then she waved from the 
porch as the truck came to life and headed towards the road. 

 

 Now alone, Catherine sprinted for the bathroom and 
jumped into the tub. She tried to remain calm, but as always 
when she was excited or nervous, her heart sped up, and it re-
mained that way as she bathed, as she dressed, as she combed 
her long hair, as she brushed her teeth in front of the bathroom 
mirror, all the while visualizing what it would be like when 
Jimmy arrived. 
 When she finally heard his car drive up, she thought about 
running outside to greet him, but decided to wait for his knock. 
In the meantime she tried to steady herself with deep breath-
ing. Finally the knock came, but at the back door. Jimmy was 
being cautious.  
 Catherine walked into the kitchen, took one final deep 
breath, and opened the door. 
 “Hello there,” Jimmy said, smiling broadly and looking 
handsome in the morning light. He was wearing a crisp white 
shirt and pants that were neatly pressed. 
 “Come on in,” Catherine said, beaming back. “But I have 
to warn you… I’m so nervous that I’m just about ready to have 
a stroke.” 
 Jimmy walked in and closed the door. “I’m feeling pretty 
nervous myself,” he said, stepping close. He placed his hands 
on her hips. “I assume we’re alone.”  
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 “Completely alone,” Catherine whispered. “And my father 
and Mama Rae probably won’t be back until tomorrow.”  
 Jimmy exhaled, and it was apparent that he really was 
nervous. Catherine kissed him sweetly, and then laughed. 
“Maybe we should sit down for a second before our legs give 
out on us. Have you had anything to eat?” 
 “I ate a little bit before I left the house,” Jimmy said, “but I 
don’t have much of an appetite. I am pretty shaky, I guess, and 
I didn’t get much sleep last night.”  
 “Me either,” Catherine said, kissing him again. This time 
Jimmy responded, and they kissed deeply, with rising passion. 
In little more than seconds Catherine’s nervousness was over-
laid with acute arousal, and it was more than apparent that 
Jimmy was in a similar state.  
 “Maybe since we both got so little sleep, we should con-
sider lying down,” Catherine suggested with a wry smile. 
 Jimmy laughed nervously. “You’re somethin’, you know 
that?”  
 “I’m sorry,” Catherine said. “Is this too much?” 
 “No,” Jimmy assured. “No. But are you thinking what I 
think you’re thinking?”  
 “I’m pretty sure I’m thinking what you think I’m thinking. 
Is that okay?” 
 “It’s fine,” Jimmy said. “It’s pretty much all I’ve been think-
ing about since you called yesterday. But I just wanted to make 
sure.” He paused. “Do you want to talk about it first?” 
 “I guess we could talk about it.” 
 “We don’t have to, if you think it’ll spoil the mood or some-
thing.” Jimmy looked embarrassed. “Sorry. I don’t have much 
experience with this type of thing—or any experience, really.” 
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He smiled and sat down at the kitchen table. “I guess I am a 
little nervous.” 
 Catherine sat down next to him. “You know that this is new 
for me too, right?” 
 “Well, I wasn’t quite sure.” 
 “Well it is,” Catherine said, blushing. “But I have no doubts 
whatsoever. None.” She took Jimmy’s hand. “I’ve never felt 
anything like this before. Not even close.” 
 Jimmy wore an expression that Catherine didn’t recognize, 
and she worried that maybe she was coming on too strong. She 
was wondering what to say next when he stood up and ex-
tended his hand. “Come on,” he said. 
 Catherine took his hand and he pulled her gently from her 
chair. Then the two of them walked out of the kitchen, through 
the hallway, and back to Catherine’s bedroom. As they entered 
her room, Catherine was swept with waves of emotion that felt 
totally separate from her physical longing. “I wish there were 
some way to tell you how I feel right now,” she said, turning 
to face him in the dim light. 
 “I think I know,” Jimmy said. “I feel it too.” 
 They kissed, and their bodies rocked and swayed as if in a 
slow dance. After some time they separated and looked at one 
another. Catherine had spent the previous night fantasizing 
about this moment and what would follow, but now she real-
ized that no fantasy could ever have prepared her for the emo-
tional impact of what was unfolding. “Are you still nervous?” 
she asked softly. 
 “A little,” Jimmy confessed. “Mainly because I’m scared 
about how this might change things. I think it could make 
things a lot harder.”  



ARKANSAS  SUMMER 
 

5 
 

 Catherine understood. She had the same fear, but she was 
willing to risk the pain that would follow for this chance for 
intimacy that might never come again. She was just about to 
respond when Jimmy spoke.  
 “I’m not sayin’ I don’t want this,” he said. “But I guess I do 
feel like we need to talk about it.” He sat down on the bed, and 
Catherine sat down next to him. “This is going to make it a lot 
harder for us to say goodbye in a few days. You know that, 
right?” 
 Catherine nodded, feeling suddenly sad. “I really do 
know,” she said. “But nothing has ever felt as right to me as 
this. Being here with you now.” She squeezed Jimmy’s hand. 
“I know it sounds melodramatic, or corny or something, but I 
feel like I need this.” 
 “Okay,” Jimmy said, his eyes shining. “I’m definitely not 
gonna argue with you.” 
 Catherine smiled and lay back. Then Jimmy lay down be-
side her. Face to face, they shared a look of joy. Then they 
kissed, and touched, and slowly undressed one another in the 
dim light.  
 Despite Catherine’s readiness, she was initially shy about 
removing her clothes and revealing herself completely. But 
Jimmy was so loving, and so tender, that soon she felt safe, and 
comfortable, and it made her happy to have his eyes on her, 
and his hands. When there was finally nothing, no barrier be-
tween them, the sensation of skin on skin was so intoxicating 
that Catherine was struck with a feeling of perfect bliss. She 
was struck also by the look of their two bodies together, one 
soft and light, the other sleek and dark. Catherine thought it 
was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen. 
 Their progression towards actual lovemaking was slow 
and sweet, and Catherine felt completely at ease. There was no 
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awkwardness, or hurry. Only a shared sense of wonder, and 
an understanding that what they were experiencing was as 
profound as it was pleasing. 
 Lying in Jimmy’s arms, Catherine was the first to speak in 
the afterglow of their first fully sexual communion. “I wish we 
could stay like this forever,” she said, running her fingers 
across his sweat-slippery chest. “I feel so happy I don’t even 
know what to say.” 
 Jimmy gently caressed the contours of Catherine’s body, 
now glowing in light filtering in through the curtains. “I think 
I could handle this forever,” he said blithely.  
 Catherine raised her head and they exchanged a sleepy 
smile, and then a kiss. Neither had slept much the night before, 
so there was great temptation to sleep, but Catherine chose to 
stay awake, wanting to savor every moment. Jimmy expressed 
a similar sentiment, but Catherine encouraged him to nap, as-
suring him that she would wake him after a few minutes rest, 
during which time she would enjoy watching him, and listen-
ing to the soothing cadence of his breathing. 
 Catherine was all too aware that this day would eventually 
end, so she made a conscious effort to commit each detail of 
their time together to memory. Even as Jimmy slept, she stud-
ied the muscles in his arms, the scent of his hair, the contour of 
his ear, the tiny mole that lived just beneath his left eye. She 
found him so exquisitely beautiful, so perfectly lovable, that 
she wondered how she would ever be able to accept the day’s 
passing, much less say good-bye to him in a few days.  
 She’d known he was right when he’d warned that their in-
timacy would make parting harder, but contemplating it now, 
she realized that she’d underestimated just how hard it would 
be. It would be terrible. She consoled herself with the hope that 
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the pain of separation would solidify their resolve to be to-
gether. She knew now with certainty that this is what she 
wanted, no matter how hard it might be. She prayed Jimmy 
would feel the same way. 
 Catherine let Jimmy sleep for twenty or so minutes, then, 
fearing the loss of any more time, she blew softly into his ear 
to bring him back to consciousness. He stirred, then opened his 
eyes with a sleepy smile that Catherine instantly recognized as 
a vision she’d never forget.  
 “Hello, beautiful,” he whispered, his smile widening as he 
turned his body to face her. “I hope you didn’t let me sleep too 
long.” 
 “Not long,” Catherine said, mirroring back his joyful ex-
pression. “But it was nice watching you sleep.”  
 “Well, I can sleep anytime,” Jimmy said, yawning. “I don’t 
want to waste a day like today on sleep.” 
 “Don’t worry, I won’t let you.” 
 They lay together silently for a time, simply caressing one 
another in a state of shared contentment. Shortly, they resumed 
kissing, first lightly, then with intensity. Soon they were en-
gaged, once more, in an intimacy of flesh and spirit that was so 
infused with love that Catherine was eventually brought to 
tears. 

“What is it?” Jimmy asked. “What’s making you cry?” 
 “I’m not even sure,” Catherine said, struggling for compo-
sure.  
 They repositioned their bodies so that they were lying face 
to face. Jimmy wiped a tear from Catherine’s cheek. “I just feel 
so much,” she said, her voice trembling. 
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 “I understand,” Jimmy said. “If you feel like you need to 
cry, go ahead and cry.” He smiled sweetly, and his voice was 
tender. “You let me sleep a little, now I can let you cry a little.” 
 Catherine rolled her eyes, then dropped her resistance and 
was soon crying softly in Jimmy’s arms—for happiness, for 
love, for fate or God or whatever it was that had led them to 
this day. For feelings so large and so strong that she felt too 
small to contain them. But she also cried for sorrow, and fear, 
and for knowing that, apart from all their love and joy, they 
lived in a world that barely acknowledged Jimmy’s humanity, 
much less his gifts.  
 “You all right?” Jimmy asked when she’d finally stopped, 
and was lying quietly in his arms.  
 “I’m fine,” Catherine said. “I’m just overwhelmed, I guess, 
by so many things.”  She reached for a tissue on the bedside 
table and blew her nose. “I’m just so filled up with love, and so 
happy to be here with you. This is the best day of my life. Noth-
ing could ever compare to this, and I will never regret this, no 
matter how hard it is say good-bye.” She touched Jimmy’s face, 
then ran her hand over his shoulder and down the smooth skin 
of his arm.  
 “But you look so sad,” Jimmy said. 
 “I guess it’s what you said. You know, about saying good-
bye. It’s going to be terrible.” She rubbed his calf with the bot-
tom of her foot, and was struck, once again, by the beauty of 
their bodies intertwined. “I guess that’s not all of it,” she con-
tinued, trying to put words to her bewilderment. “I just feel so 
much for you, and it hurts when I think about what could hap-
pen to you because of me.” 
 Jimmy stroked Catherine’s hair and looked into her eyes. 
“Nothing is going to happen to me,” he whispered. 
 “I would never forgive myself if it did.” 
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 “Everything’s going to be fine,” Jimmy said. “I promise.” 
Then he kissed away her fears, and they were swept, once 
more, into lovemaking—this time with no tears. 

 

 It was one o’clock, and having finally surrendered to the 
need for food, Catherine and Jimmy were eating sandwiches 
that Catherine had prepared and brought back to her bedroom. 
 “This is the most delicious thing I’ve ever tasted,” Jimmy 
said, now partially dressed and leaning against a pillow 
propped up against the backboard of the bed. His mouth was 
full, and he looked so happy that Catherine made another men-
tal note to remember the moment. 
 “I’m world famous for my bologna sandwiches,” she said. 
“In San Diego, I’m practically a legend.” She took a bite of her 
own sandwich, then commented, “This is pretty good.” She 
leaned over to kiss Jimmy on the cheek. “I guess everything 
seems extra good today.” 
 “You got that right,” Jimmy said, pulling her back for a 
more serious kiss. A moment later he released her to resume 
eating.  
 After swallowing his last bite of sandwich, he asked, 
“What’s it like in San Diego?”  
 “It’s great,” Catherine said. “The ocean is beautiful, and the 
town is nice. And you’d like the college.” She looked at him 
hopefully. “You should come see it. I think it’s a place where 
we might be okay. I really do.” 
 Jimmy took his now-empty plate and put it on the table 
next to the bed. “I have a scholarship for Oberlin. And, hon-
estly, Catherine, I don’t like sayin’ it, I really don’t, but I don’t 
think you realize what life would be like for us no matter 
where we lived.” 
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 “What about Oberlin?” Catherine asked nervously. “Isn’t 
it famous for being a place that’s extra open-minded? Maybe I 
could come there.” 
 Jimmy paused and looked at Catherine sympathetically. “I 
don’t want to spoil this wonderful day. That’s the last thing I 
want. But I’m not sure I want to encourage you in this kind of 
thinking, either.”  
 Catherine filled up with disappointment.  
 Reading Catherine’s face, Jimmy sighed, then paused for a 
moment before continuing. “Listen,” he said, tenderly, “I love 
the idea that we could somehow be together. But I don’t think 
there’s anywhere we could go where we wouldn’t have a really 
hard time. And I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but I don’t 
know if you truly understand what you’re asking for.”  
 His voice took on a tenor that touched Catherine at her 
core. “I didn’t choose to be a Negro,” he said. “I’m not going to 
apologize for who I am, or what I am, but it’s not something 
that I chose.” He looked at Catherine with eyes filled with sad-
ness. “This is not something you want to sign up for, Catherine. 
As much as we might feel for one another, the two of us don’t 
make any sense. Not outside of this room.” 
 Catherine persisted. “Do you think your life would be in 
danger if we tried to live somewhere like California or Ohio?”  
 “Well, I don’t know if I’d need to worry about gettin’ 
lynched, if that’s what you’re asking. But no matter where we 
might go, I think we’d have serious problems. Both of us.” 
 Jimmy paused, as if thinking, then went on in a voice that 
was both sympathetic and firm. “Are you ready for people to 
despise you, Catherine? Threaten to hurt you? Maybe burn 
down your house? Are you ready to be barred from living in 
most neighborhoods? Told there’s no room for you in hotels? 
Told you’re trash? Told your children are sub-human?”  
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 Catherine was roiling inside, but remained silent, uncertain 
how to respond. 
 “I hate upsetting you,” Jimmy continued, “but there’s no 
candy coating this. Your life would be hard. Really hard.” His 
voice softened. “Have you thought about what it would be like 
to have Negro children?”  
 Catherine reached across Jimmy, opened the drawer in the 
table next to the bed, and pulled out the photograph of the two 
of them. She held it up. “If you’re asking me if I could love a 
child like this,” she said, “I think we know the answer.” 
 Jimmy looked at the photo, and it was obvious to Catherine 
that he was moved by it. He started to say something, then 
stopped. 
 “What is it?” Catherine asked. “What were you going to 
say?” 
 Jimmy remained quiet for a few moments, then he took the 
picture from Catherine and studied it. “I remember this day 
very clearly,” he said finally. “When you showed it to me the 
other day, I didn’t let on, but that day was actually one of the 
most painful days of my life.”  
 He seemed like he might cry, and Catherine’s response was 
to choke up as well. She remained silent and let him collect 
himself before continuing.  
 “I guess you could say that this photo captured my last day 
of innocence,” he said. “And the irony of the two of us looking 
at this photo here, like this...” He exhaled. “Well, it’s pretty un-
believable.”  
 He looked up from the picture. “You were right the other 
day when you said that this was the day we were playin’ like 
we were gonna get married. It all happened just like you said, 
with the popsicles, and Niagara Falls. This was actually the day 
before you left and never came back.” He shook his head. “I 
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remember this like it was yesterday. And the reason I remem-
ber it so strongly is because that night I got the whipping of my 
life. To this day, my mama and I have never really talked about 
it, because I know she’s ashamed. But she whipped me good 
that night, and I don’t think I was ever the same after.” 
 Catherine found it almost impossible to reconcile her im-
age of Sally with the picture Jimmy was painting. “What hap-
pened?” she asked, incredulous. “Why on earth would she 
have whipped you?” 
 “I understand now why she did it,” Jimmy said. “She 
thought she had to do it to protect me. To teach me how to be-
have with white people so that I wouldn’t get myself killed.”  
 He put the photo down on the bed. “Up to that point, I had 
a sense that we were different from white people. We obvi-
ously looked different, and were poorer than whites, but I 
hadn’t yet really understood that we were considered less than 
white folks, or that we were hated by white folks. When I 
turned up at home talkin’ about marrying you when I grew 
up—because I took all that play talk seriously—she tried to set 
me straight, but I wouldn’t hear it. I argued with her, so she 
whipped me, and she tried the best she could to impress upon 
me that I had no business even thinkin’ about marrying a white 
girl. She told me it had been a big mistake to allow me to play 
with you, and that from then on, you were off limits.” 
 Catherine tried to remain composed, and she could hear in 
Jimmy’s voice that he was struggling too.  
 “That night I learned what it really meant to be a Negro. 
And it wasn’t just that you were off limits. According to what 
my mama tried to beat into me that night, my whole concept 
of life, and of myself, was wrong. Up to that point, I’d thought 
that I was more or less just like every other human being. But 
now my own mother was essentially telling me that, because I 
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was a Negro, I had to be careful not to seem too confident 
around white folks, or too bright, or say things or do things 
that would call attention to myself, because someone might 
want to hurt me for it. She told me that night about lynchings, 
and about how colored folks in our own little town had been 
beaten or killed for simply acting like they thought they were 
as good as whites. I remember my brother George trying to 
stop her, and her tellin’ him, no, it was time I learned the truth 
about being a Negro in a word dominated by the white man.”  
 Jimmy paused to think. “I guess, because I’m stubborn, and 
‘cause my mama finally did put her fears aside and encourage 
me to aspire to a better life, I eventually managed to regain 
most of what I lost that day. But that was a dark day in my life. 
It took me a long time to recover from that day. The fact that 
we’re looking at this picture together like this...Well, it’s ...” 
 “It’s incredible,” Catherine whispered.  
 “Yeah,” Jimmy agreed, “it’s pretty incredible. But I’m 
afraid that not too much has changed since this picture was 
taken. I’m still a fool to be thinking about you like this.”  
 “Well, I don’t think you’re a fool,” Catherine said, “and I’m 
the one who really matters, right?”  
 Jimmy cocked his head. “I don’t know. As much as I’d like 
to agree with you, I think the rest of the world really does mat-
ter.” He stroked Catherine’s hair. “How about, for now, we 
stop worrying about the rest of the world, and the future, and 
concentrate on today. Today is here now, and it’s ticking away 
as we speak.” He pulled her close and she folded herself into 
his arms.  
 “Okay,” Catherine whispered, feeling a wave of love and a 
twinge of panic over the time. “We’ll concentrate on today.” 
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 Catherine was true to her promise to focus on the here and 
now, and for the next couple of hours the mingling of her flesh 
and affections with Jimmy’s produced a pleasure that was so 
intoxicating that she felt distant from time and space. While 
they rested between peaks of exhilaration, it was hard for Cath-
erine to keep her mind from wandering into painful territory, 
but when she found her thoughts turning dark, she would look 
at their bodies together, or think about their last act of love, and 
be pulled, once again, into the splendid universe of the mo-
ment, where they were king and queen, and everything made 
perfect sense. 
 It was after three o’clock, and, once again, Catherine lay 
awake as Jimmy napped. She was tempted to sleep herself, but 
her fear of sleeping too long kept her from succumbing to the 
temptation to drift off. Finally the urge to doze became so 
strong that she decided to rouse Jimmy with the proposition of 
a bath. She rubbed his chest and whispered his name. When he 
opened his eyes she asked, “How would you like to run 
through the sprinklers with me?” 
 Jimmy regarded her with sleepy confusion. “You want to 
run through the sprinklers?”  
 “Well, I was thinking of something more like a bath, but I 
thought it would be a little like old times.” 
 Jimmy pulled her close for a kiss, then released her with a 
smile. “A bath sounds great.”  
 They got up and headed for the bathroom, where Cathe-
rine promptly turned on the water and stepped into the tub. 
As she ran barely-warm water over her face and body, Jimmy 
relieved his bladder, and it struck her how utterly comfortable 
they were together, in their nakedness, and their physical inti-
macy. After a few moments, Jimmy climbed in, and they care-
fully arranged their arms and legs as the water rose around 



ARKANSAS  SUMMER 
 

15 
 

them. Once they were comfortably situated, they enjoyed a 
soapy synergy that was so exquisite that Catherine was sur-
prised she hadn’t thought of a bath sooner. “Kind of puts a 
whole new spin on the sprinklers,” she said, rubbing her slip-
pery breasts over Jimmy’s chest.  
 “I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to enjoy a regular bath 
again after this experience,” Jimmy replied, running his hands 
over her glistening skin.  
 Catherine had thought, over the course of the day, that she 
and Jimmy had experienced about as much pleasure as was 
possible between a man and a woman, but the addition of soap 
to the equation opened up a whole new world of sensual won-
ders.  
 When they finally returned, refreshed and happy, to Cath-
erine’s room, they sat together against the backboard of the bed 
and began eating an orange that Catherine had peeled and 
brought in from the kitchen. “Oh, wait a minute,” she said sud-
denly, “I almost forgot.” She sprang up and ran for the kitchen. 
When she returned a moment later, she handed Jimmy a Moon 
Pie. 

“Okay, now my day is complete,” he said, removing the 
wrapper with a broad grin. “I don’t know what else could hap-
pen that could make this day any better.” 
 “It’s the perfect day,” Catherine agreed, cuddling up be-
side him. She closed her eyes and had a vision of possibly her 
first memory of Jimmy. She opened her eyes. “Do you remem-
ber the very first time we saw each other?”  
 Jimmy thought for a moment. “Well, yeah, I think maybe I 
do. I’m pretty sure we were around maybe five or six. I remem-
ber feelin’ kind of scared of you at first. I wasn’t used to bein’ 
around white kids.” 
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 “You and Sally were the first Negroes I’d ever met up 
close,” Catherine said, “so I was fascinated by you. I remember 
Sally telling me you were full of beans.” 
 Jimmy laughed. “I guess she had that right.”  

He took a bite of the Moon Pie. “I remember you and your 
parents driving up to the house. I was playin’ on the front 
porch, and when I saw you get out of the car, I was both inter-
ested and scared. Mama Rae and my mama came outside, and 
I think I probably hid behind my mama’s skirt.” He ran his 
tongue over his front teeth. “I don’t remember when we first 
started runnin’ around together. I guess maybe my earliest 
memory of actually playing with you involves the sprinkler, or 
maybe the old tortoise that used to live under the front porch.” 
 “Moe!” Catherine exclaimed. “Remember we used to feed 
him strawberries? I wonder what ever happened to him.” 
 “I asked my mama about him the other day,” Jimmy said. 
“She told me that he died a few years back. Did you know that 
old tortoise had belonged to your great grandfather?”  
 “My great grandfather,” Catherine mused, rolling her eyes. 
“I bet he was a prize.” She nodded to the Moon Pie and Jimmy 
gave her a bite. “Speaking of prize, that reminds me,” Cathe-
rine said. “My dad told me that you won some kind of essay 
contest, and that’s how you got your scholarship. He said there 
was even a story about it in the newspaper. Is that right?”  
 “Yeah, that’s right. You should have seen my mama’s face 
when she found out I got it. She about jumped through the 
roof.” 
 Catherine grinned. “I can imagine.”  
 They had been sitting up, and now Jimmy lay down and 
pulled Catherine down next to him. “I was pretty surprised I 
got it,” he said. “Luckily, the competition was based in New 
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York, and not here. Otherwise I’d have probably gotten a good 
horse-whippin’ instead of a scholarship.” 
 “Is there any way you can show me the essay?” Catherine 
asked. “I’d really like to read what you wrote.” 
 “My mama has a copy that I could probably bring over and 
show you, but it’s really not a big deal.” 
 “Well, I think it’s a big deal,” Catherine said. “Really. I’d 
like to read it.” 
 “I could probably recite it by heart. It’s not that long. They 
wanted me to read it at my high school graduation, so I mem-
orized it. I practiced it about a million times.” 
 “Oh, please recite it for me. Please.” 
 Jimmy looked embarrassed. 
 Catherine sat up. “Come on.”  
 “All right. But you’re gonna think I’m pretty full of my-
self.” 
 “I’m not going to think anything like that. Really.” 
 “Okay, give me a second. It’s been a while.” Jimmy closed 
his eyes for a few moments, then he put his hands behind his 
head and opened his eyes. “Okay,” he said. “I think I can do it. 
Are you ready?” 
 “Ready.” 
 “All right. Here goes. Promise not to laugh?” 
 “Cross my heart.”  
 Suddenly there was a noise, and both Catherine and Jimmy 
froze. “What was that?” Catherine whispered. Her heart started 
to race, and they heard it again. This time it was clear that the 
sound was a knocking at the front door. Without a word, both 
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Catherine and Jimmy jumped up and began frantically gather-
ing up their clothing. The knocking continued, and soon they 
could hear a male voice hollering from the front of the house.  

Catherine’s mind was in a whirl as she and Jimmy strove 
to dress and make sense of what was happening. They were 
just getting to their shoes, and were exchanging a look of mu-
tual fear and confusion, when a shadowy shape appeared out-
side the bedroom window. In an instant, the shape material-
ized vaguely as two cupped hands, an indiscernible face, and 
an eye peeking in through a tiny gap in the curtains. 
 “There’s someone inside!” yelled a voice from outside. 
“And you ain’t gonna believe this, but it’s the girl and a nig-
ger!” 
 Catherine was struck with such terror that she had to fight 
against the impulse to become hysterical. Unable to think 
straight, she looked to Jimmy, praying that he had the wits to 
know what to do. He quickly grabbed her hand and pulled her 
from the room into the dim hallway.  
 “Think,” Jimmy whispered. “I need a weapon.” He took a 
breath to steady his nerves, then started pulling Catherine in 
the direction of the kitchen. “Show me where you keep the 
knives.” 
 Catherine resisted. “No,” she said, “there’s a gun. I saw it 
when I was going through my grandparents’ things.” Cathe-
rine quickly retrieved a shotgun from the hall closet and 
handed it to Jimmy.  

“Do you see any shells?” he asked.  
Catherine began searching, but Jimmy stopped her. “Never 

mind. It looks like it’s loaded.” 
 “Oh my God!” Catherine cried, barely able to grasp what 
was happening. 



ARKANSAS  SUMMER 
 

19 
 

 “This is bad,” Jimmy said. “But try to stay calm.” 
 They were starting for the front of the house when sud-
denly the front door burst open and two young men rushed in. 
One was JT, and the other Catherine didn’t recognize. 
 “What do you think you’re doing breaking into my 
house?” Catherine shouted. “You get out of my house right 
now!” 
 “I came to deliver the things your daddy ordered from the 
hardware,” JT said, “but it looks like, instead, I need to rescue 
you from this here nigger.” 
 “I don’t need rescuing,” Catherine shot back, trying to re-
main calm. “And if you don’t get out of here this second, I’m 
going to have you arrested.” 
 JT looked at Jimmy, who was gripping the gun, but point-
ing it downward. “Well, I don’t know,” he said. “This looks 
like a pretty dangerous nigger to me.” He nodded towards the 
gun. “What you gonna do with that gun, boy?” 
 Catherine said slowly, “He’s protecting me. I gave him the 
gun. Now get out of here right now or I’m calling the sheriff!” 
 “Well, why don’t you just do that,” JT said, “and we’ll see 
who gets arrested—me, or this nigger with the gun.” 
 Jimmy nodded at the shotgun. “I have this because you 
broke in here. Now it’s time for you to leave.” 
 “If you would just please leave,” Catherine said, trying to 
appeal to JT in a friendlier tone, “we can call this a misunder-
standing and forget it ever happened.” 
 “We ain’t forgettin’ nothin’,” JT hissed. “Round here, don’t 
no nigger point a gun at a white man and live to talk about it.” 
 “You need to go,” Jimmy demanded. He still didn’t raise 
the gun, but his tone was dead serious. 



ANNE MOOSE 
 

20 
 

 “If we leave,” JT’s sidekick said in a slow drawl, “we’ll be 
coming back after you with a rope. You know that don’t you, 
boy?” 
 Jimmy’s voice was steady. “All I know is you broke into 
this house, you’ve been asked to leave, and you need to go. 
Now.” 
 JT looked straight at Catherine and the expression on his 
face sent chills down her spine. “Y’all were in the bedroom to-
gether.” 
 Jimmy raised the gun. “I said now.” 

“You think I’m scared of you and that rusty piece of shit?” 
JT sneered. “I got a mind to take you out and lynch you right 
now. I could probably sell tickets.” 
 The sidekick laughed and Jimmy pointed the gun directly 
at JT. “I’m not fooling,” he said, his voice rising. 
 JT seemed to be calculating. “We ain’t got no more time for 
this now.” He glanced at his partner, then motioned towards 
the door. “But we ain’t finished with y’all. You can count on 
that. And you,” he added, glaring at Catherine. “I’m disap-
pointed in you. I didn’t have you figured for a nigger lover.”  

He turned to leave, and Catherine and Jimmy watched si-
lently as the two boys jumped off the porch stairs and headed 
for their truck.  
 JT opened the heavy door, but before he disappeared in-
side, he gestured towards Jimmy’s car and yelled back, “Don’t 
think this is over. Once I give this here license number to my 
daddy, I’m gonna know where you live.” Then he jumped in 
the truck and roared off in a cloud of dirt and gravel.



 


