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By the third week Soupspoon’s pain was almost gone. He only had to take 
two Percocets a day. 

Bobby was dead. 

Harry sent a long letter, which Kiki read to Soupspoon. It said that 
Soupspoon had helped Bobby laugh those last two weeks. “…the only 
things we looked forward to were seeing you in the morning and watching 
As the World Turns in the afternoon, ” the letter said, It also gave the time 
and address of the service. It was in the Village, not far from Kiki’s. 

Soupspoon stood at the back of the chapel. Over four hundred people 
had crowed in to pay their last respects. The family took up the front 
now. Mother and father, his sister and her kids. They were all broken up. 
They cried for Bobby Grand. But what got to Soupspoon was the men 
who had come to pay their respects- they cried too; cried with that deep 
sort of bereft sorrow that people have when a great leader passes. That 
raged kind of sorrow you feel when your best friend dies. A brave kind of 
man who you, in your ignorance, never believe could die. 

It made Soupspoon think of Jolly Horner. 

Jolly had a big black face bulging with shiny cheeks. He had powerful 
smiling teeth that could bite through iron nails. His big hands and legs 
were so strong that he could lift a barrel full of water and carry it a 
quarter mile. 

When Jolly Horner clapped those big hands behind Soupspoon’s guitar it 
sounded like artillery; cannonfire and the blues. 

I hear a train commin’ 
bang! 

You know you hear it too 
Bang! 

It’s got a seat for me, Mr. Charlie 
Bang! 

I be sittin’ right next to you 
 

The floor gave way right under Jolly’s feet. Seth Wyles made a bet with his 
uncle that Jolly cold carry a two-hundred-pound spotted pig up the ladder 
to the top of Seth’s barn. Jolly could do it, there was no doubt about that, 



but he didn’t want to. He didn’t want to play the fool for white men. But 
Seth made him do it anyway. He told Jolly that if wanted to keep his job 
then he had better tote that pig. 

It wasn’t much of a challenge except that the pig was scared and the 
boards of the barn weren’t strong enough. Jolly made it to the top, but 
then the floor gave way and he came down, pig and all. They fell through 
the plow mare’s stall. The mare reared back and crushed Jolly’s big face.  

It was a hard life back then. 

People died all the time. Young people died from hard blows, disease, and 
from taking their own lives. If you cried for every one of them you would 
have died from grief. Let their mother cry, their children; everybody else 
just picked up and went on. There was no holiday that you got to mourn. 

But there was a holiday the day after Jolly Horner died. No one went to 
the plantation fields on that day. No one went to the farms or into the 
rich white people’s homes to work. 

Jolly wasn’t meant to die, and Negroes from all over the county came out 
to say it. The night before, men went to Wyle’s barn. They slaughtered his 
spotted pig and crushed his mare’s skull.  

And nobody ever found those killers, because when the white men came 
down into darktown the next day they found a funeral vigil with over a 
thousand people lining the road. 

Jolly had friends everywhere. People loved him because of his strength and 
his loud, big-toothed laugh. You could hear Jolly laugh day or night 
because he didn’t get tired. 

A thousand men and women came out to tell Jolly ´bye. But they also 
came out to tell God something, that’s what Soupspoon thought. The 
black population of the whole county came out to say that they would 
bear witness to the innocent dead of a good man. A right man. 

Soupspoon found himself crying at the back of the church, but he wasn’t 
sure who it was that he cried for. 

(…) 
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