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I came home today, Momma. I have been in bondage and I set myself free. I knew the truth. I always 

knew it, no matter how many times you said it was just a dream. Just a dream, child. Stop worryin' over 

something you imagined happened to you and start focusing on the things that are real. Shawn. 

Rochelle. They what's real. Well, I know that, Momma. I know and I've always known what's real. And 

now you're gone and I can't even be mad at you for what you done. So, I guess that makes us even, 

because you never got mad at me, either. Leastways you never showed it. And that's why I forgive you, 

Momma. That's why I don't hate you like I think I oughta do. Miz Ora misses you so much, I think I can 

forgive her, too, though that may take some time.  

I got no forgiveness in my heart for that white boy though. That boy stole my dreams. Well, not so much 

stole as he invaded ‘em. Haunted me nearly every night with his crazy evil laugh echoing in my ears. I'm 

glad you ain't alive to hear me say this, but I'm glad Marcus done what he done. I'm just sorry he got 

killed running from the truth. I know what that's like, except I was running from lies.  

Don’t you think I knew, Momma? Don't you think I knew all along what that boy did to me? He dragged 

me into the woods like a sack of oranges. Me, a scrawny little girl in pigtails and a pink dress. Said he 

wanted to show me something and you know what? I didn't scream, Momma. It was a white boy and 

you always told me…do what they say, them white folk. Don't sass, don't make a fuss. Well, I was quiet, 

Momma. I was quiet when he pulled my panties down. When it burned like fire between my legs and my 

arms felt like they was breakin' from his weight on 'em, I stayed quiet. When he squeezed my cheeks so 

hard I tasted blood, I didn't cry out. I held it in then, and I kept on holding it in. I held it 'til I couldn't hold 

no more, Momma. And when it bust loose from me, it spewed like a pressure cooker.  

I knew with every fiber of my being, and you knew it, too. And when that boy got killed like he did, cut 

to shreds by someone filled with unquenchable hate, you knew it was Marcus. You had to know it 

wasn't Mr. Pecan…Eddie…my grandfather…what the hell should I call him? What should I call a man who 

spent a quarter of his life in jail to protect me, to protect you? I call him a hero, that's what I call him. 

But the town never will. Not even now that Miz Ora's told the truth. They want their own version of 

truth, the kind where the boogie man goes to jail. A white boy was dead and somebody had to pay. 

Well, we all paid, Momma. We all paid and that's the truth of it.  

I set myself free today. I know what's real. Shawn. Rochelle. They’re almost grown, Momma. I gotta 

make it up to them somehow. Of all the people paying debts they don't owe, them two's the innocent 

ones. I gotta be okay for them. I gotta be okay for me.  


