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Excerpt from Land Rush 
 

The Box Supper 
 

The woman wanted to arrive early, but the man never rushed through chores to go 

anywhere, not even to church, must less to the schoolhouse for a box supper. He thought 

raising money for the school was a good cause, that was true enough, but every drop of 

milk had to be stripped from the teats of four milk cows before he could turn them back 

to pasture and go anywhere. He did not want the cows to stop giving milk until a month 

or so before it was time for their next calves to be born and the milk cycle would begin 

again. So he was careful to treat the cows well.    

 When the man and boy finished milking and reached the concrete well house, the 

man poured the milk through clean burlap to strain out the flies. Once it was in the 

stainless separator bowl, he said, “Son, I’ll feed the calves, and you can get cleaned up as 

soon as you finish the separating.” The boy, anxious to finish his job, placed both hands 

on the crank, lifting, then pulling down with all his strength to get the heavy mechanism 

of the machine to turn. When his breath came in gasps and he began to sweat, cream first 

dribbled, then finally streamed, into the catch basin. 

 The boy was glad he didn’t have to feed the runty calves their powdered milk 

substitute. The poor pot-bellied little devils had been taken away from their mothers so 

the family could have whole milk for themselves and cream to sell. The money that came 

from the cream allowed the family to buy necessities they didn’t produce and a very few 
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luxuries like store-bought toothpaste. The boy now found it easier to brush his teeth. 

Before, his mother had demanded he use salt and baking soda that tasted horrible.  

By the time the boy had rinsed the separator and walked to the house, his sister, 

who would soon be thirteen, had dressed their younger brother. The boy washed his own 

face and hands then pulled on the new pants his mother had ordered from the catalog. It 

seemed his legs had grown in the two weeks it had taken to mail in the order and receive 

the package from Montgomery Ward because the cuffs of the brand new pants were up 

around his ankles. He had fought with his mother about wearing them to school because 

to him they looked stupid, but this time he pulled them on with no complaint. He and his 

mother had compromised. He agreed to wear them five times and then they’d be set aside 

and held until his brother grew into them. He had to wear them only two more times after 

this. She had already ordered him some new pants. 

 His mother came in from the chicken house where she had gathered the eggs. 

“Good, you’re dressed,” she said, “now you have to finish your milk.”  

She went to the refrigerator, another convenience they managed to afford after the 

electric lines reached them last year, and pulled out a full glass of milk he hadn’t touched 

at supper. “By the time I get my dress on, that glass had better be empty.” She went into 

the bedroom. 

 The truth was, the boy didn’t like milk although he didn’t mind the milk at his 

grandparents’ house. They had moved to town and a milkman delivered pasteurized and 

homogenized milk in glass bottles. With farm milk, the cream rose to the top and when it 

was stirred clots formed that felt like snot when the boy drank it.  
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He looked toward his mother’s bedroom and saw the door was closed. He picked 

up the glass, dipped his upper lip in the milk, walked to the screen door and looked back 

again, then poured the milk on the cracked earth near the foundation of the house, leaving 

about a half inch in the bottom of the glass as he would have if he had tipped it up and 

gulped it down without taking a breath. As he placed the glass back on the cabinet, his 

mother came out buttoning her dress. 

“Good job,” she said, as she rinsed out the glass. “Come here, let’s wipe that 

mustache off your face.” 

  The last few evenings there had been clouds to the southwest suggesting rain, but 

the sky was clear as they sped over the state road and the sun slipped below the horizon. 

The noise of gravel pinging beneath the car made talking difficult, so they rode the four 

miles to the Garrett School without saying much. When they arrived, there were already 

two-dozen cars parked on the school playground. The man said, “It don’t look like rain, 

but you kids roll up the windows, in case.” 

 Frowning, the woman said to him, “We’re so late.” 

 “They won’t start on time,” he predicted. 

 The boy wanted to follow his sister who tripped off to be with her friends, but his 

mother grabbed him by his shirttail. “Come with me young man and bring the coffee urn. 

Remember you’re not allowed to play with the other kids.” 

The urn was heavy, but the boy lifted it out of the car trunk and followed his 

mother as she had instructed. The woman carried her supper box wrapped in a 

gunnysack. Inside the one room school, she headed toward the curtain drawn across the 

stage the school board had built even though times had been tough. The teacher had 
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convinced them, drama, or “play-acting,” as the parents called it, couldn’t be taught 

without a stage. 

 The women each brought a supper in a decorated box, wrapped in a second plain 

wrapper. The boxes were to be unwrapped out of sight of the men because the husbands 

were not supposed to know which box belonged to their wives. Since the men would 

likely eat with someone else’s wife, there was a naughty undertone to a box supper. 

Reverend Renfro of the Mountain View Baptist Church preached against this frivolity, 

citing a scripture, “Therefore a man shall leave his father and his mother, and shall cleave 

unto his wife: and they shall be one flesh.” Despite her respect for Reverend Renfro, the 

woman had voted for and helped plan the box supper. County funds were depleted and 

the school board had declared a financial emergency and there was nothing more 

important to the woman than the education of her children. 

  Mrs. McCune, one of the women in his mother’s quilting circle, took the urn 

from the boy. Her hair was bobbed in flapper style and her lips slathered with shiny red 

lipstick. “My, this is heavy. Did you carry it all the way from the car?” The boy nodded, 

pretending it was nothing, but he was happy she knew he had done something difficult. 

 “You go back out now and sit with your dad and brother,” his mother 

commanded. 

 The boy was not allowed to play with other kids for a month because, two 

Sundays ago, he had hit his cousin on the head with a croquet mallet after his cousin had 

knocked the boy’s ball out of bounds. His cousin, nearly three years older, did not play 

football or baseball but was skilled at croquet, and it was the boy’s opinion his cousin 

played the game with so much intensity to make up for his deficiencies in the popular 
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sports. He felt his cousin’s behavior had not been sporting, out of bounds itself, although 

it fit within the rules. His cousin, who won the game, could have left him with an outside 

chance, if not to win, to place second or third, but instead had whacked the boy’s ball 

over the boundary costing him a turn. He’d done it out of sheer meanness. At least that 

was the boy’s point of view. 

He didn’t want to sit with his dad and brother because it would be obvious he was 

being punished for something, so he slid into the corner where the curtain met the wall 

and watched his mother and the other women put the final decorations on their boxes. He 

still held out hope his mother would relent and suspend his sentence so he could play. His 

Aunt Zona spotted him. 

“Hey you, you’re not supposed to be back here. You go play with your cousin.” 

She meant her son, the very cousin he had smacked with his croquet mallet. The boy 

realized that the whole incident had been forgotten, except his mother remembered and 

held it against him, and that made him furious. Before he could tell his aunt he was not 

allowed to play, his mother clamped her hand over his mouth. 

“I told you before, go be with your dad. And stay there,” she commanded. The 

boy still didn’t move so she pushed him. “Go on, get out,” she said. “There are no men 

allowed back here.”  

 “If I was man, you couldn’t keep me from playing with other kids,” he blurted. 

Several of the women heard what he said and laughed. His mother turned her 

back on him and put her hands on her hips. A year or so ago, his parents had decided he 

was too old to spank. But if there was one thing his mother couldn’t stand, it was a sassy 

kid. For that she might insist that his dad spank him when they got home. 
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He found his dad crouched near the wall with one of his uncles, Aunt Zona’s 

husband. On the other side of his dad were some neighbors, Dootie Poor and Shorty 

Cook. His dad held his little brother on one thigh. His brother, approaching a year old, 

had not yet learned to walk. He was blond like their mother with very light skin. His 

mother was careful to make sure he didn’t get too much sun. A few weeks ago the boy 

had seen an albino man at the creamery. The man lived behind the store and did odd jobs 

for Jake Long who owned the business. On the way home, the boy had asked his parents 

why the man was so white. They explained what they knew about albinos and about how 

they needed to stay out of the sun. That was why working at the creamery was such a 

good job for him. He could be inside where it was dark and cool until the sun went down.  

The boy asked them, “Is that why you keep the baby out of the sun? He’s an 

albino?”  

  “Of course not,” his mother snapped, “he’s light skinned like me, that’s all.” 

 His father had laughed, a deep throaty chuckle, and the boy liked the fact he had 

made his dad laugh because the man didn’t find many things funny. But his sister said, 

“That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard.” He admired his sister, he thought she was 

beautiful, and her words stung. 

 “You need to think more before you talk,” his mother said. 

 “I was just wondering, that’s all,” the boy said. “I don’t see what’s so wrong with 

that.” 

 As he stood near his dad, a girl he liked wearing a bright yellow sweater ran by 

and as she passed she bumped him pretending it was an accident. “I’m so sorry,” she said 

with exaggerated modesty. She finished with a curtsy then dashed off like she expected 
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him to chase her. The girl lived at the Northern Natural Gas booster station and was in the 

sixth grade, a year ahead of the boy and more than a year older than he was. Beneath the 

bright sweaters she wore, her body had both slimmed down and filled out at the same 

time. Her skin was not sunburned with freckles like most other girls her age. She was 

brown and smooth and her mother permitted her to wear perfume. The boy knew she 

didn’t like any of the older boys in school, especially the only boy in her same grade, the 

youngest McElroy kid, who, like the older McElroys, some of whom had gone on to high 

school, wore dirty clothes that smelled. The one who was her classmate was a year too 

old for that class and bullied some of the younger children.  

The one time McElroy had teased him, the boy put up with it for nearly a whole 

recess then struck back and bloodied his nose. Although she knew he’d been provoked, 

the teacher made the boy stay inside the whole next day for fighting, two recesses and 

one noon hour, but he considered the justice he’d meted out worth it. And the teacher 

gave him a new book, one not numbered yet for the school library, a book about Teddy 

Roosevelt. 

 He had not told his mother he had been punished for fighting, but he did tell her 

how, later that same week, the teacher had asked him to answer a question none of the 

other kids, not sixth, or seventh, or eighth graders could answer. It was the older kids 

geography class and he was not required to pay attention, although he often listened when 

the teacher taught not only the older kids but the younger ones, too. He was almost 

finished with the book about Roosevelt when the teacher called his name. 
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“Buddy! No one in this class can name the continents. How many can you 

name?” After he listed all the continents, he walked to the globe and pointed out their 

location. 

At recess, the girl from the booster station said to him, “You’re a smart-assed 

little whippersnapper.” 

He liked the fact she had used the word “ass” and risked getting reported to the 

teacher so he knew she liked him and that she thought he wouldn’t tell on her. He didn’t 

know exactly what a whippersnapper was, but he liked the sound of the word, but didn’t 

like it that she had said “little” because he was as tall as she was, though younger, and he 

thought he would soon be taller.  

He told his mother about the continents and named them for her but didn’t tell her 

about the girl and what she said about him being a whippersnapper.  

His mother said, “Sounds like you’re the teacher’s pet.”  

He felt pleased because his mother did not compliment him very often although 

what she said did not sound precisely like a compliment.  

He didn’t want other kids to think he was the teacher’s pet, but he thought his 

mother might like it if he was so he didn’t deny it. He thought probably the teacher did 

like him and had kept in him at recess after he punched McElroy mostly so she could talk 

to him.  

His teacher had told him that day about her son who went to another school, and 

said she wished her son could be his friend because her boy needed to learn how to 

defend himself. The boy did not tell any of this to his mother. He didn’t think his mother 

would be in favor of a teacher who talked to a kid like he was a friend. 
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Because he was not allowed to mingle with the other kids he decided to sit down, 

but he didn’t want to sit near Dootie Poor, one of the few bachelors in the Panhandle. 

Dootie always teased him about having a girlfriend, so he squeezed in between his dad 

and his uncle. His uncle smelled like tobacco. His dad never smoked and his mother 

didn’t allow smoking in the house but the boy liked the way his uncle smelled and 

thought he’d probably smoke when he grew up. His dad scooted over to give him room 

and opened his arm so the boy could nestle against him. His dad’s arm drooped over him 

and its weight drew the boy up against his chest and the man’s chin rested on the top of 

his son’s head. The boy gripped his father’s forearm. It felt like a thick, braided rope. 

From there, he watched the room, his cousin and the other kids playing, and his 

sister with her friends, and the girl from the booster station and her friends. He might 

have felt lonely except for the solid muscle and bone of his dad. 

Shorty Cook said to his father, “Your boy’s sure grown up.”   

 “He claims he can work in the field this year,” the man said. “Before you know it 

he’ll take over the whole operation.” The boy knew that was his father’s way of making a 

joke. Still he felt proud. The boy had begged his dad to let him drive the tractor. Now that 

he was ten and had shown he was strong enough, his dad had promised. 

 Shorty’s cousin, Boney, who also squatted in the row of men along the wall, was 

called “Boney” because he was skinny and had a prominent Adam’s apple, but Shorty 

was called “Shorty” because he was tall. 

Dootie Poor, a small wiry man with a smirky grin, was called “Dootie” because 

that was his given name. He was named Dootie by his own father because there were too 

many children to feed in the Poor family, but old man Poor said it was his duty to take 
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care of the baby boy so that’s what he’d name him. Like a lot of other words in the 

Oklahoma Panhandle, Dootie was spelled like it sounded not how the word was spelled 

in the dictionary. The boy’s mother called Dootie a lot of other names like “windy,” and 

even “dirty bastard” when she thought the kids weren’t listening. 

Dootie reached in back of the boy’s dad who had leaned forward as he talked to 

Shorty, twisted the boy’s ear, pulled the boy toward him and asked, “Who’s your 

girlfriend nowadays?”  

 “Don’t have one.” The boy scrunched down to get away from him, but his eyes 

flitted into the room and found the girl in the yellow sweater. Dootie followed his eyes.  

 “Ah, yes, she’s a cutie. Her momma’s cute, too. And speaking of Momma, I’ve 

seen what your mother does to you, you little sissy, letting your mother kiss you.” 

“But,” for emphasis he his raised his eyebrows, “I don’t blame you, she’s. . .a. . . 

real. . .beauty!”  

 In farming, two men working together can do jobs one man alone cannot. Until 

the boy was able to work like a man, his dad and Dootie helped each other. The boy’s 

mother complained, “I don’t like having Dootie around the kids. He thinks he’s such a 

charmer.”   

  “He has new machinery. He’s the best farmer around here. We’re lucky to have 

such a good neighbor,” her husband told her. 

 The boy had overheard Dootie telling stories about women. He didn’t understand 

everything Dootie said, but enough to make the boy think maybe he was a charmer. But 

his mother claimed Dootie was nothing more than a windbag.  
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 A couple of summers ago Dootie did something the boy knew his mother would 

never forgive. He and two other men were helping the boy’s dad with wheat harvest. His 

mother had a garden just a few feet from the corner of the house. The native sod had 

never been broken until the man plowed it for the garden. Buffalo had undoubtedly 

chomped the grass from those very plants that enriched the soil when it was turned over 

for the garden. The boy’s mother grew beans, tomatoes, squash, carrots, beets, okra, 

melons, and even more. 

 During harvest, the woman usually took the noon meal to the field for the crew, 

but that day the men stopped the machines and came down to the house. She arranged the 

food on a table outside, set up a basin and towel so they could wash up without going 

inside because she didn’t want the wheat chaff to fall off in the house. She served fried 

chicken and roast beef, with fresh vegetables including okra fried with small pieces of 

onion and pepper. Dootie complimented her on the meal, especially the okra, telling her it 

was the best he’d ever eaten. She was friendly to him that day because he was helping her 

husband get the wheat crop in when time was precious for all the farmers.  

 “It’s been a good year for okrie,” she said. “Normally it’s a cranky plant, but this 

year is really good.” She paused, looked at her hands, maybe searching for something 

else to say so she wouldn’t seem unfriendly. “We’ve ordered some fruit trees. They’ll be 

shipped this fall. In a few years, when we have fruit, I’ll make cherry pie.”     

 “You can bet I’ll come over and help plant those trees to make sure I get some of 

that pie.” Then he added, “You sure keep a neat garden. Shows how much you care. You 

can tell you have a lot of love to give.” 
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He raised one eyebrow, as if he hoped she might take it in a wrong way, but she 

passed it by as if she thought it was merely a nice compliment. She told him the kids did 

a lot of the work, which of course was not true although the boy and his sister did help 

her with the hoeing. She started cleaning her fingernails. 

 Dootie stood up, handed his plate to her and went out to look at the garden more 

closely. He walked down the rows of tomatoes, green beans, and staked cucumbers. He 

bent down, and when he stood up his back was turned to the house so he was facing away 

from the boy, his sister, and the woman who were all three watching him. His stance was 

odd and he was doing something with his hands.   

 “What’s that ridiculous man doing?” The woman whispered to her children. “It’d 

be just like him to pee in my garden.” The boy didn’t know what Dootie was up to, but he 

knew a man didn’t stand that way when he peed. It appeared he was stuffing his shirt or 

something inside his overalls. 

 When it was obvious the other men were finished, the woman told the kids they 

could eat. While the woman was scraping the men’s plates into a bucket, the two children 

ran to see what was left. There were plenty of vegetables, but only backs and necks and a 

couple of wings and some fatty pieces of beef. The boy knew he’d be permitted to have a 

breast, his favorite, when he was able to help with harvest.   

 While the children filled their plates, Dootie shambled toward the woman. He had 

one hand in his pocket and wore a cockeyed grin. Or, it seemed his hand was in his 

pocket, but then it was obvious he had stuck his hand in the opening in the side of his 

overalls so it was actually inside his pants. 
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Just as the children turned from the table to walk over where they’d eat near their 

mother, Dootie stopped a few feet away from her and with his other hand unbuttoned his 

fly, reached in and slowly, slowly, his eyes dancing with pleasure, pulled out a black bull 

snake three or four feet long, two or three inches in diameter at the thickest part. 

The boy’s sister screamed bloody murder and dropped her plate. It smashed into a 

thousand pieces. The boy’s mother grabbed his barefoot sister, lifted her away from the 

broken glass, and pointed her up the steps and into the house. “You kids get to your 

room,” she yelled. 

The boy’s sister, screaming and crying, headed toward their room, but once inside 

the boy turned around and looked out through the screen door. 

 With the snake writhing in one hand, Dootie stood in front of the woman laughing 

with his head thrown back. A bit of his shirttail stuck out of his open fly where he had 

dragged out the snake.  

 The screaming had startled the man who leaned against the house where he had 

been dozing for a moment, an ability that helped him work the long hours farming 

required. Within a few seconds, he realized what had happened and headed toward his 

wife.   

 “You son-of-a-bitch,” the woman screamed, and tried to kick Dootie in the crotch, 

but he dodged, he was so quick and wiry. She missed, spun around and sprawled 

sideways on the porch, her feet almost out from under her.   

 Still holding the snake, Dootie extended his empty hand to help her but by then 

the man was there and he got between them, put his arms around her, helped her stand, 

and held her while she sobbed. 
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When Dootie released the snake at the edge of the garden, the man let go of his 

wife. She crumbled against the porch, talking to herself like a crazy woman. “I’ll kill that 

son-of-a-bitch. I’ll cut off his prick and stuff it in his filthy mouth.” Then she saw the boy 

inside the screen door. “I said get to your room,” she shrieked. He ran as fast as he could 

to the room he shared with his sister. 

 Like the man had said, the box supper was getting a late start. The man and 

Shorty were visiting about the merits of planting different varieties of sorghum. Dootie 

grabbed the boy’s ear again, and pulled it hard enough to hurt and whispered, “I’ll give 

you a quarter if you tell me which box belongs to your mother.” He showed the boy a 

brand new quarter.   

 A quarter would get the boy into a movie with more than enough left over for 

candy, but his mother would be angry if she had to eat with Dootie and it wouldn’t take 

much thinking to figure out how Dootie knew which box was hers. On the other hand, the 

idea of having the twenty-five cents appealed him despite the fact his mother would be 

upset. He also knew his father might see Dootie give him the quarter, and if he did, his 

dad wouldn’t let him keep it. He had always told his son, never take money unless you 

earn it, and the boy knew giving out information he wasn’t even supposed to know would 

not qualify as having earned anything. 

 The buzz of voices quieted when the boy’s mother and the other women came out 

from behind the curtain. The men squatted on one side of the room with their backs 

against the wall, while the women clustered on the other. Ralph McCune, the school 

board president, had volunteered to be the auctioneer. He wore new denim overalls and a 

bright red shirt. He opened the stage curtain. To begin the auction, he picked a box from 
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the table, not the largest and the most beautiful, but not the smallest or plainest. He held it 

up. “Now fellas, what are you gonna bid for this beautiful box?” He put it close to his 

nose. “I’ll tell you, gentlemen, it smells delicious.”  

 Dootie looked over at the boy and gave him a one-fingered wave like when two 

trucks meet on the road and the drivers just wiggle a finger because they have to keep 

both hands on the steering wheel in case there’s a strong gust of wind. The box sold for 

seven dollars. It was Aunt Zona’s box, and Raymond McCune, the board president’s 

brother, and a neighbor of his aunt and uncle, bought it.   

 Raymond and Zona sat down on a bench, their heads close together, apparently 

quite pleased with the pairing. Amid the clapping for the first sale, she opened the box, 

took out a dainty sandwich with the crust trimmed off, and, with a big smile, poked the 

whole thing in Raymond’s mouth. He chewed, swallowed, and rolled his eyes back as if 

he’d died and gone to heaven. The women laughed, and the men clapped louder. Next to 

him, the boy’s uncle coughed and cleared his throat. With the first box having brought a 

good price, the sale gathered momentum. 

 Some boxes went for as little as four dollars, while the largest, most beautiful 

ones fetched twelve or thirteen. Every time the auctioneer lifted up a new box, Dootie 

looked over at the boy and grinned, his teeth stained from chewing tobacco. He bid on a 

few boxes, but always stopped before the bidding ended. Once he held up the quarter so 

the boy could see it and polished it on his shirtsleeve.   

 The boy’s father didn’t bid until a purple box, not large, with an elaborate 

matching ribbon, came up for auction. “That’s my favorite color,” the man said, “maybe 

it’s your mother’s.” He raised his arm, but before the auctioneer saw his hand waving, the 
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boy pulled it down. The man chuckled. “Maybe you’re right, Son, maybe a little fancy. 

Not the way your mother would wrap something.” The box sold for fourteen dollars. As 

the auctioneer picked up another box, the man said, “That one was a little rich for my 

blood, right Son?” 

 Far more than half of the boxes had already sold when his mother’s box was 

selected for sale. He couldn’t help himself. He looked over at Dootie who was already 

looking at him. He ducked down behind his dad’s shoulder. Dootie turned toward the 

auctioneer and shouted, “Four dollars.” When someone else bid, Dootie raised his bid by 

a dollar. The price went quickly to ten, then twelve.   

 “That’s your mother’s, right?” The man whispered to the boy.  

The boy nodded. His dad put up his hand. When the auctioneer saw him, he bid 

thirteen. 

“Fourteen,” Dootie said. 

 “Fourteen-fifty,” the man said. 

 “Sixteen dollars,” Dootie said.  

Everyone in the room craned their necks to see who was bidding such high prices. 

The boy doubted his dad would bid again. 

The man hesitated, then finally, “Sixteen-fifty.” 

 The auctioneer could hardly contain his excitement as he pointed back to Dootie. 

“The gentleman with the two boys is in at sixteen-fifty, do I hear another bid?”  

 Dootie’s expression was blank, eyes half-closed, his auction face. The boy had 

seen it many times in the sale ring where men bid on livestock. “Twenty dollars.” Disdain 

leaked out with the saliva he spewed. 
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 The man paused to think things over. The boy thought the auctioneer would sell 

the box to Dootie at that price, but just as he called, “going, going,” his father bid twenty-

one. 

 “Twenty-five.” 

Now people stared at Dootie. This was not about what might be inside the box, 

hand-made sandwiches and pecan pie. This bidding was not between two neighbors 

helping the school board maintain an educational program. There was something unholy 

at work, maybe even Satan who had once disguised himself as a serpent in order to trick 

Adam and Eve. Everyone knew Dootie who didn’t have a family to support had enough 

money to pay any price he wanted to pay, and they also knew the boy’s dad couldn’t 

afford to spend that much even for a good cause. Before, the auctioneer had seemed 

thrilled, but now he appeared worried, concerned that he was involved in something he 

didn’t understand, but certainly something he didn’t want to be part of. 

 “Twenty-five and a half,” the man said. 

  Without pointing for another bid, the auctioneer stuck his baton toward the boy’s 

father and shouted, “Sold, to the gentleman with the two boys for twenty-five dollars and 

fifty cents.”  

The room full of people that had bristled with tension relaxed with relieved shouts 

and clapping and yipping. They sounded like men driving cattle. 

“Stay here,” the man said as he rose to go take possession of the box he had 

purchased. The boy scooted his little brother firmly between his legs and put his arms 

around him, then let his chin settle on top of his brother’s head.  
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 As if he hadn’t already guessed, the auctioneer held the box in the air and 

shouted, “Who’s the fine lady that prepared this record setting box? Let’s have her come 

forward.” 

The woman came from the side of the room with her long blond hair bouncing. 

She wore a print dress she had made for herself out of chicken feed sacks. The cut of it 

showed how slender she was. Her hips swayed as she strode toward her husband. In front 

of everybody, despite how shy she was, she stood on her tip toes, flung her arms around 

the man’s neck, and kissed him on the mouth for a long time, lifting one foot so the heel 

of her shoe pointed up showing the only pair of nylon hose she owned rolled up just 

above her knee.  

The boy glanced toward Dootie, but he was gone. The quarter lay on the floor 

where the bachelor had been sitting. The boy thought it must have fallen out of his 

pocket. 

 On the way home, his brother fell asleep with his feet on the boy’s lap, his head 

on his sister’s lap. The boy ran his hands over the Buster Brown shoes that once had been 

his own. The shoes still had good soles for learning to walk and had been polished by his 

mother so they looked almost new. 

The boy noticed how his brother linked the three children, and how his mother sat 

close to his father, her head nestled on his shoulder, while his arm extended over the back 

of the seat embracing her. The boy’s hand drifted down to his pocket in the new pants 

that were already too short. The quarter was still there.  
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The boy felt the truth of how his parents loved their children and he sensed how 

difficult it was for them to raise a strong-headed boy like he was, all the while contending 

with people like Dootie Poor and even the girl from the booster station.  

He couldn’t see outside into the night but he knew his father drove slowly. He 

could tell because the gravel didn’t ping underneath the car like it had on the way to the 

box supper. 
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