My aunts would all shave a room with lwo beds lo split between the three of
them, futting two in one bed.  When I spent the night, I dept between my dunt
AMaggic and Cebolle. Ay molher would sech with Gelester in the other bed. My
flher would sdech in @ woom with hex brolhers Spencer and PBooker T A hired
hand slopl theve loo. In a child's eyes it was fiun lo be so fracked close logether. From
the annts’ giggles and the uncles’ guffans, I fnow they loved i loo.

We spent nights and weekends with Poppa P Burns and Grandma
Asnanda.  Grandfather Burns had a big form, bat he did not do any forming
bimself I was done by formhands. Pofpra P san a Genesal Sore, blacksmith, shop
and a collon gin.

A clustor of childhood memonies cireles around Werld Wan I I was four
years old when it sarted. My dad and all his brothers veceived letlers from Uncle
Sam— I hadn't met him yel—calling upon them lo entist in the avmed forces. J P
PBurns and #his brother Jermy Lanier went into the army. They both went to
England and France and finally to Germany. When they came back they brought
wwilh them helmels, gas masks, guns and swords and some greal war slories.

The end of the war in 1918 was overcast ol our house by the finad llness and
death of Grandfather Purns on AMarch 22, 1919,

Poppa D was a fine man, very altached lo me, his first grandson, and I to
him. His countwy store was litke Santaland lo me. He had everylhing anyone coutd
want. There was sawdust on the floows. I lied lo vun my loes through it and form
vy lellexs or shape a heart for my mom. I was always fascinated by the store and
being there with fim. The smells especially caught my altention. Even when Swasn't
brungry, the scont of freppermint candy, cheese, freanuls, fuckles and balony triggered
vy afppelite.

Sometimes Poppra P wouldd get lived of the store and close it, and we wonld
walk lo lhe house where some of the family and friends were fucking collon.
Granddaddy would fut me on o collon sack and pull me on it when he ficked collon.
e liked the fresh air and feel of fall that accompranied collon picking lime in nowth
Aabama. I wed lo feo lite that collon sack was my magic carpel and when we
wonld gol to the end of the rou, Poppa P woudld st down and put me acrois his lap
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