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Dedicated to my children, David and Elizabeth 

This is a work of fiction and all characters and places are a fig-

are a coincidence unless otherwise noted, or used for reference to 
landmarks or real people that are not a part of this story.
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Prologue

General William Tecumseh Sherman
Union Army of the Tennessee

1864

There were deep hues of purple-gray shifting with the early morning 

west. Looking east a pale yellow glow inched its way quickly toward the 

to pour himself his first cup of the morning. Stepping outside onto his cov-
ered wooden porch, he stood listening to the quiet, where all things of na-
ture and man had eerily gone silent. No trucks were shouting engine noises, 
no horses were neighing, and there was neither talking nor laughter amongst 
the men standing like statues in their momentary astonishment. It was cold 

Louisiana did have a cold season after all. At least once every so many 
years.

-

second-story hayloft door. Lucius knew the noose was made of good, solid, 



II

hired help were also watching, standing quietly on the perimeter road, a 
forty-foot swatch of unpaved road that circled Hensley’s ranch-style home. 

Hensley. The message was loud and clear for Lucius; he either had to stand 
-

time to go threaten the sheriff in order to save his own life. A task he hated 



Part One
“Evil when we are in its power is not felt as evil  

Simone Weil (1909–1943)
Gravity and Grace -1947

“And into whatsoever city or town ye shall enter, inquire 

when ye come into a house, salute. And if the house 

worthy, let your peace return to you.

“And whosoever shall not receive you, nor hear your 
words, when ye depart out of that house or city, shake 

The Gospel According to Saint Matthew,  

Chapter 10, verses 11-15
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Chapter
One

The hazy days of autumn have arrived, a time when summer and fall 

while the afternoon temperatures remain decidedly warm. The shadows 

Emmitson Parish, Louisiana.
A certain peacefulness has settled in, with the quiet harmony of fallen 

winter rains which were now starting to settle in early it would seem.

Two Trees were skimming rocks off the pond at the falls of Le Rue Creek. 
Sylly (as that is what Sylvester’s close friends and family called him) was 
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imagining that the rock he had just skipped across the small stream’s sur-
face was a NASA space shuttle skimming the surface of the earth’s atmo-

this whole time, Sylly realized and stopped his daydreaming to listen while 

reverend’s first name and not a title, and this has confused some folks from 
time to time. But sometimes in the South, people just have strange names. 

headed the ministry at God’s Mighty Hand Evangelical Church in Emiley 

local folks who knew her “the Celestial Bitch from the Book of Maggots.”

Emiley is that God hasn’t visited that particular church of worship for eons 
due to Pastor O’Dell’s offensive sermons where he accuses all niggras, 

Danny then went on to tell his friend that Reverend O’Dell knew God 

he continued, “that old penis prick, Bishop O’Dell, must have turned a deaf 
ear to that particular nonsecular law more than a few times during his tenure 

-

sin-free week to party hardy, Dan. Heh, heh, heh.”
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that the wisdom of the Native American was far greater than any WASP 
Christian preaching.

Danny stopped for a moment to let what Sylly had just said to him sink 

that he was, he told Sylly, “Yeah, I think your shaman is right, sounds like 
to me.”

the safe side of things,” just in case that dumb Injun is wrong, he thought, 

loose muck near the edge of the creek and dangerously close to the water’s 
edge.

Danny’s sliding momentum had pushed him so hard into his friend that 
Sylly, wildly flailing his arms in the air, fell over the creek’s edge, plunging 

-
any of curses at his friend, challenging him to dive into the creek after him.

jeans was steadily spreading down his pant legs.
“Darn you, Syl, look what y’all made me do. I’ll kill you and take your 

scalp if y’all tell anyone from school, you little prick.”

war chants while chucking clumps of mud-muck at Danny from the far side 
of the creek, zeroing in and landing several great hits on his friend’s not so 
small torso.

Danny retaliated with some made-up lyrics from the martial melody 
of the “Garry Owen” (George Custer’s US Seventh Cavalry’s marching 

-

while recreating the clash of the USS Monitor and the CSS Merrimack/
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Alabama
to rest. 

way around.

opinion from Danny was right now. It was just the two of them there, and 
Sylvester didn’t know when he’d get another chance to talk privately. He 

-

Danny would know, he thought, and he knew he could trust Danny.

pretty stupid to me.”

world, Sylly,” Danny reprimanded his friend. “Heck, there are lots of differ-
ent names for playing with yourself.”

-
-

gan with an all-knowing, mature look on his face, nodded his head. “There’s 

your woody, stretching the goose, winging your wanger, erecting your staff, 

knows that, dude.”

What’s that? Something to do with jacking up a car, so as to change a tire?”

Leon Bussy told me, and he’s seventeen, so he knows all of that stuff.”
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“Wow” was all that Sylvester could say, “that’s sick, man. Bitchin.”

across his face as he said, “You might want to drop those piss-stained trou-
sers of yours, Danny, and check to make sure your underpants ain’t full of 
shit, too.”

sycamore tree near the pond to get out of harm’s way. He knew he’d pissed 

-
na skin your tiny, sorry little ass and hang it to cure over my Pa’s shed door,” 

figured that if Danny tried to get him down from the tree, he could make a 
jump for it, right into the deep water of the pond, then swim on over to the 

down, looking for some more choice projectiles to hurl at his tormentor, 
when he froze at the gasp he heard coming out of Sylly’s mouth.

friend’s face that he might really have hurt him with the last rock he had just 

-
pression was more a look of horror than of someone in pain. He was scared 

tree, looking up, he could tell that Sylly was trying to tell him something, 

ya, man? I’m so sorry, Sylly, I didn’t think that I would really nail ya good 

Sylly wasn’t hurt at all from anything that his friend had thrown at him; 
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in the pond. There, tangled in some marsh vegetation in the pooling water 

-


