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CHAPTER 1

Py dad hores hate,

All roy Life, if the word ever slipped owl of vy mouth,
he'd snayp oo me fascer than & rardesnake.

“Hirum,” be'd say, serzightening up tall like a preaches
“the world’s got plency enough hare without you adding to
it I will noe tolerate sach language—or even such think-
ing—in my home orin my family?” He'd go on with hisser-
mmeon for too long, five minues or more, preaching ahout
the evilsof hate and rerminding me how hate had hurt folks
back in our old home, the Missssippi Delta. Then he'd
march me up w the bathsoom and give my tongue a
slathering of Lifehuwoy soap.

Tean't tell you whicl was worse, the sermons or the soap,
bt Twill tell you this: 1 hated Dad when he acred like tha,
like some kind of bom-again crusader ot o protect every-
body's rightwalile, liberty, and the pursuicof happinesa,



By the time I turned sixteen Lase July, Pl had it with Dad's
sermans and weirdness about hate, mucim, equal righs,
amil all that. Fanny thing was, the more he preached abouw
hate, the mpddder it made me. Never cold him tohis Ree, of
course, [wouliln’t have been worth it, but 1 lethim knew in
a thousand ways thin P just as soon live in the Arconi
desert with Gila monsters and arantulns than spend any
time with him,

But  few months wgeo, the summer of V955, Lot of stuft
happened, stufl [ never woulil have imagined. [v was
stranpe, but you know how sometimes when you get what
your ehink you alwiys winted, it torns ow v be nothing like
yoLl expested?

That bappened 1o me when Dwis back in Greenwood,
Mississippl, Insl samimes Some awful things hnppened oo
Megrn kid maemed Emmett Tl and D was right in e mid-
alle el i1, smnek in the heare ol crey, senseles hutred, And
yoout know what? When itwas all over, Istarted secing Did—
andl lots ol people—a whale Lot diffesen thin cver belore,

first started lutting heads with Dad in L9498 —Twas only
nine—beenuse he dragged s away Tiom Mississippl. Dad
arul his cladl, Grampa Hillbuen, got along about a3 well s
Hitler and Roosevell Spend any time with the two of them
in the same mom, and you'd figune i World War TI
hadnt ended yer. The prohlem was that while Did wis
away frhting Japinese in the Pacific and Mom wis works
ing for the war effory, Gramma and Grampa FLllEuirn
raised me, They spoiled me precty good, I guess, but as 4



little kid, 1 liked the spoiling, and 1 loved my grangparents
And their big old haige, And Greenwaond, Mississippi,

Dad came home foom Lhe war, took one look i how tight
I was with Grampa, another look st the Sowth be hated, and
used the GIBI rogo up to Ole Miss toget a masters degree
in Englich sibe could land a callege reaching job out west,
far away fiom Grampa, from Mississippi, from racism zad
prejudice, Freim hate. Mom and Dad lived in a shoe boo—sine
apartment gy there, so while Dad stsdied and Mom warked
arCrxEared Elementary School, they betme stay with Gramma
and Creampn bor the two years it woek, Dad to Gnish school,

Looking back on it now, Toan see how lots of things that
heppened when [ used ta live in Greenwood stacked up to
set the stage for all the horrible swff that wak place last
SUMIMTER

[ still remember being a lite kid in Greenwood, Tspent
nearly sl my time with Grampa, and see had a reru laar row-
tine: After breakfast we'dl walk down ta the Leflore County
Courthouse so Grampa could “do a liule husiness™ That
usially meant he'd sioll inte someone’s ollice, pull up a
cliain and visit. Usually, before he'd even sit down, he'd fish
in his pocket for a nickel, hand it to me, and say, “ Hiram, M
Hardin and I have some serious business 1o tend to for the
nexct little while, Why don’t vou ran down w the lobby and
see what Me Faul's got for sale ioda

Funny how you remember some days more than orhers,
but Istill remernber one summer rrarTiing there, With the
nickel in my fist, I lefi M Hardin's office and headed



A brutal murder rocks a
sleepy southern comminiiy.

hie favorite grapdiather in Gresnvood,

Miselssippis. But beiors long Hiram
Bogine to Lasl that the emall town 1o not
the place He remembere ivom hBip ohild=
hocd. Then he oroocep patha with Emmett
mill, & Plagk tecragey Ircm Ohicago vho
i wslee vyisiting for the ounmer, and
Hiram veee firothand how the looal whitem
mistroat blacks who retuse $¢ "know their
place.” when Emmett's body ie found float=
ing in a river, Hiram 1 Adetermined %o
find out who could do such & thing. But
what will it coot him to know?
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gt firet Hiram is sxoited to Be vielting
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