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other people’s memory

I remember the sound of the birds. e

old blue jays squawking. They like to fight, you know.
Don't mess with blue jays!

I hear they can kill a cat if they get mad enough.

, And then the phone was ringing.
%M Through all that static and squawking, I heard
your mama telling me you'd come.
Another girl, I stood there thinking,
so close to the first one.
g " Just like your mama and Caroline. Not even
| a year between them and so close, you could hardly tell
where one ended and the other started.

And that’s how I know. you came in the morning.
That's how I remember. 1"
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Yoy came in-the late afternooy; my m&:?@ said.
Two days after I turned twenty-

Your father was at work.
e

Took a rush hour bus

iﬁ’/j/ trying
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A6 T ﬂzé;??"zbment, my mother sgid,
zasz;wgmgg,zs new. Ml up$d’ .

g
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aw you, I said, She’s the unlucky one
come out looking just like her daddy.

He laughs. Right off the bat, I told zour mama,
We're gonna c i8 one after me.

"My time of birth wasn't listed
(| on the certificate, then got lost agaixi _
jfm amid other people’s bad memory.




no returns

en my mother comes home

from the hospital with me,

my older brother takes one look

inside the(pink blanket, says,
Take@z\c}'a./We already have one of those

Already three years old and still doesn't-understand-

how something so tiny and new
can't be returned.
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, ow to listen

' Somedites ol :

- Ofn 1er 13 myqra.lyn . ha(k“ : ‘
. each/laugh/ téar d/l y ~
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becomes /?1 A

5 Memeores are made
 AxecHy cmscerus of Hhem
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\ Six months before my big sis
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| my.uncle Od.ell is hw
ka while home in South Carolina
on leave from the Navy.

, e house,
il maybe my mother was out hanging laundry '+

{ =/ ) y .
on the lin ggdown in the kitchen

... 7. ] speaking softly with her mother-in-law, Grace, ‘missing

o [oristiey _—y

a I\@Lhe the car was packed and ready for the drive ,mﬂgf\»f‘#
— o es
back to Columbus—the place my father 4

<k | called the Big City—now their home.

But every Saturday morning, they dro

| When the phone rang in the Nelsonv

el

e
the hour to Nelsonville and stayed

| till Sunday night. : !

Ma ight before the phone rang, tomorrow

was just another day.

; rl But }vhen the news of my uncle's dying

e
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traveled from the place he fell in South Carolina,
to the cold March morning in Ohio,

my mother looked out into 3 gray day

that would/c ange her forever,

» "~ Your brother '

— my mother heard her own mother say

— and then there was only a roaring in the air around her

b a new pain where once there wasn't pain :
a hollowness where only minutes befo_z;c_e_

S;u she had been whole, l ?

e

| Find Uncle Odel on. Woodsp |
tree.
| 'f}w ne:afcd fo Jw?
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L B s good news

Months before the bone-cold
Buckeye winter settles over Ohio,
the last September light brings

my older sister,

named
Odella Caroline after my uncle Odell

and my aunt Caroline. H'WU stk e nas assed s‘gu_
, : w uncle odell™ :
’ Q In South Carolina, the phone rings@ n Siy months befoe
' "cdd Martis
_ As my mother's mother moves toward it, mormng '
; she closes her eyes, ¥ ‘a;\-F Sept- | {7&#

then opens them to look out over her yard.
As she reaches for it,

she watches the way th@“'hgl}asﬁps through
the heavy pine needles, ‘&Té'ﬁples everything
with sweet September light

Her hand on the phone now, she lifts it
praying silently
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for the good news
the sweet chill

@g*c/ ;

g her

of autumn
way.

finally bringi
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and my father's mother, Grace,= mother - v slaw
together.

Grace's family is from Greenville, too.
So my mother

is home to her, in a way her own kids
can't understand.

You know how those Woodsons are, Grace says.
The Woodsons this and the North that
making Mama smile, remember

that Grace, too, was someone else before. Remember

that Grace, like my mother, wasn't always a Woodson.

They are home to each other, Grace

S,

to my mother is as familiar

as the Greenville air.

Both know that southern way of talking

without words, remember when
thie Jegat of summer

could melt the mouth,
so southerners stayed quiet
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‘Bless the déad and the living, Grace says.

looked out over the land,

nodded at what seemed like nothing

but that silent nod said everything
anyone needed to hear,

Here in Ohio, my mother and Grace
aren't afraid ~

of too much air between words, are happy
just for another familiar body in the room,

But the few words in my mother's mouth

become the missing = ?M‘-d' scdeace u/o}%l-@a
after Odell dies—a different silence brorher
than either of them has ever known.

I'm sorry about your brother, Grace says.

Guess God needed him back and sent you a baby girl.
But both of them know

the hole that is the missing isn't ﬁlled now.

Uhmm, my mother says.

en more silence 4 M “
both of them knowing w; 7 Y

there's nothing left to say, -
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- each

Each winter
just as the first of the snow begins to fall,
my mother goes home to South Carolina.

Sometimes, ‘ .

 my father goes with her but mostly,
. hedoesn't.
e doesn't.,

So she gets on the bus alone.

The first year with one,

. the second year with two,

each leg and me
' - in her arms. Always WW

there is a fight before she. leaves.

Ohio

-~
is where my father wants to be
! ~ but to my mother

 Ohio will never be home,




no matter SOUH‘
how many plants she brings i

indoors each winter, singin ly'to them,
the lilt of her words a bre

In return, they hold on to their color
even as the snow begins to fall. A reminder
G— TR ———

of the deep green South. A promise

»S_f,.lifi di space = sepovatim
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journey
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You can keep your South, my father says.
The way they treated us down there,
I got your mama out as quick as I could.

Brought her right up here to Ohio.

Told her there’s never gonna be a Woodson
that sits in the back of the bus. ’
Never gonna be a Woodson that hasto.

Yes sir and No sir white people.

Never gonna be a Woodson made to look down
[ e i S
at the ground.

All you kids are stronger than that, my father says.

All you Woodson kids deserve to be

as good as you already are.
i ———— ettt}

Yes sirree, Bob, my father says.

You can ke our South Carolina.
ep }i;:
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