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Part one of a three part series on the revelations of the former maitre d of

the Senate dining room. Reprinted by permission of Dodd-Mead & Com
pany, Ir from Capintol H n Black and White.” by Robert Parker and
Hichard Rashke pyright 1986
Mr. Yawn was the st powerful white man in Magnoha forty miles
h of Houston and in all of Montgomery County as well. Besides my
faddy Mr. Yawn worked forty other sharecroppers, ead h tlling seventy
five BCre For the seed and tools he gave us, he kept two thirds of the
pst [ { besides the land we worked for him, Mr. Yawn owned a
nuge ! ynch and a jarcane plantation along the Brazos River to the
Mest, wi thi was black and fe inhke ours. He even had his owr
jar ' the winter months ised 1o lead the mules that turned
™
Mr. Yawn was a the Grand Dragon of the Montgomery County Ku
K x Kla sl to think the Klan was fascmating when | was httle A
f ia had heard al t the acret meetings in the woods not far from
¥ Ve edt he ir belhes to the edge of the cleanng
wi hiry et and, wid yod  watch the burning crosses and white
' ed 1o lowing pink and orange in the firehght We didn't under
tand what they were excited about, but as two Negro boys at the edge
f thi ey T ] nyster world we #,_J.Ir,..il Tf.,,‘, d be ;J_'.|;|' SO !
they ywugl DY ] ther
1t d take me 3 1o lose my fa stion with the Klan One might
) f white robe irrying torches stopped at our house and shouted
i v daddy t [ t i & st smell hus fear. | watched through
t pen d ind R gineg my mouth was hanging down to my
et ! a5 were pawing the ground and prand ng nervously the flick
¢ ) flames were ysting shadows around the vard, and a mean voice was
' 3 f ie a white hood Nigger, you see so and so/ We're
king for him. He killed a white man up in Conroe My daddy sawd, "INc
f ind § te and the § e thundered off to the next Neg home
t know yet what that e the might was all about, but | was
) ) 1 to do with a lay § T
My ) t juct to the Klan was in every way the brutal expenen
1 W "l 10 be IATE orming, a truck ame down the dirt road next 1o
' e ) & id of dust. Two white men sat in the cab and one of
them was sl tng t igh a bulihorr Take a good look at this, miggers
nd d er forget i Tied by his feet with a long rope dragging n the
firt was a boy | had knowr He had been tarred,. feathered, and lynd hed
' ilegedly casting a lustf jlance at a white gu My mother tnied to hide
the hide ene f but before she could get me into the house
had seen and | d everytl ) the white folks wanted me 1 From that
it @ y fascination with the Kiar ind 1t was jer a
vwhere y Deer g M T awT jemanded f my daddy as he
paned over Pr e 1o peer down at us
Hack y fer, sul y father said
What you been doing
We be cutt wood
Ihen why you going down this road with an empty wagor Why don 't
v 1gers think for @ in your hife You could have loaded it with wood
ind then un ywded it at my house yours, and not waste all that time
| that wagon around, you dumb nigger, and go back and Tl it ug
sul my father said, and he seemed older and more bent wher
J ued it | hated Mr. Yawn more than | feared him when he talked to my
L or like that and | was always disappointed when my daddy never poke
o 1o defend himself | couldn’t understand, with the great wisdom of ar
gleven-year old, why he ficddn't |l|‘.f tell the white man that we had beer
it ] Wi i all day and were 100 tired to load and unload the wagon one
el thought my father was playing coward and | didn't hke it one
bit
Mr. Yaw oked at Rebecca huddled close to me against the evening
) od in a cotton shift and sweater. She was a quiet, obedient gir
W wide, bnight eye ind she was such a hard worker that my daddy used
tey b 1 her to the fields to help us i stead of our mother
) Mr. Yawn told her you get off that wagon and sit here and talk
'y a
My fathe poke up quickly Us needs her
want her to stay here with me, nigger,”” Mr. Yawn shouted
7 y climbed off the wagon, and | could see she was S ared. Why
v this white man want to talk to her? What did she have to say’ | was
trightened too, because | feared something bad was going to happen. |
warted | mv daddy to order Rebecca back onto the wagon but he didn t
w aword., He must ! r.'-'.--!\'.|'111'\\|[..\,.I-..'lnm!'|-l!”',s."ul1‘hrnl' wolhish
for | heard lum threaten under hus breath Y ou stay put, boy!
My father turned the wagon around and headed back to the woodpile. |
kel at face, hoping to meet his eyes. | uld see the muscles in his
' king hard, but he kept | ey jown as iIf he were watching for
potholes n t! wd. k ¥ w and the he pulled a red handkerchief
fr his hip pocket, pretending to blow his nose But ould see him dab
\ 1 his aye
idn’t break the silence because | was atrand my father would it me
Me was a strict, religious man who stood for no sass from his sons. But |
Wil @ angry at um than | had ever been at anyont If he had stood up
to Mr. Yawr rea od the most the white man would have done would
have been to yell at km or maybe hit hm a few times w th that snake of a
whig irled around | saddiehorr That would have been a small pnce to
pay to protect | wn daughter WS it too young to understand. |
in't read the helplessness in My father s face as an now, the humilia
1 ¢ bent st f¢ s he tapped the mules with the reins trying to
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make them hurry, or the anger bofing in his stomad h ke a sulphur spring sack with the rattle 1 | tell Richard knew exactly what
| couldn’t see beyond my own boyish rage, and | didn't understand, as he was g 3 to d Mr. Yaw empire was so large that he used to travel it
did what it meant to be y Negr n east Texas ey iy DYy 1 ¢ 1 ¢ v tr
Forgetting how tired | was, | pitched split oak and pine logs faster thar evy . ' ) pect -
| had ever done before, until sweat dripped from my face and my arr eave the car park : { the road and ride off f ¢
ached and when the wagon was full we drove as fast as Jack and Nelly T v o f i [ 4 put LY Je
could drag us back to the lonely spot in the road where we lad left Rebecca flwa ky, they w hull | flwa Mr. Yawn w ] e e he
The wagon groaned under the weight. It seemed to be crawling t the fa yr et k whit K ver with Robbie, and she agres
crack of the whip and the “giddy up’ that echoed in my ears 10 be i
| saw her from a distance, sitting still at the side of the road hugging her My f f Nt k era
swaater and | had to stop yself fr eaping ( tf the wagon and ] b ' ke " P va act ] £ " ™" P ' -
to her ' When my daddy finally halted the wagon, she mbed aboard but JOW j t vy " y tu
didn’t say a word vWhat wWrong asked. My sister and | were ¥ H 1 K 1ttt 1 e
lose What happened Why yo ying? J ¢ 1 n vy 1 1o 1)
Robltnwe, as illed he nd nothing, but t ] he ead as it st J
ashamed to look me in the face, and the tears rolled quietly down her the ¥ ¢ ] tand up to Mr. Yaw ind it wa .
heeks like dewdroj n a flower. My daddy didn’t say anything ei vho was | ) "
oo 1 v . ' wi N wit ] ]
l.l. i the e v ] ¢ ] '
b i (Y] [ 1 , " v v i
Wil ' t tayed Mag 1. At'w 1 v
the brok — ppled
K 0 ' e with y aunt Wichit |
st L & [}
My k t the ¢ ¢ @
1Id ' Y 4 1 v t fr ©ear
’ [ ] ] e 1 !
v ry . I- t =4 t 1
ways f M b k her w e My
¢ f f farther | ) he
13 ] ¥ 1 L 4 1 y X Yy ) Yy
it b . v f ynd 1 t )
tha " § b W [ [ Maqg i L]
M f he had ea b Had
bie v AA 1" 2 X[ ti Al [ ped he w {
Robbe §TE yway and haps phy illy battered ar
beats ) ve Des whipped and § bably ly hed
— \ . ad to th y i My mothe Jht
have t f i inad y ( the Jht have Des
351 f hat it all that id happened, there w 1
1 i e a t it k ¥
W e y i what y daddy had k Wi a Hong
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s grari et ' \ ) MINUTE MAID
one matures, | began asking more and more quest 11 fewer \ L
and fewer ar Wi Like every ",.,.‘,“{._ v knew t jid o ha Fieer e =T
were two w | e black and e white, and ) \ fact d - —
that it wi 1 always be that way. What | wanted to know v by i
cause It wasn t nght id HALF
Then one day 1936 when | was fifteen years | ' t yhoe . L OALLON
n a . tat AWCK If i hed tiedd the « 1 ' e |l i ' 1 4 1
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head y held and gave it t T y box. He watcl i ‘ 1o the
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