Junior
 
Junior was my brother. I remember him being very quiet and shy. A lot went on around here while daddy was serving in the war. They say while the cat's away....
I came of age at a time in black history when the blacks had their utopia. They pretty much had the run of things. They could do anything they wanted. The men became unabashed and arrogant. They were very disrespectful and downright unpleasant to be around.
Junior went into the army when I was in high school. He served his twenty years, retired, and came back home.
Around the time he came home, I was in the middle of my misery. I had started writing excerpts from my family life while I was growing up. These papers were removed from my room and evidently fell into the wrong hands.
I have said before, this is not such a small town. We are or were the third largest city in our state.
But as they say, news travels fast.
So much was going on.
Junior's wife had a child for one of our professional basketball players from somewhere. Junior married her shortly after the child was born. I don't know if she was out of touch with reality in the beginning, but she came into the family lying. She didn't have to lie to us, we accepted her because Junior liked her.
When they came home, she had just sat down. She wouldn't do anything. She wouldn't clean, she wouldn't parent, nothing. We decided she was well and sent her to the state hospital to be put on medication. That did no good. She started walking to a nearby church. Rather than telling her she wasn’t accepted at the church, they put heat on Junior to stop her from going. How do you tell someone not to go to church?
I thought momma had lost her mind when she told me to stop reading the Bible.
Junior was doing everything; working, cleaning, cooking, trying to parent teenagers, yardwork, everything.
They had this little thing in town where you had to do something for someone high up in order to advance anywhere. Try as he might, for some reason junior was always given the sham. He was working with his hands and he had pain in his fingers. 
 
 
One Thanksgiving we were sitting around the dinner table after our meal talking. Junior was working at the airplane factory here. His job was to watch his machine and put bits in certain holes as they passed through on the conveyor belt. He told us he was watching his machine and his boss walked up to him and said something. He told us he looked up to acknowledge him and realized he might not have put bits in their holes. 
He left the job. His last job was driving a van every day to Alabama and back. I was scared for him to be on the highway. But it was what he wanted to do. One day our nephew called to tell us he had been in an accident and that he was driving to Alabama to see about him. When our nephew got to Alabama, Junior was dead.
Someone had taken a picture of junior after the accident and posted it all over the internet. Junior had been ejected from the van and died of blunt force trauma. He was driving on the highway and a woman was tailgating him. He went to get into the right lane and out of her way and at the same time she moved into the right land and chipped his bumper and sent him off the road. The passengers in the van were unharmed. Junior was ejected because his seatbelt broke.
The day Junior had his accident, I saw him driving in front of me. He knew I was behind him. I slowed down and he went on his way.
Junior lived next door to us. One day he was standing on his porch. I went to run up to him and I fell flat on my face.
I was infuriated because someone called him a boy.
I really loved my brother. I really do miss him. I know he's in heaven now, with Jesus. So I know the suffering is over.
He was a good man. He tried to do the right thing. I heard a lot of the men around saying there was no way they would take care of another man's child. From what I've seen, they won't take care of their own.
They say the good die young.
Junior was every thing good. 





