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Miss Carrie Bailey began her day as she began all her others since her retirement from teaching eight years earlier. The arthritis in her right knee had flared up, the spring pollen was aggravating her sinuses, and it looked like it was going to rain, but today was a day the Lord had made so she would be glad and rejoice in it. Her daily morning walk from her home on Fifth Street down to Market Street, the riverfront, and back, wound through historic downtown Fenwick. Historic for some, often painful for others. She stuck out her tongue at the statue of General Arnold Artis every time she passed it at Fifth and Market Street. She had no fondness for the old Confederate coot or Market Street, which once served as a slave market. Slaves were sold on the thoroughfare after they arrived at the Fenwick port a few blocks away, kidnapped from their homeland where they were more than likely trying to mind their own business. That fact made her part African, part Cherokee, part Irish blood boil, but with each stride, Miss Carrie imagined herself stamping on some greedy slave trader or breaking one of her ancestors out of shackles.





Like most people, whether they admitted it or not, Carrie was a combination of many backrounds. She vaguely remembered her great�grandmother who would sit at the kitchen table and prepare vegetables for supper and regale her and her siblings with stories about her childhood in slavery working in the master's kitchen, sometimes adding ingredients the recipe definitey did not call for.





"I was always told that the Lord doesn't like ugly, children, but if a few additions here and there were going to send me to the fiery depths, then so be it."





"Mama, what are you telling those children?" her father would ask.





"Just some true�life tales."





"Some tall tales more like it," he'd reply, always trying to keep such ideas out of their heads in the Jim Crow South.





And at other times, Carrie recalled a copper�skinned man with silken white hair who visited on Sundays and was supposed to be their grandfather even though he made them always address him as sir, as if they weren't supposed to be on too familiar terms. She also remembered hearing the grown�ups talking about the contingent of her family who passed for white that they hadn't seen in years and probably wouldn't meet again until their time was up and they moved on to the beyond. These days, no one knew where they came from, so they couldn't know where they were going.





Miss Carrie tried her best to carry the torch for those who came before her. As a child, she had been told that it was her duty to do and be her best at all times.





Thus, she excelled in everything she did. She wouldn't let anyone down, much less herself. Carrie made good grades, went on to graduate at the top of her class, went to teacher's college, taught her students energetically, participated selflessly in the community, and lived a healthful life all with the purpose of being an example of what could be achieved if a person, any person, chose the right path. Miss Carrie thought everyone should live up to her extremely high standards and got sorely annoyed when most of them did not. To her, the world would be a kinder, saner, more livable place if there were five billion Carrie Bailey's trying to do the right thing instead of becoming tempted by the wrong thing and doing it over and over again.


