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d en Cook, when he is not affixing the trimto Chevrolet rear windows, wites horrifying fantasy.

The econony probably cannot stand another General Mtors strike; literature woul d be inproved by
it.

This story is a cautionary tale, a view of what can happen here. | hope it is fantasy, but | fear,
| fear....

Song froma Forgotten Hil
by @ en Cook

We were trapped in a world where tonorrow was yesterday. The fire had come three tinmes and gone,
and now we were back where our fathers had been a hundred years ago. There were sone—Tons," |'ve
heard them cal |l ed—who went into slavery as if it were their birthright, but there were also those
who fought and died rather than hoe in sone redneck's field. Mst of those who fought did die. But
free.

"CGo tell it on the nmountain,
Over the hill and everywhere;
Go tell it on the nmountain,

To let my people go...."

The fire cane the first tinme when the good sol dier-nen in Washi ngton and Moscow deci ded on nutua
sui ci de. The Russians thought of victory in terns of popul ation destruction. They shot at cities.
Qur people suffered nore than M. Charley. W lived in the cities that were the targets. But so
did the white liberals who were hel pi ng bring change.

The fire cane a second tine when mlitants burned the remants of Wiitey's cities. M. Charley was
too busy with his war to be bothered then, but the fire cane a third tine when he finished and
turned his attention inward. There was civil war between whites and bl acks. M ght may not nake
right, but it makes victory. Wite's Mate.

A Fool's Mate. Black |oses, and now tonorrow i s yesterday.

The war killed nost all the good folks. They lived where the bonbs fell. The rednecks and the
mlitants seemto be the only survivors. And now t he rednecks, who waited so long for their
chance, are "puttin' '"emback in their place." There are very few of us out here in the hills.
We're hunted, and running, but free.

My son Al canme to ne this norning, while | was at the spring getting water for breakfast coffee.
He asked when we could go hone. Said he's getting tired of canping in a snelly cave. He m sses
Janmey, the son of the white couple who lived next door in St. Louis. At five he's too young to
understand a child killed in war. Nor would he understand if | told himJaney's father was one of
the vigilantes who drove us south into these hills. He wouldn't understand, and |'mafraid to try
an expl anation. Because | don't understand either

Met a man while | was hunting his norning. Gave ne a rabbit he had extra, for which | was
thankful. Said his nanme was Duncan X and he was trying to round up nen for a freedomraid into the
Boot heel . A |l ot of our people working down there, he said. Have to free them | told himl'd like
to help, but I have a famly. Four kids, the oldest fifteen, and no wife. He | ooked at ne |ike

was a nonster and traitor, then wandered off through the woods, carrying his rifle with the safety
off. He was wearing old Arny canouflage fatigues. | soon |lost sight of him but | heard him
singing for a long tine.

"Who's that yonder dressed in black?
Let ny peopl e go,

Must be a hypocrite turning back,

Let ny people go...."

VWhat could | do? | hate the way things are as nmuch as he, but there are the children to be cared

for. I"'msick of the shooting and burning and dying. We're all Americans. Aren't we? Wiy do we
have to hate so nmuch? W' ve got a nation to rebuild.

After the wanderer left, | went up to my secret place to pray. It's a lonely, wi ndy place atop a
hill burned bald by an old fire. | usually feel close to God there, but not today. Lines froma

joke I once heard one white man telling another ran through nmy mnd. A Negro was hanging froma
cliff, unable to save hinself. He called for God's help and was told to have faith, to |l et go, and
he woul d be saved. As he fell, a voice fromthe sky said, "Ah hates Nigras." | can't help

t hi nki ng, sonetines, that he hates one of the races. He keeps us fighting on and on. Forever, it
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seens.
The hunters cane while the kids and | were eating lunch. The hounds could be heard while they were
still far off. | sent the children down the trail we picked when we first came, then took ny rifle

and went to see what was happeni ng.

| watched fromthe underbrush as a dozen men wi th bl oodhounds entered the clearing where | had
spoken with Duncan X. They were hunting the organi zer, but, fromthe hounds' behavior, they knew
there had been two nmen in that clearing. They were trying to decide which trail to follow |
sighted on the | eader's chest and prayed they woul dn't make me shoot. The Lord nust have heard
that one. They set off along Duncan's trail. | sighed with relief, but felt nore guilty than ever
| hoped he could outrun the

pack.

I watched the clearing for a. long tinme after they left, afraid some would turn back to the second
trail. Their sort didn't appreciate mine running free. In their own way, they were as afraid as |.
Who coul d bl ane then? When you treat nen the way they do, you have to worry about being hit back
Then everyone's afraid, and fear breeds hate. And hate | eads to bl oodshed.

I waited, and after a while | followed their trail. They were noving southeast, toward the

Boot heel . | turned back after being satisfied of our safety. Trotting, | went after the children
They were waiting quietly in the hiding place we had chosen when we first came into these hills.
Little Al thought it a nmarvel ous gane of hide and seek, but the others, who were old enough to
under st and what was happeni ng, were frightened.

"Are they gone?" Lois asked, her brown eyes wide with fright. She was the ol dest, and could
under st and sonet hing of our situation. She renenbered |ife before the fire canme, and knew t he
hatreds hatched in the incubator of war

"They're gone," | sighed. "I want you to say a prayer for Duncan tonight, before you got to bed.
He's a fool, but he is one of our people. Cone on. Let's go have supper." As we were nearing the
cave, far away, we heard the pop-pop-pop of rifles. | winced. Lois |ooked at ne accusingly. The
shooting was in the south. If it was Duncan and his pursuers, then the man was running a circle.
"You kids start supper,” | said. "I'mgoing up the nountain for a while." | |ooked at Lois. She
stared back, still silently accusing. | turned and left. There was no point in explaining. She was
a mlitant in her own fashion, and never understood when | did try. As well talk to a stone.

I went up the bald hill, tothe little cross |I've put there, and prayed. | wondered if God was
listening. He'd been terribly unresponsive the past few years. A preacher, just before the war
broke, told ne the millenniumwas at hand. | was patiently skeptical at the tinme, but nowit

| ooked as if the man was right. The Lord was unlocking the seven seals and | felt |I was living on
the Plain of Armageddon. For all | tried putting nmy trust in God, | felt reservations. He was no
| onger the loving God of the New Testanent. He was the fiery deity who weaked havoc throughout
the Add. Sad.

There were shots again as | cane down to the cave. Still far away, but now around to the

sout hwest. Lois had heard themtoo. Wen | reached our hone-in-exile, she silently offered the
rifle. | shook ny head. She bit her lip viciously and turned away, saying nothing. The silence
hurt nore than bitter accusation. W were drifting apart, she and |

We had a good supper. After a stew nmade of the rabbit Duncan had given ne, | opened a can of
peaches and gave the kids a treat. It was usually a holiday when we opened canned goods. Little Al
want ed to know whi ch one. Before | could reply, Lois said, "It's the day Judas sold a good nan for
hi s own peace."

That hurt, but | didn't pick up the argunent. Instead, | took out ny old notebook and went

outside. As the sun set, | wote down the day's events, just as | had done since we had cone to
the cave. After a while, Lois cane out to apologize. | said | understood, but | didn't, really, no
nmore than she

I wote for an hour, until it was alnpst too dark to see the paper. The kids came and went, to the
spring and back, to the wood pile and back, getting ready for bed and the night. | did not really

notice them | was thinking about Lois, about her growing militancy and her words of accusation. |
did not want the kids to sink into the same norass of hatred which had already claimed so nany.
Neither did | want themto think me a "Tom" | did not think nmyself a "Tom" but Duncan X, and
those who believed as he did, said those who went into slavery also denied it. | began to feel a
great sadness. Was there no reasonable alternative to hatred and fighting? There was

sl avery, of course, but that was not an alternative. It nust all be a cosmic jest, or a chess
game. Wuld the Ivory and Ebony play to the |last piece? Wuld God, or the gods, then declare a
draw? Sad.

In my preoccupation, | did not see the running nman coming up the hill. He was al nbst on ne before
I noticed him A fall of |oose rock warned nme when he was about twenty feet away. | junped up and
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started to go after the rifle. Then | recogni zed him Duncan X. Panting, staggering, his clothing
torn, blood oozing froma dozen gashes. His pack was gone, and his canteen belt, but he stil
carried the rifle. | waited till he cane close.

"Mon, you gotta hep me," he said. The fear in his voice was the sane | had heard before the kids
and | left the mess in St. Louis. "Mn, they gon' kill ne!" "What happened?"

"Dogs . . . dogs caught ne. Killed "em all but one. Mn, they chewed ne bad."

"Cone inside. W've got a first-aid kit. Lois!" She cane out, |ooked at Duncan's wounds, and threw
her hands to her cheeks.

"Cl ean up those gashes,"” | said. "Bandage himif we've got anything."

"Mon, they gon' kill nme!" The loud, confident rebel of the norning was gone. He was a hundred and
twenty years of scared nigger, running froma |lynch nob. When the ropes came out, and the hounds
and the guns, he was every bl ack man who had ever run fromredneck "justice." He was afraid, and
runni ng, probably a dead man, and didn't know why.

"Go ahead. Fix himup," | told Lois. "Heat up sone of that stew "

She | ooked at nme strangely, questioningly, making no nove. | took the rifle from Duncan's hands,
though he tried to stop ne. He clung to that weapon like a drowning man to a log. It was the only
sal vation he knew. It was the only sal vation anyone seened to know t hese days. Lois watched ne

take the gun, then took Duncan's hand and |ed himinto the cave. | watched her go, wondering what
it was like to be an adult at fifteen

As the noon came up, | wal ked back the way Duncan had come. | heard the hound baying, not nore
than a mle away. Hard. | didn't like things this way, but nmy decision had been nade for ne.

I chose ny position carefully, behind a large log at the edge of a clearing. They were not long in
comi ng.

The hunters had chosen to | eash their remaining hound, keeping himwhere he coul d be protected.
And there were only nine nen. |If Duncan had gotten the other three, they wanted hi mworse than
ever. They might not quit till they were all dead, or had their "buck" swinging froma tree. |
knew sadness agai n.

I put the first shot between the hound' s eyes. He yel ped once, |eaping toward the noon. | enptied
the clip anmong running nmen, but hit no one. They reacted quickly. Rifles and shotguns booned,
peppering the woods around nme. | ran, trying to keep low. Wthout that hound they would have a
hard tinme foll ow ng.

The shooting stopped a nonent |later. They realized they were wasting amunition, trying to nurder
an enpty forest.

| returned to the cave. Lois had fed Duncan, and patched him and had put himin ny bed. He was
sl eeping, though fitfully, like a man with bad dreans.

"What' d you do?" she asked, at once frightened of and for ne.

"Shot their dog. They won't be tracking Duncan or nme without him"

"oh. "

"Stoke up the fire a little, will you? | want to do some witing while I'mwatching. Then get to
bed. It's been a bad day."

"But Duncan . . ."
"I''"ll look after him You just go on to bed."
She went. | wote for a while, then | eaned back to think. Eventually, | dozed off. A couple hours

must have passed

| started awake. There were sounds outside the cave. The fire had died to coals. Carefully, |
reached for the water pitcher and used it to drown the remains. A figure noved across the cave
mout h, outlined by the noonlight. Wiite man! H's skin shone in the light. | took the rifle from
the table and fell into a prone position. | waited while they talked it over out there. They
seened certain their quarry was inside. | didn't know how they had found the cave—blind | uck,
probabl y—but once here, they knew they had their man. | renenbered having seen Duncan's fatigue
jacket outside, a dead giveaway. | cursed nyself for being fool enough to expect themto stop
after |osing their hound.

They didn't bother with a warning or to-do about surrender. They came in the cave, trying to sneak

up on
Duncan. | started shooting. The .30-.06 roared |ike a cannon in the confinenent of the cave. The
muzzl e flashes splashed white faces with orange |ight.

I never was much good at killing, not in Vietnam not here. They were | ess than twenty feet away,
hut | only hit one, in the arm They got out before I could get

anot her.

The shooting woke the kids. Lois slipped up beside ne where | lay in the cave nouth, asking what
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had happened.

"Never mind!" | snapped. "You get the kids out the hole in back. Go up to the hiding place. |'l
meet you

|ater."

"Aren't you com ng?"

"Lois, neither Duncan nor | can get through that passage. It's too tight. Now get."

As if to punctuate ny argunent, the rednecks opened up. It was like a regular war, like | sawin
Vi etnam They were all over the slope. Bullets whined and pi nged as they bounced from one cave
wal |l to another. Lois left, dragging the younger kids down the small tunnel which opened on the
far side of the hill.

Duncan crawl ed up beside nme. "Right side fo' nme," he said. "How many?"

"Eight. Nine if you count the one | wounded. Didn't think they'd find us after | shot their dog."
I "Mon, them honkies half dog thensel ves. One day you

gon' learn."

We shot at nuzzle flashes. Funny. OF all the stuff | had in the cave, amunition was the one thing
not in short supply. And ne a peaceful nan.

"Hey, Duncan," soneone downsl ope shouted, "who's that up there with you?"

"Who's that?" | asked, whispering.

"Jake Kinslow. Hman' nme net befo'."

"Hey, Duncan boy," Kinslow shouted, "you better cone out before you get your friend in trouble.
Whoever you are, mister, this ain't none of your nevermnd. W got no argunment with you. W just
want that rabbl e-rousing, baby-raping nigger in there with you."

I looked at Duncan. His teeth gleaned as he grinned. "I shacked with his daughter befo' the war
He gon' get even now. "

To hide ny reaction, | turned and snapped a shot in the direction of Jake's voice. There was a
cry. | was surprised.

"Jake, I'mhit!" soneone screaned. "God, ny leg, ny leg!"

Laughi ng, Duncan reached over and punched ny shoul der. "Seven," he said.

"M ster," Jake shouted, "we're gonna hang that nigger. You don't get out, we might hang you too.
We got no cause to be after you yet."

Yet. Meaning they were going to be if | didn't get out of their way. But how could I, even if |
want ed to? They had put ne in a position where | had no choi ce.

Ti me passed. W exchanged shots, but the firing dropped off. The noon eventually rose to where it

was shining directly into the cave. | glanced at ny watch, miraculously still working. Eleven. It
had been a | ong, strange day, and still wasn't over
A scream downsl ope drew ny attention. | recognized it. Lois!

They dragged her into the noonlight, where | could see her. Jake shouted, "You up there! You see
what we' ve caught hangi ng around, spying? Know what we're gonna do? Same thing Duncan did to ny
daughter, unless you cone out."

| growed deep in ny throat. "Let her go!" | shouted. | rose and started out, but Duncan tripped
me and dragged ne back.

"We'll et her go when we get Duncan!" Kinslow shouted. "Meanwhile, we're gonna have sone fun."

| tried to get a clear shot at the man holding Lois, but he stayed behind her, no matter how ruch
she struggl ed. Duncan dragged ne back again. "They're going to rape her!" | snarled. "Let ne go!"
"Mon," he said, grinning wickedly, "they gon' rape her anyway. They's honkies. Gon' kill us an'
rape her anyway."

"No!" | suddenly shouted, coming to a sudden decision. He had an expression of surprise on his
face when | hit himw th the gunbarrel. It faded as he fell. "You!" | shouted down the hill.
"Jake! Let the girl go! I'Il throw Duncan out to you!"

"No! Don't do it!" Lois screamed. "They'|ll kill you anyway!"

"Throw himout first!" Kinslow yell ed.

"Let her go!"

"Tell you what. We'll bring her up and trade you."

| thought for a noment. "All right. But just one man."

They were quiet for a while. Lois kept screanming for ne to stop, till they gagged her, but |
couldn't throw my daughter to themto save soneone |ike Duncan. "All right, mister," Jake call ed,
"I'"'mconming up. You bring that nigger out. No tricks. Pretty girl gets it if there are.”

| saw novenent below, near the edge of the trees. Lois, being dragged by a white nan. She was

ki cki ng and scratching, but he ignored her. They cane up the hill. Wwen | judged they were close
enough, | lifted Duncan and went out. He was hal f-conscious, just enough to stand with my help,
not enough to understand what was happeni ng.

file:/lIG|/rah/Glen%20Cook/Glen%20Co0k%20-%20SS%20-%20Song%20from%20a%20Forgotten%20Hill.txt (4 of 5) [2/9/2004 3:38:31 AM]



file:/lIG|/rah/Glen%20Cook/Glen%20Cook%20-%620SS%20-%20Song%20from%20a%620Forgotten%20Hil | .txt

Jake stopped about five feet away. He held a pistol to the side of Lois' head. He grinned. "Ckay,
boy. W trade."

"Let her go."

He noved slightly behind nmy daughter. He grinned again. "Dunb nigger!" he whispered, then dove
behi nd rocks toward which he had been novi ng.

The rifles barked all around the cave. | felt bullets hit Duncan. One caught ne in the thigh,

spi nning ne away, back into the cavern. As | fell, | saw Lois stagger and try for the cave, but
Kinslow fired around the rock.

"Only one of you in there now, black boy,"
ol d- f ashi oned hangi ng. "

| suppose they are. That was twenty mnutes ago. I'mwiting this by noonlight, as they creep
closer. The bullets are comng in a steady rain, ricocheting throughout the cavern. One will get
me any mnute. The King of lIvory wins another match. Sad.

he | aughed. "And we're gonna get you. Gonna have a rea

I forgot. Al the good ones were dead. | trusted bad ones. If God is in a better nood |ater, |
guess I'Il have all eternity to think about it. Hatred. It's sad.

"Go tell it on the nountain,

Over the hill and everywhere;

Go tell it on the mountain,

To let my people go—-
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