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 The sun beat beautifully on the two black men standing in the rural Sunoco parking lot. 
The red hot summer was smoking the chocolate flesh to a crisp bronze as the two men stood 
angrily in front of each other. White men and women maneuvered haplessly in and out of the 
grocery store to purchase items, pump gas, and head home to their normal routines. These two 
brown bodies stood like black pillars in the lot. The frustrated looks on their faces caused a 
minor, internal disturbance for the whites around them. White faces began to stand inside the 
grocery store looking peculiarly towards the black men. It was curiosity born out of intrigue, 
confusion, and fear.   

It was a small town. Most of the people were familiar with each other as long as they 
were around the same ages. And if they didn’t know a person personally, you can rest assure 
that their children or a family member might of. Recently, however, the town had received an 
influx of people from urban areas attempting to take advantage of the cheaper housing and the 
lower crime of the small, rural town.  These two black men weren’t products of this influx, but 
every new black body had begun to be under suspicion. The town, Caldeville, was just about an 
hour away from the major cities – Baltimore and Philly – so the swift travel towards the cities to 
see family without the major concerns of the cities attracted the new urban folks. Gifted with 
quietness, the pleased parents who grew up in the urbans areas, found peaceful solace in 
Caldeville. A peace that was only broken by people the townspeople considered, “townies” or 
“white trash,” and the “niggers.”  

“Whatcha lookin’ at over thir Cherly?” An old white man asked his wife while walking 
towards the checkout counter with a pack of chewing tobacco and crinkled dollar bills.  

“What’s this they got going on out thir?” Cherly asked contemplatively looking out the 
glass convenience store windows towards the black men standing in the parking lot. Her inquiry 
caused the checkout clerk to notice the two black pillars standing face-to-face aggressively. One 
black man, the taller of the two, stood over top of the other while they mouthed indiscernible 
words beyond the glass. 

“Looks like thir’s gonna be a fight,” Cheryl continued. 

“Or a shootout,” the old man responded. 

“Or a robbery,” the checkout clerk continued. 

Each phrased was uttered with an increased concern for personal safety. No one knew 
what was going to happen, but everyone knew it would be devastating. 

“I ain’t goin’ out thir,” Cheryl said. “You know what they do to people like me. 
Mmhmmm . . . Nope. Not today.” 

“You ain’t gotta worry ‘bout that now darling. You know I carry for a reason. I ain’t 
gonna let them come around our neighborhood and put fear in us now ya hear?” 

“I could call the police sir,” the checkout clerk suggested. 



“No. No worries sweetheart. If they come in here with that nonsense, I’ll make sure 
myself that they’ll regret it.” 

Cheryl and her husband purchased the chewing tobacco, stepped out of the line and 
pushed their back against the refrigerator. Bernie kept his eyes fastened on the black men in 
the parking lot as the entire store became conscious of what was going on outside in the gas 
station parking lot.  Cheryl, then pressed her head up against her husband’s shoulder beginning 
to weep, “This is exactly what I mean Bernie! They start coming into our towns from whatever 
ghetto they come from and start turning it into a damn jungle!”  

He held her head against his shoulder and rubbed his fingers through her hair. “It’s 
alright, honey. These blacks gon’ learn if they gone be up in our town, they gone have to play 
by our rules.”  

“But Bernie… this is OUR town. Our rules is that they shouldn’t even be here. First this 
Obama crap, then this? What’s next Bernie? What’s next?” 

The thought of the possibilities began to run through Bernie’s head. Second by second 
infuriating him more and more. They already in the classrooms, he thought. They already in the 
government. They already invading our towns. They already fucking our women. Sweet-damn, I don’t 
know what’s next for’em, Bernie thought. 

“Cheryl… I don’t know. I really don’t.”  

Bernie’s response triggered something in Cheryl. She was devastated. She imagined that 
this was how her new life would be forever: her back against the wall of a convenience store, 
crying into the shoulder of her husband’s flannel, normalized red alerts and customary security 
measures. It sent her into an internal panic. It was one thing to be “white trash” as Bernie and 
Cheryl were thought to be, but it was another thing to be “white trash” and, at the will of the 
“niggers.” The saying in the “townie” community had become, “Better garbage than gorilla.” It 
was something typically said with a group of “townies,” and a 40-pack of beer around a bonfire. 
But what frightened Cheryl, and what infuriated Bernie, was the possibility that this “saying” 
could be false. The possibility that being a “gorilla” could be, or could possibly be in the process 
of becoming “better” than the “garbage.” Or worse, the possibility that the “gorillas” were 
moving into the town, and “taking out the trash.” 

“How we gon’ care for our grandkids in a town like dis, Bernie? Imagine what they’ll do 
to’em.” She said. 

“Know what… that’s it. I’m going out thir. I ain’t gone let these Blacks storm into our 
town, and make of it whatever it is dat they want! I was born in Caldeville, and I’ll die in 
Caldeville.” Grabbing onto his holster and walking towards the door, right before he left he 
looked at the checkout clerk and said, “Sweetie. Call the police. It might get bad out hir.” 

“Okay, sir. Please be safe.” The clerk said in response as she began making the phone 
call. At this point, the gas station had become relatively packed with people watching and 
speculating about what path of destruction the two black bodies were on in the parking lot. 



Scattered murmurs filled the grocery store as people tried to fill in the gaps of the mystery. Why 
were the black boys outside looking so angry?  

“I heard’em out derr saying ‘nigga, nigga, nigga’ like dey be doin’ on dem rapper videos.” 
One townie said. 

“I heard dat too. And I bet’cha dey da same niggers dat’ll get mad when one of us try 
and say it!” Another townie announced. 

“Sho’ nuff! My friend Paul and I tried dat with one of the Blacks one day and they tried 
to fight quicker than a Monkey in a Petting Zoo!” 

“Sheesh! They prolly out there plottin’. I hear it takes some time for’em to conja’ up a 
way to rob a place.” 

“And now that there’s so many of us in here now, they prolly out thir thinkin’ of how 
long we gon’ be in hir befo’ they can pull thir lil’stunt off!” 

Bernie approached the men slowly, holding tightly onto his holster, attempting to make 
no sudden movements that would hint at his impending antagonism. The black men stood 
closer toward the gas station pump tanks. This worried Bernie. He didn’t want to have to shoot, 
and accidentally hit the tanks. He knew that bullets couldn’t explode gas stations, but his 
primary concern was that a bullet hole in the gas pumps would be damaging to something that 
wasn’t his. He had a good shot, but reminded himself that property damage wasn’t something 
he could afford in that moment; he kept this in his mind as he moved closer. As he started to 
get close enough to hear what the black men were saying he became confused. They had already 
begun to push each other, and the aggression which started out solely rhetorical had become 
intertwined with some physical aggression. However, something was unusual about the 
rhetoric. Something that calmed Bernie down as he began to listen. 

“Ty, stop acting like a nigger right now!” One of the black men said aggressively.  

“No, you’re acting like a nigger,” Ty said in response shoving the other black man 
backwards. 

“You’re the one out here trying to fight me over some dumb bitch,” the other black man 
said. 

“Yeah it’s ‘cause you’re a fucking bully and you treat people like shit,” Ty said. 

“You out here acting like a nigger in front of all these people – talking ‘bout you want to 
fight. Man leave me alone.” 

“There ain’t even no’ body out here, and you’re acting like a nigger – calling people 
bitches and shit.” 

“No, nigga you’re acting like a Nigger!” 



“No, Carlton you’re acting like a Nigger! You’re the type of black person that give other 
black people bad names!” 

“How? If you’re the one trying to fight ME right now!” 

Bernie almost burst out laughing. He thought to himself, I know these niggers ain’t fussing 
and fighting about which one of’em are actually a nigger. The thought almost killed him. It was too 
much to handle. It had never occurred to him that Caldeville could be better seen as a factory 
for producing black townies than an import station of “niggers.” It had never occurred to him, 
but the thought was delightful, intriguing, hilarious. He had to walk swiftly back towards the 
convenience store before he simply couldn’t contain his laughter anymore. When he walked 
back into the store, he laughed hysterically. Cheryl ran towards him grabbing his back and 
chest, and then his face forcing him to sit upright asking, “Honey, are you alright? What’s going 
on? What’s so funny?” Bernie continued to laugh when, through interventions in his chuckles, 
he said “You won’t believe it. Them niggers are out there fighting about which of’em are 
ACTUALLY niggers!” He returned to his cackling as people started to question him wishing 
he’d repeat himself. Gaining composure, he stood up before the crowd of people who had 
barricaded themselves into the gas station convenience store and said, “Let’s just say folks… 
that those are two Blacks we ain’t gonna be having to worry about. Those blacks… are one of 
us.”  

And just like that Ty and Carlton became black townies. And all they had to learn was 
what the townies had known all along, that being black made you a criminal, and being black 
made you a nigger. And just as all the folks in the convenience store began to gather their things 
to go, some, like Bernie and Cheryl, chose to introduce themselves to the “new” townspeople, 
some to purchase the rest of the goods that they needed from the convenience store, and others 
to return to normativity, the police came. And the police, unfortunately, never received the 
message that Ty and Carlton were new members of the Caldeville community. They only got 
the message from the convenience clerk who expressed to them that “two black men, possibly 
armed, were outside the gas station causing a major concern and anxiety for a number of 
customers who were currently barricaded into the convenience store in fear of their lives.” Two 
police cars, with two officers in each vehicle sped to the location as first responders. The 
passenger seat officers leaped out the vehicle and fired shots towards Ty and Carlton leaving 
their lifeless bodies on the floor. The police then searched for weapons – to no avail. The 
townspeople watched, shocked and enamored. Some of them still in the convenience store, 
many of them on the outside where the action occurred. This couldn’t be happening here could it? 
Not in Caldeville? 

Bernie and Cheryl were outside when it happened. Bernie looked at Cheryl; Cheryl 
looked at Bernie, and Bernie said, “Cheryl… Ya know… I guess those niggers … just weren’t as 
good as I thought dey was.”  

 


