


While	every	precaution	has	been	taken	in	the	preparation	of	this	book,	the	publisher
assumes	no	responsibility	for	errors	or	omissions,	or	for	damages	resulting	from	the	use	of
the	information	contained	herein.

PORCH	STORIES

First	edition.	September	1,	2017.

Copyright	©	2017	Bruce	Nelson.

ISBN:	978-1514241820

Written	by	Bruce	Nelson.



Table	of	Contents
Title	Page

Copyright	Page

Dedication

Porch	Stories

Chapter	One	|	The	Corner	Store

About	the	Author



TABLE	OF	CONTENTS
Chapter	One:		The	Corner	Store		11

Chapter	Two:	Needle	&	Thread15

Chapter	Three:	Auntie	Annie17

Chapter	Four:	The	Paper	Route21

Chapter	Five:	Ghost	Man27

Chapter	Six:	Grandma	Raglin29

Chapter	Seven:	Mom33

Chapter	Eight:	Great	Grandma	Davis35

Chapter	Nine:	Canal	Street43

Chapter	Ten:	Baptizin’45

Chapter	Eleven:	Graveyard53

Chapter	Twelve:	Cotton	Fields59

Chapter	Thirteen:	Rice	Spider67

About	the	Author



Chapter	One

The	Corner	Store
As	a	child,	I	sat	on	the	front	porch;	eating	grapefruit	rinds,	while	playing	a	game	of	war,
with	 a	deck	of	 cards	 I	 stole	 from	 the	 corner	 store.	Our	 card	games	would	 last	 from	 the
early	morning,	until	the	heat	of	the	afternoon	sun	creeping	over	the	tin	roof	on	our	house
would	drive	us	into	the	front	yard.	There	was	an	old	wooden	picnic	table,	with	faded	red
paint,	 and	 two	 broken	 down	 benches;	 that	 sat	 underneath	 a	 large	 grapefruit	 tree	 in	 the
North	West	corner	of	the	front	yard.	My	grandmother,	Fender	Raglin	planted	this	tree.	She
bought	the	tree	from	Mr.	Willie,	the	fix	it	man.

“That	grapefruit	tree	is	over	50	years	old,”	says	Granny	Raglin:	and	it	grows	like	her
grandchildren;	tall	and	full	of	bitter	sweetness.	As	the	sun	heated	up	the	cement	porch	we
would	 gather	 up	 the	 deck	 of	 cards	 and	 the	 red,	 green,	 and	 blue	 plastic	 cups	 of	 grape
flavored	Kool-Aid,	and	move	to	the	picnic	table.	The	table	was	positioned	at	just	the	right
angle	 to	provide	 the	most	 shade	 from	 the	grapefruit	 tree.	After	getting	 comfortable,	my
buddies	and	me	would	sit	and	continue	our	card	game	of	war,	and	 tell	 stories	about	 the
things	we	had	stolen	from	the	corner	store.

“I	took	four	chocolate	bars,	right	off	the	candy	rack,”	said	Ralph.	“That	old	Chinaman
was	too	slow	and	too	blind	to	even	know	what	happened.”

We	 all	 started	 to	 laugh.	 I	went	 inside	 the	 house	 to	 get	 some	more	 grape	Kool-Aid.
They	continued	with	 the	 stories.	Thief	 stood	up,	 cracked	his	knuckles,	grabbed	a	half	 a
Grapefruit,	 and	 bit	 a	 chunk	 out	 of	 it,	 and	 then	 he	 threw	 the	 other	 half	 over	 into	 Mr.
Mayer’s	yard.

“Man,	 that’s	 nothing.	 Just	 last	 week	 I	 stole	 a	 whole	 chicken.	 That’s	 right,	 a	 whole
chicken!”

They	all	looked	at	each	other.

Then	T.J.	put	his	head	down	and	said,	“We	all	know	you	have	stolen	more	stuff	from
the	corner	store	than	anybody	else.	But	come	on	now	Thief,	there	ain’t	no	way	for	you	to
steal	a	whole	chicken	without	gettin’	caught.	You	just	can’t	do	it.”

Everybody	knew	that	Thief	was	 the	best,	and	nobody	ever	challenged	him	about	his
stealing	skills.	Thief	walked	over	to	T.	J.	and	looked	him	up	and	down	with	a	smirk	on	his
face.	He	took	his	right	hand	and	put	it	on	T.J.’s	shoulder.	Then	he	whispered,	“Like	the	old
folks	say,	‘boy	let	me	school	ya’	for	minute’.	It	took	me	three	days	but	I	did	it.	Tuesday	I
took	the	two	legs,	Wednesday	I	took	the	wings	and	the	neck	bone,	and	Friday	I	slid	in	and
out	with	the	breast	and	the	back.	I	just	weaved	in	and	out	the	isles.	I	put	my	magic	fingers
and	legs	to	work	when	the	Chinaman	was	stocking	the	shelves.”



Then	Thief	sat	on	the	edge	of	the	faded	red	bench,	crossed	his	legs	and	leaned	back.
When	 I	 returned	with	 the	Kool	Aid	 the	 guys	were	 completely	 silent.	 Then	 there	was	 a
squeaky	little	laugh	coming	from	cousin	Polky	and	Herman	Lee.	The	next	thing	I	saw	was
Thief	falling	off	the	edge	of	the	faded	red	bench	and	then	everyone	was	laughing.

“What’s	so	funny?”	I	asked.

“It’s	just	Thief,	man,	he	always	has	the	best	stories.	They	never	make	any	sense	at	all,
but	 they’re	always	 the	best.	Thief	 is	 trying	 to	make	us	believe	he	stole	a	whole	chicken
from	the	corner	store,”	said	Herman	Lee.

We	continued	eating	grapefruits,	drinking	grape	Kool-Aid,	playing	cards,	and	 telling
stories	about	the	Chinaman	and	the	corner	store	for	the	rest	of	the	day.

At	that	corner	store,	you	could	get	a	penny’s	worth	of	cookies	and	a	chocolate	soda	for
a	nickel.	One	time	the	Chinaman	told	me,	“If	you	put	 two	clam	shells	 in	a	small	brown
paper	bag,	and	carry	it	around	your	neck	for	six	months,	you’ll	grow	two	full	inches.”

I	didn’t	believe	him	though;	he	was	always	saying	weird	stuff	like	that.	Then	there	was
this	 time	when	 I	was	buying	 some	 rock	 candy	 at	 the	 corner	 store.	 I	was	 standin’	 at	 the
counter	payin’	for	my	stuff,	when	the	Chinaman	turned	his	back	to	me	and	put	one	hand
over	his	eye.	Then	he	turned	around	and	put	his	hand	on	the	counter.

“You	want	to	see	something	special?”	he	said.

“Sure,	I	guess.”	I	said.

“Tap	on	my	hand	three	times,	real	slow,”	he	replied.

One.	Two.	Three.	When	his	hand	opened	an	eyeball	was	staring	right	at	me.	He	rolled
it	onto	the	counter	and	then	it	stopped.	Then	he	picked	up	the	eyeball,	put	his	hand	to	his
eye	 socket,	 shook	 his	 head	 back	 then	 forward,	 then	 he	 took	 his	 hand	 from	his	 eye	 and
stared	right	at	me	and	winked.	Then	he	started	to	laugh.	So,	now	I	don’t	go	to	the	corner
store	alone	anymore.



Chapter	Two

Needle	&	Thread

Miss	Jones	makes	tablecloths.

She	also	makes	quilts	out	of	old	shirts,	old	pants,	old	dresses,	and	scrap	material.

She’s	a	nice	lady.	I	like	her.

Last	year,	when	she	died,	I	cried	and	cried	and	cried.



Chapter	Three

Auntie	Annie

Auntie	Annie	is	starting	to	talk	that	“Indian	Talk”.	You	know	when	she	talks	fast	like	that,
everybody	better	move	out	the	way,	‘cause	she’s	about	to	have	a	vision	about	her	mother,
Grandma	Nelson.	You	see,	they	say	Grandma	Maria	Annie	Nelson	was	from	the	Choctaw
Nation.	She	and	Grandpa	Early	Nelson	had	gotten	married	when	they	were	teenagers;	they
grew	 up	 during	 the	 end	 of	 slavery	 time	 and	 lived	 on	 the	 reservation	 in	 the	 Oklahoma
Territory.	Now,	the	best	thing	to	do	when	Auntie	Annie	was	having	a	vision	was	to	get	far
away	from	her,	but	we	never	did,	 ‘cause	everybody	wanted	to	hear	her	 talk	 that	“Indian
Talk.”	It	always	started	when	she	went	into	a	trance;	her	pupils	would	darken	into	a	deep
indigo	blue,	she	would	move	her	old	body	quickly	about,	and	circling	around	in	the	living
room	as	if	she	were	a	bird	of	prey,	preparing	to	attack.	All	 the	time	while	Auntie	Annie
was	speaking	her	voice	sounded	like	a	musical	instrument.	From	time	to	time	she	would
stop	 and	 crouch	 on	 the	 plastic	 covered	 tan	 and	 brown-striped	 couch,	 behind	which	we
cowered	in	fear	filled	silence.	Charlotte,	the	bravest	of	the	three	of	us,	would	peep	over	the
plastic	covered	couch	to	get	the	best	look	at	Auntie	Annie’s	facial	expressions.

“She’s	 scrunching	up	her	 eyes	 and	nose	 and	 she’s	 starting	 to	move	 real	 crazy	 like,”
said	Charlotte.

“What	 does	 her	 mouth	 look	 like,	 huh?	 What	 does	 it	 look	 like?”	 asked	 Wayne.
Charlotte	started	to	whisper,	“She	has	it	squeezed	tight,	and	it’s	real	tiny.	Now	her	lips	are
moving	up	and	down	like	a	chirping	bird.”

Auntie	Annie	is	starting	to	wave	her	arms	and	jumping	all	over	the	place,	on	one	leg
then	the	other	leg.

She’s	trying	to	run	up	the	side	of	the	wall.

Now	she’s	getting	up	on	the	table	and	perching	like	an	eagle	ready	to	soar.	I	don’t	like
it	when	she	does	that.

Aw,	man…she’s	fallen	on	the	floor.	Auntie	Annie	is	doing	that	snake	thing	she	does.
She’s	shakin’	real	fast.	Now	she	stopped.	Come	on	let’s	go	to	her,”	continued	Charlotte.

We	all	gathered	around	as	Auntie	 jerked	her	body	up	and	over	 to	 the	 left	 side,	 then
dropped	down	hard	and	just	lay	there	on	the	dirty	green	carpet	that	covered	the	wood	over
dirt	floor.

Wayne	kneeled	down	on	the	floor	and	started	to	rub	Auntie	Annie’s	hand	very	softly.
Charlotte	 sat	 next	 to	 her	 and	 gently	 ran	 her	 hand	 across	 Auntie	 Annie’s	 forehead	 and
cheek.	I	was	still	standing.	I	backed	up;	I	didn’t	want	over	there.	Charlotte,	waved	for	me
to	come	and	sit	down	with	the	three	of	them,	but	I	was	afraid.



“It’s	the	only	way,	come	on,”	said	Charlotte.

I	 slowly	walked	 to	 them	 and	 kneeled	 down.	We	 lifted	Auntie	Annie	 up	 to	 a	 sitting
position.	I	took	the	rubber	band	from	her	hair.	Auntie	Annie	opened	her	eyes	and	looked	at
all	of	us	and	smiled.	She	put	her	arms	around	us	and	rocked	slowly	as	she	began	to	chant
softly.	The	vision	had	passed…	until	the	next	time.



Chapter	Four

The	Paper	Route

The	year	was	1965.	My	friend	Miguel	explained,	all	I	had	to	do	was	pick	up	the	papers	at
Mrs.	Layton’s	House	and	come	back	to	the	neighborhood	and	deliver	them	to	everyone	on
the	list.	Then,	at	the	first	of	each	month	collect	a	dollar	and	fifty	cents	from	each	customer
and	pay	thirty	dollars	for	the	papers	to	Mrs.	Layton.	I	got	to	keep	what	was	left	and	any
tips.	In	school	we	were	learning	what	they	called	modern	math,	so	I	county	up	the	figures
and	 it	 turned	 out	 I	 would	make	 somewhere	 between	 thirty-	 five	 and	 fifty	 dollars	 each
month.	 It	was	 simple	 enough.	 I	 told	my	mom	about	 it	 and	 she	 said	 as	 long	 as	 it	 didn’t
interfere	with	my	schoolwork	it	would	be	fine.	I	ran	across	the	street	to	tell	my	uncle	John
about	the	deal.

“Boy	this	is	gonna	be	a	pretty	good	opportunity	for	you.	It’s	a	job	and	with	that	comes
responsibility.	However,	I	think	you	can	handle	it.	If	you	have	any	trouble	with	anything
just	let	me	know.	I	would	advise	you	to	go	slow	and	steady	and	take	the	deal,”	Said	Uncle
John.

It	seemed	like	a	better	way	to	make	money	than	working	in	the	cotton	fields	picking
cotton	with	my	mom	 and	 older	 brother.	 So,	 I	 told	Miguel	 I	would	 take	 over	 the	 paper
route.	He	told	me	once	he	trained	me	I	would	have	to	ride	over	to	Mrs.	Layton’s	House
myself	and	get	the	papers,	but	for	now	he	would	meet	me	at	his	house	at	four	thirty	every
day	 for	 the	 next	week.	 I	 showed	 up	 at	 four	 o’clock.	 For	 the	 next	week	 I	 followed	 him
around	and	met	 the	customers,	and	he	 taught	me	how	to	fold	and	 throw	the	papers,	and
where	 to	 put	 them	 for	 each	 customer.	Some	wanted	 them	 in	 the	mailbox;	 some	wanted
their	 paper	 delivered	 right	 at	 their	 front	 door.	 He	was	 a	 great	 teacher.	 He	 explained	 to
everyone	that	I	was	taking	over	the	route.	I	caught	on	pretty	fast.	I	knew	everyone	on	the
route,	 which	 were	 mostly	 colored	 people,	 so	 that	 made	 it	 even	 easier.	 After	 the	 week
ended,	Miguel	thought	I	was	ready.

“Starting	Monday	you’re	gonna	have	to	pick	up	the	papers	at	Mrs.	Layton’s	house	by
yourself.	I	won’t	be	going	with	you.	She	knows	you’re	taking	over	the	route.	You	have	to
be	there	at	four	o’clock.	Don’t	be	late.	If	you	decide	not	to	continue	it’s	up	to	you	to	find	a
replacement,”	said	Miguel.

I	thought	to	myself.	Why	would	I	quit?	It	was	simple	and	I	was	gonna	make	a	lot	of
easy	money.

I	got	to	Mrs.	Layton’s	house	a	half	hour	early	that	day.	I	was	very	excited.	I	was	ready
to	make	some	money.	I	rang	the	doorbell.	A	young	white	girl	answered	the	door.

“My	name	is	Bruce	Nelson.	I’m	taking	over	the	route	for	Miguel,”	I	said.

“I’ll	get	my	mom,”	she	answered	politely.



Mrs.	Layton	came	to	the	door.	“You	must	be	Bruce.	I’m	glad	you	came	early	there	are
some	details	I	need	to	over	with	you”	she	said.

Mrs.	Layton	explained	how	things	worked	with	collecting	the	money	and	paying	for
the	papers.	It	was	just	as	Miguel	said	it	would	be.	I	explained	to	her	that	it	was	okay	with
my	mom.	Afterwards	she	told	me	to	wait	in	the	driveway	for	the	papers	to	arrive.	Some	of
the	other	boys	started	to	show	up.	There	were	about	eight	or	nine	of	them.	They	were	all
little	white	boys	around	my	age.	I	just	kept	to	myself.	I	packed	my	paper	bags	and	headed
back	to	my	neighborhood.

The	first	few	days	none	of	the	boys	talked	to	me	and	I	didn’t	talk	to	any	of	them.	After
the	 second	 or	 third	 day,	 the	 name-calling	 started.	 Some	 of	 the	 boys	 even	 spit	 on	me.	 I
knocked	on	Mrs.	Layton’s	door	several	times,	but	there	was	no	answer.	I	knew	then	I	was
on	my	own.	I	decided	to	stare	one	of	the	boys	down.	It	worked	for	a	few	days.	Then	the
name-calling	started	up	again.

The	 third	week	was	 the	 turning	point.	The	 fights	 started.	Sometimes	 I’d	get	beat	up
and	 sometimes	 I’d	 beat	 up	 the	 other	 kid.	One-time,	 two	kids	 beat	me	down	pretty	 bad.
When	I	got	home,	I	told	my	mom	I	was	playing	tackle	football	after	school.	I	didn’t	want
her	to	know.	I	was	afraid	she	might	make	me	give	up	the	paper	route.	Plus	I	didn’t	want	to
lose	out	on	making	the	money.	There	was	no	way	I	would	tell	my	Uncle	John	or	my	older
brothers;	I	didn’t	want	them	to	think	I	was	a	little	punk.	All	during	the	name-calling	and
fights	Mrs.	Layton	never	came	out	to	see	what	was	happening.	After	about	a	month	and	a
half	the	name-calling	and	fighting	stopped.	The	boys	just	got	tired	I	guess.

Around	the	 third	month,	 I	had	managed	 to	save	fifty-five	dollars,	which	I	stashed	 in
my	Sunday	school	church	dress	coat.	I	decided	to	tell	Uncle	John	about	my	little	fortune.
He	said	he	was	proud	of	me	and	it	was	time	I	opened	up	a	savings	account	at	the	Valley
National	Bank	 in	 downtown	Mesa.	 I	was	 afraid	 to	 go	 into	 the	 bank;	 after	 all,	 the	 only
people	I	saw	going	in	there	were	white	folks	and	I	didn’t	trust	‘em.	Uncle	John	told	me	it
was	perfectly	safe	and	he	would	take	me	down	there	himself.	He	explained	how	to	open	a
savings	account.	We	went	over	it	until	I	understood	completely.	Now	the	Valley	National
Bank	was	the	tallest	building	in	Mesa	at	the	time.	It	was	located	on	the	bottom	floor	of	the
building.	The	bank	had	tall	thick	glass	walls	all	around.		

The	day	arrived	and	Uncle	John	drove	me	down	to	the	bank	in	his	nice	big	Buick.	He
parked	right	in	front	of	the	bank.

“We’re	 here.	Let’s	 go	 over	 it	 again.	You	go	 inside	 and	 stand	 in	 that	 line	with	 those
other	folks.	Mind	your	manners	now.	Be	polite	and	respectful.	Tell	 the	teller	your	Uncle
John	told	you	to	open	a	savings	account.	Do	everything	just	the	way	we	talked	about.	Are
you	ready?	I’ll	be	waiting	right	here	for	you,”	said	Uncle	John.

“What?	You’re	not	gonna	come	inside	with	me,	Uncle	John,	I’m	scared.	I	can’t	do	this
by	myself,”	I	said.

“Boy,	there’s	nothing	to	it.	I’ll	be	right	out	here	watching	you	through	the	glass	walls.
Go	on	now,”	he	said.

I	got	out	of	the	car	and	walked	to	the	front	door.	My	heart	was	pounding.	I	opened	the
tall	glass	door.	I	looked	around	inside	the	bank.	No	one	really	noticed	me.	One	lady	smiled



at	me.	 I	stood	 in	 line	 just	as	Uncle	John	said.	My	throat	was	dry.	 I	could	hardly	get	 the
words	out.	I	cleared	my	throat	and	stepped	up	to	the	counter.

“My	Uncle	John	told	me	to	open	a	savings	account,”	I	said.

The	white	lady	behind	the	counter	smiled.	“Right	this	way,	there	are	some	papers	you
need	to	sign,”	she	said.

“OK,”	I	said.

I	sat	down	in	this	big	brown	leather	chair.	She	gave	me	a	pen	and	I	signed	my	name.

“Here’s	 your	 savings	 account	 book.	 Every	 time	 you	 make	 a	 deposit,	 it	 will	 get
stamped.”

It	was	just	as	Uncle	John	said	it	would	be.	I	took	my	book,	put	it	in	my	back	pocket
and	ran	out	to	the	car.

“I	did	it.	I	did	it,”	I	shouted.

“Of	course	you	did,	boy.	 I’m	proud	of	you.	Now	every	month	I	want	you	 to	put	 ten
dollars	into	the	savings	account;	don’t	take	money	out,”	said	Uncle	John.

I	 kept	 that	 savings	 account	 for	 about	 five	 years.	 It	 didn’t	 dawn	 on	 me	 until	 I	 was
around	twenty	five	years	old,	that	Uncle	John	must	have	gone	to	the	bank	earlier	and	set
everything	 up	 for	me.	Or	maybe,	 just	maybe,	 in	 1965,	 no	 one	 really	 cared	 that	 a	 little
colored	 boy	 wanted	 to	 open	 a	 savings	 account	 at	 the	 Valley	 National	 Bank,	 in	 Mesa,
Arizona.
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