Close To A Crime
Norma Beasley

Granddad Dooms was a restaurateur.
Donnie, a first cousin of mine and I, were blessed when my maternal grandparents provided refuge for us in their home. I had lost my parents. Donnie born out of wedlock, first born male grandchild, was highly favored by his grandmother. I on the other hand had not been met with hugs and kisses upon my arrival at age 7. Grandma simply said, “Your room is at the top of the stairs.”
One evening grandma told me to wake Donnie up before I left for school so that he wouldn't be late for work. I had noticed he required several ‘get up’ calls from grandma before the toilet flushed or water flowed from the bathroom faucet. I decided his conduct was over the top and I wasn't going to be a sucker.
My theory was soon tested. I knocked on the bedroom door. “Time to get up, I yelled.” 
 It was met with a groan and an “OK.” I went back to my bedroom and climbed in the sack. After waiting a while and hearing no stirring about, I made another attempt. 
Pounding on the door I yelled, “You need to get up or you will be late for work.” Returning to my bedroom, I climbed back in bed. 
Unfortunately, I fell asleep only to be startled by grandma yelling, “Why aren't you up Donnie? You are going to be late for work.” She went back downstairs.
Oh no. I'm in trouble. I jumped into my Levis and a T-shirt. I’m in for a beating. Several moments later, I heard huffing and puffing as grandma made her way up the stairs. My bedroom door flew open. She grabbed me by one of my shoulders and began to whack away at my legs and back with a switch from the mulberry tree in the backyard. They began to sting. I took a protective posture. Arms tucked in tight to my body. Back and legs absorbing the blows. No outburst or tears. No attempts to fight back. The assault soon ran its course. When she left, I carefully disrobed and began to apply generous amounts of soothing Noxzema on the now evident welts and bruises.
