My grandfather belonged to the Ku Klux Klan

On Mauck Ridge, Kentucky, 1921.

When a gang of booted, hooded horsemen

Rode the ridgetop

Latter day Morgan's Raiders

Who howled, shot,

Struck fear (and fascination)

Into childrens' hearts.

But Granddaddy and his rogue companions

Rode and shot just for recreation

Because in all of Elliott County, 1921,

There were

No Blacks

No Jews

No Catholics.

So Granddaddy and the boys

Sat in Willie Cox's barn all night

Drank moonshine

Played poker

Swapped knives

And brought along the kids.

My five-year-old father

Thought the Klan was a civic club.

Same ritual

Same bizarre trappings

And ceremony

As those men who meet every Tuesday night

At Mae's Restaurant

To drink coffee

Tell jokes

And get away from the house for an hour or two.

Grandaddy belonged to the Klan

For five years or more

Until somebody figured out that

Wearing a hood and packing a pistol

And riding around cold in the dark

Wasn't as much fun as

A rocking chair by the fireplace

Whiskey from a glass

Barefooted

So your corns wouldn't hurt.

And that it didn't make much sense

To hate

A feller you'd never

Even met.

