one fine old set of china, blue and white porcelain,
almost translucent. On the day we were leaving,
Woody's car was so crammed with boxes and lug-
gage and kids we had just run out of room. Mama
had to sell this china.

One of the dealers offered her fifteen dollars for
it. She said it was a full setting for twelve and
worth at least two hundred. He said fiftcen was
his top price. Mama started to quiver. Her EVes
blazed up at him. She had been packing all night
and trying to calm down Granny, who didn’t un-
derstand why we were moving again and what all
the rush was about. Mama's nerves were shot, and
now navy jeeps were patrolling the streets. She
didn't say another word, She just glared at this
man, all the rage and frustration channeled at him
through her eyes.

He watched her for a moment and said he was
sure he couldn't pay more than seventeen hifty for
that china. She reached into the red velvet case,
took out a dinner plate and hurled it at the floor
right in front of his feet.

The man leaped back shouting, “Hey! Hey,
don’t do that! Those are valuable dishes!”

Mama took out another dinner plate and hurled
it at the floor, then another and another, never
mMoving, never opening her mouth, just quivering
and glaring at the retreating dealer, with tears
streaming down her cheeks. He finally turned and
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