
The Rules of Dark Fear Road 
The black man had no right that the white man was bound to respect, 

And that was that--Simeon Wright 
---------------------------- 

  
He wasn’t trying to be funny—he just didn’t know the rules. 
  
“How can you let someone come on your turf and strut his stuff?” he snapped. 
“You can’t allow someone to come around and disrespect you like that.” 
I could hear the spark in his voice, an attitude of defiance and boldness. 
Growing up in racist Mississippi, our voices had been muted. 
Our place in the world was second class, and silence in the face of danger was 
expected. 
  
He just didn’t know the rules. 
  
Bobo whistled at her. I think he wanted to get a laugh out of us or something. 
He had violated a longstanding, unwritten law, a social taboo. 
After seeing our fright, it did slowly dawn on him that he had done something wrong. 
  
He just didn’t know the Mississippi rules. 
  
Trouble was brewing. 
“Please don’t tell your father I whistled at that lady,” Bobo pleaded. 
So I kept silent. 
If I had told Dad, …. Bobo would be alive today. 
  
He just didn’t know the rules. 
  
We had not been in bed two hours when we were startled awake. 
Frozen stiff, pleading, fear in her voice, 
Pleas, tears, up to no good, 
Panic, trembling with fear, prayed for Bobo, 
Grave danger, terror, petrified, 
Completely mortified, 
Prepared to kill. 
  
I was now fully awake.  It was crystal clear. 
Bobo left the room without saying a word. 
There is no way I could have done that. 
Everyone along Dark Fear Road would have heard my screams. 
The only thing that penetrated the silence was my mother’s voice, choked with fear. 
  
He didn’t know the rules of Dark Fear Road. 

------------------------ 
This poem has been created using the direct words of Simeon Wright, cousin to Emmett 
Till, in his autobiographical book, Simeon’s Story. 
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