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Notice: Reader Discretion Advised

The story you are about to read is based on a true story; only names and places have been changed to protect the identity of those involved. 

Over the years, she confided secrets to me that she trusted no one else to know.  We became close, became friends, and bonded in a peculiar way as we both felt and sensed things unworldly.  Perhaps this is why she pulled me into her world. We clicked. We understood it was possible to know things one was not supposed to know.
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​​Prologue
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Often, when you are young, something dramatic and tragic happens to you.  Maybe you block it out of your mind and pretend nothing happened that scared you to death –maybe. 

When I was young, I thought the world was a tremendous place where everything was possible.  I still think that way, but I stopped cold when the supernatural world entered the small part of the globe where I lived and worked every day.  I tried to reason it through. I suppressed it, even though it chilled my blood and still, to this day, gives me nightmares.  I questioned my sanity.  

Deep in my subconscious, I knew it was true because I had lived it.  I would not be telling you this story at all except I almost died, and I am alive to tell you the truth and what happened to me in the black bowels of these Kentucky hills.  

My name is Kamma.  I am just an ordinary, plain-looking woman placed in extraordinary circumstances that changed my life forever.  

He was the son of a mother-loving bastard brought straight from the red-hot embers of hellfire itself, but I called him my brother.  I ask you not to judge me until you walk with me on my Lone Walk from Panther Creek.
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Lone Walk from Panther Creek is a novel set in 1954.  It is about a woman discovering who she is.  It is about love, loss, rape, revenge, and forgiveness. It is a story about a woman's struggles to find her place in the world after her husband's death.  

In the heroine, Kamma, we readers see raw human emotions. Kamma is weak in the beginning, does not want to live alone, and is unsure of her strength to survive without her husband.  Her brother, Lewis, a released prisoner, comes to live with her uninvited. Yet Kamma’s spirit and determination to survive and grow as a person in her own right prevail despite Lewis’s ongoing attempts to reduce her to the dirt beneath his feet. 

Lone Walk from Panther Creek is every small town’s dirty little secret.  

Lillian Mathews reveals the shocking news to Kamma, a secret she had kept for over forty years.  

“Your Aunt Mary Bell was my best friend, but she spread her legs for just one man, the Sheriff of Nottsville.  I have delivered babies in these hills and hollers to families from one end of the creek to the other. I have always kept my mouth shut and minded my business, but it is time you knew the truth.  

“Know the truth?” I questioned.

“Yes, Ma’am, Kamma, the truth—no seed from your pappy to your momma ever produced Lewis’ sort, no; he came straight from the seed of the law over Dawson County.”

“I always believed the sheriff was an upstanding sort; now you are telling me, what?”

“Oh, he thought he was some piece of man, for sure, but I spied on the two of them more times than once, watched them fornicate, laugh, and drink their moonshine.  Then they’d send for me to deliver their bastard offspring.” 
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Funeral Blues
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Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone, Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone, Silence the pianos and with a muffled drum, Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.

Let airplanes circle moaning overhead, scribbling on the sky the message He Is Dead, put crêpe bows round the white necks of the public doves, let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.

He was my North, my South, my East, and West, my working week and my Sunday rest, my noon, my midnight, my talk, my song; I thought that love would last forever: I was wrong.

The stars are not wanted now: put out every one; Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun; Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood; For nothing now can ever come to any good.

_W.H. Auden 
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​​Chapter 1: Death’s Cold Reality
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On June 2, 1954, somewhere between 7:00 and 9:00 in the morning, Thomas Allen Simpson left this world in the same gentle way he had lived his life. Two months earlier, the German forces surrendered in Western Europe; World War II was ending. 

I had met Allen at a church picnic in early spring. To the delight of neighbors and family members, we fell in love and married the following September. 

A person could probably spend an entire lifetime searching for that special someone they could spend the rest of their life with, yet I had first seen him as fast as one might see a sudden flash of sunlight passing behind the shadow of a large tree. At that moment, I knew I loved him. It was an instant that froze in my mind forever. I replayed it throughout our years together. As corny as it may sound, from the first glance we shared near the cake stand at the picnic, the two of us remained connected like the icing on one of those made-from-scratch cakes. 

The day before he died, Allen and I were sitting in the swing on our front porch. He looked at me with a strange expression on his face and said, "If there is a way I can cross over into this world we know and love when I die, I will find it. I'll come back to you, Kamma. I will always love and protect you." 

He placed a large, rough, but well-kept hand on either side of my shoulders as he stood up from the swing. He pulled me to a standing position as he looked at once into my eyes, and he asked me, "Do you understand me, Kamma? I will find a way?”

“Yes, Allen, I do understand.”

“Why would I leave someone I have cherished all these thirty-five years to go to a place I know nothing about? You are my best friend. I will always be with you. How could I take my eyes off your hair and how the sun’s rays play with the amber highlights? You put the sunset to shame.” 

He then wrapped his arms around me, slid both hands down to my tiny waist, and pulled me close to him. You cannot die, I thought as he held me tight, for you are more significant than life itself to me. 

The two of us teased each other often about this “other world.” I laughed, hugged Allen tightly, and kissed him right on the lips. “Perhaps I’ll go first,” I offered. 

“No, you will not, dear; you have a strong heart. It is my weak ticker that will do me in.” 

“You don’t look well, Allen, I will admit. You look tired and drained. I’m afraid you push yourself too hard,” I told him. 

The two of us sat back down in the swing and continued sitting side-by-side on the First Day of June, moving to and fro in the swing on the front porch. 

As we sat, a soothing summer breeze caught a ride on the south wind and blew across our faces. I enjoyed endless days and nights sitting, sighing, lying, walking, and talking alongside my best friend. 

The next night, we went to bed around 9:00 p.m., as was often the case. He lay close to me in our bed. He pulled his body close and tucked his legs around mine as I lay on my right side, facing the window on the east side of our bedroom. 

He shifted several times, then draped his left arm over my waist. I felt the weight of his body against me. 

I smiled, placed my right hand on my breasts, and gently entwined my fingertips between his fingers. We had often fallen asleep together in this familiar position. 

However, as I snuggled my body closer to him, he gasped for a breath of air. The force of it blew across the back of my neck as he exhaled. 

“Allen, are you all right?” I asked him. 

He replied, "Goodnight, and God bless you." 

I replied the same to him. 

After midnight, I awakened with a tingling in my fingers, realizing that my fingers' circulation was cut off. 

As I tried to release Allen's fingers, I struggled, as they felt cold, stiff, and unfeeling, and he did not respond when I squeezed his fingers. Allen's skin felt stiff and lifeless. 

Allen died in his sleep. 

I never felt dead flesh before. I did not feel my mother's or my father’s flesh when they died. 

As I repositioned my body to face him, I saw a peaceful, serene glow on his face. He looked like a man at one with himself. 

My first inclination was to scream, but instead, I settled into the moment. I smiled, bent my head toward his, softly placed my lips on the middle of his cold forehead, and kissed him goodbye. 

In my mind, I heard words he had said to me hundreds of times over the years, “A kiss as smooth and light as an angel’s wing, dearest Kamma.” 

The spirit, the life force, the soul, one with our bodies, indeed left his body, and all that remained was an empty, hollow shell in its place. I had to believe there was more to life than this cast of the man he had been his entire life.

I placed my hand over my mouth and tried to push the sobs back. Each outcry gained momentum, and each reached further down inside my diaphragm and wrenched itself out of my mouth until I was heaving in endless sobbing. 

Finally, I heard myself shouting, “I cannot be alone, Allen. Please don’t leave me.” But the motionless figure beside me could not hear my pleas. 

I never altered my position next to him until I saw the sun coming up in the east and shining full through our bedroom window. 

Then I arose from our bed, dressed, and walked to the adjoining farm and asked Troy, a lifelong friend of Allen’s, to go into town to tell the sheriff Allen died in his sleep. 

The next two days were blended. I chose a honey oak coffin for Allen at Oakwood Memorial Funeral Home in our small town. As I picked out the coffin, tears overflowed my eyelids and spilled down my cheeks. I felt as void as the empty box staring back at me. 

I fought back tears, fearing I would not complete the arrangements if I ever let my emotions go. I listened to the funeral director describing all the finer points of the grain in the wood, the intricate, skillful carvings of oak leaves embellished on the sides of the coffin, but exaggerating details to distinguish the oak coffin from the walnut grain or the pecan grain meant little to me. I kept thinking as he spoke, how do you describe the tears my heart is crying? 

I felt like a lifeless figure caught up in a dream, floating, weaving in and out, somewhere between awake and asleep, and I kept wanting to wake up to see Allen alive and whole again. 

Later the same day, Allen lay in the coffin in the center aisle of the church near the alter, rows of wooden church-like benches crammed the area, whispers filled the room, and a steady line of visitors walked in an orderly fashion, shaking my hand, offering their condolences, many stepped into the pews near the side of his coffin, each saying their prayers for him.  

Others carried rosary beads, knelt, and said the rosary for him. Several lowered their heads in respect and hurriedly walked by him as if death were somehow catching, and they may be next. 

I sat motionless as a mummy in the front pew of the church on the right side nearest the coffin, wishing I could push Allen to one side of the coffin, crawl in, and snuggle close beside him. 

The three days since Allen’s death have fused into one. Seconds liquefied into minutes, and minutes melted into hours as I continued arranging for his burial, buying the cemetery plot, picking out the headstone, ordering flowers, and speaking with friends of Allen’s as each dropped by his coffin to pay their last respects. 

I kept staring at the coffin, wishing, hoping that Allen would arise from the soft, white interior, throw the tiny, fluffy pillow tucked beneath his head to the gathering crowd, and announce it’s all a big joke. However, no one was laughing. 

Then I thought, stop kidding yourself, Kamma; you keep viewing a dead body that will never rise from the dead and walk the earth again. 

I prayed for a safe place to cry and grieve forever. Still, my eyes remained dry and fixed on the corpse lying in the wooden box, and my heart remained broken into two pieces, one for the living and one for the dead.

The morning of the third day, I remember bathing, dressing in a black, handmade muslin dress, eating, and feeling numb. I kept staring at the empty chair at the head of the table where Allen once sat. I held a silent vigil for him while waiting for him to come through the back door carrying an old, worn, woven basket of fresh eggs. I continued searching for life in this empty nest. 

I was back at the funeral home by midmorning of the third day.  I felt like a moth caught in a cobweb. I kept flapping my wings, trying to fly free. Still, the sea of people passing by the coffin and filing by in single file to hold my hand and offer their condolences offered me no escape. 

I could scarcely remember what I had said to anyone at the gathering because my focus never left my husband’s coffin. 

I wanted to run, hide, pull the black lace veil covering my head over my face, and disappear into its folds. I tried to withdraw from everyone. I needed to pretend I would awaken every morning for the rest of my life, and Allen would lie in bed next to me or sit with me on the front porch swing, holding my hand. 

At 1:00 p.m., six pallbearers carried the casket out the church doors after the Funeral Mass into an awaiting white hearse. I stepped into the white limousine behind Allen, and we led the long procession to the Catholic Church in town.

As the hearse drove toward the cemetery, my mind traced back to the church services, where Father Charles Reese presided over a Funeral Mass for Allen. I had chosen a reading from the 23rd Psalm, The Lord, Our Shepherd, and Troy read it aloud to the congregation. 

The Lord is my shepherd; I have everything I need. He lets me rest in fields of green grass and leads me to quiet pools of fresh water. He gives me new strength. He guides me in the right way, as he has promised. Even if that way goes through the deepest darkness, I will not be afraid, Lord, because you are with me! Your shepherd's rod and staff keep me safe. You prepare a banquet where all my enemies can see me; you welcome me by pouring ointment on my head and filling my cup to the brim. Indeed, your goodness and love will be with me if I live, and your house will be my home forever. 

Then Troy stood before the gathering and recited the eulogy he and I wrote with Father Reese’s help. He told a story about the time he and Allen were boys. 

Troy said Allen once wanted to build a treehouse but had no nails. He said Allen walked over to my father's farm and called for me to leave the house. 

When he came out on the front porch, Troy asked Allen, "Will you help me build a treehouse without nails?

A low ripple of laughter swept across the gathering. 

Troy laughed softly and then continued.  My father asked Allen, Son, how does a fellow build a treehouse without nails? 

Some in the congregation laughed louder than before.

Troy continued. Allen replied, " We’ll make wood joints and join the boards together. 

Then, the church fell silent. 

I want you to know. Troy smiled. He and I built the treehouse without using one dang nail. Allen was always one to make up for what he lacked. He always figured out a more straightforward way to do a task. He always took care of loved ones and neighbors. 

Troy took out his handkerchief, wiped his eyes, and said, "Many of us will remember Allen as one of our closest friends. He was an active member of the community and the church, a trusted friend, and one of our most dependable neighbors. We will also remember that Allen was a man of the land. His family, like many of mine and yours, is a survivor from way back when you fought to survive or died trying.

As the mass ended, the funeral attendants carried the coffin out of the church and to a nearby hearse. At the same time, hundreds of mourners from the community and surrounding counties filed out of the church, got into their cars, and followed the funeral procession. 

Now, here we are at the cemetery, I thought.  What a crazy, unpredictable day this has been for us, Allen.

Father Reese opened the limousine door, took my hand, and assisted me out of the car.

Then I glanced back toward town and noticed many friends and neighbors had walked behind the hearse to the gravesite on the outskirts of town. Six funeral attendants pulled the coffin from the hearse, and yes, the mourners gathered to see his final resting place, and we each mourned in our way the last time. 

Father Reese said the Lord’s Prayer at the gravesite, and then he asked if anyone had any final words to say in memory of the deceased. 

Several friends and townsfolk spoke at the graveside. 

One man said, “Allen harvested my whole wheat crop the year I crushed my foot. My family would have starved to death without his kindness and giving of himself.” 

Another said, “He brought over a box of groceries to me, my boy, and my Misses when my wife came down with pneumonia, and his wife, Kamma, stayed for four days until my woman got better. Allen was a good man, and his wife is a good woman. We will miss the man and thank God Kamma is still with us.” 

I looked at the sky. A mixture of gray and overcast clouds moved in from the west. I saw no message scribbled across the clouds saying, He is dead. 

I had always thought about Arden’s “Funeral Blues” poem as friends and relatives died over the years.

However, on this day, I thought the man must have been a prophet because he knew my mind when he wrote: 'I thought that love would last forever.' I was wrong...The stars are not wanted now: put out everyone... 

Why did the poet not tell me how to continue living when everything in my world was gone from me forever? 

Now, a tremble crossed my entire body as I stood looking down at a grave blanket made of thousands of green pine branches covering a large pile of damp, woodsy-smelling dirt, the circumference covered in two dozen red roses, a single yellow rose representing our friendship, and hundreds of wild daisies. Daisies were Allen's and my favorite wildflowers. The day I married him, daisies made up my bridal bouquet. 

One by one, each mourner walked by me in a row of grey metal chairs near the grave, nodded their head, reached out, and patted me on the elbow. Others shook their heads from side to side, pursed their lips tightly together, and looked down at the ground, heads lowered. In contrast, others shuffled toward the awaiting cars.

As Ann and Troy walked past me, Ann whispered, " We will wait for you in the car.

Now, I stood alone as a sentry over the immobile gray and black granite stones surrounding me.   

Then my mind played an old song, Allen, and I loved it: 

Let Me Call You Sweetheart. I am in love with you. Let me hear you whisper like you used to do. Keep the
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