
 

My Night Time Experience While on A Summer Visit to Soso 

 

While growing up in Houston, TX during the 1950s and 1960s, occasionally my mother 

would send her kids to their grandparents home, and in our case, it was Elton, 

Louisiana, and Soso, Mississippi and sometimes we would stay a few days with our 

great aunts, Annie and Azzie, in Beaumont, TX., but that is a story in itself that is waiting 

to be told.  I was too young to go on any of the Elton visits, but fortunately, I went to 

Soso several times during that period.   

 

I would like to share one of my experiences that I remember from many moons ago on a 

summer trip in Soso probably in the 1961-1962 time frame.  While in Soso, my younger 

brother, Lincoln, and I went to work one day with our grandmother (great aunt), Martha 

Broomfield-Keys, aka Sophie, on HWY 28 at Jefcoat Rd.  I can't remember the reason 

as to why, but she had told us earlier that later on, we would be going back to her 

house, maybe it was because Lincoln was acting out (he was the youngest of seven 

children and bad as all get out), or maybe she just wanted to introduce us to those 

"Soso Nights".  As day turned into the night (who turned the lights out, I am laughing like 

crazy as I recall this event), she told us it was time for us to go back to her house which 

was probably about a 1/2 mile away.  Up to this point in life, I thought I knew what 

darkness meant, but when you can't see your hand in front of your face, now that's a 

whole other type of darkness.  As we started down Jefcoat Rd, our fear factor was 

compounded with all the strange noises coming from some nocturnal critters and hoot 

owls.  Also being saddled with stories about imaginary and real things that our older 

siblings had told us about Soso, and knowing that we would have to deal with some of 

those creatures that were waiting to pester us along the route, we were on full alert.  

Now for us young city boys, it was an adventure that seemed as if it took forever (I 

would bet that Lincoln and I set a speed record running back to grandma's house that 

night), and one that I am sure we will never forget. 

 

To this day, whenever Lincoln and I talk about the good times in Soso, this and stories 

of my Uncle Jack's bad hunting dogs that he used as security guards around his house 

would make us laugh, uncontrollably. 

 

 


