
Lewis Hyde72

outside the gates of Thebes, picked at by 
carrion birds and dogs:

“As I took my place on my ancient 
seat for observing birds . . . I heard a 
strange sound among them, since they were 
screeching with dire, incoherent frenzy; and 
I knew that they were tearing each other 
with bloody claws, for there was a whir-
ring of wings that made it clear. At once I 
was alarmed, and attempted burnt sacrifice 
at the altar where I kindled fire; but the 
fire god raised no flame from my offerings. 
Over the ashes a dank slime oozed from the 
thigh bones, smoked and sputtered; the gall 
was sprayed high into the air, and the thighs, 
streaming with liquid, lay bare of the fat 
that had concealed them. 

“Such was the ruin of the prophetic rites.” 
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The Klansman who owned the boat used 
in the murders of Dee and Moore had a 
brother who knew nothing about their 
drowning. But this man felt he should tell 
his brother what had happened because at 
the point where the brother frequently 
crossed the river he had the habit of dip-
ping up water to drink and he should be 
warned that he was “drinking water off a 
dead Negro.”
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In the Dee-Moore murder case, historical 
memory—the contemporary written 
record—is almost as shabby as my personal 
memory. To take but one key example, the 

river, and rolled him into the water, alive. 
Charles Moore watched from the shore. 
The men returned, chained Moore to 
another weight, rowed him out onto the 
river, and rolled him into the water, alive. 
Later they were to say that they dumped 
Dee and Moore alive rather than shoot 
them because they did not want to get 
blood all over the boat. 
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Says Tiresias to Creon, who will not prop-
erly bury the body of Polynices, now lying 
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Goodman, Schwerner, and Chaney were 
murdered, Ronald Reagan kicked off his 
1980 presidential campaign by telling a 
cheering crowd, “I believe in states’ rights.” 

“The struggle of man against power is 
the struggle of memory against forget-
ting,” writes Milan Kundera. But as with 
all large abstractions, the assertion can 

be inverted. The Repub-
lican Party’s “South-
ern strategy” made the 
memory of racial differ-
ence its tool and when it 
comes to racial or ethnic 
differences, the struggle 
“of man against power” 
is the struggle of forget-
ting against memory. 
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They say that one way to lay a traumatic 
memory to rest is to create a particular 
kind of symbol: a grave marker. Once a 
grave has been marked, you can visit it but 
you do not have to. Once a trauma has 
been properly buried, you can call it to 
mind but you do not have to. It’s available 
but not intrusive, not haunting. 

“The first symbol in which we recognize 
humanity . . . is the burial,” writes Jacques 
Lacan. “It is man who invented the sepul-
cher . . . One cannot finish off someone 
who is a man as if he were a dog . . . [His] 
register of being . . . has to be preserved by 
funeral rites.”

This is from Lacan’s seminar on Anti-
gone, a play in which we find no proper 

newspapers at the time reported that 
Franklin County Sheriff Wayne Hutto 
made some phone calls and located the 
boys in Louisiana. “I can’t figure it out,” 
Hutto is quoted as saying. “If these boys 
had been in any trouble around here I 
think I would have known about it.” 

But Mississippi in 1964 was a police 
state, meaning sim-
ply that the police were 
complicit with the Klan 
terrorists, Hutto in this 
case having helped the 
Klan search for weapons 
in the church in Roxie. 

We know all these 
details because the Dee-
Moore murder case was 
in fact solved by the FBI 
within months of the discovery of the bod-
ies. The FBI had a paid informant in the 
Klan, a man to whom the killers told the 
whole story of what happened on May 2, 
1964. 

This is why in late October of that year 
the FBI was able to send navy divers into 
the muddy waters around Parker’s Island 
and find the skeletal remains of the vic-
tims, along with the Jeep engine block. 
Charles Moore’s skull was found—identi-
fied because he had lost some teeth play-
ing football. Henry Dee’s skull has never 
been found. 
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At the Neshoba County Fair in Philadel-
phia, Mississippi, the town where 

Once a trauma has been 

properly buried, you can 

call it to mind but you do 

not have to.
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In January 1965 the murder charges against 
James Ford Seale and Charles Marcus 
Edwards were dismissed, and law enforce-
ment at every level—county, state, and fed-
eral—abandoned the case. Several journal-
ists showed some interest in it during the 
1990s, but nothing began to move until 
the summer of 2005, when Canadian film-

maker David Ridgen got 
in touch with Charles’s 
older brother, Thomas 
Moore. 

Thomas Moore is the 
central character in the 
rest of this tale. 

He was in the army 
when his brother was 
killed and though he 
came home for the 
funeral, his mother told 

him that there was nothing he could do, 
that he had to forget about it and go on 
with his life. The army sent him to Viet-
nam, and he later served in the first Gulf 
War. He retired to Colorado Springs in the 
1990s. During all his years in the military, 
Moore had nightmares about his brother’s 
death. He would hear Charles calling out 
for help, asking “Why?” The killing left 
him feeling trapped, he has said, “chained 
by pain, guilt, hate, and shame.” 

Ridgen persuaded Moore to go back to 
Mississippi and work on the case. Within 
weeks they had remarkable success: they 
found James Ford Seale (who had been 

burial. Antigone ends with three sui-
cides, and suicide can be thought of as 
an attempt to name through action what 
ought to be named through inscription. 
Lacan calls naming through inscription 
“the second death.” “The symbol . . . [is] 
the killing of the thing,” he writes, drawing 
on Hegel, whose idea was that conceptual 
understanding is a kind of erasure of the 
particular. 

Take a living dog that runs and barks 
and eats and shits. As 
soon as that dog passes 
into the word dog, its 
particular embodiment 
disappears: the word dog 
doesn’t run and bark and 
so forth. 

Let us put this in 
terms of trauma. A very 
particular, horrifying 
thing happens to some-
one—as happened to 
the families of Dee and Moore. How to 
recover from (or at least work with) such 
horror? The advice is to erase the particu-
lar by putting it into symbols. If the story 
cannot be fully told, then the trauma per-
sists. Time stops. Twenty years later, the 
dead still appear in dreams. 

The grave marker is the symbol that 
makes it clear that whatever has happened 
need not live forever. The symbol lives on 
but the real, once properly inscribed, is 
temporal and can be buried. 

Forgetting is the erasing angel that 
murders particularity so that concepts can 
be born, so that time can flow again.

Forgetting is the erasing 

angel that murders 

particularity so that 

concepts can be born, so 

that time can flow again.
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exchange for his testimony and to indict 
Seale for conspiracy in the murders. In 
2007 Seale was convicted and sent to jail, 
where he died four years later. 

! $ 3

This past summer I went back to Missis-
sippi. On May 2, 2014—fifty years to the 
day after the kidnapping, beating, and mur-
ders of Charles Moore and Henry Dee—
Moore, Ridgen, and I visited the site in the 
Homochitto National Forest where the 
boys had been tied to a tree and whipped 
until one of them invented the story about 
guns hidden in a nearby church. Two sticks 
leaning against a tall yellow pine marked the 
spot of the beating. I dropped a digital 
recorder into my shirt pocket and Moore 
and I, standing on the dirt road amid the 
filtered sunlight and the bugs, began to talk. 

What was of most interest to me was 
not Seale’s conviction—that was simple 

reported dead) and they found what were 
supposedly lost FBI files. Soon they con-
fronted Seale’s conspirator, Charles Mar-
cus Edwards, directly, approaching him 
one morning as he and his wife came to 
open the church where he was a deacon. 

In Ridgen’s film, Mississippi Cold Case, 
we see Moore hand Edwards a manila 
envelope of FBI files and we hear him ask 
Edwards why the files contain his name. 
Edwards protests, “I’m not on the FBI 
report” (he had in fact never seen the files). 
“I did not kill your brother,” he says. “The 
FBI dropped all this case and you know 
that. They dropped the case because there 
wasn’t any evidence. I’ve never been on 
that Mississippi River in my life,” he says, 
shooing Moore and Ridgen away. “You all 
get off this church ground and quit stirring 
up trouble here on the church.” 

Not long after this encounter, Moore 
and Ridgen persuaded a US Attorney 
in Jackson to give Edwards immunity in 
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said, “That’s up to you. You got to 
deal with it.” I said, well, I was readin’ 
the Bible—’cause I was brought up 
in Sunday school—and I read where 
it said, “How many times do I for-
give my brother? Shall I forgive my 
brother seven times? No, seventy 
times seven.” And then I said, “I’m 
goin’ to forgive him and give him a 
handshake.” So we did, next morning. 

Moore’s decision to forgive Edwards 
would have been hard to predict. The US 
Army had trained Moore as a rifleman, 
then as a machine gunner, then as a sniper. 
“You were a dangerous man,” I said, and he 
agreed. In fact, when it became clear that 
his brother had been killed simply for 
being black, Moore began to plot revenge 
against whites in Franklin County. He 
stockpiled automatic weapons. He imag-
ined climbing the water tower and poison-
ing the town water supply. Only when his 
mother found out what he was up to, and 
told him not to do it, did he forbear. 

Standing with Moore on that dirt road 
in the forest, I kept circling this change of 
heart, wondering how he had moved from 
being a trained, revenge-seeking rifleman 
to being a man willing to forgive. He kept 
putting off a direct answer, or so it seemed 
until I realized he was building it up slowly, 
for it had many parts. 

The first had to do with finding out what 
had actually happened. In 2005, when Rid-
gen approached him about filming, Moore 
asked, “What’s in this for me?” and Ridgen 
replied, “Maybe a little truth.” Until that 

justice—but something surprising that 
happened at the trial: Edwards asked the 
families to forgive him for his part in the 
crime. In her book The Human Condition, 
Hannah Arendt addresses “the predica-
ment of irreversibility,” our “being unable 
to undo what [we have] done” such that 
the deeds of the past hang over every new 
generation. “Forgiving,” she writes, offers 
a “possible redemption from the predica-
ment of irreversibility.” 

I knew in general what had happened 
at the Seale trial, but I was glad to hear 
Moore tell it in his own words: 

The first day of court . . . it was about 
four o’clock . . . and he [Edwards] 
said, “Can I address the court?” and 
the judge says, “Well, let me dismiss 
the jury”—and I was sitting right on 
the front seat—he was still in the wit-
ness box and Thelma [Collins, Henry 
Dee’s sister] was sitting next to me . . 
. and he, looking right at me, he asked 
me, he said, “Mr. Moore and Mrs. 
Collins,” he said, “I wants to apolo-
gize for what I was involved in forty-
one years ago, in the killing of your 
brother.” And he said, “I ask your for-
giveness.” Those were the words. And 
that was it. 

Everybody’s mouth was just, whup! an’ 
I said, “Holy shit.” 

So then, I had several family members 
there . . . and I went to each one and 
I said, “What do you think?” They 
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in—Who is it really hurting? And then 
I said, then the third part must be the 
Holy Spirit, to come in and take the 
place of all that violent mind. And 
of course I was in the church then; I 
was moving, I was moving. Marcus 
[Edwards] opened the door, gave me 
the key. Now a lot of people have asked 
me, “Do you think Marcus was seri-
ous?” I don’t know. And I really don’t 
care. I really don’t care whether he 
was trying to make himself look good. 

I don’t care. I don’t 
know. He dangled 
some keys in front of 
me, and I took ’em. 
And I let myself out of 
my own suffering, my 
poor prison. And I was 
able to let it go . . . and 
let my brother lie, just 
settle down. I think my 
brother’s got peace. 

Hyde: But do you still dream about 
your brother? 

Moore: No. No, no, no, no. No, I look 
at the work that I’m doing in church, 
in the community. I look at it as my 
brother and my mom, they lookin’ 
down on me and sayin’, “He doin’ 
some good stuff.” So, as horrible and 
as brutal as it was, I have come—
through the spiritual life—to accept 
the fact that this was something that 
I was destined to do, and go through in 
my life in order to be who I am today. 

time, Moore had not actually known how 
his brother had been killed or by whom. 

In short, in describing his change of 
heart, Moore began by speaking of truth 
and justice (or, as he said to me, “some 
justice”—of the many men involved in 
the murders, only one went to jail). It was 
especially the Seale indictment, and the 
fact that Moore himself was instrumental 
in securing it, he said, that had “redeemed 
[him] from being angry.” 

“Forgiving,” writes Arendt, “is the only 
reaction which does not 
merely re-act but acts 
anew and unexpect-
edly.” That day in the 
courthouse, Moore and 
Edwards had quoted 
back and forth to each 
other the Christian 
Gospel about forgive-
ness, a common lan-
guage known to both 
men but belonging to neither, what a psy-
chiatrist friend of mine calls “the third,” 
that is, a thing that allows two people to 
step beyond themselves into something 
other than opposition. 

Nor was that the end of it. After Seale’s 
conviction, Moore “continued to read 
about forgiveness”: 

Moore: Research, research, research. 
Get an understanding. And I read this 
thing where it said it was a three-part 
process. Two of them you have a whole 
lot to do with—you got to want to do 
it . . . —it talks about what you holding 

“Forgiving,” writes 

Arendt, “is the only 

reaction which does not 

merely re-act but acts 

anew and unexpectedly.”
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church, I mean stood up in the court 
and asked for forgiveness, that gave 
me an avenue.

Edwards: Yeah, right. 

Moore: Man, I hated you, dude. I’m 
gonna tell you right off, I said “I’m 
gonna get him,” you know, and I 
didn’t even know you. 

Edwards: You know, 
when I did that, being 
in the church, and I’d 
prayed about that a lot 
of times, for forgive-
ness, you know. And 
it lifted a burden off 
of me, yes sir, it lifted 
a burden off of me. 
That was a black mark 
in my life, I can’t tell 
you. I’m sorry for it to 

this day. I was sincere when I asked 
you and Miss Dee to forgive me too, 
you know. I didn’t deny being a mem-
ber of the Klan. I didn’t deny that. 

Ridgen [voice-over]: Soon the con-
versation turns to the beating itself. 

Edwards: I reckon you could say Cur-
tis [Dunn] and myself we did the little 
strapping that went on. James Seale 
says I—he held a gun on these guys . . .

Moore: I try to think that the shock 
and that they was on the, uh, how bad 

! $ 3

In the Erechtheum on the Acropolis in 
Athens there once stood, says Plutarch, an 
altar to Lêthê, to Forgetfulness, meant to 
remind Athenians to forget a mythic dis-
pute between Poseidon and Athena. Each 
god had sought to win the city’s favor with 
a gift, Poseidon offering a spring of salty 
water and Athena—the winner—an olive 
tree. Defeated, Poseidon 
did not begrudge the 
loss but took it, says Plu-
tarch, with “an easy-
going absence of resent-
ment.” The altar to For-
getfulness tells the city 
that the foundational 
divine discord is to be 
left to the past, not 
brought forward. 
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James Ford Seale was convicted in 2007. 
Three years later Thomas Moore returned 
to Mississippi, this time to seek out Charles 
Marcus Edwards to see if it was possible to 
move beyond truth and justice to some-
thing closer to true reconciliation. David 
Ridgen filmed their encounter. After some 
preliminary greetings, the two men sit on 
Edwards’s porch swing and Moore initates 
the conversation: 

Moore: I don’t know how you feel 
about it but when you stood up in 

The altar to Forgetfulness 

tells the city that the 

foundational divine 

discord is to be left to the 

past, not brought forward.
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The scene switches back to the men sitting on 
the porch swing. Moore recalls the time he 
approached Edwards at his church. 

Moore: We didn’t come to see you 
until 2006 because I’m gonna tell you 
why. I’m gonna tell you why: because 
I didn’t have the nerve to come talk to 
you. So I, me and David rode by here 
a couple of times and I said, “No, I’m 
not goin’ in there.” That was in 2005. 

Edwards: I tell you what, and I look 
back at the day that you all came to 
church up there and [unintelligible] I 
thought about it a thousand times 
since then: “Why didn’t I just ask 
them people to come on in the church 
with me?” 

Moore: What time is your church ser-
vice on Sunday? The service.

Edwards: The service is at eleven 
o’clock. [pause] If you want to come, 
you come. 

Moore: I think—you and I, sittin’ up 
in church, is going to be a testimony 
for our people.

Edwards: [nods] Okay. 

The men go into the garden to pick peaches 
and tomatoes. They shake hands by the car. 

Moore: We’ll be seeing you, fellah.

they were beaten up I don’t know, but 
just the fact that, I know . . .

Edwards: They got a pretty good 
whuppin’ but I—they was nowhere 
near dead nor nothing like that, I 
mean, they were good and alive when 
they left [unintelligible] and took them 
back down to Mr. Seale’s place down 
there before those other people came 
out there. 

Moore: Did you ever think about: 
“What if that had happened to my 
son?”

Edwards: Well sure I did. And I won-
dered, you know, I wondered, I had 
four boys, and I wondered, and I said, 
“What if some of them people might 
retaliate and take one of my sons,” you 
know, and I wondered about that. 

Ridgen [voice-over]: After two hours, 
and the conversation becoming ever 
more personal, the coffee comes out. 

We see Edwards bringing coffee mugs from 
his kitchen, then he and Moore stand by 
Moore’s car.

Moore: What does this talking that 
you and I are doing do for you today? 

Edwards: Well, let you know that we 
can be friends. 

Moore [nods]: Yeah. 
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is found. Jesus has a child brought before 
him and tells the disciples that they should 
humble themselves “and become like chil-
dren.” Then he says, “Whoever causes one 
of these little ones . . . to sin, it would be 
better for him if a great millstone were 
hung round his neck and he were thrown 
into the sea.” 

How would Moore read that line, I 
wondered. Isn’t Jesus saying that some 
sinners should be put to death rather 

than be forgiven? Didn’t 
the Klansmen cause one 
another to sin? Didn’t 
Edwards single out 
Henry Dee for kidnap-
ping and thus “cause” 
the murders? 

In her meditation 
on forgiveness, Arendt 
allows that there are 
such things as radi-
cal evil and unforgive-

able crimes. Jesus connects forgiveness 
and repentance but what exactly is repen-
tance? Arendt points out that the biblical 
Greek for “repentance” means “change of 
mind.” It isn’t enough to say, “I’d like to 
apologize.” What is called for is a conver-
sion and true conversions are rare; one or 
two in a lifetime would be unusual. What 
exactly, I wondered, had Charles Marcus 
Edwards done to show that he had become 
a different person? In the filmed conversa-
tion, he is remarkably passive; Moore does 
all the work. 

And as for reconciliation, isn’t what 
we’re seeing an American individualist 

Edwards: [nodding] Uh-huh.

Moore: I remember the words you 
said, “You all get off of here now, go 
home.” All right, sir, we’ll see you 
Sunday. 

Moore and Ridgen drive away, Moore shak-
ing his head is disbelief. 

Moore: I’m damn near speechless, 
myself. Five years ago, 
we talkin’ this kind of 
shit, you crazy as hell. 
[smiling] And instead 
I’m telling the man 
that “I planned to kill 
you. I plotted.” And 
the biggest thing is that 
he invited us to his 
church. I didn’t expect 
that. I didn’t expect 
him to say, “You all 
come on to the church.” That’s going to 
be a story. God damn it, black and white 
do not attend church together. 

! $ 3

Years before this encounter, at the time of 
the Seale trial, when Moore forgave 
Edwards, the two men quoted to each 
other Jesus’s answer when asked how many 
times a man should be forgiven. Seven 
times? No, says Jesus, not seven but sev-
enty times seven. 

By the time I interviewed Moore I had 
read Matthew 18:2–6, where this counsel 

What is called for is a 

conversion and true 

conversions are rare; one 

or two in a lifetime would 

be unusual.
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years, is a bit of a pictogram: it inserts a 
vertical line beside the sign for “person” 
so as to indicate a person hidden behind 
something and thus invisible. 

When something is forgotten, the heart/
mind no longer sees it. You could therefore 
translate Dogen’s “self-forgetting” this way: 
“When we study the self . . . it disappears.” 

! $ 3

The story of Thomas Moore’s journey 
from vengeance to forgiveness has two 
kinds of memory and thus two kinds of 
forgetting. Some things can be called to 
mind at will, and some intrude upon the 
mind no matter what we will. It is one 
thing to get angry when thinking back on 
an injury; it is quite another to be invaded 
by nightmares whenever sleep lowers the 
threshold of consciousness. 

In Greek mythology, the Furies are 
embodiments of unforgettable grief and 
rage. Their names are Grievance, Cease-
less, and Blood-Lust. Their names are 
Grudge, Relentless, and Payback. They 
clog the fatted present with the undi-
gested past. They harry the sleepless mind, 
demanding ransom in blood for its release. 

There are certain parasitic fungi that 
invade the brains of tropical ants, making 
them climb to the top of trees and die there 
so the fungus can grow from their bodies 
and widely spread its spores. In the same 
way, the Unforgettables control their hosts 
and seed themselves anew. The curse of the 
House of Atreus descends generation to 
generation. The story has no closure, each of 

form—one person guilty, one person apolo-
gizing, one person forgiving? What about 
a legal system that allowed a century of 
American apartheid, that allowed county, 
state, and federal law enforcement to 
ignore two murders for forty years? 

I had been thinking about all of this 
before I met Thomas Moore, and had 
papers in my pocket with notes to help me 
fill out my questions. But as we stood talk-
ing in the forest where the boys were tor-
tured, my questions seemed out of place, 
almost rude, thought experiments for 
some other day. 

Instead of pestering Moore about that 
great millstone, I thanked him for the 
work he had done. It wasn’t my brother 
who had been killed. I was not the man 
whose nightmares had been quieted. 

! $ 3

“To study the Buddha Way is to study the 
self,” writes Dogen Zenji, thirteenth-cen-
tury Japanese Zen master. And “to study 
the self is to forget the self. To forget the 
self is to be verified by all things.” This last 
line is a little hard to translate. Some say 
that forgetting the self is “to be actualized 
by myriad things”; some say it’s “to be 
enlightened.” 

In Dogen’s original text, the Chinese 
character for “forget” is made of two ele-
ments: the lower half indicates “heart/
mind” while the upper half means “to 
become invisible, perish, lose.” The oldest 
version of this upper part, found on oracle 
bones dating back three or four thousand 
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the crime brought into being. “Why drag 
about this corpse of your memory?” asks 
Emerson in one of his great odes to 
American self-renewal. Said Moore: “As 
hard and as brutal as it was . . . this was 
something that I was destined . . . to go 
through in my life in order to be who I am 
today.” Who he is today is a man who has 
laid the ghost to rest (“my brother’s got 
peace”), freed himself from servitude to 
the Unforgettable, and become the agent 
of his own recollections. 

From the point of view of the parasitic 
fungus, seizing the ant’s brain is a wonder-
ful thing. The fungus community endures 
and spreads. From the point of view of the 
ant, it’s a disaster. In the human commu-
nity, the spirit of the Unforgettable is use-
ful when it comes to asserting self against 
other. The desire for revenge can be an 
expression of basic self-respect and, as 
legal scholar Martha Minow writes, “ven-
geance is also the wellspring of a notion 
of equivalence that animates justice.” But 
revenge without justice too easily descends 
into unending violence, blacks and whites 
killing one another year after year as each 
race claims and defends an identity rooted 
in not being the other. 

For those whose goal is an end to con-
flict, then, better to become intimate with 
the self that clings to difference. And bet-
ter to forget about it. 

its bearers being compelled to add another 
chapter and act it out in the real world. 

In the case at hand, the US Army put 
weapons in Moore’s hands and taught him 
how to kill; add to that his brother’s rest-
less, nightmare ghost and before long you 
have a man plotting to murder white men 
in Meadville, Mississippi. 

Of the many forces that combined to 
alter and close that plot, three stand out. 
First there was the truth: in 2005, after 
forty-one years, Moore got access to the 
FBI files and knew for the first time what 
actually happened to his brother. Then 
there was justice (“some justice”): the gov-
ernment indicted James Ford Seale, a jury 
in Mississippi convicted him, a federal 
judge sent him to prison. Only after all of 
that did forgiveness enter the picture, and 
forgiveness, as we saw, turned out to be 
an object of study for Moore: “Research, 
research, research. Get an understanding.” 

To enter the work of forgiveness it may 
not be necessary for the truth to come 
out and justice to be done, but it helps. 
It helps because it then becomes easier 
for the injured man to see the degree to 
which the wound has become part of his 
identity, his sense of self. If he is to change 
he will first of all have to study that self, 
become intimate with it. That doesn’t 
mean a literal forgetting of the crime 
but it does mean letting go of the person 


