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George Carter, : Jack Kytle
7 niles wvest of T™nlladega Springs, Ala. Bditorial Department

NA WOMAN'S LIKRE A DUMD ANIMAL®

For forty=two yesrs, OGeorge Carter has been pulling and shoving
at the handle of a eross-cut sav., He 1s a big, slouch-ghouldered man,
alx feot three inches tall, 220 pounds of bone and muscle. He ia 62
gears old, but he says proudly, *f don't nover ask no rest time-=I min't
never beon v hite=ayed dut once, an' I got to tell you bout that.” His
akin is dark and leathery, Ma ayes black and squinted, his coarse, dlack
halr streaked vith gray.

Is wae Sundey aftermoon, and he sat there on the slanting poreh of
he shanty, with his villow=bottoned -:h&:.i.r propped against the wall., Mg
huse feet wers covered by rough cotiom gooks, out 2t the heele and toes.
Ee pulled hard st & cod pipe through a slender cane stem, and he saldl
“A old man wits purty lonescome~like cut to hissell stido=a~ways Dut I ain't
got no csuse to zrumble. I been "round lots in ny ‘ay, an' 1 done Duried
two ol! wvomen. You couldn'$ give me another'n. Thay's too meny runnin?
hout that you don't have to feed.

“glttin' down to what you axed me, I been logzin' smdfooclin’ "bout

sowvedlle sinee I was & dugk of & boy. OL' man Blalock, over at ' wallay,
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sayes he voulda't give me for four common men. He oughter Imow. Ne's

good 2 lot of logmere.

"Wy, vhen th' ol' man vas ramnin' a will over thar in th' heller,
Yayia® his lusber twee by tree, he says to me, "George, I zot to maks
aprofit. I got %o zit trees that'l]l make fine, clesr boardst m' 1t%:
go'nter Yo up %o you to 2it "em.' Vell, sir, I zot cnough of Yem to malke
e riches T Jest 2o wp %0 a wee an' look 41t over, an' I can tell you
vhat kind of lusber it's go'nter make. I san epot th' note "way wp "monget
th' 1imbe. I can even Sell "Wout how many feet of good doards or floorin?
thare 1o In a tree.

"He aln't never pald me right, dut T don't nsed nothin' mush wow.

Vhea 1 wae a2 young duck I worked fer fifty conts o day, sumwp to sundowns

but I woren't vorkin' for him bask thene Th' 01! man paye ne two dollare

’
now, an' ne s'posed o be th bYoss logger. T ala't 8'vosed to work dut

oight hour a day, dut I could count on my ten fingers how many times I oot
st o' th' woods fore zood vl

“One time I wvent to him "bout my pay, an' he put on & mouth that was
a8 pore as & vidder voman. s sayn, "George, you mow I'm yore friend; 1%
pay you more if I could. But my eales 1s "way dowm. If I'm go'nter keep

eatin' nyeelf, I con't pay wy help n° more. It%d bust mo, an' then we'd
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all be out in th' cold.' Well, T aln't been to him since that day. Ne

thinks I'm ¢ damned fool, but I ain't blind, A men that's been Ylumderin®

as long as me knows o few things: T cen look at th' stock in his sheds an?

know that he kas lyin' vith o face as bare as & baly's rupe I know what 2

out in th' woodo, sn' I now hov mush lusber 1:%11 make.

“Ho's pot plonty monay %0 keop him th' rest of hig life. He don't

bank 1t over at Sylacsugy. HNHe banke some of it in Sirminghem, an' some in

Nobile, Tony told me "bout that, sa' he ousht'er knowi he malles most of

th' o' man's letters up at th' Jpringe. Tony's th' commlesary man, an'

he essys ol1' Blalock i so stingy he weors buttons on he vants made out of

hie owva wood. Ne's that tlsht, all risht.®

George stretohed hls “owearing frame, 11f%ing his huse. sun<baked arms
above his hoad, NHe shuffled hie chalyr necrer the sdze of the porch, vharn Mo
could prop his feot aguinst the twosly- four ralling.
out of Mes pipe.

“I Sean "round,” e said at laet, "an' ! ala'™ nroud of some of th? t dAnge
I dones T never 412 'mow no maomy ang deddy. Some sald I was a woods eold,

but they never sald 1% to wy face. Awrwvay, I vas gived sy, 1 was zhved

$0 a ol1' man named Joars over an ' rivere-as sa' a 2181 thay sald wvas wy




sistar.

"“That o1 men nish ' bout vorked me to death. Ee had a big farm over
thar' an' 1t got S0 vhar I wan doin' jest "bout everything. I stoed it "ti)
I'aé flftnun yoar old, an' then I runned avay. He kotahed me th' firet time
an' vhooped me 't1l my ol' Jjaoket gtuck to my bask, it wvas so full of blood.
But 1 sade up my nind he wman't go'nter Xeep me. Next time I runned away,
it van in th' aight, an' I erossed th' river an' set out dowm th' road. 1
xept on zoin® an' "fore I ‘mowed 1%, I'se 1n Selma.

"T tol)l vou, I was so hongry when I got thar, an' I'4 drunk so mueh
vater, that my belly thought I'4 took in weshin'’. I've heerd folks say thay
wouldn't bex fer nothin' 1f they wae starvin' to deaths but they Jest ain't
never boon honery emaff. I went up to & house an' I bexaed, mn' I got ame
goffee an' sone cornbresd. I aian't never tasted nothin' a0 good ss that, aa'
I sean sood vittles in my timm.

“Thay vas a olrous thar in Selma, an' I'4 not seed one dDafore in ny
11fe. I jont comad u> on 18 vhile 170é valkin® an® T went up, boyelike, to
~

1isten to th' musie. They was takin' down one of th' tents, an' vhen 1'ef

standin® thar gozgle-ayed, 2 man come uwp on me, He says, "Soy, you look

stouts you vanta vork?' An' wll, I vae needin® a Job "bout an bad e &
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body could. ¥ pltched in right thar, an® I done s0 zood that they took me

along in th' work sang.

"I done al) right,.too. I was "hout six foot high then, an' welzhed close

ter two hundert pound. I was like a ox, an' couldn®t none of them nm outwork

m. But wy dendsr kept ris int P an' Af I'2 hed bug-sonse 1'4 & kaowed

trouble vas comin'. IV p gittin® ny dander wp vhen th' Dose-man'd cote

‘round vith his cusein' sn' ullyin'. 1% %84] in my innerds vhen he'd kiak

a nizgeer, an' I got to thinkin' vhat wvos go'nter happen if he over kicked me.

"He veren't high as me, but he was Broad an' built clone to th' sround,

Eo Mdn't have no good side %o hine=he wvas Jost nesn a8 holl-=an' sven whon

he vas in good humer, you knowed he vae Jout 2 rettlesnske in th' sunshine.

Tou lnowed there werea't nothin' t him that wvas any zood a=tall.

hh'ﬂ'll. !I'lr. I lgt 8B I'oe | _ A e e ] 1 . Q‘L’?‘  { v,

® vas at a 1ittle town in North Cer'lina, 2a' that's & s00fd plete from ey,

He started ousein® me, onllin' me things that showed me thar waes -o'nter

- - - ! % 1 ¥
be trouble. Then, "fore I mowed vhat vas appenin, he Xloked me.

"I renched down on th' ground, sn' 1 2ot my fingers on & sledse hammer
that was Yyin® thar., I cald, "Wou son-ofea-bitch, you kick me Jest e more

[l

time s I'11 K1l you. S0 he'p me my zood God, I'M1) Mmoalk yo'r braline dow




yo'r throat.'

“I"11 say thia fer Mnun) he varen't no coward. He jJest looked at me
a second or twe, an' them he comed t'vard me. 1 knowed he meant Dusinesss 1
had %0 porteck syeelf. 1 ralced that hammer an' I knocked him in th' hesd
8o hard that he feoll 1ike a slok ox. I rum like hell, then, dut didn't nobedy
try to Rotch me. 1 suess everybedy wes zlad.

“To this doy, 1 don't kmow vhat Decome of him. He might a-~died, fer I
Mt ha o s0lid Mok, Finee I pot weligion, T proy "bout 4t sonetizes, but I
ain’t pever Deon sbhle to feel sorry "™Mout 1t. Fe axed for 1t, an' 4f he sot
wvell, 1 bet he d4dldn't kick nobody elee feor a long time."

Ueorpe atulfed his pive vith sask tebacoo azain, strack a matoh on the
pinaboard floor, and puffed silently for a2 fov moments.

"It Sook me mor'n 2 month %0 it back Myar. I wes rageed an' honery,
an' d1dn't have no Friands %0 20 %o, Dut 1 sade up m wind I weren®t soin' bHack
t0 01! man Sears.' I%se feolin' growm now, an' I mowed I weren't soin' to take
no mare boatin®s from in. I mmowed 1% X111 him 1 he aver 1384 2 hond on ma,
for 1 couldn't even think '‘bdout him an’ not burn in my head. Sometimes ! thousht
hout that sl that was e'posed %0 Yo sy sister, dut I never imowed that she wae.

Sha was » 1163810 01' akinny, 11 At-haired ml, m? e never favored me. Some

folkes say I got Indian blood, I wouldn't now. Bus I gueses I done things in wy




time bad 28 2 Indlian.

*I done things thot th' 200d God wvon't ever forsive ne for. Wea 1
come dagk, I didan't have no frionds.vept Tom Oreen, & nizzer that lived
down in Coosa County "bout th' dend., I went dowm thar with hia, an' he wos
ae bad 2 nigger as I wvas 2 vhite man, I took %o oard playin’ an' videkey
drinkin' dowmn thay, an' ve raised 50 muah hell that we driv' nise ol' voman
plumd out=a th'! house. Vaen wo'd give outea ‘hinkay, wvo'd jJost maks us some
more sn' =0 right chead radein' holl,

"A bunch of nlzgers vho worked at sh' Jackeon samill over nt th'
Sorings useta come down %o Tom's house on Sundays, an' Tom sn' me'd play
cards vith "enm an' Soke what they had, That's one of th' thinees I won't over
be fersive for. Thers was them po'r nirgers vho'd pit pald maybe three dellars
on Saturdsy, an' then Tom an' me'd git "em drunk an' take everything they had,
Tou ses this soar on th' side of wy head? Vell,
arazy nigesr gived 1% to me vith s dutcher mife,

"I stayed down thar in them woods "$11 I was soin' on twenty year old.

Tom an' me was makin' vhiskey an' 20sd11a® an' 1ohin® o 11tt1n far 2

livin' 28" we was doia' gosd. Put them one Saturday, Tom zot full of 1ikker

an' vent over th' mountain $9 2 sowmill that had storted rannin' over thar.
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They was a dunch of niggers vorkian® at the mill, an' one of "em was & nigper
named Doa, who had a tall, yaller gal fer a voman that made Tom's mouth water.
Tom savw her once, an' than he comed to me an' sald that he couldn't look at
‘or an' stand still. “hlhhnuﬁhtg of her jJest rumed all over himj an' than,
that Satendsy he got liidcered up.

*Hs heanfed stralght fer that Doa's shack "spite all th' wvay 1 begged
kn %0 atay avay. He had a pistol in his oversall pocket, an' I nowed that
he vas goin' atter vhat he vanted. I degged him right to th' door leadin’

w %0 th'! shask, dut they vasa't mothin' could be done. He went wp thar and
wmliked in th' door.

“He vamn't o soner in than Doo's voman started hollerin'. I was
standin® out in th' read watehin', for I mowved Tom wne drunk snogh to choot
me If I tried %o stop Rn. The door wvas opon & 11t%de, an' I could see him
wrastlin®' vith that yaller zal, an' hor seresmin’ 1ike she was in & deod of
snakes. Maogers storted rumnin® out of all th' shecks, an' some of "om
headed stralsht for th' sawmill boller room.

*I moved then that thar was holl to pay, fer that was vhar Doo was
vorkin'., In no time sa=tall, he come runnin' t'ward his shaok, an' he had

2 vifle in his hand. He stopped out in the front yard, an' he cealled out,

‘Come outen my house, nigger, or I'm comin' atter you.'
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"o hedn't no more than sadd 41t vhen Tom come to th' door.tlli dan's

say a thing, he jost leveled dowm with ha pistel an' started shootin' at
Dog==1 don't know how many times. But Deo joot stopped bask of & tree thay
in th' yard sn' valted "31]1 Tom had finished. Then he raleed Nt rifle to
his shoulder.

"I never seed a shot galged Detter'n that one. Tom stopped back from
th! door, kinder to one side, but Noe scemed %o mow whar he was stondin?,
He shot through Sh' wall, "bout two feet from th' door, an' that bullet sot

l

Tom right throush thi delly. Ve runned up to th' house an' ho was desd. ™
gal war under th' bed,

"Now I'n th' sort that ‘nows vhat side sy dread's buttored on. T mowed
them poople night say I vas Ton's friend an' have 1t n for me. Put vhen I
seed he wvon dead, T 'mowed that a dend man can't 4o nothin' fer nobody. Se
I startod cusein® him right and loft, an' tol' Dec theat 1'd see th' lew 444n's
do nothin' %o hm. I d1d that, toe, fer I went over to th' county sent »%
Rockford an' helped seo thnt thay 414n'4 bother hime They Jest had o 1ittle
hearin’, an' then they turned him loose.

T didn't lose nothin' by tellin' vhat I knowed. Thay was 2 young man
aamed Hughes wvho was runnin® th' sawmill, an' he told me that he was to thank

we for vhat I'd done for he niggers Vell, sir, I seed that th' time was right,
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an' 1 axed him for a Job. Ho gived 4t to me, an' that's vhar I started
wt savmiliind,

"1 van & sroveup man, an' I wag ae toush an' as stout as & mule. A%
fivat, 1 halped fire th' b'iler, totin' slaba for 1%, ut thom one day
Mr. Muches come up to me. He says, 'I'm short in th! woods, Ceorget 1 neoed
logmers out thar., How'd you 1ike to try yo'r hand st 1877 T tol' him that
' 1ike 1t fise, an' th' next day, I wae pullin' ot Sh' and of a ervossout
RAV,

"Well, sir, I had som'pun happen out thar that gived me a lesson. 1
don't min' Sallin’® you "hous 18, fer 1t's got funny %o ma now, They woe &
14tt1e 61! man halnin' me named Davis, an' he weren't nothin' dut a rumt.
™! fivet time I sood 2im I vanted to langh, fer 1t vas fumny So think he
eonld keep up with me on & saw.

"' seoond day T worked out thar, he was =oin' in %o th' somslissary
for som'pun, an' 1 sive him & dime an' axed him te g1t me some "baccer. Ne
was sone & sounle of hours, an' vhen he coms bHask he soamed mkihity worried.

i

Ho come vight %o me, m Do seld, "George, I done loat that dlme of your'ng

I1'11 pay 4t dDagk come Satuwrday.' An' I was wantin® "baccer, anl I got med

as holl., I said, "Tou stele my money.'
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olr, he strsightensd up his 11tt1e 014 wizened self, sa' he snid,
ne & sheet, an' ho vas traadlin' 1ike he wse

he wvas seared as a radbit, #0 I Sook & 2%

in, 111 alap yoly faoe.'

1ie==a double docred 11e!!

slavped 11

"Tlye slrirred yaller jJaoket nont many »

TF 'ﬂ.n.r-if-!;l'n =

hill s BN ' he

an' I vent dowvn on my bach,

"”!'1".&

"1 tried %o Nt I - har T vas lyin®, Dut he vasn't povhar 1 his.

He was Jest 1ike & Danty rooster, -: s in th'face #0 fast that you couldn'$

s counted th' lioke. He Jest sit on ny chest an® beat on my nose an' ayes an’
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mouth 1ike he was bee & drum. I couddn’t 4o nothin®, so I sadd, "You

have whooped me.' Ho ot wp then, but ny ayes wvas swelled "til 4% was all T could

ms iz a9 a .

ko 1iki: ' tha AASLA® | ‘h triad

an suttin' logs

together, an' i s long ore wo was nig n' 4% vas

hin that 2 0in | . "bo % ply time in my life 1 ever vas

in th' woods as
time, g0 th' mmn that owned

in'. ¥ell, tiis we w wateh, an' 1t was uw %e
dar 1 allus ealled $ime for "bout Fiftemn

spring close by an' git us
1is dowmn saviiile an' talk.

long time, and 1t cdme to th' point var “nvis
vanted to rest all th' time, an' wve couldn't kamp

iir, th' notlon struck me thet Af 1'4 let hiwm

y work, 90 one day 1 took out sy watch an' handed

th! watoh avhile Mister Pavie, an' you oall th' thme.”







at koopin' her up. Ghe was ragged as a can of kraut. Her pa

hell pind atter b, an' I mowed he L to 1%

i

pind. 1 tralpned

N8 NAVeT VYAS IucH

sun'poeor-other; 1 don't ny sise——

didan't velsh a hundert pound--but it Jeat sulted me. allus have llked »

m't ve no trouble, sa' they ‘on't eat much.
loved har some. hat 1, 1 loved her feor avhile, Butllilles
ell, an' it wvoren't long "fore got my nind on

ad, but shoulda't no vonan ever think che oan

i regollect that | come home one day st dimnere
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any man wouldn't 4o They was & gal lived up on th' hill "bove my shack, an'
She vas & sight fer sore ayse--big-chosted an' broad hipped. Vell, I ain't
denyin' that I'd boon vatehin®' hor for a long time, an' 1 mowed that she hed
her ayes sot on me=-any man can tell vhen a voman wants ‘im. She come to ny
place eviry morain' fq-rdhmtr-milk that I'se lettin® her folks havel an' on
this pertic'lar moranin', she jost hanpened to kotoh me right. That miserabdle
11ttle ol' voman of mine wvas dig wit: a baby, an' I 41dn't have no eyes for her.

“This gavky ol' corn~fed gal come ssunterin' into th' kitchen that morain',
vhen ¥ was sdttin' thar gettin' my grub. 1 looked up an' seed her, and she
loocked better'a 1'd ever seed her look defore=-an' she wae smilin' at me 1ike
ehe was thinkin' "bout th' seme thing., I guess that's wiy th' notion struck
me all of a sudden, I knowed that my ol' woman was ocut at th' lot, an' thines
was 208 Jeat right.

“Now, 1'a tellin' you this, for I'm leadin' uwp %o a plias. 1 got wp from

th' table an' wvalited over to vhar that sal was standin'. She Mdn't move a leg.

I says, "Te'r kinder frisky, ain't you?,' sn' she sigrled vonsneliks. Vell, oir,

I Jest cased my arm "Bout har then, an' she was soft as & feather dod. I wae

mgein' her 1ike all helle<l had ov'rything jost 1ike I wanted {te-vhen ny ol

voman come in at th' doer.

“She dida't say nothin' at firet; Jest stood thar with her eyes bug~in'
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out 1ike a chipmunk's. I werean's goln' to lot her fasze me, 80 I Jost
cept on hugein', dut th' gpl vas squirmin' an' pawvin® so bad I counldn's
hold "er. Then my ol' woman seld, "Ocorge, vhat are you doia'?' An' 1
come Pight beck at her: I saye, 'I'm havin' 2 200d time, mama. 'Y,

ihs gliant figure straightensd in the chalr, and the hmge hands came
d0ME upon the Juge kknses with a resounding smsak. A buret of launrhter
ranbled frem the laathery,bull-like throat.

"4 guess yeo'r vonderin' what th' p'int 1s," he sald after avhile,
“Well, this is 1%} Thar ain't no sin "Mout nothin' 1ike that 'less you git
kotched; that's all th' sin they ls--gzittin' kotached.

"Well, sir, my ol' voman coulda't keep hor mouth shet "bout that
neither. She went straight as a pigeon to Mr. Hughes, an' she mustea tol'
im & bellyful. Anywvays, he comed up o me om th' jJob a fev days 18ter,
an' I could soe that he had his dander up. He onlled me to one side, an'

e says, "Vama yo'r hide, you oufht'er be killed. Somedody ousht'er take s

shotgun an' blow th' eicin off yo'r stinkin' bomes.' I tol' him somebody

bad been totin' 2 passel of lies, but he saye, "Don's be layin' nothin' off

on thet lit%0le vomam. I'd fire you if 1%t weren’t fér her. As 1t is, I'n

go'nter run you off this place if ever I hyar of you mistreatin' her se'in.'
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*That shows you can't put no Srust in a damned woman, dut I moved
Mister Bughes meant vhat he sald. It got %o vorryian' me some, for them was
hard times, an' I couldn't "ford to lose no Job. If 1t hadn't a~bem feor
that, I'd a busted that voman wide open, dut I knowed if I tetahed her she'd
go rannin’ to hMa. 5o I jJest bided my time.

"They was a neetin® goin' on "™out that time, an' I dofd: a lot of

stpdyin' "bout 1t. I kmowed Mister Hughes was a churchly man, an' I got %o
”~

thinkin' that I'4 put syself in good wvith him by J'inin' uwpi he'd done a

heap of talk to me-="bout how I'd cught'er 21t myself right with th' Oed

Av'mighty.

*™h' hardest ‘hing I ever done was that., 01! Reverent Sardis from over

at th' Valley wes doin' th' dellerin', an' he vas th' damne-dest hyvoarite you

over sesd. He run a 1ittle ol' store wvhen he veren's preachin’, an' vhen a

gnl'd come in th' store, he'd try %o Mug "er. I "mesber they tol' me that one
gal comed in fer a sack of sugar, an' that vhen he tried to loves ‘er wp a
11ttle she busted that apck of sugar over his damned head. Thay sald thet he
oould conk hin halr for a veok an' git enough susar to sweeten his soffee with,.
“Well, I veant up thar to that meetin', an' my ol' voman traipsed along
with =0 as proud as & mother wron. She 41dn't know nothin' "bout what I wase

doin' 1% for, oo vhon wo went in an' sot down, she besin lookin' about havny=like,
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with her 1ittle ol' ayes wot as & baby's behin'. I sot an' 1istened %o th'
sermont, thinkia' "hout what a hypoerite ol' Sardis was up thar on th' platform,
bellerin' 1ike he'd Dust his “hreat open: I nover listened to 'im, dut vhen they
gtarted th' singin', I vent an' J'ined wp.

I vasa't never in a church-house bYefore, an' I felt like a2 damned fool.
01" Sardis shuk han'e vith me, then sot me down on a danch in front of ever'body.
They wvas th' moet takin' on thar I ever heerd, with tham fools all a~bellerin’

an' a~jumpin’. Some of them was sa~cryin', aa' that as right down my vay. I

allus could ﬂﬁ snay, thinkin' "bout what & hard row I'4 had to hoe. BSo I

baginned a~oryin' with th' others, an' they comed down to th' fromt, pawin' at
me an' makin' me foel like I was 1a th' ersaszy house.

"Atter 1t vas all over, Nister lugheos come "round an' tol' me how glad he
was: e oalled me "Srother' an' I knowed I'4 got him whar I wvanted hMm. I kept
Mn thar, too, fer I wvent to that chwroh=house regular. They weren's dut one
thing that was good "bout 1t. 01" Syrdis couldn't '"ford %o presch at th' mil)
but twice a month, fer he had another church some'ers. It was a hard jJob, Dut
I stugk 1t oute=I stuck 1t out fer six dammed yeare-="t11 o1' Sardies vas dend an'
in hell, an' a nev preacher comed--an' 'til Mster Mughes went busted an' had

to quit sawmil)lin’.
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I had three young'uns now, #0 I had to it me up another job. But i
first thing I done was 30 2it me & MMak'ry stick an' best th' lard omte-a
that damned tale-carryin’ voman. I veat hor'til ahe wns down o hor kness
hollerin' fer God's love, sn' I teached hor a lesson she 41dn't never fergit.
She nover 414 carry no more tales on me. She never 4did say nothin', nelther,
vhon I sot mo wp & vona that I vanted to fun with, an' I got me wp a~plenty.

"But don't you never do that, son. I'm & o' man now, an' I kmov all
thar is %0 know. ¥Yhen you fum with mor'a one woman, you never do seam to fun
as such as you vant to} you wvantea foller over' women that comes along. You
don't hav' to do that, but I do, I'm go weak.

"It didn’t take me lomg to git another Job atter I loft th' Bughes mill.
I was th' best logger in that country, I mowed my trees like they was poople,
an' 7 was th' stoutest man anyvhar to be found. I went over te Sheldy County,

ehon't to Tour-iile, an' I kotched on right off with 71" Man Brazier. Ne vas

th' kind that never give & damn what sort of mm you was, Jost a0 you was a

good worker. Vell, that suited me fine, for I 4dn't have to 20 %o dhurch mo

more, an' I oould git out in th' pasture sa' Fav uwp sand vith th' cows.

1 sueee I paved up enough of 1t %o 111 th' Coosa River. That was one

plage vhar they was onough vomen %o sult me, an' T runned stter "en "8l w
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tonsue was rollin' out 1ike 2 dsmmed dog's. My 1ittle ol' woman didan't open
her mouth, noither, for I had learmed her how to Xeep 1t seved up. Th' best
timas 1 ever loved hor, I recion, was right atter we beginned 1livin' together,
an' vhon 1 stood lookin' down at her dead fase. She died a~havin' a kid. She
shouldan't nughtiﬁr a had 1t, fer Doc Bgyer had tol' hor she'd die if she 814,
"They was & voman name of Nora livin' ther that I liked a heap, but i
had done made wp my mind that I weran's never gein' to feod no other wvoman
regular. Thar's 2 lot of things to be done ‘sout a shask, though, an' s man
san't do all of ft-="gpecially if theay's a passel of kids rumnian’' "round. 1
t#ied batehin' 1% for neorly & month attor Ter died, an' I wveren's doin' no
good et 1%, One Sunisy meranin' I got to thiakin' "bout it, so that evenin' I
wont aver %o Nora's plase an' tol' her how I felt sbout 18. Un'hnd funned
iround 2 sood vhile, snywaye, 20 she got up her duds an' comed over to my shack.
"But right att-r we becinned livin' together regular, I tol' her how
thinge vas zo'nser %o run. I '‘mowsd she hadn't hardly lived whar she hed bDeon,
for hor ma vas & widder voman, and ther wvan a gang of other drate thar, 1

nowsd thet meat an' dread ot resulear would be mmough % kesp "ar wvith me,

an' I wae righs. 5he wae a good worksr, but she never 444 take a 1ikin® %

ay other wvoman's kids: I h.d %o git her wp some of "er own, an' that was all
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444 try %0 keep my voman totin' a little Ditay babdy.
n' deviloems."*
hitar buret from the He throat, and agein the
buse hande were clapped hard ageinet the muge knees.

"I den't guene I%e a2 rough on Nore as 1 wvee ay fust vonani dud that
vas on account of her workin' to Tesp me in a good humor. omotimes 1'4 git
drunk an' vhale th' hell outes har a Sime or two, Dut moatly I treated her
a8 pood as any voman ought'er be treated. Don't never be %00 good t0 me of
‘asm. A wvoran's 1ike o Qumd anfimele=like a cow or & Ditoh dox. Tou gof
frall "enm with & stiok now an' then to make "am look up o you.

"Wy, I tell you sump'uny they's been men workin'® at logrin' campe vhar

beeh that dandled thelr ol' vomen like they was -old 46llars. They'd pet

'am uwp, Yuy purtye for "em, sn' oep Srelr backsides kivered with £lad resel

an' then O1' George Yoar'd cone dlong an' take "em fer hMieself. 1've soed

. . — '
ment that 414n't have a0 sense "Dt handlin' vomen. You never ought or Selld

one of "em thet she lonke good, = that anybody'd have 'em Tospt you. fe'll
glt %o bellevin’ it f you t0l]l Yer thet, an' she'll start struttin’® "round

1ike a roestor that's vhooped ever'thing in th' cmntryside.

"1 tol! Yore how things was go'nter be run, an' they wvas ruaned that wy
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for mor'n "leven yeoars. e glived no six young'une vile wve was livia' together,
sovan't wuth keopin'. She got to areenin' "bout th' house
vood-logmed voman, an' her hide oot ns paller as & persiimon. 1 got %o
thinkin® onge that 7'd run "or of fe=ghe veren't doin' me no good-=but it wvas

for th' Yest that I didn't. 5he was tuk with a chill one night, an' she vant mm t

"It's zo'nter come ny time some Aay, Yut 1 pray teo God I doa't o ut

11ke that vooune It wvas avfuls. She'd got to whar she talked & 1ot "bout sinnin',

an' how me an' her was doin' wrong by havin' xids an' not even %ein' mrried.

"Bout & month "fore cshe dled, she saye to me one da ‘George, le's g0 over %o
’

Sylacsugzy or somers an' 21t a preacher to talk over us.' That was funny as hell

to me, an' 1 thousht she'd vent bug-orany. But you wow, I'se th of what

jost th' other day: Do you 2'pose that's wiy she did that-a-way?

e lyin' thar tresblin® vwith th' ehill, she beopt ralsin' up her
ddtehon now! ™' devil's in th' kitohen, an'
ent avay yellin' thinge 1like that, with ‘ar ayes
wide open. T vonder if th' damned devil wvas in thar atter herl

"Well, If Yo woe, he's zo'nter be thar with festhers on his head when 18

oomes ny time. Te's go'nter do a Ifrilie, for he's got a heap & neat to 'y
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wvhen ha 2i%s tame . Heverant Dallay, that young fellsr over at Harpersvillas,
so1! me $h' Lord could save anybedy. He tol' me, '"Thoush yo'r sine alr of
saarlet, 1 will wvash "em vidte =9 mow.' That's vhat 1i's gsountin' n. That's
whiat 1 wvent to Judere MoKinnon fer an' got him %0 give ne one of his old 3ibhles.
2 a‘n't nover read 2 liek In my 1ife, Dut I got %o shinkin®? T Addn't want t¢ o
out wvithout 2 Bidle in oy Jammed shask.

f?j‘q go'nter taks a hosp of vashin® fer me, oy if it's 2 #in %o have
young'uns an' not Do married, I done a lot of 1. Iv's got te vhar anybody
eould come up an' say, "How're ye, pal', an' I vouldan't kmew Af I ought'er
bnoale hall sut-n him or Kius "im. But T ot religion, even If I don't go o
no church. Reverant Dailey sald he was go'nter pray far me, an' I gusss that'll
vash me off & 11t%tle.

I dome los' tyallk of most of the ¥ids I had by wy two wvomen, I kept 'em
vith me "$4) they jest Arifted off an' Mdn't cone dack. OUne of th' 11ttle o2
gals == she nover was bright--vent to Sylesaugy to work in th' mill, an' somebody
$01' mo sha ves ruanin' ~ttor ev'ry palr of Dritches in sight. If 1 aver koteh

ap with Yer, I'1) bust some of "er ribe loose. Ny oldes' boy was makin' 1ilkker

Aown on Oohasie Crosk 128t I hearde=l don' knov whar he 18 now, I don' raow vinr

acns of Yem 18, %0 dom" ax me "Dout 'am,
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"1 Bean workin' fer 01' Blaleck s good spell now, an' I reakon th' place
fa net sood ne arv'n 174 find, Put he don® pay me 1ike he sushtior. Thay
ain't nobody mowa » tyee batter'n me, an' thay ain't nobody can do harder
work., M7 Blaldek thinks I'm 2 A-mned fool, but I been ‘rownd.*

Az he talked, the blss sonintad eyes Yept tumning With inoreasing intemt-
AOSE UDOR A AArTow, weelsllanked trail that ribbonsd toward his shanty over
s streteh of hottom land. Now, he roused his bYig freoms fron the ghalr and
s1anaed ‘netide the bare, two-room gstmoture, His ayes pmased upon the face of
2 cheay alarm elook that tioked sabove the firewliace,

"I ain't roshin' you off." he sald after avhile. "This pleee is yo'm
te stay st long se you wvant %o, But I thousht 1 hetter tell you they's aome
fo'ks comin' aver hyar atter svhile-=they's Bud Paker sn' some of them Tatris
boys. They so'anter have some likicor an' some gals along, an' we mought try
ralsin® & 1184810 hall. T thourht T Dotter tol1) you "™out 1t, dut that yo're
woloone S0 stay."

But the visitor wae ready to go. Alveady, the sun was disappearing behind
the ?rinse of nine trees over on Pulphur Moun'ain. Already, there was hoaree
laughter dowvn the path, pametusbed vith an occcasional shrill ountburst. Somebody

in the svproaching crowd was pluniring "Red Hivér Vallay™ on a danjo.
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George Carter,
7 miles west of Talladega Springs, Ala.
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For forty-two years, George Carter has been pulling
and shoving at the handle of a cross-cut saw. He is a big, gslouch-=ghouldered
man, siz feet three inches tall, 220 poug%a of boge and muscle., He is 62
years old, but he says proudly, "I_:';r never askdl no rest time--I ain't
never been white-ayed but once, an' I got to tell you 'bout that," His skin
is dark and leathery, his eyes black and squinted, his coarse, black halr

streaked with gray.
slantin

It was Sunday aftermoon, and he sat there on the/Ssent
porch of his shant%}with his willow=bottomed chalr propped against the wall.
His huge feet were covered by rough cotton socks, out at the heels and toes,
He pulled hard at a cob pipa/::::PEPslsndar cane stem, and he sald: "A old
man gite purty lonesome~like out to hisself this-a~way; but I aint*t got no
cause to grumble, I been ’./round lots in my day, an' I done buried two ol!
women, You couldn't give me another'n, They's too many runnin' 'bout that

you don't have to feed.

"Gittin' down to what you axed me, I been loggin' and

9 foolin' 'bout sawmills since I was a duck of a boy. 018 Man Blalock, [

over at th! valley, says he wouldn't give me fer four common men. Hs oughtler
now, He's seed a lot of loggers.

"Why, when th' ol! man was runnin' a mill over thar in tht
holler, buyin! his lumber tree by tree, he says to me, 'George, 1 got %o make
a profit, I got to git trees that'll make fine, clear boards; an' it's gointer

be up to you to git 'em,' Well, sir, I got epaff of 'em to make him rich, I




jest go up to a tree an'! loock it over, an'! I can tell you what kind of lumber
it's go'nter make, I can spot th'! knots 'way up 'mongst th' limbs. I can even
tell 'bout how many feet of good boards or floorin' there is in a tree.

"He ain't never paid me right, but I don't need nothin' much now,
When I was a young duck I worked fer fifty cents a day, sunup to sundown; but
I warfn't workin! fer him back then, Th'! ol! man pays me two dollars now, an'
ma/l:pszz:: to be th' boss logger. I ain't s'posed to work but eight hour a
day, but I could count on my ten fingers how many timan/!ill’got out o! tht
woods 'fore good dark,

"One time I went to him 'bout my pay, an' he put on a mouth that
was as pore as a widder woman, He says, 'George, you kmow I'm yore friend;
1'd pay you more if I could, But my sales is 'way down, If I'm go'nter keep
eatin' myself, I can't pay my help no more, It'd bust me, an' then we'd ali
be out in th'! cold.! Well, I ain't been to him since that day. He thinks I'm
a damned fool, but I ain't blind, A man that's been lumberin'! as long as me
knows a few things, I can look at th' stock in his sheds an' kmow that he was
1yin' with a face as bare as a baby's rump. I know what I cut in ¥ th!
woods, an'! I know how much lumber 1t'll malke.

"He's got plenty money to keep him th! rest of his life. He don't
bank 1t over at Sylacaugy, He banks some of it in Birningham, an' some in
{obile, Tony told me 'bout that, an' he ought'er kmow; he mails most of th!
ol! man's letters up at th' Springs. Tony's th' commissary man, an' he says

ol! Blalock is so stingy he wears buttons on his pants made out of his own

wood, He's that tight, all right.,"

pJ'T? N
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George stretched his towering frame,r\hisﬂ‘.. sun=baked arms Ltk

ghove his head. He shuffled his chair nearer the edge of the porch, where he
could prop his feet against the twe~by-four railling. He lmocked the ashes out

of his pipe,
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"I been r.rou.ml." he said at last, "an' I ain't proud of some

of th! things I done. I never did lmow no mammy an' daddy, Some sald I was a
wood colt, but they never sald it to my face. Anyway, I was gived away. I was
{

giveél to a 01! man named Sears over on th! riverw=- me an' a girl they said

was my sister,

"That ol!' man nigh 'bout worked me to death, He had a big farm
over thar, an' it got to whar I was doin' jest 'bout everything. I stood it
1$i1 I'ge fifteen year old, an' then I rumned away. He kotched me th' first
time an' whooped me 'til my ol! jacket stuck to my back, it was so full of
blood, Byt I made up my mind he wasn't go'nter keep me, Next time I runned
awvay, 1t was in th! night, an' I crossed th! river an'! set out down th' road,
I kept on E;nin',,“ran' 'fore I knowed it, 1'se in Selma.

"I tell you, I was so hongry when I got thar, an'! I'd drunk so much
water, that my belly thought I'd took in washin!, I've heerd folks say they
vouldn't beg fer nothin' &f they was starvin' to death; but they Jest ain't
never been hongry enuff, I went up to a house an' I begged, an! I got some
coffee an' some cormbread. I ain't never tasked nothin'! so good as that, an!
1 seen good vittles in my time.

"They was & circug thar in Selma, an' I'd not seed one before in
ny life, I jest comed up on it while I'se walkin,' an' I went up.-ﬂ&_iii"
Siiifset® boy-like, to listen to th'! music, They was takin' down ome of th!
tents, an when I'se standin' thar gogzle-eyed, a man come up on me, He says,
'Boy, you look stout; you wanta work?! An' well, I was needin! a job 'bout as
bad as a body could., I pitched in right thar, an' I done so good that they
tock me along in th! work gang.

"I done all right, too. I was 'bout six foot high then, an' weighed

clog! ter two hundert pound, I was like a ox, an' couldn't none of them men

outwork me, But my dander kept risin'! up, an'! if I'd had bug-sense I'd a




knowed trouble was comin'!, I'd keep gittin'! my dander up when th' boss~mentd
come 'round with hig cussin! an! bullyint?, I'd bP'il in my innards when he'd
kick a nigger, an' I got to thinkin'! what was go'nter happen if he ever

kicked me.

"He weren't high as me, but he was broad an'! built clnsztu tht
ground, He didn't have no good side to him--he was jest mean as hell--an' even
vhen he was in good humor, you knowed he was jest a rattlesnake in th! sun-
shine, You knowed there weren't nothint'bout him that was any good a-tall.

"Well, sir, I let a rope slip one day, an' he comed 'round to whar
I was, We was at a little town in North Ca'lina, an! that's a good piece from
hyar. He started cussin' me, callin' me things that showed me thar was go'nter
be trouble, Then, 'fore I kmowed what was happenin,! he kicked me,

"I reached down on th! groun!, and I got my fingers on a sledge hammer
that was lyin'! thar, I said, 'You son-of-a~bitch, you kick me jest one more
time an'! I'11 kill you. So he'p me my good God, I'll knock yo'r brains down
yo'r throat,!

1111 say this fer him: he weren't no coward, He jest looked at me
a2 second or two, an' then he comed t'ward me., I knowed he meant business; I
had to pertek myself, I raised that hammer an? I knocked him in th'! head
80 hard that he fell like aﬁl:::zi;?ax. I run like hell, then, but didn't
nobody try to kotch me, I gueaa# ever'body was glad.

"To this day, I don't lmow what become of him, He might-a died, fer I
bit him a solid lick, Since I got religion, I pray 'bout it sometimes, but I
ain't never been able to feel sorry 'hout it. He axed fer it, an' if he got
well, I bet he didn't kick nobody else fer a long time."

George stuffed his pipe with sack tobacco again, struck a match on the

pineboard floor, and puffed silently for a few moments,

"It book me mor'n a2 month to ght back hyar. I was ragged an' hongry,




an! I didn't have no friends %o go to, but I made up my mind I weren't goin!
veren't
back to ol! man Sears'. I'se feelin'! grown now, an! I knowed I/wseidss goin'

to teke no more beatin's from him. I Ikmowed I'd kill him if he ever lald a
hand on me, fer I couldn't even think tbout him an' not burn in my head. Some-
times I thought 'bout that gal that was g'posed to be my sister, but I never
imowed that she was. She was a little ol' skinny, light=haired gal, an'! she
never favered me. Some folks say I got Indian bdlood, I wouldn't know. But I
guews 1 done things in my time bad as a Indian,

"I donme things that th' good God won't ever forgive me fer, When I
comed back, I didn't have no friends tcept Tom Green, & nigger that lived
down in Coosa County 'bout th! bend, I went down thar with him, an' he was as
bad a nigger as I was a white man, I took %o card playin' an' whisky drinkin!
down thar, an! we raised so much hell that we driv'! his ol! woman plumb oul=-a
th! house, When weld give out-a whiskey, we'd jest make us some more an! go
right ahead raisin' hell,

"A bYnch of niggers who worked at th! Jeckson sawmill over at th!
Springs u;Fa.coma down to Tom's house on Sundays, an' Tom an me'd play cards

with 'em an' take what they had, T,at's one of th' things I won't ever be
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fergiéga fer, There was them po'r niggers who'd gttlbaﬂgﬁgﬁaybe three dollars
om Saturday, an' then T,m an' me'd git 'em drunk an' take everything they
had. You see this scar on th'! side of my headl Well, I got 1t right thar,
A crazy drunk nigger gived it to me with a buichar knife.

"I stayed down thar in them woods 'til I was goin! on twenty year
0ld., Tom an' me was makin' whiskey an' gamblin' an' fishin! a little fer a
livin', an' we was doin' good. But then one Saturday, Tom got full of liicker
an'! went over th' mountain to a2 sawmill that had started runnin! over thar,

They was a bunch of niggers workin! at th'! mill, an'! one of 'em was a nigger

named Doc, who had a tall, yaller gal fer a woman that made Tom's mouth




water, Tom saw her once, an' then he comed to me an' sald that he couldn't
look at 'er an'! gstand still, Th' thoughts of her jest rumnned all over him;
an'! then, that Saturday he got likkered up.

"He headed straight fer that Doc's shack 'spite all th! way I begged
him to stay away. He had a pistol in his overall pocket, an'! I knowed that he
was goin' atter what he wanted. I begged him right to th! door leadin'! uwp to
th! shack, but they wasn't nothin'! could be done. He went up thar and walked

in th' door,

"He wasn't no sooner in than Doc's woman started hollerin', 1 was
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gstandint' out in th'! road watchin!, fer I kmowed Tom was drunk -e=mulP® to shoot
me if I tried to stop him, ThE door was open a little, an! Iﬁcould see him
wvrastlin! with that yaller gal, an'! her screamin? like she was in a bed of
snakes, Nigzers started rumnin! out of all th' shacks, an! some of 'em headed
gstraight fer th' gsawmill boiler room.,

"I kmowed then that thar was hell to pay, fer that was whar Mg Doc

i

vas workint!, In no time a-tall, he come ’;unnin' t'ward his shack, an' he had
a,‘lhm rifle in his hand, Ee stopped out in th' front yard, an! he
called out, 'Come out-z2 my house, nigger, or I'm comin! atter you,!

“He hadn't no more than sald it when T, m comgéngrth' door, He didn't
say a thing, he jest leveled down with his pistol an'! started shootin! at
Doc=~I don't kmow how many times. But Doc Jjest stepped back of a tree thar
in th! yard an' waited 'til Tom had finished, Then he raised that rifle to
his shoulder,

"I never seed & shot galged better'n that one, Tom stepped back from
th'! door, kinder to one side, but Doc seemed to know whar he was standin,?
He shot through th' wall 'bout two feet from th! door, an' that bullet got
Tom right through th! belly., We runned up to th' house an' he was dead., Th'

gal was under th' bed,




"Now I'm th! sort that kmows what side my breadils buttered on.

I kmowed them people might say I was Tom's friend an'! have it in fer me. But
wvhen I seed he was dead, I mowed that a dead man can't do nothin'! fer no=
body., So I started cussin! him right ant? left, an' tol! Doc that 1'd see b= -4
th! law didn't do nothin! to him, I did that, too, fer I went over to th!
county seat at Rockford an'! helped see that they didn't bother him, T)ey Jjest
had a little hearin!, an! then they turned him loose,

"I didnt't lose nothin! by tellin?! what I knowed, They was a young
man named Hughes who was runnin! th! sawmill, an' he told me that he was
to thank me fer what I'd done fer his nigger, Well, sir, I seed that th' time
was right, an' I axed him fer a job, He gived it to me, an' that's whar I
started out sawmiliin',

"I was a growmup man, an' I was as tough an'! as stout as a mile,

At first, I helped fire th' dl'iler, totin'! slabs fer it, but then one day Mr.

rd
Hughes coma$'up to me, He says, 'I'm short in th! woods, George; I need

logegers out thar, How'd you like to try yo'r hand at it?' I tol! him that I'd

like it fine, an' th'! next day, I was pullin'! at th! end of a crosscut saw,
"Well, sir, I had som'pun happen out thar that gived me a lesson,

I don't min' tellin'! you 'bout it, fer it's got funny to me now, Tyey was a

little o0l! man helpin' me ¥ =i=was named Davie, an' he weren't nothin' but

a runt, ThE first time I seed him I wanted to laugh, fer it was =Xy funny

to think he could keep up with me on a saw,

"Th! second day I worked out thar, he was goin' in to th' commissary
fer som'pun, an' I gived him a dime an' axed him to git me some 'baccer, He
was gone a couple of hours, an' when he comed back he seemed mighty worried.
He come right to me, an' he said, 'George, I done lost that dime of your'n;
I']1]l pay it back come Saturday.! An'! I was wantin! 'baccer, an' I got mad as

hell, I said, 'You stole my money.!




" Well, sir, he straightened up his little ol! wizened self, an'
he said, 'That's a lie.! He was white as a sheet, an! he was tremblin' like
he was go'nter fall to pleces., I knowed he was scared as a rabbit, so I
tock a step t'ward him an'! said, 'If you say that ag'in, I'll glap yo'r
face.! He comed right back at me, He said, 'It's a lie--a double~doghed liel!

"They was just us two away out thar in th! woods--miles away
from th! closest soul, I riz up my arm, an'! I slapped his face so hard that
it cracked like th! stinger on a cowhide whip, I slapped it that hard, an'
then I turned to walk off,

llve stirred up a yaller jacket nest many a time, an'! I've had 'em
git over me faster'n a country boy pickin! a benjer, dut I ain't never had
nothin! git on me as fast as that dried-up little ol'! man, We was standin'
on th! side of 2 hikll, an! he comed at me head first, His shoulders hit me
in the belly, an' I went down on my back, with my head p'inted down th' hill,
an'! my feet p'inted up, It all was sudden-like, an'! I couldn't a got up if
it'd bin th'! end of th'! world,

"I tried to hit at him from whar I was lying#, but he wasn't no-
whar I hit, He was jest like a banty rooster, an' he hit me in th' face so
fast that you couldn't a counted th' licks. He jest sit on my chest an!
beat ;ﬁg on my nose an' eyaa# an'mouth like he was beatin' a drum, I couldn't
do nothin!, so I said, 'You have whooped me.! He got up then, but my eyes
was swelled 'til it was all I could do to see, an'! my mouth felt like 1t was
big as a hanm,

"It's a funny thing, but I got to likin' that little ol'! man, He
tried to pay me back my dime, but I wouldn't take it. We went on cuttin'! logs
together, an' it weren't long !'fore we was mighty good friends, An' it was
him that I was goin' to tell you 'boute=th! only time in my life I ever was

whi te-eyed,




"It was all on account of a ol' cheap watch, Bein! out in th!
woods as we was, we couldn't hear no whistles fer quittin' time, so th'! man
that owned a watch did all th'! time-=callin,' Well, this was my watch, an' it
was up to me when we was to rest, It got to whar I allus called time for 'bout
fifteen minutes every mornin! so we could go over to a spring closeby an' git
us some water, When we'd drank, we'd lie down awhile an' talk,

"Things kept up like that a long time, and it come to th! ptint
whar Davis weren't doin' much work, He wanted to rest all th' time, an' we
couldn't keep up with th' teamsters. Well, sir, th'! notion struck me that 1if
I'd let him call th' time he might do better work, so one day 1 took out my
watch an' handed it to him. I said, 'You keep th' watch awhile Mister Davis,
an! you call th' time,"

"Now, I've made lots of mistakes in my life, but that'n was th!
worst, That little ol' man went crazy as a bat, He was allus tekin' out that
watch an' lookin! at 1% like he was a boss, an' he couldn't git to workin?
early enuff, It got to whar he wouldn't even lie down when we'd go to th!
spring, an' he was stingy 'oout goin! #% a-tall, We'd git down thar, but jest
th! minute I laid down, he'd take out that watch an' say, 'Got to git back
on th' job, Carter; got to keep th! trees fellinf!,

"It tickled me fer awhile, but it got to whar it weren!t funny,
One hot day in Eugust we was cuttin' logs, an' he was worse than ever, He
worked like we was th' only loggers in th! woods, an' by dinner time, I was
blowin'! an' sweatin' like a mule, That evenin', he jest kept on sawin'! like
he was fightin' a fire, an' I kmowed I couldn't make it no further, I took
ny hands off my end of th'! saw, an' I says to him, ' You better let me have
th! watch ag'in, We'll take turns keepin! time, week by week,! But I never

no more
did ght ‘'round/to lettin'! him carry it.

%

"I was beginnin' to make fair money fer them times--dollar 3“1
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a half a day, I was growed up, 80 I got my mind on havin' a woman of my
owne I got to castin' 'round fer one, an' I got my mind sot on a 1little
ol! gal that lived over on th! Peters! Place, Her ma was passed on, an!
her pa wasn't doin' no good at keepin' her up, She was ragged as a can of
kraut, Her pa was too busy raisin' hell to mind atter her, an' 1 knowed
he'd be glad to git rid of her,

"One day I axed him 'bout it, an'! he said he didn't mind, 1
traipsed over thar a couple of times an' did a little purty talkin' to th!
gal, an' one day I tol! her I wanted her to come an' ‘'live with me——that it
was all fixed with her pa, She studled 'bout it fer a minute or two, but I
guess she was glad to come, She'd had a hell of a life thar whar she was,

I tuk her to my shack that night, an' she kotched on right off, Weren't
no time 'fore she had th' place lookin'! better--scrubbed clean as a whistle--
an' she planted some flowers out in th' yard.

¥She never was much purty, but she was a good woman, Her name was
Texas sum'pn-er-other; I don't recollect her pa's name, She weren't half my
size==didn't weigh a hundert pound-~but that jest sulted me., I allus have
liked a little bitsy woman. They don't give no trouble, &' they don't eat
mach,

"I guess I loved her some, That is, I love& her fer awhile, Byt like
I said, I'se u;Eta raisin' hell, an'! it weren't long 'fore I got my mind on
that ag'in. I guess I'se purty bad, but shouldn't no woman ever think she can
put bits in a man's mouth, I recollect that I comed home one day at dinner-
time, an' I was hangry and t'ard. She allus had my dinner ready fer me, but

this time th' hoe cake weren't quite done, ali' it 'peared to me that she

weren't doin' nothin'! to help things. She was sittin' at a quilt she had

gangin' from th'! fakiixg ceilin!, an' it made me madder to see her sittin!

thar workin' with a needle an' thread when I was ntfﬁwin'. an' gshe should




a been in th! kitchen., Well, sir, I jest give & runnin' leap, an' I landed
sglare in th' middle of that dammed quilt. Down it comed, railin's an' all,"
George laughed boisterously, stamping the floor with one of his
huge, socked feet. He slouched forward in the chaiE?elbows on his knees,
"I'm tellin' you this, fer I'm leadin' up to a p'int, That little
ol! woman was a-feared of me, an' she kept her mouth shet, no matter what
I done, But all th' time, she weren't keepin' her mouth shet fer ever'body,
She was goin' up to Mister Bughes'! house behin! my back, an'! she was
tellin! him how bad I was treatin' her., That shows no woman can't be $rusted.
If they are like a mouse 'round you, well, you can bet th? shirt off'n
yo'r back that they're talkin' to somebody., An' her talkin' her head off
to Mister Hughes werean't doin' me no good, though I didn't know'bout it
'ti1 later, If I had knowed, I'd a busted 'er wide open.
"It all comed to a heal one mornin' vhen I gmfsikx weren't doin!
nothin' that most any lii!lh‘ix man wouldn't do, They was a gal lived up on

th! hill 'bove my shack, an' she was a sight fer sore ey¥s--big-chested

an'! broad hi;i;ped. Well, I ain't denyin' that I'd been watchin'! her fer

a long time, an' I knowed that she had her eyes sot on me--any man can tell
when a2 woman vants 'im, She comed to my place eviry mornin'! for buttermilk
that 1'se lettin' her folks have; an' on this pertictlar mornin'!, she jest
happened to kotch me right, That miserable little ol' woman of mine was
big with a baby, an' I didn't have no eyes fer her,

"This gawky ol!' corn-fed gal comed saunterin'! into th! kitchen
that mornin', when I was sittin'! thar gettin' my grub, I looked up an' seed
her, and she looked better'n I'd ever seed her look before--an' sie was

smilin' at me like she was thinkin' 'bout th! same thing I was, I guess

that's why th! notion struck me all of a sudden. I knowed that my ol! woman

was out at th' lot, an' things was sot jest right,
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"Now, I'm tellin' you this, fer I'm leadin' up to a ptint, I
got up from th! table an' walked over to whar that gal was standin', She
didn't move 2 leg. I says, 'Ye'r kinder frieky, ain't youl,' an' she giggled
woman=like, Well, sir, I jest eased my arm 'dout her than; an' ghe waaiii;"
soft as a feather bed. I was huggin' her like all hell--l had evirything
jest like I wanted it--when my old woman comed in at th' door.

She didn't say nothin! at first; jest stood thar with her eyes
buggin! out like a chipmunk's, I weren't goin' to let her faze me, so I Jjest
kept on huggin', but th' gal was squirmin' an' pawin'! so bad I couldn't
hold 'er, Then my ol! woman said, ‘George, what are you doin'?' An' I comed
right back at her, I says, ¥I'am havin'! a good time, mama,!® .

The giant figure straightened in the chair, and the huge hands
came down upon the huge kmees with a resounding smack, A burst of lamghter
rumbled from the leathery, bull-like throat,

"I guess ye'r wonderin' what th' p'int is," he said af ter awhile,
"Well, this is it: Thar ain't no sin 'bout nothint' like that 'less you git
kotched;
gxitgiits thatls all th' sin they is--gittin' kotched X

#Well, sir, my ol! woman couldn't keep her mouth shet 'bout
that, neither, She went straight as a pigeon to Mister Hughes, an' she
mist=a tol' him a bellyful. Anyways, he comed up to me on th' job a few
days later, an' I could see that he had his dander up. He called me %o
one side, an'! he says, "Dagn yo'!r hide, you oughtler be killed. Somebody

oughtler take a shotgun an' blow th' skin off yo'r stinkin' bones.? 1

tol! him somebody had been totin'! a passel of lies, but he says, 'Don't
/

be layin'! nothin' off on that little woman, I'd f}?e you if it weren't

fer her, As it is, I'm go'ater run you off this place if ever I hyar of
you mistreatin! her ag'in.!

"Ty,at shows you can't put no trust in a damned woman, but I Imowed
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Mister Hughes meant what he sald., It got to worryin' me some, fer them was
hard times, an' I couldn't 'ford to lose no job, Iff:;vhadn't a~been fer
that, I'd a busted that woman wide open, but I knowed if I tetched her she'd
go runnin' to him, So 1 Ja;:ibidod ny time,

iThey was a meetin' goin! on 'bout that time, an' I done a lot
of studyin! 'bout it., I kmowed Mister Hughes was a churchly man, an' I got
to thinkin' that I'd put myself in good with him by j'inin'! up; he'd done
a heap of talk Hesktxtiy to me--'bout how I'd ought'er git myself right
with th' God A'mighty.

"Th! hardest thing I ever done was that, O1l' Reverent Sardis from
over at th! Valley was doin'! th! bellerin'!, an! he was th'! damm-dest
hypocrite you ever seed, He run a little ol' store when he weren't preachint,
an' when a gal'd come in th' store, he'd try to fufgm hug 'er. I 'member they
tol! me that one gal comed in fer a sack of sugar, an' that when he tried
to love 'er up a little she Jgm busted that sack of sugar over his dammed
head, They said that he could comb his hair fer a week an' git enough
sugar to sweeten his coffee with,

"Well, I went up thar to that meetin', an'! my ol'! woman traipsed
along with me as proud as a mother wren, She didn't know nothin'! 'bout
vhat I was doin' it fer, so when we wént in an' sot down, she begin lookin!
about happy-like, with her little ol! eyes wet as & baby's behing, I sot
an' listened to th' sermont, thinkin' 'bout what a hypocrite ol! Sardis
was up thar on th' platform, bellerin' like he'd bust his throat open.

I never listened to 'im, but vhen they started th' singin', I went an?
J¥ined wup.
"I wasn't never in a church-house before, an' I felt like a damned

fool, Ol Sardis shuk han's with me, then sot me down on a banch in front

of ever'body, They was th' most takin' on thar I ever heerd, with them
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fools all a=bellerin' and a~jumpin?'!, Some of them was a-cryin'!, an' that
was right down my way. I allus could ery easy, thinkin'! 'bout what # o
hard row I'd had to hoe. S0 I beginned g e=cryin! with th' others, an'
they comed down to th?! front, pawin! at me an' mekin'! me feel like I was
in th! crazy house.

W"Atter it was all over, Mister Hughes comed 'round an'! tol! me
how glad he was, He called me 'Brother'! an' I knowed I'd got him whar 1
vanted him, 1 kept him thar, too, fer I went to that church-house regular,
They weren't but one thing that was good 'pout it, 01" Sardis couldn't
tford to preach at th' mill but twice a month, fer he hai another church
somelers, It was a hard job, but I stuck it out—~I stuck it out fer six
dammed years—"til ol' Sardis was dead an' in hell, an' a new preacher
comed--an? Ttil Mjyster BHughes went busted an' had to quit sawmillin?,

"I had three young'uns now, so I had to git me up another job,
Byt th! first thing I done w:as to git me 2 Mwmiggwyx hickiry stick an!
beat th'! lard oute-z that dammed tale-cerryin'! woman, I beat her 'til she
was down on her kmees hollerin! fer God's love, an! I teached her & lesson
gshe didn't never fergit. She never did carry no more tales on me, She never
did say nothin', neither, vhen 1 got me up a woman that I wanted to fun
with, an' I got me up mgEkswityx a-plenty.

"But don't you never do that, son, I'm a ol' man now, an' I know
all thar is to kmow, When you fun with mor'n one women, you never do seem
to fun tm as much as you want to; you want=2 foller ever! woman that
comes alonge. You don't hav! to do that, but I do. I'm so weak,

"It didn't take me long to git another job atter I left tht

Hughes mill, I was th'! best logzger in that country, I kmowed my trees

like they was people, an' I was th' stoutest man anywhar to be found,

I went over to Shelby County, clos't to Four-Mile, an' I kotched on right
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off with with £2€¢ 01' Man Bpazier, He was th! kind that never gived a damn
wvhat sort of man you was, jest so you was & good worker, Well, that sulted
me fine, fer I didn't have to go to church no more, an' I could git out in
th! pasture an' paw up sand with th'! cows,
"I zuess I pawed up emuff of it to fill th' Coosa River., That was
one place whar they waskeﬁnéf women to suit me, an' I runned atter 'em
1$i1 my tongue was rollint out like a dammed dogl's. My little ol'! woman
g#idn't open her mouth, neither, fer I had learned her how to keep it sewed
UD, !iii~Th' best times I ever loved her, 1 reckon, was right atter we
beginned livin' together, an'! when I stood lookin'! down at her dead face,
She died a~havin'! a Ikdd, She shouldn't oughtler a had it, fer Doc Boyer
had tol' her she'd die if she did.
"They was a woman name of Nora livin' thar that I liked a heap, but

I had done made up my mind that I weren!t never goin! to feed no other
wvoman regular, They's a lot of things to be done 'bout a shack, though,
an' a man can't do all of it--!specially if they's a passel of kids runnin!
'round, I tried batchin! it fer nearly a month atter Tex died, an' I weren't
doin' no good at it, One Sunday mornin' I got to thinkin' 'bout it,xmskx
80 that evenin' I went over to Nora's place an' tol! her how I felt #bout
it., We had funned 'round a good while, anyways, 80 she got up her duds
an! comed over to my shaclk,

"But right atter we beginned livin' together regular, I tol! her
how things was go'nter be run, I kmowed she hadn't hardly lived whar she

had been, fer her ma was a widder woman, and thar was a gang of other

brats thar, I knowed that meat an' bread et regular would be alnﬂf to keep

‘er with me, an' I was right, She was & good worker, but she never did
take a 1likin' to my other woman's kids, I had to git her up some of ler

owvn, an' that was all right with me, I allus did try to keep my women
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totin! a 1ittle bitsy badby. That keeps 'em from studyin'! devilment,"

Again, the roar of laughter burst from the dig throat, and again
the huge hands were clapped hard against?i:gﬁ Imees,

"I don't zuess I'se as rough on Nora as I was my fust woman; but
that was on account of her workin' to keep me in a good humor., Sometimes
I'd git drunk an! whale th! hell oute-z her a time or two, but mostly I
treated her as good as any woman oughtler be treated. Don't never be 00
zood to one of 'em. A wvomen's like a dumb animal--like a cow Or & bitch
dog. You got to frail 'em with a stick now an'! then to make 'em look up
to you.

"Why, I tell you sumpiunj they's been men workin'! at loggint
cemps whar I been that handled their ol! women like they was gold dollars.
They'd pet 'em up, buy purtys fer Yem, an'/tgggr backsides kivered with
glad regs; an' then O1' George hyar!d come along an'! take tem fer hisself.,
Ilyve seed men that didn't have no sense 'bout handlin'! women, You never
ought'er tell one of 'em that she looks good, er that anybody'd have 'em
‘cept you, She'll git %o believin! it if you tell 'er that, an! shel!ll
start struttin' 'round like a rooster that's whooped ever!thing in th!
countryside.

"I tol! Nora how things was go'nter be run, an'! they was runned
that way fer mor'n 'leven years. She gived me gix youngtuns while we was
livin'! together, but she gﬁt/:;ar she weren't wuth keepin'!, She got to
creepin! lliﬁx Ibout th! house like a wood-legged woman, 'an her hide got
es yvaller as a persimmon, I got %o thinkin' once that I'd run ‘'er off-
che weren't doin! me no good=-but it was fer th'! best that I didn't,

She was ismk tuk with a chill one night, an' gshe went out a awful way.

"It's go'nter come my time some day, but I pray to God I don't

zo out like that woman, It was awful, She'd got to whar she talked & lot




'bout sinnin'!, an'! how me 3kx an'! her was doin'! wrong by havin! kids an!
not even bein'! married., 'Bout a month 'fore she died, she says to me one
day, 'George, le's go over to Sylacaugy or some'rs an' git a preacher to
talk over us.,! That was funny as hell to me, an' I thought she'd went
bug-crazy. But you kmow, I'se thinkin'! of what she sald jest th' other
day. Do you s'pose that's why she dil that-a-way?

"When she was lyin' thar tremblin! with th' chill, she kept
raisin! up her hands an'! yellin!, 'He's in th'! kitchen now]l Th'! devil's

in th' kitchen, an! he's comin' atter mel' She went away yellin'! things

like that, with 'er eyes wide open, I wonder if th' dammed devil was in

thar atter her?

"Well, if he was, he's go'nter be thar with feathers on his head
when it comes my time, He's Zmmk go'nter do a frolic, fer he's got a heap
a meat to fry when he gits to me. Reverent Dalley, that young feller over
at Harpersvilde, tol! me th' Lord could save anybody. He tol! me, ¥Though
yo'r sins air of scarlet, I will wash 'em white as snow,' That's what
I'm countin' on, That!s what I went to Judge McEKinnon fer an' got him to
give me one of his old Bibles. I ain't never read 2 lick in my life, bdut
1 got to thinkin' I didn't want to go out without a Bible in my damned
shack,

"It's go'nter take a heap of washin' fer me, fer if it's a sin
to have young'uns an'! not be married, I done a lot of 1it, Itls got %o
vhar X¥ anybody could come up an' say, 'How're ye, pal!, an' I wouldn't
know if I oughtler knock hell out=a him or kiss 'im, 3ut I got religion,
even if I don't go to no church, Reverent Dailey said he was go'nter
pray fer me, an' I guess that'll wash me off a little,

"I done los' track of most of the kids I had by my two women, I

kept 'em with me 'til they jest drifted off an' didn't come back. One of




th! little ol! girls--she never was bright--went to Sylacaugy to work in
th! mill, an'! somebody tol! me she was runnin' atter eviry pair of
britches in sight, If I ever kotch up with 1ar. I'11 bust some of 'er
ribs loose., My oldes! boy was makin! likker down on Cohagie Creek last 1
heerd--I don! kmow whar he is now, I don' kmow whar none of 'em is, 8o
gaxttxex don' ax me 'bout 'em,

"I bdeen workin' fer Q01! Blalock a good spell now, an' I reckon th!
place is as good as ary'n I'd find, But he don' pay me like he oughtler,
They ain't nobody knows a tree better'n me, an' they ain't nobody can do
harder work, Ol' Blalock thinks I'm a damed fool, but I been 'round,"

As he talked, the black, squinted eyes kept turning with ine-
creasing intentness upon a narrow, weed-flanked trall that ribboned toward
his shanty over a stretch of bottom land . Now, he roused his big frame
from the chair and glanced inside the bare, two-room structure, His eyes
pauped upon the face of a cheap alarm clock that ticked above the fire-
place,

"I ain't rushin! you off," he sald & ter awhile, "This place is
yo'rnitolatay ix at long as you want to, But I thought I better tell
ycu/:::i :ume folks £x comin' over hyar atter awhile—-they's Bud Baker
an' some of them ¥atris boys. They go'nter have some likier an' some
gals along, an' we mought try raisin' a little hell, I thought 1 better
tell you 'bout it, but that yo're welcome to stay."

But the visitor was ready to go. Already, the sun was disappear-

ing behind the fringe of xikkews pine trees over on Thmxmmx Sulphur

Mountain, Already, there was hoarse laughter down the path, punctuated
with an occasional shrill outburst, Somebody in the approaching crowd

was plunking "Red River Valley" #n a banjo,.

o




George Cartor, Jack Kytle
7 miles west of Talladega Springe, Ala. 44 torial Departmsnt

oA wOMANTE LIKE A D'RS ANTHAL®

For forty=two yeers, Osorge Uarter has besm pulling and shoving

‘st the handle of a cross-oul sav. Mo is a Mg, aloach=ghouldared wan,

six foot threo inches $all, 220 pounds of bdone mnd muscle. He is 62
yosrs old, dut he says proudly, "I don't never ask no rost timo==l ain's
never beon v hte=cyed Dt onoe, sn' I got %o tell yom sout that.* His
akin 18 4k and leathery, his eyes Dlack and squinted, his coarse, dlsck
halr strenked with gray.

1t was Sunday afternoon, and he sat there on the slanting porch of
hie shanty, with his willow-bottomed chalr prepped againet the wall., E»s
mee feet vers covered by rough cotten saaks, out at the heele and toes.
He vulled hasd st a ood pipe throush a sleader cane stam, and he saidl
"A old man gits purty lonesomeslike cut to hisself thlsee=wayj dut I ain't
sot no csuse %o zrumble. £ been "round lote in my ‘ay, ea' I dene duried
twe o1l wvomen. You coulda't give me another'sn. They's too meny rannin’
hout that you don't have to feed.

“Gittin’ dowm to what you amed me, I besn loggian' sndfeclin' "dout

sawnills sinee I was & dugk of a day., 01! man Blsleck, over at th! valley,
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says he vouldn't give me for four common men. He oushter mow. He's
seood a lot of lossars.

"Wy, vhen th' ol' man wvae rumnin’ & mill over thar in th holler,
duyial hig lusher tree 3y tree, he says to me, "Coorpe, 1 rot % nake
s profit. T got to git trees that'll make fine, olear boardst m' 1t's
go'ater Do up %o you to git "em. ' Vall, sir, I 2ot emoush of 'em to make
hn rich. I joat 20 wp %0 2 t9ee an' look 4% over, an' I can tell you
what kind of lwder it%s go'ater make. I ean spot th' note "way wy "monset
Sh' 1imba, I can even S0l "hout how many feet of zood doards or fleorint
thare 10 in a troe.

“Ho ain't never paid 2o right, but I don’t noed nothin® mush mow.
Vhen 1 wes a young dusk I worked for fifty cents a day, summ to sundowng

bud I weren't vorkin® for him bask than. ThY 01 mm vaye me two dollars

’
now, an' me s'posed to be th boss logeer. I aln't #'posed to wvork bus

oisht hour a day, but I conld count on my ten fingers how many times I oot

sut o' th' woods fore rood dovk.

“One time I vent to him "hout my pay, aa' he put on a mouth that was

&% pore as & vidder voman. HNe says, "George, you mow I'm yore frieady 1%

pay you more if I oosuld. But my sales in "y down. If I'n so'nter PEE S

eatin' syealf, I can't pay my help ns wore. It%d bust mo, an' then we'd
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a1l be sut in th' cold.' Vell, T ain't beon to him sinee that day. MNe

thinks 1'n a dsmmed fool, but I ain®t blind. A man that's been lusberin?

as long 28 me Ynows & fev things. I con look at th' stock in his sheds s’

know that o as lyin' with a fe0e a8 bare as & Saby's rape I koow viat 2
gut in th' woods, an' I ‘neow hov such Ylusber 1t%11 male,

"Ho's 2ot plenty monay %o lsep hin th' rest of hie 1ife. Ho don't
bank 1t over at Sylacsugy. He banks some of 1% in Birsiaghem, sn' some in
Mobile: Tony told me "bout that, sa' he cushter knowi ho malls most of
th' 2l san's letters wp 2t th' Springe. Tony's th' commiosery man, an'
he ssys ol Blalock 15 o0 stingy he weors Duttons on hMs pante made out of
hie own wood. Ha's that tighs, all rizhs.”

George stretohed hls ‘owering frame, 1ifting his luge, sun-daked arme
shove his hwad., lHeo shmffled his chalr nesrer the edge of the porch, vhere bhe
could prop Ms Tfeal amninet the two=ly= four ralling. "o knocked ths ashos
out of M2 pipe

"I beon "round.,” he said at last, "sa' I ain®t proud of some of th' thinge
i done. I never 414 'mow no nemy sng daddy. Some seld I was a wools cols,
but they never sald 1t o wy fece. Ayvay, I vas gived svay. 1 was ghved

to & 01" man nemed Sears over on th' riverec-ns mn' o 2ir]l they 20l wvae 0y
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sister,.

"That ol' nen nigh ' dout vorited me to death. e had a big farm over

thar? an' 1% got to whar I was doin' Jest "bout everything. T stoed 1% ")

; .
h -

I'ad fifteon your old, sa' then T ruaned avay. Ne lntohed me th' firet tine
an' vhoopad me "$11 wy ol' jasket stuck to my bask, 4t was a0 full of dlood,
But T sede up wy nind he vasn's so'ater eep me. Next time I runmed sy,
it vas 1o th' night, an' I erossed th' river an' set out dowmn #h' read. 1

‘a0 1n Selna.

kept on zoin' aa' "fore I mowed 1%, 1
*T %201) youy, 1T wan oo hongrey vhen I ot thar, an' 1%d drunk so sueh
vater, that my belly thought I'd tock in washin'. 1'wve heerd folks say they

wouldn't ber for nothin' if they wae astarvin® to deaths bdut they. Jeat ain't
pever besn hongry emuff. I wvont uwp %o a house sn' I begeed, sn' I got sme
caffes an' sone cormbresd. I aln't never tasted nothin' so good as that, ma'
i seen pood vittles In v time.

"They was a elrous thar ia Selme, an' 1I'4 not seed one dDefore in w
110 T Jost ooved u- m 1% wvhile I'#H*mlkin' an' I wvent wp, doy-liks, to

listen to *hA' music. Thay was takin' down ene of th' tents, an' vhea x'.}%

standin® thar goszlo=ayed, » man come wp on me. He ssye, "Soy, you look

stout) you vanta work?' Aa' well, I e needin® & Job "Mout as Dad a2 &
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body ocould. I plsched in right thar, an' 1 dome 290 good that thay took me

slone in th' vork gang.
"1 done all rizht,te0. I was "bout six foot high them, an' velshed close

ter two undert pound. I was like a ox, an' couléa't none of them sm utwork

pe. Sut ny dander kop! risin' w, sa' Aif I'4 had Dug-sonse 1'd & knowed

spouble vas comin'. I%d kesp gittin' ay dander up vhen th' bosg-mamn'd come
tround wvith his cussin' sa' bullyin'. I'2 bi4) in sy innards vhen he'd kiak
a sleaer, an' 1 pot W hinkin' vhat wvas go'ater happen if he ever kicked me.

“lla woren't hizh 2e me, Dut he was Broad an' bullt closs to th' ground.
He dldn't have no zood side %o hime=ho was Jeet wesn as hell--an' svem when
he was ia zood humor, you mowed he wvas jJest a rattlesnake in th'! sunshine.
You imeved there weren't nothian' "bout him that vas any zood a~tall.

*Well, sir, I let & rope slip one day, an' he comed "round to vhar I was.
foe wes 2t & 1ittle town in North Car'line, an' that"s & good plese from hyar.
e started cusein' me, oallin' me things that showed me thar was so'nter
be trouble. Then, "fore I knowed what wae l.ppuiu.' ho ioked mea.

"1 renched down on th'! gzround, ma' I got oy fingers on a slodge hosmer
that wae lyin' thar, I sald, "You son-ofee-bitch, you kiock me Jost cne more

tise an' 1711 Kill you. S0 ha'p me my good Ood, 111 imock yo'r Brains dowm




yo'r throat.'
"I'1) ey thig for Mal he varen't no covard. He jJost looked at me
a second or two, on' them he comed t"vard me. I knowed he meant Dusinesst 1
had %0 —erteck mvaeolf. raloed that haamer an' 1 onaked Nin in th' hand
g2 hard that he foll 1840 o elok ox. I run 1ike hell, then, but didn't nobody
try %0 kotch me. I gusse averybody ws glad,
"To this dog, 1 don't know vhat becowe of Mnun. He wizht a~dled, for I
M4t him 2 90144 Y4k, Hnee I ot religlon, I nroy "hout it sometines, but 1
ain®t nover DHoen sbhle to feel sorry "Hout 1t. Ne axmed feor 1t, an' 41f he ot
well, T Dot ho 214a"¢t kick nodbody elee fer & long time."
moree stulfed his pipe vith saolk tedacoos agzalin, strok & matoch on the
pinsboard {leor, and puffed silsntly for & fov momonts.
"It tooik me mor's 2 month %o o4t back
sa' 44dn't heve no frisnds to 2o to, but I sade up my 2ind T weren't soin® back
an Searss' IVzo feadin' o we an' T mowod I werea't gola' to take
boatin's from him, L tnowed T4 111 him if he over 1aid & hanl on Bna,
for I conlda’t oven think "Sout him an' not durs in ny head. Sosetimes I thousht
hout that sal that vas a'possd %0 De my slister, dut I never mowad that she was.

She was 2 1ittle olf okinny, 1isht-haired mal, m"' e nover favored mo. Some

folks say I got Indianm Blood, I wouldn®t nows But I suees I done thinge in wy
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“I done thines thet th' sood God wvon't ever forcive me for. Whem 1
gome dack, I 4idn't have no frionds.Sept Tom Groen, & nigger thet lived
down in Coosa County "wout th' dend. 1 went dowm thar with him, an' he wos
s Dad 5 nigmer as I wae & vhite man. I took %o oard playin' an' vhlekey
drinkin® dowm ther, an' ve rafesd so much hell that we driv' nis ol' vomen
plush outea th' house. Vhon ve'd zive ocutea vhiskay, wve'd Jost mike us sone
more su' o right shead refein’ hell,

"A bunch of nlapers vho worked at th' Jackson sssmill over ot th'
Sorings useta come dowa %o Tem's house on Sundoys, an' Tom an' me'd vley
sards with "em an' Soke vhat they ad. That's one of th' thinge I wvon't sver
be fereive fer. There was them po'r nicgers vho'd zit pald naybe three dellare
on Saturday, an' then Tom an' me'd git "em drunk an' take everything they had.
You soe this sonr on th' slde of wy head? Vell, 1 got 1% right thar. A

arasy nigeer gived 1% to e vith & utcher mife.

"I stayed dowa Shar In them woods "$11 I wae soin' on twenty yesr old.

Tom an' 2o vae marin' vhdekey an' soablin® an' 7fshin® & 1ittle for &

livin' en' vo was doln' good. DPut then one Saturdsy, T got full of 1ikker

an' vent over th' mountain to & sevmill that hed sterted runnin' over thar.
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They was a dunch of nizgers vorkin' at the mill, an' one of Yem was 2 nigeer
named Dea, vho had a tall, yaller sl fer 2 voman that medfe Ton's mouth water.

‘or an' stand still), ° 5 thoughts of hor Joot rumned all over Mmy an' then,

that Satenday he got 1ikared up.

"Hoe honded strsight for that Doc's shaok "spite all th' way I beaged
hm to otey avay. Eo had a pistal in his overall pocket, an' I mowed that
he vas soin' atter vhat he vanted. I Dezsed hinm right to th' door leadin'
up %0 th' shask, dut they vasn't nothin' could de done., ¥He vont uwp thar and
walked in th' dcer.

"He vasn't no sooner In than Doc's voman started hollerin'. I wae
standin® out in th' rood watehin', fer I tnowed Tom was 4runk snoogh to shoot
me A 1 tried %o stop Rine. The door wvas open & 1it4le, an' I conuld see kim
vrastlin® vith that yallar gal, an' her seresnin’ 1ike she was in o Dod of
sankes. Mogers gtorted rumnin® out of 211 th' shooks, an' some of 'em
hooded straigzht for th' sawmill boflor room.

"I mowed then that ther wvas hell %o pay, fer that was vhar Doc was
workin'., In no time a=tall, he come rumnin' t'vard his shaok, an' he had

& rifle in his hand, He shopped out in the front yard, an' he called out,

‘Come outen my house, nigger, or I'm comin' atter you.'
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e hadn't o more than sald 4t vhen Tom come to th' doore e Adn's
A
\

say & thing, he jost leveled dowm with s pletol an' started shootin' at
Dog==l don't know how many times. But Des jest stepped bask of a tree thar
in th' yard an' aited "$1)] Tom had finished. Thon he raised Nt riflis %
his shoulder,.

o

"1 never seed & shot ﬂfﬂd bettar'n that one. Tom stayped dack from
th' door, kinder to one side, but Doec seemed to ‘mow wvhar he was stendin’,
He shot through th' wall, "bout two feet from th' door, sa' that Dullet got
Tom right threusgh th¢ bdelly. Ve rumned up to th' house an' he was dend. ™

gl woo undar th' ded,

"Wow I'm th' sort that ‘nows vhat side my brend’s Duttered on. 1 knowed

them poople might say 1 wvas Tom's friend an' have it in for me, But vhen I

gond he wvon dsad, T mowed that & dend man oan't 4o nothin' fer nobody. Se

I started susein' him right and lofs, an' tol' Des that 174 see th' law 41dn't

8> nothin' %o Ma. I 414 that, %00, for I vent over to th' county seat =4

Rookford an' holpad see that they 41da't dother hm. They Jest had o 11%t1e

earin’, an' then thay turned him loose.

"I 4didn't lose nothin' by %ellin' vhat I knowed. Thay was & young nan

naned Hughes vho wvae runin® ' sawmill, an' he told me that he vas to thank

ne for vhat I'd done fer his ndgeer. Yell, sir, I seed that th' time was right,
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an' 1 axed ha for a job. Ho sived 1t to me, an' that's vhar 1 started
wt sawedllin’,
] wvas & srownuy man, an' 1 vas as Soush an® as stout as & mle. A%
firet, 1 helped fire th' D¥'iler, totin' cslabs for 1%, but then one day
He, Hushes come up %0 me. Ne saye; 'I'm shors in th' woods, Georgel 1 need

loggers out thar, How'd you 1ike £ try yo'r hand gt 1877 1 t0l' Mim thad

1% 2lke 1t five, an' th' next day, I was pullin' ot th' snd of a evossout

"Well, sir, I had som'pun hapnen ount thar that gived me 2 lesson. I

don't nin? tal114in? you "hout 1t, far 1tVa got funny %o me nowe Thoay wase a

iMttle 01! men helnin' me named Davis, an’ he woren's nothin' Yut a ruas,

™! firet tine I soed im I vanted to 1laagh, fer 1t vas funny %o think he

I:‘"'"ﬁd-"_ r“m‘ ‘1“ 1-"‘ !‘h Lindad el al s '.r".

*Th' second fay 1 vorieed out thar, he wvas ~min' in ts th' sosmiesnyy

for son'pun, an' 1 sive hin 2 4ine an' axed bim to g1t me some "baccer. e

vhen he come bDack he sosmed niihty worried.

was sone » esuple of hours, an'

|
Be come right %o me, 0 he sald,"Osorge, I done lost that dime of your'ng

1°11 pay 4t badk come Saturdsy.' An' I was wvantin®' "baccer, an? I got mad

a8 holl. 1 said, "Wou stols my monay.’
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“Well, eir, he straightened up his 1ittle old wizened self, an' he eaid,
That?s 2 14e.' He wap white an & sheet, an' he wvas tresdlin® 1ike he we
go'nter fall to pledes. 1 kmowed he vas scared as 2 Pabbit, o0 I tock a step
t'vard him an' sald, "If you say that as'in, 1711 slap yo'r face.' He come
right bask at me. He sadd, 'It's a 1ioeea double dogmed liel’

"They was Just ue twe avay out thar in th' woods--miles awey from th'
elosest soul. I ris wp my avm, an' I slapped hise face 90 hard that 1t ersohed
Mie th' stinger on a cowhide wvhidp. * slapped 1% that hard, an' then I turned
to walk off.

"T'e stirred uwp & raller Jooket neet many & time, sn' I've had "em it
over me faster'n a country boy vievin' a banjo, dut I ain't sever had nothin'
git on mo as fast ae that driecdsup 11t81e ol! man. Yo was standin' on th' side
of a M1, an' he come at me hoad firet. His Bhoulders Mt m 12 the delly,

an' I went down on wy bask, vith wy head p'inted down th' M1, an' my foet

piinted upe It was all sudden~like, sn' I couldn’t a got wp 417 1274 bin '

ond of th' world,
"I tried %o Mt 28 Mau fron vhar I wvas lyin', dut he vasn't novhar I hit.
He vas jJest 1ike & bSanty rooster, sn' he it me in th'face 80 fast that you couldn's

s oounted th' licks. He Jest sit on my chest an' beat on my nose an' ayen mn'
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mouth 1ike he was beatin' a drum. I couldn’t do nothin®, so I setd, "Tou
have wvhooped me.' Ha got wp thea, dut ny ayes was swelled "t41 4% wvas all I gould
do to sse, an' my mouth folt 1ike 1t wvas Dig oo a M,

"It7s & funny thing, dut I got %o 1ikin® tiat 11%t1e 01 mans He tried
0 pay mo back wy dime, but 1 vouldn't take 1%, ‘s wvant on cuttin? loge

sogether, aa' 1t veren't long "fore weo was nighty sood friends. An' 41t vae

him that I wvas soin’ to tell you "Soute=th' only time in sy life I ever vas

v ilo=ayed,

"1t van 21) on ascouwdt of & o)f cheap wetoh, Bain' out in th' woods as

o van, vo couldn't hoar no vhistles for quittin® Sime, 80 th' man that owned

a vatah d4id 21l th' time-onllin®. Voll, this was sy wateh, an' 1% was w to

58 vhen wo wao to reot. It zot to vhar I allus called time for "bout riftesn

nisutes ovary mornin' se we could go over %o a mpring close by an' git w

gone vater. Yhen we'd druak, we'd 1lis dowm sviile sa' talk.

"Tiings kept up like that a long time, and 1t cbme to th' polant var Davie

woren't doin' maoh vork. Ne wanted to rest all th' time, an' wve couldn't e

up vith the teamstera. %ell, elr, th' notion struck me that Af I'3 let M

sall th' time he might do better work, 0 one day I took ocut my wateh an' hended

it to him. 1 sadd, "You keep th' watch avhile Mister Davies, mn' you oall th' thee.”
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"Sow, I've made lots of mistakes in sy 1ife, Dut that®n was th

wvorat. et 1ittle ol man wvent erasy a8 2 bat. He was alinus takin® out

that wateh an' 1ookin® at 1t 11ke ho van 2 Sons, an' hoa couldn’t #it to workin'

arly omlls 1% ot to har he wouldn®t even lie down vhen vo'd go e th'

soring, sa' he was stingy "Dout goin? a~tall. Ye'd 1%t dowm thar, dut Jesd
thininute I lald down, he'd take out that watoh sa' say, "6ot to git hack
on th' job, Cartert 2ot %0 keap th' troes fallin'.’!

"It tickled me for avhile, Dut 1t kot to whar 1t weren't funny. One
ot day ia August we was euttin' loge, an’ he was worse than ever. Mo worked
1ike ve vas th' only loggers im th' woods, an’ Y dianer $ime, ! wae blovint
s’ soveatin® 1ike a mules That evenin®’, he Jost kept on sawin® 1ike o wae
fightin® a five, an' I knowed 1 couldn®s make 1% no further, I took my honds
off my ond of th' saw, an' 1 sage to MA, "Tou bYetter 18¢ me have th' ateh

ke Surns toepin' time, waok by wesks' Dut I never 444 zit

'round 0o more to lettin' him carmy 18.

I vas beglonin® to make falr noney fer them timoe==doller an' a half
o daye 1 van groved wp, 90 I oot wy nind on havin® & vonan of wr om. 1 pot

to cantin' "round for cne, an' I oot sy mind #0% on & 1ttle ol 2nl that

lived over on th' Peters' Mlaca, Ner ma wvas passed on, an' her pa vamn't
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;pjn' Dl “pe DO VAR TSNS i & can of Lrout. Her pa
aliein® hall to mind atter hr, an' I 'nowed ha'd be 2104 to zis
rid of nar.
'‘One day 1 axed A bomt 1%, 2a' he 22id he 412"t nind. 1 tralipand
wer thar a oo ) of isos an' 444 & 101%)0 purty talkin' 0o th' enl, an' one

o come an® 1ive vith moe=that 1t vars all Mxsd vith

ilfe thar viar vhe vas. I tuk her tonyr shaok
@' ahe kotched on vight of f. Yeren't no time "fore she had th'

plroe lookin' better--serubbed clean i Mietleo-= an' she nlanted some flowers

oust in ‘UI' y."‘ﬁ!|

SN0 naver wvas mach purdy, dut she wa goodl wvoman. Hor mame e Texns

sun'pueorothery I don't recsllect her na's name. "he weren': half my sigees

mndert pound==but that Jeat suited me. I allus have liked a

[

mats Thay don't gzive no Srouble, sn' thay ‘oa't o=t much,

I loved ber somes That 10, I loved her fer avhile. Mutllike

P 24

raran®t long "fore 1 2ot wr wind on

_ ol
that ag'in. I muees %8 purty bad, dut shouldn't n> wvonan ever think she oan

put bite in a man's mouths. I recollect that I come home one day a2t dimnere
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time, an' I was Mooy sn’ tiavd, S dllus ol oy dlnner reafly for me,

but this time th' hoo calte weren't quite done, an® 1% "pasred %o me that ohe
veren't doin' nothin' %o helpy thingn. Sha wan gittin® at a guils ahe had
hansia? from th'! eseilin’, an® 1t made me mafder to see her eittin' thar workin'
with v @ nt raasd 4 | a starvin’, sn' ahe shounld 2 beon in ah !

~itohed. 1, sir, 1 jeat gd anin' 3 ' landed sq'are in h
middl that Camned udlt. it come, rallin’s ean' all.

rge langhed |starously, atamping the Mloor wit ne M N9 Saaw,
sooked feets Mo slouched forwvard 3 he cheir, his 2lbowe o in knoes.

[ tollind you thie, for I'a headin® up % o pint. That 1itde ol?
vouan vas a=fasred wa. an'® e ant hor south shat, no aatter vhat i donds
1S Bl tht L Li@ (19 varen 't sein? hoar mouth gh-t fer *Tﬁ?"i}ﬂ'ij- 0 Yae

in! un %o Miastar Hughes' house Dahin® my Yask, san' she wvan tell n' him how

bad I was Sreatin' har. hat shows 5o woman oan't De trusted, If they are

_-.l.-l:
=
1]
-
-

round you, yolll, ym can et th' ahird aff'n yo'r back that ‘-W'ﬂ

talikin' to somebodys An' hor taliian? hor head off to Hater Hughes veren'y

doin' me no goodl though I A1dn't Mmow "beut 1t #11) later. If 1 had imowed,

'18 all cone to & hosd one sornin’ vhen I weren't doin' nothin® that moet
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any man voulda't do. They was a 22l lived up on th' M1l "Sove wy shaok, aa’
she vas a sight for sore ayes-=bige-chested an® brond hprad. Vell, I ain't
denyin® thet 1% boon vatehin® her for a long tine, an' I mowed that she hed
her ayos sot on me--any man can tell vhen a voman vants "ims She come to Wy
plase ovAry mornin' f';‘ir. buttermilie that I'ae lettin® hor folke have) an' on
this pertic’lar morain', she jest harpaned %o koteh me right. That misersdle
14ttle ol' voman of mine was bDig wit: & baby, an' I 41dn't have no ayes f;; her,

“This ooy ol' corn~fed gal come ssunterin’ into th' kitchen that morain’,
vhen ¥ wvas sittin' thar gettin' my grub. I looked uwp an' seed her, and she
looked better'n I'd ever seed her look before--an' she was smilin’ at me 1ike
she wvos thinkin' "bout th' same thing. I suess that's wiy th' motion struck

mo all of a sudden. I knowed that my ol' womsn was out at th' lot, an' things

vas 208 Jeat right.

“Now, I'm tellia' you this, for I'm leadin' wp %o 2 piint. I ot w» from

th' table an' walked over to vhar thet gal wae standin', She 41dn't move a les.

I says, "To'y Winder frisky, ain't you?,' sn' sk slarled vomanelilks. Yell, elr,

I Jost ensed my arm "bout her then, an' she was soft as & feather Dod. I was

mgein' her 1ike all holle=l had ov'rything jJest 1ike I wanted 1te=evhon my ol

vonan come in at th' door.

“Ghe didn't say nothin' at firet; Jest stood thar with her ayes bdugrin'
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out 1ike a chipmunk's. I werea't gola' to let her faze me, so 1 Jost
rept on hugein', but th' =3l vas squirain' an' pavin' so bad 1 couldn's
hold ‘er. Then my ol' wonen sald, "George, vhat are you doin®*?' An' 1
goms Phaht Back at here 1 saye, 'I'm havia®' & z00d time, mams. '™,

™e giant fisure stralgzhtened in the chalyr, an' the hage hands cane
dowm uwpon the huge Enees with & resounding sasak. A durst of laushter
rusbhled from the leathery,bull«like throat.

"I zuess yo'r vonderin® what th' p'int $s," he sald after avhile,
"Well, this 12 1%} Thar ain't no sin "Sout nothin' like that 'less you git
kotched: that's all th' sin they ls--gitiin' kotohad.

“Woll, siv, my ol' voman couldn't keep hor mouth shet 'bout that
aeither. OShe woat straight as a plgean %o Mr. Fughes, an' she mustea tol'
hin a bellyful. Agwys, he comed uwp %0 me on th' job a fov days 1bber,
an' I could gee that he had his dander up. Ne culled me % one side, aa'

he says, "Dasn yo'r hdde, you ought'er de klled. Somedody ousht'er take &

shotgun an' blow th' ekin off yo'r stinkin' bones.' I tol' hia somebody
!.'.

had beon totin' a2 passel of lies, Dut he says, "Don't be layin' nothin' off

on that 141ttle voman. I%4 fire you if 1% werea'™ fér har. As 1t 19, I'n

ro'nter run you off this plase Af aver I luynr of you mistreatin' her ag'in.'
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"That shows you can't put no trust in a dasned woman, dut I mowed
Nister Nushes meant wvhat he said. It got %o vorryian' me some, for them wae
hard times, an' I couldn't 'ford %o lose no Job. If 1t hadn't a~dbem fer
that, 1'4 a busted that voman wide open, but I mowed If I tetshed har she'd
go runnin’ to Ma. So I jest bDided my time.
"They was & meotin' goin' on "™Hout that time, an' I done a lot of

stpdyin’ "bout 1t. I Jmowed Mister NMughes wvas a churchly man, sa® I got %

>~
>

thinkin® that 1'4 put myeelf in good with Mim by J'inin' uwpi he'd done a
heap of talk to me=="hout how I'd ought'er git myself right with th' Ged
A'mighty.

"™h' ardest ‘hing I over done was that, 01" Reverent Sardis from over

at th' Valley was doin' th' dellerin', an' he vas th' damnedest hypoorite you

aver sood. He rum s 11tt1e ol' store vhen he wersn't preschin', aa' vhen a

g2l *d come in th' store, Ne'd Sxy %o hug Yer. T "menber they t0l' me that one

gal comed in fer a saok of sugar, an' that vhen he tried to lover ‘er wp a

11t810 she busted that sptk of sugar over his damned head: They sald that e

could cond his halyr fer a veok an' zit snough sugar to sweeten his coffes with,

"Well, I vent up thar %o that meetin’, an' ny ol' voman traipeed along

wvith mo as provd as 2 mother wren. She 41dn't know nothin' "bout what I wae

doin' 1t for, so0 vhon wvo vant 1ia an' sot down, she bdegin lookin' about happy-iike,
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with her 118810 01" ayes wot a2 & baby's behin'. I sot an' listenesd %o th'
gsermont, thinkin' "hout vhat 2 lyroerite o0l' Sardis was up thar on th' vlatforn,
bellarin' 1ike he'd Dust his "hront opons I neover listoned % "im, dut vhen they

started th' singin’, I vent an' J'ined wp.

*I vasn't never in a churchehouse bafore, an' I folt 1ike a damned feol.

01' Serdis shulk han's with me, then sot me down on a banch in front of ever'body.

They was th' most takin' on thar I ever heerd, with them fools sll a=bellerin'

an' a~jumpin’. Some of them was a~cryin', an' that ws right dowm wy vay. 1

allus could fry essy, thinkin' "bout whet a hard row I'4 had to hoe. 8o I

boginned s~eryin’ with th' others, an' they conmed down to th' front, pawin' at
me an' makin' me foel 1ike I wan in sh' aresy house.

"Atter it vas 2ll over, Hister Hughes come "round an' tol' me hov glad he
was. 5o oalled me "Srother' an' I knowed I'4 ot him vier I vanted hdm. I kept
him thar, %o, fer I vent to that cinwrchehouse regular. They werea't dut one
thing thet was good "bout ft. 01" Syrdie couldn't 'ford to presch at th' mil)
but twice a mmth, fer he had another church some'ers. It was & hard Job, dut
I atuck 1t out-=] gtuck 1t out fer six dammed yoars--'ti]l ol' Sardis vas dend an'
in hell, an' 2 nov prescher comed--an' "t1]1 Mater Hushes vent busted an' tad

t auit sawmiliin’.




I had theee young'uns now, 0 I had to git me up snother Job. But th'
firet thing I done wae %0 z1t 2o & Nak'yy stick an® beat th' lard outes
that damned tale-sarryia' voman. I veat her'til she wes down on her knees
hollorin® fer God's love, an' I tonched her & lesson she 41dn't never fergit.
She never 4id carry no more tales on me. She never 4id say nothin', nelither,
vhon I 20t mo up & voman that I wvanted to fun with, an' I got m» uwp a~plenty.

"But don't you never 40 thot, son: I'm o 01" man now, an' ! know all
thar 1o %2 know. Yhen you fum vith mor'sn one veman, you naver do seam % fun
as muoh as you vant tof you vantea foller over' wonan that comes along. You
don't hav' to do that, dut I do. I'm so weak,

"It dida't take me long to git another Job atter I left th' Nughes mild.
I wvas th' best logger in that comntry, T moved my treee 1like they was peonls,
an' I vas h' stoutest man anyvhar to be found. I went over to Sheldy County,

ohos't to Tour-iiile, sa' I kotohed on right of f with 01! Han Brasier. He vas

th' kind that never give o damn vhat sort of =n you was, Joat a0 you vas &
s

good worker, Vall, that sulted me fine, for I Mdn"s have to 20 to church no

more, an' I could git out in th' pasture an' Sav wp sand vith th' cows.

*IT suses T pawed up smough of 1% to 111 th' Coons River. That was one

plage viar they wvas enough women %o sult me, an' T runned atter "en "4l w
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tonsue wes rollin' out like a dammed dog's. My 1little ol' woman didn't open
her mouth, neither, fer 1 hed learned har how to Xeep 1t seved wp. Th' best
tisns 1 over loved her, 1 reckon, was right atter we beginned livin' together,
an' vhen I stosd leookin' down at her dead fage. =i died a~havin® a kid. She
"
shouldn't m-';ht:er a had it, feor Dou Bayer had tol' her she'd dle if she Al4d.
"Thay was & voman name of Nora livin' ther that I llked a heap, dut 1
had done mede wp my mind that I weran't never goin' to feed no other woman
rasular. Ther's 2 lot of things to be done "bout a shask, thouzh, an' & man
can't 2o all of it=empecially if theay's o passel of kids rumnin' ‘round. 1
t#led batohin' 1t for nenrly & month atter Tex died, an' I veren't doin' no
good b 1% One Dundey morn a' 1 20t to thinkin'® "Sout 1%, so that evenin' I
want svear $o Yora's nlsce aa' tol! her how I felt shout 1%, Ve had Munned
‘pound & sood while, anywaye, 80 she got up her duds an' comed over %o my »hack.
"But »iaht att-r wo dorinned livin' tomether resular, T t0l' her how
shines wae go'nter Do run. I ‘mowsd ahe hadn't hardly lived wvhar she had Deen,
for hor ma vas a vidder vouan, and thay was a gang of other drats Shar. :

nowed thet meat an' bread of resular would be wnough %o keap "or vith me,

sn' 1 wae right. The was & good werker, Dut she never 414 taie a 1ikxin' %

av other woman's Xide. I .4 %o git her wp sone of "er o, an' that wvas all
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ight vith me. 1 allus 4id Sry %o keep my women totin' a 11ttls Ditey Laby.

That koeps 'em fron studyin' devilasent.”

Apain, the roar of laughter burat from the big throat, and agein the
hugse hande wvere clapped hard agninst the hge ees.

‘I don't guese 1%se a» rough on Nora as i was ny fust vonani dut that
was on scoount of her workian' to koep me in 2 good huser. Sometimes I'2 git
drunk an' vhale th' hell sut-a hor a time or twe, Dut moestly I Sreated her
a8 z00d as any vomen ought'er be treated. Don't never be too good %o me of
‘an. A wvomam's 1ike a 2o0d animale=like a cow or a bitoh dos. Tou got S0
frail "em with & atick now an' then to make ‘am Jook wp to you.

"Wy, 1 tell you sump'unj they's been men workin' at logrin' campe vhay
I boon that handled their ol' vonen like they was old dellars. Thay'd pet
‘om up, buy purtyes fer ‘am, an' keep t eir backeides iversd with zlad regel
an' then 01' George lpar'd come along an' take "em fer Moself. 1'wve soed
men that 4ida't have 20 sense "Dout handlin' women. You mnever ought'er tell
one of ‘em that she looks good, or that amybody'd have ‘em Toept you. She'ld
glt %o believin' 1t f you tell "er that, an' she'll start struttin® ‘round
1ike 2 roester that's vhooped ever'thing in th' countryside.

"I vol' Nora hov things wvas go'nter e run, sa' they was runned that wy
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for mor'n "lesven yrars. 5She gived me six young'uns ¥hile we was livia' together,

dut she sot to vhar ahe weren’t wulth keepin'. She got to creopin’ "hout th' house

iike » wood-logged woman, an' hor hide goft 2o paller as o porsimmaon. 1 got %o

thinkin! once that 7'4 run "er of feeghe veren't doin' me no good--but 1t was

for th' best that I 4idn't. She was tuk with a chill one night, pnn' she vent m t

a awful way.

"It's zo'nter come ny time some day, but I pray to Ged 1 don't go out

110 thet vomun. It vas awiful. She'd got to wvhar she talled & 1ot "bout sinnin?,

aa' ow e an' har was doin' wvronz by havin' ids an' net even voln' mrried,

'‘Bout & month "fors she died, she says %0 me one day, 'George, le's 20 over %o

Sylacauzy or somdirs an' git a preacher %o telk over us.' That was funny as hell

to me, sa' I thousht she'd vent bug-orany. But you ‘mow, 1'se thinkin' of wvhat

she sald jest th' other day: Do you 2'pose that's wiy she 414 that =a=wny!

"“Yhen she vas lyin' thar treshlin' with th' ehill, she kept ralein' ap her
hands an' yellin', "He's in th' kitchen now! ™' devil's in th' kitehen, ma'
he's conin' atter mel' She vent away yellin' things 1like that, with "er eyes
vide opens 1 wonder if th' domned devil was 1n thar atter her?

"Wall, If he wes, he's go'nter be thar with festhers on his head vhen 1%

somes sy time. Ne's go'nter do & frilie, for ha's got 2 hosp & meat to Iy
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Raveront Dalley, that young fellsr cver at Harpersville,

tel! me th' Lord could save anydody. He tol' me, "Though yo'r sing alr of
searlet, T will wash "om vhite ss snow,' That's vhat I's countin’ om. That's
what 1 went to Judee Vellinnon fer an' got him %0 give me one of his old ibles.

1 2'n't nover resd a 1ick in v 1ife, but 1 gt b0 thinkin® T M14n't vant %o ”0

out without = Bible in my dsmned shack.

’(i‘.ll go'ater Sake & heop of washin® for me, for if 12"z a sin to have

t9 vhay anydody

youns'uns an' not be mrried, T done a lot of 1%. Tt's got

eo:ld come up aa' say, "How've ye, pal’, sa' I wouldan®t dmovw if T ought'er

knoak hall cut=a him or Kies "in. But I 2ot religion, oven if I dom't 20 %o

ns ahureh. Reverent Dalley s2ld he was zo'nter pray feor me, an' I guess that "1}

‘.-"f a 11 L tl'-’t

"I done loa' traik of woat of the kids T had by.- sy two wonem. I kept "em

with me 411 they Jest drifted off an® dldn't come bask. One of th' 11ttle ol

salg ~= she nover was bright--vent to Sylassusy %o work ia th' sill, sa' scmebody

t0l1" me she vea runnin' sttor ev'ry palr of Britches in alght. If T sver kotah

lap. 1711 bust some of "or ride loone. My oldes' Doy was makin' Likker

Sohesle Cresk last 1 heardeel don' mow vhar he is now, I don' imew vinr

} 18, 890 ion' ax me "Dout "em.
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"1 boon workin' fer 01" Blaloek a good spell now, an' I rackon th' place
te » ad » _ 4 fin Put he don' pay me like he ousht'er. Thay
ain?t nabofy knows 2 tree betteor'a me, sn' they 2ain't nobody ean do harder
work:. O1Y Blaldek thin ['n o 4&-omed fool, dut I been ‘round.*

A he tndlked, the blad, souinted ayes kept turning ¥ith ineressing intemd-

yodlef 1onked tradl that ridboned toward hie shanty over

g2 streteh of heottom lond. Now, he roused his iz frame fron the chaldr and
planoed inside the dare, twoernom structure. His oyes paused upon the face of
2 cheap alars cloex that tiek

"I ain®t rushin® you of £," hw said afSer avhile. "This nlace is yo'm

to atay ot lone se you vant 0. But I thousht I better tell you they's some

fo'rn comin' over hyar stter avhile—=they's Bud Baker an' some of them Tatris

boye:. Thay so'nter have some likicer an' some gale along, an' we wought try

raisin' a 115810 hall. T thought I better tell you "bout it, but that yo're

velmamp ¢n ﬂtﬂr- w

PFut the visitor wae ready to go. Already, the sun was dissppearing dehind

nge of pine trees over on Sulphmy Noun'ain. Already, there was hoarse
langhter dovm the path, rangtustédd vith an occasiosnal shrill suthurest. “osabody

in the approashing erowd was pluniting "Red Niwér Vallay® sa a hande.
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