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“iYep,' he said, "Jost bought it last week. Hain't been set on enough

o *it shis t'
"The feller slapped the mu ) g ¥i o
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he had a harxd time keepint ) male from runnin
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near got that hoss-{ly,' hessald,

L= -

"] could see the feller had a lively mule, Jest the kind I needed, but
I still didn't let on., ¥%e rode on a ways, then the feller popped out in the
worst kinda forms YHow'll you swap?'! he asked, Jest like that. Fo wys
a~tall like experienced traders do., They talk about everything under the
sun "ceptin®' the trade. So I figgeared 1 could take the feller easy.

"1l dn's inow as 1 care to swap,' I sald, 'I like this mare mnighty
well, DBut she wouldn't suit you,!

"ifow come?' he aaked, "What's the matter with har??

"ilothin' you could lay your hand on,' I said, 'You jest wouldn't like

He compenced lookin' closer an' closer to see why he wouldn't like her.
nothin' becuz there warmnm't nothin' he
“Well sir, the more that feller locked at Betsy, the less he could
him so'8 he could see her hind

part and he got in front so's he could see all of that end, BEe switched
sides of the road, I Jest walted and finally he saids

"#in spite of what you say, I don't see nothin' wrong with that mare.!

"1 didn't say she had anything wrong with her,' I told him, *AY1 I
sald was that you wouldn't like her,.!

"ls she shy?' he asked,

"iS5care her and see fer yourself,' I saild,

"Hie rode wp close and jJerked his hand across Betsy's eyes. She dodged




Just a little | | said, 'that shows

he adn't sy eithe jias she pot sores under the saddle?
can look fer yourself,®
"¥I'1l]l take your word fer Id he sald. "Anyhow, she
she's sore the way she's carryin' you and the saddle am
poan to notice how 1 was

the best—lookin' mmle I over saw, and I

it wouldn®t do to let the

'T won't s for lessfn fifteen d ; boot,?
"The feller studied a little bit, then he said: 'I"]1]l gZive you five
dollares boot,!

id. "Joufre the one what wants to ssap., Its fifteen

"1 can't trade like that,' the feller said, We rode on a2 piece and
I could soe that he still wanted to trade mighty bad, Some people Jest
can't stand to omm a muls when they think they can get a hoss. Finally,
he salds "I'1l give you my new saddle and five dollars boot fer your
hoss and saddle,!

"1 told hiz all rights That sulted in fact, I was tickled

L]

gver. 8 swapred right there and be even helped me move the sack of
offa Dotsy over to the mule.

“Dut when we was all set again, I ‘ihds is a trade, You
1ike Detsy, but I told you before we swapped, !

“le dldn't say nothin'; jest looked at me like he th ught he had

siirned a crasy man and rode off,




"But he hadn't. A moon-gyved lhorse can't
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Wwoodrow Hand

TCM" CAT, WEATHER PROPHET

Thiststcry of a cat, namely one Tom (light gray with a white spo;',.

w |

his forehead, and inquisitive eyes) that developed a swami complex,gis

tc be told by me; and by an outsider. I lived with the cat one

year; and I watched the growth of his prophetic abilities over a period of

eight years, I also got h 3 name 1p the paper when he first became news.
-
, . . _
luty to tell of Tom, the wnn*Her prophet,

PE‘ H rl-\‘r ,“l"‘ F '3 “ |'_' ¢ L - S . -

hud from toward the Gate"s place proved

to be P A spir:'jlg;f, brow, beaten cat making a three-point

the road Aistesthasoamsalasih that the critter

sanabody whe i dn like ¢cats.

-

e

They

ratas;=gmpe and besi: € '. | likes them,

off a peony busl promptly determined that he'd bear

im a few scraps of white meat and

war upon the rodents., Thereafter,

things as

next time Johnie stepp on his tail, retaliated
»

together.

the same foom,




Tom Cat Weather Prophet
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"POM" CAT, "EATHER PROPHET

He was just an _ordinary cat with a white

-:-"t L ar___H Ot ér'._
spot in the venter of his ‘fgpmaae that broke the monotony

of his bleak gray coat when John Gates picked him off the
eight
dust of his front yard one morning ¥ yvears ago.
30 John named him "Tom"™ and gave him a
breakfast of bread crumbs and white meat, "Tom" ate and
commenced browsing around for mice and the incident was

el

consi dered closed by both John and "fom." They spoke when
they met, but generally %i;gf%ent about his own business
and attended to his own duties.

This casual state of friendship continued
for three vears, each absorbed with his contribution toward
maintaining a happy and substantial household.

Ocecasionally, rifts would occur, as in any
home, "Tom's"tail would get under a careless foot and he'd
raise a howl until his nerves settled, or maybe he'd go un-
noticed after his nose told him that meat was being cooked.

Tf he continued to o without his share, his howls would
continue inte the
" wasn't always the victim. FHe had
time when John found a mouse scampering
and "Tom™ was nowhere to be found, =x
with his girl xxisx friend.
However, these troubles were always ironed

atisfaction of both nmarties.




"Tom"™ Cat, Weather Prophet

AS said before, they were casual friends for
three vears. Then disaster struck; and the casualness
tightened into a bond of unbreakable strength.

Jt was Jjust before davlight and the early morning
was chilly with the air of departing winter. May had Jjust

xxxx turn in the new vear. A heavy thunderstorm
had held sway most of the night, but had finally settled
into a steady rainfall. "Tom" was asleed in front of the

fireplace, his snores harmonizing with those of John, even

though his bed was across the room.

\

Neither noticed the steady flicker of liﬁhtjning

that danced in the southwest, nor its steadlly iIncreasing
intensity. ‘'then the rain began slapping the windows, neither
.E;ii;uétthat wind was taking over the night; was fast growing
into a gale.

The house swayed, then settled back to its foundation,
and "Tom"” and John slept on. They slept until the wind zmmk
sounded like a freight train roaring over the house, then they
awoke, th what sounded like another train zamex coming toward
them, gave the feeling of missing one train and suddenly
having roar around the bend.

opened their eyes to a universe filled with
a redly 1 ckering glow ten times the brightness that bounces
from the sky when great cauldrons of molten iron are being
poured at the furnaces. They awoke too late. The house had

rone like a puff of smoke before thev could assemble their




"Tom," Cat, Weather Prophet

unhurt
John picked himself/from the debris and called for

Tom. He failed to get an answer and it was three days
before Tom showed up.

He crept into John's rude shelter at dusk; meowing
pitifully for food. John fed him and that night, they
shared a cot made from gxmmx a door of what had been their
home.

Next morning, they faced a murky day. The sky was
vellowish, and al though Eixxkzzrixzzxixzeryssx his knees
felt weak from fear as he looked at low, boiling clouds,
John went about the task of salvaging. NexkepEkxamEXEFEX

There was 2 sudden clap of thunder and John Jjumped,
turning as he did in time to see Tom streaking across the
garden with his tall waving in the breeze. John wondered;
felt sorry for Tom; then as it thundered again, he raced
for the shelter of a large culvert. There, he weathered =
torrential downpour that threatened to float him out of the

culvert. Rut by spreading his legs, he managed to stay in

Time and fair weather eventually allowed John to
Euk¥® rebuild his home. However on several occasions,

there had beem light thunder showers, and every time, he
well in advance of actual disturbance
had seen Tom/mxxmakixx racing, teil up, across the garden.

For his own safety
XsxyxpxxExuximn, John built a storm cellar. Fe

made 1t large enough to gxemmmdx sleep in, but he was at

a4 loss as to when to use the cellar. FPe reasoned that ax

Exaxxxxeiaxx nights clear at bed-time couléd turn into

‘:’: --8_,:-_ : - ¥ -

SEEEme before morning, but he couldn't sleep in the cellar

—'




Tom Cat, Weather Prophet

every night. It was too uncomfortable.

He thought a long time about when xXmxu=m
tkxxeeXixxx and when not to use the cellar for a
bedroom., Then, he thought of Tom; and the way he raced
across the garden at the first sign of bad weather.

XN RN A X A Y AN KX AN E Y XRIR R

IgxExIERXTamIx
30 he fastened Tom inside one of the rooms

gxdxkap txhimxthexex and watched him.

e watched until he saw Tom commence toO

scratch wildly at the walls and leap at the windows.

John went outside and watched. BEventually, a cloud
began to come over the horizon.

John made a prisoner of Tom until a cloud
had come and gone on several occasions. Tom always
reacted in the same manner,

30 John took Tom into his room and made

him a tin box to sleep in, one that would make plenty

'

ey
/ \EAANN-
That was five years ago., John nor Tom

of noise when Tom scratched. ==

alenl’ been caught by & hurricane in all that time.




Woodrow Hamd,
Editorial Department.

"POM® CAT, WEATHER PROPHYT

This is the story of a cat, nomely one Tom (11zht gray with a
white spot in his forehesd, snd inquisitive eyes) that developed &
swami complex. It is going to be told by me; and mot by an outsider.,

I lived with the cat one year; and I watched the growth of his prophetic
abilities over a period of eight years., I aleo got his name in the
paper when he first becsme news., I comsider 1% therefore, my privilege
as well as my duty to tell of Tom, the Weather Frophet.

A dull thud from toward the front yard of Jolmie Gates' place
proved one early morning to be a spindly, brow-beaten cat making a three-
point landing., Dust from down the road indiested that the critter was
tossed from sn sutomobile by somebody who didn't like cats,

Johnie, however, has mo aversion toward cats. They're handy for

catching rats, and besides, well, he actually likes them. So he picked

up the cat from off a peony bush, promptly determined that he'd bear

the name "Tom", carried him into the house snd fed him a few scraps of
white meat and biscuits, and them turned him loose to make war upon the
rodents, Thersafter, Tom and Johnie appeared to completely forget each
other,

Each went sbout his duties., They spoke vhem necessary, but their
friendship seemed not to develop beyond the casual stage, Of course,
they had thelir spats. Tom went courting and failed to retuma for a
week and Johmie, who had been forced to fight the rats slome, dida't
£ai1 to let Tom know what he thought sbout such gross neglect of duty
for such frivolous t hings as tabby cats. Vhereupon Tom, next time
Johmie stepped on his tail, retaliated spitefully, BIut, they remained

together,




"Tom"” Cot, Veather Prophet 2

Johniel's wife went off for a visit after Tom had been with them
three years, She doesn't figure in this story éxaapt that she went
visiting, Othervise, nhe would be completely ismored, However, she
is important becsuse her absence threwv Tom and Johnie close together,
They began sleeping in the s=me room.

Sleeping thus, they naturslly were throwan out together wvhen 2
eyclone slipped up one night with all the s tealth of four freight
trains and scattered the house all over the four corners of the three
acre lot,

The next daylight, Johmie checked over things and found most of
his assets, including Tom, missing; alse a wvide expanse of flesh that
had got scraped by a scantling on 1t way back to the forest.

fom returned ian three days., He came meoving uwp o the big ditech
bagk of the houseplace and crossed wonderingly over the footloz., He
and Johnie eventually got together and had lunch, Johnie was usiag
a door for a table and a quilt stretched across twpo planks for a bed
room, but Tom seemed not to mind,

It vas a surky day vhen Tom retumned, Mud-colored clouds moved
unusually fast overhead and lightning flashed repesatedly from every
direction, Johmie was openly nervous and kept eyeing = big sewer pipe
nearby under the road. V¥When the clouds finally got together and produced
a great gust of wind, Johnle was inside the sewer in nothing flat., He
vondered about Tom and then remembered the cat had streaked it 2cross
the footlog with his tedl flying long before the clouds got fully orga-
nized, Tom's flying trip across the footlog became a habit with ap-
proaching bad weather,

After Jobhnie completed his home, he dug a stormm cellsr snd reine
forced it with cmncrete, He felt safe from future storms, providing

he kmew vhen to go inside the storm cellar. He had built it large enough




Tom, Weather Prophet 3

to sleep 4m, bdut it was too damp to sleep in as a regular practice,

That's the problem that brought Tom into prominemce amd the
undying affection of his master,

There was Jolmie, He lad 2 storm cellar and didan't know whea to
and when not to use 1t., He had a cat able to foretell the weather;
but he couldn't wateh the cat throughout the nigzht,

Tom solved the problem, He was insgide the room with Johmie one
nlght when he felt ted weather coming, He searched so hard for an
exit the t he became fremzied and finally jumped through the window,
The crash awakened Johnie, He had plenty of time to get to the storm
cellar,

Next morning, Johmie began tuming his back porch inte a glass-
enclosed sleeping room. He put a light on the back of the house and
arranged the beam on the footlog, which crosses the ditech sbout 75 feet
behind the house,

Tom sleeps in the room every night. Vhen he wants out bad enough
a frenzy sends him erashing through 2 window., Johnie guietly switches
on the light and watches the footlog. ¥When Tom goes across, Johnie
gots up, dresses lelisurely, and retires to the storm cellar,

No one has ever discovered where Tom goes after he crosses the

log, tut it is a proven fact that he never crosses unless a storm is

coming,

1/20/1939

Sed,




Woodrow Hand,
Editorial Department.

"TOM" CAT, WEATHER PROPHET

This is the story of a cat, namely ome Tom (light gray with a

white spot in his forehead, and inquisitive eyes) that developed a

swami complex, It is going to be told by me; and not by an outsider,

I lived with the cat one year; and I watched the growth of his prophetic
abilities over a period of eight years. I also got his name in the
paper when he first became news. 1 consider it therefore, my privilege
as well as my duty to tell of Tom, the Weather Prophet.

A dull thud from toward the front yard of Johnie Gates' place
proved one early morning to be a spindly, brow-beaten cat making a three-
point landing, Dust from down the road indicated that the critter was
tossed from an automebile by somebody who didn't like cats,

Johnie, however, has no aversion toward cats. They're handy for
catching rats, and besides, well, he actually likes them, So he picked
up the cat from off a peony bush, promptly determined that he'd bear
the name "Tom", carried him into the house and fed him a few scraps of
white meat and biscuits, and then turned him loose to make war upon the
rodents, Thereafter, Tom and Johnie appeared to completely forget each
other,

Each went about his duties, They spoke when necessary, but their
friendship seemed not to develop beyond the casusl stage, Of course,
they had their spats. Tom went courting and falled to retum for a
week and Johnie, who had been forced to fight the rats alone, didan't
fall to let Tom know what he thought about such gross neglect of duty
for such frivolous t hings as tabby cats, Whereupon Tom, next time
Jolmie stepped on his tail, retaliated spitefully. But, they remained

together,




"Tom" Caot, Weather Prophet

Johnie's wife went off for a visit after Tom had been with them
three years, She doesn't figure in this story except that she went
visiting. Otherwise, she would be completely ignored. However, she
is important because her absence threw Tom and Joknie close together,

They began sleeping in the same room,

Sleeping thus, they naturally were thrown out together when a

cyclone slipped up one night with all the s tealth of four freight

trains and scattered the house all over the four cormers of the three
acre lot,

The next daylight, Johnle checked over things and found most of
his assets, including Tom, missing; also a wide expanse of flesh that
had got scraped by a scantling on it way back to the forest,

Tom returned in three days. He came meowing up to the big ditech
back of the houseplace and crossed wonderingly over the footlog. He
and Johnie eventually got together and had lunch. Johnie was using
a door for a table and a quilt stretched across two planks for a bed
room, but Tom seemed not to mind,

1t was a murky day when Tom returned, Mud-colored clouds moved
unusually fast overhead and lightning flashed repeatedly from every
direction, Johnie was openly nervous and kept eyeing a big sewer pipe
nearby under the road. When the clouds finally got together and produced
a great gust of wind, Johnie was inside the sewer in nothing flat, He
vondered about Tom and then remembered the cat had streaked it across
the footlog with his tail flying long before the clouds got fully orga-
nized, Tom's flying trip across the footlog became a habit with ap-
proaching bad weather,

After Johnie completed his home, he dug a storm cellar and rein-
forced it with cmncrete, He felt safe from future storms, providing

he kmew when to go inside the storm cellar, He had built it large enough
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to sleep in, but it was too damp to sleep in as a regular practice.

That's the problem that brought Tom into prominence and the
undying affection of his master,

There was Johnie., He had a storm cellar and didn't know when to
and when not to use it, He had a cat able to foretell the weather;
but he couldn't watch the cat throughout the night.

Tom solved the problem. He was inside the room with Johnie one
night when he felt btad weather coming, He searched so hard for an
exit thet he became frenzied and finally Jjumped through the window,
The crash awakened Johnie. He had plenty of time - -to get to the stom
cellar,

Next morning, Johnie began tuming his back porch into a glass-
enclosed sleeping room, He put a light on the back of the house and
arranged the beam on the footlog, which crosses the ditch about 75 feet
behind the house,

Tom sleeps in the room every night. When he wants out bad enough
a frenzy sends him crashing through a window., Johnie quietly switches
on the light and watches the footlog, When Tom goes across, Johnie
gets up, dresses leisurely, and retires to the s torm cellar,

Fo one has ever discovered where Tom goes after he crosses the

log, but it is a proven fact that he never crosses unless a storm is

coming,

1/20/1939
Sede
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Shelby County voted dry in the recent prohibition issue
and the people chorused: "“hhiskey, whiskey everywhere; and not
a drop to drink.,"

But they were only kidding. They knew that Shelby County
was the one and only home of "Wolf Brand," that powerful beverage
concocted from "shorts," or wheat bran, and whatever else thooses
to fall into the mash pot,

"Wolf Brand™cannot date its heritage from away back as can
the whiskies advertised so prettily in all the leading magazines,
It is instead, a child of the depression, and as such is popular;

as pecople are popular who blame the depression with a lot of things.,

These would-have-been millionjfaires say: "I'd be rich today

if the depression hadn't come when it did."

"WolfBrand" vendors say: "It'd be corn whiskey if the depression
hadn't come when it did.,"

Actually, neither could be without the other. If the would-
have-beens could afford better whiskey, they'd buy it. Then "Wolf
Srand™ would be no more,

"Wolf Brand” can be had for fifty cents a guart anyplace in
Shelby within five minutes after the desire is known, It is a
miracle of the retail trade,

Yhen the moonshiners discovered that"shorts™ could be distillea
in the same manner as corn, their only trouble was tempering it dowm

80 that
AEllk/it would wait until <4seme- inside the drinker before exploding.




"Wolf Brand" distilling has progressed to a fine art during
the past ten years, being now of such delicate textiure that it
hardly ever removes the skin from inside the throat.

Its appearance has improved also. It is now a tempting
red-muddish hue when "charred,” but many prefer its virgin

color; which ism't a color. It used to look like skimmed milk,

The name "%"olf Brand"™ has been tnder controversy as to

origin., Some claim that the original distiller got drunk and

while trying to say "wheat bran" twisted his tongue and said
"wolf bran?" Others say that the wildness of the country in which
it is made gave its name by the expression: "Its a wolfish whiskey

from a wolfish country."”
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Shelly County voted dry ian the recent prohibition Llasume
nd ths peonls chorused: "Whiskey, whiskey esverywhersi and not
a drop to drink.®

But they were only kdding., They mew that Thelly County
e the one and only home of "iplf Brand,® that powerful beverage
concocted from "shorte®, or vhast bran, and vhintever else ghooses
to fall into the mash pot,

"Wolf Brond” cannot d=2% 1%s haritage from avay btack as can

the wvhlakies sdvertised zo prettlly in all the lead ‘ng masssines,

It i9 instend, o child of the depression, and as mich is populars

28 poople are populay whe blame the deprescion with a lot of things,

These “would-haveeboon millicnaires® any: "I be rich today
if the depression hadn't come when 1t 414.°

"Wolf Brond® vendors says "It'd be corn whiskey if the depression
hadn®t come wvhen 41t 444.°

Actunlly nelther gould be without the other, If the “SWould-
have=boens could afford better whishkey., ther'd wyr 1t%. Them “Wolf
irad® vould be no more,

"Wlf Ercnd” can b had for fifty conte a2 quart any plsece in
Shelby within five sinutes after the deaire 19 mowmn. 1% 15 o
piragle of the retall trade,

then the moonshiner» diecovered that "shorte® could be distillaed
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in the same manner 2o comn, thelir only Ssewble was '_,tazulr- it down
20 Shet 18 wvould wait mntil inside the dArinkery before sxploding.

"“Yolf Brand" dietilling has progressed %0 & fine art during the
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past ten yeoars, beling nov of such delicate Sexture that 1% hardly ever
romoves the skin from inside the throat,

1ts sppearsnce bas improved rlse., It is now 2 tempiing red-muddish
hue when charred.® but seny prefer Its virgin coleor, it used to look
1ike skismmed milk,

The name "Wolf Brand® has bern under confroverasy as % origin,
Some clalm et the original distiller 2ot drunk and while Srying %o
say "wheat bran® twisted Ms tongue and seidd “wolf hm.t*: Others oay

that the vildness of the country in which 1t is made gove 1ts name the

expressiont "I%e a wlifish vhigkey from a wolfish countyy,.”
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The scene may be any place in Ghelby County where
there is a creow of men working. A foreman walks up and
spots & loafer., He yells:

"I hear old Reudben moanin' o stop mashin' him,.*

It is the new method of telling loafers they'd better
ot the Hell back to work; or go home and stay tLhere.

e expression sas born in Telena after a cyclone in
1883, All the mam powar in town had to go S0 work rebulliing.
mturally, there had %0 be a wodly number of foremsn.

ne of these, Reuben Simmons, directed the trucking

and spent most of his day riding a truck. e rode

chirt pit to boss the loading; then rode bDack and
bossed the unloading.

It was necessary that two men ride each truck,
herefore, with Reuben, it made three on the narros seat

and somebody had to ait on scmebody.

veryiime Reuben was on the bottom; he moaned and

complained until he became fairly sell disliked by everybody.

us, when a foreman salked beside his crew of workers
one day putting & tune to "I hear old Seuben mommin'"™ it was

immediately understood that somebody was being more trouble

than he was worth.
It took bhold. suben, being & petty road official
shose work carried him over the county, was well knowm by

working men. The saying spread.
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I HEAR OLD REUBEN MOAMIN®

™e scene may be any place in Jhelby County where
there is a erew of men working. A foreman walks up and
spots a loafer., He yells:

"I hear old FReudbem moanin' so stop mashin' him. "

it is the pew method of telling loafers they'd better
get the Hell back to mork; or go home and stay there.

The expression was born in lislena after a cyclone in
1953, All the man power in tomwn had %o go to work rebullding.
Naturally, there bhad %0 be & oodly number of foremen.

Cne of these, Heuben Olmmons, directed the trucking
¢rews and spent most of his day riding a Sruck, Je rode
to the chirt pit to boss the loadinz; then rode back and
bossed the unloading,

It wae necessary that two men ride each truck.
Therefore, with Reuben, it made three on the narrow seat
and somebody had to asit on somebody.

sverytime Reuben was on the bottom; he moaned and
complained until he became fairly well disliked by everybody.

Thus, vhen a foreman walked beside his crew of workers
one day putting a tune to “]1 hear old Reuben mommin'™ it was
immediately understood that somebody was being more trouble
than he was sorth,

It took hold, Heuben, being & petty road official
Wwose work carried him over the county, was well known by

working men. The saying spread.
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I HEAR OLD REUBEN MOARIN®

The soene may be any place in Shelby County where
there is a erew of men working. A foreman walks up and
spots a loafer, le yells:

*"1 hear old Reubsn moanin' o stop mashin' him. "

It is the new method of telling loafers tiey'd better
got the Hell back to work; or go home and stay there.

The expresaion was born in lelena after a cyclone in
1985. All the man power in town had to go to work rebullding.
Naturally, there had %0 be a 00dly number of foremen,

Gne of these, Reubsn Simmons, directed the trucking
grews and spent most of his day riding & truck. He rode
to the chirt pit to boss the loading; then rode back and
bossed the unloading.

It sas necessary that two men ride esach truck,
(herefore, with Reuben, it made three on the narrow seat
and somabody had to sit on somebody.

verytime Reuben was on the bottom; he moaned and
gomplained until he became fairly well disliked by everybody.

Thus, shen a foreman walked beside his crew of workers
one day putting a tune to "I hear old Reuben mommin'" it was
immediately understood that somebody was being more trouble
than he was sorth,

It took hold. Jeuben, being a petty road official
shose »ork carried him over the county, was well known by

workinzg men. The saying spread.
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Nobody knows exactly when the tradition of "ealliag on Wise
Tuar® atarted. But 1t has bheen soling on in Sheldhy sounty, and
possibly 211 of Alabama feor years and years. Neither i3 the resson
far 1ts orlxin known, dut 4t sasily ocould have dean like Lthinl

Citv doys used So ride throusgh the country and yell, "Hallo,
Havseed.® at the farm bove. That made the farm boys mad anough
ts ahusk corn with thelr teeth, dut they 4idn't kmow what %o 4o
$5 the city bove bheosuse they dida't imow anything about city
bove. They didn't mow what they liked and what they -H_r‘.n't 1iks,

weyver, wvhen good rosds were bullt, and all goed {armers
and 211 farmers vho weren't vo good bought automobiles, the counfiry
yoran zoine to town. They found out what elty doys liked and
what they didn's like,

In the meantime, wvhile country boys were getting acquainted
with the oity, more city boys began going to the couniry. The
frech sir was 2 novelty., They'd go out in the sticks and get
drun¥ on the eclesn stuwosvhere like opium flende. Sui they kepl
ealling comntr- bove "Eareeeds" and asking sbout their erops. They
2idn't realize that country boye were getting wise.

S50 21l the enlishtensd sountry boys ot together down Deoe
hind 2 barn one day end drey up & plan for getting even with city
boye once end for all and forever after, so long me there were

any city suckers left, The boye put their heads together and

vhen they ceme out of the hnddle, they felt that they really

had pomethine,




Alsbams Calling on Miss Iluay

Vell, pretty soom after that, three doys came out of the ety

to get some of Shat remariable stuff called fresh air. They were

a high and mighty trio and held themselves quite aloof for several
days, but fioally they ot lonely and went dowm o the depet %o
ningle with the country bdoys who had gathered to watch the train
coae in,

They stood around swhile and then edged over %o where fowr
country bdoys were standing., They dida't kunow of course that the
country boys had been walting for Just that very thing. One of
the eity doys salds

*What you fellows 4o when you get lonesome around herel?”

The country bdoys knew wvhat olty boys 41d vhen they got lonesome,
but they didn't let on.

Ay, nothin, wuch,.” one of the country doys replied. “Onoe
in awhile, there's & box supper or some ather sociable. Iffen we
ain't too tired, we zo. That's adbout all we do."

The city boys looked a 1ittle funny. It was casy %o see that
they couldn't understand these country bdoys.

"I'a afraid you don't understand.” one of the city doys said,
"what we mean is this, Don't you ever get tired of Just deling
around boys all the timeld"

*Oh sure,” was the reply, "dut we Jest git our gun and go
shoot rabbits by ourself. Ve know all about how folks has get %o
be to theirself once in awhile.”

The oity bdoys loocked at each other and shook thelir heads, all
the time thinking that countyry boys were even dumber than credited.
They forgot all shout how sasy 1% was for a country bday %o 2o %o
town.

Finally one of the e¢ity bdoys decided that he'd have to talk
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straizht out to these country bdoys, so he saldl

"That do you do whaa you feel like if you don't get to hug and
kiss a girl you'll bdlow wpt*

The country boys laughed. One of them saldl

"y dldn't you say first off that was whag you wanted %o knﬁI:
¥Yhen we feel like that, we go to see Mise Iugy."

The city bdoys were amased to find this situation so0 easily
taken care of, 0 they degan vheedling to de taken on a visit %o
Mise lucy. The countyry bdoys were doubtful awhile dut they finally
gave in, dut not without a word of warning.

"Luay’s pa 1s mighty strict, dut he works nights. and Luoy
1ikes a lot of company, so I reckeon we can Stake you over tonight.”

The city boys get %o feeling right good. Thay had wanted %o
e and kiss 2 country girl for 2 long time. So they rushed off
to zet dreseed in thelir dest clothes.

ihat evening all dressed up in vhite sulte and vhite shoes,
thay met the country boys at the depot. "Them's mighty pretty
clothes,.” one of the country doys sald, and proceeded to lead the
city bdoys across dogezy land and muddy land and through thickets
until they had gone sabout two miles and darkness had set in dub
fisally they came %o an old house. The eity doye thought it looked
vacant, dut decided it was because it was a country house.

Theay all walked up almost to the fromt porch. The country
boys got the eilty boys together and whispered:

"One of us will go in with you to mest Lucy and the rest of
us will stand around the house and watch for luey's pa. Then
vhen i%s our twrn we'll come in, and you can wateh for us.”

That sulted the city doys. They wanted to be first anyway.

S0 they walked up on the front porch with one of the comtry doys,
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The others scattered out around the house and one slipped in the
back door. He eased up to the front room and was standing there
in the dark while the city bdoys mocked on the door. In a thin
girlish voice he saidil

"Come in." At the same time, he pulled a gun from his hip
nocket.

The ecity boys pushed open the door and walked across the
threshold.

Then, like rollings thunder, the country boy began shooting.
The city boys jumped bdackward out of the door. One of the country
boye yelled, “Her pa's home!" and scatted out through the woods.

The city bdoys, when they Jumped Lackward, hit the muddy yard
on the seat of their pretty vhite pants and streaked 1t through
the thickets with no idea of the way home.

Next morning, quite crestfallen, they again were down at the
depot waiting for the train. Thie time they boarded i%.

And that's how "Mise lucy"™ became & popular legend in Shelby

county.

12/14/38

L.H,




Maybe T would have disputed Joe

Lowery when he told me how he got out of a coal mine explosion,

—

but T didn't know enough about it to argue. Anyway, heﬁgilnééd;r
any idea I might have had by saying: /
"Funny things happen in a coal
mine. Lotta' times you get killed when you wateh Fﬂqutep;
and a lotta' times you don't get killed when you oughta'."®
"iow, I wuz supposed to get
killed when Red Ash mine exploded. T had a chance to get
burned out, smoked out, or drowned out; but I got bx;all~uﬂ-
Samie: T coulda' even been starved out.

"Here's how 1t wuz:"

"when T heard the explosion, T run
the room where L wuz workin" and found the slope fulla'
Burnin®' gzas makes a hot fire.

"well, T got magpeerw good and wel
and run through the fire, but when I cot outta' that, the smoke
commenced to choke me,

"So I put my nose to the ground like
a dog and smelled my way up the slope toward the surface. 1 helped
myself up by pulling along on the pipe line from the pump at the
bottom of the mine. It wuz about a eight inch pilpe.

3 Seg-egictre—ttTIne, titl~T"heard
<thefati-above me anéd—when-I-got therey-i-found the slope completly

blockET
\




*"T wuz makin' it '£111 T heard the roof
of the slope cave in up above me and felt the pipe shake in my
hand. 7T kept pullin' up to where I heard the fall, and when T
ot there, I found the slope blokked up tight. 1T couldn't find

to zet through or over it, so T jest had to set there.

"Nobody could get through from the other side
: F " . !u

—

to clean out the u1l¢onfacouunt o* the smoke and fumes from the

explosion, so T set there for what seemed like a month and 1 still

couldn't see no way to get out. ' T commenced to get hungry and then

after awhile I got weak. I couldn't)hold 'to the pipe and when T'ad

try to keep my nose to the little trickle of water that seeped
through the dirt and rock, I'd fall flat on my face.

"T wuz be;zinninz to get sleepy every once 1in
avhile, but I'd catch myself Jes?t before I'd drop off. If I'd
ever

smemy cone to sleep, I'd have not waked up.
f\

\

"T musta' been dozin' when I heard the dirt
and stuff move a little, but T didn't really get awake *till T
felt mater runnin' all over me and @attin[ stronger all the time.
T had to grab a tight hold on the pipe, but the water kept cominf

-

so fast, wuz nearabout washed down the slorme, It tugged at me
like a team®"of horses and finally coyered me over. If it hadn't
stopped;T'd have drowned, but when it did stop, there wuz a nice

-y

hole for me to go through and a clear path to the surface, but
T couldn't leave the slope 'till night,

"The fall had busted the water pipe and dammed
up the water. It Jj8st kept fillin' up till 1t got to the top of
the slope and was runnin' ovt over the grass. Then the water finslly

seeped through the fall g 'till it s opened up a hole. Then




all that water run back down into the mine,

nearly drownin' me on the way. If T hadn't kept a tight holéd on

the pipe, I would have been washed clear to the bottom.

!

x

A8 T sajd, T couldn't leave the slope 'till
That water rushed over me and strong it

clothes and left me nak : sh telephone
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JOE'S TALL STORY.

Maybe I would have disputed Joe Lowery when he told me how
he rot out of & coal mine explosion, but 1 didn't knowv enough about
it to argue. Anyway, he forestalled any idea I might have had by
sayingt

"Fanny things happen in 2 coal mine, Lotta' times jou get
¥illed when you watch your step; and a lotta' Stimes you don't et
killed vhen you oughta'.”

"How, I wus supposed to get killed vhen Red Agh mine ex-
Joded. I had o chance to get durned out, smoked out, or drowned
subs but I got by it all I coulda' even been starved out.

"Here's how it wumi®

"When I heard the explosion, I run outta' the room where
I was workin' and found the slope fulla' fire. BSurnin' gas males
a hot fire.

"YWell, I z0% zood and wet and run through the fire, but
when 1 sot sutta' that, the smoke commenced to choke me.

"So I put my nose to the ground like a dog and smelled my
vay uwp the slope toward the surface. I helped wyself wp by rallin'
alons on the pipe line from the pump st the bottom of the mine.
i1t vuz sbout a eight inch pipe.

"1 wus malkdin' 4t fine "8$111 I heard the roof of the slope
cave in up above me and felt the pipe shake ia wy hand, I hept
sullin® uwp $o where I heard the fall, and wvhen I zot there, 1
found the slove blocked wp tighs. I couldn't find no way %o get
through or over 1%, so I jJjest had to set there.

"Nobody could zet through from the other side to clean out
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the fall, I fizzered, on sccount of the smoke and fumes from the
explosion, so I set there for what seemed like a month and I still
couldn't see no way to get out, 1 commenced %o get hungry and them
after swhile I got weak. I couldn't Jardly hold %o She pipe and
when I'd try to keep my nose to the little trickie of walter thag
seened throush the 4dirt and rock, 1'4 fall flat on my face.
"I wuz besinnin' to get sleepy every once in awhile, but I'd
drop off. If 1'd ever gone to sleep, 1'4 have not walved wp.
"I musta' been dogsin' vhen I heard the 4irt and stuff move

a 1ittle, but I 4ida't reclly geot awake "$111 I felt water runnin’
all over me and zettin' stronger 2ll the time. I had to gred a
tight hold on the pipe, dut the water kent gomin' so fast, I wus
nearabout washed down the slope. It tugged at me like & team
of horses and finally covered me over. If 1% hadn't stopped in fifteen
or twenty mimates I'4d have drowned, dut vhen it did stop, there wus
a nice biz hole for me to go through and & clear path %o the sure
face, dut 1 couldn‘t leave the slope '$1l1l1 night.

"The fall had dusted the water pipe and damed up the water.
It jest Xept fillin' up "$111 it got to the Sop of the slope and
was roanin’ out over the grass., Then the water finally seeped
throuzh the fall #1411 it opened wp & hole. Then all that water
run back down into the mine, nesrly drownin' me on the way. If
I hadn't keot & tizht hold on the pipe, I would have been washed
¢lear to the hotton,

"As I satd, I couldn't leave the slepe '$1l11 it got dark,
T™hat wvater rushed over me so fast and strong it tore off all wy
clothes and left me naked as a fresh telephone pole.”

S0, as 1 4on't mov snything adout mining, maybe Joe was

tellins the truth,

12/21/38
L.H,




R.S5. Cook

Hepend, Ala.
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HORSE TRADE
By J.W. Hand

Grandpappy Cook had just finished bragging about
selling a five-dollar calf for eighteen dollars, so to egg him m
I said:

"Grandpappy, did you ever do any horse tradingy"

We were sitting in front of my fire. He rolled
his cud of twist around over his tongue and squshed it a few
times with his seven teeth, then sprayed the fireplace from
mantle to floor with ambé;. He studied the freckled effect
while he propped his feet across a vacant rocker, my newest
chair. I knew the signs. They were the forerunnersof one of
Grandpappy's long tales. (But don't call them tales to his
face) He started the chair to rocking, adjusted it to a cou-

fortable speed, then he said:

I G-24 b
"Hain't never done so much Wwesse tradin'; never
-

did own wmany hosmoe. | liked mules. But hit seems to me that

I did skin a feller wunst. Hit's so long ago that 1 can't
recollect fer certain, but I think hE&t wuz Betsy that I traded
to a feller fer his mule.

"tPears to me that I had saddled Betsy with a
old wore_out saddle that musta' been no better'n a board covered
with cowhide and wuz ridin' her over to Bailey's Mill - hit wuz
about six mile = to git me some corn ground. I had hit layin'
across the front of my saddle.

"Betsy looked pretty good. She wuz right fat and

could pace a little. She didn't have no scars or sores or no

iimp,
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“Betsy wuz pretty to look at; and easy to ride, but she

had moon-eyes."

R % g
Before I could ask what he meant, Grandpappy twisted his

cud some more and I expected to see the tiled hearth take on
another growth of freckles. But nothing happened. Grandpappy
gulped and settled back into his chair. I recalled the time

I swallowed juice in my only tobaccowchewing attempt and felt
a little faint; but Grandpappy semmed not to be bothered with
the drink of e licuid tobacco.

Grandpappy continued:

"Atter I had rode along a mile or two, a feller come out
of a side road ridin' one of the prettiest mules I ever see.
He wuz slick as a fattened hog and stepped along like he wuz
running over with pep. The feller wuz sittin' on a brand new
saddle too.

"Me'n the feller spoke. He rode along with me a little
way, all the time lookin' at Betsy. I cculd see what wuz in
his mind, but I didn't let on. You kin tell a trader as fer
as you kin see'im.

"Just like I expected, the feller said; 'That's a goode=
lookin' mare.'"

“'Yep,' I said, 'she's all right.'"

"We rode along, talkin' about this and that. The feller
kept twistin' about on his saddle so's I could see hit. I let
him keep hit up fer awhile, then I said, 'That's a new saddle,
hain't it?'"

“!Yep,' he said. 'Jest bought it last week. Hain't been

set on enoughﬁ,g gi't Shiny‘ln
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"The feller slapped the mule's rump with his hand, and he
pretended he had a hard time keepin' the mule from runnin' o ff
and leavin{ me. 'Dern near got thath#-fly,' he said. Sl

"I could see the feller had a lively mule, jest the kind
I needed, but I still didn't let on. We rode on aiﬁ&ys, then
the feller popped out in the worst kinda' formy 'How'll you
swap?7' he asked. Jest like that. No ways a'tall like ex-
perienced traders do. They talk about everything under the sun
'ceptin' the trade. So I figgered I could take the feller easy."

"1T don't know as I care to swap,' I said. 'I like this
mare mightﬁwell. But she wouldn't suit you.'"™

“"'How come?' he asked. 'What's the matter with herv'™

"iNothin' gou could lay your hand on,' I said. 'You jest
wouldn't like her.'"

At this point, Grandpappy without warning nearly drowned
out the fire, and amber mist settled in front of us. I hastily
excused nyself and returned with a small can which I put in
front of Grandpapp$®.

"As I wuz saying,” Grandpappy picked up his story, "when I
kept tellin' that feller that he wouldn't like Betsy, he commenced
lookin' closer and closer to see why he wouldn't like her. 'Course

he couldn't see nothin' becud$ there warn't nothin' he could see.

'till
You can't tell nothin' about moon-eyes-#tadl the full moon, and hit

wuz a week yet 'till then."

I saw Crandpappy's jaw workind- and mentally patted myself on
S e $A
the back for thinking of putting the .-!/\in front of him., But he

___,' f,_,-:: ."". ':“."h_-_f- l._._

-~

worked up his cud and very carefully avoided the eam.” The fireplace

Lcok on another coat of amber.
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- &Jﬁff"'é‘r"

I teek—were—eareiul notéqu the angle and moved the . oan
a little more to the front of Crandpappy. I didn't see how he could
possibly miss it the next time. He continued his story:

"Well sir, the more that feller looked at Betsy,i‘the less
he could see wrong with her. He let me git in Iront of him so's he

(P o .
could see her hind part and he & in front so's he could see

all of that end. He switched sides of the road. I jest waited and

finally he said:

"*In spite of what you say, I don't see nothin' wrong with

WiaLox
that assee . *"

"1 didn't say she had anything wrong with her,' I told
him. 'All I said wuz that you wouldn't like her.'™

=1Is she shy,' he asked."

"i1Scare her and see fer yourself,' 1l said.”

"He rode up close and jerked his hand across Betlsy's syes.
She dodged jest a little bit. 'Well,' he said, 'that shows she hain't
blind. And she ain't shy either. Has she got sores under the saddleg'™

“'Nope,' I said. 'But you can look fer yourself.'"

"111'11 take your word fer hit,' he said. 'Anyhow, she don't
act like she's sore the way she's carryin' you and the saddle and corn.'™

Once more I saw Grandpappy get set to spray the termites Dut
this time, I had no worries. The can was in good position. <he

cloudburst came, but the can remained perfectly dry. Once umore 1

-

r F ]

took the angle and moved the can. Next time,) even the law of average
would be on my side.
"The feller didn't seem to notice how I wuz lookin' at his

mule. He wuz pemmmsy the best=lookin' mule I ever saw, and I wuz

B o T
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gittin' anxious to swap, but I knew hit wouldn't do to let the

feller know about that.™
"All uva' sudden, the feller said: 'Let's swap even.'"
"Nope,' I said. 'l won't swap fer less'n fifteen dollars

tJDOt- .

"The feller studied a little bit, then he said: 'I'll give

you five dollars boot.'"

"Nope,' I said. 'You're the one what wants to swap. 1Its

fifteen dollars or nothin'."™

"* I can't trade like that,'" the feller said. We rode on

a piece and I could see that he still wanted to trade mighty bad.

Some people jest can't stand to own a mule when they think they can

o948
get 2 hasme., Finally, he said: 'I'll give you my new saddle and

At
five dollars boot fer your e and saddle.'"

"I told him all right. That suited me. In fact, I was
tickled all over. We swapped right there and he even helped me
move the sack of corn offa' Betsy over tc the mule."™

"But when we wuz all set again, I said: 'This is a trade.
You won't like Betsy, but I told you before we swapped.'"

"He didn't say nothin'; jest looked at me like he thought
he had skinned a crazy man and rode off. 4B

Grandpappy stopped to roll his chew around and I took ad-
vantage of the pause. 1 said: "Well, Grandpappy, It looks to me
like he did skin you."

"Ohy no he didn't. Didn't 1 tell you Betsy wuz moon-eyed?"
Under the accusation, Crandpappy spat viciously at the fireplace,

clearing the can by two feet. I moved it again. Grandpappy said:
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"Iffen you don't stop wovin' that can around in fronta'’
me, I'm a'gonna' spit right in itl"
That set me back a pace, but I said: "Well, it still

lJooks to me like he skinned you."

"No, he didn't. A moon-eyed horse can't see nothin' a'tall

durin' the full moon. Te's plumb blind 'till the new moon. But
the feller couldn't tell nothin' 'bout that a week before the moon

fulled; and he didn't ask me.,"




HORSE TRADE

By . J, W, Hand

Grendpappy Cook had just finished brageing about selling a
five-dollar calf for eighteen dollars, so to egg him on I sald:

"Grandpeppy, 414 you ever do any horse trading?®

¥e were sitting in front of my fire, He rolled his cud of

twist around over his tongue snd squshed 1% & few times with his

N
geven teeth, them sprayed the fireplace from mtﬂj;; to floor with

amber. He studied the freckled effect while he propped his feet
across = vacant rocker, my newest chair, I imew the signs, They
yere the forsrumners of one of Grandpappy's long tales, (But don't
esll them tsles to his face). He started the chair to rocking,
adjusted it to 2 comfortable speed, them he salid:

"Hain't never done co mmech hoss tradin'; never did own many
hosses., 1 liked mules, But hit seems to me that I did skin a
feller yunst. Hit's so long azo that I can't recellect for certailn,
but T think hit wvus Betay that I traded %o a feller fer his mule,

"Peare %o me that I had saddled Betsy with a old wore-ocut saddle
that susta' been no better's a board covered vith cowhide md wus
ridin' her over to Bailley's Myll - hit wuz about six mile - %o git me
gome comn ground, I had hit layin' across the front of my saddle,

"Betey looked pretty good., She wus right fpt and could pace a
little., She d1dn't have no secars or sores or 3o limp."

"hetsy wuz pretty to look at; and easy to ride, but she h~d
mooOn-eyes,"

Before I could ask what he meant, Grandpappy twisted his cud come
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more and I expected to see the tiled hearth take on amother growth
of freckles, But nothing hesppened., OCrandpappy gulped and settled
back into his chair, I recalled the time I swallowed julce in my
only tobacco-chewing attempt and felt a little faint; but Grandpappy
seemed not to be bothered with the drink of liguid tobacco,

Crandpappy continued:

"Atter I had rode along a mile or two, & feller come out of a
glde road ridin' one of the prettiest mules I ever see, He wus slick
as a fattened hog and stepped 2long like he wuz running over with pep.
The feller wus sittin' on a brand new saddle too,

"Ne'n the feller spoke, He rode along with me a 1ittle wy,
all the time lookin' at Betey. I could see what wuz in his mind,
but I 41dn't let on, You kin tell a trader as fer as you kin see 'im,

"Just like I expected, the feller sald; '"That's a good-lookin'
nare, '"

"Yep'!, I sald, "she's all right.®

"We rode along, talkin' about this and that, The feller kept
twistin' about on his saddle se's I could see hit, Illet him keep
hit up fer a while, then I said, "That's a new saddle, hain't 187'"

*Yeop,' he sald, "Jest bought it last wveek, Hain't beem set
on enough to git shiny,'"

"The feller slapped the sule's rump with his hemd, =nd he pre-
tended he hed o hard time keepin' the mule from rumnin' off and
leavin' me, "Dern near got that hoss~fly,' he saild,

"I could see the feller had & lively mule, jest the kind I needed,
but I still dldn't let on. Ye rode on a-ways, thea the feller popped
out in the worst kinda' form: ‘'How'll you swap?' he asked, Jest like

that, No ways a' tall like experienced traders do. They talk about

everything under the sun 'ceptin' the trade. So I figgered I could
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take the feller eaay."”

“'T don't know as I care to swsp,' I eandd, I like this mare
nigzhty well., But she wvounldan't suit you.'"

"How come?' he asked, 'What's the matter with hery?*®

"'Hothin' you could lay your hand on.' I said., '"You jest
wouldn't like her,'"

At this point, Grandpeppy without wvamming nearly drowned out
the fire, and ambder mist settled in front of ue, I hastily excused
nyself and returned wvith a2 small cen which I put in front of Grand-
parpy .

"As I wvuz saging.," Grandpappy picked up his story, "whem I kept
tellin' that feller that he wouldn't like Betsy, he commenced lookin!
¢loser an' closer %o see why he wouldn't like 'her., 'Course he couldn't
see nothin! becus there wvarm't nothin' he conld see, You can't tell
pothin' about moon-eyes till the full moon, and M4t wvur a week yet
4111 them,"

I say Orandpeappy's jaw wvorking and mentally patted myself on
the back for thinking of putting the cuspidor in front of hm., But
he worked wp his cud and very cerefully avoided the cuspider. The
fireplace .tnnh: on another coat of amber,

I noted the angle and moved the cuspldor a little more to the
front of Grandpeappy. I didn't see how he could possidly miss it the
next time. He continued his s toryd

"Well sir, the more that feller looked » ¢ Betay, the less he could
see wrong with her, He let me git in front of him so's he could gee
her hind part and he got in front so's he could see all of that end.
He switched sides of the road, 1 Jest waited snd finally he said:

"In spite of viat you say, I don't see nothin' wrong with that

nare, '™
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"] didn't say she had anything wrong with her,' I told him, 'All

I sald was that you wouldn't like hey, '"

"11s she shy?,' he asked.’

“i1S5care her and pee fer yourself, k! I said.®

"He rode up close and Jerked his hand across Betay's eyes. She
dodged just a 1ittle bit. 'Well,! he said, "that shows she hain's
Plind, And she ain't ely either, Has she got sores under the saddle? '™

*Nope.' I sald, '"But you can look fer yourself.®

"1I'11 take your word fer hit,' he said, ‘'Anylow, she don't ach
like she's sore the way she's carryin' you z2nd the saddle =2nd com, '

Once more I saw Grandpappy get set to spray the termites btut
this time, I had no worries, The can was in good pesition. The cloude
burst came, but the can remained perfectly dry. Once more I tock the
angle and moved the can, Next time I thought evea the law of averages
would be on my side,

"The feller didn't seem to notice how I wuz lookin' at his mule,
He wuz the best-lookin' mule I ever saw, and I wus gittin' anxious to
swap, but I mew hit wouldn't do to let the feller mow about that.”

*All uma' sudden, the feller said: 'Let's swap even,'"

"Nope,' I sald., 'I won't swep fer less'n fifteen dollars boot,'"

"The feller studied a 1ittle bit, them he saild: 'I']1]1 zive you
five dollars boot.'"

"Nope,' I said. 'You're the one vhat vants to swap., Its fifteen
dollars or nothin'.*®

"1 can't trade like thad, '" the feller sald, We rode on a plece
and I could see that he stil’ wanted to trade mighty bed., Some people
jest can't stand to oam 2 mule vhen they think they can get a hoss,

Finally he saidd: 'I'IL give you my nev saddle and five dollars boot fer
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your hoss and saddle,.'”

"I told him all right, That sulted me, In fact, I was tickled
all over. We swapped right there and he even helped me move the sack
of corn offa' Betay over to the mule.”

"But when we wug all set again, I salds This is 2 trade, TYou
won't like Betsy, but I teld you before we swapped. '"

"fie dldn't say nothin'; jest looked at me 1ike he thought he
had skinned a erazy man sad rode off,

Grandpeppy stopped to roll his chew around and I %tock advantage
of the pause, I sald: "Well, Orandarpy, it looks to me like he did
skin you,"

*Oh. no he didn't. Didn't I tell you Betsy was moon-eyed?”

Under the accusation, Grandpsppy spat vicionsly at the fireplace,

clearing the can by two feel, 1 moved 1t azain, Grandpappy salds

“Iffen you don't stop movin' that can around in fronta' me,
I'm a'gonna spit right in 187

That set me back a pace, but I saldl "ell, 1t still looks to
me like he skinned you."

"No, he didn't, A moon-eyed horse can't see nothin' a'tall
durin' the full moon., He's plumb blind '#il1 the new moon. But
the feller couldn't tell nothin' 'bout that a week before ths moon

fulled; and he didan't ask me,"




ﬁ thousand hunger-provoking odors

stream densly out into the alley. The timekeeper Wk watchman

who sits by the side-door alley entrance to the Tutwiler kitchen
has a perpetual wrinkle around his nose from sniffing. It is an
inquisitive sort. of wrinkle; gives him the c;.ppearfnce of M &

l e 2 AL &
spent-=a 1ifetime trying-to identify odorse e A _

He ouiciitix is a fattish person, maybe
won't
fifty, maybe seventy years old. He wyifdsRs-say. He has a con-

tented expression. After seeing the tray of food that was his
lunch and after hearing him say that breakfast and dinnerwwsam—
were even larger, such contentment is understandable. Do A

"Why do you want to know about my
work?" he asks. "All I do is sit here in the door and see that
everybody punches the timeclock like they'me supposed to. I can't
give yeu ne hotel kitchen story. Go on in and see Fay Lindsey
at the pantry. She'll give you a stery. She eughta'. She's

bpeen in that spet thirteen years."
So we didn't even bother to ask the

gentleman's name, but stepped into the door and walked down a
little hall to the right until we passed a fresh meat "station."”
A big, yellow Negro stood with a knife a yard long poised in the
air, so we didn't bother to ask him any gquestions either.

Left was a big icebox and a counter
with a fellow in between making sandwiches out of different stuff

and then chopping them asunder with a long knife. The ITtewilee...




kitchen seems well supplied with long knives.

To the right was the range, strepching
all the way across the kitchen. Three cooks weae cavort;;é:from
one pan to the other and every once in a while slinging a plate-
ful of food to waiters who came in and yelled at them in an
unknown tongue. Once we distinguished "O'brien" and managed Lo
connect the name with potatoes. Feeling quite happy ZNNREXNE
kxd af'ter establishing this truth, we looked around for Fay
and spotted her over behind two coffee urnsj a counter covered
with dishes of sliced lemons; fruit salad; tomatoe salad; several
other salads; a toaster, and several other various instruments
belonging to general utility. She was protected from the rear
by an icebox, a‘garbage can, a sink-full of lettuce, and an open

doorway that later proved to go through the bakeery to the store

room.
"Oh, hello," she said. She looked to be

about twenty-five, had a neat figure, reddish hair, strong capable
hands, and legs with burst blood vessels showing through the skin.

"How come," we asked.
“That'a_qgat I get for standing on my feet

tﬁ--"-—-'{.--ﬁ-(..ﬁ-‘ .
ten or more hours a day for vwmise years," she said.

Fay didn't stand still enough to talk W
She kept bouncing from one end of her station to the other, trying
to fill the orders of a steady stream of waiters. One time it

would be pie; the next time coffee, then butter, toast, a salad,

milk, and once a slice of watermelen.




"“Don't you ever stop to nibble?" we asked.

"Naw," she flared. "Who wants to eat any-
thing they have to lcok at all the time. I'd rather go home
and eat milk and bread.'only I don't stay at home. A lot of
us live up on the xkx% thirteenth floor. Didn t even know
the Tutwiler had a thirteenth floor, did you? No hotel that
can help it has a thirteenth floor...to hard to rent the rooms.

"That's funny too..about the thirteenth
floor here. VWhen the NRA..you remember the NRA?7..tried to make
salaries go up, the management told that our salary was high,
but it got down to forty-five dollars a month because room rent
and food was deducted. Can you tie that?

“We have a table set here in the kitchen at
ten in the morning - that's breakfast;rand at five in the afternoom
1 don_t know what meal that is, but I do know this. A room that
can't be rented nohow and two meals a day ain't going to cut my
salary from what the NRA asked to what it is now.

"Why don't I take my meals and room someplace
else? I tried that, but it didn't raise my,salary any.

"But I reckon &fté;AQJJ' Q?Ehrs, anyplace
would seem like home. That little room of mine is furnished with
a dresser and a bed, with a table in the corner. I have a closet
to hang my clothes in. Comes in mighty nice on cold nights. All
I have to do is catch the elevator and Xxhamm I'm home,

"I go to work at two in the afternoon and am

supposed to get off at twelve, but sometimes there's a party and

1 work the night through. Ususally, when we get off, mmxmxoall

of us cross the alley to




Greenwoods and drink a couplaa' bottles of beer. You oughta'

see the Tutwiler crew lined up down the counter about one
o'clock in the morning. When somebody gets to where he can't
1ine his bottle up straight with the rest of us, we go back
to our rooms and sleep until time to go to work the next day.
If I didn't get my one day off a week, I reckon all I'd do
would be zmx work and sleep, work and sleep. On my offday

I usually run out to my mother's. That's where 1 gel bread

nd milk.
"Why don't I stay out there instead

of at the Hotel? That would mean extra carfare and going home
after midnight. Besides, the Tutwiler was my home hxfaxx a
long time before my mother ever moved to Birmingham.

"You see, I'm thirty-six. I married
when I was seventeepjépd lost my husband five years later. 1
stayed home for m then started here at the Tutwiler and

have been here every since.”

"I don't have any time for politics

and such as that. Friday is my off day, so 1 don t even get

s chance to go to church. Seems like all I do is work and sleep.
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