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e At present only fragments of this project have been abstrac-
TUSCALOOSA ted and indexed. Other than appearance of a carbon, onionskin

copy of the story under his name we have no other information
about this writer other than his been attached to the editorial
staff in Birmingham, Alabama. Also there were a two page essay,
"Folklore and Folk Customs,™ a ribbon original which contains
a version of "This 0ld Hammer," and a one page original data
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FOREWORD

E HAVE heard of the boy and his sister coming home from school

to tell their mother, “We learned today we have been talking

» prose all our lives and we didn’t know it.” Likewise many of us

¢« grown-ups have talked off a lot of folklore in our lives and we didn’t

know it was folklore—and if we had known it wouldn’t have made

&, much difference. You can't stop 'em from telling it even if they po-

litely warn you beforehand, “Stop me if you've heard this.” They (or

®, we?) are irrepressible as the tenacious debating opponent of whom

£ A. Lincoln said in 1858 that the only way you could make him quit
o would be “to stop his mouth with a corn cob.”

So here we have nothing less than an encyclopedia of the folklore

" . of America. An encyclopedia is where you get up into box car
!'-'i' numbers. There have been small fry collections of folklore we

‘< might say, but this one is a big shot. It will pass the time, furnish
02 laughter, provide entertainment. And then besides giving you the
company of nice, darnfool yarn spinners, it will give you something

of the-feel of American history, of the gloom chasers that moved
many a good man who fought fire and flood, varmints and vermin, as

" region after region filled with the settlers and homesteaders who
) proclaimed, “We are breaking sod for unnumbered millions to come,”
And now that the days of those pioneers are passed, we have cities

\ ;;, and skyscraping structures of steel and concrete that would have
Ty amazed them, motion pictures and radio transmissions that some
" would have declared “plumb ridiculous,” not to mention the tractors
- ® which can plow without mules and the storm-proof all-steel buggies

. 7 and wagons that do better than a mile a minute without a horse to

' pull,
* And this smart later generation of youth has its folklore and our
r’ encyclopedia has plenty of specimens of Little Audrey, of Knock
' :Lcs Knock, Who'’s There?, of the little moron who being told he was
™ dead ordered that he should be moved into the living room,
Something rather sweetly modern and quite impossible to see as
coming alive out of any former generation is such a story as the
editor dug out of “Chicago Industrial Folklore,” by Jack Conroy.
There it was hiding out in the Manuscripts of the Federal Writers’
Project of the Works Progress Administration for the State of
INlinois. It tells about Slappy Hooper, the World’s Biggest, Fastest

v
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“Sing that sweeten, gooden song again.”
She sang, “Tray-bla, tray-bla, tray-bla, cum qua, kimo."
Wolf, he gone,
Pit-a-pit, pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat coming behind her and there was the woll,
an’ 'e say,
“You move.”
“O no my dear, what 'casion I move?”
“Sing that sweeten, gooden song again.”
She sang, “Tray bla-tray bla-cum qua, kimo."”
Wolf he gone.
Pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat,
She goes back some more and this time when she hears pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat,
pit-a-pat coming behind her, she slips inside the gate and shuts it and
wolf, he can't get her.

Wiley and the Hairy Man

Wirey's pappy was a bad man and no-count. He stole watermelons in
the dark of the moon, slept while the weeds grew higher than the cotton,
robbed a corpse laid out for burying, and, worse than that, killed three

martins and never even chunked at a crow. So everybody thought that
when Wiley's pappy died he'd never cross Jordan because the Hairy Man
would be there waiting for him. That must have been the way it happened,
because they never found him after he fell off the ferry boat at Holly's
where the river is quicker than anywhere else. They looked for him a long
way down river and in the still pools between the sand-banks, but they
never found pappy. And they heard a big man laughing across the river,
and everybody said, “That’s the Hairy Man.” So they stopped looking.
"“Wiley,” his mammy told him, “the Hairy Man’s done got yo' pappy
and he's go’ get you 'f you don’t look out.”
“Yas'm,” he said, “T’ll look out, I'll take my hound-dogs ev'rywhere

I go. The Hairy Man can’t stand no hound-dog.”

Wiley knew that because his mammy had told him. She knew because 8

she was from the swamps by the Tombigbee and knew conjure,
don’t know conjure on the Alabama like they do on the Tombigbee.

One day Wiley took his axe and went down in the swamp to cut some
poles for a hen-roost and his hounds went with him. But they took out
after a shoat and ran it so far off Wiley couldn’t even hear them yelp.,

“Well,” he said, “I hope the Hairy Man ain’t nowhere round here now.”

He picked up his axe to start cutting poles, but he looked up and
there came the Hairy Man through the trees grinning, He was sure ugly

By Donnell Van de Voort. From the Manuscripts of the Federal Writers' Project
of the Works Progress Administration for the State of Alabama.
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and his grin didn’t help much, He was hairy all over, His eyes burned
like fire and spit drooled all over his big teeth. '

“Don’t look at me like that,” said Wiley, but the Hairy Man kept
coming and grinning, so Wiley threw down his axe and climbed up a big
bay tree. He saw the Hairy Man didn't have feet like a man but like a
cow, and Wiley never had seen a cow up a bay tree,

“What for you done climb up there?” the Hairy Man asked Wiley when
he got to the bottom of the tree.

Wiley climbed nearly to the top of the tree and looked down. Then he
climbed plumb to the top.

“How come you climbin’ trees?” the Hairy Man said.

“My mammy done tole me to stay ‘way from you. What you got in
that big croaker-sack?”

“I ain’t got nothing yet.”

“Gwan 'way from here,” said Wiley, hoping the tree would grow some
more.

“Ha,” said the Hairy Man and picked up Wiley's axe. He swung it
stout and the chips flew. Wiley grabbed the tree close, rubbed his belly
on it and hollered, “Fly, chips, fly, back in yo’ same old place.”

The chips flew and the Hairy Man cussed and damned. Then he
swung the axe and Wiley knew he'd have to holler fast. They went to
it tooth and toe-nail then, Wiley hollering and the Hairy Man chopping.
He hollered till he was hoarse and he saw the Hairy Man was gaining on
him.

“Ill come down part t'way,” he said, “’f you'll make this bay tree
twicet as big around.”

“I ain’t studyin’ you,” said the Hairy Man, swinging the axe.

“I bet you cain’t,” said Wiley,

“I ain’t go’ try,” said the Hairy Man,

Then they went to it again, Wiley hollering and the Hairy Man chopping,.
Wiley had about yelled himself out when he heard his hound-dogs yelping
way off,

“Hyeaaah, dog. Hyeaaah,” he hollered. “Fly, chips, fly, back in yo’
same old place.”

“You ain’t got no dogs. I sent that shoat to draw ’em off ”

“Hyeaaah, dog,” hollered Wiley, and they both heard the hound-dogs
yelping and coming jam-up. The Hairy Man looked worried.

“Come on down,” he said, “and I'll teach you conjure.”

“I can learn all the conjure I wants from my mammy.”

The Hairy Man cussed some more, but he threw the axe down and
balled the jack off through the swamp,

When Wiley got home he told his mammy that the Hairy Man had
most got him, but his dogs ran him off.

“Did he have his sack?”

“Yas'm."”

“Nex' time he come after you, don’t you climb no bay tree.”
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“I ain't,” said Wiley. “They ain't big enough around.”

“Don't climb no kind o’ tree. Jes stay on the ground and say, ‘Hello,
Hairy Man. You hear me, Wiley?"

“No'm."”

“He ain’t go’ hurt you, chile. You can put the Hairy Man in the dirt
when I tell you how to do him.”

“I puts him in the dirt and he puts me in that croaker-sack. I ain't
puttin’ no Hairy Man in the dirt.”

“You jes do like I say. You say, ‘Hello, Hairy Man.” He says, ‘Hello,
Wiley.! You say, ‘Hairy Man, I done heard you 'bout the best conjureman
'round here.” ‘I reckon I am.” You say, ‘I bet you cain’t turn yo'self into
no gee-raff.’ You keep tellin’ him he cain’t and he will. Then you say,
‘I bet you cain't turn yo’self into no alligator.” And he will. Then you say,
‘Anybody can turn theyself into somep’n big as a man, but I bet you
cain't turn yo'self into no 'possum.” Then he will, and you grab him and
throw him in the sack.”

“It don't sound jes right somehow,” said Wiley, “but I will.” So he
tied up his dogs so they wouldn't scare away the Hairy Man, and went
down to the swamp again. He hadn’t been there long when he looked
up and there came the Hairy Man grinning through the trees, hairy all
over and his big teeth showing more than ever, He knew Wiley came off
without his hound-dogs. Wiley nearly climbed a tree when he saw the
croaker-sack, but he didn't,

“Hello, Hairy Man,” he said.

“Hello, Wiley.” He took the sack off his shoulder and started opening
it up,

“Hairy Man, I done heard you 'bout the best conjure man round

“I bet you cain’t turn yo’self into no gee-raff.” “_; WPA

“Shux, that ain’t no trouble,” said the Hairy Man, b,

“I bet you cain’t do it.”

So the Hairy Man twisted round and turned himself into a gee-raff.

“I bet you cain’t turn yo'self into no alligator,” said Wiley,

The gee-raff twisted around and turned into an alligator, all the time
watching Wiley to see he didn’t try to run.

“Anybody can turn theyself into somep’n big as a man,” said Wiley,
“but I bet you cain’t turn yo-self into no ’possum.”

The alligator twisted around and turned into a ’possum, and Wiley
grabbed it and threw it in the sack.

Wiley tied the sack up as tight as he could and then he threw it in }

the river. He went home through the swamp and he looked up and there
came the Hairy Man grinning through the trees.

“I turn myself into the wind and blew out. Wiley, I'm go’ set right { .

here till you get hongry and fall out of that bay tree. You want me to
learn you some more conjure.”

Wiley studied a while. He studied about the Hairy Man and he studied
about his hound-dogs tied up most a mile away.
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“Well,"” he said, “you done some pretty smart tricks, But I bet you
cain’t make things disappear and go where nobody knows,”

“Huh, that's what I'm good at, Look at that old bird-nest on the limb.
Now look. It’s done gone.”

“How I know it was there in the fus’ place? I bet you cain't make
somep’n I know is there disappear.”

“Ha ha,” said the Hairy Man, “Look at yo’ shirt.”

Wiley looked down and his shirt was gone, but he didn’t care, because
that was just what he wanted the Hairy Man to do,

“That was jes a plain old shirt,” he said. “But this rope I got tied
round my breeches been conjured. I bet you cain't make it disappear,”

“Huh, I can make all the rope in this county disappear.”

“Ha ha ha,” said Wiley,

The Hairy Man looked mad and threw his chest way out, He opened
his mouth wide and hollered loud.

“From now on all the rope in this county has done disappeared,”

Wiley reared back holding his breeches with one hand and a tree-limb
with the other,

“Hyeaaah, dog,” he hollered loud enough to be heard more than a
mile off.

When Wiley and his dogs got back home his mammy asked him did he
put the Hairy Man in the sack.

“Yes'm, but he done turned himself into the wind and blew right through
that old croaker-sack.”

“That 45 bad,” said his mammy, “But you done fool him twicet. 'F
you fool him again he’ll leave you alone. He'll be mighty hard to fool
the third time,”

“We gotta study up a way to fool him, mammy.”

“I'll study up a way tereckly,” she said, and sat down by the fire and
held her chin between her hands and studied real hard. But Wiley
wasn’t studying anything except how to keep the Hairy Man away, He
took his hound-dogs out and tied one at the back door and one at the
front door, Then he crossed a broom and an axe-handle over the window
and built a fire in the fire-place.. Feeling a lot safer, he sat down and
helped his mammy study, After a little while his mammy said, “Wiley,
you go down to the pen and get that little suckin’ pig away from that
old sow.”

Wiley went down and snatched the sucking pig through the rails and
left the sow grunting and heaving in the pen. He took the pig back to his
mammy and she put it in his bed,

“Now, Wiley,” she said, “you go on up to the loft and hide.”

So he did. Before long he heard the wind howling and the trees shaking,
and then his dogs started growling, He looked out through a knot-hole
in the planks and saw the dog at the front door looking down toward the
swamps, with his hair standing up and his lips drawn back in a snarl.
Then an animal as big as a mule with horns on its head ran out of the
swamp past the house. The dog jerked and jumped, but he couldn't get
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loose, Then an animal bigger than a great big dog with a lung nose and
big teeth ran out of the swamp and growled at the cabin. This ume‘thu
dog broke loose and took after the big animal, who ran back down into
the swamp. Wiley looked out another chink at the back end of the: loft
just in time to see his other dog jerk loose and take out after an animal,
which might have been a ’possum, but wasn't.

“Law-dee,” said Wiley. “The Hairy Man is coming here sho'.”

He didn’t have long to wait, because soon enough he heard something
with feet like a cow scrambling around on the roof. He knew it was the
Hairy Man, because he heard him damn and swear when he touched the
hot chimney. The Hairy Man jumped off the roof when he found out there
was a fire in the fire-place and came up and knocked on the front door
as big as you please.

“Mammy,” he hollered, “I done come after yo' baby.”

“You ain’t go’ get him,” mammy hollered back.

“Give him here or I'll bite you. I'm blue-gummed and I'Ml pizes
you sho’” *

“I'm right blue-gummed myself,” mammy sang out,

“Give him here or I'll set yo’ house on fire with lightnin’,” 3

“I got plenty of sweet-milk to put it out with.” e

“Give him here or I'll dry up yo’ spring, make yo' cow go dry and
send a million boll-weevils out of the ground to eat up yo’ cotton.”

“Hairy Man, you wouldn’t do all that. That’s mighty mean.”

“I'm a mighty mean man. I ain’t never seen a man as mean as I am.”

“’F I give you my baby will you go on way from here and leave every-
thing else alone.”

“I swear that’s jes what I'll do,” said the Hairy Man, so mammy opened
the door and let him in,

“He’s over there in that bed,” she said.

The Hairy Man came in grinning like he was meaner than he said.
He walked over to the bed and snatched the covers back.

“Hey,” he hollered, “there ain’t nothin’ in this bed but a old suckin’

l '.II'
l:.g“l ain’t said what kind of a baby I was givin’ you, and that suckin’
pig sho’ belonged to me ’fo’ I gave it to you.”

The Hairy Man raged and yelled. He stomped all over the house gnash-
ing his teeth. Then he grabbed up the pig and tore out through the
swamp, knocking down trees right and left. The next morning the swamp
had a wide path like a cyclone had cut through it, with trees torn loose
at the roots and lying on the ground. When the Hairy Man was gone
Wiley came down from the loft,

“Is he done gone, mammy?”

“Yes, chile. That old Hairy Man cain’t ever hurt you again. We done
fool him three times.”

Wiley went over to the safe and got out his pappy’s jug of shinny that
had been lying there since the old man fell in the river.

.
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“Mammy,” he said, “I'm goin’ to get hog-drunk and chicken-wild.”

“You ain’t the only one, chile. Ain't it nice yo' pappy was 50 no-count
he had to keep shinny in the house?”

Little Eight John

ONCE an long ago dey was a little black boy name of Eight John. He was
a nice lookin little boy but he didn’t act like he look. He mean little boy
an he wouldn’t mind a word de grown folks told him. Naw, not a livin
word. So if his lovin mammy told him not to do a thing, he go straight
an do hit, Yes, spite of all de world.

“Don’t step on no toad-frawgs,” his lovin mammy told him, “aw you
bring de bad lucks on yo family. Ves you will,”

Little Eight John he say, “No'm, I won’t step on no toad-frawgs, No
ma’am!”

But jest as sho as anything, soon as he got out of sight of his lovin
mammy, dat Little Eight John find him a toad-frawg an squirsh hit,
Sometime he squirsh a heap of toad-frawgs.

An the cow wouldn’t give no milk but bloody milk an de baby would
have de bad ol colics,

But Little Eight John he jes duck his haid an laugh,

“Don’t set in no chair backwards,” his lovin mammy told Eight John.
“It bring de weary troubles to yo family.”

And so Little Eight John he set backwards in every chair,

Den his lovin mammy’s cawn bread burn an de milk wouldn't churn,

Little ol Eight John jes laugh an laugh an laugh cause he know why
hit was,

“Don’t climb no trees on Sunday,” his lovin mammy told him, “aw hit
will be bad luck.”

So dat Little Eight John, dat bad little boy, he sneak up trees on
Sunday, |

Den his pappy’s taters wouldn’t grow an de mule wouldn’t go,

Little Eight John he know howcome.

“Don’t count yo teeth,” his lovin mammy she tell Little Eight John,
“aw dey come a bad sickness in yo family,”

But dat Little Eight John he go right ahaid an count his teeth, He
count his uppers an he count his lowers. He count em on weekdays an
Sundays,

Den his mammy she whoop an de baby git de croup. All on count of

dat Little Eight John, dat badness of a little ol boy,

By James R, Aswell. From God Bless the Devil! Liars' Bench Tales, by James R,
Aswell, Julia Willhoit, Jennette Edwards, E, E. Miller, and Lena E. Lipscomb, of the
Tennessee Writers' Project, PP. 172-175. Copyright, 1940, by the University of North
Carolina Press. Chapel Hill
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Wiley's peppy was a bad man and no count, He stole watermelons
in the dark of the moon, slept while the weeds grew higher than the
eotton, robbed a corpse laid out far burying, and, worse than that,
killed three martins and never even chunked at a crow, So everybody
thought that when Wiley's pappy died he'd never cross Jordan because
the Haiyy Men would be there waiting for him, That must have been the
way it happemed, because they never found him after he fell off the
ferry boat at Holly's where the river is quiecker than snywhere else.
They looked for him a long way down river and in the still pools be-
tween the ssnd-banks, but they never found pappy. 4And they heard a
big man laughing acrose the river, and everybody said, "That's the
Halry Man." BSc they stopped looking.

"Wiley," his memmy told him, "the Hairy man's dome got yo' pappy
and ho's go' get you 'f you don't lock out.”

"Yas "= he said, "I'1] look out., I'1l take my hound-dogs ev'ry-
where I go. The Hairy Nan can't stand no hound-deg.”

¥iley knew that because his masmy had told him. She knew because
she was from the swamps by the Tombighbee and knew conjure. They den't
know econjure on the Alabama like they do on the Tembigbee.

Cne day Wiley took his axe and went dowm in the swamp to cut some
poles for e hene-roost and his hounds went with him, Put they took out

after a shoat and ran it so far off Wiley couldn't even hear them yelp.

"Well," he said, "I hope the Hairy Man ain't nowhere round here now."




fe picked up his axe to start outting poles, but he locked up and

there came the Hairy ¥an through the trees grimning. He was sure ugly
and his grin didn't help much, IHe was hairy all over. His eyes burned
like fire and spit drooled all over his big teeth,

"Den't look at me like that,” sald Wiley, tut the Hairy Van kept
goming and grimning, so Wiley threw dowm his axe and elimbed up a big
bay tree. Ne saw the Hairy Man didn't have feet like a man but like
a cow, and Wiley mever had seen a cow up a bay tree.

"What for you don. elunb up there?™ the Halry Man asked Wiley whem
he got to the bDottom of the tTree.

Wiley climbed nearly to the top of the tree and looked dowm. Then
he olimbed plumb to the top.

"How come you climbin®' trees?" the Hairy Nean said.

“liy Nasmy done tole me to stay ‘way from you. What you got in
that big erosker-sack?"

"I ain't got nothing yet."”

"Owan “way from here,” sald Wiley, hoping the tree would grow some
more.

"Ha,"” said the Halry ¥en and picked up Wiley's axe. He swung it
stout and the chips flew, Wiley gradbed the tree close, rubbed his
belly on it and hollered, "Fly Chips fly, back in yo' same old place."

The chips flew and the Hairy Man ocussed end daxnmed. Then he swung
the axe and Wiley knew he 'd have to holler fast., They wemt to it teoth

and toe-nall then, Wiley hollering and the Hairy ¥en chopping. He

hollered till he was hoarse and he saw the lairy Men was gaining om him,




"1v1]1 come down part t'way," he said, 'f you'll make this bay

tree twicet as biz around.”

"I ain't studyin' you," said the Hairy Man, swinging the axe.

"I bet you cain™,” said Wiley.

"I ain't go! try," said the Hairy Nan.

Then they went to it again, Wiley hollering and the Hairy ¥em
chopping. Wiley had sbout yelled himself out when he heard his hound-
dogs yelping way off.

"Hyoassh, dog. Hyeassh," he hollered. "Fly chips, fly, back in
yo! same old place.”

"You ain't got no dogs. I sent that shoat to draw ‘em off.”

"Syeasah dog," hollered Wiley, and they both heard the hound-dogs
yolping eand coning jam-up. The Hairy Man looked worried.

"Coms on down," he said, "and 1'1] teach you conjure.”

"I can learn all the conjure I wanbts from my mesmy."

The Hairy ¥an cussed some mere, but he threw the axe down and
balled the jack off through the swamp.

When Wiley got home he told his manmy that the Halry Man had most
got him, but his dogs ram him off,

"Pid he have his sack?"

"Yas'™m."
"lex' time he come after you, don't you olimb no bay tree.”
"I ain't,"” seid Wiley., "They ain't big emough around.”

“Pon't clisd no kind o' tree. Jes stay on the ground and say.

'Hiello, Halry Nan.' You hear me, Wiley?




"Ho'™m,"

"He ain't go' hurt you, chile. You can put the Hairy ilan in the
dirt when I tell you how to de him,"

"I puts him in the dirt axi he puts me in that croaker-sack. 1
ain' puttin' no Halry Nan in the dirt.”

"You jos do like I say. You say, "Hello, Hairy Man.' leo says,
"Hello, Wiley.' You say, "Helry ¥Nen, I don heard you *bout the best
conjuronan "round here.' ‘I reckon I sn.,' You say, 'l bet you caint
turn yo'self inte no gee-raflf,' You keep tellin' him he cain't and he
will, Then you say, 'I bet you cain't tum yo'self into mo alligator.’
And he will, Then you say, 'Anybody can turmn theyself into somep™n
big et a man, but I bet you cain't turn yo'self into no "possum,’

Then he will, and you greb him and throw him in the sack.”
"It don't sound jes right somchow,” sald Wiley, "but I will."
So he tied up his dogs so they wouldn't scare away the Halry Man, and
went down to the swamp sgain. 5o hadn't been there long when he looked
up mud there came the Halry San grinning through the trees, hairy all
over and his big teeth showing more than ever. He knew Wiley ocame off
without his hound-dogs. Wiley nearly clisbed a tree when he saw the
erosker-gsack, but he didan't. e

"Hello, Hairy ¥an," he said,

"Hello, Wiley." He took the sack off his shoulder and started
opening it wp.
"Hairy ¥en, I deme heard you "bout the best conjure man round here."

"I reckon I is."

"I bet you cain't turn yo'self into no geo-raff.”




"Shux, that aint no troudble,” said the Hairy Man, fﬂ.“’
1= WPA

"I bet you cain'’t do it."

So the Hairy Man twisted round and turned himself into e geo-raff.

"I bet you ecain' turn yo'self into mo alligator,” said Wiley,

The goe-raff twisted around and turmed inte an alligetor, all the
time watching Wiley to see he didn't try to run.

"inybody can turn theyself into somep™ big as a man,” sald Wiley.
">ut I bet you cain't turn yo'self into nmo 'poseun.”

The alligator twisted around and turn into a "possum, and Wiley
grabbed it and threw it in the sack.

Wiley tied the sack up as tight as he ecould and then he threw it
in the river. He went homs through the swamp and he looked up and
there came the Hairy Man primning through the trees.

"I turn myself into the wind and blew out. Wiley, I'm go' set
right here til you get hongry snd fall out of that bay tree. You

warnt me to learm you some more conjure,”

Wiley studied a while., He studied about the Hairy ¥Nen end he
studied about his hound-dogs tied up most a mile away.

“Well,” he said, "you done some pretty smart tricks. But T bet
you cain't make things disappear and go where nobody kmows.”

“Huh, thet's what I1'n good et. look at that old dird-nest on the

lisb. ¥Now lock. It's done gone."

"How I ¥mow it was there in the fus' plase? I bet you cain't make

somep™ I Inow is there disappear.”

“Ha he," sald the Hairy Man. "look ot yo' shirt."




Wiley loocked down and his shirt was gone, but he didn 't care,
because that was just what he wanted the Hairy MHen teo do.

"That was jes = plain ol shirt,” he said. "But this rope I got
tied rourd my breeches been eonjured. I bet you cain't meke It dis-
appear.”

"Huh, I can make all the rope in this county disappear.”

"Ha ba ha," said Wiley.

The Hairy ¥en loocked mad and threw his chest way out. ¥He opened
his mouth wide and hollered loud.

"From now on al]l the rope in this county has done disappeared.”

Wiley reared back holding his breeches with one hend snd a tree-
1limb with the other.

"Hyeash, dog," he hollered loud enough to bde heard more than a
mile off.

When Wiley ani his doge got back home his mamny asked him did he
put the Halry Man in the sack.

"Yes'm, but he done turned himself into the wind and blew right
throurh that old crosker-seck.”

"That is bed,” saild his mmmmy. "But you deme fool him twicet.

'F you fool him again he'll leave you alone, He'll be mighty hard to

fool the third time.”

"We gotta study up a way %o fool hin, menmy."

"I'11 study up a way toreckly.” she said, and sat dowm by the fire
and held hor chin between her hands and studied real hard, But Wiley

wasn 't studying anything except how to keep the Hairy lMan sway. He Soock




his hound-dogs out and tied one at the back door and one at the front
door. Then he crossed a broom and an axe-handle over the window and

milt a fire in the fire«place. Feeling a lot safer, he sat down and

helped his mammy study. After a little while his manmy said, "Wiley,

you go dowm to the pen and get that little suckin' pig away from that
old sow."

Wiley went down and snatched the sucking pig through the reils
and left the sow grunting and heaving in the pen. H'tuokth.plg‘buq_ll_;r
to his masmy and she put it in his bed.

"Sow, Wiley," she said, "You go on up to the lof't and hide.”

So he did. DBefore long he heard the wind howling and the trees
shaking, and then his dogs started growling. Fe loocked out through
a knot-hole in the planks and saw the dog at the fromt door looking
dosm toward the swamps, with his helr standing up and his lips draam
beck in o snarl, Then an animal as big as a mule with horns on its
head ran out of the swamp past the hougse. The dog jJerked and Jumped,
but he couldn 't get loose. Then sn animal bigger than a grest big
dog with a long nose and big teeth ran out of the swamp and growled
at the cabin. This time the dog broke loocse and took after the big
animal, who ran back down inte the swamp. Wiley looked out another
chink at the back end of the loft just in time to see his other dog
Jork loose and take out after ean animal, which might have been a
'posgun, but wasn't.

"Law-dee,” sald Wiley. "The Hairy Man is coming here sho'.”

fe didn't have long to wait, bocause soon emough he heard something




with feet like a cow serambling around on the roof, He knew it was the
Hairy Man, becamse he hoard hin demn and swear whem he touched the hot
chizmmey. The Hairy Man jumped off the roof when he found out there was
a fire in the fire-place and came up and knocked on the fromt door as
bigz as you please.

"Senmy," he hollered, "I done come after yo' baby.”

"Tou ain't go' get hin,"” nammy hollered back.

“Give him here or 1'11 bite you. I'm blue-gummed and I'1]l piszem
you sho."

“I'a right blue-gumned myself.” mammy sang out,

"Give him here or 1'1l set yo' house on fire with lightnin'.”

"I got plenty of sweet-milk to put it out with."”

“Give him here or 1711 dry up yo' spring, make yo' cow go dry and
send a million bolleweevils cut of the ground to eat up yo' cotton.”

"Halry Men, you wouldn't do all that. That's mighty mean.”

“I'n a nighty vean man, I ain't nover seen a man as mesn as I an."

¥ 1 give you my baby will you go on way from here axd leave every-
thing else sl one.”

"I swear thet's jes what 1'11 do," said the Hgiry Man, so mammy

opened the door and let him in,

“He's over there in that bed,” she said,

The Halry Nan esme in grimning like he was moaner thean he sd d.
He walked over to the bed and snatched the covers back,

"Hey," he hollered, “there ain't nothin' in this bed dut a old
suckin® pig.”




"I ain' sald what kind of & Daby 1 was givin' you, and that
suckin' pig sho belonged to me "fo' I gave it to you.,"

The Hairy Van raged and yelled, Te stomped all over the house
gnashing his teeth, Then he grabbed up the piy md tore out through
the swamp, knocking down trees right and left. The next morming the

swamp had a wide path like a oyclome had out through it, with trees

torn loose at the roots and lying on the ground, ¥When the Hairy Man

Y

was gone Wiley csme down from the lef't.
"Is ho dome gone, manmy?"
"Yos, chile. That old Hairy Mam cain't ever hurt you again. We
done fool him three times.”
Wiley went over to the safe end got ocut his pappy's Jug of shimmy
that had been lying there since the cld man fell in the river.
"Mammy," he said, "I'm goin' to get hog-drunk and chicken-wild".
“You ain't the only one chile. Ain't it nice yo! PAPPY WAS 80

no count he had to keep shinny in the house?"
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LEETA RIDES HIGH

Reef Waldrep

"Really, Ottison, you shouldn't call me 'Lee'."

The girl speaking was small and cute. The boy she
was speaking to was square and corny.

"lee- -Leeta --why do you have to be so uppity? Now,
you know there's no sense in all this highflalooting stuff,"

Otto rolled over on his back, and looked up at the sun. He had

shade his eyes. Crossing his legs he looked at the girl standing
in the sun with pity.for him written on her fine features, Her
1




lips quivered with impatience, her small hand dropped with
hopelessness. He was so stubborn, so mule-headedl ILooked
like he would have a little artistic consciousness,

She was silent so long that gfto rolled over on
his stomach, and pulled himself to a sitting position. Then
he propped himself against the trunk of the shade tree, and
said real friendly: "Gosh, hon; we've been going with one
another all our lives. WYe played hide ancd-seek together. There
ain't no use putting on airs...."

Leeta turned sharply, and her blue eyes narrowed
until you thought she would have locked mean, DBut Leeta was
so pretty she couldn't look mean if whe wanted to. Her mouth
and her eyes were made so they looked better and better the
more she twisted them around.

Now she stood up and pushed her hair back from
her face., She looked down on the sprawling Otto with scorn
and contempt. Then she bent and toock a bocok from the leaves:

The Complete Works of William Blake. There was a firmness to

her lips, a quickness to her movement that made Otto jump up
in alarm, His stubby, brown hand reached out; but leeta was
haughty. ©She jerked away,

i{hen she stopped and put her hands on her hips,
spread her skirts by spraddling. Her eyes flashed from under
long lashes. Otto almost fainted with her beauty, as he
reached toward her.

"IListen to me, Ottison Newgood, I've tried my
best to understand the higher things of life. I've done all

that's humanly possible... You're just stubborn...”
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Her voice shook with emotion, her lips trembled;
and she brushed her hair nervously. ZThere was a pleading in
her tone. Yet she was firm and resolute, Otto could hardly
listen o her she was so pretty with the sun coming through the
leaves of the tree and making her hair full of light, and making
her moist lips shine just a little, He was so dreadfully in
love with her! But what could a man do? When a woman has fits
2 man had better just shut-up---he guessed., Gosh, but it was
hard to be quiet with her so pretty and =so cute.

"YVou won't read what I tell you. You won't
talk right. You won't pay any attention when I try to tell
you about poetry and art and—-the real things. "hy. when 1
was reading that essay on T.8, Elliot you went to sleepl"™ One
hand left her slim hip, came up slowly and accusingly: "You're
just plain stupid. And Ottison New Cood, I am through with
you., I am totally, completely, and finally through with you.
You can have your old picnie, your old car, and everything you
have, Go shead and fish, T'1]l walk home-—-" Here her voice
grew dreamy--— "and I'l1]l enjoy the glory of nature while you
snore your head off on that fish-bank." GHer little chin went
into the air, her heels stuck firmly into the soft earth.

"Gee, Lee~ta, I don't know what to do,"

"You needn't come to get me for the show tomorrow

am going to eatch up on my reading."

"Gee.e."

But 1t was no use. She was behind a bush, and

hitting it toward the road, fifty yards away. Otto dropped

back on the ground with a whimper, and reached for a sandwiche.
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He munched heavily and sadly. He crossed his legs once more,
and closed his eyes. The freckles showed plain by the bright
light.

His mind was very busy. He was pained and hurt.
Women have to be queer and funny. A giy didn't know what
got into them. They were happy onépinute, sad the next, and
high flalootin®* the next. Sometimes they had their nose so
high in the air that you walk around like you are barefooted on
glass., Then they get sweet and chummy and you feel like the
biggest guy in the world.

There was Leeta, the girl he used to play leapfrog
with, reading that fellow---"illijam Blake —going around saying:
"Tiger, tiger, burning bright in the forest of the night." £&he
was jumping on him about his talking and telling him how to
say things. Tellinapim he ought to =it straight, and quit walking
with his head down. Cne time lLee wasn't that way. One time

she didn't care if he yelled across the street: "Hey, Leel Hiyah,

Maybe she would get over it. HReckon she was going

through some kind of a stage. He hoped so. He wanted to marry
her someday. Then they'd go to the famm and have a family. But
the way Lee was talking now there ﬁasn't much chance of a fellow
bringing up something serious. For she weuld, sure as shooting,
start talking about some of the poets, telling about a fellow
name of Rossettl, Wordsworth, and shooting off her mouth about
chakespeare. A man had no time for such stuff. Life was too
good to be wasting with a lot of dead men. He tried to tell

her that once, as they were swimming dom on the creek. The swim

was over, and they were sitting near the edge of the water with




Reef Waldrep
415 W, 115 £t.
New York City

their feet dangling in the flowing water. They had been picking

blackberries that afternoon, and had brought thelr swimming sulfs,

Now, they had swam, and were resting on the bank.

"Here'!s the way I figure it, lee," he said. "A
man has got to be serious. It don't matter how much he talks, 1it's
what he really is that counts. I ain't no talker like you are,"
he confided, as she looked still and culet. Fis eye caught
her round shoulder and it was hard to think, much less say
anything. Most of the time, in the old days, he wouldn't have
had to say anything else. She would have smiled and acted like
she understood everything. %That made a fellow feel swell, Now,
she was quiet and cold, "I ain't no talker, but you know what
I mean,

"o, Ottison, I don't know what you mean. Some
man sald that anything that cammot be exyressed does not exist.”

Of course she had him there, and he Jjust had to
be auiet., All the time he new well as anything what she was

She was thinking he was a dumb ox.
"Ottison, it is getting late,” was what she said.
Otto tcok a bite of his sandwiche without opening
There was a frown on his face. He had asked, he
remembered, about her, He told his mother, and she couldn't
answer him., "Fome girls get some mighty bright notions in
their head. TLd drop her coldh” was what his mother advised,
But she didn't understand things. She didn't know how Leeta
could be sweet and nice. 5How she could make a fellow so glad
and so thoughtful. How her voice could make noises so sweet
he had to swallow., Fven now he loved her when she was djgeging

him and telling him just as plain as everything he didn't have

any sense because he wouldn't understand poetry
L
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please, try to like good things. Call

me 'Leeta! not'Lee', My real name is not vulgar. And you ought
to make everybody call you Ottison. Otto---how vulgarl"

It looked like she was going too far sometimes,
Especially that time he went on a date with her and she spent
four solid hours reading to him about the Rime of the Ancient
Mariner. Spots of it were pretty good the first time, but
"R she kept on reading things over, and saylng: "Wiat
does it men?" "What does it suggest?" "How wonderful, how
beautifull®” All he could do when she'd read it over was to
grunt, and she wanted to know what "images" he saw, She would
talk about the meter and try to get him to sing it off. And
he never did like things twice, three times, and he Jjust couldn't
stand the tenth time., Le was the sort of fellow that can't
stand to see a movie twice.

fo it wasn't any wonder he was glad that date was
over. Let her have her Keats, he muttered, as he grabbed his
hat., He was muttering all the way home and while he was taking
off his shoes and getting into bed. He usually went to sleep
quick when he hit the bed. Put he lay for a long time thinking
about her. It was a revolution with all that poetry buzzing

in his head and her "ahs," and anger.

"Y'd be a pretty peaceful fellow," thought

Utto as he rolled over, and picked up his fishing pole, and
walked to the edge of the creek and threw in his hook and sinker
with a wrigging worm. He held the pole out over the creek, and

thought hard.
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"I ain't a person to get mad :nd fight. The only
fight 1 ever had was when that Jack Beers threw a cup of
white wash on Lee. I wouldn't have fought then if lLee hadn't
squalled.”

Otto saw there was no bite. So he too his pole
in his ammpit, and picked up his straw-hat, and pulled it down
over his dry, yellow hair. Then he walked down the road that
Leeta had left on in all her haughtiness. He was thoughtful as
he plodded on to the car he had parked in the ditch by the
bridge. He was thoughtful as he piled his things in the rear of
the open car, and crawled beneath the steering wheel.

It wasn't a long walk for her, he reasoned, Before
he bought the little car, he and she had walked it a lot of
times. No, she could make it. The chances were she would be
mad though. But what can you do when a girl is in a pet? You
canT sooth them with words. You can't laugh it off, and you
can't ignore them, Geel

Otto's car puttered and popped, ;ﬁﬁ pitched forward.
He was in a daze of thought and dreams as he drove, Utto was a
deep thinker, he thought. Lee.didn't think g0, but he knew he
was., Che ought not to think I am dumb just because I don't
imow a lot them doyble- jointed words and read a lot. Just
because a fellow makes a failure in school is no siegn he ain't
got any sense. the principal had told him about that when he
guit school,

"Come in here, my boy," said the principal. He

was Mr. Duff. He is a fine fellow, remembered Ottc sleepily,

&
and yawﬂanu 1nto'his cuppecd hand which he moved from the steering
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wheel a moment. They had gone into the office. "Take a seat,
Otto. You're not doing so good in your work, are you, my

"No, 4 reckon not, Mr, Duff. You see, I..."

Then the principal had ralsed his hand and smiled,
lt was good to get that smile., For Otto was felling pretty low.
Those grades he was getting were hurting him a lot. He didn't
admit it, but they were. The other fellows seemed to make
grades without anyktrouble. He must be dumb, he thought. The
principal never got mad at him, though. His mother worried
about him, and used to say to the teachers:; "Otto will not
study. He doesn't even read the funny papers. I have never
seen him pick up a book in all his born-days. All he is
interested in is fishine and playing. He doesn't care about
anything elsel

The teachers were worried, too. They couldn't
get him to write plain. They couldn't get him to read distinctly.
They couldn't get him to prepare his lessons., He Just wouldn't
learn hist ry.

But everybody liked him. The boys liked for him
to go on hiking trips and be a boyscout with them. He could
tell Jjokes and laugh; and he had a pretty good singing voice,
But his songs were homemade, He never could learn, or never
would, the songs waje the teachers wanted him to. He'd
pick his guitar and hum a little, <ing a little. He was best

fl " :
when he was arcus a camp-fire: then a word now and then

would come out pretty sleepy. A humming would come, more words;

and all of a sudden he would be singing some*hing that was happy
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and bright. The boys would turn over on their blankets to

listen. "‘¢
5 RM E tto like%he principal better than any teacher
WYPA S

becaucte to knew the princiapl didn't markdown so much as did
the other teachers. Even when Utto would say made-up things
about George Washington on history, the principal wouldn't
mark down.

fo Otto didn't mind when the principal called him
into the office one day, and saild: "Don't you worry about your

grades, Otto. You aren't dumb. You're smart enocugh. Some

people aren't cut out for grades. You weren't made to study
books. You were made for other things. Don't you worry, and
you just laugh if anybody tells you that you are dumb."

Otto was remembering those words as he drove,
Never had he felt dumb any more. He didn't really believe he
was dumb when Lee said he was. <he principal knew if anybody
did, he reasoned, He was the smartest man in town, schooclman.

"I don't think you ought to be wasting your time
in school, Otto. You ought to be somewhere else, Now, you
can stay if you want..."

Otto remembered how happy he was when the principal
said that, He had never liked the school. He would sit
sit very lonely in his seat about Springtime and look at the
sky and the green branches of the bushes thatvgreat against
the panes., He had the hardest time sitting through the classes,

fc¢ he qult school,

Lee did not quit school, but went on through

, and on until she got on the school stage and made

Utto‘ went to the program the night she graduated,
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and listened as she spoke her plece bravely. ©She was pretty
in her white dress, her hair done up just right., £&fter it was
over he took her in his amms, and she hugged him., It was
before she went arty, and she did not talk about him quitting
school.

He often wondered why she took up with him., She

was smart in school, and he couldn't do a thing. F‘fhe was

always the best when the class had to memorize a poem. £She

was always the best when they wrote themes. Put she had

always likq>ﬁim better than anybody. They went to school

parties together, played together, courted together, and
laughed together. Cfhe was always understanding., Then she
began that roetry businesg. She read things to hbp’talkgd
of things to him. §She -ﬁﬁ'd'that poets had the keys to the

universe.  When he kissed her good night, he thought she had

"Do you know what life means, Otton?" she
wanted to know another day. He always grew cold when she
asked things like that; he felt naked. Che began td talk
about the creatave imagination, the sublimity of thought.
fhe talked about the rhythm of the senses. Che told him about
the intoxication of the soul, the beauty of words, and the
power of sound. He watched the light in her hair and was
silent,

Then he sald: "The dickens, Lee, you know, I
ain't good at that kind of stuff. I sorta like them poems you
read, the wnes that sound pretty. But I ain't going nuts over
them., I ain't cut out for thinge like that. Professor Duff

sald T ain't dumb, just not cut out...."




Reef Waldrep

415 W 115 St. -11-
New York Clty

That kind of talk a¥ways made her mad and she
wouldn't talk, but would be still and calm. “hen off she
would go again when things settled down. It was pretty
good to listen to sometimes. Especlally when she got eager
and leaned forward, talking fast as cshe could, the words
tumbling out, her eyes flashing, her fingers jabbing. Then
she would makeg things all rough again by asking questions)
and, GCod knows, he didn't like questions, If she would just
talk herself and quit wanting to know if he was convinced,
it would be 0.k.

"T tell vou right now," she said one day when
they were eating a chocolate frosted, "Iﬁpll you 1 don't

like to talk to a person 1 can't convince.,"

Otto decided when he got to town that the best
thing for him to do was to go around to her house and try to
talk her out of her pet. Che might be darn sericus this time,
He sure didn't want to lose her when she was prettiest thing
in the world and the person he couldn't live without. E£o he
pulled the steering wheel sharply to make the turn around
the block to her white home. He parked near the shade 1n the
vard, jumped out, and knocked on the deoor, He brushed his
yellow, sandy hair quickly as he waited. He smiled.

He heard somebody coming, and he caught his hands
behind his back, and began to whistle idly. He turned
sround when he recognized the footsteps of Leeta's little

sister.

"Hello, Otto," said the little sister: she
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locked a lot like Leeta. "Vhere's Lee—-Leeta?"

"Che's not here?" The face of the child was
all smiles. FChe liked Otto and Otto usually told her stories
to make her like him more. ©She would sit in his lap as he
spun dreams about fairies and giants out of his head and
stories that didn't come out of story books you buy.

"Cay, Sis, when has she been in?"

"You took her with you, didn't you?"

"You mean che hasn't been back since we left this

"Wo, Otto." Vtto put on his hat, and walked
back to his car at the shade. He looked at the sun, and saw
1t{was getting pretty low, Che must not have come in when ghe
left him. Che must have gone to the school to get some library
books. Ctto, backing the car almost into the culvert, turned
around, charged toward the school, around blocks. Twisting and
turning he wound his way to the school, He parked on the drive-
way, and once more jumped ocut, and went to a door. He pushed
into the vacant building, across a hall to a door which
had a sign printed in black letters on it: LIRRARY: silence,
He heard the fluttering of pages. Ffomebody here.

Fe caught the knob of the dceor, pushed in, Glancing

along the stacks of books, the chairs undey *hdFight of the

tall windows, he saw Mr. Duff. The principal lifted his length
from a chair, and closed his book on a long finger.
He smiled: "Otto, don't tell me you want a book?"
"Wo-—-no --" He glanced swiftly. "I'm looking

for lLee—IlLeceta,"
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"Leeta," wepeated Mr, Duff. He was still smiling.
And welcoming. I'arn soothing. But Mr, Tuff didn't know where
she was, and hadn't seen her. He spoke softly and slowly, and
the first thing Otto knew he was sitting down and telling Mr,
Puff about the spat.

"What can a guy do, I'm asking you, Mr, Tuff? I
like her a lot. In fact, I'm crazy about her, £he Just sticks
her nose in the air and gets mad when I carlt memorize that
poetry of hers." Duff listened cguietly and warmly and he found
himself telling things he was surprised about later on..

"T tell you: We'll look her up, and I'11 talk
to her. You're a fine boy, 0Otto, and she ocught not treat
you this way."

Later the two were in the little car, and the
fromn was deepening on Otto's freckled features. They drove
back to the woods, to the path she had left on, and to the
bridge where the car was parked. They struck out through the woods.
They yvelled and they called, They cut across a pasture to

a place where Otto and Lee built toadfrog houses of damp sand

as kids, and where they sat as older people, There they found her

foot-prints. CSharp heels of her shoes stuck deep.

Then there was a movement, a sight of color, and
Leeta perched on a fallen log, book open, and #8 a deep study
on the roundness of cheek and forehead. »he must have heard them
long before,

"Leeta," exclaimed Otto. Che looked up, and
showed her boredom by continuing to read. Ottpo dropped his

hands to his sides.
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"Jeeta."

She looked up. Mr., Duff motioned Otto to one side.

Then he walked up. "Let me talk to you about Utto." 0tto himself

dropped to a log some distance away. He put his face in his

hands, dug in the pasture with his heel. He watched the two as
they talked. He saw Leeta shaking her head and the calm,
insistant head of the principal. The sun was sinking behind
the pasture, and nothing could be seen but the light coming

up pink. There was a stillness and Otto could hear the

sound of their voices. Mr, Duff was soft-voiced, but Leeta
sounded mad.

Finally the young man could stand i1t no longer. He
went to them when they were very evident at odds, He was hesitant
and his eyes were pained. He walked =low and was timid. At
first he didn't say anything. Stood there looking at Leeta,

He tried to make words come to his mouth. He wanted to tell

her how much he loved her, to blurt out he was different like
Mr. Duff said, not cut out for words and books. He wanted to
tell her that he knew things about fish and rabbite and dogs.

He wanted to tell her he had grand feelings some days, and he

there. "I ain't much."

went intc the air. He felt warm at the
stubbornness that made her prettier than ever, He saw how
bright her eyes Mere. He saw her little clinched fist, and the
little foot tapping against the log she was couched on,

"If I eould write a poem it wwuld be about you." He

looked up as he said that. For he felt sort of sugery as he
said 1t. Leeta stole a cautious glance at him, but immediately

froze up.
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He moved closer, hands outstretched., He was
pleading. Figher and higher her chin went into the air. When
her eyes caught his she trembled, and almost melted.

Her heel kicked the weeds at the base of the log,
where it was buried in the loose gravel of a dry-stream bed., Che
was feeling his voice. Then there was a soft, definite rattle
domn a+ her feet., A sudden rattle, a sharp warning rattle., A
snake uncoiled and struck even as they watched. The girl's
bare leg bore a mark of red blcod.

She scraamed, her fingers caught her book. BRBoth
hands tightened on the volume of Blake., Otto dived with the
eloquent words of his dying in his throat. He slung th- girl from
the log, and she fell in a pile ten feet away. FHis hands caught
the snake. Pop, like a whip over a pair of mules, The head of
the snake was off., He threw the still scuirming, thrashing
coils into the weeds,

A moan of agony left his lips. He had the girl in
his arms. He was whinigg with her pain., He was hugging her. F£he
was sobbing on his shoulder. But on her leg there was the red

mark of snake-fangs. More of her blood was easing into the

Sweetheart." He carried her to the green grass

of the pasture. Placing her @&wn gently, he knelt over her.
By this time Mr, Duff was there, whipping out his knife. The
girlts facé blanched.

"No." OShe clutched at her volume of Elake.

"We have to, Lee., In a hurry. We have to. 1t%s

poison."

Otto didn't argue with her. He took the knife from
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nuff's hand. He pushed the girl down. He caught up her leg.
His own teeth sunk into his lip, as he slashed deep. The girl
moaned, but the look on his face expressed more pain than

d1d her voice and face combined., He was firm and he was steady.

Fe -ucked the blood from her leg, bandaged it with his white

handkerchief.
"My darling,"” he whispered.
The Rlake was still held tightly to her breast.
He dropped her leg:; then almost without warning fell back in
a faint. He was @& like turning out a light. DTuff smiléd
at Leeta, but she was taking the boy into her arms. The principal
took him fram her, placed him back, lifted her 'k on the log
in her comf<rtable niche. FHe propped her injured leg. Then he
took care of the boy. ESlapped his face.

Otto looked at Leeta first when he came to, and
bounced up swaying. HEe rushed toward her. He caught her hand.
He looked at her leg. There was a wild light in his eyes.

Mr., Duff started across the field,

"Wetve got to have a doctor....for her leg.,"

Leeta was studylng Otto. Ehe looked at the book
in her hands. F£he looked into his eyes. He was scared to death.
He had the same loock on his face the time he came to see her
when she was sick and the doctor said she wouldn® live. He
had the same lock on his face all day the time he jerked her from
before a car., Now, his fingers trembled.

"Wou've got to have a doctor. That legl"

"™r. Duff has gone. I'm all right. You sucked

all the poison out." He was examining the leg. His fingers

were fumbling and tender like a fussy mother.
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"It's my fault." He was filled with a hate for him-
self. "I made you mad, 1t was me that didn't like book$Se I'm
dumb, Leeta. Ion't you ever pay any attention to me, I airt
worth it., 4 don't know a thing. 1 can't pass. 1 flunked, do
you understand? I flunkedl" He caught her hand. "Ycu gorna
forget me. Xou're going to quit dating me. You're going to
leave me alone."

She was looking into his eyes. Then she looked at

the sky, and then at the book in her lap. & rosy hue was ‘,WVQ'
~ %

-

filling her mlw®_face and her soul. 3 5,,,,

"I ain't got any kncwledge why you ever cared
thing about me. I never did know why you looked at me, ." Her
chin was trembling, but her sturdy, small body was like a fist
full of determination. Her fingers clutched the volume of
Blake. "You want me to talk about Poe, but I don't know nothing
about that sort of fellow... I never did feel like he did in
them poems you read to me. I can't talk..." She was thinking
that Tennyson, maybe, didn't have anything on this guy.

The sun was entirely gone. Soon Duff was a long

distance across the pasture. PBut@to didn't notice, nor did

Leeta. OShe was still c&#éd on the log, and Otto was talking

and pleading.

"I promise you I'1l like books and ¥'11 read
the papers so I can talk to you about Hitler and Mussolini.
I'1ll try to learn about ﬂome and Greece., J'1ll do my best to
know things. I know you get tired talking to a fellow that
never did know anything. BPut Mr, Duff said 1 wasn't dumb. He
told me straight-out. But I guess you do get tired of me just
talking about woods, the things there. You get tired me telling

you how I feel when I go swimming, how I like snow. <“ut that




Reef Waldrep
118 W, 115 5%
New York City

f< 311 T ¥now. Honmest, will you be friends with me, I...J"

Teeta rot of€ the log, ohe '}"‘Opppd her bOOk,

~ 2 ’ +4+ A+ ac her

‘_‘,Ff'q" Fiﬂ""’“ on 'I..-ir- jiprr‘ wlalz ﬂir“r}"“ L‘l]" ':ETI: H_n!“]‘l.,i'ﬂ . el
e

"wou can call me 1lee,! 1f you want....'
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SMALL FLOP

He's & small town politieclian, this Joe T. Beasley is,
He was mayor once, and he still is town clerk. There has been
a time when he was a big shot, but now he ain't no big shot, and
this damn town, she sure is proud of 1t. Eizﬁﬁlﬁtgzg,rﬁa
beat this town out of more money than you can guess.

Hel%,he sent his daughter to schocl, sent a boy to school,
and lived in a Birmingham hotel on thirty bucks a month he got
for being mayor. Damn his hide to hell, I don't min' telling

off on him. 4ind, By God, I don't care if he is scared todeath

ASEEe%x right now, He can kick the bucket any time he




gets good and ready.
This town has seen enough of his pot-belly twisting

+he
along the street, that fat face andhthin lips. The damned

lier, cheat, pie-eater}

He thinks he is in one hell of & spot right now, and
the funny thing and the good t' ing about 1%, he can't pull no
dirty politics and get away from 1t. He can't call in some
of his relatives to vote him out of 1t. He can't nam® hils man
and his spot now., He's got to face it a1l on his own, damn
his hide.

JOe T, Deasley, Judga}they called him, God knows whyl==-=
he can't carry that belly around now; i1ts gone; 1its was ted
away; and the rest of hinfs going to waste away. He threw
toc many of them parties while his 0ld wife was home eatlrg
corn bread poked in butter-milk---1like slopping pigs, by S=a=

God, while he goes to town end sleeps in hotels, and cells in
'thleq

them piﬂ‘ba’h&q! bm sthat don't have to eat butter

milk and corn breed, and milk and ehmrn the milk like his

0ld, swivelled, burned-out wife doe
Se




Buddy, you know how he started out. Of course, it's

e lifal He was here in town about thirty years ago, they say.

I can't remember. They say he was a farmer then, had a little

pateh; the saw-off bgﬁtu;q{-clod-hOppar didn't work then.

Maybe that's the reeson he raised all them no-eount kids,

the damned Charley, Howard, Wheeler, Wellis---that 53\ -a)?d
buneh, I guess he ffgﬂxgd he'd ga&_t them to work, and when

- .

S

they wouldn't he quit.
He come up to town during the war, and bought the house
there this aidetnllx of the bridge, on the corner on maein-
street. It was a box; but as he got a bet ter chance to stenl
from the towmn---Goddamn his stinking, brown hide---he put
on a porch, roofed, painted, and fixed it a little. Sure, he
still owes for the house, and always will, He pays th%intoreat
thet 1s all, And he owes every store in town a few dollars,

more Or less. They ®n't s credit him any more.

e
Well, ..som-alkd, baw come o town, sold his

little two-bit farm out there on the railroad toward Golden.,

He put him up a pool-room. Now, I

admit that was the stursr as
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far as Joe T. Beasley is ooncermed. Just the p}ace for
a saw-offed, dark, black-~haired rascal.

And you'd think he wouldn't have any ambition, .Especially
when you heard the tale, as how he once woer n a bridge, and
lifted so mueh he couldn't work nq’ more . fo, and on the living,
eternal God, he didn't. *e ain't worked e lieck since, if you

don't call® that vota-oyaaing he does work.
A o I,/“"\ €

Thn&\sdbux:ab:g& beB‘ﬁgsigot t0 be mayor somehow---back

before I can remember. He walked in, and all I cen ramember;:tha

——

first thing I ecan remember}ﬁ\mimy Paw cussing an' raising hel l

because he goﬂinto of fice. H; knew the fellow wasn't no
count,

I reckon you'll put up with anything for meyor. Wall,
he shore put up with the job, He dragzed imkww h!ibu\( around
towmn on high. He politiced, and he politiced., He slapped
shoulders...

and he grafted---grafted---graf ted---ocrooked and he

crooked. Go to jail for a drunk, you would, and he'd come

around grinning end a-hinting, and a-rubbing his hands. You'd




WA know what m he wanted. You grease that fat runtls
paws with half the fine, and you'd go s¢ott free. But that
0ld brother-in-law---the one that got shot through the neck by
the fellow that was going with his daughter---that o0ld brother=-
in-law, Shamlin, could get to jail and never pay = dime. But
the reat of the fellows would stay in that jail a-cussing and
a=goddamning-a~-helling all night until people couldn't sleep
for the ever-lasting cussing, but Joe kept hiﬁpfhere until
he Torked over a nice little lump of money.'

By God,ﬁ and}ne was elected againj e:_m'r} wh;m he

the | |

bank-rupted the town., Hell, #town bankrupted four more times.
If we was like a car, we'd been drove off long agko, but you
can't pull-up some roads and sidealks and water works and
haul them off. And one time we could have raid evefy tring

off. JUhen Dr. Copeland was Mayor, he had the five thousand that

would set the whole town free of debt, then that Joe T. Came

was ted s tn+,
in., He squandered, he H, and he FH. e sunk into debt.

W#orse than that, as far as the churech people are concerned,




Honky Tonks sprung up, it wasn't good for a woman H to

\Wempn
walk down the streets. js§s was everywhere, and they say

Joe kept him a woman,

He pumped this town dry as a masheorange, and he strutted
around spruce as ever, He grinred and gave that soft old
handshake. He'd pull the fellers off to one side to talk

confidential~like, you know., It drug in the votes; H

of course, he was elected again and again.

He was a big shot. He was head of the daﬁocratiﬁ

t-model |
machine, The party give him a _-} in the t-model days
to work the county in. He went up to Russellville and
talked with the fellers up there. ™“e could trade the town
like a dozen eggs. I've got this and that, you give me this
and that, and we'll all get ou¥ man, he'd say.
His gals went through college, part anyway, and taught

4
school, but, bngod, that daughter of his, her vile temper and

all don't teach in Red Bay no more---she's out now, just

like Joe T.'s going to be---only he's going to be out like a




light.

You know that son of his, Wallis, the Church of ’IIIET
Christ preecher, the Csmpbellite, some people call his' kind.
You know how he went up inte Arkansas and went thfough that
1§ﬁmpbellite college, end made a preacher---well his pa didn't
pay that, not Joe T, and him/lnli( mayor, he didn't, You know,
he let that little church that can't psy a preascher regulare--
let them pay his boy through schocl. I don't know for sure
he really paid that set of gals way to colleges either, But I

do know that them gals is paying Joe T. money right this hour.

See him goinﬁTﬁiing in Martinfs Taxi---that's sehool- teaching

money,
Sure, he brags about having a job, Sa¥s he could
have one up in Tuscumbia for campaignin% forH Dixone===-
job hell---thet's bosh:. He's an 0ld men---T'11 tell you--
ot, you ought to know what kind of a guy he is.

H You see him hanging around “oe¢ Weatherford's offive,

{-L". fa*{_-fr -

begeing for,scraps. You see him ell worried an' thin, You

know some thing's eating his guts out,
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I tell you he's scared. He's afraid.
i1t ain't because the mechine double-crossed him, kicked
9
him out of the mayor neater than he ever knifed anybody himelf,
: N
%
It aint that, and you know how he go#out. You knoﬁ how. they
come and told him that he was a goner. "You're lost out in

o
this town. TYou eouldn't drag down enough votes to buyiﬁha

1@& nigg_er girl, Joe, P We're %elling you--=-get
out." He says "no" to them, but they pushed him, and said.
"That Cleveland fellow we want in---well, he's soft. He's
putty.” 4and that is the truth so help me. Cleveland ain't
got any sand. He'll glad-hand every guy he meets. They told
him anyway that Cleveland would resign mind you, and Joe would

be appointed~ -~that'd be a slick un on the voters.

Joe come through, and Cleveland was eased into office,

but not before there was & hell of a fight and & lot of trading

around. They even had to put out a notice saying Cleveland

wouldn't resign, Well, you know what happened. After the

election Joe was out--he was stung---he run around like

hell, He didn't% know where he was. There was Finch recordinc




fines : ':
all the FII., fining people, and collecting the money. They

glve him a little job, but if he couldn't git his pews on

som@ fines and taxes he wasn't noway interested.

For a while he could console hisself with the knowledge

his boy Trevis was collecting the water-work bills, but

after a while the juice was all strained out of that., Some of

the fellows begin to notice crockness in the bills end f"'.'

begin wanting some checking. That put Travis on the hot spot.

He had to tighten down, end ge* honest, and that is a hell of

a job H for a Beasley,

Then o0ld man Shamlin got in jail, and he coulin't pay

his fine--~Joe couldn't turn him out, for it wasn't his

Job to turn out people any more. “e send Howard up to plead,

but pleeding didn't do anygood.
|

Yor was Joe dregging in any bribes from the Honky Tonks.

Now you know why the bastardg 80 sick, why he salks

in = XSmgeex vhisper. You know why he high-tails it to hospitals

all around the country--living off his sister. You know why

he hires 2 taxi---being sick he says--and rides in the afternoon?
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He is so thin he can't wear his o0ld clothes.

Now, you know what he's doing?’ He says people bot her
him, and he's gone to Florence % live irn a hotel a while.
Bother him}

He's sunk, and I for one am shore glad. I know, I know=-=
these little jack-lag towns have to be crooked, but ByGed, 1f
that is true, I'm alweys glad %o see a 1ittle bastard like
him go down. I ain't mugh myself, just a loafer, and I'm

glad to say good=by to the runt. No, I ain't telling my

1
neme, and I wouldn't be talking if L knww ii‘ see you again!

You know why he so0 sieck looking now, eh. Hal'

He thinks he's dying end going to hell ---and he will} Hah}
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Sory teld at Hodges School R, ¥V, Ygldrep, JIr.,
Bditorial Departmant.

You ain®t a=goin® to beliewve vhat I'm oe=golin® %o tell you, but I 4n't

win® thet a=talls for I 444n"t nelther vhen I heocerd hit, but I allus wae

rind of ull=headed thatea-wny. Neo e-;h oy tol' me "bout hit, and I pd»
goin' %0 tell Mt Jjust the wy I hoord MG,

Hit?s sbomt 1471 Biliyhoy, dowm on Gum. Ne wns s=catia’ green svples,
and that thore is 2 bad thing for the Yellys for 1t draws you wp o' shoots
poine ~round., 3Mllyboy vas a=lnprtin' and he fMasered he'd 2o 74t on Grandma's
bigz feather bed and git over hit "fore his mammyr come "long with the eastor of).

He got higself & chalr and plunked right in th' siddle of thet there bed,
snd hugsed his belly and moaned for the paln S0 stop.

But Mllybay, he ain't beon there a minute *$i1 he ‘one felt something
happening to that there bed. He crewled over $o th' edge and looks at '
floor, an’ hits #atil)l there, but hit shwre looks fur than ordissry, shore as
hook. Mllybay gusssed S wos that thre delly of Me'a sakin® Ma see
that vay and feel thateaswny. No salddl "Mllybay, yous=sll plush sone foolidh.
You quit thas,*

Hllyboy want "head holding his belly, and a=looking out the windows
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throush them niee white curtaine of hs mamy's. “hore as heck something wae
s~happening to that the~-e ded of hes'n. No eravied over, and shore as hegk
it looked 1ike he was plusd four feet from that there floor. ™o chalr he
clished uwp on wee under hinm. “"Dogrone my hide," sald 3M1llybay. "I'm fotching

on o orasy spell, alr q‘:;qb batted his ayes snflhe looked agein. Wit shore
IA':"#

v

1s0kted funny.

Hi: vos funnyt fer thet Dod we moving toward that there window, and
them vhite curtaing was s-bruwshing Billybey on the shouldsr. 3llyday, he Just
grsbbed nt them curtains, snd he pulled them down, and he 'mew his Memmy would
viip him shores Put a felleor had to hold to sonpin vhon dede was a=movin'
1ike ons of them thore ballooms at the saraiwval.

T™hat thore Bie ole, fat ole, soft ole festher bed we out'n the vindow,
and ¥11ybay Mo wvas cravling over that there bcﬂ._ eravling from laf't %o right,
dottom to top, and all "hout 1ike a sered 1ittle pig in a plgpens Wit shore
ws sompin th' wey that there big ole, Tat old, soft ole ded was a=doin’,
Magbe Oranpenpy's spodk wan aeghooting that there bed, Ho died in hit, dida't hol

Wit wvas plusd aight out there, snd the moon and th' stare was aeshining
1ike Pappy's lantera vhen Papyy wee a-lmntin'® 'possums. B4)1yboy he decided

he'd oy for b mommy, ond he oried, dut Mt wveren't no usej for thnt bg ole,

fat ole, soft ole Ded vas wp thers so high Mllybay could see the teop of the




That ole bed jlst kept s=rising and a-risingt so Billyboy wiped his ayee
on the sheet, and oaid ha'd be & man and Jist go moat the Angels and the devi)
ton 1f he vanted hinm. Mllybay Jint mev he was sedying, and he thought Rl
slzad unnatural fer a 11ttle booger 1dke him to die, Dut he'd heerd tell other
ide hnd éled, and he rechoned Rt wos nll righti since God wae a~doin' hit,

e stood up on thet bed, Ms feet miring in the soft ole ded, e walked
to the edze, and almost fainted he was gittin® oo Mgh wp there. Fe could see
slusld over to the ole Hatton plage. "hore ar anything he could see the lamp
ssburnine in Pat Merdin's house. Ponged 1f he veren't wp there. And he woe
still a~rining.

BM1lybay felt scol sad he oreviled under the sheete and bugeoed "em to himg
for the Yroone s o tugring snd & horing them sheels,

™he bod riz snd riz aad iz, Mt riged sloweliks, dut Mt was roglar,
31lyboy thousht "bout leaving NMs msmy ond hies papgy, oand he was slad Me
11717 sister snd Ma 1171' brouder woe sestaying vith them. e vished he could
stay ond keep 'em company, plck th' cotton, hoe th'corn and chop th' wood,

Pore muwy an' pepry!

Mllybey lay thore and he lay there and Mt got dark and darkergfer he
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ves zitting up sbove some of them stars and ‘course ™t vasn't a8 1ight as Mt
would®ve besn. Neo sailed uwp past the bYig dipper and th' 11t41e doper,and he

was asgonsting up th' Mlky Yay.

§i1lyboy looked down and he could see ole Gum Oreck seshinin' down there

nikg
/ONVEN

and the limy food aewindin', NHo was lonesome.

Ee viz snd ho iz, and he consd to th' moon. Mo coned and comed %o hit
541 ho oould see th' trees and the houwres on 2iS. Thet sef ole Mliybey to
shinkin', and e know he could put off goin' to hesven a 11%1" and Mo shorve
vanted %o meet ole Poter on "nother day. So Mllybay pulled out th' piller,
and ho degis to un~onbroider all that faney 1aoe. Ne 444 1% guick, and he mnde
hMa 2 laseo, and he comed up elose to SA' moon, and got wp on his ‘mees, aad
vhiried that lasso., Ne whirled hit, and whirled hit, and throwed hit on a
tree over there on th' moon. He got hit toee.

He pulled hisself over thare close %o the tres, tled the cormer of that there
bod to th' tree. No Jumped out on that there tree, Uosh, hit was sticky! “he
rosuns shore was rising early.

Ho went to th' tree 1ike one of them squirrels. Ho landed on th' ground,

s~icnookin' bark ae he wvent, Nis foot was smachestudk. Nit wvas midy ae all

glt=out, MNust have had & sonker for hit t0 Do 20 muddy. ¥Ho pulled hie foot,




and the stuff wes like sweeotzum on the teeth.

Thet bark was all over his fingers vhere the rosum ws sticking, =md he
put his hand %o his moush osh, hit wms sweet==ilis here ToTum waa,. Hit was

she flaver of new "lasces. ‘hat was sompin'l

Bs logeed out's thet mud 1ikes mules a=logein 12 a Dog. He ssed a 11t
gravel path, sad ho was glad he was on hit. “he rocits was vhite, and hs nicked
ano of them uwp, and M4 looked liks rock candy. He llcked kit, and Mt ypg rook
candy .

Milvbay sodd@l "1 guses this is hoaven shore.” o locked at the gwaae,
and sredbed g Bandful, and hit was otiff, and he tasted hit and Rit vas candy,
the flaver &f vintergreem. Gosh, Mt beat all giteout, now dlda's hith

e comed to a Brides, and the loge of hit were muthin®' Dut that ole
striped peppermint =’ that ole horehound candy. The water vas a rushing
and skirlin' under the bridge, and he vas thirsty, and he bdbent down smong
the rock candy, and took him a drank, and Mt was lemmade Ne got uwp, and vent
on and sood a wells he drawed s Dusket of rootbeer, and took a drank. HiS
was fine. Maybe numy and peppy could hoe thd ecorn all right without him.

ivery dang thing was csandys. There wes all flavers, all kinde. Stdele,

ascorted, and fancy, There was choool-te and! divinity,
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Mllybey he just went along and a=reschin' down and a=grabbdia' handfuls
to sate Ho wae stuffin® 1t sy 1ike he wes a bz at sloppin' time.

Then th' ole witoh come along, snd Mllyboy's eyes degin %o pop, 20d he
rubbed Ms sticky hands on his shirtwalst: He mowi he mew! Hit was the devi)
ghore. Wit wae 2 voman, Dut hit wvas the devil too. Can't you seo them there
long ole teeth a-dripping suff juice 1i%e melting 1oicles? Can't you sees that

moan ole wye, a=shooting red sagd fire and smoke? That ole snile was delong to
/GG

(s
the devil shore. ?“; EM& o)

Milybay runned, dut he got mired in a caramel svamp. That ole devil saldl
"I'11 fetech you out.” Them ole jolned fingers caught him, and pulled him sut.
"Thiak you, sub,” oald 11ttle Billybey, "I'11 be a=goin'.”

"Tou kin come with me, 111" Dop.”

W nasny an' wy pappy vwill de a=lockin'.”

"Come with me." He comedi fer th' devil tuck hm. He come %o the chocolate=
brick house, and vent into a2 room, and the door hit wvas simt and looked dehin' him.

That night, vhile Pillyboy was aegmawing on the marshmellow pillareand
s=licking the lemm bDedetida, he heard that ols Devil sae=einging » song. And
s=talkin® to hisself. "I'%® goln' %o ent rele meat, rale meat, shore as I' bohn,

Serve I eot candy all sy 1ife, and now 1'% goin' %0 ot meat. 'm plusd sick an'




tived of that ole exndy. B3illydoy, he vill eoat good,

Bi1lboy vhimpered an' whimpered an' bavled sa' squalled, but his didn's

do & speck o good, He ot candy 41 he couldn’t stand no candy. Ne wished
ole Santa Clams would quit brangin' him that ole :ltu"f an' jJist bring Mm come
thicain' zravy an' some zood ole cchabreac.

The day hit passed, and at night 1171' Mllybhey slept on vhat wvas loft
of Ws marshmellow pillow, He woke all sticky and sweot, and the day pasved,
sa' another an' snothers fer the ole witoh wanted a bz neal of rale meal.

3M1lybey thought an' thought fer a way %o git svay. He thought an' he
thousht, dut his werea't no uses Then the wiltch comed, an' lod him %o th'
dtohen vhare ho was stirrin' th' pots "See that,” said the ole viteh. “I'n
sookine you som stuff., You're goia' to be dolled in rootheer,”

"How,” sald Mliybey, fer he was smars sone of the time, “"Fow, looks % e
lak you'd vant to cook me ia walter.”

“There, but there ain't no water on the moon} ain't nothing but lemonade,
orange Jules, an' rootbeer,”

*l can make rootbeoer into water."

"Tou kin? 1'11 be dang. Nore's the spoom.”

Mllyboy he poked more wool under She pol, an' viled on more peppermint

vood, and horehound logs. It was s-sputtering an' aepovping. The roothesr was
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ashollin', BMllrdoy said funny noises, an’ closed his eyes 1lke he was prayin’.

' ols vitah watehed sn' wvatohed, an' ho nodded Ma head, sn' looked at 11701°

Mllyhey an' licked his lipe. “hem ole tusike was a=ripoinkt,

"How,"” sald Mllybay, "taste this here water.” The rootheer was bubblin'
an’ 31in?. Ole vithh come near, sn' stuck cut his 1ip over the pot to keep th'
vater from drappin® on th' floor. Mo stusk out over th' pot, and Bllyboy, well,
he Jiet wp sa' pushed ols within, an' he rumned out Wh' door, an' rumned to the
tree, snd runned on top the feather=bed. FNe ripped “im a hole in the feathor=ded,
an' pitehed out half them feathors, an' he done landed in the Jones pasture,

bout a sile from home, "fore dark, Ne wae plusmd thankful.
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