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For forty-two years, George Carter has been pulling
and shoving at the handle of a eross-cut saw, He is a big, slouche-ghouldered

man, six feet three inches tall, 220 pounds of bone and muscle, He is 62

yoars old, but he says proudly, "I ain't never asked no rest time-~1 ain't
never been white-ayed bBut once, an' I got to tell you 'bout that." His skin
;ll dark and leaShery, his eyes black and squinted, his coarse, blagk halr
/7. et it SN,
slan
It vas Sunday afternoon, and he sat there on the/front
porch of his shanty with his willow=bottomed chalr propped against the wall.
His huge feet were covered by rough cotton socks, out at the heels and toes.
Ee pulled hard at a cod plpofmslmr cane stem, and he sald: "A old
man gits purty lonesome-=like out %o hisself this-a~way; dDut I ain't got no \
cause to grusble, I been around lo%e in my dsy, sn' I done buried two oLt
women. You couldn't give me another'n, They's $00 many runnin' 'bout that
you don't have %o feed, a
"Gittin' down %o vhat you axed me, I been loggin' and
2axxikn foolin' 'bout sawvmills since I was a duck of a doy. 018 Man Blalock,
over at th' valley, says he wouldn't give me for four common men., Hg oughtter
know, He's seed a lot of logzers.
"Why, when th' ol' man was runnin' a mill over thar in th'
holler, buyin' his lumber tree by tree, he says to me, 'George, I got %o make
a profit. I got %o git trees that'll make fine, clear Yoards; an' 1%'s go'nter

be up %o you %o git 'en,! VWell, sir, I fot enmuff of 'em %0 make him wich, I



Jest go up to a tree an' look 1% over, an' I can tell you vhat kind of lumber
it's go'nter make. I can spot th' knots ‘way wp 'mongst th' limbs, I can even
tall 'bout how many feet of good boards or floorin' there is in a tree.

"Ho ain't never paid me right, but I don't need nothin'! much now,
Vhen I was a young duck I worked fer fifty cents a day, sunup to sundown; but

I weren'$ workin' feor him back them, Th' ol! man pays me Swo dollars now, an'

siposed
no/mupmuxnt to be th' boss logger. I ain't s'posed to work but eight hour a
4

day, dus I could count on my ten fingers how many times/Ziwm got out o' th!

woods 'fore good dark.,

"0ne time I went to him "bout my pay, am' he put on a mouth that
vas as pore as a wvidder womsn, He says, 'George, you kmow I'm yore friend;
I1'4 pay you more if I could, But my sales is ‘way down. If I'm go'nter keep
eatin' myself, I can't pay my help no more, I%'d bust me, an' then we'd all
de out in th' oold.' Well, I ain't been to him since that day, He thinks I'm
a daamed fool, dut I ain't blind, A man that's deen lumberin' as long as me
nows a few things. I can look at th' stock in his sheds an' knmov that he was
lyin' wvith a face as bare as a baby's rump. I know vhat I cut in Exf th'
woods, an' I know how mmuch lumber 4%'11 make.

"He's go% plenty money t0 keep him th' rest of his life, He don't
bank 4% over at Sylacaugy. He banks some of 1% in Birningham, an' some in
Mobile., Tony told me 'bout that, an' he ought'er kmowj he mails most of th!
ol' man's letters wp at th' Springs. Tony's th' commissary man, an' he says
ol! Blalock is s0 stingy he wears buttons on his pants made out of his owm
wood, He's that tight, all righs."

Goorge stretched his towering frame, his dare, sun-baked arms lifted
shove his head, H§ shuffled his chalr nearer the eodge of the porch, wvhere he
could prop his feet against the twe-by-four railing., He ikmociced the ashes out

of his pipe. .
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"I been aroun’,” he sald at last, "an' I ain'{ proud of some

of th' things I done, I never did lmow no mammy an' daddy, Some sald I was &

wood colt, but they never sald it to my face. Anyway, I was gived away. 1 was

gived %0 a ol' man named Sears over on th' rivery=- mo an' a girl they sald

vas my sister,
"That ol! man nigh 'bout vorked me %o death, He had a big farm

over thar, an' 1t got %o vhar I was doin' jest "hout everyihing., I stood 1%

1511 I'se fifteen year old, an' then I rumned away. He kotched me th' first
time an' vhooped me '$il my ol' jacket stuck %o my back, it was so full of
blood, Byt I made uwp my mind he wasn't go'nter keep me, Next time I runned
avay, 1t wvas in th' night, an' I orossed th' river an' set out down th' road,
I kopt on goin', mmt an' 'fore I knowed 1%, I'se in Selma,

"I %ell you, I was so hongry vhem I got thar, an' I'd drunk so much

vater, that my belly thought I'd took in washin', I've heexd folics say Shey

wouldn't beg fer nmothin' if they was starvin' $o death; but they jest ain'$

never bdeen hongry emuff, I went up to a house an' I begged, an' I got some
coffee an' some cornbread. I ain't never tashed nothin' so good as that, ant

I/scen good vittles in my time.
"Hey wvas & circus thar in Selma, an' I'd not seed one before in

l:f-‘iut.l Jost comed uwp on it wvhile I"u wvaliddn,' an' I went up,Smxkishoockex
"ﬁt-lh boy=like, %0 listen to th' music. They was Sakin' down one of tht
a".tnh. an vhen I'se standin' thar gogzle-eyed, & man come uwp on me, He says,
;;-- { "By, you look stout; you wanta work?' An' well, I was needin'! a job "bout as
" bail as & body could. I pltched in right $har, an' I done so good that they

$0ale/me along in th' vork gang.

i "I done all right, too. I was "hout six foot high then, an' weighed
clos} e two umdert pound, I was 1ike & ox, an' couldn't none of them men

outwbrk we. But my dander kept risin' up, an' if I'd hed bug-sense I'd &

o
¥ b el - F s ol



knoved trouble was comin!, I'd keep gittin' my dander up vhen th' boss-man'd
come 'round with his cussin' an' bullyin', I'd B'4l in my imnanis vhen he'd
Kok & nigzer, an' I got %0 thinkin' what was go'nter happen if he ever
kicked me,

"He weren't high as me, but he was broad an' built clos! %o th!

ground, He didn't have no good side %o him--hs was jost mean as hell--an' even

wvhen he was in good lmmor, you kmowed he was Jest & rattlesnake in th' sun-
shine. You knowed there weren't nothin!'bout him that was any good a=-tall.

"Well, sir, I let a rope slip one day, an' he comed 'round to whar
I was. Ve was at a 1ittle town in North Oa'lina, sn' that's a good piece from
W.Hsnhﬂdmﬂnlmuuu'mmwm“tm“p'nm
be troudle, Then, 'fore I lmowed what was happenin,! he kiciced me.

*I reachod down on th! groun', and I got my fingers on & sledge hammer
that was lyin' thar, I said, "Tou son~of-a~bitch, you kick me jost one move
time an' I'11 ki1l you. So he'p me my good God, I'1l lmock yo'r brains dowm
yo'r throat.!

fIV1]1 say this feor him: he weren't no coward, He jest looksd at me
a second or two, an! then he comed $'ward me, I lmowed he meant businessj I
had $0 perteic myself, I raised that hammer an' I lmocked him in th' head
nh-ﬂththfdllmd&mlmmm. then, but didn'$
nobody try So kotch me. I guess mmmeyx ever'bhody vas glad,

"$o this day, I don'$ lnow vhat become of him, He might~a dled, for I
¥ds hm a solid lick, Since I got religion, I pray 'bout it sometimes, dus I
adn't nover been shle o feal sorry 'pout 1%, Ho axed fer 1%, an' if he got
well, I bet he didn's kick nobody olse for a long time,"

| \. George stuffed his pipe with sack tobacco again, gtruckk a match on the
pinebpard floor, snd puffed silently for a fow moments.
L/ / ®I% Sock me mor'n & month $o ght back hyar, I was ragged an' hongry,




m'Idldn'thawmfri.-ﬂntogoto.butlmtlpwﬂndlm::ph'
badc %0 ol! man S.are'. I'se fealin' grown now, an' I knowed I/smcxmmbk goin'
%o take no more deatints from him, I mowed I'd Jeill him Af he ever laid &
hand on me, fer I couldn't even think 'bout him am! not burn in my head, Somo-
tives I thought 'hbout that gal that was g'posed to Ye ry sister, but I never
imowed that she was. She was & 1ittle ol' skdmny, lightwhaired gal, an' she
never favered me. Some folks say I got Indien blood, I wouldn®$ lmow, But 1
m!dmthhninwuu'mﬂ.unlnﬂm.

"I done things that th' good God won'h over forgive me for, Vhem I
J—ab.m:. I aldn't have mo friends tcept Tom Orecn, & migger that lived

dmtnﬂoouﬂumty ‘bout th' bend, I went down thar with him, an' he was as

/,thmulwnamum.lhﬁ:ﬁoMpIW' an' whisky drinkina'

dhnthnr. mlwauhcdumhhauthntnuh'hlael'm:alm‘bmt—n
f.h'hom Vhen we'd glve outes whiskey, we'd jest make us some more an' go
{/ right shesd vaisin’ hell.
7| %A Ynch of miggers who worked at th! Jegkson sawmill over at th!
| Egﬂuluumdmtom*shouoonw.n'hmu'dphwm
vith tem an' take vhat thiy hal, Tyat's cne of th' things I won's over be
fﬂﬁfﬂ.MmMp'rMM'dﬂtmmotmwm
/" ¢m Satusday, sn? then Ty an® me'd git ‘em drunk an' take everything they
wu!wauﬂlmonh'ﬁhofqh.dtldl.lpitiﬂﬂtthﬂ.
A jorasy drunik nigger gived it %0 me vith a butcher kmife.
'x-wuammuth-mutmtmm'mmvw
raﬁ.d.hm' mo was makin' vhigikey an' gamblin' sm® fishin' a little for a
'nvln'.n'umm'pd.lmthnmhw.hmtm«tm
an'! went over th! mountain 0 a sawvmill that had started rmnin! over thar.
They was a bunch of niggers woridn’ at th' mill, an' ono of ‘em was a nigger

named Dog, who had & $all, mlumtunmthﬂmh'lm&




vateor, Tom saw her once, an' then he comed %o me an' gald that he couldn't
lcok at ter an' stand still. Th' thoughte of her jest rumned all over himg

an' then, that Satumday he got likkered wup.
®He headed straight fer that Doc's shack 'spite all th' way I Degged
hin to stay awvay. He had a pistol in his overall pocket, an' I knowed that he

was goint atter wvhat he wanted, I bYeggzed him right to th* door leadin' wp te

th? ghaok, but they wasn't nothint! gould be done, He went up thar and waliced
*

in th* door,

"He wasn't no sooner in than Doc's woman started hollerin', I was
standin® out in th' road watchint, for I lnoved Tom was drunk emuff to shoot
me if I tried to stop him, T door was open a 1ittle, an' I could see kim
wrastlin® wvith that yaller gal, ant hor soreanin'® like she was in & bed of
snakkes, Higzers started rumin® out of all th' ghacks, an' gome of 'am heoaded
straight for th' sawmill bollsr room,

*1 Imowed then that thar wvas hell %o pay, for that was vhar Rmmik Doo
was workint?, In no time a=tall, he comed runnin'® $'ward his shack, an' he had
& xibskaxine rifle in his hand, Eo stopped out in th' front yard, an'® he
called out, "Oome outea my house, nigger, or I'm comin' atter you.!

"Ho haidn't no more than said 1t vhem T nm comed %o $h' door, He didn't
say 2 thing, ho joat loveled down with his plstol an' started shootin! at
Doo=-I don't lmow how many times. But Doc Jost stepped Dack of a tree thar
in tht yasd an? walted *$41 Tom had finished, Then he radsed that #ifle o
hig ghoulder, |

"I never seed a shot ga'ged better'n that one. !o- stepped badk from
thd door, kinder %o one side, but Doc seamed 0 lnow vhar he was wtandin.d
730 shot Shrough th! wall 'hout two feet from th' door, am! _;‘-Ithnlt hmpt 8ot "1.\
Tonn Pight through $h! belly, We runned wp $o th' house sh! ho,/m qu‘n Th! \"'3
gal /was under thY bed, | |
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"Now I'm $h' sort that kmows wvhat side my bread's bDuttered on,
I kmowed them people might say I was Tom's friend an' have 1t in for me, But
when I seed he was dead, I lnowed that a dead man can't do nothin' for now
body. So I started cussin' him right an' left, an’ tol' Doo that 1'd soe Sidix
$ht law didn's 4o nothin' to him, I d4d that, too, fer I went over to th!
county seat at Rockford an' helped see that they didn't bother him, Tey jJest

had a 1ittle hearin?, an' then they Surmed him loose.
"1 didn't lose nothdn® by tellin! vhat I knowed, They was a young

man named Hughes who was munin! th'! gawmill, an' he told me that he was
%0 thank me for what I'd dons fer his nigger, Well, sir, I seed that th' time
was right, an' I axed him fer a job, He gived it %o me, an' that'y vhar I
started out savmillin®,

"I vas a growwyp msn, an' I was as tough an' as stout as a mule,
At £irst, I helped fire th' biiler, totin' slabs fer 1%, but them one day Mr,
HBughes ocomed wp %0 me, He says, 'I'm short in th' woods, Georgej I need
Yogzers out thar, How'd you 1ike o try yo'r hand at 4%.7 I tol! hin that 1'd
1ike it fine, an' th' next day, I was pullin' at th' end of & crossout saw.

"Well, sir, I had som'pun heppen out thar that gived me a lesson.
I don't min' Sellin' you "hous it, fer it's got funny 0 me mow, They was &
14ttle ol' men helpin' me ¥me who was named Devis, sn' he weren't nothin! bud
s runt, ThS first time I seed him I vanted %o lmugh, fer 1t vas xARx fumny
to think he could keep up with me on & saw,

"t gecond day I worked out thar, he was goin' in %o th! commipsary

for som'pun, an' I gived him a dime an' axed him %0 git me pome *bHaccer, h*
wvas gone a couple of hours, H'Mhmwhloﬂn&vwﬂd;
He come right to me, an' he sald, 'George, I dome lost that dime of yowrini
111 pay it back come Satunday.' An' I was wantin' 'bacoer, sn' I got med as
hell. I sald, *Tou stole my money,.! ‘



" Well, sir, he straightened up his 1ittle ol wisened gelf, an'
he sald, "That's a lie.! He was vhite as a sheed, an! he was Stremblin' like
homn'nmtauhpim.lhxwdh-mmuodnnmblt.nl
took & step $'ward him an' sald, 'If you say that ag'in, I'll glap yo'»
face.! He comed right back at me. He said, 'It's a lie--a double-dogied 1iel?

"Phay was Just us %wo awvay out thar in th' woods-emiles away
from th' closest soul. I ¥iz wp ry amm, an' I slapped his face sc hard that
1t oracked 1ike th' stinger on a cowhide whip, I slapped 1% that hawpd, an'
then I twmed $o walk off, :

"Itye stirred wp a yaller jJacket nest many a time, an' I‘ﬂlhﬁ Yem
2t over me faster'n & comtry boy plckin' a banjer, but I ain't never hal
pothin® git on me as fast a8 that dried-up 1ittle ol' man, Ve was standint \
on th' side of a Mll, an' he comed at me head first, His shoulders hit me
in the bdelly, am' I vent down on my bdack, with my head p'inted down th' hill,
an' my foot plinted uwp. It all wes sudden=like, an' I couldn't a got wp Af
i$'d bin th' end of th' world,

"Itrldtohﬂathhfmvhnrlmw.hthem'tmr
wvhar I hit, Ho was jJest like a banty rooster, an' he hiS% me in th' fm‘p
fast that you couldn't & counted $hd 1icks. He jJoot sit on my chest sm® |
boat Mux on my nose an' eyes® an'mouth like he was beatin'! a drum, I couldn't
do nothin?, so I sald, "You have whooped me.' Ho got wp then, but my eyes
wuﬂnndl.'tui.tmnulommaotom.mlwm‘lhfd.tlihuml
vig a8 & ham,

"It's a fuuy thing, but I got to 1ikin' that 1ittle 01'1-1.30
tried to pay me back my dime, but I wouldn't take 1%, Wo went on outtin' logs
together, an' it weren't long 'fore we was mighty good friends, !L' 1% wag
him that I was goin' to tell you 'boute-th! only time in my 1ife I over vas
vhi te~eyed. | |




"It vas all on account of & ol cheap watch, Bein! out in th!
woods as we was, we couldn't hear no wvidstles for quittin®' Sime, 80 th'! nan
$hat owned a watch did all th' time=callin.,! Well, this was my watch, an' 4%
vas up %0 me when we was %o rest. It zot to whar I allus called time for Ybout
fiftoen minutes every mornin' so we could go over %o a spring glogseby an' git
s some water. Vhen we'd drank, we'd lie down asidle an' talk,

"Things kept up like that a long time, and 1% coms %o th* ptins
vhar Davis weren't doin' much work, He wanted %o reat all th' time, an' we
souldn?t keep up with th® teamsters. Well, sir, $h' notion struck me thai if
104 let him call th? time he might do better work, so one day 1 Sook out wy
watch an' handed 1% %o him, I sald, "You keep th! watch awhile Mister Davis,
an? you call th* time,"

"Now, I've made lots of mistakes in ny 14fe, but that'n was Sh!
woret. That 1ittle ol! man went orazy as & bat, He was allus takin® out that
watoh an' lookin® at 1% like he was a boss, an' he gouldn't glt to woricin?
parly emuff, It got to whar he wouldn't even lie down vhen we'd go to th!
gpring, an' he was stingy "bout goin' mk a=tall, Wo'd git down thar, but Jest
th! minute I laid down, he'd take out that watch an' say, '"Got %o git Dack
on $h* job, Oarterj got %0 keep Sh' trees fallink',

"I tickled me fer awhile, but it got to whar 1% wvoren! g fumny.
One hot day in Bugust we was cuttin' logs, an' ho was worse than ever, He
worlced 1ike we was th' only loggers in th' woods, an' by dlmmer timo, I was
lowin! an' sweatin'! like a mule. That evenint', he jest kept on sawin'! 1ike
he wes fightin' a fire, sa' I lmowed I couldn't mekce it 2O further. I took
ny Hands off wy end of th! gaw, an' I says to him, ' You Detter lot me have
th! watch ag'in, We'll take turns keepin' time, woolk by week,' But I never

no more
did ght ‘round/to lettin' him carry i%.

| #] was beginnin' to make fair money feor them tineg-~dollar and




a half a day. I was growed wp, 80 I got my mind on havin! a voman of wy
own. I 20% to castin' 'round for one, an' I got my mind sot on a 1ittle
ol! zal that lived over on th' Peters' Place. Her ma was passed om, ant
her pa wasn't doin' no good at keepin' her up. She was rageged as & oan of
kramt. Her pa was too busy raisin' hell %o mind atter hew, an' I knoweld

he'd bde glad to git rid of her,

"One day I axeld him 'bout it, an' he sald he 4ldn*t mind, 4
traipsed over thar a couple of times an' 4id a 11t%le purty %ellkin! %o tht
gal, an' one day I tol' her I wanted her to come an' live with me-=that it
wags all fixed with her pa. She ptudied 'bout it for & mimute or two, dut |
guess she was glad to come, She'd had a hell of a 1life thar vhar she was,

I tulk her to my shack that might, an' she kotched on right off, Veren't
no tiwe 'fore she had th! place lookin' better-esorubbed clesm a8 & whistloew-
an' ‘she planted some flowers out in th' yard.

"She nover was much purty, dut she was a good woman., Her name was

Texas sum'pn-er-otherj I don't recollect Mer pa's nsme, She weren't half my
| ﬁi_uo-—didn't weigh a hundert pound--but that jest suited me, I allus have
Jked a 11ttle bitay woman, They don't give o trouble, = they don's eab
| "] mmess I loved Mer some, That is, I loved her fer awhile, But 1ike
I/sadd, I'se ustta raisin® hell, an' 1% weren't long 'fore I g0t my mind on
ihat ag'in. I guess I'se purty bad, but shouldn'$t no woman ever Shink she can
put Bits in 2 men's mouth. I ‘ecollect $hat I comed home one day ab dinner-
ting, ant T was hungry apdl t'and. She allus had my dimner ready fer me, bul
this time $h' hoe calks Hevendt quite done, @t 4% Vpeared %o me that she
veren't doin' nothin' to Relp, thiings. She o sittin' at a quilt she had
-Mn' from th! -ﬂ- q‘]ul. an' 1% mads me madder %o see her sl ttin?
M workin! with a modl.jgzm.! thuread wvhen I was stravint, an' she should



A been in $h' Xkitchen, Wall, eir, I Jest glve a 7unnin' leap, an' I landed
sgfare in th! middle of that dammed quilt. Down 4% comed, railin's an' all.*

George laughed bolsterously, stamping hghe floor with one of his
"hig
huge, socked fach He sloushed forwvard in the chair, felbovs on his knees,

"I'a tellint you thig, for I'm leadin' up to & ptint, That 1ittle

0l* woman was e~feared of me, an' sho kopt her mouth shet, no matter wvhat

I done, But all th! time, she weren't keopint® her mouth shet for evertbody,

She was goin® up to Mister Mughea' house behin' my dack, an' che was

tallin® him how dad I was treatin' her, That shows no woman can't be Srusted.
If they are like & mouse 'round you, well, you can bet th! chirt off'n

yoly back that they're talkin'! to somebody. An' her talkin! her heod off

to Mister Hughes weren't doin' me no good, though I didn't knowibout 1%

'#11 later, If I had knowed, I'd a busted ter wide open.

"It all comed to & headl one mornin' vhen I mmwmex weren't doin!
nothin?! that most sy manhtxkey men wouldn®t do, They was a gal lived uwp On
th? hill "bove my shack, an' che was a sight for sore eyWe--bigechested
an? broad Mpleped. Woll, I ain't denyin' that I'd beon watchin'? her fer
2 long time, an' I kmowed that ghe had her ayes 5ot on me~-any man can Sall
vhen & woman vante %im, She comed to my place ev'ry mornin' for duttermilic
that I'se lottin' hor folks have; an' on this pertictlar momnint!, she jest
happened $0 lotch me right, That miserable 1ittle ol' wvoman of mine was

¥ig with a baby, an' I 24dn's have no eyes for hor,

"his gudy ol' comefod gal comed saumterin' into th! icitchen
that worndn?, vhen I vas sittdn' thar gettin' my grud, I J,::mn:mifugg:~ an' seed
Wer, and' she looked Wettertn I'd over sood her ook before--an® slh) wes
Iﬂ.lh' at mo 1ilce she was thinkin' 'bout th' same thing I was. I smess

/ theis's vhy th' notdon struck me all of a sudden, I knowed that my /5l' woman
wig out at th' lot, an' things was sot jJest right,




"Now, I'm $ellin' you thig, fer I'm leadin® wp %o a ptint, 1
got up from th' table an' walked over %o whar that gal was standin', Jhe
dddn't move & lez. I says, "We'r kinder frigly, ain'g youl,' an? she giggled
wvomen-11kce, Well, sir, I Jest eased my awm 'bout her than..' an' ghe wvas WX
goft as a feather bded, I was lmgzin' her like all hell--I had eviryihing
Jout 1ike I wanted Lite<whon my old woman comed in at th* door,

"She A1dn's say nothdn' at firsty Jest stood thar with her gyes
dugzin® out like a chipmunits. I weren®t goin! to let her faze me, s0 1 jJesd
kept on huggin?, but th' gal was squizmin® an' pawin® so bad I couldn't
hold Yer., Then 2y ol' wman sald, "George, vhal are you doin'?' An' I comed

right dack at hor, I says, ¥I'%a havin? a good time, mama,t"
The glant figure straightened in the chair, and the huge hands

came down upon the lmge knees with & resownding smadk, A burst of laughter

rumbled from the leafhery, dull-lilke throat,

"I guess yo'r wonderin' vhat tht p'iat 1g," he sald after awhile,
"Well, thias is 1t: Thar aln't no sin "hout nothin' like that "less you git
w‘ﬁmtﬁ a1l th* gin they is--gittin® kotchod . X

"Well, sir, ny ol!' wvoman couldn®t leep her mouth shet "ooud
that, neither, She went stralght as a plgeon %o Mister Mughes, an' she
msh=a 01! him a bellyful. Anyways, he comed up %o me on th' jJob a few
dsys later, an' I could see that he had his dander wp. He called me %0
one side, an' he says, "Dagn yo'r hide, you oughtler be killod, Sonebody
oughtfer talke a shotzun an® Blow th' elkcin off yo'r stinkin' Bones.! 1
tol' ‘hinm somebody had heen Sotin' a passel of lles, but he says, *Don'$
be Yayin® nothin® off on $hat 113ile woman, I%4 £97e you if 18 weren'd
24¢ hor. As 1% 1s, I'n go'nter rwn you off this place 4f ever I hyer of
you mistreatin? her agtin,!
| "3.at shows you can't put no trust 4n a damed woman, dut I knowed




Mister Hughos meant what he sald. It got to worryin'l? gsome, fer them was
hard times, an' I couldn't "foxd to lose mo Job, 1f/dm hain®t aebeen for
that, I'd 2 Dusted that woman wido Open, but I knowed 4f I Sotched her she'd
go runnin? to him, So I jost'bided ny time.

"Thoy was & meotin' goin' on Yboub thet time, an' I done a 1ot
of stulyin' *bout it. I kmowed Mister Hughes was & churchly meny su' 1 20%
to thinkin® that I'd put myself in gocd with M by JYinin' up} he'd done
s hesp of tallk Smmsicbix to me--tboud how I'd oughtter git myself right
vith ' God Atmighty.

"h' hardest thing I over done was that, O1° Raverent Saxdiis from
over at th' Velley was doin® th' bellerin®, an' ho wes th' damedest
hypoerite you ever sced. He run 2 14%tle 01 store vhen he waren'trf preackdnt,
st vhon & gal®d come i Y store, he'd try %o Jugw hag ter. T “ewber $hey
tol! me that one gal comed in fer a sack of sugar, an' that whmhé\trlul
%0 love Yer wp & little she Josskm bustod that sack of suger over his damned

head, They sald $hat he could cowd his halr for & veek an' zit exough

sugar o sveoten his coffee with,

"Wall, I went wp thar to that meetint, an' ny ol? woman traipsed
along with me as proud as 2 mother wrem, She dida't lmow nothdin® "boud
wvhat I was doin' 1% fer, 5o whon we wiint in an' sot down, she bogin loockint
sbout happy=-liike, with her 1ittle ol® eyes wot as & bahy's behdnEk, 1 =0b
an' listenod to $h' sermont, Shinkin® ‘beut what a hypocrite ol?! Sardis
ves Wp thar on th' platfomm, bellerin? 1lle he*d bust his tlwoat opon,

I never listenod to "im, but vhen thoy started $ht gingin', I went an!
Jhined up.

\#% wasn't nover in & dhurch-house before, an' I felt il a damed
fou), OL' Sarids shuk han's vith me, then sob me down on & banch in fromd
of/ everthody, They was th' most talin’ on thar I ever heemd, vith them




foole a1l asballorin' and a=jumpin', Some of them was ascxyin', an' that
was right down »y way, I allus ocould oxy easy, thinkin' "bout vhat %x a
had row I'd had %0 hoe. 50 I bagimned m e-cryin' with th' others, en'
thay comed down %o th' fron$, pawin! at mo an® makcin® mo fecl 1ike I was
in th! orasy house.

$Atter 18 was all over, Mister Hughes comed ‘round an' tol! me
how glad he was, Ho callod me 'Brother! an® I kmowed I'd got hin vhar 1

vqtadhu.lkqathuthar. too, for I went %o that churche=houge regular,

/ They weren't but one thing that was good "hout 1%, 01! Sardis couldn®t
'ford Yo preach 2t th' mill but twice a month, fer he had amother church
somelers. It was 2 hard Job, but I stuck 4% oute-l stuck 1% out feor six

! dssmed yeoars--'#11 o0l' Sardis was dead an' in hell, an' a new preacher
comede—an! Y411 Mistor Hughes went busted an' had %o quil sawrdllin®,

"I had thres youngiuns nowv, go I had %o zit me up another job.
But th! firet thing I done was %o git me a Nhwlewmeyx hickry stick an®
beat $h? lamd outes that dmmed tale~carryin' woman. I beat her '#il she
wos down on her knees hollerin! fer God's love, an' I teached her = lesson
gho d1dn't never fergzit. Sho never did carry no more teles on me. She never
did say nothin?, nauhcr.whanlgotmupawmnthntmtaﬁhm
wvith, an' I gzot me wp mmeiyec a~plenty,

"But don't you never 4o that, som, I'm A ol' man now, an' I lmow
211 ther is to lnow, Yhen you fun with morfn one woman, you never do soem
%o fun S¥em as much as you vant %o you wanb=a foller ever! woeman that
comes slong. You dont't hav?! to do that, dut I do, I'm 20 weslk,

"It dddn't toke me long to git anothor Job atter I left th!
Hughes mill, I was $h? best logzer in that comntry, I knowed wy trecs
like they was people, an' I was th' stoutest men anywhar to be found.
Iv.gmhl:ﬂ.lvﬂmt. cloa't to Fournitile, an' I kotched on right




off with with S8R OL' Men Dgasier. Ho was th' kind that never gived & dam
vhat sort of man you was, Jost so you wag & good worker. Well, that suited
me fine, for I dldn't have %o go to church no move, an' I could it out in
th! pasture an' paw uwp sand with th' cows.

"I guess I pawed wp emuff of 4t to fil1 th' Coosa River. That was
one place vhar they was enuff women %o suit mo, an® I yunned atter "em
"$11 ny tongue was rollin?® out 1ike a damned dog's, My little ol' women
#1da%¢ open her mouth, neither, for I had loarnaed her how %0 koop it sewed
"De Rgx Th? best times I ever loved her, I reckon, was right atter we
beginned 1ivin® together, an® when I stood lookin® down at her dead {acae,
She died a=havin! a kid, She shouldn®t oughtler & had ity for Doc Boyer
had tol? her she'd die Af she 444,

"They was & wvomen name of Nora livin' thar that I liked & heap, bub
I had done made up 1y mind that I weren't never goin' %o feed no other
voman rogular. They's a lot of things %o be done "bout a shagk, though,
an® & man con®t do all of it-efspecially if thay's a passel of kids runnint
fround, I tried batchin® it fer nearly a month atter Tex diod, an' I woren's
doin' no good at 1%, One Sunday mornin® I got $o thdakin® "bout i %, xmekx
50 that evenin' I went over to Nora®s place an' $ol' hor how I felt Sbout
1%, ¥e hal funnad *round a good while, anyways, 80 sho 2ot wp her duds
an' comed over %o my shack,

"But right atter we begluned 1ivin' together rogular, I $ol' her
how things was go'ater be mun, I lmowed she hadn'y hardly lived vhay she
hal Yean, for her ma was o vidder woman, andtlnrmnmnfothtr
brats thar, I lmowed that moat an' bread et regular would be emuff o koep
Yor with me, an® I was »right, She wvas & good worlcer, bLut she nwnr;d.td
talts a 1lkdn? %0 my other woman's kids., I had %o glt hor uwp some of ‘er
Oviy an® Shat ves all right with me, I allus &14 $xy %0 keep my vomen

|
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totin' a 1ittle bitay bvaby., That keeps '+m from studyin® dovilmentd,.”

Again, the roar of lsughter bdurst from the bz throat, and agaln
the

the huge hands were clapved hard against/Imge kneos,

"I don't guess I%se as rough on Nova s I was my fust wm; but
that was on account of her woricin® o0 keep me in a good lwmor, Sometimes :
I'd git dranic an' vhale th' hell oute=a her & time or two, Yut moaily I |
treated her as good as auy woman ough$er be treated, Don't nover be %00
good %o one of "em, A wvoman's like a dumb animale-lilke & cow or & bitch
dog. Tou got %0 Lrail Yem vith & stick now an' then %0 male ‘em look upl
B a.

Why, I tall you sump'ung they's been men woricin'! at logzin'
camps whar I beea that handled their ol' women like they was gold d.o:lm;rn.-
They'd pet 'am wp, duy purtys for 'em, m'/:}:zrir backsides kivered vith
gad ragss an' then OL' George hyartd come along an' talte 'em for hisself.
I'%e seod men that didn't have no sense 'dout handlin'® women, You never
oughtiler tall one of 'em that she looks gzood, er that anybodytd have 'em
Yeopt you. She'il git to believin' 4% 4if you tell Yeor that, ant! she'll
start struteian' ‘round like a rooster that's vhooped ever'thing in tht
comiryside.

"1 tol! lora hov things was go'nter be run, sn? they was rumned
/ that way fer mor'n 'loven ysars. She gived me six young'uns vhile we was
livin' together, but she go!/:;-r she weren's wuth keepint!, She got %o
crpospin' hamix "hous th' house like & wood~logzed woman, 'an her hide gob
5@ yaller as a persimmon. I got to thinkin® once that I'd ran Yor offe-

/ahe weren't dodn' me no goode~but 4t was for th' best that I didnth,

| Bhe\was fmsk tuk vith a ehill ome night, an' she went out a mvful way,

"It's go'nter come my time some day, but I pray to God I don't
20/ vuk like that woman, It was awful., She'd got to whar she talked & lot

ki
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bout slmndnt, an' how me mmbc an' hor was doin' wrong by havin' ldds ant
not even bein! married, "Bout a month *fove she died, she says to mo one
day, "Goorge, le's go over % Sylacaugy or some'rvs an' glt a preashor bo
talk over us.' That was fuuy as hell to me, an' I thought she'd went
bug~crazy. But you lmow, I'se thinikdn' of what she sald Jost th* other
day. Do you 9%ocae that's vy eho dial that-sway?

"When she was lyin' thay tremblin' with th* odill, she kept
ralsin® uwp her hands an' yallin', "Ho's in th' Xltchen nowl Th' devil's
in th* lkitchen, an' he's comin' atter mel? She went away yallin' things
1ike thas, vith Yer eyes wido open. I wonder if th' damed devil was in
thay atter hext

"Well, if he was, he's go'nter bo thar with fosthers on !ds head
when it comes my time., Ho's pamk go'nter do a frolis, fer he's got a hesp
a meat o fry vhen he gits to me., Reverent Dallay, that young feller ovar
at Herpersville, $ol' me th' Lord cowld save anybody, He tol' me, *Though
yo'r sins alr of scarlot, I will wash Yem white as snow,' That's vhat
I'n countin® on, That's what I went to Judge McKinnon fer an' got him %o
glve e one of his old Pibles. I ain't never read a lick in my life, tut
I got to thinkin® I didn't went to zo out without 2 Bible in my dmmned
shack,

"It's go'nter talke & hesp of washin® for me, for if 1%%s a sin
t0 have young®uns an' not be married, I done & lot of 1%, It's gof %o
vher 2% anybody could come wp an' sey, “"How'se ye, pat?, an' T wouldn't
know if I ought'er knock hell cut=a him or kiss "im, But I got religion,
even Lﬁ I don't go to no clurch, Roverent Dailaey sald he was go™fater

pray for mo, an' I guoss that?ll wash me off a 1ittle,
/| *1 done los* track of most of the kids I had by my two women, 1
kept ¥om with me *#i1 they jost drifted off sn' didn't come badk. One of




the 1ittle 0l1Y girlg-=nhe never vas dright-arant to Sylacmugy %o wori in

$h? mill, an® somebody tol! mo Mmk sho was runnin? atter ev'ry palr of
bl tches in sight, If 1 ever kotch up vith ‘or, 1911 buat some of ter
ribs looss. My oldes® Doy was malkin® 1ilkicer dowvn on Oohagle Oreck last 1
hoori~~] don' know vhar ha is now, I don? kmow vhoy none of 'am 18, 90

don' sx me Yhout ‘en,

T boon workin?! fer 01* Bladock a good spell now, ant' I guese

th' place is as mood a8 ¥ ary'n 1'd find, But he don' pay
~a 14ke he ought'er, fer they ain't nobody knows a tree
vetter'n me, an' they ain't nobody can do harder work., I ain'®
never been white-eyed but once, an' 1 done tal' you 'bout
*hat. O01' Blalock thinks I'm & damned fool, but I been ‘round, "
»s he talked, the squinted eyes turned with increasing
intentness upon the narrow, weed-flanked road that ribboned
ove?‘a stretch of bottom land toward his shanty. Now, he
raused himself from the cha ir, and glanced inside the bare,
t:o-ronm structure. His eyes paused upon the face of & cheap
cloek that ticked above the fireplace.
n7 ain't rushin' you off,” he sazid after avhlle, "This
place yeoxxiexyouxk is yo'rn VO gtay in long.as you want to.
put T thpughths véstsortdlid pou ihny.aalulnd#q'hnarunitadonhrill
numghattemamniedﬁddwmm ah th goma dod vhajoEwt s lgXhimysbusy
Shegheengesnter npud Rémerli¥kkaeysn' SOTS gals alomg. I thought

T better tell you, but yo're welcome to stay

##
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Veteran Newsp per Nan

"1 was purYisher of o peper in Randolph County when I wvae seven=
toen. At that $ime I organiszed the first county Sunday fohool “ssociation
a Alsbama. The annunl ssetings of this ae oclation were celsbrated
vith Sundsy School programe, dis lLardecues and gpeskinge, I oftem had %o do

some of the spesking,.

"“later 1 wvent back to Montgomery, I remenber the old electiric street

cars of those days, en we vere getting on & car, e conductor would
yarn us not to get #n If we were wearing & fine watch, It dimn't harm
sine 1 sssure you! 1 came upon the scens of the death of w0 horses that
had been X1118d kv fallen streetecar wires soom aftor thay had been killed,
Bo one, not even the driver of the horses, bad beem injured] but that
svent so alarmed the towa that Homtgcuery abolished electric streat cars,
Althoush Montsomery wag the first in the South to electrify her c:m,
s troe of car had been sadopted by a'l the larger towns
the country before Montgoremry put them In araln,
At

'S have heard .-'mr)fmr.- e vho heasd "M1lian L. Yoncey, déscride
eloguence when he wae persuading the dolegates to the Alsboma Convention
to secedes, prior to the 'ar Detween the States. Very few of thece dolo-
sates tad come prepared % vots for secession, but Ml Yancay's eloguence
wor 511 dut tuc of then to the cause, Ope of theese two was granhic and

L &)

sincere ‘o his explanation of rescons for woting in the negntive. e pre=-
dicted b}m‘gﬂ rrors of & reconstruction peried that were all %00 Srue.”

While My, Oreer was publishing o peper in lafarette, he wrote an &ditore
tal that has boen credited with beling the beginning of the movement for mn
indvstrial school for sirls. Yhon questionad sbout this, he =mid, "1 gob
the 1dea of this tyoe of state school for girle from an article in a north-
orn peper. I wrote my editorial from this and sent a copy to evory loglo-

lator, From this they drew up & M1l that wvas finally paseed, to provide

for the ach ol that 15 nown today a8 Aladbama College,
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"] was o member of the convention thot frumed the present Constitutim

+f the State of Alsbeme, Thes was & fino plece of work that we 4dld. i1 am

- LY ]
more proud of belng 2 pepber of thiag ocaventicon that of sny othey that

has been siven me.”

- [

In revieving Dig long yonre a0 ¢ reporter, edlitor snd Tmd iehey, My,

Syeer sald "I heve had some exciting times, 28 sny newwpaper man is 1lkely

to have. I guess the ost exelited, not to say the moat frightaned 1 ever

vas, vag the Sime I looked wup from v writing to find %wo pan pointing

sune at me. They were very dafinte in thelr demmnds, i1 wns %0 write as

they dlotated, 1 414 this and sent the article wp for publication wond for word

¢ thay had dlctated 1%, and 18 vas on the front page of the paper the

nemt day. I ssked thiee men if they womld get =@ am interview witi the'

-

loader who was = notorious bandit of that time, They replied tThat Shey
844 not mow M= and that they 4id not Imow shere he was, ut Shnt they
would try %o get word to hm, 1f I vould publich exsetly »hat he sald

go the smilie would Enow his side of thiggs. A short Size later vhen
this leader was killed, one of the men vhe held me up wns with him,

One »f the ovt higtoric spots 12 the South is the Drass star on
the porch of the Alabams Cepitol uilding., This marks the spot where
Jefferason Davis stool to take the oath of of fice as President of the Cone
federate Stotes of Anmerica. I was precent vhen Governor Jones and his
aselstants were trvinge to locdbe the nlace where 1@ 2tood, #0 they comuld
have thie star vark it. No one seemed €0 lmow emxnctly where Fry Davis s$ood,
g0 the present locution of the star wns chogel by Covernor Jones as the
poet likely apot,”

Mr. Opeor has slways been on the aler$ to secure the goold things of

! 7
¥

1ife for Ms cormmity, 1f 1t was in his power t0 ceonse-shen-for-1t,

Through his efforts there was obtained for his county a rursl telephone

service from he Sell Telephome Covpanr when that service was mrely

M~

f"_,.-.;:...,
avallable., ~tesamrrtv—asfdends, Tgtﬁmt!wﬂ Farvesteyr COomDaRy was
A
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induced by him to locate in Talladega County a demonstration farm, one of a
very few in the South, for the education of farmers in the use of improved
machinery, He also secured for his county, the first govermment soll survey

in the South.

"First and last, I have come in contact with many of the great men of
my time," he remarked, "Oscar W, Underwood was the greatest of them all., Mr,
Underwood was most considerate of the press, He would tell the newspaper men
everything that we were trying to learn from him, He would explalin what was
likely to happen and why, so that we could more intelligently follow events,
Ee would tell ms what not to publish of course, He was falr and square with
us always. That was one reason the press was always s¢ genersous to him, dur-
ing his long years in the United States Senate, and when he s¢ nearly received
the Democratic nomination for President of the United States.”

In contrasting the newspaper business of his earlier years with today,
Mr, Greer said, "Editorials were the chief features of early newspapers.
Subjects were studied, prepared, and evaluated before being sent to the print-
er., The editors of weekly newspapers influenced the nation., Their columns
were read and copied by the dailies. News materials were gleaned individual-
ly. Today, news services handle the majority of current event reportings.

"In my early days, I worked eighteen hours per Bay. I worked in
every department from editing to setting it up, running it off, mailing.
A sixteen-year-cld Negro was my power plant, He turned the press by hand.
Today, machinery has replaced hand work, Newspaper work has become stream-
lined, systamatized. Newspapers played a decidedly greater part in swaying
public opinion than today. Nowadays opinion ie influenced by news reels,
radio, and direct contact more than by newspapers.

"Since I was eleven yeare old, I have worked in every department of

small town weeklies and of large city papers. I have owned my paper much

of the time. I was one of the owners of the Birmingham Daily

State and
directed the business transaction in consolidating the Daily State with
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the Mrainchan Ase-Serald. I woo sansging editor of the Age-lemnld for

two yoars, wme one of the promoters ~f the Mirmingham Ledger sud for a
time 1ts roneral sanaser and associate editor, Since them I have spent
mr time and efforts on ‘_f*". 5% Swo pepeare, the Marion Standard aend the JMF-‘-ETL'E
ctoy May vho wns seeling
ftor 1 come, he wvas kllled,

tion of five hunired,
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