KOG, Masters Thesis, 1940

Sfudg of a Dialect Emp}Ogcd%g ih ;Peopic of
fhie Kenfucky Mounlains and Presented
T'hrough a Group of Original | Shorl

Stories
by

Blanche 9. Bowman




LIBKAKY

KANSAS STATE COLLEGE
OF AGRICULTURE AND
APPLIED SCIENCE




STUDY OF A DIALECT EMPLOYED
BY THE PEOPLE OF THE KENTUCKY MOUNTAINS
AND PRESENTED THROUGH A GROUP OF
ORIGINAL SHORT STORIES

by
BLANCHE SAPPENFIELD BOWMAN

B. S., Kansas State College
of Agriculture and Applied Science, 1920

A THESIS

submitted in partial fulfillment of the

requirements for the degree of

MASTER OF SCIENCE

Department of English

KANSAS STATE COLLEGE
OF AGRICULTURE AND APPLIED SCIENCE

1940




Spec.
Coll.
gD

37873 bl

K166m T4
\1o

B8 S

TABLE OF CONTENTS

F OR EWORD . . . . 3 . . . L] . . 3 . . . . . . . . L3

INTRODUCTORY ESSAY ¢« ¢ o o 4 o ¢ o o o o o o o o .
UNCLE JED'S LAST STAND ¢ « « o ¢ o o o o o o o o o
WATERS OF MARAH . & ¢ o ¢ ¢ o o o o ¢ o o o o o o &
TO THE VICTOR . « ¢ o s o o o o o o o o o s o s o s
MEETIN® HOUSE FEUD . ¢ ¢ ¢ o« o o o o o o s o o o o
AUNT IIXLIE AND THE RACER ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ o o o o o o o o o
MAMMON . o« ¢ o o o o o o o o o o s o o o o o s o o

HI GH TIDE * L » . . * . * L) L] . - L] * . L] * L L] *

21

30

60

108

154

182

209

ATPHABETICAL _LIST OF DIALECT FORMS . « o ¢ « ¢ o o o 233

133582




FOREWORD

My purpose in this series of stories of the Kentucky
mountain district is not only to show differences in the
diction, mamers, and customs of those who have lived in the
foot-hills of the Appalachian Mountains apart from the rest
of the world %o a very great extent until recently, but al-
80 to make the reader realize that anyone might so have de-
veloped had his family for generations back been reé.red un-
der similar circumstances.
| The setting for all -o:f.' these storieé is in that sectiom
of the state that is nown as the "Moonshine, feudin' coun-
try". Although killings and shootings are quite frequent,
the majority of the inhabitants are not thus engaged. In one
of the so-called "bloody counties" while I was there, seven
were shot and killed within one small area. Out of one of
these killings developed a feud. which is still being waged
in the county seat town; three have 'beén shot and two wound-
ed in 1940. Upon asking the judge of this county if nothing
could be dome to curd the number of killings, he replied,
Yes, If we could ever get a death semtence, that would
help. We did bring in a jury once from another county, but
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they, too, were afrald to pronounce a death sentence."

It is not advisable to publish direct material concern-
ing this section of Kentucky as the people are very sensitive
and think that one is elther "slandering or making fum" of
. [them., One of the Miésion workers in another county wrote
directly of her experiences; some of the better educated
"matives" read the bock and made such a protest that the
book was necessarily withdrawn from circulation. As a resulf
of the ill-feeling engendered by this book, the Mission work
was greatly hampered. A very similar reacfion took place
in the foot-hills of Tennessee because of the booic, "School
House in the Foot-Hills%", the author of which was a "native®
|of that very section.

The above explanstion accounts for my choosing the
jshort story as the vehiecle of e::préssion for the experiences
garnered both first and second-hand in the Kentucky foot-
hill country. The following stories are told in simple dic-
tion as 1t does not seem fitting to adopt anything like a
sophisticated style to describe the life of simplieity which
most of these mountaineers live, although, at times, it bor-
ders on the intensely dramatic. |

I carried on this study while teaching and associating
with the people themselves. My notes on the dialect and

customs of the "natives" are accurate as they were taken on
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the spot, and later the dialect list and stories were check-
ed'by a teacher who has lived in the same valley for over
twelve years. It is hoped that this series of short stories
will contribute to the knowledge of early American dialect
which still persists in the Kentucky mountain region. Also,
it is desired that the stories will have a sociological
velue in helping the reader understand the peculiar people
that are native to that region. Whether or not these tales
have gdod technique as short stories will have to be deter-
mined by critics of that form.

Indebtedness is acknowledged to Miss Ade Rice, Pro-
fessor of English, for helpful edvice and guidance, and to
Mrs. Charles Blenchard, a teacher in a Mountain Mission
School for reading and checking the stories for dialect

forms and nsturalness of expression.




INTRODUCTORY ESSAY

Lest year I was given the opportunity of partiecipating
‘ in a living drama thst had for its stage a narrow, secluded
valley in the foot-hill country of Kentucky. It was necess-
ary to step backward for a period of from fifty to seventy-
five years in time because the social, the cultural, and the
home life in that section have, for the most part, remained
static throughout the years.

My first night in the mountalins was spent in an ancient
cabin - one of the poorest, built of planks, with a warped
shingle roof that leaked like a sieve. That first night I
had the novel experience of sleeping on a shuck matitress
that rustled every time I moved, and of being awakened by
the gnawing of rats overhead. The family had been very gen-
erous, assigning me one entire room while they all slept in
the "front roon", I kmow not how. It was yet starlight the
next morning when I was aroused by fhe "chunka-chunk” noise
of a churn and the prattle of children's volces. I arose,
shivering in that little "lean-to" bedroom, and dressed in
the dark, also a new experience.

I was glad to join the family around the fireplace in

the front room as soon as possible. The meagerness of the




furnishings of this tenant-farmer's home struck a chord of
| pity in my heart. The floors were of rough planks with no
coverings. The furniture was home-made except the beds and
the stove in the kitchen. Two or three delapidated splint-
bottom chairs were supplemented by a bench on one side of
the table. (See 'Ehe, story, "Waters of Maerah".)

We had hot bread, fresh "mountain butter" that resembl-
el . thick whipped cream, gravy, and bitter chicory coffee
for our breakfast that had been prepared by the dim light of
a co‘al 0il lantern. The food all tasted good on that smappy
winter morning. The men and boys sat down at the "first
ta'ble"; and I, as company, was seated with fhem. The mother
and girls waited table. The dearth of dishes and table ser-
viee was very apparent. However, 1f one had a knlife, he
shouldn't complain as some one else needed the fork or spoon.
I was grateful for having both a fork and spoon. (See the
story, "Po the Vietor".)

| Breakfast belng over, we sat around the fireplgce, walt
ing for deylight. I learned that this was the general cus-
tom in the mountains especially if there were any place to
g0 - and that mo;rhing there was to be a "Mount'in Meebtin'"®
in a cabin just across the creek. After hours, it seemed to
me , the mists oleared out of the gulches for a gloriously
bright winter day. It was necessary to walk a foot-log and




wade through o corn-stubble field to reach the "Meetin'"; so
I pulled on my boots and followed the childrem to this c¢abin
where another new experience awslted me. As we approached
the yard with a "paling" (picket) fence around it, I thought
that most of the congregation were on the outside. This
proved to be true. When we entered one room of the cabin in
which three families lived, I was horrified to see that the
sea‘l;s were made of fence ralls of that three-cornered, sharp
variety, resting on blocks or stumps of wood. Being a visi-
or, I was given one of the few chairs. Only two preachers
| were present; five are usually required for a "big Meetin'®
or a "Free-for-All Meetin'" or a "Baryin'", (See the story,
"Mammon", )

The congregation was a "moving" one. The women who
were cooking in the kitchen came at intervals and stood in
the doorway, with flour still on their hands - perhaps to
get a glimpse of the new "Missionary". Dogs and children
came and went through the ocutside door; others changed about
in the room at will. Ome preacher led the singing of a hym
with interminable verses; them the other one "preached him-
self out of breath" in a very high key. It was difficult
for me to understand him as he broke each sentence into- frage
ments by uttering the expression, "W'y, yes". When the
next preacher continued the sermon, he punctuated his phrase




by phrase colloquy with "gh", While the first preacher
rested, he sat by the fireplace and chewed and spat; for the
mountain preachers live no differently from the others in the
meighborhood, chewing tobacco, drinking corn liquor, and be-
ing socigble with the boys. One o0ld fellow with a dark,
bristly mustache chewed snd spat into the fireplacde with aec-
curacy all dﬁring the service, saying "Amen!" in between ex-
pectorations., Out of courtesy to me, I was asked to say
something. Accordingly, I invited them to come over to the
cabin where I was staying for Sunday School in the afternoon,
not knowing that the mountain preachers talk "agin" the Mis-
sion Sundsy Schools. However, that aftermoon I had about
thirty crowded on the front porch where I was teacher for the
entire crowd, ranging in ages from babes-in-arm to old grand-
mothers. (See the story, “"High Tide",)

Unique experiences awaited me every day from the time
of the bumpy ride in a jolt-wagon up the creek-bed until I
mede my exit from the hill country by the same rough route.
There was the Sundey that s terrific mountain storm hit us
as we were traveling the trail around "Long Mountain®. (See
the story, "High Tide".) Then came my first Mountein Sing-
ing School held in the Mission Chapel with families coming
for miles either to join in or listen. (See the story, "To
the Victor".) There was the day that they buried Sam Burget




up on the hillside near the Mission. The mountain folk
have no undertaker; they mske their own shrouds, coffins,
and rough boxes. After a person dies, they have all-night
services with much preaching and singing of mournful songs.
(See the story, "Mam:hon".) At my first "Buryin'" I was a-
gain shocked to see the coffin that was shaped like a mummy-
case deposited on the ground where it rested during the en-
tire service. While the singing and preaching progressed,
men were sfill digging the grave; others were sawing boards
for the vault; and still others were hammering on the rough
box. .The;re were no flowers or anything to soften the pro-
vceedings. At the close of the sezfvice which is supposed to
last until the grave is ready, to my complete surprise, I
noticed that some of the strong men took off the coffin 1lid
and then raised the coffin straight up at an angle with the
corpse in its white shroud exposed to full view. They did
this in order to have a picture taken of the corpse with the
chief mourners on either side, as was the custom. (Sée the
stories, "Mammon" and "Waters of Marah".)

Every Sundey I passed directly in front of the old
weather-beateh "Meetin' House" (church) that caused so mch
concern both before and after it was "cut-in-two". At first
I wished I might have access to the building as poor as it
wes because it was larger than the tobacco-stripping shed




in which I held my Sundey School most of the time. After-
werds, when I learned of the ill-feeling connected with the
"Meetin' House", I was glad I had not tried to secure it.
One Sunday, I was surprised to see the front part of the
church sawed off. That night it was mysteriously burned.
The family on one side of the "Meetin' House" blamed the
family on the other side; an o0ld feud was renewed with the
p_acking of guns, threstenings, and the "shootin' up" of the
house where I visited every Sunday. Guns were'kept by front
doors; the pia‘ce was guerded night and day; the young man
there who was threatened was sent awé.y under protest. Unlike
the story, "Meetin' House Feud", no officers were called;the
mystery was never solved; and the ususl way of settling a
dispute in the mountains was employed - that of leaving the
affair to be worked out of itself, Up to the time I left
the vailey no. blood had been sheld. Soon sfterwards came
the destructive "High Tide" (flood) that washed away propex-.
ty qr both parties in the feud, thus diverting their minds
from the feud. In spit of that, however, old grudges were
revived and new suspicions were created that no doubt will
cé.use‘ d.ivisidn and strife for years to come; for the moun-~
taineers never forget injuries. (See the stories: "High
Tide", "To the Victor", and "Meetin' House Feud".) The idea

of using United States government officials to solve the




- | makes an excellent home for the many cats and dogs, and

mystery was suggested by the actual happening in this same
valley of the stealing of government gasoline on the "Road
Project" and the report that finger-prints would be taken
to locate the thief.

I have tried to incorporate ‘in these ghort stories the
aversge mode of living salthough I visited in homes from the
poorest to the better type of house that had weather-board-
ing snd plastering. There were three of the latter in the
valley. The majority of the dwellings were of the stripped
plenk veriety - in truth, merely cabins. The log cabin
which is mugh = warmer was a rarity in that section. The ca-
| bins are built entirely of lumber sawed at their own sa.w; ’
mills. As the shingles warp out of shape very sooﬁ in that
rainy, damp climate, many of the cabins are roofed with tin
now., The cabins are not built on solid or continuous found-
atione but on stones or piles set at intervals. This means

cold floors in the winter. Of course, that open space

sometimes, pigs, which meané fleas are common, This space
under the floor is often utilized for a storage place for
wood, kindling, and cosl which is easily obtained in sacks
and wheel barrows from exposed cosl ledges or banks. (See
the stories: "Waters of Marah" and "To the Victor".)

ne of the poorest types of cabins was described by one




of my pupils from another valley. At first I thought the
deseription a clever fabrication, so I checked the veracity
of the letter which follows:

I live on Southfork of Quicksend on a branch
called Jones's Branch. I am going to describe my
home there. We live in a two-room winderless cabin
made of popler logs with the cracks filled with mud.
We have two hosses. My pap is a hog raiser, so we
have plenty of meat. Our house faces the south with
part of & porch, the other part rotted off. We have
e high paling for protection of mad dogs and a silver
hoss shoe to keep away the haints, and we have a
barn. We have plenty of squirrels, so we go huntin',
We have plenty of rattlesnakes, and I killed one in
the kitchen while I was cooking. You see, have to
cock while I am not in school 'case my mother has
been dead nine years. '

The descriptions of pieces of property are different
from those in states where roads are laid out in section
lines. The following description of & tract of land publish+
ed in a Kentucky county paper gave me the idea for the
boundary dispute in the story, "Meetin' House Feud".

Beginning st a water fall or (gate) near a holly
bush, in the line of Newton Dragke; thence to the top
of Sand Ridge; thence rumning with the center of the
ridge snd Newt Dreke's line to a line of C, F., Hortom;
thence with the fence and center of the ri dge round

Tthe head of the hollow' and down the ridge to a set

stone; thence a south course and with the branch to

a Chestnut tree at Hiram's Branch; thence with the

branch to the beginning.

Bach day I kept an account o f happenings and observa-

tions. One might wonder what would occur of interest when

one was bottled up in a velley where there were no trains,




highways for cars, stores such as we "outlanders" know them,
no place of amusement except the "Jinny Barm" (road house),
no telephones, and very few radios. To us at the Mission,
little incidents were important - the growling of the lum-
ber truck that jolted over rocks going up the creek-bed; the
gathering in of the mules and mountaineers on "Sales Days";
the planning snd carrying out of the Singing School; the
night the chicken thieves stole all the chickens from the
Mission; the blue smoke by day and the reddish glare by nighﬁ
of the tobacco-beds' burnin'; the search for the thirty-five
varieties of wild flowers from the first appearance of the
Trailing Arbutus to the May Apple and Kentucky Jack-in-the-
Pulpit; events at school such as scrub day and visits from
our 4-H Director; the day our girls won firgt in the County
Contest with their butter-meking demonstration; "High Tidesn
that meant flood vacations and s time to "get caught up"
with work; letters from the outside world when the "mail
boy" (postmen on mule) came; also occasional visitors from
the outside; trips to the seven "out-stations", one notable
week-end trip to snother county; hunting for clay by the
creek and watching the dexterous feat of a man and mle
"bregking up" for the first time a steep hil_lside for a corn
crop; going to "Workin's" in the spring time; visiting the
slck, holding services on Sundeys; planning for the gradua-
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tion exercises and the last day of school dinner; in fact,
living as full end busy a life as any eity person. To me,
there was drams in the happenings of every day in the foot-
hill country.

The inspiration for parts of the stories, "Mammon",
"High Tide", and "Aunt Lilie and the Racer", was given to me
by the mother of two of my pupils who walked four miles from
another county every day to the Mission School. During
"Dogwood winter®™, that chilly spell that always comes when
the Dogwoods bloom (so say the mountaineers), I had the op-
rortunity of going home with these girls. Our journey up-
creek led over o triple divide, the source of three creeks.r
When we reached the top of the divide, we walked through a
woods of huge Beech trees adorned with lichens. Ground moss
end the great sword ferns (dbracken) made the way pleasant.
The girls found some "mountain tea", the shrub from which
the flavor for Teaberry gu.m is obtained; also I must sample
some Sa.séafras end chew some Slippery Elm. ILegving the sum-
mit after climbing a rail fence, we went down a gully which

was supposed to be a County Road, crossed little branches

of orange-cblored water stained from the sulphur rocks, pass+t

ed coal banks interspersed with sulphur end topped by shale
that made it impossible to mine the coal as "slips" (lend-
slides) occur, and thus entered another valley. As the path




along the creek had been washed out, we waded water part way
crossed two high foot-logs, and finally arrived at their
commodious cabin gfter a two-hour walk. I was grateful for
e splint-bottom chair, g drink of well water, and an open
grate fire. As is the custmmm in many mountain homes, the
outside door was left open for more light and air until too
chilly for comfort. For this reason, 1 é,lways wore woolen
clothes when visiting in the mountain homes. That night
their musually soft feather-bed felt luxurious to tired,
aching limbs, but the trip was worth all the effort; so ev-
eh'!;s proved.

It was during those two days when a mountain storm and
resulting "High Tide" shut us in, that "Amerieca®, the mother
t0ld me of true happenings in the hills that I recorded post
haste in notes to use later in the stories: "High Tide",
"Mammon®, and "Aunt Iille and the Racer"., Monday morning,
six o'clock found us on our long journey back to the Mission,
The "High Tide" had made it necessary for us to build two
bridges and go a round-about way, skirting the hills to ne-
gotiate our jJourmey. Great cataracts of water were shoot-
ing down steep inclines in & noisy manner. The Kentucky
cardingls were singing; the vivid coloring of rock, tree,
and bush hed 'béen conjured forth by the rain; the rapids in

the creek almost shouted to us as we neared them. Yes, the
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long trip was worth all the effort in spite of the fact that
I was almost too tired to teach that day. Yet, those girls
and others made the same journey back and forth every day.
After that experience, I knew that those pupils deserved to
pass in thelr subjects even if they falled in some things.

Aside from my own experiences, I have endesvored to in-
corporate in this series of stories the following: (1) Out-
gtanding characteristics of the people, and (2) Characteris-

ties of speech that are indigenous to that sectiom.
Outstanding Charscteristics of the People

The isolation and struggle for existence usually bring
out the cruder phases of life. However, the mountaineer is
inherently polite. When company is present, the husband
addresses his wife as "Missus", and she "Misters" him, They
are hospitable, and when it comes to "leave-taking" of one
another, they invite one back severalﬂ times. They are very
sympathetic in times of sickness and death. The sick room
is often crowded with people, especially on Sundays. It is
the only way they have of showing their concern as they Rave
no telephonés for inquiring of the sick person; neither are
there any florist shops to deliver flowers. In fact, they
never have flowers at thelr funerals or buryin's. In times

| of sickness sometimes their superstitions are expressed by




hanging a horseshoe over the foot of the sick person's bed.

There are many maladies in this mountain region, and as
there is only one elderly doctor in this particulsr county,
medical aid is scarce. One elderly mid-wife delivers the
babies; she is called a "granny woman", The dreadful eye
disease, Trachoma, is quite prevalent in the hills. Recent
ly an appropriatién was mede to help combat this disease in
Kentucky, but I doubt if help penetrates as far as this sec-
tion of the mountains. The mountain children teke little
nofice of hurts, being stoical in nature. Also, many times
the parents of large families are so pre-occupied with the
many cares and chores of living that they pay little atten-
tion to minor hurts and wounds that become so easily infect
ed in this region. For this reason large méunta.in sores are
common. The stock remedy is a "fat meat poultice" or a
"pread and milk poultice". (See the story, "Waters of
Mareh®,) |

There is a stresk of stubbornness bred into the boys
end girls end men and women of the mountains. They must
necessarily possess an unusual "stick-to-it-iveness" to com-
bat rough, stony fields and plow land that sets on edge,
with s stubborn mule that has to be guided with the voice;
for the plow handles are all that one person can meanage
when hé.lt fhe time he has to be below the plow to keep the




roint in the soil and the plow from tumbling down hill.
Very often the mule must be headed straight up the mountain
in order to drive the plow point into the rocky soil for s
fresh start. There is very little level land or "bottoms"
for cultivation; hence it is highly prized. That is one
reaéon the mountaineers fight the extension of the govern-
ment road up the valley as it means they must give up their
garden spots or tobacco patches. (See the story, "Uncle
Jed's Last Stand.") However, two families can farm in Ken-
tucky where only one could in some level states; for one -
men can own one side of the hill, and snother family can
farm the other side. Women and girls help msnipulate the
hand-plasnters to plant co:én. As soon as school "turns out"
in the spring, every high school girl must necessarily get
out and hoe in the fields of corn and toba:cco; they expect
to do so and meke large sunbomnets to wear so that they may
preserve their "white" complexions, a mark of beauty that
has persisted since Civil War days. (See the story, "Aunt
Iilie and the Racer™) |
"Quick-on-the-trigger" tempers are common in the hills,
I had one boy in my classes with an explosive temper that I
tried to help him overcome. He could have been "bright" had
| he not chewed tobacco, smoked, and drunk liquor at the age
bf twelve. His growth was stunted by reason of this. He

14
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could tell in minute detail how they made corn liquor. He
was slways irritated when I referred to the foot-hills as
mountains., "W'y, these ain't mounttins!" he would protest;
"they's jist plain ol' hills." In spite of his temper and
feults, he had good.qualities. possessing a high tenor voice
thé.t fitted perfectly the old English Ballads that he loved
to sing. One of the girls would chord on the 0ld wheezy or-
gan end he would sing, "Barbara Allen" perfectly.

When it comes to money matters, the mountaineers are
natufally suspicious of one's intentions. The& then drive
sharp bargains. Those who fortunﬁtely have considerable
possessions often use their positions as a means of selfigh-
ly advancing themselves instead of being concerned about the
poorer fellow. Even the ones that are better educated, ones
whom we would expect to be'leaders, are often as implsgcable
a8 the poorest of the poor in their naiﬁres. But perhaps,
thet is true of human nature in general. (See the story,
Meetin' House Feud".) Along with these traits of character,
we should include the mountaineer's trait of refusing to |
testify against anyone, all sticking together, right or
wrong, partly because of fear and pdrtly because of traditbn
and treining. (See the story, "To the Vietor".) The ob--
servers never consider that they become n"gccomplices to the

| erime" if they do not report the case to officials. (See the
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story, "Meetin' House Feud",) Also, asnother idea that pre-
vails is - "It's all i'ight, just so you don't get caught.”
The crime is in being caught and sent to jail. Very often
they study the Law in order to see how to evade it - or to
see how to "best" the other fellow, no matter if it is by
trickery. (See the story, "To the Victor".)

Characteristics of Speech that are Indigenous

~ When the Misslon School started about twelve years ago,
the o0ld Shakespearean pronunciation of "beastes, nestes,
postes, and vestes or westes" was quite common for the words
"beasts, nests, posts, and vests". They still persist; even
two of my high school students always pronounced "beasts" as
"beastes", It was éo quaint that I fear I was not diligent
in trying to correct them. The word "pieded" for "spotted"
is also dated from the time of Shekespeare.

Farther back from the viewpoint of time, another word
that has persiSted in preserving itself is the word "hitw,
used inétead of and asltermately with "it", "Hit" was per-
fectly good English in the time of Tyndale in the sixteenth
century as he used "hit" for "it" in his translation of the
Bidble. The 'peopie in the mountain region seem to use "hitn
eand "it" intei'changeably 88 it suits their faney - or per-

haps whichever term is more easily pronounced. From my ob-
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servation, they use "it" as an elision of "hit"; for they
pronounce "it" very distinetly. Most Americans usually |
elide "it" to "ut" or simply "rin.,

At first I could find no explanation for the word "ginn
with g so_ft "', used in this section of the foot-hill coun-
try instead of "chore", and the expression "gimmnin' 'round®
neaning "choring around". Then I discovered the word "gin®
in the Bible, meaning "trep". No doubt, trapping or visit-
ing traps was a very definite part of the chores in pioneer-
ing times; therefore, "ginning" came to be used for "trap-
ping, and the word "gin" hecame established in their minds
with chores and has been handed down by word of mouth ever
|since the earliest settlements in Amerieca.

The term "High Tide", used t‘o designate a flood or high
waters has undoubtedly been carried down in the vocabulary
of these mountain folk from the time when their forefathers
lived near the ocean either in this country or in England.
The original mesning of "ereek" is an inlet in the sea; it
is pronounced in this section of the foot-hills as "creek™
with the long "e" sound and not "erick" as in Southern In-
diana and other states. It was perfectly proper in England
.to call the high waters in the inlet of the sea a "high tideé|
because that is just what it was. This, to me, is the only
possible explanation of this "philologlcal curiosity”.
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The terms "holp"™ and "holpen" for "help" may have per-
sisted from the time of Chaucer. The older people use thesg
terms very consistently although the younger ones who have
attended Mission School or other high schools have it train-
ed out of them, but they will almost invariably elide "help"|
to "he'p". "Chancet"™ for "chance" and "oncet™ for "once"
ai'e two other early American dislect forms. The use of
"wonderful™ instead of "very" - as: "The room was wonderful
dirty" - surely musf be a carry-over from the seventeenth
century, used in the sense of "enough to exeite surprise©.

Two other 0ld forms are found in the words Wispleasure"
and "disremember". These are used as verb forms in a neg-
ative sense. |

Many of the dialect forms are merely mis-pronunciatioms
but they are important enough to be mentioned from the fact
that their spelling has been affected by the persistent miso
pronunciation. They insist on spelling "window" as "winder"
because that is the way it is pronounced. |

At the close of each story is an annotated list of un-
usué,l expressions or words that are used in the stories.
Alternative expreésions are also lisi:ed.. Many of the mis-
pronﬁncia.tions are not listed as the pages would be ovéi'-
loaded with numbers. A complete alphabetical list of dia-
lect .rorma, hoWever, is placed at the end of the book for




the purpose of showing the way the mountain folk pronounce
the words and even substitute different words to convey the
same meaning.

Perhaps it would be easier for the teachers in the Mis-
sion School if they could use the mountain vernacular in
teaching; for sometimes, it is difficult to use words of the
right comnotation for the mountaineer children as their ex-
perience with the ocutside world is so limited. Some of them
have never been to a real town. It is almost impossible to
teach geography to some. One teacher was patiently trying
to locate the country of Holland for hei‘ class, telling them
it was across the Atlantic Ocean, near France, etc. One
1little boy seid disgustedly, "Tell us, Teacher, is hit up
ur down?" The only phraseology that he understood in re-
gerds to d.:l.rectibns was "up~creek" and "down-creek",

Very often - in fact, most of the time, I felt that I
was in a school room, learning instead of teaching. I en-
tered into the lives of the peopl.e so intensely that I could
never shake off the feeling that I was an actor in a drama,
the other actors of which were utterly oblivious of anything
wmusual happening. Then when it was all over, and I liter-
ally stepped from thet stage back into the "civilized" sur-
roundings to which I had been accustomed for years, it took
me ewhile to shake off the "make-believe" world snd reedjust
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I wonder what might have happened hed I stayed for s
longer period of time. Would all have seemed as commonplace
as 1t did to the natives of that little section of creek-
country in the foot-hills of the Appslachians? Perhaps, I,
too, might have said what one woman did as the truck-load
of people went bumping down-creek over rocks after the last-
day-of-school exercises. I was lamenting the fact that the
tarpaulin over our heads to protect us from the rain kept me
from enjoying the scenery. Said she, "Aw, they hain't no-
thin' to look at - jist some ole willer trees."

But to me come memories of the white, cone-shaped
Teandles" of bloom on the "Buckeyes", resplendent against
the dark green leaves; the hillsides a-bloom with Wild‘ger-
aniums, blackberry blossoms, snd mountain honeysuckle; and
the mists nestling in the gulches. All these treasures and
many more are locked in memory'é store-~-house glong with the
willow thickets which I last saw on my exit from the foot~-
hill country.




UNCIE JED'S LAST STAND

"Drop them rock, yuh young 'S«’:all'yu:n'.“1 Uncle Jed's
fiery tones foreboded evil., "Drap 'em, I sez, 'tother side
the garden gate!" ‘

I hesitated with my hand on the unloading lever of the
truck, staring into unfriendly eyes at the other end q:t’ the
shotgun. Uncle Jed's face was & brick-red and he was
snorting.

"Best be quick, Boss," warned my helper, Buel Fryce.
"Cain't trust his trigger finger whin he's on a rampage.”

My fears iwere confirmed. Uncle Jed's threats "sgin
the gov'mint" were being translated into action now that
the rock for the new road was being heuled in. My fre-
quent chafs with him at his well curb had revealed intense
opposition to the building of the government road up the
valley. The crucial time for my dealing with him had ar-
rived. I was prepared to do so by strategy rather than
sathority, fearing that teking him to Jail so soon after
his recent severe illness would mean homocide.

"0.K., Buel, I'1l dump the rock," I declared loudly
for Wncle Jed's benefit. "Go back end tell them to hold
off with that secomd truck loed."
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"I'11 unload, Uncle Jed," I promised as he still held
the beed on me, "but first, I want %o get a drinmk of that
good well water. I've been thinking about it all morming.”
I flashed him my friendliest smile as I jumped from the
trucic.

"Murn -- ifen yuh didn't wu'k fur the gov'mint, I'd
call yer my friend.,-- Drink 211 yuh want, Son. Time wuz
whin I could a-offered yuh e drink with some strength to
hit., Them days we made ocur own licker an' ;‘itzthe revenoo-
erg; didn't we, Bétsy‘?" . He fondled his o0ld shotgun. "An?!
we kin warzagin even ef all fhe olduns thet stood shoulder
to0 shoulder fur our rights is dead an' buried -- an' the
younguns is too yaller to take a stand agin the gov'mint
men. Msny's the time we fooled 'em ---"

Uncle Jed was now breathing more easily, but he still
clung doggedly to his gun as if on guerd. Realizing time
was my most valuable asset in dealing’ with Unecle Jed, I
urged him on, wondering if he included me with the men he
had ocutwitted.

"Wal, the gov‘miﬁt uster send revenooers ocut hyer in
the hills to ketch us stilling,"” related Uncle Jed with
gusto - "but by cracky, they never doner. I ricollect one
purty close call. Prudy 'n me hed the still goin' full-

blast out in the ol' smokehouse whin Pete, our leagtun®
who wuz fishin' down~creek rumnedd in to warn us.
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"Douse water on the fire,' I tells I’rudy. 'Pete, git
Honmer to sneak up the ridge an' give three calls on the
covhorn. ZPrudy, don't ferglt to make a stir 'bout me he'p-
in' yuh with the meat. I'll tend to the revenocoer.’

With thet, I santers down to the barnlot by the creek,
callin' the pigs -- 'Soy-eee; Soy-eee'. Then I calls the
cows, 'Ko-bossie; Ko-bossiel' I i'bout hed & stampede 'roun
me 'calse we never wasted corm on no animals 1essen6a re-
venooer wuz sbout. The pigs most gina'lly lived on the
mas‘bva.n' the cows pastered on the hillsides.

‘Wal, up comes the stranger.

'I see, yore a man of bizness,' sez he.

'Yep, reckon so,! sez I.

'Heared yuh raised a lot uv corn,' sez he.

"Reckon hit tekes & passel to feed these hyer rooters!?
sez I,

'"Hegred yuh sold milk in jugs,' sez he, pickin' up one
by the barm, tekin' out the cork, an' a-sniffin' at hit.
Whut kind uv milk do yuh sell?’

"Ser milk,' I answers. !'We likes hit strong 'round
hyer.'

Wal, thet revenooer seed he vuzn't gittin' nowhar
talkin'; so he starts lookin' 'round.

"Whut's thet smoke doin', comin' frum thet shed?' he
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inquires suspicious-like.

Jist then, Prudy starts yellin' --- 'Jed! Oh, Jed-i-
di-ah, come hyer an' he'p me smoke these hamg!' That wuz
oncet I wuz glad to hear her voice.

'Shet up,' I hollers. 'I got company.'

'Oh, thet's all right; go right shead an' he'p her,’'
sez he, startin' torard thet stillhouse.

Fur a minute I waz stumped. Then Hanner let loose
with thet cowhorn up on the p'int uv the ridge. How hit
bellered thet day! The wind wuz jist right to carry hit
plain.

'Come on,' sez I. 'Some persom's in trouble, shore
uz you're borned. They needs us wuuser'n Prudy.'

I tore out up the hollér, thet revenooer keepin' at
my heels. Whin we got a safe distance away, I drapped on
a log, an' we both puffed an' blowed.
When I Xketched my breath; I sez, 'I'm afeered I made a
misteke. How meny times. did that thing beller?!

'Three times,' sez he, 'with a leetle sep'rate note at
the end.'

Dedburn it!' sez I. 'Thet means they found the hoss
thet wuz lost up to Wildmen's., I thought hit war four callp

an' thet 'd mean - Come to oncet.?

'I'm glad hit warn't four, fur I need yore holp myss'f
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in a bad way,' sez the gov'mint man, kinde sly. ‘As man to
man, kin yuh tell me how to meke licker?'

Shore,’' I snswers. 'Ain't no man-person in these hyer
hills but knows how to make hit.'

'Is thet so!' sez he, su'prized-like.

'Yep, we got a neighborhood still. I uses hit fur a
sjaell; then my brother Tim, he runs it; then he passes hit
on to Mass; Toby takes his turn to stillin' next; an' then
Moxy --- Trouble is - they don't allus takes their own turn.
Sometimes, 17z yennig' fur e drink, but whin I goes to run
thet still, it ain't thar.'

Do yuh have 1t now?' he axed esger-like. 'I'd like to
see hit work,'

'Shore I do -~ lessen some rascal's borrer'd hit.
Foller me,' sez I raisin' up an' gittin' my wind fur a long
run."

Uncle Jed leid his gun down on the welleurdb, laughing
heartily. 'Yuh'd never reckon thar wuz sich a born-fool on
yarth; now, would ye, a-thinkin' I'd show him our still! "

The thought that I,too, might be a "born-fool" in my
‘| method of dealing with Uncle Jed flashed through my con~-

sclousmess. However, my interest in his story was too grest
to interrupt him then; besides, he'd be more pliable after
a good laugh. My appeal was formulsted in my mind; 211 I
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had to do was to await an opening to present it.

Uncle Jed's cheeks became flushed as he proceeded.

'I shore led thet revenooer a wild-goose chase, in an!
out one holler atter 'mother; up one hill an' down 'tother;
in circles, over logs en' bresh, fin'lly windin' up at a
ol' shed fixed up fur jist sich a time.

'Got to be rael keerful on 'count these hyer gov'mint
men,' I whispered, an' he seemed tickled pink. Uv course,
whin I opened the door, the shack wuz empty.

'Jist uz I thought,' sez I -- 'Thet meakin' Wildmen
boy thet cain't git enough licker 'z taken hit. Come on;we
gotta find him,' I yelled, startin' off agin double-quick.

To meke & long story short, uz my memmy uster say, 1
kep' thet revenooer chasin' frum one place to "mother --
an' gllus nary person hed thet still. Fin'lly, I seed he
had enough, 'b'ut I wvuz goin' to put the finishin' teches on.

'Stranger,' sez I, "mighty sorry I cain't show yuh how
to meke licker, but ifen yuh want a drink, I'll teke yer up
to Mendy's; she sells Moonshine,'

Whin we resches Mandy's, she wuz sottin' on her bed;

wa'n't no cheer big enough to hold her. She offers the

strenger a drink frum the jugs under her bed. They 'z
painted white on the outside to look like they hed milk in

tem. Then the rey_enooér done whut we wanted him to do - -~
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He arrests Mandy.

TA1l right,' Mandy sez, 'I'1ll go to jall with yer ifen
yuh'll holp me offen’ this hyer bed,'

Wal, siree, thet revenooer tugged an' pulled an' heaved
$111 he £in'lly gits Mandy to her feet. Then she lumbers
to the door, a-makin' the planks squesk with every step. I
wisht yuh could g seed the look on thet feller's face whin
he disclvers they'z no way to push er pull Mandy through
thet Q&oor; hit war jist natchally too narrer fur her. He
wuz so wore out, he give up.

"Looks like a leetle whopped dog,' sez Mandy uz he ske-
daddled down the hillside. Her laugh shore shook thet ce-~
bin, We never seed thet gov'mint feller egin --"

Uncle Jed peused. The chance to test my powers of per-
suasion on Uncle Jed had arrived. But I walted a split secd
ond too long. My eaxr caught the roar of a motor.

"Could the boys have disobeyed orders about that second
truck load of rock!" I wondered.

"Whut's thet?" TUncle Jed's keen ear hed also discerned
the sound. Be clutched his gun.

 "Hold on, Uncle Jed, I've got to talk to you ---" I
interposed. |

"No time now, Son. Them thar gov'mint fellers 'z com-

in' ter take rock 'cross my gerden patch -- an' they ain't
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got no right. I paid fur this hyer place, en' hit's mine.
Betsy 'n me is gonter stend sgin 'em to the last ditch jist
like the hullloneighborhood. uster. We'll show 'em."

With a wild look, he rushed down the garden path much
too swiftly for his age and strength towards what he thought
was a new truck load of enemies., I heard him shout, "Come
on, ye lousy louts --"

| Then an girplane motor droned overhead. That was what
we had heard instead of the second truck.

"Thenk God," I breathed as I pursued him. "I'1ll have
a chance yet to influence his actions." |

Hls heart must have failed him; for I saw him stagger
at the gate, then recover himself, and point old Betsy
directly at the empty driver's seat of my truck. There was
g loud report. Unecle Jed turned triumphantly to me.

"We got 'em, Son.]:L We got tem!"™ Then he senk to the
ground.

Even before I reached his side, I kmew that Unocle Jed
hed taken his last stand "agin the gov'mint".

1. 'Scail'yun - rgpscallion or rascel

2. £it - fought

2 g.l?e‘.s_'mzfligh;o est child

5. runned - ran (cf. knowed - knew; catched - caught, ete. )
g. lessen - unless

. mast - nuts that fall from the Hickory, Walnut, Beech,
and other mut trees.
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8. yennin' - yearning or longing for

9. offen - off (cf. ifen - if and outen - out)

10.hull - whole

ll.son - used prolifically to denote person, place, or thing
(A favorite expression: "Son, I ain't doner.m)




WATERS OF MARAH

"They could not drink the waters of Marah, for they
were bitter." -Exodus 15:23

Lizzie Norich of Bear Branch, noted for her fier&
tempef, tall, spare, and red-haired, stood near the door
of the "lean-to" kitchen, buttoning the heavy overcoat up
to her chin. Her rasping voice aut the air as she turned
with a jerk to poke another stick of wood into the firebox
of the range and adjust a damper.,

"You two younguns quit postofficin'lz--an' hurry with
them %aters. Ifen Cham'er ever gits back with the corn
meal, we'll want supper. I gotta milk now. Yore pappy
said he'd be back, come sundown, but he ain*t, Fool-trip
over to the Mission anyways."

The metallic twang of Lizzie's voice utterly silenced
the girlish chatter. But Mary Lou's eyes still glowed
star-like, and Sarah's legs were rhythmic pendulums under
the table as they hurried with the peeling.

The chill wind invaded the entire room with the open-
ing of the door. Lizzie slammed it as quickly as she had
opened it.

"Reckon I'll have to go outen the front door. Mary

Lou, yuh kin ffy them taters an' cut the side-meat fur the
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skillet. I won't be gone no longer than hit takes to pull
down the fodder from the barnloft, an' milk. Sarah, mind
the baby,lzant ifen Cham'er comes in, send him down to
Doty's to git a mite more lamp oil. 7Yore pappy started
'bouf two this mornin' to walk over to the Mission; so he
taken the lantern.”

With the click of the lateh, Sarah fairly bounced to
the opposite side of the table. In a twinkling she was up
on thg rude bench, pointing to the pleture of a doll on a
pagegof a catalogue pasted on the wall along with news~

papers and Sunday School quarterlies that served as wall-

paper for the kitchen.

*Hit*s that one, I want fur Chris'mus, Mery Lou. See,

the one with the curly hair an* the pihk dress, ﬁal, I
wouldn't be displeasuredléifen her dress wuzn*t so purty,
but her hair orta be all golden an' curly jist like that."
Sarah flung back her own stringy derk hair from her fore-
head so that she could peer more intently at the picture
of the coveted doll in the fast-darkening room. |
"Sarah." Mary Lou's voice was like the soft wind
Wwhispering in the pines. "We'd better not talk 'bout that
P1&Y’dOllYl5anymore, leastways, not whin Mom kin hear us."
The glow from the fire that Mary Loud was stirring re-

vealed & double-hunger in her immature, pinched face; for
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it told of frustrated longings and a patient acceptance
of her role as "little mother™ to the younger ones while
Lizzie took her share of the outdoor toil.

"But, Mary Lou, whin I eat, I purelylGenJoy looking
into her eyes; hit seems like she's a-talkin' to me., I'm
skeered I cain't hold my tongue.™ Sarah's voice quivered.

Mary Lou let the heavy 1ronﬁskillet clatter to the
stove. "I'm giving' yuh warnin' fur yer own good, Sarah.
Hit'd pleasure Mom to paste a piece uv writin' ur a poke17
on £0p uv that doll-picture ifen we keep gabbin' 'bout it,.
Yuh dont*t keer fur her to sPilelByore play-dolly; do yuh?"

"W'y, no." Sarah rubbed her greasy checked~flannel "
dress with moist hends. "Nol" Fright choked her voice.
"You doﬁ't reckon she'd do hit --"

"Shbre uz yore borned, she would. Sarah, you dis-
remember how Mom tore up Chamter's airplane 'casen he
stopped hoein® corn to fly hit, an' how she said she'd
wtar him out with a hiekorylgifen he made ary other tn.
An' maybe you disrememberzowhin she hung my play-dolly on
a nail so high I couldn't tipalhit, an' how I broke her
whin I tried to git her a~-loose.,” A note of bitterness
creptlinto Mary Lou's tone. "I can't figger out whut's
the matter with Mam. I 'low she don't even know hit's
gittin® clostt to Chris'mus."

"Shore,mshe knows hit, ﬁary Lou. Whin we'z down to
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the store jist ' tother day, she took account uv the fire-
cracker sign an! pooched out her 1ip,22an' said kinda
plagued=-like, 'Hyer *'tis most Chris'mus time agin.' Ant
then her face got as red uz fire,"

"But we don't dast say ary thing *bout Chris'mus nur
'bout that play-dolly. Tell yuh whut, Sarah,™ Mary Lou
continued in a comforting way, "let's wait till our heads
is hid under the counterpinzstonight, 'n then we kin whis~-
per !'bout yore play-dolly."

’Dessie Lee, the baby,“whimpered as Mary Lou cut the
last fhick slice of side-meat and huhg the reﬁaining chunk.
on the hook back of the range, a device for keeping it safe
from the rats. Both the girls raced for the baby'!s cribd
by the fireplace in the rroﬁt room. As was the cése in
most mountain homes, the baby was the center of attractiion
when she was awake. This time Mary Lou reached the baby
first.

"Better ocrawl under the porch, Sarah, an' fetch a
chunk uv coal fur the grate,”™ admonished thevélder. "The
fire's pret nigh24out, ant Mbm'll cut a shineascaisen’she
wants to wash Dessie Lee atterZGSupper. You'd holp her by
settin®' the box of baby e¢lothes on the mggtel-piece to warm{

"Hit's dreadful cold to ring a ring atter thet coal,

Meary ibn,* protested Sarah indignantly. "Mom said fur me
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to mind Dessie Lee ~-an' I'm goin' to have the sweet leetle
ole woman whin I git back."

The split-bottom chair that Mary Lou was using in lieu
of a rocker was low and loose from constant use. It lent
itself admirably to the rocking movement, responding with
& "bunke~-bunka" noilse as the fronf and back legs alternately
hii fhe floor fesoundingly. Dessie Lee seemed to love the
rocking. Her reddish-brown hair ocwled like a halo around
‘her heed in the firelight.

"Bless hit's leetle heart; Dessie Lee, yore hairs
shore look like the curls on Mom's leetle dead sister.”
Carrying the baby on one'arm, Mary Lou took down from the
mantel the glass=~govered snap-shot of a home-made coffin
containing a wax-like figure. She held it close to the
fire in order to see again her Aunt Norah whém she wished
might have lived. The girl with the eager face beside the
coffin was her mother. Mery Lou sighed. "I ricollect
oncet, Dessie Lee, how Mom shbwed me a bunéh uv yaller
curls thet her mammy hed cut offen A'nt Norah's head. She
looks like --" ' | " |

A sudéen squeal from near the front porch caused Mary
Lou to replace the pieture on the mantel quickly. "Sarah,
take yorese'f outen thet porchi" She smelt burning“potatoes
*Sarahl” she shouted as she dashed to the stove still
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holding the diminutive Dessie Lee. Snatching a darkened
dishrag to life the covér, she stirred the potatoes vigor-
ously with a battered fork. The cold was ocreeping in
through the cracks of the board walls.
"That Sarah's natch'lly got her foot catchedagagin
comihf up them stump steps." Mary Lou hastened to cuddle

the béby down in the crib. "Don't ery, Dessie Lée.

Sister's got to he'p Sarah." _ _
» %K »k % 4% » ¥k >kk

As Lizzie entered the low-ceilinged kitchen with her
bucket of steaming milk during a 1lull in the storm, she
was tired, cold, and frankly irriteted. She smelt burnihg
| potatoes; the baby was erying; and ho one was to be seen
except the cat that was trying to reach the cut meat in
the skillet. |

"Them keerless younguns! I wisht I could make two
outen myself. The Law sakes! The grate fire's plumd
petered out?o The baby'll ketch cold. Hush up, Dessie Lee™
Lizzie fumbled with the buttons of her coat as she called,
kOh, Mary Loul! Sarah! Whut in tarnation's become uv them
gals?" o |

She opened the door of thelean-to" bedrocm; but only
an ioy breath of air greeted her, reminding her that she

must wateh the cans of fruit put in the bedding box to
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prevent their freezing. Warming her hands, preparatory

to taking the baby, Lizzie felt more like weakening than
she had for meny a month. Her physical strength was at a
low ebb. She was tired of holding the managing reins that
her easy=-going husband had long ago relinquished to her,
but she didn't dare give them up. As a young woman, Lizzie
had been lively and "jealous"” to get along. Her bittér dis-
appointmént in not béing able to realize her ambition with
Henry had caused her to encase her feelings in flint-iron
thet gave off sparks if struck. She was now handicapped
by a rapidly developing goiter that affected her in such

a way that she could not be calm. It had alchemized her
gay, langhing voice of youth into this metallie Iraspe.

Dead hope had engulfed her soul in "waters of Marah" un-
iil they were making bitter the lives of those around her.
Yet underneath it all, there was an undercurrent of long-
ing she eould not fathom.

"I wisht I didn't keer so ='bout the youngunsl" she
muttered to herself as she took the child in her arms. |
"Bless hits leetle bonesl 1 orta bathe yuh now, Lover.®
This process always brought'Lizzie a derived pleasure; for
to her, & laughing, well-fed baby in & clean bed epitomized
her "lost dreams", |

‘Her ears oaﬁght a murmur of voices down the branch-
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path. Lizzie shook herself mentally - "Time to get things
moving for supper®. No matter what the task was at hand,
she_never wanted her children to go hungry. The latch was
soon lifted, and Rags, the new dog, bounded in followed
by Henry with the two girls elinging to his arms. They
never did that way with her. Irritation took possession of
Lizzie. |

31

*Got back; did yuh? Most give ye out a-comin?,

Cha'mer ain't got back frum mill; don't know whut he aims
fur us to use fur bread tonight. Mary Lou, watch them
taters, Sarsah, qﬁit yore snivelin!s. I declare; looks like
yuh'd be glad yore pap's backe Come hyer an' take Dessie
Lee."
| Lizzie did not notice how Sarah winced as she sat
down in the chair; she was too much engrossed with the de-
layed supper. The look of antiecipation on Henryt!s face,
as of one who has been in a far country and whose mind is
filled with new wonders, gradually faded. He dropped one
large éack to the floor and handed Lizzie the meal bag that
was always replenished dn Saturdays; "I packed the meal up
frum Mammy*s, Lizzie. Cham'er's bin ginnin?szarcund down
thar tonigﬁt on ‘count & sick hoss =="

The scowl on Lizzie's face deepeﬁed. "Allus somethin!

heppenin' to take Cha'mer whin we need him hyer to home.
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"Ifen yore no-'count, sorry brother'd quit runnint places -

She moved into the kitchen with @ jerk, finishing her com= |
plaint to Mary Lou who worked in silence, straining the
milk and then sifting the meal into a large oval, wooden
nixing bowl for the evening'!s bread.

With a great sigh of weariness Henry sank down on the
beneh by the fire-place. The old, baffled, crushed-down
look had completely supplanted the eager one of a few
minutes previous.

Sarah looked at her father through tears. "Pappy,
air yuh kinde wore out?"

"Reckon 1 be a leeile grain tared,§4admitted Henry.
He never expected any sympathy but was élways ready to
give it to his children. "Whut yuh feelin' so bad about,
Sary? 7

"I hurt my ankle whin I'se tryin' to pack a chunk uv
coal frum way back under the'porch."

 wConcarn it 8ll! That's too bad, suger," Henry con-
soledvher. "Want I should tell yuh *bout whut I seed over
to the Mission todey? Wal, I wuz right well tickled to
git thar jist uz they's eatin®' breakfast in a room 'bout
as big as this whole cabin. Then whilst I wuz gittin!
warm by the kitchen stove, I ketched & sight uv the room
whar the leastuns has their play-prettieSSE-an' whut ye

reckon? I seed two boxes uv play-dollies, biguns too;
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pret nigh like the plocture uv the beegun on the wall in

the kitchen."

"Ssh, Pappyl" Sarah placed a still grimy finger to
her lips. "Dontoha reckon yuh'd better hunt fur that chunk
uv coal 1 lést out yander by the steps? Looket the fire.,”

"Why, shore, Sis; I'll foteh a sack uv coal frum the
shed though I don't feel much work-brickle.57 I thought
yuht!d be pleasured to hear 'bout the play=-dollies."

Serah visuelized the doll that must be in the sack

on the floor as she held the baby and unconsciously listen~|-

ed to the scraping and stirring in the kitohen. When
Henry came in with the sack of coal, she smiled up at him.

"You look like Senty Claus's picture, Pappy," she
suggested bashfully. "Whut yuh got in yore pack?"

"I'm too tared out to feel like Santy, but I done
fetchedzasomepin fur yore mom an' all uv yuh in the bag on
the floor. Reckon yuh kin all go to Sunday School to-
morrer ~that is, ifen yore mom says so."

"An' see Miss Orphat" Sarahts eyeé shone. "Reckon
yuh kin go too, Dessie Lee, ifen jore a pretty baby."39

Lizzie's voice from the kitohen broke in ~="Better
ye be a-washin', Mr. Norisch. Yuh mought be hangfy atter
sich a long foél trip.*

—

"Ireckon I won't hev to eat with & 'coming stomach',

40|

Lizzie, but the folks to the Mission erpped me up & snack




to eat afore I started back. They wuz some light bread
but hit warn't store bread. Reckon they got a fair cook
over thar."

“Corn pone's good enough fur us- that is, ifen yuh‘
ever git ready to eat hit. Mary Lou, pour some milk fur
Sarah =-not thet; hit's blinky%l Hyer, Sarah, hand me the
baby. The taters is scorched, but I cain't be hyer a-
cookin' an' out milkin' at the same time." |

“ﬁow, Lizzie, I'm most allus home at chore time.

You won't mind whin yuh see yore bronght-onézcoat."

"Time enough to burst the bag4 atter supper. Set
down, Sarah.™

"Hit wuz shore enough a fact whut the Sunday School
missionary said 'bout their goods," Henry volunteered as
he sat on a bench under the few pahes of glass supplement-
ed by rags and tin that served as a window. "You kin git
ary thing yuh neéd over thar. Takes right smart spell to
walk it though. Mud's deep down to Nigger Branch this
time uv year; most gin'lly froze up. Turkey Ridge 's uz
, slick44uz greased lighfnin' on t'count so much rainint.

Do yuh rioolleot%5Sand Ridge, Sarah? They said a wild

cat jumped on the back uv the teacher as she wuz ridin' up
the ptint uv the ridge46an' clawed her dreadful afore she
could git holp.” |
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In the excitement Sarah had forgotten to look at the
beloved doll. "Not Miss Orphal" she gasped.

"No, a new teacher over thar fur the Free School.
She didn't know whut to do. It jumped frum a tree onto
her shoulders. Don't know whut she would a done 1fen47K1e
Hollon hadn't happened along an' poked the whelp off an?
shot it."

The‘girls sat motionless with eyes wide open. Their
trance-like gaze was broken by Lizzie's racuous voice.

"See thar, I told yuh gels not to be foolin' fround up

thar on the p'int atter sundown; thet's whin the wild cats

11 git yuhe Mary Lou, whyn't yuh eatin'? Cain't live on

the wind. An' I declare, Sarah, yuh ain't et a bite."

With flushed faces the girls resumed eating while
Lizzie turned to her husband. "Mary Lou axed to climb up
to the p'int uv the ridge this evenin' to git some holly
to decarate with =jist like yuh could prettify48these ol!
walls with the paper all chawed up by the mice an' ratst
Seems like Doty could a fixed this sorry cabin4gso hit
wouldn't leak this winter. He 'n Tillie fixes their roof
an' wallpapers their own houses. We pay 'em rent enough
fur a leetle fixin!'.m -

"fuh don*t understand, Mom,"™ interposed kMary Lou in a

pained tone. "I wanted to git the holly fur our Sunday

School missionary.”
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"Thar yuh go -allus wantin' to give 'em somepin; in
the summer, allus getherin? flar-potssofur ‘em. Whut do
yuh think you'll git out uv doin' things like that? They
kin talk a lot, but jist whut they doin' to he'p us pore
fo'ks?" | |

"Reckon yuh'll change yore wind, Lizzie, whin yuh see
what a budgetsluﬁ things I got over thar with Cha'mer's
money. Hit's real brought-on stuff, too; though uv céurse
fur thet price hit's not new." Henry rose to go back to
the grate fire in the front room that also served as the
main bedroom. Lizzie reluctantly gave up her plaint.

| "Mary Lou, poke a stick of wood in the stove to heat
the dish water. Put hit in the dish pan. I want the water
in the kittle to wash the baby." | |

Sarah limped behind her moﬁher; she shivered a little
as she stepped up into the main part of the cabin. Her
ankle was stiff now, but it didn't hurt if she sat still.
She perched on the edge of the bed where she could watch
every move made by Henry who had the bag on the bed.

"Hyer, I'll jist dump hit all on the bed; 'reckon
hit's'all wrinkled by now, but I had to press hit tight to
git hit all in." Henry untied the mouth of fhe builap sack
All was silence'except the wind tesring at the loose, hand~-

hewn shingles. Both Sareh and Mary Lou wWere watching with

anxious expectancy for a doll to come forth with the clothes

b
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"Let me," interjedted Lizzie after laying the sleep~-
ing baby in her crib. ™Roll the sack back, Mary Lou, on
that side. =--Tharl-- Wal, yuh did git me a coat -fust one
fur ten year. Cain't say uz I like the color, but hit's

warm=-lookin',."

"Put it on, Mom, please. That green color's pretti-

fulgzéighed Mary Lou.

 "Don't go 80 good with red hairs; orta bin brown."
On went the coat with the customary Jerk. "Button's off-
guess I kin put one on offen the sleeve. How'd yuh ever
guesé ﬁy size, Henry?"

"The cook over to the Mission tried hit on.™ He
paused. "I'm proudﬁzyuh like yore coat, Lizzie."

Her face had smoothed out to a remarkabla dégree
while her fingers were pressing the wrinkles from the
coat, but not a hint of gratefulness showed in her terse
tones., ™"Hit'll do fur the places.I go; maybe w'ar hit to
a buryini54ur two ihis wWinter."

 "But wuzn't we gittin® the new clothes, so's we kin
go to Sunday School tomorrer?" Sarah's voice was tremu-

lous. "I wanted Miss Orpha to see Dessie Lee.”
55 |
"Too fur to pack a baby. Look hyer, Sery, thar's

a real good pair uv mittens fur yuh; reckon they'll keep

yore hands frum choppin'! so. Mary Lou, hyer's a sweater




44

yuh kin wear on top uv yore dress. Hit'll keep yuh warm
whilst yuh work in that cold kitchen. An' Sarah, hyer's
a coat jist about yore size. Gome an' try hit on. Whut
yuh a-settin' thar fur? Now, jist stand still, 1I'll
have to hem it up. The fur collar mekes hit real Snug.
An' the dark brown color won't show the dirt. Whut's the
metter with yuh; don't yuh like hit?"

Sarah's 1lip was trembling. She knew now that ﬁhere
was no doll in the sack. ™I wish it'd bin red, or else
bin a ~=--"

"Wal, yuh'll have to be satisfied. I'm proud of
this blanket fur Dessie Lee =-but didn't yuh git nothin?
fur Cha'mer?" | :

"He told me ge'd rather go along next time an'! git
him some britchesaa-ifen we kin scrape up enough corn to
trade fur 'em,"

"LawsYl Hit's time you's gittin' to the dishes,
Mery Lou. Fix thé fire an' he'p me hang these things on
‘the neils on the doors. We gotta git to bed, so's’we kin
git up early enough to churn. I like fresh butter fur ny
breakfast."

"An' can't we go to Sunday School, Mom?" persisted
Sarah. "They're going to give out presents to every

femily --". The thought of the two boxes of dolls still

lingered in her mind.
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"Jist whut do yuh expect to git, Sarah?" Lizzie's
voice cut trhough the child's consciousness until, off-
guard, she answered.

"Hit might be a play-dolly =---"

"Wel, yuh needn't expect hit then. Shore enough
play-dollies don't grow on Chris'mus trees 1round hyer -
leastways not fur us. Might uz well dry upavan' go to
bed; yuh look peaked.58 I'l]l he'p Mary Lou with the dishes
afore I wash Dessie Lee."

It ﬁas bitter cold in the "lean-to" bedroom. The
rough board floor scratched Sarah's feet, but the renewed

paln in her ankle obliterated all other sensations. In

the excitement, she hadn't found an opportunity to tell

her mother of the accident, but had borne the pain stoical~-

ly. Now snuggled down in the featherbed, she decided to
wait and tell Mary Lou when she came to bed. But Fatigue
claimed its vietim; and when Mary Lou retired, the dark-

ness hid the tear-stained face on the next pillow,.
- R E %% % ok * kK

It was Sunday afternoon. Although the sun was shin-
ing, the cold pierced through Mary Lou's "brought-on"
sweater as she hurried over the rocks and—up the slippery

bank of Bear Branch. Her progress was slowed when she
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reached the corn-stubble field that was soft from thawing.
She knew that Lizzie would not want her to go out of her
way to get Chalmer at her grandma's, but she felt she
needed his help.

Upon entering the dark, smoky ceabin, Mary Lou could
not see her grandmother for an instant, but she hear her
exclamation bf surprise.

"Mary Loul What's the matter, Child? Yore plumb out

uv breath. et down an' rest a mite. Cha'mer went on over

to the school house. He jisﬁ swore yuh'd all go ‘case
yore maw hed & new coat." Molly wiped the last dish with
the seme cloth with which she washed the dishes; she then
turned to Mary Lou. "Now, tell me, Child, who's sick?"
"Sarah hurt her ankle last night, Grandma, but she

didn't tell Mom; an' hit's swelled up somepin fierce to~
day. Mom put a fat-meat poultice on it, but that don't
do no good. An', Grandma, Sarah talks so flighty. She's
bin cravingﬁga play-dolly fur Chris'mus so bad that she 's
Jist 'bout sick anyway, an' Mom's bin so cross with her.1
I'm gbin' over to the Missionary Sundey School now to see
ifen I kin glt her a play-dolly. I come past hyer to git
Cha'mer. 1I'll hurry an' ketch him on the way."

 "Mary Lou, hit's too late fur yuh to go all thet way
by yorese'f. Then fuh ricollect last year how disapp'int-~

ed yore maw wuz in the present she got. Seems like she
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orta know that them missionaries gives to seven Sunday
Schools at Chris'mus time; they can't pleasure every per-
son, Now, I shore wuz proud uv my towel; hiy's over on
the fire-boardeonow. I've never washed hit yit; it's
sich a purty pink.”

"Grandma, why wuz it Mom stomped on the things in'the
yard‘énd tore the books to pieces? I never could under-
stand 'bout that."

"Mary Lou, yére maw wuz a spit-fire gél. I knew hit
war a“mistake fur Henry to take her; they don't team up;
don't pull together; hit's hard on both uv ‘em, but it's
the worst on you younguns. I never talked this way to yuh
afore, Mary Lou, but you're old enough to know some things.
I couldn't figger out either *bout that stomping business,
whether Lizzie done hit jist to spite Henry ur whether she
Jist had to blow off steam.”

"Mom swore she'd never go %o Sunday Sehool again,
but I kinda think she wanted to go today tcaise she had
her new coate I wisht yuh'd go up home, Grandma, and do
somethin' fur Sarah."

"Did yore maw send fur me?"

"W'y, no; I didn*t tell her I wuz comin' down hyer.fl

"Then I cain't go, dear child, caisen ybre maw give

orders fur me not to ever come on the place ~but I'd go
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tlong with yuh to Sunday School ifen I could walk that fur.
Tell yuh whut I'll do -you jist stay hyer, an' I'1l1 make
yuh a real nice corn=-cob play=-dolly fur Sarah, an' yot kin
take it to hei."

| "But, Grandma, she wants a real brought-on doll with
golden curls; an' Sunday School's the only place I know
whar to git ary one. I shore got to go; thar's the sound
uv wagon wheels; reckon I kin git a ride."

However, Mary Lou did not get the expected ride, for
the wégon turned off at the Branch; thus it happened that
Mary Lou was the last one to arrive at the blackened board
shack, set up on stilts, that served as a schoolroom for
the F?ee Sehool. It was now used on Sundays for "Free-for-
all“sameetings and‘thé Mission Sunday School. Usually out
in the yard was a crowd of men and bays who scorned to go
inside unless there was something unusual such as a funeral
preachin® or a singing school or special program.

This Sunday afternoon Chalmer Norich was the only one
outside. He looked disappointed when he saw Mary Lou alone
"Hi, Mary Lou. Whut's keepin' the rest? I bin waiting'
fur yuh a long time.. I thought fur shore that Mom'd come
now she's got her coat;“

"Sarah hurt her ankle an' she's wonderfulﬁzbad off.64
Qh, Cha'mer, they's singin'. Have I missed much?"
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65
"They Jjist brung up the meetin', Mary Lou. The house's

so pack-jam full thet I don't know uz yuh kin git in, ur
see ary thingeeifen yuh do ocrowd in to the backe I could
boost yuh through a wi nder next to the side-hill. They're
clos't to the ground.” _ ‘

“Oh, I'm !!hamedbvto do thet, Cha'mer." Bashfulness
temporarily overcame her determination. |

"Then yuh'll have to go home. Hit's too cold out hyer
lessen yuh had on a heavy coat." |

Mary Lou's tenacity of purpése once more asserted
itself. "But, Cha'mer one ur 'tother 's got to be inside
to git sarah's present. Yuh know how she's bin hankerin'68
fur a play-dolly. Do yuh reckon I could git her one?"

*I hope yuh kin, Mary Lou. Tell yuh what ~I'll boost
yuh through the winder right up on the platform; then you'll
be right clos'tegto the presents., I reckon I'd better go
home right away; yuh kin come home along with the Clarks.
Come on an' let me he*p you up in the winder."”

Mary Lou's unusual mode of entrance to a‘public
gathering wasftruly a heroie act in this neighborhood
where no one was ever allowed to forget an embarrassing
incident. The moment in which her feet were trying to

make contact with the floor seemed an eternity of time;

- then she felt reassuring arms gently assisting her to the




50

floor. Miss Orpha, who had been reading the Christmas
story, had seen her plight and silenced the suppressed
titters by.saying, "Needy ones in Christ's day were even

let down from the roof into His presence. We are here to

honor this same Christ's birthday today. In His estimation |

there is always room for one more."

Thus comforted, Mary Lou found herself sitting on a
stool by an improvised manger in the front of the room.
In the hay was & store doll, a large one, almost like the
one on their kitchen wall, but it.had no golden curls under
the white veil whiech was wrapped around its head and body.
Mary Lou gazed and gazed at it with a fascinated look, for-
getting her embarrassment and the rude remarks of the
Partin twins. In her eyes came a wistful yearning. This
doll was to represent the Christ child, she knew =-not for
a gift, but perhaps there were others. Then she séw the
packages in the oxher corner. They were all small; none
of them were large enough to contain a doll such as this
one, Mary Lou, with downcast eyes, was oblivious to all
that was being.said until suddenly she realized that Miss
Orpha was behind her, asking her to rise and explaining
to the congregation, "We are going to have a little Christ-
mas tableau. Junella; who was to be Mary, the Mother of

Christ, has not come; so I'm going to ask Mary Lou to take
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her place."™ The teacher put a sky-blue robe around Mary
Lou and a darker blue veil over her head.

“"Mr. Brown, our new worker at the Mission will sing
the 'Shepherd's Song'. Then the children here in front
will sing the Christmas songs I have taught them."

A hush fell on the audience. Mary Lou now bent over
the doll with increased adoration. "Peace on Earth" sang
the children as their last song, but there was no péace in
Mary Louts heart.

Then.Miss Orpha was saying =~ "As God gave us the
most precious gift on Christmas day, we like to give gifts
of love and kindness, and also some remembrance for each
of you. The gifts are not so0 costly; however, we have done
our best to remember every family in the neighborhood who
have attended Sunday School during the year."

As the packages were distributed, Mary Lou's heart
contracted. There were no dolls this year. Surely her
father had not been mistaken about the dolls he had seen.
Perhaps someone else at the Mission got them. Well if so,
then she didn't want enything. She felt all tight inside -
"Two boxes full} she thought bitterly "and they couldn't
have one doll.” Suddenly she felt afraid of herself,
afraid if Miss'Orpha gave her a package with a towel in it

and some socrap books that she would throw them on the floor
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and stamp on them as her mother had done the Christmas be-
fore. "She couldn!tl! She wouldn't be like her mother!
Miss Orpha had been so kind =-and here she was still wearing
the beautiful robe, representing the Mother of Christ.”
Something snapped, it seemed inside of her; all rebellion
fled, and the hot, scalding tears fell on the edge of the
manger. |

No one noticed Mary Lou, for the assembly broke up in
visiting as the presents were given out, and she was sur-
rounded by unheeding folks. Nothing remained for her but
to go the way>she had come., Laying the robe and veil over
the manger with & little caress, she wriggled through the
window by means of the stool, glad that she was not hamper~
ed with a package. She didn't want to see anyone; her one
idea was to escape the notice of the groups of laughing,
talking folks that were scattering in every direction up
and down the creeks and over the hills., There was consider-
able haste as no one wished to be out after dark. Already
the dense shadows were stalking through the valleys eager
to capture the last rays of the sun on the highest mountain,
liary Lou ran towards a huge boulder and crouched behind it;
she felt that she just couldn't go home with the Clarks.
Beslides, there was no reason to hurry now -no present to

take,
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Mary Lou could see no one on the path as she started
to pull her benumbed figure towards home. The mud seemed
deeper than when she came, and the fog from Clear Creek
enveloped her in the semi-darkness, chilling every fiber
of her being and confusing her. She must watch carefully
for the path where the streams forked, or she would lose
her way. Thoughts of the wildeat that had jumped on the
teacher's back spurred her tired feet as she plowed through
the sloppy trail cut deep with the mules' tracks.

Surely 1t was time that she was approaching the old
deserted cabin ﬁhere the trail dipped, but the path was not
going down; it was mounting higher all the time. Mary Lou
stopped, suddenly realizing that she was lost. What trail
had she taken? If she were going up Lost Mountain, there
were no houses until she descended to Nigger Branch; then
she'd be farther from home than she was from the school
house. If this were the trail to the Mission, then she
was going In the opposiﬁedirection from whiéh she had come.
She was standing in water now; i1t was seeping into her
shoes. There must be a spring there, but she didn't re-
member -that there was any spring up Lost Mountain. She
pressed closer to the mountainside. 'Slipping, she grabbed
at some rocks, but her hands gathered only the bracken

that grew all winter in such secluded‘8pots. Her fall was
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stayed but she was soaked. A sob escaped from her tight
lips; she wished she were at her grandmother's where she
cquld ery and cry. Then her grandmother would say, "There
now, you'll feel better." Mary Lou cringed from the idea |
of going home to the expected scolding; for double blame
would noW be heaped upon her. Here it was Christmas Eve,
and all her brave efforts for her sister had failed.
Nevertheless, she must at least get back to Sa:ah.,

Turning around with new determination, in spite of
her chattering teeth, Mary Lou started back down the trail.
In avoiding the pool of water from the spring, she went
too eclose to the edge. She felt herself slipping over
the mounteinside at the same time that she heard thé splash
of horseét hoofs down the trail. Digging her hands and
feet into the wet loose gravel, she bravely worked herself
back up to the path just as the horses reached the spring.
Mary Lou gave a cry; & flashlight shone in her face as
the riders halted. Half~-comprehendingly, she heard the
cheerful voice of Miss Orpha in startled surprise, "Why,
it's Mary Loul My but you're wet, Child."

| Though there was very little room to'dismount, Miss
Orphe was quickly off her horse, handing the reins to her
cousin. As she wiped the mud and tears from Mary Lou's

face, she went on in a soothing tone. "I missed you when
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we were handing out the presents, but I sent the package
with the Clarks. How does 1t happen that you are way up
here alone? I thought that you lived in the opposite di-
rection.”

"Why, yes," gquavered Mary Lou, "but 1 reckon I Jist
80t lost in the fog =an' i slipped offen the bank hyer, --
Miss Orpha, this Christmas I 'lowed to make you a holly~
wreath like I seen by the picture of the play-dolly that's
pasted up in our kitchen -the one that Sarah wants so bad.
But I couldn't gitvoyou the wreath -an' I couldn't git her
the doll -and I came the wrong way and -" She shook with
cold, anguish in her voice. |

"We must turn around, samehow, Arliss, and take her
home. She'll have chills and fever if we don't. I some-
how felt that my work for the day was not over. I'm glad
you're along."

A few minutes later on the horse in front of Miss
Orpha with the blue robe again wrapped around her, Mary
Lou told of Sareh's accident and her one wish at this
Christmas time. With skillful questioning, the entire
story was drawn from her by the sympathetic, dark-eyed
mission-warker with the ready smile and understanding
heart. "And you say, the doll must have golden curls.

Well, Marj Lou, this doll of mine has absolutely no hair -~
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and do you know, we might cut off some of our hair to put
on it, but your hair is bdblack, and so's mine, and so is
my cousin's. Why didn't we have curly, blonde hair? It
would be so much fun tb give some hair for a doll to hélp
a poor little sick girl.”

Again that memory of her mother fingering golden
curls floated into Mary Lou's mind ~and how carefully she
had placed them back in the faded blue satin-covered box
that the children were forbidden to touch. There had been
something like a tear on her mother's cheek as she had al-
most furtively placed the box high on the shelf in the bed-
room where the roof did not leak.s A daring inspiration
suddenly took possession of Mary Lou, but just as suddenly
it was supplanted by the o0ld hopeless feeling. She realiz-
ed that she could not carry out the idea, and she dare not
ask her mother. Still, she kmew where there were more

than enough golden curls for Sarah's doll.
%Kk 2Kk * %K * Kk * Kk

That Christmas Eve a light burned in the Norich cabin
long after the suffering Sarah had been administered to and
soothed to sleep =-long after a lone stocking had been hung
by the fireplace. When Miss Orpha had suggested that Sarah

hang it up, Lizzie had snorted. However, after the Mission
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worker had handed the doll to Lizzie in such a gracious
manner, apolegizing for the lack of hair but hoping that
it might bring happiness to one more child at Christmas,
Lizzie slmost miraculously caught her spirite It seemed
that the mantle of charity in kiss Orpha's liffe was ex-
tended to cover Lizzie Norich's flint-encased heart, melt-
ing a part of the flint with the glow.

An hour later, Lizzie was sitting in front of the fire
with the doll in her lap. She was sewing and pasting a
golden curl bn the doll's head while Mary Lou heated the
poker for her mother'to use in "freshening up" the next
curl that was to be sacrificed from the treasured box.
There were real tears in Lizzie's eyes this time; she
could no more understand their meaning than Mary Lou who
stood in awe before her mother. Her own heart was aching
with a sweet ache. There was joy in Mary Lou's heart; her
mother had said she could invite her grandmother to come up
for Christmas dinner the next day. There was good-will in
Mary Lou's heart. Her mother was placing the idol of her
heart on the altar of Mother love. There was peace in
Mary Lou's heart; her mother did care; she had spoken her
name kindly. |

The song of the afternoon rang again in her ears -
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"pPeace on earth; Good-will to men."™ She bowed her head
reverently. The waters of Marah were at last becoming

sweet,

"The Lord showed to him a tree (Christ's love) which

when he had cast into the waters, the waters were made
sweet." -Exofius 15:25

postoff iein' - gossiping or idling

mind the baby - care for the baby

displeasured - displeased (cf. pleasured - pleased)
pPley-dolly - store . doll (cf. play-purty - toy)
purely - surely or whole-heartedly

poke - paper sack

sp'ile - spoil

w'ar him out with a hickory - whip him hard
disremember - forgot

tip it - touch it

pooched out her lip - puckered up her lip
counterpin (or coverlid) - bedspread

pret nigh (or purt nigh) - almost or very near
cut a shine - act excitedly; show disturbance
atter - after

ring a ring - go round and round

sweet leetle ole woman - sweet baby girl
catched - caught

petered out - gone out or given out

a-comin' - coming (The prefix "a' is often used with vad.
ginnin'(soft "g"?— choring or doing chores
runnin' places - going places ‘
leetle grain tared - a little tired
play-pretties (or play-purties) - toys

beegun - big one

work-brickle - eager for work; lively

fetched (or fotched) - brought

pretty baby - good baby

snack - lwnch

blinky - sour or turning sour (in regard to milk)
brought-on - manufsctured or brought from town
burst the bag - divide the contents

slick - slippery

ricollect (or ric'lect) - remember
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p'int uv the ridge - point or top of the ridge

ifen - if (cf. outen - out ; offen - off)

prettify - decorate

gsorry cabin - a cabin - -full of holes

flar-pots - bouquets

budget - a parcel or number of things

prettiful - beautiful

proud ~ glad

buryin' - funeral

pack - carry

britches - trousers

dry up - keep still

look pesked - look sick or pale

craving - desiring or wishing for

fire-board - mentel over fireplace

hyer - here

Free-for-sll meetings - meetings open to all preachers
wonderful - very; extremely (wonderful dirty- very dirty)
bad off - very sick -

brung - brought (brung up the meetin'-gtarted services)
ery thing -~ any thing

"shamed - embarrassed

hankerin' - longing for

clos't - close

git - get (ef. pin - pen ; hin - hen, etec.)




TO THE VICTOR

Tragedy stalked into the little mountain "Free School"
et the fork of Nigger Branch and Troublesome Creek that
sul try August afternoon. Miss Olive, the new teacher from
Mason City, the county~-seat town, had no way of khowing
that the stage was even then being set for the most dramatic
episode in her life; she only knew that the heat was in-
sufferable. It seemed that the hot rocks and boulders of
the three mountain-sides were literally bombarding the
little frame school building with all the stored-up heat

of the long summer. The leaves on the Service Berry tree
outside the window hung inert and lifeless. As QOlive sur-
veyed her little band of pupils, she thought that they
loocked like drooplng plants in spite of their hardy consti-
tutions. Everyone had been extremely thirsty; there had
been an almost constant stream of children back and forth
to the water bucket with the gourd dipper. Much to the
delight of Polly, the eldest in the school, she had been
allowed to draw as meny pails of fresh water &s she wished.
The minﬁtes drudged slowly and heavily along as Miss
Olive made a farcical attempt at imparting knowledge to

the beginning class. Just before recess time she noticed
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that 1ittle Carolyn Atkins' face was ashen as she begged to
go home. Miss Olive laid the child gently on a bench and
bathed her temples. "I'll take you home, Carrie, just as
goon as it's recess time. You can't walk, feeling like
this. I'11l take you on my pony, Black Hawk." Carolyn
smiled Wéakly at that promise and seemed better. But when
recess time came, nearly the entire school had succumbed to
some strange malady. After dismissing them, Miss Olive
hastily lifted Carolyn and started to the shed for her
pony. Pausing at the door, shé could scarcely believe her
eyes. "Minner" was sprawled on the well-platform; Kurt weas
doubled.up on the steps; Golden was humped over on the
ground; everyone but Polly was groaning or moaning.

What eould she do? Here was not only one to care for,
but the entire school. 1In dismay, Olive Xindley almost
gave way to her own feeling of tiredness and futility.
Perhaps after all it had been a mistake for her to under-
take teaching in so remote a section of the hill coﬁntry.
Her mother had warned her, but the picture painted in glow-
ing words by Raymond Owens, her best college friend, of the
need here in his former home community had lured her on.

In a flash the responsibility of theée lives overwhelmed
her. She remembered the teacher over on Holly Creek who

had left the children just as a "High Tide" was rising.
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She must rally her wits and not desert her pupils. She
must discover the source of the illness.

"Children," Olive's voice was pleading. "Wha t haie
you been doing to make yourselves i11l? I told you to stay
out of the slimy pools in the creek-bed. You know they
poison you in Aﬁgust. Did you go down there?"

A groaning chorus of "No's" reassured her on that
point.

*Did any of you eat Indian Turnip root2?"

Again that chorus of negation.

"My dear children, you must tell me what happened.
Don'tNyou see I must know in order to doctor you rightly?
This is serious."

Olive reoogﬁized the inbred trait of these mountaineer
children in standing by each other, right or wrong. It
was hard to force confessions from them. She had learned
this when the eggs had been smashed on the side of the
school house, but that incident had not been so menacing;
no lives had been endangered then.

"Help me to know what to do," she prayed inwardly,
her heart going out to the suffering children. Suddenly
she remembered the excessive drinking. "It must be the

water.” She herself had drunk only milk'from her thermos
bottle.
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"Miss Olive, lookitl"™ Cross—-eyed, freckled~faced
Polly; the tomboy of the school pointed to "Minner" and
Kurt. In spite of their agony they were throwing rocks at
each other. ™"Could they be the offenders?' Almost
miraculously her mind devised a test. -

'"Polly, you don't look sick; will you get me a dipper
of water from the well? Hurryl" 0Olive caught her breath
as she sat on the edge of the piatform with the moaning
Carolyn. 1t was really a daring and perhaps far-fetched
scheme, but it might work if she carried it through under
pressure. She took the dipper of water. All eyes were
fixed on Miss Olive.

"Children, unless you tell me what has caused this
sicknéss and who is to blame, I am going to be forced to
drink this water to find out whether or not the water is
poisoned. I have no other way of determining this since
no one will talk."™ She looked directly &t Polly. Silence
reigned. Polly remained impassive. "All right."™ Miss
Olive raised the dipper to her lips. bLittle Carolyn roused
herself. "“Qh, Miss Olive, please don't. You don't have
to die too."

"But I must. I am responsible for you children; I
can't let you perish. If I drink this and am ill, we can

get at the cause of this iilness and know how to doctor you
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children. You are foreing me to do this because you won't
talk."”

"Minner" on the edge of the platform gave a great
groan‘-- "No; Teacher, you can't drink hit - yuh mustn't
die 'calse Dorse said 'at he goin' to marry with yuh ifen h¢
had to go through hell 'n high water to do hit - an' now
ifen yuh die, he'll blame me - ohl" '

"Blame you for what 'Minner'?" (Qlive's voice was
grave. OShe saw that it was a great struggie for him to
confess, but his love for her shone out of his eyes;

"The buck-eyes7l- I he'ped put 'em in the well; never
knowed they'd spile the weter. Dorse said a feller'd die
ifen he et 'em. Oh, don't drink that." *

Olive rose and sent a searching look around the group.
"But you said you didn't do it alone, *Minner'. I'll have
%o drink the water anyway if the other person doesn't con-
fess so that we will really have proof for this."™ She
looked streight at Kurt. “Now, which shall it bé? Shall I
drink this; or will someone else talk?"

Again the dipper was raised to her lips. EKurt Owens
straightened up and threw & look of hate at "Minner . Well,
by Jiminy, I'1l 'fess up, but I ain't savin' Miss Olive's
life fer yore ol' freckle-face bud - 'caise she's goin' to

marry my Uncle Réymond - even ef I'm dead and oain't gb to
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the weddin'. Miss - Miss Olive, I put some buck-eyes in
the well, too - an' no one else 'ceptin' us done hit." He
rolled over with great effort and added through gritted
teeth, "But I ain't going to tell why we done hit.”

Poliy Merrill could have told why, but she stood
white-faced and silent, her crossed=-eye resting on the well
while the other gazed &t Miss Olive's shining black hair,
Polly adored the new teacher who was s0 beautiful and kind;
yet Polly could not behave herself. Her coltish nature
asserted itself time and again; In spite of this, she was
a great helper, fér she ocould endﬁre much work and hard-
ship for her fourteen years. And she loved to ride and go
on errands for the teacher and the Mission folks down=~
creek. A happy thought now counteracted an almost irresist-
ible desire to confess how she had dared the two boys to
put the buck-eyes in the well.

"Miss Olive, ortn*t I to ride Black Hawk down to the
Mission to git Missus Kannard an' some medicine?"

Relief spread over QOlive's face. She dismiésed the
feeling that she should put the thumb=-screws on Polly to
determine her share in the guilt. The need was for help
now that they knew the source of the malady. Accordingly,
Olive sent the eager Polly on her way with careful instruct-

ions, little realizing how significant her short trip to
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the Mission would prove to be.

With almost unbearable anxiety Olive organized an
improvised hospital inside the schoocl-room, making cold
compresses from some cloth she had purchased for curtains.
Her tenseness relaxed somewhat when she heard the faint
clatter of horse's hoofs striking the flinty rocks of the
creek bed. Her hopes fell as she ascertained that the
rider was approaching from up-éreek;’it was not Mrs.vKannard
Suddenly the sounds ceased as though the rider were leaving
the creek, and a horse's whinny floated to them from below
the rise of ground.

Kurt recognized the sound. "That's Uncle Raymond's
hoss, Miss Olive. He's comin' fer me. Said he'd come out
and show us his new star ~=-- Hi, Uncle Ray."

The tall, stalwart form of Raymond Owens practically
filled the doorway. The twinkle in his clear, blue eyes
changed to & puzzled expression. "What's this? A hospital?
I thought I was coming to & school. Kurt, old boy, this is
the first time I ever saw you down and out. Olive, what
can I do to help? What's happened?"

"One question at a time; pleasé. you can see that all
of the children are ill - thai is, except Polly. I sent
her to the Mission for medicine and help. For awhile I was

mortally afraid we'd have & mass funeral here on Troublesome
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but the nausea seems to be passing. 1 believe that with
proper treatment the children will be all right though it
may be necessary to declare a little vacation.”

The childrents faces brightened at the prospect.
Raymond's voice showed his approval &t the turn of events.

"Fine! Fine! That will fit in with my plans for =--
someone that I had when I started over here today." He
paused slightly in embarrassment. "But Miss Qlive, you
never answered my second question as to what happened here,'

"I think we'd better have Kurt and "Minner" explein,
Mr. Owens."”™ (lives's eyes shoné michievously. "I wouldn't
want to tell‘on anyone." 7

"Aw, g0 ahead an' tell *im, Miss Olive,"™ admonished
Kurt.. "!'Twon't be a soulvzon Nigger Branch an' Troublé-
some but what'll know it *fore Polly gits through blabbin'.™”

"Now, just lie still, Kurt - an you, to, 'Minner' -
you néed to save your strength. Well, kir. Owens, you see
it was like this. ZIveryone was so thirsty this hot after-
noon that the pupils all drank an unusaal amount of water
which had been contaminated, we found out, by some buckeyes
that the children dropped into the well while playing. By
recess time everyone was doubled up. Carolyn is the worst."

Olive was interrupted by the noise of resounding hoofs

- down the creek. "I was intending to ask you take Carolyn
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home, but you'd better wait for the medicine now; for I

believe that help is coming from the lission. You might
hand me that wash basin over there on the desk."

Then for the third time that afternoon, the unexpec t-
ed happened. ZFrom where Olive sat she could see that the
rider dismounting was not Mrs. Kannard from the Mission
but Dorse Davis. She felt as though she were caught in a
net. True she had been friendly to Dorse just as shé had
been to all the young folks on Nigger Branch and Trouble-
some; little had she dreamed of his boast until this after~
noon; for all her thoughts had been for the clean-cut,
generous Raymond. He had seemed to her like & straight
pine on g hill-top, with a large horizon. She knew that
he stood for justice in this mountain district, but to one
like Dorse Davis, he represented the "Law" and was to be
hated and evaded in every way possible. Now, the two 6p-
ponents were going to meet here. Intuitively, Olive knew
that a contest of wits would result and she wondered what
part she could play in it. Dorse was coming swiftly towards
the door. Inside, Raymond Owens turned with the basin and
was in the act of handing 1t to Olive when the bulky form
of Dorse darkened the doorway as he loudly declared his pur-
pose.. |

"I'm coming to your rescue, Miss Olive., Polly told me
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all about the trouble up hyer ~-Y Dorse broke off abrupt-
ly as his black, snapping eyes caught the full picture of
the two working with the children. "H -m - reckon you all
don't need my holpvz--" He was plainly nonplussed.

Olive was quick $0 interpose. "Oh, yes, we do - we
need all the help we can get. The children are still quite
weak and will need to be taken home." Her smile melted his
hostility. "You are acquainted with Raymond Owens?"

"Howdy, Ray; uster know yuh 'fore you took to follerin®
the Lawe I bin a=-studin' it some myself lately."

"So? I noticed you several times in the courthouse
at Mason City the past month. %Well, it's a better way to
pass the time waiting for your majil sacks than the way
"Tuck™ used to." Raymond withdrew to the corner of the
room near Kurt, hoping that Mrs. Kannard would arrive soon.

"I ain't aimin' to lose a good payin' job the way he
done," retorted Dorse pointedly. "Whin I gits me & little
more saved up, I'm plannin' to build a right smart new
house up to Pine Ridge whar yore fo'ks lost that air timber
land." Turning with & sudden thought to 0Olive, Dorse did
not notice the deep flush mount to Raymond Owen's cheek
and brow. "Miss Olive, I brung yore mail on up hyer fer
you = 'lowed as how hit'd éave yuh a trip to the Post
Office. How'd you like fur me %o bring hit up regul'r to
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you?"

Before 0Olive could formulate a reply, "Minner™ stirred
and sat up. "Why cain't I bring hit, Dorse?"

Dorse chuckled as at & good joke. ™ 'Minner'!, I never
knowed yer to be still so long in yore life. W'y, I most
fergot yuh wuz hyer. We'll see 'bout who brings the mail,
hey, Buddie?" With a triumphant ring in his sonorous voice,
he easily 1ifted his small half-brother to his shoulder.
‘"iiss Olive, Mammy sent yer a special invite fer supper
Thursday night - you know 'fore Singin' School at the
Mission."” Turning to Raymond with his eyes bdring like
steel points, Dorse inquired with effrontery, "You comin'
to Singin! Sehool, too, hay == or air yuh too busy with
yore new 'shootin! star'? Them kind don't shine fer long
"round these parts - leastways; they didn't 'round y&re
paw's Jumber mill up to Pine Ridge."

With fists clenched behind him, Raymond fought off the
desire to retaliate; replying in a tense tone, "Yes, Dorse,
I expect to come to Singing School when it doesn't inter-
fere with business.™

Olive's apprehénsion diminished as she heard the
approach of the horses from the lMission. She helped Golden
to her feet. "I believe you'd better take Golden, too, Mr.
Davis. Her mother will doctor her. And tell your mother
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I'1l plan to come up for supper some evening as soon as I
possibly can."

Mrs. Kannard maede her entrance with a basket of medi-
cal supplies soon after Dorse left. <The children began to
groan again. The forthcoming peppermint and castor oil
had to be administered by &ll three adults. Polly was in
her element, here, there, and everywhere, teasing and ask-
ing questions.

"I know why you come to the school house,”" she boldly
asserted to Raymond. "Saw ole Lian Banks on my-way to the
Mission. He said you'é comnin' out t' see 'bout puttin' in-
surance on the school house here - what doiybu do that
fur? O01' Dorse Davis said hit war a money~-meking scheme
an' yore pap would hear 'bout it come next election time."

. Mrs. Kennard turned to Polly reprovingly, . "Polly, |
you know very little about sueh matters. Come hére and
hold Kurt's nose."

But Polly's pent-up information that she had acquired
on her way to the Mission was not to be dammed up so easily.
Her words rushed on 1ike & rapid mountain stream after a
sudden storm.

"I knows what other folks says = an' you know, too,

what A'nt Bet Tuck said 'bout that fire insurance that

©l' Mr., Owens had on his lumber mill an' fine house up to
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at the Law --"

"pPolly," Raymond's voice was commanding, "It would
be better for you to watch what you repeat - and how you re-
peat it."

"I'd say you had,” cut in Kurt, "my Uncle Raymond's
got a star -- an' he'll ===

"Umph! That! Ole Dorse says that's 'bout the best Joke
he's heerd - an'",

Olive realized that she must get Polly out and away
from the other children. 7Upon making a hurried inventory
of plans, she suggested, "Polly, how would you like to take
the two Shockey children home on Black Hawk now? You can
Just leave the pony at the Mission and go on home., I'll
get him later on."™ The puzzling situations were developing
so rapidly that oiive felt that she must have the steadying
influence of Mrs. Kannard in getting her bearings once more.
"No more school this week, children,” she announced.

"You look tired, Olive," suggested Raymgnd a8 the last
two scholars left with Mrs. Kannard. "Are you sure you want
to walk to the missiony It might not be such a good idea,
leaving my horse here in case a sudden storm should come to-
night; and I mugt get back to Mason City tonight."

"I feel the need of a long walk and a long talk, Raymond

72
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Olive locked the door, dropping the key in her small hand-
bag. "I'm locking all my troubles saway now for two days.
Don't you wish you could do that, too?"

"Olive," his tone was grave. "I might as well tell
you first as last that I'm afraid there is real trouble a-~
head. As & matter of fact, I did come out to take am in-
ventory of the school for the purpose of including it in
the "Blanket County Insurance" plan for all county property.
I think the plan is a8 good one and economical too even if
my own father was instrumental in puttin it into effect.
As his deputy, I am making the valuation. I have Just come
from Clear Fork school. But, Olive, you can see what a
stir'even this little legal matter is going to make here
where suspicion and prejudice are rampant.”

"Where are all your altruistic motives and plans, Sir
Galahad, that you had last spring when you argued me into
taking this school? You said I could be such a help in
this community, and now =--" She broke off with a little
note of despair, not findihg words nor courage to express
the fear that she was the fulerum for forces that might
bring about the destruction of Raymond's future plans.

"Olive, please I know you're weary unto death ~-- I did
heve those dreams- and I still do - and I still hope they

will be supplemented in a very real way in the future with
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an ideal country home up on Pine Ridge at our old place =-",

"Dorse Davis seems to want that place, too." Again
words were futile.

"Just so he doesn't want the girl I do =- (Olive, I
must have more time to talk to you when you are not so
tired," He glanced quickly around, surveying the sky.

"The way those thunder-heads are collecting over towards
Sim@sonville makes me think I'1ll not get to stay as long as
I'd like to this evenin'. Mrs. Kannard's a brick to ask us
to come.™

Theqwalk was all too short to the bungalow Mission
House that the mountaineers considered a mansion in that
section along Troublesome Creeke.e Olive did not have an
opportunity to express her fears to Raymond then nor after
their arrival; for all workers were occupied with duties
that had to be completed an hour earlier. The mountaineers
would begin to appear about dusk as they went by "sun-time".
Olive lent a hand with the evening meal which washscarcely
over before the first arrivals presented themselves.

Before the last group of singers had arrived with thein
lanterns and coats, dark clouds were rolling over the sky
presaging a pouring rain. All was in readiness for the
singing teacher; the fees had been collected; the new books

handed out; and the twenty or more young men who had enroll-
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ed in good faith "That if they didn't learn to sing the
square notes their money would be refunded” were seated on
the front benches in the little chapel of the Mission
School. 0Olive and Raymond were among the group of observers
that were permitted to sit in the back of the chapel to
listen. Dorse who had entered late stood glumly near the
door with a prediiiotion for going so that he might escape
the jeers of his cronies conderning Raymond's taking his
girl. The minutes dragged on with desultory chatting, but
still no singing teacher appeared. "He must have been
caught in the High Tide over by Simpéonville" was the gen-
eral agreement. Mr. Kannard, the well-liked Head of the
Mission, suggested that they sing anyway. Who would lead?
No one volunteered; the silence was awkward; then Miss QOlive
was called to the organ, an old wheezy affair with only one
pedal in working order. It was after this, as a matter of
policy, that she remarked, "If a motion is in order, I move
that our temporary leader of the singing be Mr. Dorse DavisT
Everyone assented, for they knew that young Dorse was a

gocd singer and that he loved to lead them ih their moun-
tain “hallaisﬂ?éaaymond noticed how Dorse's face beamed
with satisfaction as he consulted at length with Olive be~-
fore choosing his numbers. He wondered at Olive's encourag-

ing Dorse's friendship, not knowing that she was afraid to
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do anythimgbut keep his good-will at that time. After
three songs had been intoned, Raymond QOwens, with a
slightly puzzled expression on his face, left much to the
delight of "Minner"™ who was seated on the front bench
worshipfully watching his big brother and his beloved
school teacher.

Before Dorse Davis left the chapel room that night,
he obtained Olive's consent to come to the Davis home early
the next evening for supper after which the entire family
planned to come to Singing School. When Mrs. Kannard told
her that night that Raymond had left word that he would
come back the next afternoon, she was fearful that he would
not understend her. Had she known of future events she
would have left a note for him. No one could foresee that
he too would be delayed the next day By an order to bring
two blood~hounds from Simpsonville.

Consequently, the next afternoon, Olive's mind was
troubled on her leisurely tramp up the creek; now refulgent
with new motion and 1life from the rain of the previous
night. The path at first led along a slippery celiff; drops
of rain were still nestled inside the rosettes of mullein;
and the blackberry leaves were shining as they had not done
since spring. Disentangling herself from the briers near
a wire fence, she stooped preparatory to emerging into a

corn-field on a little strip of bottom land. Here, she en-
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countered Polly with her hands full of blue and white clay,
Her freckled face was clownish with blue and white dabs.
Olive greeted her enthusiastically.

"Oh, Polly, I didn't know there was real modeling clay
near here.“

"I'y; yes'm, Miss Olive, you know someunts of us use
this hyer white clay mixed with water to whitewash our fire=-
place bricks in the summer-time. I shapes flar-pots outen
this hyer blue clay an' let 'em dry in the sun so's I kin
put colored leaves in 'em in the fall.”

"Polly, I know lots of things I can show you how to
make from clay =" ’ |

"Oh, won't yer stop at ur place now - an' jist stay
while we ain't havin' school? Cain't yer, Miss 0live?"
"No, Polly," Olive shook her head, wishing she could
remain at the tumble-down cabin with the kitchen propped up
by & pole and help‘Polly's widowed mother but knowing that
she must not voice any longing or emotion to Polly. "I'm
bound for a place much farther up the creek, but perhaps,
tomorrow ~--",

Polly's-eager expression faded into a sulky one. Then
in & moment her face lighted up with & brilliant look as

though she had made a sudden discovery. "Oh, I know, you're

goin' up to Dorse's folks; ain't yer? Yoﬁ'll have a pleasurt
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able time up thar. They shore do cook & heap fer comp'ny,
but ol* A'nt Bet, she jist makes 'em scerimp along somethin'
|fierce whin they's by theirselves; she sez hit's plumb
keerless not to use the meat rinds to make gravy with whin
they's nobody thar. But they's got things fixed up right
smart in their cabin, Mammy says. They got two houses an'
two fireplaces, an' they's got a rocking cheer - an' they
got the pootiest coverlid75fer comp*ny that Dorse's‘mammy
made 'fore she dieds 1I's allus kinda skeered to go in thar
even ﬁhin they's holdih' meetin' 'caise they say A'nt Bet
Tuck kin lay a spell on yuh ifen she don't like yuh === Oh,
but she cain't help but like you, Miss QOlive, an' I'd shore
like to go in one uv the houses whilst76you's thar. Do yuh
think I could?"

"Why, yes;" Olive found herself replying in mountein
vernacular. “Db come up if I'm there tomorrow. And say,
Polly, have yéu heard how any of the children are by now -
that is, except Kurt and Minner? They were at Singing
School last night, but none of the others was,"

"Mo*m, I don't know 'bout the 'tothers, but never did
I hear sich fightin' an' wild-cat squallin' an' fist-bustin'
as them two wuz doin' out behind t?g Mission last night.

Thar's shore to be a fracas atween them thar two younguns.

Kurt called Minner a snootch-eyed pole cats Minner says
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jist whut Dorse wants him to. An' Dorse says whut his

A'nt Bet Tuck wants him to - Howsomever, Dorse is plenty
smart hisse'f., He sez that Raymond's pappy's lined up with
an insurance comp'ny that pays him & lot fer.insurin' these
hyer schools an! fhen the tax-payers got ter pay fur hit.
Last night whin all the Singin' School fellers went out to
Smoke, Dorse's tellin' 'em *bout hit; he said he wouldn't
be a bit su'prised to hear tell o' some bf the schools
burnin' in this county nok -,

"Pollyl" Miss Olive's stern voice silenced her for
a moment. "You must not repeat all you hear; you'll get
into serious trouble one of these days." '

"Not so yuh could notice it. I know who to talk to.
Guess you'd hear all this up to Dorse's anyway. He gave
me a new half-dollar. See? He's a purty78nice feller, 1
think; dont't you?"

Olive was gléd when Polly left hQr. She walked on
up-cereek more briskly, turning over in her mind the new in-~
formation. Dorse's bluffing telk revealed intense emmity
towards Raymond. She felt that she was making a mistake in
fulfilling her promise and wished that she had sent a note
to the Davis cabin, postponing her visit so that she could
see Raymond when he would arrive that afternoon at the

ission.
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As 0live approached the low, rambling structure of the
Dévis home, with the usual foundation of stones set at in-
tervals, she could tell that it boasted two rooms or
"houses"™ connected with a run-way. In addition there was a
"lean-t;agkitchen with blue wood smoke curling up from its
chimney to mingle with the blueness of the sky. Back over
the mountains she could see a dark, sinister mass of thunder
heads. lMore rain was on the way. Upon approaching the pal-
ing fence around the yard, Olive noticed that there was
|glass in the windows of the Davis cabin and that vines
sheltered one side of the porch. "Summer roses" or zinnias
were still blooming in a bed near the porch being protected
from the chickens by blackberry briers being criss-crossed
around them. The yard had been swept and altogether, there
was an air about the place of being ready for company.
Younngorse and an old wrinkled lady dressed in a faded
though eélean blue dress were seated in splint-bottom chairs
on the porech. Upon notiecing Olive, Dorse whispered some-
thing to "A'nt Bet Tuck"™, as she was known, and started down
the path to greet Olive.

"Howdy, Miss Olive; thought yuh'd ride yur pony or I'd
a come fer yer. Mammy's in the kitchen startin! supper.
Come on up hyer an' meet my a'nt., A'nt Betty, this is my -

our school teacher, Miss Olive."
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Aunt Betty Tuck pulled her pipe from between toothless
gums and looked searchingly at Olive with the blackest,
most penetrating eyes that she had ever seeh. "I'm proud
to know yer, Miss. Pull off yer hat and take & cheer.
Laws-a-massy, ain't she pooty? Dorsie, you'se right - but
Lawsee she cain't hold a can&leeoto the 'Belle o' Cup
Creek'."

"That's what they uster call An't Betty when she wuz
a girl up in Southern Ihjiany," volunteered Dorse.

Aunt Bet chuckled; then with a smack of her snuff-
browned wrinkled lips, she continued her colloquy. "Mighty
nice change in weather - I'm allus smotherin' whin hits so
infernal hot. Cain't git uster the heat seems like. How'd
yer like hit up hyer in the mountin's? Sum says as hain't
raised in 'em that they feels all choked up, but I know ifen
I lived in the flat kintry, I'd be pinin' fer the mount'ins.
Now, whin Tuck 'n I fust moved hyer from Souther Injiany, we
felt Tright to hum."

Dorse tried to head her off in her story but when he
saw it wes useless, he rose, saying that he must go after
a lantern down at Crebbs as they would need it to teke to
Singing School that evening. Olive listened with half an
ear to the recital of Aunt Bet Tuck's journeyings.‘ When

Dorse rode down the creek on his roén, the thread of her
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pioneering experiences was broken with the remark, "That
Dorse shore's goin' to make folks set up an' taeke notice
one o' these days; he shore kin save his money; got Davis
blood in him -~ an' they allus gits whut they set out to git.

Aunt Bet paused as though she expected a response from
Olive, who was saved this embarrassment by the sudden appean
ance of Minner with a pail of crawdads.

"Pshaw, Miss Olive, I tho't I'd be hyer whin yuh come;
went fishin! fer crawdads - wish hit wuz spring so's 1
could catech shore=tnuf fish - I'm goin' to feed thése to
ole Tony."

"Who's old Tony?" inquired Olive with a smile of
amusement.
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"That's my ole houn' dog - I got him locked up at the
barn '‘caise he cheses the chickens. I likes to hear him
serunch the shells. Come on out an' watch him, Miss QOlive."
With that, Minner began to pull the legs off the live craw-
dads.

Olive was glad to excuse herself and follow the bare-
foot boy along the beaten path past the open well and across
a little branch of fresh-flowing water out to the big
tobvacco barn that was also used for the stock. Glancing
around in the dim light, Olive saw that there were two lan-

terns hanging on pegs by the stalls. And Dorse had gomne

ht




for a third - it was an unusual thing for a mountain home
to possess jgggg lanterns. Minner was eager to show her
his pet coon and the two pigs he was raising. Time raced
by and when Olive heard the click and splash of horses?
hoofs down-creek and knew that Dorse was returning, she
wished she were not in the barn to encounter him.

"Wauld you take me up-cereek to your craw-dad hole you -

-

ve been telling me about?” 0Olive adroitly inquired of the
DOy«

Minner assented with alscrity, and they went out the
opposite door and down the rise of ground towards the creek,
being completely out of view in & few moments. On the way
back to the cabin ‘in response to the ringing of the old
dinner bell that was mounted on & pole, they passed through
the barn. Involuntarily Olive's eyes sought the third lan-
tern that Dorse must have brought. There was only one left
on its pege.

Minner ushered Olive into the "lean-to" kitchen where
his mother and three half-sisters were completing prepara-
tions for the evening meal. Corn-bread that looked really
delicious was resting on the open oven door. Mrs. Davis
relinquished the stirring of the ham gravy-to one of the
girls and came forward, wiping her hands on her apron.

"Hyer's Miss Qlive, Mammy --Gosh, &in't we goin' to




have no pie?" The hungry boy made an excursion to the
table.

Qlive liked the soft-spoken Mother who was surprising-
ly young-looking. The question popped into Olive's mind,
"How could this sweet little lady marry the burly Dorse who
scarcely locked up when she was introduced to him?" Out
of thin air came the answer - "The Davis's allus gits what
they set out to git.® She looked around to see if A'nt
Bet Tuck in a corner by the fireplace had spoken. DBut she
was busy supping strong tea from a saucer. Olive could
scarcely repress 8 shudder as Dorse ealléd them to supper.

Olive could never become accustomed to being seated
at the "First table" with the men-folks, as company, While
the girls and women waited on them. She prevailed on lirs.
Davis to sit down with her, but no sooner did they start
to pass the food than she was up to pour the bitter chicory
coffee and cut the pie that had been safely hidden in the
bedroom. Young Dorse took the lead in the conversation and
seemed plainly embarressed when his father told the usual
"company Jjoke"™, how he ate with a "coming stomach".sia
Olive only halfway heard the conversation; her mind was busy
trying to figure out the motive of Dorse's deception con-
cerning ihe lantern. The one that was now hanging on the

hook above the table was undoubtedly the one taken from the




85

barn. Dorse switched the conversation to the Singing
School, saying that they would start early so that they
could "foot it" together before it grew dark. Accardingly,
after the "second-table" had eaten, they left Aunt Bet Tuck
by the fireplace still imbibing her tea. 0Olive wondered if
this were a gesture against the apparently extravagant sup~
per or merely 8 habit of hers. A heavy sense of impending
fate dogged her mind until they were well on their way to
the Mission.

As they progressed down-creek, other families joined
them with their lanterns, coats, and singing books. OQlive
felt that she had stepped back into the pages of a history
book for fifty years. They were & merry group but with suel
a diversity of temperaments. Yet even in the very youngest)
she could sense that implacability and stubbornness, bred
by the hardships of the hill-country life. 1t was strange,
she thought that when a social occasion presented itself
even enemies would apparently drop grudges to partake in
the "gathering". It was all rather stimulating to Olive
who iooked forward to helping these, her people now - they
must be her people if she made a success with them as their
teacher. For awhile she walked &long silently with the
girls; then she roused herself with & mental shake to ask

them questions and draw them out as to their interests, for
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few of the mountain girls were of the loquacious type that
Polly was. As they neared the Mission, Olive found herself
anticipating seeing Raymond Owens again with an emotion
that was at leash's end. OShe sensed that the sentiment of
the entire community was just then against him and that she
must be very careful what she said on the subject of school
insurance. She determined to make some excuse for not re-
turning to the Davis home that night, especially if Raymond
were staying at the mission.

Upon their arrival at the Mission, Qlive hastily
mounted the wooden steps at the side-hill, leading to the
kitchen door of the liission House, only to be informed by
the cook that Mrs;'Kannard had been called over on "Shootin'
Fork" to care for & sick baby - and that Raymond Owens. had
not come.

"Thank you, Mary Ellen, for telling me. I believe I'll
just stay here this evening for awhile."

Olive had no sooner voiced her desire than Polly came
bouncing in to summon her to play the organ over at the
chapel. With a sigh, Olive acquiesced finding a welcoming
committee of all of her school pupils who had insisted on
occupying the front seat. Dorse had just led them in sing-
ing the notes of the old favorite hymn, "How Beautiful Heav-

en Must Be", and they were just starting~to 8ing the words
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when Raymond Owens stepped inside the door. His boots were
wet, and his olive-drab uniform was bespattered with mud;
he held his hat and riding quirt in one hand; his face was
very serious as he ralsed his dther hand for attention. It
was then that his glance caught QOlive's, and in it there
was a stefnness that sent a chill through her. ©She had
been feeling heavy of heart in the stifling room packed so
close that the effluvium of unwashed bodies seemed doubly
offensive to her own fastidiousness. With the entrance of
Raymond, hef oppression had lifted; she determined to speak
to him at any cost, but there was a quality displayed in
his searching look that seemed to put up & barrier between
them. The next instant he wes speaking quickly and firmly.

"I've just come from Simpsonville; there's been another
cloud-burst on the divide; the gulches up that way are im-
passable by now. You'll not be in any danger here unless
those clouds are swept in from the north although I'll have
to hurry to beat it to the ford myself on my way to Mason
City. I thought I'd tell you so that you could watech those
clouds.™ With that, he turned abruptly &and was gone.

The spirit of festivity died out in the group. Dorsé
whispered a few words to Mr. Kannard, handed him the sing-
ing book and disappeared out of the door as Quick as a shot.

There was a general hum and a movement to go that was check-
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ed by Mr. Kannard.
"I want to say Jjust a word that may save some lives.

These buildings are forty feet above the level of the creek;

most of your homes are just a few feet above the creek bankq

or else you have gulches and low places to pass through in
getting to your homes. It would seem best for the women
and children to stay here under any circumstance, especial-
ly so if those clouds work over this way. Dorse has gone
to see about his auht who stayed at home; others of you
will have to go, but the rest of you are welcome to stay

at the Mission tonight. Miss Olive, will you help care

for the children while I go after kary Ellen?"

As the majority of the men and most of the older boys
hurried out, it was with difficulty that the others were
restrained from going. Olive took this opportunity to ex-
plain further to the mothers about the illness of the
children; she found them amenable. She had no opportunity
to slip over to the Mission House to see if Raymond had
left any message for her. She had just succeeded in get-
ting the ghildren interested in a game when Polly rushed
in with a frightened look on her face; her breath was short
for once.

"The school house is on fire - no, not this'un - the

. 83 '
Free School =-up the creek - yuh cain't get across the
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84
ereek now - 'caise there's a turrible High Tide comin'

down. Mr. Kennard says yuh'd best not ®ry to go home now."

There was a hub-bub of confusion. The rumble of the
storm and the roar of the flood-waters could be heard. DPer-
haps the rain that was coming would quench the flames at
their school. Some of the women were determined to try
"to make 1t home" to see about their chickens and live
stock. Mrs. Davis was especially worried about Aunt Bet
Tuck. Olive was glad when liary Ellen appeared followed
by Mr. Kannard.

"Now, remember," he admonished, "that it's safer here
than anywhere else, for it seems thet those cloudé are
sweeping this way."

Olive and several of the girls followed Mr. Kannard
anxiously down the inocline as far as it was safe to go.

The crowd had been halted by the dirty, swirling flood-
waters that came rushing from their source where the angry
eclouds had hurled them at the intersection of three moun-
tain ranges. The storm had cut across the mountains in the
opposite direction, but the results of it were now being
felt down the three c¢reeks especially on Troublesome where
the waters had gathered momentum as they dashed along over
the rocky oreek bed forming rapids at precipices. There

were two glares in the sky, one up-creek to the right from -
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the burning school; another to the left over Spring Moun-
tain where a constant play of sheet 1ightning was accom-
panied by a rumble. But it seemed that the rain would not
come soon enough to save the school building. Olive had
heard of these sudden floods or "high tides™ and had often
witnessed the sweiling of the rivers near Mason City as a
result of a series of them on various tributaries. Now, she
realized what it really meant. HKRaymond had not gone any too
soon tO'get across the creek; for now not even a sure-foot-
ed mule could ford it. Across the flood-waters and up the
creek at the forks, the flames were rapidly taking their
toll. Olive's heart sank within her as she heard the in-
criminating remarks concerning Ray Owens and his dad's in-
surance scheme. She was surprised to see moving figures
about the fire. Mr. Kannard told her that three men on
mules whose homes were on that side had gotten across be-
fore the crest of the high tide had come. dJust then,
silhouetted against the sky by the flames there appeared a
figure on a horse up the trail back of the school site.
"Lookee up thar on the mount’ inesat that thar hoss an?
rideri” excleimed someone excitedly. "That's him; that's
the féiler that done hiti" Olive's heart contracted, for
she recognized the familiar figure of Raymond Owens who had

no doubt seen the glare and as a duty, had come back across




the hill to investigate.

"T.ooks like he's comin' right on down to the school =
but cain't tell."

*Shore looks like Ray Owens =~ an' he's got a couple of
noun's with him, by gravy."

"Looks bad fer him an' his pappge- third fire in the
past three years."

"Insurance shore must be a temptation.™ 014 Dorse
spa t 6ontemptuously. "Now, don't eny uv yoﬁ young bucks
try to swim that thar creek; fur yuh'll shore be carried
down stream; 'tain't no use to try onless yuh goes c¢lean
up87above my place an' then hit all depends; you'd have to
go to the top uv the ridge on this side uv the creek to
travel at all 'caise in two places, you'd be cut off frum
‘the trail ant hit's powerful dangerous at night.”™

5Y0u're right, Dorse,""acquiesced the yoﬁng'men who
had eésayed to cross. »

"Shore = the three boys over thar '1ll deal with Ray
Owens,"

A few drops of rain were falling as Olive turned to
go back to the Mission Chapel, sick with dread and apprehen-
sion. OShe felt as though she and Raymond were puppets on

the stage of Chance and that "Fate"™ was pulling the strings.

Yet she would never mistrust Raymoﬁd.
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The crowd gradually straggled back to the Mission,
glad that the storm had passed around. Those whose homes
were on the opposite side of Troublesome would necessarily
have to spend the night there, for the foot-logs were either
covered or had been swept away. When all had returned ex-
cept Dorse and the three who had crossed, they tried to
sing again, bﬁt the songs sounded so dismal even to their
own ears, they all preferred to stop and talke. Olive went
to the.Mission House and would have liked to remain there,
but when old Dorse proqounced the going up-stream as being
safe, they came for her as their company. "What was the
matter with her will?" she asked herself. "Why didn't she
refuse?* "If Mrs. Kannard were only there to have managed
an excuse for her!"™ As it was, she murmured something
about being too tired but they only lasughed and said "Guess
we'll all git rested." 0Olive found herself stumbling‘along
with the rest of the crowd, far from happy, feeling that
this life was too strenuous for her. They could hear the
baying of a hound in the distance.

*Sounds like some houn's treed a coon," suggested
Minnef who walked near QOlive and Polly. The two youngsters
were in high glee.

"Guess o0l' Ray cain't track hisse'f 'ith those ol!

houn's,® offered Polly.
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"So soon do the children reflect their elders!™ thought
Olive; "And they actually believe it all."™ ' The whole
diabolical scheme flashed through her mind - it was a plan
to emmesh Raymond in incriminating evidence, sweep him from
the piecture, and then --- a cackling laugh seemed to float
to her ears accompanied by the declaration, "The Davis's
allus gits whut they sets out to git.“ Olive struggled
mentally; she would not be caught in the web of circumstanced
without a struggle; there must be a way of proving that Ray-~
mond was innocent though she had no doubt but what his ar-
rest would follow. The gullty person must be located, but
"How to do it?" "How to do it?" kept ringing in her ears
like a tom-tom.

As they slushed up the oreek, bidding the various ones
good-hight, the reverberating roar of the stream seemed to
personify events as they had rushed into Olive's life. With
apparent imperturbability, the others did not seem to sense
the tragedy that was being enacted. But underneath sufface
calm Qlive knew that there lay "quick-on-the-trigger" tem-
pers and explosive violence waifing only the touch of fire
or finger. |

Upon arrival at the Davis home, Aunt Bet Tuck met them
at the door. She was fully dressed. "Shore was a gully-
washer up on the mountin*s. Good thing Dorse come home

to take keer of the stock‘- ur I mought've tried hit m&se'f.
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Seemed a powerful long time you bin gittin' home. You
wearriedasme.“

"Why didn't Dorse set up with ye?" inquired Mrs. Davis.

"Oh, he slipped iﬁto the creek an' got hiss'f wet; he
had to go to bed to let his celo'es dry."

All accepted the explanation without comment. But
long after Olive had generously been given one room all fo
herself, she found herself wondering just where Dorse fell
in the creek. .Only sleep stopped the contriving of her
mind to pierce the ﬁystery of who it was that actually set
fire to the Free School that night so soon after both Ray~-
mond and Dorse had left the Singing School. Dorse had a
perfect alibi - but had he? He had used deceit about the
lantern; could he not have done the same in this case?

Olive 4id not waken the next morning until the sun was
shining in her face. She knew how early the mountaineers
arose and wondered why they had permitted her to sleep; for
she knew 1t was customary for all, from the youngest to the
oldest, company or no company, to be out of bed by peep of
day and be on hand for the breakfast of biscuit and gravy
and strong coffee. Whatever unusual it was thet had prompt-
ed them not to call her, she was grateful for it. She
glanced outside at the bright day; it was no time to have

such a heavy heart. However, after she had dressed and
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had subsequently gone outside to the wash-bench by the well
and dashed some 60ld water on her face and arms, she felt
she had washed away some of the fears of the previous night.
She was more cheerful than she dreamed she could be after
the sweet-faced 1little Mrs. Davis gave her a breakfast
somewhat different from the usual one served. On one else
was in the kitehen. Dorse had gone with the mail and had
taken Minner along - only Mrs. Davis pronounced the name
"Maynard™ as it should be. OShe said that Dorse had sug-
gested that Olive remain until he returned from Mason City
with the mail so that they would know what the County
Superintendent said about the school. There seemed to be
nothing unusual in this request. Clive assentéd and pur-
posed in her mind that she would use most of the day in call
ing on families up the little pinched gulches to discover
children that needed to be in school. It was with difficul-
ty, however, that she broke away from Aunt Bet Tuck who was
bent on showing her the famous coverlid, woven by young
Dorse's mother for company, that had never'been used because
Tﬁo‘one important enough had ever come". Dorse was to have
‘it as a wedding present if he got thearight girle It was a
|rare pilece of work and Olive praised it generously;'then |
excused herself, telling Mrs. Davis that she would be absent

most of the day.
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The purple shadows were lengthening as Q0live emerged
from the creek-path up the rise of ground to the barn from
her afternoon calling trip. Hearing voices within, she
avoided going through the run~way of the barn and tried to
negotiete her way around it. Stepping on the slippery bank
of the little branch that flowed nearby, she lost her foot-
ing and sat down suddenly with her head against the build-
ing. From within issued the shrill voice of Aunt Bet Tuck.

"For the law's sake, Dorse, why did ye go to Lawyer
Morse? He kin take skin offen a 'gator! I thought I told
ye to git that warrant fer Ray Owen's arrest! I don't
know who's got a better right to do hit than you, accordin'
to law. -- I'm afearedegye got things in a mess =--,"

"I didn't git ‘em in a mess, A'nt Bet -- How'd I know
that that thérgohigh tide'd keep me frum comin' back across
Troublesome to the Singin' School as I aimed to? An!
whoever'd a thought Ray Owens'd have them houn' dawgs along
'ith him an' use 'em to foller me clean up hyer -t
| "DorseADavis, you listen to me -- You jist got skeered
= an' hurried too much - Thar ain't no one thinks you done
hit, but thar's a heap o' them that suspects Ray Owens.

Kie Hollon and the two Taulbees that wuz with Ray whin he

comes bustin' in hyer last night, they don't blame you

none. Kie sa@aid today that they jist stuck to Ray last
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night to see how fur he'd carry his plans. I shore fooled
'em last night. Beside, whar ye ecrossed the creek last
night - could & meant thet any one of four people up Coon
Holler could a done hit - an' hyer ye go givin' yours'?f
away by talkin' to that Sharper Morse. How much money did
he git frum ye? Aunt Bet's voice was stinging. Olive held
her breath at Dorse's confession, which came reluctantly.

"Most all uv my savin's, A'nt Bet, but I figgered it'ad
be wuth hit, not ter be brung in court.”

"But how'r ye aimin' on gittin® that thar scalaway of
an'OWéns,outen the way? Why didn't yuh go ahead an' put
him behind the bars as we aimed ter do? Thar ain't no up-
standin' gal like Miss Olive'd ever have a thing to do with
a jail-bird." Her voice was vitrolic. =-"an' now, you
show yorese‘f a fit subject fer a place like that - jist
caise yer lost yur head. Gawd, why wuzn't I borned a man!
Thin I cutd a seen this hyer thing through. You ain't got
the brains of a horned toad =="

As A'nt Bet Tuck continued on her bitter tirade, Olive
slid around in the oppositedirection aﬁd regaining her feet,
ran with all her might, bent low under the bank until she

was a8 safe distance from the barn. She paused to cateh her

breath and brush off the dirt; she must not be seen approacht

ing fram this direction. It would be better to take an
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excursion up on the hill and come in from the front of the
house. She found her knees trembling from something more
than the hurried climb up into the wooded section. Sitting
down on a moss-encrusted log, she drew her first long
breath and dropped her head into her hands. Her suspicions
in regard to Dorse were confirmed. He would go any length
"to beat the other feller" in order to gain his ends be-
éause beck of him was a mind versed in treachery and deceit.
Even then, perhaps he and A'nt Bet Tuck were trying to
piece together their plan for "jailing" Raymond to get him
out of the way s0 Dorse would have freé sailing in court-
bng her. Under those circumstances, she would have to re-
sign from teaching the schoél; she would not be subjected
to Dorse's attention. She recalled Raymond's searching
look; perhaps already she had sllowed her friendliness to
Dorse to bring a rift in Raymond's trust. She must talk

to Raymond; now that the flood had run down, she would go
to town and make every e ffort to see him and impart the
information she had acquired by accident.

With this deeision, she resumed her detour, only to
meet Polly who had been roaming about the hills and insist-
ed on going with her to the Davis's. Polly took the floor
with her tales so that Olive was spared the ordeal of talk-

ing much to Dorse at that time except to ask about the place
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decided upon for the Free School. He said that Mr. Kannard
had offered the use of one of the basement rooms in the
Mission School and that the County Superintendent was making
arrangements for seats to be sent out in a few days from the
County Seat.- When'Olive mentioned the fact that she wished
to go in town to see her mother during those few days, Dorse
was quite possessive in making arrangements for her muech to
Polly's disgust as 1t would keep her teacher from visiting
her next. OShe was somewhat placated by Dorse's offering
her a quarter if she would go bring Olive's pony from the
Mission so that Olive could ride in to Mason City with Dorse
the next morning.

The remainder of the day and evening was & nightmare
to Olive, for she could not trust Aunt Bet Tuck nor Dorse.
She remained in the kitchen as much as péssible, talking
to Mrs. Davis and the girls who were always busy at churn-
ing or sewing when they came in from the field-work. There
was no Singing School that night. As they gathered around‘
the fireplace, Olive's mind was busy conjecturing vwhether
or not Dorse and Aunt Bet were planning to execute their
former designs of having Reaymond arrested. From Dorse's
cheerful mein, she deduced the fact that they had an alter-
native plan to bring further disgrace on Raymond. But Olive

kept up her share in the conversation, showing them how to
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play some indoor games. No doubt but what the Mother and
the girls and Minner still held the utmost confidence in
Dorse.

The next morning the fog was curling up like smoke
from the “bottoms“glas their horses "clopped"™ down=-creek.
Cabins, ciiffs, and wooded hillsides were all obscured a-
like by the dank white curtain that was so chilling to
Olive. ©She was glad that conversation was not expected on
a ride like that. Dorse seemed exceedingly light-hearted,
yodeling and singing "Barbara Allen" until Olive shivered
inwardly. By the time they had reached Mason City the sun
had done its best to warm Olive, but that inward coldness
was intensified by their encountering at the edge of town,
Raymond and his father on their horses. Raymond gave them

a curt nod in response to Dorse's hearty "Howdy". Dorse

installed and school would start again. KEven before Dorse

but Olive knew that she must not worry her with the acute

problem before her. Very shortly, she explained to her
mother that she must call on the County Superintendent at

seemed highly gratified as he accompanied Olive to her home

and promised to call and let Olive know when the seats were

had teken his departure, Olive knew that she must interview
Lawyer Morse herself now that there was no chance of seeing

Raymond. Her mother was glad to hear of the story in detail,
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the court house.

When Olive found herself at the entrance of the old
stone Court House at the door of which so many quarrels had
taken place and where old Uncle Moberly had recently been
shot when he got in the way of a bullet, she hesitated.
Would it be possible to secure justice where money talked
so loudly to the officers installed within? She knew now
they all hated Raymond and his father because they would
not accept bribes aﬁd how a "smear" campaign had bben
whispered about concerning the new insurance plan; for it
not only saved the county money but cut down some of the
grafters' incomes. OShe hoped that Dorse had not as yet
secured the warrant for Raymond's arrest. She was not
c¢lear in her own mind what she would or could do to prevent
the issuing of the warrant, but prevent it, she must.

When Olive's timid knock was answered by & deep~throat-
ed voice that bade her enter, she opened the door upon
Lawyer Morse and another client who was standing at the
window with his back to the lawyer. Olive gawe a start -
it was Dorse Davis. When he turned, his face revealed a
most unheppy expression. Evidently, he was wishing he
could confer with Aunt Bet Tuck at that time. This gave
Olive courage. Why not fight fire with fire? There was

everything to gain; she was fighting for Raymond, and she
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would have to let Dorse know Jjust how he stood in her
thoughts. Here they had a witness. Lawyer Morse knew that
Dorse was guilty or he would not have offered the bribe
money. With a heroiec effart born for the minute, Olive
decided that she would take the offensive and offer no
quartere. |

"Howdy, Mr. Davis; no, don't go. What I have to say
concerns you as well as myself and others. No, thank you,
Mr. Morse, I'll just stand." She refused to be seated, for
she remembered reading somewhere that the person standing
always had the advantage in an argument.

"It'1l not take me long to say what I've got to say.
I have heard - it doesn't matter how - that there is to be
or has been issued & warrant for the arrest of Raymond
Owens for the burning of the Free School on Troublesome
where I have been teaching. 1 happen to know that Raymond
Owens had nothing to do with it. Also, I know that a cer-
tain young man who left Singing School that night set fire
to a pile}of debris he had placed in it the afterncon be-
fore when he went down the creek supposedly to borrow a
lantern.®

Dorse's face paled as she went firmly on. "I also
happen to know that the family, for the most part, of this

young man have utmost confidence in him; and that anything
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to the contrary that would be revealed would literally
break their hearts. I would not want this young man to be
ruined, but I would like to have your advice, lMir. Morse,

as to the correct path to pursue in teaching this young man
that he must have respect for the rights of others and the
law -~ and that he must not rely on the law of force to
grasp what he wishes. I have it within my power to have
him arrested on evidence that I did not willingly collect
or even try to, but I do not wish to ruin this young man's
chances for future success if he has‘learned his leesson.

I realize that if he hasn't, he may resort to a gun to take
the life of one or more parties concerned in this, but some~
how, I have always had enough confidence in his ability to
think for himself, to believe that he will not be so fool~-
hardy; for shooting will settle nothing and just bring un-
happiness to three families.™ O0live looked directly at
Lawyer Morse and Dorse Davis, realizing that they both knew
of whom she was speaking as plainly as if she had pointed
to Dorse and said, “Thou art the man".

"Perhaps you could advise me as to the proper course
to pursue, both of you I mean; or would you like to have
time to think it over and give me your decision at an early
date? I'll be at call any time."

Olive paused; never in her life had she made such a
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long speech. Would it work? Had she appealed to the best
that there was in Dorse - or would he resort to violence
and shoot both her and Raymonﬁ? She could not know; she
could only hope that reason‘wéuld predominate over the old
method of shooting it out. If so, she felt that her short
stay in the community on Troublesome Creek might be for
good after all. She had never known Lawyer Morse to be
without a reply before but his breath was coﬁing shortly.
Dorse was now red in the face, but he ﬁanaged to choke out
his thoughts.

"I understand yuh, Liiss Olive. I'll tell Lawyer Morse
whut I think, and he kin let yer know later."

The lawyer nodded. Olive managed to walk firmly and
commahdingly to the door and out of the Court House. She
hed risked all. Would it be for victory or defeat? "To
the vietor”, an old school motto flashed through her
fhoughts. Yes, 10 the victor -- belonged the spoils". With
that she bolstered up her sinking courage on her walk home.

That night Olive's mother had gone to her night-nursing
job, and Olive was enjoying a respite from work although
her mind was filled with torturing thoughts. Suppose that
Dorse had met Raymbnd and his father on the return trip and
the temptation to use his gun had conqueredl It was time foj

Lawyer Morse to report. Just as she had replenished




105

the fire for perhaps the fourth time and swept the hearth,
she heard rapid footsteps approach the door. 5She tensed
herself, smoothed her hair, and threw back her shoulders,
assuming as bold a front as she could in order to receive
Lawyer Morse and his decision. With the opening of the
door, her stiffness crumpled; for there stood Raymond Owens
with that l1ittle quizzical smile that he always met her with,
as a fellow-student, the previous year when they had been
such pals. |

"Raymond = I didn't think it was you." Tears came to
her eyes. "But, I'm so glad it is. I was'expecting -t

"Yes, I know, dear." He was inside the door. "Your
were éxpecting a rather important message --- Well, I am
the one to deliver it to you, personally. Let's sit down."

"You mean that Lawyer Morse told you of - of my visite"
Her voice trembled.

"Yeé, and I think it's about the bravest thing I've
heerd of for a long time; best of all, it got results.”™ He
took her hands. "I want to ask your forgiveness for doubt-
ing you, Qlive. I guess I was.just - just plain jealous.

I can't blamé Dorse for wenting my girl. aney, don't cry!
Laugh! You see, you have done more for the community than
we dared think. 7You héve kept Dorse's respect even in his

utter defeat. He's decided to go to Southern Indiane& and
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start a new life. His withdrawal will clear up all doubts,
but yet save his family from utter mistrust of him."

"And you - you --" Again that old school motto flash-
ed through her mind; a‘twinkle crept into her eyes. "you,
as the Vietor will--".

His smile answered hers. "Will claim the spoils; and
this time, it is the richest treasure in the whole county.
Olive, we'll be wictors together; we'll win back that
lovely wooded hillside for our future home, and we'll fight
hand in hand for all that is just and honorable for our
people in the hills. It won't be long uﬁtil they'll fecog-
nize us as their friends, and that takes in dear old Dad
who has stood by me in this orisis and who has neve lost his
faith in the de#eIOpment of the hill country even when his
enemies burned his lumber mills.”

From her refuge in his arms Olive brushed away another
tear.

"And pray for whom is that tear shed, my sweet?" asked
Raymoﬁd in mock gallantry. '

With an almost guilty smile, she whispered, "For Dorse-
1t is such a bitter pill for him to swallow - but mostly for
Minner or Maynard, I should say - He was so sure 1 ﬁould
merry Dorse."

For the first time, Olive had the opportunity of con-
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fiding in Raymond all the hopes and fears that had been
planted in her breast because of the confession of Kurt
and Minner that last afternoon in the Free School that now
lay in ashes on the fork of Nigger Branch and Troubl esome
Creek. The curtain was now descending on the drama that
had its incitement at that moment, and Olive's breast was

‘filled with complete satisfaction.

"To the Vietor", laughed Raymond as his lips claimed

hers.

71. buck-eyes - the nuts from the Buckeye or Horse Chestnut
72. a soul - a person :
73. holp (or holpen) - help
74. ballats - song ballads
75. coverlid (or counterpin) - bedspread
76, whilst - while
32. atw:en(— betwee?

. or poot - prett
79. g%;nzto - g r&%m wi%h a Zloping roof added to a cabin
80. cain't hold a candle to -cen't compete with
81. ole - a term of endearment (My ole pony - my nice pony)
82. coming stomach - growing appetite
83. Free School - public school

85. mount'in - mountain

86. pappy - father (used by and for older men)
87. go clean up - go clear up or all the way

88. wearried - worried

89, afeared (or afeered) - afraid

90. thar - there :

91. bottoms - low, level land bordering the creek

84. High Tide - high waters or flood (cf. Introductory Hsay)




MEETIN' HOUSE FEUD

Preacher Newton guided his white mule around the
deepest mudhole in the descent to Buck Creek, never losing
his dignity nor composure. His mule could ford as deep a
stream as any mule in the mountains. This Sunday after-
noon the water ran with unusual rapidity, but "Snow" kept
her footing. OSafely up on the other bank, Preécher Newton
let his mule rest while he focussed his attention on the
object of his journey - a long-neglected "Meetin! House"?z
It was & weathered, blackened board structure with a tin
roof and a high foundation of sturdy piles set deep in
the ground so close to the junction of Buck Creek and Pos-
sum 3ranch that at "High Tide"™ the water ran beneath the
floor. The windows were planked up now, and the board
steps were rickety. An outsider would never guess by the
appearance of the building the original purpose for which
it was built.

93

A puzzled look crept over Preacher Newton's face.
Taking off his hat, he ran his fingers through his thin
gray hair in contemplation. The erection of tnis, the

only church house for miles, had been the last community

enterprise that he could remember - and the last publie
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meeting for worship four years a go had gotten out of bounds
and ended in a shooting scrape. NO one had been killed,
but ever since that day, the building had been a source of
trouble and contention in this mountain neighborhood,
especially between America Plummer and Amanda Drake. IKver
since America's husband had been wounded in that "meetin’
house fracas", the church house had been a "ha teful" object
to her to be endured. OShe had tirelessly eﬁdeavored to

get Amanda's consent to its being moved to a different
location. Amanda was just as determined that the Meetin!
House that her dead husband had buklt and preached in
Should remain where he had placed it. Only two original
members of the church were living, Amanda Drake and
Preacher Newton. She did the dictating; he was merely

the voice. As much, he was to confer -this afternoon with
Bryce and America Plummer, "Murky" for short, whose
residence was adjacent to the Meetin®* House.

When Preacher Newton halloed outside the fence of the
Plummer yard, there was no response except from two shaggy
dogs that bounded down the cement walk, the only one of its
kind that side of the County Seat, sixteen miles away.
another "Hello" only increased the barking of the dogs.

He turned his éttention agross the road to the Plummer

store and pPost office, half expecting to see "Murky"
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waiting on a customer.

"Lookin' fur someone, Preacher?"' A voice from behind
startled him out of his reverie. He turned in surprise to
see Tup Watkins of Meetin' House Hill.

"Why yes. You don't know where Bryce and Murky are;
do you, Tup?"

"Didn't you see *em go down the creek past yore place
this mornin' 'bout the time the train blowed?94 I heerd
they wuz goin' down to the County Seat to git Reece Hollon.
'Member Reece; dontcha, Preacher?"

"Why yes; he's that orphan béy Bryce bailed out o!
Jail and took to work fur him. He secemed real devoted to
Bryce and Murky; then he ups an® runs away =--" Preacher
Newton checked himself., It was not wise to talk very free-
ly to Tup VWatkins of Meetin* House Hill though it was often
advantageous to learn the current gossip from one so ideally
located to keep a check on the movements of those whd lived
in this narrow valley where there were nelther roads,
telephones, newspapers, nor radios.

Tup Watkins smiled broadly; it was his policy to be
friendly to everyone - even to Preacher Newton whom he dis~
liked heartily. He could learn so much mare inkthat way.

"Don'! tcha reckon, Preacher, that Murky sent that jail-

95
bird outen here fur some purpose; happened right atter he's
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in that shootin' scrape with Press at 'lection time in
this very Meetin' House - I do, an' I says they's bringing
him back fur no good. I says, 'Look out whin Press comes
up agin him =-=--" ‘

"You yammer too much, Tup Watkins,” warned Preacher
Newtoﬁ, but Tup caught the gleam of interest in his eyes.

"Jist thought you'd like to know Murky and Bryce's
gittin' all the help they kin. Yist' day, they had a sur=-
veyor feller out here a=-drivin' stakes all up an' down an'
around the Meetin' House. The main line o' stakes come
up to pret nigh four feet of the front steps.™ Tup leaned
indolently against the door of the Plummer store and spat
tobacco julce at random.

*Frum whut p'int did they measure, Tup?" Preacher
Newton was plainly concerned.

"Cain't tell, Preacher. Whin I come up, they pulls
the stakes out quicker'n yuh could say, 'Scat'™, Tup felt
he could now fish for another bit of information. "I heserd
|you'uns wuz goin' to move the Meetin' House '‘way frum
Murky's front door. Shore would tioklégeher ifen yuh did.”

"You heared wrong then, Tup Watkins. Better take keer
how ydu go messin' in other folks' affairs.™ Preacher
Newton was obviously ruffled. He found it difficult to
meintain his dignity as he set his mule in motion. There
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was only one thing that he could do in order to accomplish
the purpose of this trip on whieh Amanda Drake had dis-
patoched him. The first alternative, talking to the
Plummers, was impossible now that Bryce and Murky had

gone so0 far as to call in an outsider to aid them in their
schemes, Besldes, the Preacher's "fightin' dander™ was
up. If Bryce and Murky Plummer thought they'd take the
question of the boundary to law, he'd"show 'em"™ they
didn't have a leg to stand on. No one could disprove

that the ground underneath the Meetin' House belonged %o
him and Amanda Drake alone. He had the deed for it in

his poocket along with & notice that Amanda had composed
and written out for him to use in}case the Plummers did
not agree to her terms. Amanda's idea of calling a "Free-
for-all™ Meetin' was the only solution left now, he felt.
In that way they could swing the neighborhood's sentiment
in their favar. Murky wouldn'!t dare "buck™ the entire
country-side; neither could she "best" Amanda's plan if
they stayed up all night thinking.

Preacher Newton guided Snow around the Meetin' House
to the steps after ne had observed the marks of disturb-
ance in the soil near the side of the building, realizing
that every action was being observed by Tup. So much the

better to have Tup on hand to spread the news about the




"Free~for-all Meetin'" the next afternoon. He drew forth
from his pocket the written notice and a hammer and nails.
Quickly posting Amanda's notice, he urged his mule back
across Buck Creek and soon disappeared behind a clump of
willows. Tup noticed that when he reached the ford that
was visible, he turned in the direction of Amanda Drake's
home instead of his own. With a smile of satisfaction,
Tup lost no time in reading the notice. As he started up
Possum Branch to disseminate the "fresh news", Tup was in
his element. ThingsIWere moving on Buck Creek and Possum
Branch. He felt it in the air. Just wouldn't Murky be
"riled"? He never had like her since she threatened to
have him jailed because he stole her eggs and exchanged
them at the store for tobacco. He decided it might be a
good thing to inspect his "ole™ shot-gun up home. He had
noticed that Murky kept hers in the s tore when Bryce was
gone to the County Seat.

Befar e Bryce Plummer and his wife and young Reece
Hollon, their ward, had reached their home that Sunday
evening, they had been informed of the "Free~for-all
Meetin'" to be held the next afternoon. A shudder went
through‘America's slight frame. She could still see in
her memory Bryce lying on the floor wounded at the last

"Free~for-all" Preaching four years ago. When they were
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alone that night, the stalwart Bryce assured her that

nothing could forward their plans any more than this meet~

ing == if they managed 1t just right. He would attend,

and she could keep the store open the next afterncon.
Accordingly, the next day as entire families arfived

at the Meetin' House, America watched nérvously‘from the

store window for the arrival of Amanda Drake who would be

sitting flat in a wagon bed on a huge pillow because of

her gréat'Weight. If she appeared, America was ready at

e minute's notice to lock up and go over to the meeting. -

Otherwise, she felt sure that Bryce could handle Preacher

Newton; also, an official from the County Seat was to be

there. She knew that Bryce's offer would be generous;

that there should be no trouble unless it was started by

their cousin, Press Plummer, who had recently moved back

on his father's place directly across Possum Branch. He

seemed determined to pick up the gauntlet of the old family

misunderstanding since he had quit work and taken to drink-

ing. He and Tup Watkins were entirely "too thick".

Americé did not trust either one; they were "sorry" fellows;

and laziness irked her as nothing else could. She was a

wiry little body, able to stand more work than two ordinary

womene. Although America Plummer was better educated than

the average in the valley, her learning had only made her
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dissatisfied with her lot; it had not given her a vision
of how she could help the less fortunate. Instead she had
longed to move to town to & better environment, but Brycet!s
appointment as Postmaster and his success in making money
thrbugh his tenant-farmers held them there. TFrustrated

in the hope of moving away, America became obssessed with
the idea of improving the place so that when their daughter
should come home from college, their mode of living would
not be a disgrace to her. To that end, she had acecomplish-
ed the addition of the walks and the better type furnish-
ings in the house, as well as hafing gas piped from an old
gas well over the hill. But with each new improvement,

she and her neighbors had become juét a little more widely
separated; for their plank cabins and meager furnishings
could never be otherwise. OShe did not realize how resent-
ful Bryce's tenant-farmers were because he did not mend
their leaky roofs and add necessary outbuildings. The

last ambition that had possessed Americas was the removal
of the old, blackened Meetin' House that obstructed their
view down the valley. Her plan for the effecting of this
haed been blocked at every turn by Amanda Drake, not openly
but under cover. America herself had recently hit upon a
perfectly fair, legael, indisputable way of ridding herself

of an "eye~-sore" that had been practically in their front
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yard ever since she and Bryce were married. She feared
only one thing in the working out of her scheme; it was
the machinations of the "green-eyed" monster of jealousy.

Americats thoughts were halted by the chanting, ﬁn-
dulating strains of the favorite song of the hills, "Shake
Hends with Mother up There". She quickly moved to the
platform in front of the store. There was not a person
outside the church - surely an unusual occurrence for that
neighborhood. It was time for the mail-boy from the
County Seat with the written report from the Recorder.
As the last wailing notes from the church died away, she
was convinced that Amanda had decided to leave the execut-
ion of her purpose to the Preacher. She could visualize
Preacher Newton wiping his eyes as he arose to speak.

That was exactly what Preacher Newton was doing. He
was glad that someone had called for the song that was
the "stand-by of funeral preachin's" as it gave him his
cue for starting the business part of the meeting. The
presence of the official had madehim undecided as to how
to proceed. As he rose with great solemnity, there was a
tenseness in the air as well as one of expectansy. Many
had been the rumors that Murky had said the Meetin' House
must be moved and that Mandy was just as determined that

it should not be. Preacher Newton opened the meeting wi th
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the same nasal twang that he used in sermonizing while
the crowd listened avidly to his remarks. Even Tup Watkins
of Meetin® House Hill desisted in voicing his opinions to
Press Plummer and others of his ilk that were lounging
near the windows where some of the planks had been removed.
"Ah yes, my friends,™ Preacher Newton intoned, "many
of yofe mothers air up there in the buryin' ground on
Meetin' House Hill; they've been carried from this sacred
spot to their last - uh - resting place - and ah - friends
and nelghbors, we expect to shake hands with our mothers
'Up Thar'."” He pointed upwards. Little Addie Coleman
sobbed aloﬁd; for her mother had been the last one to be
buried in the neighbor hood. Preacher Newton felt reassur-
ed. As Preacher Newton went on in & more business-like
tone, he noted the scowl on Bryce's face. "You all know
the purpose of this meetin' that concarns eﬁery person in
this hyer valley. A question has come up ‘bout the ground
on which this hyer kieetin' House sets; this hyer church
that was bullt fur us by our beloved Brother Drake who is
now resting up thar on the hill. He sacrificéd to buy this
plot o' ground at a big price for the express purpose of
aivin"you folks a place to hold meetint*s. There's bin
considerable - ah - talk *bout movin' it away from the

spot where Preacher Drake an' your mémmys and pappys built
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hit. Now, I cal'late, the only fair way is to find out

what you'tuns right hyer in this neighborhood wishes. 0!
course the charter members has the final say-so. I might
state that the kin-folks of our deceased Brother Drake has
expressed theirselves as wishin®' the Meetin' House to stay
where he put hit, ah- with the help of yore pappys and mam=-
mys. We!'d be proud to hear frum Uncle Henry Walters -

how he feels 'bout moving the Meetin' House away."

Befdre Uncle Henry could edge his way through the
crowd, Bryce Plumrer shot to the front like a plummet.
"preacher, I object agin' any further proceedin's till I
éive yer my'ideas. It's my property - an' youré, Preacher,
that's in question - an' it ain*t fair fur 'tothers to
decide —-"

There was a hum of disapproval at this statement,
Uncle Henry leading in & high~pitched voice, "'Tis fair!
We old *uns worked fur to build this hyer Meetin' House -
an' we likes to have hit right hyer fur our buryin's---"

Unecle Henry's voice was drowned in Bryce's vociferous
one, "Uncle Henry, I ain®'t aimin® to take yore church ‘way
frum yer. But we. think it'd be a heap nicer place fur the
church house up by the buryin' ground on Meetin' House
Hill. Now, I'm offering® to donate a strip ot grbund
bl gger'n this *un the church is settin! on - an' I'll help
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you tear the house down and move it up there.
Several older people protested that they could never
climb the hill. Tup volunteered the information that the

moving was being done to please Murky; why should she have

all the say about their Meetin' House? This had its effect

on those near him.

"Listen, friends and neighbors," persisted Bryce
plummer. "Ain't I allus tried to holp you in bad times?
I was mighty proud to keep some of you'luns frum starvin?!
by givin! yer groceries when you got pinched?8 I'm not
tryin? to get ahead of youtuns. Whut I want 's my own
rights. I've had & surveyor out here - and accordin'! to
his measurin', four feet of ground at the front of this
church belongs fair an' square to me and Murky. The line
from Possum Branch Bend to the steps of the churoch falls
four feet short of givin®' me my land ‘'cordin' to the deed.
The Meetin' House is settin' on my land. NCW, you cantt
move the house !tother way - or you'll back hit up in the

creek, and a High Tide 'd take it out shore. So, I think

I'm offerin® you all the best way out. You kin have a

fair strip o' land up on Meetin' House Hill fur the church-

an' I'll take this ground offenryore hands. "™
'Bryce's offer was on the surface very feaaonable, but

the motive back of it was mistrusted. It was true that
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Bryce and Murky had given food to various families of the
neighborhood, but when it came to disturbing one of the
traditional land-marks, doudbt and suspicion arose in the
minds of meny. The reaction wasAintensified by the remarks
from those who held persconal grudges or were envious of

the Plummer's wealth, as Amerioa had feared.

“Land ﬁp thar's so rocky, Bryce can't raise nothint
on hit," commented Press Plummer with a leer. "He shore
knows how to cheat one in & land desl. Look how he
slickered Pappy outen his garden spot.”

"Nary other person 'cept this surveyor feller thinks
Bryce owns them four feet. MNMoney makes some folks talk
the way Bryce wants 'em to.*

"Br?ce's the richest man on this creek; what does he
crave them four feet fur anyway?"

Preacher Newton realized that the situation called
for quick action. He wanted no uproar. He doubted the
veracity of Bryce, but the fact remained that the descript-
ions of‘pieces.of property in the mountains showed that
the boundaries went according to creeks, mountain ridges,
trees, and even waterfalls., If Possum Brahch had changed
its course four feet, which undoubtedly was the case, then
the deed was correct and Bryce's claim was perfectly legal.
Who but Murky Plummer would have thought of that? It seem-
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ed that the Plummers had out-witted him and Amanda after
all. If only he coculd talk te Mandy now! A sudden in-
spiration caused Preacher Newton's face to shine with con-
fidence; it was remarkable how calm and composed he became,
'With a bland tone, he took up the procedure of the meeting,
and 8s the murmurs subsided with the expectancy that he
would now call for a vote, to everyone's surprise he made
the following announcement:

"The purpose of this hyer meetin' has been fulfilled.
I think us charter members know whut to do. I now wishes
to ask fur some real husky fellers to work on this hyer
Meetin' House tomorrer mornin*'. Who kin come an' bring
his tools?" pPreacher Newton's indirect way of teking the
vote showed very plainly that the people of the neighbor~
hood were not in favor of moving the church; for only two
of the Roe boys and Tup Watkine offered to come, not that
Tup intended to work on anything to please Murky, but he
must be there for policy's sake.

Bryce Plummer smiled genially, promising that he and
Reece would help tear down the bullding preparatory to its
erection on the new site which he and the surveyor would
now mark out. He hurried out to tell the waiting Murky
how wonderfully their plan was working out. With a sigh of
relief that there had been no shooting, America returned
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to the interior of the little store and Post Office to
wait on expected customers. But the consternation of the
people was so great that few entered the store. Instead
they gathered in little knots to discuss the sudden turn
of affairs. America sensed the hostility of those who did
cail for mail or made a purchase, but her sense of happiness
and triumph at that moment eclipsed any doubt as to the
success of the enterprise. The people would become re-
conciled to the change after a reasonable passage of time,
she felt sure.

Bryce and America Plummer retired that night after a
Jubilation over the turn of events. Bryce hoped that they
would soon get the church moved as the site would be an
ldeal place for him to "burn his tobacco bed" that spring,
but Ame:ica was planniné to plant flowers and strawberries
there. HReece Hollon remained alone by the fireplace for
some time, glumly reviewing an incident of the evening.
Taking & short excursion about the placé after milking,
he had run into Tup Watkins carrying a shot-gun, coming
down Possum Branch towards Buck Creek. Tup was very
talkative, telling Reece how Preacher Newton had called
him a "jail-bird" and was "agin' him". Reece's slow-
working mind did not diécern that Tup was merely trying
to engage Reece's thoughts so that he would not inquire




about his own presence there at that time of night with a
gun. Reece did not know that Tup had then gone home wWith
a self-satisfied grin on his face, having ascertained that
Preacher Newton had gone up to Mandy's after the "Free-for-
all™ and hed stayed long enough to obtain orders for a
month. Tup had also learned that Press's truck had a full
tank of gasoline and had concluded that Press must be get-
ting ready to go somewhere as soon as the creek ran down
enough so that the engine could clear the water.

Very early thé next morning, America saw Tup Watkins
moving slowly down Buck Creek towards the Preacher's and
the new stretch of grading that was being done by the
United States government for the first road that would
open up this little valley. She remembered‘that this was
her "Emancipation Day". Miracles did not often happen
there, but surely the"moving of the Meetin' House was one.
She didn't dare believe it could be true even yet. Bryce
had laughed at heflfears that morning when he left to go
to the County Seat to get the papers that the Recorder had
failed to send. After her husband had gone, word came
thet the "mail-boy“ggwas sick; accordingly Reece was dis-
patched with the meil. Thus America was left alone to see

that the important work of tearing down the church was ac-

complished. Preacher Newton and Tup Watkins w ere the first
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to arrive at the store.
100

"Howdy, Murky," greeted the Preacher affably.
“'Lowelelas how we might borrow yore saw and crowbar to
help along the work."

As America opened the tooi shed a short distance from
the Meetin' House, she noticed that Press Plummer and
several of the neighbors from up-creek had gathered near
the church with their tools. Apparently Bryce's and her
plan was progressing smoothly after all. 3She decided that
she would make the workers & hot drink for their lunch.
When she assured the preacher that Bryce intended to be
back by early afternoon to help, he had replied with a
twinkle in his eye.

"That's jist fine, Murky. We kin make a right smart
showin' on the work this mornin'.”

Tha t morning as America went about her work first at
the house, then again over at the store to wait on a
customer, her mind was full of plans. During the course
of the morning a rather disturbing occurrence had been re-
ported to her by one of the men who came to the well for
& drink.

"Tup Watkins wuz a-sayin®' somebody stole gasoline

from the Road Workers! tank down~creek, an' that the

gov'mint's goin' to sénd out some fellers o git finger-
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prints of all of us'uns on the creek.”

America had responded with feigned unconcern, "You
can't believe half of what Tup says. How are you coming
along with the taking down of the roof? Do you have i£
about all off? Seems to me you're making enough noise."

"The roof's not off yit. Preacher Newton's the boSs,
you kﬁow, an' he says we're goin' to do the work in sect-
ions. My job's bin sawin® the tin roof off back 'bout
four feet. So, I wuz makin' all thet rumpus. I'd best
be gittin® to work agin.” |

America noticed that what the worker had said was
true. "It's a mighty queer way to take down & building,"”
she said half aloud to herself as she went to the store
to get some coffee to boil for the men. %"But theh Preacher
Newton never was any hand to boss practical work. Bryce
shouldn't have gone off, today of all days. He would
know how to manage the roof in at least two sections.”

At noon when America went to take the men a pot of
steaming coffee, they had all disappeared. A feeling of
suspicion took hold of her. Bryce should not have been so
confident all was well. OShe looked aghast at the butcher-
ing way they had started to tear down the church. The
front part of the Meetin' House had been sawed off even

with the line where the surveyor's stakes had been driven.
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The tin from the roof, and the boards, and steps had been
placed inside the remainder of the structure. The entire
end of the building was open and exposed to the weather.
America watched anxiously for Bryce and Reece that
evening. No one had come back to finish taking down the
building. A firm conviction seized her mind that this
Was Preacher Newton's scheme for pleasing Mandy Drake.
Who else but Mandy would have thought of such a scurvy
trick! The Preacher did not intend to remove the rest of
the building. There 1t stood all the more "hateful"™ and
ugly to her, & "cut=-in-two" church that would do no one
any good. Now 1t would prébably never be used for any-
thing but elections which were always times of drinking,
gambling, and shooting. She recognized that Preacher
Newton had satisfied the law, but he had not yielded one
inch in his implacable nature. She feared the consequences
when Bryce should return and see the utter defeat of their
plans. His explosive temper was not to be reckoned with.
Again she shuddered as she recalled the memory of him lying
on the floor of the Meetin' House with blood over his
shirt. She locked the store and waited by the front door
of their home as the sun retreated behind Meetin' House
Hill. When Reece returned alone that night, he found her

still by the front door, gun in hand.
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"Where's Bryce?" queried America anxiously.

"Bad luck, Miz Plummer. Bryce's leg got hurt when his
hoss pitched forrard an' throwed him. Doe's taken him to
the hospital.”

"But, Reéce, of all times, we need him now. Preacher
Newton didn't move the church house. He had only four feet
in front sawed off just for spite-work., Mandy's to blame,
I know - an' there's more trouble afoot. Just awhile ago
someone camé sneakin®! around here between the store and

that big tree. I shot at him, Reece. I must have been

nervous with everybody gone; I Jjust couldn't help it. Don%t-

folks know they should keep away from government postofficeg
anyway! We'll have to keep guard tonight, I'm afraid.”
America péused for breath.
102

"Dontt wearry yore se'f, Miz Plummer. Everything'll
be aliAright jist sd that Tup Watkins don' show his face.
I don't like him. When he yammerslozso, I wanna whale away
an' lembast him so hard, he'll hold his tongue a spell -
trouble 1s he makes me so mad I say what I ortn't to."

"Oh, Reece, are you géing to act unwisely so that
you'll have to leave again?"

"No, Miz Plummér, I won't say nothin' ifen I have to

bite my tongue off - but I don't like that Tup Watkins.
I'll finish the chores now. Did yuh milk yite"
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"No. I didn't dare leave this front door after I
shot &t the'man-person that wés foolin' around the store.
Did you notice anything or anybody as you came past the
Meetin' House?"

"I passed Press. He waz comin' long smokin' a cigar-
ette. Whin I told him *bout Bryce hot bein' able to ride
on his hoss, he offered to take his truck an' go in after
him. Reckon he'd jist had a drink or he wouldn't acted
so friendly."™ Reece turnéd to go out the fromtdoor to
get his horse. |

"Press couldn't go after anyone. He never has any
gas in his truek. Well, I'1ll get you a bitelO4of supper
before you miik, Reece." America moved in the opposite di-
rection from Reece going down the long hall towards the
well to get a fresh pail of water. She noticed a reddish
glare in the sky that reflected on the mountainside; it
was much lighter out than it had been., "Surely no one
was burning a tobacco bed this early in the season," she
thought. | ﬂ

As she set the bucket down by the well curb, Reece
came hurtling from the front of the house. - "Miz Plummer,
the chureh house is on fire. Where's the guﬁ? It's
going up in smoke so fast; it's goin' to catch the tool

shed on fire; and, if the wind raises, hit'll teke the
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whole place. Quick - Shoot! Shoot fur help!™

"Gun's by the front doorl!"™ gasped America. "You
shoot - a lot of timesl Hurryi Oh, my God, what will we
do? They didn't want the lMeetin® House moved = will they
help save my place? Somecone's trying to burn us out.”

She rushed around the house panic-stricken. She could
hear Reece shooting.

The fire was gaining rapid headway; it secemed that the
entire interiof had béen saturated with explosive material-
so quickly was it being consumed. Sparks were darting to-
wards the tool shed. She rallied her strength.

"Here, Reece, I'll take that gun now; you get the
tools out of the shed before it catches afire - and we'll
have to get some wet gunny sacks for the roof of the house.
Oh, why doesn't someone come to help? Why do we have to
live in such a country anyway? If Bryce were only herel™®

Running towards the shed for @acks, she shot the gun
as rapidly as she could. Then back at the well, she
worked the windlass frantically, drawing water and empty-
ing it in a tub to wet the sacks. "Would Reece never get
through at the tool shedl" She put'the gun inside the
kitchen door, and grabbing as many wet sacks as she could
carry, she stumbled around the house into the full glare

of the fire. Figures were now gathering from out the
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darkness. The first person that she met was Press.

"Oh, Press," she pleaded, "Please help save our house.
Don't think about the bad things between you and Bryce now."
' "Sure, 1li'le cousin; I'1ll he'p 1li'le cousin. Always
did like 1i'le Murky." Press had haed just enough drink

to make him'obliging if one humored him.

"Well, then, Cousin, please climb up this trellis and
put these wet sacks on the front porch shingles."

"Here, lemme do it," offered Tup Watkins who appeared
almos% simul taneously with Preacher Newton.

"One of you go help Reece get the tools out of the
shed - and, for pity's sake, let the horses and cow out in
the pasture." MNore folks were coming now. "Wet sacks in
tub by well." Amerioa'sAkneés suddenly refused to hold
her ﬁp, and she sank to the ground &s Press's young wife
came up with the baby in her arms. It was the first time
she had been in Murky's yard?

There was a terrific crash as the entire tin roof
crumpled and smashed down toward the "creek-side™ of the
church. Sparks shot with increasing intensity o%er the
buildings. All were now engaged in fighting out the little
fires thaf.were kindled by the sparks. America roused up
with the crash and began to moan. "They'll think I did it.
Before God, I didn't! You folks know I wouldn't risk burn-
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in' my whole place just to --" She again sank into un-
cohsciousness, and the neighbdr women managed to get her
to the couch on the front porch.

Just before the last flames died down into sﬁoldering
embers, almost as many people were at the Meetin' House
site as had been at the "Free-for-all" meeting the pre-
vious‘day. Many and daring were the suggestions concern-
ing the origin of the fire. OSome insisted on going after
the blood hounds; others thought it was & judgment for
their "giving up meetin's on Sunday". Preacher Newton
listened nuch, but said little; his mind was busy conject-
uring as to the guilty person. Coming around to the
"ereek-side™ of the building where the tin roof had been
hurl ed, he suddenly noticed under the edge of the erumpled
mass, a battered, dented, burned tih pail; it was differ-
ent from those usually used for water in the Meetin' House.
How dould it have come therel! Assuring himself that no
curious person was watching him, he quickly secured a
pole with which he edged the bucket from under the tin
roof and down into the water. When it was cool enough to
handle, he carefully put it in one of the burlap sacks he
hed been using to beat out flames with and attached it to
the saddle on "Snow" that he had tethered under the willows

down the creek some distance from the church house site.
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After this discovery, Preacher Newton determined that he
would be the last one to leave, but it was a long wait;
for it seemed that others had decided to do the same.
Once, he made & move to talk to America, but she was sur-
rounded by excited women. Upon finding no further evidence,
he hurried home to examine carefully the indented trade-
mark on the pail in order to solve the mystery as to who
burned the Meetin' House.

Preacher Newton was not the only one "conjecturin'”
that night. America's mind was especially active, after
Reece had reported an incident of the evening to her and:
Bessie, Bryce's sister, who was to stay with them until
Bryce should return.

"I'd jest climbed up the ladder on !'tother side of the
tool shed to see if'n the roof had quit émokin'. Jdist as I
stuck my head over the edge of the roof, I saw Preacher
‘Newton a~draggin' somethin' kinde bulky outen the burned
timbers an' take hit down to the creek. He didn't go right
home then, but he jist kep! hangin' around till the last
tun had gone." |

Strongsuépicion selzed America's mind. It was intem-
sified the next morning when she saw Tup Watkins stirring
around the charred timbers of the burned building with a
long pole and poking in the bushes along the ereek. She




remembered thaet Tup and the Preacher had appeared at the
fire together.

That day Bryce's sister, Bessie, was so nervous that
she could imagine many things. But there was no imaginat-
ion about the sudden entrance of little Vernon Roe about
noon &ll breathless with a piece of paper which he poked
into her hand without a word and then dashed down in the
declivity of the creek and disappeared. Bessie took it to
America in the store who immediately locked up and went to
call Reece in from the field.

When they were inside the house, America drew the
blinds and, standing in the center of the front room, read
the note:

"Wetuns don't want to git mixed up in any fudin', but
we know that the Preacher sent Press up to Mandy's this
mornint' = Press is packin' a gun an' accusin' the feller
that stays with you'uns of burnin' the Meetin' House.
Right smart lot o' folks thinks as how youtuns had some-
thing to do with the burnin'. (This ain't who you think
it is a-writin'.)"®

"Reece," ejaculated America before he had time to com-
ment,k"I cantt let you go on doing the outside work wi th
Press and Tup both carrying guns; they had them in the
store this morning when they came in together. I was so

excited I handed Tup the wrong kind of tobacco, and when

124
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I asked them if they had much luck hunting, Tup grinned

and said, "We got to tree our game first, Miz Plummer.”

I don't bleame you for not liking that Tup Watkins, Reece,
but whatever they say to you, you've got to keep your mouth
closed, at least till Bryce gets home. Those two fellows
are in cahoots with Preacher Newton and Mandy. I can't
figure out why Press should take such an active interest
in church affairs unless it's just to spite Bryce.”

"] heerd him say once that he'd like to have that old
Meetin' House to start up & saloon in," explained Reece.

A new fear gripped America's heart. The land still
belonged to Amanda Drake and Preacher Newton. Would they
now retaliate by peimitting Press to build a saloon there?
In that case she would go personally to Mandy and protest.
' Bessie's quavering voice brought America's thoughts
back to present difficulties. "If it's not safe fur Reece
to work outside in the field, maybe he could sleep in the
day time and then guard at night. I rolled the bedlosall
last night*fraid they'd set the house afire. 'Leastways,
I'd feél safer with & men inside. k

Reece protested, "But, Miz Plummer, ifen I hide out,
hit*1l look like I'm guilty - like the note sajs they's.
suspicionin' me. I ain't afeared uv ary person. I ain't

afeared to face 'em."
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However, in response to America's plea that it was

for their sakes, Reece promised to stay in until Bryce
should return. That afternoon America left one gun by the
front door for Bessie who vowed she was t00 nervous to
shoot; she took the other gun to the store. The afternoon
dragged on; all day but very few had come past the stare

or Stopped; then they seemed in a hurry to complete their
purchases, saying very little. Accordingly, Americe was
glad to welcome two friends of Bryce's, officials from

the County Seat, about the middle of the afternoon. They
brought the message from Bryce that he would be able to
come home in a day or so.

"Bryce wanted me to inquire about the moving of the
church," commented Grimes, the elder, "Looks like it had
been moved for good. That's about all we've been hearing
of to-day is the ‘cut-in~two', burned-up Meetin' House.

Do you suppose our services might be needed in connection
with that affair, Mrs. Plummer, as well as finger-printing
folks?"

"I wish I had the authority to enlist your help. It's
|a blg worry having folks accusing us of burning the church -
especially with Bryce gone. I don't think Preacher Newton

'11 ever ask an officer to heip him. He usually‘takes
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things in his own hands and you don't know what to expect.
What luck have you had in getting folks'! finger=-prints?®"

"There are just two who have evaded us so far - that
young fellow up on the hill - Tup - somebody, and this
man just below you."

"Oh, you mean Tup Watkins and Press Plummer - Now,
I‘see\why they disappeared up-creek this morning," ex-
ﬁlained America. Her eyes shone excitedly. "Fellows, I
believe I can help you oute I think I have two objects
from which you might get their finger-prints. Here's a
pack of cigarettes that Tup hendled and here's a letter
Press stamped and mailed after the mail-boy was gone.
Would they do any good?"

"Would they do anyAgood,_Mrs. Plummer! We'll have to
appoiht you our assistant-deputy for this. I think we
can call our day's work campleted, Dawsoh, as soon as we
‘examine this truck down the road a little more."

"That truck belongs to Press," volunteered America.

"He uSually cant't keep enough gas in it to go to town since

he took to drinking; so they travel mostly by mule.™
"Hmum, tnat's queerl®™ remarked Dawson. "When I in-
vestigated awhile ago, the tank was almost fﬁll. Better

look into this; hadn't we, Grimes?"
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As the officers left the store, america decided that
she must see Amanda Drake and appeal to her not to let
Press have the church house site for a saloon. If he were
as lawless as he seemed to be lately, there would be a
continual disturbance right under their noses. Perhaps
that was the clever but dreadful scheme = if they couldn't
burn them ocut - to drive her and Bryce from the neighbor-
hood. When America locked up the store and went to the
house for supper, éhe met a white-faced Bessie who told
how Tup and Press had been standing at the pasture bars
with their guns when she went after the cow. Evidently,
they were "laying" for Reece.

A few minutes later while thej were seated at the
supper table, Tup and Press came past "shooting--up"lo6
the place, laughing and talking boisterously. America
extinguished the light and hurried to a peep-hole in the
front room. She could easily hear Press bragging loudly.

"Guess we gave the Law the slip that time, eh, Tup?
You know what -~ I'm shore gonna git hold of that piece
o' dirt. the Meetin' House stood on jist to spite Murky
'n Bryce. Come on over an' have a drink, Tup. Ole
woman's gone."

So - Press was expecting trouble over the Meétin'

House site when Bryce should return and had sent his wife




139

and baby oﬁt of harm's way! When America returned to the
supper table, she announced her determination of going up
to Amanda Drake's that night., Before she could don her
riding outfit, Preacher Newton rode up to the front gate
and "halloed“107with great authority. America shooed
Reece up the”baok stairs, stationed Bessie at the peep-
hole with & gun.and then cautiously opened the front door.

"Murky, I wants to ax}osyou a question," demanded
Preacher Newton. |

"All right, but you'll have to come inside. Down
Rembler! Down Jimi"

America quieted the dogs as Preacher Newton dismounted
and tethered "Snow". America noticed that he carried some-
thing bulky in a burlap sack as he stepped on the porch.
The Preacher could not remember when he had been in such
& nicely furnished house; and for & moment, he stood just
a 1ittle abashed.

"Now, Murky, you know how concarned I am over the
burnin' of our one and only Meetin' House. I have looked
at the question frum 8ll sides =-" He cleared his throat.
fI'm not blamin' Bryce, fur I think he rfally thought as

how we wuz intendin' to move the Meetin' House. You sees,

Murky, that wuz Jest my way o' findin' out what folkses
wanted. I does the best I kin to please my neighbors,
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Bow, the night of the fire I wuz doin'.some figgerin' on
my own - an' I found somethin' which I took keer of. As
I wuz plenty busy in town today takin' keer of some legal
matters, I couldn't git hyer any sooner. Now, I got jist
one question to ax yer."

America had opened her mouth several times to inter-
rupt. Now, she hastened to interpose. "Preacher, if
youtre trying to place blame on me, you'd just better =--"
Her eyes flashed fire. |

"Now, Murky, how do you account fur this hyer bucket
of yoﬁrs bein' in the Meetin' House the night of the fire?
I fished it out from under the tin roof where it was stuck
between a jtist and the tin." He produced the bucket and
showed her the indented advertising.

America was totally unprepared for such a question.
She had not missed the pail; her mind was in confusion.

"Come! Come! Dont't look so scared - what yuh got to
say? Ain't this yore bucket?" |

"It is - or was," admitted America. "We used it to
mix bren for the calf." |

"And jist who did this mixin'? queried Preacher New-
ton with a self-satisfied smirk on his face.

"Why, Reece cares for it when Bryce is away."

"Then more'n likely Reece knows jist how this hyer
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pail happened to be in the lMeetin' House the night hit
burned; don't you think so, Murky?"

"No, I don't, Preacher Newton. I remember now that I
fed the calf myself early that evenin';ans Reece was late
getting back from carrying the mail. Someone wanted me at
the store, and I carried this pail with me over there
and put it on the platform of the store. That's the last I
had it, and Reece never had it afterwards.”

"But maybe you know how hit got into the lieetin' House.
'Twas full o' gasoline, no doubt, to make sich a force as
to pitch it onto & j'ist." |

I don't know anything about that pail after I set
it on the platform of the store, but I have an idea that
the fellow that was divilin'llcaround the store early in
the evening might know something about it. I shot at him.
That person couldn't have been you; could it, Preacher?

I don't see & bullet hole in your hat, but you might have
éhanged your hat."

Preacher Newton almost lost his self-control; his face
flushed. He stammered & little. "Wal, now, Murky that
turns thing 'round a leetle. I wa'n't figgering on any-
thing like that happenin'. I guess I jist cal'lated afore
I knew all the fac's in the case. But I'm 'fraid there's

a heap of others that suspect Reece too, bein' as they
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don't trust him *cause he's bin in jail. If'n I wuz you,
I'd send him outen the country. I'm jist a leetle afraid
there's goin' to be trouble that me nor you can't take
keer of." He began to back towards the door. "You kin
keep the‘pail fur evidence, Murky, an' if'n there's any-
thing I can do to help you, I'd be proud to do hit."”

"You can't do much now, Preacher, but you could have
if yoﬁ'd have brought this pail to me in the first place.
Now, you've either told - or let Press and Tup talk all
over the country-side to stir folks up against Reece.
Maybe you can do something for me though. I planned to
go up to see Amanda to ask her not to sell the chﬁrch
house grounds to Press for a saloon. I want a decent
place to live."

"You should & though o! that before, Murky --" He
considered rapidly. "Jdist how bad do you an'! Brycé want
that saloon to stay out o' here? Bad enocugh to pay Mandy
an' me - the firstv price on that sitrip of ground - say,
$350.00%"
| "And surely that's not all you want, Preacher Newton?"
Sarcasm heightened hef voice.

"No, that's not all. Mandy an' I thought that since
Bryce had already staked out a place up on Meetin' House

Hill fur & new buildin', that we might a8 well go ahead
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and build up thar = that is, if you'd still agree to give
us the land.".

"Bryce'll never give in to a deal like that, Preacher.®

"] figgered you wore the britches this time - I've
got a deed fur this plot o' ground, not includin' yore four
feet, right here in my pocket. Hit's made out to Press
Plummer-- fur him to use as he wishes - that is, onless you
can beat his price. All hit lacks is Mandy's signature,

an' she'll sign 'caisen she's the one that fixed it up
with Press. Now, Murky, I'1ll give yer til tomorrer mornin!
to make up yore mind. I 'low Bryce!ll agree with yer.
Good-night - an' I hope yuh take my advice about gettin!
Reece outen this part of the country.”

This time when the dogs barked @t the departing "Snow",
America did not quiet them. She was not defeated yet; even
if Preacher Newton thought so. With determination written
on her face, she called Bessie and Reece. "I haven't time
to tell you everything now, but I've got tovgo up to Mandy's
kight away; tomorrow will be too iate. You'd better watch
very closely, both of you - and whatever you do, don't go
putside. I'll be back as soon as I can.”

"I'1l saddle your horse," volunteered Reece.

"Better not -~ it won't téke me long. If only Bryce
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“were hem™

America chose not to travel the creek-bed but started
up the less?frequented trail, up over the treacherous hill-
side where a mulehad slid off in a High Tide and hurtled
to its death; then down and across a nushyfield to emerge
on a bridle path around "Big Mountain®™. Not many traveled
this path any more; she thought she héard horses' hoofs
splashing in the creék down below her. There was just
enough star-light for her to discern the outline of the
mounta ins, but she did not appreciate their grandeur.

Her mind was occupied with the perplexing problem of ap-
proaching Mandy; then if she would fail in this appeal,
what'should she do?

It had been over & year since she had talked to
Mandy'Drake. She wondered why it was that each family
lived so much to itself. Why couldn't they be friendlier?
She felt that she would really like to be sociable. Thus,
in a better frame of mind than she had enjoyed for some
time, America approached the Drake cabin. She "Helloed"
outside; soon a lamp was lighted; a head protruded from
a half-opened door; and a voice asked who was"ailin'".lll
America know that it was not customary to arouse anyone
from sleep at so late an hour unless someone was ill and

needed help badly. To Amanda, her reason for coming
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would appear utterly selfish, she knew. Yet she.dismounted,
determined to appeal to Amanda's sense of obligation to the
young people of the valley, as a former Preacher's wife.
Amanda was walilting at the door.}

| "It's just Murky Plummer, and there's no one sick
except Bryce and he's in the hospital, but I do have a very
special problem I need your help on, Mandy."

| "Wal, spit 'er out quick - 'caise hit's cold standing

here." |

Amanda was not going to ask her to come in. She
would have to proceed at a disadvantage; her words came
tumbling out in a disorganized way as she realized the
futility of the appeal. She tried to arousexMandy's sense
of fairness, asking her how she would like to have & saloon
in her own front yard.

"Seems to me, lurky ?lummer, that you'un's is allus
gittin' in a mess of some kind~er-other,"™ was Amanda's tart
response. "I stays home hyer in my own part of the kintry,
an' you never hears of any rumpus up hyér. Seems like some-
thin's allus happenin' down yore part o' the creek. Any-
ways; hit's yore kinfolks that's a-buyin' the ground an'
you kin talk to them. I'm goin' to bed; I'm most froze."

With that, Mandy slammed the door on a defeated lurky.




146

The trail homeward seemed twice as long to America.
She found it hard to fight off sleep as she was already
numb with chill and despair. Surely, there wes some way of
getting out of such a hateful neighborhood. She felt that
Mandy and the Preacher were using this bludgeon over their
heads because of envy to force them to pay for & new lieet-
in' House or leave the country. She and Bryce would be
glad to help build a decent place of worship if Amanda had
shown even a little of the spirit of generosity. Thus en-
grossed in her thoughts, she was startled to see a light
in the barn as her}horse topped the "rise"™ nearest their
store. There was also a light in the upstairs window.
Could Bryce have come home? Her heart almost sang for joy.
He.would know what to do. She urged her horse to a little
more rapid pace, but the slippery path forbade much haste.
Was it her imagination that she thought she saw several
people approach and enter the barn? |

As her horse neared the hitching post in front of the
house, she could hear coarse voices within the barn. Her
heart contrécted; she remembered the Preacher's warning.
Did the .gang have Reece? She threw the reins over the
hitching post. She must first investigate to see who was

in the house.

Bessie met her, gun in hand, at the front door.
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"Oh, Murky, I shot, but it didn't do a bit of good. You
See, someone rides up near the barn an' whistles jist like
Bryce does - an' Reece thinks he's come home. He went out
an' when I see a 1ot uv fellers grab him, I shot, but I was
afraid of hittin' Reece; so I was just a-standin' hyer
prayin' for you or Bryce or someone. What'll we do? Do
you think they'll kill him?"

"Oh, no; we mustn't let them. Bessie, my trip to
Mandyfs was a failure, and - now, this fracas - my mind is
in a whirl. I don't know what to do. MNMerciful Heavens!
Do you supposé they're going to burn the barn, too! Did
Reece take Bryce's gun?"

"No; hyer 'tis." DBessie's voice was quivering.

"Then, you've just got to shoot some more, Bessie.
We'll go 'round to the back of the barn and up into the
loft from the outside. Then, we'll get in a place where
we can see the gang and not hit Reece; then wet've got to
pepper it to 'em. Ve can't let them kill Reece and burn
us out! Bessie, stop that shaking! Do you hear me? We've
got to do 1ti™

From their vantage point in the loft, the two wdmen
could see Tup and Press holding Reece's arms &s he stood
on 8 box with his hands tied behind his back. Another

member of the gang was placing a hal ter-rope around Reece's




148

neck. Several others were ready to assist.

Press was speaking. "Reece Hollon - you c¢laim yer
don't know who set fire to the Meetin! House, but you bin
actin' so sneakin' - hidin' behind petticoats, that these
hyer buddies o' mine know yer done hit. All we want's
yore name to this paper we got writ up. Tup, you kin reead
hit."

Tup read slowly, "I, the undersigned, does confess
that I set fire to the Meetin' House on Buck Creek and
Possum Branch, the night of March 15th. I do hereby pro-
mise to leave this part of the kintry an' never come back.
Signed - {(Reece Hollon). Thar now, Reecé, all we need's
yore name er else we'll jist hist ye up. 'Cause you're
goin' to leave this hyer place one way or 'tother." There
was a triumphant leer on Tup's face as he waved the paper
under Reece's nose. "Who's got a pencil fur him to sign
this with?"

"Hurry up an' say what yer goin' to say, Reece Hollon,
afore I put this hyer blindfold on yuh," commanded Press.

Aﬁerica gave Bessie the signal to éet ready as they
heard Reece reply. "Fellas, I won't sign that there paper.
I never set fire to the Lieetin' House ---" He was cut
short by Tup.

"Can't believe a jail~bird anyway; string him up, boys;
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good riddence of bad rubbish.”

There was a general shout of derision that was silenc-
ed by a fusilade of shots from the barn loft. The fright-
ened mob stampeded towards the blg door where they were
halted by a stentorian command.

"Stay where you are, everyone - those below and those
abovemthat were shootinge You're covered and there's no
use trying to escape. T8ke the noose from fh&t fellow's
neck. What did you do to the women? They're gone. Bryce,
who is this young man they're making so free with?"

&t the mention of Bryce's name, Murky and Bessie
| peered down through the 0péning in the loft with frighten-
ed looks on thelir faées._ With a little scream Murky start-
ed down the inclined board but collapsed and rolled to the
feet of the officials and Bryce. Bessie took her time
about descending.

"There's my wife. Thank goodness, Murky, you're
safe.ﬁ Bryce took her in his arms, laying aside the crutch
he was using.

The officer that was talking was a new-comer to the
communi ty. Everyone seemed to shrink into insignificance
before his commending presence. "Press Plummer, you &are

under arrest; and you, too, Tup Watkins., Preacher Newton,
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come on in here. I want you as a witness."

"I didn't burn the leetin' House, Preacher," whimper-
ed Tup. "I Jjist throwed gasoline on the planks,’an' set
the bucket o! gas by the openin's I - I meant to go back
bout mid*night'an' set hit on fire to git even with Murky
thar fur shootin' at me - but atter I wuz home, I got
skeered an' sot my mind not to go near thet Meetin' House.
But it wa'n't no time till I heared shootin' and I looked
out an' shore enough the lieetin' House war on fire. But
I didn't do hit, Mister; honest, I didn't light the fuse to
the bucket of gas."

| "We'll let yoﬁ tell that to the court," replied the
officer as he slipped handcuffs on Tup Watkins of Meetin'
House Hille. "You next, Buddie. He secured Press's wrists
with another pair of handcuffs.

"W'y, Officer, you can't - arrest me," stuttered
Press. "I ain't never set fire to nothin'.®

"Don't be so sure o that, Press," interrupted Reece.
"Didn't you throw that cigarette stub you'z smokin' that
evenin' into the Meetin' House?" '

Press hesitated before repiying, "I - I disremember ~
I don't know nothin' about the burnint.”

*In this case,'you'don't have to," roared the officer.
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"I'm not arresting you for causing any fire nor for this
pernicious neck-tie party, but I am arresting you for
tampering with United States property and the stealing of
United States gas to the extent of thirty gallson.”

Press's face fell. The officer went on. "Yoﬁ thought
you'd run away today, 80 we couldn't get your finger=-prints;
but we got them and also this other young man's." He in-
dicated Tup., "He is involved &lso."

"So, it wuz you, Tup, you skunk, that stole gas from
my truckl"™ growled Press. |

"That'll be enough out of you two. I'm turning you
over to Dawson and Grimes who collected the evidehcé. The
rest of you'd better go to your homes now, but I'm warning
yOue. You'll have to learn that you can't ignore the law.
When you know of a violation of the law and do not report
it, you are an accomplice to the crime, jdst as though you
had actually committed it. That seems to be a hard thing
for some of you to learn. The preacher did well to report
the trouble here tonight. He made & flying trip."

"Wal, Officer, I sees whar you're right, but hit's the
first time I ever felt that way," egreed Preacher Newton.
*I tried to do the straightenin' out of this hyer affair
myself till hit got out o' bounds; then I felt I couldn't

let the innocent suffer. But I never could a made it to




152

the County Seat if'n yore truck hadn't a-happened along."

As the crowd diSpersed, the three of ficers started
to escort Tup and Press to the truck a quarter of a mile
down siream. Bryce, who had been conferring with America,
halted them. "Wait a minute, O0fficer. This one young
man, Press Pluﬁmer, is my cousin, an' I feel it my bounden
duty to offer bail for him on account of his wife and
baby."

“Nb,'Bryce, I can't do that,” replied Press. "I'll
take what's comin' to me, but you.won't ever see me nor my
family in these hyer mount'ins after I gits out o' Jjail.
An' say - Preacher, that Meetin' House deal's off."

America's heart aimost thumpéd out of her body. She
knew now that she would have her flower garden - and she
and Bryce would help build & new church up on Meetin' House
Hill.
| As Bryce moved slowly towards the house on his crutech,
America clung to his ffee arm, softly eryinge On his other
side, Bessie was trying to help her brother.

"I'1ll never shoot another gun as long as 1 live, "

declared Bessie, "not even in a Meetin' House feud."
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92.
93,
94,
95,
96.
97.
o8,
9.

10l.
loz.
103.
104,
105.
106 .

107.

108.
109.

110.
111.

Meetin' House (or Church House) - church
Preacher - a term prefacing the name of a preacher
train blowed - train whistled

outen - out of or out (ef. offen - off; ifen - if)

tickle her - please her

cal'late - figure or calculate

pinched - finsnecially embarrassed
meil-boy - & mail carrier, no matter how old
100. howdy - the greeting inveriably used in the mountains

Tlowed - allowed; supposed; thought

wearried yore se'f - worried yourself

yammers - talks constently

bite (of supper) - a little supper

rolled the bed - tossed about on the bed

"shooting up" - shooting guns into the air around a
building, usually a church

halloed - shouted or called from a safe distance in-
stead of knocking on the door

gx. - ask ‘

evenin' - afternoon; any time after the noonday meal

even if at 11:00 a.m,
divilin' or devilin' - fooling around; wasting time
ailing or ailin' - sick or not feeling well




AUNT LILIE AND THE RACER

I hate snakes. If it hadn't been for that fact, I
should have missed thé most intéresting story I have ever
heard. Aunt Lilie had sent me into the garden for some
lettuce and onions, only she called them "unerns". What
with stopping to breathe in the glory of the hillsides
clothed with the flowering, creamy white dogwoods and the
flaming red-buds, I'm afraid I forgot the lowly lettuce
bed as 1 stood with pan and knife in had, listening to the
evervescent melody of a Kentucky cardinal in the peach tree
near the barn. My attention was forced back to earth, as
it were, by the lithe, sinuous movement of 2 snake down
the row of onions. My one and only impulse was to flee,
and run I 4id to the side=-porch where Aunt Lilie and Uncle
Amos were shelling corn forrthe meal sack as Saturday was
always "Mill Dey". I didn't stop till I was safe on the
porch, still graSping the pan and knife.

Uncle Amos was chuckling. "For the Law's sake, Janie,
yuh meke me think of yur Aunt Lilie here whin she war a
gal. Betcha 'twas a leetle ole garter snake that sent yuh
a-bouncin' in hyer; now warn't hit?®

I caught my breath rather shamefacedly. ™"Yes, I'll
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hafe to admit that it was a snake. But I hate snakes. I
can't stand them; they give me the creeps and shivers all
over."

"Wal, wal,™ soothed Uncle Amos in his understanding
way, "I don't blame yuh none fer the way juh feel 'bout
snakes; a city gal ain't never had the ohancetllzto ltarn
about snakes." I appreciated this generosity from Uncle
Amos. He and.Aunt Lilie were true blue, through and
through, and were doing all they could to help me gain my
way back to health.

There was & twinkle in Uncle Amos' eyes as he looked
directly at Aunt Lilie before proceeding. I noticed that
she was smiling in anticipation of his next remark.

"As I wuz sayin®' - I don't blame you, Janie, fer
féelin' so offish-like 'bout er snake - but thar's one
thing I niver could understan' wuz how ary & gal borned
an' rairedllzin these hyer hills, could act jis! the very
same identercal way yuh done now."™ Uncle Amos finished
shelling the last ear of corn, tiéd the sack, and threw
it over his shoulder, preparatory to mounting old Sal, his
docile mule tied to the garden palings. He again looked
at Aunt Lilie affectionately as he paused at the step.

"Yore Aunt Lilie don*t like to talk 'bout hit, Janie,

but I 'low if yuh tease her enough, she might tell yer how
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she got cuored o' runnin'! ever time she saw a snake whin
she'z a gal."

"Go on with ye, Amos; the idee - you bringin' all
thet ﬁp agin == W'y, w'y --" Aunt Lilie caught her breath.
"You ol? vagerant%l4come back hyer an' kiss me; don't yer
ric'lect hit's bin jest thirty year ago today that I got
my curin' - an' thet I got you in the bargéin, snake an!
all =--", With that, they both set to laughing in remem-
brance, I was to learn later, of their unusual wedding day.

With a hearty smack for his wife, Uncle Amos took his
leave with the caution. "Now, I know yuh'd best tell Janie
how to git shet uv her offish feelin' 'bout snakes, Lilie.
-=-= An', Janle, ifen she don't tell hit right, whin I git
back frum mill, I'1ll shore set yer straight.”

My curiosity was whetted to a fine edge. What did
snakes have to do with this precious old couple getting
married thirty years age? I would have promised anything
in order to have the privilege of hearing this, another one
of Aunt Lilie's tales of the hill country = only this time
1t would be of herself.

"please, Aunt Lilie," I began --.but she halted me
with the assurance that she would tell me all as soon as We
had picked the lettuce and onions so that we could be pre-

paring them for dinner. Aunt Lilie was a very practical
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woman; yet she was to reveal that underneath the surface
lay a romantic nature not very often expressed openly.

As she sat in a low splint-bottom chair in the kitchen with
& pan in her lap and one on the floor, her hands and eyes
kept at the task in hand, only pausing @t the most dramatic
points in the story. And although I was skinning onions,

I confess that not all the tears were elicited by them; for
Aunt Lilie's story moved me alternately from tears to

hearty laughter.

"It was a day jist 'bout like this 'un - all sunshiny
an! springy an' spicy frum the smell of currant blossoms
in the garden row.™ Aunt Lilie commenced in the rich, mel-
low, accented tones of one satisfied with life and well~
versed in the art of story-telling. "But I'd got out of
bed on the wrong side, I reckon, that mornin' 'caise I
didn't half-way relish the freshness in the air atter the
spring rains. I had a downright mean feelin'. I know now
why I hed hit. For five year I had carried an unforgivin?
spirit torards the one that wanted to be my best friend -
and Janie, I rtally orter whisper this - hit wuz about
snakes. Ary soul never knowed all them five year why Amos
an' I busted up. I wWuz thet stubborn’, I never would tell

1156
Mammy er the girls -~ nur show I wuz a-pinin? fur Amos.
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"Wal, thet mornin' all wuz bustle an' hurry 't home
as hit wuz the day of the Big Workin'llsfo the Tooley's
"over on Cup Creek.e I ric'lect how flushed Sophie wuz whin
she's bakin' her cake an®' we teased her 'bout her tall,
bean=-pole, Eben Teters. Sadie wuz 'bout as bad whilst
she's workin' on her ceorn 'salat‘llvthat nary a soul could
make as tasty as her. They'd kinder got uster payin' no
*tention to me 'caise I wuz fast gittin' in the class of
old maids. In spite uv my heavy heart I felt as young as
them; I wuz only twenty-one, an' my hair still curled as

purty as whin I wuz sixteen. I'd worn my bonnet in the

fields so's my complexion wasn't brown like so many married

women my age with a family of three chillern. But still,
that day, I'd be & misfit at the Workin'. ZXvery man my
age 'd bin married 'ceptin' Amos - an' I knew he wouldn't
be té the Workin'e I musta bin weakenin; fer I had sent
my little cousin over to the Anderson's to tell 'em about
the Workin', hopin' I'd heer somethin' as to whar Amos had
gone. Sam told me whin he got back that Amos woz still
away with the 'Snake Feller',"

"Oh, you mean a naturalist or a =zoologist?" I eagerly
inquired. "Where did he come from?" '

"I don't know ‘bout the !'zoo! part," answered Aunt

Lilie, "but he Wuz frum New York,ran' wuz some kind of an
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'ologist ~ but to us'ns 'round hyer, he wuz jest a plain
'Snake Feller!. Leastways, Amos 'z jis'! tickled pink to
git to show him whar all the snakes is over these hyer
mount*ina. An' so's they wuz off somewhar huntin' more
snakes, Sam said. I guess that wuz one reason I felt so
beat that mornin'; fur I allus counted on seein' Amos at
the Workin's an' Meetin's over to Wolf Pen = but you betcha
I never let him know I wuz lookin'. Hit allus seemed to
do>me good jis' to git a peek at him. I wuz gladder'n he
ever knew that he never got married, but I'd bin too high
ant mightylls to give up my boast that he'd be the last man
on Jasper Creek that I'd marry - ur even speak to.

"So that mornin' after Mammy an' the gals'd dressed up
in their purtiest dresses an' calico aperns an' bonnets,
an' had all the vittles packed in a box fer my brother John
to take on ol' 'Sorry!, I decided to carry out my excuse
fer not goin' to the Workin'. I knew ifen I said I wuz
slck that Maw'd stay with me - an' I wanted Yo be alone.
So, I brung out my new dress which I had purposely left un-
finished at the neck. I told 'em all to go ahead, that I'd
come on after I sewed the braid on my dress; 'twouldn't be
long. No one wuz displeasuredllgat this; so I set down to

sew on the braid an' listened to the clatter of hoofs and

laughin' and jokiﬁ' they's all doin' on a day that orter
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bring to life any heart that wuz dead. I kep' pretendin?
I wuz sewin' till I wuz mighty shore thet nary one'd be
comin® back fer somethin' they'd forgot. Then I throwed
the hateful dress over the back uv the chair an' slid to
the floor, not even waitin' to git thar to make a big
moan = Warn't thet silly Janie? But, yuh see, I'd bin
holdin' in fer five year = an' I declare if thar warn't
8 'High Tide' of tears shed right thar,on thet ol! pine
floor thet day, thar never will be. Hit wuz a storm shore
enough in my breast, but hit had to be all settled right
then an ' thar; fer I knowed I jist couldn't go on much
longer the way I felt. Whin I wuz plumb wore out a-bawlin‘#
I felt so 1ittle I could a crawled through a knot=hole,
an' ifen Amos hed a bin thar, I'd 8 shore asked his furgiv?
ness - But he wuz away huntin' snakes. With thet idee, I
kinda stiffened agin = an' thought - 'Shakes, yes; he liked
his ol' snakes better'n he did me; ifen he hadn't he'd
leastwise tried to make up with me.' I didn't ric'lect
Jjis' then how I hed give him orders not to try to speak to
me ur I'd marry the fust man I seed. Oh, Janie, whut fools
young gale is - An' men is 'bout as big fools; fer Amos
taken me at my word; he never did speak to me."

Aunt Lilie brushed the last of the lettuce into the

pan and rose to go to the water pail. Taking out the gourd
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dipper, she handed the pail to me. "You kin git some fresh
water, Janie, an' then I'll tell yer the rest.” I would
have carried a tubful of water to have the privilege of
hearing the quarrel and the reconciliation. I knew that
Aunt Lilie hated to tell me what had caused their quarrel
that the years had dwarfed into insignificance. Had Uncle
Amos been present, no docubt all the "King's horses" could~-
n't have dragged it from her.

| "Thank ye, Janie; yuh kin peel these hyer taters while
I sift the meal and cut the meat. ILike's not, I'd better
stir up a cakelzowhilé I'm at 1t =~ Oh, yes - whar wuz we?
Yes - Snakes! I wuz mortally afraid of 'em, jest like you
air. Not because I didn't see lots of 'em. I'd saw the
Milk Snake thet had drunk the cream offen Gran'ma Turner's
-lerooks o' milk fur three weeks aforelglthey got him. He
wuz a big feller, all gray with brown splotches on him.
Then thar wuz that ol' Bull Snake that I seed swallowin' an
egg out in the barn. I wuz so scared I couldn't move. Hse
raired up an! then‘bore down an' cerushed that egg inside of
him; then he seedlzzme, an' he 'eried'; that wuz whin I
skedaddléd."

"Why, what do you mean, Aunt Lilie, that fhe Bull

Snake 'oried'?" I asked finding myself interested in snakes

more then I everithought I could be.
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"They do hit; they kin hiss so loud and long that hit
sounds jest like you's puttin' a red~hot iron in water.

That skeered me so bad, I never could abide a snake. But
thar's one Sunday quite & spell after I'd promised to marry
Amos that I got & worse horrified feelin' concarnin! 128
snakes. Amos had takened me down the creek to the old Wild~
man place an' showed me the cabin‘he wuz fixin' up fur us
ter live in. ’I'll tell yuh wharla4this place is, Janie.

You recollect the gulch we crossed jest as we come to Jasper
Creek whar thar's part of a chimney standin' besides a big
hole in the ground? Thet's hit, the only cabin thet ever
hed a basement under it on the hulllzsof this creek. I
.ne§er did like that place; hit allus looked so 'snaky' to
me - an' to think, I wuz goin' to hev to live thar; it jest
broke my heart 'cauée I'd kinda bragged aroun' about a new
cabin on that pretty knoll of ground up near his folks, whar
vuh gould see a heap o' things down the valley. Hyer, all
yuh had to look at wuz & side-hill, an' an ol' gulch that'd
i1l with water at any 'High Tide' an' drown all one's
chickens. Besides hit war fair to the wind.lz6

"Amos wuz nineteen an' wonderful handy with tools; so
he'd started to fix the roof thet's fallin' in. He'z as

prbud @88 a peacock whin he tuk me in to look over the new

home whar we wuz to nest down. 'He'd kep' hit fer a surpri sg
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fur quite a spell, he said. Well, I held in, not knowint®
whut to say, but all the time boilin' inside - till he
showed me the basement. Whilst we stood thar lookin' down
them erumbly dirt steps into the blackness, I wuz shiverin!
all over.

'What a place fur snakes! I said scairt-like. 'You
know i Jist cain't stand snakes.!?

'Not & chancet in a thousand} ° He laughed at me.

5Thin whut's thet I see movin' over yander?' 1 asked
fer shore as fate I seed somethin' movin®.

*Nothin', I reckon, Honey. I'll see.' Amos lighted
& match ant étepped.part way down the steps. By the light
of his match that sputtered out right guick I seen & whole
nestful of snakes, an' old un with 'bout fhirty little
snakes. 7

'Come back up hyer; they's rattle snakes;'I yelled.

*0h, no, Lilie; them's jest garter snakes; 1I'1ll hev
'em killed in no time,' he said so calm an' easy-goin',
Jist like he allus is.

'You come back up hyer, Amos Anderson, or you'll wish
yuh had. I'm not waitin' in this sneke-house fer yuh to
kill ary snake. I'm goin*=--' PFur some reason 'r tother
I looked up at the rafters that wuz exposed - an' thar

: 127 :
hangin' frum one wuz & pieded Chicken Snake; some calls
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128
'Yem house snakes - Wal, Janie, this 'un raired 'up his

head in & 8§ loop an' whirred its tail. With one unearthly
yell, I 1lit out'n thar an' up that gulch, screamin' till

I wuz plumb wore out an' had to set down on & rock. I
never keered to see Amos the rest of my life. But jist
as 1 caught my breath, thar stood Amos right in front of
me, 80 tall an' jist a-laughin' fit to kill; That made
me mad - an' whin I say mad, I mean I wuz 'erazy' mad. I
riz up white~-lipped, I don*t doubt, an' I laid down the
law - Oh, Janie, I wuz jist a gal an' didn't know how silly
an' rash I wuz actin', never knowin®' how empty life'd be
them five year.

"I said kinda freezin'-like, 'Amos Anderson, I got
somethin' to say tu yer an' I'1l spit er out p'int blang.
Our weddin' is called off;AI'll niver in the wide worl?
live with snakes ur in & snake-house like thet. You got
no more consideration fer my feelin's than a stone. I
never want to speak to yer agin - an' ifen you dast to
speak to me, I'1l marry the fust feller I meet ub with'.

"Amos couldn't believe I wuz right serious. He give
a little laugh an' tuk hold of my arm to holp me up, so's
we could go home. An' then I cut & shinel! I don't know
what possessed me - I struck his arm away. That hurt him;

he looked kinder beaf, put on his hat, an' said sorts low.
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'Ifen that's the way you feel, Lilie, all right,
but -=t. |

'Thar's no buts to hit. My mind's sot,' an' with
thet I commenced to run home up the trail along Big Mount-
*in. I never looked back. I dasn't. But many's the time
I wisht I had. But I wuz too proud an' I wouldn't let
hothin' change my mind. iy paw allus said I wuz so strong-
headed he never could conquer me by whoppin' me - so, hit
shore enough did take a right smart to change my feelin's.
In spite of all my high &an' mighty way of actin', Janie,
the world wuz all topsy-turvy to me, an' hit never got right
side-up till thirty year ago today.

"Atter I had my cry out that day of the Big Workin',
I washed my face an' finished my dress. Hit wuz red trim-
med in white braid an' buttons. Whin I tried it on, it

129 130

kinda made me hanker to go to the Workin' atter all;
so I decides they'd shore need me to make the gravy; fer
that wuz allus my jobs I knowed I couldn't eat a bite
myse'f. Decidin' to go changed the hull course o! my life.
I sometimes wonder whar I'd be anyway ifen I hadn't decided
to go to thet Workint.

"] felt kinder ashamed of myself as I tuck to the
trail round Big Mouﬁtain. So I decided I'd gather a

flar-pot of wild posies fer the table as an excuse fer
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gittin' thar so late. The Sweet Williams and Snake-flowers
wuz bloomin' mighty thick over the hillsi des, big patches
of light blue an' crimson - an' besides I knew whar thar
wuz lots o' May Apples growin' on the top of & bluff jist
afore you come to the place whar Amos had planned fer us
to live. The ol! cébin'd burned down two years afore that
though. I didn't much like to git offenlzlthe trail for
fear of snakes, but I jist had to have some reason fer
bein' delayed. So, 1 scrambles up the side er great beeé32
rock, holdin' on to 8 grape-vine. If I'd @ known that
high up above me wWuz more snakes thaﬁ you could shake a
stick at, I'd a swung outer thar right then on that grape-
vine. But I didn't know nothin' 'bout how way up on the
mountain side war Amos an' that Snake Feller; they's
havin' the times ur their lives watchin' a Black Racer
swallerin' a Ribbon Snake. The Snake Feller hed taken a
picture uv them snakes, an' then Amos wuzn't satisfied
with the monstrous big King Snake he'd already caught; he
sets out to git thet big black Racer.

"Now, Janie, jis' think -~ thar wuz I right below that
thar ledge all innocent of any danger - an thar'é Amos up
above atter a sneke, but pshaw, he couldn't move fast

enough fer that ol' Racer. Hit 'threw up' that Ribbon

Snake, an shot out in the air 'bout sixty feet an' 1lit on




167

the bushes jist above my head. Thet Racer wuz goin' so
fast, it didn't stop thar but kep' right on comin' down
the mountin®' side 'caise they kin git powerful speedy whin
they's goin' over roug: places. I saw hit headed to'rd me
a consid'able piece up the bluff. With a screech yuh
could've heerd & mile, I starts slidin' down thet hill in
‘front uv thet big Racer, throwin' my flars ever' which
way. I grabbed my grape~vine an' swung offen the top of
that big rock an' 1it flat in the trail. I dida't know
thet Racer wuz runnin®' frum Amos; I thought for shore hit
wuz chasin' me, an' I rie'lected all the stories thet'd
bin told about Racers wroppin theirselves around yore
arm an' squeezin' it purt nigh off. Course they don't,
but I thought they done hit. Wal, I laended, headin' the
right way, that is I mean to'rd the Workin' ur I'd a gone
back home. ALl I'z a-thinkin' of then wuz to git away
frum that Racer. 1 started runnin' down the trail so
fast-like, my hairs all come down; I'd lost my bonnet
somewhar's up on the side of the mountin's. Thar I wuz
runninf an' yellin' till I could hear three echoes, an!
I wuz goin' down the same trail a lot faster 'n I had run
up hit five years afiore whin I wuz runnin' frum Amos.
"Jist on this side of the gulch up the side~hill wuz

a powérful big rock that eut off from view ary person that
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might be comin' down the gulch. So jist afore 1 got to
that rock, a pyeertlzzidee popped into my head - I'd jump
guick to.one side up that gulch; that'd shore fool Mr.
Racer &as ne'd go straight ahead down the trail. I tell
you I wuz needin' to get somewhar mighty quick; all my
breath 's goin' out in them powerful screeches. I hadn't
had time to look 'round ceptin' once to see that snake
follerin' me. ie might be right on my heels then, I
thought. With one mighty try, I races even with the rock
and gives a Jjump sideways - an' I lands smack dab up agin!
Amos who wuz holdin' the biggest King Snake I ever seed in
my life. I relly don't know whether hit war the snake ur
the sight of Amos so unexpected that caused me to keel
over. All I know wuz that everything turned black before
my eyes, an' I pitched forr'ard154an' fainted dead away
right thar - Ant' it wuz in Amos's arms though I didn't
know a thing about it. You see, Janie, he'd heerd my
untarthly yells an' he knew hit war little *fraidy-cat!
Liiie Rhodes that wuz screamin'. He figgeréd out *bout
the Racer chasin' me even afore he could git down the
mountainside to the gulch.

"Whin the sunlight started comin' to my eyes agin, I

felt Amos's arms around me; an' I didn't want to 'come to!,

ever. ©So, I jist kep' on a-faintin'. He wuz sayin'! over
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and over - 'Lilie, Lilie - I kin speak to yuh now 'caise
you can't h'ar me. Oh, Lilie, Honey; how I love youl'

"Purty quick up comes that 'Snake Feller', an' I

knowed I'd have to come to life ur he'd see I wuz foolin' -

So, I opened my eyes. An' I looked right up intc Amos's
eyes - an' whut I seed in 'em mighty nigh made me faint
agin - 'caise 1 knowed then that he still loved me.

'Thank ye, Amos,' I sez, 'fur savin' me frum thet
ol!? récer; hit almost had me tuckered out.'l55

"l wanted to say, 'Oh, Amos, I love ybu, too,' but
thar wuz that Snake Feller almost to us with some more
snakes.

"He'p me up, Amos Honey,'! I sez as sweet as I know
how - an' I tell you, Janie, thar ain't no word to
describe‘the look o' joy that spread over Amos' facey But
he jist couldn®'t seem to be able to say a thing.

"iikep' breahin' the dirt offen my new dress an!
tryini t0 tuck my curls back 'ehind my years. 4ll a sud-
den I seed that big King Snake at my feet; so I kinda
jumpéd to one side an' grabbed Amos' arm an' clung to hit,
a-sayin' in a pleading tone, 'Ok, Amos, I'm so skeered
another Racer'll chase me, won't'yuh go tlong with me over
to the Workin'?' I says this reel quick;like afore the

stranger gits to us.
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Do you mean hit, Lllie?' he says scarce believin'
his ears.

shore I mean hit, Honey,'! I sez.

"Jist then the stranger come up even with us; Amos sez
rale proud-like, 'Mr.'Mattison, I want yuh to meet a frient
of mine, Miss Lilie Rhodes; she's axed me to go with her
over to a Workin'; so ifen you'd take the snakes on over
home, I'd be much obleeged to you.'!

"You needn't make any guess-work about hit, Janie,
Whin yuh surmise thet that thar walk wuz Heaven on earth.
Amos acted like he wanted to pick me up an' carry me; an'

I kep! on actin' kinde weak 'cause it felt so good to have
him hold on to my arm. I kep' sayin' to myself -~ 'Lillise,
you little fool, watch y'r mouth;be keerful whut ye say.!

I declare to you, I'd 1l'arned my lesson 'bout speakin’
before I thought. An' you know, I felt so grateful to thet
Racer fur chasin' me into Amos!' arms thet I jist started

to feel kinda friendly tofrd snakes.

"We shore had a lot of explainin®' to do to each other.
Whin we got to the p'int uv the ridge, we set down on &
rock = that's whar we taken yer on thet picnie, Janie.

Wal, thar's whar Amos tol' me something thet made even me
@shamed of the way 1'd acted about the house five years

before. He told me that he picked that place on purpose
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so's I'd be clos't home an' wouldn't git homesick; then I
told him how I'd pined fur & new cabin up on the knoll
near his folks, thinkin' he'd like it thar.

"I'd plumb fergot to go back atter my bonnet; so my
face got all flushed afofe we reached the Tooley's. By
the time we'd slid down the steep hillside to Cup Creek
Amos ventured to pick me up an' pack me across. ‘'Outer the
way of them little green water~-snakes,' he said laughin'.‘
You kin reckon thet we got to the Tooley's toc late fer me
to make the gravy fer that workin'.

"Whin we got clos't to the yard, we could see that
8ll the men 'd stopped workin', but thar wuz the frame-
work uv the new little cain that would take the place of
the burned-up summer kitchen. The feller's shore bin doin!
éqme hustlin® to git it up in the mornin'. Settin' out on
the front porech wuz John Upanecamp, Dud Stoochman, 'Red!
Corn, an' same other sorry156fellers thet allus quit
workin' fust to smoke. I could feel 'em lookin' a hole
through me. OQut by the shed we seen Sam Chance an' Charley
Ferguson who never smoked ur drinked like the rest uv the
fellers. They'd finished haulin' a load of lumber up-creek
from the mill &n' wuz feedin' their mules."

"Do you mean to say, Aunt Lilie," I interruped her,

"that they build & house in one day &t a Working?"
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"Yes, Janie, at @ Big Workin' they kin put up the
frame an' sidin' of & cabin; thin hit don't take much time
to put in the one ur two winders an' one door an' the
steps. Most allus a.Workin' is jis' to clear some timber
land an' burn the brush, or gather in a crop fer some'uns
that's sick. The wamen does the cookin' while the men
works, but they take things cooked, toc. This Workin®
wuz at a busy time, but the little house the Tooley's used
as & summer kitchen hed jist burned down - so this 'un
might be calied a special Workin'.

- "Hit lookéd like the hull neighborhood hed gethered
in. They'd built a wind-break out by two apple trees an!
fixed up some boards on saw-horses fur tables. Some of
the women wuz still unpackinf boxes, an' pokes, an' baskets
of vittles. Thé gals that wuz work-bricklelg7done the
fetchin' of the things frum the house. Thar wuz Carolyn
Morgan, Mary Singleton, Mandy Beck, an' Laura Colgate.

But out by the new house some uv the younger fry had
coupled up. I ric'lect seein' Hanner Winsted'and her beau,
John Wildman, startin' out on avwalk down thg holler. An'
thar wuz Pussy Collins an' her feller we teased her ‘'bout
so much 'caise his name wuz Tom Catt ---"

I could not repress my laughter &t this strange com=-

bination of names. Aunt Lilie joined in my @musement.
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"'Twas laughable even if we wuz used to the names all
uv our lives. 1 disremember whether or not hit war the
names that caised them to break up or not --- Lawsee, I'll
have to hurry this hyer story ur Amos'll be back an' I
don't keer about him havin' to finish hit. You could see
chillern of all ages scattered over the hillside playin®
Hide-an'~-Seek whin we come up -="

"But what about you and Uncle Amos?" I queried im~
patiently.

"I'm comin®' to that - I didn't want Amos to leave me
noway &n' go off with the men even ifen they wuz all lookin'
white—eyedlzeat us. I knowed they wuz jist bustin' with
cuortos'ty; so I decided I'd give 'em somethinf more to
talk about. So I sez, 'Come on, Ahos; let's git the water
frum the spring for the dinner; guess that's about all
there's left fur us to do.' So we hunted up Maw an' Aunt
Marthie Tooley - ever'body called her 'Aunt Marthie' 'cause
she's allus sovgood to he'p ary one 1n‘the country round
about.

"Maw looked like the world had come to an end whin
she séw us, an' she whispered, 'Wuz that whut ye wuz up to
whin yuh stayed to home?* I jist looked wise, &n' Amos an!
I got the water bucket gn' started to the spring.”

"Wal, that wuz the first su'prise but thar wuz more to
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foller. Whin they rung the big dinner bell that wuz
mounted on a pole, an' everybody gethered round the tables,
we all hed the su'prise uv our lives. Preacher Green
Campbell wuz thar at the head of the tables to say the
blessin', we all thought - but jis®' then as the crowd got
kinda hushed up, out o' the house come Aunt Marthie's old-
est gal, Tillie Belle Tooley, all dressed up in a white
dimity dress an' right beside her wuz Rice Russell in his
Sunday clo'es. Folks shore enough did ketch their breath.
Hit war & weddin's At fust I started to have that all-gone

feelin' like I'd had at all the weddin's them past five
years. Thin all of & sudden I ric'lected - thar wuz Amos
right beside me. I looked at him an' wondered whut he wuz
thinkin' 'bout. He had his hand inside his shirt pocket
a-fumblin' with some wallet ur other.

"Preacher Green Campbell raised his hand fer 'tention
as ev'rtbody 'n his brother wuz a-buzzin's. Yuh couldn't
hardly bleame *em. The Preacher explained 'bout the
su'prise an' how they'd bin buildin' the house fer the
newly=-weds - An' that they'd 81l cooked the Weddin' dinner,
all unbeknownst to theirselves. So, the joke wuz on the
hull crowd. Then he draws out his little black book an?
clears his throat an' starts to read the ceremony we'd

heerd so many times. = 'Do you, Tillie Belle Tooley, take
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this mean to be yore lawful wedded husband -=--=' To me the
words kinda faded out - an' in my,own mind I wuz a-hearin'
it read --!' Do you, Lilie Marier Rhodes, take this man,
meanin' Amos who wuz by me, to be yore lawful wedded hus-
band --' I come back to earth jest afore Preacher Campbell
tied the knot; jist as he's askin' if ary person objected to
their gittin' married. I seed Amos openin' up his wallet
an! dréwin' out & paper. I thought he wuz gitting ready

to read some objection *r other - but he didn*t. He show-
ed hit to me an' whispered reel low, 'Lilie, do yuh ri'lect
this hyer?' 1 give the paper one look - hit war our
marriage license. Amos had packedlzgit with him all them
five years. He'd never give up hopes.

*Yes, Amos, I rie'lect,' I says. 'YI8 hit any good
now?!

'As fur as I know,' he sez.

"Back of us, Billy tolbert and Tude Wingate wuz bet-
tin? éach other they'd be the fust to kiss the bride =--
tBout that time the words of the Preacher come clear to
our ears, 'I pronounce yer man an' wife. An' now *fore
you all starts kissin' the bride, I wuz a-wonderin' ifen
they's ary other couple here that's prepared to git hitched
upl40fur life. If so, will they please step forrard afore

we sez the blessin' an' commence to partake of this hyer
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bountiful table. Now, don't be bashful; step right up.!
"'Whatever on *arth made Preacher Green Campbell say
that?' I thought- 'How could he know that we had our
marriage license?' I looked at my mussed-up dress an' at
Amos' field clothes. Thin I ventured to look up in his
face, an' thar he's lookin' straight at me with a question-
in' look in his eyes. I felt like I never wanted him to
leave my side agin; so whin he tuk my'hand and says, 'lome
on; Lilie, an'I'll stand atween yuh an' all the snakes in
the world all the rest uv our lives,' I nods. I couldn't
hev said a word to save my life jis' then. 8o, out we
steps the hull lengvh of them thar tables. I don't know
whut they all said then; though I heerd & lot about it
atterw&rds.l4l I didn't even know that Maw feinted and

Aunt Marthie had to take her place at passin' things. All
I could think of wuz - 'I wish I had my flar-pot of posies
*tat I throwed away on the hill~side; at an outdoor weddin?
looks like the bride orter have some blossoms. But my hand
%uz snuggled safe in Amos' hand, an' I don't think we acted
near as uncomf'able es Tillie Belle an' Rice done in their
bunday Clo'es. My sisters, Sophie an' Sadie, told me 8tter-
ards thet they never seed me look any pootier; my cheeks
wuz so pink; an' my heir cwrlin®' down over my shoulders made

me look like & gal agin. " Atter I got up thar, I forgot how
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I looked. I &llus wanted to enjoy my own weddin' as much
8as the crowd that'd come to see it - ant! I tell you, I
done hit. I put my whole soul into the 'I do' part. Pappy
said he thought I cdul& 8 bin heerd way up on Big Mountain.

"Amos' and my weddin' wuz the second su'prize - but the
third one ceme whin our ceremony 's over !fore the Jubilaet-
ion an' eatin' begun. Amos asked Preacher Green Campbell
to make another announcement - an' everybody shor clapped
whin he give hit.

tFolkses,! he said big an' loud, 'hyer's another
important announcement fer yuh all. You air all given an
invite over to the new home site of Mr. an' Mrs. Amos
Andeeson a week frum today fer another Big Workin' to put
up 8 new cabin fer 'em. That'll be up on that knoll near
Amos's paw's place we call Shady Xnoll. An' now, we will
ask the blessin' on these two couples an' the food that
waits before us.! |

"His last words pleasured the younguns an' everybody
'ceptin' Hanner Winsted an' John Collins 'caise they'd
stayed down in the Holler makin' love an' missed both o!
the weddint's; they thought they's gittin®' thar fer the
second table, but thar's room fer everybody &t the first
table. They all had the time uv their lives teasin' Amos
an' me. But S0 long as they didn't know the reason fer our

quittin' and the reason fer our makin® up, we felt we could
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take hit all tolerably good-natur'd.” Aunt Lilie sighed
s she finished her narrative. |

"Thenk you, Aunt Lilie,”™ I said, "for confiding in me;
aren't you afraid I'll tell some one about it though?"

"No, Honey," Her voice was low and freighted with
memaries. "So many of 'em's moved away ur died since thinj;
hit don't matter none; an' besides all our chillern knows
about it."

"But tell me, Aunt Lilie, did you quit hating snakes?"
I persisted.

. "Who wouldn't whin they's the means uv givin' me sich
8 fine man as Amos? An' then besides atter we's married,
Amos larned me to know the snakes that'd pizen yuh. An!
he explained whut & lot of good snakes do in eaten rats
an' varmints thet r'ern our crops, till I looks upon &
snake now as one of God's creatures put hyer fer a pupose".

A loud "Whoa" outside interrupted us. It was Uncle
Amos back from the mill. |

"He's Jjist giving' us warnin' in case we'z cryin' an'
wants to wash our faces," Aunt Lilie said wi th & laugh.
"Hurry, Janie, let's git the dinner all on the table 'fore
he gits in; an' don't yuh want fo run out an' pick some
blossoms fer the table?"

I was glad that Aunt Liiie sent me out of the house.
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I wanted so much to weep and laugh at the same time. Not
often is there such romance and tenderness in a couple at
their age. God bless them. Then besides when I stepped
on the porch softly and to the doqr; there in the kitchen,
the part of the house that was their first home, stood
Uncle Amos with his arms around Aunt Lilie - and she was
saying, "Amos, you ole vagerant, bDut I like hit -- I'll
8lius like hit.™ Then Uncle Amos saw me out of the corner
of his eye.

"Come on in, Janie. Yes, this is our Weddin' Day,
an' I wish I could take you 'long tu uz big a Workin' as
Wwe had that day - Say, aid Lilie hyer tell hit to you rightr

"Yes, Uncle Amos, I'm sure she did, and I understand
about the snakes.”

"But I cal'late she never showed you the weddin!
present thet thet thar Snake Feller sent us; did she?"

I shook my head in the negative.

"Wal, come on in the front room, Jenie, an' you too,
Lilie."™ He put one arm around me and one around Aunt Lilie
and led us into thé.fronf room to & book-case he had made.
He clicked a dbor to one side, revealing a recess with a
glass case in which was a stuffed King Snake as realistiec
as any museum piece with its thirty white rings shining in

relief against its black background; its glittering eyes
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were almost too realistic for me.

"You don*t mean that - that --" I stammered and
paused.

"Yes, Janie, that's the critter that done the trick.
Hit's the very snake that I'z a-carryin' whin Lilie run
inter me an' fainted,"” chuckled Uncle Amos, "But we'@
rather keep him right hyer outen sight *caise naryl4aother
person'd understand how much he means to us.”

Aunt Lilie was wiping her eyes; she seemed to gather
herself together with a little jerk. "Come on you two;
don't yer know thar's a weddin' dinner waitin' fer us?”

"And this time,"” I reminded her, "We've got the
blossdms that you miséed having thirty years ago, Aunt
Lilie, because of the Racer."

"But ifen hit hadn't bin fer that ole Racer," she
retorted. "I wouldn't @& hed Amos -- "The posies'd bin
all I'd a had."

"To-day, yuh got us both, Lilie," boomed out Uncle
Amos's mellow voice as we settled ourselves at the table.
"Shall we thank the Lord for all His marcyful kindness to

us?"
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112,
113.
114,
115.
1l16.

117.
118.
119,
120.
121.
122.
123.
124,
125,
126 *
127 L]
128.
129.
130.
131.
152.
133.
134,
155.
136.
137,
138,
139.
140 L]
141,
142,

chancet - chance (cf. onc't - once)

raired - used here for "reared"®

vegerant - tramp (from after the Civil War)

a-pinin' - longing for

Big Workin' - a gathering of the entire neighborhood
for the purpose of erecting a new cabin

salst - salad or relish

High an' mighty - proud and contemptuous

displeasured - displeased

stir up a cske - make or mix a cake

afore - before

seed (or seen) - saw

concarnin' - concerning

wher - where

hull - whole

fair to the wind - exposed to the wind

pieded - spotted

reired - used here to indicate "ralsed or elevated"

hanker - great desire

atter all

git offen - get off

great beeg - huge; immense; great big

pyeert (idee) - intelligent or unusual idea

pitched for'ard - fell forward

tuckered out - tired out or worn out

sorry feller - lazy fellow (cf. no-fcount - lazy)

work-brickle - eager to work

white-eyed - with amazement; with distended eyes

packed - carried

hitched up - get married

atterwards - afterwards

nary person - no person (nary one - no one)




MAMMON

The quilting party at Aunt Susan Morgen‘§4gas thrown
into consternation by the arrival of "Iittle" Sammie Fritz
with news that was to shake the neighborhood on Shootin'
Fork from center to eircumference. The six women sat motiox
less, all quilting halted for that afternoomn. They all
Inew that only a gigantic upheaval would impel slow-moving
Sammy Fritz to such extraordinary activity.

Sammy was coatless and hatless. His first gasping
words were puzzling. ®They - found him - they unkivered
his skeleton - with part uv the e¢lo'es still thar. The way
his body's a-restin', the road workers sez hit looked like
he'd tried to git out --"

"Whut air ye talkin' 'bout, Sammie Fritz?" demanded
Aunt Susen who had risen from her chair near the door. "Git
out uv whut? -~ Whose body? -~ Out with itl"

"I'm doin' my beét," choked out Sammie, still red in
the face from such unusual exertion. "Hit's up to the ol'
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coal man (mine) whar they uster raise coal - on yore
place, .Miz Hardison, clos't ter the p'int uv the hill whar
the govimint's puttin' the new road. The road-boss blasted

inter thet big sMpI*C4pat shet up the mouth of the mine
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Tbout ten Y'ar ago. He doner to see ifen they needs blow
up thet hole ur £ill hit in., Wal, the blastin' this atter-
noon ripped open thet ol' man. Sim Blodgett seed the skele-

147
ton fust, but the Boss wouldn't 'low 'em to tip p44 i1l

the Korner could git out frum town. They kep' diggin'! up
whut wuz left uv sum rusted-out tin cens, an' a jug, an' a
coal oil cen ~ "Twas kinds like the remeins uv a grocery
store ---"

All eyes turned instinctively to Maris Hardison whose

Her eyes closed as though to shut out the gruesome sight of
the dead man. Her reaction was not to be wondered at, con-

sidering all the tragedies that had been enacted in her life

ness that also might have been g residue of Life's rebuffs.
Her friends maintained a silence freighted with pity, as
Sammie Fritz embellished the story.

"Thar's other things back in the hole, but they's fear-
ed to ventur!' in. Atter the Kormer comes an' they finds out
vho the body is - ifen they kin - then they's goin' to do a
lot more s'archin'! ter see ifen thar's sum buried gold. Some
uv the fellers thought hit mought be thet bank robber they
never found - but Uncle Lem Banks 'pinions that thar slip

thet bank robbery over ter Parkersville., An' he orter kmow

customary look of fear hsd intensified at this last statement

leaving an imprint of suffering on her face minus the bitter+

which 'z the biggest one on Turkey Ridge happened jJist afore|




"calse he allus ric'licts dates an' things like thet. Thar's
lots o' other idees 'bout who 'tis, but they wants ev'ry
person that kin git thar to come up an' see the corpse so's
to find out who 'tis. I'm bound fur Happy Holler an' Davis
| Creek to tell fo'ks up thaxr.% '

The six women remained spell-bound for aen instant af-
ter Sammie Fritz left. Then Marig Hardison gave a grosan
and hid her face in'her hands. She was whispering - "Do yer
reckon hit's Jim?"

The other five women caught the word - "Jim". Aunt
Susan Morgan's face showed g'rea'b concern as she motioned the
others to silence before she spoke.

"I 'pinion we'd better not quilt emnymore today; mebbe
some uv yer want ter go right on up to the mine now, bein!
as hit's past the turm uv day:.Ms I cein't walk that fur my-
se'f,"

Maris Hardison wiped her eyes and straightened up. She
seemed very frail, but there was a flush of excitement
mounting to her cheeks that used to be pink before the
wrinkles of age predominated. Her expression betrayed the
fact that she was gritting her few teeth to impart courage
to her own heart.

"I've got ter go, even if I hev to wade the mud to git
thar. Would hit pleasure ary ome to go with me?"

184
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Maria sent a searching glance around the group, scarce-
ly expecting that sny one could sccompany her on the tire-
some trip. There was Laura Lee with her large family to be
cared for, her baby asleep on the bed. Haley Narick was too
0ld and crippled though she still did beautiful quilting.
Polly Jones had an invalid boy that held her at home most of
the time. Prudy Wildman might go if it weren't for fear of
her husband beating her should supper be late. They all
looked at each other questioningly and shook thelr heads
sorrowfully. A pitiful hint of a smile caused Marig Hardi-

son's lips to quiver.

on; no doubt, plenty uv fo'ks up-creek'll be goin',\ sn' I'1l
hev comp'ny. I'1ll jist teke my shawl; thank yer, Susen."
Her hands trembled as she placed the shawl over her grayed
heir that was always neat. They watched her climb the in-
cline from the yard to the completed section of the new road
with an slacrity that would have shamed e city dweller al-
ways accustomed to flat pavement.
"I hope she gits a ride up the creek," sighed Aunt Sus-
an. "I kinder think one o' the Beck boys mought take her
part way. She'll hev to go right through their yard on -
Teount the bridle -path's tore up."

"Do yuh think hit could be Jim Hardison's body, Aunt

T wuz kinda afeared nary one could go. I'1ll jist start
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Susan?" asked Prudy Wildmen. "That all happened afore we
come hyer, but I heared hit talked a«plenty.”

"Hit mought be at thet," put in Haley Narieck in her
high cracked voice. "An' I wisht to the good Lor' it wuz.
Pore Marier has jist fretted herse'f inter s shadder over
thet no-fcount coward uv a husband thet allus did love the
almighty dollar better'n he loved her. Myse'f, now, I'd
ecrave "ber Inow ifen he's dead, so's I wouldn't live in dread
uv him comin' back an’ ﬁgaerm' me in my bed, Ifen I'd bin
Mgrier, I'd never bided hyer all these y'ar waltin' fur
sich a sorry feller. I'd a gone with the chillern like
they axed her to. DIaws sake, Susan, I plumb fergot myse'f.
Prudy wuz axin' yer whut yuh thought.®

"Thet's all right, Mahaley; yuh lived up clos't ter
the Hardison's whin they wint through all them bad times.
Yuh kin tell Prudy 'bout hit, ur somebody else will - an'
ifen that's Jim, I feel like we ort not talk 'bout hit in
front uv Marier 'caise she'll feel bad 'nuf as 'tis.”

Mshaley's bright blue eyes scintillated in their
wrinkled sockets as she screwed up one corner of her mouth,

"Ifen thet's Jim Hardison, he shore got his wish 'bout
bein' buried 'ithout ary coffin - but hyer, I'm startin' at
the wrong end uv the story. I'll no doubt tell yer some

. facts thet nary one of you'uns know, dbut I mought uz well




spit 'em out now, bein' gs this 'z all stirred up agin. 'An|
'sides, hit'll pleasure yuh to know 'em."

"I'm right glad yuh kin holp set us straight on some
things, Haley," affirmed Polly Jones. "I allus wondered
whut made Jim act the way he done at his own son's buryin'."

"Wal, yuh'll know why whin I git through. Jim Herdison
allus did displeasure me with worshippin' the almighty dol-
lar. Yuh'd think nary ma.n—personlsoin these hyer hills'd
ever see nuf uv 'em to blast their lives, but hit war151
done with Jim. I tol' my niece, Nancy Singer, thet wuz
keepin' comp'nylsawith Thad whin he died, thet I never seed
two man-persons in one family thet wuz so oppositeas Jim

and his son, Thad. Thad teken atter Marier's fo'ks, bein!
. 153
so0 good; he'd work day in an' day out 1in his pappy's 'bac-

cer patch an' not git a cint. He'd start to work come sun-
up, so's he could git over the patch afore the end of the

154
week; then he'd slip 'way to Petersburg to 'arm  , rey

pennies uv his own. Thad gin'slly turned his money over to
Marier without lettin' Jim Xnow 'bout hit. Nancy said thet
Thad cal'lated, when he come twenty-one, he'd jist bust
loose frum home an' start out on his own. But afore thet
time, he felt hit war his bounden duty to stay home fur his

155
Mommy's seke. Might nigh all uv yuh have seed the pitcher

of Thad in his coffin - what a long-sufferin', kindly face
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he had! Allus seemed to me thet the corners uv his mouth
waz curled up in g smile though he warn't the laughin', jok-
in' xind. He seemed to git more joy by holpenlssother fo'kd
than Jim ever done outen hoardin' hi-s dollars. Jim mought
a hed a bag o' gold, but Thad hed & heart uv gold, an!
Preacher Campbell sez thet's whut counts." Mahaley paused
to wipe her eyes with the corner of her aprom. "Thet wuz
whut counted with Nancy, too, pore gal."

"The beginnin' uv the hull trouble wuz thet winter uv
the big snow an' freeze - I disremember whether hit war ten
ur twelve y'ar back. The creek wuz froze solid; the snow
kep' packin' in, omne right atter 'tother till we hed a right
nice road all up an' down this hyer ereek. I think the
younguns hed the time uv thurlsvlives with thur sleds an?!
sleighin' parties. Nancy wuz stayin'! with me thet winter,
en' Thad'd come down to talk to her in the evenin's atter
his gin 1:.’une.1‘58

"ne night he seemed all broke up 'bout somethin'. We
couldn't git him to talk fur quite a spell. Then, he told
Nency an' me thet he wuz up agin the hardest thing in his
life. He hed allus tried ter be a good son an' mind his
pappy, but they's somethin' Jim wanted him ter do thet he
jis' couldn't even ef hit made things worse fur Marier an'

the younguns. The new wholesale fellers wuz comin' ocut frum
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town to foreclose on Jim's grocery stock, an' he wuz on a
high hoss],'sgravin’ en' swearin' that they'd never disfur-
nishlsohis store, thet he'd allus paid his honest debts, an!
they could walt till he sold his next 'baccer crap. Thad
said his pappy musta whickeredlelout uv Marier how much she
had of Thad's money an' wuz tryin' to force her to hend it
over. When Nancy tol' Thad she'd rather have him without
8 penny than to hev somepun happen to him, I ric'lect how
Thad straightened up an' said, 'Nancy, afore God, I wants
ter do whut's right, but I'm goin' to hang on to whut I've
saved fur you 'm me to git married on in May right atter my
birthday. Pappy ain't got no celeim on that, I don't think
he'll do no harm; he's jis' blowin' off steam, I ‘'pinion.’

"Whin Thad 'z gone, I sot an' done a lot o' thinkin?',
I wvuzn't so shorelszthe’c Jim Hardison wouldn't do no harm.
I know how a pusson kin git thur heart so sot on this worl'sg
goods that they does wmd.eri"ullesmean things jis' fur a
trifle. I e'en heared uv one woman sellin' her bady fur a
quarter. Preacher Campbell called hit 'Mammon'; he 'sPlainq
ed thet mesnt lovin' money more 'n ary other thing. Allus
atter thet, I called Jim, '01!' Mammon', in my mind.

"Wal, thet night I stayed up to keep a farl64goinl , be-
in' hit war so cold. I didn't keer to hev my leetle store

uv taters an' fruit to sp'ile. I'd kinder dozed off whin I
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wuz weked up rele queek by the 'squesk - squesk' uv the
runners uv a sled goin' down-creek. I listened to hesr the
younguns a-lsughin' an' hollerin' as they most gin'ally
done, but I didn't hear nothin'. I puzzled some 'bout hit.
Then in ‘*bout 'nmother hour, I heared the same noise. Bein!
as I didn't hev no lamp 1lit, I looks outen a crack in the
front, an' thar's plenty 'muf moonlight fur me to meke out
hit war Jim Hardison's team; he wuz walkin' 'long by the
sled thet wuz shore loaded dovm with somepun. Atter I hed
climbed inter bed besides Nancy who wuz sleepin' sound, hit
didn't seem no time 111 I heared the same creaky singin'
uv them sled runners an' the jinglin' uv the gears?esThinks
I, thet Jim ain't up to no good. Hit's a won'nerleehe'd
ever glt thet work-brickle to haul things at night 'caise
he most gin'ally has Tad do sich heavy work.'

"Long 'bout deybresk, whin I wuz shore sleepin' the
sleep uv the Jest, I wuz ha.lf-sk]e.gged outen my wits by a

poundin' at the door. I wropped & bed-quilt 'rilgnd me
8

an' pulled open the door. Thar stood Marier 'ith  three
uv her 1eashms];60a-shiverin' an' blue frum the cold.

'Laws sakes, Marier,' I sez. 'Come in.'

"All she could do whin I got her in by the far'place
wuz to ery fur a spell. Then she sez,'Haley! Haley! Hiths

Thed -~ Him 'n his pappy got inter hit, the fust time I ever
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seen Thaed go agin his pappy - but I don't blame Thad none.
Jim oréered him, 'rl7oom1 son, ter take the groceries 'way
en' hide 'em frum them wholesale fellers. Thad wouldn't
budge an inch ter do hit - seid it'd be stealin'. Then Jinm
grabbed up a gun - Oh, Marier, I never seed him act thet way
afore. He driv Thad right out in the smow 'ithout ary
chancet to git a extry coat. Thaed didn't go 'calse he wuz a

coward, Haley; he never wuz the boy ter cause emny trou dle

fur his marmmy, so he Jist sez Good-by, an' goes out. I kind:

er thought he'd come down hyer whin he never come back fur

his coat.'
" TNo, Merier,' I tol' her. 'He wuz down hyer, come
dusty darklnbut he ain't never come back since then.'!
"Nancy wuz up 'bout thet time. 'Whut's heppen'd ter
Thed, Miz Hardison?' she axed kinder skeered-like,
" 17 don' know, Nancy; he ain't bin home since 'bout
tin last night. Jim sin't bin thar either; he went out
right atter Thad. He tol' me not ter stir ocuten the house,
but I jis' covldn't stand hit up thar a mite longer, Haley.'
" My Law!' thinks I. 'She don' even know thet Jim's

172
bin movin' his plunder outen the store inter the hills

gsomewhar in order to slicker them fellers frum town outen
some money.' I felt so bad fur Marier thet I sez rale perky
like -- 'Now, Marier, I'm goin' to stir up the far an' git
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yer an' the younguns a bite o' breskfas' afore yuh go back
home, Thad'!ll be all right, him raised right hyer in the
hillg; he knows how to take keer hisse'f. 'Sides, hit war-
n't no blizzarek last night; yuh could see jist uz plain uz
day.'

"Merier brightened up a bit at thet idee, an' we all
hed a right nice meal, but I could see she wuz still mighty
wearried over both Jim an' Thad. Jist afore she left, she
pulled me over to one side uv the room whilst Naney wuz
playin' with the chillern by the far'place; she slips a
leetle bag to me an' whispers, 'Haley, won't yer holp me
out? This is Thed's money ﬁe's saved to git married om.
I'm feared Jim'll git hit, some way 'r 'tother. Won't yer
keep hit fur him 'n Nancy??

"I tol' Marier I'd be glad ter do hit, but she seemed
skeered to go home by herse'f; so Nancy offered to go 'long
with her. 1I'd never in the creation a let her ifen I'd eny
idee whut wuz goin' ter happen. Nancy wuz kinder encourag-
ed, thinkin' thet her 'm Thad could glit married afore May.
She went off so happy, hummin' a ‘tume, expectin' as shore
uz could be thet she'd see Thad ét my place whin she got .
back. 'Tell him to weit, A'nt Haley, ifen he gits hyer fust
afore I git back,' sez Nancy with the last smile I ever

gseed on her face,
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"Whin they come clos't to the Hardison place, Nancy
tol' me atterwards, they seen some men comin', carryin'
some person in atween *em., Hit war Thad. You all know
'pout how he'd tripped hisse'f on s snag sn' fell, hittin®
his head on a rock, knockin' him onconscious, an' how he
wuz froze till he wuz almost stiff 'fore Lafe Peters found
him, Hit war wonderful hsrd on Nanecy 'caise they wouldn't
let her stey at Hardison's. Ifen they hed, mebbe they
wouldn't g made the mistske uv warmin' Thad up too queek
by bringin' him in right in frunt uv the far'place. Course,
whin he come to, he wuz sufferin' tormemnts. You'd a thought
thet whin Jim come in '"bout en hour atter thet, he'd a bin
softened, him you might say bein' the murderer uv his own
son. But hit seemed like that thar wuz nothin' thet 'd tech
Jim's heart. Hit seemed like the ol' Nick hisse'f hed the
reing on Jim en' wouldn't say 'Whoa'. Marier tol' me thet
whin Thad begged his pappy to git a doctor to come ease his
pain, Jim refused p'int blang::-vzsayin' thet he hed brung hit
2ll on hisse'f by not mindin' his pappy. 'Sides Jim sald he
didn't have é.ry dollar to pay a doctor. Thad kep' pleadin',
sayin' fur 'em to use his money he'd saved. Jim cussed an'
gaid he'd hev to see the money in his hend fust. Marier warxr
holpless though she wuz prayin' thet them wholesale fellers

would come frum town so's she could git word to the doetor -




194

Tcaisen she wouldn't trust Thad's money with her ovn hus-
band. Hit seemed like Jim stayed right clos't to the house
jJist to plague Thad an' not give Marier s chancet ter spesk
to him alone., Jim wouldn't let ary a body in. Nancy hed
gone back oncet to see.

"Wal, I wuz plein sot on Nancy seein' Thad alone - ifer
174

hit looked like he wuz pressin' his dyin' piller ; so I tak- |

en her up to the Hardison's agin as soon uz I thought hit
war best. Nancy wuz brave. 'I got ter see him jis' oncet
more an' talk to him,' she sez, 'Ammt Baley, if he be bad
off, but they won't let me.'’

"1We'll see 'bout hit,' I sez with my mouth all screwed
up the way I does whin I'm purelylvssmbbom.

"Whin we sot foot ingide thet door, I knowed thet I
couldn't do no soft-pedalin' with Jim. He looked like the
devil. I didn't keer whut he done - I wuz goin' ter see
thet them two young fo'ks thet loved the 'tother better 'an
life would git to alone e leetle while.

"] sez rale firm-like, 'Jim Hardison, how come yore
sled don' know how ter stay home at night 'stid o' runnin'
round an' keepin' yore neighbors sweke all times o' night?
Jim --' gez I --

"Jist then them fellers frum town rides up - an' I gits
my cue - I sez, 'Jim Hardison, do yer want I should talk to
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them thar wholesalers? They jist rid up by yore store.' He
srrurledl%at me an' giv' me a look that could a cut through
granite. Then he rizlwup outen his cha'r an' left 'ithout
sayin' a word.

"Nency waz a-kneelin' 'side the bed, holdin' Thed's
hand an' puttin' her face agin hisg thet didn't nowise loock
nateral; she wuz whisperin' to him. I could see hit war
8ll Thad could do ter be still long enough tu listen to her,
Marier whispered to me she'z afeared he'd soon be outen his
head agin - an' could I slip out an' send word somewsys fur
a doctor, mebbe by the fellers frum town. I cal'lated I'd
ketch them wholesalers ifen I hed to bust g hame-string ter
do hit.

"I sez to Nancy, 'I'm goin' on & piece now - an' you'd
best git through talkin' to Thad now an' let him rest.' I

didn't want her tu see him go off into & crazy spell, but I

hed to git dowvn the creek bed whar I mought ketch them fel-.

lers frum town. I got outenthe yard an' down the side-hill
queek enocugh ter see Jim lockin' up the store an' sayin’
with g smile on his face, 'Yore shore welcome to alllthet's
left in the store, gen'lemn.' An' I knowed that thar war-
n't s smidgeon uv nothin' in hit. He hed let 'em look in
ter gsee. Thar wuz a high 'n mighty look on Jim's face, but
he didn't glimpse me a8 I dodged behin' a bdig ol' Sycamore
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tree an' rumned down the dreen  behind a thicket. Then, I

raced like g deer to head off them men-persons.

"Wal, whin I flags 'em down, I guess I wuz Jjist sbout
ter bust - I felt thet hurt inside to think uv the lives uv
Nancy 'n Thad havin' ter be ruint by a mean ol' coot like
'01l' Mommon' -- So I ups an' tells them fellers whut I know-
ed Jim hed done 'ith his groceries, but most uv all, I begs
Tem to hurry an' git the doctor fur Thad. They seemed rale
nice an' said they didn't aim to do nothin' 'wout the gro-
ceries ifen Jim hed bin he'pin' pore fo'ks git through the
hard winter.

" VHemm,' sez I -'thet'd be the last thing he'd do;they
wouldn't ary soul trade with him lessen they hed to. Yuh
needn’'t lose no sleep 'bout Jim not havin' the money. More
'n likely he's got a bag o' gold stored somewhar 'bout hyer.
I'd lawl?ghim - thet's whut I'd do.’

"I reckom I did go a leetle too fur 'caise I r'ally
don' think they aimed on takin' hit to law afore I talked
to 'em." Mghgley stopped talking; her volce was quavering
a8 she continued. "I couldn't see whut wuz comin' jist frunm
them few words. They lost me my niece, Nancy, though she
sez whin she 'z a-goin' - 'Don't feel so broke up, A'nt

Haley. I don't want ter live. I want to go whar Thad is.
Nothin' in this ol' worl do look good to me nohow.' "
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The women at the quilting party were weeping cop iously

ship and suffering were at heart sympathetic and expected to
share their neighbors' bereavements. Aunt Susan patted Ma-
haley gently on the back as she cautioned her old friend not
to thus blame herself overmuch.

"Mebbe, yuh never knowed jist how much to blame I wuz,"
meintained Haley stoutly, "but I couldn't know it ontil hit
war too late. A lot uv this'll su'prize ye, but hit's bin
on my mind so long, it'11l do me good ‘to unload it. You fo'k
never knowed how ot the last whin I wuz up to Hardison's
with Marier an' the doctor come to holp pore Thed in his
dyin' hour, Jim wuz right thar, too. He looked uz pale uz
e sheet whin he axed, "Who sent fur this hyer doector?!

"I wuzn't goin' ter hev Marier blamed; so I sez, 'I
done hit, Jim Hardison.'

;All right then,' he growled. 'Yuh kin pay fur his
trip.!

"Wal, I stood up to Jim Jist uz stiff, an’' I blurts out,
'Jim Hardison, I'1ll hev yuh know that I1'll pay fur the doc-

tor, but you'll do the payin' fur the murder uv yore som.'

"I wuz gled thet Jim went outen the house. The doctor
wuz busy with pore Thad. I called in Nancy frum the kitchen,|
We wuz so glad thet the doctor could ease Thad's last mnin-

at past memories. The mountain women though inured to hard-|
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utes. Marier wuz like o leetle skeered rabbit; seemed like
she couldn't give Thad up; sBe hed got ter dependin' on him
so complete. She whispered to me jist uz Thad breathed his
last, 'Look, he's smilin' like he allus done whin he come
in the door hyer at home and seed me waitin' fur him.'

"Hit warn"b till a long time atterwards that I knowed
how Marier wanted to git Thad s ‘brought-onleocoffin, one
with o satin linin' an' a silver plate, but Jim wouldn't now
ways hear to hi'b; Thet wuz whin he said a board box wuz too
good fur most persons - an' whin he died, he didn't keer
whether ur not he hed a coffin at all; whut wuz the differ-
ence! You know whin we gll set up with Thad's corpse how
Jim never come in fur the preachin' gtall., I wuz hopin’
thet his heart wuz meltin' a leetle by then, but hit warn't.
I never heared the young fellers sing any better 'm they
done thet night, Prudy. Hit 'd a -‘beched ary puson's heart
but Jim's to listen to 'em sing, 'Whar is my Wand'rin Boy
Tonight?' Thet song didn't 'fect Jim none. Polly, you
ric'lect how he taken the pemnies offen Thad's eyes afore
the funeral an' pocketed 'em. Hit war Nancy thet got the
preacher to tilt the coffin up on end at the last uv the
buryin' sarvice an' teke hers 'm Thad's pitcher together.
But hit didn't look like my Nancy Tcaise thar wuzn't no

smile on her face. I guess pret nigh ever' buryin' we've
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we've hed the last ten y'ar, they taken the pitcher uv the
corpse thet same way."

Ag Haley paused to dip some snuff, Laurs Lee rose from
the quilting freme and wrapped up her bady, preparatory to
going.

"I'11 hev to hurry my story; thar's one nore thing I
got ter tell yer. I mne'er could figger out why hit had ter
be - that the bullet Jim Hardison aimed at my head should a
missed me an' hit pore Nancy."

Lgura Lee stopped dead-still in the doorway; the others
halted in their preparations for going. Aunt Sussn ejacu-
lated, "You! He aimed to kill yer? Why, Haley, we never
knowed --"

"No," went on Haley in a subdued voice,"Nary one, not
even Marier, krnowed thet Jim planned ter shoot me , so's tu
hinder me frum testifyin' agin him in court. Yuh see, attex
Thed's buryin', Jim war arrested an' the time fur his trial
wuz sot; he'd bin accused er stealin' the goods thet right-
fully belonged to the wholesale comp'ny. I found out thet
T01l' Mammon' wuz blamin'® me fur hit all; he tol' Marier
ifen I'd kep' my mouth shet, th ar wouldn't a bin no trisal,

an' moreover, he wuz goin' to see thet my mouth wuz shet

afore the trisl come off."
Aunt Susan could meintain silence no longer. "Haley,
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yuh shore wuz brave ter keep all them things secret fur
Mgrier's sake. I don' Xnow how yuh done hit. I kin riec'lect
how yuh an' Nancy come to church thet night o' the meetin'
whin she got shot. She wuz so sad-lookin', An' I ric'lect,
too, how Jim Hardison come in ail' stood at the back fur a
spell. I seed his eyes travelin' up an' down the sides uv
the the Meetin' House jis' like he 'z a jedgin' distance.
Hit war at the time Preacher Campbell wuz sayin', 'The wages
uv sin is death; sin allus gits hits wages one way 'r tother
an' no misteke 'bout hit!' Jim gived the Preacher sich a
nasty look, I wuz kinder sfeared fur him. The next thing I
knowed I heared Jim ocutside - yuh couldn't mistake his voice.
He wuz sayin', 'Come on, boys; let's shoot up the meetin’',
Then pore Nancy screamed an' fell over om top uv ye, Haley.
But we allug thought hit war a stray bullet; thet's whut the
fellers all tol' the officer atterwards.”

"No, Susan," Haley's voice was broken - "Thet thar bul-
let war meant fur my head. Jis' afore hit war fired, I
dropped the ol' pocketbock in which I hed Thad's money to
pay his doctor bill, an' I re'ched over reel quick , like I
uster move - an' the bullet hit Naney's head 'stid o' mine.
I ne'er keered tu tell ary one 'bout hit 'fore today. Ev'ry
puson knowed Jim felt guilty some way 'r 'tother; otherwise,
he wouldn't a 1it out the minute Nancy dlied at the hors%;?%t'l
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whar we taken her.

"Hit seemed so q_uarelasat the time thet Jim wuz so
willin' fur Merier ter go to Petersburg with me; so's we
could be near Naney. Hit didn't seem like 'Ol' Mammon'. Wal
atter Naney died an' we got home an' found out that Jim hed
skipped the kintry 'ithout leavin' Marier nur the younguns
enny money, I knowed he war a guilty soul. Still, I ne'er
could figger out whar Jim'd likely go - him thet allus
bragged thet nothiﬁ' this side o' Jedg'mint could drag him
outen the hills uv Kentucky. But fur ten y'ar theylve
s'arched these hyer hlills fur 'im en' they ain't found 'im,
Hit's jis' likely thet this skeleton is Jim. I ne'er cal?
lated he wint ter the e¢ity - an' someways, I warn't afeared
he'd come back an' bother me. Now, with Marier, hit war
diff'rent. She wuz jis' like a lost soul without Jim ter
boss her ur Thad ter counsel her. Atter I paid the doctor
outen Thad's money, I gived her the balance184to start up
her fust store - but Law! ifen I hadn't acted as clerk most
uv the time, she'd let some uv 'em like ol' Hen Massey beat
the sox offen her: I 'p:mion185we done rale well to git |
sich a heap o' money fur Marier's strip uv hillside land
they's tsken fur the new road. Howsome'er,ifen this skele-
ton turns out ter be Jim, he's boun' ter hev his gold stor-

ed in thar somewhar, an' how's Marier go'n' ter git hit?
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'Caisen, yuh see the mine they jis' blowed open is on the
piece uv ground thet Marier let go.

"Yuh see, why I think hit's Jim is this - He taken his

--- Laws sskes! The thought jis' struck me why Jim wuz so
willin' ter let Merier go with me to Petersburg whin Naney
wuz in the horsepit'l. Jim wuz proppin' up thet ol' mine a-
fixin' hit ter live in to escape the Law an' he didn't keer
to,be bothered. He already hed his groceries thar an' s
lamp., Marier wuz so befuddled she ne'er missed ary thing,
but I shore did. Jimshore thought he'd be safe thar; fur
yuh know how skeered ary one's bin ter go in a worked-out
mine since leetle Bennie Drayton wandered inter one an' all
they could find o' him wuz a piece of red sweater in thé
slip. Jim muste hed this mine propped up safe-like 'caise
he warn't a puson to play fast en' loose with chances, but
hit looks like ol' Nick ketched up with Jim shore enuff --
ifen this is his skeleton. Mebbe I orta gone 'long 'ith
Marier. I allus stood by her, but I hurt my hip so bad at-
ter I come down hyer to my da'tefs, I cain't hobble thet
fur noways. ~-- Wal thet's shore uz fate all I know ‘bout
hit", concluded Mahaley as the women lingered to hear the
last of the story. "I wisht we hed telephones out hyer,
go's we could git news faster, but I 'spects yore Johmnie

groceries thet winter night in the direction uv thet ol' man
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thet works on the road 'll soon be hyer, Susan., So, I'll
jis' stay an' set a spell ifen yuh don' mind."

Laurs ILee reluctantly set out with Prudy Wildmen up
tortuous, rock-strewn Davis Creek while Polly Jones limped
painfully: up Happy Holler.

Mshgley Norick helped Aunt Sussn pull the ropes that
the quilting frames, containing the cherished log-cabin
quilt, up to the ceiling of the front room. Nothing was
sald wmtil they had gone to the kitchen. Then Aunt Susan
rather shamefacedly wiped her eyes and placed her arm around

Mshaley's spare form. "Ch, Haley, ain't hit awful whin we
don't onderstan' each other in this lifel I got ter ax yer
to fergive me. All the time I bin thinkin' yuh wuz right
smartlss'bossy, a-buttin' inter Marier's affairs - an' yuh
Jis' done hit as a duty 'ecaise yuh felt ter blame comcarnin!
the trial an' the shootin'. I see hit g0 plain now - an!
Haley, I'm glad yuh told it all. I don't know but whut yuh
bin through more 'n Mgrier has."

"Oh, no, I hain't, Susen, 'caise I could stand more 'n
she could. I wuz Jjis' borned thetawsy, I reckon. -~ Do
yuh cal'late she'll give him a buryin' ifen hit's JimP"

Their econjecturings were halted by the approach of a
| wagon. As the mule team halted near the kitchem door,

Johnnie Morgen jumped from the end-gate and strode into the

‘cabin, with an aroused look on his face, exclaiming as he
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came. "Mammy - an' Haley, too; you heared uv the mine bein'
blowed open an' our findin' the skeleton?"

"Yes, Son; whut else yuh know 'bout hit?" inquired Aunt
Susan esagerly.

"Wal, the Korner come out Jist uz Miz Hardison got thar;
one uv the Beck boys gived her a 1lift part way - an' she ax-
ed him, the Kormer, I mean, ifen she could be the fust one
to see whut thar wuz ter see whin they turned the body over.
But afore they perceeded, the Korner hed ter be told who she
wuz, an' somepun 'bout Jim disappearin'; 'calse he's new in
these parts. Fust, he showed Miz Hardison the piles uv cans
an' sacks - whut's left uv 'em. She said the big jug looked
like their lasses jug they uster keep in the store.

"Then, the Korner hed ter mske the crowd stand back -
though thar's some uv 'em in trees an' on rocks, tryin' to
glt a peek at the corpse whin the Kormer 'd turn him over.
Miz Hardison sez, '"Be rele keerful; fur ifen hit's Jim, I
eraves to give him g decent buryin' - an' I claim his body
|lan' all the 'fecfi?? I didn't know whut made her say thet
then., But whin they turms his head ur whut wuz left uv i+,
an' the body 'nuf so's she could see, she Jis' give one
holler - 'JIM! Hit's him, hyer so clos't all the timel' "

"But, Johnnie, how could Marier be so shore with Jis'

one look - thet hit war Jim?" queried his mother. "I could-
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n't; could you, Haley?"

Mahaley shook her head.

"I'1ll tell yer then," responded Johmmie, watching the
look of amazement on the faces of the women. "She saw his
gold teeth in his upper jaw; ever' blessed one uv 'em wuz
kivered with gold."

"Gold teeth! My Law!" exclaimed Aunt Susan. "Jim wuz
so close-mouthed - an' with thet long upper 1lip, too, I don!
know uz 1 ever seed them gold teeth."

"I seen 'em once," affirmed Mshaley Narick excitedly,
"t het time Jim smurled at me whin the wholesalers come out;
thet's uz shore uz day '™m night. Jim wuz jist the kind to
pleasure hisse'f by puttin' gold in his mouth., He must a
hed it done thet summer he 'z 'way over to Winslow workin'
fur a minin' company."

"Jist hold on - thet's not all." Jolhmnie held up his
hend. "Whin Masrier clsimed the 'fects on his body, she
showed she kmowed Jim mighty well; fur whin they got his
body turned over, thar clutched in his hand wuz a bag uv
gold thet he'd hoarded all them y'ar afore he rummed away
an' hid in the mine. It 'pears like whin he heared the
rumble uv the slip a~comin', he tekes time ter grab his
g£0ld sfore he runs ter git out. But he didn't make 'er -
maybe he would ifen he hadn't turmed to git his gold."
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"I'm proud fur Marier's seke thet she got the gold,"
breathed Aunt Susan who was the first to regain her voice.
"She'll git ter build her s new house up by the school in

town like she's wanted ter do -- now, thet she 'z quit wait-
in' fur Jim,"

"Wal, hit pleasures me a heap, too," ejaculated Haley,
"jis' ter know thet '0l' Mammon' ketched up with hisse'f

at last, -—w-- But I 'pinion he'll git the biggest buryin?
yuh ever seed on Shootin' Fork!™

143, "Iittle" (Sammie Fritz) - Junior in age; son of "Big"
Sammie Fritz (the elder)

144, men - mine (ef. far - fire)

145. raise coal - mine coal

146. a slip - landslide

147, tip - touch

148. turn uv day - noon; any time from 11:00 a.m. to 2:00pn

149. bided - lived or stayed

150. man-person - men (woman-person - woman)

151. hit war - it was (ef. wuz - was)

152. keepin' comp'ny - courting or going together

153. day in an' day out - early and late every day

154, 'arn - earn (cf. 'arth - earth)

155. pitcher - picture

156. holpen (Chaucerian expression) - help

157, thur - their (ef. ur - our)

158. gin time - chore time (gin- soft "g" - means snare
or trap in King James Version of Bible,1611)

159, high hoss -~ angry

160. disfurnish - take what doesn't belong to one

16l. whickered - cheated

162, shore - sure

163, wonderful mean (or won'nerful) - very wicked

164, a far - a fire

165. gears - harness

166, won'ner - wonder




167.
168.
169.
170.
171.
172.
173.
174,
175.
176.
177,
178.
179,
180.
l8l.
182.
183.
184.
185.
186.
187 *

wropped - wrapped

'ith - with (cf. 'long - along)

leastuns - least or youngest ones

'r (or "ur") - or (™ar" - our)

dusty dark - dusk

plunder - possessions; originally, "booty" or M"spoil"

p'int blang (or poin' blank) - point blank; straight out -
p ress his dyin' piller - dying with his head on apillaw

purely stubborn - surely stubborn; unaduwlterated
snurled - snarled

riz - rose

dreen - drain or little gulch

law him - sue him in court; have a trial
brought-on - manufactured or bought in town
horesepit'l ~ hospital

taken her - took her

guare - queer

gived her the balance - gave her the balance
'pinion - give my opinion

right smart - rather

'fects - effects; personal possessions on the body
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HIGH TIDE

The unexpected mountain storm descended with the ra-
pidity of an avalanche, blotting out the spring sunshine
end hurtling great limbs from trees above the trail, pelt-
ing us with hail and drenching us to the skin. My first im-
pulse was to hug the nearest tree, but the old mountaineer
and his wife urged me to keep moving towards a deserted ca-

bin that stood near a fork in the trail.

As we stood dripping and shivering within our refuge,
I noticed a table and s bench. The fireplace was intact,
and there was wood on the hearth.

"0llie, did yer kmow this is Esn's House?" inquired
Grandps Paxton of his almost exhausted wife whose hands I
was rubbing.

"Ean's House! 3Bless my soul, I never wished ter set

foot inside uv this place. Hit brings back sorrows I can

gcarce stand."
"Now, Ollie, we shore couldn't a made 1t to Perry's -

That's our son," he explained to me., "Hearken to the wind.
This chimmey's still a right good uwn, an' Rufe left some
wood hyer frum last fall's 'baccer strippin' work. He

won't be displeasured ifen we build a far to dry off by."
While the fire was being kindled and I was loosening
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Grandms Paxton's coat and msking her comfortable on the
bench, my mind recalled the mournful tone that was used by
the women of the neighborhood when they mentioned either
"Ban's House™ or "Nate's House". I longed to know the par-
ticulars of the story connected with the two houses.

As 1f in answer to my thoughts, Grandpa Paxton sald in
a reminiscent tone, "I reckon ifen I wuz to write a story
"pout Nate's House, I'd call hit, 'High Tide'; fur he come
in on a High Tide an' he went out on a High Tide."

"Grandps Paxton," I ventured, "it's more than idle ocur-

iogity that prompts me to ask you to tell me more about the .

two houses you've just mentioned. Since I am to be one of
you, I'd like to know of the hardships and sorrows and
struggles that are the lot of so many in this valley. It
seems that each has his share - Isn't that right, Grandma?
Would it be too hard on you to hear agaln the tragic story?"

"Why, no'm, I don't think so, bein' as yuh put hit
thet way, Miss Willene. I allus sez thet Pappy 'n me hyer
'preciates t'other one better whin we gits ter thinkin' uv
pore Ean an' Nate. Go 'head, Pappy, an' tell her while I
rest. I 'm g leetle grain -t:aa.ree‘i.':z-s,8

"As I sez afore," resumed the 0ld mountaineer while the

storm still raged without, "Nate come in ona High Tide. He
wuz a stranger in this valley, drifting in on a raft down
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the river whin thar warn't no rosds. He wuz a real Kentuck-
ian, same uz Henry Clgy. Whin the raft stopped at 'Three
Pr'ints', & sort uv Jinny Baml;sgﬂate left his luggage an!
footed it on up hyer to Martin's though the goin' wuz awful
sorry].-goﬂit mought e bin some other cabin he reached in the
dusty dark, but it jist happened te’r be Martin's.

"At thet time, John Martin hed two grown gals, 'Bee an'
Ean' we called 'em though thur rale names wuz Beetrice an!
Lillean. They both uv 'em worked right smart in hoein' the
corn an' 'baccer, but John needed a hired man "round whin he
wint off tradin? hosseslglas his boys wuz still leetluns]:gz
Bee wuz the workin'est gal yuh ever seed, but Ean liked ter
be a lady. She could e bin, too, with her fair skin an'gol-
den curly ha'rs%gsI think hit war her own mammy called her
'Nancy-o'er-the-Ground' - yuh know, Ollie, them lacey white
blossoms on slender-like stems that has thur leaves all flat
on the gromd ter make a carpet fur the flars to dance over;
leastways, they look like they 'z dancin' whin they blow in
e breeze. Miss, Willenei ifen yuh hein't saw them 'Nancy- |
o'er-the-Ground' fla.rs:fg‘you watech fur 'em this spring back
behind this hyer cabin. Thar's some uv Ean's own wild flars
ghe started growin' in the :fenée corners.

"Wal, seemed like thet spring Esn taken more uv en in-

t'rest in out-door work, an' Bee done a lot uv the cookin',
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I ric'lect at the Workin' whin we cleared the new patch uv
ground fur the extry 'baccer plants fur John, thet Ean man-
aged ter be clos't to Nate at mealtime. Nate wuz the live-
11 est, jokin'est feller them times. He could win ary per-
son's heart the way he talked. He jis' knowed how ter plea
sure a body till yuh couldn't holp but like him. He wuz
rale tidy too; allus hed his dark hair redded outlgsan' his
britches tucked inter his boots in a neat way. He wuz s
good hend; didn't drink nur cuss nur cha.w].-%Not ary a body
dast ax him any pusonal questions. We couldn't figger him
out. He'd go to Mountain Meetin' an' set thar an' weep likg
e baby whin the preachers 'd preach 'bout Heaven like they
done so mach - but atterwards ifen any young buck got fresh
ter displeasure Nate 'bout hit, he'd knock 'em out. I allus
noticed thet 'his dark eyes wuz remarkable clegr and stid:é.?f'.’
He come honest by the respect uv ev'ry puson in the valley.
The boys kinder ,joner'égehim at fust 'caisen he never pack-
ed a g}nglg like all the rest uv 'em done. He'd Jis' say a-
Jokin'-like, thet he could move faster ™ ary ole bullet.

" How could John Martin expect ter keep both uv his gals
with a han'some feller like Nate 'round? Whin the blue
smoke uv the 'baccer-bed-burnin' saooeu:cled up to'ard the
pines on the ridge, an' the Trailin' Arbutus wuz venturin'

out under the Laurel bushes, Ean an' Nate tsken their
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chancet rale often ter explore up to the 'Indian Post Officeg)
them cuori'us rocks with slots an' holes in 'em on top o!
nigh ridge. Yuh'll hev ter explore up thar, too, Miss Wil-
201 202

ed a budget uv pipecane +ter make 'em whistles an' ladders
an' popguns; sometimes, he used slippery Elm fur the whistleg
No wonder the younguns wuz daft 'bout Nate - an' so wuz Ean.

"Wa.l, they never fooled Molly; thet was Ean's matmny; she
hed good sense. She knowed thet the dresses she 'z makin!
fur Ean would be fur o weddin' instid uv school. John Mar-
tin wanted his gals ter go to the Mission High School, come
fall; thet wuz why he hed more ground cleared an' put in two
'"baccer beds so's they'd fetch a good price. John wuz gone
off hoss-tradin' so much thet Molly Martin pret nighgoshed.
the mangg'mint uv the place though she never war the kind
ter crave to 'w'ar the 'britches':go‘LWhin John wuz to home, he
done the bossin' an' hed gll the final say-so. So whin Ean
an' Nate axed him ifen they could git married thet fall, he
lhumored Esn as he allus done. Besides he hed mbounden205
confidence in Nate an' liked him as a son.

"Bee 'lowed Ean war wonderful foolish not ter wait till
they could hev g brand-new cabin, but Ean seemed to be so a-

feared somethin'd happen to part 'em. The hull neighborhood
wuz su'prized. whin the ol' fo'ks built a cabizi down-creek

lene. The leetluns went along 'caise Nate most allus getherd
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clos't to the Mission an' turned over the home place ter
Ean an' Nate. They wint to houselceepin' right down thar on
the 'bottomz.oeThe cabin uv two houses uster stand by the
stump uv thet big Chestrmut that the blightzovkilled. Yuh
could see hit ifen the rain warn't pourin' 80, Miss Willene.
I'1l jis' fix the fa.r.zoeAir yuh a1l right, 01lie?"

| "Seems like some fo'ks' lives air jist like terday;
the sun comes out bright in the mornin' fur a spell; then
the thick thunderclouds rolls in an' blots ocut all the
spring they ever had in their lives. Ean's an' Nate's life
together waz like thet. The fust three y'ar yuh never seed
sich a happy peir. They ‘got on' too. Whin leetle Ed come
Nate jJis' 'bout busted hisse'f ter save enough to buy thur
place. Een worked too, but she warn't near the holp-mate
thet Bee would a bin. 'Bout all she could manage wuz keer-
in' fur the house an' boy an' raisin' a few biddies?ogBut
she allus found time to plent the purtiest flars, so she
could hev a flar-potzlosomewhar in the cebin. Ean warn't
sorry;z llshe could cook uz good & meal uz yuh ever tasted,
but she jist wouldn't bust herse'f ter do outdoor work.
Seemed like Ean depended a lot on Bee an' her mammy to holp
her in cannin' times - an' shore 'nuff they never failed
her. ZEsn kep! leetlé Ed uz neat uz a pin; she purely wor-

shipped him 'caise he wuz purty uz a pitcher 'ith Ean's
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curly heir en' Nate's dark eyes; sich a pyeert youngun,

too; everybody's pet. Whin Ed wuz toddlin' 'round, Ean hed
him outen her flar garden a lot. An' she jist 16ved ter
take him to the Mission Sunday School whar she got chart-
pltehers to frame fur the front housezlzthet she hed paper-
ed rale purty with samples uv wallpaper. Hit wuz the cheer
iest place I ever seed. Some uv the gals wa.rjea,lous uv
Ean fur hevin' gich g nice home an' not havin' ter work in
the fields. Most uv "em hed ter plow up thur own gardens
an' he'p right smart a-plantin' the corn 'ith the hand-plaxnd
ters - not ter mention the hoein’.

Nate never expected Ean ter he'p him with the outdoor
work, but he druv hisse'f so hard, he wuz gittin' thin. I
noticed he didn't laugh nur joke near so xmich, but I '"pin-
ioned he wuz jist settlin' down fur a right good solid mid-
dle-age. Most uv us hed plumb furgot tu wonder whar Nate
come frum an' who his fo'ks wuz. Nary puson hed any reason
ter doudbt him; he wuz a good neighbor, en' wuz provin' his-

se'f ter be a good husband an' father. We never thought to

question ifen his rale name wuz Richardson, an' no news evy

214
er regched our years to the contrary; fur we hed no news-

papers nur telephones - ur roads ter speak uv; an' uveourse.

no radios nur autos. Nate wuz so proud uv leetle Ed thet

15
he hed to nu332 him in meetin's an' he never wanted ter go

215
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Yo mill lessen he taken the boy in fromt uv him on ole

Rambler. No more chillern come to their home; an' uz time
wint on, Nate an' Esn jis' clung more 'n more to the boy.
They'd g hed him sp'iled rotten ifen he'd bin the sp'ilin?
kind., Each uwn wuz so pleasured ter hev EQd with 'em thet
they kinder got to qaar'lin'zlvoVer thur ovn son ~ not bad
but not good either.

nNery un 'd think thet two parents could glt Jeslous uv,
t'other un; but hit seemed like thet taken place with Ean
an' Nate. Hit wouldn't a he ppened i:feﬁ they'd hed more
leetl'uns. One Sat'day - thet's Mill Day 'round hyer -
N ate 'lowed he'd take leetle Ed with 'im to the mill. ZEan
wuz purely stubborn 'bout keepin' him with her; seid she
wanted ter try on a shirt she 'z makin' him fur Sunday. But
she didn't r'ally need the baby fur thet. She teaken him out
in the flar garden. ILeetle Ed jis' loved flars, Ean said.
He'd not pick ary unZlalessen Ean told him he could, but
he'd jist run up an' down the path an' stroke some uv the
flars an' laugh an' chatter. Thet's whut made hit so bad.
Thet mornin' leetle Ed ventured quite a piece further up
inter one uv the fence corners. Ean said she heared the
buzz uv the rattles, but afore she could git to the baby,
the rattler hed got the boy.

"Ben wuz allus right holpless219 whin hit come to hurt-
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in' ary puson. She didn't have the heart ter cut 'round
thet bite an' draw out the blood; so she grabs the beby an!'
runs, hollerin' down to Tolbert's cabin. Bill wuz gone to
mill, too; an' Millie wuz down-creek ter the Mission Sales
Day, so thar wuz precious time lost. Whin she got up to ol!
Dan Tooley's, she wuz out uv breath an' the p'izen wuz be-
ginnin' to 'fect the baby. |

"Phe biggest Tolbert boy catched Nate uz he 'z takin!
his turn to the mill?zobut by the time he got home an' hunt-
ed up Ean an' the boy, hit war too late. Seemed ter me thar
couldn't a bin a worse way fur the leetle feller to go. Ean
kep' moanin', 'Ifen I'd only let him gone with Nate.' HNate
never said a word, but his teeth war set, an' his eyes war
hard.

"Atter the buryin', you never seed Ean mr Nate at the
Meetin's enny more. 3Bee wint up ter stay with 'em fur a
spell, an' she done all the work. Ean gived up an' went to
bed, sayin' she wanted ter press her dyin?! pﬂl‘erz.leemorse
wuz eatin' at her heart till she couldn't furgive herse'f -
An' the quare part uv hit war - Nate seemed ter disremember
he'd ever loved Ean. Bee said she hed ter do all the talkin
Tecaisen Ean would jis' moan an' wouldn't eat whut she cooked
fur her. Nate hadn't said scarce a word since the buryin',

an' he wint about as silent as a grave. Both uv 'em wuz




218

clean bankrupt. Bee sald ifen ary un hed thought 'bout
t'other un, they mought a-pulled together to git theirsel's
| outen th e deep well uv grief ter the daylight uv under-
standin’'.

"As it wuz, one day atbter Nate hed sot 'round most all
day with his head in his hands, Bee seed him take down his
sickle an' go out in the backyard whar all the flars wuz
sich a purtiful sight with all colors uv the rainbow mixed
up. Wouldn't ary puson a done whut Nate done lessen they'z
pure crazy with grief. He laid ev'ry blessedzzzflar an'!
bush flat with his sickle. Then he wint down the road,
kinder staggerin' like he wuz dizzy. He wint to'ard the
Jinny Barn whar he fust left his luggsage whin he come in on
the raft at thet High Tide 'bout four years afore. Even
the hard-hearted Tim Wingate didn't keerzgsto give Nate his
fust drink, bein' uz he knowed him fur g church-goin', up-
standin' men. Nate seemed sot ter drown his grief in lick-
er, so the boys sald. 'Bout dusty dark224he hed clean pass-
ed out. |

" At thet same identicerlzzstime, Bee said, Ean seemed

ter come to life an' wanted ter go out on the back = porch.

Bee tried ter keep Ean frum seein' the wilted flars, but she
couldn't. It would a bin better ifen Nate hed piled the

f£lars up an' burned ‘em. Whin Ean seed them flars a-lgyin!
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" low, she rumned out to 'em uz pale uz a sheet, an' gived

e moan, pickin' up some uv the blossoms thet wuz still a-
live om the bushes. She pressed 'em to her throat like she
thought they'd take away the stabbin' pain thet wuz '"most
chokin' her life out. Nary person knows whut thet pain 'z
like t1ill the one till the one they loves best is takemed
frum 'em. Whin Ean fell along the rock path, Bee got her
up onter the porch an' wa,rshed.zzvher with cold water till
Ean come tozzean' could get to bed agin., Then Bee sent
fur her mammy, Molly Martin., Nate never come home thet
night mur the next - not fur three days an' nights.

"John Martin wint ter hunt fur him on the the third day
an' he found him down by the creek, tyin!' some logs togeth-
er, makin' a raft - an' thar wuzn't enough water in thet
creek to float a play-prettyzngoat to the river. The
licker hed set him crazy. He to0ld John thet they wuz call-
in' him to come to court, en' he'd have ter go. Hgp made

230
mention uv a man by the name uv Drayton; salid he couldn't

b'ar ter see him layin' ther without ary puson to holp him;|

he'd got ter git back up the river. John knowed Nate war
outen his head?SISo he never said a word 'bout his ravin'
then. He taken Nate ter his own home an' holped him to

sober up, talkin' to him like a pappy an' beggin' him to
ketch holt uv hiss'ef. Hit seemed like Nate got a leetle
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grip on hisge'f, but hit didn't last longer 'n a June frost.
Nate got ter goin' to the Jinny Barn reg'lar, an' whin he
got drunk, he'c’i‘go down by the creek an' work on his raft.
John could noways do a thing with him. Oncet whin Nate wugz
sober, John axed him kinda cautious-like ifen he ever knowed
e men by the name uv '"Drayton'. As soon as he mentioned
the name,John knowed he'd made a mistake; fur Nate got the
wildest look an' re! chedzzz'bo his hip fur a gun - 'course he
never carried none. He axed John in g hoarse voice whoever
nemed thet name to him.

"Why, you done hit whin yuh 'z a-drinkin',' John sez.

'Did yuh ever tell Ean ur ary un else?' Nate axed.

'No,' answered John.

"Fur God's sake, kéep me frum drinkin',' pleaded Nate,
a-breathin' essier,

"John tried éver‘ way he knowed ter holp Nate, but he
failed. 'Bout thet time, Nate started treatin' Ean in a
rough way. At fust she 'z so grief-stricken thet she taken
hit uz somethin' thet wuz comin' to her. But atter so long
a time she got ter thinkin' how Nate had cut down all her
flars, the only thing thet could a brung peace ter her soul.
'Sides she got wearried a-gggyin' by herse'f so much an' a-

havin' ter tend the garden an' chickens an' pigs an' even

234
the bee-gums  ipet Nate neglected so much. Howsomever,
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hevin' 4o work so mich made Ean quit punyin' 'round so

much., But she never gethered any more flar-pots fur the
house nur fixed up her hairs;z%jist wore the same ol' dress
'round. She ne'er spoke a word to Nate, an' whin he 'g
sober, he ne'er spoke a word to her. But he shore made up
fur hit whin he war drunk. He let her know a good many
times he shore uz the worl' blamed her fur their boy's
death. Thet hurt her dreadful at fust - till she 'lowed
she hed takened enough punishment; then hit made her bitter,
She tol' Bee an' Molly how she wuz goin' ter try to bring
Nate td his senses, an' this is how hit war.

"Een fixed up a place ter cook in the front housez57
an' she moved a bed in the kitchen. She divided the cookin!

238
pots an' dishes an' the bed clo'es an' cha'rs, then she

leaves hig clo'es in the front house, an' she takes he:c'zzila’9
to the kitchen. Thet wuz whin Nate wuz away on a drunk.
Whin he come home, she told him thet she wuz through takin!
punishment frum him; thet she war mgkin' her own livin’
anywey; an' thet ifen he couldn't straighten up an' quit
drinkin', he'd hev ter live alone. Nate hed bin sich a

noble feller, she 'lowed he'd refuse ifen he hed the least

grain uv love left fur her. But he'd bin dostin' up on
240
corn-licker; hit war still burnin' in his veins, so he

teken her at her word. He said ifen she felt thet way,
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they'd divide up the land an' the two ‘baccer beds. He let

her hev her choice uv the fields. She said she'd take the
hill-gide patch uv ground an' the fur terbaccer bed; thet's
the one yuh see up hyer as yuh leave this house. Rufe uses
hit now. Esn axed fur the garden en' the backyard. She
said she war a leetle nasty242whin she choosed the hillside;
she told Nate the reason she teken hit wuz 'caisezésa drunk
men might fall down244a hillgside. Thet made Nate won'erful

245 246
mad.. He got a hammer en' nails an' steeples, an' he fast -

ened up the door frum his part inter the runway thet connect
ed the two hoﬁses. He swore thet he'd never spesgk ter Ean
uz long uz he lived. An' ifen thar wuz any makin'-up, she'd
have: ter be the fust un to do hit. Ean told him thet she
never aimed ter speak to him lessen he showed a change uv
heart an' life an' let the drink alone.

"Frum then on, hit war mighty sorry goin! 2471’111‘ both
Ean an' Nate. He lived by hisse'f, an' Ean lived by herse'f,
Hit shamed her fo'ks most ter death; they begged her to move
back home. She said 'No'; thet she wuz needed thar mighty

bad sometimes ur Nate'd starve ter death. She'd slip

vittles in on his tgble; then she'd git his clo'es an! wa,rsh

an' patch 'em. She'd even go ter the Mission sales an' buy

him clo'es jist the same uz if they wuz on speakin! ‘l:erlznzé

Ean made good with her crops whin his failed ur wuz warshed
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out with a High Tide. Ean never planted a flar 'caise.
she knowed thet Nate hated 'em. She'd see him tramp on
‘em, an' even go outen his way to crush the purty wild
things on the hills in the spring. I cain't tell yer all
thet Ean wint through with.

"At fust they wuz the talk uv the neighborhood. The
young fellers'd bet on which un'd speak fust, but they fell
in love an' got married an' hed families uv their own -
still Nate an' Ean Richardson had never spoke to t'other.
Two or three times hit looked like they'd shorely speak.
Whin Bee wuz married, Nate fotched Ean to the weddin' on
his mile, bein' uz her'n wuaz lame. But they come en' wint,
never sayin' g word. 'Twas the same wsy with 'em whin Ean'g
memmy died - in goin' to her buryin'. Wal, fo'ks jist quit
expectin' 'em to meke-up. Thar'd bin 'bout three ur four
mountain preachers 'sides the Mission workers hed done thur
best to p‘~acify249'em, but they all failed. Seemed like
thet dark stream uv misunderstandin' betwixt 'em got wider
‘ﬁ deeper uz time wint on. He war like a strong osk on one
bank reachin' out hits branches to 'rds = slender willer
thet's bendin' his way frum t'other bénic, but allus thar's
thet stream twixt 'em. Only way thet osk could reach thet
willer wuz fur a High Tide ter take 'em both out to oncet.
That wer the way with Ean an' Nate -- but hyer, I'm gittin!
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way shead uv my story.

"Alr yuh both warm enough? Seems like the clouds is
1iftin' a mite. Hit may fair up25oby the time I git through
tellin' yuh how Ean's House happened ter git up hyer on the
'hill, Wal, Nate changed complete in his actions. I some-
times wondered why he acted so Jumpy at times. He'd bin
writin' fur papers frum the outsidezs;we larned atterwards.
Nate never joked nur laughed whin he wuz sober which wuzn't
very much uv the time. One night he wuz missin' frum thé
velley, an' he never come back fur five y'ar?séAt fust, Ean
kep! lookin' fur him; she wouldn't go home to her pappy's.
Then at the end uv three y'ar whin the road wuz to come
through hyer, she hed ter move her house; so she hed hit
brung ﬁp hyer clos'ter to leetle Ed's grave. She left
Nate's House stand - jist in case, he'd ever come back, she
sgid, an' ever so often she'd clean hit up fur him,

"Atter Ean got settled up hyer, she started ter raise
all kinds uv flars agin in the backyard - an' 'specially
'round leetle Ed's grave. They's allus a great big pateh
uv 'Nancy-over-the-Ground' esn' wild Sweet Williems out tharj
yuh jist watch fur 'em this spring. Summer afore last Nate
come back. This time he rode in on a gov'mint road truck

in new brought-on clo'es. He looked pale like he'd bin
sick a long time. ZEver' person in the valley felt bad fur




hinm, an' they felt shore thet he an' Ean'd make up. Nary
253
rerson knowed then why they didn't doer, bput Ean an' her
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"John Martin hed tekened pains ter find out why Nate
wint away them five y'ar. He done hit by knowin' the name
uv'Drayton’, Hé l'arned thet 'Drayton' wuz the name uv s
men that Nate hed shot by accident. Drayton didn't die
right off, but Nate felt so bad 'bout hit, he left his home
county an' chenged his name. Atter that he never packed a
gun, Still he couldn't git over the sight uv Drayton layin!
thar 'ith blood on him. Thet wuz why he writ fur the news-
papers sn' wuz so worrit thet he drinked more'n ever atter
he got started. He wuz the kind thet jist couldn't b'ar
ter have his conscience hurt him; the idee uv killin' a man
hanted him, Thet's why, whin he read in the papers 'bout
some uv Drayton's fo'ks, he writ to 'em. Atter he heared
frum them thet Drayton hed died within a month uv the shoot
in', Nate wint back an' give hisse'f up to the Law. Whin
John told 2ll this to Ean, looked like she orta umderstood
thet not all uv Nate's ugly actions wuz becaise uv her. But
she failed ter see hit. She couldn't stand the thought uv
a jail-bird eny more'n she could a drunkard; so she held
o£f. She knowed Nate wuz a-wishin' she'd say the fust
word. Esn mste bin wonderful stubborn to hold out agin

2256
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Nate so long. He seemed more like the old Nate we uster
know so long ago since he had thet load offen his mind. Yuh
could hear him whistlin' at his work, an' he started ter
goin' to Mount'in Meetin's sgin. ZEver oncet in awhile he'd
slip inter Ean's field an' work fur her whin she'z at her
pappy's ur to the Mission Sales Day. Hit war allus atter
thet she'd send Nate somepun like an extry nice pod uv
grape8255ur some roastin' yearszssby Joe Bob -~ thet wuz
Bee's 'biggestzmboy that stayed with Ean a lot. Joe Bobd
kep' repeatin' whut the t'other un'd say, an' hit war hav-
in' its effect on both uv 'em.

"w#hin Fourth o' July come 'round, an' they'z haviﬁ' a
big Sale Day an' dinner to the Mission, Nate rode 'long on
his mule sides Ean's an' Joe Bob's mule. Most ary puson
thar thought'd they'd made up, but they never spoke to the
t'other un. Joé Bob wint 'long home 'ith Natezssthet even-
in'?sgan' he said thet Ean hummed a tune on the way up-creek‘
an' Nate vwhistled hit soft-like. Hit war the church song,
'Some day, some day, we'll understand.’

"Jist atter supper that night, Nate wuz sottin' on
the porch steps, Joe Bob said, whin his head kinder fell to
one side. He couldn't talk but he motioned with one hand
to'ards Ean's House. Her light wuz burnin'. Joe Bob run-

ned up the hill an' got her. She quit eatin' an' left her
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dishes standin', an' gethered some medicine an' cloths.
Whin they got back down ter Nate's House, he couldn't use
his left leg nur arm. She an' Joe Bob got Nate inter the
house an' on the bed. She rubbed Nate with linemunt an'
heated cloths an' put on him, an' done all she could. Hit
-commenced ter rain so hard thet she couldn't send Joe Bob
to her pappy's ur Bee's fur holp. Come dsybresk, she ssaid,
she'd wake Joe Bob up to go get some one ifen he'd go ter
sleep. Joe Bob said he sot in g cheerzecfur a8 long time
whilst Ean wuz by Nate's bDed, talkin' soft-like ter him,
tellin' him whut all hed happened them five y'ar he wuz
gone. Nate kep' clingin' to her hand with his good un.
She kep' encoursgin' him 'bout gittin' well; she said she
jist knowed he would.

"Joe Bob reckoned he muster dozed off to sleep 'caisen
the next thing he knowed Ean roused him up, sayin' he must
go fur holp.

1T jist feel like thar's goin' ter be "nother High
Tide,' she said. '"Hit's bin lightnin' an' thunderin' some-
pun ﬁ'e'rce up-creek. Hit's mid-night now, an' it's bin
rainin' stiddy ell night. I'm skeered this ol' house thet
"gets =0 low'll be taken out. We'll have ter git holp so
uz we kin git Nate outen hyer an' up to my house. But I'm
most afeared I've walted too long.'




"Ean wuz right. That Fourth o' July at midnight, thar
wuz a cloudburst up to the head uv Rock Creek, the only one
thar ever wuz before ur since. Hit come so quick thar wuz
no warmin'! fur most fo'ks - a wall uv water forty foot high
come tearin' down thet gulch, takin' ever thing afore it -
houses, barns, hosses, cows, chickens, trees, an' logs. Hit
warshed out whole patches uv corn, taters, an 'baccer in the
bottoms. Furd.erzeldown-creek the waters spread out more,
but seemed like right hyer whar the two creeks meet, thar
wuzn't a chancet fur Nate's House nur them thet wuz in hit,
Nate didn't seem ter feel no danger, Joe Bob said, till they
heared the awful roar. Then his eyes spoke an' he motioned
with his one good hand fur Ean sn' Joe Bob terzezsave thur-
sel’s?GZEa:n shook her head though she aimed264ter glt Joe
Bob on a mle, but ther wuzn't no time. Thet wall uv water
teken the house right up an' floated it on top some way.
Ther hit war - goin' down-c¢ reek with the lamp still a-burn-
in', Some uv 'em up on Sand Ridge seed hit, but they could-
n't do nothin’,

"Joe Bob said atterwards thet Ean didn't act skeered
whin the water started comin' in under the door. She broke
out a winder rale queek on the fur side an' made Joe Bob git
up inter it.

Now,' sez she,'whin we git to a place whar yuh kin

228
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grab the limb uv a tree, I'11 holp yuh. Yuh kin save yore-
se'f, an' maybe kin git holp fur us.' But Ean knowed thet
her'n Nate wouldn't need no holp whin thet cgbin wint ter
pieces.

. "Fur g wonder, the High Tide carried Nate's House a-
crost the creek whar hit catched265fur a minute on a rock
ledge with a big limb uv a Sycamore hengin' over hit. Ean
got Joe Bob out on thet limb,

"Climb high an! hold tight, Joe Bob,' cried Ean. 'Tell
Tem I couldn't leave Nate alone - now thet we've Jjist made |
up.'

"Hit a1l hapjwned 80 queek, Ean didn't have time ter
say no more, fur jist then Nate's House tore away an went
floatin' down on the High Tide. Joe Bob said the last he
-seen uv 'em, Ean wuz throwin' her arms 'round Nate. They

found 'em thet way, an' buried 'em so, right by leetle Ed's

grave up in the next buryin' ground yuh come to."

The old mountaineer paused to wipe away the tears; then
he resumed, " 'Bout fifty war drownded in thet High Tide
thet Nate an' Ean wint out om, but our lives wuz spared. Our
son, Perry, broke a hole in the loft an' got us all up thar.
Then whin he seed the water wuz goin' ter git us up thar,
he broke through the roof. Atter we got on the roof, the
cabin wouldn't float above the waters till he pushed some
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rock offen the chimney thet wuz holdin' the cabin down. Then
hit floated a leetle ways till hit caught on a ledge whar
some postes%eheld it so'z hit didn't go ter pieces like
Nate's House."
Grandpa Paxton walked to the door and opened it care-
fully. "0llie, the rain's passed clemn by. We'll be gittin®
on down to Perry's."

I looked out. My first mountain storm was over, and
the am was shining.

"Miss Willene, do yer want tuh walk 'long with us?"
inquired Grandma Paxton as I buttoned her coat.
"If you don't mind, I'1ll go with you just as far as the
next buryin’ .ground.,“ I replied. "I'd like to see Ean's and
Nate's and little Ed's graves.”
I wented to be alone to ponder the words of wisdom
spoken by the old mountaineer in relating the poignant story
of Ean and Nate who were so young - with life still before
them - but who let Fate carry them to the opposite banks of
the dark stream of misunderstanding until only a "High Tide"
could sweep the grief end bittermess out of their hearts
and unite them in death.:




231

188.
189.
190.
191.
192,
193.
194.
195,

196.
197 L
198.
199.
200.

201 ®
202.
203.
204.
205 *
206.
207 L]
208.
209.
210 L
211,
212,
215 L]
214,
215,
216.

21%7.
218.
219.
220.

221.
222.
223.
224.
225,
226.
227.
228.
229.

230.

- blight - disease of the trees

~ole - used prolifically as a term of endearment

leetle grain tared - little grain tired; little tired
Jinny Barn - road house
the goin' was awful sorry - trip was difficult
hosses - horses
leetluns - little ones
ha'rs - hairs (common use of the plural form;comb ha'n)
flars - flowers ‘
redded out - smoothed out or the tangles combed out

(A reddin' out comd is an ordinary comb.)
cuss nur chaw - curse nor chew tobacco
stiddy - steady
kinder joner'd - rather joked or teased him
packed a gun - carried a gun or had it on his person
'baccer-bed burnin's - the brning of brush and logs on

the place where seeds will be
plexied and the hot-bed made.

budget - a parcel or number of things
pipecane -~ hollow reeds that grow in low places
pret nigh - almost
w'ar the britches - wear the pants; boss
unbounden confidence - unlimited faith
bottom - £lat land

Jis! f£ix the far - replenish the fire

biddies - chickens or hens (doodles - little chickens)
flar-pot - bouguet of flowers

sorry - lazy or shiftless

pyeert (peart) youngun - bright or intelligent child
front house - front room

Yyears - ears

nuss him - nurse or hold him

(ol' - old)
quar'lin' - bickering or fussing (They never say "fus#)
ary one - sny one
holpless -~ helpless
take turn to the mill - take corn to the mill to be

ground into meal on Mill-Day
wanted to press her dyin' piller - wanted to die
ever' blessed flar - every living flower
didn't keer to - didn't wish or desire to
dusty dark - dusk _
identicerl (identerc'l) - identical os similsr
pale uz a sheet - white as a sheet
warshed - washed (used for "bathed")
come to - revived; came to life’
play-pretty boat - toy boat

made mention - mentioned




252

231, outen his head - "out of his head"; delirious; raving
232. re'ched - reached

233, tend the garden (gayrdin) - cultivate or hoe the garden
234, bee-gums - bee hives

235. punyin' 'round - complaining or not feeling well

236, fixed up her ha'rs - combed her hair in g becoming way
237. front house - front room in a cabin

238, cha'rs (or cheers) - chairs

239. her'n - her own

241.'baccer beds - hot beds for raising tobacco plants which
are transplanted to the fields; seeds us-
ually planted in February

242, a leetle nasty - a little vindictive in spirit

243, 'caise (or 'caisen) - because (pronounced "kasgen")

244 f£3l1l down (fall dasn) - overbalance ,

245, won'erful mad - very angry (They say that a child is

_ "mad"™ when he cries.)

246. steeples ~ staples .

247, sorry goin' - difficult traveling ‘

248, warshed out with a High Tide - swept away with a flood

249. p'acify 'em - mgke peace between them

250, fair up - clear up (in regard to weather)

251, the outside - outside the valley ("outlanders"; those
from outside the valley)

252. five y'ar - five years (plural form not used)

253, didn't doer - didn't do it (used prolifically)

254, tekened pains - took pains; used care; did it carefully

255, pod uv grapes - bunch of grapes

256. roastin' years - ears of corm for roasting or boiling

257. biggest boy -~ oldest boy

258, 'long 'ith Nate - in company with Nate

259. evenin' - afternoon

260. cheer (alternate expression, "cha'r") - chair

261. furder - farther (used often)

262. ter (alternate expression, "tuh") - to

263. thursel's - theirselves

264, aimed - intended

265, catched - caught

266. postes - posts (Shekespearian - cf. Introductory Essay)

(nestes - nests; beastes - beasts)

240. corn licker - moonshine; liquor distiiled from corn mesh
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ALPHABETICAL LIST OF DIALECT FORMS

A

'a! (or 'a) - have (would a gone- would have gone)
(1658-1898)%

a-bawlin! - crying or weeping (verbs with the prefix of
"a" have been recorded in writings between the
following dates, 1523-1858)

a-fishin' - fishing

a-huntin' - hunting (In Thoreau's writing: "went a moose-
hunting")

a-laughin' - laughing

a-workin' - working

acrost - across (used in Mass, Historilcal Society writing,
1179; in Louisville, Ky. Mag. 1872)

afore - before (Used in "King Lear", Shakespeare - "If
your'diligence be not speedy, I shall be there afore
you,'

afeared (afeered) - afraild (Anglo-Saxon: afered) Chaucer:
"Of his visage, childred were sore aferd")
Shakespeare: &Henry IV" - "Ha, art thou not horribly
afeard?"

agin - again (agin him - against him)

aholt - hold (recorded in writings as late as 1872)

ailin' - sick; 11l

ailm to - intend to

ain't (contraction of the early form "airn't" - are not) -
are not or am not (ain't gonna - am not going to;

~ef, hain't)

alr - are (recorded in Maryland Historical Mag. 1777)

a little while back - a little while ago (cf. "back")
(Bar. 1848)7%#%*

all-gone feeling - feeling as though one would faint or

/ die

all-o¥e§i§h - feeling that permeated whole being (1833~
899

allowed - thought; believed (1823-1898) (cf. "!'lowed")

allus - always

an' - and

#* Inclusive dates that occur in this list in parenthesis
mean that the expression preceding the dates has been
found in writings between those dates, showlng their

s ancient usage.

" The term "Bar., 1848" means that the dialect expression

was listed by Bartlett in his book "Americanisms",

published in 1848.
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an't - aunt

a-pinin' - longing (cf. "pinin'")

a-purpose - on purpose (1835-1880)

argufy - argue (Bar. 1848)

'larn - earn

arrer - arrow

tarth - earth (cf. un'arthly - unearthly)

ary - any (ary un - any one; "Is there ary ax?")
(Bar. 1848)

atter - after

atter all - after all

atterwards - afterwards

atween - between ('tween - between; sometimes "betwixt")

ax (or axe) - ask (Anglo-Saxon: axian) (1789 - 1838 in
U.S. writings) Wycliff's Translation of the Bible:
"pilate axide him, Art thou Kyng of Jewis?"

axed - asked

axin' - asking (Bar. 1848)

B
'baccer - tobacco
'baccer bed - hot bed for growing tobacco plants
'baccer-bed burnin's - burning of logs on the location of
the 'baccer-bed in order to kill the weeds, warm the
woil, and provide ashes as a fertilizer
back (ten y'ar back) - ago; ten years ago
bad, feel bad - 11l (Bar. 1848)
bad off - very slck
balance - remainder (Bar., 1848)
ballats - ballads (song-ballats - song ballads)
b'ar - bear, either noun or verb
bawlin' (a-bawlin') - crying or weeping
beastes - beasts (Shakespearean usage)
beat (felt beat) - felt defeated; nonplussed
bee gum - bee hive (originally a gum tree that housed
bees; hives made from sections of gum trees)
(Bar, 1848)
befuddled ~ confused
beholden - indebted (1835-1878) )
bellered - bellowed or yelled; made a loud noise
belly - stomach
best (used as a verb) - to outwit the other person
betwixt - between (cf. atween)
biddie - hen or chicken (from 1601) (c¢f. Doodle - little
chicken)
bided - lived or remained
big - large (The northern expression is large; the -
southern, big)




235

big (opposed to "little") - the elder as opposed to the
younger

biggest boy -~ oldest boy

big meetin' - large meeting or congregation (1857-on)

big workin! - an unusually large gathering of mountaineers
for the accomplishing of some large task, such as
building a cabin)

bile (or rizen) - boil clothes

bit - a little ("wait a bit - wait a little while")
(Bar, 1848)

bite (of supper) - a little supper

blabbin! - talking without restraint

bless hits leetle heart (or bones) - a term of endearment
for baby

blight - disease of trees caused by fungus (1l6ll-on)

blinds -~ shades

blinky - sour or turning sour, in regard to milk

blow - whistle ("Hear a train blow - Hear a train whistle")

blowed - blew (current in England until the 18th century)
Bar. 1848)

blurts out - ejaculates without thought

bob wire - barb wire

bolster - double pillow

born days - one's 1life time ("never seed sichin all my
born days" - never saw such in my lifetime) (1637-on)
(Bar. 1848)

borned ~ born

bossy - calf (Bar. 1848)

bottoms - low, flat land near creek banks usually
(Bar. 1848)

bracken - fern, usually refers to female specles

branch - tributaries of creeks

break up land - first plowing of virgin soll (1636-on)

bresh - brush (burned the bresh piles - burned the piles
of twigs and small limbs left from clearing the land)

breshed - brushed; using hands or a broom to brush off
dirt from clothes, table or floor. They don't brush
hair; they "red" it out with "a reddin'-out" comb.
(cf. "reddint'")

brickle - brittle (cf. work-brickle - eager for work)

bright - quick-witted (a bright child - an intelligent
child) (ef. peert)

britches - trousers (originally breeches) (Bar. 1848)

broke up -~ grieved; heart-broken; comfortless

brought-on %goods) - manufactured or brought from town

brung - brought

brung up the meetin! - start services

buck éthe countryside) (verb) - oppose the whole neighbor-
ood
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bucket - pail

buck-eyes - nuts from the Buckeye or Horse Chestnut

bud -~ brother

budget - parcel or a number of things

buggers - lice

bumps (or "bumps all over or goose bumps") - goose flesh

burst the bag - divide the contents in the bag

buryin! - a funeral (168l-on)

buryin'! ground - cemetery (Filson in "Kentucke" - "A
buryin' ground belonging to a Meetin' House.")

bustin' - breasking (Bar., 1848)

bust loose - break loose

Cc
caln!'t - can't
cain't hold a candle to - can't compete with
tcaise or 'caisen (kasen) - because
calico bush - mountain laurel
cal'late - calculate; figure; expected (Bar. 1848)
came the creek-way - travelled in the creek
caps - popcorn
catched - caught
teceptin! - excepting
cha'r - chair (alternate expression - cheer)
chaw - chew (1934 - Carruther's "Kentuckian" - "the par-
son's chaw-tobacco'") (Bar. 1848)
chawed up - chewed up (Bar. 1848)
chopped (hands) - chapped or chafed hands
chuck full - full to the brim; completely full (Bar. 1848)
church house -~ the church building
churching (a person) - holding a church trial to expel him
from the church
civer (kiver) - cover
clean (ad. Anglo Saxon - cloene) - clear; entirely (clean
over the fence - clear over the fence)
clean up by ~ clear up by
clearing - open place in the timber made by cutting down
trees (Bar. 1848)
clo'es -~ clothes
clos't - close; near
clos'ter - closer; nearer
coal oil (lamp oil) - kerosene
come honest by it - inherited it
come to - revived; recovered consciousness
come up by - come past
coming stomach - growing appetite
comf'able - comfortable
concarn - concern
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corn licker - liquor or drink made from corn mash

corn meal - meal ground at their own meals every Mill Day

corn-pone - corn bread

tecount - account (no-'count - no account)

craves - desires greatly; longs for

craving - desiring

crawls (baby crawls) ~ creeps

creek - larger streams fed by the branches

creek-way - in the creek-bed

crunch (scrunch) - chew with violence (Bar., 1848) (Used
in "Piers, the Ploughman")

cuore - cure

cuoros'ty - curiosity

cuss - curss

cut a shine - act excitedly; cut capers (Bar, 1848)

cut-in-two - cut into two pieces

D

daft - crazy

dan -~ down

dast - dare

day in an! day out - early and late every day
devilin!' (divilin') - fooling around

did doer - did it

didn't doer - didn't do it

didn't grow off right

didn't keer to give him his fust drink - didn't desire to
disfurnish - take something you need or that doesn't

belong to you
displeasure - displease (verb) - listed as obsolete in
Webster

disremember - forget or choose to forget (Bar. 1848)
done - did

done come - came (Bar. 1848)

done did it - did it (Bar. 1848)

doner - did it (I ain't doner - I didn't do it)
don't aim to - do not intend to

dontcha -~ don't you

doodles - little chickens

dostin' up on corn licker - drinking a lot of Moonshine
douse - throw on

down-creek - down the course of the stream

drap - drop

dreadful cold - unusually cold

dreen - a drain or little gulch (noun)

dreen - drain (verb)

dr Inked - drank

driv - drove
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dry up - keep still

dusty dark - dusk

dyin! bed - the bed on which one dles

dyin' piller - the plllow on which one's head is resting
when he is dying) (cf. "Press yore dyin' piller")

eech - itch

e'en-most - almost (Bar. 1848)
enny - any

er snake - a snake

et - ate

evenin! - afternoon; after the noon meal even if it is at
11 a.m,

ever! - every (ever' puson - every person)

fac's - facts

fair to the sun (or wind) - exposed to the sun or wind

fair-up - clear up, in regards to weather

far - fire

farplace - fireplace

fast-like - rapid

feared (afeared) - afraid

feel bad about it - am sorry about it

'fects - effects or possessions on a body

feller - fellow

felt beat - vanquished or defeated

'fess - confess

feteh (fotch) - bring (Bar. 1848)

fetch thur guts - make them sick

fiestiest ~ liveliest

figger - figure (cf. cal'late - calculate)

final say-so - final or last decision

fin'lly - finally

fireboard - mantel plece over the fireplace

fist-bustin! -~ boxing or fighting with the fists

fit - fought :

fitten company - suitable company

fit to kill - ready to die (laughed fit to kill - laughed
till he was ready to die)

five y'ar - five years (no plural form; "y'ar" for both
singular and plural)

fixed vp her ha'rs - combed and curled her hair

fixin's - embellishments or trimmings (Bar. 1848)

flag 'em down - signal to stop them (Bar. 1848)

flar-pot - bouquet

flars = flowers
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flustered - confused; agitated (Bar. 1848)

fly around - hurry around

fodder - corn stalks

follers - follows

follers the Law - studies the law or is an officer
foot it - walk (used from the time of Shakespeare)
footlog - log placed across a stream to serve as a budge
fount'!in - fountain

Free-for-all Meetin! - a meeting open to all Faiths
Free-for-all Preachin! - . . . ¢« ¢« « + « « o preachers
Free School - public school :
fretted herse!f - agitated herself

Friday week - a week from Friday

full blast - full capacilty

fur (fer) - for

“fur - far

furder - farther

G _
gab - idle talk
gal - girl
garden (gayrden) - garden plot inclosed in a picket fence
to keep out the pigs as they run looseé - tend the
gayrden - hoe the garden
gatherin' - an assembly of folk
'gator - alligator
gave out - wore out (His shoes gave out = wore out)
gears - harness
gether - gather
gin'ally - generally v
ginnin' 'round -~ choring around (161l-King James Version
of Bible; gynne - 15th century in Esop'!s Fables)
gin-time - chore time (cf. introductory essay)
git - get
gived - gave
gived up - surrendered
‘give one the 'go-by' - leave one in the lurch (Bar. 1848)
give out meetin' - announce meeting or service
give yuh out comin! - had given up your coming
go-by (verb) - go past
go=by (noun) - rejection
goings on - behavior - in a bad sense (Bar. 1848)
goln' wuz awful sorry - journey or traveling was very
difficult
goose bumps (or bumps all over) - goose flesh
got along - succeeded (1830-1896)
got on - advanced .
got outer bed on the wrong side - got up feeling badly
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gotta - must; got to

govimint - government

granny scrape - child birth

granny woman - midwife

grate fire - fire in the grate of the filreplace

ground-land (plot o! ground or patch uv ground - piece of
land)

growed - grew

grow off right - develop properly

grunter - hog

gunnin'! - shootin!

H

hain't - have not

haint - a ghost (hainted him - hounded him)

half atter two - 2:30 or half past two

halloed - called from a safe distance instead of knocking
at door

hanker - long for or desire (RBar. 1848)

hankerchers - handkerchieves

ha'rs - hair (no singular form used)

head of the holler - at the beginning of the hollow or
gulch ‘

head uv the creek - source of the creek

hear a train blow - hear train whistle

heared (heerd) ~ heard

hearken - listen

hed = had

he'p - help (used by younger ones) (e¢f. "holp")

her'n - her own

hev - have

hickory - switch from the Hickory tree (c¢f. "W'ar him out
'ith a hickory - whip hard)

high an' mighty - proud and contemptuous

high hoss - angry

High Tide - flood or high waters (c¢f. Introductory Essay)

hin - hen (ef. biddy - hen)

htist ye up -~ hoist or raise you up

his'n - his own

hit - it (hit war - it was)

hitched up - get married

hogged the others out - crowded the others out -

holler - hollow; depression between hills; gulch

holp (holpen) - help (Terms used by older folk) Chaucerian
(Bar. 1848)

holpless - helpless (right holpless - very helpless)

holp-mate -~ wife; companion ,

holt - hold
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hongry - hungry

horsepit'l - hospital

hoss = horse

house - room (front house - front room)

howdy - the greeting used invarlably in the mountailns
howsomever - however (Bar. 1848)

hull - whole (Bar. 1848)

hunk - chink or part of a whole (Bar. 1848)

hustlin' - hurrying

hyer - here

I

idees - ideas
identerc!l (identicerl) - identical or the same
ifen - if
Indian Turnip - Jack-in-the-Pulpit
inerns (unerns) - onlons
inter - into
1ith - with

jail«bird - a prisoner

jedge - judge (alternate of "cal'late" - calculate)
judgin' distance ~ measuring with the eye

j'ine - Jjoin

Jinny Barn - road house

jis' fix the far -~ replenish the fire

jist (jis') - just

j'ist - Jolst used in building

jonertd - joked

K

keel over - fell over

keepin'! comp'ny - courting (Bar. 1848)

keer - care

keerful - careful

keerless - careless

ketch - catch

ketech cold - take a cold

keteh holt uv - catch hold of

ketch larnin! - become educated; learn something
killings - murders :

kilt him dead - killed him

kin (verb) - can

kin (noun) - relative

kinda (kinder) - rather

kinder joner'd him - rather teased or joked him
kinder wore out - rather exhausted (Bar. 1848)
kiver - cover (kiver for a bed - quilt)
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knock long and lonesome 'found his heart - expression of
appeal to a lover
knoll -~ a rise of ground

L
lam - beat soundly (Bar. 1848)
lamp oll - kerosene
larned atterwards -~ learned afterwards
larnin! - learning
laughint' fit to kill - laughed until ready to die
Law him - sue - him gt law; have him arrested and tried in
court
Lawsee - corruption of Lawdy
lay a spell on yuh -~ hypnotize you
lean-to (lin-ter) - addition to a cabin, with a sloping
roof
least grain uv love - smallest amount of love
leastun - smallest or youngest child
leastways (leastwise) - at least
leetle - little
leetle grain tared -~ a little tired
leetle uns -~ little ones or children
lemme - let me
lessen - unless
let on - disclosed or betrayed a knowledge of (Bar. 1848)
let me die at home and in my right mind - a common saying
licker - whiskey
like pulling his eye teeth - an action that hurts
tremendously
1it out - started fast
Little (opposed to "Big", meaning the elder) - Junior, the
. 8son
loft - attic
'long 'ith - along with
lookit - look at it or them
look peaked - look sick or pale
loose (a;loose) - to untie (got him a-locose - released
him
loose child -~ illegitimate child
'low - allow; think
'lowed - allowed; thought (cf. "'pinioned")

M

mad - angry (used to describe a child when he cries)

made mention - mentioned

mail-boy - the person who carries the mail usually on a
mule; he may be elther young or old

mammy (mommy) - mother
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man-person - man

marcyful - merciful

mast - nuts that fall from the Hickory, Walnut, Beech,
Chestnuts, etc.

May Apple - a flower with a white blossom under an
umbrella leaf (Bar. 1848)

mean - mischievous when applied to a child

Meetin! - a congregation (Bar, 1848)

Meetin' House - the house or place of meeting

met up with - overtook (Bar. 1848)

mighty - very (mighty proud - very glad)

mighty - large (1648 - "We went over a mighty mountain;
we were eight days a-goin'", Dictionary of American
English)

mighty - to a great degree (Bar. 1848)

might nigh - very near

mighty nigh no - almost none

Mill - the saw mill that has a hopper to grind meal also

Mill Day - usually on Saturdays; the day the Saw Mill
engine is running an old steam engine to furnish
power for grinding)

mind the baby ~ look after the baby; care for it

mite - very small amount

moan - a sobbing sound

mought - might

mount'in - mountain (They do not say "mountings")

mussed-up dress - wrinkled and soiled

musta (ruster) - must have

N

Nancy-over-the-Ground - a fragile blossom as described in

"High Tide" ‘

narrer - narrow

nary un - nelther; no one (Bar. 1848)

nasty blzness - ugly business

natchally - naturally

nateral - natural

natur'! - nature

ne'er - never

nest down - settle down

nestes - nests (Shakespearean) (cf. Introductory Essay)
nigh - near (ef. pret nigh - very near; almost)

niver - never

no-fcount - no good to work (cf. "sorry" - lazy)
'nother - another

not ter stir outen the house - not to go outside
nowhar - nowhere

'nuf - enough :

nuss the baby - nurse or hold the baby
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offen - off

offish - distant, unapproachable (Bar, 1848)

offish-like ~ unfriendly

ol!' - old

ol! folks - parents

ole - a term of endearment (My ole pony - my nice pony)

oncet - once

onderstand - understand

orter - ought to

ortn't - ought not to

our'n - our own; ours (Bar., 1848)

outen - out of

outen his head - delirious

outlander - a stranger that comes into the valley

out of fix - upset (Bar. 1848)

out of sorts - disturbed (Bar. 1848)

outside (the outside) - outside the valley; the rest of
the world

P

ptacify 'em - make peace between them

- pack - carry

pains (taken pains with) - being very particular with

pale uz a sheet -~ white as a sheet

paling (fence) - picket fence

pappy - father (used by and for older men)

paster!d - pastured; put the stock on the hillsides

peaked - sickly (Bar, 1848)

'pears - appears; looks like

peert (pyeert) - lively; pert; bright (Bar. 1848)

petered out - gone out or worn out

plece uv writin' - a note -

pleded -~ spotted (Shakespearean usage)

pin - pen %pig pin)

pinched - financially embarrassed

pinin' (a-pinin') - longing

p'int - point

p'int blang (poin! blank) - point blank- straight out

p'int uv the ridge - the point or top of the ridge

pipe cane - a hollow reed that grows in low places; hollow
reed used for making pipe stems

pitched fortard - fell forward

pltcher - picture

plzen - polson

plague him - cause mental suffering

planks - boards

play-purty - toy
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pleasurable (adj.) - enjoyable

pleasure one (verb) - to please one

plumb -~ entirely

plumb wore out -~ completely worn out

plunder - possessions; booty

plot o! ground - plece of land

pod uv grapes -~ bunch of grapes

poke - paper sack or bag (Bar. 1848)

pooch out lips - pucker up lips

pore - poor

postes - posts (Shakespearean usage)

post-officin' - idling or gossiping

powerful - great; very (Bar. 1848)

Preacher - the term that prefaces the names of all who
preach

press yore dyin'! plller - rest on your plllow while you
die

pret night (purt nigh) - very near; almost

prettiful - beautiful

prettlfy - decorate

pretty - good (pretty boy - good boy)

pretty meetin' - a good meetin!

protracted meeting -~ an extended meeting over several
weeks (Bar. 1848) o

proud - glad (proud to meet yuh - glad to meet you)

punyin! 'round - sick but not so bad

purely enjoyed it - surely enjoyed it

purty (pooty) - rather (purty queek - rather quick)

puson = person

put out - offended or inconvenienced

Q

quare - queer
quar'l at - scold (never use "fuss")
queek - quick

R

'r (ur) - or (ef. ur - out)

ralred - raised up; reared

raise coal - mine coal

rale (rael) - real

re'ched - reached

reckon -~ think; suppose (Bar, 1848)
redded out ha'rs - combed out or smoothed out the tangles
reddin'-out comb - an ordinary comb
renched - rinsed (clothes) (Bar. 1848)
revenooers - tax collectors

rictlect (ricollect) - remember

rid - rode
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- right holpless - very helpless
right smart showin' -~ very fine accomplishment
right well tickled - very well pleased
r'ile - roil; make angry; stir up (Bar. 1848)
ring a ring - go round and round
risen - boil
rizen (b'ile) - boil
roastin! years - roasting ears (of corn); green corn
rolled the bed - tossed about on the bed
ruint - ruined
rumpus - disturbance
runned - ran
runnin! placed - going places
runway - shed between two houses or barns

S
salat - salad; relish (bean salat, common in the hills)
Sales Day - Saturdays at the Mission basement clothes are
given out for produce brought in by the mountaineers;
cash can be pald also; boxes of clothes are sent in
from all over the United States; the very needy ones
are supplied if they cannot bring produce
sar - sour
sfarched - searched
sartin - certain (Bar. 1848)
Sarvice Berry (Service Berry) - a cross between a cran-
berry and black currant (Bar. 1848)
say=-so - opinlon or decision
scrimp - to be niggardly
*scall'yun - rapscallion or rascal
‘seed (seen) - saw
set (sot) - sat :
set a spell - sit a little while (Bar. 1848) (Anglo Saxon -
spelian)
set it down - write
Set you acrost the creek on a mule - take you across on a
rmle ’
sez - said
shadder - shadow
'shamed - embarrassed
shan't - shall not :
shanty - poor dwelling (Bar. 1848)
shet - shut
shet up (shut up) - close your mouth; hold one's tongue
(Bar, 1848)
shore - sure
shot 'im dead - killed him
showin' - accomplishment (a right smart showin' on the
workin! - a splendid accomplishment on the work)
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- shucked - husked (corn)
sich - such
skeered - scared; afrald
skipped the kintry - fled out of the state
slick - slippery (Bar. 1848)
slicker'n greased lightnin' - almost impossible to climb
such a slippery hill
slip - landslide (landslip - Bar, 1848)
slush - mixture of water, mud, and snow (Bar, 1848)
smack dab - accurately; exactly as aimed
smoke-house = a house for smoking meat by burning Hickory
wood
'smootch-eyed polecat -~ sorst epithet possible
snack - lunch
snarl (snurl) - a curling of the 1lips in contempt
snag - & projecting root
sorry - lazy; no good
sorry house - a house full of holes (sorry goin! - hard
traveling)
sorta (sorter% - rather
sottin' - sitting
soul - a person
sp'ile - spoil ,
stay all night - expression used at parting instead of
"Come again"
steeple - staple
stid -~ instead
stiddy -~ steady
* 8till house -~ distillery
stillin' - making liquor; distilling
stir outen house « go outside the house
stir up a cake - mix a cake
stomach it - eat with pleasure
stompin' - stamping with feet
straight-right - (set yer straight - correct any mistake)
strowed all over - scattered all around ‘
suzz - sirs (Bar. 1848)
sweet leetle ole woman - sweet baby girl

T

take turn to the mill - take corn to the mill to be ground

- take up books -~ school time
taken - took (sometimes "takened")

talked a-plenty - discussed a lot

tarred (tared) - tired

tasty salat - tart relish; very good-tasting salad

taters - potatoes

team up -~ match up; suit each other; work together
‘ agreeably .

tech - touch
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techin! - touching ("I ain't a-techin!' uv it", a familiar
expression)

tell!'d - told (Bar. 1848)

tend the gayrden = hoe or cultivate the garden

thanky matam - thank you, madam

thar - there

thet - that

this un - this one

throwed - threw

throwed up (threw up) - regurgitated

thur - theilr

thursel!s - themselves

tickled - pleased

tickled pink - pleased beyond measure

tight - close; parsimonious (Bar. 1848)

timbers - large pieces of lumber used for the framework
of a cabin

tip it - touch it

'tis - 1t 1is

tolltable - fair

toll'ably - rather

tomorrer -~ tomorrow

too big fur his britches - haughty (Bar. 1848)

took account uv - noticed

too thick -~ too friendly

to'rds - towards

t'other un - the other one

train blowed - train whistled

treed a coon - ran the coon up into a tree

try (a mighty try) - effort (a great effort)

tuckered out - tired out (Bar, 1848)

turns out - lets out; dismisses (school turns out)

turn uv day - about noon; anytime between 11:00 a.m, and
2:00 p.m.

'twixt - between

'twon't - it will not

U

un - one

untarthly - unearthly

unbeknown - not knowing (used as early as "Piers, the
Ploughman')

unbounden - unlimited

uncomflable - uncomfortable

unerns (inerns) - onions

unkivered - uncovered

upaday (upadon - Anglo Saxon - to 1ift up) - an expression
addressed to a child on 1lifting it up

up-creek - up the creek, towards the source
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ur ('r) - or (also "ur" - our)

uster could - could formerly (Bar, 1848)
us uns - us

ut - it (often used)

uv - of

uz - as

v
vagerant - a tramp (used since Civil War days)
ventur'! in - to run a risk; to expose to hazard

w
wal - well
walk-log (foot-log) - a log placed across a stream for a
bridge
wa'n't - was not; were not
wanta (wanter) - want to
war - to fight
wlar - wear
wl'ar her out with a hickory - whip hard with a hickory
switch
wlar the britches - be the boss
ware (war) - was (negative - warn't) (alternative - hit
war - it wuz) (1681 in the "Huntington Record" -
"Indians were seen the next morning a-drinkin! of
the rum.")
warsh - wash or bathe
warsh away - be swept away with a flood
weakenln' - losing strength or determination
wearry - worry (Yuh wearry me - you wearry me)
week (Friday week) - a week from Friday
westcots (westes) - Civil War knit vests
whale away - thrash; hit resoundingly
whar - where
whickered - cheated
whilst - while
whin - when
white-eyed - with distended eyes from overwork or
, amazement
white~lipped - with all the blood drained from the face
whopped (whooped) - whipped
whut - what
winder - window (at first they would not believe it could
be "window"
wint - went
wisht - wished
woman-person - woman
wonderful - very (It was wonderful dirty - It was very
dirty.)
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won'ner - wonder

won'nerful - wonderful

wore out - tired out (cf. plumb wore out)

work-brickle - eager for work

work him white-eyed -~ work him till exhausted

Workin'! - a gathering of the nelghbors to clear land or
put up a cabin

workintest - most industrious; ability to work hard and
lon

wrong si%e (got out on the wrong side of the bed) - arose
in a bad mood

wa'k - work

wuz - was

w'y yes - a very common response in the affirmative

X

Y

valler - yellow

yammer - talk constantly

yander - yonder

yan hill - nearest hill

y'ar - year or years

years - ears

yenning - longing for; desiring

yep, yes, ya - the breath 1s drawn in with a gasp at the

close of the pronunciation of these terms

yer (to yer) - you )to you) Used objectively
yore - your

younguns - children

you 'uns all come - everyone come

yuh (ye) - you, used nominatively
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