Alabama Writers Frojec
FOLKLORE
Franklin County, #1

I8 pages’




.': host Story R.V.Waldrep, Jr,
{ | Folklore Bditorial Department
Source: Mrs. R.V. Waldrep

Ghost Story
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They said there was one of them o0ld hanted places

out towards the Rollin's'OId Flace. They sald some mighty
Tlf_l{ 3 L0 ey

ﬁm:uig,ér things about that there Sy tree. You see

the tree was one of them holler trees, holler enough fer a
man to walk right in aﬂ take a seat;if he happened to have
a stool or chair,

Some people didn't put no stock in that hént story, and
the fact of them business is they was right as
rain, You know how some air; they're bound to believe things.
They Jjust gotta.

Une feller I knowed d4idn't believe in ghosts and hakts,
and he wex a devilish feller, He was alfvays* laughing
and kiddin' down at the store, pulling some prank or 'nother.

He was full of mischief,

#ell, this feller decided he'd have some funj and he toM

all the fellers there in the store on Saturday night that he was

plumb shore there was a ghost. They set around in the store,

around the stove in them deys just a gassing---like fellers will.




They gassed about this thing and thet thing, and this feller
dared this'n and that'm to go look in that holler tree. He
said they was 'fraid, end he didn't see how grown men
like‘::zzléould be 'fraid of a little thing like =a hént. They
wasn't no men if they didn't go.

Two fellers listened, and they was drinking right smart.
They said: "#eller, close yore trap. We air going ." They
took “ %other drink from the jug they kept in the store he e,
"¥e alr going right now. Just to prove it we air goin=o."

"That's fine,"

#ell, them two fellers set out down to the Old Rollin's
Flace, They was drunk, and 1t Al was a good thing: fer
they would have shore turned back., Fer the bull frozs was
croking down in the pasture branch, and there was all kinds of
them 1ittle H noises you hear in branch bottoms and in
low places,

n
They tried to talk biz and avar,thing t0 keep up the spirits

in them. One 'lowed as how ho wished hey%ekan *nother drink

from that there jug. The other lowed there wasn't no use thinking

'*bout that,
The feller in the store that had sicked them on waited

til them two fellers had done gone, and he tock him e #mgx drink,
and tole them there in the store to 20 ahead gassing, but his
wife was plumb mean ibout vanting him t© come home early this

eturday night. &He told the fellers theres to tell him how the
ghost hunters made out, He went outv, and cut through ahead
Fﬂ of them fellers; fer he knew a short-cut,

7@ runp@d shead, and Jumped in that holler stump, erowded

back there, and he waited fer them fellers to come along, Ti®
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hollow stump give him sort of jitters as he waited; fer 1t
was fotten and full of gspider webs and things. It was sort of
sn al : bad to; Tfer the place was damp and all, and the

~ Y \AA
et was oozy at his feet. But he 'lowed he'@ have 10O stay

nowe

vFore long them fellers come 'long. He could see them
in the light of the moon, nuddling close togetar, He knew
they couldn't see him, but he took out his big white handkerchief
and tied hit over his face just below the eyes. That would
meke him more scary, ne f iggered.

Them dr-unks cOme up, and one of 'em leaned azainst thse
Fh~ hollow tree, and the H t' other looked over his
shoulders. They was a long time a-looking. Fretty soon
one of them fellers said softly and tfraid likes "1 see
one of them hénts."

The %'other drunk locked in therse, and he said softly
and 'freid like: "I see, too."

That feller in the stump he froze up, and he sald: e
"My God," and runned out there, but them Two drunks was
cutting out ahead of him already. <‘hey was k*ocking the
cowtracks dry and leasped them rotten 1l0gs T""r:::t'**-"“l!lll'! anythinge.

The feller yelled: "I1'm one of youl“ but that didn't mean

. ulu‘d’
nothing H $to them drunks tearing out ahead, wan?t

one of yout" And they was plugb bus ted 'fore uhey'd let

no ghost have one of them. QIr So they kept on a knocking
the cow tracks dry and leaplng stumps. <+hey run 8o fast
their coats rose up, and their hair dragged behind in the
wind.

That feller kept chasing them, and pretty soon them

two fellers Mull fell to the ground, panting like hound-d0gs




tongues a-lolling out.
Thet feller comefi on up, and he dropped down beside him,
and he reached over am pped one of them fellers, =snd sald:
I

"We Aone had a bully ra ain we now% He sort o cackled

at that

hankerchief, a

tr
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ailr goling t0 have ancrther'n/ fw‘ﬁf*‘ Vit 4
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ASHCAIS
Stingy Man Perry wvas the tightest man in town. He used ¢o give his
kids a nickel to make them go to sleep, and he'd steal it back wvhen they slept.

He didn't even tolerate people conming and a-staying all night with him, but

wvhen he came to see you, the first thing he'd say was? "Show the table and the
Juz to me." He just dida't take one swig, he took two swigs from the jug vhea
you gaveiit to him. But nobody ever sav his jug or his table.

The folks all over the county got plumd done out with him. They wanted
him to tote his end of the load, dut Stingy Man Perry wase't about to do that.

Finally a fellow said he'd go over to Perry's and he'd bde treated like a
white men, or know the resson vhy. He told old Perry he was going to stay all
night, and old Perry hemmed snd hawed, dut this fellow said he was going to
stay.

The fellow sald: 7014 Man Perry 1t's time to eat.® He switched his eyes
around for something that a person could eat.

Stingy Man Perry lsughed:? "I've already eat, hours ago. Time to zo to bed.
I always go to bed about this time." So Stingy Man Perry made his bed and put

down a pallet for the fellow that was staying all night with him.




Just as soon as Stingy Man Perry was asleep, the fellow got up. For he
was hungry as a bear cat. He was gnaving in the stomach. He slipped out of
the honse. Stingy Man Ferry was bound to have 2 garden and some vegetables
in it. The moon wee up and he could see tol'ble well. He skipnred over the
garden fence, whipped ocut a knife, and begin to hack down 2 eabbage.

014 Men Stingy Perry was right there. He grabbed the fellow by the scruff
of the neck’ "What you mesn stealing my neighbor's cabbase? he shouted. Of
gourse, the fellow had to quit rizht there. And they went bdack to bed.

Then the fellow heard Stingy Man Perry slipping up. He saw the old man

rake out the hot cosls from the fire, and vut down an asheake. He watched as

0ld man Perry slipped bdack to bed to walt for the asheake to cook. Them the

fellow let th-t ashcake get nearly done, and he got up. But old Perry Jjumped
up too.

"What you gettin' up fort"

"I've been fizurine. I can't sleep until I fizure things out."

"What you figuring oanl®

"Wy Pa'es made a will, and I'a trying to figure out vhat my part 1s."
Here the fellow grabbed wp the poker, squatted before the fire. 014 Man Perry

wvas right behind him, looking at those ashes spread on the haarth.
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"Sunpose this is my father's farm," s2id the fellow, marking a cirele
with the poker in the ashes. Hore's Brother Bob's share, here's Brother Pete's

share, here's Brother Ogcar's share, here's Sister Oma's share-—=" He was

marking out wedge-shapod pieces in the eirsle of ashes-—"here's Brother Peter's

share, here's Brother Buck's share, an? here~=" he 1ifted his poker high snd

poked it right in the middle of the agheake-- "is my share!*




TR RO
%gggl;%g g R.V. Waldrep, dJdr.

. e . A4 .
source: Mrs. Floyd Waldrep Editorial Department

Floyd Waldrep
Roger Waldrep

GOOD OLE BOSSY

On Sundays Big Bob takes his Ol&acow out grazing, and he

looks fer the best clover there 1s. . On most days he sets out
there in the lot a currying old bossy with a corn cob, and looking
at olé bossy like his heart was just 'bout %o bust from puore
love, Sometimes he seratches that ole brindle cow with ‘his cobJ
and then m™m he stiff blaeck hair on his own olé‘heﬁd.
People get »lumb put-out with Big Bob, a-tsking on 'bout
that olﬁxbcssy 'til they find the cause of hit all; then they
LlOr they don't blame hlm much fer takil n over her, putting sorghum
in her feed, cutting tender corn fer her, and sich-like stuff.
Now .Big Bob was over in Tombigbee Bottom a-looking fer
hls cows one day, and hit was so cold he didn't know how he
kept from fraezing_up like a water-bucket in December,
allus turned his cows into the Bottom to feed on them

cane, 'cause then he wouldn't have to buy feed fer them But he

iLia B L)

nad to go fetch one of them, and he struck out, His wife was
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a-telling him:
‘o
"Yore gonna have a hard time, and if I wu$ you I call hit
off and go when the sun comes out, hem cows ain't worth all
o' that cold."

—

-

he was man enough 'L‘-OH anything. 30 he got his pipe and his

But Big Bob 'lowed it was warm enough, and he flggered
p 3

tobacco, and &_hqnd-ful¢rmf matches, He 1lit that blg corncob

+¥ 4

wrd +¥% ' ¢ atnfPPL ol +h _ "R . 1 asawayv ae he e
ith hit stufi/witnh tobaccOo, and ne puilied away as ne cuv

He wal ked and he walked, his ears a-llistening
cowbells, DBut there weren't no bells, and he had to light
up his pipe agein., And it ain't no telling how many pipes of
tobacco he smoked all that daye. and he was gittin' into them
there bottoms deeper and deeper. The trees was thick, the ground
miry. And he zot to feeling hit growing colder fer it was
'bout dark. He smoked him another pipe, and he declded he'd
better build him a fire; so he knocked out his pipe, and got |
to gathering sich dry stuff as he could fine: twigs, stuff
the #iver washed in on overflows., He had a right smart time with

the chill a biting at hls bones, a2nd numbing hls fingers, and

Big Bob got it all piled up, and he stuck one of them stiff f
hands in his jeans, and he nearly dropped puore dead. "There alin't
no matchea.é%all,” he said and knowed hit were true. He looked
some more.
"I' got to git out'n here, and that right now,” He ’gin
begin loocking, and the cold, wall hit turned from cold to freezing.

Hit was so cold that the limbs of the trees begin popping in agony.




tdared and all; fer he shore
bottom, He couldn't

T ic‘.: =

him a little runway

."E-: tiI‘Ed;n-
-unred and runned, and the river hit freezed over

whole he run. The ground was hard 1ike rock with freezing. His

ears done froze and quitd hurrtini, and he wasn't about to toueh

them,
'round that tree
yath, and he wored his shOtsf!!.n through.,
he couldn't Pay no 'tention; fer
would happen to that ole women aof
s qepf I ~ d to run, and
nned. His s hur his legs and his feet hurt.
But he runned.,
The stars comed out, the mrooR rose and hit
runned., 'Eout morning, the sk eg break, s
he sort of lagged 'mough to listen ie thought he heared a ball,
Shore 1t was bell., Hlit was a cow, Big Bob he runned that

way, and he seen that ole bri: a walking in with a bag full of

milk,




and she comed up. Big Bob he got down ard he
o

milked mouth full of milk, and he felt bett But
Bit was shore cold and he got up, and runned 'round and 'round
that ole brin >he sor | svked at him and mooced rig
low like she di

"Hit has tuh be,” hg aaid to the bossy.

She switched thatv ,l . of her'n, and | he saw that
tail a1l full of them ?Gmbiﬁbae Bottom coc! burrs. Hde runned
and looked at that thars:q;ggﬁ and Big Bol latched on to
¢1tfﬁ&éé He caught it“tifht and firm, and ole Bossy looked

at nim, and Jhe kicked at him, but Big Bob was a-hola and he was

a-goin' tuhlﬁ a-hol&. Big Bossy she moved up, and Big Bob

he followed up. Bossy, she trotted and Big Bob trotted. Dossy,
she 'lowed she'd run the legs of him, and Big Bob 'lowed
that was fine tT00,
Bossy got dogmad and she begln to run like she mean hit.
She runned through briars and bf%h; she leaped them logs and
Bob he hung on., Bossy got madder and madder;
she bucked, but Big Bob hung right on.
carried him right to that lot fenge.

world fer Big Bob not teking that




LAWYERS AIR SMART R.V.Waldrep, Jr.
Folklore Editorial Department
Source: Mrs, R.V. Jaldrep

LAWTYERS ATR SMART

Ole Jake had heared=tell of them lawyer fellers all his
é;:éys, but he ain't never put no stock in 'em F‘til one day he
went uﬁighat there Countyseat. He allus stayed out there in
his farm an' raised his hay an'! his corn an' his cotton. e jest
minded his business, He figgered he wus gittin' 'longtbout
as good as anybody, lawyer air no lawyer. DBut one da: Ule
Jake fetfhed his old lady 'fore him, and he tol@ her some of his
thinkings: |

"Sally,” he 'lows, "I'm dog-tired hearin' 'bout lawvers.
Turner Bonds over there on the crick was a-tellin' as how a
lawyer did something fer him, Jim Fites says as how one of them
lawyer-fellers got his estate figgered out. All my life I've haared
sich-like 'bout them dad-dratted lawyer-fellers, Way people

talk the Lord's done gone and 'nointed them air something., I ain't

one to stay in th' dark 'bout nothing, and 1 ain'tH a-goin'

to now. An' if these lawyer-fellers air as good as Jesus Christ I




want to know."
"Jake, you air plumb right there. Them lawyer-fellers

must be as good as Moses air Elijah, 'cordin' to how I ‘heared-
tell of, 4+ow, you git yoreséelf down to th' Countyseat, and

you take a lock fer yoreself, You alir got a field of e

hay waitin' fer the rake, but this here is mighty important too.
Tomorrowm you kin put in a rale day of work in that hay...
Now, don't let none of them there smart fellers hookwink you.
You watch, d'here?"

So Jake, he put them there boys of his'n a-working in th'
corn, and tole 'em he'd help with th' hay tomorrow. He got oft
that buggy of his'n, and that mare of his'n, and Sally, she stood
at th' door and seen to hit that he got his fried fat-belly and
his biscuits and frted eggs all right. She watched her man and
hi kr sky little mare go 'round th' bend o' th' road, and top
Codn Hill on the t'other side,

Jake, he went to th' Countyseat. If them lawyer-fel lers
wus prophets and better he was a-goin' to'find out. So he driv

in by dinner, an' hitched his mare to the t'other side of town

at th' waterin' trough, an' foota&Lﬁtto th' Courthouse Square,

He seen all them politicians settin' 'round gasin', but he didn't
pay them no mind, 5He was a-lookint:
THOMAS BROWNZ, Lawyer, wus what he seen, and he pushed
open that there door, and waited 'til he could see theilawyer—fellet.

\

Purty soon a lady pinted to a chair, and he got in it. 'Course I»

took off that old hat of his'n, and smoothed out that there hair

ol 1 . 1 |
m,_; his'n, Lyrtnd |
The lawyer feller was' as all git-out, a-smiling,

and a-sticking out his hand, Jake, he figgered that was all right, an

he shook hands right hearty.




"What's yer name? Ain't I seed yer some'r's, ha'n't I?"

Jake he wasn't aimin' to be led out no sich way as that. He
jest chewed his 'bacco, and spit in th' can, What wus he astin’

him fer? He knowed everything, didn't he?

"Wale, m'good man, what alr yer business?"

Jeke didn't min' a-tall. Hit tickléd  hls gizzard t'see
the lawyer a-working, but Jeke---he wasn'? ’l!!lw doin' no talkin',
The lawyer-feller wus 'qL a-goin' to do th' talkin', Jeke, he
souirted a a yellow stream toward the can, and he fetched his eyes
out'n the window, thinkin' 'hout his hay and his corn and his
wife and boys.

The lawyer-feller looked at Jake, and he narrowed his eyes.
"yale, m'good man, I see as how you ain't goin' tof'talk." By
now that lawyer-feller had figgered out what was ailin' ole
Jeke. He sguinted up his eyes, and stood up, and hocked his thumbs
in the vest of his'n. He begin a-walkin' *round th' room, lookin'
at Jake out'n the corner of his eyes.

Ole Jeke chewed on, Hit was up H to th' lawyer.

Sudden-like, the lawyer-feller unhooked the thumb of his 'n,
and boomed like he was 'dressing a picnic crowd: "Don't never put
off 'til tomorrow what yer can do today... That there's two
dollars, misteri” Ole Jake peeled off th' two-dollars, his eyes
poppin', an' juice a-runnin' down his chin, "Good day,m m' good
man," said the lawyer-feller, and ole Jake went out'n the
Q@ourthouse, unhitféhed his mare, and driv home,

He thought and he thought: "Don't never put off *'til to-
morrow what yer can do todsy." Ole Jeke driv on, thinkin' that.

then he topped Coon Hill, and could see the house and lot, an'

his ole lady standin' in th' door, a-shadin' her eyes, he thought

: d
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he had hit.,. He driv 'round th' qu bend, jumped out'n his

buggy, and runned to the th’ house,

"Sally,” he yelled at the top of his voice, "git them
boys out'n th' corn, git yer bonnet. We gotta git that there
hay right now!{ The lawyer-feller tole me. He tole mel"™

Jake was dog-tired atter that trip, and he wanted to
eat his supper and hike-um tO bed, but he'd done gone and spent
two dollars, and he couldn't let that there go to waste just
fer them tired bones of his'n,

He got them there s troppin' boys of his'n a-working, an’
by th! H time th' moon was suyposad. t'be out, he Fﬁ
had that there hay out'n th' field and in th' barn.

He fetched the boys to th' house, and 'fore you knowed
g}t, he seen what that lawyer feller was driving at. Fer a
;1. come up, th' sky got black, the Iightnin' reached
in, an' th' thunder rumbled,

Jpke was shope convinced about lawyer-fellers, He tole

his o0ld lady that.




SHE NEVER SWORE
Folk Stuff

R.V. Waldrep, Jr.
Source: Editorial Department
Mrs. R.V. 7aldrep

Miss Petunia@ was standing in her door dusting the
flour off of her hands when she saw one of the Peters!
boys loop a rope around one of the preacher's cows, and
sneak her off into the pine-thicket next the house. She
thought it was strange, but she didn't it no mind, H
as she was a homeZbody, never got out much, and didn't
know eanything much.

But next day thepflice come out there and the
preacher was with him, and Mliss Petunia knew right away
that while she was making jelly last night somebody was
making away with the preacher's cow, She let the
police say his plece, and she said rightH away that
she knew who that thﬁﬂfévmﬁ. She said she wasn't
no busy-body, just a homebody, but she thought a lot of
the preacher, and she like d hls praying, and she was glad
to say that i1t was one of the Peter's boys, the oldest,

that stole that cattle,

"Miss Petunia,"” sald the Sheriff, "that is a




serious charfige you have just gone and made....

willing to swear to 1t?"

Miss Pamhiu!shyes poprped: "Swear?"

"Yes, Miss Petunia it 1is the custom to sweaf to
the truth...”

Miss Petunia was a Christian woman, but she looked
at the preacher and thought how scounderly 1t was to steal a
preacher's cow, and she bit her 1lip, and declded she'd do
it for him.,.

The Police saild all right, and it looked like he
wasn't going; so Miss Petunia said: "If I was at your house
as you are at my house, I'd journe 'ha? home..." She
slammed the door, and thought the matter over,

Miss Petunia had never swore and i1t bothered her a
lot, She s8t and read her bible, st and looked out the
windows. She even quit her canning and her fruit-sunning.
Since she had to swear, she decided to make a good job of
ite And she thought along these lines until Court day came.,

She got her best bonnet, her big-check calico, and

buttored her shoes to thes top. She set out with her

Yeople were youri:.:_:” in from everywhere. Miss
Fetunia had never seen so many people before., 1t frightened
her to think she was going to have to swear before all these
people. ut it was for the preacher's sake that she was
going to it.

She went around to thepolice's place, and she told

him she was ready, and he told her everything was fine, just

ze re wi t] i tnes
Zeét over there with the rest of the H witnesses. Miss




she could look

gathered her skirts and got there where

Fetunia

urt room. he was nervous, and kept saying

under her breath.

She was the first witness; she got

she loocked that Peters' boy right in the eye,

ight, as she waited for the swearing.

M4 =8 Petunila we'll swear==-—=-

"low, said the man,

That was all she wented. She looked right at

glared, an chirpeds;

the Peters' boy, and she

nHellfire and damnation

—

All around the plantationse.”

e her eyes bored 1into reters' boy, as she pointed

Tt

finger end boomed: "There, BY cody is the man that

e preacher's cow."




	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01103
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01104
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01105
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01106
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01107
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01108
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01109
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01110
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01111
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01112
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01113
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01114
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01115
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01116
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01117
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01118
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01119
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01120
	ALAB0002D_WPA-AL-writers-proj-short-stories-folklore-SG022775_01121

