
P: The edge, is that what you call it?

W: The edge of the water, the bank. It was the bank, the hill,
edge, or whatever. It was a nice sandy place, a nice little
beach at nice lake. So we pulled him up on the sand there,
and I could see that boy laying there in the back of the
truck. I told Bill, "We might as well load this gator up."

P: Oh, how mean!

W: He looked up, and he knew what I was talking about. I said,
"We might as well load this gator in the truck," and he said
yes. I thought the boy would wake up, but hell, he did not
wake up. We threw that gator in the back of the truck with
him. He looked over and opened his eyes and saw that gator
over there. When he opened his eyes and saw that gator, I
thought he was just going to have a fit, sure enough. He
came out of that truck like a bullet.

P: Oh, that is funny.

W: And you know what? We had to take that gator out and shoot
him another two or three times with the rifle no further
than that from his head before we ever killed that gator.
See, he might or might not have known when we was coming in
what he was doing, but he was not dead. He was just . . .

P: He was just stunned.

W: Yes, he was just stunned, just knocked out--more or less
just out of his head. He could still hurt you, too, because
he was in the right frame of mind to.

P: Have you ever known anybody who has been hurt by a gator?

W: No, other that what I read in the papers. No one ever
around here. On the river itself I do not know what has
happened to the gators.

P: Have you seen them going away?

W: The thing about it is a lot of people say they do not like
gators in the rivers. They say they eat fish. But nothing
could be farther from the truth. Three or four years ago
the river was full of gators. They have been killed out
since. I do not know who has done it or why, and I have not
seen anyone do it. It has been against the law ever since
it was done, but I know they did it. There is no way that
that many gators [could have died off naturally]. On a
sunny day we could ride down the river from the mouth of
Santa Fe to the Rock Bluff bridge, which is three-fourths
[of the way down the river], and count twenty or thirty
gators on a trip down there and back--in a pretty fast boat,
too. I know we made a sound. But now you hardly see a
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