
W: Yes, right. There are thousands of eggs. You have seen
mullet roe.

P: Yes.

W: The male fish has white roe. I like the white roe best. I
like it with scrambled with eggs.

P: You just take it out and leave it alone?

W: Yes, try to preserve it so the eggs do not break or separate
and everything goes all over. It is in a casing. We fix it
many ways, and it is just delicious any way you fix it, if
you fix it right. Most people like it fried in deep fat.
We always just salt and pepper and meal it, just like we do
the rest of the fish. In fact, we have roe in the freezer
now. I keep it year round. I like white roe, so I keep
plenty of that in the freezer. White roe is usually cheaper
than the regular, anyway. Times have changed, now, so we do
not dynamite fish or any of these things anymore.

P: You were telling me last time, and it is not on tape, about
how people used to travel to Suwannee in wagons, and about a
trip you made. Would you describe that for me?

W: [That is] one of the few things I remember from being a kid.
I was probably two years old, and my brother was probably
four. We had been on a camping trip down the Suwannee. We
did not live far from the river. We would load everything
into the wagon and go. We just had an old wagon with old
eight- or ten-inch sideboards. For some reason, they wanted
to stay overnight, so we did. Well, we had to go right by a
graveyard, and we came back by that graveyard with all the
kids in the wagon.

P: Horses pulling it?

W: Yes, one horse, and it had an old seat with the old buggy
springs on it. I guess maybe my older sister and mother
rode in the seat, and all the kids we were hanging over the
little old sideboard. One of my brothers was sitting by our
daddy. Well, he just fell right out, tumbled right over in
front of the front wheel. [The road was] hard dirt there, a
little bottom place where the water stood. Of course, it
was dry then. Anyway, I heard the wagon go "bump bump" when
the back wheel went over him. Boy, he started screaming.
He was hollering at first.

Well, what had happened was we were passing the graveyard,
and he wanted to look at the graveyard. He could not even
talk plain yet. He must not have been but three and a half
years, so I could not have been over year and half, because
there was two years difference in our age. "Look at the
graveyard! Look at the graveyard!" Out of that wagon he
fell. Of course, the horse and nobody else did not even
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