
somewhere. He had them on a five-acre ranch that he had
bought. Most people that live in town buy one of those
highland [sandhill] ranches. The first thing they do is
post a sign on every post all the way around--Do Not Enter,
No Trespassing, We Will Shot You If You Come On This
Property, and all that stuff. They buy one or two little
pony horses and put a little tar paper shack out there for
the horses to get under. The next thing you know they
cannot afford feed for the horse, so they have to sell them.

Anyway, getting back to what the guy told me about the piney
wood rooter, this might interest you. It is said that they
gave it to him, and he had this little five-acre patch that
had pine meadows and pines out there. He figured he would
just shut them up in there and feed them to fatten them up.
He was told he probably could get some meat out of them when
he butchered them. Well, he said, "I thank you. I
appreciate it." So he put them all in there, went to buy
them corn, and tried to feed them for two or three months.
They would have nothing to do with corn. They just kept
eating pine roots and palmetto bugs and things like that.
Finally he decided they were as big as they were going to
get, so he shut them in the pen. (He had built them a pen.)

Then he had a butchering day, and he got him some help over
there and went to shoot them. He was going to shoot them
down with a rifle, but he found out he did not have any
cartridges. So he said, "Heck, I do not want to go all the
way to town to get some cartridges. I will just take my
hammer and knock them in the head." That is the way they
kill them at the butcher places. So he just grabbed the
hammer and went out and grabbed the biggest one that he had.
He grabbed him by the ears and popped him right between the
eyes with a hammer. Well, his ear slipped out of his hand,
and he almost cracked his hand. He said that he cooked the
rest of them and cooked the fat out, and he said he did not
have a bit of lard. He said he got four pints of
turpentine, though. [laughter]

P: You were telling me another joke on the river.

W: Oh, about the guy with the little fire stall that was so
attentive?

P: Would you tell me that?

W: Sure. This might not have been the truth; I do not know.
In fact, I seriously doubt it. He was telling me that he
was sitting there fishing one day. He was smoker, and he
said he had his hand in his pocket looking for his lighter.
He had his dog in the boat with him. He was sitting there
tight-line fishing. This is back when fifty-cent pieces
where common for change; you cannot find a fifty-cent piece
anymore. Anyway, he went to pull his cigarette lighter out
of his pocket, and the fifty-cent piece just chunk! right
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