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The True Blues and Gospel of Backwards Sam Firk
Candy Man Blues (3 : 31) 
Firk —  v c l ,  gtr.

I'm Glad Blues (1 : 57)
Firk —  gtr.

I'm glad  now, a ll right. For a so lid  year I 'v e  fe lt  lik e  I d idn 't have 
anything inside me but darkness, lik e  there was nothing to  me at a ll  except 
what you could s ee . Like lit t le  images would strike me from outside and go 
in through my eyes  and turn upside down as they passed back into the empty 
fo gg in ess . But now that you 're with him, baby, and happy, I don 't have to 
worry any more. No more worrying, wondering about who is  doing what to 
you. I know you 're a ll righ t, now. And happy, and everyth ing. You know, 
you were everyth ing to  my l i fe ,  and it sure hurt me to think o f  you being un
happy; but now I don 't have to  worry any more, because I'm sure you 're happy 
and I even  know right where you are. So o f course I'm g lad . I'm  glad  for you.

Alm ost.. . .
M ayb e . . . .
W e ll ,  I fe e l so glad I think I ' l l  com pose me a b lu es. It  w il l  be a glad 

b lues, naturally, since I'm g lad , and I'm  composing it; but I think I ' l l  name 
it  I'm  So G lad , Just so everybody w ill  know for sure. And I'm  going to  play 
it  in open E tuning, something lik e  this h ere. . . .

. . . .  probably d idn 't think Skip James, as he recorded this song for 
Paramount in 1931. But he p layed it fa s te r . . . .

East St. Louis Dry Land Blues (2 : 30)
Firk —  v c l ,  gtr.

Th ey 've  walked a ll the way from East St. Louis to  here— h ere . being 
somewhere in the middle o f Tennessee along the R iver. And th ey 're  s t i l l  w a l
king, and as they walk they sing this song. Quite naturally, the sun is shin
ing down fie rc e , and every  so often  a du st-d ev il kicks up in the road, and the 
trees move around and rustle their leaves  kind o f d ry ly . The River is  way 
down in the middle o f her run, leaving b ig , ugly  m ud-covered banks running 
up from where she is  easing along; a great, powerful thing even  when she 's  
at mid-summer low . And they 're  walking along stead ily  and e a s ily ,  counting 
their change with their fingers in their pockets . But they know they don 't need 
anything, because they 're going to be in Memphis tomorrow or tomorrow night.

And when they get to Memphis, they 're  happy, so each one te lls  his 
woman: "H oney, I 'v e  walked a ll the way from there to  here w ith  not a thing 
but this old  scroungy, pocket-worn dim e, and that's what I 'v e  saved , just for 
y o u . " And his woman says: "Aw , man, I know you 're j iv in ' me now, you big 
handsome rasca l, y o u . . . .  " And he says: "H on ey , you don 't think I lo ve  you? " 
But she says: "W e ll ,  I a in 't so  sure. M aybe you better show me, i f  you do 
. . .  And so  he does , qu ite naturally.

And later on she says: "W hat's  that song you 're a ll over here w h ist- 
lin '?  " So he te lls  her i t 's  the East St. Louis Dry Land Broke Man W alk in ' 
Blues that he made up on his w ay. So she asks him what key wou ld . he play 
it in , on the gu itar. And he says it would be regular running E, just lik e  this

And they were Furry Lew is , Frank Stokes, and Jim Jackson, and I think 
George Torey was with them, too .. . .

Hey Hey Hev (3 : 05)
Firk —  gtr.

It 's  a hot Saturday even ing , and you 're walking down a hard dirt road 
running along a fence and a fie ld  o f  com  on the top o f  a gen tle  h il l ,   and down
towards the bottom o f the h ill you see th e  woman you are on your way to  meet.
So you have a lit t le  time to thinkabout it w h ile you 're on your way down there 
and thinking about it  makes you happy, so you walk  kind o f  fast and start 
singing this song:

H ey, hey. . .  hey, hey, baby, hey!
H ey, hey. . .  hey, hey, baby, hey!
When I think about you, baby, a ll  I  can say  is  "h e y !  "
And you sing it  in that good, so lid  blues key o f standard tuning E, as 

you stride on down the h ill.
But that was Big B ill in time past. W e  are on ly le ft  w ith  the music 

and the words to  his song, to use as best we can. There 's a chance we can 
succeed in doing something he d idn 't even  need to do: maybe we can start 
w ith  the song, and recreate the image o f the h ill and the woman that he saw 
when he made the song. Maybe w e can bring a breath o f fresh , hot, evening 
air into our s ta le , smoky l iv e s .  W ith  just this s o n g . . . .

Lord, John! I mean you, John Hurt! You, w ith the angels in your fin 
ge rs ! (H ea lthy, young angels making them dance across the s tr in g s ! ) You 
lit t le  m onkey-looking old  man w ith your old  brown hat pulled down over your 
head waiting to  be taken o ff  and danced w ith lik e  a tambourine! You, you old 
fo o l, w ho'd not on ly turn your other cheek , but submit your entire being! Ah, 
how you p layed about that Candy M an! How you p layed about Louis C o llin s , 
and Stagger Lee , and Frankie; and about that old  Sw eet-Ta lk in ' Candy Man. 
You'd take your o ld , flattened fingers and wind your guitar up from Frankie 
tuning into regular tuning, and then s lid e  some o f them up into an A chord 
w h ile  the others started to dance the Candy Man song across the strings, 
singing as they w e n t . . . .

Lordy, la d ie s , be carefu l!
You wouldn't want to  get messed up w ith the Candy Man:
That low -dow n , tr icky , lovab le  old sw ee t-ta lk in ' Candy M a n .. . .
That ugly  old clown o f a c ra zy , worth less Candy Man.. . .
That b righ t-eyed , bushy-ta iled , n im ble-fingered old sweetheart o f a 

Candy M a n .. . .
W ould you?
God preserve your merry sou l, t im eless man! But such a sp irit would 

be im possib le to  restrain , or to  k i l l .  Its ugly  lit t le  s e lf  just l iv e s  on , and 
d an ces . . .  d ances . . .  d an ces . . . .

I f  You Don 't Want M e That Freight Train W h is tle 's  Gonna Blow, Momma (2 : 12) 
Firk —  gtr.

It may be n ice to  have a good woman and some children at your s ide , 
and a happy home; but i f  you do y ou 'll never again  know the joys  o f  moving 
on down the road; o f pulling out and watching how everyth ing moves by, and 
being th rilled  by how much there is !  So, i f  you wake up one morning and find 
your good woman out making a 'fo re -d ay  c reep , you know train time a in 't long, 
and the railroad line is  the p lace for you. But then aga in , John Hurt o f the 
Angel F ingers said : " I f  you don 't want me, mama, you got to  have me an yh ow , " 
which is  another approach to  the trouble at hand. In fa c t, I never did b e lie v e  
a man, when he said he had g iven  up on something and then said  it was the 
most important thing in the world to  him. If it was rea lly  important, he would
n 't have g iven  up on it .  You might as w e ll g iv e  up on everyth ing, as to  g ive  
up on what's truly important to  you; 'cau se , a fter that, w hat's  le ft  but sounds 
you don 't want to  hear, and sm ells you don 't want to sm ell, and sights you 
don 't want to see?

So, either the freight train w h is tle 's  gonna b low , or sh e 's  gonna have 
you anyhow. You can think over both ways when you p lay this song in open 
E tuning.

Old Reliab le O ne-W ay Gal (3 : 21)
Firk —  gtr.
Thomas Hoskins —  v c l ,  gtr.
Stephan M ichelson  —  spoons

N ow , here is  a good song about a good woman. There ought to be a 
lo t more songs lik e  th is , on ly maybe that wouldn 't be re a lis t ic . Lots o f peo 
p le  think th ere 's  no such thing as the kind o f woman this song is  about. Lots 
o f blues are about the kind o f ga l who would on ly walk  in the rain to say a d i f
ferent kind o f thing to  every  man she met. But old  B ill M oore, from Tappaha- 
nnock, V irg in ia , had h im self a good g a l,  and he knew it .  One day when he 
was waiting for his next customer in the barbershop, he naturally started 
thinking about his good g a l, and this song came into his head. He didn't 
have a bad word to say about her, e ith er, and I doubt i f  he ever d id . As far 
as I know they got married and had some children and a ll lived  a happy life  
together until he passed away; and now they a ll miss him very  much, and one 
o f his sons is  trying to  remember and p ick  up on his dad 's old  guitar s ty le , 
because he knows it has ’c la s s ',  and a respectfu l tone that none o f these 
other youngsters are getting out o f the modem stuff they 're  p laying. And even 
i f  he doesn ’ t know any one-w ay ga ls  his own age , he knows there is  such a 
th ing, because his pa to ld  him so , and there 's his ma to prove it .  M yse lf, 
I know there is such a th ing, too , and I b e lie v e  I actua lly  know one; but being 
a suspicious foo l by nature, I have to  go  and sing those low -dow n mean blues 
as w e ll as the one-w ay gal b lues. The fact is ,  there is  some o f everything; 
there is  one o f every  person, and two d ifferen t one-w ay ga ls  wouldn’ t even 
know each other i f  they passed each other in the s treet, but th ey ’d s t i l l  both 
be on e-w ay , and a man could sing a one-w ay ga l blues about them. But this 
song was made by B ill Moore for his g a l, and any other one-w ay ga l deserves 
to  have her man w rite her her own one-w ay ga l song.

B ill did his in the key o f D , w ith his bass E string lowered from regu
lar tuning.

C igarette  (1 : 51)
Firk - -  gtr.

The words to  this song (which I don 't s in g , you may notice ) are so 
g ross , it alm ost rubs o f f  onto the music. Bo Carter made this song; and i f  
you have listened  to many old blues you w ill  rea lize  it  would have to  have 
been either him or Lil Johnson, or maybe one o f a few  other p eop le . Bo came 
up with some o f the g rossest songs o f a ll tim e. Even the themes and titles  
o f his songs were usually lik e  a big orange neon ligh t saying " (c en so red )" . 
But, as often , he put his words to  an accompaniment o f good , hot music.

Y es , y e s , the o ld  je l ly - r o l l .  I would say "W hy they lik e  to  broad
cast i t ,  I don’t k n ow , " except I do know, so I can 't say it .  I mean, why they 
broadcast about how much they liked  to  (censored ), and how good they were 
at (censored )ing , and how b ig , and how t ig h t . . . .  The reason they lik e  to 
broadcast it is  so obvious that I'm not even  going to mention it here. Anyway, 
the real question , for the moment, is  not "w hy" but rather "how"; which in 
Bo's case  was by the use o f a fa ir ly -sh in y , n ick e l-p la ted  National gu ita r tu- 
ned to open E on which he p layed something lik e  t h is . . . .

Be Ready When He Comes (1 : 54)
Firk —  gtr.

H e 's  coming to  the world aga in , according to the song. Coming to 
judge the hearts o f men; and what is  He going to  find in your heart? And 
what's He going to  find in her heart or in his heart, or in 'th e ir ' hearts? Foe, 
who is  ’u s ’ , and who is  ’them’ ? W hat's in your heart about 'them '? W hat's 
in ’ their ’ hearts about ’us*? Do we even hate ourselves? Oh, how can we 
poss ib ly  be ready when He com es? W e don 't have enough tim e. Maybe 
H e 'l l  g iv e  us a lit t le  more tim e, and w e 'l l  get everything a ll straightened out. 
Skip James sang:  .  not to  le t Him catch  you like  He done before/Tippin '
an 'a dancin' 'cross the ball-room  f lo o r .  " But that was back in 1928, and now 
we need something more intricate and log ica l to consider. Or, i f  He would 
on ly just com e, appear, rea lly  be there, and say "S e e , I am rea l, so you'd 
better start fix in ' things up; because I may not do anything right now, but I 
can 't say much for what I see going on h e r e . . .  and then He could go  away 
aga in , a fter we had gotten good in fra-red photographs o f Him, and tape re
cord ings, and radar traces , and maybe some autographs, so w e wouldn’ t have 
to re ly  on our memories aga in , and fo rget. And then maybe w e ’ d get things 
straightened out...  i f  that was the way it  w as ...  or i s . . . .



Old Country Dump (2 : 50)
Firk —  g tr .

Right outside o f M agnolia , Alabama, you turn right and drive down a 
lit t le  paved road; soon, you turn onto a dirt road that says "Butcher’ s Land
ing— Boats/Bait. " This dirt road goes snaking back through the forest, and 
you fo llow  it ,  being carefu l not to scrape your car up against the dead pine 
branches that have fa llen  along the roadside. Pretty soon , you start to won
der i f  the road 's going som ewhere, or i f  i t 's  Just go in g , and then you come 
to  a fork. One side o f the fork says "Butcher’ s Landing— B aits/Tackle" and 
the other side doesn 't say anything. You don’ t want to  fish  today, so you 
push on down the unmarked side o f the fork, driving s low ly , because you 
can 't see  very far ahead; the forest is  thick and hot, and the road is  winding 
around so much that you begin to  wonder i f  you 're rea lly  going anywhere, and 
i f  you 're going to  be ab le to  turn around, or i f  you 're going to have to  back 
out for sevenhundredandninetytwo m iles . But then a ll o f a sudden, there you 
are.

F ive old refrigerators appear. Then an old  s to ve , over on its  s ide : a 
hot, gray lizard  s its  on it ,  wondering who you are . Further on, a lit t le  h ill 
runs down from the side o f the road, strewn w ith  torn bags o f grapefruit rinds 
and c o ffe e  grounds, and rusty cans and b eerbottles, and watermelon rinds, 
and boxes o f o ld  rags , and broken chair-fram es, and old  clo thes-ham pers, 
and o ld  records melted by the sun, and letters from last year, and faded pho
tographs from twenty years ago , and a b icyc le  frame, and car tires and truck 
t i r e s . . . .  You look up— away from the s ta le , dry sm ell; up past the frame
work o f  trees surrounding the c lea r in g , into the c lea r , b lu ish -w h ite  sky. You 
hear crows ta lk ing among them selves som ewhere, but you don 't see  them; you 
hear something a few  fee t away as a big blacksnake winds through the trash 
looking for rats; you see  how the p ile  o f rubbish runs down the h illand  stops, 
and how there are a few  old  things ly ing farther back, in the blackness o f the 
fo rest, where the green water o f the swamp disappears in tangled branches 
and sp iderw ebs. . . .

You p lay  it  in regular D w ith your E string lowered; I prom ise. B ill 
M oore w on 't mind.

G et Back Old D ev il (2 : 14)
Firk —  v c l ,  gtr.

You know, when e v il is going on, sometimes it 's  hard to  do right your
s e l f . The o l ' D ev il is  running around w ith his lit t le  horns stick ing up, and 
he's getting in the middle o f everyth ing , and you want to  whop him a good one 
up side the head. But a Man w on 't do that, right o ff; a Man w ill  sing this 
song firs t , and te ll  O ld D ev il to  take some soap and water to his ugly s e lf ,  
and not to  think about starting any trouble because he might ge t more than he 
could handle. And then, i f  the Old D ev il doesn 't take any notice o f him, a 
Man w ill  haul back and whash him on e -a n d -a -h a lf, s ince he'd  done the right 
thing by offerin g  the U g ly  One a fa ir warning in the key o f standard E.

I f you want to g iv e  him fa ir warning, just get into standard E and te ll 
him a ll the mean things you can do, and te ll  him you wouldn't hold back from 
doing them to  him i f  he came snooting around, dragging his ta i l .  And I know 
it w ill  keep him aw ay, because h e 's  pure ch icken . But he 's  a fast one, and 
persisten t, and i f  you don 't look out h e 'l l  be right back in d ifferen t c lo th es , 
and h e 'l l  start ra ising C a in ! What we ought to do is  take a W hole Bunch o f 
People and get them a ll together and scare him o ff to  where he isn 't  so inter
ested  in coming back any more. Bo Carter wrote this song to  run him o f f ,  and 
Bo put lots o f hoo-doo in it so it would work, and it does . So I think every 
body ought to  try it .  Just get in standard E a n d .. . .

Poor Boy. Long W ays From Home (3 : 28)
Firk - -  gtr.

But he 's  doin ' a ll right for h im self. A man can take care o f h im self, 
I don 't care where he is .  Even i f  h e 's  a thousand m iles from love  and home, 
he can always find work and keep h im self up a ll right. But i f  he 's  one good 
kind o f man, there 's going to be one thing to start troubling his mind after a 
w h ile : they don't make ga ls  anywhere the way they do at home, 's p e c ia lly  
like the one sw eet sugar-plum who keeps flitt in g  across his mind lik e  a lone 
fly  in a big room. He keeps brushing the fly  away but it a lw ays com es back 
again  in a minute. H e 'l l  keep on working at his job , and swatting at this fly , 
but the more he sw ats, the faster the fly  comes back, until pretty soon i t ’ s 
bothering him al l  the time and he can ’ t eat in the day or s leep  at night. He 
goes out to work one day, and he’ s a ll  drawn out, and the boss notices it  and 
says: "Boy, I guess you got troubles, and I'm sorry for you, but you under
stand...  and he lays him o ff .  Lying awake another coupla ' n ights, won
dering what in the world he’ s gonna do, a lit t le  hard-time song begins hummin’ 
in his head. He gets up and tries for another Job. But he doesn 't rea lly  want 
one, and everybody he asks can see that he doesn 't so they don't g iv e  him 
one. He s its  down on the front steps o f the house where his rent is  past due, 
and thinks to h im self: " I  know good and w e ll what I rea lly  want, and I know 
there 's  nothing e ls e  to  do; I know it ,  but I keep trying to deny it .  W e ll,  I'm 
fin ished denying i t .  H ere 's  a n ick e l, and there 's a telephone, and I'm gonna 
. . . .  " And the rest o f this song pours into his mind. He knows now that he’ s 
going to c a ll his woman back home and ask her for money to get home on and 
te ll her that he wants to marry her; and he 's  a lm ost, almost certain  that sh e 'll 
say y e s !

But this happened a longtim e ago; Barbecue Bob H icks heard the song 
in G eorg ia , Gus Cannon heard it in M em phis, and it  has gotten around as 
much as any other blues song. Some p lay it in open E, some in open G with 
a bottleneck. But very  few  peop le remember the man on the step who was 
looking at the telephone and his n icke l.

W est Side Blues (2 : 19)
Firk —  gtr.

I 'v e  seen  a lo t o f slums. New  York slums and Atlanta slums and W a
shington slums and Baltimore slums. But I 'v e  never seen anything as to ta lly  
rank as the C h icago W est Side Slum. It is a deso la te  slum, a cold  slum, an 
unfriendly slum. An aura o f death emanates from the rows o f  sp lotchy-pa in 
ted building fron ts. It creeps down the dirty cement s tep s , and out into the 
broken g la ss  in the street; i t  coats everyth ing and k ills  it .  There is  a spec ia l 
sky which is  a lw ays a dull gray. A dead dog in the gutter decays very  s low 
ly . Rats eat at it .  An occas iona l dead tree sticks  up out o f hard, g rassless 
patches o f ground which border the cracked s idew a lks . Phantom -like people 
drift past. This deathly underworld was perhaps the spaw n ing-p lace o f this 
son g .

I hesitate to  say more. Do the song and the slum fit  together? The 
song could be a cry coming from within the slum w a lls - -a  cry o f frustration/ 
resentment or perhaps some muted happiness. I t ’ s poss ib le  that W il l ie  Har
ris had learned it  (or made it up) in M iss is s ip p i, and had brought it up to  C h i
cago without a name, to  record it for the Brunswick record company. W h ile  
he was there he stayed for a few  days on the W est s id e , which was not as 
death like in 1930 as it is  now. He ca lled  the song "W est Side B lu es , " be
cause that was where he was stay ing , but he had the blues to  g e t back to 
his own fo lks down in M is s is s ip p i. . . .

Lower your E (bottom) string to  a D , and p lay in D.

I  Be's Troubled (3 : 53)
Firk —  v c l ,  gtr.

The (too o ften  u se less ) Library o f  C ongress, in the person o f one Alan 
Lomax, recorded the now famous M cKinley M organfield singing this song in 
1940 on a plantation in M iss is s ip p i. Later, Muddy W aters p layed it on the 
Chess lab le  under considerably less  p icturesque, but better-paying circum
stances; the song proved to be an immediate su ccess , and Muddy's popular
ity  mushroomed w ith  it .  In fa c t, I b e lieve  this was the first song he ever 
recorded, either non-comm ercia lly  or com m ercia lly, and each time he did it 
turned out very n ice ly  even  when he had an e lec tr ic  guitar and a bass backing 
him up. This is  what you would c a ll a "Low  Down Blues D a n ce . " That means 
it has to  have enough voodoo-type rhythm to  dance to . For a fa c t, it  should 
have enough o f that voodoo-type rhythm so you can 't keep from dancing. And 
since you 've  got to play it with a bottleneck you should find one that fits  nice 
and snug, then tune into open G and p lay it hot and heavy, and don 't stop for 
anyth ing. . . .

Thunderbird fits  s ize  th irteen.
That's too b ig  for me;
For a ll the d ifference that makes 
I ’ m so drunk I can 't s ee .

As for why the Library o f Congress is  u se le ss , see th e  rest o f the accom pany
ing n o tes .

Babe's P iece (2 : 51)
Firk —  gtr.

She liv e s  in  Doolatown. They c a ll it D oo latow n  because there are lots 
o f D oo leys liv in g  there. Doolatown mostly just stretches along the s ides  o f 
the tw o-lane road, but there are a few  houses running back up the h il l ,  and 
Babe liv e s  in one o f  them. When you come up the road going to  her house, 
you stop to rest and look around because the h ill is  so steep it tires you; and 
you look up toward the house, and there she is ,  going back from feed ing a few 
wandering ch ickens and glancing down at you. A motion catches the corner 
o f your e y e , and you see a pair o f sm all, brown feet stick ing down from be
hind a 1946 Dodge sedan which had been le ft to decay in the front drivew ay. 
You look back, and Babe is walking s low ly  on toward the house w ith her pa il, 
walking across the washed red c la y  to the big gray weathered wood house 
propped up from the side o f the h ill.  And you continue on up the road, and up 
onto her screen porch; but she 's  gone a ll the way in s id e , and before you can 
knock she says "Com e on in .  " So you walk in through the open door and find 
her, w ith her broad, a g e less  face and sandy, graying hair, standing in the 
entrance to her k itchen, w iping her hands on a torn d ish tow el.

The house is  n ice . It is  c lean  and uncluttered, fu ll o f  ligh t and some 
com fortable furniture.

"I'm  looking for a lady named Babe Reed, who plays gu ita r , " you say.
"I'm  B abe , " she says , saying it lik e  you had been a ll ready and w a it

ing to  meet each other for some tim e.
"S it d ow n , " she says . "Com e on in here, W illam eena. This here's 

my n iece W illa m een a . "
"H i,  W illam een a , " you say.
" H i ,  " gasps W illam eena , shuffling her bare f e e t . . . .
"B oy, I'm  th irs ty , " you say . " I  sure could en joy a drink o f good wa

ter. You fe e l lik e  playing a litt le  guitar. Babe? I 'v e  got one in the c a r . . . .  "
And me, I sat w ith my sweating g la ss  o f ic e -w a ter  and listened  to her 

p lay this song. She said " I t  doesn 't have no nam e, " but she was m istaken. 
Standard tuning E.

Fix in ' To D ie (2 : 44)
Firk —  v c l ,  gtr.

"One o f the more poignant b lu es, wouldn't you s a y ?  " asked W illiam  
Frathandle, and he took a pull at his Hav-A-Tam pa.

"Q u ite ,  " answered his compatriot Brill H o ldergeist, as he slipped a 
Hav-A-Tampa from the rear pocket o f M ister Frathandle's gray tw eeds.

"In  fa c t ,  " quoth M ister Frathandle, " i f  I were to  come into considera
tion o f p laying that song m yself on my own guitar, I would consider playing it 
in the tuning o f Open G .  "

" Isn 't  that the o n e ,  " queried M ister H o lderge is t, "that some people 
re fer to as Open A ?  "

"Even s o !  " astounded W illiam  Frathandle. "And furthermore, to  think 
this song was created by M ister Booker T. W . W h ite !  "

"And to think that is  to think the tru th ! " ranted. B rill. "And to  think 
that is. the truth. And to think the truth is  to  think that it was recorded by him 
on one o f those old  Vocalion records, back in 1940. "

"Bukka certa in ly  had a tou ch , " rem inisced W il l .
"You would k n o w !?  " appalled  M ister Brill H o ldergeist.
" I  mean, fo o l, the w ay he bore down on it and took his time and p lay

ed it right and d idn 't miss a note and p layed it lik e  train time w asn 't long and 
he had a ramblin' mind, and pulled it a long lik e  s ix  white horses pu llin ' him 
along to  his lonesome grave and made it  whine lik e  a church-bell tone and 
swung it on around through the low -lands in the coo l o f the even ing and brought 
it  a ll  up to  rest in front o f his sw eet mama's d o o r , " said M ister Frathandle 
dream ily as he toyed w ith his mint Julep.

"And to  th in k , " said Brill H o lderge is t, "that he did it a ll  w ith the neck 
o f a bottle slipped  on his p in k y .. . .  "

"Surely you don 't mean his 'p in k y , ' "  corrected W i l l .  "That must have 
been a s lip  o f the tongue on your p a r t . "

"M y  part be damned. His lit t le  finger an yw ay , " grumbled Brill, and 
he lunged away to  fix  h im self a b ig , ta ll ,  c o o l mint ju lep .



The Unbroken C irc le  (1 : 59) Blues'l l
Firk —  gtr.

It has been a big question , but I'm not asking it  here. I'm  not rea lly  
answering it ,  e ither. I'm  just playing my song about the Unbroken C irc le . 
Because there are plenty o f c irc les  which w on 't be unbroken bye and bye, and 
I guess there are some that surely w ill be unbroken, too . I know at least one 
c irc le  that w ill be unbroken, and in fa c t, it is  unbroken right now; and that is 
the one this song is  about. It is  a c irc le  o f unharnessed energy: energy in 
thoughts, energy in unsung bird songs, energy in unwalked, walks up moun
ta in s id es , energy in unreleased lo v e — the energy w ill never a ll be used, and 
yet it is a ll usab le. It is  in the a ir, in the sky, and in thoughts o f tomorrow. 
The energy o f p o s s ib il it ie s : — even  i f  the universe fe ll  apart, think o f the re
maining p o s s ib il it ie s — p oss ib ilit ie s  aren 't even  dim inished by their transpir
in g , s ince p o ss ib ilit ie s  are unlim ited. The c irc le  is  unbroken, the c irc le  o f 
li fe ,  lo v e , and death; unbroken because o f a constant reserve o f fu e l, the 
energy which keeps it turning, and together.

Even though Roebuck Staples asked: "W ill  the c irc le  be unbroken.. . ?  " 
I think he must have b e lieved  it would be, judging from the way he and his 
fam ily sang the song. M y song just goes round and round in the key o f open 
E, and I think it w il l  s t i l l  be go in g , somewhere, through a ll etern ity . I Just 
made it audible for one minute and fifty -n in e  seconds, that's a ll .

What W e M ight C a ll A Few Notes About the Blues

The blues seems to be dead, som etim es, but it isn 't rea lly ; i t 's  Just 
been buried a liv e  by the overpowering noise o f a w ar-w eary a g e ...  today the 
"b lu es" appears to have turned into the "a n g ry s , " the "n eu ro tic s , " and even 
the "m a d s . " The story might go  lik e  this (or it might n o t. )

The orig ina l blues looked at on ly a very lo ca l problem , but looked at 
it in such a way as to find in it a s ign ificance  so basic  as to  be universal; 
and expressed it  so bluntly as to be unavoidable. It has become increasingly  
hard for a person to  look so carefu lly  and as long at a problem , or happening, 
so loca l; problems are increasing both in quantity and encroachab ility , and 
thus the ab ility  to  be ab le to make a succinct statement concerning these pro
blems becomes a more and more i llu s iv e  undertaking.

Don 't get the idea that a blues singer was n ecessarily  a poor man by 
defin ition ; there w ere , indeed, those who recorded from the co tton fie lds  and 
never made enough money from their recordings to  buy a fifth  o f  good whiskey; 
and there were those who dropped into a recording studio one afternoon, con
vinced the owner o f their prow ess, recorded a set o f songs, took their ten 
dollars and bought a train ticket home, without leaving any indication behind 
them o f where "hom e" w as. But Tampa Red had a lo t o f money at one tim e, 
and Big B ill was fa irly  ro lling in it for a w h ile , not to mention Sonny Boy W il
liam son, Roosevelt Sykes, and severa l post-w ar blues s ingers. These were 
some o f the people who rea lly  'so ld ' th e ir  blues (and a fter a w h ile had it sold 
for them . ) It seems like the b iggest se llin g  point was vo ice  or ly r ic s— and 
not accompaniment or musical genre.

The story o f blues recording during the 1925-1944 era is  both depres
sing and irrevers ib le . Some recording companies were producing records o f 
fine techn ical quality  as early  as 1927, yet some o f the best artists are prac
t ic a lly  inaudible on their 1935 record ings. Blind W ill ie  Johnson's records 
were o f  high techn ical quality  right through his career, but Blind Lemon Jef
ferson is represented by on ly one record o f nearly-h igh quality ; and only two 
s id es , from the eight which were nearly w e ll-reco rded , were issued . Then 
there are a ll the exce llen t artists who on ly recorded (for various reasons) one 
or two records : George Torey , Henry Spaulding, Marshall O wens, Bobby Grant 
and Jesse Thomas. H ow ever, most o f the masters for these records were de
stroyed, right a long with those o f the more popular s in gers , when the depres
sion and bankruptcy brought an end to many small record com panies. Fortun
a te ly , the Library o f Congress a lso  recorded a lo t o f b lues, but even  these 
recordings are beginning to rot and d isin tegrate in their vau lts , which is  a 
shame, because they don 't have anybody to take care o f them and they won't 
let anybody hear them. It seems that the major interests o f those who have 
control over the L o f C recordings are not in the blues fie ld ,  and it seems 
reasonable to think that the L o f C policym akers wouldn't know what blues 
records were if  a sk ed . Y e s , it seems. . .  indeed . . .  (ch oke ). . .  unfortunate. . . .

W hy is  it that a handful o f very exc ited  people spend the majority o f 
their time in a re len tless  search for orig ina l cop ies  o f  even  the w orst-record - 
ed old  blues records? Partly because they are worth a lo t, and there is a 
game going around which causes their value to  increase by leaps and bounds. 
But they are a lso  driven by a more subtle reason, in some cases  at least; 
this reason might be defined as something lik e  the d ifference between pre-war 
and post-w ar b lu es--th e  subtle d ifferen ce , not the e le c tr ified  d iffe ren ce . It 
is  quite in d e fin a b le ...  one might suggest that pre-war blues often embodied 
a reve la tion , whereas post-w ar blues often seemed (seem s) to embody a com
p la in t. Pre-war blues was often abso lu te ly  Joyfu l, whereas most post-w ar 
blues seem rather mournful; some might say , more sou lfu l, but I b e lie v e  it 
was on ly a change in sou l.

The blues is  a unique and "v a lid "  enough musical idiom that it  more 
than merits further study and serious p lay ing . But first o f a l l ,  it  must be bet
ter understood— which means REALLY HEARD. REALLY HEARING blues in vo lves  
three th ings; you must lis ten  to  recordings from the 1928-1935 period , the 
recordings must be in exce llen t cond ition , and you must REALLY LISTEN until 
you either b e lieve  you have heard a ll the music on the record or b e lie v e  it 
would be im possib le to  hear it a l l .  In order to fu lf ill these requirem ents, you 
should equip you rself with a h i- f i  set with a good speaker, then buy re-issu e 
LP 's :  Yazoo, A rhoolie, Origin Jazz Library, Victor Vintage s e r ie s , European
imports. I f  you drink at a l l ,  relax with a beer in front o f  the speaker. I f  you 
don 't drink at a l l .  Just lis ten . Later, somehow, you should manage to run 
into a co llec to r  who has orig ina l 78 's and lis ten  to  them the same w ay . L is 
tening!

Blues can be rough and no isy , or they can be c lea r and coo l; they can 
be nearly c la s s ic a l sounding, or they can sound as earthy as Saturday night 
in an Atlanta slum. The idiom seems in fin ite  in scope, and the on ly general 
rule that seems to  be app licab le  to  it  i s . . . .

- -M ik e  Stewart

One day back when I was ignorant, I was s ittin ' on my tumble-down- 
room backwards country shack porch p lay in ' one o f those old  soulfu l Negro 
folk s o n g s ...  anyway, here comes this white man whose name I knew at once 
to be M ilton G arfink leste inbergtho ld .

"W hat is  the meaning o f the blues?  " he asked , as I spat absentmind- 
ed ly  on his shoe.

"W hich  b lu e s , " I sa id , u pp ity -lik e , as he fumbled w ith his tape re
corder and camera and b rie fcase  and other instruments o f death.

"Oh, any b lu e s , " he sa id , while I looked p ierc ing ly  over his le ft 
shoulder into the m iddle d istance. "John Henry, l i k e . . . .  "

" I  don't know no John H enry, " I declared.
" W e l l ,  " he sa id , "how about Cypress Grove Blues, then...  or...  My 

Good Man Has the Blues?  "
" I  don 't know 'bout no Cypress G rove , neither I a in 't studd'n' 'bout 

no good m an, " I sa id . "W hat you think I'm is. . . ?  "
"You do p lay the b lues, don 't y o u ?  " he asked , trying to hide a look 

o f astonishment.
"B lues.. I mused, my dim old eyes  and hoary head bowed toward 

the ground, "the D e v il 's  M usic. HOT DAMN I usded to  could p lay the blues 
back before I got re lig ion . B lues. . . .  "

"W e ll ,  te ll me, S a m . . . .  "
"MISTER FIRK to y o u , " I interrupted, in my finest v o ic e . "And with 

p leasure, i f  you p le a s e !  "
"T e ll me uh M ister Firk, what I rea lly  want to  know, so that I can te ll 

the rest o f  the world— uh, what I have been seeking a ll my rich and troubled 
l i fe . ..  indeed, the one thing I desire  to  understand beyond a ll e ls e — the know
ledge o f which I consider a ll-im portant. "

"W hatteryou a s k in ',  " I sa id , "an yth in g?  "
" S i r ,  " he says carefu l lik e , "what is the meaning o f the b lu e s ?  "
"W ho b lu e s?  " I sa id , pulling a sp lin ter o ff the porch to  pick my teeth.
"THE BLUES, damnit to h e ll and g o n e ! " he almost shouted.
"W e ll,  b rother, " I excla im ed in my worst v o ic e ,  "s o  you one o f us 

a fter a l l .  Words o f v io len ce . Anger. Capable o f love  sure 's you 're born. 
Mean ta lk in ' now means sw eet-ta lk in ' la ter. I ' l l  t e l l  you about the blues; 
throw that machine away you want to  see the b lu es. Do things you know bet
ter than, the b lu es 'll com e tipp in ' to your door. Let your hands and feet rest 
and your mind ro llo n , pretty soon o l ' b lu es 'll come ro llin ' through your brain. 
W atch something d ie . W atch something l iv e .  Here come the blues sure as 
p igsh it. And I ' l l  t e ll you what, man: watch a real woman, I don 't care what 
she 's  doing. W atch her, and old  blues clobber you on the head with a back 
fence p icket. And do somebody ask you M ister G a r-fin k -le -s te in -b e rg -th o ld , 
what the blues is ?  what you gonna s a y ?  "

"I'm  gonna p ra y , " he sa id , fumbling for his car keys w ith trembling
hands.

— B. Sam Firk

The W ar o f The Roses

Backwards Sam Firk is in v is ib le , has accepted  an anonymity usually not en
joyed  by embryo fo lk  heroes, and carries his songs not in his heart but on 
paper for he is an a rtis te , improviseur, dream flie r : w ill be forever and was 
for a ll time s ittin g , immobile beneath the Bo o f his forebears in s ilen t repose, 
confident as a lw ays o f the next sun, o f the wheel; his mantle a mandala of 
lucrative a llusions care fu lly  ca lcu lated  to bring a warm understanding o f the 
"death" that liv e s  in the music we c a ll b lues. Very sim ply, the figures Firk 
emulates were removed from his own poss ib le  ch o ices o f l i fe - s ty le s :  they 
cou ld have done crim e, and been a th ie f; they could have done re lig ion  and 
been a "preacher"; they could have done agricu lture, and p icked co tton --or 
they could have done the Blues Racket, and been a bluesman. But "the Blues" 
to  Firk, was not considered to  be a p ro fession . He began as a musician. He 
could not have learned to p lay any other w ay. W here the music o f the early 
20th century bluesman was his on ly a lternative to death, F irk 's music is for
ced out o f devotion . The solutions are d ifferent but the problem remains the 
same: we a ll liv e  near death, and the v is ion  o f our mortal proxim ity is impos
s ib le  to  dea l with d irec tly . The fact is so simple it  is unavoidable. The 
w ind, I remind you , blows out o f the eas t. The E ast.



Beside Firk s its  Green F low ers ta ll, fix in g  his Nagra with an ax e , just as 
anonymous as Firk but not as intent or hero ic , p a s s iv e ly  avoid ing the shade 
o f the charred Bo tree as he g lances from the ruin in his lap to  F irk ’ s hands, 
which rest across a machine gun.

Green is  a paper punch, lin ing up the holes so the pages w ill f it  into the b ook . 
About his holy knees in the green grass l ie  red flash ligh t c e l ls  for the Nagra. 
The ineluctab le  extension  o f  intim idation is  g rea tness , part o f the package 
o f pers is ten ce . He sits  b eside the M aster, a curio in the forests o f his coun
try , among the figu res o f that decep tive  shadowland, obscura and grandioso. 
O f his business p ra c tices , Rima le  Mort once said : "That is  a man who once 
paid f iv e  thousand do llars for a Pan Am fligh t bag fu ll o f  Hershey Bars. " Im- 
p o s s ib le - -w e  must look at the whole p icture: i f  anyone can fix  anything with 
an a x e , it w il l  be Green , and no one w ill  e ver  know how he fix ed  i t .  On the 
e ve  o f W orld W ar Three's Umpteenth Fa lse Start, he dropped his underpants 
in the middle o f Eighth Avenue at the height o f rush hour. Green must share 
F irk 's  anonymity as long as he w ishes to  transmit F irk 's  music; for he is  the 
perfect (on ly a va ilab le ) medium, through which passes  excep tiona l gems of 
sound, abso lu te ly  fla t. H is presence is  so linear it  produces out o f gener
a lly  benign environm ents, con tingencies o f  nightm arelike genre, a synthetic 
stable o f modeled dreams, which are ca lcu la ted  to  darken theonomic ban a lity , 
on ly to  rep lace it w ith an en tire ly  su b jective  umbra, to lim it and enob le the 
archaic , the sa in t. Green and Sam watch Chris out there in the meadow cha
s ing some butterflues in the dw indling sunlight. Death to him is  a figure o f 
speech , a w ay o f making money ob so le te .

Other figu res move covertly  behind the patient pa ir. The great Fang and N i
cholas Beade converse in robes o f w o o l, b eside the eternal spring o f M arion, 
recounting the resurrection o f Y a zoo , and the setting o f the sun in the W es t. 
Engaged in ultim ate ta sk s , their gestures are obscure and their speech , a l 
though p erfec tly  p la in , seems desu ltory. They are the seers o f the cu lt, the 
leaders o f the b lind , o f the peop le : men o f the word. Their exp ress ion s , when 
observab le , are dark and portentious: they speak o f  toy locom otives  and trucks 
and P ica sso , o f the bars at Learno and C athay, o f  the Sargasso Sea, o f tides 
and the moon, o f F loating Basement Enterprises.

The outline o f a combat so ld ier moves across the sky behind them, beyond 
the springrun, where the shack is .  The so ld ier wears a beard and smokes a 
corncob p ip e . He watches over  the platen o f his soul w h ils t w ord less papers 
f ly  cattycornered past empty bottles o f cough m edicine and scatter among the 
figures about the tree .

Green turns pa tien tly  to Beade and mentions the sun; Beade nods cau tiously , 
w ith  a d ign ified  bow , as old  as H istory, and sm ilin g , hums a bar o f W ebern, 
eyes  g listen in g  in triumph.

You hear it before you s ee  it: a toy  locom otive— pulling thirty toy  boxcars on 
an o va l track which runs about the perim eter o f the h il l ,  past a 1/30 sca le  
flow er m ill— making a sound somewhere between a dog chew ing a w et tennis 
ba ll and breaking g la s s . It sym bolizes reincarnation. Lemuel Forkworth 
holds the w ires to  the toy  train between his teeth . The w ires em it a dull ruby 
g low . Forkworth is  the point o f  change, a point about which revo lv es  a mag
n ificen t p layth ing in c ea s e le s s  passage , c la tterin g  s o ft ly , its  profound yet 
a lm ost inaudible rattle heard on ly  in the lu lls  o f conversation  on the h ill.  A 
couple in b lack fe lt  hats and b lack  suit and dress wearing white carnations 
at the la p e l, lounge on a great brown e f f ig y  o f Pooh, dreaming o f the kingdom 
they cannot ever hope to  understand but can define p er fec tly  w e ll.  They are 
at once a shadow o f Columbia and scions o f the great M idwestern  desert. 
They sm ile  in the thin blue ligh t at the group as it continues to prepare for 
w orsh ip . Forkworth, the schoolm aster, turns to Fang, and reminds him o f 
how it a ll used to be.

In the meadow b e low , w ith  the D elta stretching away below  him, stands Blind 
Christopher Bach, fo llow er o f Proteus. In the m ist by a highway stand two 
men in conversation  w ith  his camera operator; first the N ew  England scribe 
makes hazy and com plex overtures in the a ir w ith  curlicues and ornaments 
and cherubs w ith redw ings and paddlew heels as she lis tens  pa tien tly  without 
saying an unnecessary word. Now the guitar salesm an from San Francisco 
interrupts the scribe w ith  lit t le  gnashing fangs o f  ep ith e ts , but soon he a lso  
subsides in wonderment at the perfect p la c id ity  and grace o f the g ir l.  She 
turns and sta lks w ith  hands c lasped  behind her and head down, squinting 
over the tops o f purple g la s s e s  as the ligh t meter sw ings in s low  repetitive  
arcs before her. She walks to the p lace  where Queen Kay s its  by the path 
on the western s id e  o f the h il l ,  po lish ing g o lf  c lu bs . " H o ,  " she says . "H o 
y o u rs e lf ,  " says Kay. "Tw o men from E ly ,  " she says toying w ith the light 
m eter, "have come to return the legendary g ra il o f  Being to  its former resting 
p lace ; they want to  talk to G re e n . " " I t  sha ll be a ccom p lish ed , " murmers 
Kay in a d istracted  v o ic e .

It is  later in the afternoon before the audience is  granted w ith  Firk and F low - 
e r s ta ll.  The lit t le  tree is  bare, having shed its  leaves  at noon, and a sligh t 
wind has p icked up, toss ing  things about the h illtop  in a c a re less  sort o f w ay. 
Green struggles w ith the last battery as an empty cough m edicine bottle tum
b les by lik e  a sagebrush. Firk is  peering from under the palm o f his hand at 
four figures w inding their way up the path. Every now and then one o f  them 
i s  b lo w n  o ve r. U sually  the one carrying the large c lo th  sack . Stephen, lean
ing against a rock, sees  the four pass the la s t stop s ign , and starts a stop
watch. "I'm  rea lly  v e r s a t i le ,  " w inks Green to  Firk who turns down the corners 
o f his mouth. " I  am ready, and have been for h ou rs , " snaps Firk.

G reen r ises  and w aves to  the peop le com ing up the path. Blind Christopher 
w aves back. The Sa ffron -clad  princess pours Robitussin AC on Fang 's head. 
A c lap  o f thunder. The two men continue up the path a lone , buttoning their 
suits and straightening their polkadot t ie s .  The one on the le ft ,  w ith  the bag, 
gets  blown down again  just short o f  speaking d is tance . Lem uel's train goes 
c la tterin g  by under his fee t but he does not heed the warning. The scribe 
takes the bag , helps his friend the guitar salesm an to stand, and leads him 
in a friend ly sort o f  w ay to  a telephone booth nearby. Suddenly Stephen cries 
out from under his beard: "In to The Booth, Both o f  You! " deliverin g  the lines 
With such force and conv ic tion  that the tw o men cannot but ob lige  him. "Now  
P ick Up the P h on e , " commands Stephen. The scribe lifts  the re ce iv e r  and in
stead o f  a d ia l tone , hears strange distorted  gu itar m usic. A w ave o f  Paranoia 
rushes through the men in the phone booth. O u tside, the wind how ls madly. 
It is  getting la te .

Through the wind between the curling flow er spaces Blind Christopher Bach 
crouches w ith his ear pressed to the m agazine o f  his e c la ir , grinning as he 
squ in ts, stepping s idew ays w ith a ca re fu l, contro lled  momentum from a p o s i
tion  b eside Firk towards the rear to  include the phone booth and F irk 's back, 
so look ing over F irk 's shoulder as he stands and takes aim with the machine 
gun, it is  poss ib le  to see  the phone booth the machine gun and Firk a ll at the 
same tim e. Green points a four foot soundspot microphone at W indy Box, the 
camera ass is tan t, who stands between Firk and the telephone booth, holding 
a scen e-ca rd . Chris w aves w ith  his free hand and she runs to  the le ft  drop
ping the card as the booth d is so lv es  outward in a ll d irections in a shower o f 
g r is t , g la s s , and pink spray; the whine o f  ricocheting bu llets becom es a shrill 
drone above the s teady roar o f F irk 's automatic weapon. The aluminum frame 
has fo lded  back upon it s e l f  by the time the c lip  is  exhausted and the s ilen ce  
is  surprising; the wind is  gone and the ligh t that was once blue begins a sh ift 
to  y e llo w -g re en . Bach, putting down the cam era, walks w ith  Firk over to 
where F low ersta ll is  surveying the p ile  o f metal and g la ss  down the h ill,  as 
he rocks s low ly  back  and forth holding the mic crossw ise  lik e  a jousting s tick . 
"G re e n , " says Firk, "that was terrib le ; do you think you cou ld save it w ith  a 
lit t le  e d it in g ?  " " Im p o s s ib le , " rep lies  F low ers ta ll, "w e  recorded the track on 
a Presto l -Y  because you wanted the album to  sound lik e  an old  78. W e ’ ll 
just have to  do it over a g a in . "

W indy Box, standing nearby, notices the batteries have popped out o f  the back 
o f the Nagra again  and very  s low ly  begins to  p ick  them up, as i f  she had done 
nothing but gather batteries for tw o thousand yea rs .

— W illum  de Hartgarden

HELP AND COOPERATION
The M anageria l and Production s ta ff would lik e  to extend their sincere and eternal thanks to: Jeffer 

y  G la sse r— his coa t, something we could a lw ays  count on/Thomas Fang H osk ins— who gave  a fee lin g  
o f h istory to  i t  all/Ed D enson— qu ite  naturally , who lis tened  and fe l l  asleep/Joseph N icho las  Peris —  
a p lace  to  t ie  the rowboat/Stephan M ichelson  — a c lean , w e ll- lig h ted  P lace/D avid  D av is— M idd le ma 
n to  the W orld , p resen tly  in the N egev/Lee  Ta lbot— to us, he is  Annapolis/B ill G iven s— a rea l patient 
guy, a true Businessman, co lo r  him blue/Bussard— who helped begin  the f iv e  years ' famine/Don Kent- 
-an  eye  in the w indow /Carol— Blowtorch opera tor/G . L. M oore— D elta typew riter. E -fla t te lephone, c i 
nem atographer/Christopher Bach— for the Breath upon the W aters/Irv ing Speed— paper fe ed , serigraph/ 
H ow ling Tom Scout— for the use o f his basement/Janet Rosenthal— for the use o f her laundry tub/Bemie 
Cooper— mood music at the Takoma Park Basement M assacre/Jay L evey— for the use o f his Robot/Caro 
lyn & C h arlie— for the use o f their basem ent/O thello & S teppenw olf— who helped us retain proper pers 
pective/C rouch  Fam ily H eads— for ex ce llen t supression o f  crossta lk/M ister Scheer— the man behind t 
he Takoma Park Basement M assacre/R ik i— she ju st sat there w h ile  it a ll  happened/Joe M cDonald— for 
turning his back on the W orld/Keah— the St. Louis o ffice/C on n ie  Tonat--w ho set up ligh ts to see  by/ 
Pam Esch— G estetner operator, to ile t  paper/W alley  C u lver— m oralizer, s to ry te lle r , ob fuscator/tCCE F 
ilm s— for being a movement rather than a corporation/Green F low ers ta ll— peregrinator/John & Janet Fa 
hey— they endured/Smith, Kline & French Laboratories— for making rep e titive  tasks more in teresting/M  
acD ona lds— lib era l p o lic ie s/ S . Hope W h ite ly — nurse/Drug Fair— where It a ll  Began/Howard Hughes —  
for d istracting M r. Hunt/Montgomery Jr. C o l le g e — a sm all, w h ite ghetto; w ithout it Drug Fair is  nothin 
g/Eclair Corporation— for lawn nowers which never stall/Antioch  C o lle g e — a bed , halfw ay from H ere to 
There/Ampex— an entrepreneur o f  acou stica l gestures/W illum  de Hartgarden— a fo lk  hero o f in fin ite  po 
ten tia l, akin to  P ro teu s/C oca-C o la— a lo ca l habitation and a name/Stefan K u delsk i--a  paperboy in Yel 
low  Springs, O h io/d 'A nge lico— strings/Beckey— her optim ism , that it  was alw ays a ll right/Ruth— her p 
essim ism , when the paper tow els  ran out/D. D ixon & C o .  — for running Guppies over  the border in the 
Twin Beach/Davey & Rab— for a junket to the Dump and the Corn fie ld  Nightm are/Dave and C aro lin e— t 
he M issou ri R. Mud/Browning Arms C o . ,  In c . /Christ Church, W ashington Parish & The Rev. Donald W  
Seaton, J r ., Rector/Rima le  M orte— who, ten years h ence, w il l  remember it  a l l .............................................
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