5t. Louls. It was still daytime, and no one
was performing, but the bar was pouring
and there were a few guys sitting at the
tables playing cards. Joe drank beer and
George and | watched these fellows play
games with names like “Tonk.” “Coon
Cat,"
malevolently, they. waiched us watch
them. “Joe,™ | said, "I think these guys
might like to see us die—maybe we
should go someplace else, u;ﬁll‘u we can.”
50 we got in the ecar again, and 1 sug-
gested to Joe that we find a tourlst area
called Gaslight Square, where I'd heard a
fine player named Old Mr. Gibson hung
vut. But Joe started ranting again.

“Don’t you be tellin' me where to go!
Just who here carryin® who?”

“Well," | said, “it's my car, and George
has been doing the driving—"

“I don't give a care who been driving!

“Pirty Pat.” And balefully,

y an' I'm doin' the carryin’
€ with my people in my

and madder and
i his pocket and brought out a
pife with a blade no more than

iped it right into the palm of
i leaped out of the car, howl-
ou did ft, you fat old
ou cut me—=I'm bleed-
to the police and have
Jaill" But I don't belleve Joe
he'd passed out. He just lay
mess, sweating and snoripg.
sald, “let's find the county
gotta get fixed up.”

At the | .-.- tal they put some butterfly
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;"Fdl:t“lhh my palm and wnpp:d me up. : :
€ Emergency room w_ i ™
across a ﬂﬂmhu wtm:; @ering mattresses, shredded and

the garbage from the
,ﬁer been collected —1 helieve
rowlng it in the yard ever
'I'It was b'l.ll.h, and from

' _' struggled with Kaer.
pe recorder while | lugged
, must have been shéathed
5 soaked with sweat, my
unding and my cut hand was



nostrils, and as we approached
second-floor landing 1 didn't care, | raally
did not care at all, just how great a blues
singer was up there walting for us,

A middle-aged barefoot brown woman
in a looseditting housedress lot us into
the apartment, which was stifling. We
dropped our gear in the kitchen and
followed her to the frant room, and the
first thing | saw in there, seated on a
couch, was a twelve or thh‘tHn-wur-qlq_i
girl who welghed at least 400 pounds.
She was dressed in flour sacking, and you
could tell by the shape of her head and
the look on her face that she was an
idiot. | don't mean a person  with no
sense, | mean a complete retardate, She
was mumbling and drooling, and her face
was smeared with grease. On a rable In
front of her was a plate of rib bones, and
beside the plate was a lar of mayonnaise

that

ted like zinc ointment left toe
sun. What the gifl would do

3 run it back and forth through
er front teeth to get the meat

*ﬁ]fﬂt,nnduhﬁdumy
| was it. I mean, things had
but daddy, this was

e .:illll. “let's not stay here. I'm
ing well at all—I think we'd better

ihut up!™ he velled, “I don't want to
hear nothin® about it! I'm the talent scout
iere, I'm the boss, an’ you people are
n' for mel Now get in there an' set
- our machine.”

George brought the tape recorder In
~ the kitchen, and as ha was



1hum:[ing A mew tape through it g
bedroom door opened, and in hobbled this

legendary blues singer thai Joe had been .

touting. He appeared to have been sleep-
ing, or passed out, and he locked as
though he'd been lyving in there with all
his welght on his face. Joe introduced
him’ only as Jimmy, He was old and
toothless and looked only slightly less
demented than the girl in the flour.
sacking. From under the couch he drag-
ged out a scratched and statned violin
with only two strings on it. “Now you
really goin' to hear somethin’,” said Joe,
pulling out a fresh pint of Schnapps, |
asked for the botile. I had heard that
more drink could sometimes cure a
hangover, and besides, i thought if 1
could get enough down me | might go
numb, and at that point, numbing out
seemed like just the way 1o go. | took a
big swig of Schnapps and gapged. Joe

the bottle away and commanded
[@¢ to turn the recorder on,

icked up his bow and began
 strange tonalitles in no par-
and mumbling incomprehensi-
Wrics. My stomach started roiling
and 1 was sure [ was going to be
b | nsked the woman of the house
# the toilet was, and she led me 10 &
f &l the end of a hallway. I opened
toor and found not a toilet, bui a
il. There was nothing in the closst
B few sheeis of newspaper and a
=a hole, about two feet in diameter,

B foor. 1 turned and looksd oo .

. “Our daughter have a litle trou-

Ble with her weight,” she said. “She Lon
@ don't you know. The regular seat in

bathroom, it ain't right for her, so we
{ix up this here place.” | tried to



I not my scene, I'm sorry—"

i you is sorry, all right! Well, you
‘back to Chicago! Go on an' qo
F you wants—1I'm stayin’ here!™

just waved at the hole. “Don't worry
none,” she said. “no one livin' down
‘neath ws now. Ain't been no one for
months.” She walked away and | got
down on my hands and knees and got
sick with no trouble at all. But | faced
away from the hole. There was |ust no
way | could look down that thing.

ed at George. He was fidgeting
@ car keys. Joe pulled on his

;  glowered at us over the
ditle. “Joe, look,” 1 asked,
to drop you somewhere
" He thought a moment.
nally sald, “you carry me
8t. Louis, where my cousin

When my business in the closet was
finished 1 went back to the living room
and took George aside. “George,” | said,
“this is about enough. We've got to go
back to Chicago, now." He agreed right
away, so | asked Joe to pack up. His eyes
popped.

“What you mean we goin’? You know
I'm doin' the carryin' herel”

“Joe, 1 don't care who's doing the car-
rying—George and | are going back.” '

“You don't like my people!”

“I like your people just fine, Joe, but

2 and | crossed over an old
inte 1Minols and Joe directed
outskirts of town, where we
ﬂf’ﬂ‘r‘*"imw dirt road full of

Me stopped in front of a ram-
e house set well back off the

Joe, carrying an old battered
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