- STORY OF.THE- BReTﬁER EOSING4A LEG°‘

(di n't hé go up there to cut broom corn?)

(And they'd all started back?) . . |

_/she said, That time he went.to sleep. . ‘ _ \
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Colorado.

; ) ‘,
every yeerF) ) \5 J ,

No. Not too many. - v

(Ju?f a féw,‘huh.) f :

There maybe 3 or 4 in the bunch or something like that.,

it off?) . S

It was in Walsh, Colorado, he was.' See, I was ,
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Yeah, that's where he had been. L
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Maggie: Uh-huh and--

Maggie: She said they phone®him--my brother, you know, they both have
.- L]

driver's 1icense'you know, too. 'Heré, get tired and sleepy. Let me drive.”
"No," she;Eaid "I'm not sleepy and then she said "I just have feeling
W 're going to have somethfng to happen to us."”  .She told 'em said, "Well,

et off the highway and rest and sleep somewhere, still wouldn t mind,"
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(Hooley) lDriving.
Maggie- briving.
(Hooley) lHe got off the road and hit telephone.

Maggie: ?nd my brother, she said, he was so sleepy, she said, the leg was _
stlcklng ?ut of the. w1ndow Iike that, ' |

(Yeah.) -

ell, it/hit that post, N L
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Maggie:

3 nz ® B » [ N
"Said driver went fo sleep and hit--- ' , ' S T ’é’;,
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