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saw per, you know, going down gettin' on the train, and he'd think, wouldn't thank

it's her. So you know she never did send those clothes back to my ‘sister. "But, éhe <///
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left and he came over and he never‘even knock 6; anything and he: ramsacked our hougé* |
he looked under the beds,.everytgggg. Huntin"for.hiS‘wife, he though wo,was‘hidin"
ber. And he did my sispgr's house the Same‘way. We had a twyoroom house--just like
these two rooms here, on.Pine Street.;ng my sister lived right beside us, and she.

lived in the same thiﬂg. And why we could--this poliéem;n, he lived acfoss the street
we could see right in his house, and we use to hear her just screamin' bloody murder at

hight--he'd just beat the devil out of her, when he'd comeoff of work.

REBATIVES: . . -
(Well, what wds your brother's ‘name?) ’ _ . .
My brother-in-law? X

(No, your'brother?)‘
My brother? Jackerson--he lives in Jayle, New México. I'm his--lets ;ee Jacks--

he part near seventy year® old I was the one born in 1900, 0ctober 1900, and Jack

was born in 1899. You know he llved to a@ a hundxpd If he lived to be into the year
2,000 October, you know the year 2§00 he will have lived in three c;nturies. That's
somethln' You know very course, now that's gonna take some real livin' to do that

see, \He got :‘loqg time go to. Course, noyf my mother's folks-the women, the Women of
‘mother's side had rea)f long lives, you know, they lived long time. But my ﬁather's
éide--they were pretty good Whiskey drinkersy see. Thex dfink'whiskey--they\:ifen't
like peoplé gettin' out andudrigkin' for the heck of it, or being up in the society.
or--you know;have social drinks. Ist was Jjust like puttin"coffee something' on. They
made their own whishkey and they ﬁet it on tﬂe table like you'd set-a él;ss of v;ter -~
on it. His pother and them, fhey raised their own tabacco, they raised their own corn--
broom corn and make their own béooms.‘Papa used to makk brooms. B dqnﬁt'know if&f§§;\~
is the right uggé for this bérry, but I call it a buck-eye betty--it gOrws--you saw it
grov right -‘back up here on the hill. It makes a pretty good yeard broom, you know.
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And my father use to mpke them and we, never had any grass 1n the yard--nobody d1d
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!hatfs-what‘l'm talking about,oilahoma. This past 20 years, Oklshoma people began to



