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And I am thinking as I read this book, The Decatur Road, that my daddy 
borrowed a mule to plow our fields sometimes. He would walk down to our 
neighbor’s house, Mr. Bill Sills, about three quarters of a mile on a gravel/dirt 
road, and walk back before he started plowing. He was tired before he started in 
on a day’s work in the heat of that spring day. Spring in Louisiana is like summer 
anywhere else.  It can be in the high 80's at noon. Daddy would take off his shirt 
and undershirt and his back became brown as the months went by along toward 
summer. One time he was leaving to take the mule home and I noticed that it had 
a foamy substance around its mouth. I asked Daddy if the mule was all right and 
he said that the mule had some blood coming out of its mouth, so he was taking 
the mule back, even though he had not finished plowing the field. He was worried 
about the mule. Eva Belle Sills would send Daddy back with extra vegetables 
from their spring garden as the neighbors always shared with others.

Mama and Daddy planted by the moon, whatever the almanac said, explaining 
that the crops would not be successful unless this was followed. We had "new" 
potatoes once and "English peas,” the only time I recall Daddy planting those 
kinds of peas. Summer crops included watermelons, cantaloupes, field peas, 
tomatoes, okra, Kentucky Wonder green beans, corn, butter beans, Irish 
potatoes, once even peanuts, although the salamanders pulled the plants down 
into the holes and ate pretty much all of the peanuts. In the late fall or spring we 
had turnip, mustard and collard greens. Mama knew just where to go to find 
"poke salad,” the greens from weeds that tasted just like spinach. The older 
leaves were poisonous so it required a person who knew just what was best. In 
summer, we picked dewberries, blackberries and huckleberries from the sides of 
the dirt roads and found plums at old house places, long since abandoned. In the 
spring, we picked may haw berries, always my favorite.

Hickory nut trees grew on our property, but it would take hours to pick out a cup. 
Chinquapin trees grew nearby, but we didn’t use the nuts too much, although 
years later I wrote a song about the trees. Mama and I found a "quince" tree 
once and tried making jam out of the fruit. They looked like a cross between an 
apple, pear and orange. As we were leaving the old home place that day after 
picking a box full of quinces, I stepped on an old rusty nail on a board and it went 
through the thick sole of my loafers and a good inch into my foot. I pulled it out 
quickly and Mama said we had to get to the doctor right away and get a tetanus 
shot. The family doctor had moved to Jena and I drove about 30 miles to his 
office. I had a sore foot for a few days but other than that I was all right.

We had chickens, pigs and a cow to provide other things to eat or drink. Our cow 



"Dodie" was with us for about 18 years, giving a gallon of rich milk daily, from 
which we made butter and buttermilk. None of my sisters nor I ever milked the 
cow, although if my brothers or father were not there, my mother always did milk, 
twice daily. We took that cow everywhere we moved, even rented a small pasture 
and barn in Colfax back in the 1950's. My older brother Buddy would have to 
walk across town, milk the cow and come back before he walked to high school, 
then go back in late afternoon. 

My little brother and I used to play with the tiny chicks whose first house was a 
cardboard box on the dining room table, with a light bulb dangling over them for 
warmth. As they got bigger, they were placed in the chicken yard out back with 
the hens. We had to gather the eggs every day, which wasn’t necessarily a 
pleasant task, as you had to stoop down to enter the darkened hen house and 
feel around in the nests. Always you were on guard for snakes when you lived in 
rural Louisiana. My older sister was bitten by 3 rattlers at one time, when she 
stepped into a pile of leaves on a dirt road, one summer day, as the neighbor’s 
children and my cousins and our family were going house to house to invite 
everyone to prayer meeting at my Aunt Lena’s house that night. She survived, 
but had some paralysis later for a while and had to spend a lot of that summer in 
bed.

We rarely had to buy very many groceries and only went to town, about 20 miles 
away, every other week. Mama made chow chow ( a relish from chopped green 
tomatoes, green beans, cabbage, onions, vinegar and spices, which we ate at 
every meal except breakfast), pickled peaches, pickles, usually sweet ones 
which she dyed bright green, cantaloupe marmalade, watermelon rind preserves, 
jams and jellies from the berries, and soup mix (a mixture of various garden 
vegetables, canned in jars during the hottest most humid months of the summer 
in a kitchen with no air conditioner.)  It was then that I vowed to get an education, 
a good husband and move to the city where I would not have to do all that farm 
work. I did just that as a matter of fact and only years later did I wish I had a little 
piece of land to garden, and have some chickens and a dog.
.
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