welatives. Ponchod precariously on my molthes's back, she would carvy me over lange
strelches of the 2 Ve mile trek lo her frarent's house. We were both often afpaid as we
were conilantly rnning inlo snates and licards. I coulidn’t be looking down all the
lime becawse the blackberssy, plum and grape vines would weach aut and grab ws. Swas
@ heavy load for a little woman, and molher oflen rested on fallen lrees ox stumps.
Somelimes she would ery and Suwould cryp along with her.

W casily crossed many small streams on our way, but trowble wsnally sarled
when we gol lo the bigger stream ox creck named Windbank Hwings. This is where
vy pcsence on AMolher's back fresented a big prroblem. She had to watk a log wied to
cross the creeh. There was a /owy /w/e //Zm M‘ecm/yi%y Sfrerproses, but sometimes S was so
suure that she was going lo fall off that I would let out a holler, fasten my hold around
her neck and knock her off balance. Ta quiel me she would threaten that off I didw't
slofi choting her and crying, she world lel the crapp shoolews, men who somelimes
gathored in the woods shooting dice and suearing, get ahold of me. This wsally did the
trick and I would be very still. Somelimes if was too late though and we would come
lumbling down with a splash.  Even when it hurt and we both cvied, I bnew my
molher loved me more than life and thal she would firolect me from everylhing.

Once cver the creek, we arrived in a Srastire. The cows and hoxses didn’t scare
me as long as they had theer heads down grazing, bul when they stofped ealing and
came ufp o me lo smell and lick my legs, there was no way I was going lo stay on the
ground. I sprang for Mother's back and stayed there until we got to the old, creatky
gate and stairs that separaled the frasture from the lenant houses and Poppa Evevett I,
and AMamma Frances ogzcy Horlon's é&y hovse in Sotwer Tl

AMother atways had a friendly word with the families she would meel on the
fralh and then when she would gel up lo the well, all of the aunts and uncles would run
out lo meel ws. Each one wouldd fick me up and hug and kiss me.

Dopppa and Mama Horton's big house held many mysteries for a smatl boy.
That howse became o fart of the wituals of my growing up. i was my habit as
loddler to insprect the whole house room by voom. I am not sre whether Jwas looking
for somelhing in prarlicular ox if il was my way of dalling the climaz of my inspeclion
which occurved when I ascended lo the attic. There amidid musty old clothes and
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