
HIGH JOHN

Stairs went np from there. John
decided that since they were in the
vicinity, they might as well visit
Heaven.

They got there a little weary
and timid. But the gates swung
wide for them, and they went in.
They were bathed, robed, and given
new and shining instruments to
play on. Guitars of gold, and drums,
and cymbals and wind-singing in-
struments. They walked up Amen
Avenue, and down Hallelujah
Street, and found with delight that
Amen Avenue was tuned to sing
bass and alto. The west end was
deep bass, and the east end alto.
Hallelujah Street was tuned for
tenor and soprano, and the two
promenades met right in front of
the throne and made harmony by
themselves. You could make any
tune you wanted to by the way
~,ou walked. John and his party had
a very good time at that and other
things. Finally, by the way they
acted and did, Old Maker called
them up before His great work-
bench, and made them a tune and
put it in their mouths. It had no
words. It was a tune that you
could bend and shape in most any
way you wanted to fit the words
and feelings that you had. They
learned it and began to sing.

J-ust about that time a loud rough
voice hollered, "You Tunk! You
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July! You Aunt Diskie!" Then
Heaven went black before their
eyes and they couldn’t see a thing
until they saw the hickory nut tree
over their heads again. There was
everything just like they had left
it, with Old Massa and Old Miss
s~tting on the veranda, and Massa
was doing the hollering.

"You all are taking a mighty
long time for dinner," Massa said.
"Get up from there and get on
back to the field. I mean for you to
finish chopping that cotton toda3/
if it takes all night long. I got
something else, harder than that,
for you to do tomorrow. Get"a
move on you!" "

They heard what Massa said, and
they felt bad right off. BUt John de
Conquer took and told them, say-
ing, "Don’t pay what he say no
mind. You know where you got
something finer than this planta-
tion and anything it’s got on it,
put away. Ain’t that funny? Us got
all that, and he don’t know noth-
ing at all about it. Don’t tell him
nothing. Nobody don’t have to
know where us gets our pleasure
from. Come on. Pick up your hoes
and let’s go."

They all began to laugh and
grabbed up their hoes and started
Out.

"Ain’t that funny?" Aunt Diskie
laughed and hugged herself with
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