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hind 1t all. He 1s loping on off from
the Tar Baby with a laugh.

Take, for instance, those words
he had with Old Massa about steal-
ing pags.

Old John was working in Old
Massa’s house that time, serving
around the eating table. Old Massa
loved roasted young pigs, and had
them often for dinner. Old John
loved them too, but Massa never
allowed the slaves to eat any at all.
Even put aside the left-over and
ate it next time. John de Conquer
got tired of that. He took to stop-
ping by the pig pen when he had
a strong taste for pig-meat, and
getting himself one, and taking it
on down to his cabin and cooking it.

Massa began to miss his pigs, and
made up his mind to squat for who
was taking them and give whoever
it was a good hiding. So John kept
on taking pigs, and one night
Massa walked him down. He stood
out there in the dark and saw John
kill the pig and went on back to the
“big house” and waited till he
figured John had it dressed and
cooking. Then he went on down to
the quarters and knocked on John’s
door.

“Who dat?,” John called out big
and bold, because he never dreamed
that it was Massa rapping.

“It’s me, John,” Massa told him.
“I want to come in.”
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“What you want, Massa? I'm
coming right out.”

“You needn’t to do that, John.
I want to come in.”

“Naw, naw, Massa. You don’t
want to come into no old slave
cabin. Youse too fine a man for
that. It would hurt my feelings to
see you in a place like this here
one.”

“I tell you I want to come in,
John!”

So John had to open the door
and let Massa in. John had seasoned
that pig down, and it was stinking
pretty! John knowed Old Massa
couldn’t help but smell it. Massa
talked on about the crops and
hound dogs and one thing and an-
other, and the pot with the pig in
it was hanging over the fire in the
chimney and kicking up. The smell
got better and better.

Way after while, when that pig
had done simbled down to a low
gravy, Massa said, “John, what’s
that you cooking in that pot?”

“Nothing but a little old weasly
possum, Massa. Sickliest little old
possum I ever did see. But I thought
I'd cook him anyhow.”

“Get a plate and give me some
of it, John. I'm hungry.”

“Aw, naw, Massa, you ain’t hon-
gry.” ‘

“Now, John, I don’t mean to
argue with you another minute.



