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E r .  We ss  and  t he  S t a in l e s s  5" t ee l  Cookware  P a r t y  

' 'Know wha t  y a l l  l ad i e s  can  do  w i th  one  o f  t h e se  he r e  

t h ings  when  you  ge t ' un  w i th  i t ? | :  t h e  s a l e sm a n  a sked ,  p a s s ing  

a  wh i t e  b ak in g  d i sh  benea th  t h e i r  popped  eye s .  H e  d r ew  i t  

back ,  f l i pp ing  t he  l i d  o f  t h e  ga rbage  can  open ,  l i k e  a  

shocked ,  mou th ,  w i th  h i s  r ap id  t oe .  ' •  T h ro w i t  ou t :  he  

s a i d .  i ! Cause  you  c a n ' t  ge t  i t  c l ean . 1  Then  he  l e t  i t  d rop  

two  f e e t  f rom h i s  hand ,  p l opp i ng  t he  l i d  shu t  and  b ru sh ing  

h i s  hands  w i th  f l a t  f i ne s se .  

Mis s  D i lmer  coughed  i n to  a  cu r l ed  hand  an d .  r e fo lded  

he r  a r ms  benea th  he r  co l l ap sed  bosom,  t u rn ing  a s  she  hea rd  

shu f f l i ng  i n  t he  d o o rway  beh ind  he r .  

n r .  . e s s  l e aned  i n  t he  doo rway ,  wa l l owing  a  wad  o f  

t ob a c c o  f r om s i de  t o  s i de  i n  h i s  ru d d y  ch eek s ,  a s  h i s  eyes  

r i ve t ed ,  o n  t he  s a l e sman .  J ang l i ng  change  i n  t he  pocke t s  c i  

h i s  b i b  ove ra l l s ,  he  s canned  t he  s emic i r c l e  whe re  Tynce ' s  

new  w i f e  c r aned  he r  f r a i l  neck  t oward  t he  d i sp l ay  o f  s t a i n l e s s  

s t e e l  c ookwar e  o n  t he  wh i t e  s t ove .  

He r  l ank  b l ack  ha i r ,  wha c ke d  even  f rom ea r  t o  e a r ,  em

phas i zed .  t h e  wannes s  o f  h e r  f a ce .  Ghe  s wa l l owe d  and  s a t  back  
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in the splat back chair stationed against the neutral wain-

scotting. Hiss Lassie, on her right, perpetually swung an 

elastic-stockinged leg to the rhythm of the porch swing's 

squeak, wafting on the dusk through the hall. 

The fragrance of fried ham lingered from Miss Dilmer's 

early supper - just in case - and blended with the honeysuckle 

outside the open window. 

"Know what else?" the salesman picked up, flashing 

Kiss Dilmer's black iron skillet with a flourish. "If you 

got a old man you want to get shed of, this here's the ticket. 

These things'11 kill you dead! Look a—here; he demonstrated 

as he turned to the stove, wasting two matches before the gas 

whooshed beneath the seasoned pan - Miss Dilmer, knowing her 

own stove, had risen, adjusted the knob and sat again, screwing 

her mouth to a rick-rack circle. 

Mr. Wess scrubbed his feet on the plank floor and lay 

into the other side of the doorway, his pale blue eyes penetra

ting the back of the salesman, whose apron was tied m a dainty 

bow. 

" Awrigh ty. . . , now I fried up a plain In ole piece ox 

sidemeat, just like you ladies pro'bly done ever morning 

since you been married. Right? Right-" he said, turning 

toward them ana. sporting; it semicircular with a dash. Then 

he dumped the contents into the gaping garbage can ana, with 

a deft swipe, scoured the bottom with Kiss Dilmer's bleached 

dishrag, flapping it at them to exhibit the nasty stain. 



A wave of "Oh, my's!" washed along the semicircleyover 

Mr. Wess's grunt. 

"Pure ole irony rust," said the salesman. "That's what 

you're getting when you cook in one of these things. Know 

what you can do with it?" 

They all looked at the garbage can before he flipped the 

lever and released it, steam escaping around the clapped lid. 

"Yessiree!" he said, brushing his hands again, leaning 

his prissy backside into the yellow gingham curtain conceaiin 

the lower cupboard. "That's what you don't have to put up 

with no more, not since we come out with our new, ivb5> scien 

tific, stainless steel cookware." 

He turned to the stove, cluttered with dazzling stain

less steel pots, clamped with shimmering lids. One bobbled 

and he spun it, sealing it against the steam. The vapors ox 

stewing apples shuddered like a hushed child. 

"All your vitamins goes right up in the steam," he 

admonished. 

On Tynce's wife's left, Miss lima nodded agreement, her 

brown spit curls, like inverted Question marks, creeping on 

her transparent temples. Her ears gleamed like porcelain 

cupbandles. 

"ijow lessee," the salesman said. "Rice oughta be about 

done." 
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He  peeked  ove r  t he  t op  o f  t he  s t ove ,  on  con f iden t i a l  

t i p to e s ,  and  r emoved  a  l i d  on  t he  r e a r .  Tu rn ing  i t  i n  t he  

un t ampe red  g l a r e  o f  t he  ba r e  bu l b  above ,  he  exh ib i t ed  i t s  

b r i l l i a nc e ,  e xpe r t l y ,  w i thou t  g l anc ing  back .  

"Y e p , "  he  s a id ,  p roud ly .  "N ow  a l l  you  do  i s  t o  t ak e  a  

r eg ' l a r  p l a t e . . . a  p l a in  o l e  p l a t e , "  he  s a id ,  s t a l l i ng  a s  

h e  s coo t ed  t o  t he  s c r eened  p i e  s a f e ,  l i d  i n  ha nd ,  g r a b bed  

a  b lue  Cu r r i e r  & I ve s  p l a t e ,  and  ru shed  back  t o  t he  po t  da r i ng  

t o  s t e am.  He  dumped  t he  r i c e  i n  a  c a ke ,  ba l anc i ng  i t  on  one  

hand  f o r  them t o  adm i re  t h rough  a  wrea th  o f  s t e a m .  

Coa r se  " ahs ! "  emi t t ed  f rom t he  c r e sen t  o f  l ad i e s .  

" See  any th ing  on  t he  bo t t om o f  t he  po t ? "  he  a sked  a t  

t he  p innac l e  o f •  t h e ' kahsex t end ing  the  po t  w i th  t he  o t he r  

hand  f o r  them t o  i n spec t .  

"No t  a  dab , "  s a id  Mis s  Das s i e ,  l ook ing  a t  Mis s  D i lmer  

f o r  c on f i r ma t i on .  

She  nodded  ab so lu t e ly ,  bu t  r e t a i ne d  he r  s t e rn  skep t i 

c i sm  wi th  he r  b rown  squ i r r e l  eye s .  

" I  be t  you ' d  f i nd  you r se l f  s cou r ing  i t  ou t  be fo r e  you  

knowed  i t , "  e rup t ed  Mr .  . / e s s ,  pu l l i ng  back  and  l e an ing  t h rougn  

t he  doo rw ay  w i th  a  t anned  pape ry  hand ,  s po t t ed ,  a s  w i tn  waoe r ,  

p r e s sed ,  ag a in s t  each  s i de .  

"No t  a  chance , "  s a id  t he  s a l e sman ,  t ak ing  a  r e a dy  r a g  

and  w ip ing  i t  tw ice  i n  a  c i r c l e .  ~ t  g l eamed  l i ke  c ompany  

s  i  1  v  e  r .  

Th e  l a d i e s  t u rned  t o  Mr .  Mess  and  g l a r ed ,  a t  h im .  



i.ell, iu just looks to me like if we been a-making out 

with the old kind for this long, we can make out a while 

longer,1 Mr. Mess said, drawling the statement out with his 

eyes after be had finished speaking. 

"Glad you brung that up,11 said the salesman. "Gover' munt 

soatistj.es shows that people that's bought this stuff lives 

twice as long as them that don't, sir." 

"Jell, i been eating Ma's cornbread out've a 'orn pan 

going on sixty years and ain't had nary ailment cepting a 

bunion on my big tee." 

a wry, smug smile crept outward from his horse lips, 

dimpling his creased cheeks. 

The salesman laughed, and the ladies chuckled alternately 

as they roved disregarding stares his way and resumed their 

collective focus on the spectacle in the austere kitchen. 

"Now lessee how the meatloaf's coming along," the sales

man said, turning back to the stove and peeking beneath the 

clamped lid, lollowing a complacent counterclockwise spin. The 

steam rose to his swarthy face and shot through his slick, 

black nair. "J swann.ee! That do smell ready! Don't it, 

ladies?" 

They leaned forward and inhaled. 

Yep," he said, busying himself with shuffling and shaking, 

apron strings ilettering on his tight posterior. 

'•we'll just leave tbis'un in the pot to keep it good and 

hot," he said, grasping the handle and passing along the 



semicircle, ignoring Mr. ..'ess in the door. 

"See how pretty and smooth it is?" he said. 

"Ain't brown," said Miss Dilmer; as it reacned her, 

she grasped his wrist. 

t:oh ia he said. "But you wouldn't want it to be. în't 

good for you." 

"V/bat about biscuits?" asked Mr. less.-

r.ch ." he said. "I'm glad you brung that up. all you go 

to do is to put'em right down in a little butter m tnis 

special nine-by-nine, stainless steel skillet and pop the 

lid on, take it off in five or six minutes, and turn'em over, 

and let'em brown on the other side, and you got you one best 

danged biscuits you ever sec..." 

"fried biscuits;" i-ir. ..ess states, j-laoly. 

The ladies glanced him again with their heavy disregard. 

He turned and moped off down the hall toward the squeak 

of the porch swing. 

The night breeze, in synchrony with the lazy porch swing 

blew droplets of his tobacco juice to the concrete sueps 

as he spat off the porch into the dusty hydrangeas. 

"Your corn come up yet, sr. v.ess. - sS;\ed .Ife-o, v.no o..t 

beside the screen door creaking to. 

-Done and been a-pegging; Green as a gourd,- said ..r. 

Wess, looking out. 



"You  don ' t  s ay i "  s a id  Ha t .  "Mi n e ' s  up ,  bu t  i t ' s  migh ty  

ye l l e r .  R eckon  I 'm  gonna  go  on  a nd  f e r t i l i z e  i t  come  Monday  

mor n ing . 1 1  

" I f  y a l l  boys ' ud  p l an t  i t  f u r  apa r t ,  y a l l  wou ldn ' t  n eed  

t o  go  a l l  ou t  o n  f e r t i l i z e r .  

"Ya l l  a i n ' t  t ook  na ry  t u rn  i n  t he  k i t chen ,  ye t .  J.S 

you?"  he  a sked ,  su rv ey ing  t he  s i l houe t t e s  o f  doub l e  heads  

i n  t he  po rch  sw ing .  

T ynce ' s  h a i r  r e semb led  f e a th e r s  r u f f l ed  on  t he  c rown ;  

t he  backd r op  o f  v i o l e t  sky  he l d  i t  r i s i ng  an d  f a l l i ng  a s  h i s  

f e e t  s c r aped  a c ro s s  t he  f l oo r .  

" N op e , "  he  s a id .  "Sm e l l s  m igh ty  g o o d ,  t hough . "  

"They  s e t  t he  t ab l e ,  ye t ? "  a sked  H oke ,  r e a r ed  back  i n  

t he  sw ing  be s ide  T y nce .  

"A in ' t  a - f i x i ng  t o ,  t he  b e s t ' v e  my  e s t ima t i on . ' 1  s a i d  i l r .  

/ e s s ,  l e an ing  on  t he  po rch  pos t  an d  pee r i ng  ouo ,  a s  t hough  

h e  we re  l ook ing  f o r  some th ing  su sp i c ious  i n  t he  co r n c r ib  

s i nk ing  i n to  t he  me l low  dusk .  

"How co me?"  a s ked  Ha t ,  l o s t  i n  t he  da rk  01  ohe  po rcn  wa l l  

whe re  he  r oc ke d  b ack  i n  a  s t r a i gh t  cha i r .  
i ! v  t e l l  you  how come ;  t h a t  e r r  b ig - sho t  cookpoc  p ed d l e r  

s ho wi ng  o f f .  . . - . - . i n ' t  no  hand  t o  cook ,  be s t  j_  c an  t . e l _ ,  s ^ j . d  

v / e s s .  ' " So me  o u t  he r e  f rom V a ldos t a  t o  g e t  h im  s ome  pocke t  

mo n ey ,  I  e xpe c t . "  

"He l l ,  we ren ' t  we  s ' po sed  t o  e a t  suppe r  h e r e?"  a sk ed  

H oke ,  b r ak ing  t he  sw i ng  w i th  h i s  f oo t .  



"That's what Lawanda told me," said Tynce in a squeaky 

voice. 

Mr. Wess laughed -  more ox a mocking chuckle that caught 

on the breeze and carried down the deep-rutted lane and 

through the woods. "Boy, your old lady's ready to clean 

out your pockets in there: He's got her ready to buy up 

the whole set." 

"Haw," said Tynce. "She ain't  the kind. Buys her 

shoes a size biggern her feet in case they was to grow some 

more. She's the savingest l i l  ole woman you ever seen." 

"Yeh," said Hat. "I beared that before. Miss Bassie 

used to be the same-very way when we f irst got married. 

How, come Saturday, she's a-bankering to get to the gro' chrey 

store." 

"They shore change," Mr. Hess said, musing into the 

gathering darkness. 

"You wouldn't  be a-knowing," said Hoke. 

"You ain't  got to own no autcHCBlMM to know what kind 

of gas milage one gets," said Mr. . .ess, still  denying xhem 

his face. 

The stillness encased the solemn breathing on the porch 

as the breeze brought the aroma of food througn the hall.  

Mow and then a lid clanked, thwarted only by the boot of an 

owl and the ladies'  scattering laughter. The busy buss of 

mosquitoes brought on a volley of clapping, like random 3B 

shots. 



"I ain't innerstid iMr. said, spitting again as 

the hall light flicked and the shadow of his swollen belly 

spread over the clean swept yard. 

He looked speculatively back at the empty hall. 

With a slow hand climbing up the swing chain, Hoke 

cleared his throat and spoke. 

"lamp's been dead bettern four years, and they ain't no 

body'ud blame you and Miss Dilmer if yall was to figger 

on a-courting." 

"I wouldn't have her on a Christmas tree 111 Mr. 

stated. 

'"'Now, look a-here," Hat said, clanking his chair to the 

floor. "You could do a whole lot worser. They ain't a, 

cleaner lil ole woman in Duran County.v 

"I ain't said they was nothing 'ticular wrong with her, 

Mr. Mess drawled. "I just ain't got no use for nary woman. 

I got Ma to wait on me." 

"MA ain't gonna live forever," stated Hat. "Then what 

you gonna do?" 

"I'll bach, if it comes to it," mumbled Mr. 

decidedly. 

"How's Miss fhelma getting on, nowadays?" asked Tynce, 

bis flaxen face gutted. 

"Still bothered by that ole rheumatiz in her right arm, 

said Mr. Mess. "l set in and bought her a bunch of britches 

stretchers last week to help out on her 'orning." 
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"Well, they ain't no house big enough for no two women,'' 

said Hoke. 

"That's the Lord's truth!" Tynce said, leaving the 

swing to peer through the screen door. 

Mr. Mess watched him, his drooped face long and pro

found. "dot you worried up, huh? Boy, you best just go on 

and get your money roll out and get over with it. Tnao til

de wife of yourn's about bought everlast one ox tnem new

fangled cookpots." 

"Haw," Tynce said. "She ain't the wasteful kind." 

"Well, Miss Alma shore is," said Hoke, rising from 

the flailing porch swing to look through the door; his 

pocketed fists looked like tumors on his lean tnigho. 

"Hell, I'm starved plum to death," said Hat, rising also. 

"We eat supper ever night at six sharp. Why, x'm gener'ly 

done asleep by this time. What time you gox, -.r. less r-

•• iG 30r! j ai d. » 7 3 3 3 5 W@Q.j2jin£J OG"bV7Q011 "LXI G l J  J - i i  

the block of hall light as he removed his pocket watch 

and peered at it, held it away, brought it near, ctnd said, 

"Half past seven." 

"Half past seven!" repeated Hat. 

"Well, I don't know about the rest of yall, but I'm 

about ready to eat," said Hoke. 

"Getting scared, Boys?" teased r. Hess. 

"Hongrey," said Hat. "Pure-D bongrey's what we are." 

"Well, come on, boys. I'll get yall in. bub don t 

expect nothing but some raked-out pots-. 
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i-ir.  , /ess entered through the screen door, decorated with 

a tuff of cotton to. discourage houseflies, and the others 

shuffled behind dir. ,  up the airy hall.  

"how, ladies, ; ;  said the salesman. "We're about done. 

Weren't  that easy as falling off a log backards? See, yall 

could done be a-setting around on the front porch by now. 

looks i tself.  You could put you on a pot roast middle of 

the day and let i t  go t i l l  supper and i t 'd cook i tself.  In 

fact,  the more you l ift  the lid the worser i t ' l l  turn out." 

"Jim,• stammered Miss Dassie. -I got a question for you. 

• . ,sk away," the salesman said. 

"What if  you was to not put no water in a pot of fresh 

.acre peas, say, but that l i t t le dab you put in them froze 

english peas. Wouldn't  they scorch to the bottom?" 

"Hope,- said Jim. "The steam takes care of i t .  Re

member, ycu ain't  a—boiling no more. fall  a—steaming, and 

what does that do for yall?" 

"Keeps the vitamins in," they chimed in unison, giggling 

like school girls.  

"How you got the notion, '• Jim laughed. "lessee how 

i t  eats. What yall say? • • 
! lYeh," said Miss alma, rising as she tugged her belt 

from beneath her large breasts to her waist.  I t  slid back 

again. 

"I ' l l  try i t  out," said Miss Hi liner, rising energeti

cally as she patted the neat coils of braids on top of her 
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head .  
" I 'm  s t a rved  t o  de a th , "  s a id  Mi s s  D as s i e .  "Come  011 ,  

Suga r , "  she  s a id ,  t u rn i ng  t o  t ug  Tynce ' s  b r i de  f rom the  
cha i r .  

"G-o t ' e m  e a t i n g  o u t ' v e  h i s  hand , "  mumbled  Mr .  V / e s s .  
"T hey  a i n ' t  g iv e  ya l l  a  t h o u g h t , "  he  added ,  l o o k in g  bac k  
a t  t he  an t sy  l i ne  a lo n g  t he  ha l l  wa l l .  

I n  t he  ha l l  c row d ed  w i th  do i l y - t opped  t ab l e s  and  l a ce -
t r im me d  cha i r  cu sh ions ,  Mr .  h / e s s ' s  f r ayed  s t r aw  ha t ,  impa l ed  
on  an  ex i s t i n g  na i l ,  appea red  odd .  

He  s t epped  fo rwa rd  and  hooked  h i s  t humbs  on  t he  g a l l u se s  
o f  h i s  ove ra l l s .  

" a i n ' t  y a l l  f o rge t t en  a bou t  somebody?"  he  a sked .  
The  l ad i e s  t u r ned  f rom the  t ab l e  sp r ead  w i th  o i l c l o th ,  

whe re  t he y  had  be en  c a wi ng  l i ke  c rows  s t e a l i ng  pecans .  

"Ya l l  come  on , "  s a id  Mis s  Das s i e ,  w i th  he r  mou th  coo l 

i ng  a  ho t  app l e  w e dge .  "They ' s  a - p l en ty . "  

"Yeh ,  g e t  on  i n  he r e  and  ge t  ya l l  a  p l a t e  ou t ' v e  t he  

s a f e  ove r  t he r e , "  s a id  Mis s  A lma ,  d i pp ing  w i th  r egu l a r i t y  

f rom t he  sh iney  p o t s .  

Mi s s  D i lmer  marched  t o  t he  p i e  s a f e  and  began  de a l i ng  

p l a t e s  f r om a  s t a ck ,  l i ke  ca rd s  f rom a  deck .  S h e  t h ru s t  t he  

f i na l  one  a t  Mr .  Wes s ' s  t i gh t  paunch ,  g r imac ing  a t  h i s  smi rk 

i ng  f a ce .  

Tynce ' s  w i f e  sw i f t l y  l ade l ed .  f ood  t o  he r  p l a t e ,  b r eak 

i ng  i n  l i ne  t o  s co o p  po r t i ons  f rom e a c h  po t .  T hen  she  t u rned  

t o  T ync e  and  o f f e r ed  i t  t o  h im ,  a s  t hough  i n  a tonemen t .  H e  

be a med . .  
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"Be t t e r  g e t  you r  mone y  r o l l  ou t ,  boy .  Or  p in  i t  d o w n  

w i th  a  s a f ep in , "  h i s s ed  -  Kr .  Mess ,  t r a i l i ng  beh ind .  

A f t e r  a l l  p l a t e s  we r e  f i l l ed  and  t he  bo t t oms  o f  t h e  

po t s  we re  ex p o sed ,  V /e s s ,  who  had  s c r a pe d  t he  bo t t oms ,  t u rned  

a nd  l ooke d  s l o w l y  abou t  t he  k i t ch en ,  wa i t i ng ,  sh i f t i ng  f r om  

b ro g an ed  f oo t  t o  f oo t .  

"wh e re  abou t s  we  s ' po s ed  t o  e a t  a t ? "  he  a sked .  

Th ey  a l l  s t opped  ea t i ng  whe re  t hey  s a t  o r  s t ood  a long  

t he  wa l l .  

"Bee  i f  you  c an ' t  c l e an  up  t h i s  t ab l e ,  m i s t e r ,  s o  we  

c an  s e t  down  t o  su ppe r  l i ke  wh i t e  f o lk s , "  he  commanded  t he  

s a l e sm an .  

" I  wa s  j u s t  a - f i x i ng  t o , "  J im  r e sponded ,  t u rn ing  f r om  

the  s t ove  he  s c rubbed .  

"Bu t  you  a i n ' t  e t , "  s a i d  Mi s s  D i lmer ,w i th  a  fo rk  o f  

me a t l oa f  hove r ing  nea r  he r  mou th .  

"Oh !"  J im  s a id .  " I  a i n ' t  hung ry .  Ta i l  go  on . "  a nd  

he  began  s t a ck i n g  po t s  and  pans  i n  t he  d i shpan .  

"You ,  a  l i t  o l e  b i t t y  t h i ng ,  needs  t o  e a t  eve r  chance  

you  ge t , "  s a id  Mis s  D a s s i e .  

" Yeh , "  s a id  M is s  A lma ,  w i th  h e r  mou th  f u l l .  "You  don ' t  

wan t  t o  l o se  you r  s t r eng th .  Mow do  you?"  

No 1  u rn ,  u  be  s a id .  

"we ren ' t  no th ing  l e f t , "  s a i d  Mi s s  D i lmer ,  ey e in g  Mr .  



J e s s  accus ing ly ,  whose  heaped  p l a t e  ba r e ly  -made i t  t o  t he  

t a b l e  t op  a s  he  pu l l ed  u p  a  cha i r .  

The  l ad i e s  a t  h i s  back  cha t t ed  abou t  who  t ook  wha t  o o  

B ig  Mee t i ng  o n  f i r s t  Sunday  -  no ,  none  o f  t h o se  p r e sen t ,  v . e r e  

r e spons ib l e  f o r  t he  f l o p p ed  egg  cu s t a rd  -  a nd  gene r a l  improve  

men t s  t o  be  m a de  o n  J im ' s  r e c ip e s ,  a s  t he  men  j o i n ed  i . x .  

e l bowing  up  t o  t he  t ab l e  and  d igg ing  i n .  

Mr .  . . e s s  wa t ch ed  t he  e f f i c i en t  c l e an -up  f rom benea th  

h ooded  eyes  a s  he  a t e  r a p i d l y  bub  c r i t i c a l l y ,  Sep t r ao^ .n t o  

ca r ro t s  f rom pea s .  Af t e r  he  f i n i shed ,  he  t ook  h i s  s t a r ched ,  

wh i t e  handke rch i e f  a nd  w ipe d  i t  a c ro s s  h i s  mou th ,  t h en  h i s  

hands ,  s t i l l  p r e s sed  i n  ho t  f o ld s ,  and  l e aned  i c rwa rd  u o  

r e i ^ l ace  i* t  i n  b i s  n ip  p o c ^ e u .  

" I  be t  you  mak e  a  p r e t t y  good  l i v ing  a -pedanng .  ro i l '  u  

yo u? 1 1  

i : You  t a l k ing  t o  m e? ' -  a sked  J im ,  t u rn ing  h i s  p r o f e s s iona  

3 Uli JL0 011 i -13? • .633. 

Mr.  J e s s  no dd ed ,  bea r i ng  down  on  h im  w i th  h i s  eye s ,  

" j o t  a l l  t ha t  good , '  h e  s a id ,  d ry ing  h i s  hands  a nd  t u rn  

i ng  t o  f ace  t he  f r on t  row  aud i ence  ox  men .  ••  . . e  a im  s ,o  

ou r  cu s tomer s  f i r s t . "  
"You  m ean  t o  t e l l  u s  you ' r e  g iv ing  them co o k p o t s  away ' . -

,;r. Mess laughed, and the other three men joined him, eyeing 

the  pe rp l exed  s a l e sman .  

g  d i dn ' t  t h ink  so ,  J r .  . ems  a n s we red  f o r  h im .  'We l l ,  

wh a t  you  ge t  f o r ' em ,  a l l  t o l d  a  
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V/e 11, you'd be surprised..." 

"All told?" repeated Mr. '/ess,.with unction. 

"cell, the same set at Sears and -Roebuck - if 3'ou could 

even get'em - would cost you..." Jim said, holding the counter 

backwards and looking up as if the total were scribbled cn the 

ceiling. 

"V/e ain't innerstid. in 110 Sears and Roebuck prices! 

What's yourn?" said Mr. '/ess. 

•Tynce nodded and paused from his eating. 

'•'Jell, you got the twelve piece set here," he said, 

nodding toward the tidy stack cf gleaming pets. 

•;I ain't acounting but six cookpots," said Ilr. /.'ess. 

"But then I ain't never been all that handy at rithmatic, 

neither. Yall count six, boys?" 

They mumbled six. 

"V/e 11, T meant with the lids," explained Jim, lifting 

one to the light. 

"So you got tc pay extra for the lids," said. r. .ess, 

winking at Tynce, who paled in the incandesence of the light 

over the table. 

"lot exactly," said Jim. "Vessee, he said, lifting 

the manual in front of his face. 

Vr. less nudged Hat. 

a f course, you got a double boiler m rowed. in by gutting 

one pot on top of another' un, " said Jim, still reading behind 
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t h e  manua l .  

1 1  So  t ha t ' s  gus t  one  po t , "  s a id  Mr .  V /e s s ,  g r i n n i n g .  

" l e aves  f i ve  t o  t o t a l  up . "  

"Tha t  a i n ' t  how we  s e l l ' em ,  Mis t e r , "  s a id  J im ,  l ow

e r i ng  t he  m anua l ;  t h en  s ee ing  t he  f a c e ,  h id  aga in  beh i nd  i t .  

T h e  f r on t  row  r ema i ned  r ank l i ng  a nd  wa i t i ng  a s  t he  

ba ckg round  r o se  and  f e l l  i n  t he  bug -c i r c l i ng  k i t chen .  

"V/ha t  y a l l  r e ck on  t h ey  wor th ,  boys ' . "  a sked  Mr .  V /e s s .  

" A l l  t o l d ?"  a s ked  Ha t .  

"Yeh ?"  s a id  Mr .  V /e s s .  

"A  good  s e t  l i ke  t ha t  ough t a  r un  you  abou t ,  s ay ,  tw en ty -

f i ve  t o  t h i r t y  do l l a r s ,  i n  t ha t  n e i g h b o rh o o d .  Wou ldn ' t  y a l l  

s ay?"  a s ke d  H oke .  

T h e  m anua l  d ropped  f rom the  pa l e ,  g l i s t en ing  f ace  and  

r o se  aga in ,  l i k e  a  sh i e ld .  

" I ' d  s ay  i n  t ha t  ne ighbo rhood , "  s a i d  Tynce ,  b r i gh t en ing .  

"You  come  up  on  i t  ye t ,  Mi s t e r  Vookpo t  S a l e s man?"  a sked  

Mr .  / e s s .  

- f ' e l l ows , '  s a i d  J i m ,  l ower ing  t he  ma nua l .  "Ya l l  a i n ' t  

t a l k ing  abou t  no  d imes to r e  a luminum,  he r e .  T h i s  i s  genu i ne  

s t a i n l e s s  s t e e l .  H as t  you  a  hund red  yea r s  J "  

" Ya l l  p l ann ing  on  l i v in g  t ha t  l on g ,  b o y s? "  a sked  Mr .  / e s s .  

Th ey  l aughed  -  a l l  excep t  Tynce  who  l ooked  back  a t  h i s  

b r j . de .  

" l i s t e n  h e r e , "  s a id  J im ,  un ty ing  h i s  ap ron .  "You  go t  

a  l i i e—t ime  n r ee  cn . ' . s  s  cu i i .  .  .  un  • .  . c o o k w• - • . r e  o e  1 .  
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hand l e  b r e a ks  o f f ,  you  g e t  a n o t h e r ' u n  f r e e  f o r  t he  r e s t  

o f  you r  na tu r a l -bo rn  da ys ,  t hen  them g randyounguns  ox  you r s  

ge t s  1  em f o r  f r e e . "  

• I  d i dn ' t  t h ink  i t ' d  t e a r  u p , -  ch i ded  . . e s s .  

" f e l l , "  J i m  s a id ,  t o s s ing  t he  ap ro n  t o  t he  l i no l eumed  

cou n t e r .  " I  mean t  i f  i t  was  t o . "  

"Bu t  i t  cou ld?"  a sked  Mr .  J e s s .  

" I  doub t  i t ! "  he  s a id  adman t ly ,  bang ing  a  po t  on  t he  

co u n t e r .  

A  hush  swa rmed  o n  t he  room,  bu t  t he  l ad i e s  r e sumed  

t he i r  conve r sa t i ons  a s  t he  me n  began  t a l k ing  aga in .  

" f r ee  hand l e s ,  huh?"  s a id  Hoke .  

'  Yeh ,  • s a i d  J im ,  advanc ing  t oward  t hem wi th  a  mi r ro r i ng  

po t  bo t t om.  "Bhow m e  sommers  you  c an  bea t  t h a t ! "  

"Wha t  abou t  i f  somebody  was  t o  b r eak  i n  an d .  s t e a l  

one?"  a sk ed  Mr .  Wess .  

" f e l l ,  now t ha t  a i n ' t  ha rd ly  l i ke l y .  Now i s  i t ? "  a sked  

J im .  

"Haw,"  s a i d  H a t .  "T he y  a i n ' t  nobody  a round  t h i s  pa r t  

o f  G-eo rg i a  t h a t  so r ry . "  

"T  f o rgo t  t o  men t ion  som e th ing ,  I  t h i nk , "  s a id  J im .  <• 

"D i d  I  t e l l  ya l l ,  y a l l  g e t  a  f r e e ,  bonus  s t a i n l e s s  s t e e l  

vege t ab l e  g r i nde r  i n  t he  ba rga in?"  

"No , "  s a id  H a t .  

'  .Ve i l ,  you  do , "  s a id  J im ,  d r agg i ng  a  ca rdboa rd  box  

w i th  bo l d ,  b l ack  p r i n t  f rom benea th  t he  t ab l e  and ,  one  by  
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one, placing each gleaming cupshaped section in a circle. 

He stationed and snapped the rotary grinder to the table 

top. ''-^xtra blades for carrots and onions and celery and 

cucumbers and apples. You name it, and it'll grind it. 

Make the best dang coldslaw you ever set your teeth into. 

"Aunt Dilmer, you got a little cabbage J could get 

hold of?" he called over their heads. 

"Look in the bottom of the frigidaire, Son," she 

answered and went on talking to lima. 

He turned to the refrigerator and came back with a 

head of cabbage, skillfully cleaving it into quarters. 

At once, he placed a bowl beneath the spout and turned the 

handle on the wedge-shaped grinder, stuffed with cabbage. 

Green shreds spilled into the bowl. He dumped it smartly 

onto the table and. slid the bowl away. 

"Now, all you got to do is snap off the old cabbage 

grinder and snap on the tater siicer and you got a mess of 

tater chips for supper, quick as a wink." 

...nd. quick as a wink, one of Miss Gilmer's new red 

potatoes shot through in uniform slices to the yellow-checked 

oil cloth. 

"And onions," he said. "Hatch this. Tail could, do it 

your ownselfs, fellows." 

•The onion mushed through and heaped on top of the potato 

slices. 

Yall ever tried to cut up a carrot?" be asked. 

"Huh uh," Hoke said, his slack black eyes immobile, fixed. 
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"I ain't,1' said Hat, torn by trying to read Mr. 

and his immutable attraction to the glittering display. 

"Well, look a-here," said Jim, already back from Miss 

Dilmer's refrigerator. And the orange shreds mounded the 

heap, like shred clay on a hilltop. 

"I swannee to goodness!" said Ty nee. 

"Listen here," said Jim. "Did J tell yall about the 

hostess gift?" 

"Huh uh," Tynce said; his bubblegum pink lips worked 

hungrily as he; kneading his hands, scooted forward. 

Jim clapped both hands over the base of the grinder, 

solemn as an undertaker, delivering his collective message. 

"I hate to tell yall," he drawled. "But this'un just 

goes to the ones that throws a party for me. Miss Dilmer 

over yonder'11 get one. But I'll let yall see it." 

With aplomb; he dragged another box from beneath the 

table, as they leaned over to see. 

?rom the box, he removed, one, two, three, four, five, 

six stainless steel knives, the last whacking through the 

mound, of vegetables and parting them in a valley. 

"We can't buy them offn you?" Hat asked, reaching to 

touch the blade of the cleaver. 

"Lope," Jim said. "Braid not, fellows. Them's just for 

the ones that throws me a party." 
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:aref ully, he slid their; back between sleeves of styrofoam 

and placed them in the box, slipping it beneath the table. 

Hat looked crestfallen. 

"But:'1 Jim said, holding a finger in front of bio zealous 

cretinous face. "with the twelve stainless steel cookw<s.re 

set, you get another bonus prize. That's the good part: 

Guess what it is?" 

They leaned famished faces toward hir. 

"Yall ever seen how coffee stains messes up a'1uminurn 

coffeepot?: Tail ever tasted it when it come ou c bi bter c^s 

)UInine?" 

They nodded. 

"Well, look at this,11 he said, magically producing a 

sleek stainless steel percolator. It grew irridescent in 

the light above the center of the table. 

Tynce, Hat, and Hoke touched it gingerly and exclaimed. 

Now, 'wouldn't you fellows say a hundred and ninely-

nine dollars and ninety-five cents ain't all that much to 

be a-asking for a set like this, olus two bonus gifts: 

handy-dandy vegetable grinder and a coffee perkerlater 
t 

that ain't never gonna brew up no bitter coxiee.• 

"Don't sound like too much to me,1' said aat, witn a. 

self-deprecatory chuckle. 

it ain't got nothing on me but a check," Hoke said 

wistfully. 

"he could shore us it, just setting up housekeeping 

with what Mommer divided with us. Got mending on nearly 
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bout ever cookpot in the kitchen," said Tynce. "Reckon 

yall could let me have it on time till my roastinears gets 

made?" 

"Shore," said Jim, slapping him on the shoulder. 

Mr. '..'ess, who had remained reared back on the heels of 

the chair, chuckled softly. 

They looked at him. 

"You ougbta go on and get your Ma a set while he's 

here," said Hoke. 

"Haw," said Mr. Jess. "Yall go on, boys. I'm afeared 

I might disfurnish yall. Besides, you can't never tell, I 

'nought up and decid.e to throw a party or something." 

"Yeb," said Hat. "If we done that we could get us a 

set of them knifes, too." 

"Me and. Alma's been a-planning on having a fishfry, 

anyh ow," said Hoke. 

'He'll come," said Tynce. 

"Let me get that down," said Jim, writing rapidly on 

a blank pad. "next week I got a opening, I think." 

"I'll take it," said Hat, throwing his band out. 

"How, let me get yalles orders down before I get mixed 

up again," said Jim, switching pads and scribbling numbers. 

"You ain't got none I can take home with me tonight?' 

asked Hat, as disappointed as a child,empty-handed.at Christ 

mas. 

"Hope,' said Jim, writing. "But they' l l  <>.ome in the 

mail "long about three or four weeks. Give'em time to get 
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from the factory out yonder in Obicargo. YalL know how fur 

that is from Georgia,11 he said, looking up with a compatible 

wink. 

"Yeh," said Tynce. "Y/e'll just have to wait." 

"Let me .just get yalies taxes and shipping charges 

figgered up. Give me a minute," said Jim. 

Tynce reached, forward and fondled the percolator, 

drawing his hand back as Mr. V/ess wiped the smudges away 

with his handkerchief. 

"Yeh, you boys is natural smart!" Mr. Y;ess said. 

"ain't everday yall get the chance to get shed of two-

hundred and fifty dollars 3'ou grubbed out in the fields. 

Text time the Watkin man comes by, I'm a-sending him to 

yalies house to unload his roach poison on. Gonna tell him 

to throw in some 'niller flavoring for a bonus. J.'11 tell 

him if he don't see ary ;sign of 3rall at the clothesline to 

go on." 


