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Men's Way

I couldn't sleep that night for worrying over that
horses If I shut my eyes a second I saw him standing there
in the corral, If I kept them shut sny link of time I saw
him throwing Joe sgsinst that fence., A cowboy to fall is no
disgrace, but I hed dreamed of this horse even before I saw
him, and thet did worry my mind,

The next day I made pretend I wes siok end I asked them
to let me go see the doctor, Joe wanted to drive me in town, Mg
but I told him it wasn't that bad. He told me to take nuﬁfﬁ‘\/

but I told him I wented to go by myself,
Recsuse 1t wasn't the doctor, it was the hoo=doo in town I
wanted to see, I didn't believe in hooedoo, I never have,
but nobody else wsnted to listen to me, I wanted to find out
if I wes dreaming this just becsuse I wented Joe to stop riding,
or 1f I was dresming this becsuse it was go'n heppen.

The hoo=doo lived on s narrow little street called Dettie
Street, and the little town where she lived was celled Crady,
She had flower bushes all over the yard, but no flowers, becasuse
it was Winter, She had bottles stuck upside down round all
the flower bushes, and two rows of bottle side the walk from
the gate up to the house, Bottles every color you can mention.
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she had scrubbed the gallery thet morning, and she had sprinkled
red brick over the gallery and the steps. She must m heard —
me stop the wagon before the gate becsuse she answered the
door soon 8s I knooked, She wes a big mulatto woman, end had
come from New Orlesns, At least, thet was her story. She
had left New Orleans becsuse she wes a rival of Maerie Laveau.
Marie Lavesu was the Queen then, you know, and nobody dare
rivel Merie Lavesu. Nelther Marie Lavesu mama, neither Marie
Levesu deughter who followed her, Scme people sald the two
Maries was the seme one, but, of course, that wes people talk.
3aid the first Marie never died, she just turned younger in
her later years, Yell, from all I've heerd, Marie Lavesu was
powerful, helped end hurt lot of people, but I don't think even
she was thet powerful.

This one name was Madame onm.ni’. Her name was Elolse
Gsutier, but everybody called her Mademe Geutier, She wore
8 vah,l_ttln cuur snd & gold color head reg, Two big
earrings like the }/9001‘/900910 wear in her ears. She told
me to come in, Vhen she heard I had come there for speecial
business she told me to follow her to another room, It was
Winter and 1t was cold snd she had a fire in the firehslf,
she had candles burning in ever comer of the room, end she
hed seven on the mentlepiece., She hed another candle buming
under @ little statue on & little table by the window. She
had Seint pictures hanging on the wall with crepe paper round
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each ploture, 9he nodded for me to sit down, After she had
put snother plece of wood on the fire she sst down cross from
mee I had felt s little scared of her till I saw her put the
plece of wood in the fire., Then I told myself, "Well, she
can get cold just like enybody else at least."”

After I told her why I wes there, she asked me why hadn't
I stopped Joe in my dream from getting on thet horse, I told
her I couldn't stop him in real life, how could she ﬂk-’o-
to stop him in a drean,

"You ever tried?" she asked,

I told her yes I had tried, but he never heard me, It
was too dusty or two dark or too much noise wes going on or
he was too far away or too something else. !

"Walt," she sald, "before you go snother step farther,
How many children you done gived to this msn Joe Pittman?"

"I em barren,” I ssid, And I told her what the doctor
had seid,

"Ah," she seid. "Slavery has made you barren, But that
is 1t,"

"That's why he ride them horses?" I asked her,

"That's why you can't stop him," she seid, "He probably
rides for many reasons, That's man's way. To prove something.
Day in, day out he must prove he is & man, Poor fool,"

"Joe i3 good to me," I said,

—
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"I don't give nothing but sure answers,” she seids "I
am Medame Eloise Gautier, formerly of New Orleans, and that's
why she got me out,"

"Nothing can stop 1t?" I esked,

"Nothing csn stop death, mon sha,” she said. "Death
comes, A black horse, Iightning, Ouns. And you have grippe,”

"orippe? I seld, "What's grippe?”

"Grippe is grippe,” she sald, "Nothing like it."

"Can I kill that horse?” I seid,

"Can you kill death?" Nadame Gautier seid. "Your Pittman
will stend between you snd death,"

"when's it go'n happen?" I asked her.

"Mon sha," she seide "Don't you know too much already?"

"No," I salde

"when he falls three times," she seid.

"He go'n fall thres times?" I sald, "How do you know
that?"

"I em Madame Floise Gautier, fommerly of New Orleans,”
she seld,

"If he don't get up after he fall the first (ime?" I said,

"He will," she seid, "Chiefe-and don't get up? He will,
Even if he must fall ninety times, OChief? he must,"”

"Cen't you give me something to put in his food? I asked
here BShe had a little cabinet egainst the well, snd she had
8ll kinds of bottles end jars in the cabinet. "Some powder
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or something to make him liukf' I seids "If he's sick he
can't ride,"

"You go'n keep him sick?" she ssked,

"ri11 somebody else bresk that horse,” I seid,

"Mon sha, mon sha, mon sha, mon sha,” she seid. "I have

you the horse is just one, If not the horse, then the lion,
1f not the lion,then the women, if not the woman, then the war,
then the politic, then the whiskey., Men must slways search
somevhere to prove himself, He don't Imow everything is already
ingide him,"

"Then he went die?” I asked her, 'uunio I con't give
him thephild?"

"No, he want to live," she seid, "And not just becsuse
you barren, Many reasons. Many, Many. But it's in here,
mon sha,” she said, touching her bosom,

"But don't he know that horse cen kill him?" I seid,

"o don't know that,” she ssid, "And he wouldn't
belleve any men on eerth who told him so. He believes &
horse is made to be broken, All horses made to be broken,
true, but not every men cen bresk every horse, This hom‘ V
your Pittmen will not breek, Your Pittman has got old now,
Not the men he think he is," @

"He's all right," T seid,

"Ah, mon sha," she sald,

"T know what I'm saying,” I seid, "And you can ask

snybody else,”
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"We talking about breaking horses, mon sha," she sald,
"Your Pittman will not break this horse, Another men will
have to do ity If he is true he will be destroyed by some
other horse himself, Tf he's not true, then something elase
will take him, It could be grippe.”

"Grippe again," I sald,

"orippe cen do 1%," she said, "Mon sha, man is put here
to dies, Prom the day he is born him and deeth take off for
that red string. Put he never wins, he don't even tie, 30
the next beat thing, do what you csn with the little time the
Lord spares you, th!‘ulihunMhn:E‘Mm
years proving they men, They ehoose the foolishes ways to do 1t,"

"Joe seld he wouldn't mind farming if the white people
let him farm in peace,"

"I know, mon sha, I Imow," she said, "That'll be a
dollar if you don't mind,"

"I went some powder, too," I said, "I don't want nothing
too strong=-just to keep him off that horse,"

"Give me a dollar and a quarter,” she seid,

While I was getting the money out of my handkerchief she
went to the cabinet, I saw her opening one of the bottles and
dumping the powder on a plece of peper, 3he looked st how much
she already hed on the paper, then she added a little bit more,

"when do they break the horses?" she asked me

"Saturday," I seid,
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"Rarly or late?"

"Late, When the people get there,"”

"When the coock crow Saturday morning, get up and sprinkle
some of this on the floor so Pittmen will have to cross it,"
she seld, "His side of the bed is best, 0o to the corral
gete and sprinkle some there while the cock is still orowing."

"And that'll keep him from riding the horse?" I asked.

"He will not ride him, my dear,"

I peid her and left, My powder in my handkerohief, I
felt good, All day I felt good, That night I didn't sleep,
but it was Jjust because I felt good, But the next day I
felt shaky. How did I know that powder was go'n work? Maybe
she had just gived it to me becsuse I was worrying her so
muchs She didn't take time to pick a bottlo. she Just grabbed
the first one she came to, Matter of rns I wented some
pouder out of that little green bottle, not that red one, I
got more snd more shaky. Joe asked me if I was all right,

"Sure, I'm all right," I seid, "what you got to be
asking me that for?"

"Just asked you," he said,

At the house Miss OClare ssked me the ssme thing.

"Jomething the matter with you, Jane?"

"Just tired," I said,

"Go home and come back tomorrow,"” Miss Clare said,
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Thet was Thursday. Thursday night I didn't sleep ot all,
The next day I felt even worse,

"Go baok home, Jane," Miss Clare seid,

Joe went hunting thet day, snd I sat round the house by
nyself, If I laid down on the bed snd shut my eyes & second
I saw that black devil standing in the correl, That night
we went to bed early becsuse the next day wes Saturday, the
day they broke the horses, Joe was tired from hunting and
went right off to sleep, The two girls was asleep in thely
beds I wes the only one laying there awaske, Probably the
only one awske on that whole place.

I knowed I never would get any sleep that night, end I
got up end put on some elothes, I was go'n sit at the firee
half, but the next thing I Ikmow I was outside, It was freezing
out there, ond the night clear es day. I didn't lmow why I
had come out there, I Imowed when I got up that was not in
my minde Now, out there, I found myself headed toward the
corrals

All the other horses was standing together to astay wamm,
8ll but him, HNHe walking round inside the corrsl like he was
some kind of majeatys When he got a whiff of my scent he
stopped walking and looked up, I stood there looking st him,
my ayms folded becsuse it was near freezing, The next thing
I knowed I had opened the gate snd I wes in the corrsl trying
to get him out,
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I was in the corral, weving my ams, going "Shoo, shoo,
— shoo," but he mu":’o near that gate till Joe came there.

Soon as he csught sight of Joe they started for the gate at
the same time, He won by a foot snd 1lit out eross the fleld,
The ground was frozen and you could hesr him pounding tm‘
hard ground s mile, Joe came in there end imocked me down,
then he picked me up and throwed me over the Kiskith fences I
laid down there numb & while, end when I got up I sew that he
hed swung upon his own horse end wes going efter the stalllon.
T started hollering and running efter him, "Don't get baok
on him, don't get beck on him, don't get back on him, Joe."
The people came cut to see what khk was the matter, When they
heard the stallion was lcose they saddled thelr own horses
and went efter him, I ran after Joe till I came up to the
swamps, then I tumed around and csme on back home, I sat by
the firehalf all night weiting for them to come backs

m the next momning they came back with the stallion
end with Joe tied to his own horse, They said Joe had cornered
snd roped the stallion, but with no saddle to tie the kkkk rope
on, the stallion hed jecked him off his horse and hed dragged
him through the swamps, When they found him he wes tangled
in the rope, slready dead, The horse still had the rope round
his neek, eating leaves off a bush to the side.

They waked Joe Pittman that night and buried him that
Sunday, snd the rodeo went on that next Saturday, Before it







