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I

Where is Oysterback, Anyway?

An Introduction by Helen Chappell

For years, people have asked me how to find Oysterback, Maryland. It’s somewhere on the Eastern Shore, although one reader was disgruntled to find it’s not on any map. It could be in a lot of places. One of the many Eastern Shore islands, maybe. Perhaps a high place in the road from one town to another. Maybe down a long, winding causeway through a marsh and over a bridge spanning a creek. Or maybe it’s one of the many places I’ve been since I was a baby, riding on my daddy’s knee as he sat at John Lewis’s store in Cornersville, out in the Neck District. From early childhood, I sat and listened as my father, who might have been a surgeon, but was born a good old boy, traded stories, lies and opinions with the watermen and farmers who lolled away their evenings. Seated on long benches on either side of the store, they’d talk and talk and talk, and I’d sit and listen.

After a while, I grew up, went to college and moved away, but eventually, I was drawn back home from New York City by invisible threads. I only meant to stay here a year, enough to finish a novel, then move back to the city.

But once I came back, I couldn’t leave. It’s just so easy to live here. I extended my roots, made more friends, became part of the local color. I went native as if I’d never left. I started studying and writing about the Eastern Shore, studying it like an anthropologist, writing about what I saw and did and learned.

Oysterback, like many other things, came about through a combination of experience, luck, and timing. I’d hit a low point in my career, and I was looking for something new to keep the pot boiling. Just at that point, my friend the journalist Anne Stinson suggested I get in touch with Hal Piper, who was then editor of the Opinion Commentary Page at the Baltimore Sun. He responded that he wanted some kind of voice from the Shore, an observation of life on this side of the Bridge. It had to be 600 to 800 words, and it had to interest this very sophisticated international journalist and very skilled editor.

Figuring I had nothing to lose, because I was pretty sure he’d turn me down anyway, I had a stroke of manic genius and wrote the first Oysterback Bugeye, a parody of the sort of small town papers I’d written for over the years, with all the ridiculous small town news. I discovered the key to my humor was taking something fairly ordinary and stretching it to the ultimate level of ridiculousness. To my shock and amazement, Hal published the piece, and sent me a check. It wasn’t a fortune, but it certainly helped.

From there, Oysterback grew into a community with recurring characters and situations. It was a town I would have liked to live in, and a lot of it was based on memories of John Lewis’s Store. Of course, by then I was all over the Shore, out with watermen learning to cull and leaning into the back of pickup trucks, where no woman had dared to go before. I learned the secrets of how to make a good crabcake, and how to make a Christmas wreath for the cemetery. But mostly, I listened, and by listening I learned about the world I’d chosen to polish, imagine and yes, idealize.

Somewhat to my amazement, Oysterback developed a following. The following turned into a play, which ran at both the Church Hill and the Avalon Theaters. Two collections of the Oysterback Stories appeared in print, and eventually went out of print. What you hold in your hands is the entire collected works, in a new edition.

I’ve gone on to write other articles on the Shore, and even a few books, but Oysterback remains closest to my heart because it’s grounded in my love of a place and a people.

The real Shore is not paradise. Far from it. And the unique culture I spent many hours absorbing on boats, bars and fire halls is slowly dying out, as the Bay grows more empty, the oysters and crabs fewer and further between, and the come here’s bring the culture of the suburbia they fled. It’s not good or bad. It just is.

So, come on in, put your feet up and read about a vanishing world.
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The Oysterback Tales


  
    

[image: ]

Powerlines over Oysterback Creek




  
    
Honorary Citizens of Oysterback

Hal Piper, my Baltimore Sun editor, has his own house on Log Cabin Point. Michel Pratka is welcome any time; at JHUP, in order of appearance, Jack Goellner, Arlene Sullivan, Bob Brugger, and all the other great folks who helped put this book together, especially Jeanne Pinault, my copyeditor. On the Home Front: Randolph Murphy, aka The Prince of Tilghman Island, Edwina and Dan Murphy, Rick Kollinger, Bill Horne, and The Boys down to the West Side and over to Tilghman. At Chesapeake Bay, Jean Waller, Barbara Goyette, and Starke Jett. This book was made possible by a grant from the Dotti Heimert Foundation for Wayward Writers and the support of Captain L. E. Chappell Jr.

You all are always welcome in Oysterback; you can pick up Oysters Desiree and your keys to the city down to the Blue Crab any Wednesday night.

Ron Sauder, who miraculously resurrected these stories and brought them back to life, thank you so much.


  
    
From Professor Shepherd’s History of Oysterback

On the Widgeon Marsh Causeway from Wallopsville, you will come to the town of Oysterback, which lies on high ground in the middle of Great Santimoke Marsh at the mouth of the Devanaux River. Oysterback was named for the oystershell midden on which the town was built. According to Native American legend, its original name (now lost) meant the Dwelling Place of Misty, Spirit of Planked Shad. The village was settled in the mid-1600s by runaway indentured servants, escaped slaves, accused witches, and outcast Native Americans from the Santimoke Confederacy. This varied assortment of political and religious pariahs prized its marshy isolation and the fact that no one else much wanted the place.

Universal suffrage seems to have been de facto from the inception of the town. In early records, Fauntleroy Calvert, appointed overseer of the West Hundred by relatives in London, described the Oysterback population as “Heathen pyrates, wytches, watermenne and Dissenters of ev’ry Persuasion, Sexxe and colore who declaire themselves to answer to No Authoritie save ye Lord Godde Jehovah and theyre own Zoning Boarde.” He suggested mounting an armed expedition to wipe out these dangerous radicals, but London, occupied at the time with the bubonic plague and the Great Fire, never responded, and Fauntleroy, who married Longsuffering Baldwin, daughter of the planter Odor-of-Sanctity Baldwin of Gloom Hill, contented himself with building the singularly ugly brick manor at Mount Boredom (open M–Tu–W, 10–4; restored in 1954 by the West Hundred Historical Society).

Oysterback retained its reputation for tough-minded independence and occasional piracy until the Revolutionary War, when several Hessians, having lost their way during the Battle of Pin worm Point, stumbled into town with some month-old broadsheets, accidentally rallying the population to a winning cause.

The Hessian conscripts, liking Oysterback, started the first brewery on the Eastern Shore on the site of what is now Doreen’s Curl Up ’n’ Dye Salon de Beaute. (Historical Marker 4012.) Auld Elektor’s Jungenbrau, a local favorite for nearly a century, was said to owe its taste to the use of tuckahoe flavoring in the barley mash. The brewery building collapsed during Hurricane Wanda in 1952.

Thomas Jefferson blew into Oysterback by mistake during a stormy trip across the Chesapeake. He described his visit in a letter to Maria Cosway. “Although rec’d. with warm hospitality, good crabcakes and beer . . . I cd. not shake the sensation that I was a visitor to another, albeit greatly democratic, planet.” The third president’s remarks, certainly meant in jest, may have led to the local belief that Oysterback was founded by settlers from the planet Uranus, an idea that persists in Santimoke County to this writing.

It was not to be expected that Oysterback would escape the Great Awakening led by Joshua Thomas, the Parson of the Islands. As with other watermen’s communities on the Shore, the town embraced Methodism with fervor about the time of the War of 1812.

Characteristically, Oysterback eventually chose to go its own way. Oysterback Hardshell Methodist Church (ca. 1826) broke from the West Hundred Charge over the “God is a Waterman” Doctrine of 1857. “The story that baseball is an organized religion in Oysterback is not true,” says local historian Ferrus T. Buckett, “but a good World Series, that’s another thing.”

Distracted by the enormous amount of paperwork caused by the War Between the States, Abraham Lincoln lost the Declaration of Secession sent to him by Oysterback, which, disgusted with events, voted to detach itself from Maryland, the United States, and the Confederacy.

In the 1880s oyster boom, Oysterback had a renowned skipjack fleet. Alas, most of it sank in a territorial dispute with the rival fleet from Wingo, Virginia. The pilings of Long Wharf, where the steamboat Millard Fillmore and the floating theater John Wilkes Booth once put in, are still visible at Log Cabin Point.

Local legend has it there was a game warden around Oysterback during the Great Depression, but no one seems to know what happened to him; the more recent and highly publicized disappearance of powerful wetlands real estate developer J. Snidely Grubb also remains a mystery.

Today, Oysterback is best known for its Mosquito Festival, which attracts Culex pipiens lovers from three continents (second weekend in August, call 410/555–5678 for details), and as the hometown of Orioles outfielder Hooley Legume, lauded by Cal Ripken with “Well, if they traded Legume, they might get someone worse. Y’know?”


  
    
The Silver Cord Is Broken, the Golden Bowl Is Loose: Read All about It in the Oysterback Bugeye

TWO HEARTS BEAT AS ONE last week when Jeanne Leery married Hudson Swann at Oysterback Hardshell Methodist Church in a double-ring ceremony. The bride sang her own selections, including “Oh, Promise Me,” “We’ve Only Just Begun,” and “I’d Rather Have Jesus.” The bride is a popular local beauty operator at Doreen’s Curl Up ’n’ Dye Salon de Beaute, and the groom is a self-employed waterman.

• • •

HAGAR JUMP, OYSTERBACK’S POSTMASTER, says that the new catalogs from the Farm and Tractor Store have arrived and will be put up this week. Incidentally, Ray Bob Whortley and Sudie Fairbank, your box rents are due.

• • •

PARSONS DREEDLE OF DREEDLE’S FUNERAL HOME wants everyone to know that the butterbeans they offer at their roadside produce stand are not red because they fertilize them with funeral wastes, as some have been saying, but because they come from the seed company like that and grow that way naturally. This should relieve many minds in the local area.

• • •

BOOT WILLIS REPORTS that he has tonged up an oyster that is the size of a size 13 Redball boot. Those who wish to view the giant bivalve may do so by stopping by the Blue Crab Tavern, where it is on display inside of Boot’s Coleman chest over by the Pac Man machine. Better hurry, because Blue Crab Proprietor Desiree Grinch is running a special on her popular Oysters Desiree this weekend.

• • •

LOCAL ARTIST AND EDITOR of this newspaper Helga Wallop, whose paintings on velvet of small children, clowns, and Elvis have been exhibited as far away as the First Bank of Delaware in Dover, will be giving a Kristmas Krafts Workshop at the Community Center on the 9th. Those interested in making a beautiful and original Christmas wreath, bring a one-gallon Clorox container, two pairs of pantyhose, and a blowtorch.

• • •

CAPTAIN AND MRS. LENNIE SKINNER are enjoying a visit from Mrs. Skinner’s cousins, Captain and Mrs. Elwood Rainbird, and family at their rental cottage in Ocean City this week. “Old Timers” will remember Mrs. Rainbird as the former Juanita Bugg, Delmarva Poultry Princess of 1948.

• • •
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THE SILVER CORD IS BROKEN, the golden bowl is loose as friends of Haney Sparks are invited to call at Dreedle’s Funeral Home on Wednesday night for a last look at the departed. Haney Sparks, universally known throughout the Delmarva region, was called to his eternal rest after eating his usual nacho cheese steak sandwich snack in front of Omar Hinton’s store the other day. Omar wants all West Hundred watermen to know that the back-ordered supply of zinc weights have finally come in just in time for crab pot building.

• • •

SHERIFF WESLEY BRISCOE issued a citation to Huddie Swann and Junior Redmond for driving their motorized Port-O-San duck blind down Black Dog Road last week without registration.

• • •

FARADAY HICKS’S DAUGHTER LA VERNE and her husband Bubba are visiting him from New Carrollton as they do every time he says he’s leaving all his money to Tammy Faye Bakker.

• • •

MR. EDDIE, POPULAR HAIRDRESSER down to Doreen’s Curl Up ’n’ Dye and Director of Patamoke Community Theatre, reports that Hagar Jump, Oysterback’s postmaster, will be playing Mary again this year in the Drive In Christmas Pageant. Let us hope that proper reverence will be shown this year and that the Three Wise Men will not appear in their VFD fire gear saying they have “come from a fahr.”

• • •

ALONZO DEAVER is resting quietly at home after spending four of a possible six months on probation before judgment at the Santimoke County Detention Center. Those who wish to visit or recover their missing property are asked to call in the evenings.

• • •

REVEREND CLAUDE CROUCH brought his Currency for Christ Crusade to Wallopsville last week, featuring the Boudine Family, the snake handling gospel quartet. Special guests included Miss Jean Fitts from Animal Control. When Rev. Crouch asked Ferrus T. Buckett if he had found Jesus, Ferrus said he didn’t know He was lost.

• • •

FRIENDS OF JUNIOR AND DOREEN REDMOND helped celebrate their 8th anniversary down to the Blue Crab last week. The couple’s four children and two Labs were present to add to the fun. Doreen and Junior say the money tree will help them with their second honeymoon at Capt. and Mrs. Lennie Skinner’s rental cottage at Ocean City. Entertainment included Tonto Snavely, the Elvis-impersonating waterman from Patamoke, as well as Poot Wallop’s imitation of Tonto imitating Elvis.

• • •

MRS. ANTOINETTE “NETTIE” LEERY won the Jello Mold-Off Contest down to the Wallopsville Community Center again this year with her secret Harlequin Pecan Cool Whip Dream recipe.

• • •

THAT BIG FRACAS LAST WEEK was not, as reported here earlier, the work of outsiders from the planet Uranus, but the work of Junior “Junie” Redmond and the boys over to the Blue Crab Tavern and Assistant Deputy Sheriff Johnny Ray Insley, although he didn’t know it at the time. Junie says it was supposed to be a practical joke and that he will pay all the damages on Mrs. Carlotta Hackett’s 1963 pink Cadillac, repair the hole in the P.O. door, and remove all the paint from Faraday Hicks’s cows. No damage was sustained to the seafood plant, the work-boat, the dogs, or the fire tower.

• • •

MRS. CARLOTTA HACKETT’S VISIT to Louisa “Sister” Gibbs over to Patamoke was abruptly cut short when she was operated on for a 7-pound tumor in the shape of Richard Nixon. Pix of Carlotta and tumor appear on page 3.
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Bargain Day over to Omar’s Store

It’s amazing how rumors get started. Like what happened last Saturday when Earl Don and I were on our way to his parents’ fortieth anniversary party over to Wallopsville. Now, if some people in this town have nothing better to do than hang around Omar Hinton’s store and listen to other peoples’ business, that’s their problem, and they need a life. This community has lots of opportunities to do volunteer work, for one thing.

I, Desiree Grinch, proprietor of the Blue Crab Tavern, have a life, and believe me, it keeps me busy enough minding my own business without looking into everyone else’s, like some.

Anyway, if anyone really needs to know, that’s what I was doing over to Omar Hinton’s store last Saturday, teetering on my stiletto heels, with Earl Don in the truck leaning on the horn and screaming about us being a half-hour late to the party to start with. He just wanted to get that necktie off. No one hates wearing a tie quite as much as Earl Don. It was not, as some people around here have been saying, another one of our domestic disputes.

See, I thought Earl Don bought a present and he thought I bought a present so what happened was no one bought a present, even though Earl Don was past the Farm and Tractor Store over to Salisbury three times last week, and I haven’t been able to get out from behind the bar for a month, what with waiting for the cable TV people. Your basic lost cause, those cable TV boys, but I digress.

You know I like Omar Hinton; most people do. He is a nice man and has made a fine president of the Oysterback town council. Why, he never even turned an eyelash when we woke him up at 3 a.m. when Earl Don and I were babysitting little Olivier and ran out of Pampers. That takes some niceness.

But even I will have to admit that Omar is a pack rat, plain and simple. He has a lot of trouble throwing anything out, as anyone who has spent any time poking around in the back of his store can tell you. Since I enjoy poking around back there, I know for a fact that there’s stuff back there that’s been there since his grandfather’s time. Even Omar doesn’t know what he’s got back there. But I do.

“Omar, I need an anniversary present, quick!” I says.

“This store is all right if you are planning to give someone a can of Indian Quarter Cream Corn, a pack of Peanut Butter Tandy Cakes, or a small bottle of Janitor In a Drum, but you are talking relatives of yours here, people you’ve eaten crabs with,” Omar says, with his eyebrows all the way where his hair used to be.

“I’ll find something,” I says, heading for the back room.

“Mebbe you was thinkin’ of matchin’ Barlow knives?” Omar calls. I must say, he manages to amuse himself sometimes.

But I was already rooting around behind the patent medicine and the other stuff Omar has up there behind the old ice cream freezer, where no one ever looks. “If you spent as much time dusting your stock as you do playing checkers, you’d be a good storekeeper, Omar,” I says to him, sort of teasing. I knew the odds were with me, that I would find something back there.

And there it was, where it had been since he’d moved it in 1961 to make way for the Red Ball boot display. A dusty Wallopsville Church Centennial Commemorative Plate, dated 1958. The perfect collectible for Earl Don’s folks’ collection. At the original price.

“Here’s what I want,” I says. “Sticker says 39 cents.”

Omar sort of pursed up his lips, and I knew what he was thinking. But he rang it up. I ended up spending more money on gift wrap than the gift, which I wrapped up while Earl Don was taking the corners on two wheels, yelling at me because we were late. As it was, we barely made the minister’s invocation.

Earl Don’s folks were thrilled with their Wallopsville Church plate, which I understand costs a fortune in antique stores.

Don’t believe everything you hear over to Omar Hinton’s store. That, my friends, is what really happened.


  
    
Ferrus T. Buckett Deals with Hard Times

It was one of those days that winter hands out every once in a while, with a sudden break in the cold and a gentle southerly breeze that hints of spring to come.

Down at the end of Black Dog Road, Ferrus T. Buckett rocked back and forth in his creaky chair, sucking on his dentures as he read the latest issue of Paris-Match in the warm sunlight. At his feet, Blackie, his ancient and half-senile Lab, pricked up his ears at the sound of an approaching car.

Ferrus barely glanced up as the glossy new Mercedes, painted an eye-blinding white, roared past, then suddenly stopped in a flurry of brake lights and squealing tires. After a moment, it began to slowly back up until it was parallel with Ferrus’ littered wonder of an overgrown yard, decorated with all matter of rusting engine parts and extinct appliances. A woman’s face, disapproving and haughty, floated in the smoked glass of the passenger’s window, peering at Ferrus as if he were a particularly unappealing insect.

“Well, offer him a little money, for God’s sake,” Ferrus heard her voice, thick with the accents of the Western Shore, through the open sunroof. “Obviously he’s just some old cracker trash. He has no idea what it’s really worth.”

“It would be a Lem Ward, Muffy. None of these people know the value of anything,” her male companion said. “Now, I know my decoys. You just watch me.”

A man climbed out of the passenger seat. Like the car, everything about him was too new and too expensive.

The man strode into the yard without so much as a by-your-leave and picked up an ancient decoy carelessly resting against an old deep freezer lid. He turned it this way and that, tapped it with his finger, and even sniffed it like a wine cork. Apparently satisfied, he walked a few feet deeper into the yard. “I say, Pops, this decoy is quite interesting. A bufflehead, isn’t it? I collect decoys, don’t you know.”

“Is that right,” Ferrus replied. With his old man’s fingers, he carefully creased his place in Paris-Match.


[image: ]



“Oh yes,” the man continued. “Know everything there is to know about them. This is rather an interesting specimen, don’t you know. Not terribly valuable, I daresay, but interesting.”

“Is that right,” Ferrus said again. He took out his pipe and began to fill it from his pouch, carefully tamping the sweet-smelling tobacco into the bowl. “Been around here forever. Gave up gunnin’ when my joints got too bad to move. ’At ’ere ole ’coy ain’t no good for gunnin’ no more. Liefer not use a string that old; she’d heave up on you.”

Ferrus was reminded of the churchy caution against avarice as he watched expressions flickering across the man’s face. Nothing could be read in his own countenance, however.

The woman was tapping on the car window, mouthing something at her companion.

“Well, listen, old man,” the Mercedes owner said impatiently. “What do you say to selling this old thing to me? Give you fifty.”

“They got a whole goddam museum over to town fulla them ole ’coys,” Ferrus said.

If looks could kill, Ferrus would have been dead on the rotten planking.

“Gerald, pay the man and let’s get out of Tobacco Road. I would really, really like to be at Fager’s by four.” The woman leaned out the window now. With her blonde hair skimmed back from her head, she looked like a made-up skull.

“Take a hunnert,” Ferrus said matter-of-factly.

The Mercedes man had trouble holding the decoy and pulling a thick roll of bills from his pants pocket at the same time. He handed Ferrus a bill, tendered between his second and third fingers, as if touch with the old waterman could contaminate him.

Ferrus was still tucking the bill in his shirt pocket when the glimmering Mercedes did a U-turn and headed down the road.

“I’m so sure that it’s a Ward!” The woman’s voice hung in the air.

As soon as they were out of sight, Ferrus got up and walked around the back yard. Taking up his shovel, he began to dig in the manure pile, exposing a beautifully if artificially aged, wooden snow goose. “Oh, I’m so sure that it’s a Ward!” he muttered in imitation of the woman’s nasal accents. He began to chuckle. “Not,” he added, bearing the goose proudly to the front yard.


  
    
Hudson Swann Eludes the Law

Things have been pretty quiet in Oysterback of late. Not so much as a knee-deep’s peep, as Altus Rycker likes to say, except he says something different. It’s sort of a relief after all the excitement we had last week, what with Huddie and the Beauty and the Beast Contest down at the fire hall and Miss Nettie Leery and all.

I guess you know what a Beauty and the Beast is. It’s when they can find five or six boys on the Fire Department who will dress up like women—makeup, wigs, and all—and become contestants in a beauty contest. It’s always popular, and it always raises a lot of money for the Fire Department, as there is nothing people like more than to see grown men make fools out of themselves.

They run it just like a beauty contest for women—evening gown, swimsuit, and talent competition. Of course, it gets pretty raunchy sometimes, but you should see the little old ladies, right up in front, where butter wouldn’t melt in their mouths, watching those boys with their chests all stuffed out and all that makeup smeared all over their beards and mustaches, hairy legs just hangin’ out of their skirts and women’s maillots and what-not, big feet stuck into high-heeled shoes.

Oh, it is funny, I have to admit, especially when Junie Redmond emcees it. When the boys forget their lines, he just jumps right in and covers up for them like a real actor or something.

Well, Hudson Swann swore up and down they’d never get him into one of those outfits and up on that stage, but somehow or another Junie convinced him to do it this year.

Well, Jeanne, Hudson’s wife, being a beauty operator, had a wig and makeup and all of that, but she’s a tiny little thing and Huddie’s over six foot, so she told him to go into town and buy himself some sort of evening gown from the thrift shop at the hospital.

So, Huddie went on into town, but when he got to the thrift shop, it was run by these genteel little old ladies, all of them friends of his mother, Miss Catherine, and Huddie, who is by nature not a talker to start, found that he just couldn’t tell the ladies that he needed a dress for himself but he didn’t know what size he wore. He was just too embarrassed. Now Junior Redmond would have done it, but not Huddie; they’re best friends, but they’re as opposite as night and day. So, Huddie stole out, dressless, and went to Dave’s Sport Shop to console himself with some new Spin Doctor Da-Glos.

He was standing there looking at the moosehead Dave keeps hanging over the counter when he all of a sudden got this idea, or so he says. Huddie’s mother-in-law, Miss Nettie Leery, is quite a big woman, and maybe she would have a gown that would fit him. Huddie gets ideas like that.

So, Miss Nettie was over in Log Cabin Point that day visiting her sister, so Huddie just went over to her cedar closet. Miss Nettie wouldn’t attend any Beauty and the Beast Contest on a dare, so Huddie figured if he could get it in and out of her house without her knowing it, he’d be home free. What he found was this pink lace number, and he just sort of looped it over his arm and took it on down to the VFD, so it would be there that night when he came to get all dressed up for the contest.
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So, when he gets there after supper and sees that all the other boys have gone to considerable trouble with shoes and nylons and hats and all, and these are big macho guys we’re talking about, Huddie sees he’s gonna need a little something special. So, after a couple pitchers of beer, he decides that the pink plastic flamingoes in front of the trailer home of Miss Hagar Jump, Oysterback’s postmaster, would make a nice hat. So, in his pink lace dress and his high heels and his wig and makeup, Huddie goes down the street and sort of borrows Miss Hagar’s flamingoes.

Trouble is, Miss Hagar looks out the window and sees this big woman in this pink lace dress stealing her flamingoes, and she calls Johnny Ray Insley, the deputy sheriff.

So, Hudson enters the contest with this hat made out of these pink plastic flamingoes, and well, you know how these things go, what with the gown and the talent and the swimsuit competition, Huddie is second runner-up. Huddie is also very glad that it’s all over. You never saw a man put his own clothes back on so fast in your whole life.

First thing in the morning, he returns his mother-in-law’s dress, and just as he’s coming down the back stairs, he hears Miss Nettie turning in the drive. So, Huddie just has time to make it out the back door. But he forgets the flamingoes and leaves them in Miss Nettie’s washroom, on top of the dryer.

Wouldn’t you know, Miss Nettie’s going to the Overstreet girl’s wedding that very afternoon, and she’s wearing that pink lace dress.

Well, who else should be going to Miss Overstreet’s wedding but Miss Hagar Jump? And who’s been feuding over who won first prize in the tomato jelly contest at the Flower and Garden Show last year but Miss Hagar and Miss Nettie?

Well, Miss Hagar takes one look, and I mean one look at Miss Nettie in that pink lace dress, and jumps up right there in church and calls Johnny Ray Insley.

Well, Johnny Ray didn’t want to do it, but Hagar fussed and took on so that Johnny Ray went on over to Miss Nettie’s house. Miss Nettie was indignant; she said go right ahead and look, and of course there were those two pink plastic flamingoes right there in her washroom.
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