keep saying that I’'m going to clean o
and throw away all the junk, but I neve
I went into the room slowly and put 1

down on the rug. I knew right away
of boy Bubba had been by looking at |
There was not a person in the world w

shouldered the shotgun on the rack, tha
never stuffed the squirrel on the bookcase,
I'had never collected all those different bird egg




Well, that’s how often my boys came up and down
that old tree — their feet wore down the bark. They
wouldn’t use the stairs for anything. And I said,
“Fred, I am through worrying about boys falling
out of trees. You hammer the screens into those
upstairs windows.” ’

‘I won’t climb out,’ I assured her.
‘Oh, go along with you. I know boys.’

g’

‘Well, if you do, I’ll be downsmim%

She went out, and I opened my suj
put my clothes in the drawers, and ¢
the other drawers and looked at all
in them. There were different kinds
in shoeboxes, and bullets, and an old c:
with coins in it, and a big stack of 4-H
books, and in the bottom drawer were ¢




