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and walked out here and started this town befo' you was born. I
ain't like some of you new niggers, come here when grapes' ripe. I
was here to cut new ground, amd I been layor ever since.
Well, there ain't no sense in no one man stayin' Mayor all the time.
Well, it's my town and I can be mayor jus' as long as I want to. It
was me that put this town on the mape.
What map you put it on, Joe Clark? I ain't seen it on no map.
(Indignant) I God! Listen here, Zlder Simms. If you don't 1like the
way I run this town, just' take your flat feets right on out and git
yonder crost the woods. You ain't been here long enough to say nothin'
nohowe
(Fram a2 nail keg) Yeah, you Methodist niggers always telling people

how to rumn things.

(Practically mnheard by the others) We do so kmow how to run things,

don't we? Ain't Brother lMayor a Methodist, and ain't the school—
teacher as...? (His remarks are drowned out by the others.)
No, we don't like the way you're rumin' things. Now looka here,
(Pointing at the Marshall) You got that lazy Lum Boger here for
marshall and he ain't o0ld enough to be dry behind his ears yet... and
all these able-bodied means in this townl! You won't 'low nobody else
to run a store 'ceptin' you. 4And looka yonder (happening to notice the
street light) only street lamp in town, you got in front of your place.
(Indignantly) We pay the taxes and you got the lamp.

VILLAGER: Don't you-all fuss now. How come you two always yam—yamming
other?
How come this fly-by-night Methodist preacher over here....ain't been

here three months.... triées to stand up on my store porch and tries




