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When you live out in the country, you get know a lot about animals. It's instinctive with us. And when you farm, you learn a lot about pests.
I was sitting on the porch while the day faded into evening. Had my double-barrel across my lap looking down the hill over my crops.
My family has lived in this house on this land for five generations and our shack-cum-house dates back to the beginning—though in the good times it's been fixed up a lot.
I like sitting out on the porch in my grandma's favorite slider—kind of a rocking chair to those of you who don't know what a true slider is—in the evening. I listen to the jar flies making a real commotion, while lightening bugs flicker over the crops.
I grow corn, plus my government-allotted two rows of tobacco, with tomatoes and squash and other vegetables up near the house. And if that corn gets turned into liquid corn by some backwoods boys usin' their pappy's still, well that's just how folks get along out here in these southern hills.
The house is on the top of our hill, giving me a perfect view down the slope to where the cornfield ends at a dark row of trees. Beyond that you go a bit further to reach the river. It's all a man could ever need, or want.
Shining through the window behind me is grandpa's kerosene lamp. It's not that I don't have 'lectricity; we got that back in '35 with the rest of the country. But since the government put in some secret buildings a few miles down the road a couple years back, that 'lectricity just hasn't been the same around here. That lamp ain't failed us since before my daddy was born.
Don't know what them government folks are doing. They've got a bunch of big steel-sided buildings with no windows, and a tall fence with razor wire on top all the way around them, and lots of lights at night that make it bright as day and suck up everyone else's power. They've promised to fix that problem any day now, but it ain't happened yet.
Nobody really knows what goes on there. Rumors are that they're breeding new strains of farm animals, but nobody knows for sure. Sometimes you kin hear barnyard sounds there, but nobody has actually seen anything. Around here folks mind their own business anyway. Maybe that's what they like about this area.
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