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Chartreuse Mansions

| wandered through the wilderness for afew days after leaving Dr. Mirbeau and hisIdand of Annoyed
Souls. | figgered any minute now agreat big city would break into view, but you'd be surprised how few
of them there are down in South America, and especidly in the middle of the jungle. They'd told me that
the Amazon Basin wasfilled with Indians, but | never saw no basin, just abunch of swvampsand rivers.
Finaly, when I'd been on my own for five days, | ran head-first into acouple of little bitty fellers, maybe
aninch or two over fivefeet, and dressed for exactly the kind of warm humid westher what we was
having alot of, which isto say they wore loincloths and matching headbands, and if they had on athird
thing | never saw it.

Well, these wasn't like no Indians 1'd ever seen back in the States, before the government give me my
walking papers, but | figgered what the hell, how different can one Indian be from another, so | held up
my hand and said "How!"

The one on the right jumped back, and the one on the | eft looked like he might faint dead away, so |
figured | better keep talking while | sill had an audience.

"I have traveled many moons," | said. "Seek city of the paefaces. Epecialy interested in wampum.”

They just looked a me like | was some kind of foreigner who was too stupid to speak Indian, and even
when | tapped myself on the chest and explained that | was their Kemosabee they just kind of stood
there like a couple of potted plants, and | decided that I'd been the victim of false doctrine and whatever
these two was, it wasn't Indians.

After awhile they stopped looking scared and started looking bored, and finally they just kind of
wandered off into thejungle. | suppose | could have followed ‘em, but | couldn't see no sense winding up
in somelittle village where | wasthe only one who spoke Indian, so instead | just started walking again,
trusting to the good L ord to direct me to some city that was suitable for building my tabernacle.

| walked another day and night, and it occurred to me that being lost was mighty hungry work and |
hadn't et areal med in closeto aweek now, living on fruits and berries and the like. I'd found a clutch of
eggs one morning and figured to make an omelet, but even before | could remember that | didn't have
nothing to cook 'em in, they each hatched out alittle ligator. Most of ‘em took one look at me and
high-tailed it the other direction, but there was one who must've thunk | was his mother, because he kept
rubbing against me, and when | started walking he fell into step behind me, and | wasthinking thet if he
stuck around for another three or four yearsand | didn't come on no city by then maybe | could train him
to hunt dinner for us each day, but then he saw aboa constrictor and decided that was his mama, and he
gave me alook that said | wasn't the only one who'd been betrayed by false doctrine, and then he
headed off with the snake and that wasthelast | saw of him.

| wasjust trying to figger out whether to keep going in the same direction, or maybe follow one of these
hundreds of streams and rivers| kept passing and hope maybe it'd lead meto this Amazon Basin I'd
heard about, when the decision was tooken out of my hands, because suddenly, standing not two
hundred feet ahead of me, was the most beautiful golden-haired lady | ever did see. Her hair hung down
amost to her waist, and | could see even from this distance that her eyes were the deepest, prettiest
shade of blue. Asfor therest of her, there wasn't nobody ever going to mistake her for aboy, even a
five hundred yards. She wore atattered dress what had seen better days, and certainly longer ones.



"Howdy, maam!" | ydled, waving my hand at her.

Sheturned, saw me, gave methe kind of smile that made me wish it was night out so | could bay the
moon, and waved back.

"| don't want to intrude on your privacy, maam," | said, "but for the past week | mostly been
concentrating on being lost, and | was wondering if you could lead meto civilization, or at least point me
intheright direction.”

She smiled again, showing off the whitest teeth you can imagine, and began walking toward me. | didn't
hear no music, but she moved her hips exactly like she was dancing to asow rhumba, and | knew that |
hed falen hopelesdy and eterndly in love again.

"Madam," | said when she reached me, "I got to tell you that in all my experience |l ain't never seena
looker like you, and I'm ready here and now to plight my trough.” | didn't actually know whét plighting a
trough meant — on theface of it, it seemskind of like digging atrench in an open field — but it sounded
likethekind of thing beautiful young damsdls what were serioudy underdressed would want to hear from
asuitor.

Shegmiled a meagain.
"Can | takethis hereradiant smile asasign that you return my affection, maam?’ | said.
She nodded her head.

"Good!" | said. "For aminute there | was scared that you didn't speak my lingo. A couple of days back |
ran into some guysin the forest that didn't speak American or Indian, and | know that back in San
Pdmero, where | served as President for closeto afull day before we had alittle misunderstanding,
everyone was caled Jose and Juanitaand didn't speak no known language.”

| laughed to show her how relieved | was, and she laughed too.

"And here| am forgetting my manners, maam,” | continued. "I'm the Right Reverend Honorable Doctor
Lucifer Jones at your service, but sSince we seem to be planning to spend the rest of our livestogether,
you can cal me Lucifer. And who do | have the honor of fdling inlove with?"

"Cluck," shesad.

"l didn't quite catch that,” | said.

"Cluck," she repested.

"I beg your pardon, maam," | said, "but it sounds like you said 'cluck’ like unto a chicken.”
"Cluck cluck cluck," shesaid.

"So are them other two clucks your middle and last names?' | asked.

"Cluck cluck cluck cluck cluck," she said, and suddenly she didn't look quite as beautiful as she had
about forty seconds ago.

"Y ou got something caught in your throat, maam?" | asked.

She laughed and dapped me on the shoulder, like I'd just made some kind of joke. "Cluck cluck cluck
cluck cluck cluck," she said.



"You live around here, maam?' | asked, because | figgered I'd better seeif anyonein her family spoke
any better before | got too all-fired committed to this here relationship.

She nodded her head, reached out and took me by the hand, and began leading me down awinding
jungle path.

| asked her about her family, and what country we were in, and how long she'd been her, and maybe a
couple of dozen other things, and al she said was "Cluck cluck cluck™, and while | enjoyed holding such
abeautiful and dainty hand, | got to say that man and boy that was the dullest conversation | ever did
have.

Finaly we cameto aclearing by till another river, and right in the middle of it were two huge chartreuse
houses, each with a couple of dozen rooms and a big veranda out front, and sitting in arocking chair on
one of the verandas was a grizzled old gray-haired guy who obvioudy wasn't on speaking termswith the
locd barber, because his hair was amost aslong asthe girl's, and he had it growing out of his chin, too. |
noticed that he also had amighty wicked shotgun laying across hislap.

"Cluck cluck!" said thegirl.
"Welcome back, Ramal" said the old guy. " So you findly caught onel
Good for you, girl!"

"Howdy, neighbor,” | said. "I'm the Right Reverend Lucifer Jones, weddings and baptisms done cheap,
with agroup ratefor funeras”

"I'm mighty pleased to meet you, Reverend Jones," said the old guy, coming over and shaking my hand.
"My nameis Corndius MacNamarra, and this heré's my daughter, Rama. What brings you to my humble
domicile?'

"Hunger, thirgt, and mostly Rama," | said. ™Y ou got any grub | could borrow?"
"l won't hear of your borrowing anything!" announced MacNamarrafirmly. "Everything | haveisyours.
"Well, | cal that mighty Chritian of you, Brother MacNamarra,” | said.

"Cadl me Corny," said MacNamarra. "Especialy now that you're going to become a member of the
family."

"Actuadly, | been meaning to talk to you about that, Brother Corny," | began.
"No need for talk!" he cried. "She'sdl yours, with my blessng!"
"Just the same, | got afew questions before | cart her off to the dtar,” | said.

"Beautiful girl!" hesaid. "The apple of her father'seye." Hefrowned. "Or isit the grapefruit? I've beenin
thisdamned jungleso long | plumb forgot.”

"I don't want to be intrusive, Brother Corny," | continued, trying to get back to the subject at hand, "but
when wasthe last time you sat down and had a chat with Rama?”*

"Thismorning, a breskfast," he sad.

"And you didn't notice nothing peculiar about her lingo?”



"Same asdways," he assured me.

"| think that'swhat | meant,” | said. "In my travels on five continents, I've met folkswith limited
vocabularies, but | got to say hersisalittle more limited than most.”

"You noticed," he said unhappily.
"Kind of hard to missin the middle of a hour-long conversation like we had on the way over here)" | said.

"Damn!" he muttered. "What's the point of being writ up in song and story as Ramathe Bird Girl if dl you
can say is'cluck'?" | looked at Rama, who somehow wasn't quite as beautiful as she'd been an hour ago,
but was still maybe a shade above average. "1 don't see no wings or featherson her,” | said. 'What
makes her the Bird Girl ?'

"Modtly theway shetaks," admitted MacNamarra. "Even out here in the middle of nowhere she can
attract men, but though most of 'em can go for days without saying aword to her, sooner or later every
last one of 'em either asks what's her name or where's the bathroom or what's that roaring off in the
distance, and then she answers, and another potential son-in-law has flown the coop.” He spat on the
ground. "Hell, I even built an extra house, just for her and her husband,” he added, gesturing toward the
chartreuse mansions.

"Lookslike you're expecting lots of grandchildren,” | noted.

"If you can find a second thing to do in this hellhole, let me know," he said. He kind of squinted at me.
"What are you doing in thisjungle, anyway?'

"Mostly looking for away out,” | said. "I'm a preacher by trade."
"What religion?" he asked.

"Something me and the Lord worked out betwixt oursalves of a Sunday afternoon back in Moline,
lllinois" | said.

"So what are you doing down herein South America?' he asked.
"Well, the truth of the matter isthat | waskind of invited to come here," | answered him.
" South Americaasked you to come here?' he said, cocking an eyebrow.

"Actudly, | wasinvited to come here by 33 other governments due to some minor disagreements over
the finer points of thelaw,” | admitted. "Still, | figger aslong asI'm here | might aswell hunt up the
perfect spot to build the Tabernacle of Saint Luke.”

"Saint Luke, huh?' he said. "He writ hissdlf a pretty good gospel. One of the Six or seven best, that's for
ure”

"Thishereisadifferent Saint Luke," | told him.
"l an't never heard of asecond one," he said.

"Youretakingtohim," | said. "l figger cdling it the Tabernacle of Saint Lucifer might put some
parishoners off their feed.”

"A telling point,” he agreed, nodding his head sagdly. "Y ou're gonna make afine addition to the family,
Reverand.”



"Well, | been mulling on it the last few minutes, Brother Corny,” | said, "and | think | may have been a
little hasty losing my heart to Rama.”

"Nonsense!" hesaid. "You an't looking at it the right way. She's mighty easy on the eyes, pleasant as
anyone can want, afine cook, and she ain't never gonnatell the punchline of your joke after you've spent
fiveminutesbuilding uptoit.”

"I don't know, Brother Corny," | said. "1 got to think about it alittle more.”

"You'reright welcometo," said MacNamarra. "' Spend the night if you like. Hdll, spend the summer.”
"Aintwein summer?' | asked.

"Spend Christmas and New Y ears and Opening Day," he went on. "Take aslong as you want."
"That's right reasonable of you, Brother Corny," | said.

Then he picked up his shotgun and aimed it at me. "Y ep," he said. "Take aslong as you want, Reverend.
Aintno hurry at al. But you ain't leaving here abachédor, and that'safact.”

"You'd redly kill me?' | asked, kind of startled.

"Naw, wouldn't be Chrigtian,” saild MacNamarra. "1'd just blow your legs off. Did | mention that my
Ramaisahdl of anurse, too?"

"Tel me, Brother Corny,” | said, "what was Ramas mother like?!

"Kind of flighty," hesaid. "Finaly run off with afdler from Kentucky what had thisidea about building
some kind of franchise, whatever that is. Left me stuck down here with two daughters.”

"Two?" | said. "What happened to the other one?’

"Nothing," he said. "She's out hunting our dinner.” Suddenly arifle shot rang ouit.
"Well, she either caught it, or she ran into one of Rama's former suitors.”

"Cluck cluck cluck!" laughed Rama.

Either the gunshot or the clucking got meto thinking, and | turned back to MacNamarra. "What does
your other daughter look like?' | asked him.

"She'sthe prettier of thetwo,” he said. "I'm sorry, Rama, but it's the truth.”
Ramanodded her head in agreement.

"Well, theré's no senserushing into marriage,” | said. "Maybe | should meet your other daughter beforell
make up my mind."

"I don't know," hesaid. "I kind of had my heart set on marrying Ramaoff firdt. | love her like only a
father can, but truth to tell, she ain't half the shot her sister is, and if one of 'em's got to grow up to bea
ugly old maid what does nothing but tend to her father's needs, it makes sense for that to be Bella."

"Bella?' | repeated. "That's her name?"

"Yeah," hesaid. "It was Anabdlaor Arabella or something-else-Bellawhen she was born, but | never
could remember which — but | always remembered the Bellapart.” He looked acrossthe clearing at a



vison of feminine lovelinesswhat wasjust emerging from the jungle with ariflein one hand and ayoung
tapir dung over her shoulder.

"Oh, we're gonna eat well tonight, Reverand!" he said. "Hey, Bella, come on over here. Theré's someone
| want you to meet!"

Not many women could make Ramalook like aboy in comparison, but Bellawas one of ‘em. | madea
menta note to thank my Silent Partner for arranging for me to meet her before | hooked up permanently
with her sgter.

Bdlakind of undulated across the clearing toward me with abig friendly smile on her face. Her hair was
kind of sand-colored — that's dry sand, not the way it looks after a monsoon or maybe being trampled
by aherd of terrified ephants— and her skin was smoother than any satin | ever seen. And I'd have
given odds that there wasn't astraight line anywhere on her.

"Bdla" said MacNamarra, "thishereis Reverend Lucifer Jones, who's announced hisintention of
marrying into our family, oneway or t'other."

"Howdy, Bela" | said, taking her hand in mine. | was going to kissit in a courtly manner until | saw it
was covered with tapir blood. "I'm mighty pleased to make your acquaintance, and if | can be alowed to
say S0, you and your sster are the two most beautiful women it's been my pleasure to encounter on this
continent.”

"Gobbhle" shesad.

"Well get around toit,” | said, "but it ain't dinnertime yet, and bes des someone's got to clean and baste
the tapir."

"Gobble gobble gobble" said Bella
"Uh. .. Brother Corny," | said, "would | be correct in assuming that ain't no verb?'

"What can | tell you?' hesaid. "l got two bird girls. Built amansion for each of 'em and their husbands."
He started fingering his shotgun again. "'I'd sure hate for you to disappoint me, Reverend.”

| took another look at his gun and decided that if push cameto shove, 1'd be even more disappointed
than him, to say nothing of being morefull of holes.

"Brother Corny," | said, "such athought couldn't be farther from my mind. I'll be mighty glad to stay for
dinner and decide which one of your beautiful daughters| plan to pay court to."

"Now that'smorelikeit!" he said enthusiagticdly. "Hell, | might even break out a bottle of my prime
drinkin’ Suff!"

| allowed asto how that could ease the pain of kissing my bachelorhood good-bye, and hetold the girls
to go clean and cook the tapir and got a couple of clucks and agobblein response, and then he asked
meif I'd like to see theingdes of the chartreuse mansions.

"Aint no hurry,” | told him. "I figger I'll be moving into one of 'em soon enough.”

"l like your attitude, Reverend Jones," he said, dapping me on the back and damned near sending me
sprawling.

"How'd you ever get in the middle of thishere junglein thefirst place, Brother Corny?" | asked.



"Wewas looking for Buenos Aires," he answered. " Saw abunch of little naked folk off in the distance,
and figured we must have hit the place during carnival season. We followed the parade for afew days,
and then one morning they was al gone and we were stuck herein the middle of nowhere, so | got to
work building Chicky and me ahouse, and—"

"Chicky?" | interrupted him.

"I dways caled her my little chickadee," he explained. "Of course, that was before she done produced
an ever littler one”

Well, we swapped life stories for the next hour, and he spent another hour asking me about the Clubfoot
of Notre Dame and the Insidious Oriental Dentist and some of my other adventures and exploits and
encounters, but if you're reading this here account you probably aready read them books so theré'sno
sensemy repeeting it dl here. Anyway, 1'd just brung him up to the present when Ramaand Bellacame
out and clucked and gobbled at us, and he dlowed as to how that meant dinner was ready, and we went
insde and sat ourselves down at atable he'd made out of some defenseless tree that probably never did
him no harm, and then the girls brought out adab of meat that tasted as good asit smelled and alot
better than it looked, and we fell to feeding our faces.

When it was over MacNamarralit up acigar and told me that I'd brung him up to date about me, but I'd
kind of |€&ft out the rest of the world, and he was sort of curious about it.

"For example," he said, "did Woodrow Wilson keep us out of that little skirmish over in Europe?!
"For awhile" | said.

"Good," he said. "Only problem with al them foreignersisthat they speak European and probably don't
believe in God and maybe eat their young, but other than that | can't seethat they're dl that much
different from Americans except for being dumber and uglier.” He paused for amoment. "How about the
fat guy with the girl'sname?'

"I ain't quite sure who you're talking about, Brother Corny,"” | said.

"Y ou know," indsted MacNamarra. "He pitches for the Boston Red Sox. Callshimsdlf Dolly or Honey,
something like that."

"Y ou mean Babe Ruth?'

"That'sthefdler!" he exdamed. "1 sure wouldn't want to find mysdf alonein the men'sroom with aguy
called Babe. Whatever happened to him?"

"Traded to the Y ankess, last | heard," | told him.

"Good," hesaid. "Ain't no way Boston was ever going to win a pennant with afat guy named Babe on
the team.”

"Anything e se you got adriving desireto know?' | asked. "Yeah," hesaid. "Y ou think my Ramaand
Bdlacould makeit as FHoradoragirls?’

"Ain't no Horadoragirlsnomore,” | told him.
"Oh?" he asked, looking his disappointment. "What happened to ‘'em?"

"Taking pictures put 'em out of business” | said.



"Taking pictures?' he repeated, kind of frowning.
"Like unto Charlie Chaplin and Mary Pickford, but with talking," | explained.

He threw back his head and laughed. "Taking pictured" he guffawed. "By God, I'm gonnalike having a
son-in-law with asense of humor!"

He began telling me about how he till had a pile of money in some Missouri and Oklahoma banks,
except for the part held invested in Anaconda Copper, and | decided telling him about 1929 would just
depresshim, so | never brung it up.

Wetalked abit more, and then he led me out to atiny shed. "Good night, Reverend,” he said. "'l can't tell
you how happy | am to have you joining our little family.”

| heard akind of snorting sound from the shed.

"Uh. .. 1 don't want to sound unduly aarmed, Brother Corny," | said, "but exactly what isresiding in
there?'

"Just Sadie, our pet pig,” he said. "Don't mind her. She'saright friendly sort, unlessyou get her mad.”
"Maybe | should just degp in one of the houses,” | suggested.

"Ramalivesin oneand Bellalivesin the other,” he said. "T'wouldn't be mora, you spending the night
under the same roof with one of 'em until after you're married.”

Sadie grunted and the shed shook.
"Maybe I'll just deep on your rocking chair,” | suggested.

"Suit yoursdlf," he said with ashrug. "If'n you don't mind being et alive by bugs and having snakes crawl
al over you, | can't seewhy it should bother me neither.”

"On second thought, Brother Corny," | said hagtily, "' can seethat Sadi€'s abeloved member of the
family, and | wouldn't want her suffering no pangs of rejection.”

"WEell, good for you, Reverend!" he said, dapping me on the back, which was starting to get more than a
little sorefrom dl these displays of friendship. "I like the way you think. Hell, build your tabernacle on the
property here, and | just might join it. Probably get you three or four Indians, too, provided your religion
ain't got nothing againg nudity or cannibalism or virgin sacrifice or any of them other littleloca customs.”

| thanked him for his concern and his confidence and his pig, and then | went off to spend the night with
Sadie, who truth to tell smelled better and hogged the deeping arealess than some women | could name.

Came morning | wandered over for some breskfast, and Rama and Bellawere dl scrubbed up and
looking their prettiest, than which not alot of things and hardly no women were prettier, and
MacNamarraasked meif I'd made my choiceyet, and | told him | was gill considering which of these
lovely damsals | was going to grace with my hand in marriage, and | redlized that | was going to haveto
come up with some kind of answer pretty soon, because while he smiled and alowed thet it was a pretty
tough decision, | noticed that his shotgun wasn't never out of his reach.

| began reviewing my options. There were probably worse fates than marrying Bellaand having an
occasiond friendly rendezvous with Rama, or vice versa. Hell, MacNamarrawas so desperate to marry
‘em off | don't think held have raised any serious objections to me marrying both of ‘em in the same



modest little ceremony on hisfront porch — but | knew that sooner or later I'd get alittletired of bird
talk. Probably in something under three minutes.

| could high-tall it for civilization, but | didn't know where civilization was, and besdes| wasn't quite as
young as I'd once been and | figgered it was mighty unlikely that | could outrun MacNamarras buckshot.

And then it occurred to me that there might very well be an dternative that didn't involve getting hitched
or getting shot. It wasn't no sure thing, but it made alot more sense than along lifetime of chirping or a
very short lifetime of no chirping.

"Hey, Brother Corny," | said, "aslong as I'm gonna spend the rest of my natura life here, how's about me
going out hunting with Ramaand Bellaand kind of getting the lay of the land?’

"Sure," he said. "Whoever you marry, you figger to get her pregnant right away and keep her pregnant
for yearsand years, S0 you might aswell start acquainting yoursalf with the landscape.”

"Fine" | said, standing up. "Ain't no timelike the present.”

"Girls" said MacNamarra, "go with him so he don't get hissalf so lost that he can't find hisway back
here. And if hetriesto run off, fire two or three warning shotsinto his bow."

"Y ou mean across my bow," | corrected him.
"I know what | mean," he said. "Okay, girls, get amove on.”

Ramaand Bellaheaded off toward thejungle, and | didn't seem to have no choice but fal into step
behind them. We wandered far and wide, to say nothing of high and low. Every now and then Bella
would start gobbling and pointing, and sure enough there's be ajaguar watching us from an overhanging
branch, or Ramawould begin clucking a blue streak and I'd see an anteater staring at us from behind
some bushes.

But | wasn't after jaguars or anteaters, nor any other fish or fowl. | never did find what | was looking for,
and at day's end we went back to the chartreuse mansions, and | reacquainted mysalf with Sadie, but we
were off again the next morning, and the morning after that, going farther afield each time— and on the
fifth day wefinaly ran into a couple of well-muscled good-looking young men, each wearing alittle dinky
loincloth and carrying abow and arrows, and it was clear that they were just about the right age for
getting hitched.

Thank you, Lord, | said silently. Now | owe Y ou one.

"Howdy," | said to them when they became aware of our presence, and | could tdll right off that they
were smitten by Ramas and Bellas beauty. "I hope we ain't intruding on your hunting grounds, and by
the way where's the nearest city?”

"Quack quack quack," said the one on the | eft.

By God, Lord, | thunk, Y ou outdone Y ourself thistime! "Doesyour friend awaystak likethat?' | asked
the one on theright.

"Squawk squawk squawk squawk squawk,” he said.

| took aquick look at thegirls, and | could tell they'd dready lost their hearts and were preparing to lose
acouple of other things aswell, and there wasn't no doubt that the young men were hopelessy inlove
too.



Thefive of uswent back to the chartreuse mansions, and when MacNamarra saw what | had in tow, and
especidly when he heard what | was bringing back for his girls, he was so happy heforgot al about
shooting me. He broke out his drinkin' stuff again, and before dark | presided at the ceremony what
joined the bird boys and the bird girls together for dl eternity, and then | stood clear just in case Brother
Corny had atractor and was going to let the girlsuseit to plight their troughs, and after spending one
more night in Sadie's company while each girl honeymooned in a chartreuse mansion, | announced that it
was my intention to be on my way, because when you're aman of the cloth whose businessis saving
snners, you just naturaly got to go to where the Sinners congregate, and that meant a city.

"I'll comewith you," said MacNamarra.

"I'd of thunk you'd be the happiest man in theworld,” | said.

"l am."

"Then why are you leaving now that you got both of your girls married off?*

"Truth to tell, Reverend,” he answered, "that bird talk was driving me crazy, and now suddenly there's
going to betwice as much of it asthere was. | got to go where they speak some human language.”

"Well, it'd be un-Christian to refuse you afavor,” | said, "so pack up your gear and let'sbe going.”

"l promise | won't be no bother to you," he said. "'l just got to hear ahuman voice. Y oursain't much, and
it don't make sense very often, but it's better than clucking and gobbling.”

He kissed the girls good-bye, dung his shotgun over his shoulder, packed asatchel of ammunition and
another of drinkin' stuff, and off we went. He wasn't too bad a traveling companion, except that he'd kick
me awake two or three times each night and ask meto talk at him.

| think we'd been on the trail aweek when we came to avillage smack-dab in the middle of the jungle. It
wasn't much of avillage, just four or five huts, and Sitting in front of one of 'em was an dmost-naked lady
who was about MacNamarra's age and maybe three or four times hisweight.

"Good morrow, Madam," he said, bowing low to her. "Hasthis here village got aname?"

She answered him in the very same language them guys what wasn't Indians had used on me a couple of
weeks earlier, and she guv him agreat big smile, and | could seethat her teeth were busy rotting away,
and even from where| stood | could tell that she hadn't bathed in the last ten or twenty years, but none of
that bothered MacNamarra.

"Ain't she got the most beautiful voice you ever heard?' he asked me.
"Did you understand aword she said?" | shot back.

"What difference doesthat make?' he said. "She didn't chirp, and that's dl that matters.” He reached out
and shook my hand.

"It's been nice knowing you, Reverend Jones, and | can never thank you enough for what you done for
my daughters, but I'm smitten with this here delicate little frail flower, and I'm going to soend the rest of
my natural-born daysjust listening to her dul cet tones.”

"If that'swhat you want, Brother Corny, | wish you dl theluck in theworld,” | said, though from the way
his ddicate little three-hundred-pounder was talking ablue stregk a him | figured held dready found al
the luck he needed.



| bid him afond farewell, and headed off toward where | thought civilization was hiding, primed and
ready to finaly build the Tabernacle of Saint Luke.
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