
The "Chucklehead" 

T he year I started in school Papa planned to put me to work 
cutting wood and milking Daisy and helping out in the store - 

the same as he had with my oldest brothers, Mark, James, Paul, 
Peter, Philip and Thomas. But a little monkey wrench changed his 
mind, and I had to nurse my sister Jennie one day to change it back. 

Jennie was the tenth baby in our family. But she was the first girl, 
and to Mama and Papa and us nine boys she was something extra 
special, with big blue eyes, long golden curls, and a smile as dazzling 
bright as the Pearly Gates on Resurrection morn. 

The day before I had to nurse Jennie, Pearl Harrison brought her 
new doll to my house and we decided to get married and set up 
housekeeping in the backyard under the grape arbor. Just as soon as 
our "baby" was born, Pearl handed him to me to hold, and right then 
was when Papa had to have his little monkey wrench, 

Papa and Mark were at the bottom of the cove back of the barn 
fixing the ram. It was a hydraulic ram that pumped water from the 
artesian well in the cove up to a storage tank atop a sawed off live oak 
near the house. It was supposed to run night and day and never stop 
because it took a lot of water for our family, when you counted in 
Daisy and Mack and all those thirsty Domineckers scratching around 
in the lot between the barn and the store. But the plunger in the ram 
was stuck and the water in the tank was getting low, and Papa was 
getting nervous. 

"BOYYYYYYYYY! You boy up there under the grape arbor!" 
Papa's voice struck my conscience like a bolt from the blue. It shook 

the "baby" right back into Pearl's arms and started me running 
barefoot through a patch of spurs, making a beeline for the ram and 
crying, "Suhhhhh!" 

When Papa called one of us boys, he expected him to answer and 
appear at about one and the same time. He was watching for me when 
I hove in sight at the top of the path leading down to the ram. 

"Stop!" he yelled, and I jelled in my tracks. "Now," he said, "run to 
the store and tell James, or Paul, or Peter, to send me my little 
monkey wrench, and hurry up!" 

I ran to the store as fast as my spurred feet would take me. I ran 
through the back door and straight through Papa's office yelling, 
"James! Paul! Peter! James! Paul! Peter!" 

I saw Peter behind the dry goods counter and I headed for him 
yelling "Peter Peter! Papa says send him a wrench and hurry up!" 
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