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PAPA'S STRAW HA

q VA  Fred Gipson

roud
ith horses. He was p
her—he worked wi

Papa was a ranche

who works
e : 1t for a rancher

: t is very difficu

he worked: tha

outside on a hor:etfa’x:nne..
said to me:

s oﬁ)etrllxes.‘but always kge_p' thosg ‘
the be_st c ¢ +» =4 What he said. His ciones Were' L iy
%‘we lmpggtzagf most of the other ranchers | knew. Papa ne
~W"o‘rﬁed outside without a_hat. And he always wore the i
kind of hat. It was 3 cow’lrnaczy hat, a large black hat of he:

wool.

He never pushed the hat to one side on his head, but w
it straight. And he did not push the top of the hat (j&\y{l I
most cowboys do. He wor:hj’; hat full and high. I th..
wanted to look taller than he really was. B
~ Papa had two hats. One was his Sunday hat and the oth
his everyday hat. When his Sunday hat got old, he wroe
every day and then bought a new Sunday hat.

He wore his Sunqay hat only to church, or on holidays,

when he visited the city. Most of the time he kept_his Sunda

hat in a specijal box. He hid it so we could not find it.
Papa loved his hats, and he cared

' He never threw them down on a ch

“Son, you may not be able to buy
; you have clean. That

«
K

for them in a special way
air—someone might sit o
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He even had a special place for his everyday hat. Assoon
as he came into the house from work he put his hat on a nail
behind the kitchen door.

Mama was also very careful of Papa’s hat. She was prougd
of the way he looked when he worked, or when he wore hi
Sunday hat and his best clothes. But she was not permitted te
touch his Sunday hat.

But then something happened, Maybe it was the heat O
the long summer. Maybe Mama read about hats in a magazin
or book. But in some way she got the idea that Papa shoul
not wear a heavy wool cowboy hat in the hot weather. Sh

began to believe that Papa would lose his hair if he did. ‘Mam
3 f‘/ﬁegan to worry more about Papa’s hair than about his hats.

Perhaps it was Uncle George that made Mama worry abon
Papa’s hair. Uncle George had no hair. His head was as smoo
as an egg. But Papa had thick black hair that shone like sil
It would be terrible if Papa lost his hair because he wore
heavy wool cowboy hat. :

And so Mama began to worry. She began to watch. 0
carefully as he worked in the hot fields under his ta!' 1 thy &
She saw how wet his hair was when he came into the house.”

Mama began to talk about hats. :

“Papa,” she said one day. “Why don’t you throw that ¢
wool hat away and get a nice cool straw hat?”

“What?” Papa said. “‘Me wear a straw hat! I would ne
let my horses see me in a straw hat!”

“Horses,” Mama answered. “What have horses to do w
a straw hat? Animals don’t care what kind of hat you wear!”

“Mine do,” Papa said. “My horses recognize me beca
1 always wear the same hat, and they like cowboy hats best

D
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all. “Anyway” he said, “I would not be seen dead in a straw
hat!”

Mama talked and talked, but she could not change Papa’s
mind. They talked about hats all summer long. And at last
Mama tried to frighten Papa to get him to wear a straw hat.

“Papa,” she said, “just look at most of the ranchers we
know. All of them wear heavy wool cowboy hats in the
summer, and most of them have lost their hair.”

Papa: laugl}ed at Mama. He laughed so hard the tears ran
down his face and his stomach hurt. But his laughing did not

stop Mama. She told him about Jim Berry who lost his hair‘ .

about two years ago.

And Papa, a little angry, answered: “It was not a cowboy
hat that made Jim Berry lose his hair. It was his wife always
talking about hats and not giving him any peace and quiet.”

Mama said nothing. She stopped talking about hats. I
wondered what was going to happen. Then one day Mama got
up earlier than usual. She marched to the kitchen and made
breakfast. She had a very serious look on her face and did not

say a word. She made more noise than usual and banged the .

dishes down so hard I thought they would break. ’
Suddenly she got in the car and drove toward the city. She

did not tell us why she was geing, but later she came home‘

with a'straw hat. She still looked bery serious.

There had been little rain that year. It"Was a bad year
for ranchers. We had little money. But it was the year for
Papa to buy a new cowboy hat. Mama knew this. She also
thought that if she spent money for a straw hat, Papa would
not spend any money to buy a cowboy hat. :

Mama was right. When Papa saw the straw hat his face-

_.6_
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red. He said nothing, but pulled the straw hat down over his
head until it hid his eyes. He looked very funny. I wanted to
laugh but I didn’t: I was afraid to because Papa was so angry.

I remember how quiet he was as he marched out of the
house.

I followed him that day. He was going to train the wild
horses again and I loved to watch him work. He had gotten
the horses earlier in the year but they were still half wild,
half-trained.

Papa slowly walked toward the field where the horses
were eating grass. He was a good rancher because he was gentle
with horses, never cruel to them. He had given the horses
names and always called to them when he first saw them in the
morning. He talked softly to them so they would not be afraid.
Sometimes the horses walked up to him when he called their
names.

They knew his cowboy hat, which he wore every day, and
they did not feel safe near any other person.

I followed Papa as he walked toward the field calling
their names. At first, the horses continued to eat. But as
Papa got closer the horses looked up at him.

Suddenly, they jumped high into the air, raising their
front feet. Then, they began to run around, wildly. They
screamed, the way frightened horses do. One horse kicked a
hay-wagon over. All of them ran around and around in the
field and then raced toward the @Pwhere they slept.

I never heard such a noise. Papa began to shout “Whoa
boys, steady boys, steady ... ” But there was nothing he could
do.

He marched toward the house, while inside the barn the

_8 e
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frightened horses screamed and kicked hard against the walls
of the barn. »

Mama came running out of the house. She stod near the
door waiting for Papa. She held her hands against her heart.

“What is it Papa. . . what is it?”

Papa did not answer. She held the door open and he
marched into the house. Mama followed him. :

I went in after them to see what was going to happen.
Papa walked straight to the stove in the kitchen. He opened the
top of the stove, pulled the straw hat off his head and pushed
it deep down into the fire.

At last, he turned to Mama and looked at her in a way
that even frightened me. :

I never heard Papa so angry. He shouted and shouted all
sorts of new words. At last, his anger was gone and he said in
a soft, but firm voice:

“Now listen to me, Mama. Understand this! I will never
wear a straw hat, or any other kind of hat my horses do not
like!”’

Then he put on his Sunday cowboy hat and walked out
of the house.

It was almost midnight when the noise died away and the
animals became quiet. The next day, Papa fixed all the broken
wood in the walls of the barn.

I never heard Mama talk any more about hats. Perhaps,
that is why when Papa died, many years lator, there was a round
’spot on the top of his head where there was no hair.
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BARTELBY

3

Herman Melville

I am an old lawyer, and I have three men working for me.
My business continued to grow and so I decided to get one :
more man to help write law documents. ‘{2‘;?} Vk‘/\/jg ’é"\/;i

I have met a great many people in'my dayg, but the man
who answered my advertisement was the strangest person I ever
met or heard of. %‘& -

He stood outside my office and waited for me to speak.
He was a small man, quiet, and dressed in a clean but_old suit
of clothes. I asked him his name. It was Bartelby. After a
few more questions, I told him he could work for me.

At first Bartelby almost worked himself too hard writing
" the legal papers I gave him. He worked through the day by
sunlight and into the night by candlelight. I was happy with
his work, but not happy with the way he worked. He was too
quiet. Had he been happy and cheerful, I would have liked
him much better. But, he worked well: like a machine, never
looking or speaking.

One day, I asked Bartelby to come to my office to study
a legal paper with me. Without moving from his chair, Bartelby
said: “I do not want to.”

I sat for a short time, too surprised to move. Then I be-
came excited.

“You do not want to. What do you mean, are you sick?
I want you to help me with this paper!”

“l do not want to.”

His face was calm. His eyes showed no emotion. He was

12
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not angry. This is strange, I thought. What should I do? But,
the telephonc rang, and I forgot the problem for the time being

A few days later, four long d@ents came into the of-
fice. They needed careful study, and I decided to give one
document to each of my men. I called and all came to my
office. But not Bartelby.

“Bartelby, quick, I am waiting.”

He same, and stood in front of me for a moment. “Idon’t
want to,” he said, then turned and went back to his desk.

I was so surprised. I could not move. I looked at the
others, but found no words to speak. There was something
about Bartelby that froze me, yet, at the same time, made me
feel sorry for him. ;

As time passed, I saw that Bartelby never went out to eat
dinner. Indeed, he never went anywhere. At eleven. o’clock
each morning, one of the men would bring Bartelby some
ginger cakes.

“Umm. He lives on them,” I thought. “Poor fellow!
He is a hard worker and does not mean to hurt me in any v'ay
He is a little foolish at times, but he is useful to me.”

“Bartelby,” I said one afternoon. “Please go to the post
office and bring my mail.”

“I do not want to.”

I walked back to my office too shocked to think. Let’s
see, the problem here is: one of my workers named Bartelby
will not do some of the things I ask him to do. He will not
check his own work, and he will not do the little jobs.

One important thing about him though, he is always in
his office.

One Sunday I walked to my office to do some work.
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