
7. Two Sto ries Out of the Tall
Grass.

PEO PLE:

JOHN JACK JO HANNES HUM MAD UM MADUF FER

FEED BOX

EVA EVE LYN EVAN GE LINE HUM MAD UM MADUF FER

SKY BLUE

THE HAR VEST MOON

A HAYSTACK CRICKET

BABY MOON

HALF MOON

SIL VER MOON

DOOR BELLS, CHIM NEYS, CEL LARS

THE NIGHT PO LICE MAN IN THE VIL LAGE OF CREAM PUFFS

BUT TER FIN GERS

THREE STRIKES

CUB BALLPLAY ERS



The Haystack Cricket and How Things Are Dif‐ 
fer ent Up in the Moon Towns

There is an old man with wrin kles like wrin kled leather on his face liv ing
among the corn fields on the rolling prairie near the Sham poo river.

His name is John Jack Jo hannes Hum mad um maduf fer. His cronies and the
peo ple who know him call him Feed Box.

His daugh ter is a corn field girl with hair shin ing the way corn silk shines
when the corn is ripe in the fall time. The tas sels of corn silk hang down and
blow in the wind with a rusty dark gold, and they seem to get mixed with her
hair. Her name is Eva Eve lyn Evan ge line Hum mad um maduf fer. And her
chums and the peo ple who know her call her Sky Blue.

The eleventh month, No vem ber, comes ev ery year to the corn belt on that
rolling prairie. The wag ons bring the corn from the fields in the har vest days
and the cracks in the corn cribs shine with the yel low and gold of the corn.

The har vest moon comes, too. They say it stacks sheaves of the No vem ber
gold moon shine into gold corn shocks on the sky. So they say.



On those morn ings in No vem ber that time of the year, the old man they call
Feed Box sits where the sun shines against the boards of a corn crib.

The girl they call Sky Blue, even though her name is Eva Eve lyn Evan ge- 
line Hum mad um maduf fer, she comes along one No vem ber morn ing. Her fa- 
ther is sit ting in the sun with his back against a corn crib. And he tells her he
al ways sits there ev ery year lis ten ing to the mice in the corn fields get ting
ready to move into the big farm house.

“When the frost comes and the corn is husked and put in the corn cribs, the
fields are cleaned and the cold nights come. Papa mouse and mama mouse tell
the lit tle ones it is time to sneak into the cel lar and the gar ret and the at tic of
the farm house,” said Feed Box to Sky Blue.

“I am lis ten ing,” she said, “and I can hear the papa mouse and the mama
mouse telling the lit tle ones how they will find rags and pa per and wool and
splin ters and shav ings and hair, and they will make warm nests for the win ter
in the big farm house—if no kits, cats nor kit ty cats get them.”

The old man, Feed Box, rubbed his back and his shoul ders against the
boards of the corn crib and washed his hands al most as if he might be wash ing
them in the gold of the au tumn sun shine. Then he told this hap pen ing:

 
This time of the year, when the mouse in the fields whis pers so I can hear

him, I re mem ber one No vem ber when I was a boy.
One night in No vem ber when the har vest moon was shin ing and stack ing

gold corn shocks in the sky, I got lost. In stead of go ing home I was go ing away
from home. And the next day and the next night in stead of go ing home I was
go ing away from home.

That sec ond night I came to a haystack where a yel low and gold cricket
was singing. And he was singing the same songs the crick ets sing in the
haystacks back home where the Hum mad um maduf fers raise hay and corn, in
the corn belt near the Sham poo river.

And he told me, this cricket did, he told me when he lis tened soft if ev ery- 
thing was still in the grass and the sky, he could hear golden crick ets singing in
the corn shocks the har vest moon had stacked in the sky.

I went to sleep lis ten ing to the singing of the yel low and gold crick ets in
that haystack. It was early in the morn ing, long be fore day light, I guess, the
two of us went on a trip away from the haystack.

We took a trip. The yel low and gold cricket led the way. “It is the call of the
har vest moon,” he said to me in a singing whis per. “We are go ing up to the
moon towns where the har vest moon stacks the corn shocks on the sky.”



We came to a lit tle val ley in the sky. And the har vest moon had slipped
three lit tle towns into that val ley, three lit tle towns named Half Moon, Baby
Moon, and Sil ver Moon.

In the town of Half Moon they look out of the doors and come in at the
win dows. So they have taken all the door bells off the doors and put them on
the win dows. When ever we rang a door bell we went to a win dow.

In the town of Baby Moon they had win dows on the chim neys so the
smoke can look out of the win dow and see the weather be fore it comes out
over the top of the chim ney. And when ever the chim neys get tired of be ing
stuck up on the top of the roof, the chim neys climb down and dance in the cel- 
lar. We saw five chim neys climb down and join hands and bump heads and
dance a laugh ing chim ney dance.

In the town of Sil ver Moon the cel lars are not sat is fied. They say to each
other, “We are tired of be ing un der, al ways un der.” So the cel lars slip out from
be ing un der, al ways un der. They slip out and climb up on top of the roof.

And that was all we saw up among the moon towns of Half Moon, Baby
Moon and Sil ver Moon. We had to get back to the haystack so as to get up in
the morn ing af ter our night sleep.

 
“This time of the year I al ways re mem ber that No vem ber,” said the old

man, Feed Box, to his daugh ter, Sky Blue.
And Sky Blue said, “I am go ing to sleep in a haystack some time in No vem- 

ber just to see if a yel low and gold cricket will come with a singing whis per
and take me on a trip to where the door bells are on the win dows and the chim- 
neys climb down and dance.”

The old man mur mured, “Don’t for get the cel lars tired of be ing un der, al- 
ways un der.”




