Martin,

That story, while true to some degree, was riddled with errors.  We do have an uncle named Wallace Poole and a cousin named Billy Clyde.  The story which originally appeared many years ago in the Arkansas Gazette(an old newspaper which lost in head to head competition with a newer paper the Arkansas Democrat.)  The story as you saw it was a repeat that was supposed to have been presented in the form of a feature called "From The Early Files".  Somehow the ball got dropped and it went to press as if it had just happened.

With all the problems associated with the conversion of the archives of the old Arkansas Gazette to the modern computerized file system boasted of by the Arkansas Democrat-Gazette so named after the papers merged, I supposed some of the content got a little scrambled.  The names got mixed up, the date of occurrence was obviously wrong, and this of course caused the ages of the men to be wrong.  They would have been correct for when it actually happened except that Billy Clyde was a might younger than Wallace.

The fact that I was not around to hear any first person accounts of the event is of little consequence.  Since the story was told and retold so many times, the whole thing grew to near urban legend proportions which afforded me ample opportunity to hear the facts and to qualify me for the retelling of them.  The real story as told a few times in my presence, went pretty much like this.

Billy Clyde heard of some kids around the Lone Oak community who had considerable luck at taking frogs from a particularly inviting pool of water they had discovered in a protected bend of the Cossatot River which winds through the bottoms of southwest Arkansas. (No further attempts will be made here to point out the errors in the newspaper account.)  To continue...

Billy Clyde was on his way home from school.  The walk ordinarily took one and a half to two hours depending in part on the weather and the route taken, but mostly on the number of undone chores waiting at home.  The conversation with the other kids on the walk home was dominated by talk of the size and quantity of frogs recently harvested by the Conatser brothers.  The Conatser brothers had the reputation of being tough enough to back up any lie they told.  If they said they were pulling twelve pound frogs from the Cossatot, then you believed it.  Now since the Conatsers had never been accused of demonstrating the highly developed math skills necessary to calculate the weight of a given bottomland bullfrog without benefit of scales, you might suspect they could just possibly have misplaced a decimal on the twelve pound frog report.  You might suspect it but you, being of sound mind and slight build, wouldn’t challenge them on it.  

Billy Clyde listened with a tape recorder mind as the particulars of the location, timing, and technique of the frog fest unfolded.  (Afford me the tape recorder analogy even though for this story it would seem a blatant misuse of a non-sequentor.)  He got it all down.  Billy Clyde rewound the tape in his head several times.  Cossatot River, just down from the bridge, old Oak tree lying mostly in the water, Dogwood overhanging above the beached Oak, three tined soft steel double barbed frog gig mounted to sixteen foot cane pole.  His memory was now filled to overflowing with a map to a treasure and the method by which to attain it.  He was missing something though.  Billy Clyde let the others go on ahead as he continued to process a plan to make use of information now fast forwarding through his head.  A blast of a car horn brought Billy Clyde back to conscious thought and an instantaneous single minded mode of self preservation as he dove head first over but not quite beyond the slack water ditch that framed the gravel road along which only moments ago he had been so happlessly striding.

Before he could stop himself, he leapt to his feet and turned to angrily face the evil person who would so rudely eject him from his path and cause him possible harm and humiliation by forcing him to take such an untimely and a less than graceful exit to the midst of a bunch of wet muddy cattails which stood alone in accent to the otherwise nondescript ditch.  Billy Clyde found himself looking straight into the faces of a car load of Conatser brothers.  His scowl melted immediately as recognition set in and the vision of the various ways in which his demise might be affected by this gang of devil children passed over him.

A feeble, “How y’all doing, sorry to get in your way.” was all he could muster over the woodpecker like noises coming from the vicinity of his knees.  Whether it was fear of going blind from looking directly into the face of a Conatser or the fact that the evening sun was behind the Conatser’s car, Billy Clyde closed one eye and squinted to focus the other eye on the driver Jerry Conatser.  Jerry turned in his seat to view the road ahead and prepared to resume his drive.

As the car began to roll forward, Jerry turned back toward Billy Clyde, leaned his head back as if to load a catapult, slowly he puckered his lips, then as the bottom lip rose slightly to secure the load he began to accelerate his head forward.  Then just as his head reached high center he pushed his tongue forward rapidly compressing air against his accumulated evil load.  As he released with a mighty head bob forward, a sound was emitted that only occurs when someone lifts a huge lugie into space.  Immediately following the familiar “foump” sound came the payload.  By any measure or accepted standard of spitting, it was a beauty.  A perfect yellow brown stream of Bugler’s Best long-leaf chewing tobacco was airborne and on it way toward a spot where Billy Clyde would be standing were he to jump to the right upon misjudging the appropriate direction of escape.  The missile arched upward to a crest and then down, down, downward taking just enough time to allow Billy Clyde to correctly determine its approximate point of contact.  He jumped to the left and was immediately struck dead center in his open eye by a spit laden load of brown mushy mass which had come from another Conatser brother in the back seat who unfortunately for Billy Clyde was able to use Billy’s recent self inflicted loss of sight on one side to his advantage.  As he fought to clear the unbearable brown goo from his eye, Billy Clyde grabbed at anything on the ground he could find to wipe the gelatinous slim from his face, muttering the whole time that if he ever got the chance he was going to get some measure of revenge for the dirty deed done to him this day.

As Billy Clyde stumbled and cried and kicked his way home an idea began to form.  He had to raid the Conatser Frog gigging hole and he had to get help to do it.  Suddenly another horn beeped from behind and this time the sound of a vehicle coming to a slow stop on crunching gravel was not so menacing.  It was Wallace Poole on his way home with his new wife.  Wallace was a kind heart sort and as such he couldn’t pass his kin on the road without offering a ride.  “Come on Billy Clyde, I’ll drop you off at your place.” offered Wallace.  

Billy Clyde took the offer and once inside the safety of the truck started rattling on about the Conatsers and the frog hole and how he so wished he could get a crack at gigging some of those big old frogs.  His words were not falling on deaf ears.  Wallace was well known to have a taste for the fried leg of frog.  Billy Clyde could not have hoped to enlist a more willing partner.  The final plans for a Friday night run on the Conatser frog hole were being completed as Wallace pulled up to Billy Clyde’s house.  It was two days and three nights until Gig Night.  By Friday morning Billy Clyde was a total mess.  Waiting was not something he was good at.  All day at school his mind wandered to the task that was at hand in the evening.  How many would they get?  How big would they be?  Would anybody see them to tell the Conatsers about their raid?  Billy Clyde was in the height of this reverie when the school bell rang and in a flash he gathered his belongings and stuffed them into the canvas bag he had brought to school.  Also in that bag was a change of clothes and a borrowed gig which he hoped to break in with a full night of reckless frog slaughtering.

Out the door he ran, passing all the others who had left ahead of him.  Down the road he went as fast as crushed gravel against second summer shoe leather would allow.  He reached home in record time.  Now once again he had to perform the intolerable duty of waiting.  His duty post was the front porch.  His area of coverage was the road that went by his house.  From his post he looked up and down the road , first one direction then the other waiting for a sign of Wallace and his truck. It has been said that all good things come to those he who wait, and finally for Billy Clyde in the distance he could see a cloud of dust and hear the rumble of the old truck as Wallace rolled on in.  After an short exchange of greetings, the serious business of preparation for the evening began in earnest.  Soon they were off to the frog killing fields.

Wallace being some years his elder, Billy Clyde never thought to question Wallace ‘s ability to find the now nearly famous Conatser frog gigging hole.  Wallace had ample opportunity over the years to know most of what the Cossatot had to offer.  From the description replayed by Billy Clyde’s tape recorder mind, he knew exactly where it was and was not expecting much trouble in locating it.  After a drive of thirty minutes or so, Wallace pulled over to the side of the road and spoke,  “If we cut across that field until we come to the banks of the river and then walk about a hundred yards down stream we ought to be right in the middle of your so called Conatser frog hole, Billy Clyde.”  Now the tendency of a young man bent on revenge might be to strike out noisily across that which lay between him and his objective.  Billy Clyde had a better quality revenge in mind which mainly meant he had no intention of getting caught in the act of his revenge.  With that the two hunters went quietly about the task of traversing the field hauling all the paraphernalia required along with them.

Finally they reached the pool which up until now for Billy Clyde was only a description in words.  Now it was real.  Billy Clyde surveyed the area.  It had a bank which gave easy access to a deep pool down below.  All you had to do was position yourself on the bank over that pool with a cane pole mounted gig hanging in the water and wait for a hapless frog to pass under the gig.  Jab, jab, jab and you’ve got yourself a fine pair of froggie drumsticks.   This bloodlust ritual was repeated several times until Billy Clyde tired of the labor involved and at last petitioned Wallace for an early end to the slaughter.  Wallace had himself had his fill of this activity and with a new young wife waiting at home he easily agreed to put a capper on it.  Back to the truck they trudged dragging the night’s capture along as they went.  

They loaded the gear and the frogs in the truck and they both breathed a little easier knowing that no confrontation with the Conatsers was apt to spoil this fine evening of wildlife exploration.  Comfortable and safe inside the truck once more, Billy Clyde could now feel he had succeeded in his quest for revenge on the Conatser boys and even better they would never know it.  Unbeknownst to them, while Billy Clyde and Wallace were down river busying themselves with the gathering of large quantities of frog flesh, the Conatsers happened by to discover Wallace’s truck parked on the edge of the road.  It wasn’t that hard for them to figure that someone was onto their special frogging hole.  Jerry Conatser had been working on an idea and had never had occasion to try his theory.  Jerry was always trying to answer some of life’s hard questions like what would happen if you painted a cat?  Or If you light a match behind a cow enough times would the cow eventually blow its tail off?  You’ll notice these questions have a decidely animal related theme.  This particular night though Jerry decided to test a theory of his that had taxed his brainpower for sometime.  What would happen if you put a box of .22 shells on the top of a car engine?  He had the shells and he had the engine of some thieves who were out there stealing his frogs right now.  It only took a minute to load up the .22 caliber Ford and off the Conatsers went to find their next victim.

Wallace cranked up the old Ford and off they went to claim their rightful piece of glory as they returned to their homes bearing a load of fresh frog meat a delicacy not soon forgotten once partaken of by the uninitiated.  Wallace and Billy Clyde hadn’t been gone long to do their gigging so the old engine, still warm when they returned, surged on to it fully heated self in no time at all.  The only thing that saved Wallace and Billy Clyde from certain death was the manner in which Jerry had put the shells on the engine.  He didn’t remove them from the box.  He just set the box on the engine block and closed the hood.  As it turned out, what happens when you set a full box of .22 shells on a car engine is they tend to go off all at the same time and if the box happens to be set in a certain direction it will blow off the right front wheel’s lug nuts and render it completely useless.

As it turned out, Wallace’s truck got them all the way into Locksburg before the thunderous explosion erupted before witnesses taking the better part of the right front wheel and fender with it.  Wallace’s wife was extremely distraught on hearing the first reports of his accident.  What got to her by the party-line phone system was a horrible account which included a description of how Wallace got his nuts shot off.

Word spread further until a less than believable version was being told, probably instigated by the Conatsers.  That version included the whole thing about a burned out fuse being replaced by a .22 bullet.  This was the version that finally found it’s way into the press and that brings us to the story you saw.  Sorry to burst your bubble but that’s the way was.  You can ask Jim how much is true and how much is fiction.

Roger Poole(4/27/97)

> Roger -

> Jim denies knowing this person - can you help us out

> ----------

> 

> The following article was taken from the Arkansas Democrat

> Gazette, July 25, 1996:

> 

> TWO LOCAL MEN INJURED IN FREAK TRUCK ACCIDENT COTTON PATCH, ARK.

> 

> Two local men were seriously injured when their pick-up truck left the

> road and struck a tree near Cotton Patch on State Highway 38 early

> Monday morning. Woodruff County deputy Dovey Snyder reported the

> accident shortly after midnight Monday.

> 

> Thurston Poole, 33, of Des Arc and Billy Ray Wallis, 38, of Little Rock

> are listed in serious condition at Baptist Medical Center.

> 

> The accident occurred as the two men were returning to Des Arc after a

> frog gigging trip. on an overcast Sunday night, Poole's pick-up truck

> headlights malfunctioned. The two men concluded that the headlight fuse

> on the older model truck had burned out. As a replacement fuse was not

> available, Wallis noticed that the .22 caliber bullet from his pistol

> fit perfectly into the fuse box next to the steering wheel column. Upon

> inserting the bullet, the headlights again began to operate properly and

> the two men proceeded on

> east-bound toward the White River Bridge.

> 

> After traveling approximately twenty miles and just before crossing the

> river, the bullet apparently overheated, discharged and struck

> Poole in the right testicle. The vehicle swerved sharply to the right

> exiting the pavement and striking a tree. Poole suffered only minor cuts

> and abrasions from the accident, but will require surgery to repair the

> other wound. Wallis sustained a broken clavicle and was treated and

> released.

> 

> "Thank God we weren't on that bridge when Thurston shot his nuts off or

> we might both be dead" stated Wallis. "I've been a trooper for ten years

> in this part of the world, but this is a first time for me. I can't

> believe that those two would admit how this accident happened", said

> Snyder.

> 

> Upon being notified of the wreck, Lavinia, Pooles wife asked how many

> frogs the boys had caught and did anyone get them from the truck.

> 

> ****************************************************************

> [scox@halnet.com]

> 

>     ---------------------------------------------------------------

> 
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