
NOTES

Who doesn’t love going to a state fair?  The State Fair of Tex-
as is one of the largest and best attended fairs in our country.  
Attending a state fair is a universal experience.  This heart-
warming, yet humorous, poem should be performed by a 
male and entered in Poetry Interpretation.  The drama mask 
icons are simply visible to show the performer where to turn 
his pages in the manuscript.  There is humor found within this 
poem.  Play the humor!  There are also a few softer, more 
tender moments.  Play those moments as well.  This is defi -
nitely a performer’s poem.  It is the perfect selection for the 
performer equally talented at portraying humor, as well as 
drama.  The italicized words are merely suggestions for the 
performer.  Emphasizing and coloring the appropriate words 
found within a poem showcases a performer’s dynamic vo-
cal variety.  If performed correctly, the audience should smile, 
laugh, and be touched by the found memories of youth; all 
of this, while reliving their own state fair experiences.
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The ferris wheel.  The roller coasters. 
The live-stock shows.  The exhibits. 
An entire boardwalk of carnival-type games, 
And all of that deep-fried food. 
There’s only one event that could contain that much variety. 
That much entertainment.  That much fun. 
The State Fair of Texas.  
“Howdy, folks!” 

Oh, the memories that brings to mind. 
Most folks don’t realize that all memories 
Are created in childhood.  
Childhood is about the making of memories. 
Memories that soon turn into stories. 
Stories told over and over become legends.  
With that being said, 
This is my legend. 

I asked the bus driver, and what the driver says to me and what I said 
to him, about  him cursing me and me cursing him.  When I said that 
the judge said, “Well, I will tell you, we don’t have such stuff like 
that down here.”  He says, “I fi ne you fi fty dollars and give you thirty 
days hard labor on the road.”  I says, “I will pay the fi fty dollars, but 
I don’t have it all at the time.”  The Chief of Police says, “You have 
some money in your wallet though.”  So he took my wallet, and I had 
forty dollars in it.  He took the forty dollars out and he said, “Is that 
all the money you have?”  I said, “No, I have some more in my watch 
pocket.”  I had four one-dollar bills in my watch pocket, and I pulled 
it out and they took that.  So I had a check in my pocket for $694.73.  
And he pulled that out and he says, “I see you have a check from the 
Government.  Sign your name here.”  I said I could not sign my name, 
because I never had tried to sign my name without seeing, so he gave 
me that check back.  So the judge told the police to carry me back 
and lock me up then.  I paid forty-four dollars.  Forty-four dollars—
because I was scared.  He had done beat me up so bad I couldn’t see.  
So I paid it.

I goes back down, and in a few minutes, after I am back in the cell 
and laying down, the Chief of Police, he comes in and he says to 
me, “We have some whiskey upstairs.  Here, take a drink,” but I did 
not accept.  So he goes out, comes back and says he brought me 
a hot towel to put across my forehead.  He says, “I am going to get 
a doctor for you.”  So he goes out to get the doctor, and come back 
and said, “I did not fi nd no doctor, but I have some eye wash.”  So he 
poured that into my eyes, so I lie back down.  Later on, they brought 
my lunch in and set it down beside the bed and said, “There is your 
lunch.”  I tasted it, but it made me sick.  So I did not eat it.  I left it 
there.

Then about fi ve o’clock that evening, he come in and says, “Get up 
and put your clothes on.  I am going to carry you to the hospital.”  I 
asked him what hospital, and he said he was going to take me to 
the Veterans’ Hospital at Columbia, South Carolina.  So I gets up and 
puts my clothes on, and he leads me out and puts me in the car.  I 
asked him, just as we left the jail house, I says, “What town is this?”  
He said, “It is Aiken, South Carolina.”  He carries me then on to the 
hospital.  So the doctor went in, and he lays me down on the bench 
or a chair or something.  Anyway, I know I lies down.  So one of the 
nurses or a clerk or somebody, anyway, she commenced quizzing me, 
asking me where I was born and things like that.  I told her.  After a 
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By Jake Barton
Lucas and I arrive at The State Fair of Texas 
Just as the gates fi rst open.  
Our free-admission stubs, 
Given to us by our junior high school, 
Are the lures that reel us in annually.  

This particular day, however, on this particular year, is different. 
Around us, dozens of buses 
Unload hundreds, if not thousands 
Of disabled-bodied people.  

Lucas and I know The State Fair of Texas 
Sometimes caters to special groups of people. 
Around us, we are drowning in a sea 
Of crutches, braces, wheelchairs and canes. 
Lucas and I unanimously decide that this day 
Must be Crippled People’s Day. 

Lucas even points out a family of midgets.  
They are a pint-sized family, 
Consisting of a mother, a father, and even two smaller sons. 
I tell Lucas that I don’t think this family is part of 
Crippled People Day. 
I bet they just showed up  
Just like us,  not knowing that today 
Would make some lines for popular rides 
Instantly shorter (excuse the pun). 

After walking through the gates, 
Lucas and I, each, purchase our customary 
Eighty coupon tickets. 
That’s forty dollars a piece for you 
Non-State Fair-goers. 

Lucas and I are different from most 
Annual State Fair attendees. 
We have traditions. 
Perhaps I shouldn’t say traditions. 
Competitions might be the more appropriate word, 
And this year’s competition will be 
Our most diffi cult endurance test to date. 

Who-Can-Eat-the-Most-Corn-Dogs-Without-Getting-Sick? 

you up.”  So then, he grabbed me by my right wrist and twisted my arm 
and looking at me just like he wanted to hit me.  I don’t know, but 
that is what I was thinking to myself.  So he was not saying anything 
to me, and I was not saying anything to him.  He comes to the corner 
where one street goes down straight, and another goes around a 
corner this way, and he turned right.  But instead of him telling me 
to turn too, he just turned the corner and twisted my arm all at the 
same time, and so then I lit into him.  I still did not say anything, so 
he asked me, “Have you been discharged?” and I says, “Yes,” just like 
that.  So he said, “Don’t say ‘Yes’ to me, say, ‘Yes, sir.’  So I begged his 
pardon, and I told him I would say, ‘Yes, sir’ to him if he wanted to, 
which I did.  So he started beating me all at the same time, just as soon 
as I said ‘Yes,’ so then I throwed up my left arm and blocked a few licks, 
and he continued to beat me until I had to do something.  So I grabbed 
his billy club and wrung it out of his hand, and when I did that, some 
other offi cer throwed a revolver in my back and says, “Drop that billy.  If 
you don’t, I will drop you.”  So I drops the billy club, and he picks it 
up and walked me on up to the jail.

In the jail, he started beating me again.  He hit me and knocked me 
unconscious, and I fell.  So when I come to myself, he hollered at me 
to get up.  When I went to get up, he knocked me back to the ground.  
He had the end of his billy club—driving it—into my eyeballs.  So 
when he did that, I gets up and he grabbed me by the left shoulder 
and shoved me inside the cell and shut the door.  So I walked over to 
the bench and leaned up on the bunk there.  In  a few minutes he 
comes in, opened the door and said, “Here’s your wallet,” and passed 
my wallet in, and it fell near my feet—which I could still see a little 
at that time.  So I picks up my wallet and puts it in my pocket, so I 
shuffl ed around and lay down on the bunk.  So after a while, I goes to 
sleep.

So I goes to sleep.  The next morning, he came in and said, “All 
right, come on out.”  Let’s go up and see what the judge has to say 
to you.”  I says, “I can’t see.”  He says, “You can feel, can’t you?”  So I 
did not make no move to come out.  I guess he saw then that I could 
not see anything, so he walks on back to me and catches me by my 
left arm and leads me up to the faucet and tells me to wash my face.  
So I washed my face.  He leads me on up to the judge, and he told 
the judge, he says, “This soldier was making a disturbance on the 
bus last night, drunk and disorderly.”  The judge asked me, “Do you 
have anything to say?”  I says, “Yes, sir.”  So I explained to him what 




