Local Legend

Everyone in Fremont knew Corinth Windsor Deakins.

Friends called him C.W. and valued what he could
provide to relieve the dry spell known as Prohibition.
They also knew the whispered reputation of C.W.'s
occasional visitor and fishing companion.

Whenever Joshua Dearth, .or J.D:, came to Fremont,
early mornings found the pair fishing from the banks
of Rocky- Creek, the stream which wound around the
town. Business dealings took place behind C.W.’s

house after the evening’s poker game.

J.D.isin I reckon everyone

town again. ’ in Fremont already
: \ knows J.D. is here.

Not me. How
did he lose it?

Streetcar run
him down, over
in Middletown.

] Yep, like we all know C.W.
He brings the good stuff. and how his arm got cut off.
Screw Prohibition.

Good batch, 1.D. They will come
after you hard.

Thanks.

C.W. — did you

really punch that I reckon so.
prosecutor?

So they say.

NEXT MORNING...

Papa, are you Go fishin’
coming into tomorrow?
the house?

Yeah, you know it.

Couple fellas
are comin’ down
from Pearlville.

Poker game later.

In a bit, Jennalee.
Go on to bed now.
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Y’know, Vern . . .

Fishin’ here is the most
peace I find anywhere. Where will ya
go from here?

Visit my pa, then
back to the city.

Got to take care
of some business.

C.W.! I heard Watch yer back.
1.D. is dead! Sorry about J1.D.

Shot in an ‘ _
ambush. I will Thanks. I will

go to the city bring back a batch.
tomorrow.
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Bibliography, Local Legend: An older relative’s story as
told to an enthralled, impressionable boy.

Characters are based on folklore accounts and archived
newspaper stories; their names have been changed, as
far as you know.
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