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                                                                  The New Furniture Truck 

 I couldn’t have been prouder. I got my driver license on Monday and Creel Ford delivered our 

new delivery truck Tuesday. It was the first brand, spanking new vehicle I had ever driven in my life. 

Moore Furniture Company wasn’t even written on the doors yet. Absolutely no sand was on the 

floorboard; we even had new ropes and quilts in the floorboard for protecting furniture on the back. I 

yessired  and nosirred my dad as he instructed all of us who worked for the store, including my mother 

and me, to treat the truck like it was our family car; for my dad and myself, it literally was. He also 

reminded us that the last time we’d had a brand new truck, Johnny had backed it into the warehouse 

with the door held open and crumpled it.  

 He helped me load an old refrigerator and old washing machine onto the back and tie them into 

place so that I could take them to Mr. Kring who did service work on our appliances. He almost 

ceremoniously handed me the key.  “Hurry back,” he reminded me. “We have a whole truckload of 

bedroom furniture to go to Gaskin as soon as you’re back.” 

 I got inside, inserted the key, aligned the rearview mirrors for about the tenth time, looked both 

ways, cranked it, eased the clutch out and eased into the street. I felt like king of the road. I took a 

longer route, driving through downtown and around Circle Drive, waved at a few old folks but saw none 

of my buddies or cute girls. I kept checking my rear view mirrors to make sure my dad wasn’t following 

me. I turned down College Avenue where several good-looking girls lived: Tanya, Barbara and Brenda 

Jones, Teresa Wheat, kind of young but very cute, Susan McCall, Susan Covell, Pam Griswold, Bonnie 

Bonner. Not a single one was outside. Finally, I headed to the Freeport Highway and south toward Mr. 

Kring’s. As I topped Rock Hill, I turned the ignition key off and let the truck roll gaining speed even 

though the motor was off, eagerly anticipating the bodacious backfire I’d get when I turned the key back 

on. About half way down the hill, it struck me how crazy a thing this was to do to our brand new truck. 
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More than one person I knew had split a muffler plumb wide open doing this! I held my breath and 

turned the ignition back on gently as if that would make any difference. The backfire sounded like a 

twelve gauge shotgun going off inside the cab. I held my breath for what seemed like forever. When I 

could hear again, I could hear the motor purring like a kitten. I breathed finally and declared out loud 

that I would never do this again. 

 I didn’t see a soul I knew but waved at every car I met anyway. I hated to turn off the highway 

and onto the dirt road to Mr. Kring’s place. The road was real wide, mostly white sand with patches of 

hard clay. Instead of ditches, banks a foot or two higher than the road sided the road. There was no way 

to avoid getting dust all over the truck. I rolled up my window despite the heat to keep dust out of the 

cab. About a mile before the turn off to Mr. Kring’s shop, more than a hundred feet from the “Giant 

Tree,” as everyone called it, an old pine tree that I couldn’t have reached even half way around the 

trunk, the only pine tree left in a long stretch, stood right next to the road. A big limb, really big,  must 

have fallen almost in the middle of the road;  a big limb. I slowed down so I could miss the limb…and it 

moved. I swore. There was no way a big limb would move like that!  But there it was, moving away from 

the tree, toward the other side of the road. I slowed almost to a stop, totally bumfuzzled. Finally, it hit 

me: rattlesnake! A huge rattlesnake! It had to be at least eight feet long. I’d read in the encyclopedia at 

school that eastern diamondbacks grew to more than eight feet, but I’d never believed it! Over six feet 

was a gollywhomper.  And I didn’t have a thing in the truck to kill it with. Nothing! I didn’t even have my 

pocket knife to cut a tree limb to whop it on the head. But I didn’t want to get close enough to do that, 

anyway. 

 I slowed and let the truck roll to where the left front tire pinned the snake perfectly in place! For 

a second I sat figuring on how I would brag about how perfectly I’d pinned that snake, my tire right on 

its tail. I sat figuring what to do. The snake took to thrashing around like crazy. The tire kept the snake 

tail in place, but its head and what must have been seven feet of body flailed around loose. I leaned my 
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face against my rolled up window so I could see down to the snake. It struck the tire again and again. 

Liquid oozed down the tire; venom! Bad deadly rattlesnake venom! Lots of it! I got a little sick at my 

stomach. I slid my face higher up the window to see better. Immediately the snake struck at me. It 

bounced off the window right against my face. I dove away. I had to tighten muscles right quick to keep 

from peeing in my pants. Or worse. I looked again, easing my face to just a couple of inches from the 

window. Whap! The snake hit the window right where my face was again, striking so fast I could hardly 

see it move!.  

 I tried to think what the hell to do! I thought to get out the other door, but the loose portion of 

the snake looked longer than the truck cab was wide. The danged thing might bite my ankles if I tried to 

go out the other door. I opened the side vent window just a couple of inches and poked a long screw 

driver out to tilt the outside rear view window down so I could see the snake better without putting my 

face up so close against the window.  

 Whap! The snake struck the screwdriver and mirror! Poison spattered through the air, made 

greenish yellow spots on the window, oozed down in thin streams. I closed the little window as quick 

and tight as I could. Perhaps I could go out the right door window and up over the body into the back of 

the truck. I started scooting that way, but stopped. The way the snake was flopping around, it might 

break its tail loose and leave around seven feet of the maddest snake you ever saw free. And breaking 

his tail off, he’d probably be even madder than he was now. 

 My mind must be playing tricks on me! The truck seemed to rise up a few inches. I leaned closer 

to the window and like to have swallowed my tongue. The truck was sitting up higher. I looked more 

carefully. The tire was swelling. Swelling! Fast! A knot stuck several inches out from the side; the whole 

tire was swelling like it was connected to some kind of high pressure air hose.  I realized the mirror was 

swelling some where the snake bit it, too. It looked like it would soon push up against the window. 
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Could it bust my window? The snake looked long enough to reach right through the window and take to 

striking inside the cab.  

 This was enough! I pushed the clutch and turned the key to start the truck. No way I was staying 

here!  

 But there was just a dead click when the key turned. I did it again. Four or five more times. The 

damn thing was dead!  A brand new truck! I looked around carefully to make sure I was awake, not 

dreaming. Hope flashed in me for a second. But, dang! I was plumb wide awake. 

 I could actually feel the front of the truck rising higher off the ground. I leaned closer to the 

window again. Whap! The snake bounced off the window right beside my face. Was that a thin stream 

of poison, or was the window cracking? I leaned further back, my head against the back of the cab but 

close enough to the side that I could see the tire. I almost yelled! The tire was swelling huge. It looked 

like one of those balloon type tires they put on beach buggies! The bite site still stuck out from the body 

of the tire. The tire was so swole up now that it pressed against the side of the fender, even swelled 

beyond it. 

 My mind raced. Pray, something told me. My mind raced. “Now I lay me down to …” No! Some 

other prayer. I couldn’t think. My mind spun like a tire on ice. Dang! All those Sundays in bad 

uncomfortable Sunday shoes and long pants; even ties. And, now when I desperately needed it, I 

couldn’t think of a single other prayer. 

 A loud cracking noise stopped me from breathing. I tried to calm myself, finally got close enough 

to the side window to look. It was the fender well of the truck! The tire had swelled so that the rivets 

and welds holding the fender to the body were stretching out of shape. The mirror was swelling so fast, 

it looked like it could shatter any second.  
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 The floorboard! I felt it move! I looked; it was poking up. Something was pushing it. It must be 

the swelling tire! I grabbed the folded furniture pads, actually like bed quilts except a rough cover.  I 

packed them against the floorboard. I had to strain to get them beneath the brake and clutch petals and 

the floor. I could see some more bulging in the floor upward.  I started to move to the other side, but 

decided I better stay where I was so I could keep my feet braced against the folded pads, help to hold 

the floorboard down. I heard the squeak of metal under stress. I felt the floorboard moving, right 

through the folded pads. A second later, I saw the fender well flop out into the road. It hit the sand and 

skidded sideways almost to the tree.  

 You would think someone would drive by; anybody! I could smell hot engine coolant. Small 

streams of water flowed from under the front of the truck, soaking rapidly into the sand. A tremendous 

explosion shook the truck, bounced it up into the air. The engine hood popped up and slammed all the 

way back against the windshield. The whole truck bounced up into the air, rocked up and down. The 

hood flopped back down but didn’t fasten. A giant spider web shape of cracks spread across most of the 

windshield. Engine fluids splattered the windshield, ran down in streaks. The front end of the truck 

finally settled down, the axle and  the tire rim resting flat on the sandy road. A dust cloud swirled around 

the truck. I realized that I was lying in the truck seat, my hands and arms wrapped around my head. I 

looked quickly in the floorboard, breathed slightly when I realized that it seemed intact. Finally, I made 

myself sit up and peek out the window. Bits of fender well, tire rubber, inner tube, even bits of chrome 

and a couple of lug nuts lay scattered across the road, some of it around the giant tree. I made myself sit 

up higher, look down for the snake. There was nothing there except what appeared to be a bloody spot. 

My vision began to focus better. I saw several pieces of diamondback rattlesnake, none longer than six 

or eight inches long scattered in the road and up onto the wiregrass that covered the ground beside the 

road. The exploding tire had torn the snake up like a half stick of denny-mite Papa would have used to 

blast a stump out of the ground. I don’t know how long I sat there staring. I rolled the window down a 
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few inches, surprised it worked. I scooted over to the other side of the seat and looked down. The panel 

on that side of the truck was dented in several places. I slid back to the driver side, took a few deep 

breaths and looked out the window again. The glass was cracked like a big rock had bounced off it. Little 

bits of flesh and diamondback skin were stuck to the door and the wooden frame in the back, the old 

appliances tied in place. For the longest time, I sat staring. Finally, I saw dust rising in the distance above 

the road, a truck coming. I decided to stay where I was until the truck got to me. 

 It was a white one-ton truck with an enclosed metal back. The truck stopped before it got to me. 

The driver sat staring at my truck and everything around it. Finally, the door opened, and someone 

stepped out. I couldn’t make out all of the writing on his truck door, but could see that it said Sterling, 

Florida. I looked the fellow over. He was well over six feet tall, broad from shoulders to the ground. 

Something familiar. Thom Mack!  All of a sudden, I recognized Thom Mack Anderson! My classmate and 

football teammate! He looked like he didn’t know what to think. “Billy Moore? Is that you, Billy?” he 

asked. 

 I rolled the window of my truck down a few inches. “Watch out!” I practically hollered at him. 

“Biggest dang rattlesnake you ever saw! Maddest, too!” 

 Thom Mack looked around very carefully, beginning close to his feet, followed by ever widening 

circles. His eyes gradually returned to me, looked at me for what seemed a long time. “Billy….” Again, a 

long wait. “Are you okay, Billy?” he asked. 

 “Do you see that rattlesnake?” I asked him. 

 He kept looking at me in a right peculiar fashion. “Well…,” he finally answered, “I see… looks like 

bits and pieces of rattlesnake … “ He hesitated like he was trying to think of what to do or say. “Bits and 

pieces scattered over about half an acre, it looks like to me.” 
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 I couldn’t think of what to say or do. “You don’t think there is enough to bite?” I asked. 

 “I don’t think there’s enough of it left to fill a dishpan.” 

 Finally, I decided to get out of the truck. The door squeaked like a beat-up, rusty old wreck ready 

for the junk yard. I had to lay on my back in the seat and kick several times to get the door wide open 

enough for me to get out. I started to step down but stopped. “You pretty sure the biting parts not 

hiding out, waiting for me?” I asked again. 

 Thom Mac grinned at me like he thought I was right aaddled or maybe kidding. “I think you need 

to get out of there and move around a little,” he told me.  I stepped down and jumped as far away from 

the truck as I could. I couldn’t keep my feet still in one place, dancing and dodging around this place.  

 Thom Mac interspersed long stares at me with spells of looking all around us. “Billy,” he finally 

asked me, taking his time like he was choosing his words carefully, “What in hades happened here?” 

 I started a couple of times to tell him what happened but couldn’t think what to say.  Finally, I 

asked him to go up to the store on the highway and call my dad and tell him he needs to come get me 

and the truck.  

 It was plain that Thom Mac wasn’t sure he should leave me, but finally he nodded his head and 

drove off. I started looking around, very carefully and slowly at first, and then moving out into bigger 

and bigger circles. I found numerous pieces of rattlesnake flesh, some with enough skin attached for 

anyone to see that there had been a rattlesnake involved in whatever happened, but not any pieces 

large enough to make someone realize or believe what a golly whumper of a rattlesnake it had been. 

 The head! If I could find the head, anyone could see what a huge snake it had been, bigger than 

anyone around had ever seen, I was sure. I looked and looked but couldn’t find the head. Apparently, it 

had blown out into the wiregrass and brush and briars thick as could be imagined. I started out into the 
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thicket to look, but I just couldn’t make myself go where I couldn’t clearly see every inch of ground. I’d 

heard all my life that rattlesnakes traveled in pairs. 

 Thom Mack came back and told me both my parents were gone to Milton to a Lion’s Club 

program. He was to drop me off at my house. The fellows at the store were going to make the trip to 

Gaskin.  

 No one ever believed my story. Eventually I quit telling people about the snake and just told 

everyone that the engine overheated and exploded. The insurance paid. We got a new truck. Thom Mac 

agreed not to tell what he saw.  Finally, I got Thom Mac to believe what I told him, I think. He and  I rode 

out to the spot a couple of weeks later, looking all around again.  All the snake pieces and most of the 

truck pieces were gone, but we knew exactly where it had all happened because of the huge pine tree. 

This day, we stopped and got out. Thom Mac stared at the tree; I did, too. The tree was dying! All the 

pine needles in the whole tree were dead, from the lowest limb to the top. That just didn’t happen, a 

whole pine tree to brown at one time. After staring at it for several minutes, we walked over looking at 

the tree. We couldn’t find any reason for this. No lightning streaks. No signs of cutting. No signs no 

matter how long or hard you looked…until… Thom Mac, said, “Billy,” and pointed at the trunk of the 

tree about ten feet above the ground. I had to look for what seemed a long while, before I saw what he 

pointed at.  

 There, stuck to the tree trunk was a dead, dried up rattlesnake head. I had to stare at it for a 

considerable time to convince myself I was seeing what I thought I was seeing. It was huge, more than 

twice the largest, maybe three or four times the largest I had ever seen. The fangs were stuck tight into 

the tree trunk, as tight as if nails had been hammered into the wood. Most of the skin was gone; a few 

ants still tried to find more bits of skin or flesh to strip. 
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 It was late, almost dark by the time we quit staring. We didn’t have any kind of ladder or way to 

reach the snake head. We agreed to come back the next day. By the time we got to the snake spot the 

next day, it was late afternoon. We drove down the road and missed the spot the first time. We missed 

the spot because the tree was gone. Just a stump remained along with a mound of saw dust from a 

chain saw. As it turned out, whoever had cut the tree didn’t have permission from the land owner. They 

stole the tree and probably sold it off far enough away that no one would trace it. I knew that people 

sometime stole big timber trees, but that was my only experience with it. 

 Thom Mac and I agreed not to tell the story. Who would have believed us? I knew I wouldn’t 

believe it if anyone else told it. 

 A local fellow bought the remnants of the truck from the junk yard, figuring he had a brand new 

engine that he could surely make work again. The guy was a master mechanic, but he never got the 

engine to start, much less run. He never could understand why. 

 Since that experience, I never run over snakes with my car if I can avoid it. Friends think I’m kind 

of weird because of this. Thom Mac doesn’t think I’m weird. And we never discuss the snake head.  


