Hillbilly John
By Bayne Grubb

What a great partnership it turned out to be,

my dear friend, Hillbilly John and me.

We sat and read together, late at night

with the stars and the moon as our only light.

I’d discuss the events that happened each day,

but Hillbilly John never had much to say.

He’d sit there and let me rattle on forever,
even when I complained about our lousy weather.

Mama wasn’t Hillbilly John’s biggest fan.
She said he had odors she just couldn’t stand.

So she avoided him as much as she could
and they never became friends, as I hoped they would.

As I grew older, Hillbilly John did, too.

He would shake and shudder when the cold winds blew.

Mama said Ole John must be on his last legs,

‘cause he smelled even worse, like month-old rotten eggs.
I never looked forward to that fateful day

when Hillbilly John had to be taken away.

Mama said, “It’s a sad day and I hate to spoil it,

but Son…. Hillbilly John is just an outdoor toilet.”
Well, they hauled Hillbilly John to a local junk yard,

and though I tried to be brave, I took it pretty hard.

But Mama seems to have taken his absence quite well.

She says the indoor bathroom has a much better smell.

I guess if there’s a moral to this story I’ve told,

it’s that time heals all wounds, whether they’re new or old.
Our new indoor bathroom is really quite nice.
In the winter the seat is never covered with ice.
And unlike Hillbilly John, so cold in the winter,

I never worry now about spiders or splinters.

So, though I still miss Hillbilly John, my old friend,

I guess everything will come out okay in the end.

