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What's the shoriest

man vou ever seen?

I seen 2 man so short
he had to get up on
box to look over a
grain of sand.

And the fastest?

I seen a man run
so hard that he
lost his feets.

Bm‘x in the ddy, there
were who could lie so

good, you didn’t even want to

know the truth. And we have

Neasle Hurston to thank for

ollecting their stories. In LIES,

Caldecott Honor and Coretta

Christopher

has created expressive

that are as bold and wild as

Hurston ¢ ,4"lef€d

on her tavels in the Galf States.

Here's a visual treat that will tickle
your bunny bone.
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Sources as they appeared in Eviry TonGus Gor TO
Conrsss: Nsoro Foix-TaLss FROM THE GULF STATES™:

The Zora Neale #urston Trust gratefully
thanks Christopher Yyers for his superd
work. The Trust is also very thankful for
the vision and guidance of Susan Katz,
Kate Jackson, and our wonderful editor,
Bhoehe Yeh. Lastly, our continued
appreciation of Cathy Hemming,

who initially brought us to #arperCoilins
children’'s Bcoks, and Jane Friedman

and everyone at #arperSoliins who works

tirelessiy on hehalf of Zora.

Robert Bailey, middle age, worker in orange grove, barely literate, from
Georgia: pp. 20-21; Lonnie Barnes: p. 30; “Nigger” Henry Bird, about 25,
grove worker, born South Carolina: p. 38 (*That time a flea asked me”);
George Harris, age 38, farmer, Alabama: p. 19; Arthur Hopkins, age 18,
schoolboy, but loads lumber at sawmill in summer, born in Florida
(reared in Alabama): pp. g
o n ) pp 6,9, %; N. A. James, about 40, YMCA secretary,
P Louﬁau:p.u,hvldm,mw,wmluhnd,mum:p.ﬂ;
ymond McGill, about 35, works in phosphate mines, born in Florida: p. 27;
Edward Morris, age 15, eighth-grade education, born in Mobile, Alabama:
PP. 16, 37, 38 ("That wasn't cold at all"); Lorenzo Morris .
s : i , age 18, high school,
Alabama: p. 24; Peter Noble, about 22, ’
e s garage worker, North
Alabama ' Eugene .°|'l'. |°.' MM 20 in 1928, about third-grade
ucation, sawmill hand: p. 10; Oh.muloiumoum,nbou!

Library ot

Fust bmon



BACK IN TRE DAY

Way, way, back in the day,

Back when George Washington’s hair on the one-dollar bill
hadn’t yet turned white.

Back when computers ran on steam power,

Back when cellular phones had rotary dials,

When they had to print the Internet in the newspapers,

When there was only two buttons on your remote control,

Back when a quarter was only worth a dime.

Back in those days,

There were lies,

Real lies,

Not "dog ate my homework” ”bus was late” kind of lies.

Those lies aren’t worth the hair on a flea’s back.

Liars, back in the day, could tell a lie so good,

You didn’t even want to know the truth.

SISTER ZORA
Zora Neale Hurston, who was studying anthropology
With a bunch of educational-type liars at Columbia University,
Came down south to talk to the professional liars she growed up with.
She wrote down lies upon lies.
‘Cause she knew that there had been a decline
In the quality of lies and it was just
Gone get worse, unless somebody did something.
So she wrote down all the lies she could get her hands on.
She knew so many lies,
Every time she’d cough, a lie would slip out.
And if she sneezed, all the clocks in the room would tell
the wrong time

'‘Cause they’d caught lying too. Q /

These are some of the lies she collected. /
I found them in a government office, _
Which is where they are keeping all the lies nowadays

| 1
AND THAT'S THE TRUTH. Y



nce I seen
aman SO Ugly'
they threw him
in Dog River
and they could

|
£

for six months.




You think B8 was ugly?

n

bs
2 seen a man

SC ugly.

he can go hehind

a jimson weed

and @ICH
monkeys.




what is the tallest
nan you ever seen?

:{“f taligst

knee deep
in hell




ynmmm, that’s tall.

What’s the biggest
man you ever seen?

wehat drives over me.

: Know @ man

so}{g

that when he went to
whip his boy, the oy
runned under his
stomach and stayed

hid under there

six months.




1\\;'! man had a Wife o
She

as 50 small th.t
Y She goy

an 2 stofMm and neve, Dot
. "ef

e

§ e

because she stepped

between the drops.




e}

anat's @ litil@ woman.
oman like that ieave a@ man

hungry, cooking with them

littie pots. Reminds me ¢

a man : know who was

§0 hUnYrY tmat ne

saited and peppered himselt

and SWaligwed

himself and iett nothing

s ~
out his




That reminds me

of this one man.

He was SO MeEan,
he greased another man
and SWallowed
him whole.
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thinking
it's mghf

po i g -

1



@ne iime when it Was night,

: was lost in the woads,

and § was 108t teetotally.

: heard a racket over in the thicket,

: logked hehind 3 104. it was the

mgen changin'




Tﬁa:'s a strange sight

+o see. A man 1 know,

he went hunting and saw

‘hree +thousand

i}
i 8

FT’ .-
f—

ducks in a pond. Just as
he leveled his gun 1o fire,
the weather turned cool
and the water in the lake
froze solid, and them
ducks flew off with

the lake [ITOZE€ 10O

w
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ou can’t grow

y‘

field was the

‘ They built a church o
strange sights. = had to useten 5
180 try. mens: TP

’ :3 dust
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' don’t have that firodlem,

m
5 have ground SO rich
unttl one day my father's
muie died and he buried
him out in the field. The
next morning, yuess what
nappnened? The mule had
sprouted littie
jackasses.

DASEEES: 02 Sasme i MM B -
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‘cause | seen some

+ | believe vou,

i
~

. =

Ln}zﬂﬂggmi:

things in my day. Once

SEen wing

till iz blowecd 2 man’s
131 nis face and
to the back of his neck,
¢ if he got a cold,
rime he sneeze

s sho’ nuff strowin’ s §




Sneaking of the coid,

' have known it to ge!
Sﬂ C{Hﬂ the words
311 {roze up an
fell to the fioor like hail.
vou would have to carry
a hucket along so when
somegone talked {o you,
you would put the words
in the bucket and carry
them home and put the
hucket on the stove and
et the words IMEIL




Eat wasn’t cold

at all I seen it

so cold till the Fire
was goin’ somewhere
to get warm. Even the
SUN was [fOZE
and the ice ]!

&
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Artist’s %ote

“ORA NEALE HURSTON met herself walking along a street in POrt-au-Prines.
I;au. She knew she was herself because she looked just like herself, exce ¢ mat
she was a little more country, or a little more city, or a little more oRt
couldn’t put her finger on. Either way she struck up a conversation, because e
can't talk to yourself, who can you talk to?

»Girl” (she called herself "girl” because she liked herself), “girl, how d."
find yourself such a long way from Eatonville?” 3

*I'm in Eatonville right now, sister,” she replied.

*Oh . . .” $he paused, puxzled. “Are you anywhere else?” E

“I'm about fifteen places right now, which is a light day for me, which is wi
| even have time to have this conversation. I'm in Eatonville, talking to the fol
I'm at Columbia studying anthropology with Franz Boas, I'm driving down ¢
highway laughing with Langston about our play, I'm asking people on 198t
Street if | can measure their heads (how | ended up agreeing to do that | ’
rightly know), I'm filming dancers in the Bahamas, I'm writing a
Hollywood, where | work for Paramount Pictures, I'm in a phosphate mine,
singing onstage in Nashville.”

“Well, thank you for taking the time out to talk to me. You have got to by
the busiest woman | have ever seen.” Zora was impressed.

“That we are, girl. That we are.” Zora smiled and walked on, because she ha
places to be, and the other Zora did too. 1

There are so many Zora Neale Hurstons. She lived more lives in her time than she
room for. She was scientific and sympathetic, too social and too alone, a recorder ¢
history, and a forward-thinking radical. She was rooted in all of her endeavors
desire to tell stories, and an understanding that stories were at the center of
human experience. ;
This book is like Zora Neale. It has had a lot of lives, and | have tried to
few more. The text has been adapted from some of Zora's anthropological
in which she collected these tall tales, which were used in some version of f
the dozens. Playing the dozens is an African-American cultural practice, which é’
haven’t heard about it, you better ask your mama! It includes mama Je {

humorous dissing, which if you don’t know what dissing is, you don’t have the ser
God gave a fica.

b

Surely some of these inventive turns of phrase and wild stories had been aros
ng before lbc people who told them to Zora, and if you hang out on
corners, at hair salons and the right kinds of eating establishments, you

lo

these and many more tall tales
Soul Food on 125th Street in
hounds; also the macaroni
The iHustrations are
materials | haye tried
phrases Zora Neale Hy
lasting testament; 1o cur

repeated, updated, and created. I r

Harlem, as a particularly fertile ground for
and cheese there is good. i
made from scraps of fabric and pieces of pape
© transform into “quilts” as witty and

rston found and, in recording them, transfc
vibrant and living African-American culture.



