
Chapter Six
Big Momma

     One thing we always had to do growing up was attend church. You 
see, our grandpa built that church and he always said he was going to 
die there with his boots on. And he did. 
     I was pretty young but I still remember it as if it was yesterday. I 
guess we all  have problems forgetting  things  like that.  It  was on a 
Sunday night and as far back as I can remember whenever grandpa 
was called on to pray, he did. 
      That  Sunday  night  the  Preacher  asked  grandpa  to  say  the 
benediction and grandpa said, “Sister Mary, would you?” 
     Well, I guess every head in the church looked up quickly. I know 
that I did. We all knew something was wrong. Grandpa walked on out 
of the church falling near the window. He clutched the window sill to 
try and keep from falling. The men of the church laid him on the front 
porch. They told me to run and get Uncle Johnny. I ran as fast as my 
little legs would carry me thinking that if Uncle Johnny could get up 
there in a hurry everything would be alright. We got back up there in a 
real hurry but it was too late. 
     This was the first death I had ever had to deal with. Since I loved 
him so much I had trouble sleeping for many nights. Once night I had a 
dream that Grandpa came back and visited me. In that dream he told 
me not to worry about his death, a dream so real that I could smell his 
pipe  tobacco  burning.  He said  that  we  would  one day  be  together 
again in heaven. It was a very comforting dream and from that night 
on to this day I am looking forward to our reunion.
     That church was the center of our being. Almost everything we did 
revolved around that church. Our uncles did not attend regularly but 
they made sure we did.   
     Big Momma, that was grandpa’s third wife, was the one who made 
sure we went.
     Grandpa had been married three times and he had had children by 
the two of them. He did not have any children by Big Momma but I felt 
like she was my granny anyways. All of us kids felt the same way. 
     She was a lot younger than grandpa and a lot bigger, a whole lot 
bigger. But some folks allowed she had to be that big to contain her 
heart. She was a precious person and all us kids agreed on that.



      She was baptized in Middle Creek after she married my grandpa. 
That’s the same place all us kids were baptized. That water was so cold 
your lips would turn blue it you stayed in it very long.
     One day we got into an argument under Uncle Troy’s shade tree 
about the water temperature of Middle Creek. It was about mid-August 
when this  happened.  We all  guessed what  the  temperature  of  that 
creek was. We had guesses all the way from 32 degrees to 75 degrees. 
We just knew it was cold. 
     Our lips would turn blue after swimming just a little bit in that creek. 
Anyways, we took down Uncle Troy’s thermometer and carried it down 
to the creek, mid-day. Would you believe 65 degrees?  I  ain’t lying. 
That old creek was spring fed and the sun only hit it in a very few 
spots. 
     But back to my story about Big Momma, Preacher took her hand 
and led her out in that cold water. Both of them were moaning and 
groaning with each step as the water got deeper. Outsiders may have 
thought they were in the Spirit but all the locals knew it was that dad-
blamed cold water. Anyways, Preacher got her out in the water that 
was about waist deep, said the words that sealed Big Momma’s place 
in eternity, and placed her under water.
     Well, he left her under the water and left her under the water.  Folks 
got to thinking he was really baptizing her, us kids were thinking she 
may  need  a  little  more  time  because  of  her  size.  Pretty  soon  Big 
Mamma goes to waving her hand and then folks can tell by the look on 
the Preacher’s face he’s got problems, but his problems ain’t nearly as 
big as Big Momma’s problems. Preacher can’t pick her up and he had 
her in such a position that she can’t get up on her own. Now, all the 
men folks there had on their Sunday best. There wasn’t but one thing 
for  them to do and that was to jump in  and help Preacher get Big 
Momma up before she took a real early trip to eternity.  
     They saved her all right but I think she might have let the preacher 
know how she felt about the whole thing. I think it was a while before 
she had that preacher over to her house for Sunday dinner.
     I told you she didn’t have any kids of her own. I believe that she 
kind of adopted all us grandkids running around all over the place, all 
ages, from snotty nosed toddlers to hairy legged teenagers, and she 
really and truly loved us. You didn’t have to guess about it, she let you 
know and you knew it was real. 
     But  on  the  other  side  of  the  coin,  when  she  told  you  to  do 
something; you better get it done and get after it real quick. You only 
got one warning and then you got your little butt blistered. So we did 
what she told us, when she told us, automatic and in high gear. 



     I told you about that so I could tell you the story about C.C., Doug 
and myself being saved. We were having a revival at our Church and 
folks  were  coming  from  far  and  near  to  hear  the  preaching.   The 
church filled up every night so the windows were opened wide. We had 
electric lights but no fans, so those windows were opened for air and 
wide enough for three boys to sit side by side in and that is what we 
did, every night, through Thursday night. Big Momma said to all three 
of us on Friday, “Boys, I have noticed that the three of you sit in the 
window every night and when the invitation is given that all  of you 
jump out the window. I believe that all three of you are running from 
the Holy Spirit who is working in your hearts asking you to live for him. 
Tonight I want all three of you to be in church early. I want you to sit 
somewhere toward the front  of  the church and I  don’t  want you to 
leave until the service is over.” 
     When Big Momma told us something we didn’t argue about it, no 
sir-ree, not for one minute, we didn’t.
     So that Friday, we said in unison, “Yes Ma'am”. We were there 
early, we sat near the front, we stayed for the entire sermon and we 
came forward during the invitation. That summer we were baptized in 
a very cold Middle Creek.  
     Another thing Big Momma told us was “If you fish on Sunday you 
will catch the devil.” Now how many kids would believe something like 
that? Well, I not only believed it I would not do it for years and years. I 
could just see the old devil hooked on my line and I couldn’t get him 
off. Hey, that’s scary. 
     I wish every kid in the world could have a Big Momma. A special 
person that they could go to in time of need, one who could always 
make them feel special, that knows if you mess with me I’ll  tell  Big 
Momma on you and she just might spank your butt. 
     Big Momma remarried after grandpa died but she always stayed 
very close to us. We even called her new husband Uncle Dan.  I’m 
pretty sure that love ran both ways. 
     May God always bless the Big Momma’s of this World! Seems like 
we need a lot more of them. 




