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Freddy and Jimmy Witherspoon
Adapted by Dave Carley from ‘Freddy and the Popinjay’, by Walter R. Brooks

READER ONE
Freddy was walking into Centerboro, to deliver the copy for this week’s Bean Home News to Mr. Dimsey the printer. Freddy liked the weekly stroll because it gave him a chance to think with his eyes wide open. Normally when he thought about things his eyes were closed and he was snoring gently. It’s not easy to think that way when you’re walking. I don’t advise you to try it. 
Suddenly something went Zzzzip! across the front of his nose! A puff of dust shot up at the side of the road. 
Then it came again! Zzzzip! But this time the Zzzzip! stopped at Freddy’s left hip - and he felt a sharp sting. His hind legs were so surprised they kicked up in the air and Freddy looked like he was trying to stand on his head.
There was a cackle of laughter from behind some bushes and a freckled face appeared among the leaves. “Gee, did you look funny, pig. Keep walking – I want to see you do that again.” And a boy stepped out on the road and aimed his slingshot at Freddy.
It was Jimmy Witherspoon. The son of Zenas Witherspoon from the farm next to the Beans.  Zenas was a notorious cheapskate. Zenas wouldn’t pay a nickel to see an earthquake. So his son Jimmy was dressed like a raggedy scarecrow.  But - a scarecrow with a slingshot.
Lately, Jimmy had been tramping around the fields and woods, shooting at everything that moved. And, because the Bean animals moved around a lot – they got hit a lot.
“Put that down!” Freddy warned stoutly. 
Jimmy lowered his slingshot.  “Aw, don’t be sore, pig. I was just having some fun.”
“It’s never fun to hurt people!” said Freddy
“I’m not trying to hurt anyone. I just like to see them jump.”
“That’s if you hit us bigger animals. If you hit a small bird you could send it to the hospital. So lay off.” 
Freddy began bravely walking away. His back legs and sore hip expected to get hit again at any moment. They were so nervous they kept trying to get ahead of his front legs. Freddy looked like he was walking forward, sideways. 
But there was no Zzzzp! Freddy turned around and to his surprise Jimmy had disappeared.
With a sigh of relief, the pig continued on to Centerboro, all four legs working in unison. Like they’re supposed to.
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READER TWO
When Freddy returned to the farm that afternoon everything was quiet. He asked Cousin Augustus – the mouse – where everyone was.
“Haven’t you heard!? The Witherspoon boy has hit Alice with a rock!”
Alice and her sister Emma lived up in the duck pond. Like most ducks, Alice was very gentle.
“Was she hurt?” asked Freddy.
“Put a dent in her bill and knocked her out for a while. Jinx gave her first aid. She’s come around but Emma says she’ll only be able to eat soft food for a while. Mud! Yuck! The cows were up at the pond bathing and they chased Jimmy off. Mrs. Wurzburger  poked him with her horns and Bill the goat ate his slingshot. Jimmy was plenty mad. There’s going to be more trouble before this is over…
Sure enough, Jimmy Witherspoon declared open warfare on the Bean animals. He never crossed the stone wall between the two farms because he was afraid of the cows – and Mr. Bean. But he made a new slingshot and he kept a pocket full of stones – and his aim was getting better.
[bookmark: _Hlk177898627]Within two days, Mrs. Wogus and Mrs. Wurzburger were each hit twice. Mrs. Wiggins, the slowest of the three cows, was hit seven times. Bill had a nick taken out of his horns. A number of the smaller animals were struck. Rabbit Number 13 was so badly bruised he had to be brought to the barn on a stretcher for medical treatment.
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READER 3
On the evening of that second day of hostilities, the animals held an emergency meeting in the barn. Tempers were running high.
Charles the rooster jumped up on the old phaeton. “I refuse to cower before these assaults! I shall not squeal beneath the heel of the oppressor! Let us march on the Witherspoons! This is war and I, Charles, will lead you!”
Charles’ wife Henrietta jumped up and knocked her husband off the old wagon. “Destroy the Witherspoons eh. You squawking bunch of feathers, you couldn’t destroy a paper bag. Now let someone with a bit of sense talk.”
It was agreed that action was needed. But everyone had their own ideas, and soon the meeting descended into a squabble of noise. Luckily, Mrs Wiggins had been to Washington and seen how Congress works. She suggested they form a committee.
Freddy, Jinx and Henrietta were chosen and went away to devise a plan of attack, while the other animals played board games and I Spy before wandering home. An hour later, having thought up not one but three plans, Freddy, Henrietta and Jinx stole up under the cover of darkness to the back pasture, where there was a large rock. Freddy knocked on it.
There was a scrabbling underground and a blunt head poked out of a hole. “What’s wanted?” asked a husky voice.
“It’s me, Raymond. Get your people together, will you? We’ve got a digging job for you.”
Raymond was the head woodchuck on the Bean farm, in charge of all the digging. It was a highly responsible position. Freddy explained what he needed and Raymond sounded the general alarm, three long whistles. In two minutes forty-two woodchucks had reported for duty. Freddy led them to where there was a gap in the Bean-Witherspoon stone wall. Raymond looked over the ground, spit on his paws and said “OK Woodchucks. Let’s go.”
Within two hours the woodchucks had dug a pit some six feet deep and three feet across. Freddy threw an old mattress from the barn down in the hole, and then they laid branches over the top of the pit and covered it with leaves and grass. Freddy thanked the woodchucks and everyone went home to bed. 
Digging the pit had been Henrietta’s idea. “It’s how they trap wild elephants in Canada,” she said with authority.  “We get Jimmy to chase one of us through the gap and along the path. I volunteer my husband Charles. He will be light enough to run across the branches but Jimmy will break through. And once he falls into the pit, Jimmy will have to make peace with us.”
Plan B was ready!
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READER 4
But before they put Plan B – the Elephant Trap -  into effect, the animals agreed that Freddy should try Plan A. Negotiation. The next morning Freddy walked out to the wall, holding a shield made of a barrel top,  and a white rag on a stick.  His tail was uncurled because he was scared.
Jimmy was prowling about with his slingshot but he saw the white flag and respected the rules of inter-farm warfare. “All right, Pig. What do you want?” 
Freddy smiled. “There isn’t any reason for us to fight. I bet we could all have a lot of fun together.”
“I’m already having fun,” said Jimmy. 
“We’re going to have a jousting match tomorrow. At the duck pond. We’d like you to join us.”
Jimmy hesitated. He’d never been asked to a jousting match before. At school he was so ragged and unkempt that no one ever invited him to anything, not birthdays, not ball games, and never jousting matches.
“What’s a jousting match?” he asked.
“You can read about it in this book,” said Freddy, laying a thick book on the stone wall. “This is the story of Sir Lancelot. He was a knight of King Arthur’s round table. It’s pretty exciting stuff. We get dressed up as knights, and try to knock each other off our trusty steeds and into the pond. Using lances, which are like long spears.”
“Don’t people get hurt?” asked Jimmy.
“No,” said Freddy. “We wear padding and there are pillows on the lances too. Why don’t you drop by on Sunday?”And then he laid down his best card. “There’s going to be prizes and Mrs. Bean is making us a chocolate cake.”
The nearest Jimmy had ever come to a chocolate cake was to see one through a bakery window. 
Freddy could see the hunger in Jimmy’s eyes and he knew it was as much hunger for friendship as it was for cake. But there was also suspicion. And suspicion won, as it too often does.
“Chocolate cake for animals? Mrs Bean would never do anything that foolish! It’s a trick! Now you beat it! I’ll give you till I count ten.”
Freddy turned and ran. But something strange happened. Jimmy seemed to be counting slowly. And when he finally started shooting, the stones fell way short, perhaps on purpose. 

















And when he finally started shooting, the stones fell way short, perhaps on purpose.
READER 5
But then Freddy heard a familiar voice! “Hey you, boy! What are you doing, shooting rocks at my animals?!” Mr Bean came running down the path. He had his pipe between his teeth and at every step of puff of blue smoke squirted into the air. He looked like angry steam engine. Jimmy turned tail and ran, and Mr. Bean headed for the gap in the rock fence.
Except of course he didn’t know about the Elephant Trap. One minute the farmer was a visible - and then suddenly he had disappeared. No fuss. No noise. He just vanished, in a wisp of pipe smoke.
“Oh no!” cried Freddy. “Now we’ve really done it!”
Freddy went unhappily over to the deep pit and looked down. To his surprise, Mr. Bean was lying comfortably on the mattress, puffing his pipe, which somehow he’d kept in his mouth as he fell. 
Are you – you – all right sir?” stammered Freddy.
Mr. Bean grunted. “I’m as happy as a moth in a blanket. This is the first time since I started farming that I can look around me and not see a lot of work that has to be done. I really like it down here.”
“It was a trap to catch Jimmy Witherspoon,” said Freddy.
“Well you caught me instead, and I thank you,” said Mr. Bean. “Now go away and leave me in peace.”
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READER 6
Freddy returned to the barn, where Jinx and Henrietta were waiting. Freddy summed up the situation. “Plan A negotiation’ failed. Plan B the elephant trap caught the wrong person. So, now it’s on to Jinx’s Plan C’.
“We thought that might happen,” said Henrietta. “So while you were gone I ran up the Plan C schedule on your typewriter.” 
“I didn’t know you could type!” said Freddy who, despite having trotters, could do fifteen words a minute.
“Typing’s a breeze,” boasted the hen. “I just hunt and peck.”
Jinx’s plan was based on the idea that if they kept Jimmy awake all night, he wouldn’t feel like tormenting animals in the daytime. They’d enlisted some of the bravest Bean animals to stand under Jimmy’s bedroom window and make noise. Here’s the schedule and you tell me if you could sleep through this:
9:30 pm Jinx squalls.
10:00 Freddy squeals.
10:30 Charles cockadoodles
11:00 Henrietta cackles
11:30 Robert howls
12:00 Georgie yelps
12:30 Emma Quacks
1:00 Old Whibley hoots
1:30 Vera screeches
[bookmark: _Hlk177898986]Then repeat, until dawn.
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READER 7
The Witherspoons never got more than a few minutes sleep the first night. Vera’s screech was so scary that Zenas leapt out of bed and poured a pitcher of water over his wife, thinking she was having a nightmare. 
The next day, a scouting party of swallows reported that Jimmy was asleep in the haymow. Mrs Witherspoon was snoozing out by the chicken coop, and old Zenas was snoring in the cow barn. 
The animals decided to keep the serenade up for three more nights before opening peace negotiations with Jimmy. But on the fourth day something went wrong. Mrs Wiggins was grazing peacefully in the upper pasture when she heard – and felt – a Zzzzt! 
She looked around and saw Jimmy – wearing earmuffs. “Thought you could keep us awake, cow?”
[bookmark: _Hlk177899021]Plan C was dead. Peace was over. Jimmy kept up his barrage. The animals did their best to stay out of range of the Witherspoon border, and made preparations for the jousting match.
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READER 8
Sunday was sunny and hot and the duck pond was buzzing with anticipation. There was much laughter as the contestants put on their padding and medieval garb. Then Freddy happened to glance over at the woods and saw a face peeking out from behind a tree. And that face wasn’t scowling or looking mean. It was looking wistful. 
“Jimmy really wants to join us, but he’s too proud or too ashamed or maybe just scared.” Freddy thought. 
Jimmy realized he’d been seen, and ducked back into the trees. Freddy gave chase. “Wait!” he cried, as he caught up with Jimmy. “Don’t run away. Come and join us!”
“Everyone hates me,” said Jimmy.
Freddy smiled. “Actually, we don’t hate you at all. We only hate the slingshot. Come on. We need one more knight!” Freddy lead Jimmy down to the pond. His tail was uncurled again because he was afraid of how the animals would react to Jimmy. “Hear ye, hear ye, brave Knights of Beania!” he announced. “We welcome Sir Jimmy de Witherspoon!”
There was angry muttering but Freddy called for silence. “Yes it is true that Sir Jimmy has waged war on us in the past, but he has laid down his slingshot in the interests of engaging with us in knightly sport. Sir Jimmy: your noble steed shall be Hank the horse. And your first worthy opponent shall be my own cousin,  Lord Weedly of Sty, mounted on Mrs. Wogus. Let the best man - or pig – win!”
They began to joust. The water being knee deep, the pace of the warhorses was slow but Weedly was able to land a direct blow on Jimmy. However, the young boy  clung to Hank’s mane and, as the pressure increased on the lance, it was Weedly who gave way and fell in the pond. And so it went that afternoon, with a series of matches, ending with a wild free-for-all:  Jimmy on Hank, Robert riding Mrs. Wurzburger,  and a visiting wildcat, Mac, on Mrs Wiggins. When the dust settled on the pond, it was Robert and Jimmy who had gone splash - and Mac the wildcat had won the day.
[bookmark: _Hlk177899183]The three finalists divided up the prizes. Robert got a pair of shoes that Mrs Bean had donated. Jimmy won a suit of almost-new clothes that had once belonged to Mr. Bean’s nephew. Robert graciously donated his prize to Jimmy, saying shoes weren’t much use to a dog. And Mac, with a generosity unusual for wildcats, shared his prize, the chocolate cake, with all the animals and Jimmy. Mac even took the smallest piece for himself.
 Jimmy went home with his prizes, and the first thing he did was throw away his slingshot.
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READER 9
Early the next morning Freddy heard shouting in the barnyard. A dilapidated old buggy had drawn up, with Zenas Witherspoon and Jimmy. The boy was back in his old rags and his father threw a bundle of clothing at Mrs Bean’s feet.
 “I ain’t having you give my boy your castoff clothes!”
“It was a prize and he won it!” said Mrs Bean her eyes blazing. “And don’t talk about castoff clothing because what’s your boy wearing now? I saw his overalls on you forty years ago.”
“So what,” said Zenas. “My clothes ain’t charity. And I can afford to buy him what he needs.”
“It sure doesn’t look like that to me,” taunted Mrs Bean. You’re either dirt poor Zenas or plain cheap. People say you won’t ever stir your coffee with a spoon because you’re afraid of wearing out of the cup. Now, get out of our barnyard before I charge you for parking your old buggy here.”  Mrs. Bean tossed the clothes back into the buggy. “And give my best regards to your wife.”
Witherspoon glared at her and said, “And give my best regards to your husband. Where is William, anyway.”
“He’s in the upper pasture. Lying in a hole. Having fun. For free.” And, with that, Mrs. Bean turned and went in the house. Zenas Witherspoon drove his buggy out of the yard, with Jimmy, the clothes and something else -  a grain of doubt in his mind.
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READER 10
A few days later, old Witherspoon was in town, depositing more money in the bank. Jimmy was with him, wearing the nice clothes he’d won. Mr. Weezer the bank president, said, ‘My word, Zenas. Your son has grown up to be a smart looking young man. Those clothes suit him well.”
Zenas was shocked. He always thought people admired him for being stingy and saving his money. But first Mrs. Bean had bawled him out for being cheap and now his banker was complimenting him on Jimmy not being in rags. Almost dizzy with confusion, Zenas did something that would have shocked him a few days earlier.  He took Jimmy over to the Busy Bee and bought him a sports shirt. Jimmy put it on in the store, and even Zenas could tell he looked smarter. The owner of the Busy Bee, Mr. Metacarpus, happened along and said, “My word, Zenas. You must be having a good year on the farm to have such a well-dressed son!”
Outside the store, another odd thing happened. Jason Brewer was riding his bike by and slowed down when he saw the Witherspoons. “Hey Jimmy – you coming to the ball game?”
 “What game?” asked Jimmy.
“Centerboro’s playing South Pharisee! Me and the fellas are all going. Why don’t you join us!?”
“I – I don’t think so,” said Jimmy, who had no allowance.
Zenas Witherspoon saw his son’s shame, and pulled a dollar bill from his pocket with a groan. “Take this Jimmy. And get off to that game.” Then he groaned again and took out another dollar. “And treat the boys to a soda after.” 
Jimmy ran off fast, in case his father changed his mind. 
Now, I’ve been pretty hard on old Witherspoon in this story. The fact is, Zenas himself had never been asked to a ballgame. As he headed home, he couldn’t help thinking it was nice that his son was getting to go to one. Then he remembered his wife, doing chores in her raggedy old dress. Zenas ordered his horse, Jerry, to turn around and take him back to the Busy Bee. He walked right into the Women’s Department - a place where male farmers rarely dare to go. 
He laid a fifty dollar bill down on the counter and told Mr. Metacarpus, who had happened along, “Start an account for my wife,” he said. “It’s her money too.”
Then he visited Harriet Peebles, Latest Paris Creations. “I want to buy one of them live bird hats,” he told Harriet.
“I don’t have anything in your size right now Zenas.”
“Not for me!” said Zenas, and laughed for the first time in twenty years. “It’s for Mrs. Witherspoon. The latest style in Paree. What about one of them popinjay hats all them smart women are wearing these days?”
[bookmark: _Hlk177899304]“I’m clean out of popinjays,” Harriet replied. “But I’m finishing up a lovely Chapeau du Meadowlark. I can have it flown out to your house first thing tomorrow.” 
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READER 11
If you’d been at the Bean farm over the next while you’d’ve noticed some changes. 
Mrs Witherspoon was having tea with Mrs Bean, showing off her fetching Chapeau du Meadowlark from Harriet Peebles Latest Paris Creations. Mrs. Witherspoon had never owned a hat with a live bird on it, and she hadn’t taken it off for three days, even when she was milking the cows. 
Mr Bean was in the Elephant Trap - again. Lying on the mattress, watching the clouds float by. He planned on fixing the front gate, just as soon as he stopped admiring that interesting cloud shaped like Benjamin Franklin...
And up at the duck pond Jimmy, Jason Brewer and the Centerboro High football team were playing water polo against Mrs. Wiggins, Wogus and Wurzburger. The boys were better ball handlers but tended to scatter when the cows thundered down on them. Especially Mrs. Wurzburger who sometimes used her horns when the referee wasn’t looking. 
Jinx and Freddy were watching the fun. Jinx turned to Freddy and said, “It’s just like I always say.”
“What is just like you always say?” asked Freddy.  
“I always say: If you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em,” said Jinx.
Freddy smiled and replied. “Or better yet – ask them to join you.”
The End.







