Ole’ Dixie Sees A Swamp Booger
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A long time ago when things were much simpler, I would take a night walk to put meat on the table for my growing family. Right or wrong, that was the way it was back then. Of course today, all my well-heeled readers would look down on the practice indeed.

The full moon in October was the time to put up a fat yearling and it was a time like that this story takes place.  Sears & Roebuck had delivered a small deep freezer to my little house, so the time was right for making meat.

There was a sight chill in the air and no wind. South Moon Under was at 2:00 in the morning, so I knew when they would walk. I gather up my Winchester Mod 92 in 44-40, my headlight, pull rope, etc and fired up my old hunting buggy. It was a thirty-minute drive to where an old railroad tram ran along the edge of the St. Johns River swamp. The live oaks, along the edge of the swamp, were dropping acorns. Everything was right for meat making. I was about half-sleepy when I parked and got ready for my walk.

I began easing along the edge of the oaks when I shined a big deer. I knew it was a big buck by the way it dropped its head to keep from looking at the light. I did not what a rutty buck, so I let him ease off. I had walked about a quarter mile when sleep over-took me. I decided on a short nap to clear my head. I found a huge oak whose roots spread and settled in for a nap. I had mopped myself with turpentine to keep the mosquitoes off. 

I was about to nod off, when I saw it! There in the edge of the swamp was a Swamp Booger at least nine feet tall, its arms raised up, and glowing with a strange green color! That woke me up real quick! I jumped up and turned my headlight on! It was gone, but where? I could feel a certain chill crawl down my backbones! I had the feeling it was time to run away fast! But, where was the damn thing! I sat back down and struck a match to a Camel, still watching in the direction where the Booger had been. I started to calm down and nod off. What the Hell, it was gone. I turned off my light, sat down against the oak, and relaxed. As my eyes adjusted to the dark, there it was again! This time it looked closer! Now what? I flipped the light on and it was gone again! I have never been spooky in the deep woods, but never had to deal with a Swamp Booger! I re-checked to be sure I had a cartridge in the chamber of that 92 and wondered if I had enough gun for that critter. I shined all around to be sure it did not come up on my blind side. That thing must be moving around to stalk closer to try for me! At that time I was in my prime! Some 6’ 3 ½” tall, lean and a hard 190 pounds, but that critter was a good bit bigger indeed!

OK, it was time to use some offensive moves! I turned my light off and cocked that 92. I figured I would let it own one of the 200 gr. soft points!

As my eyes adjusted to the dark, it was there again! Time to act! I eased toward it, with the cocked 92 at arms length. Closer and closer! The damn thing just stood there waiting. When the muzzle touched it, I pulled the trigger! The muzzle flamed against it and I jumped back, knocking my light off and out. Standing in the dark, I levered another round into the chamber, ready for the fight. Nothing moved, but it damned thing was still standing!

I slowly pulled my light up by its cord and turned it on! There stood my Swamp Booger with a big 44 hole blown into it! But, my Booger was not a Booger indeed. Rather it was an old half rotten oak snag covered with Fox Fire! Well, I walked over and hugged my River Swamp Booger!

I ended up by not making any meat that night, but had met a new friend in that swamp. I visited him many times over the few years before I moved away to Georgia and worked for Winchester -Western. 

Now, over fifty years later, I know he is still glowing in that swamp…waiting for me to return!

