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was There Really Someone
in the Kitchen With Dinah?
·so what you 're saying, Mr. Farley, is that there is absolutely no proof
of the fact that you were ever in the kitchen with Dinah?'
·ves, that's right. But I didn 't mean to say ... •
·vou don't mean to say what, Mr. Farley? That the only truth in your
alibi is that you weren 't in an actual kitchen, per se, but rather in what
is referred to as a kitchenette?·
·um, Ah, I suppose you could say that."
·vou suppose do you? And would you like to tell us a little something about the banjo you and Dinah were allegedly strumming?'
·well, it wasn't really a banjo, by the standard definition, it was
more of a-a viola . We said banjo to make it fit into the song."
·so what you really mean is that you were introducing Dinah to the
viola for the first time?"
' Not really, she'd seen one before. She didn't act surprised when I
showed it to her:
"But Mr. Farley, Dinah 's lack of surprise does not necessarily indicate
that she'd seen a viola before. Perhaps she thought it was a banjo. Is
that at all possible Mr. Farley?·
·1-1suppose so. But I know she's been in contact with ... •
"Now about this business of strumming. It wasn 't exactly strumming
now was it Mr. Farley?'
' Actually, no:
"Tell the court what it was if you please."
·1t was picking a six-beat arpeggio with an A-string lead ."
'Picking! Members of the jury, not only have we established that
this action did not take place in the kitchen, and the alleged banjo
was in reality a viola! But, now it has been determined that the two in
question weren't even strumming the old viola, they were picking a
six-beat arpeggio with an A-string lead! It is becoming very clear that
some sort of fraud has taken place here. It will be your task, trusted
members of the jury, to decide the seriousness of their actions in regard
to the listening public, and just how they will be punished. I thank you
very much. Your Honor, the prosecution rests."
Dinah sat at the defendant's table rubbing her index finger and
thumb together rapidly. She looked at Myron Farley seated in the witness' stand. They had left his name out of the tune because Myron
didn't really fit anywhere. (They had tried it between fee fie and fiddle
dee aye oh, but it just hadn't meshed properly.) Myron glared back at
her from his elevated chair with great disgust, and Dinah knew why.
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The banjo was her idea.
She and Myron met at a rummage sale in the basement of the
First Congregational Church of Cooper's Creek. They bumped into
each other in the section reserved for broken tools and small
appliances. Myron dropped the combination elecric-toothbrushwaterpik he had bought. Dinah nearly let her metal viola fall to the
floor. Dinah insisted on reimbursing Myron for his dental tools, but he
had politely refused, saying he already had three waterpiks just like it,
and had picked this one up because they couldn't be found just a nywhere. She had immediately adored his reasoning, and he fell in love
with her viola . For the first time in his life Myron let spontaneity be his
guide, and he asked Dinah if he could play a few notes on her shiny
instrument. She consented only because she'd been the cause of his
combination electric-toothbrush-waterpik damage. The two left the
rummage sale together leaving behind bluehaired, old ladies talking
about pie and peach preserves recipes.
The only bench at the park had the distinction of being the only
bench right next to the train tracks. Trains ran by every fifteen minutes.
The bench sported a large accumulation of bird droppings. Before
they sat down, Dinah took some moist towlettes from her shoulder bag,
gave one to Myron, and they wiped off the sticky manure.
When he finally put his hands on the neck of the viola and tenderly
let it rest against his shoulders, Myron felt a rush of pleasure throughout
his body. He hadn't experienced this sensation since he'd received
tickets from his uncle in Hollywood to see Hollywood Squares. He took
the bow into his right hand and played a scale. He felt himself drift into
a viola rendition of 'My Darling Clementine· followed by ·Eddystone
Light; and in a final, ecstatic moment he burst into the muzac version
of the Rolling Stones' 'Get Off My Cloud: He stopped playing and
realized that during his mini-concert Dinah had been staring at him,
mesmerized by the music. Myron felt an embarrassing warmth rise in
his face, and he timidly pushed the viola to Dinah.
'Do you know 'Swing Low Sweet Chariot'?" she asked, pushing the
gleaming viola back toward him. 'I'd love to hear it if you do:
·1 do know it, but I think maybe I've played my share: he repl ied
over the loud rattle of the passing train.
"No, please, I do appreciate a good violist so much; she ra ised
her voice to be heard over the banging of the boxcars on the tracks.
"What?" he yelled, 'A good piolist?"
'No, violist!" she cried.
'Oh, crayolist. What's a crayolist?'
'Violist! V-1-0-L-I-S-T! Violist!" she was now screaming at the top of
her lungs. Unfortunately such volume was not needed, for the tra in's
end had gone by as she spelled the final letters. 'Violist" ripped through
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the quiet air. She looked at her feet, completely embarrassed, and he
flinched, hoping the word would fly over his head and cause no external damage. She apologized and he asked for her phone number.
Dinah and Myron were married for two years when they decided
to collaborate on their most famous work, 'I've Been Working On the
Railroad." They'd seen the success of 'This Train" and 'Ra ilroad Bill" and
the failures of 'My Home in the Hills" and ·sweet Apple Dew." When
they began ' Railroad" they had just come off the high of 'She'll Be
comin' Round the Mountain," and their creative juices were flowing.
Perhaps poetic license got the best of them.
They rented a small cottage at the foot of the Smokey Mountains
hoping to take a breather from the hectic life of Cooper's Creek. It was
0 simple place : bedroom, bathroom, kitchenette, and a middle-sized
living area with a fireplace. The two settled in for a vacation, not knowing they were on the road to ruin.
Inspiration struck them at the corner store while they decided, as
on afternoon refresher, to buy the grape Nehi over the Welch 's Sparkling
Strawberry Soda. A huge, muscular man came in with a pick-axe in
his hand He looked left than right and said to the storekeeper,
·Jake, I've been working on the railroad all day long, fix me a cold
lemonade will ya?"
Myron flashed a glance at Dinah and she at him. They hooked
arms and scurried out of the store, leaving behind their grape Nehi.
They broke into a trot rounding the first corner, and hit a full gallop in
the straightaway leading to the cottage door.
Myron reached the viola first and picked out the melody he had
conjured in his head. Dinah joined him on the French horn she bought
at a wholesale band instrument store. The two sounds blended and
Myron sang the words as they came to him :
I've been workin' on the railroad,
all the live-long day.
I've been workin' on the railroad,
just to pass the time away.
Can't you hear the whistle blowing,
rise up so early in the morn.
Can't you hear the captain shouting ...
At this moment Dinah stopped playing - the rest is history. They
finished the tune in the wee hours of the morning because they tried
to fit Myron's name in, but it wouldn't go. They caught a few winks and
left mid-morning for their agent in Cooper's Creek.
Guy Finch assured them that this time they had a classic. They
recorded it the next day. The following week it hit the mall festivals,
county fairs, and campgrounds. Royalties rolled in. Myron and Dinah
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