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	 The morning of the interview we headed from Zach’s mom’s house to Lloyd’s house out on the outskirts of town. The drive to Lloyd’s house is gorgeous, overlooking the mountains as we get deeper back into open land. I was exponentially less nervous for this interview than I had been for my first, because I had a wonderful relationship with Lloyd already as opposed to having never met Selma. I was a bit worried that Lloyd wouldn’t elaborate on his answers to me. I knew that there was a good possibility that he would answer things concisely, and that I would have to dig for answers.
	The morning started out with lots of hard work. Lloyd put Zach and I to work on helping him fence out a new section of garden that would allow him to double his garden in size. This new garden plot was for a new gardening technique: planting in hay—meant for some of Lloyd’s more unruly plants. I quickly found that this was mostly a two person job, and while Zach and Lloyd worked to put t-hooks into fencing and hammer poles into the ground, I went about ten feet away to another fenced in enclosure to play with Lloyd’s twin Jack Russell Terrier puppies, Allie and MJ. 
The back and forth work and puppy-play-time was draining but fun. Lloyd got loosed up and started to tell stories about doing similar tasks with his father. I sat drinking in the stories of how he learned to plant and work and just wanted to put a pause button on the conversation, or to pull out a voice recorder then and there. I was hoping that the comfortable share time would continue when we had gotten inside later that day. The day went on, with several trips to town to get mulch and hay bales, and a bit of heavy lifting. When the garden was settled outside, We made our way down to the basement to do the formal interview.
Lloyd’s basement is unfinished and basically home to the puppies. There is a tall fenced in pen for them to run, and inside it some beat up rugs, an old couch, a few chairs and tons of tattered blankets. The second you sit down you are completely covered in little white hair. Lloyd was completely in his element. We put the puppies upstairs so they wouldn’t disturb the audio, and Lloyd sat down in the chair kiddy-corner to the couch. Zach sat across from him and I took the couch. I made sure to preface before the audio started that I wanted Lloyd to ramble as much as he wanted, that I wanted to hear even little details of whatever stories he had to tell.
The audio started rolling, and I managed to ask “Where and when you were born” and Lloyd took off running. I think he had such a set idea in his head that I wanted to hear about the “rural south” and so he started off with some rehearsed thoughts, hog killings, farm work… These target points quickly led into more and more stories. Lloyd told every detail of a week-long hog killing for over 15 minutes straight and I was mesmerized and giddy all at the same time because of my high interest in southern foodways. I barley had to put a word in and Lloyd just ran down memory lane, recounting stories left and right and often prompting himself to think of something else when a certain word or idea would come up that then launched into another story. 
I was a bit nervous about this not being a traditional interview, because it was entirely driven by the interviewee, but in my processing while the interview was still happening I decided to let it take whatever form it needed to get the stories out in audio. There was some subjects towards the end that were touchy as well… I wanted to get Lloyd to talk about his marriage and divorce, but with his son and his son’s girlfriend in the room, that likely wasn’t going to happen. I had to accept as I went along that certain stories were going to be shared abundantly, but others might not have been meant for that space and time. 
