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Pego’ and the Rapscallion 

by Beth Black 

 

Peggy baked her famous Tuesday Afternoon Cobbler, and the aroma 

wafted all the way down the street, around the corner, past the church, and into 

the local bar where the Rapscallion sat and sniffed at the air, burnt out dog that 

he was. 

“Damn!” He said, “if that ain’t Tuesday Afternoon Cobbler!  And here it is 

only Monday.”  He scratched hisself and sniffed the air again.  The barstool liked 

to fell over when he followed that scent as though he were the sheriff’s best 

bloodhound.  He almost followed it into the church, which would have been a 

big mistake, since he pinched the deacon’s wife just last month and the old bag 

hadn’t gotten over it yet.  Could he help it she was shaking her stuff at the 

church bake sale?  Those chocolate chips is what done it to him.  Couldn’t she see 

that?   “Nope.  Not there,” he said, and he kept walkin’ right on past.  Besides, 

good fortune and a pro-deegious olfactory sense made him turn in the right 

direction.   

There it was, just like one of them kiddie cartoons.  Just a settin’ on the 

window sill, looking for all the world like the person who left it there just 

wanted some poor soul to come right along and snatch it up. 

So, he took it.  Or, rather...he tried.  But the damned cobbler leapt right out 

of his very grasp, the moment he almost had it.  “Damn!” he cried.  Then, he 

quickly added, “Sorry, Ma'am,” when he saw the cobbler held in the sweet hands 

of that Miss Peggy Keating whose husband died in some war overseas and she 

never could stop talking about him. 

“What you doin’, Rapscallion?” Peggy replied.  One eyebrow lifted so high 

it liked to fly off her face. 

“Ah, I, uh–” He shuffled his feet and stuffed his hands in his pants pockets.  

“Why, nothin’ Ma’am.  I was just enjoying one of God’s greatest gifts on this here 

Earth.  There is nothin’ – and I mean NOTHIN’ – as sweet as the aroma of a 

cobbler baked by a good God-fearin’ church-goin’ woman.  And that’s the truth.”  

He smiled big enough to show the gap between his teeth. 

“Rapscallion!  You are the God’s honest biggest, fattest liar I have ever 

heard in this part of the country.  I swear you are goin’ to have some heavy duty 

explainin’ to do to you-know-who...one of these days.” 

He gulped.   
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She held the cobbler closer.  “Well, I’m sorry.  But I baked this here cobbler 

for my daughter and her new husband.  I don’t have enough to share with 

strangers.” 

“Stranger?”  His spirit sunk lower than a gopher in quicksand.  “Why, 

Peggy Keating!  Don’t you recall, I used to COURT you?” 

“I don’t believe I do!”  She reached for the window to shut it.   

He reached up and placed his hand on the sill, so that she would have to 

shut the window on it.  He knew she wouldn’t. She couldn’t.  Damn, if she 

almost did!  Lucky, he got it out just in the nick of time.  He went around to the 

front and knocked on the door. Then, he rang the bell.  Then, he started to sing. 

The door opened in a hurry. 

He sang, “Peg ‘o My Heart” with all the wind his old lungs could afford.  

Sounded pretty good to him.  But, she hopped out onto the porch and waved her 

arms like she was calling the fire department to a fire.  “Stop that!  You stop that 

right now, y’all hear? 

So, he did. “What’s with you, Miss Peggy?  I seem to recall, you liked that 

song the last time I sang it to you...under the bleachers at Oaktree Park.” 

“You never did any such thing!  And if you had, it would have been over 

thirty years ago, not that you did.  Because you didn’t!”  She nearly swallowed 

her upper lip with consternation.  “If my husband were here –” 

He took a tiny half step closer.  Close enough to catch the scent of flour on 

her apron.  “–Miss Peggy?  Please?  Don’t you recall?  I know I looked different 

in those days.” 

She laughed. 

“Okay, and you gots a right to a good one, there. It is true.  I have let mah-

self go.  I have allowed mah-self to fall into the hands of despair over...over 

loneliness cuz I couldn’t have you.”  He placed both hands over his heart. 

She paused.  It seemed to do the trick. 

“Now, really.  What am I asking for here?  Not much.  Just a little reminder 

of your sweet self.  Just a little slice of that there cobbler you gots inside.”  He 

smiled as sweetly as if he’d just told his own mama a big one. 

“No!  I already told you.  It’s for my girl.  Nobody else means just that.  

Nobody else.” 

“Okay, okay.  I can see that you are a serious woman and not one to be 

trifled with.  How about this...”  He shuffled again, almost making a softshoe 

step but not quite since he was now way, nowhere, no how near the dancer her 

husband was and she always let everyone know what a great dancer he’d been 



 

 3 

before he went and got hisself killed in some foreign war. “How about if I sing 

your old favorite song, just for you.  Soft.  Just so’s you can hear it, like in old 

times.  You can close yer eyes and pretend it’s young Rapscallion come to call.” 

She blushed.  But he sang anyway.  He sang soft and sweet.  “Peg ‘o my 

heart...” and dang if she didn’t smile a little.  She swayed and hummed along, 

quiet like.  And a dreamy far-off fix in her eyes made her seem about thirty years 

younger and a whole lot less gray. 

She liked that song.  And damn, if she didn’t still like Rapscallion, even if he 

did go and leave her behind for her best friend Libby Mae.  What the hell.  We was 

all young once, she thought.  She could bake another cobbler.  Or, better yet, she 

could take her girl and her girl’s new husband down to the ice cream shop and 

show them off around town.   

He finished the song, and dropped to one knee for a big end.   

“Hold on,” she said. 

“Oh, thank you, sweet Miss Libby Mae!” he cried. 

It wasn’t until she swung back around at him that he realized what he’d 

done.   

But she kept on smiling.  She went and got that cobbler and brought it back 

with a spoon.  She gave it to him and said, “You are one forgetful SOB, 

Rapscallion.  Don’t you recall? That Libby Mae couldn’t bake worth beans.” 

“You are  right, Ma’am,” he swore, “You are so very right.”  He downed the 

cobbler in a hurry and didn’t care if it was one bit true. 


