
 Show Notes: 
 

This week, a story by one of the most beloved Black authors of all time about a strange 
man who arrives in town. 

“Uncle Monday” by Zora Neale Hurston. 

Narrated by Cherrae Stuart. 

Produced by Tal Minear. 

Executive Producer and Host: Tonia Ransom 

A transcript is available on the NIGHTLIGHT website. 

***** 

Want ad-free episodes? Bonus content? Early access? Join the NIGHTLIGHT Legion 
on Patreon for as little as $1 per month to help us produce more stories for you to enjoy. 

*****          

Transcript: 

Hi. I’m Tonia Ransom, creator and executive producer of NIGHTLIGHT, a horror podcast 
featuring creepy tales written and performed by Black creatives from all over the world.  

This month, we have a classic tale from beloved Black writer Zora Neale Hurston about a 
strange man that arrives in town. 

But before we get to mysterious conjure doctors, I want to say thanks to our newest patrons 
Mary and Qua-niesha. You too can join the NIGHTLIGHT Legion and enjoy ad-free episodes, 
early access, and help us pay a living wage to everyone who works to bring these stories to 
you. We rely on listeners like you to keep this podcast going, so please visit 
nightlightpod.com/legion to join the NIGHTLIGHT Legion and get a shoutout on the podcast, 
plus occasional bonus content. You can also make a one-time donation to support us at 
nightlightpod.com/donate. And don’t forget, NIGHTLIGHT merch is available and you can 
support us by sporting NIGHTLIGHT-branded gear. Just go to nightlightpod.com/merch to get 
your t-shirts, hoodies, notebooks, and more! 

https://talminear.com
http://toniaransom.com/
https://nightlightpod.com/support
http://nightlightpod.com/support
http://nightlightpod.com/legion
http://nightlightpod.com/support
http://nightlightpod.com/donate
http://nightlightpod.com/merch


Now sit back, turn out the lights, and enjoy “Uncle Monday”, written by Zora Neale Hurston, and 
narrated by Cherrae Stuart. 

 
 

 

Uncle Monday 

Zora Neale Hurston 

PEOPLE TALK A WHOLE LOT about Uncle Monday, but they take good pains not to let him 

hear none of it. Uncle Monday is an out-and-out conjure doctor. That in itself is enough to make 

the people handle him carefully, but there is something about him that goes past hoodoo. 

Nobody knows anything about him, and that’s a serious matter in a village of less than three 

hundred souls, especially when a person has lived there for forty years and more. 

Nobody knows where he came from nor who his folks might be. Nobody knows for certain 

just when he did come to town. He was just there one morning when the town awoke. Joe 

Lindsay was the first to see him. He had some turtle lines set down on Lake Belle. It is a hard 

lake to fish because it is entirely surrounded by a sooky marsh that is full of leeches and 

moccasins. There is plenty of deep water once you pole a boat out beyond the line of cypress 

pines, but there are so many alligators out there that most people don’t think the trout are worth 

the risk. But Joe had baited some turtle lines and thrown them as far as he could without wading 

into the marsh. So next morning he went as early as he could see light to look after his lines. 

There was a turtle head on every line, and he pulled them up cursing the ’gators for robbing his 

hooks. He says he started on back home, but when he was a few yards from where his lines 

had been set something made him look back, and he nearly fell dead. For there was an old man 

walking out of the lake between two cypress knees. The water there was too deep for any 

wading, and besides, he says the man was not wading, he was walking vigorously as if he were 

on dry land. 

Lindsay says he was too scared to stand there and let the man catch up with him, and he 

was too scared to move his feet; so he just stood there and saw the man cross the marshy strip 

and come down the path behind him. He says he felt the hair rise on his head as the man got 

closer to him, and somehow he thought about an alligator slipping up on him. But he says that 

alligators were in the front of his mind that morning because first, he had heard bull ’gators 



fighting and bellowing all night long down in this lake, and then his turtle lines had been robbed. 

Besides, everybody knows that the father of all ’gators lives in Belle Lake. 

  

The old man was coming straight on, taking short quick steps as if his legs were not long 

enough for his body, and working his arms in unison. Lindsay says it was all he could do to 

stand his ground and not let the man see how scared he was, but he managed to stand still 

anyway. The man came up to him and passed him without looking at him seemingly. After he 

had passed, Lindsay noticed that his clothes were perfectly dry, so he decided that his own eyes 

had fooled him. The old man must have come up to the cypress knees in a boat and then 

crossed the marsh by stepping from root to root. But when he went to look, he found no 

convenient roots for anybody to step on. Moreover, there was no boat on the lake either. 

The old man looked queer to everybody, but still no one would believe Lindsay’s story. They 

said that he had seen no more than several others—that is, that the old man had been seen 

coming from the direction of the lake. That was the first that the village saw of him, way back in 

the late eighties, and so far, nobody knows any more about his past than that. And that worries 

the town. 

Another thing that struck everybody unpleasantly was the fact that he never asked a name 

nor a direction. Just seemed to know who everybody was and called each and every one by 

their right name. Knew where everybody lived too. Didn’t earn a living by any of the village 

methods. He didn’t garden, hunt, fish, nor work for the white folks. Stayed so close in the little 

shack that he had built for himself that sometimes three weeks would pass before the town saw 

him from one appearance to another. 

Joe Clarke was the one who found out his name was Monday. No other name. So the town 

soon was calling him Uncle Monday. Nobody can say exactly how it came to be known that he 

was a hoodoo man. But it turned out that that was what he was. People said he was a good one 

too. As much as they feared him he had plenty of trade. Didn’t take him long to take all the 

important cases away from Ant Judy, who had had a monopoly for years. 

He looked very old when he came to the town. Very old, but firm and strong. Never 

complained of illness. 

But once Emma Lou Pittman went over to his shack early in the morning to see him on 

business and ran back with a fearsome tale. She said that she noticed a heavy trail up to his 

door an across the steps as if a heavy, bloody body had been dragged inside. The door was 



cracked a little and she could hear a great growling and snapping of mighty jaws. It wasn’t 

exactly a growling either, it was more a subdued howl in a bass tone. She shoved the door a 

little and peeped inside to see if some varmint was in there attacking Uncle Monday. She figured 

he might have gone to sleep with the door ajar and a catamount, or a panther, or a bob-cat 

might have gotten in. He lived near enough to Blue Sink Lake for a ’gator to have come in the 

house but she didn’t remember ever hearing of them tracking anything but dogs. 

But no; no varmint was inside there. The noise she heard was being made by Uncle Monday. 

He was lying on a pallet of pine-straw in such agony that his eyes were glazed over. His right 

arm was horribly mangled. In fact, it was all but torn away from right below the elbow. The side 

of his face was terribly torn too. She called him but he didn’t seem to hear her. So she hurried 

back for some men to come and do something for him. The men came as fast as their legs 

would bring them, but the house was locked from the outside and there was no answer to their 

knocking. Mrs. Pittman would have been made out an awful liar if it were not for the trail of 

blood. So they concluded that Uncle Monday had gotten hurt somehow and had dragged 

himself home; or had been dragged by a friend. But who could the friend have been? 

  

Nobody saw Uncle Monday for a month after that. Every day or so, someone would drop by 

to see if hide or hair could be found of him. A full month passed before there was any news. The 

town had about decided that he had gone away as mysteriously as he had come. 

But one evening around dusk-dark Sam Merchant and Jim Gooden were on their way home 

from a squirrel hunt around Lake Belle. They swore that, as they rounded the lake and 

approached the footpath that leads toward the village, they saw what they thought was the great 

’gator that lives in the lake crawl out of the marsh. Merchant wanted to take a shot at him for his 

hide and teeth, but Gooden reminded him that they were loaded with bird shot, which would not 

even penetrate a ’gator’s hide, let alone kill it. They say the thing they took for the ’gator then 

struggled awhile, pulling off something that looked like a long black glove. Then he scraped a 

hole in the soft ground with his paws and carefully buried the glove which had come from his 

right paw. Then without looking either right or left; he stood upright and walked on toward the 

village. Everybody saw Uncle Monday come thru the town, but still Merchant’s tale was hard to 

swallow. But, by degrees, people came to believe that Uncle Monday could shed any injured 

member of his body and grow a new one in its place. At any rate, when he reappeared his right 

hand and arm bore no scars. 



The village is even skeptical about his dying. Once Joe Clarke said to Uncle Monday, “I’god, 

Uncle Monday, aint you skeered to stay way off by yo’self, old as you is?” 

Uncle Monday asked, “Why would I be skeered?” 

“Well, you liable to take sick in de night sometime, and you’d be dead befo’ anybody would 

know you was even sick.” 

Uncle Monday got up off the nail keg and said in a voice so low that only the men right close 

to him could hear what he said “I have been dead for many a year. I have come back from 

where you are going.” Then he walked away with his quick short steps and his arms bent at the 

elbow keeping time with his feet 

It is believed that he has the singing stone, which is the greatest charm, the most powerful 

“hand” in the world. It is a diamond and comes from the mouth of a serpent (which is thought of 

as something different from an ordinary snake) and is the diamond of diamonds. It not only 

lights your home without the help of any other light, but it also warns its owner of approach. 

The serpents who produce these stones live in the deep waters of Lake Maitland. There is a 

small island in this lake and a rare plant grows there, which is the only food of this serpent. She 

only comes to nourish herself in the height of a violent thunderstorm, when she is fairly certain 

that no human will be present. 

It is impossible to kill or capture her unless nine healthy people have gone before to prepare 

the way with THE OLD ONES, and then more will die in the attempt to conquer her. But it is not 

necessary to kill or take her to get the stone. She has two. One is embedded in her head, and 

the other she carries in her mouth. The first one cannot be had without killing the serpent, but 

the second one may be won from her by trickery. 

Since she carries this stone in her mouth, she cannot eat until she has put it down. It is her 

pilot, that warns her of danger. So when she comes upon the island to feed, she always vomits 

the stone and covers it with earth before she goes to the other side of the island to dine. 

To get this diamond, dress yourself all over in black velvet. Your assistant must be dressed in 

the same way. Have a velvet-covered bowl along. Be on the island before the storm reaches its 

height, but leave your helper in the boat and warn him to be ready to pick you up and flee at a 

moment’s notice. 

Climb a tall tree and wait for the coming of the snake. When she comes out of the water, she 

will look all about her on the ground to see if anyone is about. When she is satisfied that she is 

alone, she will vomit the stone, cover it with dirt, and proceed to her feeding ground. Then, as 

soon as you feel certain that she is busy eating, climb down the tree as swiftly as possible, 



cover the mound hiding the stone with the velvet-lined bowl, and flee for your life to the boat. 

The boatman must fly from the island with all possible speed. For as soon as you approach the 

stone it will ring like chiming bells and the serpent will hear it. Then she will run to defend it. She 

will return to the spot, but the velvet-lined bowl will make it invisible to her. In her wrath she will 

knock down grown trees and lash the island like a hurricane. Wait till a calm fair day to return for 

the stone. She never comes up from the bottom of the lake in fair weather. Furthermore, a 

serpent who has lost her mouth-stone cannot come to feed alone after that. She must bring her 

mate. The mouth-stone is their guardian and when they lose it they remain in constant danger 

unless accompanied by one who has the singing stone. 

  

They say that Uncle Monday has a singing stone, and that is why he knows everything 

without, being told. 

Whether he has the stone or not, nobody thinks of doubting his power as a hoodoo man. He 

is feared, but sought when life becomes too powerful for the powerless. Mary Ella Shaw backed 

out on Joe-Nathan Moss the day before the wedding was to have come off. Joe-Nathan had 

even furnished the house and bought rations. His people, her people, everybody tried to make 

her marry the boy. He loved her so, and besides he had put out so much of his little cash to fix 

for the marriage. But Mary Ella just wouldn’t. She had seen Caddie Brewton, and she was one 

of the kind who couldn’t keep her heart still after her eye had wandered. 

So Joe-Nathan’s mama went to see Uncle Monday. He said, “Since she is the kind of woman 

that lets her mind follow her eye, we’ll have to let the snake-bite cure itself. You go on home. 

Never no man will keep her. She kin grab the world full of men, but she’ll never keep one any 

longer than from one full moon to the other.” 

Fifteen years have passed. Mary Ella has been married four times. She was a very pretty girl, 

and men just kept coming, but not one man has ever stayed with her longer than the 

twenty-eight days. Besides her four husbands, no telling how many men she has shacked up 

with for a few weeks at a time. She has eight children by as many different men, but still no 

husband. 

John Wesley Hogan was another driver of sharp bargains in love. By his own testimony and 

experience, all women from eight to eighty were his meat, but the woman who was sharp 

enough to make him marry her wasn’t born and her mama was dead. They couldn’t frame him 

and they couldn’t scare him. 



Mrs. Bradley came to him nevertheless about her Dinkie. She called him out from his 

work-place and said, “John Wesley, you know I’m a widder-woman and I aint got no husband to 

go to de front for me, so I reckon I got to do de talkin’ for me and my chile. I come in de 

humblest way I know how to ast you to go ’head and marry my chile befo’ her name is painted 

on de signposts of scorn.” 

If it had not made John Wesley so mad, it would have been funny to him. So he asked her 

scornfully, “ ’Oman, whut you take me for? You better git outa my face wid dat mess! How you 

reckon I know who Dinkie been foolin roun wid? Don’t try to come dat mess over me. I been all 

over de North. I aint none of yo’ fool. You must think I’m Big Boy. They kilt Big Boy shootin after 

Fat Sam so there aint no mo’ fools in de world. Ha, ha! All de wimmen I done seen! I’ll tell you 

like de monkey tole de elephant—don’t bull me, big boy! If you want Dinkie to git married off so 

bad, go grab one of dese country clowns. I aint yo’ man. Taint no use you goin runnin to de 

high-sheriff neither. I got witness to prove Dinkie knowed more’n I do.” 

Mrs. Bradley didn’t bother with the sheriff. All he could do was to make John Wesley marry 

Dinkie; but by the time the interview was over that wasn’t what the stricken mother wanted. So 

she waited till dark, and went on over to Uncle Monday. 

  

Everybody says you don’t have to explain things to Uncle Monday. Just go there, and you will 

find that he is ready for you when you arrive. So he set Mrs. Bradley down at a table, facing a 

huge mirror hung against the wall. She says he had a loaded pistol and a huge dirk lying on the 

table before her. She looked at both of the weapons, but she could not decide which one she 

wanted to use. Without a word, he handed her a gourd full of water and she took a swallow. As 

soon as the water passed over her tongue she seized the gun. He pointed toward the 

looking-glass. Slowly the form of John Wesley formed in the glass and finally stood as vivid as 

life before her. She took careful aim and fired. She was amazed that the mirror did not shatter. 

But there was a loud report, a cloud of bluish smoke and the figure vanished. 

On the way home, Brazzle told her that John Wesley had dropped dead, and Mr. Watson had 

promised to drive over to Orlando in the morning to get a coffin for him. 

ANT JUDY BICKERSTAFF 

Uncle Monday wasn’t the only hoodoo doctor around there. There was Ant Judy Bickerstaff. She 

was there before the coming of Uncle Monday. Of course it didn’t take long for professional 



jealousy to arise. Uncle Monday didn’t seem to mind Ant Judy, but she resented him, and she 

couldn’t hide her feelings. 

This was natural when you consider that before his coming she used to make all the “hands” 

around there, but he soon drew off the greater part of the trade. 

Year after year this feeling kept up. Every now and then some little incident would accentuate 

the rivalry. Monday was sitting on top of the heap, but Judy was not without her triumphs. 

Finally she began to say that she could reverse anything that he put down. She said she 

could not only reverse it, she could throw it back on him, let alone his client. Nobody talked to 

him about her boasts. People never talked to him except on business anyway. Perhaps Judy felt 

safe in her boasting for this reason. 

Then one day she took it in her head to go fishing. Her children and grandchildren tried to 

discourage her. They argued with her about her great age and her stiff joints. But she had her 

grandson to fix her a trout pole and a bait pole and set out for Blue Sink, a lake said to be 

bottomless by the villagers. Furthermore, she didn’t set out till near sundown. She didn’t want 

any company. It was no use talking, she felt that she just must go fishing in Blue Sink. 

She didn’t come home when dark came and her family worried a little. But they reasoned she 

had probably stopped at one of her friends’ houses to rest and gossip, so they didn’t go to hunt 

her right away. But when the night wore on and she didn’t return, the children were sent out to 

locate her. 

She was not in the village; a party was organized to search Blue Sink for her. It was after 

nine o’clock at night when the party found her. She was in the lake. Lying in shallow water and 

keeping her old head above the water by supporting it on her elbow. Her son Ned said that he 

saw a huge alligator dive away as he shined the torch upon his mother’s head. 

They bore Ant Judy home and did everything they could for her. Her legs were limp and 

useless and she never spoke a word, not a coherent word for three days. It was more than a 

week before she could tell how she came to be in the lake. 

She said that she hadn’t really wanted to go fishing. The family and the village could witness 

that she never had fooled round the lakes. But that afternoon she had to go. She couldn’t say 

why, but she knew she must go. She baited her hooks and stood waiting for a bite. She was 

afraid to sit down on the damp ground on account of her rheumatism. She got no bites. When 

she saw the sun setting she wanted to come home, but somehow she just couldn’t leave the 

spot. She was afraid, terribly afraid down there on the lake; but she couldn’t leave. 

  



When the sun was finally gone and it got dark, she says she felt a threatening powerful evil 

all around her. She was fixed to the spot. A small but powerful whirlwind arose right under her 

feet. Something terrific struck her and she fell into the water. She tried to climb out, but found 

that she could not use her legs. She thought of ’gators and otters, and leeches and gar-fish, and 

began to scream, thinking maybe somebody would hear her and come to her aid. 

Suddenly a bar of red light fell across the lake from one side to the other. It looked like a fiery 

sword. Then she saw Uncle Monday walking across the lake to her along this flaming path. On 

either side of the red road swam thousands of alligators, like an army behind its general. 

The light itself was awful. It was red, but she never had seen any red like it before. It jumped 

and moved all the time, but always it pointed straight across the lake to where she lay helpless 

in the water. The lake is nearly a mile wide, but Ant Judy says Uncle Monday crossed it in less 

than a minute and stood over her. She closed her eyes from fright, but she saw him right on thru 

her lids. 

After a brief second she screamed again. Then he growled and leaped at her. “Shut up!” he 

snarled. “Part your lips just one more time and it will be your last breath! Your bragging tongue 

has brought you here and you are going to stay here until you acknowledge my power. So you 

can throw back my work, eh? I put you in this lake; show your power and get out. You will not 

die, and you will not leave this spot until you give consent in your heart that I am your master. 

Help will come the minute you knuckle under.” 

She fought against him. She felt that once she was before her own altar she could show him 

something. He glowered down upon her for a spell and then turned and went back across the 

lake the way he had come. The light vanished behind his feet. Then a huge alligator slid up 

beside her where she lay trembling and all her strength went out of her. She lost all confidence 

in her powers. She began to feel if only she might either die or escape from the horror, she 

would never touch another charm again. If only she could escape the maw of the monster 

beside her! Any other death but that. She wished that Uncle Monday would come back so that 

she might plead with him for deliverance. She opened her mouth to call, but found that speech 

had left her. But she saw a light approaching by land. It was the rescue party. 

Ant Judy never did regain the full use of her legs, but she got to the place where she could 

hobble about the house and yard. After relating her adventure on Lake Blue Sink she never 

called the name of Uncle Monday again. 

The rest of the village, always careful in that respect, grew almost as careful as she. But 

sometimes when they would hear the great bull ’gator, that everybody knows lives in Lake Belle, 



bellowing on cloudy nights, some will point the thumb in the general direction of Uncle Monday’s 

house and whisper, “The Old Boy is visiting the home folks tonight.” 

 

***** 

Thanks again to our patrons for supporting this podcast. Because of your support, listeners 
around the world get creepy tales in their ears every month. If you want stories twice a month, 
join the NIGHTLIGHT Legion to support us by going to nightlightpod.com/legion. You can also 
make a one-time donation via PayPal at nightlightpod.com/donate. If you’re unable to support 
us financially, word of mouth is the next best way to help. Written reviews help us the most, so 
be sure to leave a few kind words on your podcast platform of choice. You can also give us a 
shoutout on your favorite social media @nightlightpod, like us on Facebook at 
facebook.com/ransompodcasts, or just leave us a quick rating if you’re in a hurry. 

Audio production for this episode by Tal Minear. 

And to thank you for listening until the very end, we have a creepy fact for you. The Altamaha 
river in Georgia is said to be home to a sea serpent dubbed Altamaha-ha. Reports of sightings 
of this strange creature have been around the 1800s, but the Native peoples of the area have 
legends of the cryptid as well. It’s said to be about 20-30 feet long, leaving speedboat-like 
wakes in its path. There have even been sightings of it bathing on the shoreline. There is 
footage of what is said to be Altamaha-ha from 2021 and sightings continue to this day…along 
with reports of the sea monster becoming more territorial as time goes on. 

Join us next month…and be sure to leave your nightlight on. You never know what’s waiting at 
the bottom of that deep, dark water. 

http://nightlightpod.com/legion
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