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A MILl WORKER'S DAUGHTER

Ina Deal is a waitress, and a good one,too, if quick and agreeable sery-
ice and a pleasing personality are a test of efficiency. At 25, Ina looks more
like a school=-girl than a mature young woman with a six-year-o0ld daughter.
She's small and dainty. In her low-heeled shoes, she couldn't be more than
five feet high, and she has a slender waist with just enough curves to give

a hint of grace lying beneath her neat, white apron. Her eyes are blue and
her hair, done in a short wave, 1s brown with a little tinge of gold, and her
red mouth 1s so small that words seem to have difficulty getting out when she
talks; and when they do get out they have a slight nasal sound that makes you
think they might have come through her nose after all.

Ina had been serving meals to ne and smiling across the counter for some
time before I ventured any purely personal chatter. +At first she evaded-always
politely-any inquiries about her family, her past, her ideals and her theorie
about living. Even when it was explained that I wanted to write tie story of
a waitress and beiieved hers would be interesting, she still refused. You can
imagine how surprised I was when she leaned across the counter weeks later and
said, "Are you still writing stories about people? Well, I think I'11 tell

you about myself. I1'd just like to see what kind of story you can write about

i
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I looked at her doubtfully. "You mean," I said, "you're willing to tell
me all about yourself?"
"Now, is that nice?" she jested; "Yes, Honey, I'll tell you anything you
want to know about me; but I bet you wouldn't write some of the things I could

tell you. If I told you everything about me, you'd think I was terrible."

She hurried away to another custcomer. When she returned to my counter
she continued: "I used to keep a diary, but I was scared Kamma would find it
and read it, so I burnt it up. Sometimes I wish I'd of kept it up, 'cause I
had lots of fun readin' about some of the things I used to do."

"Must have been interesting," I suggested.

"Yes, Honey, some of it was. I wrote everything I did in my diary. Tha®$'s
why I was scared somebody might read it. Oh, I don't care what anybody thinks
about me now; but I used to be kind of 'shamed of some of the things 1 d4did,
till I found out everybody else was doin' things twice as bad and thinkin'
nothin' of it, and all the time pretendin' t¢ be nice people, too. <50 1
thought, what's the use tryin' to hide behind pretences? Somebody's bound
to find out about you sooner or later, so ‘'you might as well just be yourself

and tell everybody to 'tend to their own business. Ain't that what you says"™

I nodded approvinglye.
She's got a swell

"You know," she continued, "you ought to meet my cousin.




story.she )
/ wrote her story once and sent it to one of those true magazines,

but they sent it back to her and said they had too many stories rightims
now but they might take it later on. She told me I ought to send in

my story, but I says, 'Shucks! I ain't no good at writin' stories.’
Then she said she'd write my story and send it in for mej; but we never
did say anything more about it. So you think you can make any kind of a
story out of what I tell you, it's all right with me."

"I'd like to know something about your family, also," I said.

"I'1ll tell you about them, too," she replied.

"When could we talk?"

"Anytime you say. 1 get off at eight, if you'd like to take me home.
Maybe some of the family'll be there and you could meet them. I want you
to see my little girl, anyway."

Ina anc her child live with her parents who have three other child-
ren, a son and two daughters, also living at home. They live in a large,
two=-story house near the Tennessee Coal, Iron and Railroad Company's

steel plant. The furniture in their home is comfortable andiexcellent

quality. Most of it appears to have been in use for many years. The

lower floor includes a dining room and kitchen, large livingroom in




which is a stairway to the second floor, where three bedrooms and a
bath open into a narrow hall. A wide, banistered front porch has a swing,
two or three chairs, and a few pctted ferns and other plants. The house
is heated by a furnace in its basement, entered by a narrow stairway from
the kitchen. Household expenses are possibly above the average for a mill
worker's family; but since all the children, as well as the father, have
regular employment, the family can well afford a few luxuries, such as a

housemaid, a family car, and other modern conveniences.

Ina and I sat in the swing and her parents remaiced on the porch and
talked with us a few minutes. Ina's little girl meanwhile kept intruding
a stream of trivial queries and complaints.

Ina's parents have been married 29 years and have lived in the same
place nearly as long. Mr. Deal, a tired-looking man at 52, has thin, gray-
ing hair, blue eyes, and a large mouth that droops at the corners. He works
at the nearby steel mills where he has been employed for more than 30 years.
He appears to take little interest in the affairs of his family, but is quite
fond of Ina's child and spends a good deal of time watching after her and

catering to her whims. "If Yvonne's a spoiled little brat,"said Ina, "I

guess Daddy's to blame for that."




Asked what he thought about child discipline, Mr. Deal said: " Me and

Lucy tried to raise our young'uns right, and we did purty well with

them when they was frowin' up; but when they got grown they commenced
goin' their way. It's a mighty hard thing to keep up with young'uns this
day and time. You never know what they're up to, nor what they're goin'
to get into next. lucy still worries 'bout them a heap, and she's allus
tellin'me I ought to see about them, and I'll be to blame if they get into
anything they oughtn't to, they'll just have 10 gel out the best way they
can. I done the best I could to give them the right start, and it's up to
them now to make the best of it. I didn't get much education myself, but I
got sense enough to know what's right, and I know the way people's livin'
these days ain't gonna bring them to no good.

Mrs. Deal, tall and slightly stooped is two years younger than her
husband, but appears older. She is a well-mannered woman, a little formal
but friendly. She likes to talk, and once the ice is broken, she seems 10O
resolve into a bundle of words that can scarcely wait for expression.

kost of her chatter however, can be traced to anxiety over the welfare of

her children and a deep craving for sympathy in her futile efforts to con=-




duct their affairs. She feels that her husband has forsaken her
in their mutual task of disciplining their family.
"\r. Deal," she said, "should take a firmer stand. If he would, I

don't believe the children would be so reckless. Oh, I tell you,

they're a problem. They just keep me worried to death half the time.

If it isn't one thing, it's another. Now, there's Sanford . . e
Ssanford, Ina explained later, is the cnlj son and the oldest of

the children. He is a tasll, neat young man, 27 years old, with thin,

brown hair and blue eyes, very quiet,who can be induced to talk at

lenght on but one subject, aviation. But he is not an aviator. He

started working at the steel mills with his father when he finished

high school and was recently promoted to the position of timekeeper.

He studies flying as a hobby and hopes to adopt aviation as a vocation.

At present, he and a companion are building a 'two-seater' in the lat-

ter's yard, and they expect to have it ready for a trial flight within

a month or so. It is anxiety over this dreaded event that puts a tremor

in ¥rs. Deal's voice when she speaks of her son.

"Sanford tells me I shouldn't worry about him," she said, " but 1

can't help it. When he told me of his plan to build the plane, 1 begged




and pleaded with him not to do it, but he wouldn't listen. He'd just
put his arms 'round me and say, 'Oh, Mamma, don't act like that. Plenty of
people fly planes and never get hurt. Besides, I'm going to build a service-

able crate and put the beat engine in it that money can buy.'

"But that didn't keep me from worrying, just the same. Then when he and

Bill started working on the plane I just couldn't stand it any longer. Every

time I'd hear a plane pass over I'd think of Sanford, and I'd get so nervous

and weak I could hardly stand. I finally broke down and was under the doctor's

care for over a month. When Sanford saw what worrying over him had done to

me, he said he was sorry he ever started building the plane, and that he'd

sell his interest in it as soon as it was finished. He really is the most

tenderhearted one of the children. He was nearly crying when he told me

that, and I really believe he meant what he said at the time, but since l1l'm

feeling a little better I think he's changed his mind about selling the plane.

Chy, well! I guess I'll just have to get reconciled to the idea of his flying .
It seems to be the only thing he ever thinks of, anyway. But there's one

thing I can say for Sanford..."

Mrs. Deal's discourse was suddenly interrupted when Yvonne, who had

been cutting capers on the bannisters, lost her grip on the railing and fel)




sprawling on the carpet of green lawn some four feet below the

edge of the porch. MNrs. Deal's nervous gesture of rescue had missed
and the lines of her fage were drawn in an expression of tragedy. But
only for a moment, for Yvonne, apparently unharmed by the tumble,_sprang
to her feet almost immediately laughing jubilantly, as if she thought she
had performed a very clever stunt. Ina and Mr. Deal laughed too, Dut Mrs.
Deal only smiled a smile of relief, rather than merriment, for she said,
"§ell, I don't see anything funny about it. The child's likely to break
a 1imb climbing around like that sometime." And as Yvonne came back up
the stairs lrs. Deal sent her inside and admonished her to'behave your-
self for awhile and go upstairs and see if Faye needs me for anything.'
When the child had gone Mrs. Deal said, "I guess . shouldn't have
sent her up there to get in Faye's way. She's trying to get dressed to
go to a dance tonight. I don't approve of my girls going to dances, but
it looks like I don't have much say-s¢ about what they do any more. But
if the other children were as considerate as Faye is when they go out at
night, I wouldn't have any cause for worry. Faye always tells me when

she expects to be back, and she insists that her young man must get back

home at the promised time. It's the same way when she has to work late




at the store. She always telephones me what time she will De home ."

A car stopped in front of the house and a young man got out and

came up the walk.

"That's Faye's date," said Mrs. Deal, rising; "I'd better go and
see if she's ready." She spoke to the young man as he .came up the
steps and invited him into the living room. Mr. Deal excused himself,
also , and followed them.

Presently, Faye came out, followed by her escort , and made a
brief introduction. The young girl was wearing a flowing, pink eve-
ing gown and glittering dance slippers. ©She is two years younger than
Ina, but she has all of Ina's physical characteristics, except that sie
is slightly taller and her voice is high-pitched and ringing, while
Ina's is low and resonant.

"They're engaged," said Ina as the couple drove away. "Been en-
gaged 'bout six months but I don't think they'll ever get married.
Faye's crazy 'bout him, all right, but he drinks a lot and she's
scared he might turn out to be a drunkard. She says she don't never

intend to marry a drunkard. He takes her to a danee nearly every

Thursday night: sort of a club dance, you know.




"Me and Faye used to go to lots of dances together before 1 goti mar-

ried. That was when we was in high school. We used to have the grandest

times goin' places together---parties and dances and picnics, all the time.
We always double-dated. I wouldn't ever have a date 'less she was along,
and she wouldn't go nowhere without me. If Mamma got after her 'bout any-
thing I'd always take up for her and she'd do the same for me. That's the
way it was up until I had to quit school. 5She went on and finished but I
had to quit in the seventh semester.

"When my baby came, Faye took to her right away. 'Course the rest of
the family seemed to think lots of the baby, but not like Faye. Faye was
crazy 'bout her right from the start. She'd go and get her out of her
crib as soon as she got home from school, and she'd tend to her all after-
noon..When she finished school she stayed home and took care of Yvonne so's
I could go to work. MNamma's health is bad most of the time, so she couldn t
tend to Yvonne and do her house work, too. When Faye got her _job at the
drug store we hired a maid to take care of the baby and nelp Mtmma.

"Faye still takes up a lot of time with Yvonne, and the kid's crazy

'bout her. A lot of people think Yvonne loves Faye more than she does

mej and Faye says I don't pay as much attention to the child as a mother
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should. Faye takes her to town sometimes when she has a day off and
buys things for her. Last week she bought her a new dress and a pair of
shoes and had them charged to her account. Faye saya she likes for her
friends to think Yvonne is her little girl. Well, that wouldn't be hard
for them to believe, 'cause nearly everybody says the kid favors Faye more
than she does me. I hope she does, 'cause Faye's a lots prettier---- 1
mean Faye's really purty, and I'm not.

"Faye works at the drug store down on the boulevard. She's been work-
ing there 'bout three years now. Dr. Waites wants her to study pharmacy
and take an examination so's she can fill prescriptions when he's not there.
She's s'posed to get off at five, but when Dr. Waites has to go down town
or some place in the evenings she stays on till closin' time."

"Where does Vivian work?" I asked, referring to the younger sister.

"She used to work at the cafe with me," said Ina, "But she got a job
at the Parkview Inn a few weeks ago. ©She don't make as much money over
there as she did at my place, but she gets a whole lots more tips, and
that makes up for the difference in pay I guess."”

Vivian is 20 years old. She is tall and graceful but her pallor

and undernourished appearance indicate that she is entirely too fragile
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for the hard work of a waitress.

"Vivian's the family pet," continued Ina. "She has her way about
most things, and she's been humored so much that she's got kind of
selfish. But if you don't give in to her she'll throw a fit. 5She is
like Mamma in that way. The only difference is that Mamma has nervous
fits and Vivian just has plain temper fits.

"Well, you ought to of seen them both havin' a fit at the same
time 'bout a year ago. That was when Mamma found out Vivian had been
married to Bob Denton for six months without letting her know about it.
That like to of killed Mamma. She thought it was terrible 'cause Viv-
ian her 'angel child' was married to a'common, good-for-nothing soda
water jerker,' and was meetin'him and spending nights with him in cheap
hotels when she was 'spose to be spendin' that night with girl friends.

"I knew all about it long before Mamma got wind of it, and told
Vivian she ought to quit goin' with Bob before Mamma found out. You
see, I didn't think they was married even if Vivian did tell me that
they was. I told her she ought to be ashamed for goin' places with

Bob. DBut, Honey, do you think she'd pay any attention to me? Well,

1 guess I couldn't blame her for that; she knew that I had done things
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just about as bad, or worse, myself.

"But the funny part was when Mamma found out. Believe me, I1've
seen Mamma throw lots of fits, but the way she carried on that night
beats all. She would walk up and down the room, wringin' her hands
and ceryin'; and she would grab Vivian like she was goin' crazy and
say, 'Oh, my little girl, my baby! why did you do it? You knew
it would kill me; you knew I couldn't stand it.' Then after a while
Vivian got mad. That was when Mamma threw her arms 'round her and
said, 'He can't have you. I'll die before I'll let you go away with
him.' Vivian didn't say much till thenj but when Mamma said that,
Vivian turned loose, and what she said was enough to kill Mamma sure

enough. Then she started bawlin', too.

"I had a date that night and we was sittin' right out here on
the porch. I guess he didn't know what to think. He left purty
soon after the fuss started and he never has asked me for another
date till yet.

"When he was gone, I went in where Mamma and Vivian was, and
I saw that Mamma was just about to faint. I didn't know whether to

phone the doctor or the insane asylum but I finally got her to bed

and called the doctor. Then Vivian left and went up to Bob's, but
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I didn't tell Kamma she was gone.

"Daddy was workin' that night, but when he came in next mornin",
Mamma wanted him to go up to Bob's house and bring Vivian back home.
But Daddy wouldn't do it, and I was glad he wouldn't, 'cause it looked
better for her to go on and live with Bob, since she claimed to be mar-
ried to him. Besides, it was a good idea for her to find out what a
sap she'd made of herself. She thought Bob didn't ever look at another
girl, but I knew he was 'steppin' out all the time. And she found out
about him, too, after she had lived at his house 'bout a month."

"what did she find out?®" I asked.

"Honey, she found out plenty! Well, 1 might as well tell you about
it. She found some medicine in Bob's pocket and she knew what it was
for. You see, she worked in a doctor's office right after she finished
school, and she learned lots of things that Bob didn't think she knew.
When she asked Bob about the Medicine, he told her he was takin' it for

cold. But Vivian said she knew better. Well, they had a big fuss about

it, and Vivian come home cryin' and told Mamma all about it. Then Mam-

ma went to the 'phone and called up the doctor who filled Bob's pre-




scription. He wouldn't tell her a thing at first, but Mamma told

him the situation, so he finally came out with the truth. He told

Mamma it'd be a good idea for Vivian to stay home for a few weeks.

"Well, Vivian went right over and got her things, and she nev-

er went back. Bob's married again now, or 'spose to be. Lord 1

pity that girl---his wife, I mean. Vivian never had nothin'else

to do with him that I know of. He comes in the cafe where she

works ever now and then, but she won't even wait on him if she can

help it. You'd think a man like that would have enough shame about

him to stay out of sight; but not him. I really don't think he's
right bright, though. It makes Vivian mad when she hears me say that
about Bobj but then I tell her she's not right bright either, or else
she wouldn't of had nothin' to do with him in the first place.”
She rambled on for some moments with fragmentary gossip about

Bob's family. Then, suddenly she paused and looked at me quizzically.
"I hope," she said, "you won't tell anybody about Bob's folks, don't
let anybody know I told you. Especially, don't mention it to Vivian,

'cause if you do I'll catch hell from now on."




I assured her that nobody would hear of the matter from me. Then,

after a pause, I suggested that I was anxious to hear her own story.

In the half-light that issued from the living room window I could
see her brief smile fade into an expression of solemnity that resembled
pain, and silence fell between us was as sombre as the vague shadows that
crept along the ill-lighted street.

"Well," she began, "I guess I better tell you about Alec. That was my
husband--Alec Kardatzky. Sounds like Russian, don't it? But it's German.
His parents came from Germany, but he was born in this country--in St. Louis.
That's where his parents live now=--or did, last time I heard from him. But
when I met him, him and his parents was visitin' kinfolks here in the city.
They Btayed most of the winter, and Alec didn't want to miss school since
he had just one more year to finish, 80 he went to high school here.

"I remember how nice his voice was; and he was so good-lookin'and polita
He wasn't conceited either, like most of the boys whose folks has money.
Nearly all the girls was crazy 'bout him. He had a good-lookin' car, and
he would take crowds of boys and girls around in it all the time. He made
love to some of the girls he dated, but he wasn't serious about it. 'Course

I didn't know that at first, or I might not of ever gave him a date with me.




17

"The first time he asked me for a date, I said, 'No; Mamma won't allow
me to have dates. 'Course that wasn't so; I just made up my mind to give
him that excuse and out him off so's he'd want to make a date with me all
the more. I knew he'd keep on askin' me and he did. Then one day he wan-
ted to take me to a girl friend's party, and I told him I'd let him take
me if he'd get a date for Faye, too. So he got a date for Faye and we went
And after we left the party we went for a long ride. I think I fell in love
with him that very night. Honey, he was the nicest thing! He didn't try to
get fresh and mushy like most boys used to do that was datin' me. He told
me all about his family and what he expected to do when he finished high
school and college. After that 4 had dates with him 'bout opce a week, and
Faye had a date and went along with us most of the time. I could tell you
'bout lots of places we went and things we did, but it wouldn't do any good
and it would take too long, and you wouldn't be interested anyway."

I said, "All you've told me so far has been quite interesting."

"Well," she continued, "I will just tell you 'bout one of the times--the

one I1'll never forget. One Sunday, Alec took me to Muscle Shoals to see Wil=-

son Dam. Faye and her date was plannin' to go with us, but when the time come
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to go, she couldn't, so we went by ourselves. We had a grand time
goin' through the power plant, and Alec rented a boat and took me rowing
on the river. We had a picnic basket that I had meant to spread when we
got there but we forgot all about it till way in the afternocon. When we
did think of it, it was startin' to rain, so we had to eat in the car.
After that we went to a picture show, and when we came out it was rainin’,
But Alec said we'd better start home anyway, 'cause it was beginnin' to get
dark by this time. I told him I was scared of drivin' in the storm; but
he wasn't afraid and told me there wasn't nothin' to worry about as long

as he drove slow.

"So we started on home. The road was almost covered with water, and
there was slippery mud in places; and all the time it was gettin' darker
and the lightnin' and thunder was gettin' worse. Then all of a sudden
Alec stopped the car and looked like he could bite a nail in two. He
leaned out and looked at the front tire. It was flat as a flitter. We
didn't have a spare either, 'cause Alec had used it when we had a flat on

the way up there.

"Alec rolled up his pants legs and got out. The mud came up over his

shoes and it was rainin' bull frogs. He got drenched to the skin in no time.




1 said 'alec, what are we goin' to do?' And he said he would have o
stop and get some help. It was a good little bit before anybody would stop;
but finally one man stopped and Alec asked him to send help from the first
service station he passed. The man said he would, and Alec got back in the
car and we waited. We sat there 'bout an hour and nobody come. Honey, I'm
tellin' you, I was scared stiff. It was dark as piltch, 'cept when the light-
ning flashed, and then it seemed like we might be struck any minute.

"After awhile, when the rain slacked up a little, Alec decided to go up
the road to find a telephone. I wouldn't let him leave me there by myself,
80 he let me go along with him. It was luck that Alec had a flashlight in the
car or we never could of seen our way along that dark, muddy road. We come to
a filling station 'bout a mile up the rocad, and the man there said he got our
message but he couldn't send any help till his brother got back with his car.
He said he expected his brother to be back in 'bout an hour or so if we coulda
wait. Alec said, 'Good Lord! what else can I do? We'll have to wait.'

"In a minute the man looked at me. He saw that I was shakin' like a leaf
in a storm. We was both soaked to the skin and it was gettin' colder all the

time. The man said, 'You all better get some dry clothes on or you're gonna

be sick sure 'nough'. There was a tourist camp across the road that had nice




l1ittle cabins with heater stoves in them, and the man told us we ought

to go over there and getl our clothes dry.

Alec thought it was the thing to do, 8O we went over and got a cabin
with two rooms. But there wasn't but one stove, 8O both of us had to use
it to dry our clothes.

"When we was left alone, Alec said we ought to take our wet clothes off and
wrap up in blankets while they got dry by the stove. DButl I said, 'No, 1
won't take off my clothes.' And he said, 'Well, you'd better, if you don't
want to take a cold.' Then he went on in the other room to undress. I took
off my shoes and stockin's and put them Dby the stove. The room was still
damp and chilly, 'cause the fire had just been built and it hadn't had time
to heat up yet, so I got a blanket off the bed and wrapped it 'round me on
top of my wet clothes. In a few minutes Alec yelled, 'Comin' in! And I said,
'All right, come on in.'

"When he opened the door and I saw he was barefooted and didn't have any
clothes on 'cept a blanket he was holdin' 'round him, it made me feel sort of
scared for one thing, but he looked so funny holdin' his wet clothes in one

hand and tryin' to pick up his shoes without losin' hold on his blanket that

I finally had to laugh. He laughed too, and come oOn in and hung his clothes
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by the stove. At first he thought I was undressed, 'cause I had the
blanket 'round me; but when he looked around and didn't see my clothes
nowhere he said, 'Honey, what did you do with your clothes?' And I said,
'Honey, what do you think? Why I got 'em on silly.' He said, 'If you ex-
pect to get them dry that way we'll be here all night,' and he tried to ar-
gue me into takin' them off. Then I started coughin' and he told me if I
didn't take off those wet clothes he would take them off for me, and he
pulled the blanket off me like he really meant it. S50 I told him to go on
back in the other room and I would undress.

"Well, I took off part of my clothes and hung them up. But when he
came back in, he looked at them and said, 'Honey, what you tryin'to do?
You tryin' to put on a strip-tease act or somethin'? I know that's not all
the clothes you wear.' But I told him I wasn't goin' to take off any more,
80 he said, '"We'll see about that.' He took hold of my blanket and I jerked
loose and jumped in the middle of the bed with the blanket pulled tight a-
round me. Then he game over and got hold of the blanket again and I was
scared he was goin' to pull it off, so I guess I went sort of crazy or

somethin' 'cause all of a sudden I hawled away andchit him in the face as

hard as 1 could.
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"I1'1]1 never forget how funny he looked when 4 did that. He didn't
say a word; just sit there on the side of the bed lookin' at me like
he didn't know what to think. Then he bent over with his face in his
hands and started cryin'--cryin' like a baby, honey; can you imagine
it! Well, that's what got me. I felt ashamed of myself for treatin'’
him like that when he'd always been so nice to me, and 4 told him I
was sorry 1 lost my temper. But he just kept sittin' there and 1
wouldn't say a word, so after a little, I crawled over and kissed him.
Honey, that was the first big mistake I ever made, and it caused me
lots of heartaches afterwards; but it's one mistake I've never felt
sorry for."

"Was that the first time you ever kissed him?" I inquired.

"Oh, no," said Ina; "I don't mean that. I'd been goin' with him'bout

& year then and we was practically engaged. You see, he didn't go back tol
Ste Lgouis with his folks. He stayed on and finished high school here and
got a job in town. He said he'd decided not to go to college till I finishdd

school and could go with him; but it was the way 1 kissed him and the way he

took it that made things so different after that." §She stared, moodily, at

the little gold band on her finger.




"And so you married him," I suggested.

"Not right away. Alec wanted me to, and I wish I had now. If we had
gone on and married then, I guess our lives never would of been messed up
like they was. But I wanted to go on and finish school. I didn't have the
slightest idea there was goin' to be any trouble. But that's where I was
wrong. Honey, you wouldn't believe 1 was 80 dumb about things. Why, I
didn't even know what was wrong with me when I nearly passed out in school
and was brought home as limber as a rag. Mamwa sent for the doctor and he
told me what was the matter I just couldn't believe it. But I had to be-
lieve it; there wasn't anything else to do.

"Well, Mamma made me tell her everything 'bout me and Alec. She justi
sit there by the bed and cried all the time 1 was tellin' her. I was cry-
ing, too. But after a while Mamma got hysterical and started sayin' all
kind of mean things 'bout me and Alec. 'Course I didn't care 'bout myself,
but she didn't have no right to blame Alec for anything, 'cause it was all
my own fault. But Mamma kept on ravin' like that till I was 'bout crazy

myself. I got up and started to leave, but she called Sanford and made him

put me back to bed.

"when Mamma told Daddy 'bout everything he got madder than I've ever
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seen him in my life. He said he was goin' to kill Alec if it was
the last thing he did. Sanford was mad too, and he said he would kill

Alec if Daddy didn't. They all carried on like that 'round here till

neaply midnight. Then Daddy and Sanford left. I thought they was goin
to kill Alec, so I got up and started to follow them. But Faye stopped
me and told me they was only goin' to talk things over with Alec.

"They come back in 'bout an hour, and they had Alec with them. He
must of been scared, 'cause he was white as a sheet. He come over and
fell down on his knees by my bed and started cryin', and he told me we
was goin' to be married in the morning. That made me feel so happy 1
could of squeezed him to death. But I knew all the time he would Dbe
like that. I didn't care what the rest of them thought; they could hate

him for anything. I was sorry for him and me too, if they wanted to, but

I couldn't never hate him for anything. I was sorry for him though, 'cause

he wanted us to have a nice church wedding--and if I'd of married him when

he wanted me to, we could of had one-~but Mamma and Daddy wouldn't hear to

such a thing after what had happened.

"Next mornin' I was better, and I got up and dressed for our weddin'.

We had it right there in the living room. Alec wanted to take me with
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him right away, but Mamma said I wasn't in no condition to leave
home now, so0 I stayed home and he come to see me nearly every night.
But he never would stay long, 'cause everybody treated him so hateful
that he said he'd rather not be around them. He said he was goin' to
take me back to St. Louis with him soon as I got to feelin' a little
better. I can say one thing for Alec; he meant to do the right thing
all along, but my folks just wouldn't let us live our own lives.”"
There was a note of Pathos in her voice. I asked, "Wouldn't they
let you go to St. Louis with Alec?"
"They wouldn't let me go anywhere with him," she said. "And they
didn't like for him to come to sge me. It was like I didn't even have
& husband; I never got to live with him a day in my life. 'Course I
could of gone away with him anyway, 1 guess, and sometimes I think I
should of done it; but every time I made plans to go Mamma would have
one of her fits and the whole bunch would talk me out of it. They said
I ought to stay with them till the baby was born, at least. S50 I stayed.
"Then 'bout a month before my baby was born Alec lost his job and went
back homeeto St. Louis. And a little later he got a job in Chio. We wrote

to each other regularly, but I always will believe he wrote more letters




than I got. Mamma had a habit of openin' other people's mail.

"When Yvonne was born ang sent him a telegram to tell him,
and he sent one back and said he would come to see me and the baby
right away. But I got a letter from him a few days later that said
he couldn't get off from work to come, but he would send money for
me and the baby to come there and live with him as soon as I was
able to make the trip. Well, I never could make up my mind to go.
The folks was so crazy 'bout the baby that they couldn't bear to
hear me talking 'bout takin' her away with me, so I finally just
gave up the idea. And after 'bout a year Alec gave up tryin' to
get me to come.

"I've still got all the letters he wrote me, 'cept one. That
was the hateful one he wrote me, askin ' me to give him a divorce. At
first, when I read it, it made me mad that I tore it to pieces. 1
wouldn't even answer it for some time. But after thinkin' it over
awhile 1 could see that he was right in wantin' a divorce. If I
wasn't goin' to ever live with him as his wife, why shouldn't he

have his freedom to marry some one else? So I went on and got the

divorce. He may be married again now, for all I know. We didn't
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write to each other much after that. He's never seen Yvonne, but I
sent him a little picture of her. He used to send presents to her at
Christmas and on her birthday, but I guess he's 'bout forgot all about
us by now. I guess that's best anyway." |

"Do you still love him?" I asked.

"No, I can't say that I do. I loved him terribly up until Yvonne
came, but I don't guess I loved him so much after that, or I would of
gone up there to live with him in spite of everything. I guess my love
for my baby just took the place of his love, and that's the way it's
been ever since.

I asked if she expected to marry again.

"Yea," she replied, "if I meet the right kind of a man--one that will
make a good husband as well as a good father for Yvonne. Mamma and Daddy
don't want me to marry. Well, they don't seem to.want any of us to marry,
for that matter; but they 'specially don't want me to marry again, 'cause
it's against Mamma's religion for a divorced person to marry again, 'Course,
Daddy don't b'long to any church, but he sort of sides with Mamma on religian,

anyway, and he goes to church with her sometimes. Mamma tried to raise all

us to be religious. We went to church and Sunday school regular when we was
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kids, but don't any of us go now. Honey, after workin' all week, I'm
always too worn out to go anywhere much on Sunday."”

"Tell me something about your work," I said.

"Well, there ain't much to it 'cept waitin' on peoplej but it's hard work,
all the same. Sometimes it's mighty hard not to lose your temper when you
have to wait on people. But most of my regular customers are purty nice. If
a tough customer comes in I always try to sic a new girl on him, if we have
a new girl workin' with us. It's a dirty teick, all right , but it serves
a good purpose; it's a good way to break in a new girl, and it's a good way
to give a tough customer a tough break. 'Course you can't let loose and tell
the boss this scheme, 'causee you're liable to get fired. But me and the boss
get along all right, I guess. We must, 'cause I been workin' for nearly three
years.

"I got better hours than the other girls. There's six girls in all, you
know. I work from six in the mornin' till two one week and from eleven till
eight the next. I get $14 a week and Sunday off. That's four dollars more
than Vivian makes and she works at a nicer place than me. 'Course she gets

more tips than I do, though.

" I've had other jobs offered me--most of them just propositions, of




course, where you're expected to do something in return-- but some

of them was honest offers; but I just never did bother about them. They
say, 'Once a waitress, always a waitress!' an@ I guess that's just about
right. Waitin' on tables ain't the easiest job in the world, but I get a

1ot of fun out of it all the same. I meet lots of people all along. %ho

knows! I might meet the right man there some day?"




Q .
1 i

C = g

- s L)
T+ o)
."-..nu ﬁ__._'.u ...llh—
r . ...1+
- T .
E O = -
= "M + *
L2 L =l ¥ A
o | » My O

I

VIFE.

1
T

118

L
4
- -

ORXER AID

"’
f

MILL

A STEEL

il per.

Ha
L A

vard ¥

- |-;l_‘|

=y

L

By

1t of the Tennessee Coal,

8

|
i)

=

=l

ell

-
1 Yt
L=

ere

-
- =

md

i

LD
H m L
q
A o¥]
=4
> =
= "
L&

- —
—! s
e al

(] —

g o
L
U L
i)
C L+ F
+ 3 !
il
w -
]

i 4
Lt ] F-.
od ! u
o t
4 i
o -+
4 -
- ]
=i ghesd

i
4
-I- r1
L] ¥
Qi Q
=] -
- -
o
o by
w C
S
4
i

er

o @
w
¥ Q
= -
O el
1= -+
1.-|+
L.
-..uu \ “
* " L
ol
_..“._ o
- -
- -
(T )
.w.h r -1

28

aveni

-
-

nil
[

e |
il

WElliEQE of

-
™
B

small

-
(-

o
vl

-
@
]
ol
L i)
[#4]

=
]

ul

-

ion

nmo

~ T

large c

1'e

(14 ]

(0
m

-

C

rosperou

nore

e

of t!

D”J.J.'..:—".:': tEE-

-

nred

L -T... 0 v

<=

r—

Iq.—

-
= e
= 8

.

1 d
-

p:-_a".FE..

43
o F =l
L r—i

oy Ly
| 3

—i ]

P
._F__ -
: w

L
' W

A2 4

+3

o

1 @
@
: o
b N -
Q{ i
.ﬁ..-
= L

e &3

e

42 -

ol
@

b F
L] {
- :
Y] 47
3
e o
- L ]

L]

Al o)
-+ Q)
Q@

i QL
- A
a
L L -

i)
[ “. .
.:.._ L | H
@ -

[ 43
) Ui
i L™
i
ay C

-

- (i1 ]
— Ay
= ke
@

ur:

-1'ﬁ .
was

37
-

+ 4
eCvivlo

|
n

Aver

-

the &

with

1'I+'
e

'1:]

LS

o ""'r‘“!"], oves

"

ic

T
@
.
-

=

w1

L8 ]




v ik

n

Alaham A Steel Mill Worlker and His Wife.
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About 2 mile from the business area in this sgection is the
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sf Lovd and Bdna Lewis. 1t is 2 small yellow bungalow en

R —h

closed in front by a low, well-kept hedge and a narrow yard.

1

There is some shrubbery on either side of the walk leading up to

rl‘

the steps. The small porch, except for a few gay potted flowers
and a rubber deoor mat, has no other appointments. The house ha
six rooms: living room, dining room, kxitchen, two bed rooms

and a bath, and there is also, 2 small latticed back porch. It

ige not 2 new house, but it has been recently redecorated and the

floorg and woodwork revarnished. Because the rooms are unusually
small, there has been but little opportunity for choice in the
matter of arranging furniture, which, for the most part, is new
and of modernistic design.

B

Railroad Company. He works at the company's Pratt City plant

where he is classified as blacksmith-mechanic. He is twentye

o e 3 A 14, Eres s i o 9 x
geven yveers old, of medium height d welghs about lo0 nounds.
Decidedly brunétte, his dark complexion and high cheeX bones

- e . - i 1 4 - 19 3 bt -

&l ale ancestor 1in is aternal line was a2 full-blood Cherokee
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of his clothes shows attention
fiig wife, Edna Lewis, also dark, is twenty-six. She id
of medium height, slender, and her hair, dark brown and quite

-

gtraight, is parted on one side and has a full boyish bob. She,

-~ 1 - wa] V= , o i e . | . o e s dYn
too, is carefully groomed, but seems to be less concerned with




Alabama A Steel Mill ¥Worker and His Wife

regsent house about a year ago.

parents, an arrangement

lace of our owm with, even

than two-room shaclc:r but we didn't

malke out

two other chilédren, =2

community, within 2

for the Tennessee Coal, Iron

there about fourteen
gort of a2 al handy man, I guess
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he's worked i aay’ all divisions of the

nave enough education to hold down a big job.
I doubt if HMamma
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For his father, he shows nothing

of the way he used to treat their mother
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had to nut me to bed and nurse me DACXK to life.

e 2ot married. I haven't touched a drop since.
Lovd met his wife while visiting friends in West End., She

was living with her grandmother and an uncle. Her parents died

- - I l-.-r
when she was a small child. "I don't remember mother," she
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Lovd at first: he was such a 'harum-scarum young upstart’ she

. BEven sfter we got married meny of our friends did

and I alwaves felt out of place at such affairs, 3Sut 1 think
al's shout settled down now that we have our ow: home to think
+¢. I bet we haven't been to a picture show in over a monih.
Loyd just stays home and reads most »f the time when he is not
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Story of

Loyd Wesley Lewis
316-34th St.,
Ensley, Alabama

HOEEIES, PETS AND CHILDREN

By ®dward F, Harper

When my wife first suggested that we pay a visit to
Loyd and Edna Lewis, I immediately btegan reciting ah-appro-
priate group of my ecant excuses, which I have compiled and
memorigzed for the sole purpose of winning a reprieve from
social obligations when necessary. "“And besides," I added
Ly wey of eclinching my argument, "I expect to spend the
evening working on some material on the lives and habits
of steel mill workers."

"Well that's Jjust fine," said my wife. "Loyd Lowis can
help you. He works at the Pratt City plant of the Tennessee
Company, doing some kind of work in the blacksmith division."

"How long has he worked there?" I asked; and as she
chattered I drew a fresh sheet of paper across my writing
tatle and began making notes in my usual methddicel manner:

Loyd Wesley Lewis, 315 34th Ave., Ensley
Smployer: Tennessee Coal, Iron & 3R. Co.
Placksmith division, 8 years

Age: E27

Education: grade school, 2 years high school

Warried Edna Furke (age 26) July 1935

No e¢hildren
"Edna and I were school chums," my wife went on;
"Atout the sweetest girl I have ever nown; so even-tempered

and sympathetie., I believe she would siuply die Af she thought




Hobbies, pets and children

that she had ever offended any one. 7This seems 80 strange
when you consider that she never knew the loving devotion

of parents. They died when she was very small, and her
grandmother and unele o0k her into their home. 1'm swre
they were kind to her. They certainly provided every means
they could afford for her happiness. They lived enly a short
distance from my home, and Edna spent much of her spare time
with me.

"It was at my house that she met Loyd Lewis among the
gay crowd who used to visit with us there. They became
engaged almost immediately, btut when they married many of
their friends prediected that they would never make a go of
it, btecause their temperaments were so different.

" Loyd was carefree and spendthrifty. He liked dancing
and lively parties., His sort of life dildn't appeal to Edna
in the least. Her grandmother's religious discipline may
have influenced her disposition; but Edna had some definite
convictions of her own. Of course, she always accompanied
Loyd when he participated in his friends' galctisp but only
tecause she felt 1t her duty to be with him and restraln
him if he was disposed to drink too much; for, like his
parents, Loyd had acqQuired the habit of drink very early?

"Do you mean that both parents drank?

"Yes, both; although his mother was not the addiet
that her hustand was, I have often seen her shamefully
intoxicated., Loyd's parents, [obert and Lela Lewls, left
a soall farm in Elmore County and came to Birmingham in 1916,
At that time they had two children, Loyd, who was six, and

& girl, Julia, four years younger. Vainly shifting from
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one occupation to another for four years, iobert Lewis finally
was given a job as helper at the Tennessee Company, where he
had teen employed in practically the same capaciiy ever since.
He had but little education himself, but provided consistently
and ungrudgingly for the education of his children. They
seldom lacked food or clothing, and very often he was known to
cater to their whims almost to the extent of extravagance.
They, however, received little discipline and less cultural
training at home. The daughter, Julla, guiekly acquired the
slovenly habits and indifferent morals of her parents, and atl
the age of fifteen ran away from home to marry a bootlegger
who owned a small farm near Warrier. This humiliated and
practically aroused the hatred of her brother, Loyd, who from
an early age resented his family's manner of living.

"Loyd had bteen working at the steel plant for fowr years
tefore he married, but he had saved nothing of his earnings;
go it was through necessity, tather than cholice, that he
brought his young wife to live in the home of his parents.
They bought new furniture on eredit for their one room, amd
Fdna decorated it with attractive wall pictures and draperies.
It presented a marke. contrast to the untidy condition of the
remainder of the house occupled by Loyd's parents.

"After two years of patience and persistence Idna
managed to save enough out of her hustand's earnings to make
the down payment on some new furniture, and they rented a
snall house in Ensley where they set up housekeeping.”

"That was atout a year ago, wasn't 1t?™ 1 asked, checke

ing over my notes.
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"Yes", sald my wife; "and we have had several invitations
to eall and have dinmner with thems Edna is such a fine cook,
that I think she might te called an artist in that line."

I made a note of this and underscored it. Then the suge-
gestion caused me to look at my wateh. "Too late for dinner,"
I said; "still I think we should eall on them anyway."

The little bungalow which we approached an hour later
is yellow and trimmed with burnt orange. It is back about
twenty feet from an unpaved stredt, and the narrow yard is
enclosed bty a wellekept hedge. There is some shrubbery and
the small porch btoasts a few gay potted flowers,

Edna Lewis, an attractive brunette, invited us into a
small, cogy living room, overcrowded by 1its modest but well-
chosen appointments. Her husband, who had abandoned his dress
shirt and shoes in conformity with the custom whiech hot weather
imposes on the home hatite of steel workers, lald down a
magazine and rose to greet us. He is slightly taller than
his wife, and his black hair was combed straight back from
his high forehead. He possesses none of the physieal chare
acteristics that one is accustomed to assoclate with the
tlacksmithing trade. He was wearing grey tweed trousers,
and his wife was dressed in a neat blue house frock with
which she wore btoudoir slippers.

*Goodnessi® she exclaimed, “you sure caught us off
guard.® BShe motioned us to a comfortable btrown plush
Chesterfield, and crossing the room, snapped off the cable
net radio which was tlaring the musiec of a popular dance

orchestra. "We were beginning to think that you were never

coming to see us."
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Loyd sank back into his huge lounging chair and extended
an open package of Paul Jones cigarettes.

“What are you reading?" 1 asked, casually.

He picked up the magazine andghanded it to me. It was
Good Housekeeping. "I read these now and then while walting
for the new issues of my favorites." He pointed to a rack of
magasines, among which I read the names; rilling Dgtectli
dpstery, Ueird Tales, Startling Adventures, and other similar
titles.

“Have muech time to read?" I aaked.

"Spend most of my spare time readinge Play bridge with

the neighdors sometimes. Ve don't go out much nowe Edna's gz

me preiiy well tied down with furniture bills, house rent and
grocery bills. Just can serape up enough to see a movie now and
then. Ve haven't been to a dance in ages. While we were going
to the dances I managed to keep a falrly fit figure; but look nt
me nowe All this sitiing around at home is ruining my waistline.
Why, I bought six suits of clothes just before we went in debt
and now I can hardly get into one of them. MNMaybe when the shop
opens up full time again I'1ll be able to work off aome of my surplus
welght.

“What hours do you work?"

"From seven %o three~thirty, day shift. Have to get up about

five; shave while Edna c¢ooks breakfast; then eat while she packs
my lunch pail. A buddy picks me up about six. That gives us time
to make 1t to the shop 4t Pratt City and get changed to our

work clothes,
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*You work in the blacksmith division, don't you? Did
you begin as an apprentice?"

"No, I started out as helper. FHelpers get a higher rate
of pay than apprentices to begin with. Last year Lhe company
signed an educational agreement with the I.C.S. (International
Correspondence Schools) and many of our helpers emrolled for
apprenticeship training. I would have enrolled if they had
of fered this training when I began working Bhere. An apprene
tice has a higher rating when he becomes a mechanie than the
man who bogins as helper. I starte. out as hammer boy. A
hammer btoy operates the throttle of the big steam hammer
that is used to beat hot metal bars into shape for machining.
Now I work with the drill press and the lathe; that is, 1
machine the jobts which the hammer turns out in the roughe.
Most of our jobs are repair work on the company's locomotlwes.
In heat times we have as many as twenty-five men in our
division; but work's on the drag at present. We are only
working three days a week, but I think we will go on a fours
day shift beginning next week."

"What is the average salary for blacksmiths?™ I ventw'ed,
casually.

"We get paid by the howr," Loyd explained “"and have
various ratings. Mine is seventy-five cents an how's. Ve

work an eight-houw shift."

He pauded and peered through the window beside him as
we heard the tread of passing footsteps on the gravel street.

"Hello, Mandyl" ecalled a girl's voice from the street.

"Hellol® Loyd called back.
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Edna, who in the meantime had teen conversing with my

wife, turned to me and explained: “All the folks 'round here
eall him Mandy. He picked up that nickname when he started
working at the plant. The fellows thought he was sort of
'sissy' at first. 1 guess it was because he alwaye goes and
comes Lrom work dressed up in the latest fashion. I've
never seen him in his work clothes, though I have to wash
two or three changes of them every week."

"They don'’t think that about you now, do they Loyd?"

asked my wife.
“1l hope to croak the first cockeyed nut that sticks out

his neck like he thinks so," tlurted Loyd, grimly.

"Put the name has stuck, anyway," sald Edna.

It was hardly the time for my wife to mention it, but
I can't say that Loyd seemed to take any offense when she
suggested that Idna show me some of the faney needle work
which her husbtand had amassed through years of painstaking
devotion to his peculiar hobby. I say peculiar, because it
is a rare thing to find a man of Loyd's occupation who can
appreciate this particular art; rarer still to find one whe
is skilled in it.

Among the specimens that Edna brought out of a lerge
ceiar chest were embroidered toudoir and buffet pleces, tatle
covers and napkins, and a variety of silken boudeir pillows.

"When did you form this strange habit? I asked.

"Ohy I don't remember,” said Loyd; "Jjust picked it wp

& long while ago."
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"I'1l tell you when it started,® Edna put in; “His
mother told me &ll about it. He always hate. the untidy
habits of his family from the time he was old enough to
notice them. He used to beg for pretity coverlets and
pillows for his bted, and when his mother refused to buy

them, some of the women in the neighborhood taught him and

he began decorating his plain pillows and coverlets so that
he might have the things he liked around him."

"Edna, you have loads of needle work of yowr own,
haven't you?" asked my wife.

"Yes, but I've about quit doing it any more. Fetween
us, we've got more than we'll ever bte able to use; and l've
given hundreds of pleces away."

"But you'll be doing some of a different kind in a
few more years, 1 suppose?"

Edna looked at my wife and laughed. "No, I suppose
not. We've about given up hope. Anyway I don't think Loyd
wants any children."

"1 don't want any?" exploded Loyd; "I don't want how
many more, why don't you say? I practically raise all the
neighbtors' children no;. I wouldn't have room for my own
if I had any."

I was beginning to think they were on the verge of a
family quarrel when Edna laughingly explained that Loyd
did not like the idea of having his house overrun by the
neighborhood children,

"But it's mostly my fault,® she continued. I've always

played with the children, and when we moved down here away
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from Loyd's family I got lonesome while he was at work, seo
I began inviting the children in for company. I played
games with them and always gave them milkshakes and ice

cream. Pretty soon I had as many as twenty~five or thirty
children coming in almost daily. I didn't realize that

they would be such a big expense; and they never hurt anything."”

"Oh, no," snarled Loyd; "they never hurt anything. They
just walk all over the furniture with their muddy feet; they
turn over tables and floor lamps, raid the ice box and
pillage every drawer on the place."

"Why, Loydi™ said Edna; "You know it isn't as bad as all
that. And tesides, you know that you are partly %o blame
for their comning down here."

"Yes," groaned Loydj "I used to buy all the funny papers
I could find and let some of them come in and read them. Soon
every kid in Ensley knew it and erowded in here three deep.
Why, you couldn't see the floor for the papers, and you
couldn't see the papers for the kids. Vhen one of them
couldn't find a chair or a space on the floor to sit on,
he just climed up on the back of that Chesterfield and tried
to perch on top of the flcor lamp. That's when I got mad,

I wanted to take s whack at him with my belt, and I would
have if he had broke that lamp. Lucky for him that I ecaught
it Just before it hit the floor. I ran them all home, and

I haven't brought any more funny papers home since."

It was evident that Loyd was making an attempt teo
disguise his fondness for children. His chief diffieculty
seemed to be that he disliked having to pay the price of




{iotbles, pets and children) - 10 «

their companionship. He had falled to understand why he
could not have the children and an orderly house at the same time.

"Did they come back again after being run home?™ 1I |
asked,

“Oh, yes," sald Ednaj "They cameé back next day. They
come every dayj but they always leave before Loyd gets home
from work, or they sit around gquietly while he is here. They
gtart coming in abtout ten o'clogk every meorning. I always
go back to bted when I get Loyd off to work, and they know
that I don't get up until ten. They always look in the ice
box, and if they don't find what they are looking for they
say: . 'Aunt Maudie (that's what they ecall me), ain't you
gonna make no ice cream today?' And I say: '"Tes, after
awhile maybe we will make some.' Then they Just sit around
or play till I get my work done; and I know thad there
isn't any way to get rid of them until I have made the ecreanm,
so what else can I do?"

"You could run them home." suggested Loyd.

"Yes," said Eina; "and by Christmas you'd have them
all back again by fixing up & big Christmas tree and playing
Santa Claus for them. Why, I bet you, last Christmms you
spent a hundred dollars on presents and fruit and candy
for those children.,"

Loyd grinned sheepishly. "I don't see how you get
any work done with them hanging around all the time." he
grumbled.

"Does it take much work to keep a compact little house

like this?™ aske. my wife.
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"It doean't seem so0," sald Fdnaj; “"but it is so crowded
that one can hardly use a mop without btumping the handle
against the furniture.” She rose and started toward the door
leading to the dining room, saying, "Come, let me show you
the rest of ouwr little home."

All the rooms are of atout the same dimensions &8s the

living room, which appears to be about ten bty twelve feet;

and all the rooms except one are equally as ecrowded with such
furniture as one finds in the usual modern home. There are
two bed rooms. One is furnished with an ornate four-poster
tedroom suite, with orange spread and draperies to mateh;

the other with & plain iron bted covered with a blue spread,

*"This," commented Fdna, "is our spere room. When we
have overnight company we give them owr room and we sleep
here. At first we used this as & junk room, dut we gob
tired of sleeping on the floor when we had company, 80 we
tought this extra bed."

The kitchen is immaculate. Small white curtains hang
on the windows, and the iveory linoleum glistens in the light.
The gas range is snow white porecelain, and there is a kitchen
cabinet to matech the color scheme. For lack of space the
electriec ice box had teen placed in the dining room, which
has modernistiec furniture, and another linocleum of variggated
pattern covers this floor also.

Loyd opened the door leading to the btack porch and three
teautiful Persian kittens emerged from the darkness and began

purring abtout our ankles.
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"The rest of our family," said Edna. "“We have to loek

them out now and then to get a rest. They simply walk all

over us when we leave them in., And they are shedding badly

now; it keeps Loyd busy btrushing his elothes and washing his

han.d!-'
As we returned through the dining room, Edna paused and

opened a catinet, revealing rows of home-canned vegetables
and fruits, jellies and spices. "Do you like homemade chowWe
chow?® she asked us. I acknowledged my fondness for 1%, and
assured her that the whole display looked too tempting for
a man of my appetite to gaze on too long. Then my wife introduced
a question adout reecipes for fig preserves. Loyd and I per=
celved that this was our cue to return to the living room and
leave the women to chatter of preserving and canning.

When we were abtout to depart, Edna brought a large
paper bag from the kitehen and handed 1% to my wife. 1
could have guessed its contents, and was not surprised when,
an hour later, may wife opened the bag and placed three jars
of fruit among her own colleotion. To exchange samples of
their camning achievements ie a custom of long standing

anong women of the South.
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LET THE EID FIX

Ted Gmith vorks for the Alabama Lint Mills, Inc., vhere he 18 a
mechanie. He Degan working for the company in 1924 vhen he was 16, Years
of vainstaking ofTort and hard vork preceded his ~resant positiom.

"“There ain’t no gear or eogz in the vhole plant,” ssys Ted, "that I aln's
besn over & lundred times in the 15 years I boen workin'® hare. Yven tham
sov ging uwp yoader that wasn't "spose to give us no Sroubls has come in
for thely share of grief. lir. Fred ( the preprieter) says he needs
anothor meghanis to help keep up repairsi but hell; vhot he noeds is a
vhole nev plant, if yu ask me.*

The Alsbama Iint Mille, Ine., sanufactures cottonssed oll and meal,
wvarisus grefdes of seed lint, an® othey bWy-produats from ginned cottonseed.
Ite alfedosen large, red bulldings cover an sntire bdlock on the sutakirts
of the dbusiness section,and the premises are snclosed Wy a high doard fenoe.
NHour the conter of the mill yard 18 a2 low, rectansular Dullding that
houses the conpany’s offices. It weas hore that I asked prrmiseaion to inter-
view Tod Smith, and waited wvhile h» was beingy sumawnd.

hort, stout and musoular, Ted is L yoars old, dut his dakic, short-
eropped mustache and stubby srowth of dewrd make him appear older. 1
vatahed him ooming saross the mill yard, hie smmll, even teeth shoving in
s good-patured grin. Nis galt wvae slov and leisurely, and he allowed
hs Juge Dody to sway ae Af in pure love of movemeont. Nis faded overalls
veare griny and there was o sudige of grease on s blunt nose and across
his right cheek.

Toti"re Nr. Suith!” 1 asied, extending sy hand.

"Tat’s me,” said Ted, "Sut I reckon you better not shake mads

vith se.” He axhibited his palme driefly, shoving that they were thorouth-



Alshama = Lot the Kid Fix It 2

1y coated with black oll resesbling thick pasie. “% boen puttia® in »
nev sprinkler system wp there, and it's a damn nasty Job,*

I explained sy mission, and he grinned as if he felt flattared.

But vhen I asked if he would e permitted to show me sbout the rlant and
axplain 1ts various operstions, he saidld

"I can show you as much as snydody else arcund here, dut I can't
do 1% right now. You see, I got to finish wp that sprimdler job. If you
can come out here, say mext Monday, I'1l have plenty of time %o take you
all over the place. If you want %o kmov sbout the lives of the verikers,

I con' tell vou mash sbmt that. As for me, I Deen married "hout three
yorrsi 20t a vife and bay "hout two years old. I 1ive out wvest sldet
508 Evergreoen Street.

"Wo turt 70t three roompe-cme side of the house. Another fomily's
got the other side. If you could comes out there tonight, I'11 %ell ymu
a1l I know shout mill work. Right now, I reckon I better git on daeck %o
that sprinkler job Defore the old man misses me and starts radeint® eain.”

T™he vhite, flateroofed bungalow in which Ted “'ui'min Ifull:r has an
spartment, has a banistered front parch that almost adjoine the sidewalk.
One door from the perch, emters duplax apnrtments, the Smith's deing on
the left. There is a living romm wvith prectically new fumiture, ineluding
s modest living room suite, a narrov lidrary Sebls,and & esbinet radio.
T™he next room back is & bedroom, modestly furnished, dut not nerly as tidy
as the 1ivins room. A bady orid is under the dowble windows, and & two-
wheeled pushecart 1s in & corner ncardy. The kitchen 1s large, and aleo
serves as a Mning roem. It is equipped with a gas stove, oabinet, hrepl-
fast table, olectric refrigerator, and the floor is covered with 1inoleun.

T™he twoeyoar-old son of the Smiths' has big, smiling brown eqyes and

coal=black hair 1like his fatherh.
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Fuporous badly-adused toye are strewm abowt the roms.

Mrs. Suith 1s 27, and looks hor sge. Tod says she wa'a purty gool-
lockin® za) vhen ve married,” but a selge of 1lilnese after the Daly was
born cumsed her to lose sonsiderable welght. Ner emile is mrtificidl and
gheaorless, and there is no evidense of animation in her fate except, vhen 11ttle
Tod, vhe i leerning to substitute longer phrases Tor the monoayllables
of infanoy, canses her ayes to drishtem with pride or amasomont 2t Me
of forts at cohereant articulation.

Te Tod everything that the ehild saye or does is remaric-ble, nariting
ha vhole attention. Te seemed t0 Do ns disappointed as was the child vhen
the mother suzrested that 1% wae time for the youngeter to retire.

*We alwye try to got him to bed by oight,” sald Nre. Swith, taking
the ahild of f his small, red klidie car, despite shrieks of protest. “As
a rule wo don't have much trouble with him, dut vhen company is around he
thinks we ousht to male an emoeption. If we 20 anyvheres at night, we
alvays losve him with sy mothew, vho lives s 1little ways down the strest.

1 think she's about zot him spoiled, letting him stay wp t111 we geot back.”

After the child had dees resoved, screaming, from the room, Ted drew
s pasiage of eigarettes from his shirt pocket and besam telkiag abdout himgpelf.

*Well, I was bomn right here in Birmisgham on the 30th of Jamuary in
19502, 1 was mext to the sldest of four chilédren. Sam-= ha's the osldest,
and mamed after Pas—~joined the amy after he finished sch-ol, I jJush
went one yoar %o high scheol) them I %old Fa I wan gonnm quit and go
work, s0's I could duy me some nev clothes and have some money of my oWl
Ma was sick a right smart of the time, and Pa wvas havian' a purty hard road
of 1% sondin’ three kids to school and payin' dector Hills. Se Fa snld,

1421 right, if you want %o werk, I'1l tzy %o gef you om a% the mille.”

He had boon wvorkia' for Nr. Fred shout 10 yorwrs, I reckon, dut he was
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srverintendant thete sbout a y-ar dafore I started. %o has besn workin®
there ™M-ut 25 ymare, altosether, I reakom.
"Pa 2ot w0 a Job 40in? errends and odd Jjobe around the nills. i was
16 yoare old, At firet Mr. Fred cald they souldn't put mo on. Neo said to
Pat '"That boy ounsht "a be in achooll he's Just o kid.' But PFa told 'Zin
I 414n"t vant %o 20 %o school no mored so Mr. Tred finally sald all right,
I conldd 2o $0 work there, dut he 41dn't want no rlayin' arcun' on the Job.
"I 20t three dollara a week $o0 start. It 4ldn't Sake me long to losm
somethin® sbout all the meehinery arcund. I had the run of the place; 1

B
wyould 7o from one ond of the mills %o the othew, all the t'me n‘_jﬂr*n' how the

mabhinery vorked. Yhan anyilhine wvent wrong sand the mechanics had to be

galled in to fix 1t wp, I wvas right there lookin' on. Purty soon I got %0

I conld tall vhen amprthing vas "hout %o et out of fix by the sound 1%t mndes

and 1t wen®t long #1111 T tnow as suah sbout how &8 fix 1t an the m}r.-ﬂnt.

"I remenber the Tirst tine I started vorkin' on the msehinsry. There

wos some trouble with one of the bolilers. The mechanios 4idn't sewm t0

mow vhat wvas wrong, #0 I told thes vhat T thought sbout 18, Well, they

vouldn®t pay no attention to me. Thay sald I 414n"S ‘mow vhat T wae tallkrin?

"houts Yut I mev I could fix thit thing in o thee 1f I wvas gliven a chunde.

Qo
S0 T just o2% ar-und and watched them tear all the guts oul of that doller,

trria' % looste the grief. They worked on 1% 21l 4ay and part of the naxt

doy, That vas Satuwrday. Thay vas "spose to gat off Saturdsy afternoon, bdut

bafors thay leoft Nr, Fred come around and aak them vhen they ves gonna have

that boller ready for firin' we They %old s they couldn®t find the

trouble and ssed him to write %o the fastorydout 8. M. Fred said he

would vire the fectory %o send & machanic down bare and ot 4t fixed. N

was lonin' money while the dollar was tied wp.

“The mochanics 'nocked ~ff st dinner-time and the nlant was pettin'
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ready %o close for the day vhen I wvent up to My, Fred's office to see
if he vanted me to 4o anything defore I wvent Jomel dut the main reason
vas because I wvantod to tell hAim that I could fix that boller and save
him a 1ot of money. I told Ma vhat I though t vas wrong with 18. At first
he dida't pay much attention to mej but vhen I went on explainin' vhat
I imev sbout bollers, he looked .t me right serious 1ike and sald, "Come
oy, Kid,"==he alwveye 0alled me '"Xi4" gver since I started workin' st
the millis. He sald, "Come on and lot's 20 out there and have a look at
that thing."

"Vell, %ir, that Just suited ma. Yo veant out there and 1 started
workin' vhile 2o sat on the fireman’s bDench wtEhin'! me. By one o'alock
I had put in sew packin' and had the thing back together. Then I went
around snd turned on the intale valve amd the gauge showed that every-
thing was vorkin' wp to notch. Mr, Fyed had the doller fired Monday and
he vas tdckled to death over that Job. After that, vhensver there wan
any trowble that the mechénies took too mmeh time on, Mr. Fred wvald kid
then along Wy saying, ""here's the X147 we'll lot the Xid fix 1.0
There was 1ots of jobs I coulda’s fixt but * bet I've saved My, Fred
plenty of monay 2inoe I been there.

"Fa wvamn 't such holp to me in gettin' shend at the mills. I rechkon
I gould have done Detter if he hadan't bDeon superintendent. You see,
he dida't vant to push me MEEA Decsuse he was afrald thet the other men
might think he wvas doin' 1t becsuse I was his son. After 1 had bdeam workin'
there "bout five yoars, Pa resigned as superintendent and I made a 1ittle
wore hoadwy. Mr. Fred took me in the of f100 and sald hews 2oin' %o make
& boolkdeosper out of me. e vas payin' me 57 o weet then, and I was workin’
every Gy and Sunday. Vhan I vent in the of fice he ralised mo to 810 and
I nd Sunday off.

"But 1t 4d44n't Sake Mm 1@, to find out that 1 vasn't out out for
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et sort of work. I had fooled around with the mill mashinery so long
that I fels 1ike 18 couldn't sot along vwithout me. Svery time samebody
reported trouble anyvhere n the mill, I'4d alip out of the offiee and 2
see If I couldn't fix 1% "fore the mechanios was called. Half the time,
vhan Mr. Fred vanted me for somethn®, he had o look for me in the mill
PO NSe

“One day Wr. Fred came out lookin' Tor me and found s workin' under
me of the new gins. "Well, Xi14," he sald, "vhenever you find out how thad
nev sia works, come on over to the office] I wvant to talk to you.' He thougds
I van Just tamperin' with 1t for the fum of 183 dut Mr. Sarnes-=that's the
man vho was superintendent after Fa quit-=he come wp sbout that time and told
him that the machine hadn't beon workin® riszht sinee it wvae out in. Then Nr.
Fred said, "Well, ve've got mechinigs ‘round hore, haven't wel! Wt are you

payin' Ntheridee fort!

"1 thouzht Mr. Vol wms in & Dad mood from the vay he talked,.se L mirriad

wp vith the Job and went dachk $0 the of fice to see vhat b vanted. T axpected
he was 2oin’ to zive mo a Jaskia®' wp "hout Dein® out of the office so much.
But vhen I went in Nr. Fred sald, "Kid, how would you 1ike %5 2 vy %o
sollege and atudy to bo s Meshanical Masineer?' I told him I'd 14ks £% fine,
but 1 444n't have nomsnay. Then o said he vould take care of that, Fe ssid
he neoded 2 good nechanie "round the mills. Ne saild he thought I slready
imev about as much sbout muchinery as Ttheridge, dut he sadd he eulin't pay
20 a mschanie's salary becouse I dida't have the teainin’.

"Well, I agreed to 20 % ocollege, Mr. Fred payin' the vay, but vhen we
found out that I would have t9 20 tagk to finish high sehwel before I ould
taks wp engineerin’, ve Just lot the mtter drop; and purty sem after that
Nr. Fred 1ot mo g0 Dok %o helping Stheridge in the mill rooms.

“When Ttharidge vas sent to the mille st Twele, I ot his plaee and the

same pay he was gottin-ei?s a vook. 1 held ny ovA purty well mntdl the oA
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sachinery begin to wear out, and Nr. Fred had %o put on another mechanie
8o halp koep up repalrs. That's the only time me sad Mr. Fred ever had
any renl trouble with esch other. e sald he had to pay the nev mechanie
aore than me because he had trainin' as o mechanical engineesr and I dida's.
1 told M, Fred I Aldn't see what difforence that makes. Then he told
e tlx ¢t Nzl e :h‘.!.r{:t!r‘—-th;nl. vas the now mechanic's name--wouldn't work for
the some pay as an apprentioce, And I sadd, "o hell with Nnzisdurger. I'm
willidn® to work with him, hut.numd if T work under Mn'. And T walked out
mdder'n hell.

"It wvas "hout 10 o'clock wvhen I left Nr. Pred's offfce. At 10135 1
vee bothed and dressed and wvas honded noross the miill yard vhan Pa hollered
at =0 sod vanted to ‘movw vhere § wae zodn'. I %014 him T was goin' to look
for amothar Job.

"Sut I dddn's look. 1 4Aidn't even vant another jobs Fact of the matter
18; I just g 'found the house takin'® o wvasation, you might say.

"Aftar Hout two weaks I wms dyin' to 20 baok to the mills, bus I
gouldn’t afford %o lot Nr. Pred knov I wvanted to come baok. Finally Nr. Fred
gent Pa home %0 got mee Mo sadd e ad some repaldr vork that had to be done
right svay, sod Af I didn't cone bask he'd have to got anothar man to take
w viace, dut he'd rather have me.

"Bay, 1 was tickied %o death] That wves Just viat I'd Doen wadtin'
for. I wvanted %0 o begk vith Pa right oy, but I deoided to wait i1
next mornin’, sort of indifferent 1iks, so Mr. Fred vouldn's think that
1 vpe ftohin® o come Dackk, Vhen I wemt in I told Mr, Fyed thet 1 had come
bag: %0 halp him out of a Jam, and that I 44dn': intend to stay. DPut 1
414 stays Ve never 4ld got the vork conght wo,and later, MNr. Fred had %o

put on snother mechanie %o help me and ngledurger. T™e machinery wee

wearin® out fost and 4t kept uwa busy eepin' wp repairs.
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1'% sakin' 927 now and the other mechanien et 550, 1 got 535 Defore
the devresslion and the others got around M5 and 750, Neat of the laberere
are nigeers. Thay get pald by the day,=="hout 2 on an sverapge,

“Soms union sen tried $o organise the niggers at the mills "Hout tem
yoars 029, but they didn's make much Meadwy. Thay coms to Nr, Fred vith
2 contraet askin'® for five cents raise on the houwr., MNr. Fred tore wp the
smtraet and run them out of the office. Heo sald he ain's simin® no
eontrant vith his niggerst If they aln®t satisfied with vhat thoay are gottint
they ousht %o come o him and Salk 1% over and mybe he oan make sone othey
arrancamente.

"“That sade the unlion san mad, and they aallsd the niggare %o 8 maotin?
an’ st & date for a strike. That was on Yodnesfay they had the meetin’,
"hay sent & notion %o Mr., Fred tellin' him theay'd sdye him t1)1] YNonday %o
raise thelr pay. But Nr. Fred dlda't 40 nothin' sbhout 1%) he Just went on
11%e he never evea got 1%,

"Turin' the rest of the wesk Mr. Frod strolled 'round thrwush the plant
a sood bit talkin' tolh niggers. But ho nover mentionsd nothin' about the
anion’s notioe for a strike:. He Juot talled to thenm sort of frisndly 1ike,
sakin' then "Hout thelr vwives and shildren and i any of tham needad any
haly sy ways 1 remesber hm talkin® to sy nigeer wp in the lint rode-
that's Sam who's been helpin' me on amy Jobe ever sinee I started vorkin' at
the sillese Hr 7rod ashed st  "Sam, how's that old voman treatin' yeu
these days?! Is that boy of yourh Wor goft wall emouch t0 go bask ﬁv vork?
Sam t0ld him the boy was better 't wasn’t adle %o do nof hard vork yot.
Then Ny, Fred sald, "Well, Sam, vhenover you think ha's well snsugh, dring
him down hore sad we'll soe 17 we onn fix hin uwp some sort of easy Job so's

he osn help you and the old wvoman out a 11t8de,’

"That's the sort of talk that pulled Mr. Pred out of that mees. Yhem
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the time for the atyrile comee=that wvas ot 17 o'clogk on the naxt Nonday=-
only "bout half of the alrzere 16t thelr Jobe and went over to the of Miee
for thalr vays Jir. Frod wvent sut fo the front of the ofTics vhere thay was
standin' "round and tallked %o tham. JHo 1012 them that b hated to lose tham,
‘opnge ‘hay vas nishty mood orkers! but e sald o could get other man %0
take thelr plages without no troubls at all. e sald viad e hated mon S was
to see them 2o on strike vhen jJobs was 80 hard %o finfid and If ey vallked
out an im Jike that, Shay soulda't aver got 2 Job at hig mille o more.
Well, the nigeere Man't now vhat to 40 "hout that. They hang "round
sallesd "hout 1t swvhile, and a fow of them went on back to wori. Then,
aftar vills, M. Fred cone omt aMa and S0ld tham that maybe they 414

ased & ralse and he had bemn figurin® on givin® them one next month, but

he wvasn't fixin® to moke no deal vith the union: Ne %0ld them he would give
tham a throe=cent raise oan tha hour borinnint' the fivet of the month, snd

Af they vasn't satinfied with that Shay o wld Junt comm on in and At thelr
iy and got out for ool

Al ter My, Fred soid that, he vont on hatk in the of fi0e and tThe
alszeers 20t thelr haads torether ar'in and deolded to talke Wp Tradle of for.
That vas the and aof tHhe union, "ad Thare ain®t beon no more tnlk "Homt 1%
esinon,

. Pred oould var more al)l rizsht. Ha's ot plonty monay, ant? he
saiee vlenty. But as long as he can got pleaty of chaap lxbor he's not goln’
2o oy & cont more than e hae Y. s for o, Rowe 174 11%e S0 s the nel
erranised., But there ain't dut a fev vhlte haads, s’ 1873 hard an sl
hell %o g:'lt nizrare 4o ptiak un for thelr 'Pin'}';tﬂ'

"It vas "bout the time of the un'on trouble that ¥a had o fallin' ous
with Nr. Fred and audt a8 suporintondeant, PFa atded with the union s it od

0 got My, Tred to give in to themg ut that vamm't the main resson viy' b

g:4%:. HNe canght the bdedling room * ehortin? the aigrere. They et
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padd by the toms of 1lint they bale, and the foreman was alwnye turnin'

tholr velshts in shord. Pa caught him at it and told him Af he ddn't stop
(% e was moin® to M, Fred "hout it He sald ho wae tived of the niggers
somin' $o him complainin' about bein' short. Well, Fa finally had %o go

%o Mr. Fred. Ko ssled him %o Ave him & nev foreman for the baling room.
But Nr. Frod wouldn't let Pa fire Migsine. Ho sald hetd talk to Miggins
hissdlf. I don't know if M. Fred aver sald ampthing to himy dut he went
risht on shortin' the men, and Pa went %o M, Frod az'in. Thie time d» %0ld

He. Fred ho vmild have to git rid of Higgine or he'd quis.
"'.11. Nr. Fred o811 vouldn't let Iﬁmd.n! Dy B0 Pa wvalled omt. I

askad Pa 1f ho 414n" think T ought to quit too, Dut he sald, mo, 1t wma Just
a mattar betwoen Mr. Fred and him, and he would come badk to work wvhon Nr, Fred
made wp his mind to got rid of Hygwing.

"y, Frod hirved Nr. Jarnes in Pa's place, and pretty soon he had troudle
vith Elarine t00. Some of the nigmers got tired of bein' shorted and quid,
Thon Mr. Fred bezin %0 bdelieve that Higrins was doin' some sort of crocked
vork, and he deaided to find out vhere the trouble was.

"1 mev exmetly hov mch Higring wae shortin' them nigzrers. Tou soe,
after Fa quit, I begin to do a 1ttls sheckin' wedlf. W work is all over
the plant, 20 I'd make o nte of Higgins' check sheet vhen I passed through
the bdaling room, them I'd cheok it againet the output in the lint rom. Thay
sot o cheak sheet in the lint room now, dut they 4dn’t Jave none them. I
had to flmure up the ocutput of the lint room speelf. I kmew bov mny pounds
of 1int sach zin would tuwrn out por howr. So, one day Ne. Frod asiced me how
many tong of lint 444 I rockon them ging eould turm out in a dagre

“I aldn"t ‘mow right off vhat he was wp %0, but I reached in ny poduot
and took out the curd I'd Deen mekin' my cheoleup on. Ho locked at it a mimabe,

then ho asled me vhat I was keopin' Sat record for. I told Ma I Jwt vanted
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to know how mueh the rins could turn out in a wedt. !r. Fred sald, "Ye'we

got thet reoord in the of Tice'. And I sald, "I Imow you've pot the wolsht of the
bales turned e, dut you 4don't have no record to show how mush loss there

18 botweon the lint roolm and the balers MNr. Tyed snied e a fov nore quastime
hout the figures on the card, then o put the card in his 1};0&‘0& and went

baglkk to the of fioe.

Well, that 11ittle card spalt hall feor Marine. 1 recion My, Fred %eld
MA that fMlaures don't 1le, ad HMizsing oounlidn®t 2ot "round that., Me. Frod
put me ia the daling voom $o take Hig+ing' plase t111 he could geot anotheyman.
At the same time he vut & chalik sheet in the lint room, 80 vo nover 'md no
troudle "MHout shortage singe them,

"Pa coms dask, ut not 29 serintendent. o seld be 44n"t vt that
reeponeidbility no more. He just does odd Jobs around the plamt, halpin'! out
the mechanies and f1114a' in vienever thay need h'm.*

Tod'» narretive vas interrmpted by hollow coughine. I sald, "Tou'd detter
d> something about that.®

) | nr_-{-na it doos sound svful to anybody who ain®t used 4o dein' areund
the sille, " he sadd fioally, Mut 1t ain't nothin® serions,. It's Just the
1int in oy thrent and Junge that malces me coungh 18e that. Neardly everybedy
who works in the lint room very long gofs 1%. ¥Ye'we ot sprinklorcte keep dowm
the 1int dust, Yut you s’ 2ot »id of 1% 2lds I reckon I aln®t been off on
ascoount of deln' sick in more’n five yoars. I 208 %00 hoarty %o pot slck.
Nagreethnt®s ny wifoesahe 2008 I 2t Jiks 2 Borse. I 2ot olght & ‘t;ir*:itt
every marnin' for breskfast, and May's a mighty mood hand vhem 1t oomes %o
bissuits,

"Somstines wve hove han snd egee for Breakfast, dut most of the time Just

bacon and egoe. On Sundoy mornin'e we somotimes have frisd ohichem, and I

take some of 1% in ny lunch, TYou ses, we vork seven dsye n weelt, but I g0t

T somatines %0 tale the fanily out. I 20 %o work a8 seven and I don't ever
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2ot home dofore six. ¥ take a shower ond drese at®he mills "fore I rome home.
Wa sat suover "hout siz. Sometimes Moy hee steak or pork ahopa. i 4m'

so mush foy vesetables, 'oept pot-toes and Duttaybesns and shuff 1ike thnt,

I 11k 1talisn spashettd, Irich stew, pot ronst and that sort of thinge. "y

ants neerly everything, but she don't end nesr enouch for har owa good, e

boy ente purty henrty., Nay saye he Sakes hMa appetite from me.

.‘-._1‘1 "™

to the show "out once a vaslkks. Yo don't delong %0 no ohrohe-
thet s, T don®ts Noy used %o e o nmbar in the Nethodies, T thinkg, "fore
we married. I wvant the Doy t0 atard to Tuntay Sahoel vhen hwe gete & 11890
alder. I dalisve ovary Kid sught %0 20 %o Pundyy sohoel even if thay never
&o join no cdmroh. T want the Doy to have a good education, %00, I'm ~oin"
to sae that he 2ots & colloge etuoation A he wvante it

e beont married Thout thres years. MNay's Po runs & grooery store, ond
Pa and Ma ueed %0 trade vith M Moy was workin' in the store is how i mad haew,
She 20t throush sresvear sohool dut had to stop thore ‘oause the dostor sald she
vasn't in 2o0d health, sad 1t vould bhe Dettar to stay out of sohoaol & yoar or
two. Bhe 4ldn't ever o bedk,

e and Moy used %0 got arund a good deal "fore the kid come along. RS
after he was dora, May Sook slok and we thousht she vasn'$ goin' %0 be able %o
pul)l theough for avhiles The dostor aaid 1t wvas some trouble csused from the
bay bein' born too soom. But there ain't nothin' wrong with him, far as ve
ean tell,

"The wasgo-hour lav ain't mde any 4Aifforente at the milles thet 1 can see.

I think 1% 13 2 good law dut neerly everybody at the mille was gottin' as mueh
soney 20 the lav ealled for alwesdy. Of course, the men ailn®t voricin' 2 lomg
houre as they 444,

'T dom't vote. I naver have 5o time %o fool vithr-dellities. I dldn's

have nothin® 80 do with clectin®® Presi‘ont Roosevelt, dut I think he's the

Dot man vo ovar 'od In e Vhite House., I I v vottia® and o man for a thimd
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term. 1'd wots for hme lots of folks scoma o De pottin® dired of Ma
and wartt somebody elge. ¥ell, that's just 1ike most peeple. Thay don't
vant to gtiok to anyiddng for any langth of time. Somotines I sorts fecl
140 St mreelf, but 1 Just Redp #OLRS right on &% She sams old thing.
‘Senatimes I think I would 1ike S0 quit the mdll vork and sot out of
this towm for sood. But even if 1 414 leave here I recicon 1 vould hawve %0

e g mil]l wore, ‘;“,;;ﬁm it" the ‘w kind of wvors 3 v, i{:r“ bdrother

saye ha sould got% = B job with his copany drivia' a freight truck i 2

mnted 18, %ell, J don't ‘mow whether I'1l take Mim wp on 1% or nots

secicon the next time you see me IV11 s8ill he voritin' for My, Fred.

1/17/19%
Bede
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