Home

Our house was always filled with people. Papa and Mama- grandparents, and a new baby came along about every two years. We were always taken to one of our Aunts houses when Mama went into labor, knowing we would have another little brother or sister when we returned. Mama and Grandma made beautiful clothes for the new baby. (all hand made) All of the clothes were of white latiste with fine lace and rose buds. Since I was the oldest, I’d slip and peek at all these pretty things that Mama thought she had well hidden. It cost twenty-five dollars to have a baby. (Drs fee) We were all born at home in the house Mama had lived in since she was seven.


Papa worked in the mill every day. I can only remember two days he stayed home due to sickness. I can still smell all the nice aramas escaping from the well filled diner basket we children would carry to Papa. Then they worked from six to six. Tuesday was payday and to the little ones that meant ice cream cones, or big juicy apples or tangeranes and oranges. Sometimes an extra treat was a bag of chestnuts.


On summer evenings we would all sit on the porch, or at least the grown-ups did, while we played ball or hide and seek. We were the first in our neigborhood to get a radio. We always had some friends in when it was time for Amos and Andy. I suppose the only reason we one was because my uncle was Bob was selling them. Grandma and Grandpa bought it. My daddy couldn’t afford such a luxury, he was lucky to have a little change left over to buy his cigarettes, and a little booze for the weekends


He tried to keep his drinking hidden, but at times would come home with a little too much-times when my heart would break seeing my Papa like that. Then when I was eleven or twelve, Papa made a change. One Sunday moring in Bible class he was baptized and shortly there after I followed suit. Sometime later he went to work for the police department and eventually was back to drinking again since this went on all the time with the police at that time. He resigned, telling Mama he couldn’t continue to arrest men and lock them up for something he did himself


He was tall, big and handsome. I loved my dad wiith all my heart and I knew he loved all of us, because we always came first. Christmas eve 1938 a tragic accident happened that resulted in our dad’s death. He had bought us fruit and candy ....shopping at the company store for our presents (we learned this later) but before he came home he started drinking with some friends and became drunk. My cousin and a friend of his brought Papa home. 


While trying to get Papa settled, there was a scuffle and my cousin was shot with the gun Papa used while on the police force. (Why he had the gun that night will never be known) Wayne (my cousin) told Mama that “Uncle .... didn’t mean to do it.” Wayne died later that night at the hospital. Papa was put in jail. Three months later he was released on bond. He went to trial in March. His case didn’t come up the first day. The second day he tried to take his own life. The doctor said he would have gotton over the throat cut, but side pleurisy is what took his lfe, apparently he had this condition for a long time. Things might have turned out differently if Uncle Mel and Aunt Hattie had been forgiving. Everyone knew it was accidental. He was later charged with homicide.


Mama said Papa would take his Bible and walk over the hill and sit under one of the big trees and read for hours. He marked passages for us children to read. I suppose even then he knew he wouldn’t be here long. He was a sensitive man, yet a strong one, and being the kind of man he was this thing destroyed him. The first thing he told me to do when I visited him the following morning after the accident, was to go and visit Aunt and Uncle to offer our sympathy. My sister Mary and I did as he asked. All of it was like a nightmare, and to this day it all comes back to me so clearly and my heart brakes all over again.


Papa was the youngest of five children, three sisters and one brother. His Mother died when he was a baby so he was cared for by relatives. My grandfather Sales died when I was a baby so I don’t know much about them. Papa and I went to High Point during Christmas holidays one year to visit his brother, Uncle Rome. We went by train and had a wonderful time. I was seventeen and just bubbling over with anticipation of meeting my Uncle and cousins for the first time. Mama, after Papa’s death, Mary Messick (----and I went to visit Papa’s sister in Alavista, Virginia, and Lynchburg. Aunt Sina Thomas ---Lynchburg lived in a huge white house and kept boarders. We had a lovely time, rode my first streetcar. Aunt Sina did all the cooking and cleaning fo the house with help from her youngest son Lee Ray who was dish washer ( which he hated) I can still see her, that large beautiful woman standing at the head of thelong dining table asking blessings at every meal. Aunt Ella in Altavista was also a large woman and  so was Aunt Mae that lived in Greensboro. We visited with each one on this trip and was glad for the memories I have of these three lovely Aunts, and Uncle.

The Mountains


On Sundays Mama would dress us in our best clothes and very early we would be on our way to visit kinfolks in the mountains. She always packed a lunch of sandwichs, fruit and pound cake to tide us over until we reached our distination. No paved roads there, lots of ruts and rocks, but we loved every minute. Sometimes we would have a flat tire and I can remember watching Papa repair the innertube with some glue and a little square of rubber. When it rained we would slip and slide all over the road but we weren’t afraid, because we knew Papa could take care of it.


Mama’s brother Webster and family lived so far back from the road we would have to walk the last fw yards to the house. They had so many children I never could remember who was who, except the older ones near my age. We children “visited” a neighbor accross the way who were gone at the time. (my cousins knew they were gone) They had a huge apple tree just loaded with big juicy fruit. We loaded up with as many as we could carry and took off to a safe place to enjoy our bounty. We should have all ended up with a bellyache just for stealing those apples.


There was another place we enjoyed, Papa’s Uncle ? Sales. They had a big white house and a yard full of cherry trees with branchs so low we could stand under them and pick the fruit. His wife was a wonderful cook. I remember telling Mama she mixed her cornbread early and let it “set” until dinner. This made it light, almost like cake. We didn’t visit there as often as we did with Uncle Webster and Aunt Lizzie because they didn’t have any small children for us to play with and they also lived much further away. I thought they must be rich because of the big house and barn, a piano and a daughter who taught school and seemed to have everything. There were some boys in the family but we never met them since they lived far on the other side of the mountain. All the old folks are gone now but I’m sure some of the children are still there. Someday on one of my trips to the mountains I hope to run into my cousins I never got to know that lived so far away on the other side of that beautiful place. 


Aunt Hattie’s daughter’s (Bessie, Minnie, Sarah and Cleo) would all pile into a roadster with the top down and take off to visit their old maid Aunts that also lived far back in the mountains. Once or twice they invited me to go along on these joy rides. We would stop at a country store and load up with sardines, crackers, cheese etc because we knew they wouldn’t have that much to eat and certainly we would be starving by the time we got there. They were very poor, made a living raising their own vegetables and meat plus some extra selling the herbs gathered on the mountain in back of their houses. It didn’t take much back then for people to be happy. They seemed to enjoy themselves dispite all their short earnings. I know we enjoyed sitting with them on that old broken down porch, listening to all those scary tales and stuffing ourselves with all the goodies we bought at the store. These two women were Uncle Mell’s sisters (Aunt Hattie’s Sister in laws)

I still love the mountains, if I have lived another life (which some people think) I must have been a hillbilly for sure. It gives me such a warm wonderful feeling just being there. All those beautiful trees, some light green some dark, wild flowers everywhere and the smell so clean, so pure and untouched. Come autumn with all the colors after Mr. Frost has kissed each leaf. I feel close to God there, where I see all the beauty he has given us to enjoy.

Grandma and Grandpa Copley


Grandma was a small woman, solf spoken, and lovely skin till the day she died. Her great grandmother was full Dutch, which are known for their cleanliness. She inherited many of these traits. I remember she would shine that huge wood stove with a cake of wax until it shined, and how how she cleaned her milk pails and churn. She would let me help her churn milk to make butter. She saved up a little nest egg selling some butter, milk and eggs. Her cow was named --- a child couldn’t have been better cared for. I would go with her to move the cow, this meant she would stake her to different locations where the grass was higher. Lots of people had cows in those days which kept our hillside mowed till it looked like a green carpet under all those huge trees. At one time she kept her milk in a springbox, in fact there were a dozen or more springs on that hill.


Grandpa had garen plots everywhere. He was a true farmer. I loved those trips to Woodleaf where he had his best corn ground into meal. I learned to plant corn and beans in the fresh made rows, then we would stop and sit down to rest, and drink from a gallon jug of water he buried in the ground to keep cool. He chewed apple plug tobacco, also smoked a pipe. Every time I went to the company store to get his tobacco he would always give me a nickel.


One day when I came home from school, he had built me a playhouse behind the barn. It had a roof and floors but no sides. He had driven nails on one wall were he hung a couple of old pots no longer in use and old jar lids to make my mud pies in. I spent many happy hours there. His little mule was named Cate he took real good care of her just like Grandma did ---. We had the cow, mule, chickens and hogs. He cured his meat in the smoke house by burning some kind of chips. On cold winter evenings he would cut strips of lean from those hams and broil it over the open fire in our sitting room. This was done on a special hook he made for just that purpose. Other times he would bake sweet potatoes in the hot ashes. No gourmet food I’v ever tasted since equaled the taste and aroma of those little feasts we shared together.


Grandpa was tall, slight of build and straight as an arrow. When he got all dressed up in his black serge suit and black hat on Sunday mornings he reminded you of a little country gentleman. He always carried dried orange peels in his suit packet to freshen his breath.


Grandma and Mama would make their soap in a big black wash pot in the back yard. They would let me cut out the soap in big golden bars when it hardened. This soap was used for washing everything including ourselves. We didn’t have a bathroom there. We took our baths in a tin tub mostly on Saturdays, during the week we used the “spot bath” method.


Grandma was superstitious, she would warn me about twirling a chair around on one leg, opening an umbrella indoors, and whistling and singing in bed. .”A whistling woman and a crowing hen never comes to a good end” she said. She either wore a black and white or blue and white dresses, and always an apron. Her “Sunday go to meeting” dress was black satin. She developed cataracts in both eyes and was blind for several years before her death. I would read the Bible to her and trim her nails.


Being the tomboy that I was, I didn’t always want to stop and do these small favors. I wanted to be picking my wild flowers, or eating my green plums, making me a wagon like my brother or getting the pearls out of crawfish heads. But she was persistent in wanting these things done and no goofing off. Now I’s so glad for every little favor I did for her, and regret I didn’t do more. 


She died of natural causes, just closed her eyes and quitely went to her other home. Grandpa preceded her in death. He must have suffered greatly with the pair of cancers not having the pain killing drugs we have today. He was home with Grandma and Mama nursing him. Of course Dr. Byerly came by every day and did what he could to comfort him. This was my first experience with death.


My school  years were happy, had lots of friends and a puppy love romance. He was the only boy I felt that way about until I quit school (after one year in highschool) I failed algebra (I hated it) I was going to leave it the next year so I just quit. Papa got me a job in the mill, I was sixteen. Then shortly thereafter I met my husband, Walter Ervin from Barber. I had gone to the library, which I did often, when I came out there he was at the foot of the steps talking with a friend. He spoke and we talked for awhile, and I learned he was boarding with a family downt he street. We began dating, went to ball games, square dances and lots of movies. We were married June 26, 1937. I was eighteen and he was twenty-two.


His family had moved to Kannapolis in the mean time. Mr. Ervin was instrumental in getting “Bub” a better job with Cannon Mills. So he went to work down there while I stayed up here. We would be together every week-end. When I was twenty-two I gave birth to our only child, Larry. We were living in Kannapolis at this time in one of Mr. Ervin’s house on Durham Hill. When Larry was two  years old I went to work in Cannon Mills.


Then when Larry was to enter school that fall we moved to a house on Maple Street in town. We only lived there about a year. My husband was taken sick one night and rushed to ..... hospital and operated on for appendicitis the following morning. Something happened to his nervous system. We took him to many doctors including Duke. Nothing seemed to help. I was at work when they came and told me had benn killed by a train.


I quit my work and came back home and enrolled Larry in school here. After a while when I started thinking more clearly, I decided to go back to work in Kannapolis. Then I met U.M.. He lived with his Aunt and Uncle (Sue and Ralph Chandler). A friend I worked with introduced us and from then on he was there to bring me home every night after work. One night he stayed over at our house. I remember him saying he felt strange doing so, and me wondering why since Mama was in the next room. Anyway that ws the night he asked me to marry him.


 We were married in South Carolina and soon thereafter little red head Patricia was born. I’ll never forget how sweet she looked when I first laid eyes on her. The nurse had fashioned a curl on top of her head, so much hair. I couldn’t believe a new born could be so well blessed. Most badies I  had seen were bald at birth except maybe for a little white frezz. Larry didn’t seem to be a bit jealous of the new baby. He played and pulled her miles in his little red wagon. Life was sweet, no big problems.

Over on the Hill: Fifty Years Ago


From our back door you walk by the smoke house, down by the chicken lot, through the barnyard, cross a big branch where mint grew along the banks, and a tree, bush or something that smelled so sweet at certain times of the year. (never did know where the fragance came from) Now you pass huge oaks, sweet gums, and another kind of smaller tree that the opossum ----- ----- grapes (never knew which) vines wrapped their long arms around the branches. The vines had enterwined so many years they produced a nice little seat about half way up. I suppose I helped form that seat, since I spent many hours just sitting there dreaming and eating. 


There was a plum thicket that gave us lots of good eating. One little tree that sorta stood out to itself, had plums the size of marbles yellow and sweet as sugar. One day I was at the plum thicket all alone, when all of a sudden it started thurdering and the wind blew so hard that the tiny plumes were falling so fast I could barely pick them up fast enough. All the time watching those storm clouds and yet not wanting to leave one of those juicy gold nuggets. When I filled all my gathered up skirt would hold I took off home as fast as those long legs would go. Other times we would gather the larger ones when about half ripe and dip them in salt.


We played baseball on that hill, caught crawfish and tadpoles, boiled eggs and potatoes in a can which was set in a formation of rocks in whick we built our fire. There was a swampy area where wild water lillies grew. I wanted to pick those flowers so bad but I was afraid I would go clear down to China if I dared step into that emerald mass of water. There were pretty little white flowers that grew alongside a decayed stump, these bloomed just before Easter so there was no guessing. I knew they would be there when I made my annual visit. We gathered hickory nuts, blackberries, muscadines, and nuts from a huge beechnut tree that stood close to the water lily bed. 


Etta Creason’s mom and dad loved to walk in the woods too. Mr. and Mrs Templeton would take Mary and me along on those hikes, always on Sunday afternoons. I remember those dark green plants that grew in profusion in those dense woods, they smelled like licarice. They (Mr. and Mrs Templeton) were a lovely couple, I’m glad they are a part of my memories.


Like I said, I was such a tomboy. I would race to the store three or four times a day, ran to my girl friends house and to any where I had to be, I ran. Usually I would have on an old pair of my oldest brothers overalls, which “nice” little girls wouldn’t be caught in. Those overalls allowed me to do all the things I liked to do, such as climbing trees, wading in the branch to catch tadpoles and crawfish, or riding on my homemake wagon. One time I got my foot wedged in a lard can, Grandpa had to saw it off. Another time I stuck a bead up my noise. Another time I ate a cigarette butt. Sacred them to death went I thought I had been bitten by a spider.


Sometime the girl would emerge and I could enjoy those things too. Such as learning to cook mostly making candy and cookies. Helping Grandma churn, picking violets for Mama all on way to the company store. She would think of more things she needed . She would say “Run to the store for this or run get me a pound of steak for supper and hurry, run run run. Maybe that’s why I ran everywhere. Thought that was the way of life. Ha


We had lots of peach trees which produced keen little switches besides delicous fruit. Mama switched my legs several times because I would stop at one of my girl friends houses on my way home from school. Guess I forgot how much it hurt because I did it over and over. I must have been eight or nine during this switching time, because I remember when I would stop off at Almedia Spry’s house. We would get an old Sears Robuck and cut out paper dolls, while nibbling on peanut butter sandwitches. Then at Helen Howell’s house we would eat biscuits and ---- while we sat on the back steps and rehashed all that happened that day at school.


My very best friend was Mary Messick ---. They (her parents) had a two story house, so I was an overnight many times in their home. Evelyn Vogler, another good friend lived next door to Mary, and Hezel Isley on the other side. Right around the corner lived Emily Beard, and Margaret Creason. Hazel’s family had an old self playing piano, we would get a good fast tune rolling and line up like chorus girls and dance like crazy, stripped down to our bra and panties. Other times we made batches of fudge, or walked up the railroad to the junction. The “Bullhole” was one of our favorite places to play. One Sunday afternoon Margaret Creason, my two sisters Nellie and Mary and myself were jumping from one big rock to the other with lots of water weaving in and out around them. Well everyone made each jump o.k. except Nellie who was quite young at the time, and her little legs weren’t long enough, down she went, coming up soaked to the skin. We stripped her and dried her clothes on the huge rocks. Then we went to Margarets house and ironed them so Mama never knew anything about what happened. Other times we walked across the dam, couldn’t swim a lick. We had no fear. Everyday was an adventure.


I was three years older than Mary, and I would try and slip off from her after dinner to visit my friends. Well, not many time did I succeed. Mama said if I didn’t take her along I couldn”t go either. I suppose the reason I didn’t want her with us at times is she would tell Mama all the daring things we did, and every boy we said hello to, Mama knew it. As I write this now, I can understood why Mama did this. Sunday afternoons were the only free titme she had for herself and Papa to be together. So I’m glad I took the little tattletale along. Ha.Doris our baby sister was a lovely child with long red curls that looked like spun gold. Mama used old stockings to roll her hair. I’m afraid we all spoiled her.


There was a little Jewish lady that came around every so often with all her wares tied in sheet and carried on her shouldars. She would spread it out on our porch and all us kids would make a circle down on our knees looking into that “treasure chest”. She would have buttoms, lace, candy, gum, scraps of matieral and all kinds of things. I’m sure nothing was sanitary in that “mess” but to us there, it was a gold mine. Mama would give each of us a penny or two to buy what our heart desired. We never knew where she came from or where she went.


There was another little ole lady that had the opposite effect on us. She was black, dressed strange, and always carried a big knife or so we were told. I never did see a knife, but I thought it was there in case she needed it. We would be playing over on the hill and all of a sudden we would see her coming down the “old Ford Road” that used to be behind our house. We were terrified, but I don’t really think we anything to fear. I never heard of her hurting anyone. I think our parents used “Aunt Mag” for an excuse. they didn’t want us wandering off too far in the woods, so they would remind us we may run into her. 

The Big Snows


Once when I was ine or ten we had a huge snow. Not everyone got to work, but my dad and several other brave souls finally made it to the mill. Don’t know how deep it was, but I remember walking down to the barn with Grandpa, and the snow being almost level with my head. (Grandpa had dug a pathway to the barn) The chickens had to be put under the house. It must have been hectic for the grown ups, but lots of fun for the children. This must have been the time we built our snowman on the back porch.


It was always nice and warm in our front bedrooms, middleroom and kitchen. Grandpa and Grandma had to share their bedrooms with some of the children, and Mama and Papa did likewise. As we would grow, we would move to the bedroom on the other side of the house which was unheated. It was like sliding in between two sheets of ice but with two or three to a bed it didn’t take long to be snug and warm. In the mornings we would gather our clooths and run for the kitchen where it was always warn and inviting. Hot biscuits, ham and eggs, jams and jellis, sometimes fried crisp fatback with cream gravy. On Saturday’s and Sunday’s when there was more time, Grandpa or Papa would kill two small young fryers and we would have that for breakfest. Thank God we never went hungery.


I was eleven when the depression started. The only thing I remember about that time is my dad having to go someplace else to find work. He was leaving one night to go to Rockingham, trying to slip away without my knowing. Well it didn’t work. I put up such a squawk he had to wait until the next morning while I was still asleep before he could leave.


My oldest brother was seventeen and dating Lillian Harris whom he married in 1930. She was so pretty and still is. On Saturday’s and Sundays he and his friends would get together for a ball game, taking pictures or making ice cream. We smaller ones would try and slip in all their fun, but it didn’t work. He would finally give a nickle or dime to go away. They did give us some ice cream, vanilla, always vanilla. I thought he must be the hansomest boy in the world. I adored him. He and Lillian had three sons, Bob, Beu and Lonnie. Jack died at fifty-two from a blood clot to his lung following leg amputation. His grave is near Mama and Papa’s in Legion Memorial Park, Cooleemee. 


My next oldest brother is L.J.. He is retired from the army. Served his country in combat during World War II. He was mischievous in his growing up years, and today he likes nothing better than getting with old friends and reminisce. He was very young when he joined the army. (Mama had to sign for him) Promotions came fast, and just as fast he would be on the bottom again. He would get homesick and go A.W.O.L.. This went on until he was sent overseas, then things became more serious. When the war was over he came back met Carol,--- They are now living in Pennsylvania. T.J. and Carol have no children from their union, but he does have a stepdaughter and three fine step grandchildren.


My next brother is Floyd. He as a little boy was quiet and serious, although in his adult years displayed that quick temper which all of us had to some extent, thank God the years have mellowed us all. Floyd had the biggest bluest eyes you ever saw, a lovely little boy. When he was nine or ten Mama would buy knickers for him to wear (at my insistence) because all well dressed little boys wore them. (I thought) Well he wore them, but hated them with a passion. He and his wife --- have three children. Two girls married-Liz and Barbara. Gregory is still at home. To date Barbara has given them three grandchildren.


My oldest syster Mary was all red hair and freckles in her preteen years, she hated her freckles and wasn’t too fond of her red hair. But as she grew older she developed into a lovely young lady. Her freckles faded and that bright red hair turned into a very pretty auburn. She was out going, and dated several nice boys. Dancing she loved, and I remember how she and my first husband would sit for hours and play some kind of card game. She and I shared lots of good times together since we were about the same age. She and her husband Jack Walker had one child a daughter Karliss, who has two children-Beth and Scott Virtue.


The next sister is Nellie. She was always a pretty girl. Her hair like Floyd’s was the darkest in our family. During the war they (Mary and Nellie) worked in a plant that made “things” for the government. They rode a bus to Winston every day, and a friend of mine worked at the same plant and rode the same bus. She has remarked to me on several occassions how she couldn’t take her eyes off those two girls. She thought they must be the prettiest girls she had ever seen. Nellie loves to cook and does a lot of it. She can throw anything together and come up with something special. This she inherited from our Mother. Nellie is married to Bill Webb. They have three daughters and one son. Francis, Rhonda, Margaret and Ronald. Margaret is the mother of their only grandchild so far-- Scott Russell.


 My next sister was the spoiled one. Oh, what a temper that one had. Like Mary she had that pretty red hair, only Doris was more golden. After I would shampoo and curl her hair I would have her stand in the sunshine so I could glory in that pot of spun gold. Doris is married to Wayne Lakey. They have two children, Sybil and Steve. Sybil had given them too granchildren Heather and Scott.


I’v saved the “baby” for last, my brother Kenneth. When he was born one of Papa’s friends asked what he named the baby. Papa replied “Quit”. I can just see him in those little short pants and shirt. Always so neat and clean. Guess Mama had more time to devote to him. He and his wife Preyous have two sons Kip and Kelly.


Just wanted to say something about each one while I’v still got time. We are a very close family. We fussed and fought with each other in our growing years, a little, not much. Papa wouldn’t have it. We were an ordinary family, taking each day and what it had to offer, the good times and the bad. I’m sure there were times that were very hard for my parents and grandparents, but we didn’t know about it. I felt loved and wanted. Hope my sisters and brothers share this thought. I’m sure they do. I love each one of them dearly. They have been there helping and giving, each in their own way. Mama and Papa lost two baby girls before they were a year old. They were the second and third child. Their names were Pauline and Mildred.

The Company Store


I can still smell the double lolves of light bread Bambey Bakeries delievered fresh every morning. It was unsliced--had to buy a slice for sandwiches. We had the old pickle barrel near the back door. Peanut butter in a huge container, crackers were bought “loose” too, and oh that candy counter. That nickle in my tight little fish would only go so far, so it took a lot of deep thinking each time you ask for a “penny worth of this one and penny worth of that one.” Mr. Booe would count exactly each piece. Mr. Jarvis and Safely would most always throw in a few extra. Needless to say I always tried to get them to help me. Mr. Everhardt was a clerk also, and very nice and friendly. On the other side was the buttons ---- and things. In back they had the hat section which I visited often, just trying, not having ----if all know something. I don’t know how they put up with me. “Miss” Minne Dooley and “Miss” Gertie Swicegood were the clerks The candy buying time was my own. No hurry, just leisurely enjoying every little tid-bit in that bag. Stopping long enough to pick Mama a bunch of violets. 


The library gave me many happy hours of reading. Guess I real all the Nancy Drew books. There was one book Mama urged me to read. “St Elmo” I think was the title. Great love story but I think at that time Mama enjoyed it more than I. The library was above the company store. There was also a room where the Cooleemee band practiced. You could hear them all over town.


We would have community gatherings on Park Hill. The band played and everyone had a grand time. The P.O.S.of A. was involved lots of times, my dad was a member. I know there were tents, flags and speeches.

Anyway I was too busy walking the monkey ladder to pay much attention to all that grown up stuff.


One time a bunch of us were in the park doing our own things, but my oldest brother Jack just had to try out boxing. Well he got a very bloody nose which scared me half to death. Guess that is why boxing is my least likeable sport to this day. I thought he was gonna die any minute. Oh, we had lots of bloody knees, noses and cut feet from stepping on a broken piece of glass. But, all those things were self indusced not by someone else.


“The Square” is what all the older folks called our little shopping center. Everything was located in this block, barber shop, drug store, doctor’s office, bank and meat market. Since most did not have cars yet all of those business together made it very conveniient for all the community.
