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2007 PRECACE

| had been intending to write my mother’s story for several years when it suddenly became clear
to methat it was now thetimeto do it. Thisversion of her story (which isactualy Chapter 1 of a
three chapter book in my grand scheme) was written hastily in June of 2002 when my mother wasin
anursing home, in declining health. | wanted her to see that something was coming from all of my
interviews of her, and | wanted her to have something to enjoy in the nursing home. | had inter-
viewed her for amonth in 1999, and at considerable length at various times before that. (Inciden-
tally, | encourage you to interview your parents too, as soon as you can. Therewill come aday when
you no longer can.) My mother received Chapters 2 and 3 of her story soon after Chapter 1, but
those chapters were in preliminary form—just pictures with captions. Chapter 2 concerns her life
with Harry Clark, her first husband; and Chapter 3 concerns her life with Ferrin Terrill, her second
husband, my father. My mother enjoyed seeing her story in print. And other people at the nursing
home enjoyed it as well—people who were visiting my mother, and members of the staff as well.
Word had gotten around the nursing home that my mother’s story was good reading!

If I hadn’t written this story in such haste it would have included references and picture credits.
Thefinal version, when | have timeto writeit, will certainly include these. For now, though, | want
to distribute this version to those who might be interested in hearing about the Atkinson family’s life
on Hollins Street, especially since we're planning an Atkinson family reunion some time within the
next year, and since people are currently expressing interest in family stories. To give some credit
where it is due, though, let me for now say simply that what stories here did not come from my
mother generally came from my Aunt Margaret Atkinson Brady. And the pictures came from every-
where. The story told here isin my mother’s own words for the most part, very much as she told it
to me. What | have added to it is some organization.

The story ends abruptly, | admit. There’'s actually alot more material that could go intoit. And,
of course, it should bring us up to the time when Mary meets Harry. But, for now, itiswhat itis.

My mother, Mary Elizabeth Atkinson Clark Terrill, died in October of 2004, in Connecticut, at
age 90.

Conrad Terrill
December 2007



S0ANE PICIURES WHICH DDV T AMAKE THE CRST EDiTiv

May Day, about 1917. Ginny and Margaret in back, and
Joe, Mary and Edward. [Thisis a picture which was
provided to us by Carson Billingsley, a second cousin of
these children.]

. ; N . .- ;
Myrtie Beasley, Frank Shaffrey, Nellie Beasley and Elizabeth
Mathewsin back; Mary, Dad and Ann in front, around 1921 at
either Atlantic City or Bay Shore.
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Not every day was sunny. About 1920.



GROWING UP Ov HOLINVS STREET

HollinsStreet isin Baltimore. That'swherel'm
from. My first memoriesarenot of Hollins Street
though, but of Fulton Avenue. Thesearevague memo-
ries. FultonAvenueiswherewelived until Annwas
born, when | wasfour yearsold. And eventhiswasn't
thefirst housel livedin. Thehousel camehometo
from the hospital wherel wasbornwason Dolphin
Street, and | haveno memoriesof it whatsoever. We
didn'tlivetherelong. On Fulton Avenue | remember
that | had afriend, Elizabeth Rosenda e, who lived
acrossthestreet. | wasn't allowedtovisit her alone, of
course. | visited her when my mother visited her : -
mother. Albert and Annwerebornwhenwelivedon ~ Me(Mary), about 1915 in the backyard on Dolphin St.
Fulton Avenue. Infact, it waswhen my mother wasin
the hospital bearing Ann that Dad and hismother bought the house on Hollins Street. M other had been
telling Dad for sometimethat shewanted to livein ahousethat we owned ourselves. Not only wasthe
house on Fulton Avenuetoo small for our growing family (in addition to Albert and me, and Annwho was
soon to come, therewere Margaret, Virginia, and the twins, Joseph and Edward), but M other wanted to
supplement Dad'sincome by taking in boarders. Dad had mentioned Mother'sideasto hisown mother, and
she persuaded Dad to surprise Mother. Dad and Grandmother Atkinson bought the house on Hollins Street
sight unseen. They bought it becauseit had a sufficient number of rooms. When Dad brokethe newsto
Mother hewashoping shewould be ddlighted, but shewas of courseinfuriated, both with himand with his
mother.

Mother wasof Irish blood, and impossiblefor Dad to handle when he'd got her Irish up. When Mother
finally walked through the house her heart sank. TheMurphys, St. Martin'sfinest, lived inthehouse before
us, and they alwayslooked asthough they'd just stepped out of abandbox, so my sister Margaret says. But
thehousethey lived inwasfilthy. Wefound bedbugsin the bedrooms. Mother suspected they were behind
thewainscoting. Ratsinthe base-
ment ranup thecellar sairsasif
they thought they owned the place.
Mother hired Mr. Koppey, a
bandy-legged bantum, an odd-job
man of the neighborhood, to tear
off thewainscoting. Thesight of the
bugsscurrying for cover was
sickening. Mr. Koppey treated the
stripped wallswith cod oil, and
mother caught and killed therats
and miceherself. For awhile
Mother applied cod oil tothesides
of the bed mattressestoo, and
around the buttonson thetop. For

daysafterwardsthe odor was
Mother and Dad, Margaret Grindell and Conrad Aloysius Atkinson, when  Overpowering, makingit very
they weremarriedin 1904. difficult toget todeep. But Mother



tamed the house, and sheand
Dad stayed there 30 years.

| wasborn full of thedevil.
| learnedthisvery early inmy life.
Mother told me so, well beforel
entered school.

The House of Good Shepherd
filled the block acrossthe street
from our houseonHollins Street.
Itwasaplacewhereorphangirls
and bad girls, sent by the Court,
stayed. Itwasrun by nuns, and it
wasrun somewhat likeaprison.
Fourteen Holy Martyrs, aCatholic church, school and convent, was on the other side of the House of Good
Shepherd. Likedl of my sistersand brothers| went to Fourteen Holy Martyrsfromfirst to eighth grade.
Weweretaught by Notre Dame sisters, who werevery strict. Margaret led theway, and none of therest of
us could come closeto matching her high standard. Wereceived areport card to take home each month,
and each month Father Bede would tell methat my sister Margaret had maintained agenera average of
100%, and he'd ask why | couldn't dothat. Eachmonth | told him | didn't know.

Joe, Virginia (inback), Mary and Edward, about 1916.

My second gradeteacher was Sister Lucien. Shewasadevil. When | learned to write the a phabet and
thenumbers, | drew the characters starting at the opposite end from where everyone el se started, probably
out of sheer orneriness. Thisgave Sister Lucienfits. Often shewould call on oneof usto recitethe alpha-
bet—we never knew who shemight pick. Sheliked to catch one of usunaware, and shewascritical when
that person stumbled halfway through. | decided to practice nightly, not only fromA to Z, but from Z toA
also. Oneday Sister Luciencalled onme:

"Mary! Canyou recitethe a phabet today?'

"Would youlikeit backward or forward?'

"Backward! Likeyou doeverything else!”

| stood up and recited it perfectly, from Z to
A, and sat down, as pleased with myself asSister
Lucienwasannoyed withme.

. { Margaret and Virginia, around 1916.
Joe, Mary and Edward, about 1917.



1916.

Halloween, around 1921. Margaret and
Ginny in back; Joe, Ann, and Bailey
Meuse (afriend) in front; and Mary in the
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Any time Sister Lucien wanted to scare me shewould
say, "I'mgoing to seeyour father!" Onetime Daddy and
I, out for awalk, were passing the convent. | told Daddy
that Sister L ucien had beentelling methat shewouldlike
to seehim. Wewalked up to the door, knocked, and
waited. Someone cameto the door and ushered usto a
bannister wherewewaited for Sister Lucien. When Sister
Luciencamel told her, "You wanted to see my father?
Hereheis" Sister Lucienwasnonplussed, and my father,
suddenly realizing what was happening, was embarrassed.
But Sister Lucien recovered quickly, and led usto aroom
whereshetold my father how unruly | wasin class.

Daddy listened attentively, and when Sister Lucienwas

finished, he promised her that hewould seeto the matter. X
Sister Lucienwasdelightedto hear it. AndDaddywas /2 : ;
happy to get out of there, but hesaid nothingtomeabout ~ Our wholefamily, in 1922, inthe backyard at Hollins
it afterwards. Street. Mother and Dad, Margaret and Virginia, Joe

Daddy was a pussycat and me, and Annaand Albert in front.

Sister L ucien once sent me home from school becausel was
scratching my head so much. She'd inspected my head and told me
totell my mother that | had head lice. Mother couldn't understand
how that could have happened, but she scrubbed my scalp with
something and killed thelice after repeated trestments. Thenshe
sent me back to
school. Soon Sister
Lucien sent meback
homeagainfor the
samereason. The ARy | : i
thirdimethis Another shot, just us kids Margaret

happened my was distracted.
Mother washopping

mad, and she took me back to school herself, and brought
metotheclassroom. It didn't take her longtolocatethe
problem. She pointed at the girl who shared my double-desk
andtold Sister L ucien, "Here'sthe source of the problem!
You should be sending thisgirl hometo her mother! Maryis
not catching liceat home! She'scatching them herel”

Sister Lucienistheonly oneof my teachersat Fourteen
Holy Martyrswhosenamel still remember. Yearsafter |
graduated from Fourteen Holy Martyrs| went back to call
on her, having not seen her for years. But sheremembered
mevery well, and shewasvery gladto seeme. Shetold me
that | wasthe most unforgettable pupil in my class. | was
amazed sheeven remembered me!

Thetwins, and their godparents, 1912.
Left: Joseph, Aunt Annie Mathews and Uncle Joe
Atkinson; right: Edward, Grandmother Atkinson
and UncleEd Grindell.



Edward had abirth defect, aholein hisside, and some of our pictures of
him show him holding hisside. Thedoctor would pour iodinein the holeand
Edward would scream. We have apictureof thetwinsin matching coats, and
ontheday that M other was sewing them, Dad camein bright and cheery with
arosehehad just pickedinthegarden. "Look at it, Dearie, thelast rose of
Summer!" Mother unexpectedly burst into tears. Dad wasdumbfounded. It
wassometime before Mother could explain, wailing, "'I'm making hisshroud!"
Edward died of theflu, inthe 1917 influenzaepidemic. Hewasburied on"flu
hill" inBonnieBrae Cemetery.

Daddy wasthe floor manager for thefourth floor at the Vindex factory, and
his brother Joe wasthe manager of thefactory. Daddy had adesk at oneend
of thefloor, and about 30 or 40 women werelined up at sewing machinesin
rowsdown thefloor. They made union suits(longjohns), formerly buttoned,
andthenwiththeflap. Daddy napped in aleather loungechair near hisdesk,
and hisworkerswould warn him whenever anyonewascoming. Dad was
alwaysvery popular with hisworkers. Mother called them* Dad'sgirls,” and

wouldn’t haveanything to dowiththem. Daddy could
wake up and instantly ook like he hadn’ t been napping.

Joseph and Edward, about 1917.

Out for aride. That's Adelle Trainor (aneighbor), Ann,

and Mother sitting on the running board, and Dad in the
car holding Sparky, our bulldog, about 1926.

) L

Mary, in front, and Ann behind, at Bay Shore, :
about 1926. Out at Carlin'sPark, Mary and Mother, about 1926.



Albert wassick with pneumoniaonce. Hewaslying unconsciousin hisbed.
Thedoctor wasworried, sincethiswasthethird time Albert had comedown
with pneumonia, and hedidn't really believethat Albert wasgoingto pull
through. One night awoman knocked at the door. Mother looked out the
window of her bedroom, where she'd been sewing, andtold Dad, “Allie, it's
oneof your girls. Seewhat shewants.” Dad went to the door and was sur-
prised to find that the woman had abag of onions, and shewasvery concerned
about Albert and wanted to try an old timeremedy on him. Shewantedtofry
theonionsinthekitchen. Dad went back to Mother and told her about this,
and Mother, busy and not really wanting to be bothered with such nonsense,
said, “Let her dowhatever shewants!” Thewoman cooked the onionsand
asked Dad for apair of socks—his, not Albert’s, sincethey had to bebig
enough for the onions—and she put the onionsin the socks. Dad led her to B
Albert’'sroom and they put the sockson Albert’sfeet, and waited. Afteralong *
whileAlbert finaly stirred, and said, “1 ... smell ... onions.” Mother, who, =
now interested, had comeintojointhewatch, snapped, “ And you’ d better Annaand cousin Thelma

thank God you do!” Grindell, Uncle Tom'sdaughter,
in outfits that M other made
aikefor them, about 1922.

Mother, an excellent seamstress, sewed to make extramoney for thefamily.
Shemade custom-made shirtsfor aplacein Baltimore. Margaret, when shewasold enough, took the shirts
to the man and brought homethe new orders. Mother also made clothesfor our family. Dad'sbrother-in-
law, UncleAlbert Mathews made men'ssuits, and with thetag ends|eft over hewould cut out material for
suitsfor my brother Albert, when hewaslittle. He'd givethematerial to Mother, and she'd sew it up. When
Albert wasin second grade, alittlewhile after he had | eft for school wearing one of these suits, Mother
noticed aboy walking back and forth in front of the house. "lsn't that Albert,” she asked afriend there. She
went out and asked Albert why hewaswalking back and forth, and he said, "'l don't want to go to school.”
Albert was embarrassed wearing hisnew suit becauseit wasdifferent fromwhat heordinarily wore. Mother
wasn't mad. Infact shewas
amused. But Albert wassent
to school. And he soon got
over hisembarrassment.

Grandmother Grindell
used to spend thewinterswith
us. Shedeptinmy room.
She'd spend summerswith
her daughter Nanonafarmin
Kilbuck Hollow, Sewickley,
Pennsylvania, near Fittsburgh.
We never knew when Grand-
mother Grindell wascoming
tovigtus. Oneday, whenwe
came homefrom school, wed
see her black satchel by the
door, andwe'd go running
throughthehouse, ydlling,

Grandmother Grindell and Uncle Tom Dad and Aunt Nan Grindell Skiles, "Where's Grandma? thés
Grindell,inthe 1920's. around 1920. Grandma?' Shewouldbein
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Mother'sroom upstairs, tending to her
parrakeet, but M other would never tell us.
Mother would say, "'l don't know. Gofind
her!" | don't know why we never knew
where she'd be—weadwaysfound herinthe
sameplace. Grandmother loved being found.

| loved going to Grandmother Grindell
whenever | got hurt. She'd rub the hurt and
makeit feel better. But onetimel went to her
hurtingand shesaid, "AhMary, Mary. Ever
anassor anelbow aching!" | was crushed.
5 3 ~ Afterthat | stopped going to her withmy
Easter Sunday, about 1915. Uncle Will'sfamily, mainly. Fromthe hurts.
left, Eleanor, Loretta, Mrs. Tooel (hismother-in-law), Marion, Bill,
Grandmother Grindell, our Virginiaand Aunt Annie (Uncle Will's Grandmother Grindell had that bird, which
wife). Son Jack was not yet born. alwaysstayed in Mother'sroom, next to
Grandmother'schair. She'dtak tothebird, and | thought that was nutty. "What'sthe use of talkingtoa
bird?' I'd ask. Grandmother wouldn't reply. Grandmother alwayssat in Mother'sroom, afront room,
during the day, where she could |ook out the window down on the street, and acrossthe street into the yards
of theHouse of Good Shepherd. Shewatched thegirlsintheir uniforms, being paraded out onebuilding
downalongwalk to thethe dining room, and later back. Shealso watched the nunstending their rose
garden, and avegetable garden further away. Thewall around the convent wastopped with broken glass
which played with thelight shiningonit. Theglasswasto kegpthegirlsfrom escaping. Indl thetimewe
wereon Hollins Street only three girlsescaped over that wall.

Grandmother alwaysleft her bird with uswhen shewent back to Pittsburgh. Thebird stayed in Mother's
room, and we had acat, and we weretold to always keep both of Mother'sdoorsclosed. But onetimewe
forgot, and left one open. Thecat got thebird. When
Daddy came home hewasvery upset, and bawled us out,

T L e el Y
Albert, about 1921. Grandmother Grindell and Uncle Joe : i :
Grinddll, intheearly 1930's. UncleAl Grindell and Uncle Ed Grindell, inthe 1920's.
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Dad'syounger brother, UncleBill
Atkinson. HewasinWorld War 1.

telling uswe must be sure never to leave one of thedoorsopen. He
went out and bought Grandmother another bird. When Grandmother
next came back to Baltimore everyonewasvery anxious. Wewere
hoping shewouldn't noticethat it wasn't the samebird. Sheknew
immediately, though. "Thecat got my bird, didn'tit?' Daddy was
very apol ogetic, and told her it would never happen again. Grand-
mother wasvery gracious, and told him he needn't have bought her a
replacement. Thenew bird just wasn't her bird. Shegrew toloveit,
but not asmuch assheloved thefirst bird. Wechildren wereaways
careful after that, and never left adoor open again.

Mother used to send meto Pittsburgh in the summersto stay with
Aunt Nan and Uncle Bob Skilesat their farm. Thefarmwasa
summer placefor Aunt Nan and Uncle Bob—they spent wintersin
their housein Pittsburgh. For many years| wastheonly oneof us
whom Mother sent to thefarm. Sometimes| went with Grandmother
Grindell when shewent back, and sometimeswith UncleEd or Uncle
Joe Grindell, both of whom were Pullman conductors. Mother was
happy to get rid of me becausethe colored kitchen helprefused to
take me over to the park acrossthe street. | would rather not say
what | said and did to offend them. Mother would hear, "I'll takethe

rest of the children over there, Mrs. Atkinson, but | won't takethat Mary."

| loved being onthefarm. Grandmother Grindell usedto heckleme. | wouldtell her to knock it off, or
I'dtake her tothekilling gardens. Shewould quakewith fear, and ask mewhat "thekilling gardens’ were.
I'dtell her that that'swherelittlegirlscan taketheir grandmothers, and get themkilled. Grandmother would
bereal good for awhile. Then Aunt Nanwould start heckling meand I'd tell her to knock it off or I'd take
her to thekilling gardenstoo. Aunt Nan would tremblewith fear and ask Grandmother Grindell to protect
her. | don't know how they put up with me.

UncleWill Grindell, Aunt Nan, and Joe, in 1928.

On Hoallins Street M other rented roomson thethird
floor to boarders. Therewasonebathroom inthehouse
and weknew that it had to befreein themorning for those

Myrtie Beasley, EllaJohnson and Nellie Beasley, inthe
1920's. The Beasleysboarded with us.



who had to gotowork. Therewere Mr. Sneeringer, and Myrtie, Hilda
and NellieBeadey. Mr. Sneeringer'sfamily livedin Cumberland, and he
worked for the B& O Railroad and went homeweekends. Asthe
Beadey girlsmarried and | eft, Mr. Sneeringer asked Mother for the
vacant rooms, and he brought hisdaughters June, then Julie, and then
Josephine, asthey entered high school, so that they could go to school in
Baltimorewherethe schoolswere better thanin Cumberland. There
weretwo tablesin thebig dining room, with eight at thefirst tableand
fiveor six at thesecond. Thefirst wasmainly for the boarders, and Dad,
and perhapsMargaret and Virginia, and the second wasfor thefamily
and Grandmother Grindell.

UncleWill Grindell wasanother boarder. Heleft hisfamily in Pitts-
burgh around 1925, after 23 yearsof marriage. Hismother-in-law, Mrs.
Tood, "ruled theroost” at hishomein Pittsburgh, and Will told of thetime
sheencouraged hischildren to spit on him fromthe upper porch ashe
walked in, coming homefromwork. When hecameto Baltimore he
brought histen-year-old son Jack with him. Arriving at Mother'sdoorhe ==
announced hisintentionto stay. Mother wasincredul ous. 5

“Will! That'sAnn’slittleboy. You had noright to take him!” =0

“Well, I’'mhere! Areyougoingtolet mestay?’ heasked. Ginny with June Sneeringer, at the

bottom, then Margaret, and Julia

UncleWill stayed for eight yearsor so, and he operated aLinotype Sneeringer, and Joe at top.
machinefor the Baltimore Sun during those years, and heworked odd hours, starting work at four or fivein
theafternoon and working til twointhe morning or so. Jack went to school with us, but withinayear Aunt
Annie and her brother Jack cameto Baltimore and snatched Jack on hisway home from school, and took
him back to Pittsburgh. Jack wasfollowing behind meand my girl friends. | wasresponsiblefor him, but |
wasn't redly paying
much attentiontohim. |
noticed thewoman
standing besidethetaxi,
but | didn't know who
shewas. When| got
homeM other asked
where Jack was. | was
surprised hewasn't right
behind me. Mother
went and talked to
peoplewho had seen
what had happened.
Some had said that they
saw amantalkingtothe
boy. Mother called the
police, andfor awhile

.- \ therewasconsderable
’ ¥ commotion. Whenthe
- ,AH.L w i dust settled, and Will
Margaret, around 1925. Ginny, around 1926. learned what had
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actually happened, hewas determined to go to Pittsburgh and
bring Jack back. But Mother told him that Jack waswith his
mother now, and that waswhere hebelonged. UncleWill calmed
down and gaveit up after that.

After work UncleWill wasan usher for the” printers Mass’ at
2:30A.M. Hehadtroublewith the Calvert Hall high school boys,
whowould goto Massafter partying. One night when hegot
homefromwork hefound Margaret and her boyfriend Ellis
Brady, and my cousin Elizabeth (Lizzie) Mathewsand her boy-
friend Nell McGinnintheparlor. Heoffered Margaret'sboyfriend
ataste of some dandelion winethat Mother had made (horrid
stuff), but not Elizabeth'sboyfriend, sncehewasaCalvert Hall
boy. Actualy, Margaret'sboyfriend wasonetoo, but he ne-
glected to mentionit.

Mother made dandelion wineand port, and sheprided herself 1y triend Margaret Webb and I, at Gradua-
ontheclarity of her dandelionwine. Shenever drank any hersalf.  tion fromthe Commercial Classat Fourteen
| don't recall Mother drinking acoholic beveragesmuch—justan  Holy Martyrs, ~1928.
occasional small glassof beer.

Elizabeth Mathews mother, my Aunt Annie, died when Elizabeth was <till young. Shehad tripped over a
step once, and hit her breast on another step, and devel oped cancer. When she died Mother took Elizabeth
for awhile. Grandmother Atkinson soon moved in at Uncle Al Mathewshousethough, and then Elizabeth

went back thereto stay.

..|-r-g|iud.1,‘,.""'

Mother was alwaysbawling meout. Onetime, after shefinished
with mel went down the hall to Margaret and Virginia'sroom, mad as
ahornet, and told Margaret about it, and finished just asM other was
coming by inthehalway, "1 think | belong someplaceelse,” | said. "l
don'tthink | belong here. | don't even think I'm Mother'sdaughter.”
Hearing thisMother came down the three stepsinto the bedroom,
collapsed on the steps, and laughed til thetearsrolled down her face.

"If | had got you from someplace else | would have returned you
longago,” shefindly said.

| was crushed.

Daddy never sassed Mother back when shewasbawling him out.
Infactitwashardtotdl if hewasevenredly listening. Mother bawled
him out onetimeinthekitchen asl wasdrying thedishesshe'd just
washed. Daddy sat at thetable, apparently listening to every word. It
wasan epic tongue-lashing. Shewaslayinghimoutinlavender. When
M other paused amoment to catch her breath, Daddy casually got up
and beganto stroll out. Mother exploded. "Wheredo you think you're

S - & A going? Do you think you canjust get up and walk away whenI'm
Potato chip makers, Joe and Mother, talkingtoyou?' Daddy quickly sat back down. "I'msorry, Dearie. |
about 1923. thought you werefinished." | couldn't help but laugh. Hetook the
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starch out of her.

When Joewas still aboy Mother started a potato chip enterprise, and
Joewas part of it. Mother waslooking for away to earn extracash. She
bought al the paraphernaliashe needed, and sheworked at it during the
day, and Joe hel ped her when he came homefrom school. Daddy wasthe
potato chip salesman. He decided that the best placeto sell themwasin
bars. Sointheevening he'd driveto onebar after another with hiscarload
of potato chips. Whilehewasthereit seemed likethethingto doto havea
smdl beer. When Mother got the profitstherewassignificantly lessthan
sheexpected. Sheknew what the problem was, but Daddy wasasociable
person, and he had hisway of going about being sociable, and he couldn't
changehisway. Thepotato chip enterprisedidn't last very long.

Joe, and later Albert, worked at Kreiss Drug Store, delivering prescrip-
tionsfor Mr. Kreis. They roller-skated all over the neighborhood, deliver-
ing prescriptions. Mr. Kreisand Joewerein the back of the store playing
cardsoneday when acustomer camein. Joe asked, " Shouldn't you go out
and seewhat hewants?' Mr. Kreisanswered, "Let himwait. Let'sfinish
thishand." When they finished thehand Mr. Kreiswent out and served the
e customer, eager to please, acting asif he'd been busy with something
Albert with Jack Grindel!, about |mpprtant intheback of the storeall thetimethe customer had been
1931 waiting.

Joeand | usedtofight. Onetimewewerefighting and he grabbed a

Chwa:don 3
Fider-Ama 3/,

e S oo A e ﬁaf‘rle-”‘?f -
Our cousins, Uncle Tom and Aunt Norma's children: Tom Jr., ' Sl e '
left, Albert and Thelma, and Zep the dog, about 1928. Onthefarmin 1931.
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Aunt Nan, Dad, Ann, Jack, Mary and Mother in Akron, Ohio, to see
the Graf Zeppelin, about 1931.

pair of scissors, and said, "1f you comeany closer I'll stab
you." | kicked at him and stabbed myself inthefoot. This
happened just after Joe got hisdriver'slicense. Hedrove
meto the hospital wherel got stitched and bandaged up,

i ol i & and hepaid for it with hisown money. We decided
Onthefarmin 1931—Jack Grindell ontheleft, Mother togthef not to tell mOthPfr’ sincel didn't come c_)Ut of it

and Joein back, Ann with pitchfork, and Mary infront. |00King any better than him. 1f mother ever noticed the
bandages she didn't ask about them.

Joe had afriend from school who boarded with usfor awhile. Hewas Cuban, and had severa girl-
friends. Awall inhisroomwaslined with their pictures. Onetimehisgirlfriend from Cubasurprised him
withavisit. Shewanted to go up and see hisroom, and hewas clearly swesating.
M other madethem abatch of cookies, and disappeared whilethey ate them.
When she came back she encouraged the boy to take hisgirlfriend upstairs, and
show her hisroom. He couldn't hold her back any longer, and led her upstairs
withdread. To hissurprisethepicturesweregone. When he camedown hetold
Mother, "Madam, you areatrue diplomat!"

When Albert was older he always stopped whatever work he was doing when
theMt. Clare (B& O Railroad yard) whistle blew, at four in the afternoon. Hethen
washed and dressed for the evening. One Saturday, Dad wasgoing to repair the
roof on the porch, tarring theleasksinthetin, and Albert wasgoing to help him.
But first Dad wanted to take ashort nap. Every onceinawhile Albert would
prod him and ask if hewasready, and Dad would respond, “ Just givemeafew
minutesmore, Albert.” Finally Dad awoke, and heand Albert set out to dothe
roof. But very shortly the Mt. Clarewhistleblew, and Albert put hisbrushinajar
of turpentine and announced that hewas quitting for theday. Dad wasamazed,
and went to Mother. “Dearie, do you know what that boy’sdone?’ Mother
replied, “Well, you know, Allie, that Albert hasbeen ready to help you all after-
noon. When that Mt. Clarewhistleblows, that’swhen he startshisevening.”

Elizabeth Mathews, my
cousin, around 1925.
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Joe, Mary, Uncle Will, Aunt Nan, Ann, Bill, Albert and Mother, out
onan excursion, around 1927.
N i, Pty ol it Wewerethe only house on Hollins Street with abench onthe
Alice Dosh (top) and me, sidewalk. Everyoneelse sat ontheir front steps, but Mother hated
at Western High, ~1930. sitting on the steps. We had the bench against thefront of the house,
underneath one of theliving room windows, near the steps. | hated
sitting on the side away from the steps because of the spider webs.

Henry L. Mencken wasafamousjournalist for the Baltimore Sun who lived on the next block downthe
street from uson Hallins, acrossfrom Union Square. Hewrote many booksand wasreknown for hisfine
useof language. Margaret Webb, my best friend at Fourteen Holy Martyrs, lived on Stricker Street onthe
other sideof Union Square. 1'dwalk down, pick her up, and we'd walk back up Hollins Street singing at the
top of our lungs. When wewalked past Henry L. Mencken'shouse, hisbrother, August Mencken, would
sometimes come out and ask usnot to sing so loudly, because his brother wastrying to work—and sowe
would comply. August wasnice, and very polite, but Henry L. wasnot politeat all. When Henry L. would
demand that we quiet down we'd show him that weweren't really singing asloud aswe could. We could
singlouder yet!

WhenVirginiawaslittle, sheand her friendswere singing on our front step onetime. Mrs. Mall, a
nei ghbor, complained about the noiseand told them to quiet down. When Virginiatold Mother, Mother
hotfooted it over thereand told Mrs. Mdll, "When thegirlsaresitting on your step and singing, you cantell
them to stop and get off. But they have every right to sing on my step, and you havenoright totell themto
sop!”

Mrs. Mall's nephew once cameto stay with her, and hetook June Sneeringer out. He drove her out to
the country, and when she rej ected hisamorous advances hetold her to get out, and heleft her there. An
elderly couple saw her crying by the side of theroad, and picked her up and brought her home. Mother
went over to Mrs. Mall and told her what had happened, calling her nephew a"dirty pup"—nher stongest
denunciation. Shealso called where heworked, and told them what had happened, and got himfired. The
nephew left, and Mrs. Mall blamed M other, and wouldn't speak to her for awhile.

Later Mother made up to Mrs. Mall, and told her that if ever she needed our help she could knock on
thewal | between our rowhouses and wewould come. Very late onenight Mrs. Mall knocked onthewall.
She had eaten abanana before going to bed, and now had acuteindigestion. Mother went over to carefor
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her, but shedied during thenight.

Margaret Webb and | were sitting on thefront stepsat Hollins Street one day, soon after Joegot his
driver'slicense, and Joe drove up with hisfriend Paul Kraft. Joeasked if we'dliketo gofor aride, and we
werethrilled. Hedroveusup onealley and down the next, hitting all thealleystherewere. | asked, "Joe,
how comewe'redriving inthealleysand not onthe streets?' Joe said, "You don't think wewant to be seen
withyou, doyou?' Needlessto say, | asked himto stop and let usout. We'd had enough.

|

Margaret, about 1926.

Joe (right) and hisfriend Frank, when they both went to
Mount St. Joseph's College, about 1931.

Mother, about 1926.
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T0 BE (ONTINVED ...

With Betty, 1934.
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