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I wish to dedicate this book to my younger sister, Elaine 
Merrill. Many times she asked me to continue writing but I 
truly thought there wasn't anything more to put down onto 
paper after publishing "Tibbetts Talk." However, after giving 
it more thought, I realized there were a few stories about 
"growing up" in our huge family to be written and a few about 
my life after marriage. 

So, Little Sis, thank you for not giving up on your request and 
thank you for believing in me. /love you. 
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PREFACE 

This collection of memories are true stories that I have put together 
for my family. I had a wonde1jul time growing up in our Tibbett's 
home with so many brothers and sisters. Then, after marriage, 
spending many wondelful years raising our children in our home in 
California. 

I was number 4 in a family of 10 children and sadly my brothers, who 
were all younger than /, have died. Our once big Tibbett's family is 
shrinking leaving only three sisters to make up the group and to 
commiserate on those who have passed before us. 

Time has been heavily punctuated with lots of fun and more than a 
few tears but 1 would not trade the experiences in my life for anything. 

I hope you enjoy reading these stories as much as 1 enjoyed 
remembering them. 



To my daughter janet Carter Dawson. 

Many thanks for all you have done to help get this book over 
the finish line. It has been a challenge with me on the West 
Coast and you in the East. But never underestimate the power 
of a woman. You are awesome and I can never thankyou 
enough. Thank You from the bottom of my 90 year old heart. 

Your loving mother aka Mom. 
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GROWING UP IN THE DEPRESSION 

We were a package .... all ten of us packed 
into a tight crate. When we emerged. as 
grown up young adults. we were as 
damaged goods. None of us realized this of 
course. Most of us have spent a lifetime 
trying to figure out the puzzle which has 
been a painful experience with each of us 
taking turns at being first angry. then 
sorrowful and then guilty. Guilty because 
we had bad thoughts about our parents. or 
the things that happened to us in the rearing 

MU<m ~~<••"""· Me. Poorr . • ltnrj<TI< 5 o,rr. process. The expression "very carefully 
taught" rings in my ears but. after all is said 

and done. I am very pleased with the way I 
was raised for I was loved unconditionally. 

All my life I deeply loved my parents and as a 
child they were the only refuge that I knew. 
We lived very remotely from other families 
and our childhood fun and games were 
always with each other. There were so many 
of us that it was not difficult to have a 
playmate on hand when needed. 

Our lives were filled with the usual degree of 
childhood accidents such as nails through 
feet, scrapes. cuts G bruises (I don't 
remember anything worse) that keep parents 
busy. Getting lots of practice. Marna became 
a good nurse using bandages and tincture of 
iodine. 

Ttoo camp neighbors. 
Richard. Glemr S· Elaine 



Most of us were submissive and did pretty much as we were told. We v.oere always 
afraid of our Dad's temper, and as small children. we were held in check for fear of 
what might happen to us if we disobeyed. Usually it was possible to hear the 
family automobile as it approached the house and I recall many times v.oe kids 
saying "I won't tell Daddy if you don't". We were in great fear of his wrath and we 
knew how fast he could strip his belt off and none of us were anxious to feel its 
sting. 

191 6 ... Alonzo ll Gladys Tibbetts 
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Daddy had a very 
tender side. often 
rocking and singing to 
whoever was the baby 
at the time: cuddling 
his babies often. 

I don't remember my 
overworked mother 
ever rocking me or 
spending anytime with 
me that would be 
special. But, I recall it 
happening often with 
my dad. I loved him 
so much that when he 
died unexpectedly. it 
was a shock that I was 
years overcoming. 



Glad!Js. a rotuing legeJ!d S just a litt le afraid of IIJC water 
with lx1sband. AloiJZo 'lonnie' TibLJCIIs. StmmJCr of 19 3 8 

I recall a time as a little girl that I 
asked "if I could please have some 
Puddin" (I must have been around 
three or four years of age). 
Daddy made me keep asking over 
and over again for my dessert. 
never giving it to me. As a child 
that young I had not learned that 
the word was 'pudding' rather 
than 'puddin'. Many minutes 
passed before he told me the 
correct 
word. 
nature, 

way to pronounce the 
and being pretty shy by 
I was very embarrassed. 

You have all heard it 
before ............ "children 

should be seen and not 
heard". That is pretty 
much the way we were 
raised . We could not 
talk at the table unless 
we were spoken to 
first. "Please may I" 

had to come before 
any request either at 
the table or elsewhere. 

The incident only served to make 
1926 ... Dort~. Marjorie. Pearl. Me & Kenneth 

my shyness worse .... afraid to speak up or voice oprmons; a person 
courage. ll1is. I am proud to say. changed when I joined the workforce. 

of little 
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There is only one incident in my memory of Daddy being unkind to me. It was 
when my brother Richard was born. Mother was in the hospital and the family 
was managing without her being in the home. It was suppertime and we were all 
at the dinner table. I asked for something and he reached across the table and 
slapped my face. I remember feeling the shock and surprise at this unexpected act. 
I put my hand on my cheek and I wanted to cry but was afraid. He never raised a 
hand towards me. before or after that one time. I can only assume that he was 
over-whelmed by the thought of Marna being in the hospital having yet another 
child .... .. . Gracious! I ! ! ! (his favorite swear word) 

When Pearl read the letter to Gramma Alexander that Mama had another baby. 
she wondered what they would name it.. .... Grammie said 'They better name it 
QUITS'. (A true story if ever there was one) 

4 



I can honestly say in regard to most of my childhood I was not spanked. It was 
always the fear that kept me in line. Mother knew how to keep us all in line. I 
can't recall her spanking me but we all knew when she meant business and we had 
better do as we were told. She had a way of looking at us and making her eyes 
very narrow. Over the years we learned to call it 'wincing' her eyes. Whatever it 
was. it worked better than anyone could imagine. 

My parents fought a lot and it used to be a frig htening experience to lay in bed at 
night and hear the arguments. Daddy was a jealous man and one who sulked and 
pouted until he finally got over his anger. On more than one occasion he would 
threaten to go down to the brook in the back of the house and drown himself. 
Then he would leave the house and go in the woods and stark terror would come 
over me for fear that he would not come back. 

Daddy. Alonzo Mayberry Tibbetts 
about 1938 
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Daddy had a very tender side and we saw evidence of it as we grew older. We 
girls had to all leave home to get our high school education. Knowing that we 
would not be back for some time. my dad used to get tears in his eyes; it seemed 
to grieve him that we would be away 
from home. This happened often during 
our high school years. However, he 
was an educated man and wanted his 
children to be also. even if it meant 
several years of separation. It was 
important to him that we have the kind 
of life that was afforded only by a good 
education. 

When my sister Dottie was married and 
WWII was nearing I recall. like many 
other families, Daddy spending many 
hours listening to the news on the radio 
and being very consumed with worry. 
Think of it. he actually drove his first 

l . ... 

1 7 !JOOI' old Seaman. Kemrelh M Til.>bel ls 
al Sul.>mari1re Sd1oo! in 

Ne1o london. Comrecticut 

born son to the U S Navy Recruiting office to 
enlist so he would not be drafted into the 
army. 

Gramma Alexander & Kenneth 
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I was a junior in high school. when over the 
intercom came the voice of President 
Roosevelt declaring war on Japan. The next 
day all the boys, that were of age. were gone 
having enlisted in the military service of our 

country. 



My mother was a great worrier. 
She probably caused herself 
more medical problems because 
she had to worry about 
everything. even things that 
had not come about yet. 
Unlike our dad she was very 
strong and had complete 
control of herself at all times. I 
can honestly swear that I never 
saw her shed a tear until she 
was about 85 years of age 
when I found her crying in the 
pantry. When asked why. she 
told me she thought her 

Me. Mom. leah Rae Halligau & 
Pearl Tibbetts 

=-:::~~m~e~rnory was slipping (not an 

accurate statement by any stretch of 
the imagination). She hadn't taken 
into account all that li fe had thrown 
at her. The loss of another husband. 
several children. and the diagnosis and 
treatment for breast cancer. She 
buried all her feelings of sadness and 
for a moment. she allowed herself to 
show the pain she had been keeping 
inside. 

Outwardly. she was happy and loved 
a 'good time' and was generally fun to 
be with. It is the opinion of some of 
us in the family that if Morn could 
have allowed herself to be open and 
discuss her feelings she would have My Suuflower is Bigger lhau !JOHrs .... 

T akc II rat Kausas 
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been much different those last ten years of her life. But. she would not. She lost 
her husband then her oldest son and her youngest son by 1982. Her feelings of 
anger and sadness were just penned up inside of her ... She never let them out, 
much to our great sorrow. 

I know that the way we are raised determines who we are in later life. I cannot 

blame my parents for the mistakes they may have made in raising such a huge 

family. They were the products of the way their parents raised them. 

My dad grew up without his mother and was subjected to a step·mother who 
pushed him out of the family structure. Evidently his father was a weak person 
who allowed his three boys to be treated in this manner until he lost them forever. 

1916 Alonzo holding Glad!J; Marjorie. Aunl Mabel. 
Grandpa Aloiu IJOiding Dottie & Slalva Tibbdls 
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c. I 895-56 Grampa William, Guy & Grammie. Carrie Alexander 
c. I 93 7 in Farmington 

Mama had a much different rearing as her mother was very old fashion minded. 
speak from experience because not only did I spend many a summer with her. but I 
lived with her while attending High School. As an example I had to wear the same 
style of gym clothes that my mother wore in 1916 (bloomers). Turned up cuffs on 

Mom. Glad!J$ Alexander Tibbetls .. .. 
Far left in middle roto 

slacks. although in style. that 
was not acceptable for 
Grammie. It was indecent. On 
the other hand. she was very 
generous and shared everything. 
If it was food, it didn't matter 
the amount. Everyone got a 
taste. 

Without going into great detail, 
it was a challenge to be a 
teenager in her home but she 
taught us well. She often would 
say to me. "if you act as good 
as you look you will be all 
right" ..... words to live by. 

9 



Little Almrie "Mae" 

My mother's younger sister, Mabel, was frail and her 
parents thought (because of her health) too weak to do 
normal chores. Because of this mindset she never 
learned to do menial chores, always finding an excuse to 
need help. My mom. being quite healthy and strong. 
always had to pick up the slack for her sister. TI1is was a 
trait that lasted her entire life. 

In retrospect. Grammie Alexander showed favoritism 
towards her oldest and youngest children and rny belief 
is that Marna raised her children the way she had been 
taught. 

TibbeUs Famii!J about 1935 
'lonnie' Tibbcns, Frank Barrfcu, Glad9s Tibl>:Us. Inez Barrlcn. Marjorie Tibl>:Us S Charles Chapmm1 

0Jfldrcn; Rici1ard. Baine. Kcnnclh. Lorraine. Gknn S Mfllor1 Tfbbclls 
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liTTlE BOY BlUING 

My. short but cute. story is slightly different than the story of our fairy tale 
days. It took place many years ago when I was a little girl and has been a 
special story to relate to family and friends through-out the years. 

Mother had the wash tubs set up to clean clothes in the barn. The main reason 
was because it was nearest to the water supply. She kept all the necessary 
cleaning supplies very handy. One of those 
items was bluing which was used to make 
the laundry brighter and cleaner. 

It was a very hot. sultry summer evening and 
the house was holding onto the heat making 
it difficult to stay inside. The oppressive 
heat was hard to bear. 

Because of the heat. our entire family was in 
the yard trying to enjoy the coolness of the 
evening when, without any fanfare, my 
brother Kenneth carne out of the barn. Blue 
from head to toe. He had dumped mothers 
jar of bluing on his head. (to this day no one 
was sure if it was an accident or not) His 
hair was white, as most toe-heads are, and 
it rapidly soaked up the bluing. He was 
quite the sight to behold and the family 
enjoyed a huge laugh at poor little Ken's 
expense. 

II 
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In the eori!J to mid I 900s bluing could be found in 
uirtunii!J euenJ home lmmdnJ across the ccxmtnJ. Mrs. 
Stetoart's Bluing began as o home
mixed fomHtlo in d~e late I 8 70s m!d 
continues to this dn!J to make 
!Jellotoed m!d gm!Jed fabrics 
sparkling tohite again using just o 
feto drops per uK!sl~er lood. 

Unlil.:e chloritJe blench. this bluing is 
nontoxic, biodegmdable m!d 11011· 

hazardous. IIKiking it gentle on clothing m!d the 
enuironment. It con also be used to whiten ding!J pet hair. reduce algae grototh 
in bird baths or fountains. ease tl1e pain of m1 ont bite or bee sting. groto o 
Magic Salt Cr~1stal Garden m!d much more. (from tl.cir toeb5ite) 

I 
I 

~ 
~ . 
' 

Blanche aka 'Tick!f. Elaine. Dickie. Millon. Glenn. Ketlllel h S Margie Tibbetts 
around f 9 3 7 



HANGING MAY BASKETS 

As a youngster I learned about May Baskets. When a boy had a 
crush on a certain girl or vice·versa. they would have a May 
Basket filled with candy. place it on the doorstep of the desired 
person. knock on the door then run and hide in a position where 
they could see the door open. Then. the chosen boy or girl. would 
then hunt and find the person who hung the basket at the door. 

The baskets were made by girls and were as beautiful as the 
creator could imagine. All colors of papers. often with long 
streamers and inside. delicious candy. some of which was 
homemade fudge. 

One month in May we hung a basket for our teacher. Mr. 
Nelke. We had a plan of hiding 
and not going back to the 
afternoon session of school. We 
kids went to higher ground so we 
had a better view of the school. 
When our teacher came outside 
to ring the bell. calling us back to 
class, not one kid moved. As we 
giggled and watched, a car drove 
into the school yard .. .lt was the 
principle of the school. paying his 
monthly visit! TI1e giggling 
stopped and quickly turned to 
fear. Seeing the Principals car 
scared us badly and we all 

wondered what dreadful thing 
would happen to us .... especially if 
our dads learned of the prank. 

Our Sd11X-i Heme fn 5<.'\lrJIUI('Sf &net 
DurJnm, Maine 

We made it through with no problems. Thank goodness. Daddy didn't find out 
and, needless to say. we never ever did it again. 

13 
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FIRE TRAINING 

Mr Gofrs house in Durham. Mai1e 011 Route 136 

Our neighbor. Mr Earl Goff. was trying to teach my young brothers, Glenn and 
Dick. the dangers of fire and playing with matches. He showed them how to put 
out a fire when one has started. 

Dick wanted to see if Mr. Goff was right so he started a little fire outside and 
near the corner of the barn. It was a very windy March day and needless to say. 
once the fire was lit it could not be stopped and subsequently the barn, house 
and the neighboring church all burned to the ground. 

TI1is was a devastating event for the family: losing all memorabilia and family 
photos. Nothing was left to salvage. I remember our father crying ... heartbroken 
for the loss. Mr. Goff felt so responsible that he generously let our family move 
into his house. His exact words were "you need this house worse than I do" and 
with that he moved in with his sister. Jennie and brother. Everett. 

15 
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ICE SKATING 

Growing up in Durham. Maine we experienced winters that were long and cold 
but we didn't seem to care because there was always fun to be had. We loved 
playing in the snow with our sleds that were called Puddle Jumpers. They 
were controlled with our body weight and we flew at great speeds down many 
a hill. 

The single most fun for me was ice skating, how I loved it. One oi my earliest 
memories was of living close to a lake. In that 1926·27 time period the skates 
were clamped onto the shoe and tightened with a key. I can't tell you where, 
but I recall vividly my dad putting on his skates and remember following him 
on to the ice and being terrified at the creaking sounds it made. 

Winter in South West Bend. Durham. Maine 

As a young girl I wanted a pair of figure skates in the worst way. I was 
obsessed with wanting to skate. The famous Olympic star. Sonjia Henie. was 
popular and I suppose every young girl such as myself wanted to be able to 

17 
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skate as beautifu lly. I think that perhaps I must have been in the fifth grade at 
least. I wanted skates very badly but my mother did not want me to have 
them. She argued that my ankles were weak and that skating would not be 
good for me. I had always been a bit frail and. I suppose. that she thought I 
would not be strong enough for such an active sport. But. God bless my 
daddy. he bought the skates that I wanted so badly giving them to me on 
Christmas day. I was out of my mind with happiness. I skated many a mile 
and long after I grew up and left home. my younger sister used those same 
skates. So, Dad, it was money well spent. 

In Durham. at South West Bend, skating season usually started around 
Thanksgiving. We skated day and night. If there happened to be a storm we 
had to shovel the snow to clear the ice 
to skate. TI1e millpond was down the 
hill behind the schoolhouse. so we could 
skate during recess and lunch. I 
remember a day that I kept my skates 
on all during school hours so that I 
could get on the ice quicker. At night 
we hurried with the supper dishes in tent 
on leaving the kitchen spic and span. so 
that we would be granted permission to 
skate. I do not recall my parents ever 
denying us the privilege. 

Once on the ice, there was always 
someone who would make a bonfire. 
We bumed old tires and whatever else 
we could salvage. Our fires would be an 
environmentalists nightmare today. At 
below zero temperatures that fire felt 
pretty good. 

Gett&19 read!J to ;kate in the tointer o( 
1939 

We skated like the wind. The speed gave me a sense of exhilaration that is 
hard to describe. Depending on how many skaters there were we usually 
played 'Crack the Whip'. Holding hands we would skate in a long line with the 
strongest boys on the front end. Moving down the ice we gained speed, the 
boys would stop suddenly causing the other end of the line to snap. The end 



skaters often lost their hand grip and would go ilying. No one was ever hurt 
and it was great fun. 

I had my own hockey stick and 
played the game with my brothers 
and other kids from our school. I 
was. after all. a real tom boy. I 
loved skating then and I love it now. 
If I could go skating right this 
minute, I would. 

As a student in high school we 
skated on an outdoor rink that was 
kept in good condition every day. 
Flooding it with water and letting it 
freeze. The cost was a dime to gain 
entrance to the rink and believe me. I 
wanted to ska te. I had no money of 
my own and in those days whoever 

little brother, Richard & me 
p/a~i119 a game 

heard of an allowance? My Auntie May and Uncle Carl lyons lived across the 
street from my grandparents. in a large old New England farmhouse. My 
Auntie May hated to do housework, especially dishes so uncle Carl bought her 
all sorts of dishes at auctions and she never ran out. but neither did she ever 
clean any. When I wanted to skate I would go to her house and wash the 
weeks accumulation of dishes and for this she would give me one dime. I 
hated the hard work but it was my only ticket onto the skating rink and it was 
a job my Grammie insisted I do, skating or not. 

It was on the Farmington Outdoor Rink that I first felt the wonders of skating 
to the rhythm of music. I recall the excitement I felt the day that a young 
man. who was a beautiful and graceful skater. asked me to be his partner. I 
was scared to death that I would make a fool of myself but he led me so easily 
through the dance that I felt wonderful lifting my ego considerably. I have 
long ago forgotten the name of that individual but I will never forget the 
happiness I felt that day. 

19 
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Recently I was talking on the telephone with Mary, a high school girlfriend 
about the young man. She reminisced about seeing him skating with a girl and 
how beautiful they looked dancing together. not realizing it was me with 
whom he was skating until we were deep into our conversation. She was 
surprised but not as much as I. The event has always been a fond memory for 
me but what a shock that someone watching would remember it, too. 

Anyone who has lived in the East knows about ice storms. One year we had 
ice storms all winter and we kids were able to skate to school right over the 
blacktop. It would be impossible in this day and age of sand. salt and 
cars .. .. but back in that year it 
was great to have such an 
easily acquired ice rink. 

When I married and moved 
out West to Southern 
California I had to learn to 
skate on an indoor rink. At 
first I found it very confining 
but I soon got used to it. 
since there are not too many 
outdoor frozen rinks in 
California. In later years after 
I became a grandmother I took 
my grandchildren. Shannon and 

M!J FHS Hoc:kc!J T oom 
rm second pla!J<!r from left in front row 

Skeeter. to the rink to teach them how to skate. It was fun time for me and I 
hope that it will be in their book of good memories. 

It gets very cold in the winter here on the desert where I live. and when the 
moon is full. I remember those crisp icy nights as a youth on the mill pond. 
During the very coldest weather we often viewed the aurora borealis as it 
played its beautiful choreographic patterns over the Northeast. I shall never 
forget the exquisite beauty of those freezing cold nights, with a moon full and 
those wonderful Northern Lights. 



BREAKING GLASS 

We were an active bunch of kids and found mischief in many places. Our 
parents both worked in the Sawyer Shoe Shop in Freeport. Maine. Daddy in 
the office as a bookkeeper and Mother as a 'fancy stitcher' in the factory. 
They would go to work at six O'clock in the morning and come back home at 
six O'clock in the evening which left us kids on our own all day. We knew that 
if we were naughty there would be hell to pay when Daddy arrived home that 
night. I don't remember any mischief' that was so bad that needed his 
attention. 

One story has stayed with me that does bare repeating. I was the oldest and 
Kenneth was the fastest. One day, after school let out. we began chasing 
each other. I was hot on his tail when all of a sudden he ran into the house 
and (not to give up) I followed after him. He got to the hall and started up 
the stairs, two steps at a time. I knew he was out of my reach and that I 
would never catch him. So. I did the only thing left for me to do. I took off 
my shoe and hurled it at him. He dodged the flying shoe and as it went 
passed him it flew straight towards the window at the top of the stairs. The 
shoe hit the window and glass went flying and we got very scared as we were 
not allowed to run through the house. 

As I heard the glass breaking, I could hear mother's voice ... "I told you not to 
play in the house". Then I heard my voice echoing in my head "you are not 
supposed to play in the house and just wait till Mother and Daddy get home." 
What will our parents do to us when they find the window broken? Was a 
spanking in our future or just a scolding? 

We had to repair the damaged window before Mom and Dad arrived home 
from work. We needed some good luck and as we searched the shed and bam 
we found it. There. in the barn, we found a whole 

stack of window panes the exact size that we so desperately needed. We also 
found window putty near the stack. We hurried back to the 'scene of the 
crime'. cleaned up the broken glass and quickly replaced the shattered pieces 
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with our discovery. We used so much putty that I am willing to bet the glass 
is still in place. 

Years later I told Mother about the incident. All she commented was that she 
always had wondered why there was so much putty in that one window. 

I 962 Kennell! & I aloue aud in I 963 tuirh our be!!er l!alue; , Art & Noelle 



LEARNING TO DANCE 

My folks belonged to the Grange and when there was a meeting my brother 
Ken and I would often attend. We mostly just waited for the meeting to end 
because that is when the music and dancing started. It was mostly square 
dancing with a waltz. or two. included. I only remember my brother and I with 
our parents at those dances. Kenneth and I had lots of fun and I suppose we 
believed that v.<e were dancing really well for beginners. 

When I was several years older I learned to waltz. Having no radio Mother 
provided the music. She would sing or hum while Pearl and I danced. All the 
while counting one, two. three, one, two. three to the tune of "let Me Call 
You Sweetheart". We. no doubt, looked very much like stick dolls moving to 
the music; hov.<ever. we did learn rhythm and when the Jitterbug became 
popular. didn't miss a beat. 

I recall dancing at the Old 
Orchard Pier once when a 
real Jitterbugging pro asked 
me to dance. When he 
started to do the crazy stuff I 
decided to sit the dance out. 
I had no desire to be tossed 
over his head. It was the Big 
Band Era and each of those 
bands came to lewiston. Maine. 

It was a great time and a lot of fun. The 
girls and boys did not go as couples. The 
girls sat on the sides of the hall and the boys ---..::::::~__:!~~ 
formed a stag line in back of the hall. We 
danced with whoever asked us. TI1ose were great days. I think I 
lived and breathed dancing when I was a teen. Now that I have grown up and 
am ninety, I talk to several old high school friends. Recently my friend Harland 
Bryant told me that I was the best dancer in our class. That is a matter of 
opinion but I might as well enjoy the fame while I can. 
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HIGH SCHOOL PROM DRESS 

At Farmington High School every senior class had a prom just prior to 
graduation. That was a big night and if you were an undergraduate. who got 
an invitation. that was a plus . All four years I was lucky enough to get invited 
to the Senior Prom. 

In my junior year Mom made my dress. While sewing the dress. Mother 
needed to fit it to me as she sewed. Well. I lived some fifty miles away with 
my Grandparents so this could not happen. TI1e person most closely to my 
size was my brother. Kenneth. He was a great kid and graciously let Mother 
use him as a model: wearing the dress as she hummed. pinned and sewed. 

I did not pick it out , or see it until she brought it to me the weekend prior to 
the dance. When I put it on for the first time it fit perfectly save for the 
length needing to be shortened. 

I loved that dress and the way it made me feel. .. pretty. I don't recall any other 
prom dresses now and am thinking that this is the only one that counts. 

M!J toonderful brother. Kenneth S me. in 'the dress' .... .. 
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FIRST JOB 

I was graduating from High School in Farmington. Maine in the summer of 
June 194'2 . One of my teachers was going to Kennebunkport to work at one 
of the hotels on the beach and enlisted me, and three other girls. to go with 
her. We would be waitresses and live in a dormitory all summer. 

We were assigned one family each, tending to them morning to night. Back in 
those days families would stay the entire season whi le the husbands worked in 
New York. TI1e husband of the family I 
was assigned would join his wife and 
children on the weekends. I served that 
family all summer until the hotel closed 
on labor Day. 

The lady was very demanding . One 
Example. every morning at Sam she 
wanted a cup of hot tea. Whatever 
they wanted. or needed. I was there. 
Serving every meal to them every day. 
There was little time for any of us Hnnd Sewing in Homemaking Class 
workers to enjoy the summer. We 
received no pay until the season was 
over. Of my group, I was the only one that lasted. My teacher and the other 
girls disappeared after the 4th of July. 

As time closed in on the end of August the cook became very hard to work 
with. eventually quitting with no one to replace him. We were facing the labor 
Day weekend with a full hotel and no cook. Trying to help, I baked and made 
huge cakes while the owner did the cooking of all the meals. 

On the last day my patrons husband put some folded money in my hand. Put 
his arms around my shoulders and told me how wonderful I had been to take 
care of them for the entire summer. My heart was beating so hard. Finally I 
would be rewarded for all of my hard work. 
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With great excitement I ran to the kitchen and dared to open my clinched fist 
to reveal the gift of his appreciation. Imagine my absolute dismay when my 
hand was fully opened and the TIP, when exposed, was only two dollars. My 
hotel pay check was only $40 for the entire season and now, a two dollar tip! 
TI1ere is no way to describe how I felt. The moral of the story. at least for me. 
was never to be a waitress again. 

FHS Class photo .. . .I'm firs I on le(l a1 front ro<o 

Fannington High School 



THE LITTLE RED TRUCK 

When I l•vas about 16 or 17 our dad bought a little red Ford truck from the 
local Texaco gas station. It was very beat up and had lots of body damage. It 
was obvious that this 
truck had used up 
eight of its nine lives. 
The important part 
of this story is to 
know tha t the truck 
engine was still in 
running condition. 

Pearl and I. being 
teenagers. had a 
considerable amount 

of pride. It didn't Uncle Siii!J'S GarageS 'The' Texaoo Station 
help that the truck had no 
handles leaving the doors to 
be held closed with the help of bailing wire. 

On the weekends we wanted to go to Lewiston to shop. We would dress up in 
our finest 'Sunday go-to-meeting' clothes. get in that old truck and head 
towards town. Reaching New Auburn. we would look for a convenient place to 
park. Once parked we would begin the long walk into the big city of Lewiston 
located on the other side of the Androscoggin River. We did not want anyone 
that we knew to see us driving that sad looking red truck so this seemed the 
only solution. 

As I look back. I now realize just what our father did for his girls. There were 
few kids that had their own vehicle to drive. Our pride got in the way of us 
seeing the selfless gift from our father. 
Little did we know that WWII was nearing and no new automobiles were going 
to be made until after the war ended. At that time we grew up very fast. TI1e 
war seemed to take over quickly and no longer did the appearance of the 'little 
red truck' seem important. 
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