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1. MY EARLIEST MEMORIES ’

I was born in 1894 on a small farm in northern
Missouri.® My father was half Indian;? my mother was a
white woman. We were very poor, but I didn’t know
about that — I was too young then. ‘

There was no big town near by and all the world
seemed to be just like my home. There were the beautiful
sunny days which I spent playing under a big tree, with
my. father working in the fields, and my mother walking
do;wn the path, barefoot, to our small log home.® This
hme ‘had. only two rooms. In one stood two beds. The
other. was the kitchen, dining room and work room all in
one, .

* My mother had gone to the sixth grade in school,
and my father to the third. A man didn’t need more, he
said. Education was only for women and men who were
rich. .

But my father was not happy on the land.¢ He want-
ed to be somewhere else. He said he wanted to make
money, a lot of money. He wanted to break away from
the farm with its endless toil. He didn’t want to follow
the plow over the poor, stony soil.? He believed he could
make a lot of money if he went elsewhere.

1. Missoari [mi'zuoril: (EER)&%E M, 2. half Indian ['indjon}: #—
Lpgz Ak, 3. log home: K B(-FIEMEN). 4. nothappy onthe
land: FEMKE, 5. to follow the plow [plau] over the poor, stony
soil: RMBWRF, SHMHLH, : :
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My mother didn’t think that way. She was happy to
work on the land and save a few penniéé a year. She
said if she could carry two pails of water from a well a
mile away in her bare fect,! he should have nothing to
complain of.

. One day my father and mother quarreled. He threat-
ened to leave her and never come back. And he would
take me and my younger brother with him. “Come here,
' Marie!? Come here, George!” he shouted. -

'My mother sank® into a kitchen chair and began to
weep. My father ordered me to go up to him again. But
there was something about my mother that told me not
to obey my father that night. I ran to my mother and
laid my hand on her knee and her tears fell on it.

' My father did not go away, and I thought it was
because I would not go with him. But he won at last, for
we all went away. And from that moment our roots were
torn from the soil and we began a life of wandering,
searchihg for success and happiness and riches that always
lay just beyond — where we were not.4 Only later did 1
hear the old saying: “Where I am not, there is happiness.”

We went by wagon® for a long distance, fraveling for
days. In the wagon were two beds and a cooking stove,
together with boxes of food and clothing. At night one
bed was removed from on top of the other and put under
the wagon. There my father and mother slept. We children
slept in the wagon. We reached a forest and stopped. A

1. in her bare feet: e E i, 2. Marie ['ma;ri]: BFE, 3. sank: i
E#h% T, 4 that always lay just beyond ... BRERIINIE, TEM
WRpRINE Y. 5. wagon ['wegon]: L MHMBKE, ‘ -
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tent was pitched;! beds and a table were made from white
pine. My father began to cut trees for a man who lived
in a white house on the hill.

The forest smelled of a thousand sweet things.? We

,bmlt fires at night from its pine branches. All day long I

played where it was deeply silent and dark. At times® I
sﬁood at a crossroad and watched the highway stretching
to the further end of the world.

- With the first heavy fall of snow we left the silent
forest and returned to our little farm where the soil was

8O hatd My father and mother hardly spoke to each other,

and she wept much. Then he left us and went away and
we dld not see him again for many months. Our house
was. cold and lonely and my mother’s eyes were often red
w;th ‘weeping. My grandfather brought sacks of food for
us; hz would stand in the kitchen and talk with my
mother. His face was thin and very pale.

" That winter I went to school. The road was long. The
one-room, unpainted board schoolhouset stood on a hill
that was muddy and slippery.> At the end of the school-
room was a blackboard. I learned that when I sat facing
it,‘ that was north, while south was back over my shoul-
der. East was on my right side and west on my Ileft.
Flgures were strange little creatures.® Adding one figure fo

1. A tent was pitched [pit/tl: ¥4 KE, 2. The forest ... sweet
things: BWEAZHXMGFEE, 3. at times: HHE K, 4. The one-

- room, unpainted board schoolhouse: S — RHY, B Ltk &K RE

#&, 5. muddy ['madi] and slippery ['sliperil: XJB#Xi#. 6. Figures
['figez] were ... creatures ['kri:t!a.z]: B RE/DY,



another was very tiring work and took me a long, long
time, and my teacher scolded me for my stupidity.

In the autumn of the next year my grandfather moved
us away from the farm to a little village, on whose out-
skirts stood an old, abandoned, two-room board house. It
had no plaster! on the inside and there was no ceiling.
You could stand in the room and look straight up to the
roof where there were holes that let the sky in.?

My mother now talked to me as if we were friends. She
always did that when my father was not there. Together
we put up her loom® and she began to weave rag carpets
and rugs.t The village people not only gave her work to
do, but they brought us bundles of newspapers and with
‘these we papered® the house. We made big pans of paste
from flour and water; I spread out the newspapers on the
floor and my -mother put the paste over them. Then we
pasted them on the walls, layer upon layer, for they would
k"cep out the cold of the winter.

One day my father returned to us. He came walking
along the railroad track, and asked someone for our house.
He wore a soiled shirt and a pair of blue overalls.® He
spoke no more of his dreams of earning much money
quickly. But the next day he left us again. He went away
on a railroad hand-car.” We all stood on the track and
watched until he disappeared in the distance.

1. had no plaster: {x& ¥R, 2. letthe sky in: HEARHXZ, 3.loom
florml: S5, (BAbIRSUBLEAR), 4. rag carpets and regs: HBHR
RigK, Hp®, 5. papered: MMM, 6. a pair of biue overalls
['suvero:lzk —%&TL%%, 7.2 railroad hand-car: (FE&M.LF7%E) F
BE,
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2. GOING TO SCHOOL

We lived in the tent my father had pitched near a river
and a railroad on the outskirts of the town of Trinidad,
Colorado.! Each day my younger sister and I and our two
little brothers dragged sacks along the tracks and filled
them with coal that had fallen from the passing engines.?
When the trains came, we rushed to the side and looked
at the fine people framed® in the shiny windows.

My father earned three dollars a day, hauling sand
from the river bed with a wagon to some place or other.
Sometimes he hauled bricks.

We were now city people. Trinidad had fully five
thousand inhabitants. It had a grade school building and
a high school building.* The latter® lifted its head among
* trees on the hill across the river; over there rich people
lived. The high school and riches seemed to go together.
Anyway we, who lived beyond the tracks, knew that we
could ‘never dream of going to high school.

The grade school was the first such school I had ever
seen. The teachers were clean, wore fine suits and spoke a
language that I could hardly understand at first. My
mother had explained to one of them on the first day
that I was almost ten years old and had been in the

1. Trinidad ['trinidzed], Colorado [ kola'ra:dou]l: (ER) AT H EHE
Rk, 2. engine ['endzin]: Kk %3k, 3. framed:  EETH, 4.
grade schoo! building: /h3:#:4; high school building: H¥# 4, 5. the
latter ['lete]: (FiEH i) J&¥ (Jit#® high school building),



“third reader® in my last school. The teacher had gazed
at her for a long time, at her old dress, and at her hands
which were almost black, which might have belonged to a
scrubwoman? of fifty. k

 «Yes,” the teacher had said at last, “I understand.”

She was a kind,/youhg teacher. When I read before
her in a trembling voice, she smiled encouragingly at my
eagerness and at my attempt to forget the room filled with
well dressed little boys and girls.

I felt very shy and humble in that school. In the
front seat on the outside row sat a little girl. Her skin
was white and her dresses, shoes and stockings were always
white. When the teacher asked about her father, she rep-
lied, “My ‘father is a doctor!” On Mother's Day® her
mother came and. sat near the teacher and didn’t talk
with the other women. My mother stood in the back of
the room, apart from the well-dressed women, and she
watched as they talked so easity with each other.t After
that she never came again.

Once the little white girl invited me to her birthday
_ party. By then I had become the best pupil in the room.
My mother objected to buying bananas as a present, but
after T had cried and said everyone else was takings things,
.she reluctantly bought three.

When I arrived at the little girl’s home I saw that
other children had brought presents of books, silver pieces,®

1. the “third reader”: B=J}iR7A. 2. scrubwoman ['skrabwumean}:
BEEG LT, 3. Mother’s Day: B#H (EANET/AEHE)., 4. as
they talked so easily ... ML HAMEE—EMWR, 5. silver ['silvs]
pleces: 4. - '
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handkerchiefs and lovely things such as I had never seea
in my life. They were all laid out on a table covered with -
a cloth. 1 had to walk up before them all and place my
three bananas there. Then I made my way to a chair
against the wall and sat down, wishing that I had never
come; -

Then we were called into another room, in which was
a long table covered with a white tablecloth, beautiful
cakes and fruit. I was seated next to a little boy at the
table. .

“What street do you live on?” he asked, trying to
start a polite conversation.

. “Beyond the tracks.”

He looked at me in surprise. “Beyond the tracks!
Only tough kids! live there!”

I stared back trying to think of something to say,
‘but failed.

“My papa’s a lawyer — what’s yours?” he asked
again.

“Hauls bricks.”

He again stared at me. “My papa doesn’t haul bricks!”
he informed me, as if to rub it in.2 Where the insult lay
I couldn’t see, yet I knew one was meant.® So I insulted
back.

_“My papa can lick your papa I bet!”* I informed him,

1. tough [taf] kids: ®EFHBET, 2. to rub it i 2B BEAWEAR.
3.where the insult ['insalt] lay ... one was meant: B iEBHEER—H L
RER, BARmEEAERER, 4. My papa can lick your papa Ibet! 8
HITHRERRIEHELEE B
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just as a well-dressed woman bent over ys with huge
plates of yellow ice cream in her hands.

.“What are you talking about?” she asktéd with a
. smile.
“Her father hatlls bricks and she lives: beyond the
_tracks and she says her father can lick my father!” the
boy piped.?

“That doesn’t matter, dear, that doesn’t matter! Now,
now,? just eat your ice cream.” But I saw her look at me
disapprovingly® and I knew it did matter.*

After we left the table and went into the next room,
the boys and girls began choosing partoers for a game. No
little boy came to me. I saw them trying to avoid me.
The mother of my little hostess tried to be kind:

“Are you sick, Marie?” she asked. “Would you like
to go home?” '

I said “Yes, mam,”® and she took me to the door
and smiled kindly, saying she hoped I had had a nice
time. The door closed behind me. 1 walked rapidly
away.

3. A HIRED GIRL

My father signed a contract to haul coal for a mine-
owner. The mine 14y far back in the mountains; the coal

1. the boy piped: FFBEBLA#, 2. now, now: 77,4 7. 3. disap-
provingly ['diso'pruzviglil: L%, 4. I knew it did matter: Eoip=
XN A B RS BEXR. 5 mam [mzm]: (madam HKR) ¥
kg0l ¥
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had to be hauled from a dark canyon.! He had worked
for several months when the mine-owner came to “settle
up.?2 My mother cooked and baked and was excited.

“Now, Mr. Turner, just sit down and help yourself!”
she said to him. Mr. Turner took off his hat and sat
down. He ate alone and we watched, my father sitting at
one end of the table, my mother wgiting on table.3

In the evening I returned from play and paused at
the door of the house to hear my father shouting:
- “And my wife’s worked like a dog and now we haven’t
got enough to buy her a shirt!”

The polite voice of Mr. Turner replied, “Look at the
contract, Mr. Rogerg, look at the contract!”

Again my father’s voice: “God, man, I’ve worked
" since May and I've been up at daylight znd come home
at dark.”

My mother was crying.

Mr. Tugner had seen many angry men and weeping
_ women in his day,* men and women who knew nothing of
legal phrases® in the contracts they signed. He owngd many
little mines hidden back in the hills.

“I’'m only holding to our contract, Mrs. Rogers. Here’s
your husband’s signature.”

The signature was a scrawl,® for my father could
hardly write. When he saw his own awkward pepcil marks
that mocked at his ignorance and helplessness,” something

1. canyon['kenjen]: 4, 2.settle up: &k, 3. waiting on table: 3
B2, AW, 4. in his day: fi—t, 5. legal['lizgol] phrases: il
Fi8, 6. The signatdre ['signstfo]...serawl [skro:lk () EFTEBMRE
5, 7. mocked at his ignorance ['ignerons] ...: LEBMERMEFER.
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“seemed to break in him. “God damn you! So we’re to

work to buy silk dresses for your wife and send your kids
to high school! I've got a wife and four kids. Look at my
wife. She’s thirty and she looks fifty. Think of it, man!
And you came here and showed me a piece of paper. I
trusted your word. I didn’t know you were a thief steal-
ing bread out of the mouths of women and children!”

He reached out and clawed into Mr. Turner’s neck,!
shaking him as a cat shakes a rat. The little man was
screaming: “I’ll have you arrested, John Rogers, if you
don’t let me go!? Let me go! Let me go!”

My mother was struggling with my father and crying:
“Don’t, John ... Think of the police.”

~~ "' Then the little man was gone. Our house was very
‘still.and the atmosphere was heavy. The next day we
packed our few household things, loaded them oato the

wagon, and started down the long road to Trinidad.

My father found work in a distant mining town. I
returned to the school in Trinidad. But I was also “kitch- .
en help” to a family that lived near the school. After
school I went there to wash dishes and take care of the
baby. The baby screamed as I reluctantly rocked it. I got
food on a plate and ate it on an old kitchen table, and
the woman of ‘the house seemed to think me a part of the
kitchen furniture. I was the first “help” she had ever had
and she wanted no mistake made about the difference in
our positions. It was a very difficult thing to learn that
I was not a child, but just a “hired girl.”

1. He reached out and clawed [klo:d] ... neck: fbib H P i o e
T, 2. Let me go: HIFR, 3. kitchem help: BB fcih,
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The school work was a burden now. I cried a great
deal over the dishes as I washed them, and over the cry-
ing baby. I was not unhappy when the woman found fault
with me* and told me to go. )

My mother took in washing. Sometimes she went out
to wash. She would knock at the back doors of some
comfortable homes and tell the women that she did very
‘good washing and ironing. She asked for only oné dollar
and thirty cents a day. Yes, she was weak, but she washed
things white. All people had to do was just to give hera
trial. The women shook their heads when they looked at
her face. But then they saw her hands, rough and black
from heavy work. They would believe her.

. She washed all that winter. At night she was, as she
. herself admitted, “tired as a dog.”

There were days when my mother did washing at
fhome. She started with the dawn and the Kitchen was
filled with steam and soapsuds.? In the afternoon her face
was thin and drawn and she complained of pains in her
back. I wrung® and hung out clothes or carried water
from outside. She and 1 were now friends and comrades,
planning to buy a washing machine as we worked. We-
charged one dollar and thirty cents a dozen pieces for
washing and ironing, but the women always gave us their
biggest pieces — sheets, tablecloths, overalls, shirts, and
‘generally they threw in the thirteenth piece just for good
measure.*

1. found fault with me: FRWAy4s, 2. steam and soapsuds ['soup-
sadz]: AEPMESEK, 3. wreng: T, 4. just for good ‘measure
{'mezs): Pim—E) R TEHSRREY,
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