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Growing UpPoor,
But with Love

This writing is dedicated to my wife, Nell, who
almost had to get a knife and cut me open to extract
these stories. To my son, Marty, whom she said would
enjoy reading it, to my daughter, Jan, who keeps us
us
all together, and my parents who had a hard time
raising me.
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I was a barefoot boy with dark hair, brown eyes and
skinny structure. As a teenager, I love to hunt and fish when
chores around home
home and the farm permitted. I carried this
hobby into my adult life.

As my lifes’ shadows get shorter, I treasure my family and
try to be a good father and husband.
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Chapter I:

My Ancestry

Three Cowden brothers came from Tennessee to Blount County,
Alabama and settled in Pinson. It was a narrow but beautiful valley with a
stream of water running through the center. William Cowden, my
ancestor, raised his family there and he and his wife, Catherine Yates
Cowden, are buried in the Remlap United Methodist Church Cemetery.
Two sons died in the Civil War. John Yates Cowden, born April 7,
1818, married Elizabeth Jane Deavours. He probably migrated to
Tremont, Mississippi since his wife, Elizabeth, is buried there. They had
eight children, one of whom was Sylvester Monroe Cowden, born
September 10, 1846. He was nicknamed
“Pick”. He married Elizabeth Samantha
Dodson, my great-grandmother.
Pick and “Betsy” settled about twelve
miles from Tuscaloosa on 655 acres of land
acquired from his father-in-law. They lived
in a log house until about 1886 when he built the Cowden
home, which stands today. They had ten children, one of
whom was Annie Elizabeth who married Sampson Davis
Naugher. My father, Fred Wilson Naugher, was one of
those children. The Naughers and Cowdens originally
came from Ireland and settled in the United States
migrating westward through South Carolina, Tennessee,
Alabama and some west into Texas. My Naughers were
granted land near the Cowdens.
We lived at the ‘Cowden Place’, as it was known,
located about 12 miles from Tuscaloosa, Alabama in a
place known as Samantha, Alabama located on the old
“Byler Road”. . It was called Samantha derived from
the first post office located there and named after my
great-grandmother, Elizabeth Samantha Dodson. She was the first
postmistress in this area so the name was applied to the community. The
post office was moved several times in a line of progression from the first
one at the Cowden Place to the present one about eight miles further north.
My father plowed the fields and raised crops in this area which is
known now as Cherokee Shores on Lake Tuscaloosa.
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CHAPTER II:

MY FIRST MOVE

My mother was Mattie Harkey and moved from
the Cowden Place to the Old Harkey Home on February
9, 1931, when I was a little over three years old. This
location is where my maternal ancestors settled. It was
located about one mile west of the Old Samantha School
on Hwy 43 N. of Tuscaloosa. At
present, take LeSueur Road and
turn left on Blackmon Road and
travel to the end. The move was
made with mules and wagon.
The unpaved road twisted west
for about one mile over the hills and valleys; then
south past great oak trees on either side to a level spot overlooking Binion
Creek.
It was a log house that faced north with a porch across the front.
The Walnut Tree, which is still standing today, was at the northeast
corner. There was crawl
space under the house
with what we called the
"tater" cellar. As you
entered the old wood
frame, there was a big
room on the left with a
fireplace in the center
of the left wall. This was
a sitting room. Two
beds were on the right
wall. To the right of
this room, was what we
called the "side room".
It was small with one bed
where
Sam
slept.
Directly behind the big room was a stepdown to another small room with
one bed where Wilma slept.
From this small room was a 4-5' walkway to a a
separate building which included a porch facing west
where we kept the water bucket. Everyone drank from
the same dipper. From this porch you entered east to
the kitchen. All meals were cooked on a wood stove
with a smaller room to the south which stored meat,
flour, meal, canned goods, etc. The house had two glass windows in the
sitting room and the other windows were wooden.
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There was a walkway to the old
smokehouse containing a huge meat box that was
about 2 ft. x 10 ft. Hams were cured out and
hung. There was also a hock where wild honey
was kept.
Grandma Harkey, on numerous occasions, would
say, "Bennett, we need a turkey". He would reply, "Ah Gonnies, his byword, it'l be here".1 After a short hunting trip in the woods nearby, he
would return with the turkey. There was an ash hopper between the
scuppernong vine and smokehouse. Grandma Harkey made lye soap,
hominy, and the sharp-tasting chow chow.
This place was later acquired by Wiley Hagler, brother-in-law of my
Mother. We rented the place until it was purchased, approximately eighty
acres, for $700.00.
This homestead was originally known as the Old
Harkey Place.
My sister, Wilma, remembers mud
between the logs in the old house, it raining the
day we moved and Andrew and Lewis Harkey
walking her home from school that day. She
remembers that Aunt Ola Harkey Doughty
furnished her with second-hand clothes and that
she took a sweet potato and corn bread to school for lunch. Her teachers
at Samantha were Laney Turner and Mr. H. H. Rudd . Eber Hopson was
principal at one time.
Our financial status was poor but I don’t think I realized it at the
time. Daddy would borrow money from Rice Brothers in the spring to
purchase seed and fertilizer for the crop that year. In the fall, he repaid it
with only a few dollars left. This allowed us to eat and buy the bare
necessities.

1

B. Louis Harkey 1994
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Chapter III:

My Life as a Youngster

We raised cotton, corn, and sorghum.
We made sorghum syrup at a mill owned by
Baxter Norris. Later, we bought a mill and
located it at our spring. We then moved it to a
location that currently was northwest of the house
we built on the lake (17469 Cider Dr).
Mr. Smalley operated it for us. A sawmill
was located at the north end of our lakehouse
about one hundred yards where an old rock is still
evident. We raised cotton in the four acre field
(where the Swineys hunted deer) north of our
house. We also raised watermelons, cantalopes,
and gardened raising practically everything we
ate.
It was tough times working the fields and caring for livestock. I
remember one time stripping cane. It was a hot
job and the cane would cut and sting. My sister
wanted to get the mail. She thought she might
have a letter from her sweetheart, Holdridge Criss.
Daddy wouldn’t let her leave and she really got
angry. The decision worked well because she
worked twice as hard when she was upset and we
finished early.
After planting and harvesting the crops, fences were to be repaired,
the fields cleaned off, wood cut, split, and hauled to the house for the
fireplace and stove, and maybe a piece of new ground cleared.
Mama had her chickens to take care of, cooking, housekeeping,
cultivating her flowers, and canning/preserving fruits and vegetables for
home consumption during winter months.
About the year 1941, my Daddy and I cut timber, took it to Alonzo
Smalleys sawmill and had it sawed, then stacked it to dry. After drying,
Bud Rogers hauled it to Elrod to make drop siding . The purpose of this
was to build a new house. The log truck went into the woods in the
morning with the headlights on and came out at night with headlights to
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accommodate our working constantly to achieve this goal. We used mules
to skid the logs out of the woods and load them onto the truck. I believe I
was in service when the new house was framed and the old house was torn
down.
Samantha was a combination of several small settlements that over
time merged. The Smokey settlement was once centered around a sawmill
operated by Josh Bell and it had two churches, Philadelphia (baptist) and
Shady Grove (methodist) and the Glenn School.
Taylor Town, originally a black settlement located between Smokey
and North River (now Lake Tuscaloosa) was also a farming area.
Haglers Bend was settled by the John P. Hagler family. This
farming area was located in the big bend of North River between Smokey
and North River.
Factory Place was located across from where we built the house on
Lake Tuscaloosa and owned by the Searcy family where they made thread.
After the factory burned, it was replaced by an oil mill that made oil from
cottonseeds.
Bell City was started in the 1920’s by Josh Bell. This community was
located on Highway 43, north of Northport where the public boat landing
currently is located on Lake Tuscaloosa. Josh Bell had a sawmill where he
sawed, planed, dried, finished lumber and sold stovewood. Mr. Bell had a
commissary built onto his home and he was the store manager as well as
mill and yard manager. Small "sawmill houses" dotted this community, a
Nazarene church, also used as a school, stood across from where Dr.
Marshburn lived. Another grocery was built and operators of this store
were Mr. Wert Naugher, my wife’s parents, Mr. Mac Ray and others.
Schools of the past were Glenn and the Nazarene church house,
Naugher (located on old Byler Road a few miles above the Cowden House)
Deal, Samantha at Dr. Norris’ place, Round Hill (black), Holly Springs
(black), and the Samantha School where the
District 3 Road Camp is presently located
(which I attended), and the present schools
Walker Elementary and Northside High
School.
Teachers who have lived here or boarded
here while teaching in this area were Eunice
Lovinggood, Lucille Clements, Vida Espy, Vera
Naugher, Lois Naugher, Blanche Naugher, Beatrice Edwards, L. C. Cash,
Hattie Barnette, Alma Cabiness, H. H. Rudd, Johnny Parnell, Lanie
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Turner, Louise Whatley, Gladys Falls, and Gertrude Brewer.

We walked to Samantha to school and took a sausage biscuit tied up
in a catalog page or newspaper. I wore overalls to school. The path led
from the walnut tree through a pine thicket and field, over the Thomas
Mill Branch where we walked a footlog, then left coming out on the Byler
Road across from the school. My first teacher was Mrs. Boone.
Doctors who lived in the community were Dr. Rufus, Dr. Eckford
Smothers, Dr. Nathan Norris, Dr. Perry, and Dr. Marion Marshburn.
To get a picture of what this area looked like
before Lake Tuscaloosa, a dam was located about
200 yards south of the
boathouse where we lived
on the lake (17469 Cider
Dr). A wooden bridge was
located north of the boathouse. There was a 2nd
wooden bridge and what was known as The
Factory Place that made thread. The Factory burned and was replaced by
a mill that made oil from cottonseeds and ginned cotton. It was located
on the west end of the old iron bridge today.
Just north of the 2nd bridge was a sandbar where members of Arbor
Springs Church were baptized. South of the bridge on the east side was a
hole where we went swimming. We used syrup buckets tied in each end of
a fertilizer sack under our arms for floats. A rope in a nearby tree was fun
to hold on to and swing out over the water and jump in. North of the pier
was shoals and a road (where gulley is today) where wagons forded the
creek after the wooden bridge was rotten. It was shallow in the curve
down from Thomas Mill Branch and deep near the mouth of the branch.
There was a place in the curve of the horseshoe where people brought dead
animals and we called it the Bone Yard .
We fished for catfish with set hooks and trot lines at
the shoals. For rods, we used slender poles cut from the
forest with twine for lines. Friends of mine were Pat and
Charles Beams, Rudoph and Jr. Blackmon, and latter Jim
Olive and Howard Chappell.
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It was my job to take care of the hogs, Mama the cows, and Sam the
mules. When Sam left, this changed. I took over the mules, Alfred the
hogs.
We had several dogs and cats at different times. One dog in
particular was a collie named Pat. Mama could walk down to the barn and
tell Pat to go get the cows and she would round them up and bring them in
one at a time. When Daddy walked to the barn, Pat would go get the
mules. One cow, named Lucy, was mean and hated Sam.
We had a slide that we put sideplanks on to haul soghum stalks to the
hogs. It was too high for little Alfred to see out. Sam, me and little Alfred
headed for the sogrum patch riding inside. We hit a hole and it turned
over. Alfred started crying and said, “You all are just trying to kill me”.
Alfred and Me were loading oats on the wagon to be hauled to the
house and Jim Olive was helping us. We had killed a snake earlier. I was
on the wagon and noticed them giggling. They had thrown the snake up on
the wagon. I picked it up and slung it toward them. It barely missed Jim’s
head and the joke was on them. Once I had a wagon loaded heavy with
oats coming into the barn. Oats are really slick and I lost most of the load
in a curve. It got really hot re-loading them.
When I was about 14 and Alfred 11, we were asked to go to the mill
with corn to be ground. The weather looked bad so we run the mules
there and back. Daddy saw us coming back and told Mama “the mill must
not be running".
He couldn’t believe we were already back with the
meal.
We lost a wheel off the wagon after hitting a hole coming from the
mill. We were traveling the old road
across Thomas Mill Branch over to the
Byler Road. We had to unhitch the mules
and put the meal on one of them (the other
wouldn’t carry anything) and lead them
to the house. Daddy had to repair the
wheel.
After Samantha School, I attended
Tuscaloosa County High School finishing
the eleventh grade.
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Chapter IV:

My Life in the U. S. Navy

World War II was in full swing so I enlisted in the U.S. Navy at the
Courthouse. Being only 17, I had to have my parent’s permission. My
Daddy was reluctant to do so but when the papers came, we went before a
notary and the paperwork was mailed back. I was sworn into the Navy at
10:32 AM on the morning of May 29th, 1945 at Birmingham, Alabama
with the oath:
“I do solemnly swear to support and defend the Constitution of the
United States against all enemies, foreign and domestic, to bear true
faith and allegiance to the same, and to obey all lawful orders of the
President of the United States and the officers above me, so help me
God”.
I entered boot training June 20th, 1945. I started the physical
weighing in at 129 pounds, 5’9” tall. We were stripped completely naked,
blood typed, given numerous shots/tests, and ordered to follow a yellow
line to the barracks. One shot, the bumblebee, would almost knock you
down and really hurt.
We were issued Navy clothing and assigned to a training barracks in
Great Lakes, Illinois. We had to laundry our own clothes.
Training included: marching hours upon hours with wooden rifles
in formation, training on an obstacle course, qualifying
in several tests swimming, climbing high walls, running
through tires, abandoning ship grasping a rope into the
water and back up the rope, etc. We were taken to the
rifle range to fire a 30.06 wearing ear plugs several
times. My shoulder turned blue. We had classes in
aircraft and ship identification and were given aptitude
tests. I applied for storekeeper but was assigned to the
boilers as fireman.
Leland Sullivan and Lindberg Sudduth were in boot training with
me. We made an agreement if either took up the northern rhetoric, the
other two would whip him. When you are together with a bunch of guys, it
is hard not to emulate them saying words like “Jez Chrst”. One day
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something happened and Leland almost repeated that but remembered
and instead said “Jez…dam”. Lindberg fell out in the floor laughing.
I wasn’t homesick but we had one guy that was. He would cry. We
took him on liberty with us one night and stood in line at
the movies. We were talking to a girl and shoved this
guy over where she was standing. They started talking
and he immediately forgot about his loneliness.
When I went to work at Mercury Freight Line
about 1968, a guy named Yvonne McKey said he
remembered me somewhere. Later he ask if I were in
the Navy. I told him “yes”. He stated he and I were
sworn in together but separated from there. Amazing
that he remembered.
We had a lot of fun playing tricks on each other. One night as I
came from the shower wearing nothing but my shorts and t shirt, I popped
the guy on the top bunk with my towel. He took off after me and we ran
around the barracks just in our shorts in knee deep snow.
I had three “beer buddies”. They wanted me to go
with them on liberty because I did not drink and would
take care of them. One night the guy from Ohio was
drunk and wasn’t anxious to board the train in the
Milwaukee station going back to Great Lakes. He kept
resisting and I slapped him, really hard. He started
crying like a baby and relented.

I didn’t like Chicago. People were wild. They would blow their horn
instead of using their brakes.
The war ended two weeks before our ten week
training was up. I served temporarily in the Officers
Chow Hall for about three months. While training, I
met a girl through a mutual friend and dated her
until I left. I don’t remember if I told her I was
leaving but never wrote to her.
After leaving Great Lakes, I took a troop train
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to California where we were scattered in different directions. I remember
passing under the Golden Gate Bridge. I boarded a troop ship, a
converted tanker. There, I cleaned the deck and floors. I was transferred
next to another ship and we unloaded merchant marine ships for a while.
Next, I boarded the USS Vesole destroyer at Tokyo Bay, Japan where I
served as Fireman 2nd class, my serial number being 7877593. When the
Phillipines got their independence, we marched in the parade at Manila.
As Fireman, no smoke was to be seen out of the stack. If so, you were
reprimanded. In the boiler, you had to adjust the burner with a certain
amount of air at the same time to keep it from smoking. I was shown how
to do this one time and was pretty good. My boss ask my buddy why he
couldn’t do the job like Naugher. In China, we bought some fire crackers,
put one under a galvanized bucket and set it off where the man was
watching the boilers. We got a kick out of his reaction.
We had a water king who kept check on our drinking water which
was processed from salt water and an oil king taking on as much as 30,000
gallons of fuel. We took fuel from an aircraft carrier running wide open.
Once, we were headquartered near Guam for about two weeks. The
chief cook was from Guam. We would slip baked
bread and butter from the kitchen. We took on
supplies about every two weeks and we would drop
cases of jelly down into the fireroom to hide. When
we went on liberty, they would give us ½ case of beer.
Norman
I would give mine to the guy who bunked above me.
Men were training at gunnery school with
practice firing at another island. We would serve
breakfast and clean up. We were off until lunch, then
served lunch and cleaned up. That is about all we had
to do during this time.
One time we outrun a typhoon off Guam for 2 days and nights. We
had to turn back into it because we were getting low on fuel. Another time
a B’29 exploded and we were assigned to look for bodies, life rafts, etc. We
were close to the beach and our ship had a 18’ cut and was 371’ long. At
one time, we saw a Japanese officer floating in the bay near Kurie, Japan.
Once we found an old barge floating and were ask to sink it. We had
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a K gun on deck side of the ship. The gunnery officer said to set the depth
charge for 50’. The guy answered, it will blow us away! He set it for 75’
and rolled it. Our ship bounced even then.
We were on a converted 2250 Destroyer on maneuvers with radar on
the front. There was an aircraft carrier, 2 crusiers and 8 destroyers.
Radar picked up something behind us. We went back and it was a wooden
potato box someone had thrown out, which they were not supposed to do.
We had new men to train near Okinowa. We were 4 hours on and 4
hours off. Lots of times, you passed up eating just to get some sleep.
After this tour of duty, I boarded an aircraft carrier to Guam and
then the USS General W. Mann back to Treasure Island, California. We
had no relatives or no place to stay. You were asked to look for your name
on the board each morning. If it were not there, you were on liberty until
the next morning when you could check again. There were about 11,000
people to be discharged. I run into Arthur Lee Evans there. Finally my
name came up and I was discharged August 19, 1946 as a Fireman, 2nd
Class with the Victory Medal and the Asiatic-Pacific Metal.
.
We boarded converted cattle cars. We had to put a sheet over our
heads to avoid being covered with soot. We traveled to Memphis,
Tennessee and was discharged 19 August 1946. The government bought us
tickets. The bus driver told the ticket holders, "service men first”. Many
people got angry but the servicemen were honored in this fashion. One
guy ask the driver if he could climb up in the luggage rack to sleep and he
replied “yes”.
When I left the Navy, I went back to school for a short time, then
took a GED test and got my high school diploma. I farmed for one year
under the GI Bill.
Later, I worked at C & M Rug Company in Tuscaloosa, Alabama
dyeing rugs and later in shipping, doing boxes and labels and calling the
freight companies. I drove a F5 Ford and picked up yarn and delivered
carpets.
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Chapter V:Dates,Cars,Dogs & Deep Sea Fishing
My first date, as I remember, was Letha Spencer and I took her to a
banquet at Samantha. Other girlfriends were Lorene Leach, Katy Lee Olive,
Marie Skelton, Pat Raminger (Navy), and Nancy Robertson.
Dating at this time in my life meant attending neighborhood parties,
meeting at the old swimming hole, school functions, and movies if you
could afford it.
The first car I owned was
a "39 Plymouth. In early 1951, I
bought a '46 Mercury and the
payment was $49.00 per month.

In my later years, I loved my dogs. Each one had a
different personality. In 1955, we got a
black cocker named Inky as a puppy. He
was full of life and for a while we boarded a
white and tan cocker named Happy. We
had the backyard fenced and they really
enjoyed time together. We believe that
someone stole him while we were at work.
Later, we got dachshunds; Hans lived nine years. Missy was almost
fifteen, Rocky was killed by other dogs at only twenty-one months and we
still have Rusty.

I love to fish and in the late
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40’s I got to go deep-sea fishing. This was a new experience. We drove to
Panama City, got on the boat, and went out several miles beyond the
harbor. We had different size chunks of fish cut up for bait. We fished
with just a line, no pole, with 3-4 hooks on it. When you hooked one and
brought it in, your catch was characterized by a cut fin, cut tail, head, etc.
All the fish were thrown together. When finished, you knew which catch
was yours. Just about everyone got sea sick that day, even one of the hired
hands. One lady was from East Lake in Birmingham and she was deathly
sick. She said “I am never going out on East Lake again”. I got sick but
not sick enough to quit fishing! My buddies were my brother-law,
Holdridge Criss, my good friend, Jim Olive, and Jimmy Vines.

CHAPTER VI: MY MARRIED LIFE
I had the ’46 Mercury when I met my future wife,
Nell. Her father hitched a ride out of Northport one
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afternoon. She has said that she ask who I was and he told her I was his
future son-in-law.
She had a job at the Credit Bureau and was riding with Hawthorne
Smalley. He got an apartment and told her she might could ride in with me
each morning. She called and I told her that I would not wait on her…she
had to be ready when I came in each morning. I got more patient and ask
her for a date two weeks later.
On this date, we
went to Southland restaurant.
Several
of
the
restaurants
had
drive-in
service. This meant
you could drive up in a space
and someone would
come out, take your order, and
bring it back to you
with a tray that rested on the
door of your car.
Nell placed her coca cola on the
seat between us and
it turned over, with the liquid
running under me.
It was very embarrassing to
her. We dated six
months and were married so
something must have
worked.
We were married in Columbus, Mississippi and Norman’s good
friend, Jim Olive and Jo Ann loaned us their house in Tuscaloosa as a
honeymoon suite. We spent the night there and returned to Nell’s parents
house the next day. We lived with them for about one year, but started
looking for a place of our own. We found an apartment which had a living,
bedroom, kitchen and bath for $50.00 per month. We moved in and
adjusted to city life with all the noises not familiar to us before. One was
the baby crying in the apartment next to us. It seemed to enjoy crying in
the wee morning hours and the mother would ‘rock’ it in a straight chair.
Other nuisances were dogs, since we lived in a close
area.
I enjoyed talking to our landlord, Mr. Bailey and
Dr. J. C. Guin, who lived next door. We spent lots of
time at our parent’s or with friends just goofing off.
We were trying to save money for a down payment on a
house of our own so we were very frugal.
In 1954, we fulfilled this dream. Mr. J. B. Smelley built us a two
bedroom house with attached garage at 2830 18th Avenue, Northport,
Alabama. This is where we lived when Jan & Marty were born. We were
a typical family with both of us working. We went to work at 7:00 a.m. so
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Nell would get up, make biscuits, put the coffee on, and get her shower. I
got up and fried bacon and eggs. We both ate and then got dressed for
work.
Nell would put clothes in the washer a couple times per week in the
morning and go home at lunchtime hanging them on the line to dry. She
would put starch in some of them. She sprinkled them with water, put
them in the freezer and would iron the next night.
In 1956, Jan was born. I had wanted a boy but was satisfied with a
girl. Maybe later. But, at eleven months, we thought Jan was not
advancing as she should. Nell didn’t want another child.
Then at
seventeen months after an exam by a neurosurgeon, we were told that she
was a little slow but would catch up. We decided to have another child,
hoping for a boy. Twenty-six months later, Marty was born. I do believe
he came here walking and talking and we were so thankful. I don’t know
how to show affection but I love my kids with all my heart.
We gardened at my Daddy’s place. I worked it with Daddy’s mule
and a hoe. We gathered the vegetables or fruits after work and prepared
them for canning or freezing that night.
Several years later, I bought a tractor. It served it’s purpose with
my jobs and I took on jobs for others to make extra money.

Chapter VII:

My Work

In 1950, I went to work for Dixie Highway Express, a
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freight company, doing local delivery. In November 1951, I went to work
for Elks Oil Company, a Shell Oil distributor, where my wife had taken a
job in the office. I did local deliveries for a few years and then took the job
of transporting fuel from Birmingham. We worked together until 1962
when the Shell Oil Jobbers sold out to Humble Oil Company. I was
interviewed for agent, but hesitant about taking the position. We were told
by a friend this company had a reputation of using a person for their
benefit for a couple of years and then canceling their contract so they could
dump fuel direct. But, we were both out of jobs and we took a chance.
Three years later, this happened. Looking back, it was the best for us. We
had accumulated a small nest egg and had our first substantial savings
account.
I looked for work for several months doing any jobs that would give
me a paycheck no matter how small. I applied for a job locally with
Campbell 66 Express. The company, headquartered in
Birmingham, called and ask about my filling in
vacation time as a road driver. I did this and had
regular income for two and ½ years. Later, I went with
Mercury Freight Lines. I became a teamster in 1966.
As a result, I enjoy a teamster pension today.
The years were hard, away from the family, and I was never a
devout truck driver. I had much rather be at home but the money was
good. About 1983, rumors were swirling that the company was going to
close. Our boss was killed, along with his wife, accountant, and Mr.
Cardinal from Dixie Air here in Tuscaloosa, in a plane he was testing with
the intention of buying. The company stayed intact for two years and in
1985 closed. Since I had my 20 years with teamsters, I filed for retirement
February 1985. It was a good choice.
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Chapter VIII: My Retirement & Future
When I retired, I did not seek work as others sometime do. I wanted
to enjoy my freedom from the hassle of having to punch a clock. I stay
busy with all the fixins’ you encounter when you have a home and
property to keep up. I also have the “honey-do” jobs.
I enjoy doing what I want to do, when I want to do it. I am aware
that my shadow is shorter now but I have been very blessed. I have
maintained moderately good health, had a good marriage, wonderful
children, and tried to keep my sanity.
I hope the future will be as good to me as the past.
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