
DOWN THE ORION ROAD 

Lisa Marie Feldman 

Submitted to the faculty of the University Graduate School 
In partial fulfillment of the requirements 

for the degree 
Master of Liberal Studies 

in the College of Liberal Arts and Sciences of, 
Indiana University 

May, 2006 



Accepted by the Graduate Faculty, Indiana University, in partial fulfillment of the 

requirements for the degree of Master of Liberal Studies. 

MLS Committee: 

~f/d~~r- Gabrielle Robinson, Ph.D 

L~7d~· 
Nancy Botkin, MLS 

Date of Oral Examination 

December, 2005 

ii 



Acknowledgements 

Many thanks to my mother, Dorothy Feldman, these are her stories. 

Thanks also to Professor Gabrielle Robinson for letting me write at my own pace, with 
some good-natured prodding, of course. In addition, thanks to the members of the 

committee, April Lidinsky, and Nancy Botkin for kindly reviewing this work. 

A special thanks to my sisters, who are an ongoing source of support, encouragement, 
and humor. 

iii 



TABLE OF CONTENTS 

I. Introduction 

II. Eve, 1919 

III. On Bessemer St., 1931 

IV. Back in the Country, 1932 

V. Bibliography 

iv 



Writing and Remembering: 

Stories from The Great Depression 

My mother saves everything-plastic ties and sacks, worn down-pencils and used 

rubber bands. Open her refrigerator and you are apt to find a dab of leftover mashed 

potatoes, wilted cucumber slices and yesterday's toast. She abhors wastefulness. When 

the stock market crashed-signaling the onset of the Great Depression--my mother was 

five years old. By the time it was over, she was nearly an adult. I grew up hearing my 

mother's stories but until I began writing about the Depression, I never connected it with 

my mother's need to save. The Great Depression left a permanent mark on my mother. 

She cannot forget, it seems; nor does she want to forget, the most devastating economic 

catastrophe in American history. Her stories, like the rubber bands she stretches over 

cellophaned leftovers, serve multiple purposes. Each one is a paean to her parents, a 

benchmark for herself and a cautionary tale. 

Her parents, my grandparents, Violet and George, were self-reliant and tough. They 

had to be. Prior to the crash, they had already survived, among other things, WWI and the 

Great Influenza Epidemic. Everyone knows about the "Great War" but less is known 

about the flu pandemic of 1918. Though labeled "flu," this type of disease had never 

before been seen; the patient's face turned purple, his feet black and his saliva became 
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blood tinged. Often, he died drowning in his own fluids. Violet was fourteen when the 

illness struck. She remembered that her foster mother dosed her with kerosene. Her hair 

fell out in clumps. Violet was lucky, she survived, but many did not. According to Gina 

Kolata, author ofFlu, "The epidemic ...was a terrifying presence at the end of WWI, 

killing more Americans in a single year than died in battle in World War I, World War II, 

the Korean War and the Viet Nam War." Schools were closed, and public gatherings 

were prohibited as flu victims literally dropped dead in the streets. Life expectancy in 

1918 plummeted to thirty-nine years. 

Violet was a survivor. When she married at eighteen, she had not only persevered 

through illness and war, but the loss of her parents, an abusive childhood and the 

disturbing disappearance of her first love. She was tough-minded and competent but 

remained sensitive and easily wounded to the end of her days. Violet talked often of the 

Great Depression, when there wasn't enough food to feed her children, or medicine to 

keep them healthy. 

By 1932, one in four members of the labor force could not find work. For those lucky 

enough to have a job, wages and hours were drastically cut. Indiana was hit hard and my 

grandfather was one of the unemployed. There was no safety net, no social security, no 

unemployment insurance. Relief, when it was available, was skimpy and hard to get. My 

mother remembers standing in line for my grandmother, who was pregnant, "It took 

hours and you got so little. You couldn't feed a family on what they gave you." 

According to Caroline Bird, author of The Invisible Scar, only twenty-five per cent of the 

unemployed received assistance. 
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How did my grandparents feed, clothe and house eight children? My mother 

remembers that they bought oatmeal from the feed store. Sometimes they ate it three 

meals a day. Her mother sewed their clothes, damed socks, knitted caps and mittens. Her 

father jury-rigged the electricity. When their house caught fire, the brigade never arrived. 

Homeless, they looked to family and friends for shelter. What my mother cannot tell me 

is how my grandfather felt, walking through town, begging others to take one of his 

children. He finally found homes for them all. She says that he was a comic, that he kept 

their spirits high. He loved tricks, games and a good joke. 

My mother tells how my grandmother scavenged for wild mushrooms to feed her 

family. The mushrooms were poisonous-everyone became terribly ill. I can only 

imagine how she must have felt. Often stem, my grandmother had no use for complaints. 

Many poor people, without adequate food, heat or clothing stayed in bed to conserve 

energy. Not my grandmother; unless you were sick you got up and made yourself useful. 

I have a photograph of my grandparents standing together; he is holding a baby, my 

older sister, their first grandchild. They both look so old. It was a shock when I first 

realized that they were in their forties when that picture was snapped. Deprivation and 

tragedy shortened their lives. My grandmother was barely 60 when she died of cancer; 

my grandfather followed ten days later. My mother remembers the sacrifices they, and 

their generation, made. Through her stories, she praises them for their courage, resilience 

and grace during years of iron-fisted adversity. 

The Depression was more than a story; it was reality, a yardstick by which my mother 

measures the world. And it was a markedly different world. "We didn't have a telephone, 
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then", she says. It is a simple fact but a profound truth. David Nye writes in Electrifying 

America, that as late as 1945 less than half of all American households had telephones. In 

this computer age, it is difficult to comprehend how isolated many people were during 

The Great Depression. For instance, only five to fifteen percent of rural Indiana homes 

had electricity. Unless one could afford a radio or the daily newspaper, information was 

word ofmouth. When my mother mobilized as part of the Second World War effort, the 

things she did not know shocked her. "We weren't aware of so many things but then we 

didn't have T.V or anything." 

She also says, "People were different, then." Seemingly, attitudes were different. A 

people bred to self-reliance did not easily accept charity. Despite the fact that President 

Herbert Hoover claimed, "that no one was starving", some people did starve to death. 

Many more were malnourished. According to Bird, some state constitutions disqualified 

those on the dole from voting. Further, in 1938, one in three conservatives thought this 

was appropriate. Prior to Roosevelt's New Deal, civil rights were not a priority; 

discrimination against the poor as well as Jews, blacks, and women was rampant. 

During high school, my mother worked full time. Her salary was needed at home. 

"My grades were good," she says, "even Latin." However, going to the university was 

out of the question. There were no community colleges and few programs to help poor 

girls get an education. My grandparents valued hard work "You just didn't quit a good 

job." When starvation was a real threat, any job was a "good job." According to Caroline 

Bird, during The Depression, nearly half of the workers in Kokomo, Indiana were in the 

wrong jobs. Skilled workers washed dishes, pumped gas and delivered groceries. What 
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happens to people who waste years in the wrong career? How do you retrieve lost time 

and lost opportunities? 

Everyone has the right to a good education as well as food, clothing, shelter and 

decent medical care, according to my mother. She relives the time that her youngest 

brother was ill with pneumonia. The doctor mentioned a new medicine, but would not 

prescribe it because it was "terribly expensive." She thinks the drug was an antibiotic that 

might have saved his life. The story of his illness and death is one of her saddest. Even 

now, almost seventy years later, her voice rises in grief and anger as she relates her 

mother's frantic efforts to save the baby's life. It is true that underfed children die from 

disease far more often than the well fed. Many children were hungry during The Great 

Depression and as my mother says, "You don't know how bad it can get." 

She is right, I don't know. However, to paraphrase Elie Wiesel, I write to understand. 

Down the Orion Road is a work in progress; it is also my imperfect attempt to imagine 

the unimaginable, hunger and homelessness in America. These short narratives are also 

blueprints for a future novel exploring topics ofworking class life. Through the process 

of writing fiction from oral history, I begin to understand life without a safety net. The 

purpose (and theme) of this work is to examine what happens to society's most 

vulnerable citizens when there are no safeguards. 

Inspired by my mother's stories, the characters that I have invented, Eve and Jesse 

Anderson, are a loose interpretation of my grandparents. They are characteristic of 

families who lived in Northern Indiana between 1919 and 1932. The fictional town of 

5 



Orion, where they reside, is a cultural and historical composite of several cities. The first 

story, Eve 1919, explores difficulties familiar to women and children after World War I. 

Eve Riley, from whose perspective the story is told,is unmarried and pregnant. Her 

grandmother informs her that the parish priest will not baptize an out ofwedlock baby. 

She demands that Eve either marry or go to a home for wayward girls. However, her 

fiance, who returned from the war psychologically damaged, has gone missing. Eve looks 

for him in the chaos ofpost war Chicago. 

While the plot may sound like a soap opera, it touches on important social issues. 

In the not -so-distant past, unmarried girls who got pregnant were considered delinquent 

and sinful. The pregnancy was an embarrassment to the family, and if possible, kept 

secret. Further, women who were not virgins on their wedding day were "damaged 

goods" in the marriage market. There were few opportunities for women who didn't 

marry. Women with children, and no husband, often lived in poverty. 

Eve's grandmother voices conventional wisdom. There was little support for "girls in 

trouble" or their children. It was an Oliver Twist world for orphans and "half-orphans.". 

Orphanages were poorly staffed and funded. Andrea Warren quotes a foundling, placed 

in 1922, who says, "I was always hungry." She says dinner was one ladle of thin soup 

(3). However, in worse shape, were children who were not placed. Thousands of 

homeless children slept in the streets. There was no social welfare system and no laws 

that guaranteed children places to live. 

When Eve journeys to Chicago, she encounters a group of orphans traveling on the 

same train. "Orphan trains" were the invention of Charles Loring Brace. He sent children 
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west for placement. Eventually, an estimated 200,000 children rode the trains between 

1854 and 1929. They were situated in every state but primarily in the Midwest. At each 

stop, the orphans were paraded before the local populace. The adoption process was 

haphazard. Some families were looking for children to love; others were looking for 

cheap labor (Warren 7). In the early twentieth century, one out of four boys between the 

age of ten and fifteen worked "out" -- mostly on farms. One in ten girls also worked. 

Nor was it better in the city. Eve notices that Chicago is chaotic, which is partly due to 

a protracted labor struggle. Many workers lived at subsistence level; in the steel industry, 

for instance, the average unskilled worker earned ten dollars a week, but it took fifteen 

dollars to support a family of five. Even working seven days a week, twelve hours a day, 

a steelworker could not earn a modest living. Workers had few rights and were easily 

replaced by immigrants from Europe. 

During the Great War, when the flow of overseas workers stopped, industrialist 

recruited Negroes from the American South. In a short time, Chicago's African-

American population jumped from 40,000 to 110,000. After the war, there was desperate 

competition for both jobs and housing. Without a safety valve, workers were pressured 

from all sides. The situation grew volatile with strikes, riots, and bombings. There was no 

concept of civil rights for minorities, women, children, or laborers, and chaos was the 

result. 

The second story, On Bessemer Street, further explores themes ofwomen and work. 

Twelve years have passed and the Andersons have seven children. Like many Americans 

during the Depression, they are having severe financial problems. Despite Jesse's 
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opposition, Eve decides to look for a job. She faces many obstacles, not the least of 

which is her lack of driving experience. Cars were an advantage in the job search. 

Though the sale of new cars was down, millions of families, even the homeless, like the 

Joads of John Steinbeck's Grapes ofWrath, kept old vehicles. 

During the thirties, there was increased antagonism toward women who drove or 

worked. Most women who had jobs worked from necessity; however it was widely 

perceived that they were taking employment away from the "bread winners." Eve is not 

hired after she confronts injustice in the work place. Working conditions in the early 

thirties were miserable. Sweatshop conditions, discrimination, and outright hostility were 

common. Some factory owners hired children for a fraction of the adult wage. Men 

competed with their offspring for available jobs. Federal law did not prohibit employing 

children in mining and manufacturing until 1938. Eve recognizes that the factory owners 

will have the upper hand until workers organize. 

In the end, Eve gets vegetables from a food dump to feed her family. Some Indiana 

farmers, unable to sell their crops, dropped them in public places to feed the poor. 

Though she feels humiliated at the dump, Eve gathers provisions for the sake of her 

children. Prior to President Franklin Roosevelt's New Deal there were few community 

programs for feeding the hungry. Charitable organizations were overwhelmed by the 

magnitude of the problem. 

"In the Country," the final story, examines homelessness and the government's 

responsibility for its citizens. It is 1932. The Andersons have moved back to her 

grandmother's farm. When the farmhouse catches on fire, the Andersons are homeless 
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and must place their children. In that time and place there were no emergency shelters for 

the homeless; entire families roamed the country, sometimes settling in "Hoovervilles." 

Many rode the rails traveling from one place to another always on the move but going 

nowhere. Saddest of all were the young itinerants. The Children's Bureau estimated in 

1932 that a quarter of a million children wandered the nation, hungry, homeless and alone 

(Meltzer 49). The orphan trains, though haphazard, were better than nothing. 

A friend suggests that Jesse join other veterans on a march to Washington, D. C. The 

marchers are demanding bonuses that the government promised soldiers who fought in 

the Great War. The money is not payable until 1945, but the men argue that they need the 

money immediately. Jesse is traumatized by his inability to feed his family. He again 

suffers "shell shock" and does not want to remember his military service. 

Eve wonders about the cause of their difficulties. Perhaps it is not luck or chance but 

something tangible, which she can fight. In the next story, which is not part of the thesis 

collection, Jesse eventually joins the Bonus March. Eve is ambivalent; during The 

Depression, many men drifted away from their families. Initially, she decides to remain 

behind for the sake ofher children. After awhile, for various reasons, she joins him in 

Washington. 

My mother remembers the fire, the Hoovervilles, and the myriad ways her family 

survived. Her memories form the narratives that strengthen her sense of self. They are a 

touchstone that gives meaning to her life. Family history shapes her values and 

storytelling is a crucial part of the process. 
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Oral history is essential to families, but it also plays a significant role in culture and 

society. However, there is no precise definition of oral history. It can be as simple as 

swapping stories about the old days; it can also be as sophisticated as the recollections of 

those who create history. Intrinsically, it is frequently narrow and empirical. Usually 

populist in nature, oral narrative is concerned with the occurrences and observations of an 

individual or group. More experiential than factual, spoken history is the matrix between 

written history and fiction. 

During the Great Depression, fiction mirrored oral narrative. Both were often the 

voices of the working class, a common protest against prevailing conditions. Interpretive 

in nature, they blurred the distinction between fact and feeling. John Steinbeck 

dramatized the suffering of the "Oki es" in The Grapes ofWrath. The fictitious Joads 

were emblematic of foreclosed farmers --- particularly those from the Dust Bowl. 

Steinbeck drew heavily upon his own non-fiction writings published in the San Francisco 

News and The Nation for The Grapes ofWrath (Salzman 66). It is an amalgamation of 

journalism-with its emphasis on the spoken word, such as interviews and quotes-and 

fiction. 

Varying degrees of hybrid literature were common during the thirties. Many other 

authors were also adept at "journalistic-fiction." James T. Farrell's Studs Lonigan trilogy 

is a passionate portrayal of the Irish in Chicago. John Dos Passos captured the age in his 

USA trilogy. Nor were feminists absent from this group; Tillie Olson recorded the sorrow 

of Depression era women. Her fiction echoed her mother's life as well as her own. 

Meridel Le Sueur catalogued the misery and hope of Midwesterners. Ruth McKenney, 
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best known for her humorous writings, wrote movingly about the rubber workers of 

Akron, Ohio. Though the Third Writer's Congress voted "Industrial Valley" the 

outstanding non-fiction work of the year, other writers refer to it as a "novel." Harvey 

Swados points out that McKenney "stretched the truth" (382). 

When blending history and fiction, fact and memory, where is the truth? In The 

Grapes ofWrath, Preacher Casy says, "He's tellin' the truth awright. The truth for him." 

Factual or not, storytellers have their own truth. A legion of artists, in a variety of venues, 

narrated the American experience. The people sang along with Woody Guthrie; they 

yelled "strike" at the end of Clifford Odets' play, "Waiting for Lefty"; they laughed with 

Will Rogers. They embraced the art and the artists. As Sherwood Anderson said, "I am 

accepted by working people everywhere as one of themselves and am proud of that fact" 

(Swados 41 ). The nation knew the facts; they were looking for the truth. They found it in 

humor, songs, poetry, plays, fiction and the stories they told themselves and each other. 

They knew what was true and what was not. 

During the 30's, folklore was fundamental to survival; it was also a critical, and 

heretofore, unrecognized component of the country's history. From 1935-1939, the 

federal government supported thousands ofwriters. One of their ventures was to collect 

the oral narratives of average Americans. Several volumes, stored in the Library of 

Congress, contain the transcribed voices of ex-slaves, immigrants and even tall tales from 

the prairie. Other authors, like Studs Terkel, have taken a page from the Federal Writers' 

Project and gathered oral recollections. In Hard Times, he juxtaposes interviews of 

survivors and their descendents. Terkel calls his work a "memory book." 

11 



It is relatively common, now, for different groups to gather "memory books". Some 

have been published; some have not. For instance, the local library has recorded and 

transcribed conversations with extant citizens. These memoirs are important for many 

reasons. They give voice to those who have been historically anonymous-the common 

person. Furthermore, as Terkel says, " ... the remembrances of survivors of a time past 

may serve as a reminder to others. Or to themselves" (xvii). Perhaps, like my mother, 

their memories are touchstones, their tales cautionary. 

Transcribed oral memories are crucial to my writing. A diverse population gives 

valuable insight to the times, the people, and their attitudes. So do the many excellent 

histories of The Great Depression. Caroline Bird's The Invisible Scar confirmed my 

suspicion that the thirties not only changed the way we govern, it forever changed those 

who lived through it. Dixon Weeter' s The Age ofthe Great Depression, written close to 

the actual events, was useful in discerning culture. So was Since Yesterday by Frederick 

Lewis Allen. I learned a lot from Henry Swados' The American Writer and the Great 

Depression as well as Laura Hapke's study ofwomen, work and fiction in the 1930s, 

Daughters ofthe Great Depression. Marc McCutcheon's Everyday Life from Prohibition 

through World War II was an unusual, but helpful, source of information about the songs, 

books, movies and radio programs popular at that time. 

While many authors have contributed to my understanding of The Great Depression, 

Barbara Ehrenreich's Nickled and Dimed:On (Not) Getting By in America helped me to 

understand what it means to be hungry and homeless in America today. Wondering how 
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low-wage workers survive in the modern economy, she decided to try it for herself. 

Working underground, she hoped to discover "hidden economies" known only to the 

poor. Instead, she learned that minimum wage is not a living wage. In 1998, it took an 

average wage of $8.89 an hour to afford a one-bedroom apartment but 30 percent of the 

workforce toiled for $8 dollars an hour or less (2-5). 

It is difficult for the affluent to comprehend that many working-class Americans, and 

their children, go hungry. Itwas true during The Great Depression and it is true today. 

For the food insecure, there is no margin of error. What is merely a nuisance for a 

middle-class family, such as a routine visit to the doctor, can precipitate a financial and 

logistical crisis to the poor. According to Ehrenreich, most "civilized nations" 

compensate low-wage workers with liberal public services, such as health insurance, 

subsidized housing and efficient public transportation (214). In the USA, programs are 

not so generous. 

Michelle Tea best delineated the feeling of growing up without a safety net. In the 

introduction to Without a Net, she contends that middle class women who write about 

their working class sisters are merely visitors. They do not live the same life; they do not 

understand. Tea says that poor women seldom get to tell their own story. Perhaps that is 

the real value of oral history--everyone gets to speak. Everyone has a voice. 

In part, these are my mother's stories. Family stories often make great fiction, and as 

William Faulkner said, "If a writer has to rob his mother, he will not hesitate." But of 

course, my stories are fiction, while her stories are factual, at least as factual as memory 
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can be. More important, they are a starting point; they have provided me with a better 

understanding of life on the high wire of poverty--a balancing act that is often tricky and 

sometimes dangerous. Poverty is hazardous to the health of the individual, the family, the 

nation and indeed, the world. 

Many fine writers, of fiction and non-fiction, have validated her experience and increased 

my comprehension. As for stealing her stories, my mother doesn't mind, as long as I put 

them to good use. She abhors wastefulness. 
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Eve 

1919 

Eve felt dizzy in the August heat. Fearful of falling into the ripcord patch, she pushed 

her feet under the second slat of the split rail fence. A remnant ofprairie grass, ripcord 

was tough and wiry, capable of shredding her skin like cabbage against a grater. Restless, 

she scanned the approaching cloud of dust. Her Grandmother's farm bordered the 

North/South Road, which was little used since the Great War ended, except by farmers 

hurrying to and from Orion. The road, which had no other name, journeyed north through 

town; dividing east and west, rich and poor, it merged at its northern tip into the beach 

way that rounded Lake Michigan. South it traveled through prime Indiana farmland 

alongside woods of Hickory, Oak and Ash. 

Even without her glasses, 18-year-old she recognized the short-legged gait-between 

a limp and a hop--0fher Grandmother. She, and Eve's two sisters, had left before dawn 

to deliver eggs, jam, and herbal medicine to customers in the city. No escape, 8 year old, 

Caroline was already waving; they had seen her. Granny's eyes were as sharp as her 

tongue. 

"Did you finish those chores I set you to this morning?" Eve didn't answer. Harmony 

was missing; what did she care about sewing or cleaning? 
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"There ain't no point setting on that fence like a brooding hen. That boy of yours ain't 

coming back. Even his Pa is giving out that he died in the war." 

"Granny... " 

The old woman held up her hand to stop the remonstrance. 

"Would' a been better if he had died in that war." She spit into the tall grass. 

Eve had heard all of this before; reluctantly, she slid off the fence and walked 

behind her Grandmother. Harmony didn't die in the Great War. His old man would say 

anything for pity and a pint. As they entered the farmhouse kitchen. Granny removed her 

calico bonnet. Still talking, she poured beer from a mason jar into a tin cup. Born in the 

waning days of the Civil War, she clung to pioneer ways. She believed the old timers 

who said that no one who drank beer got typhoid. It was true that she had never been sick 

with the fever. As further justification, she liked to point out that Jesus Himself had 

turned water into wine. Even the Holy Mother Church had a patron, St. Call, of 

fermented beverages. Smoking was another matter. Only harlots, she said, burned weed. 

Taking a swig, she resumed her monologue. 

"Forget that Harmony boy. You're pretty, too pretty for everyday wear---look like 

your Ma---may she rest in the arms of the Lord. Got the same curly auburn hair." She 

took another swallow from the cup. 

Eve didn't answer. She had loved Harmony since she was fourteen and she meant to 

find him. He didn't have much family. His mother had died from the Spanish Influenza; 
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he never got on with his father. IfEve didn't care, if Eve didn't look out for him, who 

would? She gathered her work gloves, hesitated, and tied a bonnet around her chin. She 

disliked calico as much as she disliked the farm, but she was vain about her looks. The 

sun had burned the old woman's skin to soft leather; her hands were marked and twisted 

like an old oak. 

"I'm going to the garden," said Eve. 

"Father Martin will not baptize an illegitimate baby. I'll talk to Mother Josephina." 

"Granny... " 

"Don't bother to deny it. You ain't the first, won't be the last. You are going to the 

Sister's Home for Wayward Girls. You'll stay there until the baby is born." 

"I won't !" 

"When you live under my roof, you'll do as I say. There ain't never been a half-

orphan in this house, won't start now. The nuns will take care of the child." 

"I want my baby." 

"And how will you manage?" 

Eve didn't answer. There was truth in her Granny's words. Without help, she didn't 

have a prayer. 

Eve had forgotten the gloves, after all. The weeds lacerated her fingers; ignoring the 
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blood, she continued tugging. She had better be careful. Harmony wouldn't want to hold 

such rough, chafed hands. How she missed him, his look, his smell. The way he had been 

before the war, he reminded her of Lake Michigan after a clean rain--hair the color ofwet 

sand, untroubled gray-green eyes and most of all, that break-of-day smile. 

" ...Eve, I said you look sick." CeeCee's voice was determined. 

"Just the heat." She wished her sister would shut up and let her think. That was the 

trouble with the world ...people kept talking whether you wanted to listen or not. 

"Granny asked Dalton King to Sunday dinner ... said you wanted him to come." 

CeeCee's voice cracked on "you." 

"I'm engaged to Harmony Jones and I'm going to marry Harmony Jones--not dumpy 

Dalton." 

"He isn't that fat. And he has lots of money." 

Eve pitied her sister; she was the only Riley who wasn't a beauty. All three girls had 

variant shades of red hair and blue eyes. The similarity in features only served to 

accentuate her sister's plainness. 

16-year-old CeeCee stood up straight. "I am going to marry Dalton. You see if I don't" 

"War profiteering. That's how the Kings got rich," said Eve. 

"Oh that's just Jesse Anderson talking ... and everyone knows he's crazy." 

"Shell shocked, not crazy," said Eve. "Are you going to work or just stand there?" 

"Dalton won't think Eve Riley is so pretty when he finds out she's in the family way," 
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said CeeCee. 

Eve removed her bonnet and threw it down. Soon, everyone would know about her 

trouble. The Kings would spread it all over town. 

"Where are you going?" 

"None of your damn business." 

"What should I tell Gran?" said CeeCee. 

''None of her business, either." Eve would have to eat her pride and talk to Jesse; 

maybe he knew something. 

Eve scrambled through the back meadow until she was no longer visible from the 

house, and then circled around to the Orion road. Granny would fly into a rage if she 

knew Eve was out "chasing after that Harmony." 

Jesse lived with his married sister, Dahlia. The road to the Kurtz farm, though 

gravelly, was straight and solid. Her mother would have called it a good country road. 

Eve stopped at a small wooden bridge; kneeling down, she vomited over the side into the 

gurgling brook. Sitting on the edge, her back against a post, she pulled a pack of Lucky 

Strikes from her pocket. She lit the cigarette, inhaled, and then flicked the match into the 

creek. Eve glanced at the pack before thrusting it back into her pocket. Only three left. 

She would have better "luck" smoking Camels, which, though scarce during the war, 

were now more common; Lucky Strikes were still hard to get. However, she liked the 
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name, Lucky Strike. Eve believed in luck, though she herself had never had any. It was 

bad luck that her parents had died in that train wreck; it was bad luck that sent Harmony 

and Jesse to fight the Kaiser's war, a war she had never understood; it was worse luck 

that Harmony was missing, now, when she needed him more than ever. 

Eve wished she had brought her sketchpad; it was a pretty spot-green and cool. 

Some said the bridge, they called it "the wailing woman bridge," was haunted by a 

malevolent spirit. "Deirdre of the Dunes," had drowned her baby, and then herself, in 

Lake Michigan. Now she traped the back roads crying for her lost life. How desperate 

had she been to kill her own babe? Though Eve didn't believe in ghosts, she never 

walked the trestle after dark. Reluctantly she stood up, another mile to go. 

Dahlia Kurtz, bent over gathering wood, straightened when she spied Eve. A plump, 

plain-spoken farm wife, she seemed older than her twenty-five years. She looked as 

though she wanted to ask Eve what business she had with her brother. Instead, she 

gestured toward the porch where he sat, rocking. 

"He's doing better since your grandmother's been doctoring him. Grandma Rose 

Flynn surely has the healing touch." 

Scarcely listening, Eve opened the gate; there was no time to mind Dahlia's gab. 

"How are you keeping, Jesse?" Before he answered, he shoved dark hair-long 
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overdue for a cut--away from his eyes. 

"Fine, Miss Evie, just fine." His voice was too hearty and his hand trembled as he 

reached up to touch the tips of her fingers. She tried not to look at his smile, so sweet and 

yet so sad. This was harder than Eve had imagined. 

"Jesse when did you last see Harmony?" 

"I don't know---two weeks, maybe three. Why?" 

"I can't find him; I don't know where he's at." 

"Let's see--I haven't seen him since he left for Chicago." Jesse straightened his legs; 

he was too tall for the lady's rocker. 

"Why'd he go?" 

"He was going to that jewelry store you liked ... what's the name?" 

"Hirschbaum' s." 

"I think it was supposed to be a surprise. Are you going into the city?" 

Eve nodded. 

"You'd better let me drive you." He pointed to a Model-T parked in the yard. "It don't 

stall, much." 

''No, I can manage. You've been a big help. Thank you." Poor Jesse. Eve remembered 

how spirited he and Harmony had looked as they marched off to war. They were both so 

handsome in their uniforms. She hadn't understood why they were going to war, but it 

had been exciting. The songs, the flags, the drums. Much had changed since then. Eve 
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shook her head. She didn't want to think about that now; she had to find Harmony. With 

a quick wave, she hurried through the gate. Dahlia cast her a surprised look, but Eve 

didn't stop. 

Eve awakened before daybreak; it was a two-hour ride to Chicago. Granny was 

already standing at the stove, frying eggs. Jesse sat at the table, pouring syrup over a 

buckwheat stack. 

"Jesse?" she said, "what are you doing?" 

"What does it look like?" said Granny, "he's eating his breakfast. Here's yours. Don't 

dawdle." 

"But ... " 

"Don't but me ....we are going along." 

''No." 

"Eve Riley, you are not going into Chicago by yourself. The only reason I'm allowing 

this foolishness at all is because I want you to see, once and for all, that that boy run off 

and left you." She glanced at Jesse. "Maybe then you'll settle on someone else." 

Jesse touched her shoulder. Eve didn't know how this had come about but it was 

probably best to go along, at least for a while. 

"Let's go," said Granny, "Jesse will drive to the station. I left a note for CeeCee and 
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fires ... the gangs ...not to mention that steel strike." 

Granny looked alarmed. The woman seemed pleased. She pointed to an elderly German 

standing in the aisle. "There wouldn't be any trouble if people like that would stay where 

they belong. Who asked them to come here, anyway?" 

Eve shifted in her seat. She wondered if the woman was going to natter all the way to 

Chicago. She continued speaking. 

"Everyone should stick to their own kind." 

"Is that so." There was no question in Granny's voice. She looked at Jesse who stood 

up and offered his seat to the immigrant. 

"Yes it is," said the woman. She frowned at the old man now seated next to her. And, 

let me tell you, I wouldn't take my daughter into that Babylon. No, I would not. 

Especially if she were indisposed. She glanced at Eve. "She doesn't have the influenza, 

does she? Or is she in the family way?" 

All faces turned to Eve; who quickly removed the kerchief from her mouth. The fat 

woman settled back in her seat obviously satisfied that she had scored. Granny reached 

into her traveling basket, pulled out her bible, and read aloud, 

"Who so slandereth his neighbor in secret him will I destroy; who so is haughty of eye 

and proud ofheart him will I not suffer... " 

"Proud of heart, is it? Well, if people like you spent more time praying and less time 

begetting, there would be no need to bother good Christians like me with these orphan 
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trains." 

"Orphan trains?" said Eve. She hadn't meant to speak to the woman. 

"You'll find out---and first hand---1 have no doubt. The sins of the parents and all 

that." 

"Unscheduled stop," bellowed the conductor, "remain in your seats, please." 

"What a nuisance," said the woman. She pulled a thick cheese sandwich from her bag. 

The orphans lined up to depart the train. A small group dressed in overalls and long 

country skirts greeted the children. One of the men, a farmer by appearance, circled the 

assembly. After a few minutes, he approached a boy of about thirteen, felt the muscles of 

his arms, opened his mouth, pulled the lips back and surveyed his teeth. Then he grabbed 

the boy by the arm and pulled him from the group. A few others were chosen, the rest 

were herded back onto the train. A girl, blonde and slight of stature, stood forlornly at the 

window. Watching the boy, probably her brother, grow small in the distance, she 

continued to wave long after the farmer had driven away,. 

"Just like a cattle auction," said Eve. "They ought not to treat children so." 

"Well, they're lucky to find homes," said the woman, brushing crumbs from her lap. 

"I would take one myself-Jesus knows there is more work at my house than I can do 

myself-but you don't know what you might get. Mixed blood, bad blood, you just don't 

know." 

The woman stood up and gathered her belongings. She bustled away announcing loudly 
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that this was her station. 

"Well," said Granny, "I suppose now you appreciate having a grandmother who took 

you in and gave you a decent home. Never a word of gratitude. Not that I expected it." 

Finally, the train lurched into Chicago and they stepped onto the platform. Suffocated 

by the heat, overwhelmed by the gritty energy of the city, Eve felt like hot grease 

sputtering in a wet frying pan. 

"Now what?" said Granny, eyeing the crowd with suspicion. 

Trying to appear assured, Eve took her grandmother's arm and followed the swarm to 

street level. 

With some difficulty, they found the jewelry store. The small shop was closed. While 

Eve and Jesse pondered their next move, her grandmother tapped the glass with her 

fingernail. 

"Look, they are in there. Open up!" The men inside the building waved them away. 

"Gran ... please ... stop." 

She tapped on the glass until one of the men opened the door. He approached the old 

woman as though she were a cat he was trying to entice into a burlap sack. Speaking in a 

"here kitty, nice kitty" tone, he introduced himself as Mr. Hirschbaum. He remembered 

Harmony. The young soldier, he said, had purchased a beautiful set ofrings. It was 

strange that Mr. Jones had never returned for his purchase. No, he didn't know where he 
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had gone. 

"He wanted a sentiment--on the gold band. We provide inscription free of charge." 

Granny stepped forward. "I'm Mrs. Rose O'Leary Flynn of Orion, Indiana. Mr. Jones 

was my granddaughter's fiance. May we see the rings please?" 

The jeweler reached into the glass case and pull out a large red velvet box. Delicately, he 

extracted a wedding band and slowly handed it to the older woman. She grasped it 

securely between two fingers, held it up to read, changed her mind, and gave it to Eve. 

The ring, smooth on the inside, woven like yellow lace on the other, reminded her of 

tansy, the beautiful bitter herb that grew on her grandmother's farm. Squinting, the young 

woman handed it back, 

"Read it, Granny." 

"Eve, until death us do part, Love, Harmony." 

Eve slipped the gold band on her finger. Mr. Hirshbaum demanded it back. She refused. 

It belonged to her; she would never give it up. When she extended her hand to admire the 

glitter, the jeweler grabbed her wrist. He attempted to twist the circle from her finger. 

Jesse hurled himself between the two, inadvertently knocking the velvet case. Gems flew 

everywhere. Hirshbaum furiously gathered jewelry while his assistant summoned the 

police. 

They were still wrangling as the thickset Sergeant Zemack unlocked the paddy wagon 

and motioned them out. 
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"Shut up! I'll do the talking," said the Sarge. Fingering the boil on his neck, Zemack 

listened to each person and then rendered his decision. Miss Riley, the poor thing, could 

keep the wedding band; nThe engagement ring would go to Hirshbaum for damages. All 

charges would be dropped. The jeweler protested; the rings were his until Mr. Jones 

returned for them. 

"I'm doing ya a favor", said Zemack. "Now ya get to play the Good Samaritan." 

Hirshbaum did not look grateful for the opportunity. 

"And what will I do when her other boyfriend comes back and asks for his rings," he 

said. The sergeant held up a missing persons report: 

"Ya see this? I fill it out and then I file it over there"-Zemack pointed to a massive 

cabinet-"with all the rest of them-men, women, and God help us, children--that never 

come back. Now all'a ya, get out ofhere." 

Eve remembered little of the train ride home. Mesmerized by the sound of the wheels 

against the track, it seemed as though she slept with her eyes open. Despite the heat, she 

felt chilled in Jesse's truck. By the time they reached the farm, Eve was trembling. She 

stepped from the vehicle and looked at the night sky. How could the stars look so bright 

and be so cold? Why couldn't they shed some warmth? It was then that Eve knew; she 

knew beyond reason or doubt, that she would never again see Harmony. Like her mother, 

and her father, he had gone where she could not follow. 
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"Oh God," she cried, he's gone! He's gone and I'm so cold." 

Jesse, pale with fatigue, wrapped his arm around her. Together they walked, or rather 

stumbled, down the path into the well-lit kitchen. 

In the next story, which is not part ofmy thesis, Eve and Jesse marry. They move to an 

ethnic working-class section ofOrion. Jesse has a run-in with the KKK; it was quite 

powerful in Indiana until 1925. They have difficulties, suffering through pandemic flu and 

labor strikes but they also have good times, as well. 
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On Bessemer St. 

1931 

The utility man was working his way through Bessemer Street. Eve could hear Mrs. 

Markowski curse him in English and Polish. She and her husband, like many of the 

residents of Orion, had come from the old country when the factories were hiring. Now, 

two years after the crash, there were no jobs, and, of course, no money. She heard him 

protest, "Dammit, it ain't my fault." 

The fatty burn of lye soap filled the kitchen; the fumes blistered Eve's skin. She pulled 

a towel from a stack in the pantry and wiped her eyes, and then her face. She dipped lard 

from the can on the shelf and rubbed it into her fingers. Eve wanted to believe President 

Hoover when he said prosperity was just around the corner. When it came, she would 

never make lye soap again. The second step of the back porch creaked as the utility man 

shuffled up to the house. 

"Mrs. Anderson?" 

Eve recognized him from the parish. What was his name? Rhymed with boil, coil, 

Doyle! That was it, Doyle. 
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Eve recognized him from the parish. What was his name? Rhymed with boil, coil, 

Doyle! That was it, Doyle. 

"Mr. Doyle," she said, using her Sunday voice, "so nice to see you again. Your wife is 

well?" 

"Mrs. Anderson" he said, clearing his throat. He began again, "Mrs. Anderson, you 

know you are past due on your water bill. I'm going to have to shut it off." 

He stepped off the porch to the earthen cellar, threw the splintered cover aside, and 

hurried down the cement steps. Eve followed. At the bottom, a gray mouse nibbled on a 

morsel of food. Startled, it scuttled away. 

"How are we supposed to get by without water?" 

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Anderson. I really am sorry." 

"Stop apologizing Doyle. Ifyou want forgiveness, see the priest." She coughed, on the 

hottest days the basement felt clammy, today the smell ofwet dirt permeated her lungs. 

"Look," he said, "I don't want to hurt nobody. Can't you pay something?" 

Eve removed two dollars from her apron. 

"This is all I got" 

"It will do, for now" he said, opening his wallet, "but you got to figure out how to pay 

the rest." 

Eve shoved her hand into the now empty pocket, fingering the rough fabric. 
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Doyle was right she had to do something. They could not go on like this, she thought 

as she pulled the covers back. Eve did not rest that night; Jess had another nightmare. 

Asleep, he lay among the corpses in the trenches of France. How many times would he 

fight the Great War? 

Jesse's blue eyes were wide but didn't see; gradually, he recognized her. Putting his 

arms around her, he said, "I didn't hurt you, did I?" When they were first married, she 

had touched him during a sleep panic. He had fought her like the enemy. For a while, 

during the good years, the nightmares had stopped. Then, Jesse, always gentle, seemed 

like his old self; he would tease and make jokes until the crankiest child giggled. He even 

made Granny laugh-something Eve could never do. Now, the terror had returned. It 

didn't seem right that bad times, like dominos on end, knocked against more bad times. 

She untangled herself and slipped out of bed. Even on sunny days, the attic bedroom 

was shadowy; it was hot in the summer, cold in the winter. Eve stood in front of the 

makeshift closet. Most of her clothes were of a style popular several years back. The 

dresses were straight where Eve now had curves. Childbearing had done that, seven 

babies in less than twelve years. The pink dress, the one she wore to Mass would do. 

Jess stirred, "Come back to bed." 

"It's time to get up." 

"Why are you wearing your Sunday dress?" 

"You're going to be late for work." 
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''No work today. You didn't answer my question." 

Eve turned to look at him. His face was thin, his hair too long. He reminded her of a 

picture of a Plaines Indian she had once seen in a history book. The man had stared 

unsmiling into the camera, a snapshot of anger and despair. And something else she 

couldn't name. Perhaps it was hate. But that couldn't be right. Jesse could never hate. 

"I'm going to look for a job. Cutter 's hiring." 

"The hell you are." 

Eve shook her head. Jess was too proud. He didn't want his wife to work. The bills were 

mounting, the rent unpaid. She expected him to repeat all the old arguments. Her place 

was with the kids. She had never held a job. She didn't drive well enough. 

Instead, he said, "Do you love me?" 

Surprised, she answered, "Of course." 

"You didn't when we got married." 

"Well I do now. Do you think this dress is too tight across the hips? I want to make a 

good impression." She pivoted to get a better look at herself in the mirror. 

It took two to kick start the Model-T. Jesse twisted the front end crank while Eve 

squeezed the choke. Usually when the engine caught, Jess would leap into the passenger 

side-it was the only door that opened-glide across the seat, grab the wheel and drive 

33 



away. Whoever was throttling the choke had to slide across his lap to get out. Itwas a 

tricky maneuver. If the choker moved too slow, the engine died. Then they had to start 

over. 

The Twas balky; it refused to start as it often did in bad weather. 

Eve adjusted her glasses, hunched forward, grasped the wheel tightly and strained to hear 

her husband's directions. Eyes fixed on the wheel, she repeated the instructions. A wet 

wind blew from across the lake pushing factory smells akin to rotten eggs or burnt rubber 

to Bessemer. The sun was barely up but a crowd had begun to gather. The people on the 

street kept early hours. They stared at Eve dressed in her Sunday best, hat and gloves. 

"Look," said a man with an accent, "He going to let his woman drive. Not me. I never 

let no woman drive my car." It sounded like Mr. Markowski. 

"That's cause you ain't got no car. You don't drive, not even yourself," said another 

voice. The crowd joined in when the wags, making jokes mostly at Jesse's expense, 

laughed at their own humor. Jess shot her an angry look; she swallowed a hiccup. Several 

of the men, giving unwanted and useless advice, offered to help. The engine sputtered 

and then roared. 

Eleven-year-old Riley sprinted from the kitchen, where he had been eating oatmeal. 

The boy was robust and eager; he never seemed to tire. She envied him, that. He was not 

fat--none ofher children got enough to eat to be fat-still he was stocky for his age. 

34 



The truck shimmied to the comer. Eve removed her fist from the wheel to signal a left. 

When the vehicle veered too far to the right, her husband, still standing in the road, 

motioned her to pull in. It was a wide tum, but at least the thing had stopped shaking. Eve 

smiled at her son. 

"This isn't so hard. I don't know what all the fuss was about." 

He smiled easily. Of all her children, Riley was most like her; he had a mass ofhair like 

red wheat, green eyes, and fair skin. The rest of the kids had Jess's dark hair and storm-

blue eyes 

She drove to the old lake front road. It wasn't the quickest path to the factories that 

lined Lake Michigan, but it was the prettiest. In good weather, they had used to hike in 

the tall grass along the dunes. On summer evenings, hot as cayenne, they lay on the beach 

and watched the sun cast shadows across the water. As the heat faded, they would light a 

fire to cook hot dogs and eat them off the stick, burnt and gritty. When one or two of the 

young ones would fall asleep, Jess would carry them to the car. Wet and sandy, the rest of 

the Andersons followed. Today, scarlet undertow flags snapped along the shore. The 

season for swimming was over 

The Model-T rolled to a stop. 

"Oh dear," said Eve, "what did I do wrong?" 

"Don't worry, Mother, I'll take care of it." 

Riley jumped out, seized the crank, and coiled it tightly. Nothing happened. He repeated 

the rotation while he shifted his weight to get closer. As he did so, he loosened his grip. 
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The handle flew back pulling his shoulder out of its socket. Simultaneously Eve heard 

Riley's cry ofpain and the crunch of bone. She knew his arm was broken before she saw 

the odd way it hung from his side. Sonofabitch! Why had she let him crank? How could 

she have been so stupid-to come this way. There was no one to help them; the road was 

deserted. She could tell that he wanted to cry, but he didn't. Neither would she. She 

clutched Riley's good arm. There was nothing to do but walk. 

They stopped and rested several times. The march proved almost too much for Riley. 

By the time they arrived home, his skin was pale and damp. Across his nose, freckles 

stood out like drops of blood. If the druggist had given credit, she would have gotten 

aspirin, for herself as well as Riley. Her head throbbed. Later she would ask her 

grandmother for an herbal remedy for pain. There was no time to send for her now. Mr. 

Zygmont waited to drive her to the clinic. Jess, accompanied by 9-year old Finley, had 

hiked out to the truck. That left 10-year old Annie Rose to mind the four youngest. Eve, 

hiding her discomfort at leaving them alone, told her daughter to run over and get Mrs. 

Markowski for any problems. 
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Dr. Granger's office looked like the dry goods store it had once been; the lobby 

smelled of calico, illness, and old wood. The room was crowded; patients, looking sad 

and defeated, slouched in battered chairs positioned against three walls. Except for the 

sounds of sniffles, wheezes, and parents comforting cranky children, the room was oddly 

muted. Hushed like a funeral, thought Eve. After she signed the list-they kept neither a 
I 

nurse nor a receptionist-she steered Riley toward two empty seats next to a woman 

holding a baby wrapped in a shawl. 

"Here let me," said Eve, as she took the crying child. 

The woman, a girl actually, she couldn't have been more than seventeen, hunched over in 

a spasm of coughing that shook her emaciated frame. 

"Influenza, I guess," she said, when she was finally able to speak. 

Pacing back and forth, Eve soothed the infant. 

So many people were hungry, so many were sick. Shouldn't someone do something? 

Eve wondered, not for the first time, who's responsible? Who's to blame? Shouldn't 

someone-the churches, the government, someone---do something? She knew from 

experience that illness first devastated the weak and hungry, the old and the young. The 

elder Dr. Granger attended the girl. He was a kind man. Perhaps he could help. Eve 

handed him the baby. She sat next to Riley. He flinched as though she had struck him. 

"We got the truck started," said Finley, "Daddy wants to know how much longer?" 

Jesse, and the rest of the kids, were waiting outside . 
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sounds of sniffles, wheezes, and parents comforting cranky children, the room was oddly 

muted. Hushed like a funeral, thought Eve. After she signed the list-they kept neither a 

nurse nor a receptionist-she steered Riley toward two empty seats next to a woman 

holding a baby wrapped in a shawl. 

"Here let me," said Eve, as she took the crying child. 

The woman, a girl actually, she couldn't have been more than seventeen, hunched over in 

a spasm of coughing that shook her emaciated frame. 

"Influenza, I guess," she said, when she was finally able to speak. 

Pacing back and forth, Eve soothed the infant. 

So many people were hungry, so many were sick. Shouldn't someone do something? 

Eve wondered, not for the first time, who's responsible? Who's to blame? Shouldn't 

someone-the churches, the government, someone---do something? She knew from 

experience that illness first devastated the weak and hungry, the old and the young. The 

elder Dr. Granger attended the girl. He was a kind man. Perhaps he could help. Eve 

handed him the baby. She sat next to Riley. He flinched as though she had struck him. 

"We got the truck started," said Finley, "Daddy wants to know how much longer?" 

Jesse, and the rest of the kids, were waiting outside . 

"I don't know" said Eve, breaking the hospital room hush, "it takes as long as it 

takes." Several patients glanced at her. She regretted her anger. None of this was the 
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boy's fault. They were good kids, assuming too much responsibility for their ages. Hard 

times were robbing their childhood. 

Finally, the young Dr. Granger summoned her to an examination room. He didn't smile 

or speak while he set Riley's arm. 

"That will be two dollars." He poured himself a cup of coffee from a burner that sat 

behind the desk in the waiting room. 

"Would you put that on our bill? Please." 

"You currently owe"-he did a quick calculation-"25 dollars. 

Are you aware that you owe 25 dollars?" He spoke loudly, with the self-righteous 

emphasis of a man who knows he will be cheated. 

"That much?" 

"How do you propose to pay?" 

"It's been a hard winter. Measles, Henry's asthma ... " 

"Mrs. Anderson, tell me something, why do people like you have more children than 

you can support?" He gestured toward the waiting room, "Why do you people have 

children at all?" 

Eve did not reply. 
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The truck blocked the entrance to Cutter Works. A driver in a Packard impatiently 

motioned for her to get out ofhis way. With little effect, Eve wound the crank while 

Annie worked the choke. Two men, with the air of people who had nothing better to do, 

ambled forward. The older one tugged at the bill of his cap and said, 

"I'm Bill and this here is Joey. And that man over there a piece is Amos." Apparently, 

Amos was an important man. "We can do that for you, ma'am" The younger, shorter man 

jumped into the driver's seat. Within minutes, they backed the Model-Tinto a parking 

space. 

"Thank you," said Eve. "I wish I could offer you something." 

"We don't expect nothin' said Bill, "just you be careful." 

"Careful?" she said. "Ofwhat?" 

"Of them," he gestured toward the door where six or eight men milled about. "I don't 

believe they'd hurt you, but they be angry." 

She looked at him not quite comprehending why these men should be angry with her. 

"You're here for a job, ain't you?" 

She nodded. 

"We're standing out. Old Jack Cutter's hiring women-kids too, for pennies on the 

dollar. Then he makes the men stand outside, off the line, without pay, until they need an 

old hand, then they call us back in." said the older man. "Some of us been with the Cutter 

family a long time." 

"Why wait out in the weather? Why not go inside?" she said. 
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"Ain't allowed," said Joey, "they think we might agitate." He glanced back at Amos. 

"Why not go home?" she said. 

"They'd fire us ifwe wasn't here when they needed us. A few hours pay is better than 

none. Lots of good men be lookin' for jobs." said Bill. 

"What if you all organized", she hesitated, "a union or something." 

"Don't say that out loud. Cutter'll buy you a work-load of trouble," Joey said. 

Eve glanced at Annie Rose, sitting in the truck. Lowering her voice, she said, 

"Everyone says Mr. Cutter is a good man." 

Bill shrugged his shoulders. "They do say that the old man sings loud on Sunday. He 

be reading his Bible, too. Right here at the plant, I seen him myself." Bill backed away. It 

was clear that he was finished with the conversation. Joey had already left. Amos stared 

at Eve, without actually looking at her. He threw his cigarette down, ground it with his 

heel and hurried away. 

Eve held Annie's hand as they threaded their way through the men. Except for a few 

unfriendly remarks, and one wolf-whistle, they let her pass without incident. The office 

of Cutter Works was an extension of the factory. Through a side door, she could see 

young women rapidly stitching garments on industrial machines. Grimy windows 

encircled high walls; bare bulbs hanging from wires attached to the ceiling shed a sickly 

light. 
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A secretary sat at a desk in the front of the room, reading. She seemed oblivious to the 

noise, the dirt, the tables loaded with fabric-even to the man sitting at a desk behind her. 

"Excuse me," said Eve. Lily-that's what the gold plaque said-looked up. 

Immediately Eve knew that she had dressed wrong. She felt like a full page 

advertisement that said: 'matron from Bessemer Street.' No, make that 'indigent matron 

from working-class Bessemer Street'. The girl was lovely, blonde and dressed so right. 

Eve marveled at Lily's fingernails, which were tapered, exquisitely filed, and painted a 

color she could only describe as red delicious. How did she get any work done? Was it 

possible to type or clean house with those fingers? Eve looked down at her own hands 

covered with the white gloves now smudged with grease. The pink dress wrinkled across 

her belly, the hat flopped listlessly across one eye. Flinging her hand as though the polish 

were wet, Lily indicated the desk at the back of the room. 

Cradling the phone against one shoulder, the man motioned them to sit. So this was 

John Cutter. Younger looking than she had imagined, he had a baby face and a country 

club manner. He acted as though rent was due on the air she breathed-and he owned the 

lease. Eve grew frightened, of what, she could not say. To calm her fears she examined 

his desk-littered with papers, pens, pencils, and food-raisin studded oatmeal cookies, 

oranges, apples, pecans, still in the shell, and coffee. Coffee! Good coffee. Not the cheap 

stuff. It had been several months since she and Jess could afford it. She missed the smell 
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and taste of fresh ground coffee, hot coffee the way her grandmother used to make it, 

dark and rich, foaming with real cream and sugar. Cutter hung up the phone. 

"You don't mind ifl eat lunch?" He unwrapped a packet without waiting for a 

response. "What can I do for you?" 

"I hear that you are hiring?" 

Cutter picked up a pork chop, holding it with his fingers, he gnawed the center around 

the bone. "Sorry, I have my quota ofwomen." He pulled a linen handkerchief from his 

pocket and dabbed at the grease that dribbled down his chin. 

"You are hiring?" 

''Not you." He cracked a pecan against the desk. 

"Why not me?" 

"You were on company property trying to organize a union. You are a professional 

relief rat." He finished picking the meat from the nut and selected an apple. 

"I'm a what?" 

"A professional relief rat, Robin Hood in a pink dress. You want to take money from 

hard working men like me and spread it around to people too lazy to work for a living." 

Eve didn't speak. 

"I do not support union agitators. A bunch of Jews and communists. Nobody robs 

John Cutter." 

Eve stood up, her hand on Annie's shoulder. 
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"Tell you what", Cutter said, I'll give the kid a shot. Fifteen cents an hour." 

"She's only ten years old." Eve gently pushed her daughter toward the door. 

"Wait," he pitched the apple at Eve, who caught it, "the kid looks hungry." It was true. 

They hadn't eaten anything since a scant bowl of oatmeal at breakfast. She threw the 

apple back. 

"Mr. Cutter, we do not accept half-eaten food, nor do we put our babies out to work. 

My daughter goes to school. Good day, sir." 

Joey waited for her in the parking lot. She was grateful that he cranked the truck. It was 

only mid-afternoon, but she was tired. 

''No luck?" 

She agreed; she hadn't had much luck. 

"There's going to be a food dump this afternoon, over by the German church," he said. 

"You don't have to be Lutheran-the food is free to anybody that needs it." 

A crowd had already gathered at St. Paul's. Three farmers stood on trucks, throwing 

produce onto the ground. Before they had finished, people were running toward the food, 

shoving, grabbing. A woman sat in the middle of the pile stuffing tomatoes into her 

mouth. Red pulp dribbled onto her dress. Several elderly men were fighting over 
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cabbages. Eve hesitated, unprepared for the depth of hunger. She willed herself: walk to 

the pile, kneel down, select cabbages and potatoes, return to the truck. 

"This will be enough," she said to no one in particular, "leave some food for the other 

people." 

. Dinner was simple but at least they had enough to eat. Eve cut up Riley's food 

"Henry, would you say Grace?" 

"And what are we thanking God for? said Jesse. He stared down at the shiny plate as 

though he could see his reflection in the emptiness. 

"What?" said Eve. 

"Yes, what," he replied, looking at her. "What are we thanking God for-and what did 

you accomplish today? Besides using up all the gasoline and ... " Itwasn't like Jess to 

blame her for what couldn't be helped. Eve would have smashed her own arm before 

hurting any of them. Of that she was convinced. 

"Jesse, can I talk to you outside? You children, finish your supper." 

"What's wrong with you? Talking like that-in front of the kids." 

"Time they learned the facts. Factory owners, bankers-got their feet on my neck. 

They're grinding us into the dirt. We ain't ever getting' back up." 

"Where are you going?" 

"Over to Markowski's-to see ifhe has any of that home brew left." 
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Her supper grew cold as Eve sat on the porch and rocked. The little oak rocker had 

been a gift from Jesse. He had made it himself after the birth of one of the children. 

Annie Rose, she thought. Or perhaps Finley. Twilight settled on Bessemer Street but the 

activity seemed to increase. It wasn't the usual evening bustle. The motion of the street 

seemed off balance. She supposed it was due to the utility man. Half ofher neighbors 

were without water. Would someone from the electric company come next? 

A song, in a foreign tongue, hovered on the night air. The melody at first plaintive, turned 

frenzied and wild. 

"Must have had plenty of that liquor left", muttered Eve. 

The men of Bessemer Street were friendly, but not close. The neighborhood had begun as 

a company town. Most of the men worked together. Later the hamlet had been 

incorporated into the city. Nothing had changed. Orion was a port of factories and 

churches with Lake Michigan to the north, farmland to the south. 

The churches, ethnic in nature, were central to the populace, especially the women. 

Poles, like the Markowskis, attended St. Stanislaus', the Germans, St Ambrose'. Eve 

thought it was the same with the others---Protestants, Syrians, Jews, and Negroes. She 

didn't know too much about them, though. 

Her family, the Rileys and the Finleys, had prayed at St. Brigid's, the Irish church, for 

as long as anyone could remember. Which was odd, thought Eve, since no one had set 
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foot on the old sod since the potato famine. She had better get the little ones bathed. It 

had been a long day. Tomorrow would be another. 

It was late when Jesse came to bed. 

"You're not going to be able to wake up in the morning," she said. 

"It doesn't matter, I'm not working." 

"Of course not, It's Sunday. We promised to meet Granny at early Mass." 

"I'm not working tomorrow, or the day after that, or the day after that." 

"You're drunk." 

"Eve listen to me, for once. There-is-no-more-work." 

"What are you talking about?" 

"The plant closed." 

"Why didn't you tell me?" 

"I don't know." He pushed his hand through his hair. 

"What are we going to do?" 

"I don't know. Stop asking so many questions. How can I think with you firing away 

like that?" 

+++++++++++ 
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In the Country 

1932 

It was scarcely night when the mule pulled the dilapidated truck over the ice to the 

farmhouse. Eve opened the door and held the lantern high-electrification had not yet 

come to this part of rural Indiana. 

"Spring is late this year," said the Russian as he jumped to the ground. Vimka's face 

was as red as the apples he mashed into hard cider but he was limber for his age and bulk. 

While he pumped water into the sink to wash, she ladled cabbage and noodles into a bowl 

and sliced slabs of bread. Eve had not seen him for several months. No one knew where 

the apple man lived; he traveled the back roads selling applejack--and occasionally 

apples. 

He dipped his spoon into the soup; the smell of cabbage wafted through the air. 

"This is good, like my mother used to cook. You are making a good farmwife." 

Eve shook her head. She was back in the country because, in the midst of The Great 

Depression, her husband could not find work. 

"Kids", she called, "come and say hello to the apple man." 

All seven of them rushed downstairs, shoving and shrieking. They had only been 

waiting for permission. The loved the apple man---his songs, games and tricks and, of 

course, Saturn, the old mule. He was showing them a card trick and they were pestering 

him for mule rides when Granny clattered into the kitchen. She had converted a sitting 

room behind the parlor into her bedroom. 

47 



"What in the name of Jesus is this infernal racket? I told you children to go to bed an 

hour ago," she said. 

"I gave them permission to stay up a while." 

"I sent them to bed, I expect them to stay there," said Granny. 

"They are my children," said Eve, "I will say what they may or may not do." 

"In my house, I make the rules. You children, go to bed. " They trooped out without 

looking at Eve. 

The Russian stood up, "Vimka must see to his friend Saturn. Good-night." 

Eve parked in the rocker by the stove. Jerking a basket close, she pulled a stocking 

from the stack andjabbed it with her darning needle. Her fingers bled where she stuck 

herself; she threw the bloodstained sock back into the pile. It was threadbare--not worth 

mending, but there was no money to buy new. She sucked her thumb to staunch the 

bleeding. 

It was past midnight when she drifted round the farmhouse, securing locks. In 

previous years, they had not done so, but times were hard, people were desperate. In one 

of the pantries, she noticed a bat clinging to a window casement. Gingerly, Eve opened 

the pane and watched as it winged its way across the moonlit sky. She envied the creature 

its easy freedom. 

Shuffling up to their bedroom, Eve wondered that her husband had not joined the 

crowd in the kitchen. Jesse was so different these days; he behaved as ifhe were a ticket-

holder watching a drama in which he had no part. He had even stopped looking for work. 

Shrugging into a nightdress, Eve pulled back the covers and prepared to slide into bed; 
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abruptly she changed her mind. Padding back to the kitchen, she washed the bowl and 

cup, wiped the table of crumbs, and mopped the mud from the floor. With her toe, she 

shoved the mending basket into the comer by the stove where it was out of view. When 

you lived with Granny, you did things Granny's way. 

It was after one o'clock when Rags barked; she awakened Eve from a sound sleep and 

a good dream, a lively colorful vision of her parents. Most ofher dreams were sepia 

shadows, faded almost beyond recognition like old photographs, apparitions of a life that 

still haunted her. Granny had ordered the kids to "put that mongrel in the barn;" Rags was 

not allowed to sleep upstairs. More hell to pay if her grandmother were disturbed a 

second time. 

"Annie, quiet that dog before she wakes the house. Annie Rose, do you hear me?" 

Rags continued barking, louder and more strident. Eve sat up. Something was wrong; she 

smelled smoke. 

"Jess wake up. Jesse!" 

He rolled onto his back. "What?" 

"Smoke!" 

Without waiting for a response, Eve pulled on her robe and hurried down to the kitchen. 

The cook stove was on fire. She grabbed a bag of salt and poured in onto the flames, 

which flared higher. Jesse closed in behind her and reached to shut the damper to choke 

the fire. Cursing, he jumped back; quickly wrapping his hand in a shirt from the basket, 

he tried again and yet again. It was too late. Flames leaped into the basket of clothes. 
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Jesse dragged the rug from the floor. Dust, ashes, and smoke flew around the room as he 

pounded the blaze, which soared. 

Eve brought a bucket ofwater from the pump, but it was pointless, the fire had spread to 

the curtains. Smoke billowed through the kitchen. 

Jess shoved her back. 

"Get out. Get out! Wake the kids!" 

Vimka bolted into the kitchen; he filled his arms with pots, pans, dishes, and food. 

Working quickly, he threw one load and then another into the yard. Eve pounded on her 

grandmother's door and then dashed through the parlor up the stairs, stopping at the top. 

Her chest was tight; each breath scaled her lungs like a fisherman's blade. Her voice was 

no more than a wisp of the smoke she had breathed. Nevertheless, Eve spoke calmly. It 

wouldn't do to panic her children. 

"Riley, Annie Rose--there is a small fire in the kitchen. Help me wake the little ones. 

I'll carry Matthew. Riley you carry Mark, Annie help Oliver. Henry and Finley hold 

hands. All ofyou stick close to me. Quickly, now." They trekked to the door, Rags 

following in the rear. 

Outside, she counted heads. Certain they were safe, she told Finley to run to the 

neighbors and ask them to summon the fire brigade. 

"Annie Rose, you take the kids to the barn---and keep them there. Riley, gather all of 

this stuff and carry it away from the house." 
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Upstairs, Eve worked rapidly. Determined to save as much as possible, she emptied 

drawers and closets. She pitched clothes, some still on hangers, into the yard below. 

"I can help." Riley stood in the doorway. 

"I thought I told you to stay in the yard." With teeth clenched, freckles and red hair 

standing out against pale skin, Riley, with a look like a stubborn elf, said nothing. He 

dragged a baby mattress across the floor. Together they heaved it through the window. 

"Let's go-the fire is out of control," said Jesse, as he bound up the steps two at a 

time. He put one arm around Eve, nudging the boy with the other. 

"Jesse, no--our things." She jerked away from him. 

"Are you crazy? Come on!" 

Everything they owned, everything her grandmother owned, was in that house. Her 

grandmother! Had she gotten out? 

"Granny! Where's Granny?" Smoke obscured the way. Eve stopped. 

"I'll get her. Keep going, straight ahead," said Jesse. He felt the entrance to the parlor 

then pulled his hand back. 

"The parlor is on fire-we can't get through this way," he said. 

"We can't just leave her!" said Eve. 

"Keep moving." 

Sputtering and coughing, Riley, Eve and then Jesse, reached the front yard, where Vimik 

waited. 

"Follow me," said Jesse, loping to the side of the house. 

He tugged on the sitting room window but it wouldn't open. He kicked the glass and 

entered the room. The old woman was asleep on the bed. He scooped her up, handed her 
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through the window to Eve and the apple man and then jumped out himself. Landing on 

one knee, he quickly righted himself. 

"Get back. The fire has gone through the roof. Godammit, get back!" he said. 

Together, they carried Granny to the barn. 

"When were you planning to warn me?" The old woman spoke with a sharp grate. 

Four or five men, summoned by Finley, some partly attired in nightclothes, the rest in 

overalls, stood around the barn. 

"What are all of you men doing? Can't you see my house is on fire?" 

The men shuffled their feet, looking down and away. Finally, one spoke, "The fire is too 

far gone and the fire men ain't coming. They say you live outside Orion-no money to 

help an outsider." 

"An outsider?" said Granny, "I was born right here, and now I'm an outsider? And 

now they gonna let my house burn?" Eve stared at the wizened face; she had never seen 

her grandmother cry. Tears formed a white river against her dirty cheeks. As a youngster, 

Eve had supposed that the old woman had no tears. 

After assuring the grandmother that they would help rebuild, the men left. It was a 

bare promise and they knew it. There was no money for lumber--hell, they couldn't 

afford to hammer a new nail. 

The house blazed the night. By sunrise, it was no more than smoldering rubble. That's 

all? thought Eve-that's all there is to it? 
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"I'm hungry," said Oliver. 

Disheartened, trying not to think, Eve rummaged through their belongings; so little had 

been salvaged. She located a packet of hot dogs. Jess skewered them on sharpened sticks 

and laid them on the burning embers. This delighted the little boy. 

"Look, Momma, an April Fool wienie roast. April Fool!" 

"Yes, Ollie, hush now." She was in no mood for childish humor. With her hands, she 

broke apart a loaf of bread, which they ate with the meat. It smelled like cinders and 

tasted like charcoal. She gave a portion to Rags, the dog had earned her keep. 

It was a cold April 151
• The barn was poor shelter; a ramshackle affair with cracks in 

the boards; the wind huffed in like a crooked politician on election day. Exhausted, the 

Andersons spread straw, huddled together and slept. Vimik curled into his truck. 

It was past noon when Eve was awakened by Jesse's sister, Dahlia. 

"Hello? Everybody okay?" she said. 

"Aunt Dahlia! Aunt Dahlia!" the children encircled her. 

She opened a basket and dished out fried chicken, biscuits and apple pie. Eve scarcely 

listened as Dahlia chattered on about how blessed they were that no one had been hurt. 

When something terrible happened, people were bound to say how lucky you were. 

"I guess I'm the first," said Dahlia. 

"What?" said Eve. 

"To pick up the kids. I'm first." 

"What are you talking about?" 

"When Jesse called-he said you were placing the kids." 
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Eve turned to Jesse. He shoved his hands into his jeans, hunched his soldiers and said 

nothing. 

"He is mistaken. My children will stay with me," said Eve. 

Dahlia unraveled a thread ofwicker from the basket. 

"They're our children, Eve, not your children, our children," said Jesse. 

"That's right," said Dahlia, "and they need homes. A rat infested barn is no place to 

raise a family." 

"Dahlia, do you mind? I'd like to speak to my husband-in private." She and Jesse 

moved to the back of the barn. 

"Jesse, what are you doing?" 

"Trying to find places for the kids." 

"You're sending my kids away---without telling me? 

"That's just it... They're my kids, too." 

"Jesse, you haven't done a thing with them, or me, in months." 

"I can't support my family-is that what you are saying?" 

They were interrupted by Dahlia. 

"Look, Bob and me, we can handle the three youngest," she said. 

Jesse touched Eve's shoulder; wordlessly, she shrugged him off. They were right; she 

would have to let go. 

"Mathew, Mark and Oliver-you are coming to live with me," said Dahlia. 

The twins clambered cheerfully into the car; they were happy as long as they were 

together. Oliver ran back to Eve, twining his arms around her legs. She picked him up, 

gave him a final hug, and handed him to Dahlia; Barking, Rags chased the car to the main 
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road, then sat and whined. That dog is a better mother than I am, thought Eve; she would 

never abandon her little ones. 

''Now what?" asked Eve. 

"Nick and Josie O'Malley will take Finley and Riley," said Jesse. 

The O'Malleys lived above The Silverado Restaurant. She cooked and waited table in the 

front; he tended bar in the speakeasy at the back. Since Prohibition, he also earned a few 

bucks doing odd jobs for the rumrunners. 

Josie O'Malley is willing to take two of our"-Eve hit the word 'our' hard and 

sarcastic-"children?" 

"She said she was agreeable." 

Josie never does nothin' for nothin' ," said Eve. 

"She needs kitchen help," admitted Jesse. 

"Free labor, you mean." Her head ached and she felt nauseated by the smell of straw, 

smoke and some animal thing she could not name. 

"Have you got a better idea?" 

She did not. These days few people could afford to feed two extra mouths. It might work 

out. Riley and Finley were good boys and sturdy. They flourished-no matter what-

they flourished. She told Jesse that they had better hurry, before she changed her mind. 

Jesse, Eve, Riley and Finley walked to the Silverado; the boys wore a patchwork of 

clothes salvaged from the fire. Fortunately, Eve had saved their shoes. Itwas a 3-mile 
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hike to the restaurant, which was located on the outskirts of Orion. The way was 

crowded; since the onset of the Depression, itinerants trawled the roads begging for work 

or a hand out. 

On another day, some of them would have stopped at the farm. In the beginning, the 

beggars had been voluble, eager to tell their stories, to explain. It wasn't their fault, they 

would say; they had always worked hard. It was just bad luck. Just bad luck. They 

thanked her if she spared them a potato or handful of feed store oatmeal, but they no 

longer talked much. Perhaps they sensed that Eve had stopped listening. She knew their 

stories just by the look of them. This one was a farmer who had lost his land, that one 

was a banker with no bank. 

Perhaps they were just too tired to speak. Or maybe they no longer had excuses for 

what had happened. Bad luck seemed an insufficient reason, their shamed faces seem to 

say. Eve had always believed in luck; now she wondered if God had visited an Egyptian 

plague upon the land. So many people wandered the countryside wearing defeat like a 

mark of Cain. 

A young girl, perhaps 10--it was hard to say, she was so malnourished--tugged on 

Eve's skirt. Soundlessly, she held up a tin cup. Ifonly they had something to give her. 

Eve looked at the ground. She did not want to see children, dirty, ragged, and hungry, 

tramping the rim. Why would a merciful God punish innocent children? Surely they 

could not have sinned? 

"What the hell ... " said Jesse. 

Tarpaper shacks, rusted cars, and cardboard houses branched from the Silverado like 

withered limbs from a dying tree. Groups huddled around campfires; more than a few-
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mostly men--were drinking from bottles partially concealed in paper bags. Practically 

overnight, a Hooverville had sprung up around the eatery. 

Nick, a broad swarthy man, stepped out of the restaurant and threw a bucket of slop 

onto the ground. Beggars flocked to the garbage, scooped it with their hands, and shoved 

it into their mouths. "Don't stare," Eve stooped to whisper to her sons. Straightening, she 

stopped. She recognized one of the hoboes. It was Mr. Zygmant, who had lived near by 

on Bessemer Street. He did not register recognition; neither did she. 

Inside, Josie, a stiletto like woman, was dealing plates of food like cards from the 

bottom of a poker deck. 

"Good," she said, "you're here. We're busy." 

Immediately she set Finley to clearing tables and Riley to washing dishes. Eve wished 

Josie had given them something to drink first; it had been a long walk. Nick invited the 

adults to sit and have coffee. 

"So", he said to Jesse, "you going with us on that bonus march?" 

He explained to the Andersons that veterans from the Great War were gathering for a 

march on Washington. They were demanding that the Hoover administration pay them 

the bonus promised but not payable until 1945. 

"I had enough of the army to last me to judgment day," said Jesse 

"Judgment day is here, pal. We broke our butts for this United States ofAmerica; all 

that talk about freedom and kicking the Kaiser ain't worth a hill of beans when folk are 

going hungry." 

Jesse shook his head. 

I thought sure you'd march-all that action you saw over there," said Nick. 
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Jesse got up, thanked the O'Malleys, hugged his sons, put on his hat, and walked out the 

door. He never discussed the war, not with Eve or anyone else. 

"Eve," said Nick, "talk to him. What's going on in this country ain't right, you know it 

ain't right." 

She kissed the boys, told everyone good-bye and scurried after her husband. 

"You tell that man ofyours it ain't charity. People got to live," hollered the bartender. 

They reached the barn as rain began to fall. Henry was having another asthma 

attack--due, Eve supposed, to the smoke, straw and damp weather. Vimka had started a 

fire, Granny crumpled herbs into boiled water. Annie held a towel over Henry's head 

while he breathed the infusion. That girl was a born nurse. She knew what to do for her 

brother and that was some comfort. 

When the boy was breathing easier, Eve asked him if he would like to live with Aunt 

CeeCee and Uncle Dalton. The question was rhetorical; he did not have a choice. The 

Kings were Henry's godparents; for several years they had begged Eve to allow Henry to 

come and live with them. They had no son of their own and they could, as they pointed 

out, "afford to give him the best of everything," including decent medical care. 

"Can Rags and Annie Rose come, too?" he asked. The boy was so pale his skin was 

translucent with a bluish cast. He should have gone first; the barn was no place for Henry, 

frail as he was. Eve was loathe to turn him over to the Kings. 

"Well, I don't think Rags would be happy there." 

"Annie Rose can come; she'll be happy," said Henry. 
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"We'll see," said Eve. 

"Daddy," the little girl said, touching Jesse's arm, "I don't want to." 

"I know baby, I know," he answered patting her dark curls. He glanced at Eve but she 

shrugged. Henry needed his sister, and that was that. Jesse was soft on Annie Rose and 

apt to make things difficult. The girl didn't like the Kings anymore than her father did; 

but she would do as she was told. Sometimes Eve thought that her daughter, small as she 

was, was the toughest of her children. She didn't talk much, but there was strength behind 

that delicate beauty. 

The Kings lived in a gated community on Lake Michigan; it was too far to walk even 

if Henry were healthy. Eve supposed that they would come if she phoned, but Vimka 

offered to "carry them." Annie and Henry were delighted with the idea; woes forgotten, 

they sat on either side of the apple man yelling "Giddayap" to the mule. 

It was dark when they reached Monarch Hall-as the Kings referred to their home. 

Cynthia, in the same class at St. Brigid's as Annie Rose, answered the door. Must be the 

maid's afternoon off. Not that Eve knew; she was seldom invited to visit. 

"You smell like smoke," said Cynthia, by way of greeting. 

"Cynthia, who is that? said CeeCee. "Oh," she said, "come in and close the door; its 

getting cold." 

"I'll wait in the car with Vimka," said Jesse. 

"Vimka?" said CeeCee, looking out the window. "You didn't let that drunken 

muleskinner bring you here?" 

Eve ignored the comment and got straight to the point. 
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"I'm sure you heard about the fire. Will you take Henry and Annie?" 

"Henry? You're going to let us keep Henry?" 

"And Annie." 

"We'd love to have Henry." 

. "And Annie." 

Yes, of course, Annie Rose, too. Have they had dinner? We were just getting ready to sit 

down." 

CeeCee told the young Andersons that cousin Cynthia would show them to the playroom 

and the housekeeper would bring them a tray of food. 

"We always dress for dinner," said Cynthia smoothing the ruffle ofher silk dress. 

"Did I hear Eve?" said Dalton, coming from another room. A linen napkin was tucked 

around his neck. 

"We'll take good care of Henry-and Annie, too. Don't you worry." 

He continued talking as he followed her to Vimik:' s truck. Ignoring the old man, he 

spoke to Jesse. 

"We are family, so I don't want you to think of this as charity. It's not at all like that." 

Jesse turned to look at Dalton but did not answer. Her husband so thoroughly despised 

the other man that rancor permeated the air they breathed. Eve marveled that her brother-

in-law didn't just shut up. She would have. 

"Well, you know, you're a veteran ..." he faltered, "some of those guys talk like the 

government owes them a hand out. You start giving stuff away and soon no one wants to 

work for a living." 

Quickly, before Jesse could answer, Eve said, 
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"Its late, Dalton, your supper is waiting-we'd better go. Thank you for your help ... " 

Eve had not finished saying good-bye when Vimka said, "Hyah!" flicking Saturn's 

reins. 

"You think a man who lives in a house like that-he offer to help," said the apple 

man. 

She didn't reply. At least their children were out of the rain, under a good roof. Henry 

would thrive. Annie would suffer under Cynthia's tyranny, but she would not go hungry. 

There was always plenty of food at Dalton King's house. It didn't seem fair, somehow. 

Eve echoed Nick O'Malley' swords, "It ain't right, it just ain't right." 

Maybe it wasn't chance, bad luck, or God's will that some folk went without while 

others had a surfeit. There had to be a reason. Something must have caused this thing, 

this Depression, and Eve had to know what it was. She had to know because you couldn't 

fight God or luck or anything like that. If it was something real, something human, then 

you stood a chance. Eve desperately wanted that chance, no matter how slim; she didn't 

intend to give in without a fight. 

Jesse journeys to Washington, D. C. Initially, Eve decides to stay on the farm with her 

grandmother and Vimka. Eventually, for various reasons, she joins the marchers. After a 

long stay in the capital, she and Jesse return home. It is a turning point in The Great 

Depression. Hoover is defeated and Jesse lands a New Deal Job with the WP.A. At long 

last, they rebuild. 
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