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The Write Stuff
SEE WHAT I MEAN:  DRAFT OF CHILDHOOD MEMORY


It seems like the most memorable experiences of my childhood always involve one of my grandparents.  My father owns and operates a hardware store in Oak Ridge and many times this requires my Mother being up there to help him.  My Grandpa and Grandma Cowan live directly across the road from us and my Great-Grandma Robison still lives about four doors down the road.  Thus one of them was always our baby-sitter.  One particular day I had gone down to Great-Grandma’s, affectionately called “Gertie”, to eat supper – which was no unusual event.  Upon finishing our meal, it was always my task to take the table scraps (“slop” to those of us of country origin) out to the chickens.  (This was and is the Oak Ridge version of the non-electric garbage disposal).  Somewhere between the front door and the chicken fence, I fell down and broke the glass.  The glass was a clear glass with three red quarter-inch rings around it.  It contained the tops of onions which we had not eaten for supper.  I not only broke Gertie’s glass, but I cut a big gash in one of my thumbs.  Upon hearing delirious screaming, Gertie came to my rescue. Immediately, she ran into the house to get a clean rag; however, the first thing she grabbed was a clean sheet.  She proceeded to wrap my one thumb in a king-sized bed sheet.  And immediately she began dragging me home.  I’ll always remember Gertie pulling me up the street falling all over the excess of my good-intention-but-rather-far-out bandage screaming, “Betty June!  Betty June!  Come quick, Betty June!”  This she kept up until we reached our front porch at home.  By the time we got there, every kid and widow in town was congregating at our house.  In fact, Miss Effie Jean Frontabarger even called the preacher, thinking something terrible had happened.  With that much attention, the thumb practically healed by itself.  But I’ll always have a permanent reminder of the accident.  If you haven’t noticed, I am holding my thumb in the air as living proof of the validity of my story.

See What I Mean?
Highlights are for collocations around country 
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