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to go to the hospital with torn or dirty under
wear, my mother would have probably died of 
embarr8AmeDt. It was always too great a list 
to take. 

. In tbe "'Dirty 'lbirties" we travelled to lbe 
fair by horse and .._,, Finl Line, where we 
lived, was just a dirt nNld. Later. oa it became 
a gravel road. M money became more plenti
ftal, we began to travel to tbe fair in style. My 
dad got a black Model A Pord wben I was 
mat 10. I'm sure tbe tired old bone 
thankful • 

. After that, when we got ready to go, an my 
dad had to do was crank tbe car. If it pt low 
OD gaaoline, coal cit waned alJDolt as well. At 
the fair, I usually got a dime to spend. Molt of 
the time I was l)elllliless, so this seemed like a 
good deal of money to me. I would walk .acu111JU1 

all afternoon with the dime and carefully 
sider an the goodies being displayed. 1 gene 
ly settled for candy. 

I used to hang around the stand where 
hamburgers were sizzling, with green peppers 
and Clllionl. As the aroma swept pat en 
autumm air, I would think of a time I 
was grown up with money in my pocket$. 
small boys think of grownups 81 people with 
mustache w a beard. I thought lfOWDUPI 
people who ,bad money in their pockets 
were people who t'GUld afl'oi1I to buy two 
three hamburgers if they wanted them. 

I don't particularly like liamburprs any
more but, DOW IDd then. when the wind ia blow
ing a certain ay at the fair, l'8 buy one just 
to justify the UUle boy, that ii atill within me 
mwhere. 


