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Monday, May 23, 1938 – A Shack Behind A Shuttered Foundry, 

Lincoln, Illinois 

 “My face hurts,” Lucile thought. 

Her eyebrows were scrunched down, her nostrils were flared 

impossibly wide, and her mouth was roaring like a gargoyle she had seen 

on a building in Springfield. Her ears also hurt with her thumbs jammed in 

them. “Hurry up.” She said. Why? She didn’t know. She knew her brother 

couldn’t hear her.  

She glanced around the small shack where they lived and saw 

herself looking back with dozens of expressions. Funny. Sad. Angry. 

Perturbed. Perplexed. Every sheet of newspaper tacked to the wall carried 

a charcoal sketch of her. She saw herself at five and all the way up to last 

week when she turned eleven. Each one was a masterpiece even though it 

was on a page from the Daily Journal that they scrounged from trash cans 

across Lincoln. In the winter when the wind blew, the pages rustled 

holding out at least some of the cold and oddly animating her face.  

Earl, her brother, sat on the ground beside the wood burning stove 

and pulled stick after stick from a pile and used the burnt ends to sketch 

Lucile. She could see the smile on his face. He came to life when he was 

drawing. 

“Ouch,” she said as her fingernail caught the inside of her ear. 

She stomped on the floor. 
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Her mother, studying the empty cupboard along the far wall of the 

shack in the space they called the kitchen, looked at them and smiled. Earl 

felt the vibration and looked up.  

 Lucile pulled her hand from her ear and circled her finger quickly. 

He understood. “Go faster.” 

Earl grabbed one of the fatter sticks from the pile and feverishly 

scribbled. Lucile recognized this step: that’s how he finished her long dark 

hair. Somehow the fat stick created the perfect waves and curls when he 

twisted his wrist. Earl flipped the paper toward her and she laughed. 

“Ma, do I really look like that?” 

“You do when you do this,” her mom said, putting her thumbs in 

her ears mimicking the pose. 

Earl laughed along with them. It was an awkward guttural noise.  

Lucile didn’t mind. Her brother’s speech had become increasingly 

monotone and hollow after he had lost his hearing.  Lucile thought the 

whole thing was odd and sad – his ears, his biggest and most prominent 

feature, simply didn’t work and no one knew why. Her mother had been 

bold enough to stop a doctor on the street since they couldn’t really pay 

for one, and he examined Earl under the awning of a butcher shop. He 

frowned and simply said, “I’m so sorry.” 

The door swung open and Dad stepped through quickly pulling it 

shut behind him. He noticed them laughing, and smiled. 



 
Kenneth J. Weiss 

Divided 
3 

“I know why he smiles,” Lucile thought. “Cause, he sees that at 

least we ain’t miserable.”  

 Lucile saw him turn to her and give her that look. She had her 

hand extended before he pulled the letter out of his pocket. He couldn’t 

read well, maybe not any, but she would never make him feel bad. He 

worked hard for them. She knew it. 

“Where’s that from?” Mom said. 

“West Virginia, I think.” Dad said. “It must be lucky. I was 

walking by the old entrance to the foundry and ran across the postman. He 

had a whole mountain of stuff, but the building was locked up tight. He 

showed me the stack, and I saw my name.” 

 Lucile noticed both of her parents tense when he mentioned the 

foundry. They had moved into the shack on the far end of the grounds 

when he took a job as the maintenance man. He did all sorts of jobs in the 

foundry and in the four-story, red brick office building near the street. He 

could build most anything, fix most anything, and had a way with all types 

of people. He even cleaned up the blood and brains when the company 

president stuck a gun in his mouth and pulled the trigger – she wasn’t 

supposed to know about that, but with her and Earl’s bed just a few feet 

away from her parent’s she knew a lot of stuff. She knew about the 

Depression, the foundry going out of business, and them living in the 

shack even though they really weren’t supposed to be there. When the 

company closed, and the bank asked Dad to lock up the place, no one 
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really ever figured that he’d keep a key and just let the family back in. She 

knew things. 

 Lucile looked at the letter. “It’s from a man named J.P. Black,” 

she said noticing the bottom of the paper. “Black is our name too.” She 

looked at her parents. 

“He’s my cousin. We kinda grew up together.” Dad said. “I 

wonder how in the blazes he found me.” 

“What’s it say?” Mama prodded. 

Earl nestled his head on her shoulder and began to read along to 

himself. 

“It says he is in a place called Charleston, West Virginia…and he 

has a job for Dad!” 

 Lucile read them the details, but when it came to the part about 

money, no one believed her when she read the amount: Eighty-five cents 

per hour.  

“Where’s it say that!” Dad said. 

 Lucile pointed to the numbers which Dad understood. “And this 

part says, ‘per hour.’”  

 Lucile watched her parents hug. Her mother quivered with 

excitement like she was doing The Shimmy. Her dad just kept smiling and 

shaking his head. “I ain’t never had luck like this,” he said more than 

once.  
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 Lucile read the letter over and over to them: It was in Charleston. 

The company made pottery. They needed a person to help with all the 

stuff that wasn’t getting done, someone J.P. could trust. Ma and Dad both 

smiled, rubbed their heads, and looked at her and Earl again and again. 

Later that night, Lucile heard them whispering in their bed. They 

always prayed that Earl would be able to go to the deaf school in Peoria 

but this was the Depression. A cousin on Mama’s side offered them a 

room near the school but only for Mama and Earl. With this job, though, it 

might just be enough money for the school. What would they do with 

Lucile? They could try to find another place near the school for the three 

of them, but that might eat up all the money. Did they want to try to find 

another relative to take Lucile? No. Maybe Lucile should quit school? No, 

too young yet. She was also at least a few years away from getting 

married.  

“I’ll go to West Virginia with Dad,” Lucile said into the night. 

 Lucile couldn’t see them, but she could hear them turn and face 

her in the darkness. 

“Do you think you’d like that, Buttercup?” 

She thought of being away from Earl, and tears began to stream 

down her cheeks. “Sure. It could be fun.” 
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Tuesday, June 7, 1938 – The Train Station, Lincoln, Illinois  

“Please don’t cry,” Lucile mouthed to Earl. 

She wiped the tears from his cheeks, tried to control her own, and 

hugged him. She looked up at her parents. They were crying too.  

Throughout the Depression she had heard her dad whisper to her 

mama often, “We may not have much, but we have each other, and the 

children.” Now she and her dad were boarding a train to Pittsburgh where 

they would catch another one headed for Charleston.  

She hugged her mom. She hugged Earl. She squared his shoulders 

and looked him in the eyes. She held one hand flat in front of her like a 

piece of paper and pretended the other was a pencil. She then made a silly 

face. She then pointed back and forth. Her message was simple, “I will 

write you letters, you will draw me pictures.” 

Earl nodded through his tears.  

A whistle sounded and a few minutes later Lucile and Dad were 

off to a new life. 

 Lucile watched the country go by: Small towns. Country churches. 

Endless fields. Depots and railyards. “Dad, it goes on forever.” After an 

hour of watching the scenery, her revelation seemed ridiculously obvious, 

so she blurted it out, “We should be in Pittsburgh soon, right?” 

Her father laughed. “No. We have hours and hours to go.” 
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 Lucile rested her head against him. She felt his arm protectively 

wrap around her. She could feel the kiss on the top of her head. And, she 

was soon asleep. 

 

“Buttercup, wake up. It’s time to change trains.” 

 Lucile awoke to the roar of Pittsburgh. People were everywhere, 

even at this late hour. The sky was an odd mix of dark clouds and plumes 

of smoke racing to the horizon. All of it was lit with an orange glow that 

came from the ground rather than the heavens above. The metallic thunder 

of trains changing tracks, leaving the station and pulling up to platforms 

was deafening. 

“It’s nearly eleven o’clock. We need to hurry,” her Dad said 

collecting their two suitcases from the rack above their seat. 

“Grab my sleeve and don’t let go.”  

 Lucile dug her fingernails into the folds of his jacket as they 

stepped onto the platform. A porter pushing a trolley of luggage passed 

close enough for her father to tap him on the shoulder. “Which one is the 

train to Charleston? I have tickets.” 

“That’s her there,” he said pointing to the adjacent platform. “Yer 

lucky. But better hurry.” 

 Lucile felt her father puling her through the crowd. They bisected 

a large group of men talking loudly. She had heard talking like that before 
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at the foundry. Polish? “Wybaczcie mi,” she said loudly. They smiled and 

parted. So, she said it again, “Wybaczcie mi.” Her dad looked at her 

amused as the men stepped aside. 

A conductor was standing at the top rung of the steps when they 

approached. “Going to?” 

“Charleston, West Virginia.” 

“Then this is the one.”  

They entered the car, found a seat and Lucile tucked in close to her 

dad. She felt him breathing. She could tell he was relieved. He had been 

concerned about making the connection. She knew. 

 

Thursday, June 9, 1938 – Dawn Along the Kanawha River, 

Charleston, West Virginia 

 Lucile felt her stomach churn and knot. She was hungry. A man 

who worked for J.P. collected them at the station in Charleston just before 

dawn, and drove them to the next part of her life.  Lucile watched the 

buildings and hills roll by. The structures were simple. The mountains 

disappeared into the fog and faint light. They seemed like they came from 

a fairy tale. They turned on to a small street with modest clapboard houses 

on one side and a slope leading down to the river on the other. “They are 

nice.” She said to her Dad as they passed the houses. 
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The factory was a sprawling operation at the end of the street. A 

low, broad brick building denoted the end of the neighborhood and the 

beginning of the complex. 

 Lucile stepped from the pickup and rubbed her bottom. She 

noticed something odd. “Daddy,” she said bumping his pant leg as 

casually as she could. “It’s quiet.” 

“What? Huh?” He listened.  Lucile saw that look: concern. 

A man appeared at the front door. Lucile was stunned. He was 

almost a mirror image of her father. A lanky build. Dark hair cropped 

short. Ragged work clothes. 

“J.P.” 

“Albert!”  

 Lucile laughed. Mom only called him “Albert” when she was mad 

or teasing. Usually it was just “Al.”  

“Been a long time,” J.P. said knuckling him in the shoulder. 

“Oh, twenty years at least,” her dad said retuning the soft punch. 

“Long way from Grandma’s little house in Decatur.” 

 Lucile ducked as the driver tossed J.P. the keys.  

“And who is this little one.” 

“I’m Lucile.” 
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J.P. smiled. “I am right proud and please to know ya. Come on 

inside.”  

 Lucile gasped as they entered a giant workroom filled with bowls, 

plates, vases and other types of pottery. 

“Feel free to look around while your Pa and I talk,” J.P. said to her. 

“Anything you break is two bits.” 

 Lucile nodded as her dad and J.P. went to the adjoining office 

separated by a large plate glass window. She wandered to an ancient work 

table flanked by racks of plates. On the table were sheets of patterns and 

examples of plate designs - flowers, garland, ivy, little men on horses, 

chains of lines weaving around each other. “So pretty,” she said to herself. 

The plate in the middle of the table was partially decorated with blue 

flowers. 

She looked at the paint brush perched across the top of a small jar 

of paint. The tip was the same blue as the flowers. She looked at her father 

through the window. He was smiling, but his brow was furrowed. Not 

always good. She knew she shouldn’t touch the brush. But…a little? She 

picked up the brush and touched the plate. Instead of leaving a dab of 

paint, it made a faint “tink” sound. She tapped the brush on the plate 

again. “Tink, tink, tink.” 

She touched the tip to her finger. It was dried solid.  

 Lucile looked around. No people. Every station was empty. The 

room appeared as though people simply stood up in the middle of their 
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tasks and left.  Lucile considered what this might mean when J.P. and her 

dad emerged from the office.  Lucile pointed to all of the pottery. “Do you 

make this here?” She carefully dropped the brush to the table when they 

looked across the room. “It’s real nice.” 

J.P. exchanged looks with her dad. “Nah. Used to. Not no more. 

We make bricks.” 

 Lucile looked at her Dad. She felt some strange sense of 

disappointment settle on her. 

“It’s all right,” he said trying to reassure her. 

Her dad shook hands with J.P., and Lucile gulped when J.P. 

dropped the truck keys into his hand. They walked outside, and she 

hopped into the pickup truck while her dad slid into the driver’s seat. She 

smiled at J.P. “Nice to meet you,” she said through the open window. 

Then she mumbled, “Daddy, do you know how to drive?” 

“Just enough, I suppose.”  

He waved to J.P. then miraculously shifted the truck into first gear 

and smoothly accelerated down the street.  

“Where are we going?”  Lucile said as the tidy houses passed by, 

and they turned onto a patchy two lane road hugging the base of a 

mountain. 

“Well my choices were the factory or clay, and I’ve had my fill of 

factories, so I chose clay. Pays better, too.”  
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 Lucile considered this what this might mean. She looked up at her 

dad, and he glanced back while nervously watching the road and twitching 

the steering wheel back and forth.  

“Oh, bricks are made from clay. They have a clay pit right by the 

river for regular old bricks but they also make fire brick,” he said 

“Fire brick?” 

“You know, for like under the wood stove, or inside chimneys. 

That sort of thing.” 

“Oh.”  

“Fire clay comes from the hills. That’s where I’m going to work. 

We’ll have a little place there.” 

“Dad?” 

“Yeah, Buttercup?” 

“Why don’t they make the pretty plates and bowls instead?” 

 Lucile saw his face twist. A look of defeat settled in his eyes. 

“Honey, it’s the Depression. People don’t want pretty plates no more.” 

They drove for a while and turned onto a road called Beatty Road. 

It was twisty and bumpy, and shared a narrow valley with a creek and a 

railroad line. A train passed with a long row of hopper cars. 

“That could be some of ours,” Dad said pointing to the train. “We 

take clay out of the hill and lower it to a rail line with an overhead cable 
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car of sorts.”  Lucile twisted in her seat and watched the train pass. Her 

father continued, “J.P. says it’s not the most efficient set up, and we ain’t 

the biggest company but people pay more for fire brick than regular 

brick.” 

Eventually the valley widened revealing the town of Beatty.  

Lucile looked for more pretty houses, but didn’t see any. One side of the 

road was dominated by a junk yard that when on and on. At the far end of 

it was a large block building. She could just barely see the sign: “Repair.” 

In the center of all of that junk stood a singular house. “It must have been 

grand at one point,” Lucile thought. On the other side of the street stood 

two small schools, a general store and a long stretch of shabby houses. 

After the last house they turned onto a gravel drive across from the 

repair shop. It wound its way through the trees into the hills behind Beatty 

ending at the top of a treacherous slope surrounded by piles of rocks, 

gravel and dirt. To the left a series of small shacks sat perched on a wide 

ledge cut into the hillside. To the right a number of mules wandered in an 

impossibly steep pasture.  

“That’s the mine,” her father said pointing at a gaping opening in 

the mountainside. Around it was an amalgam of equipment, buildings and 

refuse.  Lucile looked at the opening, and then at the towering rocks and 

trees above them. 

“Let’s see whose around,” her dad said hopping out the truck. 

 Lucile watched as he grabbed a large stone from beside the base 

of a tree and jammed it behind the back tire of the truck. 
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 Lucile followed her dad to the entrance of the mine.  

“H’lo! Moses? Jasper? H’lo?” 

“Those are the fellas I’ll be working with,” he said almost 

apologetically. “We are a small operation.” 

 Lucile nodded, and noticed the sound of water dripping slowly 

from the room of the mine. 

“Moses? Jasper? H’lo?” he said again. 

He took a few steps into the mine. “H’lo? 

“They’re a’coming,” Lucile said, “I can hear them.” She peered 

into the darkness hoping her eyes would adjust. 

A stout mule emerged from the darkness pulling a wagon along 

with two men, a slender black man and an ancient looking white man with 

a giant mop of a beard that nearly touched his belt. 

The black man nodded courteously, “Hullo, boss. I’m Moses.” 

“Just call me Al,” Dad said extending his hand. Moses considered 

the gesture and shook his hand. 

The other man looked at them and studied the roof of rock above 

them. “Out there. Pleasantries out there.” 

After they had walked out Jasper turned to her dad and spoke with 

a slight quiver in his voice, “Now maybe this ain’t my place, but I’m 

gonna talk to the little girlie.” 
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Lucile was frightened when Jasper knelt down in front of her. His 

eyes were a tangle of veins. They looked like the loose threads at the 

bottom of her mother’s sewing basket. The pupils were cloudy. His skin 

was almost as gray as the dust on his clothes. The pungent, moldy odor of 

alcohol seeped from him. His tangled beard was yellowed around his 

mouth. He took off his miners cap, and Lucile could see a criss-cross of 

scars on the top of his head. One dropped down his forehead and almost 

touched his eyebrow.  

“Listen to me..,” he said grabbing her shoulders. “Listen to me.” 

His voice was steady but grave. “Never, never, never, take a single step 

into there. Not a one. Never.” He looked up at her dad and then back to 

Lucile. “The devil hisself dreamed up a hunert ways to kill a man in there. 

For little girlies it’s a thousand.” 

 Lucile trembled as he stood up and turned to her father. “I’m sorry 

if that scairt her, but she just can’t…go in there.” 

 

Tuesday, March 21, 1939 – The Clay Mine Beyond Beatty, West 

Virginia 

 Lucile grew accustomed to life in Beatty. Her dad worked in the 

mine. She would walk the long gravel road down the hill to school. On 

most days she would step off the drive and watch the hopper pass over 

head either going to or coming back from the rail line. The town didn’t 

have much, but it did have the general store. She would stop there for mail 

from Ma and Earl. The store also had a long rack of postcards from places 
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around Charleston and across West Virginia. She was determined to send 

Earl one of each of them.  

She received not only drawings from Earl but packages of little 

clay figures he was making at the deaf school. His talents were 

blossoming, and his imagination was incomprehensible. Oddly he never 

sent letters. Those came from her mother. Earl was now boarding at the 

school full time and she had secured them a little house in Bloomington. It 

was a lovely little place she assured Lucile with a garden in the back and a 

small lawn in the front. It would be the perfect place for her to have a 

kitty. A kitty!  

She would read the letters to her dad over and over. “It sure sounds 

wonderful, don’t it, Daddy?” 

“Yes, it does.” 

As the months passed the little shack began to feel more familiar. 

The walls were once again covered with drawings, and her father salvaged 

planks from around the mine for shelves to hold all of the little clay statues 

from Earl. The cigar box under her bed began to overflow with letters 

from her mom. The picture in her head of the pretty little house waiting 

from them became more vivid. The clay continued to emerge from the 

mountain and the selection of postcards at the general store dwindled. She 

had sent almost every one. 
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Wednesday, July 17, 1941 – In The Hills Beyond, Beatty, West 

Virginia 

 Lucile awoke instantly at the sound of truck tires crunching the 

gravel. She looked over at her Dad’s cot. He was still asleep. She saw the 

headlight beams sweep across the window next to the door. The engine 

stopped. The truck door opened. Footsteps. Getting closer. A knock. 

“Daddy,” she whispered. She crawled across the floor and pushed 

his back. “Daddy, someone is here.” 

He turned toward her and blinked heavily. The second knock 

startled him awake. He eased to the window, and looked outside. 

He smiled at Lucile, “It’s just J.P.” 

He opened the door and J.P. stood there uncertainly. “Hi, Albert. I 

need to talk with you.”  

“Are we still in business?” Dad said. 

“Oh…that’s all fine. I just need to talk to you.” He peered into the 

darkness of their cabin. “Outside.” 

 Lucile watched her father step onto the stoop closing the door 

behind him. 

She could hear whispering. 

A few minutes later her dad came inside. He was crying.  
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“Sit down Daddy. Sit down. What’s wrong? Something bad with 

the clay?” 

He looked down at her. “No, clay don’t matter.” 

He swallowed hard and great tears rolled down his cheeks. “Your 

mama died. Pneumonia.” 

 Lucile felt her legs give way. Her dad disappeared into a gray 

mist, and she hit the floor.  

 

She opened her eyes taking in her surroundings. She was lying on 

her cot and her father’s distraught face was there. “Oh, Daddy, Earl is 

going to be so sad.” 

Her father gave a spitty, congested cough. “We got a little money,” 

he said nodding to a tobacco can on the shelf above his cot. “I’m going to 

finish up with the boys today, J.P. will come back to get us, and we’ll 

leave this afternoon.” 

 Lucile watched her father closely as she fixed him breakfast. He 

would be fine for a few minutes, and then his entire body would shudder 

with sobs. When he left for the mine she pulled the suitcase out from 

under his cot where it had sat untouched for the past two years. She 

packed what little they had, and began to roll some of Earl’s drawings. 

She took a few of the clay figures and wrapped them in rags before 

quickly realizing that she would not have room for everything.  Lucile 
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looked at the shelves and promised herself that she would come and get 

them some day.  

She sat on the stoop of the shack and cried most of the morning. 

The hopper went down and back on the overhead cable. Down and back. 

Down and back. Down and back. When she sensed it was getting close to 

noon, she decided to fix lunch. She grabbed the pail from the kitchen and 

went to the rock ledge where a small spring poured smooth, clear, and 

clean from the mountainside.  

 Lucile looked at the mine entrance. She could hear her dad and the 

men. Shouting? 

She looked back at the water. It began to vibrate and splash. The 

water sloshed in the bucket. An instant later she was enveloped in a cloud 

of gray dust.  

 

5 Days Later, Monday, July 21, 1941 – General Store, Beatty, West 

Virginia  

 Lucile watched her hands shake as she pulled the last card from 

the rack. She looked at the picture of the auditorium in Charleston. She 

had never been there. She had dreamed about going. Maybe to a musical. 

Maybe for a vaudeville show. She knew she would never go. 

She flipped it over and wrote: 
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The last several days had been a blur. When the collapse happened 

in the mine, the entire mountain had shaken. A great wave of dust and air 

had knocked her to the ground. When she realized what had happened she 

ran to the repair shop. Mr. Willie, a kind but crippled old black miner and 

his son Leon ran all the way to the mine. 

They made it only sixty yards into the tunnel before finding an 

impenetrable pile of rock and slate. Willie and Leon worked for hours. No 

one else from the town dared entered the mine. J.P. arrived from 

Charleston a few hours later. He ventured into the tunnel and retreated 

almost immediately. He approached her cautiously. “Lucile, I need to tell 

those men to stop. It’s too dangerous. They could die.” 

 Lucile remembered studying J.P.’s face. “Ok.” 

J.P. went into the mine again. That time he was gone for a while. 

He came out alone. “They won’t stop.” He looked at her. “Lucile, I 

need you to tell the men to stop.”  

 Lucile looked at the ground, and then Heaven above. She stared at 

the gaping black hole in the mountain. “Ok.” 

She walked to the tunnel entrance. The darkness was 

overwhelming, but ahead she could see the flicker of a miner’s helmet. 

She could hear the sounds of their tools. She walked into the darkness. 
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The piles of debris were larger than her. Tiny drops of water fell 

from the ceiling. She could smell the dung from the mules. She carefully 

felt her way through the darkness until she could make out the forms of 

Mr. Willie and Leon picking away at the top of the blockage. 

“Mr. Willie. Leon.” 

They paused. 

  “Yes, Lucile?” 

“Please come out. My Daddy has gone to Heaven,” she sniffled. 

She knew. “And you don’t need to go, too.”  

A quiet filled the tunnel. Finally, she saw them climb from the pile 

and come to her. Mr. Willie reached out and took her hand. Together they 

walked out of the tunnel. When they reached the entrance, Lucile turned 

and looked back into the darkness. “Goodbye, Daddy.” 

 Lucile spent the night with a kind old lady named Eleanor Beatty 

who lived in the old house in the junkyard.  

The next day, Lucile returned to the mine where she saw Mr. 

Willie and J.P. talking about what might be done. Mr. Willie had been a 

miner for years and everyone listened to him attentively. Despite all of his 

ideas, no one ventured into the mine.  

J.P. spent the next few days looking for heavy equipment. As each 

day passed the urgency faded, and no one dared look Lucile in the eye. A 
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reverend stopped by and said several prayers. Few people stayed around 

after that.  Lucile knew what that meant. She knew.  

On the third night after the collapse, just after 2 AM, the mountain 

took away the possibility of any other plans:  it gave way in a giant slide 

leaving only a slump where the mine had been. The shacks, buildings, 

tunnel entrance and even the pen where the mules lived were gone.  

 

Tuesday, Aug 5, 1941 – A Train Crossing the Indiana and Illinois 

Border  

 Lucile sat on the train cradling two pieces of paper. The first was 

the corner of one of Earl’s packages with his address on it. The other was 

an envelope from one of her mom’s letters. She had managed to call the 

deaf school from Miss Eleanor’s house, but was told that Earl had left 

days before. She traced the address of her mother’s house with her finger. 

She would go there. 

The minutes and hours were a jumble in her mind. She cried. She 

dozed off. She wondered why everyone gave her such sad looks. She 

caught her reflection in the brass trim around the windows. One of Earl’s 

ghoulish figures stared back. 

 Lucile watched out the train window and saw a sign for 

Bloomington on the depot wall. 
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As she stepped from the train, a porter walked by, and she 

remembered her father talking to the one on their trip to Charleston. 

“Excuse me, how would I get to North Walnut?” 

The porter surveyed her. “Too far to walk. Take a taxi. Over 

there.”  

 Lucile wondered how much that might cost. The tobacco can had 

$217 in bills and 73 cents in coins. $100 was in an enveloped pinned to the 

inside lining of her coat. $50 was in her left shoe. $50 was in her right 

shoe and $17.73 was in the pocket of her dungarees. Miss Eleanor had 

packed her sandwiches and paid for her train ticket. “We people take care 

of our own. And, you’re one of us, now,” she had said. 

 Lucile walked to the front of the line. When she realized that she 

had cut in line, she looked up at the man who had been first. She 

recognized the look in his eyes. Pity.  

The driver stepped out of his cab and walked to the curb. He 

looked at her. That look again. 

“I have an address,” Lucile said handing him the envelope. “How 

much for a ride there?” She wiped her cheeks when she realized she was 

crying. 

He smiled, “I’ll take you.” 

 Lucile did not remember falling asleep. When the driver said, 

“Honey, you are here,” she straightened expectantly and looked out the 

windows in all directions for the little house. Nothing matched the 
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description she had created in her mind. Just shops and storefronts. She 

couldn’t even spot a single house. A butcher shop. A bank. A restaurant. 

Just a regular main street.  

“This aint it. There is supposed to be a house.” 

“No, honey,” the driver said handing her the envelope. “That’s it,” 

he said pointing to a diner. 

 Lucile felt sick. “I…uh…are you sure.” 

“I’ve been driving here for twenty years. This is it.” 

 Lucile grabbed her suitcase and walked to the building. She heard 

the cab driver say, “I’ll wait for you.” She choked when he said, “…and 

I’ll take you where you want to go next.” 

She had no other place to go.  

 Lucile pulled open the heavy glass door and walked to the 

counter. The waitress immediately brightened. “You must be here for him. 

He’s been trading portraits for pancakes every day this week.” 

 Lucile looked to the booth by the wall. Earl. 

She rushed to him giving him a long hug, and they dropped into 

the booth sitting on the same side.  

“Dad’s gone?” Earl scribbled on the back of a paper placemat. 

 Lucile nodded. 
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“Mom died, too.” He scribbled again. 

They exchanged sad looks and another hug. 

Cautiously, she showed him the envelope with the address of 

where the house was supposed to be. She made an outline of a house in the 

air with her fingers. She saw the pain spread across his face. His simply 

shook his head, “No.” 

 Lucile shrugged her shoulders and mouthed, “why?” 

He tapped the pencil on the placemat, thinking, and then slowly 

wrote: “Mom and Dad gave us everything they had, but they wanted to 

give us something else.” 

 Lucile looked into his eyes and mouthed a single word: “What?” 

He turned to the placement again and started to write, “Just…” he 

searched for the right word. 

 Lucile stared at the paper as the word took shape. 

“More.”  
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Divided 
On March 1, 1907 a postal regulation  

went into effect that divided the back of the postcard. 

The left side would be for a message,  
and the right would be for postage and address.  

This date is often referred to as  
the birth of the modern postcard 

 

 


