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First, let me explain. My brother Raymond and I workedlogether at th9 p-oltty through

our teenage yeafs until f went into the etty in 1943 and he went into the Navy the

following year.

Our first job for money was when Raymond and I contracted to mow this lady's yard for

$0.10. While *. *.r, mowing she sit a pie on the window sill to cool for lunch'

Needless to say, every time we-passed that window that heavenly aroma fromthe pie

caused us to make a deal with tire lady: we finally wound up mowing her yard for $0'05

and one piece ofpie each.

After our yard mowing experience, we started working at the pottery everyday after

school and on Saturdays for $0.10 an hour.

The next memorable things I can remember about the pottery were:

Occasionally, Raymond and I, being boys and brothers, would get i$o a clay fight' That

is, we would fill our hands fut[of soupyclay and throw itat eaoh other. That was lots of

n- *tif Raymond let go of a irandfui of Auy at mll I ducked and the clgy caught our

forernan COuA.V fvfittiyl in the face. Our ieumrd was getting our heads ducked into a

barrel ofwater.

After so nany afternoons after school and zummers, we finally learned to hand turn clay

products andliggu clay products, glazswith color, and burn the kiln"

In apptying color to the clay products, the glazewas madlup of different chemicals' one

U.iid rit-ti"t oxide, whicn was suddenly unavailable by Government orders' firis

happened about the first of 1941.

Firing the kiln was about the hardest and hot job we finally-came to. Firing wood and coal

into the kiln's op*i"; was a 3 day job (2a hours a day). Rayrnond and I fired the kiln

from midnight 6 da; We would wattcback to back around the kilq so we would be

ready for anything zuch as drunks or vagrefits.

During the zummer of 1941, Raymond and I made all the pottefy!\'are, gla''d and burned

two kilns by ourselve, urd did the selling.

170


