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" ‘around with any of the Indians. We were part German, see; but ¥e weran't
,;llowéd'to run’ around ﬁith the Germans. All foreignens:rwere theives, and so on
and so féfth.- And then we we were poor white trash, 'An§£ody that was poor and
mi;gd people iike we were, were known as poor whtie trash,
{ Is that whatlpeép}e'calledd§0u2) | |
Oh, Spre. They didn't cailf;t éo us tehind our backs; they called it to um
. 'fb'ou} face,
( They did?)
Sure they did. You know, people were a lot moer plain spoken then thar they
| aie noy.‘ And I like peopla better that way. I can respect @ person, sayiﬁ'
,if right out. And gettin' ph;oqu with uith'it, and not beatin' ’around thex busn
about it. ‘hat's the one thing I could always respect my grandmother for - -
I used to always get SQ mad at her, I could just cut her head off. But she hever
.beat around the bush about Sny of it. She thought you was ugly, she'd tell
you right out. One time she hurt me so bad - - I mean she hur; my feelings and
I _never had any one tell me I was cute or pretty. Of course I was a.pitifﬁlly
‘skinny little kide And I had deep set eyes - my eyéb were so dark they‘uere, they
| were almo;t black, you know. ( Irrevelant conversation with children.) And my
nose used _to be real pug. I had a real pug nose, but I broke my nose threé\
gimés. So the pug got out of it. lﬁut anyway, I don't‘have full lips like some
o ;f‘the kids in ﬁhe family, and they used to tell Qe my eyes looked like two dark
charcoal holes{;and Ry nbae was ri ht up Letween my eyes, and my mouth was just
a straight sli{. Well, I believed them, I didn't like it. But most of the kids
were bigger than me, so I couldn't fight back. So, I didn't argue with 'em. I
Just accepted #t, aﬁd went on, I mean, 80 one time my grandmother\ - ; my'sister
and I was talking, she was cute as a bug in a rug, she was a real little cutie, We

- were at my graq&mother's house. ﬁy sister had brown curly’pair, and I had blond

stringy hair, \ My hair was white like Donna's but
| .



