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Interviewee: Betty Day 
Interviewer: Jessica Taylor 
July 7, 2014 
 

T: This is Jessica Taylor interviewing Betty Day on July 7, 2014 in Mathews 

Courthouse, Virginia at around 10:30 AM. Mrs. Day, can you please state your 

full name? 

D: My full name is Betty Wrenn Day.  

T: Okay, and when were you born? 

D: I was born November 29, 1930. 

T: Okay. And where were you born? 

D: In the hospital in Richmond. My parents lived here in Mathews but I was born in 

the hospital. 

T: Okay, and what were their names and occupations? 

D: Mary and Ted Taylor. My dad at that time—I really don’t know what he was at 

that time, now that I think about it. But he later became—with the Philip Morris 

Company, was with them. And then when he left there, he was with the 

government. When he retired, he was with the government. My mother was from 

Gloucester; she lived up at Harcum. Her father had a farm. My dad came here 

with his mother and father in 1907, somewhere around that, from Wisconsin. My 

grandfather had decided that he wanted to get away from the cold winters of 

Wisconsin, took a covered wagon, went all the way to the west coast to decide 

where he was gonna resettle. While on his trip, there was a way they could 

communicate—because he lost a brother during that trip and they got message 
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to him; however that was handled, he got a letter. My grandmother had been 

married before and her husband had died. His first wife had died, and they had 

married and had three sons. But altogether, there were thirteen children. When 

you put my children, your children, and our children together, there were thirteen. 

Anyhow, he got a letter from his wife’s son saying, George, if you haven’t 

decided, I’m here in Virginia and I’ve found a place I think you might like. So, 

when Grandpa got back to Wisconsin, he came down here and came however 

he came down. He had to come by ferry or boat to get in here to go. Fell in love 

with the place and bought it, and they moved to Virginia. That’s how I became a 

Virginian. So, that’s the story of my family and how they came here. Then he had 

a farm up on Queens Creek. Was a horse man: loved horses, raised horses, was 

a veterinarian. And he built some of the roads here in Mathews when they first 

began getting the dirt roads worked up got involved because he had all the 

machinery to do that. Out in Wisconsin, farming was much larger business than it 

was here in Mathews County, and they had all this big equipment. And he had it 

all shipped down here. Came in at Williams Wharf, because some of the 

furniture- when they passed away and the house was sold- the tags from 

Williams Wharf was still on the back of those where it was shipped into Williams 

Wharf.  

T: Wow. 

D: Mm-hm. 

T: So how did your Great-uncle George decide that he wanted to settle in 

Mathews? 
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D: That wasn’t my great-uncle; that was my grandfather.  

T: Oh, okay. 

D: It was my dad’s father. 

T: Okay. 

D: But he had a stepson that had been here, and he didn’t settle there. He settled 

somewhere else in Virginia, but he didn’t stay in Mathews. Yeah, mm-hm. But he 

thought that his stepfather would love it, and he did. And that’s where he bought 

and came here.  

T: Okay. 

D: Yeah. 

T: So what did your father do for Philip Morris? 

D: I’m just trying to think. It’s been so many years ago. Dad was probably—he was 

manager of some kind, but I’m not sure in what department. Back in those days, 

it’s much different than it is now. Even the wives couldn’t work at the same 

factory that their husbands worked at- the plants. So they couldn’t. And we lived 

in Richmond for a while, during World War II. That’s why I have such vivid 

memories of it. And I have a sister that’s eight years old than I am, so she was 

very much—all of her boyfriends, all of her girlfriends’ boyfriends were in the war. 

I became much in—and remember a great deal about it, particularly living in the 

city. Living in the country, with some of my friends, it wasn’t quite as impressive 
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to them as it was to me. The air raids, the blackouts, all of those things that we 

went through in the city that they didn’t do here. 

T: Do you have specific memories of that you’d like to share? 

D: Yes, I do! I remember the first time going downtown and seeing a Japanese 

suicide submarine. They had it on display between Miller & Rhoads and 

Thalhimers, the two most famous department stores in the world. [Laughter] That 

little sub, I can still see it now today. In school, we were very much involved in it. 

Of course, my mother had an extra bedroom and she would let the servicemen 

from the U.S.O.—they would send them out—spend the night. Of course, I fell in 

love with each one of ‘em. I thought each one of ‘em was the most handsome 

man I’d ever seen in my life. So, a lot of that was going on. And I remember the 

rationing books. I remember losing our rationing books. My mother would send 

me to pick up maybe some bread or something of that sort, and coming home. I 

don’t know what I—but anyhow, someone turned them in and we got them back. 

That was the nicest thing. But I can remember that day; I was so frightened that I 

had lost those rationing books. And I remember the day that the gas went off of 

rationing. We had been to Florida; Dad had gotten—and this sounds—but he 

would sometimes take an old tire and put it over his other tires and that would 

wear for a while. You could drive on it. Anyhow, he had gotten enough tickets, or 

rationing coupons, to get tires and we went to Florida to visit my aunt and uncle. 

When we got back to Virginia, we drove up and bought some gasoline without 

rationing books. It was the first time we ever had bought without rationing books. 

Kind of some good memories.  
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T: Sure. Did you ever come back to Mathews during the World War II— 

D: Oh, yes. We always had a home here. We always had a home here. So we were 

always back and forth, yeah. 

T: What do you remember about Mathews during World War II? Were they 

affected? 

D: I remember—we were here when there was a group of us together, and we’d 

gone to Yorktown Beach when the announcement came over the radio that the 

war was over. I was here; we were here that weekend when that happened.  

[Interruption in interview]  

T: You were at Yorktown Beach when the war was over. 

D: Okay. But growing up, my cousins were all boys, so I grew up playing with boys 

all my life. And my first cousin and I, we were here—this was during World War 

II—I would listen. In those days, shortwave radio: now, you wouldn’t get it all, but 

you would get Axis Sally and Tokyo Rose. We could listen to them on shortwave. 

I would write down—they would give you—Axis Sally in particular would give you 

the names of the soldiers they’d captured that day and their serial number and 

their home address. And those that I could write down, I would write to the 

parents and tell them. And sometimes that was the first they knew about it, 

because it takes a little while for the War Department to get news to them. It 

happened to us. My cousin and I decided to go to the movies on a Saturday 

night. That night, his brother, who was on D-Day, his plane had been shot down, 

he was saved. He had been taken a German prisoner. People were doing the 
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same thing that I had been doing, and his mother got these phone calls and then 

got these letters long before she got word that he had been taken as a prisoner. 

So, it was interesting, some of the things we would do then during those years.  

T: What was the reaction to that, when that happened? 

D: I mean, people were so grateful and wrote letters and thanked you for doing this. 

But when she heard this, of course, she broke down. She was glad he was 

saved, but to know he was a German prisoner was something else. But finally, 

after—it had to be months, we would get some letters from him from German 

camp. I have one now; I saved one. Things would be cut out of it. And you could 

write back. After he came home after the war, he said he did get some letters but 

not many . . . He managed to survive the march that they put him on, and he 

came back home. Then, I had a brother-in-law . . . In the meantime, my sister 

was married during the war and her husband was in Germany. He was wounded 

and he came back, too. But so many of our friends’ sons didn’t come back. 

T: Virginia gave a lot during World War II. 

D: Yes.  

T: So what are your earliest memories of Mathews? 

D: Mathews? I just remember growing up in Mathews. I remember first day of 

school at Cobbs Creek School. I remember riding the school bus. I remember 

May Days we used to have, and the maypole dance. I just remember being a 

happy child. I’m sure we were poor, but I never realized we were poor- probably- 

until I got to become an adult. And I would think, half the people had a lot more 
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than we had. [Laughter] I just didn’t realize we were poor. There were children in 

the neighborhood; we played games. We skipped rope. We played cops and 

robbers. This is something we used to do: we used to stuff an old pocketbook full 

of paper, put a string on it, and we would go and put it in the highway. Then, we’d 

hide behind the bushes. And when a car would come along, they would stop to 

pick up that pocketbook. Then, we’d pull it in. [Laughter] But we had one angry 

person. He stepped on the string- and we couldn’t get it back in [Laughter]- and 

fussed with us. But I don’t know why we thought that was fun, but we were doing 

that. But I wouldn’t trade this county for any place on Earth. No place on Earth 

would I trade.  

T: For listeners who wouldn’t know what this means, can you explain a May Day in 

Mathews? 

D: A May Day. Every school had a May Day back in those days. You elected a 

queen; you had a queen and her court. And then, usually, the P.T.A. had a 

dinner in the evening, then the children- we had a maypole. You did a maypole 

dance. Have you ever seen a maypole? Well, the pole is set up and it has lots of 

ribbons, and everybody had their ribbon. And you’d do this—you’re supposed to 

twine these ribbons and get ‘em all—well, sometimes they got wound up right. 

Sometimes they didn’t; [Laughter] you couldn’t unwind them. But it was called the 

maypole dance. And you’d go around the pole dancing and you’d do this little in-

and-out with the other people to try to get those pretty ribbons plaited like they’re 

supposed to be.  So that’s what the maypole dance is.  

T: Do you have any specific memories of the one in Mathews? 
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D: Yes, I mean, that’s all. I never went—when I was in the war in Richmond, we 

never had a maypole dance. This was just something we’ve always done here in 

Mathews. 

T: Interesting.  

D: Mm-hm. 

T: Huh. So can you describe what your home was like in Mathews? 

D: My home was up on Queens Creek- two-story. It was on part of my grandfather’s 

farm. We had a dock and my days of crabbing and being in the boat and 

paddling—because I was not allowed; mother was always watching me, but I 

enjoyed the water. We had the use of the water and playing in the water. If there 

wasn’t any sea nettles, you went swimming. Little muddy in some spots; some 

spots we had a little bit of sand, but kinda muddy. Then, later on, when we had a 

canoe and could go out in the canoe, we’d always turn over. That was more fun 

than staying in the canoe. Mother and Dad always had a garden; it was my 

sister’s and myself’s job to—if there were butterbeans to shell, that was our job. 

We were supposed to shell the butterbeans. I remember dad giving me a penny 

for every potato bug I got off of the potato plants. Now, that’s a hundred bugs. 

For a hundred bugs, you got a penny. But that penny, in that day, you could go 

down here and buy a penny candy, and that was a treat. You could do that. Back 

when Coca-Colas were just five cents, if you got five pennies you could get a 

Coca-Cola. [Laughter]  

T: That’s still five hundred bugs. 
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D: [Laughter] Yeah. Everybody had a good life here growing up. It was . . . No 

anxiety. I’m sure there was crime, but I never remember any crime. Nothing was 

ever so severe that as a child you would remember it.  I don’t remember any of 

that. I remember, in the wintertime, Dad would pull us on the sleigh. We had a 

long dirt lane, at that time. Pull us on the sleigh, behind the car, through the 

snow. And always made snow cream; that was something we always made, was 

snow cream . . . Just a lot of—I remember my sister and I used to get in some 

fights, I mean really fights. We would take turns washing dishes or drying dishes, 

whichever one was their night to do it. Evidently one night, we got in an argument 

in the kitchen. I remember it well, and I threw a cup at her. And I cut her and that 

was really terrible. That’s something that really upset me. But we remained 

friends. [Laughter] I remember how glad I was when we came back from 

Richmond. My dad was hurt during World War II; he fell and broke his kneecap. 

And he was in the hospital. Of course, penicillin had gone to war; you didn’t have 

any penicillin in the hospital. He had infection in his kneecap, and he was in the 

hospital for months. So, when he was recovering, we came down and stayed 

here, at the house here. That was when I was a sophomore in high school and I 

spent half of that year in school here. Then, we went back and then he decided 

to move back here. And I came back as a junior and finished high school here, 

which I’m delighted. I wouldn’t have missed that for anything. 

T: Well, can you talk a little bit about what Cobbs Creek School and [Mathews] High 

School were like? 
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D: Yes. School was fun. You had to do your work, but it wasn’t- it was fun. I noticed 

the kids today, I really think they don’t have the fun that we had, because we 

weren’t afraid of anything; we weren’t afraid to go anywhere we wanted to go. 

We didn’t have any problems at school. We had problems with boys coming to 

see the girls, and they weren’t supposed to be there. [Laughter] The principal had 

those problems; we didn’t have those problems. The teachers had those 

problems. And we- the whole class- had a good time together. In fact, we still 

have class reunions. Let’s see. I graduated in 1947, so you can see how many 

years we had. I was very fortunate in the school: I was the student council 

president, I was president of the Beta Club. About fifteen years ago, they had a 

program, history of the Beta Club, at the high school. I was the first president, the 

first Beta Club we ever had, and they invited me to come up and talk. And as I 

was standing there on the stage, I said, you know, this stage hasn’t changed. 

Before the new auditorium was there, this stage hadn’t changed a bit. I believe 

the same curtains were still here when I was here. [Laughter] But it’s just—I don’t 

have any bad memories of school. I don’t have any bad memories. They’re all 

good. 

T: Did the school in the [19]40s look different than it does now? 

D: Oh, certainly. 

T: Can you kind of walk me through how it’s changed? 

D: You mean the school building or the school itself? 

T: Both. 



TMP-029; Day; Page 11 
 

D: Both. Well, the building at that time- when I was in high school- , you had a home 

economics cottage on one side, which was a home with everything in it: the 

kitchen and bedroom, everything. On the other side of the building was the shop, 

and that was where you learned to build. And when you were a freshman, you 

had to have half of a year in home economics, half in shop. That’s boys and girls. 

The boys would take home economics, too. They were supposed to learn to cook 

and sew. The girls would go over in the shop and they would build little things. 

T: Was there ever resistance to that? 

D: No, no, no! Uh-uh, uh-uh! The boys had fun over in the home ec cottage. 

[Laughter] But see, that’s when you were freshmen. And that was before there 

were five; there was only four high school grades then. I’ve never known them to 

resist doing this; it was just something they knew they were supposed to do. So 

they did it. Mm-hm . . . I’m trying to think. We had plays; we would put on plays. 

We didn’t have that many teachers there at the high school, either, at that time. 

We had a principal, we didn’t have an assistant principal. We had just one 

secretary with the principal. And then we would have, basically, a science, math, 

English—what else would there be?—home economics teacher and then the 

shop teacher. And lots of these teachers filled in. Like my English teacher, she 

directed us in the plays. When we did a play, that was her job. And everybody 

filled in for something else. And of course, when it came to junior-senior prom, 

the juniors always gave the seniors the prom. That’s the way we worked it. That 

was a big night for everybody. And one teacher would be the sponsor—and they 

would change it each year, ‘cause it’s a lot of work—for the prom. You always 
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had a teacher involved. The proms were—we always did our own decorating. We 

thought it was a great time. We just thought it was wonderful, particularly when 

you became a senior and you didn’t have to do anything. You just attended the 

prom. [Laughter] Things are . . . I’ll tell you this: it would never do for me to be a 

teacher in this day and time. I would probably be in jail. They would probably put 

me in jail. I remember our county superintendent, Mr. Morris. We did an 

interview with him, and he was superintendent here for years. Just before he 

died, we did a story on him. This was his statement: he said, you know, it’s a 

good thing that I’m not superintendent anymore, ‘cause I would be in jail. He 

said, I wouldn’t allow these kids to talk to me like that. Things have changed in 

that order, mm-hm, mm-hm.  

T: Okay. What about— 

D: Let me tell you this: I was always taught that if I got a whipping in school, I would 

get one when I got home with no questions asked. And that’s the way I was 

brought up in school. My dad made me keep grades. He made me keep my 

grades up, because—I don’t know whether I should tell this or not—in Richmond 

one day coming home, I had a C on my report card and I thought—anyhow, all 

the way home, I changed that C into a B. Well, I thought I had gotten away with it 

until I got ready to take my report card back and I couldn’t get that B back into a 

C [Laughter] with all the erasing. And the teacher caught it; she caught it. And of 

course, she came to see my parents. It didn’t work out well at all, not well at all. 

[Laughter]  

T: Do you remember anything about Cobbs Creek Elementary- the building? 
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D: Yes. Mm-hm, I do. It was a square, wooden building. We had outside toilets, no 

plumbing. My room was upstairs; Miss Mildred Jones was my first grade teacher. 

I can remember her well. She taught first and second. Sarah Saddler taught third 

and fourth grade. Now, Sarah Saddler is related to my grandmother on my 

mother’s side of the family. And Mother always called her Cousin Sarah; I mean, 

that was her terms for when she spoke of her. And I remember going—I said, 

should I call her Cousin Sarah? Am I supposed to call her Cousin Sarah? But I 

didn’t. I called her Miss Saddler. This is something interesting: we would have a 

fruit roll for the teachers. You ever heard of that? Well, we would surprise them. 

We’d get together, and we’d either have an orange or an apple or whatever we 

had at home that we could bring, and we would get the teacher to write 

something on the board so she had her back to us. Then we’d roll these all up 

the aisle. We did that in all those lower grades. And it’s something I don’t think 

anybody’s ever thought of before, but we called it a fruit roll for the teacher.  

T: That’s really nice. 

D: Mm-hm. 

T: Do you remember anything about the African American schools at the time? 

D: No. I don’t. We had a lady that did our washing, and she had a granddaughter. 

And when she would come to the house, she and I would—in fact, she’s grown 

now. I see her real often. We would play together. I never had—we didn’t have 

any black people living in our neighborhood, and I just never grew up with 

knowing anything much about them. When I was living in the city, I used to get 
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real upset because it bothered me that the blacks paid the very same thing I paid 

to get on that bus or streetcar, and they had to stand if the seats were filled. And 

I can remember discussing it with my father and he says, well, that’s the way it is. 

He just didn’t understand how I felt. I’ve gotten up and given my seat to elderly 

black people and get reprimanded for it. Get reprimanded for it. But that was my 

only connection with blacks in the city. We just didn’t have them in our 

neighborhood, so I didn’t really have growing up—in high school, we were not 

integrated then, and it was sort of separate. Still not having any in my 

neighborhood, I just didn’t have anybody to talk to about it.  

T: Yeah. Do you have a sense of how race relations changed over time? 

D: Yes! My children . . . when my son was born, I had a lady that was working for 

me, and she became—she helped me a great deal with him. If I went to the 

doctor, she would go with me, or whenever I needed her, she would go with me. 

He had grown up just loving her, you know? His first day in school, segregation 

had begun—it was the thing of the time. And I kept wondering what his reaction 

was gonna be in school. It didn’t seem to bother him. Other children, see, it was 

hard for them. They had not had that association with blacks like he had. But the 

sad part about it is, as he got older, he became . . . very much like the rest of his 

friends. But that I was concerned about, at the beginning. I didn’t know what his 

reaction was gonna be. But he seemed to make out okay. Of course, he had 

been with Alice ever since he’d been born, and then three years later, Kitty came 

along. My daughter came along, and she didn’t . . . She had Alice, too. But it 

wasn’t long before Alice had to live and another friend, Lois, came in. Both of 
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them remained our friends for years. They were both at their weddings and 

everything. They’re just part of the family. But that was all that I had connections 

with, anything with the segregation in the schools at that point. The children, we 

never had any problems at home or in school. They came along through it fine 

and had some black friends.  

T: Yeah, okay. So I just wanted to remind you, we’re at half an hour in case you 

need to— 

D: Okay. The phone hasn’t rung but once, so we’re in pretty good shape. 

T: Okay, all right. Have you ever had any interaction with the watermen, when you 

were a kid? 

D: Not a kid, but when I married, I married into the Garrett family, who owned one 

of the largest seafood places here in Mathews. And yes, then these watermen 

are still very, very much my friends- very much my cohorts- and I think the world 

of each one of them. They are really the salt of the earth; most of them are the 

salt of the earth. And they work hard, some of them play hard as they work. But, 

basically, they are good people. They are good people and I know them all. I 

know them all. I know the boats, I know how the fishing is done. In fact, I just 

interviewed a young man from Mathews who has scallop boats in Newport News. 

And he was talking about his boats, and I said to him, do these trawlers still—the 

crew gets sixty and the owner gets forty? He looked at me, he says, how do you 

know that? I said, well, I grew up in my adult life with that. Yes, I know a lot about 

the watermen. 
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T: What was it like getting to know them? 

D: At first it was strange because—not so much when I was in high school because 

the schools had become combined, but you gotta realize the county had a school 

in New Point, Lee Jackson, one at Cobbs Creek, one at Gwynns Island. And they 

were very competitive. I mean, these areas were competitive in sports and 

everything. And that thing came along in my era. It was still there even when the 

schools consolidated. The competition between New Point, Gwynns Island, 

Mathews, and Cobbs Creek was still a little bit a competition there. So, it was 

something new for me to get to know these watermen, but I did. I got to know 

them and live there for—let’s see—maybe fifteen years, sixteen years. Uh-huh. I 

saw the fishing industry—when I was married- was at its peak it’s ever been. And 

I was there to see it go down to the bottom, when there was nothing left. 

T: What were the side effects of that collapse, from peak to bust? 

D: Oh, I saw men . . . They had to give up so many things that they had been 

having. The fishing hadn’t played out, and it’s an expensive business to be in. 

And I saw my children’s grandfather go broke with the money that he had put in 

trawlers and in fishing and in that business. And then he died suddenly. His son 

was a good worker, but he just drank too much. And business just went down. 

But his mother never thought there was anything wrong with him, that he was in 

good shape. 

[Interruption in interview] 
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D: When I look and drive through the county, where all the new homes have gone 

up, we don’t have farms anymore. We used to have farms. I mean, when you 

had twenty acres or whatever it was, you had farming. There’s even one farm up 

on 198 just up almost to Soles. There is no Soles post office anymore, but there 

used to be one there. Mr. Ernest Miller’s place was a big farmer here. Later, it 

was airport [inaudible 35:02] and now they’ve stopped flying. So they’re 

developing it. I’ve seen so much of that going on, particularly the waterfront: 

taking the old, historic places and selling the waterfront off for money. It’s kinda 

sad. I know people want to come here and we’re delighted to have people move 

in, but I just hate to see that land gone. It was once good land there, and now 

it’s—I don’t know what’s gonna happen if people keep doing away with old 

houses and building new houses. I would love to see people restore old houses, 

much more than they are doing it. I’ll have to say it’s the younger generation, 

because my son is just as bad as that. My mother gave him a piece of property 

on the farm there, and he and his wife put a home up. And it was just at the head 

of the creek, not very much water, but on high tide it was water. After my mother 

died, he wanted to buy her place. So my sister and I decided to let him have it. 

When they got ready to build, they had people come in to look at the house. And 

what they wanted to build, they couldn’t turn this house into. So he came to us 

and wanted to know if he could tear it down. Well, my sister said it’s okay, 

because she was living in Reedville and had been living over there for years. And 

she says, that’s fine. And I said, well, Walter, I just will not watch. If this is what 

you want and you have it, then this is what you have to do. So, he had the fire 
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department—they wanted a training lesson on. So, in one day’s time, that house 

was gone. And by that evening, you could never have told there was a house 

there. It was the most amazing thing I’ve ever seen. But the house, I saw it and 

said goodbye to it, and then it was gone. So that was it. But anyhow, he built 

himself a new home. So that kind of thing I see changing over. Of course, during 

this—I hope—brief Depression we’ve had, it’s not that much building. But there’s 

still a lot: as you drive around, there’s spec homes going up and particularly on 

the waterfront, if you can get something on the waterfront. And the waterfront 

property is being taken up just . . . And people think they don’t want a big yard 

anymore, they want just enough that they can take care of. Fortunately, where I 

live, it was an old home place, and the old home has been remodeled. And they 

lady that built the house where I live had bought four and a half acres from that 

original farm. We had kept it like that; none of us would let any of it go. You never 

know what you’re gonna have to do, but that’s the kind of thing I like to see. I 

don’t want to see growth stop, but I just do hate to see all this land just taken up. 

It’s gone. And there it is.  

T: Do you see a solution to that? 

D: . . . Maybe. We have condos here. We have ‘em up on Cobbs Creek; we have 

‘em on Gwynns Island . . . No, I don’t know, unless the planning commission 

makes it stricter for building. That’s all I have an answer to. I don’t want to see 

too many laws written, either. We’ve got so many on the books now. I’d like to 

see it kinda work it out for the best for everybody. 

T: Are there any other anecdotes you’d like to add? 
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D: No, I just think Mathews is the greatest place anybody wants—I introduce friends 

to it as God’s country, if they want to visit for a while. I don’t normally tell people 

this, but we still live in a town—my keys are in my car. I never take them out. If I 

go to Gloucester- our neighbor- , no. I immediately lock my car and take it out. 

The key to my front door to my house, I would really have to search for it. I can’t 

tell you where it is right now. I would have to go look for it. Normally, when I leave 

this office, if it’s no one here, I’ll leave this hall door unlocked, because I’d hate 

for someone to ride all the way to town to pay a bill, and there’s no one there 

when they get there. And I’ll come back and find it on my desk. I’ve found cash 

on my desk when I’ve gotten back. Now, that’s not a good thing to publicize; you 

don’t want people to know that you do that, but it’s so nice to live in a community 

where you feel like you can do that. In fact, I go to the grocery store and people 

will pay me a bill at the grocery store. That’s normal. That’s just something we’ve 

always done. Or if I’m walking down the street, they’ll say, are you going back to 

the office? Let me pay you so-and-so. And I said, well, I can’t give you a receipt. 

That’s okay. Go ahead and take it. That’s something to be thankful for, that we 

can still do that. 

[Interruption in interview] 

T: You’re on. 

D: Oh! I want to tell you about the skating rink we had here in the county up on the 

third floor of what was then Fosters Department Store. It’s now the Halcyon 

Building. But that’s where we would go on the Saturday afternoons, always open 

on the Saturday afternoon. We’d go skating up there. But then, on Saturday 
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evening, we would get a chance to ride from the Beach Hill Theater up to the 

black theater, which was in the Thomas Hunter School. We would take the 

reels—there was a young boy that did the driving, and another girl and I would 

ride with him. And each Saturday night, that was our fun. We would take the first 

reel- after it ran at the Beach Hill Theater- up to the black theater, come back, 

and when the second reel was ready to go, we’d run that back up there. And 

that’s the way the movie houses operated during the time. 

T: Was the boy that drove the car, was he white or black? 

D: He was white.  

T: Okay. 

D: Mm-hm. And the daughter of the theater owner was the other girl that was in the 

car. Her name was Betty Jo. His name is Mason South. He’s a local boy, grew up 

here. That’s it. 

T: Okay. 

[End of interview] 
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