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vur Attic

When.a bitlor furniture or an article of cloth-
ing is'pleced in our attie, it i3 not Just a bureau
or just a cost being put aside; it is the disgarding
of a mode of living, a menner of thinking. £s soon s |
& new chair is bought for the parlor the o0ld one finds
its way to the attie, where it is stored for possible
future use. 1t is almost a creed with Mother to put
into the attie %he df9sses and trousers that have been
outgrown, for she beliewves that “they may come in handy
sometime.” It was because of this idea of Mother!'s
that I hagd %o wear, in my early Jears, Mery's,dresses
thet were already hended down to Ann éhree years be-
fore. As I 1dle 35n cur attic among these stored
things,mf the psst Mis revived for me, To finger a bed-
stead means to touech an old life; to den = gown is to
wrep myself in an atmosphere of a past concept of
living,

Perhaps nothing focuses the past before my eyes
more vividly then the pictures of bygone days, I esn
always find a storehouse of photogrephs in a worn, red
blush glbum with a Liberty Bell wirror on the cover,
There 1s Mother end Dad's wedding picture, yellow with
eges Dad, minus his moustache, and Mother, slim as a

reed, make such a cherming couple, As I turn over g



se of the album 1 come upon a postcard family photograph
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of one of Patheris friends., Something about the picture
makes me psuseibefore bturning. There, before a “compeny
house®, almost in the center of the pleturs, sits a mid-

dle~szged miner 1
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shirt sleeves and suspenders.awkwardly
nolding a geping baby. On hiﬁ left stands his wife wesring
g full, white skirt end & white, fringed scerf on her heead,
in contrest with her black blouse. But on his right, ocC=
cupying 2 prominent position in the picture, lo and beholdi
stands o beer keg. From this picture il am led %o believe
that the beer keg formed en integral part of the fonily

in some homes in those days. On anbther page Miss Mary,
the neighbor spinster, besms UL st me, clogthed in the
height of fashion of two decades ago — a wide, brimmed straw
hat'décorated with bluets and cherries set evenly upon

her head, and a dark, lepelled suit, the skirt of ﬁhich
resches the pointed toes of her oxblood shoes, I can
hardly imaine why enyone would ever want to wear sueh
clothes in order to be well dresseds f can imegine how
foolish I would look in such a costume . But this outfik is
not so odd whin I compare it with the bizarre clothes worn
by the young woman in the tinted picture. Garbed in
Slovakisn dress she sports an embroidered scarf end four

or five gay=-colored eprons each a couple inches smaller
then the one under it. Her blouse with puffed sleeves

is of very fiowerg material snd is embroidered with bright-
colored thresds, As I'looﬁ over these old pictures of

Mother and Dad, of my brothers and sisters, of friends and




neighbors, as well as of myself, I am, for s moment, smused.
But as » linger smong them 1 am trensported back to gone
days, to foreign lends, snd I take part in the events of the
past in a faneiful 1life,

If the o0ld album contains a past that 1 can see and
re-live, the scarred btrunks in our attic sre filled with o
past thet 1 can touch as well, for here are kept the clothes
of those days, of those pictures. MNeatly folded near the top
of sn'01d country" trunk is Mother's wedding dress. .t has
long puffed sleeves and Slovekian lace forms the collap
and euffs., Made of brocasde taffeta, it is alresdy beginning
to crack. As I run my fingers delicavely over it 1 cen Visuelize
my mother,a girl thousands of miles from her home, bravely
marching to the slter,and to a new home in & new country.

In the ssme trunk sre two white and two black silk scerfs.
These have not been lalid awsy for memy yesrs.Il can remember
when 811 the Slovak women in the neighborhood wore such scarfs
instead of hats. Mother was one of the first few who began
to put aside this Slovek custom, much to the scorn ofMrs.
Micklus and Mrs. Kolman and Mrs. Saksa.And now all the scarfs
have been put awsy and hats reign supreme. There are still
e few dresses that had been handed down t6 me by my oldes
Among Thed
gisters, Taeaee is theyellow flannel jumper that I liked so
well and g;;i shrunk the first time I washed it, A large
trunk behind the chimney contains mostly long woolen under-
wear, When I was in the primary grades 1 couldﬁgut on my
stockings without leaving a big hump above the ankle where

the legging bunched.As rayon and silk replaced the woolen

in




“undies", these woolens began to fill the trunk in the attie.
A pair of trousers , Which Father wore When he came to
America are seemingly displaced in thés overflowing chest,
FPitting snugly sbout the ankles they must have made Dad _
look 1like an Ichabod Crane.Most of the clothes-are useless,
but Mother doesn't like to throw things out. I think she
is as much 2 sentimentalist as she is a preetical person
and wants to keep them for their meaning to her more than
for thelr monebary worth.

Leafing thru the pile of magazines which Mary insists
upon keeping in one cormner of the attic I see numerous «' - _.
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instinces showing how rapidly brogress is sssimilsated
by us. The Liberty for March 15, 19300carries a full

page advertisement of the American Federation 6f Musicians.
In the background of xhs a cartoon is s "Theatre with Sound}

next tc a grocery store. Coming out of the gtore and the

thee
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tre ds 2 flock of cans. There is Corn macorting
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Beets dasnces with BEethoven; Apple Sauce grinds his
organ,vEBénny Mossicllivand: Verdl épplauds.%arching down
thestreet are the Robot Brands besring & sign reading
"ppofits before Art." In the foreground Razzberries

has come upon the platform and is gallantly congraBtulating
triumphently smiling Canned Opera, and Shubert, Beans, Mozart,
Peas,Bach, and Prunes cheer from below. A sighocnethelano
padlocked piano reads “0Out of Order."” Beneath the cartoon

is the wverse:

" _-I went to the Canned Goods rair,
The prunes and the tunes were there--*




while the headlines blagze: "Have you,toc, heard the
Cannery racket---the little tin-clad Y8ound' operas

and jazz numbers, so joyously welcomed here by the
delicatessan set?" This advertisement vividly recslls

to memory the change from silent to "sound" movies,

1 remember well my first experience at a Talking picture.
The Orpheum was showing “Vitaphone" pictures for the
first time. The theatre was crowded. Iwaited in znxiety.
The picture started . the volces sounded harsh and loud.

The change was too complete; but I had no doubt that

this #CanhdedclMugic was here to stay.Satirizing advertisement v

would not drive it out. +Taken for granted now, yet in so
recent years had there been controversy over "@snned Music"-
the conflict between the new and the old,

Each piece of furniture tells a story of happiness,
of struggle, The parior suité-mvery delipidated-~ stands
in mute evidence of days of hardship; days when the worn
plushcould not be replaced; days when Mother knelt onthe
%hin rug to clean the sawdust which kept sifting out in
spite of the many times the bottom had been sewed and
boarded. Lumps in the sofa are the resulthgfxaabyood of
lively c¢hildren who delighted in jumping up and down on
anything that would give. 1 think everyone in the family
had slept in the folding bed at one time or another.

In the days of its sctive life every space had to be
utilized. Each morning it was folded up and pushed into
the corner. This bed wes a Tavorite of mine for on it I

could play tunes when I couldn't fall asleep; fine wires

il




were strung across tne hesaxee, lNe oaken cradle 18 a
veritable relic .In it all eight of us children were
rocked to sleep, to the tune of 'PBubkaj Baby'. In it I
was rocked; In it I rocked my younger brothers and
gsisters. rrom it have come wailings and laughter. The
dirty rag rope with which I rocked it still hangs from
its side looking so forlorn and hanging so limply. I
can still feel the tug I gave this rope and the sudden
pull on me when the cradle was eli the end of its runnersy.
The rope serve@ as a kind of warning to me for my eyes
were always in a book,and to spill the baby out of the
crafle would mean giving up my book-wI found nothing
more dreadful than rocking a cradle and, just rocking.
Happy days were those in spite of hardships, for there
was always ababy to care for and to make:bhecwolf at the
door leave in disgust.

In the heavy boxes which are where the rafters
make an angle with the floor are souvenirs of my
"playdays".Thé babydolls with broken heads, baldheaded,
minus an arm or leg remain here just as I left them
years ago. "Poodie", my"niggerdoll" that Buster gave me
on my Fifth birthday still is exclusgively lying in =2
separate box, keeping ﬁarm against the fur ofmy nanny-
goatfor she was my favorite at the time I put her away.
Her halr was my especialworry; it was slways tangled and
always needed combing. These deolls were my children;

they were as much alive to me as Motherd babiec;wé&re to he



they needed washed, and I gave them baths; They had to be fed
end L fed them with tiny spoons from ned Riding Hood dishes.
Great indeed was the change when I found greater pleasure
playing ball in the field or shooting®a ggies" in the back -
yard with my brothers than taking care of sick dolls or

playing house with them.,
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