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“Social life was centered around the churches. Church picnics, usually held 
on the riverbank, were an opportunity to gorge on fried chicken, potato 
salad, and apple pie. The men pitched horseshoes, the women knitted and 
talked, the youngsters fished, and everyone recovered from the meal. 
 
High-school students formed little clubs, most with rather pretentious names. 
Ed and I never joined. By the time I was old enough to be a member, I was 
gangly and awkward, with few of the social graces.  Probably I was more 
than happy that I was never invited to membership. My brother and I 
referred with immense disdain to boys and girls who did belong.” 


