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A Job . . . 

I was fifteen years old, moody after spending long days alone writing poetry all summer, and my
older sister suggested that I apply for part-time work at the Winn Parish Enterprise-News
American.  She did a bit of editing of my letter (her first job was at a newspaper also) and soon I
was hired and working there!

I worked as a proofreader in the office downtown right beside one of the two movie theaters in
Winnfield. (These were called The Venus and The Princess)  Some of the duties I assumed were
handling the newsboy’s collections and much later, rewriting obituaries and weddings. I worked
up front with my boss, a “spinster” lady (as they were called in those days) who wore straight
black skirts and white blouses every day for the year that I worked there.  She looked very
elegant with white hair pulled up severely in a bun on the top of her head.

She didn’t like my first name, said it didn’t “suit” me so called me by my middle name, Eileen!
Sometimes I would walk into the back area and see the linotype machines and other equipment. 
It was a mystery to me how it all came together to produce the weekly paper.

I was so proud of my earnings! I was able to pay for the week’s school lunches at Winnfield
High, get tickets for a movie or two, buy a few clothes, some necessary, but one was just a
wonderful outfit! It was a powder blue jacket and skirt, with a blue fake fur collar with a
matching pillbox hat. 

This “church” outfit was the most elegant thing I had ever owned, having worn mostly
“hand-me-downs” all of my life to that point, except for the clothes that my mother sewed for
me. And, could she sew!  We would go to Milam’s Department store, look at a dress I liked, go
down the street, buy fabric and go home where she would create the exact dress! She taught me
to sew as I was taking home-economics classes at school, so by age 12,  I was making some of
my clothing.

I had to quit the job when my parents were given land on which to build a home in Williana,
twenty miles south of Winnfield.  I hated giving up my independence, my spending money! 
About two years later, while attending Northwestern State College (as it was called in 1962), I
became the proofreader of the school newspaper, The Current Sauce.

I suppose those jobs provided a skill that I still use today.  I cannot read a book, magazine or
newspaper without finding errors, even when I don’t have that in mind!  My daughter is much the
same.  She and I call each other “grammar police!”  The other day my boss said to some clients,
when I found an error in his document that we were about to sign, “She is the best proofreader I
have ever had!”  So that first job fifty years ago is still influencing my life!
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