My Life Living In Lipscomb
Jeanette MANN Creighton (July 1, 2010)

I was born October 1, 1936. When I was four years old my parents, Obie Lee and Mana
Mann bought a house on Spring Street in Lipscomb. As you came down Spring Street you
crossed a bridge that went behind the Colwell, Rector and Blackerby houses. We played
in the branch catching minnows, never did we even think about snakes. One time, the
boys dammed up the water at the bridge, neighborhood kids played in it one Sunday
afternoon. You guessed it, the ones that played in the water got "leaches" a small type of
worm that stuck between their toes due to polluted water. You had to use eye tweezers to
get them loose from your skin.

Our next door neighbor was Mrs. Swearington. Later on Mrs. Swearington moved, Mr. &
Mrs. Ralph Looney became our neighbors. They had only one child, Mary Frances. Mary
Frances was only one year older than me and we become great playmates and friends,
also, with Sandy Rector, Judy and Dana Colwell.

As children, we played under a large china berry tree in our front yard. My sister, Billie
and I would pretend to cook, making mud pies letting them harden over night. Of course,
we played mommy with our dolls.

No homes had air conditioners, just screens on the windows and doors. Windows would
be raised to bring in air and we could leave them up all night. Sometimes, the front door
was open and only the screen door locked. The only heat we had in the house was a "Big
Boy" coal heater. Daddy would open the damper that was connected onto the stove pipe
to bring air into the heater to ignite the coal. At night daddy would bank the heater with
coal and close the damper for the night. Sometimes, when he made too big a fire in the
heater, it would make a loud Woosh!! You can bet, we kids took off running to another
room.

Billie Ruth and I slept together in a bed with feather mattress. To keep us warm in the
winter, mother would put so many quilts on us, we couldn’t move.

We did not get an electric stove until the late 40's. Mother cooked on a wood stove. To
start a fire in our wood cook stove, first you put in kindling (a dry wood

that would ignite easily), pour a little kerosene on it. When it ignited, wood would be put
in the stove. When the kerosene can became empty, mother would send one of us to
"Happy Roy's" Service Station to fill it. | can remember an irish potato would be put on
the spout of the can so kerosene would not spill. Mother would give us a nickel ( 5 cents )
to buy candy & round balls of bubble gum.

Daddy bought our house from Mr. & Mrs. Clapper. (Mr. Clapper owned Bessemer
Bottling and sold it in later years.) No water was in the house only a faucet outside on the
back porch. Dad built a shelf to hold a wash/dish pan. Later, cold water was put in the
kitchen with a real sink. During the years we lived there, we never had an inside
bathroom. We had an “outhouse.” Dad sold our house to the Amberson family. We
moved to Brighton on Huntsville Avenue in a rental house. Soon, we moved back to
Lipscomb.



“A sad note” - Mr. & Mrs. Clappers’ house caught fire and since they had so many locks
on the doors, they could not get out. It was very sad to know they burned to death. When
the fire was finally out, firemen found rolls and rolls of money in bills. Only the outside
bills were slightly burned. The silver was all melted together and made 2 dish pans full.
They even found money stored in an old pump organ. Mr. Clapper had one sister; I
understand the ‘'money went to her.

There was a big field of straw like weeds in the back of our house that had a trail from
the double and single railroad tracks. This trail was made by hobos (a person known as a
tramp or beggar that jumped into the box car and" would ride the rails." They traveled
from place to place looking for work. It would always be just one person that would come
to our back door early in the morning around breakfast looking for food. Mother would
have him sit on the back steps while she made him a plate of food. She would give him
left over biscuits, sorgum syrup, butter & coffee. All of the hobos that came to our back
yard looking for a meal were always nice to talk to and always looked very clean. Some
of the hobos would bow their head and silently bless the food. Always, the hobo
"thanked" my mother for the meal. I can't remember if the same hobo came back the
second time.

Back in the 1940's during WORLD WAR II, we would have air raids ( meaning of air
raid - an air raid by hostile aircraft, esp. for dropping bombs or other missiles). An
officerof the law would go throughout the community using a loud speaker. He would tell
everyone it was an AIR RAID !!!!!] Everyone knew you could not have any visible lights
in the city or in your home. Your home was a refuge during an air attack. Mother would
put quilts over the windows, to keep out light and to protect us during this air raid. Billie
Ruth and I would be so scared, we would hide behind the sofa and stay until the officer of
the law came by telling us "All Clear."

A black lady, everyone called “Tennessee™ worked for the Calhoun’s on Avenue K. She
and her mother lived at the end of Spring Street near the double railroad tracks. During
the week days, she would walk to work with a medium size wicker type basket balance
on top of her head. Sometimes the basket looked like it was full of freshly iron clothes or
vegetables/fruits. "It was amazing to see this". She was always talking to herself. Judy
and I would walk quietly behind her trying to understand what she was saying. We never
understoocd a word.

Roads were not paved until later years, a big machine would come by often and scrape
them down, leaving big rocks on side of the road. This would make it hard to ride a bike
or walk on edge of the road.

My brother, Robert had a bicycle and [ was not tall enough to throw my leg over the bar. |
would put my leg under the bar and ride side-ways. This allowed me to go where ever 1
wanted. One day, Mary Frances talked me into going up the big hill behind the Church of
God so we could race down. She had a girl’s bike and of course, 1 was going to use
Robert’s bike. Well!! When we started down the hill, we got to going faster & faster.
Mary Frances could put her foot over to the other peddle then brake to slow herself down,
but I couldn’t. I went across Avenue H, across the streetcar line into the cinders. Bicycle



went one way and me the other. James Nolen (Tater) saw me wreck and carried me home.
I'had scratches, bruises, and cinders in my skin. I still have three cinders in my left knee!

Very few people had cars at this time. It was amazing when this man would come to the
house at least twice a month with merchandise in his car. Mother always called it a roll -
in - store as it Was convenient to order what was needed and it would be delivered. Also,
the ice man delivered big chunks of ice and would take it into the house and put it in the
top part of the ice box. He delighted in giving us kids a small piece of ice.

I remember, Mr. Ward, he was called the "Vegetable Man". He would go to the
Birmingham Curb Market and get a truck load of fresh home grown vegetables.He would
always start ringing a bell when he turned onto Spring Street. Even though everyone had
their own gardens, it was nice to buy off the vegetable truck, sometimes he would have
other merchandise.

I can remember on wash day, mother would start a fire under an old black cast iron pot.
She would get the water really hot, put clothes in their, swish the clothes around for a
little while with a punching stick. To rinse the clothes, she would transfer them into a
ringer type washing machine. When she would buy washing powders, we wanted her to
hurry and open the box. Inside would be a towel or ice tea glass. Flour and cow feed also
came in real pretty cloth print sacks. These were used to make clothes, pillow cases, etc.

My dad had a small goat farm. He sold goat milk to customers that had ulcers in their
stomach.They said it was supposse to be healing. (You know, I never did lear how to milk
those goats).

My brother, Robert, would hitch our "billy goat" (male goat) to a homemade wagon. He
would ride us around the circle in front of our house. One day, the wagon was hitting on
back of "Ole Billy's" leg hurting him. He made a sudden turn & threw me into a tree that
had long torns on it. One torn went into my left arm close to the elbow. Mother pulled the
torn out, it surely was very painful. Can you imagine, mother poured kerosene on it to
keep down infection.????

I started to Lipscomb school in 1942 and graduated ninth grade 1951. Since our house
was only one street over in front of the school, we had a path to walk and did not have to
get on what is now Avenue H. We were zoned to Jones Valley High School in Powderly
for 10t -12t, My first year at Jones Valley, we all rode the streetcar to and from school.
In 1952, Birmingham City Bus replaced the streetcar.

I loved going to school! Mrs. Burns was my first and third grade teacher. Our first grade
class was in the two room white building that was not connected to the main brick
building. I talked a lot to anyone sitting next to me. Mrs. Burns came over one day and
paddled my hand for talking. When I was in the third grade, she asked us what our
daddy’s name was. When it was my time, I said, “Hon”. She said “no, I need his name’;
again I told her “Hon”. “What does your mama call your daddy?” Again, I said, “she calls
him Hon”. Mrs. Burns sent a note to my mother asking her to please write my dad’s name
down.



When I was in the fifth grade, the class was across the hall from the office and was very
small. There were two classes held in that one room; Fourth & Fifth grade (only about 8
students in each class.) Mrs. Smith was the only teacher the first half of the school year.
While she taught one class, the other class would be working on their assignment. There
was a teacher change that year and Mrs. Akridge taught the last half of the school year.

The water fountain for the school was a big concrete form with faucets; it was located
outside the door as you came into the elementary rooms. Mrs. Thompson and her
daughter, Edna were custodians. The hallways had some type of 0il on the floors. (You
could go barefoot, but this oil would stick to the bottom of your feet.)

Professor J. B. Owen was very strict and he taught algebra. His teeth did not fit very well
in his mouth and would always make a noise. One day at the board as I finished with an
algebra problem, he came up, snapping his teeth, saying that is not correct. He said,
“Jeanette it is like the baby pushing the mama.” You can bet I was embarrassed!

Girls had to wear dresses to school. If it was really cold weather, we were allowed to wear
long pants rolled up, but they could not be seen from under our dress or skirt. There were
eight girls in my first grade class that I became close friends with: Barbara Rains, Patsy
Chandler, Joyce Thompson, Ruth Chambers, Mary Ellen Williams, Janette Edge, Dorothy
Franklin, Shirley Roberson (now deceased). On Sunday afternoons, we would get
together and walk over to the Bessemer Super Highway to Perry's Ice Cream Parlor." To
this day, we are still close friends.

I remember the chimes that played from Union Baptist Church every Sunday morning,.
They would start playing around 8:00 a.m. and it was always such a spiritual sound.
Growing up we went to a church that we could walk too. During the summer, Vacation
Bible School would be a lot of fun. I remember Bible stories being told on flannel graft
boards, music and crafts. My sister, Billie Ruth, and I would attend Bible School at the
different churches.

As a teenager, I attended Crescent Heights Baptist Church in Lipscomb. At the age of 18,
I accepted Christ as my Savior on December 19, 1954. In late 1955, I was the Girl’s
Auxiliary Leader (GA’s) at Crescent Heights.

I have much LOVE for Lipscomb. My two sisters, Ruby Sizemore, Billie Stewart, and my
sister-in-law, Bloyce Mann still live in my hometown. My brother Robert, now is
deceased called Lipscomb his home.

I enjoy collecting pictures and memoirs of Lipscomb Junior High School and the
surrounding area.

Happiness in my life has come from having such a wonderful life in Lipscomb. 1
continue to enjoy telling my children, grandchildren and now great-grandchildren about
my happy childhood in Lipscomb.



R e

My home on Spring Street / 11th Street (1941 -1952)
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Robert Lee, Mana, Obie, Ruby Ann







