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PREFACE

This manuscript is the product of a tape-recorded interview conducted
by Geraldine C. Albright for the Oral History Office, Sangamon State
University. This iInterview was conducted in October and November of
1980, primarily in the home of the narrator, Lieutenant Colonel
(retired) Carl H. Albright. Geraldine C. Albright transeribed the
tapes and edited the transcript.

Lieutenant Colonel Albright was born In Springfield, Iliinols din
1921. Remembrances about hils life begin in Springfield with the
Depression and continue through his cadet training with the early
Army Air Corps. After a brief separation from the Air Corps,
Lieutenant Colonel Albright continued what became a twenty-seven
vear career with the United States Air Force as a bomber pilot and
nuclear chemist. Upon his retirement from the Air Force, Lieutenant
Colonel Albright returmed to his natlve Springfield and is presently
employed by the Department of Public Health.

The interviewer, Geraldine C. Albright, is Lleutenant Colonel
Albright's daughter-in-law and a graduate student at Sangamon State
University.

Readers of this oral history memoir should bear in mind that it is
a transcript of the spoken word, and that the Interviewer, narrator
and editor sought to preserve the iInformal, conversational style
that is inherent in such historical sources. Sangamon State Univ-
ersity is not responsible for the factual accuracy of the memoir,
nor for views expressed therein; these are for the reader to judge.

The manuscript may be read, quoted and cilted freely. It may not be
reproduced in whole or In part by any means, electronic or mechanical,
without written permission from the Oral History Office, Sangamon
State University, Springfield, Tllinois, 62708.
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Carl H. Albright, October 7, 1980, Springfield, Illinois.

Geraldine C. Albright, Intervicwer.

A. My pame is Carl Albright. Date of birth is the first of March,
1921. Place of birth was 1526 Loveland Avenue, in Springfield,
Il1linois. To the best of my knowledge, I was born at home. My
mother did not go to the hospital for either my birth or that of
any of my brothers or sisters. T have an older brothetr, and an
older sister, one younger brother, and two younger sisters. Early
life was 1n Springfield. Before the birth of my younger brother,
my family moved to Rantoul, Il1linois, where my father worked on a
farm. We stayed up there for probably two years, I'm not really
sure. My life in that area is made up primarily of stories that
have been told to me rather than things I personally remember.

I can vaguely remember living in the house. T know my older brother
had a very, very bad cut on his leg on the side. He fell off of a
fence when he was climbing on the fence as he should not have been
doing, but did. Right now, I have, since the day it happened, a

very large scar on the left foot. It was acquired when I was walking
around in a pig pen and got tangled up with a plece of broken bottle.
It never caused a problem and I certainly don't remember it; but I

do know the accident happened.

Upon a return to Springfield, we moved back into the house at 1526
Loveland Avenue; and my two younger sisters, to the best of my remem-—
brance, were born there. We lived at that house until such time as

I was In high school. I was either a freshman or sophomore in high
school when we moved into the house across the street and down the
block where my grandmother lived, my father's mother. This was after
the death of my grandfather. The house was much larger. My grand-
mother could not move into our house and live with us so we moved
Into her house and lived with her rather than staying In our own
house. We lived there until after I graduated from high school.

During the senior year in high school, my father and mother and the
three younger children moved to Taylorville. My older brother, my
sister, and her husband, and I, stayed in my grandmother's house and
I finished high school living there. About that time, this was in
1939, in January, and things were pretty bleak as far as jobs were
concerned, rather than not doing anything, T started back to high
school again even after graduating, just to take some additional
courses, got an opportunity to go up to Caterpillar Tractor Company.
I eventually acquired a job at Caterpillar. So I moved then from
Springfield to Peorla and was up there from probably March of 1939
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until approximately September, yes, September or October of 1939, at
which time they did me a favor and fired me. That fall, and by that
fall our father and mother had moved from Taylorville back to Spring-
field again, and I was living with them, for lack of anything more

to do, my father and I shucked some corn together, we worked part-—-time
jobs on farms together until December. Right about Christmastime,

in December, I got a job with Martin 0il Company and worked with
Martin 0il until the following September when I moved to Western
Illinois University for college. This really takes care of most of
the time from that point up until I actually left home and really
didn't return agailn as a part of the family unit as such in that

they were at least helping to control my activities.

Q. Was it Grampa Albright that died?

A. Yes.

Q. When he died, do you remember anything about the funeral or how
the family reacted?

A. We can go back and fill in quite a lot of these detalls but I
thought that for the beginning why we could at least get a kind of
an overview at which point we can then go back and start filling in
gome of the spots. (clears throat)

My grandfather died, I guess it was in 1935, or maybe 1936, I'm not
real sure of the vear, but for this purpose it won't make too darn
much difference, my brother, my older brother, Charlie, was in the
CCC camp [Clvilian Conservation Corps] because he had gone out to
Oregon and he was out there at the time that my grandfather died and
he came back right about the time of the funeral or shortly there-
after——the sequences are somewhat fuzzy. But 1t seems like not too
far off from that time.

I guess the thing I remember most about the time of my grandfather's
death was the fact that he was at home. He had had a stroke and he
had become paralyzed on the right side of hls body, or at least
partially so; and they had moved a bed out of the bedroom into the
living room. He was staying in that room and It seemed to me as a
child a little strange that they would move him out to that place;
but perhaps it was so that he could be more available. He could be
around the family more for whatever comfort that would give him. The
place where he died was in that living room.

People came that I had heard my family talk about--my grandfather's
sisters, cousins, that sort of person came out. Down around St.
Genevieve, Missouri, 1f I remember correctly, that's where some of

his family came from; and they were still living in that area. He

had some relatives that lived in Jacksonville, and were in business
there for part of the time as hakers. This was one of the very, very
few times that T remember seeing those members of our particular family.
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The family unit would be considered fairly close because my grand-
mother's two brothers-—-one to the best of my knowledge was a bachelor,
and the other one was either a widower, or he was divorced, and I
think he was a widower--both of whom had lived with him [grandfather]
after my grandfather's death, when we chose to move into grandmother's
house and live with her and help take care of her, we had the added
problem of what did we do with the two uncles? (chuckles) This

was an additional breakup of that family unit and I don't think

1t's any more typlecal of a German family unit than any other partic-
ular nationality that they were this close. T think it was a matter
of time and convenience and probably economiecs that they did stay
together and managed to keep the family that way rather than to be
spread around quite so much.

The next thing, they decided that when grandmother died, and then
trying to put that in line with this, you know it had to be before
I graduated from high school, and probably about the time I was a
junior or thereabouts, my grandmother died, otherwise, I'm sure

that my father and mother would not have moved to Taylorville and
there would not have been room for all of the family in it. That's
what we're talking about here: my grandmother, my father and mother,
my sister and her husband at that time, could not have all been living
in that house at that time so I know that she hadn't died by that
time and 1t had to be after I met Liz because 1 think she remembers
meeting my grandmother, so that was when I was a junior in high
school.

things that T can remember, probably one of the most vividly remembered
is helping my brother carry papers. He got a paper route right around
the Loveland Avenue area from south of South Grand to just north of
Laurel Street, from east of Eleventh Street to west of Fourteenth
Street, so not quite a four block square area In there that he carried
papers. I was about six years old when he got thils route; and I
remember helping him carry, or at least walking with him. I thought

I was helping him, maybe I was, I was six years old. Rain or shine
you'd go pilck up the papers and carry them. If my brother and sister
were gone for whatever reason, why somehow I would manage on a rare
occasion to get around and deliver the papers. I'm trying to remember
if I, yves, later I carried that route by myself, 1f I remember correctly,
because my brother got a larger route that had a guaranteed wage--$2.00
a week so he took the new route and I and my sister carried the one
around home [Twelfth] for a little while.

I can remember carrying papers when after a while, if it were raining
quite hard, why you got so you didn't care if thetre was a water puddle
there. You were already wet so you'd wade through it instead of
walking around it, which is not unusual for kids either (chuckles).

I remember wintertime coming when your feet were so cold they would
hurt.
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The kitchen range was what we used to heat the back part of the

houge and it was always fired up. One of the good things about that
was usually, if this were the case you'd come in and take your shoes
off and put your feet almost in the oven--1t'd warm them up--it hurt--—
(chuckles) at least 1t got them warm in a hurry. Dry off your feet
and socks

Q. Was it a wood stove?

A, No, most of the time in the wintertime we would burn the coal.
Lots of time in the summer, what we would burn in them would be corn
cobs——you'd go out to one of the elevators and pick up baskets and
gunnysacks of corn cobs. The reason for burning these is they gave
you a real hot fire and burnt very quickly. You could get the stove
hot enough to cook a meal on and then they would burn out very quickly,
so that the stove then would at least start to cool down. During

the afternoon or in between meals, before you needed 1t. In addi-
tion the hot water supply for our house was the regervoir on the

gside of the cook stove-—-that's on the side of the kitchen range.

We had running water in the house but it was cold. The toilet
facilities were down in the basement which mean that you had to go
out the back door, down to the cellar door (laughs) into the base-
ment to go to the toilet. It was almost as bad as going outside to
the back door john.

Q. Was 1t a regular tollet with a stool and all that but it was
down In the cellar?

A. Oh yes, it was just down 1n the basement, in a little room,
probably, oh five feet by six feet square, that my father had quite
obviously just built with boards--nothing very secure. You had a
door on the front that closed; you were in there by youtrself. Of
course for the kids 1t was kind of scary to go down in a dark base-
ment. The hardest part of going to the tollet at that time, partic-
ularly at night, was to get somebody to take the time to go down in
the basement with you so you wouldn't be scared. (laughs) Usually,
what you try and do is to talk your brother, or a sister, or a brother
and a sister, to go down In the basement and come up with some sort
of game to play while you were going to the bathroom--or maybe they
had to go, too. You could make it a community affair. You stayed
down there with them, so it was a rather icky type of arrangement
maybe than you would have today.

Q. You dildn't have electricity or anything down in the cellar?

A. There was a light down there. It was a dirt floor; and we had

at some time or other built a bin along one side of the toilet wall
because it was coel, dark, and the molsture level was falrly constant.
If we had a good erop of potatoes, sweet potatoes or anything like
that, which we often would go out to an uncle's house and plant
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potatoes with him at hils farm out at New Berlin, and plant sweet
potatoes as well, and if we were lucky and had a good crop, why you
could bring a lot of those materials in and the bin was a good place
to store them. They would keep most of the winter without too many
of them rotting. If there were extra squash or pumpkins, something
of that nature that was available that you could get when they were
plentiful, you could put them down in there and they would keep very
well most of the winter--you'd have them at least until Christmas.

The other room in the basement was probably even more dark. The
floor was about six or eight inches higher than the floor in the main
part of the basement and again it was dirt. Back in there my father
had constructed two racks that were hanging from the celling and were
a little taller than a half gallon frult jar—--perhaps they were hanging
eighteen inches from the rafters, or the floor joist really, and in
those, why any fruits, vegetables or anything like that that Mom
would can, that's where we always put those. We would go down in
there, and 1f you had anything left over from the previous year,

why you'd have to get in behind them and move all that forward,

then put in this year's canning in behind that; and it was not at

all unusual to have these shelves filled, which were probably, oh
four to five feet across and probably nine feet long, and there were
two of them.

A few other interesting things that took place in the back room was
if we would make sauverkraut, we'd make it and put it Iin a large stone
crockware pot that would probably hold twelve or thirteen gallons.
That would be covered over with cheese cloth and then a plate turned
upside down on the cheese cloth and then a large rock that had been
pretty well scrubbed would be placed on that to hold the thing
together and keep it pressed down. After that got to fermenting,
why, 1t didn't smell too badly down there for a while, then after a
while you'd smell the very pronounced odor of the sauerkraut working
and vou knew it was there.

Dill pickles . . . if we could find cucumbers at a reasonable price,
or had any luck in growing a crop of cucumbers, why always selected
as close to the same size as you could get, and we would make dill
pickles. Again we would put them in a large crock or large crockery
jug and then line the jug with grape leaves that had been taken off
the grape arbor in the back and washed, put a layer of cucumbers and
a layer of grape leaves, another layer of cucumbers and all of this
on up to the top until the thing was full, and then again, put a
cheese cloth cover over 1t and an upside down plate and a big rock
to hold the whole thing together. These were very good. I used to
go down there and steal one once in a while (chuckles)

Also, one of the things that happened in that back room is 1f there
was enough fruit available and enough sugar available, occasionally
Dad would make a job of rhubarb wine. And so he always put his wine
in that back room, because again the temperature, humidity was at
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least constant ot fairly so, and it was a good place for it to work.
When it was ready to use, we were probably, as kids, introduced to
rhubarb wine at sometime around ten years old or a little less than
that perhaps, even, because it was not unusual for a glass of wine
or a jug of wine to be brought up for whatever the occasion might be
and being kids we always wanted a taste of it too—--I'm not so sure
we liked 1t as well as we thought we did (chuckles) . .

It was kind of an interesting place down there——a good place to go
and play on rainy days, a good place to get out of Mom's hair when-
ever she couldn't stand us In the house anymore. With six kilds roaming
around in a three-room house, it did get a little tight. So even in
the winter, if it was Christmas vacation times, that sort of thing,
whenever you tended to be home, or all the kids tended to be home and
time would be hanging a little heavily on your hands, why you'd go
down in the basement on a nice dirt floor again. Down there, why
you'd shoot marbles and have a good time. You didn't have anyplace
else to go, or much else to do, so you could at least go down in
there and play.

The basement had another important feature, I guess, for my fom, in
that in the summertime, she always had a lot of potted flowers out

in the back. Amaryllis, Wandering Jews various and sundry kinds of
flowers that they would keep or try to keep in the house through the
winter. We had a rack made like stalr steps, and before the fitst
frost in the winter, why we always had to get the rack down into the
basement and all mom's flowers moved down there so they didn't freeze.
They were always set then at the west end of the basement close to

one of the west windows where they could get quite a little bit of
sunshine to keep them at least reasonably alive; and then we had to
keep them watered down In there, but again it was a falrly easy job.
You didn't have to water them too often. They didn't really lose water
as rapidly as they would in a present day basement that was heated

and that sort of thing because there was no heat down there——we didn't
have a furnace in there at that time.

Our wintertime heating in the front part of the house was with a
coal stove and I can remember having the more familiar kind of a
round heater with the mica windows on the front and you could see
the coals burning in there. Sometime, I don't remember the time
frame, probably when T was seven years old, maybe elght, somewhere
along In there, we got a very, very heavy heater and I guess the
thing must have welghed close to two hundred pounds becauge 1t was
just all you could do for a couple of people to move it in and out
of the house. It had ribs on it like ventilating ribs and with that
heavy mass of hangar once 1t got hot it stayed and kept the heat for
quite a long while. To protect the people from that stove, just to
keep the kids from banging up against it and touching and that sort
of thing, it had a porcelainized frame that fit around it and the top
of it was open and then the lower part of the sides had alr vents in
1t so that the cool air could come in at the bottom and the hot air
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would move out at the top. This would ecirculate a little bit of the
alr round in the house and again it was nice when you were close to
1t. Some parts of the room were not always as warm as they might
seem to be but we didn't suffer. Again [it was] a good place to come
in and kick your shoes off and put your feet up against the side of
that and warm them up when they were cold .

Some of the things you remember as kids were sicknesses and that sort
of thing that would happen. Much in contrast to today's method of
taking care of people that have diseases such as smallpox or chicken
pox, mumps, measles, scarlet fever or whooping cough, any of those
[was] you always knew when someone had them because they put a red
quarantine on the outside of your house. Those who were outside had
to stay out, and those that were on the Inside had to stay in. I can
remember some one of the kids, and I'm not sure who it was, it may
even have been me, that had one of the diseases, and Mom had to take
care of us. So to put us where we'd be warm, and she could watch us,
she would take two kitchen chairs and put the front part of the chair
up against the wall with the back away from the wall and put some
blankets on it, and that's where you'd lay down. The purpose of
putting the chailrs that way [was] so if you were squirming around

too much you wouldn't fall off of the thing and on to the floor and
then you'd be in the kitchen where she was and she could keep an eye
on you.

Probably one of the most memorable tlmes was when my sister had
scarlet fever and my father and my older brother had to stay out of
the house. They had been in the house when whichever one of us, my
sister, I'm sure it was, was sick, or first became ill, and before
they put up the quarantine sign, why the doctor chased them out and
said, "Well if you're going to stay in here you're going to have to
stay, and if you want to get out, get out now, and then we'll put

up the quarantine sign and you can stay out." So they stayed out-—
side. Actually they stayed across the street with my grandmother.
While the rest of the family, probably at least four other children
at that time and my mother, were quarantined In the house for two,
three, four weeks, whatever 1t was, I don't remember, but what makes
it rather vivid in the memory is the fact that my father's only
1iving brother was electrocuted in an accident while he was working.
This took place while we were under quarantine~-the rest of the family
were under quarantine. It was kind of a memorable occasion. The
only thing I understood about electrocution at that time was the

fact that a lot of ecriminals were electrocuted, so 1t must be bad.

It took quite a long while for it at least to come to my mind that,
okay, this electrocution, there wasn't anything wrong with it. It
was an accident, and it was then, as soon as you said the word elec~
trocutlon, you always thought of punishment of a criminal rather than
an accident happening. I guess it's a matter of commotation and
knowledge of what the root words really mean more than anything else.

It seemed like our family, our immediate family anyway, was always
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on the short side of money. From the time I can remember, of course
this, probably my most vivid memory, would start about the time of
the depression—-1 would be about six years old or thereabouts. And
I know my father always tried hard to work, [he] seemed to be always
looking for work. Very frequently, he would be out of work and many,
many times the major income for our family would be whatever, at
least during and up untll the time I was somewhere in mid high school,
or maybe even a little bit later than that, very frequently, our
major family income would be what mom would make doing washing and
ironing for those who could afford somebody else to do 1t and what
we would bringhome from our paper routes. Durlng this time, for
several years, my older brother, my older sister and I all had paper
routes. We were all three of us carrying papers, and as 1t ended up,
all six kids in our family at one time or another, and some of us,

as many as three, sometimes only one, would be carrying papers from
the time T can remember at gix years old until the time that my
youngest sister was out of school.

Q. High school?

A. High school, I think she was carrying while she was in high school.
Yes, because I carried while I was in high school, Butch carried,

Marg carried, and took over a route of mine when I left, no, Liz took
over my route. Marg, I guess, Marg and Butch, were carrying one at
the same time and then sometime later, after 1'd gone to Peoria, and
Mom and Dad had moved back from Taylorville, why, Dorothy carried
papers——so we all carried them at one time or another.

END OF TAPE ONE, SIDE ONE

A. We can try to pick it up at the time after we were carrylung papers
(clears throat). Interesting things that happen when you carry papers
are, I guess, almost legends. People that have had that experience,

I guess it's like most anything else, if something can happen some-
time or other, it probably will.

I can remember, during the very depths of the Depression, in which,
agaln, we were quite poor, I guess, and weren't really sure of 1it,

but we did manage to have enough to eat——no one in our family so far
as I know ever suffered severely from hunger. I suspect that probably
there were times when my dad would leave the house after having eaten
breakfast and go looking for work, and probably didn't have very much
to take with him, if anything. Of course, I didn't know this at the
time, but it probably wouldn't have made that big an impression. I
can remember, on various and sundry occasions, sometime during the
week, collecting, perhaps a quarter from the people on my paper route,
and stopping by a grocery store and buying whatever amount of hamburger
that would buy, which probably, at that time, was two pounds or so.
This would be of an evening, probably going home around five thlrty
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or that hour. When we got home, if I had, or if other members of

the family came home with meat, why that's what you had as meat for
supper that evening. Again, I don't think we would have gone hungry;
but we might not have had hamburger—--we probably would have had some-
thing else.

I remember one occasion--I'm not sure whether it thrilled my mother
as much as I thought it should have or not—-but I, it was her birth-
day, and I'd collected some money and scrounged up a little bit some-
place else~-wherever I'd saved it—-and as a real bilg gift to her I
think I bought her two and a half yards of material to make herself

a dress. I thought T was being real nice and I don't know 1f she
really (laughs) appreciated the additional work at that time or not
because she was quite busy with a large family. I don't know if she
really had much time to sew for herself or not but ghe did eventually
make a dress out of it before it was over. I thought it was a pretty
good deal and maybe it wasn't.

The paper route that I remember most carrying was over on the, at
that time, far east side of Springfield. 1t started on the east
side of Eighteenth Street and went from there clear on out to the
east side of town. Tt was a very poor neighborhood. People were
really hard pressed to get the twenty cents a week to pay for the
paper. A lot of golored people lived in the area. Some of them
were very, very nlce people--as good as you'd ever find any place.
Some of them were not the nicest sort of people, but then, the same
is true for whites.
At that time there was a saw mill on, just east of Wheeler Avenue,

at about Kansas S5treet. It was always an interesting place to watch
them work, for someone who wasn't at all familiar with saw mill oper-
ation. There would be one or two people there and, they would work,
oh, very regularly for a period of time, and then, all of a sudden,
why there would be hardly anyone around--or there might not be anyone
there for days on end simply because they elther did not have any
logs to c¢ut, or they had no one to buy what they did have cut already.
They had huge piles of sawdust around there which they must have
hauled away because they never burned it, as was the case with a lot
of other saw mills that I've seen in varlous parts of the country
since then. Sawdust was a waste product that burned instead of used
for whatever useful purposes 1t could be converted. T don't ever
remember that saw mill burning any of the by~products other than the
first slab that was cut off the side of a log which had a lot of bark
and really unusable wood in it. Why they would then cut that up

into short lengths and elither use it In their o¢wn stoves at home or
sell it to somebody for a few pennies, probably, a cart load or what-
ever size you could haul away. There was usually a fair stack of it
around so that you could get it.

It wasn't at all unusual at that time, particularly when you would
carry papers on Sunday morning, before most people were up, you would

















































































































































































































































