Millie Ford

	This is an excerpt from a story called “Morrie, the sock guy.” The setting is Maxwell Street in Chicago, an open-air market established by Eastern European Jews who settled in here after World War II. They fashioned it after markets in the ‘old country.’ In the story, I am seven years old and visiting a friend of my mother who runs a booth where he sells socks. Haggling for the best price was commonplace here.
	A woman approached the booth with a serious look on her face. She was short and wide, wearing a drab brown dress. Her hair was pulled back in a bun and covered by a thick hairnet. She held her pocketbook close to her.
	“I got only two-dollar. OK for socks?” the woman asked in a heavy Eastern European accent pointing to the socks in the front boxes that were priced at 8 for $2.99. 
	Morrie countered, “You got no loose change in there?” as he pointed to her purse.
	“For husband work shoes,” she replied, not even looking for change. Her face remained unchanged; I was a little afraid of the way she looked at Morrie. 
	Morrie sighed. “C’mon. I gotta make some money.”
	“Two-dollar twenty fie cent.” 
	Her face didn’t move. I was confused. When mom sent me to the little store to get her cigarettes, I never asked to pay less than what she gave me. 
	“You got $2.50?”
	“Two-dollar fity cent is good.” I thought I saw a slight smile on the woman’s face.	
	“Fine,” Morrie said as he put a bundle of socks in a brown paper bag. The woman opened her purse carefully and placed a dollar bill and six quarters one by one on the counter. 
	“Spasiba,” she nodded when Morrie gave her the bag and she slowly walked away.
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