Where I’ve Laid My Head								Barbara Rawls

Belleville, Michigan

	When Daddy recovered from his appendix surgery, he moved our house trailer to a Belleville, Michigan, trailer park. Daddy got a job with the Department of Public Works in Inkster, Michigan, a neighboring city. It was hard physical work, especially for a weakened man of 56 years.
	The trailer park was filled with children so there was always a playmate available. On hot summer nights our landlord showed outdoor movies on a large screen in an empty lot. Television was not present in most homes in the late 1940’s, and this was a real treat. We brought our folding chairs and braved mosquito bites. A plane spraying DDT (to control mosquitoes) usually flew over us as we watched a movie. No one knew the harm in that practice then.
	I liked my third grade teacher and quickly made friends with my classmates. It was a bigger school than the Romulus country classroom with first, second and third grades in one room.
	Our Episcopal Church services were held in a vacant store close to the trailer park. Attendance was small; it felt warm and comforting. One day a week our minister, Reverend Guinon, picked up five or six of us kids after school and took us to his home where he held choir practice. His wife gave us snacks, and Reverend Guinon played his home organ and taught us church hymns; the couple took us home after rehearsal. On Sunday mornings the junior choir led the congregation in singing the hymns we had learned, making us feel very important.                                                                                                   
	In December we had a Christmas pageant. I was one of the shepherds, wearing Daddy’s blue cotton bathrobe and Mama’s scarf over my head...original costuming. 
	It seemed we were beginning to take root in Belleville.

