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Romulus, Michigan...Again
Barbara Rawls
                                                                                                                                                               
We arrived back in Romulus at my oldest brother’s log cabin on Halloween, 
	and my sister-in-law, Ruth, dressed me up in a bra and falsies with a made-up face to match,   and she took me to the small country school on the corner for the holiday party; 
    I saw my former classmates who looked at me with open mouths: how had I grown breasts while I was gone for ten months because I was only seven,      and I was so embarrassed to have two little bumps stick out of my blouse that my face grew red as a tomato,      and I was so relieved to go to school the following Monday without the adornments; 
 we stayed in Art’s two-bedroom house with him, Ruth and Gary, their three-year old; Daddy bought a small roll-a-way bed for the three of us to sleep on, and Jimmy slept on the couch until we got a new house trailer with the insurance money, and it was parked in Art’s yard;     
        it looked a little different than the wrecked trailer but was still very small for four people with only one bedroom; Mama and I slept in the small trailer bed, and Daddy and Jimmy slept on the fold-out couch; 
       Daddy, Art and Jimmy built an out-house for our use; 
     then Daddy got appendicitis and was hospitalized: the doctor used infected catgut to close his wound, and Daddy almost died;               because the family had no income, Jimmy worked part-time at the airport during his senior high school year and attended school part-time; Daddy slowly recovered until he was well enough to look for work.
