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Tape 1, Side A    [selected excerpts from 28 page transcript] 

[Note: audio for this interview unit was not provided, and some inaudible responses, shown in brackets here, 

are so noted from the original transcript] 

 

HR:  What was it like growing up, did you grow up in Floyd County?  

HW:  No, I growed up in Patrick, about two miles away, as a crow would fly -- right across the hill, in a 

two-story, log-sided house.  

JB:  Really?  

HW:  And, you could look up through the roof and see the stars [chuckles], or out through the side and 

see the stars. You know them old houses wouldn't have -- way of calling them shakes now, we called 

them boards back then, or shingles.  

JB:  Mm hmm.  

HW:  That’s—made them ourselves you know, [some words unclear], and I grew up, grew up on a little 

farm. We was poor, didn't have nothing.  

HR:  What type of farm?   

HW:  We had plenty to eat, but, we didn't have no money. Let's put it that way. My mother, that's how come 

we'd come to making these baskets. [Bertha Boyd Wood] My mother used to make them. And a basket, the 

size of them bigger ones there [points to second largest type basket that was left out from pre-interview 

conversation], she'd get fifteen to twenty cents for one of them. 

JB:  [pointing to the basket] One of these? How big do you think this is? That's about a foot. [showing 

length]  

HW:  Yes, something like that.  

JB:  Foot, by a half a foot.  

HW:  Seven inches, something, six and half. And of course you don't -- [one word unclear] make any. I call 
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that a picnic basket there. What everybody call it, got two handles on it.  [gets up and picks up the largest 

type basket]  

JS:  Yes. How long did you live in that cabin? Where you grew up?  

HW:  We left there, about ten years old.  

JB:  When you were ten.  

HW:  Back there in 1926. And, Dad bought this old -- built this old house, right down below here. And then, 

me and Blanche got married, we bought this little ole place, and built this house.   

-------------------- 

JB:  Yep. What did your parents do when you were growing up?  

HW:  Ah, well, Dad always farmed. And done a lot of carpentering work.  [Rufus V. Wood] 

JB:  Uh huh.  

HW:  Then, he was a carpenter. The Woods, carpentering run in the family—lot of Woods, but there was a 

lot of carpenters, and some good too. And some, just mediocre, whatever you want to call it. And, I don't 

know, we had a good time, and we had our pretty low time too.  

Used to work, used to go on an ole thresh machine.  I don't guess nary one of you [laughs] knows what I'm 

talking about. But everybody in the community grew some sort of grain:  buckwheat, rye, oats, and wheat. 

And, and Mr. Harris [Homer Harris], he had an ole threshing machine—drug that old thing all over Patrick 

and Floyd County, to everybody's house, and done the threshing. And I went with him on that thing for a 

long time, and worked anywhere from twelve to eighteen hours a day.  

JB:  Wow.  

HW:  Seven dollars a week.  

HR:  Whoa.  

HW:  Now can you imagine that? You just -- 

JB:  [laughs]  

HW:  You know, young people, like you all, say, “All you was crazy.” I have them say that to me. “You's 

crazy.” But if you -- if you'd have even a penny as money, you'd had to do that. Back in them days, it wasn't 

a matter if you wanted any money, you had to work for nothing. Ten cents a hour, fifteen, was a big pay. 

And, you hear people talking about the good ole days, but them ole good ole days wasn't as good as you 

might think. [laughs]  

JB :  How old were you when you were working with the threshing machine?  

HW:  In the teens. I don't remember just when.  

HR:  Before you were married?  
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HW:  Yes, yes. Just started when I was in my teens, I would say, and of course I don't remember. I was in 

the Army for three and a half years, during World War II. 

 JB:  Did you go overseas?  

HW:  Yes. I was, landed in Normandy. D-Day Plus Six, you might say. Six days after the invasion.  

--------------------- 

JB:  Varied?  [asking about household division of labor] 

HW:  Yes, most of the time the men, it, it depended on how much the women had to do. Blanche done more 

work in the garden than I did really, up until I retired. Of course I [two sentences that were too low for the 

recorder]. When we first married, we milked about fourteen or fifteen of them ole cows, and I mean [does 

milking motion] [begins to laugh]; I don't guess ne'er one of you could milk a cow! [continues laughing] 

No, I don't have no idea, I guess you could. And I done that night and morning, and then put my eight hours 

in.  

JB:  Hmm.  If you had to, how would you describe a typical day for a guy, for a man? When you were 

growing up.  

HW:  Well.   

JB:  Just an average day.  

HW:  You got up in the morning, and you milked an ole cow.   

JB:  What time in the morning would you get up?  

HW:  Well, depends, most of the time early, six o’clock, six-thirty. And you always kept some hogs, 

you fed your hogs; you fed your horses. And fed your cattle, and then you went back to the house 

and get your own breakfast. After you done all this, [laughs] you went back to the house and eat 

your breakfast. And seven, seven-thirty, you was out in the field, at work. And worked ‘til 

sometimes five-thirty, six o'clock. And sometimes -- 

BW:  -- worked ‘til dark.  

HW:  Yes. Depended on what you was doing, and what time of the year it was, really. And, in the 

wintertime, it'd take me and my brother three or four hours to cut us enough wood to keep us warm for a 

day or two. We'd have, you ever run an old cross-cut saw? You've seen them haven't you? [pointing to 

James]  

JB:  I've run a cross-cut.  

HW:  It'd take a right smart little bit, when you take a boy, ten or eleven years old. Or, ten years old or less. 

And you won't do too good a job [coughs through a word] one of those things, no ways. And that way you 

cut all the timber. I was telling you about working in the sawmill. I cut a lot of timber with that way, with an 

ole cross-cut. They was timber back then too. Big trees. Could tell you, Mr. [name unclear] and his boy, 
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when they shut it down, started working for us. After running sawmill. We was always cutting down a oak 

tree. Got a six-feet saw, and we could pull it about that far. [shows measurement with fingers, about two 

inches wide] Now we was all day long cutting that tree down; that was best we could do. The bigger saw 

that you had, it mattered. Had a saw long enough to where you could pull it. You got to, even a foot -- just, 

pull it about that far. [shows us same measurement with fingers again] But that was the truth.  And the only 

way we got it sawed, through the sawmill, we didn't have nothing but horses, and we would drag the logs in 

with. We'd blowed that tree open with black powder. And we'd split it, halved it, and then quartered it, and 

finally drug it in to the mill, and sawed it down. [into boards] Man had some trees like that in these days, 

and go to, sawmills would say [some words unclear], and it'll be worth something.  

JB:  Mm hmm.  

HR:  What did y'all do for fun?  

HW:  Well, every so often somebody in the neighborhood would have a dance, in the home. And, young 

people would get together and play all sorts of games.  And we didn't get out, get in the car and ride all over 

the place. Nobody didn't have them ole cars. [laughs] Wherever you went, you walked. Now, we had a good 

time. If you can just imagine, that you and I, twenty-five or thirty girls and boys get out here—you can have 

a good time without getting in an ole car and riding around. [laughs] And we did have a good time. Talking 

about dancing in people's home, they just cleaned out a room, and we'd have a dance. An ole square dance, if 

that's what you want to call it.  

JB:  Is that how Blanche and you met?  

HW:  No.  

JB:  No?  

HW:  No.  

BW:  They soon got out off that.  [holding dances] 

HW:  Yes, they finally, they got to where, got to being sort of like it is now, because they'd have people 

come and a certain bunch would get drunk, and go to a place like that and go to raising cane. The majority 

of the people, they done it for you to have a good time. And they thought, if you don't have no better sense 

than to get out and act a fool, I ain't going to have no dance. I don't blame them.   

BW:  And a lot of people, would be going to walk to church.  

HR:  So y'all went to church a lot, every Sunday?  

HW and BW:  Yes.  

HR:  Everyone did, pretty much?  

HW and BW:  Pretty much so.  

HW:  Young and old.  
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BW:  And revivals.  

HW:  And we had a good time in the summertime. All of us had baseball around in the community. Now, 

back up here, not too far, course we didn't have no diamonds as far as that go, we just got out in the field 

and played ball. But we had some pretty good teams. We had one up here, one at Meadows of Dan, one 

down at [name of town unclear], and over at Union. That's over on 799. And, just different places that we'd 

meet you know, every Saturday somewhere and play a game of ball. We had a real good time playing ball. I 

never played a game of ball on a good diamond ‘til I got out of the Army. And I played a little ball then, and 

over at Burks Fork. They had some good diamonds, but [starts laughing] out in the field, you'd see that ball 

a coming, you'd think it's going to come right down here, and you go down to get it and it hits you right in 

the face. Now that'd happen to me a time, hit a bump you know, a rock or something. And you coming out 

through here, and you go down to get it, and it hit a rock and go off on one side or the other. It was a lot of 

fun, but is just as fair for one, as it is for another you know.  [laughing]  

JB:  When you were talking about the baskets, you said that, did your mom teach you?  

HW:  No.  

JB:  No?  

HW:  When I got out of the Army, out of -- left the Parkway, retired. I said to Blanche one day, I said, “I'm 

going to go up there on the woods and cut me a little tree and see if I can make some splits, and make a little 

basket.”  

JB:  Just to see if you could do it?  

HW:  Yes. Just to see if I could do it. So, I went up and cut me a tree and it split fair, just fair. And, so I 

made a basket, and made it all wrong. [laughs] Naturally, you know. I knowed better, and I didn't know 

better, I reckon you might say. And now, I go to make them and can't find no timber to make no splits out. I 

cut all that out, in my wood. I have a white oak that is growing, growing to about that size over there, or 

something like that. If you get a real big one, the grain you know, in the timber, gets sort of, too far apart, if 

you, I don't know what you'd say, it just don't do no good.  

JB:  Right.  

BW:  Explode.  

HW:  Yes.  

BW:  Wouldn't it?  

HW:  And, let's see, [few words too low for recorder]. What I done, I put a even number of ribs in the 

basket, and my handle was off center. You see it?  Pick up that one basket right there. [points to one of his 

handmade baskets on the floor]   

HR:  This one?  
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HW:  Yes, either one, doesn't make no difference. You see that's got a odd number of ribs in it. That one 

that comes up. [gets up to show us the handle] You know what -- 

JB and HR:  Yes.  

HW:  You see if it's an even number, your handle would be off center.  

JB:  Oh okay. Yes, I see what you’re saying. So there's an even number on both sides.  

HW:  Yes, and that's the same way if you make a -- if you make a long basket, longer that way, on the side 

you put your handle. You got to have a odd number of ribs. But these ones, the ones that go these ways don't 

make no difference. [points to other style of basket] 

JB:  So, you never made any money for your baskets? No, just do it for--  

HW:  Well, I've sold a lot of them.  

JB:  You sold them?  

HW:  Yes, but, shoot, I sold -- I wished I knowed how many I made, hundreds.  

JB:  Who would you -- 

HW:  I don't get nothing much out of them. I get, I charge ten dollars for a basket like that right there. 

[points to one of the smaller baskets on the floor] About six for that. [picks up the smallest-style basket] 

But, one like this, I do charge forty dollars.  

JB:  How long would it take you to make a big one like that? A picnic basket.  

HW:  Biggest part of a day.  

JB:  Really.  

HW:  Mm hmm. You see -- 

BW:  He whittles out the handles.  

HW:  You've got so much whittling to do. Of course if you got a good piece of timber, you can split these 

out. And these, them right there. You don't have so much whittling to do. But, if you haven't got a good 

piece of timber, that don't split just right. It takes a whole day.  

 

 

--------------------- 

 

   


