PAGE  
1
Chapter 16 – Section 3

The Other Side of American Life

Mr. Mitchell: What you need there little lady.

Female Speaker: A coke.

Mr. Mitchell: Big one, or little one? 

Female Speaker: A small one.
Mr. Mitchell: Well now we thank you, come back and see us.

Reporter: I don’t think I’ve seen you sell anything that’s worth more than a dime or twenty cents?

Mr. Mitchell: A penny to a dime. Hardly ever get in the quarter bracket.

Reporter: You think you will be able to stay in business.

Mr. Mitchell: Well I have to stay until I can get out.

Reporter: Mr. Mitchell how long has you run this store.

Mr. Mitchell: Well I opened this store about 52.
Reporter: How was business then?

Mr. Mitchell: Well business was pretty fair.

Reporter: What’s made the difference?

Mr. Mitchell: Automation made the difference. At that time we had a lot of little coal mines around here all up and down these hollers. Little coal mines all operated by hand and well the biggest machine we had in them was a pony to haul it out you know, mine the coal and haul it out, dumped it. The men they took a breast auger and they drilled out this coal and they shot it, and tamped it by hand and everything. So now that’s all gone, the ponies are all gone, modern machineries gone in and took it all out. It’s run these little mines out. They can’t work no more these hand men, they can’t, price of coals got so low that they can’t mine this coal for what these machine people can do. 
Reporter: Imagine kneeling or lying down in three or four inches of water in a black hole in a mountain and swinging a pick 10 hours a day to mine two tons of coal and then shoveling into a wheel barrow and wheeling it all out and collecting six dollars for your work and you will know what it is like to be a truck miner. But I.B. Johnson has not been able to find even that kind of steady job for 11 months.  Dismissed by his employer, deserted by his union, unneeded by his community, ignored by his country except for $56 a month in food stamps, I.B. Johnson mines only enough coal now to keep his own family warm and nobody pays him for that. When he was 21, eight years ago he tried to get out of these hills. He went to Florida, he went to Georgia and in the end he came back to the hollow where he was born, penniless, jobless now like so many I.B. Johnson is waiting for an opening in one of the scattered job core camps for vocational schools the government is talking so much about. He applied last June and he is growing desperate. How much education did your brothers and sisters get?

I.B. Johnson: Well I went through the fourth grade and I think that was the highest of either one. The rest of them stopped along the second, third along there. 
Reporter: Do you hope for more for your children?

I.B. Johnson: I certainly do, that’s the reason I am trying and if I go on day by day working now and then in these truck mines, they gonna grow up and not get an education. That’s one reason I am so interested in this vocational thing, if I can get a skill and get a good job, well then I know then they gonna get a good education and if they get a good education  then they will have it a lot better than we did, cause they’ll be able to get a job.
Reporter: I.B. Johnson and his brothers growing up on the Beaver Creek remember the good times, which came before the bad. Once the mining camp they live in was the trading center for this whole valley. Now the business section of Weeks Berry, Kentucky is abandoned. I.B.’s brother Calvin Johnson calls it a ghost town with only the people still in it.
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