
The Old Gentleman  

 

First typed story, prompted by sense of irony and injustice … 

 

It was written in the late spring of 1956.  I was living in a room that had once been the 

butler’s pantry of a lumber baron’s house before it was converted to the Elk’s Club then 

to a duplex. My sister stayed from time to time in the remnant of the dining hall.  My 

father had already moved to West Palm Beach and would send for us later in the summer. 

His half sister, Aunt Nellie, looked after us. She was a sweet lady who believed that God 

intended people to eat fish on Friday and ride on trains, not airplanes. 

 

I don’t recall exactly how the story got written.   

 

I remember the desk. Constructed from oak flooring at Shelby Millwork in 1952, it sat in 

corner of my room. The desk now occupies a corner in my daughter’s dining room.  

 

I remember the typewriter that sat on the desk.  It was an old black Underwood that my 

father and I got in Charlotte for my mother.  That was several years before when we lived 

in his family home place on the McKinney farm. He bought the typewriter because my 

mother said she wanted to write children’s stories.  I don’t know if she asked him or he 

just did it. 

 

Because she told good stories, everyone waited with anticipation when she shut herself in 

her bedroom and started banging away. She finally read her story, with trepidation and 

reluctance as I recall.  I thought it was good.  However, she didn’t like it and never wrote 

anything else.  

 

I also felt a sense of trepidation when I wrote my first story.  For one thing, I couldn’t 

type.  At that time, most boys didn’t know how.  Typing the one page took forever. Also, 

I didn’t think of myself as a writer and did not believe that I could write.  Larry, my 

friend who lived up the street could write.  When we did papers for school, he could 

always string together sentences with no apparent effort.  Everything I wrote was a 

struggle.  

 

Later, when I actually wrote a story for the Red Clay Reader, Larry made snide 

comments and then died of a blood disorder.  

 



Below is the story. I like the structure. Edits and signature appear to have been done with 

a red crayon. 

 

 
 

___________________________ 
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