
Fanny Hill's Wartime Experience (1942) 

This account, given by Fanny Christina Hill, described her employment at American Aircraft and 
the ways in which the war movement affected African American women as well as Caucasian 
women. 

Source: Sherna Berger Gluck, "Fanny Christina Hill," Rosie the Riveter Revisited. Twayne 
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I'll never forget, my grandmother on my father's side was telling me that she was a little girl 
when the slaves was freed. The master's wife told her mother, which was my great-grand-mother, 
"Nancy, now you come in the house and you get you some of the dishes and things because 
you're going to have to be keeping house  of your own and I want you to have something that 
you're familiar with." She gave my great-grandmother that bowl. That thing is over a hundred 
years old, passed down from one family to the other. My great-grand-mother gave it to her girl, 
which was my grandmother; my father was next and then I'm next; then Beverly and then the 
little baby. 

She told her, "Get you some flowers, because you'll have to have flowers to go in your house 
also." She went out in the yard and she got some of the flowers, and two of the flowers was 
narcissus and jon-quils. Those flowers was in the yard and I saw them for years and years. Then, 
about fifteen years ago, I got a bright idea: "I think I'll go back home and get some of those 
flowers in grandmother's yard and I'll bring 'em here and I'll plant them in our yard." 

My great-grandfather was named Crawford and he went by his own name; he didn't use the 
master's name. He was working as a carpenter during the slavery time, and he did all the building 
around the plantation. He had saved enough money to buy his freedom and he had half enough to 
buy his wife's freedom and then he was going to buy his little girl's freedom, which was my 
grandmother. But then they came along and freed the slaves, so he didn't have to buy them. He 
took that money and bought seventy acres of land right off of the plantation. He built them a 
house and they farmed that little seventy acres. 

I really don't know where my grandfather came from. But the way they would do slaves when 
they were so bad and they couldn't handle them, they would put them up on the block and ship 
them down to somewhere in Louisiana where they had nothing to do but work. My grandfather 
was such a rebellious person, he just wouldn't stay. He just kept running away with life and he 
just managed to survive. That's why he left Louisiana and drifted into Texas. Then he ran into 
my grandmother and married her. 

She must have had some kind of a background of medicine, because she called herself a 
"granny," which was sort of a seminurse. She would call herself doctoring on people and she 
always delivered babies. I remember a lot of the things my mama told me that she used to use for 
medicine and how it worked. My father had polio as a baby and my grandmother cured him with 
it. She used the same method that Sister Kenny [a pioneer in the treatment of polio] used and she 
didn't know anything about Sister Kenny. She took wool and then put it in the hot water and then 
she put it on your body. My father came out with just a limp; one leg was about half an inch 
shorter than the other.                                    



My mother didn't come from this same group of people. I don't know too much about her parents 
because she doesn't know too much about them herself. She said they was cousins to the ones up 
there where my grandmother lived. The white people was almost like the Negroes: if they wasn't 
kin by marriage, they was kin by blood. So they were sort of the same kin in there somehow or 
the other. My mother was a very light-skinned woman and I know she got a lot of favors just by 
being that. From the black people, as well. She was almost as light as my grandbaby. And you 
see how dark I am? Because my father was dark. 

She married my father when she was about sixteen, so from about sixteen until, oh, about thirty -
- I think that's how old she was when my father died. Then she was out there on her own with 
five children: one boy and four girls. I'm the youngest. I was born January 9, 1918. 

I was born in the little house that had been my great-grand-father's. Then we moved to another 
little house on the same land, on my grandmother's land. My grandmother died when I was nine. 
I remembered the things that she did do and I decided I was going to do my best to excel in it. I 
was going to keep those things alive. I learned to crochet. I love that and I love to sew. I can 
make most anything I want to make. I can cut if I want to, or I buy the pattern. And I like to 
farm. I always raise a garden. 

My father was supposed to have been a farmer, but he just got by by doing a little bit of nothing. 
Some men are like that. Mama went to work and supported us the best she could. There were 
times we wouldn't have anything to eat if Mama hadn't gone to work. That's why you talk about 
women liberation and women go out to work? The black woman has worked all of her life and 
she really was the first one to go out to work and know how to make ends meet, because it was 
forced on her. 

My mother worked for this lady. And I didn't know a lot about prejudice and segregation because 
I would always go to town with this white woman. Everybody in this little small town knew I 
was Lucy's baby -- which was my mother's name -- and they knew that Lucy worked for Mrs. 
Harris. So I just tagged along and I got all the good treatment. And when her little nieces would 
come over to play, I was right there. I would get on the horse and ride with them. And I would 
ride the horse with her husband if he was going out somewhere. I don't know when I found out 
there was a difference in color. 

So as a child, I think I had a pretty happy childhood. This lady thought so much of my mama and 
she treated us fairly good. She always looked after me. A lot of times I didn't go home. I slept 
right beside the fireplace at night to keep warm. Mama said I was just like she left me: when 
she'd come back the next morning, I would be right there. Sometimes I'd have the same diaper on 
and sometimes I wouldn't. So you often think about white people not being nice to you, but that 
woman changed my diapers. Nevertheless, my mama was her servant. 

Tina left her childhood home in Hempstead, Texas, when she was about six years old, two years 
after her father's death. Her mother's new husband had bought a house on land adjacent to the 
Negro Vocational College in Prairie View. 

We all went to this little college, but my older sister didn't make it through. She did like a lot of 
girls: she got pregnant and had to dropout after high school. The second girl went to college and 



she took home economics. Then, when she finished college, she married. Mother was going to 
send the last two girls to school, which was Philistine and myself, but the times was very hard. 
That was 1934. 

We had to stay out of school a year and a half or two years. Finally we was able to go back, but 
times was still too hard and we didn't have clothes to wear. My mother wasn't a very good "go-
out-and-getter." She didn't know how to ask people. So we dropped out of school. I was taking 
home economics. I wanted to do demonstrations showing people how they could cook, how they 
could sew, how they could build furniture, and how they could manage. 

My brother started to work in this college when he was sixteen, maybe seventeen, in 1926. That's 
when times was sure enough hard. That was the beginning of the depression. But that kept us all 
through the depression, down to '38 when we finally decided to break up housekeeping and go to 
the city. 

I decided I wanted to make more money, and I went to a little small town -- Tyler, Texas. I didn't 
care too much for that town because I wasn't accustomed to the filth of a city. In that little 
college town, we had running toilets; everybody had electric lights and they had gas. People in 
Tyler were still using kerosene lamps and they had outdoor toilets. And the only thing I could do 
there for a living was domestic work and it didn't pay very much. So I definitely didn't like it. 

I was working for a woman who had an apartment house with four units. One of the Connally 
brothers was there, a brother or an uncle to this John Connally that was running for president. He 
had a daughter, Frances, and she got married. I was talking to the maid --  'cause I was a good 
talker and always inquisitive. I'd bounce over there and see how the wedding was coming along. 
All along the walls there they had the presents, and I thought this was really something and I 
says: "When I get married, I'm going to do this same identical thing. I'm going to get me all of 
this." That really did inspire me to want better things. I didn't have a wedding like she did, and it 
took a long time, but I got the same identical things she had: I got me a crocheted bedspread, an 
afghan like she had, and a tablecloth. Then I bought the silver. 

But I left Tyler. I was saying, "I don't like it here because you can't make any money." I 
discovered I didn't have any trade. I had nothing I could do other than just that, and that wasn't 
what I wanted. So I decided I'd better get out of this town. I didn't like Dallas because that was 
too rough. Then someone told me, "Well, why don't you try California?" So then I got Los 
Angeles in my mind. I was twenty and I saved my money till I was twenty-one. In August 1940, 
I came here. 

I knew I would make it. I was determined that whatever I would do, I was going to do it well. I 
was going to make it because I had to make it. There was no turning around. 

Although Texas was not the land of opportunity for blacks, its rich black culture made life more 
bearable. As Tina recounted memories of this Texas culture, she became even more exuberant 
than usual. Her speech quickened and her voice rose in excitement. 

Well, the white people always celebrate the Fourth of July, but the Negroes where I came from 
always celebrated the nineteenth of June, we called it "Juneteenth" [the day that Texas slaves 



learned of Emancipation]. That was the only day that we had a holiday, Christmas and 
Juneteenth. 

That was just during the time that the corn needed plowing and chopping, and some of the 
cotton, you was almost through working in it. And then you had just gotten to the place where 
you had a little money because you'd been chopping cotton, so you was able to celebrate. That 
was one that we always got a dress for, Juneteenth, because we always had a picnic. A lot of 
times the white people would give you a calf or a hog to kill, and that's what you had for your 
picnic. If they didn't give it to you, you had one of your own or you went together and bought 
one from somebody. 

The men would barbecue and we'd go down in the creeks and we'd do the thing that's illegal. 
We'd get in these little mudholes and seine [drop weighted nets perpendicularly] and get the fish. 
Who wanted a hook? And we'd also learn to dynamite them out of the water. You'd light the 
thing and stick that dynamite in there. We'd get the fish and bring them back and clean them and 
fry them. 

And, oh, we had a dance or somebody could play an old guitar. You know, Negroes are musical 
and they could make music out of most anything. You can just take a bunch of tin tubs and old 
wash-boards and pots or anything, and turn them upside down and beat on them and bang on 
them and make music. So we'd always have a dance and there was always a big celebration. 

Tina came west before the massive migration sparked by the expanded war industries. Although 
wages in Los Angeles were considerably higher than in Texas, black women were still largely 
relegated to domestic work. Like most domestic workers, Tina had developed a host of survival 
skills, not the least of which was imposing certain limitations on the work situation and 
relationship. These were usually unstated, but when they were exceeded, the worker simply quit 
her job. Tina's speech speeded up and her Texas accent became exaggerated as she recounted a 
run-in with her first employer in Los Angeles. 

When I first came, when my aunt met me down at the station, I had less then ten dollars. I went 
on to her house and stayed. In less than ten days I had found a job living on the place doing 
domestic work. I stayed there from some time in August until Christmas. I was making thirty-
five dollars a month. That was so much better than what I was making at home, which was 
twelve dollars a month. I saved my money and I bought everybody a Christmas present and sent 
it. Oh, I was the happiest thing in the world! 

The family I worked for lived in Westwood. I had to cook breakfast, serve. They had a man and 
a wife and four kids. The smallest ones was twins and they wasn't too old. They had a nurse that 
took care of the twins. So I had to wash and iron, clean the house, cook. That was my job. So it 
was all day or practically, and I had very little time for myself. I had every Thursday off and 
every other Sunday. That just killed me to have to work on a Sunday, but I told myself I wasn't 
going to cry because I was coming out to do better and I would do better sooner or later. 

They weren't very nice people. They were just plain white people that had finally got them some 
money. They was just -- some body. When I finally quit, he was mad. I came home one Sunday 
and somebody told me about a job and I went and got it. When I came back Monday morning it 



was payday. He should have paid me because it was the end of my pay time -- which doesn't 
make any difference. You quit a job whenever you're ready; you don't quit payday necessarily. 

And I never complained. Oooh, I never complained! You'd have thought I loved that job, the 
way I worked. I put everything into it. I did everything nice, just like you're supposed to. That 
has always been my trick: I'll never complain about anything. I'll be just as nice to you to the 
very last minute and then when the time comes, I will just say --  boom  --  "I don't want to work 
for you anymore." 

And so he was mad at me and he said something to me. And I wasn't used to fighting. I didn't tell 
you that, but in my household there was very little fighting going on; very little lick-passing, no 
fisticuffing. And they kinda got talking too loud for me and I wasn't accustomed to that. So he 
said, "Well, I don't know why you'd quit." And I said, "Well, I don't like the idea -- you guys had 
a fight here not too long ago and I saw blood on somebody's clothes." And he said, "Well, that 
was our business." I said, "Yeah, but I'm living in the house with you. I didn't know when you 
was going to run into my room!" 

But I didn't like the idea of staying out there at night. That was the main problem. I thought I was 
supposed to come home to my own bed. 

Tina worked at several jobs, including waitressing, but none suited her. She returned to live-in 
domestic work on the condition that she would be able to go home the night before her day off. 
After continuing with one employer for almost a year, Tina quit to return to Texas to marry. She 
had not talked about Joseph Hill earlier in the interview. Her decision to return to Texas to marry 
him was rather casually embedded in the broader account of her life in Los Angeles. 

Believe it or not, Negroes and white people do work under different circumstances, and their 
value of things is quite a bit of difference. The average Negro that came out from Texas or came 
out from the South -- the people who had been here a long time didn't have as much going for 
them. Just like me, I was determined to buy me a house when I came out here. I wasn't 
accustomed to renting. A landlord? What's that? He coming and telling you what you can't do. 
Ooooh, that was something I didn't know existed! So my first thought was to get me a house. 

I always seemed to have been a type of person that had something going for me. Whenever I 
could sew, I always could do some-thing to make you look good or make you look pretty. So I 
didn't have time for a lot of evil thought. Then, too, I'm not one of those religious people that 
believes in getting dressed every Sunday to go to church, so I spent my time doing other things. 

I liked to go on outings a lot. So when I first came to California, when I'd have my day off, I'd go 
to the parks and to the beach and museum. Just go sightseeing; walking and look in the windows. 
Sometimes my aunt would go along with me or I'd find another girlfriend. But then I had a sister 
here pretty soon. 

Los Angeles was a large city but I adjusted to it real well. It didn't take me long to find a way 
about it. I knew how to get around, and I knew how to stay out of danger and not take too many 
chances. I read the Eagle and I still get the Sentinel once in a while. [The California Eagle and 
the Los Angeles Sentinel were local black newspapers.] I have to get it to keep up with what the 
black people are doing. I used to read those papers when I was a child back home. That's what 



give me a big idea. I used to read a little paper called the Kansas City Call, and they had 
a Pittsburgh Courier that all the Negroes read. 

Anyhow, then I decided I wanted to get married. Looking at the boys here in California, they 
weren't as nice as the men I was used to back home. They had just drifted in here from 
somewhere, and they thought they was the smartest things because they was able to leave home. 
I didn't care for them. I thought I liked this fellow I was going with back there, so I just went on 
back there and married him. 

He said one of the reasons he married me was because he knew I was from the country and I 
could take care of myself. He felt like he didn't have to offer me so much -- which he didn't. And 
he didn't want to be bossed around by his wife's family, and since I didn't have a father, he didn't 
have to contend with that. So that's how he stepped down -- as I would like to say it -- to get 
married. See, he was light-skinned and I don't think his family cared for me too much. My mama 
was real light-skinned and I was so used to my mama, 'cause when I was born that's the first 
woman's face I looked into and her face was white. So I was accustomed to that. When that time 
come for me to get married and find a husband, it seemed to me as though I was just geared to a 
light-skinned man, which was unusual. I stepped across the line, as you would say. I was 
supposed to get a brown-skinned man, but that wasn't my calling. And we did stay together for 
thirty years, until he died. 

But I knew I was only going to Texas to marry, and then I was going to persuade him to come 
back to Los Angeles. I stayed there for about nine months until he went into the service. Then I 
came to Los Angeles. I told my sister, "Well, I better get me a good job around here working in a 
hotel or motel or something. I want to get me a good job so when the war is over, I'll have it." 
And she said, "No, you just come on out and go in the war plants and work and maybe you'll 
make enough money where you won't have to work in the hotels or motels." Well, I was very 
good on taking advice from another person. And what I liked about it was the money. I felt like 
if I could make more money, I could do more with it. 

It wasn't difficult for Tina to find an aircraft job. By 1943, when she returned to Los Angeles, the 
Negro Victory Committee, led by the Reverend Clayton Russell, had organized a march on the 
local U.S. Employment Office and had forced an expansion of training and job opportunities for 
blacks. The Los Angeles group used the pages of the California Eagle to inform and mobilize 
the community. Women were especially targeted, and advice was regularly offered, especially to 
former domestic workers, who were not accustomed to the industrial setting or to the ways in 
which the unions could help them. 

The goal of the wartime black organizations went beyond the short-range objective of opening 
up jobs. The National Council of Negro Women, for example, mobilized a "Hold Your Job 
Campaign." They hoped to ensure that the inroads made during the war years were not lost. The 
council offered its services to employers and workers alike in an effort to integrate women 
workers into these new jobs. A series of wartime employment clinics were set up, primarily in 
the Washington, D.C., area. The inclusion of charm clinics and classes on behavior and attitude 
indicates that the black woman was being trained how to fit in and be accepted -- how to be 
white, as it were. It is no wonder that Tina Hill and many other black women were conscious of 
the historic role they were playing. One of the pamphlets issues by the National Council of 



Negro Women contained a War Workers' Pledge: "I shall never for a moment forget that thirteen 
million Negroes believe in me and depend on me. ... I am a soldier on the Home Front and I shall 
keep the faith." 

Tina didn't want to work at Douglas Aircraft, where her sister had a job, and instead applied at 
North American Aviation, which was located closer to the heart of the black community. Both 
because of its location and because of the pressure placed on it by the United Auto Workers 
union and the local civil rights groups, North American had a higher proportion of black workers 
than any other aircraft plant. 

I don't remember what day of the week it was, but I guess I must have started out pretty early 
that morning. When I went there, the man didn't hire me. They had a school down here on 
Figueroa and he told me to go to the school. I went down and it was almost four o'clock and they 
told me they'd hire me. You had to fill out a form. They didn't bother too much about your 
experience because they knew you didn't have any experience in aircraft. Then they give you 
some kind of little test where you put the pegs in the right hole. 

There were other people in there, kinda mixed. I assume it was more women than men. Most of 
the men was gone, and they weren't hiring too many men unless they had a good excuse. Most of 
the women was in my bracket, five or six years younger or older. I was twenty-four. There was a 
black girl that hired in with me. I went to work the next day, sixty cents an hour. 

I think I stayed at the school for about four weeks. They only taught you shooting and bucking 
rivets and how to drill the holes and to file. You had to use a hammer for certain things. After a 
couple of whiles, you worked on the real thing. But you were supervised so you didn't make a 
mess. 

When we went into the plant, it wasn't too much different than down at the school. It was the 
same amount of noise; it was the same routine. One difference was there was just so many more 
people, and when you went in the door you had a badge to show and they looked at your lunch. I 
had gotten accustomed to a lot of people and I knew if it was a lot of people, it always meant 
something was going on. I got carried away: "As long as there's a lot of people here, I'll be 
making money." That was all I could ever see. 

I was a good student, if I do say so myself. But I have found out through life, sometimes even if 
you're good, you just don't get the breaks if the color's not right. I could see where they made a 
difference in placing you in certain jobs. They had fifteen or twenty departments, but all the 
Negroes went to Department 17 because there was nothing but shooting and bucking rivets. You 
stood on one side of the panel and your partner stood on this side, and he would shoot the rivets 
with a gun and you'd buck them with the bar. That was about the size of it. I just didn't like it. I 
didn't think I could stay there with all this shooting and a'bucking and a'jumping and a'bumping. 
I stayed in it about two or three weeks and then I just decided I did not like that. I went and told 
my foreman and he didn't do anything about it, so I decided I'd leave. 

While I was standing out on the railroad track, I ran into somebody else out there fussing also. I 
went over to the union and they told me what to do. I went back inside and they sent me to 
another department where you did bench work and I liked that much better. You had a little 



small jig that you would work on and you just drilled out holes. Sometimes you would rout them 
or you would scribe them and then you'd cut them with a cutters. 

I must have stayed there nearly a year, and then they put me over in another department, 
"Plastics." It was the tail section of the B-Bomber, the Billy Mitchell Bomber. I put a little part in 
the gunsight. You had a little ratchet set and you would screw it in there. Then I cleaned the top 
of the glass off and put a piece of paper over it to seal it off to go to the next section. I worked 
over there until the end of the war. Well, not quite the end, because I got pregnant, and while I 
was off having the baby the war was over. 

Tina stayed at North American for almost two years during the war. Her description of housing 
and daily life underscores wartime conditions and is also a reminder of the extent to which 
northern cities, too, were still segregated in the 1940s. 

Negroes rented rooms quite a bit.  It was a wonderful thing, 'cause it made it possible for you to 
come and stay without a problem. My sister and I was rooming with this lady and we was paying 
six dollars a week, which was good money, because she was renting the house for only twenty-
six dollars a month. She had another girl living on the back porch and she was charging her three 
dollars. So you get the idea. 

We were accustomed to shacking up with each other. We had to live like that because that was 
the only way to survive. Negroes, as a rule, are accustomed to a lot of people around. They have 
lived like that from slavery time on. We figured out how to get along with each other. 

In the kitchen everybody had a little place where he kept his food. You had a spot in the icebox; 
one shelf was yours. You bought one type of milk and the other ones bought another type of 
milk, so it didn't get tangled up. But you didn't buy too much to have on hand. You didn't 
overstock like I do today. Of course, we had rationing, but that didn't bother me. It just taught me 
a few things that I still do today. It taught me there's a lot of things you can get along without. I 
liked cornbread a lot -- and we had to use Cream of Wheat, grits, to make cornbread. I found out 
I liked that just as well. So, strange as it may seem, I didn't suffer from the war thing. 

I started working in April and before Thanksgiving, my sister and I decided we'd buy a house 
instead of renting this room. The people was getting a little hanky-panky with you; they was 
going up on the rent. So she bought the house in her name and I loaned her some money. The 
house only cost four thousand dollars with four hundred dollars down. It was two houses on the 
lot, and we stayed in the little small one-bedroom house in the back. I stayed in the living room 
part before my husband came home and she stayed in the bedroom. I bought the furniture to go 
in the house, which was the stove and refrigerator, and we had our old bedroom sets shipped 
from Texas. I worked the day shift and my sister worked the night shift. I worked ten hours a day 
for five days a week. Or did I work on a Saturday? I don't remember, but I know it was ten hours 
a day. I'd get up in the morning, take a bath, come to the kitchen, fix my lunch -- I always liked a 
fresh fixed lunch -- get my breakfast, and then stand outside for the ride to come by. I always 
managed to get someone that liked to go to work slightly early. I carried my crocheting and 
knitting with me. 



You had a spot where you always stayed around, close to where you worked, because when the 
whistle blew, you wanted to be ready to get up and go to where you worked. The leadman 
always come by and give you a job to do or you already had one that was a hangover from the 
day before. So you had a general idea what you was going to do each day. 

Then we'd work and come home. I was married when I started working in the war plant, so I 
wasn't looking for a boyfriend and that made me come home in the evening. Sometimes you'd 
stop on the way home and shop for groceries. Then you'd come home and clean house and get 
ready for bed so you can go back the next morning. Write letters or what have you. I really 
wasn't physically tired. 

Recreation was Saturday and Sunday. But my sister worked the swing shift and that made her get 
up late on Saturday morning, so we didn't do nothing but piddle around the house. We'd work in 
the garden, and we'd just go for little rides on the streetcar. We'd go to the parks, and then we'd 
go to the picture show downtown and look at the newsreel: "Where it happens, you see it 
happen." We enjoyed going to do that on a Sunday, since we was both off together. 

We had our little cliques going; our little parties. Before they decided to break into the white 
nightclubs, we had our own out here on Central Avenue. There were a ton of good little 
nightclubs that kept you entertained fairly well. I don't know when these things began to turn, 
because I remember when I first came to Los Angeles, we used to go down to a theater called the 
Orpheum and that's where all the Negro entertainers as well as whites went. We had those clip 
joints over on the east side. And the funniest thing about it, it would always be in our nightclubs 
that a white woman would come in with a Negro man, eventually. The white man would very 
seldom come out in the open with a black woman. Even today. But the white woman has always 
come out in the open, even though I'm sure she gets tromped on and told about it. 

Joseph Hill had been stationed in northern California and returned home in January 1944. Tina 
became pregnant the following September. 

Some weeks I brought home twenty-six dollars, some weeks sixteen dollars. Then it gradually 
went up to thirty dollars, then it went up a little bit more and a little bit more. And I learned 
somewhere along the line that in order to make a good move you gotta make some money. You 
don't make the same amount everyday. You have some days good, sometimes bad. Whatever you 
make you're supposed to save some. I was also getting that fifty dollars a month from my 
husband and that was just saved right away. I was planning on buying a home and a car. And I 
was going to go back to school. My husband came back, but I never was laid off, so I just never 
found it necessary to look for another job or to go to school for another job. 

I was still living over on Compton Avenue with my sister in this small little back house when my 
husband got home. Then, when Beverly was born, my sister moved in the front house and we 
stayed in the back house. When he came back, he looked for a job in the cleaning and pressing 
place, which was just plentiful. All the people had left these cleaning and pressing jobs and every 
other job; they was going to the defense plant to work because they was paying good. But in the 
meantime he was getting the same thing the people out there was getting, $1.25 an hour. That's 
why he didn't bother to go out to North American. But what we both weren't thinking about was 



that they did have better benefits because they did have an insurance plan and a union to back 
you up. Later he did come to work there, in 1951 or 1952. 

I worked up until the end of March and then I took off. Beverly was born the twenty-first of 
June. I'd planned to come back somewhere in the last of August. I went to verify the fact that I 
did come back, so that did go on my record that I didn't just quit. But they laid off a lot of people, 
most of them, because the war was over. 

It didn't bother me much -- not thinking about it jobwise. I was just glad that the war was over. I 
didn't feel bad because my husband had a job and he also was eligible to go to school with his GI 
bill. So I really didn't have too many plans -- which I wish I had had. I would have tore out page 
one and fixed it differently; put my version of page one in there. 

I went and got me a job doing day work. That means you go to a person's house and clean up for 
one day out of the week and then you go to the next one and clean up. I did that a couple of times 
and I discovered I didn't like that so hot. Then I got me a job downtown working in a little 
factory where you do weaving -- burned clothes and stuff like that. I learned to do that real good. 
It didn't pay too much but it paid enough to get me going, seventy-five cents or about like that. 

When North American called me back, was I a happy soul! I dropped that job and went back. 
That was a dollar an hour. So, from sixty cents an hour, when I first hired in there, up to one 
dollar. That wasn't traveling fast, but it was better than anything else because you had hours to 
work by and you had benefits and you come home at night with your family. So it was a good 
deal. 

It made me live better. I really did. We always say that Lincoln took the bale off of the Negroes, 
I think there is a statue up there in Washington, D.C., where he's lifting something off the Negro. 
Well, my sister always said -- that's why you can't interview her because she's so radical -- 
"Hitler was the one that got us out of the white folks' kitchen." 

Tina acknowledged what the job at North American Aircraft meant to black women like herself, 
but she was also adamant about the discrimination that black workers faced. Because she worked 
there for almost forty years, it was sometimes difficult for her to pinpoint the precise time frame. 
During the war years, ironically, the prevailing cultural attitudes about women's proper role 
might have benefited black women. If women were only temporarily taking these jobs, then 
placing black women in production jobs would not pose a permanent threat to the racial status 
quo. As a result, the black women were more often given production jobs, whereas the black 
men were more frequently placed in janitorial positions. 

But they had to fight. They fought hand, tooth, and nail to get in there. And the first five or six 
Negroes who went in there, they were well educated, but they started them off as janitors. After 
they once got their foot in the door and was there for three months -- you work for three months 
before they say you're hired -- then they had to start fighting all over again to get off of that 
broom and get something decent. And some of them did. 

But they'd always give that Negro man the worst part of everything. See, the jobs have already 
been tested and tried out before they ever get into the department, and they know what's good 
about them and what's bad about them. They always managed to give the worst one to the Negro. 



The only reason why the women fared better was they just couldn't quite give the woman as 
tough a job that they gave the men. But sometimes they did. 

I can't exactly tell you what a tough job would be, but it's just like putting that caster on that little 
stand there. Let's face it, now you know that's light and you can lift that real easy, but there are 
other jobs twice as heavy as that. See, the larger the hole is, the thicker the drill, which would 
take you longer. So you know that's a tougher job. Okay, so they'd have the Negro doing that 
tough drilling. But when they got to the place where they figured out to get a drill press to drill 
that with -- which would be easier -- they gave it to a white person. So they just practiced that 
and still do, right down to this day. I just don't know if it will ever get straight. 

There were some departments, they didn't even allow a black person to walk through there let 
alone work in there. Some of the white people did not want to work with the Negro. They had 
arguments right there. Sometimes they would get fired and walk on out the door, but it was one 
more white person gone. I think even to this very day in certain places they still don't want to 
work with the Negro. I don't know what their story is, but if they would try then they might not 
knock it. 

But they did everything they could to keep you separated. They just did not like for a Negro and 
a white person to get together and talk. Now I am a person that you can talk to and you will 
warm up to me much better than you can a lot of people. A white person seems to know that they 
could talk to me at ease. And when anyone would start -- just plain, common talk, everyday talk 
-- they didn't like it. 

I know I had several leadmen -- it's a lot of work if you're a lead; a lot of paperwork to do. You 
know yourself if anybody catches on and learns good, you kinda lean towards that person and 
you depend on them. If you step out for a few minutes, you say, "If anybody come in here 
looking for me, find out what they want and if you can, help them." You start doing like that and 
if you find out he's doing a good job at it, you leave that work for them to do. But they didn't like 
that at all. Shoot, they'd get rid of that leadman real quick. 

And they'd keep you from advancing. They always manage to give the Negroes the worst end of 
the deal. I happened to fall into that when they get ready to transfer you from one department to 
the next. That was the only thing that I ever ran into that I had to holler to the union about. And 
once I filed a complaint downtown with the Equal Opportunity. 

The way they was doing this particular thing -- they always have a lean spot where they're trying 
to lay off or go through there and see if they can curl out a bunch of people, get rid of the ones 
with the most seniority, I suppose. They had a good little system going. All the colored girls had 
more seniority in production than the whites because the average white woman did not come 
back after the war. They thought like I thought: that I have a husband now and I don't have to 
work and this was just only for the war and blah, blah, blah. But they didn't realize they was 
going to need the money. The average Negro was glad to come back because it meant more 
money than they was making before. So we always had more seniority in production than the 
white woman. 



All the colored women in production, they was just one step behind the other. I had three months 
more than one, the next one had three months more than me, and that's the way it went. So they 
had a way of putting us all in Blueprint. We all had twenty years by the time you got in Blueprint 
and stayed a little while. Here come another one. He'd bump you out and then you went out the 
door, because they couldn't find nothing else for you to do -- so they said. They just kept doing it 
and I could see myself: "Well, hell, I'm going to be the next one to go out the door!" 

So I found some reason to file a grievance. I tried to get several other girls: "Let's get together 
and go downtown and file a grievance" [a discrimination complaint with the Equal Opportunities 
Employment Commission]. I only got two girls to go with me. That made three of us. I think we 
came out on top, because we all kept our jobs and then they stopped sending them to Blueprint, 
bumping each other like that. So, yeah, we've had to fight to stay there. 

Joseph Hill had resisted Tina's suggestions that he get a job at North American -- partially 
because of Tina's assessment of how the black men were treated. But in the early 1950s he 
relented and went to work there until his death in 1972. Between their two earnings, the Hills 
were able to enjoy the lifestyle to which Tina had aspired, and they were among the one-third of 
urban blacks who were becoming home owners after the war. With the perfect timing of a born 
storyteller, Tina recounted her experience of moving into a predominantly white neighborhood. 

When I bought my house in '49 or '48, I went a little further on the other side of Slauson, and I 
drove up and down the street a couple of times. I saw one colored woman there. I went in and 
asked her about the neighborhood. She said there was only one there, but there was another one 
across the street. So I was the third one moved in there. I said, "Well, we's breaking into the 
neighborhood." 

I don't know how long we was there, but one evening, just about dusk, here comes this woman 
banging on my door. I had never seen her before. She says, "I got a house over here for sale, you 
can tell your friends that they can buy it if they want to." I thought to myself, "What in the hell is 
that woman thinking about?" She was mad because she discovered I was there. Further down, 
oh, about two streets down, somebody burned a cross on a lawn. 

Then, one Sunday evening, I don't know what happened, but they saw a snake in the yard next 
door to us. Some white people were staying there and the yard was so junky, I tell you. Here 
come the snake. We must have been living there a good little while, because Beverly was old 
enough to bring the gun. Everybody was looking and they had a stick or something. I don't know 
how, but that child came strutting out there with the gun to shoot the snake. My husband shot the 
snake and from that point on, everybody respected us -- 'cause they knew he had a gun and could 
use it. 

I was talking to a white person about the situation and he said, "Next time you get ready to move 
in a white neighborhood, I'll tell you what you do. The first thing you do when you pull up there 
in the truck, you jump out with your guns. You hold them up high in the air." He says, "If you 
don't have any, borrow some or rent 'em, but be sure that they see you got a gun. Be sure one of 
them is a shotgun and you go in there with it first. They going to be peeping out the window, 
don't you worry about it. They going to see you. But if they see those guns going in first, they 
won't ever bother you." 



I did like he said, moved in here with some guns, and nobody come and bothered me. Nobody 
said one word to me. 

When Tina had worked in Tyler, Texas, and saw the wedding gifts that Frances Connally had 
received, she had made a promise to herself. In a rather wry fashion she described how Alma 
Dotson, a fellow worker at North American who was also interviewed, rekindled that dream. 

Alma was the one who started me off. She has very high ideas; just way up in the ceiling -- 
beyond the sky. She came along and was talking about sterling silver. I'm going to be honest 
with you, I had forgotten about sterling silver because I didn't think it was for me to have. She 
said, "We're working out here and we should buy us some sterling silver. We can buy it piece by 
piece." 

Oh, she told me whatever piece did I want? I picked my silverware; it was by Wallace and it's Sir 
Christopher. So she bought me one teaspoon and she paid seven dollars for that one teaspoon. 
She says, "We'll give each other a piece of silver for our Christmas present and for our 
birthdays." So that was fine. So she gave that one teaspoon, and with that one teaspoon I had to 
build up. I bought first one piece and then the other and, finally, I got around to it until I bought 
me service for eight. Once she gave me the idea, I just went crazy because I thought that was 
what you was supposed to do. 

Tina didn't talk much about her husband in the interview except to say that he was not a "good 
suggester" and that she had to make most of the decisions in the family. Although upset by 
Joseph's sudden death, Tina said that she was also somewhat relieved. She doesn't think he 
would have approved of the course their daughter, Beverly, chose -- at Tina's urging. 

I never belonged to a club or anything myself. I always felt like I was too busy. But I was 
interested in my little girl and I always had a program set up for her. When she was in high 
school, she had a teacher that had quite a bit of interest in her, and when Beverly told her that she 
wanted to be a 4H Club leader, she called and found out all of the information. So we went to 
Encino for her to get into the 4H Club. They treated us kinda shabby, but from experience I 
know why they treats you shabby, so I just ignored them. Since I was so good and helped with 
the art, they couldn't say too much about it because she wasn't dragging. So we got into going 
there. We'd can and we put up the stuff and we could sew and just anything in art we was good 
at. So we went to the fairs and we won plenty of blue ribbons. 

She went to college one semester, and then she just messed all up and wouldn't finish and didn't 
get no grades. After going through that two or three times, she just had to quit college. That's 
when she went out and got her a job. She started sewing in a little old shop. Somebody came by 
to have her make a costume to go dancing in, and Beverly made the costume and tried it on. She 
got the bright idea that she could dance. After she danced a while, and she liked that pretty good, 
somebody said, "Join the circus." So she joined the circus. Then she was really into dancing and 
performing and she stayed with that awhile. 

Some of the things I wanted for her happened and some didn't. I really wanted her to be a nurse 
or to be a performer in some fashion or the other. She did get on stage, so she didn't disappoint 
me about that. But I didn't push her with that. By that time I had given up. 



I don't know what she wanted to be and she didn't know either. She always said, "Well, I just 
thought I'd get married and I'd stay home and be a housewife. I didn't know I was going to have 
to work for a living." Now she is a tax accountant, and she's going to school taking word 
processing so she can work with the computer, with that part of life. 

I hoped she would get married, and I had hopes that she would have a family and the whole 
works. I don't know where she slipped. I don't think she wanted to come home and head for the 
kitchen and cook and he sit down in front of the TV. She thought that that's what she would end 
up with because it seemed all of her girlfriends, that's what their husbands do. I think that's why 
she lingered around so long and didn't get married. 

I sure would like to discuss how we came about getting the baby. Beverly was an only child: no 
cousins, no nieces or nephews. So when I leave her, she's going to be alone. I told her she needed 
a child. She finally came to the same conclusion. But she was going to be a woman without a 
husband -- to start out with at any rate. I told her I'd help her with the baby in every way: 
financially and whatever else I could do. 

So she told several fellows about her plan: that she would like to have a baby and blah, blah, 
blah. When they found out she was real serious, they said, "Well, no, Beverly, I can't let you 
have a baby and you just walk off with the baby and leave me with nothing. My Mama would 
want to see it or want to come around." So that cleaned out two or three. She was getting 
desperate. She hadn't found anybody. So she ran into a Mexican fellow and he said he didn't 
care. She fooled around with him about three months and she couldn't get pregnant. So then she 
found another fellow. He happened to have been an Iranian. Finally she got pregnant and there 
she was -- through. So that was a blessing. 

She didn't tell him she was pregnant until she must have been four months. He said, "Well, fine, 
we can get married." And she said, "I don't want to marry you. You already had two wives, so 
there must be something wrong with you that you and those women are not together." Two other 
fellows offered to marry her, knowing that she was pregnant by another man. But she said, 
"Mama, I just don't think that would be the right thing to do." So that's why she ended up by 
herself. 

So when we got ready to have the baby, we said we'd have it out here at UCLA. She went to one 
of these classes about natural childbirth, but she said she wouldn't go because you're supposed to 
have a partner. I says, "Well, I'll go with you." When she said, "Oh, no, I don't want no woman 
there with me," I told her, "Then you're going to be in that delivery room crying by yourself." So 
we went right on to the class then. The two of us together must have been a perfect show. 

I should write an article on it, because I think somebody could profit by it. A lot of girls would 
like to have babies without being married and they don't know how to go about it. They don't 
know it's not near as hard as you think, if you have somebody on your side and that somebody 
could easily be Mama. No part of it has been hard for the simple reason that my friends are all in 
my corner; everybody is willing to help. I've found it's no problem at all. It's beautiful to me. 



Vanessa is such a forward child. I don't think Beverly will have much of a problem. She seems to 
be a well-adjusted kid and she gets along with people much better than Beverly. She's not afraid. 
She can figure out things for herself. 

When Tina's oral history was recorded, she was approaching retirement. She had worked at 
North American (now Rockwell International) for almost forty years, starting at 60 cents in 
1943, and ending at $9.44 an hour. Despite her own achievements, Tina is not blinded to the 
continuing fight black women must wage. 

Working at North American was good. I did make more money and I did meet quite a few 
people that I am still friends with. I learned quite a bit. Some of the things, I wouldn't want to go 
back over. If I had the wisdom to know the difference which one to change and which one not to, 
I would. I would have fought harder at North American for better things for myself. 

I don't have too many regrets. But if I had it to do over again, if I had to tamper with page one, I 
would sure get a better education. I would never have stopped going to school. I took several 
little classes every so often -- cosmetology, photography, herbs. For a little while, I did study 
nursing. I would have finished some of them. I would have went deeper into it. 

We always talking about women's lib and working. Well, we all know that the Negro woman 
was the first woman that left home to go to work. She's been working ever since because she had 
to work beside her husband in slavery -- against her will. So she has always worked. She knows 
how to get out there and work. She has really pioneered the field. Then after we've gotten out 
here and proved that it can be done, then the white woman decided: "Hey, I don't want to stay 
home and do nothing." She zeroed in on the best jobs. So we're still on the tail end, but we still 
back there fighting. 

 

Chapter 2, Sherna Berger Gluck, Rosie the Riveter Revisited: Women, the War and Social 
Change (1987). Reprinted by permission of the author. 

 


