                                                  Lem’s Lads and Ladies

     Lem walked up to the shop door just after dawn on a cold late winter day.  The shop was his favorite place in the world to be, so he always came early and left late.  Early as he was, there were usually some of his people there before him.  He had never though of setting fixed work hours for the shop, some of his people had chores to do at home, some went to school at least part of the day and others had no place to go at night except for the orphanage the School Board had started.  It was a nice enough place, but few kids stayed there long.  Once they made a few friends at the shop, they moved in with some family.  It’s just a lot more fun living in a family then in an orphanage, no mater how nice it is.  The really sad ones were the ones he found on the door step, usually in rags and barefoot.  Lem saw nothing in the world wrong with going barefoot in warm weather, but not in a German winter.  He would let them in, start the fires in the two stoves, one near each end of his shop.  Mostly refugee kids that couldn’t speak a word of English or couldn’t speak a word period.  Some of the old-timers in town called it shell shock, the school board called it “Post-Traumatic Syndrome”.  Lem just called it the Willies and left it at that.  They usually just found a corner and huddled down like they were afraid of the world.  From some of the war stories Lem had heard, they had every right to be afraid.  Once Lem had the fires going and the place warmed up some, he would go to the spare clothes closet and pick out something for the newcomer.  People were always dropping off clothing their kids had outgrown, or maybe someone had died or something, made no difference, good clothes were good clothes.  Lem always tried to pick out a sweater with bright colors, he had a good selection from some of the older ladies in town who were always knitting sweaters and socks for his people to use.  Some of the ladies even came by in the afternoons to teach some of the girls to knit.  Even some of the boys tried, too much kidding.  Everyone kidded everyone else around the shop, that was half the fun of the place.  And new shoes!  Nothing perked up someone who was down like a brand new pair of shoes.  Since Lem’s people had started cutting the sole leather for the cobblers, they in turn had made sure he had a good supply of shoes for his new people.  Good business on their part, they would soon have money to spend for their own shoes and anything else they wanted.
     It usually went the same way from there.  Lem would lay the new clothing aside.  After a while, one of the older workers would go up to the newcomer and Jolly him just a bit.  After a few minuets, some one else would go over to say good morning.  About the third or fourth would get a little smile.  Soon someone would be leading the newbe into the cloak room to change into his new clothes.  If something didn’t fit, Lem was always right there to find something that did.  Most times, a brand new person walked out of the cloak room.  Being warm and having new clothes and mostly having a new friend can work wonders.  A warm donut and a glass of milk always helped, also.  Through all of this, the work was getting done also.  Lem’s Lads and Ladies, as everyone had started calling them, were good workers.  No one cracked a whip around here, jokes yes, whips, NO.  And no one in town was calling it a “Sheltered Workshop” any more.  All over town, it was just “The Shop”, just like the bakery or the shoe store.
     Lem’s shop would have soon been overrun with workers, with all the refugees coming into town, except for one thing.  Most of his Lads and Ladies didn’t stay working for him very long.  They would start out shaking, some not able to walk, some who didn’t talk much, much less in English, some with who knows what other problems.  Soon they were chattering away in the three or four languages used around the shop, and everyone else seemed to know what they were talking about.  Then one day the people from the Golden Arches would show up, desperate to find someone to help them because someone had joined the Army or something.  Lem usually had someone to nominate for the job.  One young man who never spoke at all was found to have a real talent for drawing.  Once he saw a deer jump a fence, he could do a wonderful job of reproducing every little detail.  When Lem showed him some engraved gun parts, his eyes just came alive.  He now did engraving for the gunsmith and had people lined up for weeks for his work.  He even talked a little these days.  With a big smile, too. Some of his girls had got so good at knitting, they took a contract to make sweaters for the army, all the same dull green, but warm.  They were starting on socks next week, with the help of the old ladies.  No one ever truly left the shop, they all came back to help out with the newbes when they had time, or just stopped in to brag about what they were doing now.  Lem was proud of every one of his Lads and Ladies.
Authors note:  I think this about sucks poor old Lem dry.  Honest, I just did the first one as a fluff piece because everyone else was so serious.  I do want to retain all motion picture and T. V. rights, this is L. A., after all.  Who should we get for the lead?  Dustin or Tom Hanks come to mind, or if Jack isn’t too busy going to Laker games, we might give him a tryout.  Chuck
