                                              Lem’s Lamentations

     Lem was at his wit’s ends.  He was working “can’t see to can’t see” and still couldn’t nearly keep up with demand for his mouse and rat traps.  Every farmer, every miller, every baker, every inn keeper wanted some.  Rodents were eating or spoiling almost half the grain crops in some places and no one wanted to eat bread spiced with mouse droppings.  When the Public Health people started offering a bounty for the little beggars, every kid for miles around just had to get in on it.  They even gave out tight-woven bags, flea proof, to use to bring in the dead pests.  The bags were then boiled and washed and given out again.  They were starting to make a big dent in the pest population around town, but as word spread to the German towns, the people there were quick to see the advantages of his wonderful new invention.  He had kept his prices very low, but was still making more money than he would ever be able to spend.  He had bought some new clothes, nothing fancy, of course, and all his dogs and cats, as well as himself, were eating better lately, but what else did he need money for?  He didn’t even have time to go hunting or fishing anymore.  A man just has to get off by himself in the woods once in a while, for goodness sake!
    Lem did what he usually did when he had a problem, he went to see his old shop teacher/mentor, Mr. Albert.  Lem was proud to see Mr. Albert still had that old wire model of his Jeep on his desk, it had been the first of his wire works he had given away and had more or less started his new job.  Mr. Albert thought about the problem for a while, puffing like a steam engine on his old corn cob pipe.  Puffing hard always seemed to make his mind work harder, for some reason.  Lem, he said, I think we can find some solutions to your problems.  First off, the wood basses for your traps.  With all the building going on around town, the saw mill has a lot of small pieces left over that just aren’t big enough to use for building.  It’s a shame to waste them by burning, I’m sure we can talk them into cutting your bases to size for you.  That will save you a lot of work.  Second, you are spending a lot of time straightening that old wire rope wire.  You need it to make the springs, but U. S. E. Steel is starting to roll some good steel wire that will work fine for the other parts.  They even have a new alloy with Copper that doesn’t rust nearly as bad as carbon steel.  They haven’t been able to roll it exactly round yet, but it should work fine for what you need.  Those two things should let you make ten times as many traps as you can make now, but I still don’t think it will be nearly enough.  We have been planting a lot more grain, not just here but all around.  Fall is coming and when all that grain is harvested, all those rodents in the fields are going to want to find a nice warm place for the winter.  They are going to follow the grain right into the barns and mills.  You are going to get a lot more orders, more than you will ever be able to make by your self, but I just might have a solution to that problem also.
     Mr. Albert told Lem about his “Special Ed.” Students, muchly expanded now that so many down-timers were moving into town.  These were people with some handicap that just didn’t let them do most jobs.  Some of them helped with harvesting and the like, but they needed work they could do fill time or part time after school.  They knew everyone else was working more than ever before, and they wanted to help.  Since Lem’s work used only simple hand tools and jigs, and most of the jobs could be done while seated, it looked like a good source of un-taped man power, or person power, in this case.  Girls could do most of the jobs as well as anyone.  Lem knew most of the people involved already, would he be willing to teach his skills to them?
     Lem was almost in shock.  Mr. Albert was a teacher, he knew everything, and here he was asking Lem to teach? He almost fell off his chair.  He had never dreamed of himself as a teacher!  If Mr. Albers said he could do it, DAMN, he could do it!
     A special meeting of the School Board was called.  Mr. Albert and Lem presented their idea, to overwhelming acceptance.  Everyone worried about those special kids, but no one had really done much to help them.  They would be paid good wages, there were enough profits to allow that.  Lem was not bent on being rich and everyone in town knew it.  The School Board quickly agreed to build a separate building next to the school, with ramps for those who could not walk up steps.  They could go to school and work in shifts, if necessary. The details would be worked out, everyone agreed.
     That was far from the end of the story.  The Mouse Trap Works was a smashing success (no pun intended) but soon other business people in town started finding things about their jobs that just took too much time.  Could Lem’s people help out?  Bet your boots they could!  And usually do a better job of it than had been getting done.
     ( Author’s Note:  If you have never visited a “Sheltered Workshop” DO IT!!  You will see the most willing workers in the world.  If you own a business, or would like to score points with your boss, look for work they can do.  They will thank you and you will thank them, I GAR ON TEE it.  Chuck)
