
by john bell 

When took my to the 
town dump last Sunday, the place was 
unusually barren. Not many people 
had been there since the last time 
Elroy “Lala”’ Pierce had bulldozed it. 
A thin layer of snow made it look like 
the Sea of Tranquility after the 
astronauts had left. 

In spite of out modern sanitation 
truck, and the hard-working men who 
go out in the wee morning hours to 
pick up household dirt, I still prefer 
to take my own out there. It’s a little 
more work, but it’s worth it. The 
dump is a great institution. 

It’s a free rummage sale, a salvage 
depot, an exchange center. It replaces 
the cracker-barrel and pot-belly stove 
in the general store as the place to 
trade gossip and argue politics. It’s a 
place to make new friends and ripen 
old acquaintance. 
You can, without saying a word, 

learn a great deal about all kinds of 
people. Just watch what they throw 
away and what they take home. 
FOUR DUMP SEASONS 

Right now, while lower Cape 
people are watching their purchases 
closely, is the lean season for dump- 
picking. It will improve as soon as 

“nice fresh water lilies”. 

season comes. summer earnin 

more than they brought spring remodelling and house- 
cleaning begin. 

When the weather finally breaks, 
useable scraps begin coming off the 
tailgates of builders’ trucks. Old 
plumbing fixtures stripped of valuable 

APPRENTICE TO EXPERTS 

brass fittings and galvanized piping 
hoarded only by commercial ’ 
junkmen, tell Of bathrooms. Old wiring seldom shows 
up, and copper hunters salvage it 
almost before it hits the ground. 
As remodelling goes on, household 

furniture appears. (“That old divan 

asked me to Cart it to the dump for 

t w e n t y  years later, we added onto 

money. He didn’t even scrape the 
him. meat off that T-bone 

smith’s wife must be spending his 


