
Glenna Montague

I am 94 years old. I don’t remember any-
thing. Well, I do remember one day I was 
in the barn milking cows and the supervisor 
and the floor lady (she was his girlfriend I 
believe) from Weldon in Muncy came to ask 
me if I wanted a job at Weldon. 

I started as a pocket setter for less than 75 
cents an hour in 1948.  The bundle boys 
would bring your work. There were about 
60 pockets in a pack. I sewed the pockets 
on the front half of a pajama top and sent it 
on to the presser.  There were five pocket 
setters and one presser.  If your machine 
broke you put your name on a board and 
the mechanic would come and fix it.  Some 
times the mechanic came quickly but it de-
pended on who you were – if they liked you 
your machine got fixed faster. Everything 
was piecework so time mattered.

When the Muncy plant closed I was one of 
workers Weldon’s bussed to Williamsport. 
The busing didn’t last too long and then I 

had to drive 30 miles to work and back every day. Work was not plentiful. There was no place 
else to work. 

I worked on the machine for seven years in Williamsport, and then I was a floor lady and then 
a supervisor. The supervisor oversaw the floor ladies and assistants, checked work and main-
tained the paperwork and had to meet with the union people. 

I remember that there were only a few ‘colored’ people in the mill. I had one ‘colored’ girl when 
I was floor lady. The girl began work first as a cleaner, then a custodian and finally got on a 
machine.

I eventually got married and had 4 daughters. When they were old enough, three of my daugh-
ters went to work in garment factories in the area, but none of them stayed long.


