
Jean (Jeannie) Ressler

 “ I am NEVER going to do the coffee run again!!”  

 “What happened?”

 “I was pushing out of that big door with that big box of coffees  in my hands when some other girl 
came along and pushed the other way.  She knocked me off balance and I spilled the whole thing 
and they yelled at me.”

 “Never mind,” my mother said. “Someone else will have to do it.  It wasn’t your fault.”

I was one of the new girls so the job of taking orders, collecting money, going down to the cafeteria 
and then delivering the coffee for the 9:00 AM break fell tome. Everything went well until that day and 
then I declared I was done with that job. 

Families like mine always needed money, so my mother took me out of school in 9th grade to work 
with her in at Weldon.  Technically girls were supposed to be 16 to work in a regular shop and 18 to 
work in factory where “government work” was done.  “Government work” consisted of making uniforms 
for the Armed Forces.  But at 14 I was a big girl and the bosses looked the other way and hired me.

My mother, both grandmothers and a great aunt 
worked there and I was just the next in line. I took the 
place of an aunt who was leaving because she was 
pregnant. 

Work began at 7:00 AM with the short break to your 
stretch legs and have coffee at 9 and then back to 
work until the ½ half hour lunch break at noon. We ate 
their lunches in Paul’s cafeteria in the basement or in 
good weather went outside for fresh air. There was only 
one shift and the work day ended at 4:00 PM.

My great aunt had a car, though few other women did 
back then. My aunt would load up the car each morn-
ing with other women who lived near by and take us 
all to work and back home in the evening. 

Most Weldon workers were women. The few men in the factory worked on the fifth floor doing the 
jobs that the bosses felt required more skills.  The men made and cut the patterns and garment pieces 
for the sewing floors below.  They also were called to push the heavy carts of cloth and the skids con-
taining bundles of finished work from the workroom floors below.  Women did the sewing – seams, 
button holes, placement of sleeves and collars, tags for sizes  - whatever was required.  All of the pack-
ing of the finished pieces was done by women as well.  

I worked in the local factories from 1941- 1958 – off and on. I took time off when my children were 
young but I always returned to factory work. I had high hopes that her daughter would finish school 
and become a teacher but instead, left school to go to work in a local metal factory where she spent 
the rest of her working life.

Jeannie Ressler’s mother, Jean Ressler, with a button 
she found on the floor at the Pajama Factory, former 
site of Weldon’s.


