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Mr. Rick Bragg : The Most They Ever Had  before purchasing it in order to gage whether or not it would be worth 
my time, and all praised The Most They Ever Had: 

10 of 10 people found the following review helpful. The Most They Ever HadBy V. GageMy family lived in a mill 
town. There were the Ester, Dover, Cleveland, Shelby, Lily to name a few of the mills that operated there. The mills 

http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=0817356835


had their villages where employees lived. The county we lived grew more cotton than any other in North Carolina. 
Then the boll weevil struck. When the mills quit processing cotton, they went to various synthetics, but some closed. 
Rick depicted it quite well. I was a child during this time, and this is what I remember - also the whistles that sounded 
at 7:00am and 3:00pm.0 of 0 people found the following review helpful. I enjoyed reading itBy Connie BatchelderIn 
my opinion, this book was rather dry compared to Rick Bragg's other books. I enjoyed reading it, however, because 
my grandparents were "lintheads" with Cannon Mills in North Carolina and it brought back many memories of how 
little they had, and how their whole lives were built around the mill life.0 of 0 people found the following review 
helpful. Another story of the forgotten from Rick BraggBy Cheryl OlinThis is a shattering story about the lives of 
people who are ignored or disrespected by much of the population of our rich country. Rick Bragg's love for these 
people jumps off the page. He can make you laugh and cry in the space of one sentence. Thank you, Mr. Bragg, for 
honoring the citizens of every town's mill village, and giving them the dignity of your high regard.

In the spring of 2001, a community of people in the Appalachian foothills of northern Alabama had come to the edge 
of all they had ever known. Across the South, padlocks and logging chains bound the doors of silent mills, and it 
seemed a miracle to blue-collar people in Jacksonville that their mill still bit, shook, and roared. The century-old 
hardwood floors still trembled under whirling steel, and people worked on, in a mist of white air. The mill had become 
almost a living thing, rewarding the hardworking and careful with the best payday they ever had, but punishing the 
careless and clumsy, taking a finger, a hand, more.

It is hard to think of a writer who reminds us more forcefully and wonderfully of what people and families are all 
about. New York Times Book 


