""Z” ’%’f %%74/' / 3 w,«f‘"

(ﬁl(}?{pf// c_,/

/\}M ,;Zé/\ .’/7&‘_3/ _;"




LJ-

I R E M E M B B R

By

Philip J. Canova, Jre



LETTERS T0 MY DAUGHTER




BETTY CANOVA MILLER




One generation passeth away, end another

e & & @»

generation cometh: but the earth abideth for ever.

The thing that hath been, it is that which

shall be; and that which is dome is that which gshall

be done: and there 13 no new thing under the sun.
| -"Eccl. 104:"'9




Dear Betbty: December &, 1951.

Since my rebirvement from active business in 1948, my letbers
to you have been infrequent, but T wish to assure you my thoughts
conter around you more as I grow olders

vour mother is a remarkable woman and has kept up a regular
correspondence with you. She has recently been active in a subtle
sort of way with many pleasing but transparent innuendos about
writing you, as she puts it, "One of my famous letters."

At this point let me reminisce a little about your mother to
says as a young lady her raven black hair, sparkling eyes, erect
posturé, gqulck step and friendly but reserved manner is what
attracted me so much when we first met in Philipsburg, Pa. Her
ancestry on her father's side ineludes farmers, teachers, and
statesmen} oﬁe'of which it is sald affixed his signature to the
Declaration of Independence. On her motherts side are farmers,
professional men and gbatesmen; including Andrew Gregg Curtin, of
Bellefonte, Pa., former Governor of Permsylvanla, then Minister
to Russlae.

T assure you my lebters are not famous, noted, dlsbingulshed
or even notorious. President Trumen is the nobed, yes, I might
say notorious lebter writer of our time. Unlike mine, his letters
will some day be quite valuable; sought after by collectors as
"Letters by a President that should not have been written," because
they lower the digni%y'of his high office by expressing inflamed
resentment, vindictiveness and extremely bad manners.

As the Canova hame seems to be running out on our side of

the family, I feel it would be appropriate for me to give you some




inforwation about my youbth. I do not intend to wrilte a complete
autobiograph; but merely give you some facts and dates that may
be of interest to you. Information I am sure you do not possess.
T am not a gensalogist; but the facts herein mentioned are as I
remember thsm; or were related to me by my father--your Grandfather
Cancva. |

T am deeply sorry that you were not spared the disagreeable
- fate of being an only child~~-a misfortune that ranks high among
lifes handicaps; I am sure you suffered from a sense of
loneliness in your younger days, and craved more understanding
and devotlon than I was able to give you. Your own family,

however, has in a measurs, compensated for any such loss.

With wishes for your happiness

Your Loving Father.




Reflections On Fidelilty

Before venturing inbto an account of my youth, I would
like to say that my recent retlrement from actlve business Was
due principally %o poor health, a back injury and a nervous
disprder. 1 assure you it was not because of a wish to be idle.

T will explain what may have caused this situatlon, and
recount some of my acbivitles in Charleston, W. Va., over a
period of about thirty-five years.

There was much nolse and confusion, and continuous
nerve-racking conditions during my many years of labor as a
daily newspaper execublve--Mechanical Superintendent. There
was so little time or opportunity Lo achieve peace of mind; to
reflect on growing old, or about the time when I must retire
from such a strenuousg labor.

I have come to understand that we see omly a small pard
of the whole pattern of exlstence. I am sure true happlness
comes from one's immer life; from the disposition of Tthe mind
and soul; from being a Chrlstian, and a firm bellef that all
religions are pathways to Gode. |

" Those years of produclng a newspaper were not only
interestling and exacting, but were very hard on the nervous
system. You must meet deadlines; deal with high-strung, aspir-
ing department heads; you must handle late copy, news and
advertising, in an expedient wmanner, and in a way that will
cause no fricbtlion or discouragement; you must seemingly do the

impossible every daye




With all the mechanical ramificatlons of producing a
newspaper, it was also necessary bto deal with a sensative,
irascible, apprehensive class of men. It was my misfortune to
go through several bitterly fought labor sbrikes, and I assure
vou that was not a pleasant experience.

Tf management and labor would bake the foundation God
glves us at birth and train such light to shine-in our soul,
suech reason as we cultivate by maturling our minds with good
thoughts and btested wisdom of others, and our own; by consclously
1ifting ourselves to higher spiritualsgaggzgg-and asking for
Divine guidance in ocur daily efforts; I am sure bthere would be
peace and harmony in our material accomplishments and assocelation
with others.

Newspaper work is far more than an excition occupabion.
The eclatter of the Linotype machines, the roar of huge presses,
the smell of printérs ink, the unfolding of world events
received by automatic machines, and the stimulation of golng
to press and sharing your news with the publie, ia part of
the daily pilcture.

It is not only a fascinating work; it penetratesg the
vitallc existence of those who have average perceptivity. TYou
tingle with emobtlon as the drama of life 1g disclosed many
times a day. Tt becomes a vital part of your exlstences Once
imbued in ne@spaper work you & loath to leave that professilon.
It is your first labor loves It 1s with you wherever you are.

It is with you in your dreams.




Those who stray into other fields of endeavor, look
back with mixed emotions and sometimes with a heavy heart.
Those who rebtire from newspaper work because of affliction or
advanced age, retire in body only.

1t is understandable why printers are usually temperamen-
tal, and develope an indefinite neurotic tendency, which makes
tham apprehensive, nervous and even susplcious. In thelr work
time is of ubmost importance. HEach take must be completed -
without delay. They must meet the deadline. It is rush, rush,
rush. The paper must go to press on tlime.

This constant rush, day after day, 1ls what so often
makes printers susceptible to unscrupulous, dishonest influence;
and my belief is, that was largely responsible for the viclous,
wawarranted, hard fought strike I found myself in the middle
of in 1926,

I underwent many indignities, insults, threats, and much
offort was made to prevent me from working, but I was never
molested crossing picket lines, and no edition of the paper
was ever missed.

After many months of this fight, high unlon officlials
called on me at my home and admitted "they had made a miasbtake.”
They admitbed the strike should not liave been called; thatb
trickery had been used to influence the men. They also admitbted
no punishment had been adwministered to those gullby and reapon-

gible for so much distr953bnd disorder.




1T management and labor would sit around a conference
table with open minds, and a determlned effort to be falr and
just in all that is sald and dome; 1f both sides would conduct
themselves as Chrisbians and be really cencerned for the welfare
of each other; there would be no bitterness, no turmoil, no
strikes.

| My humble opinion 1ig, you cannot be a good Christian and
take an active part in a labor strike. "Love thy neighbor as
thy selfl « + " "Do unto others as you would have others do
mbto you." "Judge not, that ye be not Judged.”

There was many perlods of unrest, wars, depressions,
°diSappoﬂintments, labor shortakes, delusive pledges, and to
climax the years of frustratéd-effort for labor harmony, there
wag another major atrike in 1948. An unhappy event definiteky
unfortunate for strained nerves. This vehement action wrobe
"thirty" for my protracted effofts.

The frailty of mane The Llimit of human fortitude. The

endurance test for me had mun its course.

Cast me not off in the time of o0ld age;
Torsake me not when my strength faileth.
PS. ’?1"‘9




Ancegtral

On the thirteenth day of the eleventh month in the year
1885, in the town of Green Cove Springs, Florida, a male chlld
wae born. There was nothing remarkable about this blrth, this
child or the parents. Thils boy was not destined %o do great'
deeds, to become famous, or to be well known in the scilences
or in politics. This record is about one of the millions of
average American boys.

- My father, Phillp J. Canova, was born in St.\Augustine,
Florida, on August 23, 1854, and dled in a hospital at Jackson-
ville, Florida, on November 6, 1948 at the age of 94 years,
and is buried in the Hickory Grove Cemetery at Green Cove
Springs, Florida.

My mother, Frances Janet, was born in Mandarin, Florida,
to Mr. and Mrs. John Brown, on May 24, igggi and was married
to my father on April 3, 1883, They lived all thelr married
life in Green Cove Springs, Florlda.

When I was a young man, and even after I was married, we
would listen to my father relate storles about his boyhood,
his parents and the hardshlps caused by the Clval Ware. He had
an admirable disposition, a remarkable memory, could quote
poetry, was very friendly and was a good story teller,

My grandfather, Raphel B. Canova, was born 1n Charleston,
S. C., on September 10, 1821, and was married to Susan Weedman
of that city. They left there soon afterwards for St. Augustine,
Florlda, to make their home and where grandfabher went Iinto

buginess and politics.




He énd his wife ralsed a famlly of three boys and two
girls and were prosperous, healthy and happy. He owned
thousands of agres of.land in Ste Johns County, many cattle
and some slaves, and was considered one of the wealthy men of
that time and place.

Grandfather was known a8 "Major Canova'; where he got
that title I do not know but every one calléd him Ma jore
When the Gival War brocke out in 1861 he was mayor of St.
‘Augusbine., Later, when Federal troops invaded Florlda and were
nearing St. Augustine, he was advised by friends and southern
officers to lesve the city with his famlly for fear they would
be capbured and held prisonerse.

After the necessary preparations they left St. Augustine.
The caravan conslasted of grandfather snd his family, two men
who worked for him and were anxious to hide-out for reasons of
thelr own, several slaves, necessary horses, mules, a vas?b
amount of supplies, and before they arrived at thelr refuge
they herded together a good many of grandfathers catitle.

When they left St. Augustine, thelr destination was a
woll guarded secret. No one was told where they were going
until they were well on their waye.

They did not follow a well beaten road or tréil, but
zigzagged through open counbry and heavy underbrush, skirted
swamps and forded creeks, all this made traveling slow. No
troulbe was encountered, and Iin a jovial and holiday spirit

they arrived at what was to be their home for about two years.




A small Farm almost surrounded by dense swamps, with a
few small but weather-tight unpainted bulldlngs was what they
agw before them, This farm was only aboub 18 miles from St.
Augustine, but its isolated locatlon made 1t necessary to travel
meny miles farther. It was cerbainly a safe retreat.

They settled down to a more or less normal farm life, and
what vegetables and grain they ralsed, together with the stores
they brought, and the wild game which was plentiful and easy
to kill, they lived well, but lonely.

Grandfather did not close his house in St. Augustine
when they left. He had an old negro woman slave who had been
in thb family many years, working in the house and with the
children. He‘called her into hls office and explained about
their lsavinge. He told her he trusted her and was leaving her
behind to bake care of the house. "You are to live in the
house and keep out intruders untlil we return. We will be gone
a long time; omne year, two years, we do not know, but you stay
here," he said. Then he gave her a box containing confederate
paper money and told her to hide 1t well and use it for your
food and expenses,

My father told me many stories about thelr life while in
hiding, but T will only relate one incident that T believe you
will be interested in., It proves there is honor among your
ensmles.,

Grandfather became very slck. Quinine and homs remedles

would do no good; he was growlng worse and they feared he would




not recover, he might dle. A consultation was held at his
bedside with grandﬁother and the two men who came with them

to thelr retreat. As a result of this meetlng ome of the men,
Sam Jones, agreed to drive him to the nearest army camp.

Some time before a scouting party had locabed enemy
troops encamped on the banks of the St. Johns River aboutb 10
miles away, at a river landing called Tocol.

Grandfather was placed on a cot and loaded in the back
of a wagon. Sam drove the team of horses and a negro boy took
care of three cows they were taking along. There were no roads
and the going was rough and slow, but they finally arrived at
the Federal camp and were stopped bj a gentry. Although very
{11, he had never lost conscilousness, and demanded to see the
officer in charge. After some delay the Commanding Officer
came to the wagon and wanted to know, ™What is this all about,"

Grandfather apoligized for being unable to stand, then
introduced himself and sald: "I am a very sick man and come
inbto your camp under a flag of truce. I do not surrender, but
come to you for medical attention, and believing that you may
need fresh meat, I bring these three cows to defray The expense
of myself and party. As a soldler and genbtleman, I expect you
to recognize thils flag of truce, and I pray that you glve me
proper medical attention. If I do not die, I expect you to
allow me to return as I came-~without escort. If I die you
are to allow my men to return my body from whence 1 came-=-without

escort. Sir, T come into your camp expecting honorable treabment,"




This i as far as he could go. The officer in charge
gnd others standling by recognized he was exhausted and was
truly a sick men. Orders were given to take him to the fleld
hosgpltal.

Sometime later, very nearly recovered from his illness,
due to the medilcal care and atbtentlon, he was discharged from
the hospltal and allowed to leave thelr camp with Sam, the
negro boy and his team of horses--without escort. The cows
were accepted according to his wish. |

Several months after his return to the farm the war was
over and the Canova clan moved to Picolata, on the St. Johns
River., He visualized a bright future in the timber business,
wag fascinated with the size-and beauby of the St., Johns River
and finally decided not to rebturn to St. Augustine to live.

The ¢ival War was over, the Confederacy dled, but the
cause for which 1t lived and struggled did not die. So deeply,
though silently, have the minds of the Amerlcan people bheen
impressed by the magnificent struggle of the Confederate
goldiers for the right of local sslf=-government that this right
has permeated inbto many of the northern states. The United
States Supreme Court has many times afflrmed the limitation of
the Pederal government over powere digtinetly delegated to the
states.s While the armles of the North saved the Union from

dissolution, the armies of the South saved tThe rights of the

3tabtes within the Unione.




The war was over and all slaves were free. Grandfather
had difficulty making them understand they were free and could
go wherever bthey wished, They did not want to leave him; where
would they go, what could they do. He finally declded to let
them remain with him and the future would decide theld destiny.

He found it necessary to go o St. Augustine to settle
his business affairs and see what had happened to his property.
When he-arrived there he went to his old home expecting to see
it in rulns, or at best %o find it looted. MNuch to his
surprlse he found the o0ld negro woman still there and everything
in order.

She was happy bto see "Nr. Major" and was glad he had
reburned. When would the family be back? She explained it
was quite é problem keeping the Yankees out of the house, butb
he would find everything just as he left it. She was proud of
her loyalty and it touched Grandfather deeply.

He explalned they would not return to St. Augustine, and
in appreciation of her loyalty he wanted her to make her home
there. "This 1s to be your home, I will give you a deed %o
the house, you are a free woman now and nc one can take this
home away from you," he explalned.

I asked my father if he remembered about the slaves and
he assured me they would always remain fresh in his thoughts,
with their singing and the leisurely way they worked., Their
mentallty and demeanor was very much like small chlldren, he

gaid, and 1f you treabted them well they were loyal to their

OWnNers.,




He left me for a few minubtes and went to his strong-box
to get something. When he returned he gave me an old Bill
of Sale for a slave my grandfather had bought. This Bill of
Sale was dabed May. 11, 1847, and recorded in the Courthouse
~abt St. Augustine just like any deed to property. It wea of
course wrltten by hand.

I believe you wlll be interested in the phraseology of
thls Bill of Sale and the inexpressive treatment of a human

being, all legal a% that time.

YKNOW ALIL MEN BY THESE PRESENT Thet I, George
Center of the Cibtby of St. Augustine, Coudity of St.
Johng and State of Florida, for and in consideration
of the sum of Six Hundred Dollars, lawful nmoney of the
Unlted States, to me in hand paid by Raphel B. Canovsa
of the same place, the receipt whereof is hereby
acknowledged have granted, bargained, sold, released
and confirmed and by these presents do hereby grant,
bargain, sell, release and conflirm wnto said Raphel
B. Canova a certain male Negro Slave named John Bunch,
%o have and to hold all and singular the saild Negreo
male slave named John Bunch unto the sald Raphel Be.
Canova his heirs and assigns forever,

"In witness whereof I have here unto placed
my hand and seal this Twenty-fourth day of November
in the year of our Lord one thousand elght hundred
and Torty five.

"Sealed Signed snd delivered in the presence
of us,

Robt. Roy Reid
Be E. Can Geoes Center (Seal)

State of Florida, County of St. Jchns,
Clrecult Court Clerk's Office V3.

On this Eleventh day of May, A. D., Elghteen
Hundred and Forbty Seven, George Center personally
appeared before me, and acknowledged that he had
ssigned, sealed and delivered the foregoing Bill of
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9ale of a Negro Slave named George Bunch to Raphel
Be. Canova; and I certify, that T know the sald
George Center who made the sald aclnowledgement bto
be the Tndilvidual who execubed the sald Bill of
Sail to the sald Raphel B. Canovae

P, B. Duma s

Clerk C. C. of St. Johns County.

Recorded the eleventh day of May, 1847 in
Book A Pages 23and24 of Records-~SLAVES.

- T do not know where this Negro came from bub many of
éﬁéﬁ‘sold o the highest bidder at the Slave Market in 3t.
Augustine were brought into this country by wealthy ship
owners from the north.

grandfather Canova and his family lived 1in Picolata
for a number of years. They cut thousands of large virgin
pine'and cypress trees which were rafted and floated down the
Ste. Johns River to sawmills,

They were not content with their home and surroundings--
Picolata consisted of only a few houses~-which prompted them
to move to Green Cove Springs, county seat of Clay County.
There they built a new home where they resided the remainder

of their lives.




WLl

Early in 1882, Miss Frances Brown, of Mandarine, Fla.,
was visiting relatives in Green Cove Springs, and atbt a parvy
met a young man who became infatuated with her. He pressed
his sulit with fervor, conducting a courtship which lasted
many months; visiting her in Mandarine as well as in Green €ove
Springs and resulting in their engagement.

In Decembsr, 1882, Philip Canova declded to ask Mr. and
Mrs. Brown for conSent to marry thelr daughter, PFrances. Iie
was unable bto go to Mandarine at that time so decided to make
higz plea by letter.

The followlng two letters were written by my father,
and the originals are now in the possession of my mother's

sister, Mrs. Belle C, Doran, of Jacksonville, Fla.

Green Cove Springs, Fla.
\ - 8th Dec., 1882,

Mr, and Mrs. J. C. Brown,
Mandarin, Fla.

My Dear Sir and Madam:

Tt has become my duty to notify you of your daughbers
Miss Fammie and my engagement and kindly ask your consent
to our marriage. She has become very dear to me slnce our
first acquaintence, and am satisfled {(by vour approval) she
will make me a d&vobted wife.

As Ffor mysell T can only say that by the help of God
I shall do a husbands part by her.

T would much rather have seen you personally on this
subject, but as my duty at present requires my dally presence,
I thought a letter would answer every purpose.

T shgll patiently awalt your reply and do hope that my
request will cheerfully be granted.

I remain, Very Respectfully
P. J. Canova.




Green Cove Springs, Mla.,
. 12th Jan., 1883,

Mr. and Mrs. J. C. Brown,
Mandarin, Fla.

My Dear 3ir and Madam:

On my return home from a trip across the country, I
was happy to receive your reply to my request of you.

it glves mg great satlsfaction and happiness to know
that T have your free consent, though I did not antlclpabe
any objection on your part.

You have my sincere thanks for giving to me a bride
which I shall always be proud of and I assure you that every
effort on my part willl be used to prevent any ocourance that
might give her cause to regret the chelce she has made.

But I fear nothing and am sabtlsfied I have in her 21l
that a man can wish for, and she is willing to run the race
with me. I cannot 82y the exsct time I will be able to take
her, but 1f I am successful in what I am aiming for, I will
take her within three months.

Very Respectfully Yours,

P, J. Canova.

fhe marriage'took'place in Mandarin, Fla., on April 3,
1883, They built a large home in Green (Cove Springs, where
they ralsed five chlildren and reslded the remifinder of their
lives. The children were: |
Jusie C. Canova, born January 11, 1884;
Philip J. Canova, Jr., born November 13, 18885.
Francis R. Canova, born June 27, 1891.

Sidney Josephine Canova, born May 14, 1895,

Laura Belle Canova, born May 14, 1895«




The Christmasg Tree

The first vivid remembrance I have was about a party
that resulted 1nto o near tragedye I was slx years old at
the time and it wes the day before Christmas.

The Sunday School and neighborhood parents were having
o Christmas trese parbty for the small children. The party was
3eing held at the home of Mrs. Clars Hanford who lived in the
same block we did but on the next corner, east.

A large Christmas tree was placed in her living room
and decorated with tinsel and presentg--some of the presents
were tled on the tree~~together with many candles which were
1ighted. There were no electric lights in town at that time.
It was a beautiful tree of holly with the red berrles on its
ond we could see large sticks of red and white striped candy:
hahging here and there, and there were bananas and apples.
Apples were very rare in Florlda at that time. We were a happy
bunch of youngsters.

There was a Santa Clause coming in the room and our eyes
wers very large with expectance, He was my Tather all dressed
up in a red suit, with a long beard made of white cotton, and
gbitched to his red coat were dozens of cobtbton tufts o
represent snow,

He was distributing presents to the children with appro-
priate jokes and comments, when his abttention was called %o a
candle sbout to fall over. He reached up in the tree to
straighten the lighted candle and his cotton beard caught fire

from a candle lower in the tree. He was at once a ball of
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fire, and there was immedlabe panic among the women and

children trying to get through the living room door.
Fortunately, just at that time Grandfather Canova rode

up on his horse and heard the commotion golng on in the houge.

He quickly dismounted and ran into the house, saw the condltion

my father was in and called to hime. Father was trying ¥o

'protect his eyes and face with his arms, bub heard the call

and went towards him. Grandfather had on a large overcoat

and he used it to wrap around my fatherts head and then directed

the women about putting out the fire, mostly by smothering 1t.
My father was confined to bed for some time with second

degree burns, bub due to the precaution he took, his eyes were

not foected, That was the last time during hlg 1ife he was

attired in a Santa Claus cogbume.
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My Home Town

green Cove Springs is situated 27 miles south of Jackson-
ville, on the St. Johns River and ls the county seat of Clay
County. It has a natural spring with a flow of 3,000 gallons
per minute of crystal-clear sulphur water. The.analysis of
this water show it has medicinal values and 1ts baths are
believed to be beneficial to sufferers of rheumatlsm and kindred
infermities. Ibts temperature remasins at 72 degrees Fahrenhelt
all seasons of the year. Many thousands bathe in the pools
of this spring every year just for the pleasure of its pure,
clear, lnvigorabing water.

The population of Green Cove Sppings in 1825 was 1,200,
but in the winter many people came here for the baths, flshing
and hunting, as well as to get away from the rigors of the
northern winters.

Gall Borden, a wealthy manufacburer of condensed milk

and frult juices, with plants in New York state and in TIlllnols,

waa one of the largest property owners in (Green (Cove Springs
and spent his winters here, He owned several hotels and large
cotbages; Had mgny saddle horses, a private wharf and several
boats. He also owned several acres of well kept land along
the river full of beautiful magnolia trees, known as Bordens
Park, and a winding path through this park kmown as "Lovers
Lane" was popular with the young people.

When Mr. Borden came to town in the PFall of the year wlith

his retdnue of servénts and abttendants, and the guesbs who
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followed him, business In btown was noticeably improved. It
was a Sad day for Green Cove Springs when he closed all his
buildings and left town for good.

The story is, that he was perturbed about hls taxes. It
geems that when the governing fathers of the town needed some
extra money for the town expenses, it became a hablt to raise
the taxes on property owned by Mr. Borden to a higher rate
‘than that of obther property. He finally served notlce on the
town that he ﬁould not submit to any further bax lncrease
until all property was assessed at the same tax rate he was
Payinge.

Mr. Borden was an gmisble, friendly men and hils remarks
were not baken seriously. The town offilclals said} "What
can he do about it, he has the property and we have the power,
we will run this town as we think best and not the way he
thinks it should be run,’

The next year hls taxes were again slightly lncreased;
more to demonstrsate who was boss than for some speciflc needj
gnd without making a fuss about 1t, Mr. Borden just closed up

everything, hired a caretaker te keep trespassers out, and
left Green (ove Springs, never to returns No one was permitted
to'occupy the buildings and some of them rotbted to the ground,
others remained vacant as long as Mr. Borden lived.

My father owned a grocery store and kept two warehouses
full of grain and gupplies. He did a nice business for a small

town, most of it on eredit. It was one of uy pleasures when




very young to ride on the wagon while they were making their
deliverles, or while hauling frelght from the rallroad depot
or from the clty wharf.

Most of the supplies came from Jacksonville and were
shipped by boat, as frelght by water was somewhat cheaper.

The steambost Manatee, a sidewheeler with good lines, made a
regular run ever& day except Sunday, from Green Cove Springs
to Jacksonville and return, and carried mall to boat landings
on the east side of the river not touched by train, as well
28 1ts regular comsignment of frelight and passengers.

After a few years the Manatee was sent to Tampa, Florida,
where she made a regular run between Tampa and St. Petersburg,
snd Green Cove Springs had a new river boat, UThe May Garner,"
a beautiful vessel that remained in daily service for many
years,until the time r}vér traffic was discontinued due to the
advent of automobiles and trucks, which made passenger and

freight traffic by river an unprofitable business.

Re]




My Visits To Mandarin

When I was a sSmell boy my perents let me visit my @rand-
mother Brown who lived in Mandarin. They would go to the city
wharf in the morning and see me off on the May Garner, and
gomeone in Mandarin would meet me. Thalt procedure was repeated
several years, usually in July or August.

T enjoyed those visits because I would always meet one
of my cousins, John Manucy, who was aboyt my age and we would
be together most of the time. We had free run of the village
and were allowed to do whatever we deslred, proéided we werse
home at meal-time, and as small boys are always hungry, that
was no hardship. Grandmother was fond of children and we all
loved her very nmuch.

Grendfather Brown had a store, but someone ran it for him
a8 he was an invalid and spent most of his time in bed or sitting
in a large chair on one of the porches.

They had a ten-room house facing the road, on a large
lot that ran about 600 feet to the St. Johns River. The store
was down near the river and the post office was near at hand.
Their property was near the winter home of Harylet Beecher
Stows,

The Sto@%' and Browns! were good friends as well as neigh-
bors,énd I often heard my mother and grandmother talk sbout
them, especlally about what a remarkable woman Mrs. Stowe Was

Many people have sald that Harriet Beecher Stowe wrote her

famous book, "Uncle Toms Cabin," at her winter home in Mandarin,




bubt that is an error. In 1850 her husﬁand became professor
of Bowdoln College, Brunswick, Malne, and 1t was in that town
she wrote thabt particular masterplece.

Vrs. Stowe no doubt spent part of her time while at her
Mandarin home, writing on her different novels, "The Miniétfr's
Woolng," "Pink and White Tyranny," "Bettle's Bright Idea, "
and ;thers, but none of them were acknowledged to have been
written in Florida; although her travels ln the south and first-
hand information of conditions there, undoubtedly furnished'
the background and inspired her+ writing Uncle Toms Cebin, which
stirred ments hearts to appreclate sincere love of the truth.

Mandarin was just a swmall, unincorporated village with
not more than Fifty families, situabed on the St. Johns River
about fifteen miles south of Jacksonville. The land was fertile
and everyone had a garden and frult trees. Every yard was &
small orange grove; some of them with several hundred trees.

The orange trée, often called the tree of life, is the
most generous and abundant of all the trees in Florlda. Iis
wood is whilte, hard and tough, fit to sustain the enormous
welght of 1ts frultages Ripe oranges are heavy, and the gener-
oclty of the tree often welgh down ﬁhe limbs buﬁ they seldom
break.

John and I were important youngsters, in our own estlmabtion;
we had home-made slingshots and an air rifle, and spent much of
our time hunting squirrels in the enormous oak trees that lined

the maln road on both sides and met in the middle, making this




wide avenue, with the blooming crépe myrtlé and wisteria along
the fences, a beautiful end delightful shaded bower for aboub
a mile.

From the Mandarin wharf to Reeds Landing, about a mile
down the river, there was a walkway along the waters edge. A
wooden sidewalk extended several hundred yards, bubt the balance
was just a dirt pathe It was a delightful wallk, shaded by huge
cypress and cedar trees with patches of bamboo and many L{lowered
bushes, and there was always something of interest along the Waye

John end I enjoyed' prospecting along this walkwaye We
would kill o snake or cétch a turtle, sometimes fish from one
of ‘the small boat landings. There were chameleons and lizards
scampering about and the long legged cranén standing in or
near the wabers edge interested us. We would count the different
kind of birds that were always about. The mocking bird, blue
jay, cardinal, black bilrd and fish hawk were ones we could
name, but there were many more, with full plumage, some with
long tails, that we admlred but did not know thelir names.

We were healthy youngsters without a care In the world,
who had never known disillusionment, sorrow or tragedy, and 1t
was always with regret that our visits had to end.

Grandmother Brown was a charming and graclous lady but
her 1ife had not always been an easy one. With much enjoyment
and interest I would listen to my mother retell stories of their

experiences during the Cival WaY.




(4

When the northern troops were advancing near NMandarin,
Grandfather Brown put his famlly in a boat and rowed them across
the St. Johns River into Doctors Inlet where they lived in an
abandoned shack until the danger had passed. They suffered
many herdships and hunger and were glad when the time came for
them to return home.

Their happy anticipations turned inbo tragic disappoint-
ment when they arrived in Mandarin and found their home loobed
and everybhing distroyed. The barns, out bulldings and fences
were burned, and even the frult trees were cut down or burned.

_It was o desolate gight and such an unnecessary hardship for
innocent women and children to be forced to undergo. The house
Wag not burned but was so badly damaged that 1t was necessary
to make extensive repairs in order to make it livable aﬁd in a

few years they found it advisable to bulld a new home.




We Take a Ducking

A brisk south-west breeze was blowlng and we were salling
with the wind, on our ﬁay home from pleking huckleberries near
Red Bay Point. My father was at the helm of his fast little
V-bobttom sailboat "Fannle! and glving her all she would take.

Judge Bardin and Mr. Taylor were with us and my father
was up to one of his old tricks. He knew that the Judge could
not swim and was trying to scare him by meking the boat
occaslionally keei over and ship just a little water.

We were having a grand time at the expense of Judge
Bardin when suddenly Dad gave the boat just a little too much
roll, causlng the boom to strike the water with enough force
to pull the boat over on its slde and the sail flattened out
on the water. As the port side was going under I was climbing
on the high side and did not get wet unbtll Dad told me to Jump
overboard to help keep the boat afloate

We did not know it then, but several people at Green Cove
Springs were watching us through telescopes and'field glasses
and saw the boat turn over. I had on a bright red shirt and

they could plainly see me sitting on the high slde of the boat,
bub when T jumped overboard and they could no longer see the
red ghirt--which looked nearly black when wet--they spread the
alarm that I had drowned. My mother heard the rumor and
ﬁaturally was frantice.

Saveral boats were Soon on their way to render ald and

when a launch arrived with some men aboard, they found me

al
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swimming around scooping up floating hckleberrles and eating
them, They gave us a bow to the nesrest shore where we beached
the boat, stripped off the wet gail and without much difficulty
héd her on even keel again.

We arrived home without further incident and recelved a
severs scolding from my mother for galavanting around on
Sunday. "You should be asalmed of yourself trying to drown a
ten year old boy. You and your pranks will be the death of me
yet," she told my Lfather.
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A Swim At Night

One of my boyhood friends was Roy 8, Geiger, who llved
about a block from my home. We were the same age and spent a
lot of time together, and shared many escapades and adventures.

T will never forget one evening after supper I met Roy
and Jemes Pillsbury, a new boy, down on the city wharf. They
persuaded me without much trouble, to take them for a sail. I
owned a small sailboat and was a good saildr.

There was a gentle breeze from the norbth-east and we.
spiled on the Ste. Johns for awhile and were about two or three
miles from shore when a bright idea sbruck us. We declded to
go in swimming. Roy and I stripped off our clothes and jumped
overbosrd. We left the new boy James, to sall the boat around
and pick us upe It did not enber our minds that he could not
handle a little sailboat, we thought everybody could do that,
but no, he just sailed off and left use. The St. Johns River
is five miles wide at Green Cove Springs and we judged we were
about in the middie.

After playing around for some btime we called James bub
to no avail, he couldn't bturn the boat around. There was no
albternative, we had to swims We were already tired and it
took us a long btilme to reach shore bﬁt we were none the worse
from our eXxperience.

The only thing that bothered us when we reached the boaﬁ
landing was the fact we were ﬁaked. our clothes were in the

boat with James and we did not know what to do, so we decided
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to wailt and rest. About two hours labter James found us. The
sailboat finally ran aground at Beckageville, a sandy sbtrip
about two miles up the river. He tled the boat to a Tree and
walked back with our clothes.

To our way of thinking we had the laugh on James because
he couldn't handle a boat and had to walk two miles through

the woods in the dark all alone and part of that was through

a swamp called The Cove.

It is easy to say how we love new friends, and what
we think of them, bubt words can never trace oub
all the fibres that knit us to the old.
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We Weather a Storm

The water was swirling angrily agalnst the gides and the
boat had keeled over to an uncomfortable degree when the call
was heard: "All hands on deck, we are in for a blow,"

We gathered into the cockplt in résponse to my Lathery
who was at the helm of his sloop, the Susle C, a trim,ﬁ?ea-
worthy, V-bottom 28-foot sallboats IL Was in the early Fall
ond the wind was from the north-east, blowing gale force and
getting stronger.

"When I bring her into the wind," he said, "Go forward
and drop the Jib and take a double reef in the mainsall, this
1s going to be a bad sborm.”

We were returning home from a camping trip at the mouth
of the St. Johns River, and when the storm struck us we were
in the Sisters River, headed for Shell Island. There were
four of us aboard snd we were much too busy to be afrald of
what might happen, but there was nothing to do but continue
sailing as thils stream ran through nothing but marsh land wifh
no solid ground for miles,

We finally reached Shell Island with our malnsall in
tatters and a lot of waber in the hole. We moored the boatb
securely, lashed everything down and went ashore with some
supplies. There were several abandoned buildings near at hand

and we selected a one-sbory, substantial looking building with

a wide, open porch on the lee slde.
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By now it was blowing hurricane force., 1In fact we wore
in the outer fringe of a tropical hurricane and 1t lasted three
days with incressing and diminishing intensity. What might
happen to the Susie ¢ caused us all much concern, but she rode
out the storm nicely.

It took us one day to mend sall before we could continue
our journey. Two days later we arrived at Green Cove Springs,
with several tubs of fish salted down and oysters and clams

for all, and snother camping trip was at an end.

fde]




in The Fog

There was a little curio store and photograph gallery
on Walnut Street, across from the Spring, owned and opersted
by Isaac Haas who lived next door with his wife and two sons,
Claud and George.

deorge was about my age and we had many interests in
common, such as fishing, swimmlng, boating and experimenting
in his fatherts studio. He had a job for a few months rumning
a lgunch for Mr. Buddington who owned a sawmill in town and
had s logging operation up Black Creek. Whenever Mr. Ruddington
wanbed to visit his logging camp, which was never more than
once a day and often only two or three times a week, Goorge
would run him up in the launch.

One evening I was on the city wharf with George when a
man came up to us and asked if we could bake him bto Hibernia,
about six or elght miles down the river., He sald he was Iinformed
by'the man in charge of the wharf that one of us ran a launche.
He sald it was very important that he get there that night and
offered two dollars if we would make the trip. George sald he
was sure Mr. Buddington wouldn't object, so we accepted the
two dollars and ran him to Hibernia, arriving there a 1ittle
before dark.

We tied the launch to the boat landing and spent sonme
time inspecting, with much admiratlon, elght or ten new boats
tled together. Several keen looking little sail boats, rowboabs

and two or three small open launches and one cabin crulser.
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Captalin Gardner, whb owned the boats, emerged from the
‘cruiser and greebed us. We had known the Captaln for several |
voars a3 hils business was going up and down the river selling
boats. ™Vhat are you boys doing down here thls time of day,"
he asked. We told him why we were there and he sald, "If you
are golng back to Green COVé Springs tonight you will need
your compass.” We replied that we did not have one with us,
"I will lend you one and when I get to your town in a few days
you can return it." He then gave us a box cumpass about six
inches square and told us we would run into a heavy fog in a
few minubtes. We were familiar with such simple navigation
and anticipated no dlfficulty in going straight home.

We shoved off and headed for Beacon 50. Plve mlnutes
later the fog was so dense we were unable to see [ifty feet
away, but we held the boat on a true course by the compass.

T was in the bow doing the navigating, and being secantly attired
began to get cold. I took the compass and went aft mear the
engine where 1t was warmer,

The slectric equipment on the engine magnetized the
compass and caused the hand %o spin round and round. It would
not settle down. I book it as far away from the englne as
possible but Lo no avail, the hand continued to go around. We
even stopped the motor for asbout ten minutes but 1t was no use,
I had put the compass out of commission a@d we were lost in
the fog on the/St. Johns River. If anyone had told us that was
possible we would have laughed at them.




We ran ashore several times but dld nobt know which side
of the river we were one. We could hear steamboat whistles
blowing bubt could not see thelr lights. We were afrald of
being run down, but kept goinge I don't know how many miles
we traveled, but all of a sudden we saw a red light right in
front of us and we were sure it was a steamer bearing down on
us, We awerved to the right and cut the mobor off.

The red light was on the railroad drawbridge about a mile
up Black Creek. We were not sure just where we were unbtll we
nozed in shore where we could see lights and found we had
arrived at the Buddington logging camp.

Gebrge was among friends and theg made us tie up for the
night. They gave us something o eat and cobs to sleep on and
to0ld us when the fog lifted they would call us.

We did not get away until after elght otclock next morning
when the sun came oub and dissipated the fog. When we arrived
ot the city wharf, Mr. Buddington, Mr. Haas and my father were
there walting for us.

The man in charge of the wharf told them, when they
arrived that morning, where we had gone and they were not too

mach concerned asbout our safety. They thought we had slept In
the boat until the fog lifted.




We Take a Plcture

George and I bullt a box camera in his father's workshop
and studio. Mr. Heas let us have a lens and gave us some
advice sbout taking pictures. Our camera was a 1ittle crude,
vut 1t worked. We could only bake one pilcture, then go back
to the studlo dark-room, take out the plate and put another in,
28 we had no plate holder, but we didn't mind. It was only a
short time until we were taking falrly good pictures and wele
much in demand among our friends.

One day near noon in 1901, I was in the studio with
Goorge when we heard people oubside shouting Mrel Flrel
We ran inbto the street and could see the Clarendon'Hotel on
fire--TIt wag only about 200 yards away--and burning briskly.

We got our camers snd hurried to an advantageous point.

T took a plcture and George ran back to the studio, put in
another plabte and took a shot from another position.

The Clarendon Hotel was a large; three~story frame
building with wide porches in fronmt. It was the leading
hotel ?n town, located on Magnolla Avenue across from the
Spring, owned by WNr. Applegate and was well patronized. In _
the Winter i1t was usunally full of guests, mostly from the north.
There was no fire department in town at that time snd the bhucket
brigade was pitifully inadequate, The building was completely
destroyed. .

As Tar as we could find out; the two plctures we took of
the fire were thg only ones 1n existance and they were very

good. Mr. Haas was quite proud of ug, and sold some of the printa.
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A Case In Court

T wag on the wharf fishing one evening when the May
Garner came in From Jacksonville. About that time three girls
rode out there on their bilcycles, leaned them against some
boxes and asked me to keep an eye on them while they went for
a boat ride across the river to Orange Dale and back. The .
Moy Garner often let people ride scross and back free of charge.

A few minutes after they left a negro boy, not khowing
1 was‘interested; got on one of the bikes and started off the
wharf. He was making poor progress when I called to him and
started in persuit. He looked around, sSaw me coming, and
not being able to ride very good, he dropped the bike and
started rumming. I caught him with a flying tackle which
knocked him down on his face with me on top. I got my hands
in his hair and bounced his head up and down a few times on
the rough planking; then 1eft him. T retrleved the bicycle
and went back to the head of the wharf, and when I looked back
he was still there and had not moved. Some of his frisnds
came along pregently and took him home.

The next day Charlie Wilsoh; the bown marshal; came in
the store and sald 1t would be necessary for me to appear in
Mayors Court at 9 o'clock to answer charges lssued against me
by the negro boy's father.

I got one of the fellows who was wlth me on the wharf %o

go along as a witness, and John Taylor, who worked for my father,
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went with us to help me if necessarye. Unbeknowing to me or
my father; Wr. John had Lawyer Wade there to see that I was
properly represented.

I was somewhat scared when I walked into the court room
and found every seatb taken and people standing in the back of
the roome. That wag something new in Green Cove Springs; &
negro having a white boy arrested was never heard of before
and some of the men had very serious faces and I dgre Say sSome
of their hip pockets bulged with extra welght.

| When the ¢lerk called my case, I was told to stand; then
the charges against me were read. I was charged with an
unprovoked and malicious abttack, assault and battery.

Then the Judge asked if I had anything to say or‘wished
to make a statement about the charges. MNr. Wade whilspered to
me. "Tell the Judge just what happened and answer any questlons
he may ask you unless I inbterrupt.”

T replied, "Your Honor, the charges are not true, I d4id
not maliciously attack thils fellow; I was trying to prevent a
robbery and capture a thief." I hesitated because I did not
know whether I had said the wright thing. The Judge then asked;
"Do you wish to continue and tell the court what happened?"
Then T explained about the girls goling for a ride on the May
Garner and leaving thelr bicycles on the wharf.

"Phis boy was trying to steal one of the bicyecles and I
ran him down before he got off the wharf. George Haas and Gus

Mesters saw the whole thing," I said.
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Mr. Wade smiled; the Judge hesltated, whispered.somsthing
o Charlie Wilson; and then asked. "Would you care to tell the
court for possible criminal prosecutidn, who owned the blcycle
in question?™ I looked at Mr. Wade, he nodded his head and I
replied. "Your Honor, the bilcycle belonged to your daughters”
There was some laughter among the spectators, but the Judge
rapped several tlmes on the vable with his gavll and said;
"order in this court » « case‘dismissgd."

Thus ended my first case in court.

The essential ingredients of democracy 1s intelligence;
not authority but reason, not eyniclsm or autocracy
but falth in man and faith in God.
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T Renember

A SURGING WAVE==e were going on a picnic. A dozen or
more grownups and children had gathered on the small boat
pier to board the sallboats. Aunt Ellen was in the act ?f
stepping on the aft deck which was two or three feet oub, when
s wave suddenly hlt the boat, causing it to swerve farther out,
and my aunt to go overboard with legs, skirts and petticoats

waving in the breeze.

CROCODILE PATE--Late one afterncon I was in a rowboat
with two men, fishing. We were in a creek moving along very
quietly with our lines btrailing in the rear. Suddenly one of
the mén reached down and grabbed a three-foot alligabor and
threw it in the boat. To say I was scared 1ls pubting it mildly
With his baill slapping and his big mouth grabbing everything
near; I was undecided whether bo jump overboard and take my
chances with otherAalligators, or stay in the boat and have thab
one bite me. After the men had their fun at my expense; one of

them put his foot on the alligators neck, took him by the bail

and threw him overboard.

HORSE SENSE--Roy Gelger and I were returning home from a
trip to Middleburg and Stark. We weré driving one of my
fathers horses hitched to a buggy, which he let us use for the
trip. It was late afternoon and we were btired from The long
dusty driving. Both of us went to sleep; for how long I do not

kmow, but the horse stopped and that awakened us. It was dark
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and wo looked asround and found the horse had turned into a lane
aﬁd sbopped ab a closed gabe which led to a barn. A man heard
us and came out with a lantern. He looked us over and said:
"wou are Mr. Canovals boy I believe." I admitted as much and
$old hlm.we were on our way home from Stark. He replied. '"Did
you know you are two miles off the county road to Green Cove?"
"Wo sir," I said, We went to sleep and the horse brought us
here." He laughed and told us the horse had belonged to him
mutil the year before; when he tralded him to my father. "Being
out in this neighborhood the horse just naturally returned to
his old-home;" he said. He told us to go two miles south to
the county road then turn left, and from there on let the horse

have his way and he will take you home.

THIRTEEN RATTLES AND A BUTTON-~One day I was in the woods
with my father and saw a fallen tree. I ran éhead, Jumped on
the root end of the tree and walked part way up its sloping
trunk, when Dad, who was a few yards behind me called, "Stay
where you are until I kill this big snake.” A diamond back
rattler was laying in a coll at the base of the tree and I had
Jjumped over it. After 1t was killed we found 1t measured filve

feet four inches long and had thirteen rattles and a button.

MEAT FOR SUPPER--One day I was down to the spring run
watehing nmy Uncle Ralph skin an alligator, It had been killed
by Mr. Shultz, a millionaire sportsman, and was the largest one

ever seen invthis sectlon of the state, measuring sixteen feet
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three inches long. TUncle Ralph cut a nice pilece of the alligator
mgat; about two feet long and welghing about ten pounds, ghaped
1t 1ike a fish and told me to bake it home to my mother and tell
her to cook it for supper. I did as he said but mother found

out it was alligator meat and would not cook it. It was n&ce

looking white meat too.




&7

I Get Ambitlous

When T was 15 years old, the mechanism of the local
printing office was the source of greatb fascinatiop to me.
After school I would stop at The Clay County Times? the weekly
newsPaper; and visit_with my friend Charles Bardin, an older
boy who worked there.

Tt wasnt't long until T began making a nulsance of myself
with my dally visits and the volume of questions I would ask.
One day Mr. H. O. Docker; the owner, sald to me: "If you are
going to confinue loafing around here, you had better learn
to set type and perhaps that will keep you quiet." That_r?mark
of course; was meant to convey to me that I was bothersome,
but. I did not understand it that way. I informed Mr..ﬁocker
that I would be very glad to learn to set type and was ready
to start at once.

Cherles arranged a place for me to work and gave me some
instructions. Nearly every day thereafter I would stop at the
printing office and work an hour or two. In a very short time
I had learned the case and could set type by hand. I thought
it was fun and spent as much time as I could working with
Charles. T enjoyed it much more than working in my Lfather's
store.

The next year Mr. Docker offered me a job during vacation
at a salary of §$l.50 per week. I explained to him that my
father wanted me to work part time in his store; egpeclally

on Saturdays. We arranged the hours with Saturday off and I
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was proud tortell my friends that I was working for The Clay
County Times. It gave me a 96N38 of elation and lmportance o

lmow that T was getting paid for dolng something I enjoyed
' [

doing.

Charles was a good instructor and in a short time I was
doing most of the simple btasks; foeding the job press, setiing
type for the paper, disbributing type, sbarting a balky gasolline
engine., I would'try to do everything they suggested.

That weg my first job, but I had no thoughts then of

following the newspaper business for the balance of my working

days.

So long as enthuslasm lasts, so long is
youth still with us.
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Escapades At School

My parents sent me to St. Leos Military Academy, which
was far from my choice of s?hoois. T was unhappy bthere and
being a rather stubborn boy, 1 did not try to make the best
of it; or become reconciled to my new surroundings. Ib
therefore gave me great pleasure to participate in some kind
of mischief most of the times. I was definitely not an ideal
student. )

The college was situated on a beautiful lake, five miles
from Dade City, Florida, and consisted of several brick bulldlggs
a gymnasium, athletic fleld, parade grounds and many acres of
well cared for park like land, all under fence to keep cattle
and other animals out.

Two Inecidents that happened there may be of 1Inbterest to
you; but certalnly of no credlt to me. It was the custom for
one of the professors to accompany a crowd of boys on trips
across the mile-wide lake In an oversize flat bottom rowboat
which would carry 256 boys very nicely. I was in the boat one
day on one of these trips, when suddenly 1t started filling
with water through six two-inch holes in the bottom.

The four boys who were rowlng, felgning panie, lost their
oars overboard, and the professor who was along to see that we
behaved ourselves could not swim and was really a frightened men.

We made everybody except the profeséor get overboard and
hang on to the sldes of the boat to keep it afloat. By pre-

arranged plans they would put just enough weight on the boat
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to make it go under about a foot, sometimes more. At such
times; tpembling with fright the professor would stapt calling
on the Lord to save him. Then we would all shout and some
would pretend they were drowning by diving under the boat and
coming up on the other gide.

No one was drowned or injured but at times the best
swimmers were afrald it was getting out of hand. Later an
investigation was held but they were unable to find who bored
the holeg in the boat or who pulled the plugs oube.

The boys who had permission from their parents were allowed
to smoke on the grounds at St. Leot's College, others had bto do
thelr smoking on the sly; and I would say ninebty percent were
in the latter categorye. _ _

- One afternoon geversl of the boys pilfered a %tobacconlst
of several pounds of tobacco and a box of clgara, I didn't
actually partioipaﬁe in the robbery but was with the geng and
knew all about what waé golng on. The next day an investlgation
started that made all previous investigations look like tea
parties.

About Fifty boys; in fact all who were known to have
visited town that day; were clogely questioned by the Dean of
the college and several professors. They used threats;
coercion, intimidation and made the mistake of directly accusing

each boy of the crime and then offer him immunity if he would

inform on the others.
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Naturally the boys who were innocent and knew nothing
about the affair ressnted such lnguisitlons and came out of the
meeting room mad as hornets, telling everybody about thelr
treatment by the professors.

The Dean made a Speech before assembly that was pointless
to the guilty persons and somewhab frightening to others who
had been in the tobacco store during that particular day, but
were perfectly innocent of any wrongdoing. -

He said if the guilty boys did not confess the owner of
the store would come out and ldentify tha-guilty boys. We were
certain that would be impossible because a lot of boys had
beenn in his store that day; and we felt confident the owner
would not take s chance of making a false sccusation.

L?ter in study hall, Professor Johns, who was very un-
popular, pulled a boner by making a statement that 1f the
tobacco and cigars were returned to him he would see that the
affair was dropped.

A very secret meeting was held that night by some of the
guilty boys. I was not there and did not know until labter
what had transpired or what scheme they had plotted.

Two days later a ﬁackage was found in the study hall
addressed to Professor Johns and many of us saw him open it.

Tt conbained a box of cigars and one pound of tobacco. When
he looked around all the boys were very busy minding their own
business and apparently had no interest in the professor. No
comment was made and nothing further was sald by him about

returning the tobacco.
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Next day 1t was reported thatb Professor Johns had one eye
permanently injured when a clgar he was smoking exploded while
in liis mouth.

T found out that at the secret meeting it was declded
there was something fishy about bthe request to return the
cigars and tobacco. Mr Johns was not popular with the Lfaculty
or students; and 1t 4id not sound plausible that the head of
the college would entrust him with such powers; besides he was

Y

an inveterate smoker.

The boys were gulte certain anyone seen smoklng a cigar
would be immediately suspected; therefore the cilgars werse of
no value to theme. One of them said, "We will feturn them our
way and See what happens." They very carefully tock two cigars
from each end of the top row and loaded them with gunpowder;
and when the package was ready 1t was tossed through the window
of the study hall at night.
| As far as we could find oub that ended the lnvestigatlion

and Mr. Johns wag nobt zeen around the college thereafter.
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Boat Builders

There was a lot of activity at our house for two or th;ee
montha in 1901, My father complebed building a new sailboat,
during which time he kept me busy sanding, calking, palnting
and many other odd jobs. _ ’

This boat, named "Momo," was 38 feet long, 12 feet wide,
ample cabin space, sloop rigged and equipbed for camping. She
was bullt in our yard.and completed before launching with the
exception of the mast, bowsprlt énd rigging. She was larger
than the Susie C; but not as graceful or as fast. I had many
cémping trips on this boat and my father had completes confidence
in my abllity to handle her.

Shortly after 1aunbhing the Momo; Dad and I sailed her
Yo Jacksonville to get an extra anchor; some cable and other
gear. When we passed Orange Park I was at the helm and Dad
was in the cabin with a slight headache. There was a brisk
wind from the north and I finally was unable to handle the boat
alone. "Come out and give me a hand," I called. Dad appeared
at once and loocked around. He called my attention to the
condition of the wabter some miles to the north and explained,
"That 1s a squall coming; we have no time to 1ose; we mast
drop anchor and lower salil.”

I brought her into the wind while Dad ran forward and
dropped anchor; then we tackled the salis. We got them down

and were lashing them to the deck-=-there was no time to furl

them--when the squall sbtruck,
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It blew for about an hour as hard as I ever experienced.
It dragged our anchor two miles, but we were Iln no dgngar and
no damage was done. All of a sudden the gale passed, The sun
came out and we were in a dead calm, not enough wind to fill
'a sall., We finally got to Mandarin where we tled up to the
boat landing for the night, and continued on to Jacksonvllle
next morning.

That wag a good shake-down trip for the Momo and Dad was
pleased with the way she stood the blowe. We took many trips
sfter that first one but were never much concerned about the
weather--we had a seaworthy craft.

One of my pleasures on those trips was the nights, when
woe would anchor about two or three hundred yards from shore %o
get away from mosquitoes and other insects. Tired after a déy
of hunting or fishing, I would lie on top of the cabin, gaze
into the heavens and speculate about the millions of stars In
the Milky Way, many of them planets on which we might live
without undue discomfort.

Without a care in the world I would 1isten to the night
nolses along the shore; the hoot of an owl, night birds calling,
strange cracking sounds in the woods as 1f made by wild animals,
the occasional bellow of an allligatore. I would listen to the
rhythmic lap of the waves on the sldes of our boat until its

soothing effect would cause me to sleep.
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Becalmed At Nlght

When I was a boy; it was the custom of the people 1n
Greeﬁ Cove Springs to have bthelr dinner at noon and supper
before 6 oteclock in the‘evening. There were three things of
general interest besldes golng to the post office for the
mail. They were; go out to the depot and watch the train
come in; visit the spring, or go to.the city wharf at
6 otelock in the evening to meet the May Garner as she rbturnéd
from Jecksonville. ‘

Oone day I was on the wharf as the steamé%’came in, and
a bunch of glrls and boys came to me and wanted to go for a
sail in the Momo, my fatherd seilboat which was tied to the
wharf. I tried to talk them out of the notion of going,
explaining that the little shore breeze which was blowing
would likely die oubt as darkness came oOne

They thought I was using that as an excuse not ﬁo take
them and insisted all the more. I then told them my father
would think I was crazy to take‘the Momo oubt at that time of
day, with such an uncertain wind blowing. One of the ladies
who was with them spoke up and said 1f T would take them she
would assume full responsibility and send word to my father
that I had taken them on her insistence. T replied; A1l right;
and tell him I may be late getting home."

They all got aboard; ten young ladies of varlous ages
and four boys my age or older. I explalned that the boat was

not yet fully equipped and they would have to make the best of
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what comforts there were. I explained further: this 1s your
party and don't blame me if you are out late. I was almost

certain the shore breeze would dle out.

We raised sail and amid laughter and song were running
with the wind towards the beacon off Red Bay Point. We were
agbout four miles out when I brought her aﬁout and sHarted into @
s tacke By that time there was barely enough breeze to fill ‘
a 8ail and the best I could do was steer due north with the
west-north-west wind. We had been out more than an hour and
1% would soon be darke. I calculated that if we could hold our
present course for six or eight miles, I could bring the boab
into another tack and head direct for home.

Before we completed our flrst tack; darkness came and’
the wind died out. We were in a dead calms There was no
danger, no one was worried, no one cared very much for awhile.

We drifted a mile or two down the river, then the tide changed
and we drifted up the rivér, always in sight of Green Cove
Springs. We sang and told stories and the hours passed.

It was after midnight when I remembesred the equipment
on the boat was not complete. There were no buﬂks; no cots;
no blankets, no fresh water, and worst of all no toilet facili-
ties. I ordered all the boys on deck and up forward; then I
went below and found Two buckets and set them on the floor in
the cabin and told- one of the girls; "This 1s the best I can
do--the boys will stay on deck." They got the idea fast and

in a short time we were singing again.
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Two oleclock came and some of the girls wanted to go home.
I explained theve was nothing I could do about iv unless a
brecze would spring uf. On one blamed me and we Jjust kept on
drifting. At five otfclock day was bresking and everybody
wanted sshors--so did I. Two of the girls were supposed to
go to Jacksonville that morning on the May Garner which would
soon he leaving.

About 5:30 a government boat, berthed at Green Cove for
the purpose of spraying hyacinths, came out and towed us in.
There was a lot of argument sbout that trip. Parents were
trying to find someone %o blame Tfor keeping thelr daughbers
out all night. Some had no knowledge of their whereabouts.
My father thought it was a good joke on the girls.
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A_CONFLAGRATTION

In 1902 my father declided to get out, of the grocery store
business. He complained that his health was not very good
and used that as an excuse; but his friends would jokingly tell
him he was selling out because his business was interfering
with his hunting and fishing. I was too young to have opinions
about such matters, but as he lived to be 94 years of age, his
health evidently was not a serious problem at that time.

We were busy selling the large stock he always had on
hend, when one day Mr. Swartley, who 1lived about five miles in
the country, came in and sald he would buy all our remaining
stoek if we would rent him the store room and one warehouse.

It did not take my father long to close the deal with
Mr e Swartley; after which he turned to me and said, '"Son, you
and John Taylor can close the doors and start taking stock, T
am going home and won't be back until you finish.ﬁ |

That was Friday morning and we started at once. By Saturday
afternoon we had completed the job. We had a complete inventory
of what was left In the store and the cost price. We had
everything in perfect order to give to myp father. We locked
the books and records, with about $300 in cash; in the safe
and closed the doors and went home. Wr. Swartley had informed
us that he would be in town Monday morning to pay for the stock
and take possession.

He was very anxlious to move in town and go into business;

a8 it was quite a struggle on his little farm to make a .living.
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BEggs were selling at 10 cents a dozen, meal and grits 5 1lbs.
for 10 cents; white bacon 1O cenis per pound, Arbuckles coffeg
2 1bs. for 25 cents. Groceries were cheap and wages were lowe

Late on Saturday night, after much shaking and oalling;
my mother finally got me awake. "Get up son; there 18 a big
. Tire down téwn;“ ghe said, then left my room and went down
stairs. A few minutes later, thinking I had gone back %o sleep;
,she called agaln, but I was already dressed and ready to go.

It took only about two minubes to reach the scene of the
| fire and to find my fathers store ablaze. The fire started in
8 large two-story, frame building on Magnolia Avenue, owned by
We Jo Wilson; and was occupled by the post office; drug store;
-a printing office and a store room; 2ll on the ground Tloor.

The second floor was office rooms and a large hall used'for
danceé, ladge meetings and public gatherings. The fire spread
across the street to the buildings owned by my father; and
before many hours six buildings were complebely destroyed.

When I arrived at the scene of the fire, T unlocked the
door, entered the store and was working the combination to the
Safe'ang had 1t just about completed when Dad came in very much
exclted, pushed me out of the way and starited on the combination.
After several attempts he got the safe open; put the contents
in a box and said he would take it home.

Heving nothing further %o do, I locked the door and joined
some of my friends who were watching the blaze. BY that time 1t

was dangerous to stay near the burding buildings. The bucket
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brogade saw the fallacy of their feeble attempt, called it quibs
and let the fire burn itself oub.

About an hour later I was passing a store room in the next
block when I recognized the box of books my father had starbed
home with from the store. One of the boys helped me take the
box home and after explaining to my mother what we had, she
told us to put it under the bed for safe keeping.

We returned down town to the scene of the disaster and
ran into my father. He was very much upset, and explalned that
he had started for home with the box when he remembered he
wanted to save something a friend had left in the store. "I pub
the box down as it was qulte heavy, and returned to the store
for the package," he sald. "I got to talking with some men
and forgot all about the box of bookse. When I finelly thought
about it, I couldn't recall where it had been left."

When I told him what had been done and that the box was
safe at home, he was relleved. We parted and T did not see
him again until breakfast. By then Dad realized he was definitely
out of the grocery business.

Monday morning I was sitting‘on our front porch, when
about 9 otclock Mr. Swartley was driving by in his wagon and saw
me. He stopped and wanted to kmow 1f everything was in order
at the store for the transfer., He had not heard about the fire

and was much perturbedﬁ;and disappointed when I told him what

happened.




He Who Leughs Last

One of the camping trips I remember wibh amusement was
the time I jolned six boys on a three-day hunting and fighing
trip down the river about ten miless.

T4 was cool weather and we were using tents--two for
dleeping purposes and one for cooking. In order to get as
mreh enjoyment as possible out of our trib, we took along a
negro man, aboubt 25 years old who had worked In a resbaurant,
to cook and mind campe. It was always best to have someone
wgteh camp to keep skﬁnks, hogs and other animals from
pillaging the supplies.

The first afternoon after making camp, we separated in
pairs to hunt squirrels; or I might say, to kill anything we
could find, and 4id not return to camp until after 5 otclock
with very llttle game to show for our efforts, but we were
hungrye.

The cook was nowhere in sight., A few minubes later we

had all rebturned to camp and the cook was gtill missing. We
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were tired and ready for our supper and started calling for the

cocks We thought he might be flshing or asleep in the boat,
but he was not to be found,.

We were getting mad and dolng a lot of talking, sayling
some very unpleasant things and wondering what had happened,
when we heard someone laughing, presumably at us. Following
the sound, we looked up and there was our cook, sitting in a
large liveoak tree about 20 feet from the ground, eating what
looked like a sandwich,
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one of the boys called to him in a provocative manner
that he get down oub of that tree damn quick and get supper.
Coming from a boy, That made him mad and he replied, "Geb your
own supper, I am having mine," Well, he really started something
with that remark to a bunch of hungry boys. Several of them
went into a huddle in one of the tents and a few minutes later
came out wilth one of the shotguns.

The boy with the gun, in a very calm voice said, "Now
Mr. Cblored Men you can stay up the tree, and if you start
down T will shoot you." That decision met instently wlth our
unanimous aﬁproval. We formed a regular watch and kept the
man up the tree all night. Several times he started down and
a shot would be fired just under him so that some of the bird
ghot would scatter and hit him on the foot or leg.

He soon got the idea we were not kidding, bubt had a hard
time remaining still enough to sult the fellow with the gun.

We kept watch all night in pairs in order to keep the camp fire
going so we could see the cook. UNext morning we let him come
dovm and we proceeded to run him out of camp and he refralined
from putting up an argument. We trailed him for a mlle or two
to be sure he kept going towards the couniy road.

He had some satisfaction however, in hls unwltting and
unexpected revenge. When he returned to Green Cove Springs
that afternoon he met the father of one of the boys, who sald,
"T thought you were with the boys on thelr camping trip." He

roplied, "I was, bubt they couldn't find any game and killed
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a marked plg." He conbinued, "I knew that was agalnst the law
to kill a farmers plg, so I just up and left."

A few days laber when we returned home, nearly everybody
Wanted to kmow about the plg we kllled, and we could not
convince them that it was not true. When we told some of them
what reslly happened, it sounded rather fantastlc and they

would just look at us and laugh.

-

He that worketh deceit shall not dwell within
my house: he that telleth lies shall not
tarry in my sight. :

~-=-Psa. 10135
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The World'ts Falr At 3t. T,ouls

T had been working part time at the Clay County Times
snd after the fire in 1902, I assumed the duties of a regular
full time emplovee. I liked the work and with the aid of aome
books whlch were sent me by a supply house, my proficiency
{inepesged. Charles Bardin left about that time and that made
me number one HLOTe

In 1903 my father bought the Times from Nr. Docker. He
.was a merchant and had no knowledge of the newmpaper or job
printing business, and although I was only a boy, he was forced
to rely on me to see that the mechanical work was properly
donee T d1id not enjoy the responsibility at that btime but
continued to do my best. |

The Loulsiana Purchase Expositlon was held in 3, Louis,
Mo., in 1904, and I was one of the nineteen millions who Ware
forbunate enough to attends It wag my first real trip away
from home and T had a wonderful time. I was bthere nearly three
- weeks and took in everything.

On my way there on the train, I met two boys about my age
from North Garolina, and we were together nearly every day at
the fair. It made the trip more enjoyable to have someone bto
talk to§ and marvel with at the sights.‘ It was indeed, quite
an adventure for a cownbtry boy.

Charles Bardin had sent me a letbter to Green Cove Springs,
saying he was located in Desoto, Mo., about 40 miles south-west

of 3t. Louis., One day, whlle at the fair, I.8ent Charles a
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note inviting him to spend a day or two with me and see the
sights. He replied, saylng it was impossible for him to get
away a8 hls boss was out of the city, but he would appreclate
having me come to see him.

I got on the Missourl and Pacific train and went to
Desoto, a town of 6,000 population. Charles met me and we had
s nice visit. My intentions were to return to St. Louls the
next day, but he took me to see his girl-—the young lady he was
engaged to marry--and she insistedrthat I stay over another
day to atbend a party she was giving. I agreed and enjoyed a
pleasant evening at her home, but was subjected to many
questions about Charles and the Bardin famlly in Green Cove
Springs.

The next morning after the parbty I noticed in the paper
that the train T would have taken if I had not remalned for
the party, was derailed and rolled down an ewmbankment, killing
and injuring meny passengers.

The two boys from North Carolina met me Tthe next day
after my return to St. Louis and tried to sell me on the ldea
of going out west with them, possibly to California.

The plan was to go to a city, work enough %o pay expenses
and then move one. We were to sbick together and pool our
regources. One of the boys had several hundred dollars, bub
when I suggested he had onough money to take the trip alone, he
readily admitted to being afraid. He was so anxlous to go,
however, thet he was willing to put all hia money in the general

fund, although he had more than the other boy and myself combined,




56

Weo argued the subject pro and con for several days. I
wes not completely sold on the ldea, but finally told them
thot when T left home I bought a round trip ticket and 1if the
return part could be sold to advantage, I would join them.

We went at once to the tickebt scalpers, and there were
dozens of them in St. Louls at that tlme, but was unable to
negotiate a sale for more than 10,00, I refused to accepb
such a small amount and as my funds were running somewhab

short, I withdrew from their proposed trip and prepared Lo

reburn home.




Rejoice; 0 young man, in thy youth; and let
thy heart cheer thee in the days of thy youth, and
walk in the ways of thine heart, and in the sight
of thine eyes: but know thou, that for all these
things God will bring thee into judgment.

"-ECClo 11‘9
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Tn 1905 I Leave Home

Green Cove Springs seemed a very small place after my
visit to St. Louls, and I was discontented and unhappy. A job
in some larger btown was always in my thoughts; but I was
reslistic about the possibility of holding a position in a
large city. Did I know enough about the printing business to
secure employment? Could I hold a Job, or would it be necessary
to shart all over in o large shop as an apprentlce? Could I
make enough money away from home to pay my expenses?

Thogse wers some of the thoughts that T ponderéd over day
and night. They were with me all the time and there was no
one with experience in the printing trade to give me advice;
no one I could talk too, confide in. I was always more or less
independent, with money to spend and enjoyed having a good
time, and I visioned the possiblility of leaving home and coming
back a Ffallure. That certainly d4id not appeal to me.

" I had no thoughts of, or desire to be a hobo printer.
They were plentiful at that time; traveling from town to town
by stealing a ride on a freight traing working a few days if
possible and moving on. The ones I had seen were dlsreputable,
slovenkty drifters and theilr method of living did not appeal to
my standard of propriety.

I declded the loglcal thing for me to do was go to Jackson-
ville and see about employment. I was well acqualnted there as
1t was only 27 miles from home and the shopping center for most
peorle living in Green Cove Springs. That was to be my starbting

voint for more experience.
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Jacksonville wag a clty of 35,000 population at that time,
with a dozen or more printing plants, and was fast recovering
from a cabastrophic fire which laid waste to almost the entire
busin;ssuarea and a large part of the residentlal sectlon. 1t
oceurred on May 3, 19201.

The fire starbted ahortly after noon when a large quantlty
of moss that had been spread to dry at the Ameripan Fiber
Factory, Davis and Union Streets, became lgnited.

Before it could be exbtinguished, a sudden wind rose and
spread fragments of burniné moss to nearby negro shantles. The
wind mounted to 30 miles per hour and sent flaming masses of
moss a8 large as barrels flying overhead to the heart of
JTacksonville which was dry from lack of rain. The fire spread
rapidly; blazes were reported in meny places simulbaneously,
some of them six blocks apart. ‘

After the confligation was brought under control; with
the aid of equipment rushed in from five cities; 1t was found
the fire had covered 455 acres, desbroyed 2,600 bulldings and
left 10,000 persons homeless. Only savén persons lost thelr
lives desplte the extent of the disaster.

The first day spent In Jacksonville looking for work I
was Torbunate in securing a job at the Industrial Record, a
publication and job printing plant, wilth a contract to print
city directories for several cities. That was something entirely
new to me and it did not take long to find out how 11%tle I kmew
about the.business, but the men I worked with did not know:thab

and they had only to show me once.
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Wy boss was a lkind hearted man and falr to everyhody
working for him, After a few days he explained that he would
be unable to pay me full journeymens wages to start but felt
sure T would be worth as much as the other men before long.

He sald he liked country printers and complimented me on my
glertness,

Printers in Jacksonville were recolving $18.00 for 48
hour week, which was one of the highest wages for any skllled
lebor at that time. My pay was set at $15.00 per week, which
Wwas more than I expected to recelve and made me feel well
pleased with my first experlence working awey from home. My
board and room at a respéctable home on Duvall Street cost me
$4.00 per week. If I wanbed to eat out occaslonally, a regular
meal at one of the popular restaurants would cost 25 cents.

T was acquainted with some of the men working on the
Metropolis, the afternoon paper, located on East Forsyth Street
just off Main Street. At lunch time they would go across the
street on the Gorner of Main to the Palstalf saloon, buy a glass
of bveer for five cenbs and help themselves to the free lunch
which was plentiful and dellcilous. -

Several years before my father had encouraged and helped
me start a bank account at the Florida Natlonal Bank on the
corner of Main and Bay Streets. Mr. Hendricks was the beller
and always made 1t pleasant Bor me. He was an old friend of the
family and a brother, or cousin, I am not sure which, of William

Hendricks, who ran the brickyard in Green Cove Springs. With
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my salary of $15.00 per week I was certaln my accounﬁ in the
bank would soon grow. Those plans were changed after being on
my new job only a:few weeks.

My father, acting in good falth of course, went to Jackson-
ville one day and conducted an investigation to see 1f his son
was behaving himself. I did not know about it at the tiwe,
but he talked to my employer, tried to find out about my habibs,
and went to my boarding house and made some enqulries. The
next day, much to my embarrassment, they started kidding me,
saying: "Papa has been checking up on his little boy." I
found out all about it at the office and at my living quarters -
and I was very much perturbed. A few days later I reslgned my
job and left Florida without telling anyone where I was going.

I had no justifiable reason for being angry with my
father, he was doing what he thought best and had a natural
pabternal inbterest in my welfare, but I was a highstrung,
independent young man who thought he knew all the answers and
felt perfectly capable of taking care of myself. T had no
intention of committing a degenerate or pérnicious act and
- resented any investigation of my morals. I was determined no

aimilar question would arise again.




6l

A Vagabond At Last

Savannah, Ga., was a place I had always wanted to visit
and my few days thore s enjoyed. I took in all the sights
and did a lot of walking from one end of the city to the other
looking for a job, but work in the printing business was slack
there just ab that time., It did not worry me because I had
noney in my pocket and a lot of mileage in my book. -

In thoss déys you could buy a mileage book on any rallrosid
of your cholce, containing 1000 miles at a cost of $20.00 good
mtil used. You did not have to buy a tickeb, you just boarded
a btrain, told the conductor where you were going and he would
tear off the proper mileage from your books It was a method
widely used by commercial travelers. I had purchased a mileage
book in Jacksonville, good on the Seaboard Air Line Railway
and found igi;ost convenient and economical method of paying
your transportation. Besides, you would usually buy such a
book when you were flush with money and then be able to travel
when your funds were low.

My next stop was Colunbia, South Carolina, the capital
of the state. Arriving there about noon, I met Tom Gravely
at the depot. Tom was a telegraph operabtor and worked for the
Seaboarde I had met him in Jacksonville where we ran asround
together when our working hours did not conflict., He had been
transferred to Cloumbla, arriving there about two weeks before
my appearance., Tom was glad to see me and directed me to a

boarding house on Sumber Sitreelt where he was staying.
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I walked the few blocks to the address he had given me
and inbroduced myself to Mrs. Yarborough who ran a first class
place. Shelasked me where I was from and where I had met Nr.
Graveley. We chatted a few minutes and I made arrangements
for board and roowm at $4.00 per week whlch was pald in advance.
I suggested that it might be a good idea for me to have a key
to the house becguse of the uncertain time I would be in. She
informed me none of the doors in her home, lneluding the front
door, were ever locked.

Late that afternoon:'I met Tom down town and when T thanked
him for helping me find a place to live, he wanted to bet he
could tell me the first question Mrs. Yarborough asked me
when we mets I told him she wanﬁed to know where I was from
but saw nothing unusual aboubt the question. He replied) '"You
told her your home was in Florida and that made everything
satisfactory. TIf you had told her you were from some northern
state, she would have informed you, in no uncertain terms,
there was no vacency in her home, and under her breath would
have continued, for a darm Yankee." Yes, Mrs. Yarborough acted
as if the Civil War was stlll being fought, and I found many
other people in South Carolina of the same opinion,

My first concern was to find employment. I could enjoy
the strange city much better If my expenses were assured, After
many calls at various plants I secured part-time work at The
State, and made enough money to keep me going. This was a

different kind of work from my previous job, but it was not
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difficult and I was anxious to learn. I observed everything
pogaible and stored 1t away for fubture use.

Columbia is slituated on a plateaun 200 feet above the
Congaree Rlver, and affords an excellent view of the surrounding
country. The 3tate Capltol is a fine structure of granite and
its dome can be seen from many miles away. The industries
included the manufacture of cotton goods, furniture and tobacco
products. The city has broad paved streets, and the residential
sectlions are beautified by parkings and avenues of trees.

The people of Columbia were delighted when an opportunity
Yo glve some of i1ts higtorical background presented itself.

You could sense the prilde in thelr voices as they related their
wonderful struggles during the Civil War. They certainly had
no intentions of forgetting that period of history, or ever
soothing thelr bitterness.

When they told you that General Sherman captured the city
in 1865 and destroyed a large part of it by fire, they would
point, wlith arrogance, to a spot on the facade of the Capitol
near the dome, where a cammon ball had struck and say; "That 1s
one of the battle scars we preserve for posterlty, lest it be
forgotten by our younger generation,"

Tom and T spent a lot of time together and we enjoyed
prowling around, because so many things were strange to both of
use There was an insbitubtion for the mentally deranged people,
located about a mile from the business section, and we would

walk out there and talk to the inmates ‘through the high metal
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fence that inclosed the place. It was rather pathetie, bub
interesting and amusing.

The Capltol was something new for me, and Tom and I would
spend hours in the park that suprounded the buildinge. Its
majestic appearance had a soothing effect on my exclted
thoughbsd . |

one day we were in the bullding investigating everything
that was not locked up, when we decided to go up in the dome.
We went up the stalrs as far as posslble and found a door open
into a small room; in that room there was a stationary ladder
that went up into the dome, and up the ladder we went. About
the time we decided to decend we heard a noise in the room
below, then someone called, "Is anybody up there?" Tom
whispered to me, "Shall we answer him?" Before i could reply
the man below called out, "I can hear you whispering, you
better come on down, I am golng to lock the door."

We scampered down the ladder and asked him how he could
tell we were up there. He told us the dcoustics were so good
that the faintest nolise could be heards. He was the watchman
and sald he was making his rounds. I asked if he had ever locked
anyone in the dome. He saild yes, when I call to them and they
refuse to come down, or keep qulet and try to make me think
there 1s no one u? there,.

The river did not interest me much because it was always
ouddy Trom the red clay soil that was visible along its banks.

I would stay away from it as mmch a8 posslible because 1t made me
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think of the blue waters of the St. Johns River wlth the ever
present hyacinths and the majestic trees that lined its banks;
the black bass and other fish that were so plentiful. I did
not want to get homesick, there was no provision for that in

my new scheme of llving.

T have always been delighted at the prospect of a new
day, a fresh try, one more start, with perhaps a bit
of magle walting somewhere behind The mornlng.
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On My Way North

T was snxious to go farther north; to see more of the
country; to lesarn more gbout the printing business. I had some
books on printing, including composition, imposition, layout,
estimating and cost finding, and was devoting some of my time
to study in order to carry out my plans. I had deflnately
declded that if I was to follow the printing trade, I would
lesyn all I couid and be more than just another printer; I
would be one of bthe best. It was plain to me that experlence
in different shops would be of great benefit to my self~styled
education.

Befors leaving South Caroline I wanbted to visi% Charleston,
the home of some of my ancestors. During the train trlp there
T had a chill and ran a high temperature, and when I finally
arrived in Charleston I was really a sick boy. After nearly a
week in bed and the depressive bad weather which was prevalent,
ny impression of the clty was by no means enthusigstics I 4id
not look for work there but left town as soon as possible.

When I arrived in Wilmington, North Caroclina, the weather
was fine, my spirits were up and I felt as well as ever. Had
no trouble finding work and was experiencing something new every
daye. I enjoyed golng to Wrightsville Beach and bathing in the
ocean. The shore dinners there were delicious and inexpensive.

Nothing occurred in Wilmington worth relabting and the town did
not impress me favorably. It was certalnly one place I would

not ‘tare to logate in permenently.
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Norfolk, Virginia did nob interest me very much so I went
on to Richmond, where I remained about s month and enjoyed every
minute T was there, Even my boarding house, which was full of
students attending the Medical College of Virginla, was a very
pleasant place.

Richmond, Virginla, a city of 100,000 at that time, and
the capltal of the state, is situated on the James River aboub
115 miles south of Washington, D. Cs, and is an lmportant
industrial and commercial center. It is a well plammed city,
all streets being platbted on a regular plan, crossing each
other at right angles.

Its absorbing hilstory and numerous shrines are of great
interest to the visitor, and was of special interest to me. It
was in Richmond in 1775 that Patrick Henry made hls famous
spesch to the Virginia Convention when he said: "I know not
what course others may take; but as for me, give me liberty or
give me death."

Capitol Square, a tract of twelve acres 1s situated in
the heart of the city and is a place of much historiec interest.
In the robtunda of the capitol 1s the famous statue of George
Washingbon, by Jean Antoine Houdon, made from life in 1785,

It was in 1807, in the 014 Hall of the House of Delegates at
Richmond, that Aaron Burr wag tried for treason.

Edgar Allen Poe llived and worked #n the vielnity of

Richmond, and on Malin Street there is a shrine in his wmemory

congisbing. of the 0ld Stone House, the Memorial Bullding &nd a
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lovely old-fashloned garden. Vislting these places in the quleb
of the day and meditabing sbout the past, makes a person feel
insignificant.

In 1861 the Ordinance of Secession was passed and Richmond
was made Capltal of the Confederate States, which it conbinued
to be until 1865 when the war was over.

During the Civil War it was the objective point of the
Tedersl armies in the east and in its vicinity were fought a
large number of pitched battles. Subsequent to the war 1t was
rebullt and has since continued to increase 1in wealth and
population, |

My first few days in Richmond were spent looking for work.
The printing plants I visited all told. me the same story. Come
back in about a week when btariff work starts and there will be
plenty to do. I had never done tarriff work and looked forward
to that experience.

One afternoon I was passing the largest theatre there and
noticed a sign on the stage door which read: "Men Wanbted." I
gbopped to consider the matter and decided, any port in a storm,
a Job 1s a jobs Besldes, I had never been back stage and was
somewhat curlous about what goes on behind the cirtains. I went
in, met the stage manager and told him I was looking for work
if he had asnybhing I could do. He looked me over and sald,
"Report for work tomorrow morning at 8 otclock.™

I reported for work next morning as instructed and found

I was working:for the show called "Ben Hur," which was playing '




69

there for one week with the opening performance that night. My
job was shifting scenery by pulling ropes in the loft about
thirty feet above and to one side of the stage.

T had never even seen a bilg stage show and there I was
working behind the scenes of an extraveganza and viewing its
brilliance from sbove the stage. My one regret was the show
would be there only six days.

The next week I received employment at Gulley and Son, =a
commercial printing plant on Broad Street which gpeclallzed in
college work, and continued to work there as long as I remalned

in Rlchmond.
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Qur National Capltol

When I arrived in Washington, D. C., I was so enchanted
with the majestic splendour of my surroundings, that looking
for a job seemed so unimportant and certalinly was not my firsb
ohjective,

Standing close at hand and gazing at the grandeur of the
Capitol, sitting in the center of a beautiful park which
comprises an area of sixteen city blocks, made me feel unim-
portante.

T have visited Washingbon many times, as well as most of
our large cities since that time, but at no time have I ever
received the same exciting thrill as my first view of our
National Capltol, one of the most beautiful buildings of 1ts
kind in the world. It is a large structure of white marble
measuring over 750 feet long, and above its dome, 287 feet
high, is a bronze statue of Liberty.

T spent more than a week in Washingbon sight-seeing. I
visited everything I could and walked miles ond miles. It 1s
hard to determine what interested me most as it was all s0
marvelous abt the time.

T spent an entire day in the Smithsonian Institute, and
every time I rebturn to Washington I try Lo arrange a visit to
this wonderful exhibit. The 555 foot Washingbon Monument was
a natural atbracbion to me--as it seems Lo be for everybody--

and I walked down the 900 steps from 1ts top.




I would see a conducted party going into a bullding and
T would just tag along as if I belonged. Sometlmes this was
worth while, often I would leave them in a few mlnubtes. One
day I followed such a party into the Corcoran Art Gallery.
They were there only a few minubtes, but I remained about two
hours. There was too much beauty'in that gallery to pass up
80 casuallye.

After a week of rumming around I was tlred out and glad
to git in a park and rest. I came to the conclusion thatb
Washingbon was one of the finest and most interesting places
in our country to visit, but I was not so sure it would attract
me &8 a place to make my home.

One day I purchased a magazine devoted to the printing
industry and in looking over the ads, I found a company in
Uniontown, Pa., was looking for an all-around printer. I was
not certaln just what kind of man they wanbted but it sounded
interesting, so I sent a collect telegram telling tham I was
the man they were looking for. Two hours later T had a reply

notifying me to report for work at once.




T Join The Union

I arrived in Uniontown, Pa., with eager anticipation; my
first trip above the Mason Dixon Line. The little city of
18,000 populatioﬁ wag different from any I had viéited up to
that time. Locabed 70 miles south of Pittsburgh, near the
* pich bituminous coal and natural gas region of western Permsyle
vania, it was a very busy place.

T was received at the Evening Genius office by Mr. Ritenor,
the owner, with open arms and introffuced to everybody as the
new men in the job department. WMy work was not difficult and
all the men were friendly. I was able to demonstrate some new
methods and short cubts learned in other shops, and in a short
time the foreman, who was from Kansas, was my best friond.

The Evening Genius was a union shop and it was necessary
for me to become a member of the Typographical Union. Thlg was
no difficult problem as the chalrman of our office attested
to my compebency and sligned my application.

There was nearly alwayé a shortage of printers in btown,
due to the.fact that Plttshurgh was so near and attracted men
from the smell towns and cities; besides thelr scale of wages
was higher. Often a man would lay off for a day, go to Pitbsburgh
to gsee gbout a job and if he got one he would not return.

Dusty Rhodes, a natlionally kmown tramp printer who clalmeld
to have worked in every state in the union was working at nlght
on the Evening Genius. He told me the only reason he was

staying in Uniontown was because he wanted to get some speed




on the Linotype machine. Dusty had taken a job and agréed to
set nine columns of type every night. He was the only one
working that shift, and when I met him it would take from ten
to twelve hours to set his string.

T was anxious to learn something about the Linotype but
1t was rather hard for a new man %o geb a chance. There Was
some sort of unlon regulation about apprenticeship on the
machine. I got around that by making a confidential proposi-
tion %o Dusby to come in atb night and help him set his string.
He readily agreed, providing I would keep quiet about the
arrangements. After that I would spend two or three hours
overy night practicing on the Linotype machine and 1% was not
long until T was setting type nearly as fast as Dusty, who was
having o time with hils big clumsy hands.

There was always something golng on in or mear Unlontown.
T saw my first coal miners strike there, and they were mostly
foreigners determined to make trouble. Shooting and killing
was common, and as thore was an undertaking establishment next
door to our office, we often saw the bodies belng unloaded in
the rear mortuary.

One day I was in the basement getting some stock for a
gpeclal job, when T heard a noise above me that sounded like
one of the presses had turned over., I ran up stalrs and inquired
about what had happened. They sald the nolse came from the
second floor, which was tThe newspaper composing room. We ran

up there to investlgabte and they were as much puzzled as we were,




After a guick investigation one of the reporters came in
and told wus that the detonation we heard was the Du Pont Powder
Plant at Fairchance, six miles away, had blown up. An hour or
swo later we were out there to view the damage. There wag not
mich to see except a large hole in the ground, a lot of twisted
steel and several hundred yards away some wrecked boX carses

There were only a few men in the plant at the time of the
explosion and they were killeds. Some of theilr bones and parts
of their bodies were found hanging in trees on the side of é
mountain nearly half a mile away. Corn flelds up to a mile
away were leveled and windows shattered flve miles away. We
found mebtal powder keg tops half a mile from the plant and Kept
some of them as souvenirs.

I made several trips to Plitsburgh with friends and liked
the c¢lty very much. It was the busiest place I had ever seen
and there was plenty to interest a visitor, and nearly all the
printeré in our shop expected to work there some day. The only
thing that kept me in Unlonbtown after the first few weeks was
the opportunity I had to practiée on the Linotype machine.

Four months aflter my arrival at the Evening Genlus office
I wae considered more or leams a fixbure--one of the old men.
Several printers had arrived and departed during that period,
and my friend Dusty Rhodes expected to leave soon.

bne day Mr. Rltenor came into the Jjob department where I
wag working and asked Mr. Walthall, the foreman, 1f he had

anyone who could makeup the paper, explalning that Mr. Patton,

sk
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the foreman and makeup man was sick and would be unable to work
for some time. Walthall pointed to me and said: "Here is the
very man you wanbt, he has worked many places and is a good
makeup man." I didn't deny it, but I certalnly had my doubts
about the accuracy of Walthall's statement.

I was forthwith transferred to the newspaper composing
room as makeup man. I really was at a loss how to proceed, but
0. B. McFadden, one of my close friends was ad men, and he
very'quietly explained what I had to do and agreed to Help me
if necessary., I worked a full week at the new job and had no
trouble getting the paper to press on time, thanks to the
co~operation I received from all the men, The work was done
properly and there were no complaints from the frdnt office.

Saturday was pay day and Hadden Miller, the chalrman,
asked me how much I had received. I handed him my envelope
and he said:  "Thers 1 an error in your pay. You should
recelve the foremsnts scale which is four dollars more than the
journeyman's scale.," I told him I was sabtlsfied as the experi-
ence was worth the difference to me. He said, "No, the union
conbract calls for a foreman and you have been acting in thatb
capaclity for the past week and must receive his scale." He
continmuied. "I am sure it iIs Jjust an error, so I will go to the
office and sse sbout it for you." He went in the office and
explalned to Mr. Ritenour, that I had not only been helping
them out of a difficult situation, but had been acting as foreman

and done a good job.




Mr. Ritenor informed Miller that there was no error, that
T hed received the full amount of the scale under which I had
been employed and he would not pay one cent more.

Hadden Miller wﬁs furioug but controlled his temper and
returned to the composing room and informed all of us about his
meeting with the owner, and sald he would present the dispute
to the union, which was to meet in regular session that nighte.

Although Miller was not in a very good humor after the
sbrupt menner he was brushed off by the owner of the paper, he
presented the case to the unlon in a straightforward manner.

He then gave me a boost by saying, "Canova did not asgk for the
job, bubt Aid the work as a favor and 4id it as well as any
foreman they have had and should be pald the foreman's scale

a8 specified in the contract. What will.the membera of the
union think if we do not uphold the rights of sach individual.”

After a unanimous vote a commlttee was sent to notify
Mr, Ritenor that nb one could unloéf%hﬂ forms, work on the
makeup or act as foreman, until Mr. Canova received the full
amount due, according to the conbtract,.

They found Mr. Ritenor in his office that same Saburday
night and notified him of the action taken by the union, bub
he was very gruff. They recelved a rebuff and were practlcally
ordered from his offlce,.

I followed i1nstructiong of the union to report for work
Monday morning, but to do no work until I had received the

shortage in pay and the chairman was satisfiled.




About 9 o'clock Mondsy morning, Bill Ritenor, the owners
son, who was business manager, came into the composing room
and sald to mej "What the hell are you sbanding around for,
get to work." Fortunately, Miller was near at hand and asked
Bill if he was aware of the action taken by the unlon Saturday
night. Bill replied: "Yes, I know all about your high-handed
business and as far as I am concerned you can all quit, The
company would be better off without the union." He immediately
turned around and walked out of the room.

Miller was so mad he could hardly speak. He walked across
the room, pulled the main switch which shut off the power and
lights and said: "Come on men, we will take Mr. Blgshot at his
word and quit." We all went down the béck stalrs through the
job department and they joined us; then the pressmen came along,
sayingbyou guys can't have all the fun.

We gathered in a saloon aboub a block away and were having
a glass of beer and a lot of conversatlon, when Bill Ritenor
came running in, waving his arms and shoutlng at us to get back
on the job. One of the big pressmen grabbed him by the collar
and slammed him up against the wall and said: '"Boys, shall I
smear up hils insulting face? Please say yes, because I don't
like this little shrimp." We calmed them down and Bill bought
a drink for everybody.

B1ill had several drinks and began to fesl sorry aboub
everything. He sald his ©0ld man was in Pittsburgfbn business

and would ralse the roof if he came back and found no paper had




been published that day. He changed his tactics and began
pleading with the men to return bto work, He was told flably
and emphatically that the men would not reburn to work until
the office had complied with the instructlons of the union.
Bill pulled out a roll of bills and offered me ten
dollars, saying that should fix things up. Hadden Miller
told me not to accept the money, and then sald to Bill: '"Thils
mugt come through the office." Bill replied that he would go
to the office and get a check if that would be satisfactory.
Miller replieds: "That will be all right provided none of
these men are docked for lost tlme today." Miller went on
to explain that none of the men cared a damn aboub their Jobs
and would be happy to sbay away from the Evening Genlus from

that time on; they were certainly in no mood to stand for his

sarcastie remarks.

Bill was like a whipped puppy, he went to the office, got

the check and gave 1t to Miller, and the men all agreed %to go
back to work. Mlller gave me the check and the bartender was
obliging enough to cash it. I turned to Miller and asked him
if 1t would be all right if T resigned and he sald yes. That

wag my first experlence with a strike and I didn't like it.
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To The Big Citles

T4 was late in October, 1905, when T arrived in Pittsburgh,
after spending four months in Uniontown. I worked two weeks on
the Times~-Dispatoh and met seweral prinbers I had worked with
before. Dusty Rhodes arrived while I was theré but only
worked three days, then he drew hig traveling card and headed
west., I did not see him again until seven years later when I
was foreman of the Journal in Beaumont, Texas.

I liked Pittsburgh, but was anxious to go east to the big
clties before settling down again for any leﬁgth of time; I
kmew T would not be happy unless I dide I épent seﬁeral days
in Philadelphia and then went on to New York City.

' The magnitude of that great city, the largest seaport in
the world, did not overwhelm me as much a3 was expected. There
was no doubt about me being a country boy in a large clity, but
T did not care aboult that; I wanted to see everything possible
on the surface; from Harlam to Battery Park, from the Jersey
ferries to (oney Island~-I wanted to see 1t all.

Park Row, The Bowery, Wall Street, Herald Square, Grand
Cenbral Station, Central Park, the tall buildings, the elevated
and subway, they all interested me enormously. The one thing
I could not figure out was; "Why was everybody in such a big
hurry; they were practically on the run all the time." I was
surprised to discover that they were really not in a hurry to
get to their destinatlion; it was just a phobila, an exhausting

bad habit that everybody there acquires.




ou

Tt was in November and the weabher was getting cold. 1
wag subbing on the New York World but did not like it very much.
Four Linotype operabors from Pittsburgh were working on the
New York Times, and they tried to get me o show up on thatb
paper. They claimed eleven hundred lines was the deadline and
28 I had been setting from sixbeen to eighteen hundred lines,
they were certain I could make goode.

The misersble, cold rainy weather had set 1n and was
largely responsible for my declslon to gpend. the winter in
Florida. My letters home had been infrequent, and the few 1
had written were o my mother. No one at home was aware that
T was in New York or expected to spend the winter in Florida,
and T decided to keep that information to myself until after I
was settled, I did not expect to return to Green Cove Springs
during thia trip, although I wanted to see my mother.

I left New York City by steamship, bound for Savammah, G&.

We sailed aboubt 3 otclock in the afternoon with a full complement

of passengers, The dining rooms were full the flrst evening
for dimmer, and everybody seemed to be enjoying the trip.
Shortly after passing outside we ran into heavy seas and stiffl
winds, and by 9:30 that night danclng, promenadling and card
playing was at an end; it was just too rough for thelr comfort.
I met two young men about my age who were friendly and
seoemed to have plenty monsey, and also a young lady who was
lonesome~~her parents were seaslek and confined to their

stateroom. The four of us were up hearly all night drinking
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highballs and having a good time; we practically had the ship
to ourselves and were not the least bit seaéick. The next day
we met again at lunchtime, but very few other passengers werse
in evidence.

My first ocean voyage was enjoyed very much, and when we
arrived in Savannsh, thé two young wmen and I put up at the same
hotel and continued to run around together for nearly a week.

I checked m& baggage and left Savannah by train for
Jaoksonville} it was not necessary for me to purchase a ticketb
as there was éome mileage left in the mileage book I had bought
before leaving Florlds sarly that spriﬁg; that procedure,
however, caused me a few uncomfortable moments and nearly
canged me being pub off the trailn.

During a conversation with a traveling salesman in the
smoker, I noticed a uniformed man coming through our coach
apparently investigating each passengers ticket. I asked the
salesman what the men was doing. He looked at me rather surprised
and said, '"That 1s the Health Officer. Didn't they tell you
when you bought your ticket that Florlda is quarantined on
account of yellow fever, and that it is necessary to have a
health certificate to get into the state from Georgls?" I
explained that I had arrived in Savannah by ship, and boarded
- the train wibth a mlleage boock and had no knowledge of a guarantine,

I had read sbout the yellow fever epidémic in New Orleans but
did not know 1t effected Florida.




He 8aid: "hls Inspector is a good fellow and I may be
able to help you. Tell him that Dr. Jones filled out your
cortificate and that you lost it." He showed me his certifica®e
and contlnued,. "They have the authorlty and will likely put
you off at the border where you will undergo tests that will
take three days or longer, if you can not sabtisfy him that you
are all right."

The Inspector £inally got to us, and belleve me I was
uneasy. "Certificates, please." He sald. I put on an ach by
searching through my pockebs and finally said, "It is elther
in some of my baggage which 1s checked or I have lost it." e
smiled and said, "Let me see your baggage check;“ I produced
it withoub hesitatlon, and he then saldi "Where did you get
your health certificate?" I replled! "Dr. Jones on Bull Street
in Savammsh filled it oub for me." |

Then the salesman spoke up and said: "VYes, I remember
seelng you in hils office when he fixed me up."” He then handed
the Inspector his certificabte made out by Dr. Jones. The
Inspector lookéd it over, then turned to me and sald: "You
should be more careful with your certificate.® He then moved
on to the next passenger and I breathed a sigh of rellef, bubt
did not =say a word until he left our coach.

I remained in Jacksonville only long enough to change
trains, then continued down the east coast. I stopped at
Titusville to see Jack Sams, my roomnate at St. Leos College.

From there I learned that a 1little paper in Cocoa wanted a man
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to work part time on some special work. The job proved Lo be
just what I wanbed for the winter. The pay was more than I
expected and the hours could be arranged to sult nmy convenlence.

Gocoa, Rockledge, Eau Gallie and Melbourn were my stamping
grounds for the next three months, and there were not many dull
momentse The Indian Rlver, a tldal inlet about ninety miles
long, afforded me much enjoyment. WNearly every weok there
would be a motor boat race, and the Lishing was at its best,.
There was plenty gayety around the hotels and the town people
and guests mingled as one blg famlly,

Many btourists ceme to Florida with thelr heads full of
certain rowsntic ildeas of gently swaying palms, orange groves
laden with golden fruit and flowera bursting forth in troplcal
splendor and abundance, and they were notb diSappoinﬁe& with

their dreams along the beautiful Indian River sectlon of the

state.
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Tragedy In East Plttsburgh

My return to Pittsburgh early in March, 1906 was not
unexpected. I had frlends there and was confident of securing
employment. One of my friends, 0. B. McFadden, had wrltbten me
that the private'plant where he worked always needed good men,
and that he had talked to Temmy Lewls, the superlntendent,
about me, _

I went to unlon headquapbters on Fourth Street to deposit
my traveling card, and talked ¥ith Charles Laferty, the secretary,
about work. He remembered me and said: "One of your frlends,
McPadden, i1s working at the westinghouse plent, why don't you
go out there, you can write your own tlcket as to salary bub
make it high. Just tell Tommy Lewis I sent you."

The Westinghouse Electric and Manufacturing Company, located
at East Pittsburgh, Pa., employed about 25,000 people in their
various departments, which occupied connecting buildings over
a mile in length. They also conducted thelr own printing plant
which occupied space in one of the bulldings, with a hundred or
nore employees.

I worked on the night shift by choice, as we only operated
five nights a week and the pay was much higher than day work.
Some of the knowledge I had gained through study and experience
became beneficial to me on that job. Not many printers ﬁad a
thorough knowledge of the distribution of white space and Jmpo-

sition, and such men were soon debected by the boss who treated

you with due respect.
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Tt was not long until all title pages for their various
publications and price lists, were given to me to seb. Often,
Jim Dumn, the foremen, would coms to me and request that I lay
aside the work I was dolng and set a tltle page. One day I
gaid: "Jim, why don't you give thils work to someone else,
someone who is not busy?" He looked at me with a sad smile
and said: "In this com@osing room we have Jews and Gentiles,
ceity slickers and country gentlemen, duplication and imitation
experts, but very, very few masbter typographers, and fewer with
techmic., You, my friend are in the latter category."

When summer came I was able to bake a short vacation and
join one of my friends on an excursion trip to Nlagara Falls.
After a day at the Falls we Wént by boat to Toronto, Canada.
The Ontario Falr was on at the time and it was the greabtest
thing of its kind I had ever seen. We looked up an advertising
man from Plttsburgh who was then located in Toronto, and he
took us under hils wing for a day and made 1t interesting. One
of the places we visited that day was the Toronto Boat Club,
where many racing shells and motor boats were practicing for a
fortheoming race.

I roomed in Wilkinsburg, a residential sectlon of
Plttsburgh, and took my meals at various plac;s. Frequently I
would dine at a hobel in East Pittsburgh before golng to work
in the evening. About s hundred regulars from the plant were
always on hand in that dining room, and it was there I met a

very charming young lady.




Nency Miller was rather large and blond, with an infectious
smile and a cordial welcome. She was one who msde you feel that
you had known her all your life., We hecame quite friendly and
I would often take her to a show in town, or a long walk on
Sunday afterneen when four or more of us would be together.

I first became aware that Nancy had s past when one of tle
men at the h6t61 called me to one side and said: "A former boy-
friend of Miss Millers is out gunning for you; he is aboubt hall
shot and talks tough; I don't know if he is all talk or not,
but thought I had better tell you." |

I questioned Nancy about this inamorato, and explained
that T had no serious intentions and certainly was not btrying
to interfere with a love affair. She replled: "I hate him and
wish he would leave me alone." I enguired: "Do you want to
tell me aboub it, or shall I just bow out of the plcture and
stop going places with you. After all, you know, I seem to be
getting involved and don't know what it is all aboub."

Naney told me this story: "My home is in St. Louls and
Will Harris went to the same school I did there. He was always
trying to date me and although I did not care for him especlally,
I went to ball games and partles with him a number of times.
After I graduated and went to work in a bank, he still insiated
on seeing me., My mobther liked him and he would just coﬁe to
our house and make himself at home. ‘

"One night we were in a night club and he had a few drinks.

An artigt friend I had known for years stopped at our table and
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was chatting very pleasantly ﬁhen Will Haerrils jumped up and hib
him in the face. That started a fight and Will pulled out a
revolver, but a walber lmocked it out of his hand with a bottle.
He was thrown out of the club and told by the proprietor that
if he ever came in there again, drunk or sober, he would be
arrested. It was an awful experience, and there was absolutely
no justification for his disgraceful conduct, but he was insanely
jealous.

fafter that I would not see him again and that made him
worse. One of my friends told me he was drinking heavily and
that he had threatened to kill anyone who abttempted to take his
girl away."

Nancy stopped for a moment a8 if dreaming, but I was at a
loss for words and she conbtlnued:

"one drink would make him.cfazy and I was afraid of him.
I was certain he would evenbually get In gerious trouble and
wind vp in jail. The feot that I refused to see him 4id not
help; if anythihg it mede hiﬁ worse. He told me over the phone
that if I did not marry him he would kill me. I dld not bake
his threat seriously becmuse he was always going to kill
somebody. |

"My life wes miserable, and to get away from him I left
St. Louls and went to Chicago thinking that would end the mess,
but he found out where I was and followed me there. I secretly
left Chicago and came to Pittsburgh and for four monthsg have

‘been happy working in the office at the plant here."
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"Have you seen him since he arrived heret" I agked.
"Yesa, he camerin the hotel one day while I was having dinner.
He was perfectly sober and tried to be very friendly, and said
he wanted to have a nlce long talk with me. I remembered the
frouble he had caused me, and btold him not to bother me; that
if he thought snything of me, I hoped he would be gentleman
enough to go back to St. Louls and forget about me, that he
had made my life so miserable that I never wanted to see him
againe"

After that conversation I went out several times with
Nancy, and one time passed Habrrls on a busy street, which
caused Nancy to cling to me and begin trembling, but he was
apparently sober and nothing happened; he just stared at us
maliciously and bturned away withoubt speaking.

Several days later I was in the hotel and a bartender
came up to me and sald: ™Fatch your step Canova, Harris is
looking for you. He is drunk and has a gun."

T got two of my friends and we went loocking for Mr. Harris.
We were going to have a show-dome. We started visiting saloons |
thinking that would be the most llkely place %o find him. We
met a plain~clothes man that one of my friends was acquainted
with and told him what we were doing. He replled: "That, I
want to see. I will just tag along, and when you see him grab
him, but let me take his gun away, then when you get through
with him T wlill lock him up charged with carrying concealed

weapons, resiéting arrest, drunkedness and issuing threats.
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Mre. Harris will spend some time in our nice Jjall, and when he
gets out we will see that he geots on a train and leaves for
paris unknown."

Unfortunately we did not find Harris that night and did
not look for him again. If we had suspected what would happen
within a month, we would have continued looking for him until
he was found.

I left Pittsburgh shortly thereafter and went to Philadel-
phia and then to New York City for a few days, and then back to
Philadelphia and to work on the Philadelphia North American as
one of thelr makeup men.

One morning I wag shocked and saddened as I read in the
paper the asccount of a tragedy, which was in part as follows:
"A jealous~crazed man by the name of William Harris entered
the dining room of an East Pittsburgh hotel during the dinner
hour, and in the presence of about one hundred guests, stabbed
Miss Nancy Miller through the heart wlth a long bladed knife,
gimilar to the kind used in the kitchen, killing Miss Miller
instantly."

The story went on to say the man was almost mobbed before
the police arrived, and it gave a lot of deballs about their
lives and his threats to kill any rival for her affection. It
also mentioned that Miss Miller had frequently been seen with

a young man who had recently received severpl.ithreats from

Harris, and who had suddenly disappeared. My friends refrained

from mentloning my name or whereabouts for which I was very




thankful. Harris was arrested, tried, convicted of first
degree murder and executed according to the laws of the

state of Pennsylvania.

And if he smite him with an instrument of irron,
g0 that he die, he 1s a murderer: the murdrer
shall surely be put to death. ' ' :
Nuni, 5‘5.1.6

90
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T Return To Florida

One day I recelved a long letter from my father; 1t was
the first one he had written to me and was very friendly and
interesting. He made me a proposition I could not very well
ignore. Dad wanted me to reburn to Green Cove 3prings and
run his newspaper. He admitted he was nobt a newépaper man or
printer, and wanted to retire from that business.

"Gome back to Green Cove Springs and assume complete
charge of the business. Use your own judgment as to polley
and methods of operation, and 1f you are satlsfied to sbay I
will assign the ownership over to you and your brother." That
was the substance of his letter.

Dad went on to gay not to make a quick decislon, bubt to
think 1t over carefully. He suggested that T return home and
look the situation over; try it ocut for a few months and feel
free to leave 1f I was not satisfied. He would stipulate
that I would be editor-and goneral mansger, and he would leave
the office as soon as I azsumed charge.

As a result of mﬁ fathert!s letter, I left Philadelphla
and arrived in Green Cove Springs about August 1, 1906, The
town seemed mighty small and dead afbter living in big cities.
I would go down btown at night and after 8 otclock would rarely
see a persone There were no aubtomobiles, no picture shows, no
restaurants, all the stores were closed before dark gnd you
could hsar your footsteps echolng in the distance; i1t was llke

walking in a ghoat town--I. was lonesome.




92

My mental reaction to the little town was not pleasant
and it was somewhat of a surprise o mee I had in the past
yoar szo often thought of the good times I enjoyed before
leaving home., Now I was back and none of the things I did
before leaving appealed to me. I was lonesome for people,
bright lights and the noise and confusion of the city.

In justice to my father, I went to work in his office
and really worked hard. I tried to be satlsfied, bub 1t was
useless., The more hours I gpent at the offlce, the more
restless I became., Pitbsburgh was always in my mind; although
I had no inbention of rebturning to the smoky clty that winter,
it was a pleasure just to think of my experiences there.

Dad was aware of my state of mind and was not surprised
whén, after a month in the office, I told him that I sppreclated
everything he had tried to do for me, but not being contented

I wag golng to leave.
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Tampa Florida In 19086

on my way to the southern part of Florlda where I expected
to spend the winter, I stopped off at Bartow to spend the day
with Everett Canova, a first cousin about my age, who was edibor
of the weekly paper there. Everett told me that the Tampa Times
was looking for a man to take charge of their job department;

o man who underatood book-work, stone-work and imposition. I
explained to him what I had been doing and he Said:j T am sure
you can get the job and a good salary if you want it, because
such men are hard to find."

T called on Mre D. B. McKay, owned and editor of the Times,
and at that time mayor of Tampa~=Mr. McKay was reelected mayor
many times. He said they were badly in need of a competent,
responsible man, and after many questlons and answers, he offered
me the job of chlef estimetor and general foreman of the Times
job department at a good salary, and I accepted.

I ingtalled a cogt system and mgde some mechanlical
changes that enabled the plant to turn out more and bhetter
work at a greater profit. Mr. McKay was well aware of what I
was doing and let it be known that he was pleased with my work,
‘which naturally made me feel good. _

Tampa Was a busy city of 35,000 populatlion at that time;
situated at the mouth of the Hillsboro River, which empties into
Hillsboro Bay=--or you mlight gay the eastern part of Tampa Bay;
affording a fine natural harbor. It is an lmportant seaport

with steamship lines to New York, Cuba and South America.




The manufacture of cigars and tobacco products was by far
the most important industry when I was therse, and hearly all
employees in those factories were Cubans or people of Spanilsh
descent.

Tnside the city limits of Tampa thare was a thriving
‘settlement called Ybor Gityi populated slmost exclusively by
those factory workers and Cuban bradesmen., The Spanish language
prodominates there, and on the streets, in the coffee shops,
music halls and stores, you rarely hear an English word spoken.
Cock fights, dog fights and boxing were their principle forms
of aport, and while the first two were illegal in the elty of
Tampa, little was done to curb their actlvity in the Spanish
commnity.

Ybor City was nobed~-and gtill is--for its suburb Spanish
cuisine, and the Grand Orient was a gourmsnds delight. No |
connolsseur of fine food who visited Tampa would miss having
a meal at this famous Spanish restaurant. During my stay 1in
Tampa I enjoyed many entertaining and satisfying evenings in
their private dining rooms, banquet hall and main restaurant.

My work at the Times made 1t necessary for me to frequently
visit the factories to submlt prices on large gquantities of
printing, and the managers kept my pockets filled with fine
Havana cigars. These men were justly proud of thelwr plants;
and took delight in showlng visitors through the different
rooms. High priced cigars were made by hand and the rooms where

the artisans worked were scrupulously clean and quiet.




25

Tn the center of those rooms, on a platform about seven
feet above the floor; there s8lts a man who reads to the clgar
makers a8 they work., I asked the manager about the kind of
literature used; and he sald an employees committee made the
selections and the books were nearly always in Spanish.

One Sunday morning I was walking along the river-front
street, and saw in the disbtance a steamer that looked famillar.
I drossed the gstreet, went out on the pier to which it was tled
and found the "Manatee " o former St. Johns River steamboat.
Much to my surprise, I found the skipper to be Caplbain Lovelace,
a former resident of Green GCove Springs, and a friend of our
family.

Captain Lovelace s=ald he made a dally run to 3t. Petersburg,
about 25 miles around the bay, and was aboub ready to cast off.
He invited me to maks the trlp with him; which I was glad to do.
It was like old times to be on the Manatee again, and the ride
wa.s pleasaﬁt. We spent about an hour in St. Petersburg; and
T went ashore to find a sleepy little town of about 1;800
population; with no paved strests or anything to attract the
attention of a visitor excépt the beautiful trees. That was in
1908--now St. Petersburg is a city of around 100,000 population
and entertains a quarter of a million tourists each year.

There was always something to do in Tampa; and I had
several ?riends who believed in having a good time. There were

theatres, prigze fights, dog and cock fights, music and entertain-

s WeNL at the Tampa Bay Hotel, dancing and bathing.at Ballas?b
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Point and Sulphur Springs besides the usual excitemen@ of a
wide open town. T seldom got to bed at an early hour, but was
always at the office on time. -

About two months after my arrival in Tampa, wy brother
Frank; who was 16 years old; notified me he would like to leave
home; and asked if T would get him a jobe I wrote my father'
gbout his leaving and Dad sald if I would keep an eye on him,
1t would be all right. | |

The foreman of the Tampa Tribune, the morning paper, was
one of wmy friends; and he gave Frank a Job as gallsey boy. e
roomed with me and the only expense he had was his meals. His
salary was more than he had ever received, and he liked his
work and was happy. He soon made friends with boys his own
age and had a good time.

T could wrlte many pages aboub my experiences in Tampa
but they would not be of special interest, because they would
be a repetition of everyday happeninga to most young men. There
was one amusing incident T would like to relate. It should have
a moral to it but I don't kmow just what it is.

The Times building where I worked wss on a corner, and
the back door opened on a 8ide street. At lunch time there
were always men sitting on a sidewalk bench near that rear
entrance, Across the street there was a two-story bulilding.
The first floor was used as a rebtall bakery shop and the second

floor was an apartment, with back stalrs opposite our rear

door:s
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One day during the noon hour we Wwore startled to hear
scpeams of terror coming from the apartment across the street.
A woman's voice screaming WMurderl Helpl ©Policel For God's
~ Sake Helpl

soveral of us ran across the street and up -the back stalrs,
then entered the apartment to find a half-drunk, heavywelght
caliber man; beating his wife. One of us grabbed the blg
militant bruiser and pulled him away from the woman. That
sbarted a fmee-for-all fight; but we were finally getting him
under control, when his wife started pwmmeling us on the head
with a broom; scresming at us: "Get out of here and leave my
husband slonel" She could really swing that broom, and belisve
me, we beat a hasty retreat from the scene of the conflict.
After we reached the street again, one of the men said: "To
hell with being a good Samariten;" to which we all replied
Amen.

The Tollowing episode has no speclal significance as far
as I am concerned; bubt it does portray the kind of clty Tampa
was at that time. I do not mean to imply that there was no |
good in the city; but like so many fast growlng places; the
law ddd not take cognizance of many things.

Gambling and sporting houses--or houses of 111 fame--wore
not licenged in Tampa, bubt were segregated and strictly con-
trolled., Twlce a year the police would make an arranged rald
to collect fines~-or tribute to operate; or unauthorized licendiy

There was:no secret about that. The houses would usually be.-
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notified a day or two in advance to enable them to have the
necessary money on hand; but on one occasion the ﬁolice got
thelr wires crossed and made an unexpectbed rald.

There was one very elaborate house, with a bar and a
spacious ball room. One night some of the big shots in town
were having a hilarious party in thls house; with champaign
flowing freely and pretty, scantly clad girlg helping %o
entertain. The party was progressing nicely, and everyone was
having one grand time, when the front doorbell rang and the
police came barging in to make.their collections,.

The town notables natﬁrally did not want éome Towly
policeman to see them in such questionable surroundings; they
might use such knowledge to their own good advantage; so they
made hasty exlts through windows and rear doors. The police
were surprised too; but made their collections and moved on.
No arrests were made.

That night about 12 otclock Mr. Stoveall; owner of the
Morning Tribune, came barging in the city room and bellowed out
in his usual characteristic manner: "Hold the front page; I am
going to write the lead story."

Mr. Stoveall was a wealthy man; who swore like a trooper;
drank 1like a Tish and feaved no man. He cared little for the
opinion of others, but was loyal to his friends; liked a good
joke and could always be counted on when needed.

Next morning the Tribune appeared on the streets with a

banner head across page one: "Red-Light District Railded." T
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Then a long, and humorous story about what happened; about the
party, the mizup in police ralding dabes, the hasty exit and
why, and would up by saying: and among those present. Then he

gave the nicknames of ghe of the guests, such as: "A prominent

cigar store operator called Red."  "One of our noted barrasters,
known among his friends as Slim," "A hotel man in the down town
district commonly called Mae." "One of our genlal restaurant

operators usually hailed as Shorty." He names several more and
closed by saying: "And among those present was a newspaper
owner who is not in politics."

It is easy to imagine the furor that story caused; not
only in the homes; but every place where people gathered. It
was sven referred to in pulpits.'

'In the cenber of Tampa, one block from the principal
business street; there 1s an old, ornate two-story residence,
owned and occﬁpied by my Great-aunt Mary Haskins, who, when I
gaw? her, was a widow and an invalid confined to a wheelchailr,.

She was a shrewd woman in a business deal; but was #ery
bitter about 1life, her asperations, her.desires. Her infirmity
was somebhing like polio; although 1t was nobt called that in
those days. From her walst down she was helpless, and any:
vibration made her guffer; prgcluding any locomotion by carriage
or train. This 18 the story she related to me.

"When my husband and I were married we came o this place
to make our home. He was the Unlted Stabes Customs Officer for

the port of Tampa-~asmall village in those déys. His salary

&
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naturally was small; as few ships entered this pqrt; but there
were some freighters from Cuba and South America, making it
necessary for the government to maintain an office here.

"Tn order to supplement bthe small salary, my husband
bought several acres of land which he cultivated; but we never
had enough mMoney to do the one thing we both desired--travel.
After a few years new settlers were arriving, the btown was
growing; and we built this house.

"In 1886 the town was incorporated and growing fast. Our
property wés increasihg in value all the time, as part of 1t was
where the business section i1s today. New homes and stores
were bullt on some of the land we sold, and at last we had
enough money to relleve some of our worries and plan for the
future.

"We agreed to hold certain down town lots for ten years.
These lots amounted to about two city blocks, and were not on
the market at any price. The other property we would dispose
of as the town grew, and it was really growing at last. The
Atlantic Coast Line Depob was bullt on land we sold them, and
we soon had more money than we ever éxpectéd to own; besldes
the valuable property we were holding off the marketb.

411 my life I had wanted to travel; 1t was an obsession
with me, and at last we had the necessary money. Our dreams
were coming true; we were going to vislt all the places of note
in the United States, and then we were goling abroad. Alas; the

gudden death of my husband:made me forget travel for the moment;
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but the desire came back more sbrongly than ever; however, it
was necessary for me to remain in Tampa until the estate was
settled and everything was in order.

"Yes; you can guess the rest. Aboubt that time I was
stricken, and for maeny years I have been confined to a wheel-
chair. Now I am considered wealthy and can't even ride in a
carriage. T haven't been any farther than this front porch in'
many years. What good iz my money now; the only enjoyment T
get 1s driving a hard bargain--making them pay for my remaining
lots." QOreat-aunt Mary was a Very unhappy woman, and I never
ssw her again.

Early in the spring of 1907, I began éuffering with chills
énd fever; which caused me to resign my position with the Times
and prepare to leave Tampa. I was up and about after secelral
days in bed; when Frank came in our room very ruch eXcitad; to
inform me that Mr. Stoveall wanted to see me at once.

"What does he want to see me about." I aséed. Frank
replied: "I don't know for sure, but I overheard Mr. Stoveall
say he was going to fire Robert H11ll and give Canova his job;
in order to get more of that high-priced cigar factory work."

Mr. Hill was Superintendent of the Tribune Commercial
Printing Company; one of the largest in the stabte at that time;
and was a well liked, competent printing plant executlve. I
certainly.was not interested in any underhanded scheme to getb

him fired, or to get his position. Not only that, I was sick

and wanted to leave Tampa. i
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T said to Frank: "Go back and inform Mr. Stoveall thatb
T am recovering from chllls and fever and will be unadble to
see him today; a8 T have an appointment with my doctor, and am
plenning on leaving Tampa in a day or twol"

Frank left me and a few minutes later I went to see the
doctor, and spent the balance of the day with friends. I did
not return to my room until late that evening; but my brother

was there all smiles, waibing to tell me the news. "Mr. Stoveall
| blew his top when I delivered your message to him. Who the hell
does he think he is; refusing to come to see me; he said. Then
he sent his managing editor over to get you, bubt you were nob

here." The next day I left Tampa.
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I Reburn To Plitsburgh

After two weeks at home under the care of Dr. Clerk; I
was in good physical condition~--fully recovered from the touch
of malarias--and ready and anxious to return north.

My flrst stop was in Washington, D. C., where I spent a
few days, and then on to Philadelphia. At the time I arrived
in that city, thebe was mich ado in the papers about going
ﬁest, and the railroads were running excursions to'St. Louls,
Kansas City, Denver, and points west, with stopover/?%ivileges.

A few days later I was on a train headed west. In my
younger days I was always an easy mark for excurslons, Not
only because they were cheap;-but the ¢losely confined, dls=
heveled crowd, with their merry expectant faées,rmade me happy
to be one of them.

I always enjoyed an excurslon, and never experlenced
rowdylsm or scurrilous conduct amony my fellow travelers. OFf
course we always arrived ab our destination disarrayed and badly
in need of a bath, but that vivid anticipation-~like looking
for a treasure at the end of a rainbow~iwasgadequate compensation
for any discomfort.

Denver, Colorado was a8 far as I went, wlth stopovers ét
Kansas City and 3t. Louls., A month later I was back in Pennsyl-
vanla, but did not return to Philadelphia. I stopped in
Pitteburgh and returned to work at the Westinghouse printing
plant, Wany of my friends were still there, including Jim Dumn,

the night foreman, who put me to work on the Monobype keyboard,
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étting tabulated matter, with the understanding I would again
" set title pages from time bo time.

Dan Fogerty and Charlie Hart, from Philadelphis, were the
Monotype caster men, and we three were nearly always btogether
on Saturdays! and Sundayst!, Jim Renshaw, from the Quaker City,
was élso working at the Westinghouse plant, but returned home
shortly after my arrival--More about him later.

Dan, Charlie and I would usually meet in the lobby of the
Fort Pitt Hotel Saturday eﬁening,‘have dinner btogether, and
proceed Lo take in the town. We knew all'the right placeg==
and the wrong--and slways had a good time. We might go to one
of the parks and dance; or to a prize fight in the East End;
or see a show abt the Wixon; or just go slwming.

Charlle and I enjoyed a bottle of beer, a cocktall, or a
highball; bub Dan would never drink asnybhing stronger than
Coca=Colas In a crowd you would swear Dan was aboubt half-shot.
He wag a natural born clown, never serious and always full of
fune. .

Pittsburgh waes a wide open town in those days, bﬁt they
elected a reform mayor during my sbay there, and he proceeded
to attempt living up to his campaign promises, and clean up
the city.

One Sabturday night we had been to a dance in Allegheny=--
acfoss the river from Pittsburgh--and were walking up Fifth
Avenue to Grant Street where we could catch a streetcar to go

syhomes It was about 2 o'eclock in the morning when - we turned the
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corner at Grant Street, and saw a large crowd of men and women
gathered in the 1little park which the interurban streetcars
cireled. I asked a policeman what was going on and he sald
they had just made o rald, and advised us Lo get away from there
at once, before we were plcked up with the others by mistake.
An Rast Pittsburgh car came along about that time and we got
aboard.

Next morning we read the sbory about a rald of all
questlonable places on Second Avenue and the arrest of over
2,000 people. They put padlocks on all the houses they raided
and really made Second Avenue a desertéd satreets The general
opinlon was that 1t dld 1little good, because they scattered o
different sectlons of the city.

Tampa, Florida was considered a wlde open town, wlth all
their nefarious actlvities segregated; but I belleve Pilttsburgh
at that time, was worse; especially alfter Second Avenue was
closed. PFor one thing, there was more money per capita, and
a large ignoble foreign element working in ﬁhe steel mills,
foundries, coke plants and nearby coal mines, who assumed a
great dellght in abusing every American standard of decency.

It was estimabted that eoighty percent of all crime committed in
Allegheny and nearby counties, was perpebrated by unmnaturalized
aliens,

I had a room for a few months in an old red brick, two-
story mansion, sebt in the center of a two acre lot. The place

had been bullt for a Pittsburgh millionaire, who lived:there
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for many years before moving to a more fashlonable section of
the city. The stabtion stop was Braddock, and only a few miles
from my work,

Barny Snyder, from Point Lookout, Philipsburg, Pa,, worked
in wmy department and roomed the same place I did. One day we
decided to walk to work; not by the hlghway or streetcar line
route, bubt by the road near the rallroad tracks.

We walked ébout two miles and came to the Carnegie Steel
Rolling Mills, inclosed behind a high board fence. A brbken
place in the fence btempted us to enter, and we roamed all over
the places It was my flrst vlsit to a rolling mill and we
watehod them making raiiroad ralls from the time they pubt pig
iron in the blg pots untll the rails were finally stacked in
the open yards.

Most of the operatlinns were auvtomatlc: controlled and
electrlcally operated by a man high above ths machinery. We gobt
balled out a few times for being in the way or in dangerous
places, but no one told us to get out, and the hour or more we
Spenf there was most lnteresting.

Jim Dumn, night foremen, resigned to conduct a printing
business pf hils own in Wilmerdine and wanted me to work for him,
but I refused saying, my stay in the Pittsburgh area would soon
terminate. |

One evening I attended the Fifth Avenue Theatre In Pittsburgh
to gee the great Harry Houdinil, Americal's famous magleclan. My

seat was well up front, and when they called for some peoplé’ bo
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"come up on the stage and inspect the handcuffs, ropes and other
paraphernalia he would use in his act," I was among those who
responded, and we remained on the stage during his demonstration.
He pub on a good show and would escape from any handcuflf or rope
tie they would use, besides many other feabs of maglc. A police
capbain appeared on the stage and handed Houdinl six palrs of
handcuffs which he said the keys had been lost. "Open these and
T will admit yoﬁ are no fake," he told him. In a minube or Ttwo
they were all opened.

The next day they took Houdinl over to the new, escape
proof city jall and locked him in a cell wlth police handcuffs
securely fastened on hls wrists. The only stipulation he made
was they should turn their backs to him and slowly walk toward
the entrance of the cell block. When they arrived at the door
they éould hear Houdinl rumning to joln theme. Then they returned
to his cell and found the door securely locked and the handcuffs
fastened to one of the door bars.

Houdinil made many btours of the world and gained much fame,
not only by his own achievements, but by his exposure of the
tricks of mediums, mysticlsm, and the so-called "paychilc
‘phenomena."

During the time I worked for the Westinghouse, thelir 25
to 30 thousand employees were pald twice a month--the 8th and
28rd=-=in gold and sllver. WNo paper money or pennles were usged.
The two milllon or more dollars necessary for each pay day, was

delivered by a speclally built wagon drawn by two large horses.
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Around the lat and 15th of each month you could see thls team
coming down the street at a fast speed with a driver and two
armed guards aboard. They would drive through the high lron
gates to the plant, and directly into the brick buillding which
hougsed the paymasters office, then the blg mebal doors would
aubtomatically closge.

An Invlitation to a Hungarlsn wedding by the parents of a
young man I had befriended, and a party in Wilkensburg a few
days later, made my lasbt days in Pittsburgh very pleasant.

I did not attend the wedding, but was present at the
"open House" whigh started before the ceremony and continued
all day and all night. It was something new to me; the danclng
and singing, all kinds of Hungarian food, kegs of beer on a
little platform, the ladiss with their.gay colored dresses and
head scarfs. Everybody was your frlend, and I was treated as
a guealt of honor, because they said I had saved Jimmie's life,

It was really a party to remember.

In the chaog of a thousand dilgbractions, romance 1s
the blessed something that enables you to forget
everything else. Romance is the deep cry which
excites you to your best and ubmost.




109

Philadelphia--Friendship~-Allure

When T arrived in Philadelphia Jim Renshaw was at the
station %o meét me, and we went immediately out to hls home in
Tindenwood Avenue. Jim's mother was a charming, motherly woman,
and there was no doubt about the sincerety of her invitation
that I gtay at thelr home.

The Inbternational Typographical Unlon was conducting a
nation-wide 48~hour work week strike, which effected all plants
where the hourg of work excesded that number.

Philadelphia was an anti-union hot bed,:and many of thelr
large and small commercial plants were cloged due to the strilke,
This made the unemployment situation acubte, with several
hundred printers on the unlon relief roll. Jim and I were
members of the union, but certainly had no intention of applylng
for, or accepting reliefs, The strike had been 1ln progress for
more than a year, and we had worked all during that perlod

“and paid the rather high special assessment on our earnings

the entilre time.

Jim Renshaw was a socialist, and during political campalgns
had made meny soap-box speeches, and participated in open
debate from various platforms‘ He was unguestionably honest,
and derived much pleasure and satlisfactlon In exposing, or
attempting to expose, corruption in politics and unlon activitles.
One day he sald: '"Come on, I want to show you how your
union dues are being spent.”" We visited two printing plants

in the down town district, and Jim pointed out 10 or 12 men
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and sald: "These men have gteady jobs here and I want you to
rewmember their faces." Tater that afternodn we went up to
union headquarters and he said: "Phis 1s the day the union
doles out relief money to the so-called needy unemployed.’
Shortly after 4 otclock there was quite a line, and in that
1line were the men he héd pointed out in the two plants we had
visited that morninge. They had steady Jobs, yet they were
drawing strike benefits,

"How do they get away with such fraud," I asked. He
replied: "There are a great many more dolng the same thing,
but don't think those men get the full beneflt allotmente
They really get only a dollar or two, the balance 1s split
between union officials.”

"You are a socialist and a crusader, why don't you start
something," I asked. His reply was: "I have attended unlon
meetings and made many accusatlions and demended investlgations,
‘but the many who are participating in the graft, think it is
all right to get all they can from the Internatlonal TUnlon,
and the other members here are just not interested, They have
even threatened to prefer charges against me for bringing the
matter before the union."

I have found, from many years of experience as a member,
and later, dealings with the Internatlonal Typographical Unilon,
that the questionable activities in Philadelphla were nob
exceptlonable among the locals. The many strikes I have been

through affords me a close insight into such activities.
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Jim had an uncle who was a big-shot In the tax department
at City Hall, and spent most of his time there. He owned a
commercial printing plant which was kept busy doing clty, county
and state work, and we did some of our loafing there.

One day we were in the basement of this plant and Jim
called my atbtentlon to a large number of very fine wicker bagkets.
I asked him what they were doing in a printing plant, and he
replied: "Baskets like these were used to ship the thousands of
volumes of books to the state capitol #n Harrisburg, and these
are left over." '"Why not ship them in plain wooden boxes," I
asked. "Phat would never do," he said. "One of our prominent
politicians ownes a basket factory and he must have a contract
to make baskets, at a fancy price per basket.”

Jim then delivered a long oratlion on the subject of crooked
politics in general, and particularly as they were exploibted in
Philadelphisa.

He wound up by saying: "Our beautiful $13,000,000 State
Capit¥ol building in Harrisburg, was opened to the public last
year-=19068~-and President Theodore Roosevelt dellvered the
dedlcatory address, but no mention was made about the scandal
and graft in connection with its construction.’

In those days there was no talk of communism or world
revolution. There was little centralization or bureaucrscy in
government, and no complex system of excise and hidden taxes.
Phere was no income tax or sales tax, and when you recelved '

your weekly pay envelope it was intact-~there was no payroll
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deductions. The American dollar was worth 100 cents, and the
socialists had a hard time making people think there was
something wrong with our form of government; but there was,
and I guess always will be, political graft and corrupblon.

I enjoyed living in Philadelphia and visiting the many
places of hisborical interest. Independence Hall, located on
Chegtnut Street, was an ingpiring place to visit. The 0l1d
Liberty Bell, which rang oub the news of the adoption of the
Declaration of Independence, and many documents and articles
of furniture dating from the time of Geofge Washington, are
housed in that bullding.

Carpenter's Hall, on Chestnut Street, the first meeting
place of the Plrst Continental Congress; the home of Betsy
Ross, on Arch Streset; Christts Church, on 3Second and Market
Streets, marks the cemebery that contains the remains of
Benjamin Franklin and other notables; the London Coffee House,
at Front and Market Streets, and frequented by prominent men in
Revolubtionary times, were all places every red-blooded American
should visit when in Philadelphla. TYet, there are many people
who have lived in Philadelphia all thelr lives and have never
visited these American shrines.

One day I visited the United States Mint, on Spring Garden
Street, and watched them make gold coins. It was very inbteresting.
That evening I told the Renshaws what I had seen that day, and
all admitted they had never visited the mint. That habit is not

restricted to the people in Philadelphia only,; but is common in

all large cities.
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VMrs. Renshaw would not let me pay for board or room unless
T had a steady job; that was one of the rules effectlng her two
sons and she epplied them to mes She said: 'You are a good
influence on Jim with his wild ildeas and hablits, you are never
here at mealtimes, we have flve bedrooms and you don't cost us
anything so why should I charge you." Then she pubt her arm
around me and sald: "You are a good boy and we all llke you
very much, so shut up about 1t because you are golng to stay
here as long as you remain in Philadelphia;"

Jim and I would spend the week-ends——ﬁriday nlght, Saturday
and Sunday-~at Crelgh's boat house on the Schuykill River and
have a fine time. Bob Creigh and his brother made the foursome.
Bob!s father was manager of a stock farm In New Jersey and
owned the boat house and two boats. The boat house was really
a cottage jJjutting out over the river with spsce below for boats.
T was perfectly at home amid such surroundings and every minute
we were there was a pleasurc. _

The fall season, 1907, was fast approaching and I decided
to get a job and spend my flrst full winter in the north. There
was definitely no work for a union printer in Phlladelphia;
especlally one with an out of town card; so I began answering
ads in the papers from nearby places in Pennsylvania and New
Jorsey.

T would write a lettér, or call them on the phone i1f they
were not far away. Several jobs were offered me bubt they were

“not satisfactory for varlous reasonsg; I may'have“ﬁeén a little
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choosy. One day I packed a bag, told the folks good-bye, saying
T had a job in a New Jersey town., I worked one day on that job,
and the fumes from a near-by disinfectant plant made me sicke.
They just laughed at me when I returned, and Mrs. Renshaw sald:
1Tt sepves you right for trying to leave us."

One day I received an interesting letter from a 1little
semi-weekly paper in central Pemmsylvanila, offering me a job.
The salary was nob as much as I had been receiving, bub was
more than enough to pay my expenses. The letter described the
~work, bthe town and the people, and I was lmpressed. When I‘
told the Renshaws! about it, they ridiculed the idea of golng
to a little country town. WNMrs. Renshaw sald: "You will be
wasting your money again; forget about i%, something will burn
up in Philadelphia soon." Jim remarked: 'Where 1s this
Celestrial City vou are talking about; it may be the Promised
Land, who knows."

Bessle Renshaw, Jim's young sister, got a map of Pennsﬁl-
vania, and after some search we found Philipsburg, located in
Center County. It looked mighty small on that map and I almost
gave up the notion of going there. In fact I was so sure 1t
would turn out to be another washout, I took along only part of
my baggage.

After several disappolnting wwentures it was grafifying o
note that my arrival in Philipsburg was ausplclous. Unlike so
many antagonistic small Pennsylvanla btowns, I found that livtle

clty of 5,000 population, very friendly--especlally tostrangers.
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Within a week or two I was accepted as a member of a small
group of young people about my age, who believed in clean,
wholsome sports, amusements and enbertainment, and we certainly
had a good time.

Al Pritchard, who owned a shoe store, was deeply interested
in civic affairs and had an atbtachment for young people. One
day he approached me wilth an invitatlon to become a member of
their Little Theatre group, and to btake part in a show that
was to start rehearsal very socon. I agreed with pleasure and
thereby met several more young people.

In the meantime winter had arrived in all 1ts glory, and
with 1t snow, ice and then zero weather. That was to be my
first completé winter»in the north and I certainly picked out
a cold place to spend ite A tempsrature of 25 to 30 degrees
below zero was customary in Phillipsburg; with snow from 16
inches to 24 inches deep at times.

People no doubt thought I was a little crazy, but I loved
that first winter and book long walks in the heaviest snow, and
I learned to skate a little, It was definitely soﬂething new
for me., I had seen snow before, but no weather like that. The
few automobiles In town were stored in garages, and all traffic
wag on runners--sleds and slelghs. My first ride in a cutter,
drawn by a good horse, with the little bells Jjingling and a
pretty girl close by my side, was a thrill and delight: it was
something I had never contemplated; I was indeed glad to be

alive--and in. Philipsburg.
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Something new had entered my life. For tThe first time I
had met a voung lady who fascinated and effected me in a mammer
different from anybhing I had experienced before.

The TLittle Theatre group had selected "Charlie's Aunt" as
thely first show, and I had been cast to play the part of
Charlie. We were starting rehearsal and Charlie'!s sweetheart--
Amy--was to be played by Adah.Hancock, the young lady who
attracted me so miuch.

As the rehearsals progressed, our close association was
very friendly and pleasant, buﬁ the infatuation I felt was
definitely one=-sided for qulte some time. During the next few
months I waged an intensive campalign to make our emotions mutual
and finally wag happy 1ln my success.

It was June, 1908, and the miners strike in Pennsylvania
had effected business at the Philipsburg Ledger where I worked.
One day Miss Williams, the owner of the paper, came to me and
sald she would be compelled to let John Rumberger go, in order
to reduce expenses.

John gave up a job on the Willlamsport Grit to come to
the Ledger two or three months after my arrival. He wasg married
and had two chlldren and if he lost his job, it would be
difficult for him to find work nearby.

I asked Miss Williams i1f she had any personal reasons for
wanting to let John go. She assured me there was none and saild
she regretted the necessibty of lebtting him oubt, but as he was

the last man employed she felt he should be the flrat one to
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leave even Lf 1t caused a hardshipe. I then suggested that if
she would agree to keep Jobn and say nothing about our
arrangements, I would resign in his favor., Miss Willlams
thought it was megnanimous of me to do such a thing, and readily
agreed to my wishes.

T explained the whole affair to my fiancee, who was only
12 years of age, and told her that through a salesman I had
located temporary work in Olean, W. Y. I felt sure her parents
would not consent to our marriage at that time; especlally
when I did not have steady employment, and they know nothing
of my financial condition or my future prospects. Not only
that, I wanted to glve Adah an opporbunity to go with other
young men and satlsfy herself about her own future happiness.

1 whmdered which of the old sayings would prove true: "Out of
sighf, out of mind." or ‘"Absence makes the heart grow fonder,”
I prayed it would be the latter,

I had only bheen with the Olean Evening Herald about a
month, when a publication house 1ln Jacksonville, Fla., offered
me a job as head makeup men and assistant foreman. My brother
Frank had moved to that c¢iby and had informed them of my work
in Tampa and elsewhere, which prompted them to offer me a good
gsalary, with instructions to come as soon as possible.

Before leaving, I confilded in Mr. Ostrum, one of the
owners of the Herald, about some of my plans, and told him I
enjoyed working on the Herald and hoped he would have something

more substantial to offer me ‘Iin the near fubture because it was
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my deslire to live in the north. He asked for an address that
would reach me without much delay, saying: "Mr. Sibley and I
have talked about you and we know something about your ability.
I feel sure you will hear from us some day."

My position in Jacksonville was a good one, with the
reorganized Industrial Record, at a salary which enabled me to
add substantially to my bank account.

Jacksonville was growing rapidly; scores of new bulldings
were under construction In every section of the city. In the
down btown area, business was leaving Bay street and new,
substantial bulldings were appeéaring on Forsyth and Adams Streeots.
There was practlically no trace left of the big fire.

The months I remained in Florida seemed long, my heart
and thoughts were elsewhere; but in February, 1909, I recelved
a letter from Mr. Ostrum, offering me a position as foreman of
the Olean Evening Herald. That gave me new life, that really
started something. A few days later I arrived in Philipsburg,
very mich excited and rapburous with expectance. This visit
finally resulted in the followlng announcement:

"Mr. and Mrs. E. R. Hancock, of South Second Street,
Philipsburg, Pa., announce the marriasge of their daughter
Adah May, to Mr. Philip J. Canova, Jr., of Green Cove Springs,
Fla. The ceremony took place at their home.on March 3, 1909,
with Rev. W. G. Fulton offioiating. After a short wedding trip

the newlyweds will reside in Olean, New York."
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Thus ended my roaming as a single man, therefore making
lyour acbuality a proud and happy occurence. We were consclous
that marriage was a grave responsibility and a challenge to
perpetuate our love and devobtion.

What greater thing could fhere be than for two human
gsouls to be Joined for 1life; to strengthen each other in all
labor, to rest on each other in all sorrow, to rejolice with
each-other in all happiness. Rach day was the awakening of
new emotlons, new ecsbasy, and so has 1t continued for these

pagt more than forty-two years.




