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Two decades and o half are nearly gone

Since God recalled Her from my home and life.
Yet lost Her I have not, for every dawn

But brings me nearer to my Angel Wife.

Mine is She still, I her's, She mine, forever.
God gave us to each other. Who shall say

That death hath power such holy bond o séver?
My Spirit Wife, I come to thee, some day.



Naomi, my first born, my darling doughier;
Living and speaking likeneas of that other
When, lovely girl, I sought her and I brought her
To my poor home and self, your angel Mother:

Take thiz poor book, and judge it not by measure
Of author-talent nor by weight of learning.
But let your heart find pleasure in the treasure
Of father-love, your daughter-love discerning.



To My Belofed Uhildren.

am getting old, and in the natural course of
-things, the time remaining to me for active
work must be short. I have long cherished the
wish to put in permanent form some of the inci-
dents of your early childhood, your actions,
sayings and individual peculiarities; also, some
memoirs of your angel mother, who was faken
from us when you were too young to retain more
than a dim recollection of her love and care.
i S All these things, as fresh in my own mind as the
events or yesterday, must, of necesgity, be lost to you at my
death unless I succeed in the underiaking. Fully realizing
my inability to do justice to the work, I as fully realize that
1 am the only human being now living, at all competent to
undertake it. .

I had meant to make only a few short references to my
own eatly life, thinking they might serve to explain, in some
mergure, traits and inclinations observable in you, as well
as offer some small excuse for my own failure to rise above
the medicere. But the recollections grew, and erowded upon
me, and refused to be igmored, until I find they have taken
much more than their rightful share of space, and vastly
more than [ had meant to accord them. For this defect,
and for the many others, I ask your indulgence.

So, take this gift from your father, whe loves you betier
than all the world. In future years may it help to refresh
your minds with pleasant thoughis of your younger days,
and with kindly memorfes of your father and mother.




Harry, ™m¥ eldest som, my firsl man-child;
Joy bearing first boy baby, could I tell you
The pride your coming brought, and heart-beals wild,
It would, I know, to loving smiles impel you.

1 give you this peor product from my store
Of memories of your early life and mine.
Deal kindly with its defects, ] implore,
And let your love ita crudities refine.

Frankie, my baby boy, my latest gift
Prom her the angels took 8o long ago
Leaving my sky deep elouded with no rift
Appearing, for a time, o light my woe;

Pake this, my book of memories, and take
With it your father’s tender love and blessing.
May it well please you, and sometimes awake
Consoling thoughts when cares of life are pressing.



Tarliest Recollections.

My very earliest recollection is of being held prisoner
on a cellar door at the back of the very poor house in which
we had our home, in Covington, Ingiana. My mother had
to be away & good part of the day, teaching, and out of her
scanty salary she paid the family who occupied another part
of the house, o care for me during her absence. I think it
likely, though I am not sure, that she took my brother Henry,
three years older than I, o school with her.

1 remember that the family’s name was Snodgrass, ‘and
] also remember what probably is not true, that it consisted
of at least five hundred children, big and little, but all older
than I. This I know was true—that it seemed to be each
one's sole duty in life to slap me whenever I veniured to
escape from the cellar door. And, in strict justice, I am
bound to admit that the duty was seldom neglectad. Indeed,
so zealously waa it performed that more than once some par-
ticularly amiahle member of the family would reach over and
give me a slap for good meazure. 1 did not know then, and I
do not know now, why they slapped me, and can only account
for it on the theory that they were afforded some brute pleas-
ufe in tyranizing over one too helpless and weak to resist
or resent. 1 remember that I sat there during the long
hours, full of terror and cut to the heart by their ridicule
and taunts, never hearing a kind word, or even one that was
not unkind, addressed to me; not allowed the poor relief of
erying or of making known even my actual and urgent neces-
sities without incurring the inevitable slap.

This condition would prevail until a few minutes before
half past four, when my mother was expected home. Then
Mra. Snodgrass would take me ip her arms, carry me arcund
1o the front yard, call me honey, and make her children bring
me their “pretties” to play with. The “pretties” consisted
of bright pebbles, bits of colored glass and the like, for the
Snodgrasses, too, were very poor; but they were treasures
of untold value in my eyes and to Ye allowed to handle them
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those few minutes each day was royal luxury. So my mother
always found me in the best of spirits and surrounded by the
lovingest of friends, each striving to outdo the others in add-
ing to the happiness of the little child she had confided to
their care. \

Aurestry.

My mother's maiden name was Sarah Susan Getchell,
and she was born either in Gardner or Hallowell, Maine. ‘1
have heard her speak of her early life in the two towns and
am net guite sure as to which was her birthplace. Her father
was a granite cutter of moderate means and her mother died
when she was too young to remember much about her, Her
stepmother, I judge, was a good woman in her way, but
much imbued with New England sternness, and had little
sympathy or patience with the two stepchildren—your grand-
mother and your great-aunt Mary, two years younger. Her
father must have been very stern, too, for 1 have heard her
speak of having to ask her stepmother’s pardon on her
bended knees, for carelessly dropping a fork while wiping
the dishes.

:Both girls received the usual common school educatiomw of
those times and both earned enough money—my mother by
teaching, Aunt Mary by working in the Lowel]l factories—
to take them through Mount Holyoke Seminary, at that time
the highest institution of learning open to women.

About that time ex-Governor Slade of Vermont, conceived
the idea of sending well educated and capable young women
from New England to supply the urgent need of competent
teachers in the far western states—that is to say, Ohio,
Indiana and INlinois. My mother was one of the first chosen
and she was sent to Paris, Illinois, but scon transferred to
Covington, Indiana, where she taught many years, married,
ang; bore her children, five in all. Of these the firstborn,
Charles, and the thirdborn, Mary, died in infancy. The other
three are, as you know, still living—your Uncle Harry, born
in December, 1857; your Aunt Ida, born in October, 1866,
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and myself, born in January, 1861. Her married life was
rendered unhappy by my father's inclination to drink and
consequent failore to provide properly for his family, Soon
after my birth he went to the war, and I, of course, knew
nothing of him until his return. I have a dim recollection
of his being home on a furlough, and of my wondering why
he was going back to Little Rock. As he was a large man it
seemed to me that a big rock would be more appropriate.
I probably got the impression from his saying that he must
be back in Little Rock at a certain time. Foolish as it seems,
I cannot to this day, hear or think of Little Rock without a
vigion of a large man trying by some magic means tg foree
entrance into a pebble. My only other recollections of my
father during this furlough are of my disinclination to kiss
him beeause of the “stickers” on his face, and his giving me
my first horseback ride on a very lame horse which he bor-
rowed for the purpose.

My father was generally regarded as naturally a very
brilliant man, and it was frequently said that but for his
unfortunate dissipation he would have gone to congress and
served with credit. He had been twice elected to the office
of sheriff and was still serving in that capacity at the time of
his marriage with my mother. He had previously been mar-
ried to a good woman whose maiden name was Joannah
Furr. She had borne him seven. children, threa.of whom
survived her. . Rowlard, the eldest, was a good-hearted boy
but wildly incliméd and gave my mother much anxiety. At
the age of fifteen he ran away and enlisted in the army. Our
father was already in another division, and, as Rowland died
in camp at Corinth, Miss., they never saw each: other again.
Evans was a noble boy and helped my mother as much as a
little boy could. She loved him sincerely and I have often
heard her speak tenderly and proudly of his having volun-
tarily walked several miles into the country to a man who
owed her for tuition, and dragged home a sack of flour on a
little handwagon that he himself had made. T believe he
loved her as his own mother and long after he had left home
to make his own way he frequently came to her for advice
and sympathy. He must have been an exceptionally bright
boy, for at the age of eighteen he was teaching school and
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afterward could easily secure a school whenever he chose to
teach. At the age of twenty-two he married one of his pupils,
a Miss Kittie Rowland. She was entirely too young to under-
take safely and wisely the duties of wifehood, being less than
fifteen years old, though more matured than most girls of
that age. BStill they loved each other truly and would have
pagsed a happy life together but for the continual nagging
of her relatives, who objected {u the marriage, not so much
on account of her tender years as because of the fact that
my brother was poor, while her father (then dead) had been
considered wealthy for those times. Three children were
bern to them: Myrta, who died when less than two years
old, and Zeta and Byron, whe are still living and whom you
know. Evans died in 1876, under distressing circumstances,
not to be recounted here. To the last he passionately loved
his wife and children, and had the respect and confidence of
all who knew him. He had undoubted talent in the direction
of music, and was always in demand as a leader of singing
achools, as well as instructor in the ordinary branches of
learning. It was said, too, that he had decided histrionie
talent which, in more favorable circumstanee, might have de
veloped to a marked degree.

America, the youngest, was not entirely bright in her
mind, and was a source of much anxiety and distress to my
mother, caused in large measure by mischief-making friends
of her own mother, who taught her that her father had done
wrong in giving her a stepmother and that she ought to
resent the intrusion by making her all the trouble possible,
As she grew older, however, she had a high regard for her
stepmother and mourned sincerely when she died. To the
day of her own death, twelve years later, she apoke of my
mother with the most kindly affection. Omnce, she even pre-
cipitated a hand-to-hand fight in which she came off victor-
ious over a woman who had ventured to probe the old sore
of her having had a tyranical stepmother, She married a
man by the name of William Cox, who, as far as I know, is
still living. They had a son of whom, unfortunately, I know
nothing, except that I have heard indirectly that he fought
in the Philippine war., America died in 1884, after I had
located in Kansas.



A Noble Roman's Trials.

During my father’s absence in the army my mother must
have had a very hard time indeed. With the three step-
children and her own two little ones to look after and provide
for by her own efforts, and with none the best of health, only
a woman of strong determination eould have gone through
the trial as well as she did. She was considered an excellent
teacher and could always have a school when she was able to
teach. Teachers then were not paid as liberally as now, how-
aver, and, while she received the highest salary paid to female
teachers in that part of Indiana, it never amounted to more
than $35.00 a month until we moved to Attica, of which I
will speak later. As the public schools of Covington were
held but six months in the year if can be seen that her income
from that source was not princely. She eked out by teach-
ing subscription schools and by giving lessons in drawing,
of which she had congiderable knowledge. Also, some of
the other teachers took lessons in grammar from her at
night, she being recognized as an exceptionally good gram-
marian. Of course there were times of sickness when she

could earn nothing at all.

_ Flour was $18.00 a barrel, brown sugar 14 cents a pound,
calico 75 cents s yard and other things in proportion. As a
eonsequence we ate cornbread most of the time, and for extra,
bread made from “middlings,” a kind of compromise between
flour and shorts, It was good bread—at least it tasted good
to us—though dark in color. I think we never had meat in
those days aside from an occasional piece of liver. My
mother usually had a garden and we ate a great many tomsa-
toes. I can remember many meals consisting entirely of
cornbread baked on a griddle, and tomatoes, Onee an old
lady, well meaning but slightly “snug”, called my brother
Henry in and gave him what she called some bones. Benes
they were—rib bone from which she had so industriously
seraped all semblance of flesh that, hungry as we were, we
could not scratch off with our teeth even the flavor of meat.
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A few days afterward the good soul again hailed my brother
and said, *“tell your maw when she wants some more bones
just to send over and get them, We've butchered and we've
got a lot of bones.” - We often had mush and milk—always
skimmed milk—for supper and were very fond of it. After
we moved o Attica we fared better, but I am speaking of
our life in Covington,
I Jearned when I was older that my mother had often
- gone days together without food except what she had in her
- garden, in order that we children might not feel so bitterly
the pangs of hunger. At least one time, none of us had had
any bread for several days, I must have been four years old
then for I remember it with tolerable distinctness. My
mother had a dime which she had saved for the time when
it would be absolutely neceasary to spend it. At last she sent
America and me to buy a loaf of brread with the precious coin.
It bought a very small loaf and on the way home the tempta-
tion was too much for us. We peeled off the soft fat place
where the loaf had been torn from its fellow. Then we
gouged out just a little from the inside, then another little,
until when we arrived home we had only the two crusts, as
bare as it was possible to skin them. I think I have never
tasted food as good as that loaf of bread.
-After-my father returned from the war he continued to
drink and waste what money he earned.
My sister Ida was born in October, 1865. When she was
a few weeks old my mother tock her own three children and
‘went to' Aunt Mary’s in Illinois. The step children had been
‘*placed with some relatives in the same county, as my mother
eould no longer provide for us all. - I 'do not know how long
we stayed in Ilinoiz but probably several weeks. On our
return-we found that every bit of our poor househeld goods
had been sold, even to the dishes. My mother afterward
reédeemed 3ome gpecial pieces ‘which had been given her by
" her father and her sister,
She ‘obtained permission to leave me with the lady who
had rented ‘the house in our absence, while she took my
brother and the baby and set out to find another house. It
‘was late in the evening, but she was so well known, and her
word was considered so good, that she had no difficulty in
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securing, not only a house, but also enough furniture to get
along with, and everything ready for us to sleep in that night.
The nouse was a large building that had done service as a
pairt shop for wagons and buggies. There was a large room
in front and & small one at the back, We lived in the small
room and she at once secured a good number of subscriptions .
for a school in the front room, which placed us at leas{ be-
yond the reach of actual want for the time, The school was
called, mostly in a spirit of goodnatured fun, “The Paint-
Shop School.” A block or two away a lady taught another
school in her kitchen, and the boys of the “paint-shop school”
and those of the "kitchen school” had many a quarrel, not to
mention a few actual fights, in the interest of loyalty, each
to his own school. The other lady, a Mrs. Knight, and, my
mother wete the warmest of friends, then and always. The
“paint-shop schogl” was so far successful as to provide us .
with a living and enable my mother to pay off all indebted-
ness for the furniture and the benches. When the public
schools opened again the next winter she was employed, and
never again until her death was withouf an engagement in
the public schools.

An incident occurs to me at this moment, an incident I
have never been able to expiain to my own mind. While
one of the older classes in the “paint-shop school” was recit-
ing in oral spelling I came in from the yard. It seems that
the word “phlegm” had gone clear down the line without
being spelled correctly. The whole class seemed good-natur-
edly ashamed and as I came in one of the members said, “let
Isie spell it.” All the older pupils were very good to me and.
the remark was no doubt meant partly to please me and
partly to relieve the feeling of embarrassment. My mother,
glad of a chance to relieve the sitnation, smiled and said,
“spe]l phlegm, Isie.” And I spelled it—correctly and without
the slightest hesitation, to the astonishment of the whole
school, my mother included. So far as I know I had never
heard the word before, or even known that there was such
a word in the lanpuage, and T had no idea of its meaning.
1 suppose it was merely one of the curious happenings that
we sometimes run across.

My mother never lived with my father again, though she
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never dreamed of a divorce. He was always welcome on the
rare oceasions when he came to see us and to the day of her
death she cherished the hope that some time the family would
be happily reunited. After her death my father told me
that he too had looked forward hopefully to that happy time.
I never heard either of them say an unkind word of, or to the
other. As I look back to those lost years and think of the
sole cause of their unhappiness and hardships, I feel amply
justified in declining to regard myself as a partisan of the
saloon and its destroying influence. I thank the Good Father
every day that neither I nor any of my three boys have the
soul and body blighting inclination to use intoxicating liguors
in any form. I also thank Him for a home where the dealer
in such destruction is an outlaw, despised by the decent and
self-respecting. No, I hardly think I could truthfully say
that I am in favor of returning to the saloon system!

1 was sick a good deal, and one time particularly remains
in my memory. I was unable to eat anything for some days
and had a great longing for an orange, a luxury of which I
had had but one small taste in my life. I believe I had
never asked for one for I knew they were not for such poor
people as we. Another great longing 1 had during that same
illness, and that was for a false-face that I had seen in a
store window. 1 don’t know why I so longed for it but the
thought haunted by partial delirium. I did not know my
mother knew I wanted it, but one morning I awoke feeling
very bright and clear in my head, the first time for some
days. I was quite weak but had no pain and everything
seemed very cool and pleasant. My mother was leaning her
poor tired head on the back of one of the two school benches,
‘which, placed front to front, constituted my bedstead. Her
eyes were red and full of tears but when I looked up she
smiled and said, “Isie, do you want a false face?" 1 was 8o
taken by surprise that I only said “o-oc-oh!" and burst out
erying. She immediately sent my brother Henry with the
fifteen cents to buy the treasure. And he, loving brother
that he was, ran every step of the long way to the store and
back. He, too, had been crying, and he has since told me
that neither he nor oor mother expected me to live longer
than the day out. It is by no means impossible that the joy
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of possessing the coveted false face contributed, in some
measure, to my recovery.

My mother never, of her own accord, referred to that
time, and never seemed to like talking about it. I have no
doubt she had gone down so deep into the dark valley that
night that she never quite recovered from the experience.
I can understand the feeling now, though I eould not at that
time. I, too, have groped through the bitter darkness of that
valley.

I have zome recollection of the presidential campaign of
* 1868, when Grant and Colfax ran against Seymour and Blair.
My mother was an ardent Union adherent, and, of course, in
favor of Grant. When I asked her whether 1 was a Repub-
lican or Democrat, she replied that I was a Union man, My
inquiry was inspired by a desire to be able to answer the
question frequently put to me in mock seriousness, as such
questions always have been, and always will be, put to chil-
dren by grown-ups. I take if that my mother liked the name
of “Union man” better than that of a party.

Indiana has always been a great battle ground for politi-
cal campaigns and must have been the scene of very bitter
contests at that particular time. I remember bonfires that
seemed to reach the sky, and long torchlight processions that
frightened me. I also remember my mother’s taking me to
a great meeting, where a large number of young women sang
“Grant Shall Be Pres-ee-dunt, Ri-ing, Ring the Bell”; and
where a very sour-faced man, whose personal architecture
ran largely to front porch, ranted up and down in front of
the audience, shaking his fists and giving in general an im-
pression of great rage. My mother said he was Governor
Baker. I do not know what he said, but incline to the opin-
ion that it was somewhat derogatory to the opposition. I
thought at the time that he waa enormously angry with alt
of us; and when he started down the aisle toward where 1
sat, his scanty hair sticking straight up, what with the per-
spiration and frequent upward broshings with his hands,
and his fists eracking loudly, T scrambled to the other side of
my mother and clung to her in a panic. He did noft, so far
as I could see, find the object of his wrath in our aisle and
made his furious way back, only to renew the parade in
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another direction. Somehow, I have always connected him
with the ranting political speeches I have heard since then,
and jt is hard for me to take such a speaker seriously,
especislly if he is talking for an office, as this one was, 1
always feel more like laughing than applauding when ] hear
such an oration, for it seems the veriest burlesque. I do
like to hear a man who really knows something of value, and
who is willing and able to present it in a decent and pleasant
manner, giving reasons for his belief, and.also giving the
audience credit for ability to: weigl the reasons and argu-
ments offered. If he does not do this, but depends instead
on -invective, and malignment of the opposition, arbitrarily
classing them as dishenest and insincere, I would as lief hear
an angry boy ealling his opponent “another’n”.

aﬁniiﬁecﬁnns of @ofingtox, Indian

Soon after this election my mother was offered one.of
the-: grades in the public schools, of .Attica, fourteen miles
north of Covington. As she -had already engaged to teach.
in Covington she declined-the offer. It was renewed and
the Attica superintendent came twice to urge her acceptance
of the position. It was a-very great temptation to her, for
the salary was $45.00 a month for a nine months school as
against $33.00:a month for asix months’ school. It meant the
difference between the most-pinghing poverty and a compara- -
tively comfortable living, . She was finslly persuaded fo make
the change and it proved a good one in many . ways.
Covington .was a saloon' town; having in faet, a larger
number ‘of saloons than of legitimate places of . business.
T have not seen the town for more - than thirty years,
but have recently been told that it iz still the same -old
sajoon town and has not appreciably progressed since that
time. Attica was a much :cleaner town, had a far better
school system, and few saloons. Another result that my
mother hoped for and realized was an improvement in the
dispesition of my brother Henry. Poor boy, he was very
sensitive about his red hair and much troubled by the other
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boyas who continually made sport of if. Also, his name
was a spurce of grief, being variously metamorphosed into
“Horny”, “Hen"”, “Hence”, *“Hank”, etc. At his request we
chanped his name to “Harry” on our removal to Attica, and
“Harry" he has been ever since. He had ne trouble over
either his name or hair, but at once became a popular and
. Tavorite companion among other boys of his age and a little
.older, and only on rare occasions had temporary fallings-out
with them. My mother was always glad to have our com-
. panions visit at our house. ! While our fare must have been
inferior to- what most of them were accustomed to, her
- friendly and motherly way of making them .one of us must
have made up the difference, or more, for they came fre-
quently and always seemed glad they were there. !
My mother was a good manager and had the knack,
probably scquired by hecessity, of making cheap things taste
good. Brought up as she had been, near the ocean, she was
a great lover of fish, and we afe s good deal of eodfish, about
the only sea food we could afford. We all were fond of it and
I have never eaten codfish, either cooked with gravy or made
into balls with potatoes, that seemed quite as good as she
- prepared. This is, perhaps, owing in part to the well recog-
nized fact that all kinds of food taste better to a boy than to
- a man, but I am persvaded that this is not the full explana-
tion, for I ate codfish at other tables while still a hungry
boy. Within the last year, Mr..Lon Cambern of Erie, Kan-
sas, banker and state senator,-in apeaking to Professor
Risdon of his boyhood acquaintance with us, said, “My, I can
taste those.codfish balls-yet. I don't believe I have ever eaten
anything so goed in my life.”

Tarly Schoul Bags.

The first day I went to school in Attica I was assigned
to the first grade at a hazard. I waa seven years old, but
very small and thin, and I suppose I looked as if I belonged
‘there. I was so ashamed that I could have died cheerfully,
it seemed to me, but I had no thought of questioning the
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judgment of the superintendent who had placed me there.
When my time came to read the teacher looked astonished,
had me turn over some pages and read again. Then she
took a book from her desk and had me read from it, after
which she called in the superintendent and asked him to
hear me. In less than a minute he laughed good-naturedly,
as at a joke on himself, patted my head and took me to the
fourth grade, or “number four,” where I was enrolied as
“gixty-three.” All pupils were enrolled by numbers and in
calling the roll the numbers instead of the names were called.
There were actually sixty-three in that room and a few
others were enrolled after my entrance. My recollection is
that the entire enrollment of number four that year waa
seventy-one. Numbers one and two had each a larger num-
ber while the higher prades had somewhat fewer. I am
certain, however, that none had less than fifty-five. T some-
times think of this when I hear of teachers complaining of
being overworked with a room of thirty-five,

My mother was assigned to number seven—a very trying
room at that time, the last teacher having given it up in dis-
couragement. My mother was considered an excellent dis-
ciplinarian as well as an instructor of more than ordinary
ability. By some means, which I do not know, in a few
weeks she had the good will and hearty cooperation of every
pupil in her room, and I think any of the boys would have
fought for her. From a hotbed of rebellion it had become
a model of orderliness and school loyalty. Number seven
was next to the highest grade, probably about paralleling
the ninth and tenth grades as we have them now. In about
u year my mother was transferred to number eight, the high-
est grade, comprising latin, higher mathematics, rhetoric,
logic, natural philosophy and literature. Bhe taught this
grade until her death and was engaged for the same position
for the year following the vacation during which she died.

Ay Mother's Beath.

During the summer of 1872 Aunt Mary and Uncle Wil-
liam drove over from their home in Rossville, Illineis, to
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make us & visit. When they went home they took me with
them for a short stay, to my intense delight. My mother was
glad for my sake, and I can see her now as she stood in the
street after all the good-byes and kisses and hugs had been
given. As the horses started she waved her hand and called,
+Good-bye, sonny.” I never heard her voice again, except
in my dreams, OUne night in my bed upstairs, I was awaken-
ed by voices and footsteps below. I don’t know why, but 1
began crying softly to myself. In a few minutes Aunt Mary
eame up and kneeling by my bed put her arms around me.
She held me close for a little while, then said, “Now, don’t
let it grieve your little heart too much; your poor Ma is
dead.” I made no reply but clung to her and kept on weep-
ing as I had been before she came to me. It must have been
about the middle of the night, for we were many miles on
the way to Attica beforé daylight. My mother had been
seized with one of her frequent attacks of neuralgia of the
side and stomach. The doctor had warned her that the
affection would eventually reach her heart and she had fully
expected that it would, though she hoped to live until her
children were old enough to help themselves. I think the
end came as the doctor had predicted, though my father
always believed that her death was hastened by an overdose
of morphine administered to relieve the dreadful pain. It is
not a pleasant view o take and I have rlways preferred to
accept the attending physician’s word. Af{ any rate her
death oceurred within three days’ from the time she was
taken down. My father had been sent for and was there
when we arrived. As jt happened, no relative was with her
when she died. Harry was in the country, he having for the
last two years earned his own clothing by working on a farm
during the summer. My sister Ida had been taken fo a
neighbor's house to be cared for while other good neighbors
were ministering to the poor suffering mother.

The funeral was the largest ever known in Attica up to
that time, for no one ever lived there who was more univer-
sally beloved and respected.
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& Nefo Fome.

The day after the funeral T was sent to sitay temporarily
with my half-brother, Evans, in Chambersburg. The poor
belongings of my mother were divided in this way: The
littla empty purse and the album were given to me. My
brother Harry took the trunk, and my hailf-sister took all
the dishes, including the keepaakes mentioned before, all of
which she sold, poor girl, scon afterward for a dollar.
Among the keepsakes, I remember in particular two very
old and very large plates, not round but with large scallops,
ornamented with blue pictures of the most antiquated look-
ing folks on their way to church—the church itself, as well
48 3ome trees being showm, also in blue. I am no antiquariah
but I have little doubt but the plates would be worth a
small fortune, could they have been saved until now.
America was also awarded one or two of the dresses. All
the other clothing and the bedding was taken by Aunt Mary
and Uncle William for the benefit of my sister Ida, whom
they took to their home and kept until her marriage. They
also took some drawings my mother had made in her younger
days and some keepsakes. 1 forgot to mention that I re-
ceived a small Rible which my mother treagured as 2 me-
mento of her father. I still have it, but, unfortunately the
title page was destroyed hy a little child where I once lived.
1t must be very old for it was given to my mother when
she was a little girl and she would have been eighty-eight
years old had she lived until now. My brother has the large
family Bible. All the other goods were shipped to my half
brother in Chambersburg and stored in a loft over his
house. He was given whatever he and his wife eould make
use of and the rest were sold by my father, including a beau-
tiful rag carpet my mother had just finished that summer.
That is, he sold all but the wash boiler. I sold that myself
and bought a pocketbook with the fifty cents. I never had
another cent until after the pocketbook was all worn to
pieces, 30 the investment conld hardly be considered a pro-
fitable one.
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I was sent alone to Chambersburg and was very fearful
of not meeting with a very warm welcome. I had been
given a rude diagram showing the route I must walk over
after leaving the railread at Veedersburg and had no diffi-
culty in finding the way. But owing to the feeling just
apoken of I took a great deal longer time than was necessary
to make the trip. On the way I was beset by temptation in
the form of a large walnut tree with the ground beneath
covered with green nuts. Conforming to my invariable rule
never to miss a chance to eat, I sat down and filled up, crack-
ing the nuts with stones. Through this and other delays
I did not reach Chambersburg until late in the afterncon,

"when I found the house deserted, the family having gone
into the country for the day. Thia discovery was a welief,
since it put off a while longer the ordeal of appearing before
them in the character of dependent relation. My fears
broved groundless, for when Evans came home he took me
right into his big boyish heart. His wife, Kitty, too, was
very good to me and for a time she seemed glad to have me
there. As I have said, she was little more than a child her-
self, barely sixteen, though a wife and mother, and it is not
to be wondered at that she presently got to feeling that I
was a burden on them, which I really wag, and began to com-
plain, not to my father who was responsible for my being
there, but to me, who had no means of helping myself.

Ruming Afoay.

Being as sensitive as the average child, T was made very
miserable and finally ran off to my Aunt Celia Blackburn,
not far away, and asked permission to stay until my father
would get me a place where I conld make myself wanted.
She was very poor but tock me in and never let me feel as
other than the most welcome of guests, In a few weeks I
wen} to the country to stay with a family whom I will call
Randall. Mrs, Randall was the first women I aver heard
use foul and profane language. I had never dreamed it pos-
sible that any woman eould tolerate—much less use—such
words. She had most terrifying fits of temper during which



Twenty-eight

she would swear and call foul names like the veriest hood-
lum. Since her invectives were directed impartially toward
her hushand and baby boy as well as me, I ought not, per-
haps, have felt hurt. I was much afraid of her, though she
never actually struck me. I had never before known a
woman who was not refined and gentle in manner, with the
exception of Mrs. Snudgrass. and Mrs, Randall's behavior
kept me in an almost continual state of terror. She wai a
good cook and I had plenty of #ood food while I stayed with
the family, which mitigated in scine measure the other treat-
ment I received. I had never tried to milk & cow and was
much afraid when 1 was given a bucket and told to try my
hend at it. They had two cows——one of mature years andd
sedate manners, the other a vicious creature with her first
celf. This young cow was assigned io me a8 being better
adapted to my experience, both of us being young and un-
trpined. It was severe winter weather, the snow being sev-
eral inches deep. Both cows were kept in the barn lot with-
out sheltér of any kind except the side of the stable and the
manure pile, and there was no earthly way to make them
stay in any particular spot while being milked. Mr. Ran-
dall's cow was, as I have said, well pehaved, and he being a
fast milker, was usually able to finish her up in three or four
sittings, the cow making stately pilgrimages to various
points of interest between times. Mine, being but a silly
young thing, naturally tock a less serions view of life and
hehaved in & manner that was little short of frivolous. In-
deed her attitude towards me frequently verged upon the
ingulting. Instead of quietly but firmly detaching herself
from the squeezing hand and decorously taking up her head-
quarters elsewhere as the older cow did, she would suddenly
lift herself high in the air, send her right hind foot more or
less vaguely in my direction, and after various contortions
and acrobatic feats that would have earned her a hundred
-dollars a week in any good cireus, look back at me from the
farthest corner of the Jot and snort—playfully perhaps, de-
rigively certainly. Occasionally the snert would be accom-
panied by another kick towards me; additional proof of her
youthful folly, for she could not possibly have reached me
with her foot at that distance. T was not actually hurt many
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times but the bucket was frequently kicked many feet away,
thus bringing upon me the dreaded but sure tirade of
billingsgate for the loss of the milk. Once I received a tre-
mendous blow in the equator, upon the exact spot I had
hoped presently to comfort with a warm supper. For a
shott time I lay completely folded up and thought I should
never again be able to breathe. When I could I made my
way to the house dragging the empty bucket (for I could
not yet walk) and again doubled up on the doorstep. I
probably could have made myself heard but was afraid of
the expected burst of anger and did not try. 1 think I had
. a Xkind of dim feeling that it would be nice if I could lie there
and freeze to death, and so avoid the awful tongue-iashing
_that I dreaded so much. I had not lain very long, however,
before Mrs. Randall came to the door and sesing me, began
her ususl tirade. There I was, lazy lout, lying dowmw when
1 had been sent to do my little bit of chores, and she a-feeding
me like a prince after taking me out of pure charity, and
trying to make something out of me, ete. Then afier her
favorite oath of ewearing on a — — stack of Bibles as high
ag this — — —- — of a house, that she would not stand
it any longer, she grabbed my arm and pulled me upright
and into the house. The sudden straightening out and the
jerk caused such excruciating pain that 'T collapsed to the
floor, and, in spite of my half frozen condition, broke into a
sweat. Luckily for me there was a visitor,'a Mrs. Dice, who
had more sense, or at least, more compassion. She saw that
I was really much hurt and took me tenderly in her arms
and held me until I was better. I did not ery at all until
she showed this kindness but at such unexpected relief I
sobbed and shook a good deal, Mrs. Randall, too, relented,
and said I peedn’t go back out to finish the milking that
night—an unexpected eoncession. 1 was pretty sore and had
frequent twinges of pain for geveral days, but that was all.
No serious damage had been done, and the memory of Mrs.
Dice's motherly arms and sympathetic words was more than
compensation. Many years afterward Mrs, Dice iold me
that she Jonged to take me home with her but did not dare
suggest it. Mr. and Mrs. Randall and the haby slept down-
stairs and kept a fire going on the coldest nights. My bed
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was over another part of the house which never was warm.
This would not have mattered if they had allowed me suffi-
cient covering. For some reagon I esuld only have one com-
fort and one quilt upon a straw bed without even a sheet.
I lay awake a long time almost every night during the win-
ter, too cold to sleep. I never knew why I could not have
more covering, for there waa a closet piled full down stairs.
Mrs. Randall was ill a week once and Mr. Randall’s sisier
ecame to do the housework. She did not venture to get more
covers for me but after the first night she would come and
put her own dress and skirt over me when she retired—an
act of the purest kindness that I could not forget if 1 lived
many more years than I expect to.

Mr. Randall was an easy-going man of little force, and
was in almost as great terror of his wife as I was. He ap-
proached her in the most diplomatic manner when offering
a suggestion and I imagined I could see him actually tremble
while awaiting the result. Washday was .usually the worst
strain on Mrs. Randall’s temper. Some times she relieved
her feelings by straining the flour starch through the tails
of my only “other” shirt, making the lower half of that gar-
ment a&s stiff as pasteboard, much to my discomfort and
grief. 1 told my brother about it once, and though more-
than forty years have elapsed since then, it still rankles in
his memory and he freguently speaks of it in a tone of resent-
ment. I know that if he, himself, had been the vietim he
would long ago have ceased to think of it, except as a humor-
ous incident of his early life—as I do, and as he does regard
many more serious offenses against himself.

An Fmpty Stocking at Thrishmas.

It was at this place that I spent my first Christmas after
the death of my mother. Poor as we had always been, I
had never passed a Christmas without a present of some
kind, however cheap, and it never occurred to me that such
a thing could be. So I hung up my stocking, only to find gt
empty in the morning, and to be laughed at for my pains.
Still I cherished a kind of hope that something would turn
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up in the course of the day that I might by a stretch of the
imagination regard as a Christmas present; and in the even-
ing, sure enough, it came. Mr, Randall had brought home
& sack of candy the evening before, from which the family
had been eating frequently through the day, without offer-
ing me any. Just before bed time, however, he gave me a
stick, with the admonition that it was not good for my
teeth. I was a0 glad I eould have blessed him. I did not
eat the precious candy but took it to bed with me, and hugged
it in my arms, saying over and over to myself, as long as I
was awake, “I got a Christmas present, I got a Christmas
present.”

At New Year’s I fared beiter—in fact, had a‘asplendid
time. I was allowed to go to Attica for a couple of days, to
my great joy, and spent the time with the Brant family,
good friends when my mother was living, and always. The
family consisted, besides the father and mother, of four
girls and four boys, and was, I think, the most perfectly
united family I have ever known, They all made me ex-
tremely welcome, Indeed, they made me feel exactly as if
I belonged there as much as any of them, which is the wel-
comest welcome that can possibly be extended, as any poor
child can vouch for. If the other boys got into mischief I
was glad to be in the same deal and to get my scolding with
the rest. It was a great deal more satisfactory than to be
exempted as a guest, There were two boys of about my age
and we all fared exactly alike in the matter of New Year's
presents—each of us being given a popgun and a large candy
cane. Not a thing was done or gaid, or a look given, to indi-
cate that I was any other than a member of the family, enti-
tled to right to all the privileges and subject 1o all the rules
of discipline that the other children were. No one but thozse
who have known the bitterness of heing loocked upon as an
alien, an intruder and a burden, can fully appreciate what
this treatment in the Brant home was to me. When we be-
came too noisy we were “fired” to the basement, told to be-
have ourselves, etc., always includ{ng me with the others,
to my great satisfaction. I fully believe that if we had been
adjudged worthy of a whipping I should have received mine
with the rest, and been glad of it. That's the way to treat a
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child; make him feel as if he “belonged.” At night the old
folks and all joined in games and singing, Mr. Brant aceept-
ing without protest the laughing jibes at his awkward play-
ing and poor singing, from his youngest boy. I can hardly
recall any happier event of my boyhood after the death of
my mother, than those two days and nights. When I had
to go Mrs. Brant kissed me with genuine tears in her eyes
and told me not to stay away so long again. She did not
say “come and visit us again scon.” That would not have
sounded half so good, 1 did not see any of them again for
about two years when I again had the opportunity of stay-
ing with them a few days. Grace, a little older than I, had
died in the meantime and the father was in feeble health,
eaused by his occupation of marble cutter. 1 was received
as before, like a member of the family returning after an
unwarrantable ahsence. They were in straightened circum-
stances and had rented part of the house to another family—
a very pleasant and very highly educated couple. And there-
by hangs a tale of distress which must move your hearts to
compasgion for the woes of your fourteen-year-old, smart-
alec, to-be-father.

Bisplay of Musical Tulent.

One winter before my mother died some young ladies
lived in two rooms of our house and attended school. They
had an old piano and sometimes allowed me to amuse mygelf
with it. T had made such wonderful progress and shown
such extraordinary talent that I had learned to play “Mollie,
Do You Love Me, Tell me, Tell Me True”; “Somebody Stole
My Big Black Dog”; “Happy Day”, and about half of “Yan-
kee Doodle”, all with one finger, and without striking the
wrong keys more than haif the time.

While looking through the open door of the parlor peen-*
pied by the couple referred to in the Brant house, I saw a
very beautiful piano, and was possessed (I am sure “poa-
sessed” is the proper word) to say to my companions, in a
tone and with a look supposedly suggesting a pensive mental
attitude, “I'd like to get at that piane.” Delighted, Maude,
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a little younger than I, exclaimed, “Oh, can you play the
piano?’ T executed a mysterious and superior little smile
indicating that I might have said more, had not modesty
forbid, and replied, “Oh, not much—used to play a little.”
To my consternation she was up the stairs in a second and
calling excitedly to Mrs, Whats-her-name, “Isie can play the
piano!” In another second or 3¢ both the Whats-their-
names were down, and I was hustled to the piano stool, while
the good Mrs. Whats-her-name filled the rack with sheets
of music which, so far as I was concerned, might as well
have been blocks of cuneiform inscriptions, The kind lady
atood politely at my side, her finger and thumb holding an
upper corner of the firet leaf, prepared to turn the page for
me, while the husband stood in the door, ready to enjoy the
performance of the infant phenomenon. As it turned out I
am convinced that he did enjoy it, and to a fuller extent
than he had anticipated. Now, in such a predicament, what
could a poor boy do, besides wishing with all hiz heart that
a kind fate would strike him with a sudden attack of apo-
plexy? The lady waz not long in discovering the truth and
was kind enough to suggest that perhaps I only played by
ear, as some of the best performers did. Now, I did not
knhow what playing by ear was, any more than I knew the
meaning of the spots and erooks on the sheets before me. I
said, “No, mom, I just play with this finger.” And with
what little semblance of dignity I could command I presented
my entite repertoire. How I ever got through alive is al-
most a Toystery to me yet, for from the feeling in my face I
must have had a tempersture of at least two hundred and
fifty, although my heart was away down in my feet and not
working at all. It is wonderful what polite training will do;
that man and woman—I mean that gentleman and lady—
never cracked a smile until they were safe in their room
again upstairs. Then I heard two bumps, which I knew
were caused by the violent and sudden contact of two human
bodies with the floor, and shrieks of merriment drifted down
in gpite of evident attempts to suppress them. But my com-
panions were loyal to the last. “Huhl” said Maude, “I )ike
them pieces of yourn lots better'n these’ns she palys,” touch-
ing the sheets contemptuously; “I wish you'd learn 'em to
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me.” “Oh, come on, let's go play ; pyanners ain’t no fun,” said
the boys, and away we went. 1 wonder, now, if it can be pos-
sible that untrained politeness is even kinder than the other
variety? Never a look, amile or word from any of those chil-
dren, indicated that they had been disappointed, or that my
performance was not all that could be desired; nor did they
embarrass me by referring to the subject. When ¥ next saw
Mrs. Brant she was a widow, dying slowly of tuberculosia at
the home of her oldest daughter. She was so toucked at what
she considered my kindness in coming to see her that she
cried. I eried too, for it seemed like losing my mother again.
The children had scattered and were making their own way
a8 well as they could. I have never seen any of them since.

& Bresrending Asconsion. |

My next home was with a family named Ellis, where my
father placed me after the winter at Randall’s. They were
very good to me, and their son, slightly younger than myaelf,
was my inseparable companion, They were deeply in my
father's debt for medical servicez and boarded me on account,
Cary and I were ailowed to use an old strawstack and it wag

& grand playground. We made what we called gymnastic poles
and learned to do some very passable acting on them. We
&l80 rigged up a trapezé; and though it was not too high to be
easily reached, I was convinced that the only allowable way
was by means of a rope thrown over the bar, my foot in a
stirrup at one end, as I had seen a man do at a circus. By
dint of commandeering sundry old hame straps and pieces of
string we succeeded in patching up thé “ascending cord.”
1, as the only one who had seen the thing done, made the first
ascent. That is to say, my feet did. They went up in
record-breaking time, while my head proceeded with corres-
ponding rapidity in the other direction. Though the appa-
ratus was, so far as I could see, theoretically correct, yet T
think there must have been some slight technieal error, either
in the mechanism or in my method of uzing it. I had no
sooner placed my foot in the stirrup and given a pull at the
other end of the rope than the whole scheme of creation
seemed suddenly reversed. Cary thought he knew just how
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the accident was caused and felt that he could have done
better, but out of consideration for my feelings he declined

" my urgent invitation to illustrate his point. We decided that,
after all, reaching the trapeze by the necessary short jump
was a good way.

It was during my stay with thiaz family that I attended a
summer school at a little schoolhouse in the woods, called
“Center Chapel.” The teacher was a very pleazant young
lady by the name of Mary Carson. She, ag well as al} the
scholars, came to school barefoot, the only difference being
that in deference to the dignity of her position, she always
washed her feet on arrival, while the rest of us always didn’t.
On particularly hot and drowsy afterncons she would trans-
fer us to the woods surrounding the schoolhouse and allow
us to study and recite there, using such chunks and parts
of fallen trees as we could find for seats. Sometimes during
these periods an astonished rabbit or snake would appear for
2 moment, reconnojtre the situation and hasten off to report.
On sach occasions the teacher, recognizing the futility of
any attempt to maintain order, was shrewd enough to issue
immediate commands to capture or destroy the enemy. She
had to hurry with the orders, too, to keep them from being
obeyed hefore they were issued. So far as I can remember
ho pupil ever disobeyed ome of these commands. She was
really a lovable young woman, end I fully intended to mMArry
her as soon a3 I could find a way to support her in the style
to which she had been accustomed, I was twelve years old
at that time and she was a large and full-grown woman,
Bhe afterward married the dirtiest and laziest looking man
I ever-saw and the last time I saw her she was a typieal old
slouch, with a half dozen dirty children. I believe that since
that time I have not seriously regretted having lost her
forever, :

My sole worldly goods consisted in those days of a pair
of bright green trousers, much too large in the seat, two
shirts and about two-thirds of a cheap straw hat. A little
later, but during the same term of school, my father hought
two hats, exactly alike and gave me one of them. It was a
very fine gray hat with a wide brim and high crown, such
as gentlemen wore, and had cost enough to have supplied
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me with a complete outfit of appropriate boy’s clothing.
Being the same size as his own hat, I had a world of troubie
in keeping it adjusted so aa to admit of my seeing out at all.
At once upen my appearance on the school grounds with my
new and pondercus headpiece I became an object of scorn
and wrath among the other children, especially the girls.
whereas all had been friendly before. The leader of the
girls, Mattie, made up a song about my hat, which was taken
up by her followers. I do not remember much of the seng,
but each verse wound up with “Silk and satin, calico, bat-
tin”.” I could not go back to my old section of strawstack,
as I shouid have been glad to do, for it had been destroyed.
After a few days, however, the storm blew over and I was
agrin in favor, . I learned that the ill feeling had been caused
not by the ridiculons figure I cut in the new hat, but by the
belief that with so fine an article of clothing I must feel &
sense of superiority. When they found me still willing to
treat them as equals, notwithstanding my sudden entry into
the fine clothes class, they liked me as well as ever. Possibly
better, for it was doubtless regarded as no light condescen-
gion for one so richly apparelled to play on equal terms with
the plain people. '

Rl

?mthmﬁ{muw

Soon after my acquisition of the hat I was taken with
the family to a campmeeting in the woods near the neighbor-
ing town of Hillsboro. My father had give me fifty cents to
apend, the first money I had possessed since the washboiler
episode. The family, after letting me out of the wagon,
went to another part of the grounds to picnic with some
friends. I did not know anyone there, or supposed I did not,
and wag standing apart from the crowd, very lonesome and
very much perplexed, when my heart was made glad by the
sight of my brother Harry, who had spotted me and was
coming up with a broad grin. I believe, but am neot sure,
that this was the first time we had seen each other since our
mother's death separated us. At any rate, it was our first
meeting in a long time, and I could not have beeh happier at
the sudden appearance of a good fairy. He said nothing at
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the time about the queer appearance I made, but has since
told me that I was the most pathetic, and at the same time
the most comical, little figure he ever saw, with my immense
hat and my broad-gauge breeches tapering almost to point
below my knees. To this day he inzists that I looked like an
enlarged carpet tack. He kept me with him until time for
me to go home with the folks.

He had a dollar and I my half. The only possible way
to get anything to eat was to buy ticketls at fifty cents
each and wait for a chance to get into the only eating
. house on the camp grounds. It was conducted by some
church organization and was as arrant a swindle as can
be imagined. After waiting a long time we were finally
admitted, but it was too late to share in even the poor food
they had been serving., Nothing was left but a few ‘boiled
potatoes and an enormous vellow cncumber. No meat, no
bread, not a morsel of anything but just the two or three
potatoes and the eucumber. There was no such thing as
getting onr money back and we were threatened with arrest
for suggesting it, so we ate the potatoes. ] wanted Harry
to take my half dollar but he would not, 20 he went home
penniless and I with my capital intact. He had been making
his own way on a farm ever since our mother died, I thought
then, and I think now, that he is one of the best brothers
that ever lived. One of the saddest reflections of these, my
later years, is that some time in the not very distant future,
either he or I must die first. I know that if I am the one,
the blow will fall hard upon him; and should he be taken
first I shall be completely broken. God, Good Father, be with
the surviving one of us in that dark time, and give him
strength to be a man !

Qhallenge to Tencher Accepied.

That fall I was again sent to live with my half-brother,
Evans, his wife having consented to let me stay there that
winter and go to school, in consideration of my father's
building a much needed addition to their house. I had been
there but a short time when their baby Myrta died, to the
great grief of us all, but especially of the father, who was
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terribly broken down. For a time he was morose and soured
with the world, but gradnally recovered his old-time happy
disposition. That winter he taught as principal in the Hills-
boro schools and Kittie and I were alone from Sunday even-
ing to Friday evening. I went to school to a Miss Eliza Jack.
She was a very old-fashioned teacher, with a very moderate
degree of learning and a very large sense of the importance
of whipping as an aid to education. As a matter of fact, in
nearly, if not quite, all of the branches taught, I had made
further advancement before my mother died than Miss Jack
had made in her forty-odd years. She seemed to recognize
this, and nearly always deferred to my opihion in matters of
doubt regarding the lessons, This fact, combined with my
total lack of books aside from my Attica ones which were
entirely different from those used in her school, probably
prevented me from gaining much in the way of eduecation
that winter. It is not at all impossible that an unwarranted
feeling of superiority on my part also contributed to the un-
profitableness of the term. One thing did ocenr that was of
undoubted benefit to me. The teacher was a spinster of
rather forbidding aspect, though really of a kindly disposi-
tion ip spite of her views regarding corporal punishment.
She was very tall and thin and had the longest neck I ever
saw on a2 human being. It seemed to me that the fluted collar
she wore, evidently in an attempt to shorten the appearance
of that member was at least eight inches high, though it is, of
course, possible that my untrained senss of perspective exag-
gerated its height somewhat. ’

Personally, I liked ker and she liked me. But as I wajched
her making her sly way about the room, always with a huge
awiteh, and avery little while whacking away at the shoulders
of some hoy eaught in a forbidden action, I couvld not resist
* the temptation to say to some of my cronies that no old maid
could whip me, Most of them thought she could, but they
were o doubt glad T felt that way about it, and hoped to see
the test made. One morning I deliberately created the oppor-
tunity by whispering to my seatmate, being careful to keep
technically within my rights by confining my whispering to
questions about the lesson. Her eagle eye caught me at once,
a8 I had intended it should, and without investigation she at
once issued her pronunciamento to the effect that if she



Thirty-nine

caught me at it again she would attend to me, and that she
was only prevented by my previous good record from admin-
istering the afore-mentioned attention then and there. 1
think I regarded this as more unkind than an immediate
whipping would have been. To be pointed out as a man of
Peace among a nation of warriors is not usually taken in a
kindly spirit by the self-respecting. As she stood shaking
her big switeh threateningly at me I rose in my place and
said, picking up my slate by way of emphasis, “I dare you
to touch me with that atick.” Much to my surprise, not to
say dismay, she did not seem entirely cast down by my
heroic defiance, as I had made not the least doubt that
she would. Here she came like a eyclone, yanked the slate
out of my hand and through the window, and after it,
the arithmetic at which I had made a wild grab. Things
were happening and history being made with a rapidity
probably never equalled in that school. In less time than I
could have told it, or even thought it, I was high in the air,
swinging round and round, occasionally reversing the circle,
sometimes being churned up and down, and pendulum fash-
ion; benches were being overturned in every direction, the
stove was a wreck, and through it all the cries of frightened
girls. The only recognizable conversation after the issuance
of my knightly challenge was, “Let go of my hair!” followed
by the brilliant repartee in gasping tones from somewhere in
the air, “Then you lemme lone.” Presently a very much
enrég'efi and chagrined little thirteen-year-old boy was being
held as in a vise between the knees of a very much en-
raged maiden lady of excessive length of form, while
the long and abundant mass of hair—unfortunately for
her, genuine—was being disengaged, strand by strand
from the deathlike grip of the thirteen-year-old hands.
That task completed, I was carried to the door and thrown
out like a dead cat, clear across the road on which the
schoolhouse faced, and the door was slammed behind me.
In a moment it was recpened and oui sailed my hat,
the same old big man’s hat. In the sting of disgraceful
and overwhelming defeat I didn't know that I was hurt until
half way to Veedersburg, a mile and a half distant, whither
I had started with a vague idea of sending an officer to re-
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dress my wrongs. Then I found that my right eyelid was
turned completely under, causing a good deal of pain, and
that I was pretty well bruised and bumped from top to toe.
I succeeded in pulling the eyelid out from under and sat
down to bathe such parts as I couid in the litile stream called
Cole creek, half way between the two towns. T decided not
to send the teacher to jail, she being only an old maid, and
loafed in the woods along the banks until noon, when I
sneaked back to the schoolhouse and ate my dinner; and for
the rest of that day, and for the rest of that term, I was a
most exemplary little boy. The teacher never referred to
the subject in my presence, That evening, though, she threw
me into a panic by announcing her intention of going home
with me to spend the night, inasmuch asz the weather looked
stormy and Kittie had often asked her to come and stay all
night in bad weather, the Jack home being much farther
away. i

So, with downcast eyes and most dismal forebodings, I
walked meekly beside her, running the gauntlet of boyish
grins and an occasional sly poke in the ribs to make me see
the joke. Of course I knew that the real reason for the in-
opportune visit was the desire to tell her story first—a good
idea, too, but who would have expected an old maid teacher
to think it up! Not a word was said about my attempted
feat of valor until after I had gone to bed and to sleep.
I never knew what was said then but have no doubt that,
whatever it was, it was told with fairness to me. I.heard
nothing about it from Kittie for several days, and not then
until, unable longer to bear the suaspense and uncertainty,
I brought up the subject myself. I related the ineident,
naturally poloring it a little in self defense. She listened pa-
tiently and then said. *“The teacher does nmot tell it exactly
like you do.” Only this and nothing more, and she never did
mention the subject to me again. Looking back at this late
day I believe that Kittie was too nearly a child herself to take
very serious side against me, and that in her secret heart
she rather enjoyed the whole escapade. If she told Evans
I heard nothing of it. Miss Jack never referred to it in any
way, but was always and is yet, my good friend. When,
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some seven or eight years afterward, she was about to marry,
1 was one of the very few taken into her confidence.

A Sugo Camp mad Vel Friens.

The latter part of the winter Evansg and Kitty decided
to move to Hillsboro and the place was rented to Billy Mur-
phy who, as well as his wife Ellen, was very willing to take
me a8 one of the fixtures. Billy, being a plasterer by trade,
was, like Evans, obliged to be away from home a good deal.
The farm was in the edge of the old town of Chambersburg
and consisted of only forty acres, ten of which +were in
orchard and five in timber. 1 believe that no meore than
fifteen acres were actually in cultivation and thia portion
was planted to corn, s¢ that the real farm work did not
require very much time. I spent a good deal of time in the
timber with another boy, cutting felled trees into sawlogs
and the tops into firewood. It was, 1 think, the most pleas-
ant work 1 ever did. In the latter part of February I helped
Billy in a rented sugar camp, hauling sugar water from the
trees to the furnace and dipping it from one kettle to another
in the process of making maple syrup. This, too, was pleas-
ant work and I had to help me, the same boy, George Trin-
kle, a brother of Mrs, Murphy, or Ellen, as we called her.
By the way, he and Ellen were my second cousing and they
had a younger brother, Chris, and a sister, Sallie. All of us
were the best of friends. I was frequently allowed to stay.
all night with the two boys and they with me, While we
sometimes had our boyish quarrels we were inseparable most
of the time, and they hold a very warm place in my affec-
tions today. George is said to be a successful preacher in
the United Brethren church some where in Indiana, and I
hope to have the pleasure of hearing him before I die. I
promise to be good and not apoil his sermon by caliing to
his mind any of the little capers that I remember B0 well.
I am not so sure that I should not remind him of some of
them when we were alone together, that is, if he has not
become too dignified to admit of such & thing, which I re-
gard as highly improbable.
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I stayed with the Murphy's until some time the next
winter. In the main they were very good to me—especially
Billy, who was always just and always took into considera-
tion that I was only a boy. But Ellen did something just
before 1 left, that in apite of her other kindnesses to me, I
am sorry to say I have never been able quite to forgive. She
has been dead a good many years and, I hope,. in Heaven,
but I cannot even at this distance of time call up her memory
withoot n feeling of bitterness. We bought butter of a Mra.
Keeling, about a helf mile distant. The price had been
twenty-five cents a pound for some time, but on this particu-
lar day Mrs. Keeling informed me that it had fallen to
twenty eents, and gave me a nickel in change, which I put
into my pocket and completely forgot. I was much puzzled
a few days later on finding the money. I had probably not
put my hand in the pocket before since placing the nickel
there, for I never had any money, or even a knife. At once
1 went to Ellen with my discovery and asked if she knew
how I came by the nickel. ¥ remember a feeling of happy
anticipation that I should find she had placed it there ag &
surprise present. She disclaimed all knowledge of it, and
after a vain effort to recollect any transaction eonnected with
a nickel, I gave it to her, knowing that it could not by any
possibility be mine. That evening, as the three of us, to-
gether with a Mr. Brown, who was there for the night, were
playing dominoes, she stopped the game and told the story
in this wise: “Isie thought he was pretty cute the other day.
T sent him for a pound of buiter with a quarter and Mrs.
Keeling gave him a nickel back because the price had come
down., He thought I wouldn’t know anything about it so
he stuck the nickel in his jeans. He has been talking about
that magic-lantern show in Veedersburg ever since they
threw the bills around, but he got to thinking I might eatch
him at it so he made a wonderful find in his pocket today.
He couldn’t imagine where it came from.”

I cannot give in writing any conception of the tone of
cold sarcasm in which this was told, nor of the feelings of
the hoy who sat there, white as the dead, as he was after-
wards told, too stunned to utter a sound while the awfual
words went, poke, poke, into his heart, like 2 long jagged
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imife, until he fell unconacious to the floot. Some time that
night Billy came softly to my bed, put his arm over me,
and whispered, “he quiet, I know you wouldn’t steal a nickel
to save your life.” Big, rough, bewhiskered, kindly Billy;
may God bless you, wherever you are! I hugged him and
for the first time since the blow fell was able to ery.

1 left early the next morning.and never saw Ellen again
until she was dying nearly two years afterwards, She sent
for me and as she reached her poor dying hand to me and
smiled, I forgot for the moment my bitterness. She said,
“] am glad you came, 1 always liked you.”* Whether she had
meant to speak of the niekel incident or not 1 never knew.
She was very weak and gaid no more. Iknow I ought to have
forgiven and forgotten freely long ago. There are s0me im-
pressions 8o deeply sunken into our hearts, however, that
_ they cannot be erased by a mere effort of the will, nor even
by the knowledge that they ought not be retained.

With one exception this was the only time 1 was ever
accused of dishonesty. The other cccasion was when 1 was
clerking in John Latta’s boot and shoe store in Attica, in
1876. ‘1 was fifteen years old snd had been working there
several months. The ahoe store took up one aide of the
room, the other being occupied by a Mr. Haller, with a hat
and gent's furnishing store. The two men helped each other
back and forth as occasion arose. One evening Mr. Latta
went to a lodge meeting leaving the store in Mr. Haller’s
charge. About nine o'clock he returned and soon went to
the cash drawer to count the meney. Presently he called me
and said that a dollar was missing. Mr. Haller had already
told him that no money had been taken in during his ab-
sence, a3 was not infrequently the case after suppertime. I
knew nothing of any money having been taken from the
drawer, neither did Mr. Haller. Mr. Latta said to me, “there
ia no use talking, there were twenty-nine dollars jn this
drawer when I went to lodge and now there are twenty-eight.
1 kmow Mr. Haller did not take it and you were the only other
one here.” Mr. Haller was quite sure that 1 had not been to
the drawer and thought & mistake had been made in the
count, but Mr. Latta was equally certain that a dollar was
gone and that I had taken it. 1 came back to the store the

F 9
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next morning feeling very miserable and not knowing what
to do. I felt that I could not leave until something had hap-
pended to make Mr. Latta see his mistake, and I could not by
any possibility imagine & way in which it was to happen.
As T was cleaning the store a thought flashed into my mind
that nearly paralyzed me. I dropped the broom and falling
into a chair began to ery hysterically, “I know where the dol-
lar is! T know where the dollar is!” Mr. Haller came and
put his hand on my back, saying kindly, “Where is it, Isie?”
“Why, don’t you know, you gave it to Billy. Rhodes when he
brought back the baby's ahoes last night 7 He remembered
the transaction perfectly and was as glad sz I was. When
we told Mr. Latta upon his arrival he merely said, “Well,
that accounts for it‘then.” He was satisfied, since it turned
out that he had not lost a dollar, after all, and gave no
thought to the Iong sleepless night of torture I had under-
gone,

1 believe these two incidents of my early life have influ-
enced me more than anything else to be kind and entirely just
to every boy, and to be most careful not unnecessarily to
wound their feelings. I should a great deal rather lose
something occasionally than take the chance of wrongfully
accusing one,

Bealy Experiences as » Yook

From Murphy’s 1 went to my cousin, Joe Bigckburn, in
Veedersburg. He was a bachelor of about forty and con-

ducted a barber shop, eating and sleeping in the same build-. - ’

ing. 1 went to him because I knew he would take me in
until I eould find another place to live. He gave me a pair
of his boots of which I stood much in need, my feet being
badly frostbitten from having had only an old ragged pair
of woman’s cloth gaiters. He made room for me to sleep by
pulling his lounge a few inches away from the wall and
stuffing the space with some old clothing. It made a very
narrow bed, indeed, for the two of us, but it waa vary wel-
come to me; and he was good enough to pretend that he had
Iota of room, that he preferred a narrow place to sleep, made
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him feel better to have to lie straight, etc. He did and said
everything to make me feel welcome and that I was really
doing him a favor by staying there, He taught me to make
coffee, boil and stew potatoes and eook eggs in various waye.
Also, we had an occasional beefsteak, or piece of liver which
I could burn all the taste out of like a regular cafe cook. I
think T have never known even a high-priced chef who could
quite equal the meals I set up in those days, in absolute lack
of all semblance of human food. My garbage disposal plant
was quite simple and effective. The small building projected
back into a hill and the window sill of the kitchen was just
flush with the ground which sloped steeply upward from it.
All I had to do was to raise the window and throw out my
potato peelings and such like, being careful to close the sash
quickly to prevent their immediate return to the kitchen.

Fearning to Smoke a5 x Hanly Act

In about a month I found a place to stay with a widow,
a Mrs. Wilt. She was very poor and washed for a living, I
helped her with the work and she seemed to think that I
earned my board. - She was married in a few weeks to a one-
legged man who had a penzion and I was sent by my father
to live with a family by the name of Pickett. The family
consisted of an old lady, a widowed daughter with a bahy,
two single daughters and two young boys—one a grandson.
The whole ouifit smoked pipes and there must have been at
least a dozen pipes of one kind and another about the place.
T zoon learned to smoke with the best of them. They lived
on a pension, and twenty dollars a month which they received
for pumping water into the railroad water tank with a horse-
power. This became my job, and a3 I sat on the beam, going
round and round behind the old blind horse, smoking a pipe
as big as life, I am not sure that I would have exchanged
places with the president—certainly not with a much smaller
official. In the summer the whole family were stricken with
typhoid fever, I with the rest. My father had me removed
to the home of Bill Blackburn, Joe's older brother, who owed
him a large bill for medical services and was willing to care
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for me in payment of the debt. Both Bill and his wife Mattie,
were more than kind. They had four small children of their
own and lived in a house of but two rooms, but they did as
well as they could for me. After about seven wecks I was
ble to sit up though it was a very long time before I was
strong again. Mattie, to keep me from feeling dependent and
in the way, got some yarn and let me knit some socks, pre-
tending that it was a very gzreat help to her. My mother had
taught me to knit during one of my sick spells, but Mattie
showed me how to turn a heel and narrow off the toe. It
seemed to me that I should never get enough to eat after I
was able to get about. Raw turnips, apples, green or ripe,
cabbage stalks, calamus roots, raw sweet potatoes, every-
thing obtainable that eould posaibly be chewed and swallowed
—were requisitioned between meals in the futile attempt to
correct the irreducible vacuum just south of my neck, It
may be that so heavy and varied a diet was not good for me in
my weak condition but it certainly seemed good, and if it
did me any harm I was not aware of it. The only exception
was when I ate about a quart of cold beans which zoon
picked a quarrel with the heterogenous society in my stomach
and departed in a huff, much regretted.

‘The Pickett family all recovered with the exception of
the widowed daughter and her baby, both of whom died.

EBxperiences as x Hotel Fmplogee.

For the next few months I led a varied existenc®, not
being able to work much and eating a great deal, so that
my services were not in active demand, . .

In the late fall I was sent for by Mrs. Whittier, land-
lady of the only hotel in Veedershurg. I had never spoken
to her and had only seen her at a distance, but considered
her, as indeed she was, a lady of more than ordinary reflne-
ment. Therefore I went to her full of wonder and with a
wild hope in my heart that she would let me work for her.
I waited in the office until she came, very much frightened,
and toward the last very much discouraged. I tried to nerve
myself to the disappointment of finding that she merely
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wanted me to perform some errand for a nickel or dime.
When she finally came in she sat down beside me, put her
arm around me and in the kindest of tones apologized for
the delay. She said she had noticed me a good many times,
that I had seemed different from most other boys she had
observed, always going quietly about what I had to do,
never using hoisterous language, ete. That she wanted a
boy to help in the hotel and believed I would be a good boy
for her. All this, and more, she said in sueh a kindly way,
while she locked into my eyes with such a motherly air that
I thonght she was the grandest Iady I had ever seen since
my mother died, and 1 loved her. I immediately entered
her service, or, rather, her household, for she treated me as
her own, ‘She at once made me some warm clothing, bought
me & pair of boots and a cap, and, to complete my joy and
pride, a nice pair of warm gloves. She cut my hair with
her own hands, kissed me for looking so nice when the
operation was over, and in every way acted toward me like
a real mother. She required me to work, just as I imagine
ghe would have required a boy of her own to do. There was
no mention of wages but she saw to it that I always had a
dime or two in my pocket. 1 learned to help wait on the
tables, bake pancakes, fry eggs, ete., and also sometimes
washed and dried dishes, though Mrs, Whittier did not
allow me to clean the cooking utensils. The head waiter,
who also helped with the other work, once put me to wash-
ing the pots and skillets and went in to sit down and chat
with Mrs. Whittier, as any of us were free to do after our
work was done. In a very few minutes she returned, took
the cloth and said the Jandlady wanted me. As I entered
her room she invited me to sit down and gave me the
-stereoscope and views to look at. I learned afterward that
she had called the girl by her surname {(a thing she never
did except when greatly provoked), sent her back to do the
dirty cleaning Wi given her unmistakably to understand
that such work was not again to be put upon me. In the
latter part of the winter Mrs. Whittier went to Attica and
bought me a nice suit of clothes with a long tail coat, such
as boys of my age wore for best at that time. Soon after-
ward she gave a party, engaged a girl for me and made me
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go and bring her—my very firat experience. She brushed
my hair, fixed my necktie, squirted a little perfume on me
from her atomizer, and with many instructions started me
out, telling me that I was At to call on the queen’s daughter.

It was during the winter with her that I joined the
Christian church, She took me to the creek for baptism and
waited for me with warm wraps. I was heartbroken when
they sold the hotel in the spring and went to another part of
the state where I conld not go. Some years afterward she
eame into my little store in Veedersburg, 1 was nineteen
then, but she pulled me across the counter and kissed me.
Mr, Whittier had died and left her, I think in very moderate
circumstances. She, herself, died soon after that visit, in
her home in Southern Indiana. )

I was engaged by the new landlord at two dollars a week
with board and washing. I was also allowed to aceept tips
for carrying satchels, etc.,, which amounted to perhaps fifty
cents a week, Mr. and Mrs, Hatfield, the new Iandlord and
landlady, were entirely fair and just with me, but I mueh
missed the mothering of Mrs, Whittier. It was during my
stay with the Hatfields that I had the following adventure:
A man had been found unconscious on the railroad track
a few miles west of Veedersburg and brought to the hotel:
He had been struck by a night train, but the physicians had
some reasons for believing that he had been shot in the back
and laid on the track., He was a stranger and, so far as I
know, was never identified, He was kept on a cot in the
office until he died & few days later without having regained
consciousness, when the body was removed to a room on
the zecond floor. I did not know which room it was placed
in.but it was number nine, one of the best guest rooms. The
attending physicians telegraphed the coroner at the county
seat who wired in answer that he could not come, and in-
structed them to make such autopsy ss they considered
advisable. About nine o'clock, however, he again telegraph-
ed them to await his arrival on the three o’clock morning
train. Accordingly they ceased operations and went home
to get what sleep they could before train time, very care-
lessly leaving the door unlocked. Mr. Hatfield wishing to
attend a lecture, marked each guest's room on the register
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and left me to show them to bed. In his hurry he unthink-
ingly marked one guest for number nine. This man was a
stranger from New York, who waa on the way home from
a trip through Southern Kansas, in the interest of some
syndicate. He was the most nervous man I ever saw and
walked the floor continuously, only stopping occasionally to
recount some of the terrible things he had seen or heard
about in the west. The story of the Bender murders seemed
to have an especial hold on his mind ‘and he frequently re-
ferred to them. He could not make up his mind to retire
until after all the other guests had gone to their rooms, when
he finally decided to take the chance. I got his number from
the register, lit the little hand lamp, took one of- his valises
and piloted him up to number nine, he following~with the
other valise. ‘The sight that confronted us as we entered
the room was enough to upset any man, to say nothing of
one whose nerves were already so unstrung. The body was
entirely uncovered and the immense unclosed eyes were
staring directly at us. A section of back bone some eight
inches long, lay on one wooden chair, & considerable portion
of the internal economy on another. Horribly shaking my-
self, T turned to reassure the stranger, but he was too quick.
With a tremendous yell he was out of the room and down
the stairs in a shorter time than I eould have believed possi-
ble. If he touched bottom meore than three times in his wild
flight down those twenty sieps I did not hear it. When I
got down (and, between you and me, my own gait was not
& model of inactivity), he was standing in the outer office
door, trembling like an aspen leaf and reaching for the
satehel I carried. [ tried to explain but I might as well saved
myself the troubie, for he did not seem to hear me. Grab-
bing the galise he put out into as dark and stormy a night as
I ever sa®W, I saw him no more, and suppose he went into
" hiding some where until the train came that brought the
coroner, and boarded it with a thankful heart for his escape
from such awful and imminent peril in the wild west. 1 have
often thought it would be interesting o know how he tella
the harrowing tale to his wondering grandchildren. 1 was
a little uneasy lest the landlord should blame me for the loss
of a guest, but there was no cause for alarm. While he was



Fifty

not quite pleased, judging by his observations on the subject,
the uncomplimentary terms were all directed, not at me, but
at the New York man and his folks, and all other men of
like tendencies, and their folka.

Entering the Mercantile Business.

‘After a few weeks with Mr. Hatfield I was sent for by
Mr. Latta of Attica, who had in some way heard of me and
thought I might be & good boy for his needs in the boot
and shoe store. 1 was engaged at five dollars a week, my
wages to be increased at the end of a month if he still wanted
me. I stayed eight months but he always put off the prom-
ised raise on some pretext. My board eost three dollars and
fifty cents a week and my washing twenty cents. To get
board at that price 1 had to eat eight blocks away from the
store. As Mr. Latta allowed me only twenty minutes for
dinner and the same time for supper, I had to make tracks
at & lively rate and almost swallow my food without chewing.
At the end of the eight months I was very much in need of
clothing, with no money to buy them with. I tried to econo-
mize by renting a room at a dollar a week and eating bakery
stuff. I would buy a loaf of bread and a bunch of radishes
or onions, sneak them up to my room, eat what I wanted and
hide the rest in my trunk for the next meal. But I had not
made due allowance for feminine curiosity. My trunk was
a cheap one with a broken lock and the chambermaids soon
discovered my secret. After that I could hear them whisper-
ing and snickering outside the door as they took turms in
watching my elaborate meals through the keyhole. This,
taken in connection with the inadequacy of the diet to the
needs of a growing boy, was very disconraging, and after a
week I gave it up. A wonderful circular had fallen into my
hands, telling how 1 could make $350 a month by taking the
agency for a patent lamp burner which was an absolute
gunrantee against explosion of the kerosene in case of an
accident. T could easily sell several thousand of the burners
each month—the public presumably waiting with bated
breath and open pocketbooks for a chance to acquire so great
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a boon—and make twenty cenis on each and every sale. [
decided to make the easy money before somebody else dis-
covered the golden opportunity, and got in ahead of me. I
notified Mr. Latta of my intended departure but did not tell
him of the rare good forunte that had fallen my way, or was
just about to. He offered me seven dollars a week to remain
With him, but what waa that to $350 a month? I stayed two
weeks to give him time to replace me and staried out on my
expedition as a Napoleon of finance. I had enough money to
order one burner for a sample, and to take me to Chambers-
burg. I engaged board with Mrs. Bet Dixon, not doubting
that 1 should soen be able not only to pay her, but to make
her a handsome present besides. She was very good to me
and I don’t much believe she expected me to pay her anything,
for when, some months afterward, I was able to pay her and
offered to do so, she refused to take anything, saying that
“TInele Mose” {(my father) had always doctored them with-
out charge and this was the first chance she had had to do
anything in return. She mended my clothes and fixed me up
as well as she could, even contriving a pair of drawers out
of the lining of some old trousers of her husband’s. She or-
dered one of the burners. Billy Murphy, then living with
his second wife, ordered one, Joe Blackburn five and the
Methodist minister one. ‘That was the sum total of my or-
ders. Not another soul would even give the bLurner a serious
100’ And, anyway, I was obliged to abandon the vast enter-
prise by the discovery that the article was a frand; as good
as & .common lamp burner, but no better——and a common
lamp burner could be had for fifteen cents. I gave the sample
to Mrs. Dixon and went to work for a farmer who made
extra money during the winter by sawing felled trees into
lengths with a drag-saw. It was operated by horse power
and my job was to drive the horses. 1 was to have ten dollars
“a month, but a couple of days before the month was up Mr.
Hatfield, having heard that I had left Attica, sent for me to
come back to the hotel, and T went. The farmer would not
pay me a cent, holding that a contract at so much a month
involved no obligation to pay anything, unless a month had
been worked.

In a few weeks I was offered a place to work in Mr. Han-



Fifty two

cock’s drug store, and I have followed that business ever
since, with the exception of nearly two years on the farm in
Kansas. I received eight dollars a month and my board and
washing for two years, when my pay was raised to fifteen
dollars, with board and washing. About three months later
Mr. Hancock sold out and I went to work for Mr. Miller at
a little better wage—that is, four dollars a week and my
board and washing. I was not very well satisfied with this
position, since the store did a large liguor business. In the
fall Mr. Miiler was threatened with indictment by the grand
jury and I left his service. While in his employ I slept in
the store and was provided with an old ball and powder
revolver, about a foot long, for protection. I was horribly
afraid of it and nothing could have induced me to fire it.

Wiaiting Bister FIdu in Nebrashs

Taking advantage of my being out of employment and of
having a little money saved up, I went to Nebraska to visit
my sister Ida, whom I had not seen since our mother's burial,
more than seven years before. She had been my chief play-
mate in our childhood, and the separation had been very hard
for both of us. We had very few playthings but made the
most of whatwe did have. Some old broom sticks for horses,
cobg to make houses, and bags of shelled corn for balls, were
quite as satisfactory as more expensive things would have
been. Ida used to try to ride like a lady, sidewise, but the
peculiar breed of horses we had were very hard to manage
- in that way, so she oftener rode like her brother—clothes-
pin-fashion. A new family came into our neighborhood, con-~
sisting of a Mrs. Sargent and two little boys of ahout our
age. The mother was a music teacher. They were English
people and evidently had been in much better circumataneces.
. The boys were the most perfect little gentlemen, and were
always neat and well dressed. The mother seemed to he
of ultra-fashionable tendencies, attended late balils, laced to
the last possible degree, and wore what seemed to us an
endless variety of very fine apparel. We saw the boys
going by and wished very much to scrape an aequaintance
with them, but supposed they were so far above our class
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that they would not deign to play with ws. Finally we
entered into a conspiracy to make them want to know us.
By “we” I mean Ida and myself. We would watch until we
saw them coming, then get very busy with our stick horses
and eob houses, being careful to be playing near the fence,
and very ostentatiously merry as the boys went by. They
really did look wistfully at us but did not stop. Our next
move was to ask our mother to let us invite them over to
spend the day. This seemed to us a very bold thing to do,
as well as, in all probability, a hopeless thing. * But our
mother, always hospitable, especially to children, and know-
ing them better than we did, gave us willing permission, not
doubting that they would be glad to come. And so it was.
The little lonesome fellows were delighted and they and their
mother thanked us in the most polite way. They were
promptly on hand and we had a wonderful day. ‘They en-
tered heartily into our crude games and enjoyed them as
fully as we did. Our dinner menu was made up of the re-
mains of a turkey, with what was left of dumplings and
gravy. They ate as though they had never iasted such deli-
cious food and after the gravy was gone, sat and ate slice
after gléce of the home made bread. I believe I have never
scen o boys as thoroughly enjoy a meal. We learned
afterward that they were accustomed to eating only bakery
stuff—baker's bread, cookies, crackers, etc. The mother
would be gone all day at her work of teaching musie, and at
night to parties, and did no cooking except to boil some egps.
After that the boys frequently played and ate with us, and
sometimes we would go and eat with them, their bakery
diet making an enjoyable variety for us.

I found Ida a big thirteen-year-old girl, but believe I
should have known her, for she had not changed in appear-
ance except as to size. We spent a most happy month to-
gether.

On the oceasion of this visit I met for the first time my
mother’s half-brother, Charles H. Getchell, of Memphis,
Tenn., who was spending the summer and fall with Aunt
Mary. This was in 1879. His family, consisting of wife
and two grown daughters, had all fallen victims to the dread-
ful plague of yellow fever the year before and he was much
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broken in health and nerves. It was not uncommen for him
to faint while recalling the scenes of his awful affliction. He
returned to Memphis that fall and I have heard from him
but once since. He wrote me the next summer proposing to
help me start in business. I had already started, however,
thanks to my good friends in Veedersburg, and so informed
him, thanking him most sincerely for the offer. I received no
reply and it may be that he was offended because I had been
able to set up for myself without his assistance.

Just now I am reminded of a singular incident in the life
of my mother’s sister, Aunt Mary. She and my mother had
five half-brothers—Charles, Sumner, Louis, Otis and Frank.
Frank, the youngest, was an especial favorite with Aunt
Mary. He with Louis and Otis went as volunteers in the
Northern army and all were killed. One night Aunt Mary
went into the coz] house at her home in Illincis to replenish
the bucket. It was quite dark and she was filling the hod by
picking up chunks without seeing them. Suddenly the coal
house was lit by a very bright light and after a moment she
saw her brother Frank gazing upon her with a most loving
expression. As she told it, it was not like & picture but the
rea] living hrother who looked at her and seemed to want to
*speak. The vision lasted but a moment and the room was
a8 dark as< ever. She hastened into the house and told her
kusband, Uncle William. In about a month they received
word that her brother Frank had been killed in battle, or
rather, had been wounded in batile and had died as nearly
a8 they could ascertain within a few minutes of the time she
saw the vision. Both Aunt Mary and Uncle William were
very orthodox Presbyterians and ameng the Jast 1 should

" believe capable of any superstition, but to the end of their
lives they both firmly believed that for a fleeting moment the
bonds of love had prevailed over the bonds of death,
and in the supreme transition the “baby brother” had been
permitted to sppear to the loving sister. I think noc one who
knows me would accuse me of superstitious tendencies, yet,
knowing my aunt and uncle as 1 did, 1, too, believe that in
the darkness of the coal house that night Aunt Mary saw
her dead or dying brother.
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Going in Bushess for JMpsell.

1 went back to Veedershurg to engage with Mr. Rosen-
barger, who owned the old Hancock store. He agreed to pay
me $22.00 a month, with board and washing, for the winter,
and 326.00 when the spring business began—an unhesrd of
wage for a country drug store clerk in those times and those
parts. When the time came for the erormous increase he
decided that he could not justify himself in paying such an
extravagant salary, and on my refusal to work for less he
organized a “combination in restraint of trade.” That is, he
got the proprietors of the other two drug stores into a secret
agreement not to offer me more than $20.00 and my keep,
in case I declined that offer from him. Mr. Miller had al-
ready offered me $25.00, and I felt safe in refusing the re-
duced salary, only to find to my surprise that all previous
quotations were withdrawn, and all were making the same
offer. I refused to work for any of them and for a few
weeks was out of employment. Then some good friends lent
me $500.00 to start a store of my own, which I did, of course
on & small scale. A wholesale house in Indianapelis fur-

"nished me with about $1,000 worth of goods, taking $400
down and trusting me for the balance. I retained $100 to
fix up the room and pay curreni expenses. At that time
the regular terms on drugs was sixty days, but the firm gave
me permission to take whatever time was necessary. For-
tunately, my business was so good from the start, and I was
80 careful of my expenses, that no part of the debt was al-
lowed to become overdue, and in three years I had paid off
the note for the loan and owed no money to anyone. My
health, however, was much broken by the close application
to the work and the strain of the responsibility.

I was barely nineteen when I opened the store in May,
1880. The owners of the other three stores had made what
effort they could to prevent my starting in business. They
telegraphed the wholesale firm, threatening to withdraw their
patronage if I were supplied with goods. The dispatch was
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handed to the proprietor while I sat by his desk. He smiled
and handed it to me. It read as follows: “Qell no goods to
anyone from this place if you wish our trade, Fowler in par-
ticular.” It was dated at Veedersburg, May 15, 1880, and
signed MeClelland & Goodin, F. Rosenbarger, F. H, Miller.
Miller.

I was very much alarmed and all my hopes seemed sud-
denly to have vanished, leaving me in worse state than ever,
for 1 had already spent part of the $500. When I conid
gather nerve enough I said, “I suppose that settles my getting
gny goods.” Mr. Barry gave a little friendly langh, crumpled
up the vellow paper and dropped. it into the waste basket,
“My boy,” he =aid, “If I had any doubis before as to the wis-
dom of helping you, I have none now. From now on no one
in Veedersburg but you can buy goods from us, and you can
buy 21l you see fit to order.” And he made his words good.
No traveling man from the firm of Stewart & Barry ever
¢alled on any of the other firms again. Mr. Barry rescued
the telegram from the waste basket and gave it to me for a
gouvenir. I kept it a long time and then destroyed it. I had
thought of using it in my opening advertisements and
actually had some annotincements printed which embodied
it, but was persuaded to abandon the ides by friends wiser
than I. I have always been glad of it, for all the signers of
the telegram were afterward my good friends, as they had
always been before. All of them abandoned the drug busi-
ness within a vear, and all became my customers, Mr., Miller
was clerking for me when I sold out in the fall of 1883, hav-
ing become seriously alarmed about my health. I had a

. little more than $1,600 clear to show for my forty months in
business.

Bexth of Juther.

My father had died in the winter of 1881. He had been
stricken with paralysis, first of the left side, then of the
right and, finally, the day before his death, of his head. He
lay sbout seven weeks, helpless. From the time of the first
attack he was not able to make his wants known, owing to
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his brain, or some part of it, being involved. He talked a
great deal but to no purpose, ag the words he said were
entirely different from, and bore nc relation to, the thoughts
he was trying to make known. 1 think his mind was
tolerably clear, at least a part of the time, during the first
three weeks, and once in a while—perhaps & half dozen
times in that period—he managed to say a sentence or two
that intelligently conveyed his meaning. Realizing from
the first that he eculd not recover I.wrote to his only living
brother, Joseph Fowler, of Kirksvills; Mo, He replied at
onee, in & long and affectionate letter, expressing his great
regret that his age and infirmities would not allow him to
come to the bedside of his stricken brother. He especially
deplored the fact that a quarrel had enstranged them- many
years before and that they had net written a line to each
other since. He begged me to make known to my father, if
possible, his brotherly love and sympathy, and his sorrow for
the lost years. All this I read to my father several times
and it made a deep impreasion on him, and seemed to weigh
. on his mind. Several times he said, “oh, this trouble, all on
account of a quarrel with my brother!” After the second
stroke which k his right side he said nothing that could
be unders Wintil the morning before he died in the night.
T had a man to nurse him every day and every other night,
I taking the alternate nights, and, of course, being with him
from time to time during the day. When I went in to him
that morning it was plain to see that he was nearly through
his suffering. A third stroke had taken his head, leaving
him power to move only his big intelligent eyes. They were
turned toward the door, evidently watching for me. When
1 came in they brightened with a most loving expression
which turned to one of earnest wishfulness and 1 saw
that he very much wanted to say something to me. 1
kigsed him, lifted the poor dying head in my arms, and
talked to him, in the hope that he might underatand, though
he could not reply. The look of wishfulness became more
intense-—almost agonized—and 1 saw that he was making
an extreme effort to speak. After several moments he
evidently gave it up, but managed to say, witha Jast supreme
struggle, “1 can’t make it.” He said no more, nor did his
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eyes apgain show understanding, and that night he was
released from his sufferings.

Had it not been for the blight of drink he would have
been in every way a good and useful man; indeed, he was by
nature a kind-hearted and broad-minded man, and endowed
with more than ordinary ability. For several years preced-
ing his death he drank only occasionally, and was considered
by many as the most able physician in and about Veeders-
burg. I have known many instances when he would send
the poor tired mother and father to bed, and walk the floor
all night with the suffering little one in his arms,
administering the remedies and attending to all the duties
of a tender nurse himself. I have known other instanees
when a father would find him in his office in an intoxicated
condition, and would take him to his home, get him fo bed,
and wait until he slept off the effects of the liquor, rather
than risk any other physician, so great was the confidence
in his skill and knowledge. He was born in Garrard county,
Kentucky. Being left an orphan at the age of about eleven,
he was taken by his uncle, Moses Hinds, who, with a number
of other southern people, scon afterward colonized a
considerable portion of Fountain county, Indiana, where
my father spent the rest of his life. He fought in both the
Mexican and Civil wars. Though wounded in both wars
he declined a pension, and even in his later days, when his
health was much broken, there was no surer way of
ineurring hia displeasure than to suggest the subject to him.
He was not unfavorable to the granting of pensions to others
however, and assisted many to obtain them. He had
honorable discharges from both wars.

Remadal to Barsas and BMarriuge,

I came to Kansas in the spring of 1884 and bought the
little farm in Drum Creek township with which you are all
familiar. As an investment it was a complete failure, but
the two years outdoor life and work and the freedom from
heavy responsibility gave me back my health and strength
completely. In Febrnary of 1885 I went to Ohio and married
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your mother, than whom a nobler woman never trod God's
Tootstool. I am lost in wonder yet, that she should have
consented to leave her home and host of friends and come to
s strange part of the country with me, who had so little to
offer her. Yet she always aaid that never for a moment
had she regretted doing 8o. We lived in the twe-room house
and had by way of housekeeping outfit two bedsteads,
costing two dollars and fifty cents each, fwo mattresses
cosling the same amount, a cook stove costing twenty-one
dollars, six plates and six cups and saucers, all of white
earthen ware, a few cheap knives and forks and a few
petter pieces of tableware which had been given us as
wedding presents; notably—scme plated knives, forks and
apoons, and a plated caster. Also, we had a beautiful rag
carpet, a feather bed and plenty of bedding, all of. which
your mother had made, or helped to make. Yes, and we had
a folding leaf table and the crgan her parents had given
her nearly a year before, on her twenty-first birthday. I
made & cupboard out of the hox the organ had been shipped
in. I could not make doors so your mother contrived curtaing
for it, and we thought it a very nice cupboard. We had red
tablecloths for ordinary use and one nice white one for
extra. 1 thought no man éever had so pleasant a home. I
had rented the farm to George Rogers, agreeing to give him
a third of the crop and board him. I helped him in such way
as I could with my poor team, made garden, and worked a
few acres that had been reserved. The crop was poor and
would hardly have furnished a living through the winter.
Fortunately, 1 was given the district school to teach, at
thirty-five dollars a month for six months, and that tided
us over. In the spring I rented the place to the same man,
he having just been married, and engaged to work in Mr.
J. H. Pugh’s drug store, in Independence. e took me on
a month's trial and I worked for him more than nine years,
when I resigned to engage in business for myself.
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Naomi was about six weeks old when we came to fown,
and was, I thought, the most wonderful baby that ever ex-
isted. I ate every meal with her in my arms and divided the
time between taking hites and contemplating what was to
me her wondrous beauty. -She, in tarn, rarely took her eyes
from me, and seemed on the whole well satisfied with her
choice of father. In September your great—grandmother
Coder was near her death from cancer and I sent the baby
and her mamma back to Ohio, {0 be with her in her last days.
This was made possible by an opportune excursion to Indian-
apolis at a low rate for the round trip—twenty dollars, I be-
lieve. During their absence I wrote a letter every day,
which your uncle Emerson jokingly called a daily edition,
with Sunday supplement. The ticket was good for only a
month, so they had to come home before the good old lady’s
death which occurred a few weeks afterward. I cannot tell
how happy I was as I grabbed the baby almost before your
mother had reached the platform. And both mother and
baby were happy, too. At the time they left we had ex-
pected to return to the farm. Mr. Pugh was only paying me
forty dollars a month and I was offered thirty-eight to come
back and teach the same school that winter, which would be
better than the forty dollars in town with nine dollars rent
to pay. I had told Mr. Pugh of my intention and had already
sent our goods to the fﬁm. A young man had been engaged
to take my place in thefstore and everything seemed settled.
After the goods were gone to the farm Mr. Pugh urged me
to stay, offering me fifty dollars 2 month, which was about
_ the highest salary then paid to drug clerks. He would retain

the new man, but I would be head clerk and in charge when-
ever Mr. Pugh was ahsent, which was quite often. I agreed
to stay provided I couid find a satisfactory man to take the
school, which was done.
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By the Fome in Indepordence.

To make things more sure Mr, Pugh induced me to buy
the house we have lived in ever since, he furnishing the
necessary money to handle the deal. The price was $1,350,
and there was a mortgage of $1,000 with nearly five years
to run. Mr. Pugh advanced the $350, agreeing to give me
whatever time was necessary to pay it in. ‘That was twenty-
eight years ago thia fall. Harry and Frank were born in
the house, your Mother died there, and none of us had any
other home since until you children married and made your
own. The only exception is that Frank lived with his grand-
parents about three years, after the death of your mother.
‘The rest of my own history you know.

Naomi was a little over six months old when her mamma
brought her home from Ohin. We had given her the name

of Sarah soon after her birth, that being the name of both ",

her grandparents. To please her dying great—grandmother
we added her own name, Naomi, still with the full intention
of calling our daughter “Sarah.” The question was decided
by the daughter herself, who, as soon as ghe could talk, called
herself “Noma™ and would answer to no other name but that
and “Baby.” So, for a good while, “Nboma” it was. In fact,
she never acquired the full name until Harry was old enough
to talk, when he called her “Naomi” with much precision, and
we gradually followed his lead in the matter. Naomi was
always her father’s own baby, and even at a few montha old
would reach her arms and cry whenever I left the house.
After she could walk she always ¢came to meet me when the
weather would allow, and reached her arms to be taken and
carried to the house. Her mamma would have the meal all
ready and then the two would watch for my coming and go a
little way to meet me. After Harry came there were three to
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meet me, and after Frank's advent, four. T thought, and
&till think, that no man was ever blessed with a more lovely
family. One evening your mamma had told Naomi that she
must not ask papa to take her this evening, for he would be
very tired. She had promised that she wouldn’t and she
didn’t. She just squared hergelf in front of me, reached up
her arms and said, “Oh, I am so tired.” Of course I picked
her up, not knowing what her mamms had told her. Her
mamma said, “Naomi.” Naomi replied in an injured tone,
“I didn’t ask him to take me; mamma, I didn't.” When she
was big enough to sit at the table alone we bought her the
tall red chair that we still have. She sat at my right hand.
When Harry was old enough, he usurped the chair and the
place at my right hand and Naomi moved to my left in a new
chair, not quite so high. When Frank was biz enough he
routed Harry, who routed Naomi, who moved one place south.
All were well-behaved at the table, and elsewhere—at least,
I thought so.

Naomi's favorite meal was crackers and milk with a little
sugar, but she always wanted some of whatever the rest of
us ate put upon her plate. That ceremony gone through, she -
would contentedly eat hex “erockers-and-milk,” &3 she called
it, hardly tasting the other food. Harry’s diet consisted
largely of milk, of which he would drink several mugfais at
each meal. Like Naomi, however, he wanted a supply of the
regular food on his plate to look at while he drank his “goo’
warm muh” (good warm milk,) One day he had his plate
full of potatoes, gravy, meat, and whatever else was on the
table, which he was contemplating with much satisfaction
‘while emptying his severalth mug of milk, when Vina said,
“Now, Harry, you've got your plate piled full of everything
and you won't eat a quarter of it.” With a Jook of mild sur-
prise he detached the mug from his lips, turned toward her
and said, in the tone of one who is acquiring useful informa-
tion, “Won't 17" then calmiy resumed the mug. To fully ap-
preciate this incident one must have known the chubby,
brown-eyed boy, and his deliberate and earnest way of speak-
ing. Vina most bnsted herself, laughing. Another time,
when he was somewhat older, Vina had made a nice peach
cobbler for dinner. We had company, but T cannot recali
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at this time who it was. That morning a man had been em-
ployed to clean the cistern. Among the interesting souveniras
rescued from the watery depths was about two-thirds of a
cat in an extremely dead condition. I think that it was the
most surpassingly dead cat I have ever had the pleasure of
encountering. At dinner Harry mussed over his cobbler with
his spoon, started a bit once or twice to his mouth, and finally
said, “I kmow Vina made this out of that old cat.” It may
safely be surmised that none of us enjoyed our share of the
delicacy quite as fully as though Harry had not spoken. I be-
Tieve that, to this day, neither Vina nor I ever see or hear of
a peach cobbler without thinking of “that old cat.”

Frank’s favorite food was whatever he could get hold of,
and plenty of it. TUpon the occasion of hig first visit home,
however, after he had been with his grandparents a year, he
exhibited a pronounced partiality for bread soaked in coffee,
which he called “coffee soup.” When Harry was about eleven
months' old Mr. Pugh gave me a two-weeks’ vacation and we
went to visit Uncle William and Aunt Mary in Nebraska.

- Your mamma had never seen them, but knew your Aunt Ida
who lived with them, she having visited us while Naomi was
a little baby. She and your mamma were the most loving of
sisters, and the last writing your mamma ever did was the
beginning of a letter to your Aunt Ida. I sent the unfinished
letter to her after your mamma’s death, and have no doubt
she still has it among her most treasured possessions.

I was a little doubtful as to how your mamma and the
old folks would like each other, for, as I remembered them,
they were very old-fashioned, and held very strict views as
to the bringing up and disciplining of children. But my mis-
givings were entirely withont foundation. They loved each
other from the start. We had been there but a day or two
when your mamma said to me, ‘‘Why, what made you think
I wouldn't like Aunt Mary? 1 think she is one of the sweetest
old ladies T ever saw.” When we started for the depot Aunt
Mary, fearful of making a scene, did not accompany us, but
gave us good-bye at the gate. I discovered that I had forgot-
ten our traveling cup and returned for it. Aunt Mary was
still at the gate, her dear old eyes wet with tears. She said,
“Isie, where in all the world could you have gone to find such
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a wife?” As for the children, they pried their way into the
old hearts at first sight. Naomi was much inclined to logua-
ciousness, and was willing at all times to exhibit her conver-
sational powers, much to the delight of the old folks and
especially of her Aunt Ida, whom she called “Aunt Idoe.” A
sample; Naomi in the kitchen; “Aunt Maywy, could Nema
ahm (have) piece o' eake?” “Yes, in a minute.” “A-ah,
Noma could ahm piece ¢’ cake in a minute?” and away she
would trot to inform the rest of the household of the amazing
news; “Noma could ahm piece o’ cake in 2 minute,” she con-
fided to each in turn. Looking back at this time I am inclined
to think that Naomi deliberately made conversation with the
object of practising words she already knew, as well as of
learning such new ones as might be offered by the other side.
Some time after our return we had, for a few weeks, a girl
by the name of Laura Rowley. Naomi called her “Lauro”
and was never 30 happy as when she could inveigle her into
an argument, I was sitting in the front room one day when
Naomi came dancing in, her face beaming, and reported the
latest forensic news. *“T talking to Lauro; I say, ‘better put
your bonnet on, Naomi’ Lauro say, ‘Oh, no: I don’t need any
bon-net.’ I say, ‘Yes, you better put your bonnet on, Naomi.’
Lauro say, ‘No, I don’t need any bon-net.” I say, '‘Naomi, if
you don't put your bonpet on, I'll tell your mamma.’ Lauro
say, ‘Oh, no; You won't tell my mamma, and I don’t need any
bon-net’.” She was to interested in relating the important
debate that she did not notice having reversed the parts and
danced out to see what could be done in the way of starting
another argument.

Harry, to go back a moment to the Nebraska visit, won
his way by his unfailing good humor and his implicit confi-
dence in everyone. He could not yet walk, but crawled about,
amusing himself with whatever had been given him, and
every little while looking up into somebody’s face with snch
& whole-souled amile that none could resist him. It “was also
at the time of this visit that Aunt Mary persuaded your
mamma to name the expected new baby “Ruth,” to maich
Naomi. Unfortunately for the arrangement, the new baby
turned out to he “Frank,” who was born the Tollowing
January. As he made his debut, voicing lusty protest against
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the general scheme of things, Dr. Masterman aaid to Harry,
who was lying wide-eyed in his buggy, though it was about
eleven o'clock at night, «¥ou're not the boss any more, young
man, your brother will help you run thinge.”” That was his
way of saying, “It's a boy,” without saying it. At Harry'’s
birth he had said to your mamma, “Here's your boy.” When
Naomi was born the nurse said, ostensibly to the vice-nurse,
«The nicest girl baby!” There seems to be an unwritten law
that the father is to be informed as quickly as possible as to
the sex of his new baby, but is, on no aceount, to be told.
Naomi weighed twelve pounds, by our little spring scale;
Harry, ten and a half, and Frank eleven pounds. The
actual weight in each case was probably a little jess, peérhaps
a pound. All were fine, healthy babies, to my great relief
and joy, for I had known 80 many born with some deformity
or defect that I was fearful. I had the same anxiety and
subsequent happiness in the case of my darling grandchild,
Nettie Jane. Your mamma 00T began to find, to her delight,
points of resemblance to me in each new baby, while 1, with
no less happiness, could see that they were living images of
their mother. When Naomi was about seven weels old her
mamma called me to see that the baby was sleeping with her
right arm bent over her head, “exactly like you sleep, Isie.”
Ag a matter of fact, I almost invariably sleep in that position
to this day. In the light of maturer years, however, it seems
to me questionable whether Nacmi at that iender age, really
was paying me the compliment of imitation, though I had no
doubt of it at the time. Judging by the affection she has
always shown her unworthy father, I make little question
:?:1;‘ that she would have done it had the thought occurred
er.

A Nohle Mlother

] think your mother was one of the noblest women God
ever sent to earih, Steadfastly adhering to her religion, and
to the church she had chosen in her girlhood, she poasessed
no element of bigotry or intolerance toward members of
other churches, or toward those who held no church member-
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ship. Her influenee for religion came not from argument or
loud-mouthed proclamations, but from her own simple and
unassuming life, The minister said, in the course of her
funeral sermon, “She did not have to wear a badge proclaim-
ing her a Christian; every one who came in contact with
her knew without being told that she was a Christian, of
the highest and most Christ-like type.” She kept her house
in order, ministered to the needs of her husband and chil-
dren, attended church whenever she could, and contributed
without display what she thought she ought to contribute
to worthy causes. She had no ambition to be rich or to be
regarded as of the elite. She always retained the warmest
affection for the old neighbors on the farm and they were
sincerely welcome to our home after we moved to town. We
usually spent our rare holidays among these good people
who had been our first friends and neighbors, hiring a horse
for fifty cents and borrowing or renting a buggy. Our
nearest neighbor on the farm was Mrs. Clark, and she was
almost a mother to the young woman who had married and
come 30 far away from her Ohio home. When your mother )
was sick she sat by her bed, or did the housework, not as
one who confers a favor, but as the merest matter of course.
Your mother had a Iasting love for this good woman and no
more welcome visitor ever came to our house. Mrs, Clark
died about & year after your mother wag taken, Mr. Clark
asked me to select & burial lot and I selected the nearest to
your mother’s grave. I had erected a modest stone and one
just like it was placed by Mr, Clark at the head of his wife's
grave,
Our first neighbors in town were Mra, Harper and her
. mother, Mrs, Vaughn, Mrs, Myers and Mrs. St. John. The
Harpers and Vaughns moved away years ago, but are our
good friends yet. Mrs. Myers and Mrs. St. John and their
families seem, to this day, as they always have, like members
of our own family. There were many other good friends,
and are yet, but none quite fill the place that these do.
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Fncidents of Pour Thildhound.

On the whole, all of you children were healthy, though
you had from time to time your attacks of sickness. Naomi,
had one very serious spell when about a year old. She was
delirions for several days and hardly slept at all, talking
incessantly, while her bright eyes shone brighter thar ever,
and her face was hot and red with the fever that seemed to
be bafling the doctor. Two whole nights we took turns car-
rying her on a pillow in our arms, a3 that seemed to give
the only relief to the little guffering brain. I well remember
the second night we so carried her. Neither of us slept that
night, and my mind and heart were full of thoughta of the
awfu)] journey to Mount Hope which, I doubted not, was
apon to be taken, Iknow your mother had the same thoughts
though neither of us spoke of it. 1 had seen many taking
that sad and hopeless journey but this was the first time I
had realized what it meant. When, the next morning, the
little darling fell into a sleep at last, and the doctor an-
nouneced that the danger was past, your mother and I seemed
suddenly stricken with the weakness of children. We drop-
ped together on the lounge and cried for the first time in each
others arms.

Naomi was usually very good to take medicine whenever
we had to give it to her. In fact, all you children were. 1
think one reason was that neither of us ever tried to deceive
you regarding it, but explained that while it had a bad taste
it was to make our nice little girl or boy fee! better, Only
once did Naomi rebel. She had taken her medicine “like
nice lady” uniil she could not bear the thought of another
dose. As often as it was offered she resolutely closed her
mouth and whimpered. Once she opened her mouth long
enough to say, “I do’” want bodo, no,” then closed it again and
turned over, mouth down., Rather than worry her into a
still more nervous condition we allowed the matter to rest a
little while, when she again became “nice lady” and willingly
swallowed the noxious dose. She called all medicine “bode”
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and gotf the name from trying to promounce “bottle,” her first
medicine having been a liquid. We took the cue from her,
-and as you know, we still speak of medicine as “bodo” when
talking to each other. Another instance of blending ideas
with objects cceurs to me just now. In some way Naomi
got the impression that spoons and forks were the same,
and called them both “poons.” When her mamma began
teaching her to count she invariably started off with “one,
two, free, poon,” confusing four with fork. She Imew all
her letters at three years old, and ere she was four knew
the firat and second readers almost by heart. .

I bought her a first reader, thinking she would amuse
herself by learning some of the shortest words. When [
came to dinner next day her mamma said, “Look at Naomi;
she has baen just drinking that-baok all forenoon.” Naomi
was seated on the lounge, absorbed in the book and oblivious
to everything else—even to me, which was most unusual.
Occasionally she would look up and ask the name of some
word, but that was gll. In a month she had read the book
through and counld relate most of the steries. The second
reader spon followed and was mastered in the same way.
Before she started to school, in the fall of 1893, she couid
read ordinary children’s books. She waas placed in Miss
Sanford’s room, to her great joy, for Miss Sanford was her
Sunday school teacher snd a great friend. At the end of
the week she came to dinner and I saw that something very
serious was the matter. For a time she could not trust her-
self to answer my inguiry as to what the trouble was.
Finally she broke down completely and cried her eyes out
on my shoulder. She had been transferred to the second
grade, under a teacher she did not know. She was doubly
hurt for she considered it a lasting disgrace to he turned
out of Miss Sanford's room. I soothed her as well as I could,
explaining that she had been promoted to a higher place
because she was a good girl and farther advanced than the
others in her room; that Miss Londry was a nice teachep
and Miss Sanford would see her every day, etc. In another
week she was quite contented and very fond of her new
teacher. Indeed, all of you children were always fond of
your teachers and I believe they were fond of you. I can
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not remember that one of you ever made the slightest com-
plaint of anything your teachers did.

Harry began school at the same time Naomi did, but, of
course, was not taken out of the first grade at the same time,
he being more than a year younger. 1 think he remained
a year behind her all the way through, including High School.
The day before Naomi and Harry started to school we had
all arrived home from a visit to your grandparents in Ohio.
They had taken Frankie after your mamina died and kept
him about three years. He was a year and a half old at the
time and for some reason waa not well, but very thin and
white. I remember that I said to your grandmother, a week
after the funeral, “Frankie will not be without his mamma
very long.” She thought the same thing but had refrained
from saying it. I thought I could manage in some way to
keep Naomi and Harry with me, but was afraid for Frankie's
sake to undertake to keep him, at his tender age and in his
puny condition. So, when your grandmother went home,
she took him with her. I accompanied them as far as Chi-
cago, where we stayed at the Oxford Hotel until the train
went, some time that night. 1 stayed on the car as long as
it was possible for me to stay, believing in my heart that I
was taking my last earthly farewell of my lovely baby.
Then I stood by the track and watched the train as long as
it could be seen, and was conscious of a curions sensation,
such as I have never heard or scen described. It was exactly
as if the train was attached by some invisible means to my
heart, and I could distinctly feel the tugging and stretching,
harder and more tearing as the train moved on away from
me. -When, at last, it disappeared, there was a distinet snap,
a8 though it had finally torn loose, and I staggered backward
with the sudden recoil, feeling very weak from the gbrain.
This, no doubt, sounds very foolish but it was as real to me
as anything I ever felt.

Frankie grew well and strong under the tender care of
his grandparenis, and at the end of the three years, with
their consent, I brought him home. It was a very great
trial to them to give him up and my heart ached for them.
Baut they were most unselfish, and felt, as I did, that it would
be better for all the children to grow up together. T had sent
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Vina and the two children to visit the folks in Ohio and I
went myself, toward the end of their stay, all of us arriving
home, as I said, the day before school opened in September,
1893. Vina had been keeping house for us ever since your
mamma died, and had become accustomed to caring for the
children, so she could manage very well with all three, since
Frankie had become well and strong, and was older. It was
very hard and lonesome for the poor child, taken away from
hig loving grandparents and the enly home he could remem-
ber, especially aince the older children were in school a good
part of the time. He contrived in various ways to put in
the time, and we all gave him special attention in our efforts
to keep him irom feeling the change too keenly. One day,
while the other children were in ‘school, Vina, not feeling
well, was lying on the bed in the front bedroom. Frankie
had tried all his ways of amusing himself. Finally he came
in the room where she was, looking very solemn and digni-
fied, stepped to her side and put a pencil in her mouth,
vouchsafing the information that he was the doctor. After
examining the pretended thermometer through his imaginary
apectacles and feeling her wrist, he gravely announced that
she would probably be better in about sixty weeks, and took
his dignified departure; to return in a few moments with a
broad grin. Before long he was pretty well adjusted to the
new conditions, and contented. The next fall he, too,
attended school, and in a short time was a schoolboy with the
hest of them. It was, I think, the second winter when his
grandma came for a visit. He was delighted to see her, but
said, “You have changed 30.” I do not know in what way
he thonght she had changed, but for some reason she did not
-seem exactly as he remembered her. She had been here but
a day or two, though, until they were the same old grandma
and Frankie to each other.

I have brought the story up to a point where you can each
take it up for yourselves, and shall now recall at random
some memories not embodied in the foregoing,

Naomi early learned the useful qualities of cake, and I
am not quite sure that she has yet entirely forgotten what
it is for. She liked it so well that she called everything she
was especially fond of, “cake” or, rather, in her own
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peculiar diction, “eay-way-way-way-wike,” which she later
shortened to “‘cay-wike.” Candy, fruit and eggs were all
“opy-wike.” Afterward the name was dropped for every-
thing but cake and other good things were called by their
own names, a3 nearly as she could pronounce them. Cherries
were “che-wees”, berries “be-wees”, and, in some way con-
fourding cherry and berry with Harry, she for a time called
her brother “He-wees.” Neither Naomi nor Harry liked
the crust of bread but they had different methods of evading
it. Naomi hid, or thought she hid, the cruats under the edge
of her plate while Harry simply declined his with the frank
statement, “I do’ want de huh.”

Harry was slower than either Naomi or Frank in learn-
ing to talk. I think he could have talked sooner had he pos-
sessed the confidence in himself to make the attempt. When
we tried to induce him to pronounce a word he would look
embarrassed and say “hoh” in a kind of stage whisper. He
used this sound to designate anything he wanted to ask for
at the table, pointing to the desired object and saying—or,
rather, blowing, “hoh.” He was a very good natured young-
ster and had a smile so full of good-fellowship and confidence
that it rarely failed to compel one in retarn. More than once
T have seen men and women on the street, passing along with
frowns or scowls, or look of distress or anxiety, who would
glance at the big little boy, turn back for a better look at the
friendly face, return his smile, with or without a word or a
pat on his head, and go on their way, apparently thinking
pleasanter thoughts. He thought—and thinks yet, for that
matter—that no boy ever had quite so wonderful a sister aa
he. He always listened to her as to an oracle and whatever
she aaid or did was the truest that could possibly be said,
and the best that could by any means be done. The two
were almost inseparable and hardly knew how te play with
any other children. It should be remembered that for three
years after their mother’s death they were each the other’s
almost sole child companion, and neither had any conception
of a pleasure of any kind that did not include the other.
T think it was Naomi’s influence, more than anything else,
that finally started Harry to talking, and he tried to talk as
she did—which was no small undertaking. Once I found
them on the back porch with some peanuts I had given them.
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Naomi was quite expert in shelling them while Harry was
very clumsy, and could hardly manage at all. She saw his
wasted efforts and said, “I will fix you some peanuts.” He
gratefully pushed his sack to her, saying, “Oh, will you fih
- me hum peanuts, toddle, loddle, Izh?” evidently feeling the
necessity of a longer sentence than his limited vocabulary
would allew, in return for the sisterly offer. In a few mo-
ments she had shelled a quantity and pushed them back with,
“There, I fixed you some peanuts”. With amazed admiration
of her skill and dexterity he said, “Oh, did you fih me hum
peanuts, toddle, loddle, lah?”"

I think the only controversy that ever marred their other-
wise perfect accord was over the matter of the size of their
feet, both feeling Naomi’s superiority by reason of her Wear-
ing a size larger shoe. When the boy feot grew faster than
the girl ditto and the difference had dwindled to & half-gize,
there was joyous hopefulness on the one side, and alarm
mingled with an entirely assumed show of indifference on
the other. When the next re-shoeing time showed that the
difference had been wiped out entirely, the exultation of the
one and the dismay of the other could not be concealed; and
actual tears on the girl’s side were the result of the next trip
to the shoe store, when it was shown beyond the possibility
of doubt that never again would Naomi be able to wear aa
large a shoe as her brother. Since Harry took to wearing
eights on a wide last I have not noticed Nacmi crying because
she could not have the same, or a larger size. Another evi-
denece of the great healing qualities of time.

Both Naomi and Harry were very glad to have Frankie
come home. Naomi often said, “I want Frankie to come
home and never go away again.” Upon my return from
helping your grandma to Chicago T had said that we would
see them next summer, intending either to go to Ohio or have
them come here. One morning I went in to wake Harry for
brealdfast. He was not asleep, but lying there with his big
eyes full of tears. He tried to smile and said, “Papa, when
we hee Glandma and Flankie next hummer, will we hee
Mamma, too?” With the wide eyes looking so earnestly and
wistfully into mine, and the whole expression showing the
tremendons importance of my anawer to the little longing
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heart, it was very hard o have to tell him the truth, T said,
“Np, darling; we will see Mamma some time, but I cannot
tell when. Some time we will all go where she is, but she
cannot come back to us”. He did not cry, or make any sound,
but lay a little while very quiet, while the full meaning of
my words seemed to be coming to him. Then he said
wearily, “1 do’ want any bleakfast, I got a headache, light
here.” And he put his fat hand over the loving and longing
little heart.

Harry could hardly wait for the iime to come wWhen he
would be four years old. For some weeks before that im—
portant day he could hardly talk about anything else. Almost
every morning he would wake me up and ask, “Papa, are I
four?™ When I said, “not yet, darling, but you wili be pretiy
soon,” he would say, with his long peculiar drawl, “o-0-oh.”
His ideas of a suitable birthday celebration were very modest ;
all he wanted was a cake and a house. Vina made the cake
and I made the house out of a box, fitting it with deors, real
glass windows, ete. 1t did not take him long io discover
themn when the momentous morning came, and he called to
every one that he was four, and had a cake and a ditta
(little) house. He had meant a rea! house, big encugh to
live in, but the “ditta” one pleased him se well that he waa
quite satisfied.

One morning, when he was shout two years old, he
crawled out of bed very quietly, took my big silver watch
from my vesi picket, and began pounding it againat the foot
of the bed, swinging it by the chain. I rescued it before it
had sustained any greater damage than a smashed crystal.
Another morning he fished my revolver from under my pil-
low and I awoke to find him busily trying to find out how it
worked. 1 was so frightened that T did not sleep with the
weapon again until long after he was old enough to sleep by
himself. Soon after I got to keeping it under my- pillow
again I had another scare. I awolte from a dream with the
piatol in my hand, ready to shoot. That settled the revolver
business for me. I locked it up in a desk and have never seen
it since, I believe.

Vina used to color a lot of eggs at Easter time, and place
them in nests abeut the yard, for the children to find, The
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first year she did that Frank was not with us. Naomi found
all of the eggs in a jiffy, and poor Harry was disconsoclate
until Vina ostentatiously hid some of them again and he
found them. He was always glad of any good thing that
came to Nromi and tried to bear his own disappointments
with good grace. Before your mamma died Maggie Myers
made a pretty May basket and hung it on the deor for Naomi,
Both children were much delighted but after a while Harry
said, with just a shade of longing, “I didn’t get just one
flower.” That night your mamma and contrived a May
bagket and hung it for him, which pleased him greatly,
Frankie was top young at that time to appreciate May
baskets.

Harry had a funny way of Seeming to swell when he was
grieved, evidently in an effort to keep from crying. Vina
used to tell him he would swell up and bust. Oge day, while
your mamma was still with us, our young ealf was taken with
something wrong with its “tommy” and bloated to an enor-
mous degree. While we were working with i, Harry, who
had been watching the proceedings with a good deal of sym-
pathy, suddenly exhibited his usual swelling symptoms and
sald, between efforts to choke back the sobs, “Kt’ baby calfie—
too big.” Another time he discovered that the calf had es.
caped from its pen and robbed the cow of all available suste-
nance. Swellingly he reported the disaster—*“lig’ baby calfie
got all my goo’ warm muh.” { Good warm milk).

One day I spent an hour or so eutting out little paper dolls
Tor Naomi and Harry, and fitting them with Paper dresses
to matech. Naomj was much pleased with her's and played
with them a good while, Harry took his without a word,
carried them to the back porch, which had a erack in the
floor, and, one by one, silently beheaded the dolls and dropped
them through, dresses and all. Whether he was insulted at
the girlish gift or not he never said. Neither did he ever
mention the matter afterward. He was about two and a
half years old.

Once I brought home a pound of small nails and two little
hammers, thinking they would furnish amusement for Harry
and Naomi for a good while. That was at noon, When I
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came to supper the last nail, and the first nail, and all inter-
vening nails, had disappeared, barring the heads, into the
seats of some old wooden chairs—the same ones your mamma
and I had begun housekeeping with. Another time I brought
them each a pair of small blunt scissors to cut out pictures
with. In less time than it takes to write it Harry had clipped
the pleats on the front of his dress, about an inch apart, from
top to bottom.

You will see that I am recalling these incidents just as
they occur to my mind, making no attempt at chronological
sequence, and you sre at liberty to sort and arrange them to
suit yourselves,

. When Harry was a few months old we bought a second-
hand crib for Naomi, which was placed within arm’s reach
of our bed. She was very good to acquiesce in the new
arrangement, but one night was nervous and begged to sleep
with me. We tried to talk her out of it, but she could not go
to sleep, and kept begging and saying, “I would be nice lady™.
Finaily I scolded her and she cried so pitifully, repeating
over and over, “I would be nice lady”. I repented of my
harshnhess and took the little sobbing girl in with me, with
the result that she went gratefully to sleep within a few
minutes. I have always grieved at having spoken harshly to
her at that time and do not like to think of it to this day.
When I do think of ii, I want to ask her pardon. It was the
only time, but one, that I ever did speak to her in a harsh
tone, The other occasion was when she was about six years
old. For some unaccountable reason she had refused to
reply to a guestion I had asked—an unheard of thing for her.
Instead of passing it by for the moment, as I should now, I
had the mistaken notion that to overlook so flagrant a breach
of filial obedience would be to open the door for more serious
offenses, and thaf justice to the child required me, against
my better feeling, to punish her. I told her to go into the
other room and close the door. Such a command was so
astounding to my darling little girl, who had always been my
close companion, that she could not believe I meant it, and
did not stir. Irepeated the command in a harsh tone. When
she finally realized the awful fact that I had actusally banished
her from my presence she looked as if I had struck her in
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the face, and with heartrending sobs cbeyed the dreadful
edict. I hope she got over the pain of it sconer than I did.
1 have not yet reached the point where the recollection of it
does not hurt, and hurt way down deep. I repaired the error
a8 well and as soon as I could by almost immediately ealling
her out and soothing the little frightened and grieved heart,
but I would give a good deal to be able to erase it from my
record.

Naomi, when quite small, called every kind of hurt
buinp”. When chiggers bit her she said it was bump, and
when she had a headache or stomachache, it was bump. One
day she took a notion to run off up town to papa. Her
mamma cavght her before she had gone far but she flatly
refused to go back. *“No, go see papa”. After vain efforts
to talk her cut of the notion her mamma picked up a tiny
switch and tapped her dress with it. Naomi brushed the
place where the switch had touched and said, “No bump
daste”. (No hurt dress).

While Frankie was in Ohio I read a letter from your
‘grandma at the table. Among other things she told of
Frankie's having played himself into a sweat and then come
into the house with the avowed object of “warming off”.
We zll had a good laugh at the expression and pretty soon
Harry said, with a wistful look, “I wish I had said that”.

- .Harry was rather of an argumentative disposition—is
vet, for that matter. An example, when he was about six:
He had handled a dish carelessiy and dropped it, though, for-
tunately, without disaster. I said, “Now, Harry, you see
‘pepa was right in wanting you to take hold the other way;
suppose you had broken the dish?' “Why, go and get
another one out of the cupboard”. “Then what if you broke
that one, too?’ “Why, get another one out of the cupboard.”
“Suppose you broke all of them, what then?” #Why, go and
get some more.” “But suppose there were no more?” Noth-
ing daunted, he replied, “Why, tell the man to make some
more.” “What if the man was dead?” “Why, go to the other
man.” “But what if everybody who knew how to make them
were dead, and all the stuff they are made from had been
uged up?’ For a moment he was stumped and he theught in
silence a little while. Then his face brightened and he said,
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still in the tone and with the expression of one who imparts
useful information, “Why, I don't know.”

When Naomi and Harry began school they had had little
experience in mingling with other children, or in finding
their way about town. They went hand in hand, and on the
first or second day took the wrong direction on being dis-
missed. They had gone rlmost to the river, vainly looking
for & familiar house or face, and had begun to cry when a
kind passerby found them and took them home.

Another day, soon afterward, they found a cow on the
gidewalk on their way home, and again resoried to the only
remedy they could think of—stopping and erying. Mr.
Griffy, the city marshal, discovered their predicament and
without a tremor, piloted themr around the enemy. Both
chiidren thought him the most wonderfully intrepid man,
aside from their father, that trod the earth.

Trank had no such troubles, for by the time he was ready
for school the other children were used to the ways of the
world, so far as the trip to school and back was concerned.
He did meet with a distressing Waterloo, however, before he
had been long in school. He had a way of pretending to he
very badly hurt whenever he got an accidental bump in play-
ing with the other children, and would sometimea hop about
on one foot for ten minutes at a time, as though he conld
not put the other to the ground. I had tried to talk and
laugh him out of the habit, but without much success. One
day he came home from school, juch distressed. He said,
“Ppupa, the boys call me Crip.” T'found that he had tried his
usual tacties, with no better result than to be laughed at and
given the nickname. I showed him that the only way fo get
along with the other boys was to play as they did and take his
bumps with the rest of them; and that the only way to get
rid of the name was not to be a “erip” any more. It wasa
hard lesson, for the appellation stuck to him a while, but
was finally dropped when they found that he was really a
good fellow and playmate. One day, in Miss Londry’s room,
he surreptitiously packed snow arcund the bulb of the ther-
mometer. The teacher looked at the lowered column of mer-
cury and at once turned on more gas in the stove. In a
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fow momentz she looked again, found the temperature still
apparently much helow the regulation, and turned on more
gas, the sweltering children wondering why she did it.
Finally she called in the superiniendent, who turned on all
the gas possible. By that time the room was smothering with
heat. He said, “It does not seemr very cold in here”, and
examined the thermometer which, by that time was leaking.
“Who put this snow in here?” he thundered. And Frankie
gleefully called out, “I did.” The whole school burst into.a
hearty, if frightened, laugh. The superintendent and teacher
looked at each other and laughed, too, and no further notice
was taken of the misdemeanor. You children, as, of course,
you know, kept one grade apart and graduated from the city
schools in that order.

Before your grandmother and Frankie had gone to Ohio
after your mamma died, she was trying one day to gef him to
sleep in the front room by wheeling him back and forth in
his baggy. Suddenly he aat up, and in a moment made his
wagover the side of the buggy and trotted out to the kitchen
to inspect the preparations for dinner. Finding everything
satiafactory he slipped back into the room where his grandma
was still slowly wheeling the buggy back and forth, pretend-
ing entire ignorance of his absence, climbed back in and went
to sleep in the full belief that he had gloriously fooled his
grandma.

Futher's Fappy Recollections.

I helieve that few fathers were ever more intimately ac-
quainted with their children than I. I have no happier
recollections than of the Sunday afterncons when, with one
of you on each arm of my big chair and one in my lap, we
read stories, made and guessed puzzles in turn, and had a
good time in general. Or we played checkers, all four on
one board in a specially invented game which insured the
winning of the game by each in turn; or we spun tops of
our own manufacture, and in many other ways played to-
gether like the four children that we were. Or, in fine
weather, we rented a boat for a quarter, and made interest-
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ing, if imaginary, visits to Grandma and Grandpa, and Aunt
Mary, and Aunt Ida, and Uncle Harry, at various points
along the banks of the river. None of you ever showed the
slightest fear of the water, or of anything else when I was
along.

One afternocn we were waiting on the street for a bus
to take us to the county fair. An old colored woman, a
frightful looking old creature with a death’s head and long
bony fingers, came up and stuck her skeleton forefinger
almost into the faces of Harry and Naomi, Frankie being
atill in Ohio, and said in a fierce tone, “Is them good chil-
luns?' evidently with the intention of enjoying their terror.
Naomi calmly surveyed the hideous features, as though in-
terested in a new type of humanity, but said nothing. - Harry
gave her one of his friendly amiles and said, “I don’t know,
ask Papa” A little disconcerted, the old creature repeated
the question to me and I smilingly assured her that they
were very good, upon which she said, *“Well, all right, then,
1 haint after no chillzns only them what haint good chil-
luns,” and passed on.

One morning a one-legged man appeared at the back
door and asked for something to eat. While your mamma
was getting it for him Harry went to scrape the man's ac-
quaintanee, but seeing his unfortunate condition, drew back
smazed and exclaimed, “Oh, you ain’t got but one feeis!”

The April before your mamma died, your Uncle Harry
came to see us. It was the first time we had seen each other
since my marriage and, of course, he had never seen either
your Mmamma oOr you. We were wonderfully glad to have
him and he thought your mamma was the one woman in a
thousand. She and he were great friends at once. She
asked him to paint a picture on her old schaol slate, which
she had kept in perfect condition, and the pictured slate is
still hanging on our wall, as you inow. He could hardly
bring himself to realize that I actually had a family, He
said, "Isie, it seems just like you had found a family. Of
course I knew you were married and had three children, but
1 never realized it until now,” He was much surprised, as
well as amupsed, at hearing Naomi using such correct Eng-
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lish. He had always talked baby talk to his own children
and began it with you. It was a new language to you chil-
dren and you were as much surprised at it as he was at your
talk. Every little while Naomi would look at him in wonder
a moment, that he should be so ill-informed in pronunciation,
and then repeat what he had said, but correctly. He fully
intended sending Aunt Sadie to visit us in the fall, soon
after their new baby should come. He did, indeed, send her
&nd the new baby at that time, but your mamma had gone
from us. Dear Aunt Sadie and that new baby have both
been called to Heaven within the present year. It may be
that they know your mamma and she them—a privilege that
was denied them here.

I had thought that I would write some account of your
mother's last sickness, and her taking away, but find that
1 am not equal to the task. She was aiek but sixteen days,
with what the doetor pronounced typheid fever. She never
for & moment, after she was stricken, became better, but
on the contrary grew rapidly and constantly worse in apite
of the doctor's best efforts. I wrote to your grandmother,
urging her to come without delay. Two days later I tele-
graphed for her to come at once, which she did. She arrived
on Thursday evening, and it was well that she did, for had
she been delayed & day longer your mother would not have
known she had come. As it was, she knew her voice, and
said, “Mother, 1 know it is you though Y can’t see you.” She
had been entirely blind almest from the first. The next
morning she was delirious, and so remained until the end.
Throughout her delirium she recognized that her mother
was with her, and that knowledge has been a great source
of comfort to us.

Your grandma and Uncle Harry stayed with us a while
after the funeral—Grandma, indeed, staying several weeks.
1t was a hard problem I had to face, and for a time I could
not see any possible solution. The future seemed a very
large and barren blank. In my own mind, looking back to
that time, it seems to me that I was like a lone survivor of &
shipwreck, far from the sight of land and without the least
idea of direction. Every way I turned, and every plan that
presented itself, seemed alike to lead powhere. Only one
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thing was firmly settled; that I would by some means keep
my children together with me. This was possible only to an
extent. Frankie was to0 little and too puny to risk trying to
keep him at that time, as I have ghown heretofore, so he went
with his good grandparents to remain three years; coming
home for a few weeks, however, each year. After talking
and thinking over the matter some days it was decided to ask
Miga Vina Compton to come and stay a while, and she was
kind enough to come. The children already knew her,
gince she had lived with us when Harry was born and for
gome time afterward. To relieve any embarrassment she
might feel Mrs. §t. John let one of the girls stay with her
at night. That was twenty-four years ago and Vina is still
ome of us. She has been a wise and good mother to all of
you and there are few mothers who would do more for their
own children than ghe has done for you, as you well know.
And there are few who bear for their OwWn children a more
gincere affection than ghe has always borne, and still bears
for you. On the other hand, there are few children who
have a greater respect and affection for their own mother
than you have always felt for her. Her success in the hard
undertaking is all the more to be wondered at when it is
remembered that she was hardly twenty years old when
your mamma died. It is beyond question owing to her kind
heart and genuine Christian character that I was able to keep
vou together and to maintain & home for us all. All of us,
and especially I, am under the deepest obligation to her for
her patient and cheerful efforts all those {rying years when
a ‘woman of lighter character would have given up the taak
almost at once. At your ages now, you can see and appre-
ciate her unseifishness, and I believe you do.

Speaking of her being with us when Harry was horm
reminds me that he was a very bow-legged baby and had a
most inconvenient way of tightly folding his little fat legs
whenever Vina had to change his apparel She used to tell
him, “Lie down here and untie your lega.” At that time
she was only sevenieen years old, but was remarkably pa-

tient and efficient in caring for the new baby.
I have already stretched my book much beyond my
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original intention and, perhaps, to an unwarranted length.
Bat I give it to you as it is, trusting and hoping that it may
afford you some degree of pleasure. With ii poes my dearest
love and my earnest prayer for your happiness. In your
choice of life companions you have given me a son and two
daughters of whom I am proud and whom I love with my
whole heart. No father was ever blessed with truer or better
children than I with my six, nor was ever & dearer and love-
fier grandehild than our darling Nettie Jane,

In the full belief that you will meet the problems of life
that come to you, bravely, wisely and honorably, I look for-
ward with pesce and contentment to such years as may still
be ailotted to me.

Upon completing the foregoing I had regarded my work
in connection with the book as finished and turned the manu-
seript over to the publisher, Mr. C. A. Connelly, for beating
into shape. After a careful examination be has returned it
with the eriticism that it should include some reference to my
very modest efforts in the literary field and to the public
offices with which I have been honored. While these things
had no place in the original design of the book, and while I
still am unable to see very clearly how they can add any par-
ticular value to a work addressed to my own children, yet
my confidence in Mr. Connelly’s judgment regarding all
matters connected with publishing is so complete that I
append the following :

I have cherished from early childhood an ambition to
write something that would be of interest to others. My
brother sometimes refers laughingly to a wonderful piece of
doggerel I composed when I was ten years old under the

_happy hallucination that it was a peem. When I lived at
Billy Murphy's I wrote an ambitious love story which both
Billy and Ellen considered good and which they frequently
re-read. Of course I know now that it was of no literary
value whatever and I mention it only to show that I had
the aspiration to write at that age,

I have written only a few stories that have found publi-
cation, all of them appearing in the “Youth’s Companion.”
About 1889 that paper solicited stories in competition for
certain cash prizes ranging from $100 to $1,500. With no
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more than the faintest kind of hope I submitted three short
stories. I did not, of course, win a prize, but the editor was
kind enough %o accept one of the three and sent me a check
for twenty-five dollars in payment. The other two were
returned with some very kind and evidently sincere criti-
cigms and I wag invited to submit other stories for consid-
eration. 1 did so and some of them—about half—were ac-
cepted and paid for at the same rate as the first—twenty-
five dollars each. Then I sent a few others as I could find
time to write them during the next several years with about
the same success. The price was always the same until 1
submitted “Coonie,” a story which seemed to atiract the
attention of the editor-in-chief. He wrote me a personal
letter thanking me for the story and encloging check for
thirty-five dellars. This story was one of the few included
in their annual prospectus for the succeeding year. He
again wrote me, asking for a sketch of my life, my ancestry,
etc. At the same time he asked me to write a series of
“Stories of a Lawyer,” to be published under that heading,
he having in some way conceived the impression that 1 was
a member of that profession. After reading the short ac-
count of myself that 1 submitted at his request, he asked me
to write a series of “Teacher’s Stories,” based on my mother's
experience and of my own. Later he asked me to write a
number of “Stories of a Druggist.” About. that time I en-
gaged in business on my account, and being deeply in debt
I felt obliged to devote all my time to making a success of
the undertaking. So, to my deep regret, I was unable to
accept the enticing offers made by the editor. He afterwards
wrote me from time to time, always expressing the hope
that I might soon find time to write the stories he had Bug-
gested, but he finally gave me up as a bad job. I have saved
his very kind letters and once in a great while I allow myszelf
the recreation of looking through them and dreaming, like
Maud Muller and the Judge, of “what might have been.”” I
admit, however, that it is an unprofitable recreation and that
there is a strong probability that in any circumstances it
could not “have been.” For Some years I was interested in
the puzzle departments of the Tnter-Ocean and the National
Tribune and became pretty well known to the students of
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those columns under the assumed name of “Fireglow”, a
transposal of “I. G. Fowler.” Yeveral hundreds of my puz-
zleg were published in these papers and I was awarded a
number of prizes in the semi-annusl eontest for the best puz-
zles submitted. Motably I received a set of the “Century
Dictionary”, then a new publication. Af that time I felt that
I could not afford to keep so valuable a work, so0 1 zaold the
set to Messrs McClurg & Co. of Chicago for $45.00, the retail
price being $60.00. I wrote only “flats”; that is, charades,
enigmas, anagrams, riddles, etc., always in verse. I never
sttempted “forms,” which include diamonde, squares, ete.,
though I always enjoyed the work of solving them. Both
the writing and the solving of the puzzles, while not very
remunerative in a financial sense, were of great value to
me in acquisition of words and their usage, as well as in
composition. I can hardly think of an occupation that com-
pels_a more thorough study of the dictionary, the gazeteer
and the books of biography, than does the composing &nd
solving of high-class puzzles.

There must have been about forty regular contributors
to the Imter-Ocean’s “Complications” at that time and I
believe that I was generally regarded as third in rank; Miss
Mary C. Snyder of Springfield, Ill., being first and Charles
H. Coons of Washington, D, C., second. They wrote with
the signatures of “M. C. 8.” and “R. 0. Chester”. Studying
each other's work every week, we became acquainted with
the style of each writer. Once the editor of “Complications”
published all the puzzles for a month without signatures and
offered prizes for the reader who correctly guessed the au-
thors of the largest number. I received first prize, having
named, as I remember, forty-seven out of a possible fifty-one.

Regarding the official positions I have held, there is Jittie
to tell. ¥ was elected many years ago to the City Council of
Independence and was made president of the Council the
last year of my term. A year or two later I was elected with-
out ovposition to a membership on the board of education
and wes re-elected to the same position several times. When
the members of the board were elected by partisan ballot
both parties were friendly enough to give me the nomination
until a state law was enacted prohibiting the appearance of
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the same name on both tickets, Even then for a few times
the Democratic party did me the honor to refrain from mak-
ing a nomination in opposition to me and left the space blank.
I believe I served altogether fourteen years on the board—
cight years as its president. The work was most congenial
and brought me into close relations with a number of men
whose friendships T shall always be happy to have attained.
While I had as associates on the board some who were un-
doubtedly of far greater ability than I, yet I believe I may
say without undue egotism that none were betier fitted to
. judge with comprehensive sympathy in such cases as in-
Volved the relations of children, teachers, principals, superin-
tendent and parents. I can not but feel that my experience
as the son of an able teacher, as a child of bitter poverty, and,
later, a3 the father of children in ali grades of the public
schools, enabled me to take a broader view and to exercise &
sounder judgment in such matters than would have been
possible otherwisé. During my term of service on the board
all of the present ecity school buildings were erected and
equipped at a cost of more than $160,000, and the number of
teachers increased from seventeen to more than fifty, the
¢ity having rapidly gained in population. When I resigned
my membership on the board to take the office of City Com-
missioner of finance and revenue, it was with a good deal of
reluctance, and my brother members were partial enough to
express deep regret in a most friendly letter which I shall
always tresaure. The teachers, too, were most kind and
gave me a valuable chain with Knight Templar charm. I wasa
elected to my present office as you know by a very gratifying
majority, my vote being about fifty per cent more than
that of my competitor. The campaign was probably one of
the cleanest that has ever been waged, all of the candidates
being good friends and each of us enjoying the respect and
confidence of all the others. I had three competitors for the
nomination by primary and, of course, one for the election.
Not a word was said nor an act committed to disturb in the
slightest degree the mutual good will and friendship; and
after the election we were, and still are, as good friends as
ever. This fact is a source of much gratification to me. Had
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the slection cost me the loss of any man’s friendship or re-
spect I should have regarded the price as much too high.

One of my duties, as you knaw, is that of rendering
assistance to the city’s needy, the office of Overseer of the.
Poor being attached to that of Commissioner of Finance. I
think this is, perhaps, the most congenial part of my work,
as nothing interesta me more than the trials and straggles of
the poor-—especially poor children. In the Great Judgment,
when 1 am called to account for my many errors and short-
comings, I hope to have some of these, His best loved children,
to plead for me, and to testify that I have given them a cup
of cold water, in His name.

Now, with my richest love, and my earnest prayer to the
Giver of all good for your welfare and happiness, I close my
book of memories.

Gt £k Fott.,.

Independence, Kansas,
Christmas, 1914.



