
Following is an autobiography written by Thomas H. Briggs, III (1877 – 1971).  From some evidence in the early sections of this biography, it appears to have been written in about 1956 (there are some references to the, “this barn is still standing (1956)”).  The materials are photocopies of an original text which was written as an autobiographical text by Thomas H. Briggs III.  This text was manually re-typed by Thomas H. Briggs VI in 1998-99.  This has been an education experience for me, learning as much about a progenetor of my family, as I am about the very different lifestyle led by people at the end of the 19th century and the beginning of the 20th.  


I look forward to future generations being able to capture some of the same spirit the original has given me through the preservation of this wonderful document. 

In 1877 Raleigh was a pleasant small town.  The broad streets were so tree shaded that it was called “The City of Oaks.”  In the center, at the head of the principal business street, stood the State Capitol, a building of some architectural impressiveness, its site surrounded by a picket iron fence; and perhaps a quarter of a mile away radiating from its four corners there were often squares which were intended to be parks.


Opposite the capitol on the north, where the Supreme Court and the State Library building was later erected by convict labor, was a row of shacks, one occupied by a Negro barber shop and another by a carpenter.


Gone is the Raleigh of my youthful days with its firecrackers on Christmas Day, the formal calls on New Year’s afternoon, the serenades by ardent young gallants that awakened beautiful young ladies happily with music after midnight, preferably with a full moon overhead, the masked giggling youngsters who one Halloween politely rang doorbells, now unfortuneately replaced by unknown brats who rudely demand “Trick or Treat”, the Haybaskets at Easter time secretly left on the porches of friends, the curiosity about any stranger seen on the streets, the annual Fireman’s Tournament, and the Dude Parade contest, and the D.Q.I’s.  The three last must be explained.


The Capital Fire Department with its horse drawn engine had only two paid employees, one of them named Barney Pool, if I remember correctly.  The other members were volunteers, young men of the first families, or certainly not below the second.  Every year there would be a tournament, in which representatives from other towns would compete.  There were contents in getting up steam in the engine and throwing a stream of water the longest distance, in running the hand-reel various disntances and coupling to a hydrant, and in foot races.


All these contests were friendly amateur sports until one year a professional came to town and as an amateur joined the group, of which I, a well developed youngster with some speed afoot, belonged.  Knowing all the tricks, he taught us to run in light harness, how to couple hose to hydrant quickly with a strap wrapped around the hose joint, and how to get off to a fast start in a foot race.  He had the admiration of every member, and how he could run!  Everything went well until we went most confidently to a tournament in Durham.  We won the steamer and the hand-reel races; but the professional’s confederate, who had been working with the Durham boys, won a fixed race, and the Raleigh men who had confidently bet large sums on our representatives returned home with empty pockets.  We never saw our champion again.


The Dude Parade was a unique event.  Each of the large towns in the state had a negro who prided himself on his clothes, and on his ability to strut.  The young white men would donate to him cast off clothes, and patent leather shoes, which usually had to be split down the sides to be worn by the Due, striped trousers, a cutaway coat with a fancy waistcoat, a gaudy necktie, all topped by a sleazy silk hat.  Raleigh’s champion was called “Hughe’s Dude” because he was a porter in Mr. Hughes’s chinaware store.  In the annual content the representatives of the several towns would one by one strut down Fayetteville Street, cutting all the capers of which they were master, twirling a walking cane, accompanied by a brass band, and cheered by the people who crowded the sidewalks.  Of course there was a prize for the victor and great doings in Darkeytown that night.


On New Years’ Day the young men of the town, who for some unkonw reason called themselves the D. Q. I’s (Don Quixote Invincibles), used to “dress up” and have an informal parade.  As money for costumes was scarce, some would don “mother hubbard wrappers” and some would merely wear their coats turned wrong side out.  All who could get them worse false faces – “dough faces” we called them.  And with tin horns blaring Toot-ta-toot, Toot-ta-toot, Toot-ta, Toot-ta-too (I can hear them now!) the parade would march with hilarious laughter up one street and down another.  In retrospect it doesn’t seem like much fun, but everybody enjoyed it, marchers and spectators alike.


Here I insert a phrase that was for a long time used by all the Briggs clan.  When snow began to fall, we all shouted “Shot-tee-nos-nah!”  That is what Uncle Tab was supposed to have said as an infant before he had learned to talk clearly.


With its 9,000 population, everybody new everybody else, and everybody was interested in personal goings on.  But, as far as I know, there was no unusual excitement when I was born on January 25, 1877, in a cottage adjacent to my Grandfather’s home on Morgan Street.  My parents, who had married when they were only twenty years of age, were John Daniel Briggs, who was his father’s assistant in the building business, and Florence Helena Dunn, born and reared at Wake Forest.


I was too young to remember anything of our life on Morgan Street, for soon the family moved to a remodled house on the corner of McDowell and Edinton Streets.  There my brothers (William Dunn, Henry, who died in infancy, and Herbert Gray) and by sister Helen were born.  The house had two brick rooms, the parlor and dining room, on the Edenton Street line, and a sitting room and three bedrooms of wooden structure that made a U, in which there was a flower bed.  In the large backyard there was a building containing rooms for the cook, the kitchen, the laundry, and storage.  Beyond this was a garden plot, which adjoined the property of my oldest uncle.  Some years later, after the death of my Grandfather, the old house was replaced by a rather pretentious and attractive building on the same site.  The furniture included an iron table and two sittees ornamented with grape vines and leaves.  These pieces would be valuable antiques today.


When a pubescent just feeling enough independence to stay out later than my parents would approve, I came I one evening after they had gone to bed, and was undressing quietly so that they would not know how late I was.  My room was at the end of the leg of the U, on the first floor, of course.  At my window I saw in the light of a full moon, a negro man trying to get his hand through the slats of the blind so that he could gain entrance.  For a minute or two I watched him in fascination, and then creeping quietly to the window I jabbed a pin into his hand.  With a yell of pain he fell of the box on which he had been standing, made one step into the midst of the flower bed, jumped the front fence and fled running.


In my files is a map of the neighborhood drawn by my cousin, Willis Grandy Briggs, who was the historian of the family was well as of Raleigh.  It is notable for one thing, the presence of Negroes in one of the best resident sections.  Across Edenton Street from our house were three small Negro homes, and a little east was a Negro boarding house.  Such proximity is unknown today, but in my childhood, it was accepted without thought.


My Father I knew with no degree of intimacy.  Although we never at time had any disagreement of importance, he had a life apart from mine.  So far as I can recollect, he never gave me any advice or seemed especially concerned with my palns, even when I went to college.  As a boy when he owned a shop I used to collect bills for him, help make up the payrool, pay off the employees, and walk home with him.  But there was little or no conversation between us.  He had his men friends, however, who apparently admired him greatly.  When he was in his last illness, having retired as architect of the Leggott and Myers Tobacco Company, Mr. Tomes, who was Chairman of the Board, sent him a handsome sil dressing gown and offered him a gift of a considerable sum of money.  The latter Father proudly refused, though I do not doubt that it could have been well used.


At Grandfather’s death, Father inherited the building business and some other property.  Taking as partners a man named Betts and Cousin Billy Briggs, he ran the business into bankruptcy during the hard time in the early ‘90s.  Although the business was incorporated and the partners were not individually liable, Father personally paid off all the debts, Mr. Betts and Cousin Billy being insolvent.  That about ruined him financially, but he preserved the integrity of the Briggs name.  For several years he did a little building on contract, and then went with the Liggett and Myers Co. as architect.  Two of the Liggett and Myers warehouses, which he built, were called the Briggs buildings.


Father had great interest in simple mathematics, an interest that presisted in me and showed up in my grandson.  I have seen him sit all evening entertaining himself with a slide rule; and once when Mother was knitting a counter-paint he asked a few questions and computed the number of miles of thread that she would use in completing it.


When inspecting the work that he was having done, my Father drove Quixie, a gray mare hitched to a buggy.  One afternoon upon delivering papers I saw the mare coming up New Bern Avenue, and thinking that I might get a ride to finish my route, I sat down on the curb and waited.  Father’s refusal to accede to my request made me thing that he was ashamed of my doing such work, and I went on my way with bitterness in my heart.


Father must have had a sense of humor, but it was seldom evidenced to me.  However, one manifestation I envy.  As he was dying a fat nurse, whom he liked, bent down hith her ear close to his face to see if she could detect breathing.  Opening his eyes and seeing the nurse’s face close to his, Father said “Boo!” and died.


Neither I nor my Mother ever knew anything of Father’s financial affairs, but when he died he left an estate of about $12,000 and the more modest home to which we had moved on Dawson Street.


Father had occaisonal interests in animals, but they did not last long.  At one time we had a cow; at another a pony; but it was not for me.  Once Father went in for fancy pigeons, building a loft for them in the attic of the outbuilding.  There were fan tails, pouters, tumblers, and other breeds; but his interested waned and the birds disappeared.  Again he used the storage room for canaries, of which there were perhaps a hundred flying about free and nesting in small tress there were setup in tubs.  I may have been interested in these hobbies, but I can’t recall that I was.


One memory of my Father that persists was of his burning out with a long wire, heated in the fireplace, the stems of pig and reed root, which would be used for long pipe stems.  He also smoked cigars.  Cigarettes at that time were rarely smoked.


I have sympathy today with adolescents who make themselves obnoxious by silly attempts to assert their independent personalities when I recall that once for a week I went about with my coat collar turned up.  I had no purpose in doing this but to irritate my Father and to cause him to tell me to turn it down or at least ask why I was doing it.  Perhaps he was wise, perhaps he did not notice the challenge, or perhaps he did not care.  At any rate, I was disappointed.  My little ego had to grow up and be recognized in other ways.


With my Mother, a grand woman who died in 1945, I had close intimacy.  She had a good mind, a genius for making friends, all of whom were devoted to her even in her old age.  It was a rare day when there were not callers chatting in the sitting room.  Mother was a devoted Baptist, attending chruch and prayer meetings regularly, and when I was a boy singing in the choir.  Though her loyalty to the church was strong, I often thought that she got more pleasure from the social contacts than from religion.  When I was a baby and the Baptist minister called, she placed me in his arms, and “devoted me to the Lord.”  Unfortunately I was not consulted and the “devotion” did not last much beyond my adulthood.  Mother was a good woman in every sense of the word.  Goodness is not eventful, it is undramatic.  It does not flash; it glows.  It is deep, quiet, and very simple.  That is my memory of Mother.


Of my childhood I remember very little, but it must have been a happy time.  I played with my contemporaries, black as well as white, my most intimate friend being my cousin Willis.  Once during a quarrel he bit a piece out of the brim of my stiff straw hat, and I retaliated by biting a piece out of his.  When we were somewhat older we walked out a couple of miles on the railroad tracks north of town, thinking that from the embankment we could see birds better.  We couldn’t.  After a while we noticed that the sun seemed to be in the wrong quarter of the sky.  Thinking that the world was coming to an end, we hot-footed it home, where we found the sun in its natural position.  We did not tell our parents of our fright and flight.  I had a dog of which of course I was fond.  The Hoke boys, older than I, coming by from school used to tease me by saying to the dog, “Hello, Tom!”, and to me “Hello, Scrap.”  Once wishing for puppies I set the dog on cedar balls in a hen house, and was disappointed when they did not hatch.


When quite a small boy I made myself a pair of stilts that held me more than a yard off the ground, and with these I became proficient, having naturally good coordination.  I do not remember ever having a serious fall.  One day while I was taking giant strides down the sidewalk a local belle, Miss Minnie Denereaux, passed, wearing a bustle that protruded about eighteen inches.  I resisted a strong impulse to jump off my stilts and alight astride the bustle.  What a surprise it would have been to the lady had I not had self-control!


I played often with the deaf and blind children who were in the State school only a block from my home, and from the deaf boys I learned a lot of their sign language.  With this several times in later years I have shamelessly “listened in” to conversations by the deaf who of course thought that no bystander could understand.


Once when my youngest brother Hurbert had been refused money to attend a second time the Gentry Pony and Dog Show he came in to supper (We had dinner at noon, of course, as nearly everybody else did.) and smugly announced that he had seen the show again, money or no money.  How did he get in?  Simply, he said.  He had shut his eyes, taken the hand of one of his blind friends from the institution, who for that performance were admitted free, and walked past the ticket-taker.


My brother William Dunn Briggs was eight years younger than I, a difference that is great in childhood, so I never really knew him until the early 1920’s he drove with me to camp and we had a wonderful week together.  I found that we were compatible in every way:  we thought alike and felt alike about many things.  From that time until his premature death from a heart attack one my greatest pleasures was when he came periodically to New York on business.  A handsome, upstanding man, he was generally popular in Raleigh, where he was president of the Carloeigh Cotton Mill.


My brother Herbert, four years younger than Will, inherited the strain that cropped out in Uncle Cleo.  He could not do well in school, but he was an affectionate lad with a gift with raising flowers and chickens.  It was unfortunate that he did not find his vocations with them.  Instead, he drifted from one job to another, never earning enough to live comfortably and often appealing to me for finiancial help, which I too grudgingly gave.  After an unfortunate marriage, into which he was, I am sure, trapped, he committed suicide by hanging.


My sister Helen Florence was sixteen years younger than I, so I never knew her well.  She was the only child who was devoted to our Father.  She was married well to Dr. Marvin Scruggs of Charlotte, who was an eminent surgeon, specializing in thyrodechtomy
.  By one report he had removed over six hundred goiters without one death.  Helen died of a mysterious disease, after suffering for years from psiorasis, leaving one son, a happy-go-lucky youngster, whose chief ambition was to be a trap drummer.


I also played with colored boys, one the son of our cook, and at Wake Forest with a boy and girl named Thou (Thou Art Almighty Which Art in Heaven) and The (The moment).  In Raleigh two of my negro playmates were the sons of the coachman of wealthy wido, Mrs. Swepson, and of the sexton of the Baptist Church.  One Monday after a baptizing the previous evening we three went “swimming” in the baptism pool, which was under the preacher’s pulpit.  Needless to say, my mother was scandalized when I told her of the escapade.


While playing one day with the Durham boys, a half block away from home, I smelled a horrible odor.  It came from the burning flesh of one young negro cook, who had tried to light the kitchen stove fire by pouring kerosene on it.  Her clothes all aflame, she rushed screaming out into the yard, where Mother threw a blanket around her.  She died that night.


The outbuilding was infested with rats.  One of my early amusements was trying to catch them through the broken plaster with a bent pin baited with cheese and tied to a string.  Occasionally I was successful.


The husband of one of our cooks once brought Mother a big fish.  After thanking him for the gift, she asked “Where did you get it?” – “Well, Miss Briggs,” he answered, “we was drainin’ the pond in the cemetary, and that’s where I catched ‘im.”  We had no fish for dinner!


I was brought up in a Sunday School.  Like all of my family, my Father expected, as a child I never questioned my duty on the Sabbath Day to report at the church.  In the infant class Mr. And Mrs. Dodd – “Aunt Rox,” as she was generally called by her numerous family connections – were the teachers.  I recall only one thing that they taught me: We stood, and pointing respectively to the four quadrants said in unison: “On the north three gates, on the east three gates, on the south three gates, and on the west three gates.”  The significance of this to young minds – or to older ones, for that matter – still escapes me.


Mr. Dodd sang bass in the chruch choir and Aunt Rox dominantly sang soprano.  No one who ever attended the services can forget her emphasis:


There is a fountain filled with blood  ( Horrible thought!)


Drawn from Emanuel’s viens

Without the help of modern lesson plans – still poor enough, I am told – Mr. And Mrs. Dodd were consecrated teachers but with no effect, so far as I can see, except to begin a habit of faithfulness, however unintelligent, to church attendance.


Memory of our bad behavior in these pre-adolescent classes should cause shame, but it was natural exuberance and rebellion against what meant nothing in our young lives.  I remember crawling one morning on the floor of the aisle, concealed by the pews – why, I have no idea now – and being embarrased by the teacher, who had not noticed by absence from my accustomed place, to recite.  It is such memories that give understanding sympathy when I hear of the pranks of youngsters today.


My only remembered teacher then was Miss Fanny Heck, a woman of striking dignity, in appearance noble if not quite beautiful.  With all of her devotion, she was without understanding of boys, and consequently she was a poor teacher.  Annually she had the class to a dinner at her home, which was one of the wealthiest in town.  Dutifully we went, ate good food, and then spent the evening until we could escape in embarrassed attempts at conversation.


All this inducted me into a habit, longer persisting, of attendance at Sunday School and church, but no religious fervor.  Even when I “professed religion and joined the church” at Wake Forest it was an intellectual decision with out any of the “influence of the Spirit” that the evangelist had invoked from on high.


Besides regularly attending Sunday School and afterward church services with my Mother (If Father went, he sat apart) I was a member of the Baptist Young Peoples Union.  In the course of time I began to venture a few remarks with physical trembling and stuttering voice.  But I suppose that this was the beginning of my speech-making, which developed slowly in skill, even in the college literary society.  (Once in the early Charleston days being forced to speak at a county fair and having nothing to say, I made an ignominious failure, from the shame of which I did not recovery for days.  It was not until later at an institute that I began to speak freely and with conviction, having found a book on civics something that I really wished to convey to others.  If one has something that he thinks is really important to say, he is likely to find words and expression easy.)


I cannot remember that as a child I played any organized games.  We just played – and we had a good time.  We had a swing, of course, but none of the apparatus and equipment which children nowadays take as a matter of course.


A little older, I played marbles, in town with a ring some five feet in diameter, in the center being placed “aggies,” which we took turns trying to knock out with our flints, our most precious possessions, for they cost five or ten cents apiece.  Most boys “played for keeps,” but as Mother said that was wrong, I never did.  However, one playmate and I in speculative simplicity once dug under the frontyard fence, outside which we hoped a game might be played, a shallow trench leading to a concealed hole.  We hoped that some marbles might roll down the trench and into the hole, thus becoming ours, since the yard was my Father’s.  But they never did.


In the country at Uncle Cleo’s, men as well as boys played another game of marbles, which I have never found to be known by any of my adult friends.  To start the game some barefoot player would crook his big toe and, revolving on his hell, describe a circle, beyond which some six feet away was a board back stop.  One of the five white marbles, each about an inch in diameter, would be placed in the center, the others at the ends of the diameters.  Then the players from “head taw,” which was some twelve or fifteen feet from the circle would take turns trying to knock the marbles out of the circle with a smaller “taw,” perhaps a half inch in diameter.  Knocking out the “middle man” from head taw won the game then and there; knocking out any other “man” gave another shot.  If no one was successful from head taw, each took turns from where his taw had stopped.  If, after a show, one’s taw remained in the ring, it was a “fat,” and the owner had to replace any marbles that he had knocked out and shoot next from head taw.  Victory of course went to the one who had knocked out the most marbles.


Late in boyhood I acquired Indian clubs and dumbbells, in the use of which I acquired skill and incidently built up muscle.


When I was nine to thirteen we played leap frog and Spanish Fly.  In the former game we took turns leaping over the unfortunate who had draw the short straw, he standing on a line that had to been marked.  Where the leader, who jumped last, landed the Frog took his position for the second series, and so he had to bend over farther and farther from the base line.  


Sometimes, as I remember, we would be so far that we’d have to jump twelve or fifteen feet before we could get our hands on his back and try to get over.  If anyone in making his jump overstepped the base or failed to clear the Frog, he had to take his place.


Spanish Fly was a variant with elements of cruelty.  Each player would have to repeat exactly what the leader did when he leaped over the bent victim.  In turns he would dig his knuckles into the Frog’s back, slap him on the rump with first one hand and then the other, kick him first with the right foot and then with the left, and so on with all the variants that he could invent.  Of course any player who failed in exact imitation of the leader had to become the Frog.  This game caused many a sore back.


It is characteristic of pubescents to have secret societies.  One that I joined had no objective but to initiate new members with sadistic rites.  In my initiation I was stripped naked, made to straddle a stick to which a rope running over a pulley in the ceiling was tied.  Then I was pulled up and bumped repeatedly to the joyous laughter of the members.  Also I was branded on the shoulder with a piece of hot metal.  Seeing no fun in all this, I never attended another meeting.


I must have had a poetic streak, how acquired I cannot imagine, for I remember climbing a big black walnut tree in our backyard and pretending that I was King Aeolus, King of the Winds, I’d order by subjects to blow first in one direction and then in another.  The fortuitous successes brought more pleasure than the more numerous failures did disappointments.  Its great to be an optimist and to be able to find happiness in little things.


Also in the backyard was a tall poplar.  I remember climbing high up its trunk and hiding a precious dime under its bark, which I had split with my knife.  It was as safe there as it would have been in a bank, but I daresay it did not remain long unspent.


When perhaps nine or ten years old, for several years I sold Turner’s North Carolina Almanac, which I bought from the publisher for a nickel and sold for a dime.  I also sold broomholders, two curved metal springs attached to a small piece of wood that was to be nailed to a wall.  The handle of the broom was held between the springs keeping the broomshead from getting out of shape.  How big my profits seemed!


Mother took for me first the Pansy Magazine (The editor’s son later a professor at Columbia University and at the University of Illinois was generally called “Pansy.”) and later The Youth’s Companion, for both of which I sold subscriptions, being paid in glamorous “premiums” instead of cash.  In the former magazine each month there was a story based on a Bible text, which I remember as so good that some day I intend to dig up bound volumes and reread some of them.  Mammy Jane, Uncle Henry’s cook, practically a member of the family, was so enthralled with these stories that Willis and I had to read every one of them to her on Sunday afternoons.


Both magazines, which I think are not equaled in merit by any published for children today, failed for lack of advertising.  In those days there were few articles for children advertised, and apparently youngsters had little influence on the purchases by parents.  The day of packaged cereals with box-top prizes had not arrived.  For breakfast we ate ham or bacon with eggs, with fried potatoes or fried apple slices, and occasionally we had oatmeal.


(The morning after the Charleston earthquake Mammy Jane listened while she waited on the tabled.  When someone said that there had been an earthquake, she exclaimed, “My!  I’m relieved.  I thought it was a man under my bed!)


Once a year all the pupils and teachers of the Sunday School were taken on a free excursion, usually by a railroad train.  At this time of modern transportation this may not seem very exciting, but it was to us, many of whom had never been farther from home than was possible by horse-drawn vehicles, and then only a few miles.  The excursion to Henderson, some forty miles away (Why Henderson, a commonplace village differing in no respect from any other small town, was selected, I cannot imagine).  But it was three times as far from Raleigh as I had ever been before.  At our destination we were taken to a hall were speeches, unintelligible to us, were made and from the stage of which we sang the songs that we had learned.  Sitting there I saw sparkling in the darkened auditorium small lights, probably reflections from pieces of metal or paste jewelry, and in my ignorance I thought that they came from miniature lanterns.  (There were no electric torches in those days).  And I wished ardently that I could get one to take home.


Another more ambitious excursion took us to Beaufort, where we had our first sight of the ocean.  Being a little older and having in my pocket a quarter for spending money, or perhaps for use in case of an emergency!) , I was attracted by the sight of baskets of oysters in the shell.  All of the oysters that came to the Raleigh market were in large tin cans, in which chunks of ice kept the oysters and small ping crabs from spoiling and at the same time diluted the taste.  In some baskets were large oysters and in other small ones.  Thinking that I could take a souvenir to my Mother, I asked the price.  What I wanted was one oyster, not a whole bushel.  I timidly explained, and the merchant generously gave me a large bivalve, which I carried home in my handkercheif, though it was leaking liquid all the way.  We did not have oyster stew from my donation.


We had no library.  The few books in the house were all uninteresting to a child, and there was no public town library.  But the Baptist Sunday School had a large collection of books which we could borrow, and I also borrowed from Uncle Henry’s rather limited stock.  (One night, wishing a book, I went to his home next door.  Being afraid of the dark, I put my head down and ran as fast as I could.  Suddenly my head hit the stomach of a man walking in the opposite direction.  Doubtless, when I bounced off he was as much surprised as I was.)


Fortunately the State Library, then housed in the Capitol building, was open to all, and I early became a frequent visitor.  There I became well acquainted with the Hogarth and Audobon prints and with such unusual books as Sanford and Merton.  (I can still see the book bound in red with on the cover a picture of the little poor boy pulling a snake from around the leg of the little rich boy).  This knowledge stood me in unanticipated good stead when I became a graduate student in English at the University of Chicago.  I was such a patron of the State Library that Mr. Birdsong, the librarian, made me very proud when he permitted me to help move the books to the new location in the State Supreme Court building, which my Grandfather constructed, mainly with the labor of convicts from the State Penitentiary.  Several were shot by prison guards when they attempted to escape.


My first school (I think that then there were no public free schools) was run by Mrs. Justice, a wido who charged two dollars a month tuition.  As the pupils numbered only about twenty, her income was of course small.  We sat on benches (no desks) in a room of her home on North McDowell Street.  She could have had little pedagogical skill, but somehow we learned at least some of the fundamentals.


When I was ready for the fourth grade, the Centennial Public School was opened at the foot of Fayetteville Street.  (On an unusually cold winter day going to the school and passing through the capitol square one of my schoolmates who knew more than I did suggested that I would find it interesting to put the tip of my tongue on the iron fence.  I did, and left apiece of it there.)  My teachers were Miss Jennie Simpson, Miss Willie Ach, Miss Namie Redford, and a Mr. Kelly.  St. Clair Hester and later, “Sawed-off” Savage, each subsequently becoming a minister, were the principals.  The superintendent was E. P. Moses, an educator far in advance of his times, later in charge of the schools in Chatanooga.


As it had not in the early 1880’s become respectable in the South for young women of good families to do any work but teach, and my teachers at the Centennial School brought when them a refinement which must have compensated largely for their lack of pedagogical learning.  But under the supervision of Mr. Moses they must have learned to teach better than most others at the time.


Miss Jennie Simpson I loved devotedly and frequently walked home with her after school, proudly carrying her books.  After marrying and becoming a widow, she developed into a pioneer and leader in the field of home economics.  When I was a professor in Teachers College, she was prominent enough to be invited to lecture there.


Completing the seventh, which was the final elementary grade in North Carolina at that time, I was enrolled in a private secondary school run in the small dwelling house on North Blount Street by Charles Holden, son of the Reconstruction Governor of the State.  Mr. Holden had been educated at Johns Hopkins, and he taught formally as any amateur would do.  He was proficient in languages but so weak in mathematics that he had to work out all problems himself before coming to class.  As a result we learned much more arithmetic and algebra than we did Latin.  The only unusual subject in the curriculum was science, in which we used Paul Bert’s text translated from French.  This was the precursor of the general science texts that became popular in the second decade of the next century.


It was rumored that Mr. Holden drank liquor, a heinous sin for a teacher in those days.  One morning when he was not on time for the opening of school, one of the boys said, whether truthfully or not, that our teacher was seen drunk the night before.  Delighted to have an excuse, all of us (The first year there were 10-12 pupils, the second about twenty), took our lunches and spent the day happily in the woods and admiring the horses at Capt. Williamson’s stock farm.


The next morning our teacher called us up severely and gave each a thrashing on the hands with a cowhide.  An ordinary whipping would have been accepted by our parents as just an ordinary punishment, though I do not recall that even that had been used in the school before; but a cowhide was different, associated in everybody’s mind with the punishment of slaves.  For once my Father seemed concerned about me, and off he went that evening looking for Mr. Holden downtown, apparently intending to give him a pummeling.  Fortuneately his search, which may not have been very earnest, was in vain.


However great the parental indignation, we were sent back to school the next morning.  About ten o’clock there was a knock on the door, and when Mr. Holden answered it, he was seized by the collar, dragged out into the yard, and given a cowhiding by Alex McPheethers, a brother of one of the pupils.  Needless to say, that broke up the school.


During the interval between schools, Miss Eliza Pool, a very gifted woman who taught in the Raleigh Schools until her death many years later, tutored Willis and me in Latin.  In the evenings we were tired and sleeping, and I am sure that we did not learn much.  Miss Eliza was a friend of Uncle Henry’s wife; so when she first came from Oxford to Raleigh, she stayed at Uncle Henry’s “until she could find a suitable boarding place.”  She never did, and for many years was pracitcally a member of the family, along with Bessie Brown, who as an orphan was put in Uncle Henry’s charge.  Bessie is still (1956) living in the old home.


Mother was not one to let me idle for the months before another school year began.  As a matter of fact, she had always from the time I was a big boy insisted that I do some work, though she gave me no chores at home.  (The word chore was never used in the South.  When I first heard it in Chicago I was surprised by the pronunciation.  When seeing it in print earlier I thought it was pronounced kore.)  My first job when I was about eleven years old was deliverying the afternoon paper, the Raleigh Times.  The first day that I was assigned a route the boy who preceded me had been fired and had left no route memorandum.  Having only the names of subscribers and not being smart enough to make a plan before starting out, I nearly ran my legs off going from one subscriber to the next.  At eight o’clock, when it was too dar to see, I went home; but the next morning I got up at four o’clock and delivered the remaining papers.


This job was educative for me in several ways.  In the first place, I learned something of responsibility and something of handling money.  My pay, one dollar and later a dollar and a quarter a week.  Mother insisted should go for my clothes, though at that time the family finances could have stood the charge, but I was allowed to use as I pleased the 10 cents that I was paid for collecting dues from subscribers.


Incidentally I may report that the first suit of clothes that I was permitted to buy myself consisted of unmatched coat and trousers, which I soon realized were in awful taste.  But I had to wear it.  I thought the material would last unto eternity.  The experience taught me something that I never forgot.


The Times had no folding machine, so we carriers had to fold all the paper, wet from the press, by hand.  I still have the muscular memory of fold over with right hand, crease with left, fold up, and then fold over.  While waiting on the presses, which often – it seemed to us usually – were late, the printers let me fool around the type cases and learn the boxes.


Having some ambition even at that age to write, I began to turn in news items that I had picked up on my route, and proud when I was when the editor ran them.


With this experience behind me when Mr. Holden’s school broke up, I applied for a position on the weekly North Carolina Intelligencer, just established by Thomas R. Jennigan, who had been Consul General in Japan.  I was a general office boy, doing errands, addressing and mailing papers, and occasionally writing an item, besides reading proof.


When the Intelligencer was bought by Josephus Daniels, much later Secretary of the Navy and Ambassador to Mexico, I went along with the other office furniture.  Though only thirteen years old, I was given many assignments as a reporter; in fact, my chief job when the Chronicle became a daily paper a few months later was reporting news items.  One ridiculous experience shames me yet when I recall it.  Assigned to cover a musicale at Peace Institute, a local girls boarding school, I thought that I ought to display some musical acument; so I wrote that “Miss Willie Brown Graves with one slight mistake played Chopin beautifully.”  Of course I did not know Chopin from Coresus.  Miss Graves was a general favorite, and her music teach, Professor Baumann, came to the office in a justifiable rage.  Somebody pacified him, and I never had even a reprimand.  The staff thought it was a good joke.


They say that if printer’s ink once gets on one’s hands the smell never gets off.  As I shall report later, it never got off mine.


There were other contributions to my informal education.  As a boy I used to frequent sessions of the legislature, where I learned something of politics and politicians, and needless to say, I never missed a political convention.  On May 20, which was Memorial Day in North Carolina, I always sat with my mouth and ears open listening to the impassioned oratory recounting the bravery of our soldiers in the War Between the States.


At my Father’s shop I learned to run, after a fashion, all of the wood-working machinery, including the big bed planer, of which I would ride lumber close up to the knives before jumping off.  When Major Tucker ordered build his big barn, which in 1956 was still standing on St. Mary’s Street, I was given the job of sawing round the ends of all the cypress shingles – millions of them, it seemed to me – on a jig saw.  The shingles came in green, with red paint that had not wholly dried.  The odor and the constant vibration of the floor made me so sick that I could not go to the store on Saturday for my wage.


At Grandfather Dunn’s in Wake Forest, I learned something of agriculture.  (See paragraph in memorial of W. B. Dunn).


The music education that I had was informal and slight.  A hardware clerk named Charles Hart got together four or five of us boys and taught us the rudiments of playing the violin.  I was enthusiastic until I heard Remeny give a convert.  His skill made me realize my imperfections, and I laid the violin aside.  But Lillie Hoke, one of my friends, lent me her mandolin while she was away for the summer, and I practiced hard until I could play it reasonably well, even reading simple music.  I used to attend regularly the soirees given monthly at Peace Institute and St. Mary’s, more, I confess, to snatch a few minutes conversation with the girl pupils than to listen to the music, instrumental and vocal.  But I must have absorbed some music; certainly I liked it, for I would listen for hours to Mrs. Charles Johnson accompany with piano her daughter, who played the violin reasonably well, and to Estille Timberlake, a girl of my age, who was an accomplished piano.


At the dedication of the Confederate Monument at the head of Hillsboro Street there were great doings.  Among them was a “grand concert,” in which Haydn’s Toy Symphony was played by a group of us youngsters along with some real musicians.  I played some of the toys, and, as I remember was much embarassed by doing badly.  But in the general noise my mistakes were apparently not noticed.


Both of the girls’ boarding schools kept their pupils immuned behind wire fences, so that they seemed much more desirable than if we had been allowed to mingle with them.  I fancied myself much in love with one of the girls, named Grace Ranking, and to win her favor I entered upon an extended correspondence with her – clandestine, of course, for the pupils were not allowed to receive uncensored mail.  After a few letters I naturally ran out of things to write; so I began to compose what nowadays would be called “themes” on something that I had read, seen, or done.  By that exercise over some months, I learned more about writing than I was taught in any school.  It convinced me that the fundamental in learning to write is to have a motive.  And my motive, to wina  girl’s favor, was at the time a strong one.


I had no movies, of course, and no pictorial art to look at except the crude portraits of judges and generals, all with beards, that hung in public buildings.  The first theatrical play that I ever saw was a comedy by Sol Smith Russell.  I was taken as an escort by Misses Loula and Ella Riddle , but we could not for Metropolitan Hall until we had conscientiously attended prayer meeting.  I think that I never laughed so much since as I did that evening.


I must not omit one effort to contribute to my education, futile thought it was.  My Uncle Henry was, I think, the best man that I ever knew.  I doubt if at any time in his life he ever had any temptation to sin of any kind.  (Perhaps he should have no credit for being good.)  He was prominent in civic and church affairs, being one of a group who brought the first pedigreed cows to Raleigh, a deacon in the church, treasurer of Wake Forest College, etc.  It occurred to him that something should be done for the boys, who mostly had dreary Sunday afternoons.  (I was not allowed even to take a walk then unless I went to the cemetery).  So he organized us into a “Mental, Moral, and Physical Improvement Society,” which met in an empty room over the store.  Uncle Henry’s motives were good, but, as the name of the society indicates, he had small understanding of boys.  We spent numerous meetings in “organizing,” and then, as his inventiveness ran out and as he had no such help as the Boy Scout Manual gives, the society gradually disintegrated.


After my interval from school doing work on the Chronicle, soon merged with the News and Obverserver, which Dr. Royster called “The New Sand Observer,” I entered the Morson and Denson Academy.  (There were no public high schools in North Carolina until 1906).


The Academy, owned and taught by Hugh Morson and Capt. Denson, the latter with a vile breath and poor teaching skill, was located on an entire square in the northeastern section of the town.  The frame building had three rooms, one a small one in which an assistant, Pertin Bushee, taught, with a privy behind it.  We had to go across the plot to bring water, a much desired privilege as it got us out of some recitation, from a public pump.  Of course we all drank from a common tin dipper.


Mr. Morson was a gentleman of the old school, a rare gentleman, educated at the University of Virginia.  Although he had general respect, the boys sometimes played mean tricks on him.  At one time he came to school in a handsome pepper and salt cutaway suit, probably the best looking men’s clothes that I had ever seen.  As he went down the aisles leaning over to inspect the work on our desks, some of the boys, one after another, spatter ink on his coattails.  (I am proud to remember that I was ashamed of them.)  Mr. Morson never said anything to us about this, but the suit never appeared again in the schoolroom.  Occaisonally he gave a mild thrashin, always well justified, and neither pupil nor parents ever voiced resentment.


When we returned from recess one day Mr. Morson called my named, and when I stood up he asked, “Did you cut your name on the end of the building?”  Startled, I blurted out “No, Sir.”  That was all.  He took my word and never referred to the matter again.  Obviously I had lied, and I am sure now, as I was then, that I would have told the truth if I had had a moment to recover from my startled fear.  It was that sort of thing that made me a devoted admirer of him for life.


In later years when I returned to Raleigh to see my Mother and other relatives, he always came to see me and to express pride that one of his former pupils had got ahead in the world.  He became principal of the first public high school in Raleigh.  Eventually he had a mild dementia, and finally he committed suicide leaving as a farewell the line from Vergil, which translated reads “whom the gods would destroy they first make mad.”


The curriculum at the Academy was quite conventional:  English grammar and literature (Swinton’s anthology, about which in 1954 I published in the The Education Forum a more or less humours account of its emphasis on figures of speech), Latin, Greek, mathematics, and, I think United States History.  On one Friday afternoon, we were called on to recite or declaim poetry or prose, and on the next to read an original composition.  Having a poor rote memory, I am still pained to recall how I stumbled and failed when trying to recite “The Blue and the Gray.”  But I enjoyed writing the compositions, which were never corrected and returned for revision.  The title of one of my efforts was “Beyond the Alps Lies Italy.”


Geometry I especially enjoyed.  It was Mr. Morson’s weakest field, and I had fun numbering instead of lettering my figures.  Before considering my proofs he would always erase my numbers and substitute letters:  my angle 123 would become angle abc.  I was proud to be the only one in the class to prove the “original” in Wentworth’s Plane Geometry: “The bisector of an angle produced by the extension of the sides of an irregular inscribed quadrilateral intersect at right angles.”


At commencement I had honors in English and Greek, in the latter probably because of the lack of competition.  Mr. Morson had us pay no attention to the accents (Greek has three).  I pronounced ((((((( adelphos.  So my first Greek composition at Wake Forest came back as bespattered with red ink as if it had broken out with the measles.


Our play was largely rough and tumble and unorganized until Perin Bushee, the assistant recently graduated from the University, taught us football.  He did so well that we beat the first team that the newly organized State Agricultural and Mechanical College fielded.  That was a tall feather in our caps.  Now, of course, the institution, renamed North Carolina State College, has teams that play effectively against the best in the country.


At the age of sixteen I entered Wake Forest College.  I ardently wished to attend the University at Chapel Hill, where most of my friends were going, but there was no question in the family but that I should go to the Baptist institution.  Mother said, “Of course I wish you to have a college education, but I have fears, having observed that so many graduates have lost their faith and ardor in religion.”


At Wake Forest I had a room in the boarding house of an elderly man named Purefroy, who in the winter wore a shall instead of an overcoat.  In the village there was no electric light, no telephone of course, no central heat, and no running water.  This mean that we used kerosene lamps, bathes in a small tin tub, and had to go to an outdoor toilet.  The privy on the college campus, called “Number Ten,” since it was supposed to accommodate ten students at a time, was a filthy disgrace.  Instead of seats there was a narrow brick wall on which we squatted, always with danger of falling backward into previous deposits.


When I told this to my thirteen-year-old-grandson, he exclaimed, “Grandsir, I don’t see how you survived!”  I wonder if he and his contemporaries survive with understanding appreciation of all of the comforts and conveniences that they have today, or if they have any better times or more healthy exuberance than we had then.


At Mr. Purefroy’s table the food, for which we paid $2.50 a week, after we had seen in the backyard the hogs, fattened on our table scraps, killed and, after being immersed in scalding water, scraped off their bristles, we feasted on fresh pork and later on fried souse and cracklin’ bread.  No food since then has tasted so good or has more satisfactorily filled my stomach.  Never again after adolescence does one have the same appetite!


Wake Forest and Trinity College (now Duke University) were the leading proponents in the State of religious education.  In hostility to the University President Taylor wrote a pamphlet, which was widely circulated, arguing that all education of young people should be religious and that, even if the University should be continued, it should be the apex of the State system and no the rival of the denominational colleges.  Because of the strong feelings and influence of the denominations in the State, President George T. Winston of the University thought it was not to reply by argument to President Taylor’s pamphlet, but instead to use ridicule.  So he published in the News and Observer, a letter purporting to be from a citizen of Cary (Cary and Apex were to villages a few miles west of Raleigh) arguing that the University should not be moved to Apex without giving the citizens of Cary an opportunity to present the superior claims of their town.  Sometimes ridicule is more effective than logic.


To me there was little evidence that Wake Forest was a religious institution.  It is true that the students were required to attend church services every Sunday (The Monday reports when roll was called were not always truthful) and to attend a daily chapel, at which the members of the Faculty in turn read a passage from the Scriptures and offered a prayer.  The behavior of the students at these exercises was not universally good:  some studied their lessons, some especially the ministerial candidates, were apparently devout, but a majority of the rest were bored and inattentive.  One morning as a professor was reading the Bible there was a horrendous sound from under his feet:  the son of the President, absenting himself from Chapel, had boomed his voice through the pipe that emptied water from the baptizing pool under the pulpit platform.  All of the older members of the Faculty preserved their decorum; only the most recent addition ran to a window to see if he could identify the culprit.  But Charlie escaped undetected.


I was disturbed by my inability to understand why there should be such emphasis on religious education, for in the classes I had found only such instruction in subject matter as I thought any teacher would give anywhere.  So when John C. Kilgo, President of Trinity College, the Methodist institution, came to Wake Forest on a visit I asked him to explain.  “Young man,” he said, pointing a long forefinger at me, “the difference is in teaching from the point of view of God Almighty or of the Devil.”  Even then I could not understand how the teaching of geometry, for instance, would be different.


There was one event, however, that distinguished Wake Forest from a secular institution.  Once a year there was a “revival,” conducted by an imported minister, usually one who had unusual oratorical powers to stir the emotions.  By such appeals I was unmoved; but being convinced that the church was an instrument for good, I “professed” and was baptized in an outdoor pool.


Father, having either little knowledge of costs or little concern, gave me five silver dollars when I departed for college, and with a scholarship certificate, which Uncle Henry provided, I was on my way, riding the train seventeen miles from boyhood to – what?


The first year I roomed with Harry Pool, a boy with little intellect, with a terror of the dark, and with ungrammatical speech. (The Negro servant Bose once said, “I know why Mr. Harry is so scared of the dark; he murders the King’s English so it haunts him!”)  Our two rooms on the third floor in a big house owned by Mr. Fred Purefoy, who in winters always wore a shawl instead of an overcoat.  There was no water system in the village and, of course, no central heating; so water and wood were brought in by Bose.  We bathed in a tin tub, and studied at night by a kerosene lamp.  Mr. Purefoy’s board, however, for which we paid $2.50 per week, satisfied the largest appetite.  It was a great event when we watched him butcher his hogs.


One Sunday I returned from a walk in the woods with a big bullfrog.  Having heard that the legs were good to eat, I intended to kill the beast and have them cooked.  But how to kill it was a question.  I could not bear to cut that wide throat, and I hadn’t the hear to smash its head.  So I put it under the big upturned wash tub to stay until morning.  I went to bed and was asleep when Harry came in.  In the middle of the night we were awakened by terrific booming from the front room.  In terror Henry leaped from bed and stood trembling in the middle of the floor.  Of course I recognized the reverberations under the tub.  I kicked it over, and the frog jumped to my bare feet.  Somehow at that time of night I didn’t like the feel of a frog on my feet and, moreover, I did not like to touch it again with my hands.  So I put some chloroform, which I foolishly had been using to put myself to sleep when I had insomnia, on ashes in a shovel and poked it at the frog.  Again it made a jump for my feet.  Then I put a towel over it, went to the window, and dropped the beat.  It fell with a flop, sat for a minute or two in the moonlight and then hopped away.  We went back to bed.


When I registered, President Taylor for reason unknown to this day asked “Do you wish to take a bachelor’s degree or a master’s degree?”  having never heard of either, I said I’d go for the first one.  The standard of education in the State may be judged from the fact that I was given a year’s credit for the work that I had done in the Academy and so could graduate at nineteen years of age.  My program for the first year, as I recalled it was:  English with Professor Sledd, who had great influence on me and on my future career, Latin with Professor Maske; Greek with Professor Royalt; and trigonometry with Professor Mills.  In later years I had more Latin and Greek, biology with Professor (later President) Poteat, chemistry with Professor Brewer, later president of Meredith College for Women, physics with Professor Lannesu, American History with Professor Gorrell, the only member of the faculty with a doctorate, his from Johns Hopkins, and Philosophy with President Taylor.  We were supposed to get other history – Roman, for example – from the professor of the subject.  But no mention of any history or culture was ever mentioned.  After my second year at college, having got out of touch with my Raleigh friends and not wishing to loaf, I studied law during the summer with Professor Gulley, probably the best teacher that I had.  In earlier summers at my Grandfather’s I read widely books from the college library.  In one vacation, curled up on a haircloth covered sofa, from which I slid off regularly, I read Balzac’s entire list of novels.  Of them today I remember only Pere Goriot.


There was no course in fine arts.  But a group of us had our mandolin and guitar club, and we sang, especially at night in the campus, which was studded with magnolia trees.  I played the mandolin and was envious of the boys who could master the guitar, for which my musical ear was not good enough for me to make any progress.  Occasionally our club would go to a neighboring town on the freight train that passed through about eight o’clock, and serenade some girls that we knew.  We would come back on a passenger train that was not scheduled to stop at Wake Forest unless a passenger had a ticket for the village.  In those days the door of the Pullman car closed at the top of the steps.  Pooling our funds, we’d buy a ticket for one boy, who with our instruments would board the train, while the rest of us would steal rides by sitting on the steps of the Pullman cars.  After we had used this device several times, a conductor refused to stop at Wake Forest even though our confederate had a ticket.  When the trained slowed down for the Neuse River bridge, some eight miles away, we tumbled off our steps and had a long walk back to our beds at three o’clock in the morning.


The only theatrical play that I remember having seen when I was in college was “Beau Brummel” with Richard Mansfield in the title role.  A fellow student and I spent four hours driving to Raleigh  a slow horse that he had borrowed for the performance.  I can still see the Beau’s yellow velvet dressing gown and hear him superciliously cut the Prince of Wales and ask, “Who is your fat friend?”


The members of the Faculty were not especially able, nor were they good teachers.  Sledd had a fine taste in literature, was a fair poet, and read orally so well as to inspire more men to graduate study than any other of his colleauges were able to do.  During my three years under him I was required to write only three short themes.  


The chemistry and physics were simple even when compared with what is taught today in ordinary, not the best, high schools.  We learned how to make oxygen, etc., but gained no understanding of the general laws of chemistry.  For physics, we had no laboratory.  We studied a simple textbook and the professor, gave general lectures and demonstrations, and tested our knowledge.  Once wishing to demonstrate that two bodies of different weights of the same material fall at the same rate, he attached two steel balls to magnets in the ceiling and watched, as we all did, the second hand of a big clock creep from twenty to twenty-one to twenty-two, etc. waiting for convenience until it reached sixty.  We all felt the tension – It was broken when some mischievous youngster called “Go!” The professor impulsively released the current and the balls fell untimed.  That was just good fun.  In my senior year I helped Professor Lanneau set up the first X-ray machine in the college.  How new and wonderful it was!


For Greek I had Professor Royall, who was so old and decrepit that he had to be brought to the college in a buggy and carried upstairs to his classroom.  When I complained of his teaching, which required merely translation and explanations of grammar, with no revelations of the literature and culture of Greece, Mother said in extenuation, “But he is such a good man!”  “Good for what?” I asked.  “He is certainly not a good teacher.  Is he a good preacher?”  “No,” Mother answered; “I have seldom hear anyone so dull.”  “A good citizen?” He took no part in civic affairs.  “A good parent?”  “Well,” Mother admitted, “his boys haven’t turned out too well.”  As there was no pension system, this “good” man continued to teach, his salary being paid by his students who were cheated of their education.


The President, a cultured and well educated man, taught a course, required of all seniors, called Moral Philosophy.  It consisted of three parts:  psychology, logic, and Christian ethics.  In the first part we used the Noah K. Davis text, probably the last presentation of the already impeached “faculty psychology.”  In the second text was Jeunon’s logic, which dwelt altogether on artificial symbolisms, for the testing of which it gave a mnemonic rhyme beginning “Barbara, darii, ferioque, prioris,” the vowels representing positive and negative general and specific assertions.  I memorized not more than the first three or four lines; and had I learned them all, I should never to this day have found them of the slightest use.  For ethics our text was Butler’s Analogy of Christian Religion.  From which I got not one single idea.  Dr. Taylor was a deliberate and dull teacher.  The only light that gleamed in the course was when the President was absent and Professor Gulley as a substitute introduced discussions of current problems.  


I am afraid that I was something of a “show-off” in my college days, for I remember withdrawing from the library books with impressive titles, like Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason, and holding them so others would surmise the profundity of my curiosity.  I never read more than a few pages in most of these books.  There are traces of exhibitionism in me yet, but experience has made me clever enough for it usually not to be detected.


I was graduated in 1896 with much less education than my children had from their secondary schools.  As I marched down from the platform, clutching my rolled diploma, I remember feeling somehow disappointed that being dubbed a bachelor of arts had not in any way changed me.  I was just the same that I was before.  My education lay ahead.  I have sometimes thought that faculties of colleges and university should be prosecuted as ---?---
 in industry are, for misbranding their products.


It is often argued – at least, it used to be before all colleges became big – that the small institution had an advantage in that each student was known personally by his teachers and had a kind of education by being frequently invited into cultured home.  In my day there were only about 300 students in Wake Forest.  It is true that each one was known by name by his professors, but that was about the only personal relations that existed between students and faculty.  I was once invited to a tea at the home of the President, whose gracious and cultured wife impressed me for a dull hour, but that was the only time that I was ever in the house of a professor, except when, more off than welcomed, I went to sit at the feet of Professor Sledd, from whose conversations about literature I learned more than I did from him at his classroom.


All of us, however, got some education – a considerable amount, I shall say – from the two library socieities, the Euzeliau and the Philomathezian, which practically all of the students joined.  Every Friday evening they met for “orations,” which were compulsory for each student once in a term; a fine of one dollar, a big sum in those days, being imposed for being unprepared.  On Saturday mornings there were required “essays and debates.”  Fines were imposed for absence or tardiness.  In these socieities, which had strong friendly rivalry for the acquisition of new members and for victories in the annual debates and oratorical contests, we learned a good deal about parliamentary procedures and in the exercise of such talents as we had.  I went in for “essays,” and my cousin Willis for debate, in which, though modest and naturally retiring, he came to excel.


In my senior year, I was treasurer of the Euzelian Society.  As funds were slow in coming from home, I began using the money entrusted to my safe-keeping, never doubting that soon the family would make up the deficit.  When it did not and apparently, could not, for money was everywhere scarce at that time, I was in trouble.  After trying in vain to borrow the approximately two hundred needed dollars, I appealed to my Grandmother Briggs, who gave me relief.  It was several years before I was able to repay her.  Recalling this embarrassment, I suspend judgement or condemnation of people who have “gone wrong” until I know the facts, so far as I can know or imagine them.  Certainly in my case there was no desire or intention to steal, but using money that was entrusted to me without being able to repay it was in the eyes of the law theft nevertheless.


During my college career I acted as correspondent for the Charlotte Observer, an unusually good newspaper, copies of which came to me in payment for my contributions.  Thus I “kept up with the news” in a cursory fashion.  This stood me in good stead in the contest for the essay medal, offered by Thomas Dixon, a dramatic preacher who gained fame and money not only by his oratory but also by writing novels, one of which, The Clansman, was made into one of the first, if not the first, spectacular movie, The Birth of a Nation.  In the contest each of us was required to write in an hour for each an “essay” on three topics assigned from the fields of politics, history, and literature, and I won the medal – how I do not know, perhaps only because the competing essays were poorer than mine.


While I was teaching at Charleston, the medal, a handsome gold one, disappeared.  In November, 1956, it was returned to me by a family who lived in the house from which we moved in 1907.  The husband had dug it up from the back yard!


I was also senior editor of The Wake Forest Student, the student literary magazine, to which I had repeatedly contributed both “poetry” and short stories.  The editorials I tried to make pertinent to affairs of the student body.  In the last issue there was an editorial of mine that Professor Poteat, the faculty advisor, did not like, as it was contrary to the policy of the college concerning fraternities; so, without consulting me, changed it to suit his view.  Returning to Wake Forest, for the issue was published after commencement, I had a two-hour verbal contest with the professor, the result being a reprint of my editorial unchanged, the page inserted in the magazine.  But some years afterward I found that the Poteat version was in the bound copy in the college library.  This was the first of my several rebellions against “authority.”


Wake Forest had a firm rule against Greek letter fraternities, holding that the library societies satisfied all the student’s needs in a small institution.  But periodically there were sub-rosa chapters established.  When and if they were discovered the members were punished, sometimes when they were stubborn about surrendering their charter, they were expelled.  Along with a few other students, I avoided the college rule, or I thought I did, but joining the Tau chapter of Kappa Alpha (Southern), one of the oldest fraternities, at the University of North Carolina.  The fraternity never meant anything to me, except that it gave me the privilege of wearing, away from Wake Forest, the pin.


One of my fellow students, whom I did not think good enough for Kappa Alpha, proposed to me that we organize a sub-rosa fraternity and seek membership in a national organization.  To keep my secret and satisfy him we formed a group called the D.V.L’s., for Dum Vivimus Ludamus, meaning “While we live let us play.”  And play we did, with secret meetings, the usual gruesome initiations, which included a glass topped coffin in which we placed the skeleton “borrowed” for the occasion from the laboratory.  Once we buried a candidate in a shallow grave; and being disturbed by some other students, had to leave him in the coffin for nearly two hours.  I recall this dangerous prank when I hear of what modern youth sometimes recklessly does.  At the Anniversary, which the college celebrated in February with student orations and debates, the D.V.L’s gave a banquet, for the planning of which I was responsible.  Red table cloths, red napkins, which I had difficulty procuring, and activities consonant with the popular translation of D.V.L.  A wonderful time!


There were in the village hardly any young women whom our group of students thought worth “beauing.”  But at Anniversary and Commencement they came in droves; and although dancing was not allowed, we had receptions and parties.  I was a chivalrous lad; so one night on a campus walk when the surly fullback on the football team boasted that he kissed a girl visitor I turned on him in a rage and told him what I thought of him.  My courage was doubtless boasted by the presence of Will Kelly, a negro young man ho was loyal to me because of several favors that I had done him.


At one Anniversary I fell desperately in love with a niece of Mrs. Simmous, the sagacious wido (she married all of her daughters to men who later became highly successful) of a professor.  Lilyan Forte, of Warrenton, was a beautiful and charming girl, but she had acquired from her aunt some of her sagacity.  As she knew, after a year of passionate correspondence, that I was in no position to wed, she became engaged and married John Kerr, who for many years was a Congressman from the fourth district in North Carolina.


Lilyan ended one of her letters to me with several French sentences.  As I knew no French and was eager to know what my sweetheart had written, I took the letter to a wife of a professor, who translated the sentences much to my embarassment.  Not wishing to have any more French sent me, I ended my letter which a page copied from one of my Greek texts.  The meaning had to appropriateness to a love letter, but the device was effective.  I had no more French in letters from my inamanata.


At this point, I insert an incident not at all concerned with me.  The Widow Simmons was intellectual, and she yearned for companionship.  The most congenial man in the village to her was Dr. Montague.  As the properties prevented her from seeing him as often as she liked, she would feign illness and call him professionally.  After a visit, which she would prolog, the doctor would open his little black bag and leave her some medicine.  When Mrs. Simmons died she left by her will a small hair trunk to her physician.  Curious to know what it contained, he opened with some eagerness the trunk and found in it untouched by his patient, all the medicines that he had prescribed.  In this way the old lady told him what in modesty she had never in life been able to say.


Athletic sports were popular at Wake Forest.  We played tennis, at which I was good, football, baseball, no basketball, and had annual track meets.  Football was in its early years.  We had home-made suits ( I remember Hubert Foyster just before I entered college wearing “Congress gaiters,” shoes with elastic sides, when he played fullback against the University of North Carolina in Raleigh.)  and, with no helmets had our hard to protect our heads.  I played quarter back, and in a game against Trinity its center rush, an Indian named Maytubby, as the ball was snapped reached over and grabbed a handful of my hair.  I got the ball away, however, and on the next rush Mr. Maytubby was viciously slugged in revenge by Babe Frye, our center, who was a ministerial student.  (Years later I called on Maytubby, then a lawyer in Oklahoma, and we had pleasant reminiscences.)


Our team introduced into North Carolina the “flying V wedge,” which had been invented by Yale.  It was one of the most brutal of “kickoffs.”  One man stood in the center of the field with the ball and one played back for safety.  Five lined up on one side of the field and four on the other.  The men of each group with arms locked trotted toward the center, and when the ball was touched with the holder’s foot, it was a technical “kickoff.”  The V then, with a man inside holding the ball, rushed forward in any direction.  It could be stopped only by the opposing linemen throwing themselves down before the onrushing mass.  My job as quarter back on the defense was to jump high and dive into the V headfirst, giving my knee to the chin of a forward and there grabbing any legs that I could.  Many a painful punch I got in the groin.  The play was soon ruled illegal.


In baseball I played center field, and did pretty well as a fielder and as a batter.  One game that gave us a thrill contained a triple play against Randolph-Macon.  Wake Forest in its enthusiasm hired two professionals as a battery, the introduction, so far as I know, of paying “amateurs” in North Carolina.  In the game as played then the catcher stood near the backstop until the batter had two strikes on him; then he would don a mask and come to the position now used throughout the game.  Against the early position the Oak Ridge team developed a bunt that was effective.  Holding the bat by the big end, they would let the ball hit the loose-swinging handle, and it would drop dead at the plate, allowing the batter to reach base before the catcher could retrieve the ball and throw the runner out.


In track I won the dashes, running the one hundred in 10 2/5 seconds, but I never was good at any of the other events.  At one meet one of our men, W. J. Burden, made a prodigious 7ft 4 ¼ inches in the high kick, an event that was dropped from the program.


In my senior year the gymnasium instructor was fired at Christmas, and I was given the job until I was graduated.  I was pretty good with all of the indoor apparatus, specializing in the trapeze.  At commencement we gave an outdoor exhibition, at which my trapeze was suspended from the high limb of a tree, and at which a group performed picturesquely on “Roman ladders.”  Once swinging on the flying rings I hit the door transom and broke my coccyx.  The doctor said that it would give me no trouble unless I had a baby.  I didn’t and it hasn’t.


Besides this, I had a little experience in teaching, substituting in a country school for a month when the teacher was ill.  (When he returned, he thought that the experience that I had had justified his paying me nothing for the work.)  Incidentally I note that the village of Wake Forest at that time there was no public school, not even for the elementary grades.


Besides studying, which I did too little, and going to classes there was little to do in Wake Forest when sports were not in season.  One of the most wasteful of recreations which was habitual to too many boys, was going to the station to see the two daily trains pass through, hoping that someone who was known would be at a window.  How many hundreds of hours were wasted, especially when the trains were late! 


Of course we played the usual tricks on each other and on the Negro boys who brought our food and water.  (Running water and indoor toilets came only in my senior year; electricity later.)  Paper bags partly filled with water were frequently thrown from upper floors at passers-by below.  Once when an unsophisticated country boy was slightly we put Sedlitz powders in his dry chamber pot.  When his urine set off the foam, he thought that he was going to die.  At another time, “borrowing” from a college building a life-sized plaster bust of Shakespeare, we tied a cloth about his head and chin, laid it in a bed, put under the covers a bolster to represent a body, and lit alcohol in a dish of salt.  When the Negro boy, bringing wood, came into the room and saw the head in the greenish light, he gave one yell and tumbled down the stairs.


The only substitute for a restaurant was the barber shop, where Caleb Winston, a loud-mouthed Negro, doubled as barber and the maker of oyster stews.  The oysters came in a big tin can, with ice and little ping crabs floating in it.  Primitive, but we thought the oysters a rare treat, even when Caleb cooked the stew on a heating stove in his shop.


All this is a far cry from modern college life.  But we got an education of a kind, at least a beginning, which some of us carried on after graduation.  The alumni of the college, largely because of the weeding out of the less naturally gifted, became leaders in all life in the State.


And we had a good time.  The moral atmosphere of the community was wholesome, even if life of the adults was a dull routine.  Among the students there was little smoking and even less drinking, and it was rare that one heard of sexual acts.  Homosexuality I never knew existed.  Personally I was happy, though I had occasional fits of adolescent “blues,” and I led a clean life with chivalrous ideals developed from my readings of literature.


Strange as it may seem now, I came to graduation from college without any plans for my future.  Neither of my parents had ever discussed the matter with me, and my professors, contrary to what is claimed as an advantage for the small college, apparently had no interest in my future.  I had some ambition to be a surgeon, but I knew that for financial reasons would be impossible.  (I had never lost my interest in surgery and have seem many operations performed.  In Charleston I was on the hospital board, and in New Hampshire I have been on the advisory board of the Laconia hospital.)


Having nothing to do in the summer after my graduation in 1896 and liking Wake Forest, I took law courses under Professor Gulley.


One day Professor J. B. Carlyle met me on the campus and asked me how I’d like a position teaching.  When I jumped at the chance of getting work to do, he said that there were openings at Rich Square and at Elizabeth City.  I applied in person at Rich Square, but did not get the job.  Sometime later I was told the reason for my failure was that I wore pointed-toed shoes and parted my hair in the middle.  I was successful at Elizabeth City without a personal interview, partly perhaps because my aunt’s husband was a leading citizen of the town.


I had a happy three years at Wake Forest and many friends, and the home of my maternal grandparents, where I dropped in frequently and usually got a handout of something to eat.  The town was a second home to me, for from childhood I had visited there time after time.


When the Christmas holidays approached in my first year at college, I had a reluctance to return to Raleigh, feeling that my young friends there had already planned their festivities without me; so I wrote home that I would stay in Wake Forest and study.  One day the express agent, a good friend of mine, said “I have a package for you.”  Taking off the outer wrapping, I found that it was a two-pound box of candy done up in festive paper, a present from my Father.  “Well,” said I, “this solves one problem; I’ll wrap it again and send it on to a girl in whom I am interested.” “You’d better look in it first,” the agent insisted, and so reluctantly I did, luckily, for on top of the candy was a two-dollar bill.  I have often wondered what the girl would have thought if she had a received as a Christmas present a box of candy with a two-dollar bill in it.


In the political campaign of 1895, headed by Bryan’s advocacy of “free silver,” my cousin Willis and I, disgusted by what we thought were fallacies in the book “Coins Financial School,” became Republicans.  Willis continued in the faith, later being a leader of the party in the State, and serving both as postmaster in Raleigh and as U.S. District Collector of Internal Revenue.


The two years following my graduation were a time of political upheaval in the State.  By a fusion, a Republican was elected governor and Marion Butler, a Populist, and Jeter C. Pritchard, a Republican, were elected to the United States Senate.


Following my interest in politics, I volunteered in the summer of 1898 for server, and the Republic Governor Russell assigned me to make a study of alleged brutalities on prisoners in the state penitentiary.  I had an interesting experience, hardly worth recounting in detail, and wrote a report that was published as part of the Republican yearbook.  It was fortunate for me that I left the State for study at the University of Chicago, for when the Democrats regained control of the State, Republicans, even humble ones, were less than popular.  At Elizabeth City I had been elected by the Republicans to be a candidate for the county superintendent of schools, a position that I could have held while continuing my teaching in the Institute.  Being wholly incompetent, I was lucky in that I was not elected.


It was a shock to leave Wake Forest and to feel myself at last on my own.  But I looked forward with some excitement to beginning work, not realizing how incompetent I was.


Elizabeth City was in 1896 a lovely little town, situated on the Pasquotank river, which flows out of the Dismal Swamp and emptied into Currituck Sound.  The streets were wide and bordered by beautiful trees, and the people were cordial.  The leading citizen of the town was my Aunt Effie’s husband, Edwin F. Aydlett, a skilled and successful attorney.


It was exciting to me to be on water where ships sailed.  Among my pleasures was to watch them from the wharf and to eat oysters fresh shucked by a darkey, to whom I paid ten cents for all that I could eat.  Going out on moonlit sails was of course a pleasant novelty.  In the spring there were great catches of shad in seine that ran as long as four miles.  The being seines would be taken out into the river and then hauled in by donkey engines.  Catches ran to the thousands.  Herring were also taken in abundance.  Examining several, I found that sometimes a fish had a parasite firmly attached to the roof of its mouth.  I sent a herring with a parasite to Professor Poteat, who had a reputation at Wake Forest of being a learned biologist, but he was not sufficiently interested even to make an acknowledgement.


To anticipate:  One of my pupils was a young man who had been captain of a small ship but desirous of education was attending school with boys and girls much younger than he.  One Saturday he took me and my brother Will, who had come down to attend the Institute, which Mother thought was better than any school in Raleigh, on a sail twelve miles down the river to see a seining.  It was a beautiful day, and we arrived, with a bushel of oysters aboard, just in time to see the 800 yard seine hauled in.  To the disappointment of the fishermen there were only three shad, each weighing several pounds, in with a large number of herring.  We were not disappointed, however.  Almost before the shad were through flopping we had them in frying pans and on a fire that was roasting the oysters.  A Negro woman had cooked for us a large pone of cornbread.  What a feast we had!  The memory is pleasant to this day.


Twice I went to the Dismal Swamp, once coming through from Norfolk by a small boat.  Though it justifies its name, with cypress knees sticking out of the cypress-impregnated water, which was taken on ship voyages because it did not become stale, and moss hanging from the trees overhead, it had some quiet beauty.  ( A semi-swap is called a pocosin.)  I was surprised to learn that parts of the swamp had been drained and were farmed.  George Washington is said to have made the survey for the canal and to have owned stock in the company that operated it.  As we passed through the canal we saw dug up in the widening operation prehistoric oysters shells 16-18” long.  What a mouthful one of them would have been!


The Atlantic Collegiate Institute, in which I was to spend two years, was, like all secondary schools in North Carolina and even on Manhatten at the time, a private school operated for profit by the owner.  The “president” was a Pennsylvania man named S. L. Sheep.  (Naturally his name led to many jokes.  When he first came to Elizabeth City wishing to get acquainted, he walked up to a prominent citizen and, extending his hand, said, “Mr. Lamb, my name is Sheep.”  Thinking that the stranger was making fun of him, the hot-headed Southerner, who was named Lamb, impulsively landed his fist in Mr. Sheep’s face.  They later became good friends.  – Mr. Sheep had a small son named Harry.  One night I heard from my dormitory room crying and laughter.  Going out to see what the row was, I found a big student teasing the youngster by stuttering over and over again, “I’ve s-s-seen m-m-many a w-w-wooly s-s-sheep, b-b-but never before a hairy one!”)


In retrospect I think that Mr. Sheep was probably a superior teacher by the standards of the time.  But the only advice that he ever gave me was that if I’d whale a boy who had been disturbing my room, I’d have no more trouble.  I did and found that the advice was good.  Mr. Sheep ran a school that was satisfactory to the community.  He taught in one large room, in which the girls sat, and I in another had the boys.  Of course the two sexes mingled in classes.  Besides as there was a primary teacher and a music teacher, from whom I took singing lessons.  They consisted of singing scales while she played piano accompaniments.  She knew or taught nothing of voice placement, and I learned little or nothing except how to read musical notation.  There were perhaps 150 pupils in the school.  A few were boarders from the surrounding country.  My salary the first year was $350, paid in driblets, and “keep.”  The second year I had a 50 dollar increase.


The Institute was housed in a two-story frame building, which had a decorative and useless tower.


My predecessor, George Little, had been very popular, and during my first year I turned green with jealousy whenever I heard his named mentioned, always with praise.


Mr. Sheep’s home was a large house, which accommodated the boarding of girl pupils.  The few boarding boys were housed in a U-shaped frame building in the yard, in which I had two rooms.  No running water and no electric light, of course.  The food was abundant and reasonably good.


The first morning that I went to the school I confess that it was with real timidity that I passed through the groups of pupils standing outside to inspect the new teacher.  But on the whole I got on well with all of them becoming in time reasonably popular.


My teaching was just what one might expect from an untrained youngster.  I taught, or was supposed to teach, reading (which was a bore, as I knew only to have the pupils read in turn and then correct the errors of pronunciation.  I thought the period would never end!), spelling, penmanship, Latin through Horace, and Greek.  How soon I realized my lack of education!  But by hard work and by using “ponies” I managed to get along.  Two of my advanced pupils, who must have realized my ignorance, became prominent, one a professor at the State university, and the other the Governor of the State.  They remained good friends of mine till their deaths.  When a public spirited citizen donated $25 for books I was much embarassed by being given responsibility for selection, not knowing enough to choose wisely.  As I look back now, I realize that I largely wasted the money.  How little education I had got at Wake Forest!  I learned a lot, however, from my first teaching.  To this day I think I could pass well on an examination in Latin grammar, but I never learned to translate.  My Greek has gone entirely.  I never knew much at any time.


At Elizabeth City I read little in books, magazines, or newspapers.  After perparing my lessons for the next day I had little time – or at least I thought that I had little.  But in my second year I wrote editorials for a local newspaper, The Fisherman and Farmer, which at the advent of the Spanish-American War became a daily.  Once when I went down at noon to hand in my copy I found the editor in despair, for a storm had broken the wires and no telegraphic news could come in.  Knowing that what came by wire ammounted to little, I volunteered to invent all the outside news that was needed.  That edition that day reported that Lt. Victor Blue, who was something of a naval hero at that time, had twice shot down the flagstaff on Morro Castle, Havana.  That evening I was amused to hear Dr. Penic, the beloved paster of the Baptist Church, say as he read the paper, “”The news today is unusually interesting.”


There was in the town another newspaper, The Economist, owned and edited by the Honerable Col. Creecy.  The Colonel had little concern for news, but he had many friends and relatives, and they kept the paper alive.  To fill space when news was scarce, he used to invent stories.  One reported on his bullfrog farm, a wholly imaginary industry.  He told me that publication of the story, which was widely copied throughout the country, brough him nearly a bushel of letters of inquiry how he bread his frogs, what food he gave them, and where he found a market.


(Another newspaper friend, Fred Old, breveted Colonel by a Raleigh Hotel keeper, who was said to have created more military titles than the war between the State, often fabricated stories for the Associated Press to fill the news hungry Monday morning papers.  One of his stories told of the champion at a Markmen’s Convention at Morehead City sitting on the porch of a hotel and with his rifle puncturing one small toy gas-filled balloon after another and bringing safely to the Earth a little girl who, having been tangled in the cords was being carried aloft out to sea.  Another reported that tramps had pushed a freight car, which was being used as a temporary jail to hold one of their fellows overnight, down the railroad track and across the county line out of jurisdiction of the local police officer.)


When the Spanish-American War was imminent a druggist who was a graduate of the U.S. Naval Academy, a young lawyer, and I tried to raise a company of volunteers, we three to be the commissioned officers, but we were unsuccessful.


Everybody in Elizabeth City seemed to be enthusiastic in the churches.  After one Sunday in change of men’s Bible class, to which I contributed nothing but my ignorance, I was given responsibility for the Infant Class, which enrolled more than a hundred youngsters.  I worked hard on this assignment, carefully preparing an appropriate program for each session, and with the help of two loyal women assistants I think that I did well.  Probably my teaching, being less imitative of bad conventional practices, was better than it was in the day school.


I also sang in the choir of the Baptist Church, my aunt being the organist and choir director.  Occasionally I was assigned to sign a solo, but I am sure that no soul was ever saved by my song.  But the congregation was patient and considerate.  Often I would sit on the organ bench while my aunt or the assistant practiced, and in this way I learned the names of the stops and sounds that they caused.  Also, though I did not at the time realize it, I was absorbing music and developing some degree of taste.


One spring in my enthusiasm to help the church I organized an Old Folks Concert.  It was not difficult to persuade local singers, both men and women who thought that they had voices, to dress in old-time costumes and to sing the old-time melodies.  The concert filled the “opera house” and brought in a tidy sum for the church.


The social life of the town was delightful and wholesome.  For the first time in my life, I think, I had the pleasure of dining at the table of others than my parents and relatives.  (Social dinners in our Raleigh circle were unknown, and at Wake Forest the Faculty did not accept that kind of responsibility for getting acquainted with the students.)  The first time I was invited by Mrs. Penick,the gentle and hospitable wife of the minister, who had two lovely daughters, being fearful that I should disgrace myself by displaying too big an appetite, I ate several slices of rye bread beforehand.  Dr. Penick served generously and Mrs. Penick was the kind of woman who instead of asking “Which kind of pie would you prefer?” gave you a slice of each.  At the end of the meal I was as gorged as a python and much less comfortable, I am sure.


The young people were all what young people should be.  We had sails, picnics, and dancing, at which I was never proficient.  Most of us “paired off” in couples.  My “steady” was Mae Wood, as lovely a young woman as I have ever known.  Though I called almost regularly every Saturday evening, and beaude her to most of the parties, we never did any lovemaking.  In fact, despite my admiration for her and our congeniality, I could not feel any passion for her.  It was not until I returned to Elizabeth City on a visit several years afterward that I learned from her that she fully expected us to be married.  I deeply regretted her disappointment, and still have her a tender memory.


As my Father and Mother had been married when they were twenty years of age, I began a joke by writing to them repeatedly of a mythical Luola Langdon.  I had taken her to a party; I had dined at her home; I had done this and that with her week after week.  To anticipate parental objection that I was not financially prepared to marry, I wrote that her father owned a cotton mill and wished to employ me at a good salary.  After my twenty-first birthday I wrote that we were engaged and planned to be married as soon as school was out.  As I expected, Mother wrote in reply that though she could have no objection to the girl, not knowing her, she thought that I was entirely too young to think of marriage.  Then, of course, I called to her attention that she and Father married at the age of twenty.


I add one anecdote of my Elizabeth City stay.  In the town was a talkative Negro barber.  One day while he operated on me he told at length and with condemnation of the divorce proceedings instituted by a prominent negro couple.  The cause, Ned declared, was simple:  the husband “sp’iled” his wife.  “Why,” Ned continued, “I’d go by their house and see that fellow splittin’ wood and carryin’ water into the house for her.  Me?  The fust night I was married I went downtown and didn’t come home till after midnight.  ‘Whar you been?’ my bride asked, and I said, ‘None of your business.’  From that day to dis we ain’t never had a hard word.  I tell you Berry O’Kelly sp’iled his wife the fust thing off, and the divo’ce don’t surprise me none, not none at all.”


At the conclusion of my second year of teaching I went back to spend the summer with my parents in Raleigh.  I had no plans except to return to Elizabeth City.  I read a lot, and I had great pleasure and, I am sure, gained a good deal of education from frequent conversations on benches in the capital square with Walter Montgomery, of whom I tell more later.


One day a former college classmate, Rob Powell, of Savannah, whose father was well to do, stopped in Raleigh to see me as he was passing through.  During our conversation he asked what my ambition was, and I told him that as surgery was out of the question, I’d like to study graduate English at the new University of Chicago.  “Then why don’t you?”  When I said that I had no money and that my Father had not got on his feet after the failure of his business, Rob said, “I’ll lend you a thousand dollars.  I know you’ll repay me if you live, and in the eventuality of your death you can take out an insurance policy for that amount.”  And so it was settled that I should go to Chicago.


As I look back over the years it seems to me that more careers are determined by accident than by all the possible guidance of teachers or parents.  It was by accident that I entered teaching; it was by accident that I went to Chicago; it was more by accident than by planning that I have turned every important corner in my life.  It was the accident of my telling a professor friend of my son’s desire for a job that he said, “Send him over to Westinghouse and tell them that I sent him.”  IV
 has been in tubes ever since; if he’d been sent elsewhere he would probably have done equally well in elevators or locomotives.  My daughter’s ambition, formed by herself as a child I never knew why, to be a counselor of girls was forwarded by my knowing James Wood, President of Stephen’s College.  (When she married, education lost the best prospect for an outstanding Dean that I have ever known.)  And so it goes.  Make a check over your own career and see what role accidents have played.


I knew Irving Hardisty, a former Wake Forest man, who was at the University of Chicago studying neurology.  (Later he was for years Dean of the School of Medicine at Tulane University).  Hardy took me under his wing, and I roomed with him on the top floor of Middle Divinity, where we had a large study, off which tere were two alcoves for our beds.  Here, of course, we had all modern conveniences.  


The first four floors were occupied by ministerial students.  But on our floor were students in other academic departments, an unusually able group of men, most of whom later became prominent in the education field.  As I recall them, besides Hardesty were George Morlin, President of the University College, University of Toronto, Thomas Putnam, Dean at University of California, Dan Shoemaker, Professor of Surgery, Washington University, ---- Perry, a blind man, professor of Mathematics, University of California, Trevor Arnett, Rockefeller Foundation or General Education Board, Phill Kohlsatt, Professor of English, Armour Institute, James Lee Cunningim, head of Starrett Institute of the Bible; Gus Dwyer, an oratorical demagouge in Sociology at Vanderbilt University; Henry Lloyd, Professor at the University of Kentucky, who himself much disturbed, first revealed to my by convincing data the educational backwardness of the South; and several others whose names I do not recall. One of the latter, a man from Kansas, of all places, used to ridicule my Southern speech.  I took his teasing in good part and assiduously practiced in private to learn to articulate clearly and to pronounce as others do.


My professors during my two years at Chicago were John Manly, who had not only a brilliant mind but acute scholarship, carrying his detective work in early and middle English to analyzing ciphers for the government in World War I; William D. MacClintock, not notable as a scholar, but very kind to me, as will later be recorded; Dr. Blackburn, a tedious scholar in Anglo-Saxon, with a fading memory; Myra Reynolds, an inspiring teacher of literature in the Romantic Period, who made me her reader and occasionally when she went out of town had me teach her class; William Vaughan Moody, later a poet and dramatist of distinction ( I had with him a course in writing, in which I learned little, and the first course that he gave in literature.  Later his courses in literature, ended by his premature death, were highly popular.); Lindsay T. Damon, from whom I learned little Anglo-Saxon; President William Rainey Harper; and Professors Small and Henderson in sociology.


With President Harper I had at eight o’clock Sunday morning tow quarter courses, the first on the early chapters of Genesis, and the seonc on Issaiah, which he pronounced “asia’h.”  He was a good teacher, but not as inspring as was suggested by somebody’s remark that he taught Hebrew as if it was an awakening word.  Brought up as I was in a theology of implicit belief in the factual accuracy of every word in the Bible, which was held by all of my “contemporary ancestors,” as someone has called the, I was shocked beyond words by what President Harper had to say – and say so convincingly that there could be no denial.  He held that the facts told in Genesis of the creation were of course scientifically wrong but that one could believe in and profit from the fundamental teachings of the Scriptures.  Later I was shocked still more by lectures by a visiting professor, a German named Bode, who argued that God, Yahweh, as he called him was simply the chief survivor in civilization from many tribal gods.


These arguments did not greatly disturb my faith, but another experience did much to separate me from churches.  My mother as a girl had attended the Chowan Baptist Institute at Murphystero, NC, where Peter S. Henson, now a famous preacher in a large Prarie Avenue church in Chicago, was one of her teachers.  Because of the association I went to this church, and after the service I told Dr. Henson that he had been my mother’s teacher.  I was shocked by his total lack of interested, for in the South he would have asked about Mother and probably invited me to dinner.  Not wholly discouraged, I applied for membership in the church.  Before being accepted I was cited to appear not before the Board of Deacons, who might have inquired about my theology, but before the Board of Trustees, the members of which seemed concerned only with how much money I could contribute annually.  Needless to say, I did not attend this church thereafter, and, in fact, my enthusiasm for churches began to wane then and there.


It was entirely different at the Hyde Park Baptist Church, where I attended Sunday School immediately after President Harper’s class was dismissed.  I was in a group to which Professor Myra Reynolds lectured, not using the conventional International Leaflets, on how men have found God in literature.  (This was a theme that I later used in teaching Browning, citing such poems as “Caliban on Setebos!”, the savage Rabbi Ben Ezra, “Saul,” and “Christmas Eve and Easter Day.” )  The preaching here also was excellent.


Besides my courses in the University, I was in for an orgy of learning.  In various lucky ways I developed contacts with several entirely different social groups:  the Morrises, a wealthy family, the head of which had been United States Consul General in Belgium; the Springers and their friends, all highly cultured; Wallace Rice and his circle of Bohemian newspaper men, including George Ade, the three McCutcheons – one the cartoonist, one a novelist, and the third a clever reporter, -- Bert Leston Taylor of the Line-O-Type column in The Tribune, and others; and the Settlement people.


Wallace Rice boasted that he had been fired from every newspaper in Chicago.  When I knew him and his lovely wife, whom he entirely dominated, he was making a precarious living by reviewing books, from the sale of which he derived his income.  Illustrative of his way of life is this incident:  Once when down to his last dollar, he took his wife and two boys to a theatrical play, for which he had from a newspaper a complimentary ticket to a box.  On the floor one of the boys found a ten-dollar bill.  What did they do?  Why, characteristically, after the play they went to a restaurant and had a feed.


Wallace was a violent democrat, as more moderately were most of his friends; and it was natural that during my friendship with him I became converted from my Republican allegiance.  So arrogantly independent was Wallace that he resigned from a good job with the actor Edward H. Sothem because he thought he was not treated as an equal.  He had a fine library, specializing in poetry, and his memory of what he had read, even superficially from review, was prodigious.


A brilliant man, Wallace gradually sank, morally as well as financially, finally dying away from his family, living God knows how with a mistress, whom he called, without deceiving anyone, his cousin.  Until Mrs. Rice’s death I kept in touch with her, visiting her, once in the barren back room of a disused store, when I went to Chicago.


Through Wallace, I met Harry Chamberlain, who kept open house once a month, beginning near midnight and lasting till dawn.  There gathered Bohemians of all sorts, and inspired by liquor, entertained each other with skits, songs, and acting.  It was a wonderful experience for a boy from Raleigh.


Bailey Williamson, a boyhood friend in Raleigh, who had been expelled from Wake Forest because of his membership in a fraternity, had continued his education elsewhere in chemistry, and had climbed up to be Superintendent of Armour’s refinery.  Soon Bailey and I were dining together almost every Saturday evening, each time in a different place.  He could afford expensive dinners, while I, lacking in money, took him to cheaper but unusual restaurants.  Thus we sampled food from many countries.  Once, planning to take him to a Chinese restaurant, I ate at it beforehand so I would know what to order:  When sauce was served with the chop suey I thought it was concentrated tea, so I poured it into my cup, and then found that the pot contained tea and not merely hot water, as I had assumed.  Not wishing to be laughed at by the Chinese waiter, I drank the nauseous mixture before he came around again.  Once at the Auditorium Hotel, then a swanky place, we had poor service from a surly waiter.  So when paying the bill Bailey left a penny as a tip.  “Didn’t you make a mistake, sir?” growled the waiter.  “No,” said Bailey calmly:  “I never give less even for poor service.”


Like the albatross in “The Ancient Mariner,”  I hate the food I ne’er hat et.  At the Bismarck on Randolph Street we used to get a planked steak big enough for a farmhand surrounded by mashed potatoes in fancy shapes and several other vegetables for seventy five cents.  What a feast!


Soon after I had settled down in Chicago I saw a crowd hastening one Sunday afternoon to the chapel.  “What’s going on?” I asked.  “Why, Jane Addams is to speak.”  I had never heard of Jane Addams, or of the settlement houses either.  But I went along and heard a great woman speak with quiet eloquence of the work that she was doing for the poor.


For the first time I began to realize the obligations of the more fortunate to those who had had less luck.  Soon I was directing a group of boys at the University Settlement, where Mary McDowell was in charge as head resident.  Her associates were not the most skilled social workers, but they became warm friends of mine.  I must have got along well enough with my boys, for one night they invited me to see a boxing match in the gymnasium, for which they had purloined the key.  I had a struggle with my conscience about my obligation to report the matter to Miss McDowell; but I kept my mouth shut and accepted the invitation.


I did some work also at the Gad’s Hill Settlement, and finally was active at Hull House.  (How I found time from my studies for this work I cannot now imagine.  Probably I did not study as hard as I should have done.)  In my second year at the University I was in semi-official charge of getting students interested and placing them in the various settlement houses.


The Hull House experience was wonderful.  Once a week I had dinner there before my class met, usually sitting next to Miss Addams, from whom I naturally learned much and something of whose altruistic spirit I absorbed.  The associate workers were the ablest in the city, people whom it was a privilege to know.  Also there were many visitors, some of them internationally known; and as I was the only worker who smoked (my smoking at this time was very limited) I was often assigned to be a companion to some visitor who desired a cigar after dinner.  This was a rare privilege for a callow youth.  I remember nothing of what the visitors said, except one remark by Count Tolstoy:  “It is a peculiar custom you Americans have of standing and holding the backs of your chairs before dinner.”


At Hull House I became acquainted with many of the radical leaders in Chicago, notably Louis Post, editor of a single-tax magazine, Emma Goldman, the philosophic anarchist, and a man named Issacs, the devoted editor of the anarchist newspaper The Firebrand.  I say “devoted” because I have never known any other man and his family who made the sacrifices that he did for a cause.  Every week he published in his paper an itemized list of his cash receipts, which never amounted to more than twenty-five dollars; usually they were less.  This was the income that paid for the family living and also for the expenses of getting out the paper, on which the mother, son, and daughter as well as the father worked.


Anarchists are usually thought of as violent, bloodthirsty people.  But the Issacs family were peaceful and gentle as any whom I have ever known.  They advocated only that the less law the better, that people would grow toward perfection best by being left to their own consciences, a doctrine that most of us hold for ourselves but are reluctant to grant to others.  When President McKinley was shot in Buffalo the Chicago police arrested the entire Issacs family on suspicion because they were professional anarchists, and at that time the police wished to lead public attention away from the current criticism of their own misdeeds.  The only evidence ever adduced against the peace-loving Issacs family was that the crazy assassin Czolgosz had some months before called on them.


Realizing that I knew next to nothing about painting or sculpture, I spent many Satuday afternoons in the Chicago Art Institute.  After a number of sessions wandering more or less aimlessly among the paintings, one afternoon as I was leaving I met on the steps the cultured Miss Springer.  “What have you been looking at?” she asked; and when I told her of the exhibit of William Leftwic Dodge, who painted much as Alma Tadema had done, she exclaimed, “Isn’t he awful! But the Wendts are good.”  The Wendts had meant little to me, but respecting her judgement and taste, I went back into the gallery and selecting the one painting of his that most appealed to me, I decided to memorize it, as one does a poem that he likes.  The next week the Dodge paintings seemed less charming, and finally they seemed on repeated viewing actually garish.  The Wendt paintings, on the other hand, grew in impressiveness and beuty.  I still carry in the gallery of my memory the picture of an autumn haying scene, a broad oak standing near the center, with workers in the field beyond.  Some twenty odd years afterward, as my friend Seldem Smith was driving me to Palo Alto, I remarked the center, with workers in the field beyond.  Some twenty odd years afterward, as my friend Seldem Smith was driving me to Palo Alto, I remarked that the scenery had reminded me of William Wendt’s paintings.  “Do you know Wendt?” Selden asked, “He lives just beyond those hills.”


Once through the courtesy of a friend I attended a tea in the studio of Lorado Taft, the sculptor.  At the time he was working on a clay model for The Blind Leading the Blind, which I later always recalled when I saw copies of Brueghel’s painting with the same title, a picture that I sometimes thought would be a good frontis-piece to many “educational” books.


For music I attended a few concerts by the Chicago Symphony Orchestra, then under the baton of the venerable and venerated Theodore Thomas.  The music was to me just melliflounous sound, nothing more.  The one concert I took Professor Moody, tickets having been given me by the editor of the Maroon.  Moody was interested in the voices of the several instruments, with which he did not seem to be well acquainted; and we moved to different parts of the hall from number to number to hear their effects.  The poet wrote beautifully of “shawms” and other instruments mentioned in the Bible, but I suspect that he did not know a bassoon from an oboe.


It was in Chicago that I heard my first opera.  It was Lohengrin, with one of the greatest casts ever assembled:  Nordica, Schumann-Heink, Jean de Reszke, and Edward de Reszke.  But as I knew nothing of the story and less of the conventions of opera, I felt that the two bits that I had paid for a seat where I could touch the ceiling, the back and the side walls of the Auditorium, was wasted.  Later I tried again with the New Orleans French Grand Opera Company singing Il Trevatore.  Again I was mystified, for even one knowing the libretto has difficulty in following the confused plot:  but I waited patiently for the numbers that I had learned to know in boyhood:  the “Anvil Chorus,” “Home to Our Mountains,” and “Ah, I have sighed to rest me,” which a girl once in Wake Forest had a friend play as an accompaniment while she recited Bulwer-Lytton’s verses, Aux Italiens – “At Paris it was, at the opera there; and she looked like a queen in her box that night.”  The unprofitable experiences made me sarcastic about opera for years until I came to know and love it in New York.


One evening at a party I was ravished by Wagner’s “Fair Evening Star” played on a cello.  Ever since it has seemed to me more beautiful played on that instrument than when sung in the opera.


My informal education was forwarded by the store displays, more wonderful in their variety and beauty than I had ever seen or ever imagined.  I used to stand looking in at the window exhibits and then wander through the aisles of Marshall Field’s satisfying my eyes with what I could not buy.  The experience did something, I think, to the growth of taste and to set up standards that I could approach later in life.


As can be imagined, I had little money to waste.  I wonder now how I managed to do so much with the little that I had borrowed.  For my tuition I served as an attendant on telephone switch boards, I read papers for Professor Reynolds, and I waited on tables at a boarding house, but this I found so distasteful that I quit after two days.  Breakfasts and often lunches I ate in our rooms, dinners mostly at the nearby cheap restaurants.


At Christmas time when preparing to go to Raleigh for the Holidays, I made up some sandwiches of camebert cheese that I had.  On the Pullman car I set my suitcase down by the heating pipes.  After an hour or two I called the porter and complained of the smell.  “Yes, sir”, he replied; “all the passengers is complaining but I can’t locate it.”  I retired to the smoking compartment, and when time to eat came I put the suitcase on my knees and unsnapped the catches.  The lid rose of itself, and I discovered the source of the odor.  However, the sandwiches tasted good and satisfied my hunger.  All the time I was in Raleigh Mother had the suitcase stand open on the back porch or in the yard.


One day Sam MacClintock, brother of the professor, who had probably recommended me, asked if I would teach in his place at the Princeton-Yale Preparatory School while he went South for a week or two.  I did, and as the proprietors liked my work, the asked me to stay on.  As the school was affiliated with the university, by teaching there I had free tuition; in addition I had a full noonday meal – nothing more.  But I was glad to take the job, on those terms.  The boys were from well-to-do-families and were reasonably well behaved.  I had no trouble with discipline and I learned a good deal, I think, about teaching.  An examiner from the University of Wisconsin praised what I had done in a class that he visited, though as I look back I had done little put repeat a lecture that I had heard from one of my professors.


To skip a year:  When I was fired from Stetson University I returned to Chicago with no plans and no prospects.  As the affiliation with Stetson assumed me free tuition for the summer I could at least live in vague hopes during the next few months.  I cannot understand now how I could have made so little effort to find a new job.  I did not even apply to the Appointment Office.  Professor MacClintock had asked me to take care of his home, a well appointed house, while he took the summer off.  So I was provided with living quarters and tuition.  I had written to the Princeton-Yale School proprietors, but had received no answer.  The future looked dark indeed, and I saw no prospects ahead but to be a tramp!


But I was like a butterfly, happy in each day.  Being president of the Southern Club, I followed a peculiar and satisfactory program.  I attended classes, in the early evening I took care of social responsibilities, including the Club, and then I studied uninterrupted until to or three o’clock in the morning.  I think that it was the most satisfactory semester – or quarter, as it was called there – that I spent at the University.


One day Mr. Gooch and Mr. Wilde drove up to the MacClintock house and asked if I would teach for twenty-five dollars a week, tuition at the University, and the midday meal.  Would I!  The clouds rolled back, the sun shone, and I was set for another year.  Mr. Gooch was a business man, rough but fair; Payson Wilde was a gentleman and something of a scholar who wrote clever verses.  Later I think he taught at Harvard.  Certainly his son did in the department of Greek.


The events of my two years in Chicago, one year at Stetson intervening between the two, were profitable in many ways.  Although not distinguishing myself as a scholar, I learned a lot academically.  As Wake Forest credits were not fully accepted and as my studying was interrupted in ways I that I have mentioned, I accumulated in the two years at the University only considerably more credits than were necessary for an A. B. degree, which I took in order to be an alumnus, but did not qualify for an A. M.  As I have hold, my education outside the University was probably more important than what I got from classes.  By the end of the second year I was a different, and I hope, a better man than when I left North Carolina.


I applied for a position in the Baptist Meredith college for Women newly established in Raleigh, but failed for election, probably because the Trustees knew me only as a boy, too young for the position.  I was offered a professorship at Baylor University, a Baptist College in Texas; but when I found that the $1,000 salary was contingent on the treasury’s having enough money to pay it, I refused to accept the position.  This was a lucky break.  What would I have become if I had gone to teach in a poor denominational college, at that time strictly conservative? At that time I felt assured that I could stay on at the Princeton-Yale school and continue my studies at the University.


Having for convenience put together my two years at the University of Chicago, I now recount my experience as Professor of English at Stetson University, in De Land, Florida.


Stetson was one of the several colleges affiliated with Chicago.  Affiliation carried with it the possibility of exchange of students and the probability that graduates of the colleges would be attracted to the University for advanced study.  A number of well-to-do students at Chicago came to Stetson for the winter quarter, being attracted wholly by the milder climate.  Affiliation provided that members of the faculty in the colleges might have free tuition at the University and also that the University had a veto power over the selection of any new members of the college faculties.


Stetson wished to appoint as a professor of English a local Baptist minister, whom the University would not approve, thinking that he was not qualified for the position.  Piqued by the refusal, the President of Stents wrote “Then send us a man.”  I was sent.  My salary was to be $1,200 which was the top salary paid there.


I arrived in De Land on a Saturday evening, being so confused as to directions by the spur train from the main line that all the year the sun set for me in the south.  I was assigned to a room on the second floor of the boy’s dormitory, a frame building on a street lined with lovely wate oaks.  Across the street was the President’s home set in a grove of orange trees, which were exciting to one who had never seen them before.  The first night I was eaten by mosquitoes, and after I had covered my head I was awakened by the varmints almost dragging the sheet out of the open window.  Naturally my first purchase Monday morning was a mosquito net.


At church on Sunday I met a few of the faculty, and the rest of the day I spent exploring the town, which centered around the college and the Stetson Arms, a resort hotel built by John B. Stetson, the hat manufacturer, for whom the college was named because of his benefactions.  Incidentally I record that in order to add to my appearance of maturity I had raised a Van Dyck beard.


Early Monday morning I was summoned by the office boy, a student generally known as The Sheriff, to see the President, John B. Forbes.  When I entered his office he whirled around in his chair, and glaring at me, exclaimed, “Professor Briggs, why did the University send you down here?”  This was not an auspicious augury for a happy year.


The President, as I soon learned, was a martinent, jeared by everyone, cordially hated by a few, and spoken of with a respect only by some of the older members of the faculty.  His faculty meetings began with a prayer and closed with malediction.  At one meeting, after the prayer, he began demanding to know who left the lights on in the library the evening before.  As no one volunteered a reply, he began to pool the group, asking each member “Did you leave the lights on?  Where you in the library during the evening?”  Before he complete his inquiry, the Registrar, who was also a professor, blurted out a confession that he has been in the library and that he might have left the lights on, though he did not think that he did.  After a castigation we proceeded with less important business.  This incident I record because it is typical of the atmosphere in which we worked.


The faculty had on it several members who became good friends and two or three from whom I learned a lot.  I used to sit by Will Sharp, whom I visited several times in later years after he moved to California, and watch him paint, copy in charcoal a classic masterpiece, and talk of art as I had heard no one talk before.  I still have a water color of his.  When I criticized it by saying “But the sun couldn’t set behind these trees across the lake,” he replied, “Wouldn’t it look better if it did?”


The two music teachers also taught me informally.  Mrs. Ruggles, the sister of a well-known baritone, had lost her voice, but she knew music; and Professor Lewis, an insignificant personality, gave me an insight into what form in music means.


I ate my meals along with the boarders of both sexes and the unmarried members of the faculty in Chaudoin Hall.  There I became well acquainted with three women who disliked the President heartily:  Helen Hoyt Harriman, the Dean of Girls, Mrs. May, head of the training school, and Anna Brown, a lovely woman who taught speech.  After dinner we four drifted into the habit of spending a few minutes in Miss Harriman’s room for coffee.  One day I was summoned again to the office of the President who brusquely demanded, “Professor Briggs, what were you doing in the room of one of the women in the girl’s dormitory?”  In justifiable rage I stood up, clenched my fist, and coldly said, “If you imply that there was anything wrong in my taking coffee with three of the women in the room of one of them, I’ll smash your face!”  “I’ll have your resignation,” the President replied.  “Oh, no,” I retorted; “I won’t resign,  I’d like to carry the matter to the Board of Trustees.”  No more was ever said about the matter.  But it can be imagined that after that our relations were even less pleasant than they were before.  I know that I’d not be re-employed, and I did not wish to be.  (Incidentally I report that a year or two later the President was charged with procuring an abortion for a woman.)


My teaching schedule was not bad and I really enjoyed the work.  I also learned a lot by experience.  To my surprise and dismay I was informed that I had to teach a class in the Bible.  Fortunately I had been so brought up that I was not wholly ignorant of the Scriptures, and the Baptist minister, a good man and a good preacher, suggested a text book that was ideal.  During the year I learned, I am sure, more of the Bible than the students did; and ever since then my acquired knowledge has been capital on which I have frequently drawn.  (When lecturing inCuba some years later at a Presbyterian school convention of teachers I was called “The Bishop” because of my frequent quotations from the Bible.)


My spiritual life was sweetened by the preaching of the Baptist minister and my intellectual disturbance was calmed by a course of lectures by Dr. George Burton Foster, a professor from the University of Chicago, who gave a winter quarter course on Christian Ethics.  He was so sane, though unorthodox, that I could adapt my skepticism to the religion that he presented.  For instance, he held that God is merely the highest ideal of good that anyone can coneive, and that therefore one may grant that the ideal of an intellectual Chinese heathen is higher on the ascending scale than that of an ignorant Christian.  (So much I owed to Dr. Foster that I only smiled when Mrs. May told me that he had kissed her goodbye in the privacy of the library stacks.)


Physically I kept myself in good condition by running two or three miles before breakfast almost every morning, foolishly wasting strength, perhaps, that I should have reserved for my work, by playing tennis, by coaching the football team, and by occasional horseback rides.  Once when riding I came to a “deserted village” that had been built by optimists in one of the Florida booms.  It was named “Enterprise.”  Around De Land “before the freeze” was the equivalent of the tragically reminiscent “before the war” that I had heard so often elsewhere in the South.


The orange groves were to me a beautiful sight with co-existing sweet blossoms and golden fruit.  But I never had a good orange in Florida; the best fruit was shipped to northern markets and only the culls sold locally.  When cold weather threatened, smudge pots burned all night to keep frost from the grove.  In spit of this, I saw beads of ice on young branches of orange trees where the sap had frozen and broken through the tender bark.  Gradually after my time hardier trees were developed so that the safe zone for orange growing was extended much farther north.


I did not like Florida weather or, except for the orange groves, its scenery either.  The temperature, though averaging semi-tropic, would range from uncomfortable cold to uncomfortable hot.  In three days I saw it run from freezing to 93º.  Moreover, at the beginning of the century few houses there were built for cold weather.  I have seen the rug in the home of a friend billow from the wind that came through the floor, and one of the most uncomfortable weeks that I ever spent was in beautiful Daytona on a Christmas holiday.


I had no social life with any family in town, with the exception of that of Mrs. McKinney, a widow, one of whose three daughters was a student of mine and later, as I shall record, a fellow teacher, co-author, and lifelong friend.  But in the small group of teachers who formed a sort of clique, and less with the families of two of the professors, one of whom had a pineapple grove or garden several miles from town, I found all the companionship that I needed.


Gradually I became more and more attracted to the Dean of Girls.  Helen Hoyt Harriman was a lovely woman superior in beauty to anyone else in our circle, girl students included, with an abundance of brown hair, and a good figure.  Her father, a retired unsuccessful Baptist minister (A. B. Bowdain, 1863) had long lived in Mexico, where he became an authority on mining law and staked out claims of two or three properties that were rich in one but far removed from smelters.  Having little or no capital, he mined one of them, the Helena, with peons who climbed down and up the shaft ladders made of tree trunks with limbs lopped off for steps.  Being so remote, he could sell only the almost pure copper, which was transported several hundred miles on burros.  In other ores were some gold and silver, but two little to warrant getting out by hand.  Had President Diaz lived, a railroad would probably have been built to run close to the mines and Mr. Harriman would have been a rich man.  But Diaz dies, the road was not built, the big pile of reach dump remained unused, and the owner finally lost his titles.


Mr. Harriman’s family when he first went to Mexico lived there with him, and all learned to use Spanish fluently.  The other daughter, Carolyn, married Charles O. Lord, in Puetro Rico about 1904 and fater his death raised her three daughters and three sons there.  Helen, now in the law department of the Congressional Library, Robert, an assistant to Juan Trippe, President of Pan American Airlines, and Charles, also with Pan American, have found their fluent Spanish of great value in their jobs.  My future wife taught Spanish and German at Stetson.


Although Mr. Harriman’s optimism never failed – at least so far as his talk would reveal, -- the family could not live on prospects; so finally, when it was necessary, Helen secured a position at Stetson and supported her Mother and younger sister in the village.


Mother Harriman was petite, gentle in speech and gentle in manner.  She was a Fielden in a line of cultured New Englanders.  Of her older sister, Aunt Helen Hume, who had us as guest in her Amesbury home during the summer of 1912 and 1913, I became very fond.


I never spoke to Helen of love until my last week in De Land, and the only tentatively, for I had no job and only vague prospects for the future.  But as she reciprocated my affection, which was sincere and deep, we kept up a steady correspondence during our separation, she teaching in San Juan and Carolyn in Sauturce.  It was not until the end of my first year in Charleston when my salary was increased to $1,500 that I felt able to support a wife, and we were married at Amesbury just before the school term began.


Although I had “prospects,” I had little cash, and my financial condition was made more critical by my suitcase being stolen in the night from under my Pullman berth when I was en route to Raleigh from Charleston.  By the time I had replenished my wardrobe I had just enough money for railroad transportation for me to Amesbury and for the two of us to Illinois.


There was a reception at Aunt Helen’s, and the next morning we were married on the steps of the porch while numerous Fielden relatives stood on the lawn.  My cousin Willis Briggs represented the Raleigh relatives.


The train to Boston was late and when we got to the South Station the westbound train was ready to start.  In fact, it was moving when we stepped aboard. (I was so short of money that I had paid the minister with what I thought too small a fee.  When I saw him eleven years later I planned to give him the balance of what he had earned.  But as he had no memory of me or of the wedding, I desisted.)  We had to take upper berths, and our dinner consisted of bananas.  (Youth! Youth! How I should shudder at any one else’s venturing on matrimony with so little capital.  Had we missed the train in Boston I do not know what we should have done.)  But my bride was a good sport, and we were both happy.  Credit was good in Charleston, and we faced the future with no trepidation and high enthusiasm.


At the end of the year at Stetson seventeen of the faculty left, some of them with no offer of re-employment and some because they could not stand the President any longer.  Mrs. McKinney gave a farewell supper to the departing seventeen, a really heroic act, for she was to remain in De Land until her daughters completed their education in the college.  Few others would have dared brave Dr. Forbe’s wrath as she did.  I venerate her memory, and in later years I was happy to get several positions for Isabel and to secure a scholarship for Alice when she wished to study Art at Teacher’s College.  When I applied for the scholarship, the Provost, a good friend of mine, asked “What are the girl’s qualifications?”  “Never mind them,” I replied; “I want the scholarship for her.”  I got it.


On my way to Raleigh three Wake Forest friends met me in Savannah and gave me a royal dinner and evening before I sailed for Norfolk.  From there I took a train to Raleigh, and after a few days with my family I went to Chicago with no job in sight and with little accumulated cash.  Again Youth! Youth!


One day at the end of my second year at Chicago, Professor Reynolds asked me, “How would you like to teach in a normal school?”  I knew nothing of normal schools, had never seen one, and like many supercilious members of the academic world I was in ignorance somewhat contemptuous.  Professor Reynolds said that the President would be in the Auditorium Hotel lobby after 10:30 that evening and that if I was interested I might like to see him.  Although only mildly curious and as I was to return through the city about that time from a party on the North side, I went to the Hotel.


Looking about the lobby, I spotted the only person who might possibly be a school-man.  He sat slouched in a chair, wearing a soft hat, and reading.  At my “Mr. Lord?” he jumped up with what I later learned was characteristic vigor, grasped my hand firmly, and said “Won’t you sit down?”  The rest of the evening, until he took the 2:30 train back to Charlestown, determined my future professional career.  I knew that he was sizing me up, but instead of firing questions at me he entered into a conversation more entertaining and more intellectual than I was accustomed to hear.  The one question that I remember his asking, after I had given the bare facts of my training, was, “Who are the greatest English poets in recent years?”  My prompt answer “Tennyson and Browning” pleased him greatly, for, as he told me afterward, other candidates had parried his question, trying to learn before answering whom he would mention.  Before we parted we had a midnight lunch – oysters, I remember, -- for he seldom employed a teacher without seeing him at a table.  He invited me to visit the school, intimating that if I liked the situation he would offer the position to me.


When I told of my prospects to Professor Manly, head of English department at Chicago, and a highly respected scholar, I expected him to deprecate my tentative offer.  Instead, he remarked, “In a normal school there are great potentialities for service.  One can look through his students right down to the foundations of the civilization that he is attempting to build.”  That did not decrease my growing interest in the Eastern Illinois State Normal School.


The next week I visited Charleston, some 125 miles south of Mattoon and then twelve miles east.  I arrived just after the summer session had closed, but I met and liked at once several of the Faculty, and I was impressed by the great granite building set in forty acres that were beautifully landscaped and cared for by a professional gardener.  There I was to spend ten years of happy work.  Also I was charmed by Mrs. Lord, a quiet but highly able woman, who throughout my stay in the village was kind to me, as, indeed, she was to everybody.  The Lords had two daughters, one of whom became a close friend of my wife and me.  A brilliant son, who had an exciting career as a young lawyer, Assistant District Attorney under William Fravers Jerome, Assistant Police Commissioner in New York, and writer of plays, one of which was produced on Broadway and ran a month, subsidized by a wealthy college friend, became disintegrated by drink, and died a sorrow to his parents, who had sacrificed much for him.


In September I moved to Charleston, had a room at Mr.s Griffith’s on Seventh Street, and ate my meals with ten or twelve other teachers at Mr.s Soon’s on Sixth Street.  Mr.s Griffith was a kind-hearted woman by “nosey” and made hard by a poor husband and two worthless boys.  Once when I had returned from Chicago with a suite of pink pajamas that I had bought I put them in the bottom of my trunk.  A few days later one of my friends remarked, “I hear that you have a pink tennis suit.”  Mrs. G. had been rummaging.  Mrs. Coon’s food was good enough, one of her specials being vinegar pie, which I recall with no regrets that I have tasted it not once since!


Charleston was a lovely and hospitable village, situated on the edge of a prairie of rich black soil on the north and west and at the beginning of a moraine of rolling country on the south and east.  A few miles away was the Embarrass River, pronounced “Ambraw.”  From this river came the local water supply, which after even a light rain ran cocoa-colored from the faucets.  For drinking we let it settle.  New teachers were always disturbed when they drew a muddy bath, but I used to explain to them that the proper technique was to use no towel but to wait a while to dry and then use a whiskbroom.


I brought my bride to live with me in three rooms of a good house owned by a builder who had a most parsimonious and disagreeable wife, his second.  One day when her adolescent stepson had resented an order, I heard her exclaim “Ya, ya, ya, ya! I’ve lived with bears and lions all my life, and I ain’t afraid of a little one like you.”  We were comfortable enough in the house except for heat on cold days.  When I’d go downstairs to complain, Mrs. Mitchell, who was keeping warm with her housework, would reluctantly put on a little coal.  Knowing that she could understand that I’d be chilling sitting still over my books, I went to the dime store and asked to see a box of thermometers.  As I suspected, I found one that registered ten degrees less than any of the others.  Then I made one of the best investments of my life.  Paying a dime, I took back what to my landlady was convincing evidence that 50º was too little for the comfort of even a tenant.  I am sure that she turned more coal that winter than ever before – or after we left, for that matter.


My friends in town, outside the Faculty, were with one exception older people:  the families of Henry Neal, an attorney and the local trustee of the school, John Marshall, another able attorney and Mr. Neal’s rival in everything, Jack Jeffries, the school treasurer, Dr. Montgomery, a surgeon who had every characteristic needed for success except skill, Mr. Hodgen, a wealthy retired gentleman, and Lucian Wheatly, president of a bank, who invited me to overdraw my account whenever I needed funds.  Besides these there were in the village no families with whom I had, or cared to have, social contacts.  When he was on his deathbed Mr. Hodgen would smile when he heard me whistle a strain from Faust on my way home across the street from his house. 


I have never been in any community in which there was so much dining out, always, under Mr. Lord’s influence, in dinner jackets for the men and best dresses for the women.  During one year my wife and I had more than 300 table guests.  On Sunday mornings we teachers – at least, the younger ones – would hire a surrey (there were no automobiles in town until the last years of my stay) and drive out to the river, build a fire over flat stones, and raking the ashes away broil a steak or fry bacon, which with coffee made a wonder breakfast when eaten al fresco.  


Surprising to me was the quality of the Faculty.  A few members were commonplace, but the rest were respectable or more – in scholarship.  Nearly all were notable for personal and social superiority.  Mr. Lord had high respect for scholarship, which after limited preparation in a Connecticut normal school he had gained for himself by continued personal study by learning from cultured friends, whom he was fortunate in having a good number.  He preferred to have in his school able and well prepared young men, even if they stayed for only a few years, than to employ the mediocre who would remain permanently, and he always was eagerly helpful to assist the able teacher to a better position.  As a result he had an unusually good group of teachers.  The mistakes that he made in selection were few, and they were corrected, sometimes it seemed brutally, by early dismissals, always made with the good of the school in mind.  The defect in his theory was that a few mediocre teachers, not poor enough to be dismissed, remained for the rest of their careers.


The ablest member of the Faculty were a source of stimulation to each other and even to the less able.  The Faculty alumni of this small normal school comprise a list of notable educators.  Several became presidents of colleges, notable Lotus D. Coffman of the University of Minnesota; and many were later professors in colleges and universities, four in Columbia.


One of the teachers whom Mr. Lord inherited when he came to the presidency at Charleston was by no means a scholar, though he was a substantial and worthy citizen of the small town type.  As a teacher, he was a drill master in the fundamentals of the traditional grammar.  One evening at our local literature club, which included in its membership people from the village, he gave a talk on Tennyson, beginning “We are told.”  At the conclusion of his talk Mr. Lord whispered to me “What did you think of it?”  “Well,”  I replied with that spirit which I ought to be ashamed, “it was all in the first three words.”


Early in my second year this teacher died from blood poisoning.  (I had held his leg while the surgeon operated in vain.)  I volunteered to help the school by taking over one of his grammar classes until a replacement could be found.  Though I had student Latin, Greek, Anglo-Saxon, and a little French and German, I not only had had no English grammar as such but I look on it as an elementary subject fit only for young children and to be despised by scholars.


The first day that I took over a grammar class I found myself in a few minutes so high “up a tree” that the students looked like midgets.  That was such a revelation and challenge to me that I requested that I permitted to keep the class throughout the year.  Under the guidance of Mr. Lord, who was a firm believer in the potency of grammar to refine the thinking process and who had a stock of the most baffling questions which could be answered only by rigorous thought, I made a serious study of the subject.  Moreover, in the ensuing years I went far beyond my preceptor, learning the fundamentals of the grammar of foreign languages, even of Chinese.  Like Mr. Lord, I firmly believed in the transfer value of grammar, placing little emphasis on its contribution to correct expression.  Eventually I knew a great deal about the subject, and I am sure that I did a superior job of teaching it, inventing several unique devices for instruction.  But gradually I began to doubt its efficacy on improving the powers of logical thought.  When I came to Teacher’s College I found that nobody was interested in the knowledge that I had acquired of grammar or in my exceptional skill in teaching it, and moreover, no one had any faith in its transfer value.  So with supported doubts I undertook an ambitious study, which became my doctoral dissertation.  I t failed to prove that the rigorous study of grammar made in the slightest degree of any improvement in logical thinking.  All of my capital, accumulated by long and hard work, evaporated entirely, not gradually as mists fade in the morning but in one burst into nothingness.


In this memoir I cannot write adequately of Mr. Lord.  An excellent biography of him, well worth anybody’s reading, was written by Isabel McKinney and published by the University of Illinois Press.  Under the title Mr. Lord, for he always insisted that “Mr.” was the highest title that any man can have.  Even after he was given two honorary doctorates, one by the University of Illinois and the other by Harvard, he was called, as he desired, “Mr. Lord.”  I never heard him address any notable with a title attached to his name.  Remembering this, when an old friend greets me, who can write the symbols of three doctorates after my name, as “Mister” in some way I felt honored.  He was a stickler for the use of the exact word and of correct speech.  Our institution was a normal school, not a “normal,” and day after day he worked at eradicating from teachers and pupils alike expressions, common in Illinoi, like “The baby wans down” and the use of like for as.  Never since his first correction have I said “A long ways.”


Mr. Lord was the greatest influence in my life.  He himself had high standards in everything – scholarship, teaching skills, deportment, speech, dress, and manners – and he inspired all who came in contact with him to aspire to the same.  He taught me how to share myself, and I am sure that under his influence I learned to be somewhat fastidious in dress.  Occasionally he visited our classes and afterward made suggestions for the improvement of our teaching.  But his greatest influence was exerted in the teachers meetings and in the morning chapel exercises.  These meetings, which like every other event in the school, began promptly on time, for he insisted that a person who was one minute late wasted the minutes multiplied by the number of people who were kept waiting.  Some of the teachers meetings at which reports were made on every student in a class were boring to those who did not teach those particular individuals; but others were highly educative when Mr. Lord talked of teaching and of education in its several phases, or when he read from the works, always well chosen, of masters of thought and style.  As likely as not he would present pure literature that had no direct connection with our professional work.


The chapel exercises, always led by Mr. Lord, were unique, interesting, educative, and stimulating to adults and students alike.  (The one exception was the children from the primary grades, whom he insisted, largely because he liked to see them at chapel, on having present.  He declared that sitting still and behaving themselves was educative, even if the youngsters did not understand one word that was being said.  Occasionally, however, he would talk or read something that even the infants could enjoy.)


“The chapel exercises were another revelation.  The first morning was simply thrilling.  I had never before heard a talk so direct, appealing, and inspiring.  I looked out over the assembled students and thought I saw in every face response and a determination to struggle toward the ideals which were being held up.  Morning after morning the standard was maintained.  The readings alone were a more effective introduction to literature than any course which I ever attended.  They opened up for me many new books and illuminated books which I already knew.” – Henry Johnson


Chapel began, prompt of course, with Scripture reading, a prayer, and a hymn, the accompaniment played by a big loveable German, Friederich Koch, who could make any piano sound lovely.  And then Mr. Lord took over.  Sometimes he talked, and I never in my ten years heard him say anything that was not worth listening to.  At other times he read, and he read exceedingly well in a sonorous voice and with clearly articulated words.  His selections made with taste and sound judgement ranged from William James, notably the chapter on “Habit,” Gannett’s “Blessed By Drudgery,” which never convinced me of its blessedness, to verses of Holmes and Lowell, and such light stores as “The Little God and Dickey” and the “The Madness of Philip” by Josephine Dodge Daskau and fantasies by Roy Ralph Gilson.


Mr. Lord set such a high standard for the chapel exercises that when any one of us substituted for him when he was away there was a distinctly felt different atmosphere.


Once the president or the New Western Illinois State Normal School, a poor political appointee, came to Charleston, primarily, as far as I could gather, to make a list of the textbooks that we used.  Mr. Lord invited him to speak at chapel, and when he tried to refuse, Mr. Lord said, “You will have a lot of public speaking to do, and you will find no easier place in which to begin.”  “Very well, then,” the timorous man answered; “I’ll just greet the students.”  So Mr. Lord finished the comparison that he had begun the morning before of Talmadge, who had just died, and of Henry Ward Beecher.  “Talmadge,” I remember his saying “substitued assertion for fact, demagoguery for oratory, and theology for religion.”


In hearing the name Talmadge, the visiting president closed his ears and retired within himself to plan his remarks.  Being called on, he began with a eulogy of the preacher who had just been castigated.  I could still repeat some of his absurd remarks.  Not a sign was given by any student that the speaker was making himself ridiculous.  Several days later, as the students were leaving the auditorium, Mr. Lord clapped his hands and after everyone had stopped stock still and become quiet, he said, “If I ever had any question of what perfect courtesy is, you gave me an example Wednesday morning.  Dismissed!”


With a desire to bring to Charleston better entertainment than it was accustomed to, Mr. Lord arranged annually for a series of three concerts, readings, or speeches by eminent men, one paid for by the Trustees, one by the Faculty, and one by the students.  To these entertainments the public was invited to attend without charge.  We heard the Minneapolis Symphony Orchestra, famous singers, and impersonations by Leland Powers, a skilled teach of elocution from Boston.  He gave us not coarse vaudeville but Shakespeare, “David Garrick,” and other readings of high quality.  Thus year by year the tastes of the faculty, students, and townspeople were elevated.


The only time that I remember making Mr. Lord angry was when I proposed that the contribution that the teachers had been making to the entertainment fund be given to the newly built local hospital, of which I was a member of the Board of Directors.  ( I was also a member of the local library board and was treasurer of its funds. )  There was no question about the need for a hospital, especially for unmarried teachers away from home and relatives who might care for them in illness.  Despite Mr. Lord’s known opposition, my proposal was adopted.  For several weeks I was in his bad graces.


Personally I also learned much from my colleagues.  I listened to much of Mr. Koch’s music and pestered him with questions about why one composition was good and another bad.  With Mr. Hankinson, our biology teacher, I walked often in the woods, and although I had at tha time no interest in birds, I absorbed from him many technical names, like Canocitta Cristate, Overcudula Discor, and Archibuteo Lagopus Sancti Johannis.  Among my colleagues there were a number of bird enthusiasts who bored me no little by their descriptions of birds that they had seen.  But one day, reading “Gloucester Moors,” a great poem by William Vaughn Moody, I came across the lines

That green gold flash was a vireo

And yonder flame where the marsh-flags grow

Was a scarlet tanager.



Suddenly it struck me that he had seen beauty and was trying to share it with me, vainly because of my ignorance.  So I went to Mr. Hankinson and asked him to show me at least a scarlet tanager.  “Why,” he said in shocked surprise, “we have been seeing tanagers on our walks during the past two weeks.”  Not I, with eyes that saw not.  But that afternoon for the first time in my life, in a spot that I still could locate within a rod, I saw and was thrilled by the flame of the bird.  Two weeks later I saw in the south valley a red-eyed vireo, and before the summer was over I had listed 86 birds as my acquaintances.  The next season I new about 125.  Nor was I content merely to recognize and list them; I set about to learn their songs and their habits.  The knowledge acquired then has given me lasting pleasure; and now that Ruth is interested in feeding and identifying the birds that come to our feeders, I am amazed that I remember so much of them.


Mr. Hankinson was a rare biologist, being an icthyologist bedsides knowing birds better than almost anyone else among my many acquaintances.  But being left an orphan at an early age, he was socially often crude and amusing.  Once he told me that at a play given at the local theater some of the lines were so funny and at the same risque that being a teacher he did not know whether to laugh at them or not.  “What did you do?” I asked.  “Oh, I waited until I got to my room and then laughed all I wanted to.”  A grade teacher who recognized the true worth of the man married him (I am sure that she herself must have made the proposal) and they lived most happily until he died while a professor in Syracuse University.


The most outrageous fun that I ever made was after Mr. Hubbard, our geography teacher, who had married a Miss Rugg, reported the of their first child.  As he was a temperate man, neither smoking nor drinking, with the announcement he handed out candy drops from a bag instead of the traditional cigars.  I remarked that probably that was the first time in history that a man had made a mother hubbard out of a rug. (Excuse it please.)


The school being new, the library needed building up, and Mr. Lord gave me an assignment of making a list of the most needed books in the field of English.  The selection put me on my mettle and I learned much of the books that I did not know before.  Most of my suggestions were approved, and before I left in 1911 we had an excellent collection.  I also learned a lot about classification, and the librarian used to say that if a mistake had been made or a card was out of place I was the one who would spot it.


This experience stimulated me years later when I was at Columbia and recognized the inadequacy of the Dewey system of classification to the needs of a library of education books, which had multiplied amazingly since Dewey’s day, to have organized by the National Education Association a Committee on the Classification of Education Materials.  The Committee, of which I was chairman, made and published about 1925 an excellent comprehensive report, prepared by research librarians at the Ohio State University.  But, so far as I know, the proposed system was never used anywhere, the cost of reclassifying books already on the shelves being thought prohibitive.  Also tradition on the part of librarians trained use of the hold system, however inadequate it was recognized to be, along with inertia was preventative of any change.  The need still remains, but the report is forgotten.


I went to Charleston at a salary of $1,000, which Mr. Lord said was too low but it was all that the budget permitted.  At the end of the year he got approval of the Board to add $500, an unprecidented increase.  This seemed to please him as much as it did me.  Thereafter increases were small and slow.  The salary schedule was kept strictly secret.  In my last year I received, in addition to payment for summer school teaching and institute fees, $2,000, which, I think, was the salary paid to any teacher, though one or two may have had more.


When I went to E.I.S.N.S. Mr. Lord, Mr. Blair, later for many years State Superintendent of Public Instruction, Mr. Caldwell, later professor at Columbia and Director of the Lincoln School, and Mr. Evens were often called on to speak n various towns of the district and to help conduct in the summer county teachers institutes.  I envied them, their prestige and their added income, but even when I had no invitations, as there was no justification for having, I thought their psychology about fees was wrong.  As a fee was seldom arranged beforehand, when anyone of them was asked his charge, he would “My expenses are so much.  Anything you add to them will be satisfactory,” No I though; that makes a fee a kind of tip, and I held, as I still do, that for an educator to accept a tip is infra dig.  If I am ever invited to speak, thought I, and am asked my fee, I shall say “My fee is so much,” and if I detected evidence that it was more than could be paid, I’d say “If you cannot pay that, meet my expenses and that will be satisfactory.”  (As we were in a State school, we were in position to demand fees for extra services in the State.)  That put the feeling of obligation on the employing superintendents, and, practically, I am sure increased the amounts that they intended to pay.


At this point I may say that over the years I became a speaker much in demand all over the country and I charge high fees, which were justified by the careful preparation that I made and by the substantial material that I presented, always clearly organized and with many concrete illustrations that anyone could understand.  At one time in Charleston, being sorely in need of extra money, I contracted to give six lectures in Belleville, Illinois, for $15 each.  I’d leave Charleston at noon, changing trains twice, and arrive back after three o’clock in the morning.  Years later when I was at Columbia I had a letter inviting me to speak at Belleville, and I felt some satisfaction when the Assocication agreed to pay me $350 and expenses by air.  My usual charge when at Teacher’s College was a net $100 a day.  For three years I was paid that for a full month in June in Oklahoma.  For addresses before State and regional associations I was frequently paid $250 to $350.


Once when I had written to West Virginia stating my fee, the secretary of the State Association wrote that they would like to have me but could not pay my charge.  Thinking that the State needed what I could give and desiring to be of service, I telegraphed that I would come for my expenses alone.  When I arrived in Morgantown I saw big display bills announcing that Will Rogers would speak to the teachers.  “How much,” I asked, “do you have to pay him?”  “Twelve hundred dollars,” proudly replied the secretary.  That somewhat too the edge off my willingness to give free service.


It must be remembered that money was worth much more then than it is now.  My fees were higher than those received of most of my colleagues in Teachers college, and in honesty I think that they were deserved.  Over the years I accumulated by speaking an amount of money that made be financially independent.  But I worked hard for it and I am afraid that I should have gone farther in my profession if I had stuck to my regular job.  But this I doubt.  By my speaking I added to the prestige of the college, drew many students to it, and, I hope, spread a gospel of sound education.


Once at Teachers College I received a letter from a well-known architect which ran somewhat as follows:  “Our well-to-do community on Long Island is thinking of establishing a junior high school, and we should like your professional advice.  We should be glad to entertain you at dinner before meeting the Board, and, if necessary, we could put you up overnight.”


Having respect for the value of professional service, I replied, “My wife and I are thinking of remodeling our home in Yonkers and should like to have your professional advice.  We should be glad to entertain you at dinner before developing plans, and, if necessary, we could put you up overnight.”  Naturally I had no reply, but I hope that I made the point that the services of teachers and of ministers of the Gospel are as worthy of pay as those of architects, lawyers, or doctors.


Beginning in 1919 my outside earnings averaged for eight years $5,310, the top being $8315 in 1926.  But becoming skeptical of the good resulting from platform speeches, after 1927 I accepted invitations only when there seemed a prospect of rendering effective service.  Consequently in the next twelve years of my outside earnings dropped on an average to $1850.  These figures include fees for reading manuscripts for publishers, writing chapters on secondary education for the annual report of the United State Commissioner of Education, participating in surveys of important cities, acting as adviser to private school, and the like.  They do not include royalties from my books.  Needless to say, these outside earnings made it possible for us to live comfortably, to indulge in luxuries, and to accumulate considerable saving.  The amounts earned must be evaluated in terms of money several decades ago.  I remember buing a good overcoat in 1912 for $20.00.


There was compensation other than money for my speaking trips.  I visited schools and learned much about their practices and problems.  Also I became widely known and attracted students to my classes in Teacher’s College.  At almost every place where I spoke I was “entertained,” sometimes more than I cared to be, and I made friends who lasted for years.  Once at Houston, Texas, Mrs. Oberholtzer, wife of the Superintendent, invited me to a dinner on January 25th.  Accepting the invitation, I said, “This is happy, for it is my birthday.”  We had quite a celebration with the traditional cake and ice cream.  The next year my colleagues Nicholas Englehardt spoke at the same meeting, and when Mrs. Oberholtzer invited him to dinner she told that the year previous they had celebrated my birthday.  “Did he pull that old gag?” asked Nick.  That has been our joke ever since, and last Christmas on a greeting card from the Oberholtzer son, who is now Superintendent of the Denver schools, was written “Come out to see us and we’ll have a birthday cake.”


There were other compensations as well.  Whenever I spoke I met pleasant and hospitable people, and from these acquaintances, especially those made after I was at Teachers College, I learned much and began new interests.  In Oklahoma, for instance, I heard from Professor Dale, an authority on the Cherokees, and from Judge Spier, who was reared in the State, of the Indians and of the rush of settlers when the territorial land was opened.  The man who made and impeached governors “took a shine” to me, and told me, what others said he would not have told almost anybody else, the insides of the State politics, as bad and as interesting as any story that I ever heard.  At Greely, Colorado, I was initiated into historical geology, beginning an interest that has lasted ever –since; I was taken to see an immense heronry; and an authorityon snakes introduced me to herpetology.


After several years at E.I.S.N.S. I was invited to help at an institute at Palestine, Illinois.  For the week’s work I was paid a gross $50, which I was glad to accept as I was making a start.  The next week I worked at Tuscola for $75 plus expenses.  Before I went East I had all of the Institute work that I could do.


In my last year at Charleston and in the year following I had what to me then was the rare privilege of teaching for two weeks in Baltimore County Institute, which was better organized with a staff abler by far than any I had known before.  There, under the direction of Superintendent—or “Superinadamentendant,” as he called himself – Al Cook, a rare character and later for many years head of the Maryland State school system, were Professors Strayer, Bigelow, and Gambrill of the Teachers College, Columbia University Faculty, Hughes (Billy Mearns, later a teacher of my daughter in the Lincoln School, where he wrote out of his experience Creative Youth and Creative Power (He said that those books would have been impossible without Barbara’s organizing ability to help him) and Sam North, later State Supervisor of Secondary Schools in Maryland.  All of these men, and also Linda Lee Tall, later president of college and Trustee of my own institution, became lifelong friends.


After the morning session of the Baltimore County Institute the men on the staff gathered in a private dining room at the Howard Hotel and sat until later afternoon with such food, good talk, and raillery as I had never known before.  (I still insist that Baltimore is the best place in the country for getting good food properly cooked.)  On Saturdays and Sundays were driven over the county, especially to the beautiful Green Springs Valley, where Trustee Shoemaker, a wealthy man, had a wonderful estate, on which was a perfectly appointed dairy with every sanitary device known at the time, and to Gettysburg.  Two rare fortnights in the life of a developing young educator.


AT this point I digress to insert an account of one of the meanest tricks I ever saw played.  At one Institute of Indiana one of the speakers was having his first experience and was consequently nervous and uncertain of himself.  AT lunch the second day another speaker, an experienced man at the game, asked the amateur what his subject for the afternoon was, and then, after being told, he asked for the man heads and the illustrations to be used.  Glad to have an opportunity to rehearse his speech, the young man elaborated in detail.  At the afternoon session Professor Reigard (I record his shameful name) spoke first and – gave the amateur’s speech.  When the poor fellow’s time came he made a disastrous failure, of course.  I hope that Reigart is still doing penance in a hot place.


Another embarrassing incident.  An experienced but unprepared speaker who got what he deserved for a while, the Superintendent listening with appreciation that he was hearing only gab, and then said “I suppose that this is enough for the period.”  The superintendent looked at his watch and said “You still have thirteen minutes.”   Fighting to fill the time, the speaker went on a bit and then remarked again, “Well, this finishes it up.”  The Superintendent grimly replied, “You still have three minutes left.”  The lesson was effective, and for the remaining days the speaker prepared himself.  But he never had an invitation to return.


Like George Ade’s spender in his Fable “The Spender and the Tight Wad,” in Charleston my wife and I allowed ourselves all that we could get of what the rich have except money.  We lived in comfortable houses, at first in three rooms of the Mitchell home on Seventh and Harrison Streets, then in a newly built house that had every convenience, and finally, after about 1907, for the sake of economy in a smaller house farther away from the school.  We entertained a great deal, and we were entertained all the time, especially on weekends.  In one year, as I think I have mentioned before, we had more than 300 table guests.  To keep up with the standards of our group we both dressed well.  (One luxury that I provided for my wife was tortoise shell pins for her beautiful hair.)  In consequence we were always hard up.  We budgeted and we tried to save, but with no success.  I recall that I’d sneak a few silver dollars and put them away in a drawer in my rool top desk.  But sooner or later out they would have to come for some emergency.  It was embarrassing, but I do not regret it.  We lived a full life and were happy with the closest friends that we ever had.  I did not get out of debt until my last year at Charleston.  Once, years later, I remarked to Mr. Lord that perhaps I had made a mistake in leaving Charleston.  “Nonsense!” he exploded.  “In Teachers College you earn more money and you have more influence than you ever could have had with us.”  “Yes,” I replied; “but nobody hands hot biscuits across the back fence, and when the baby has a cold there is not a soul outside the family who knows or cares to know.”


Finally I sat down with myself to take stock and to plan for the future.  I was giving all my time to the school, teaching, coaching the football team, acting as athletic advisor, editing the school publications, etc.


(Here I insert an incident which in part explains our loyalty to Mr. Lord.  One spring he asked me to get out the announcement for the summer session while he was on a trip.  I worked hard at it, and when he returned I proudly laid a printed copy on his desk.  The first thing that he noted was that I had in some way or another left out from the list of the Faculty the names of half of the teachers, who at best were not many.  Humiliated and in shame I went home, confessed what I had done, and suggested that maybe we’d as well begin packing to move to another job.  Gloom prevailed the house.  At dinner the doorbell rang, and when I answered it; there stood Mr. Lord.  He handed me a package and said “This is just a token of my appreciation of the work that you did in getting out the announcement.”  That was all.  Whether the package contained on handkerchief or a hundred it did not matter.  The setting sun reversed itself and there was happiness in the Briggs household – and everlasting loyalty.)


In my reflection I recalled that while I was giving all of my time to the school, others of my colleagues who were getting ahead just as rapidly as I had outside activities.  Bert Crowe was doing a noble job rearing his six orphan children and attending to cows so that his boys could sell milk; Miss Ford kept house, doing all the work herself; Miss Skeffington made her own clothes; and so on.  Why, thought I, should I not have some time for myself in which I could do something that would contribute to my professional growth, as well as relieve our financial embarrassment?


In the time that I managed to steal from my imposed and assumed duties I had written a pamphlet on the use of the dictionary, which I sold for $100 to the G. and C. Merriam Company, who also sent me an unabridged Webster.  (At Columbia I developed a dictionary test, for which the American Book Company paid me $200, with which I bought a used Ford T-model car for use at camp.)  I also edited Quontin Durward for the Henry Hold Company, and wrote numerous book reviews for the Baltimore Sun.


Shortly after my reflections my colleague Lotus Coffman and I agreed to write a book, Reading in Public Schools.  I decided that anytime before nine o’clock in the morning was mine, and that I would allow nothing to intrude upon it.  Fortunately I had at the school a room to myself, and having the economical habit, which I have followed ever since, of leaving nothing on top of my desk when I went home at night, I ccould begin work as soon as I sat down.  At first I arrived at eight and had an hour before chapel; but as the writing progressed, my enthusiasm brought me to my desk earlier and earlier.  One morning Mr. Lord found my door locked, and suspecting that something of which he would not approve might be going on, he used his pass key and came in.  My explanation met with his enthusiastic approval, and from that time on he gave me every encouragement and help.  We began writing about the first of January, and on the Fourth of July we had finished the manuscript.  Row, Peterson and Company published the book, which had sales of nearly 100,000 to Teachers Reading Circles, which were popular at that time.  This was the turning point, not only of my financial fortune, but also of my professional growth.


To anticipate, I report here what followed.  One day a year or so later Mr. Row wrote me that his firm was offering several of its books for state adoption in North Carolina, and asked if I would represent them.  I had such high professional ideals that at first I refused absolutely even to consider the matter, especially as I thought I was being selected because I came from Raleigh and for that reason might have some influence through friends and family with the adopting board.  Then Mr. Row came down to see me, and arguing that my responsibility would be solely professional representation of the books, he offered me such financial rewards that my conscientions scruples were overcome.  He agreed to pay the salary that I would have earned in teaching at the summer session and all expenses, and in addition large bonuses for each book adopted.


In Raleigh I found that the rules of the committee on adoptions precluded my doing anything but being present.  Everything was secret; but one of my former students at Elizabeth City was a member of the committee, and he told me everything that he could honorably.  Convinced that I had done all possible, I got Mr. Row’s consent and returned to Charleston in August.  One hot afternoon I was awakened from a nap and told that a telegram had reported that North Carolina had adopted two, I think, of our four books, all of which were good.  For these adoptions I was paid two hundred dollars and month for two years.  This made it possible for me to achieve my ambition, otherwise impossible, and study at Columbia University.  Luck again!


At a meeting of the Eastern Illinois District Teachers Association, of which I had been president after holding several minor positions, James E. Russell, Dean of Teachers College, Columbia University, spoke.  Knowing and approving of my ambition, Mr. Lord invited me to a dinner and saw that I was seated by Dean Russell.  I must have made a good impression, for I was promised a scholarship, which, as I recall, paid $350.


Now, returning to my extra-teaching activities.  Stimulated by the completion in record time of my first book, I set out to be an author, or a co-author, of a series of textbooks on English composition for high schools.  Isabel McKinney, whom I had taught at Stetson University and whom I had recommended to Mr. Lord, was a colleague at Charleston.  She was an able young woman, a skilled teacher, and personally charming.  (We have remained good friends, and twice I have visited her in her retirement in Claremont, California.)  We planned a series of texts, two of which were completed before I left Charleston.  These books were, I still think, excellent, a great improvement in practical effectiveness over the texts in general use.  We began with the postulate that sincerity was the first essential of good writing, sincerely of knowing facts to be presented and sincerity of purpose; and that the second essential is good form, which is an obligation to the reader.  We also put great emphasis on letter writing and an oral composition, which were largely neglected at that time in high school teaching.  Later, when at Columbia I had become a leader in the movement to establish junior high school, we wrote a series of texts for grades 7-9.


Unfortunately our books did not have large sales, although promoted earnestly by our publishers, Ginn and Company.  The reason I am sure, was that they were all too different from the texts which teachers were accustomed.  They knew how to drill on formal matters, but there timid about venturing upon novel methods, although they approved verbally those that we had proposed and exemplified.  However, the experience of authorship did much to promote my professional growth, to give me practice in organization and writing, and to expand my reputation.  Also, the books brought in royalties which at that time were a great help.


An incidental profit from this adventure in authorship was the acquisition of some good friends.  The Ginn agent who visited our school when I first began to teach in Charleston was Dana W. Hall, who after a tragic disappointment in his first marriage had become something of a morose solitary.  In the course of the years we became warms friends; in fact, I think that he held me as the second of his few intimates.  Reared in poverty at Robbinston, Maine, where his father was a cattle drover, he did not know how to enjoy his wealth after he had become a partner of the publishing firm.  Through his influence our manuscripts were considered hospitably by Ginn and when published were provested with unusual zeal.


Whenever I was in Chicago, which was not infrequent in my New York days, Dana Hall would insist on entertaining me, putting me up at the Chicago Athletic Club.  In his adjustment from poverty to wealth he would set aside in his mind a generous sum that he would spend on my entertainment.  First, he would provide a Turkish bath, then a swim in the pool, and finally the best dinner that the club could provide.  If these did not exhaust the money which, I am confident, he had intended to spend, he would press upon me expensive cigars, which I did not care for.


With him and with three of the other Ginn partners I became close friends.  Mr. Hilton, the senior partner, did many favors for me:  he invited me to his farm in Massachusetts, he saw that my Laboratory Manual of Letters, the most original text that I ever wrote, was published, though the Ginn editor was right in thinking that it would have a poor sale, and once he went all the way from Cleveland to Boston to patch up a quarrel that I had with Dr. Thurber, the Ginn editor.


Frederick Hogdon, the New York partner, was an urban type all of his life, anther good friend until his death a few years ago.  When he took me to football games at New Haven or Princeton or when he entertained me at dinner, either at his home or Grammercy Park or at his club, I was never aware that he was conscious of cost.  Everything must be of the best, regardless.


The fourth partner who became a warm friend was Selden Smith who had charge of the West Coast territory.  Selden was also brought up in poverty in Vermont.  (He was pleased when I visited later the little school that he had attended at Cabot.)  Although Selden had a beautiful home, called “Thousand Oaks”, in Oakland, where I several times visited, he never forgot the value of money.  When I was in San Francisco once I remember his saying “Come on now and we’ll go.”  I have learned much, more, I am inclined to think honesty, that almost any else with my background and confessedly poor talents.  With a poor musical memory I have heard the classics so often, recording many of them on tape, that I now know them well and enjoy them thourougly.


Now, after this discourse, to return to Charleston.  In Charleston I immediately joined the Baptist church, where such religious interests as I had retained began to evaporate.  It was a small congregation that contained not one person, besides three other teaching colleagues, with whom I had any intellectual or social contacts.  Holding that I had done enough teaching during the week, I did not attend Sunday school, but soon I was elected to the Board of Trustees.  Dr. Otis Caldwell, a colleague, was on the Board of Deacons.  The preaching was poor, very poor, so that at the services I was as the lowest intellectual level of the week.  Periodically I worked valiantly to raise money, and periodically Dr. Caldwell worked to get up some spiritual enthusiasm.  But when I was hot, he was cold; and when he was hot I was cold.  Neither of us accomplished much, and towards the end of my stay in the town I was almost entirely divorced of the church.  When I went to New York, I did not ask for a “letter of transfer,” to another church, and, strangely enough, and a contradiction of expectancy, but characteristic of the lack of energy in any of the Charleston board, I never thereafter received any appeal for a contribution.


As I reported earlier, the social life in Charleston was more continous and more warmly sincere than any that I have know before or since.  My wife was genuinely popular, beloved by everybody who knew her.  Our home was one of the social centers of town.  How my wife managed so well was beyond explanation.  Usually we had “student help” but it was unskilled of course, and so the burden of house keeping was not much relieved.


(I must report one amusing incident).  Allie Walden, one of our student helpers, was so shapeless and bulging around the middle, that we feared the scandal of pregnancy.  So, after procrastination, I reported to Mr. Lord our fear.  He promptly called the girl in and, without palver, asked, “Miss Walden, are you pregnant?”  “Law, Mr. Lord, “ she replied without being offended, “all of us Waldens are shaped this way.”


In the Seventh street house we usually rented two rooms to teachers, one a quite little teacher of manual arts, Caroline Forbes, of whom we were genuinely fond, and another for two ears, and exotic, who deserves some space in the memoir.


At the beginning of one year on the day that the sacred teachers meeting was to be held, Mr. Lord asked me to meet at the train a Mrs. Bailey, who was newly employed to teach reading, which was the simplified term for elocution in its less fanciful phases.  When the lady stepped off the train, shortly before time for the teachers meeting to begin, I had the first of a series of surprises and mysteries that were to last as long as she was with us.  Mrs. Bailey was a tall, beautiful woman, wearing a wide brimmed picture hat and bearing a golf bag full of clubs.  Impressed with the necessity of getting her to the teachers meeting on time, I gave her hardly time to deposit her luggage at our house, where she was to have a room, before I hurried her to the school.  The poor woman had no dinner, and she was given no opportunity to “freshen up” after her long train ride.  At the time I did not realize what a deprivation that was, for as long as I knew her she spent literally hours every day on her complection.  ( There was only one bathroom in our house!).


Mrs. Bailey was always a mystery.  Whether a widow, grass, or sod, we never knew while she was with us, for at no time did she mention her husband.  But she did talk often of her famous acquaintances, notably of Mr. Whitney, who had been in the President’s Cabinet, of her music, her golf, her horseback riding, and so on and on.  She was amusing in her boasting, and we often tried to get her to demonstrate some of her accomplishments, but to no avail.  She would not touch the piano, or sing, even at chapel exercises in the general chorus, and there was no golf course on which she could show her prowess, which as she was no athlete in any sense, we doubted.  But finally, consenting to go riding, she ordered from the livery stable a horse with an “attending groom.”  When the horse arrived, the groom wearing blue overalls was leading her mount by an inch rope tied around its neck.  They set off at a sober walk, the groom still leading her horse by the rope.  She never rode again.  As a teacher, Mrs. Bailey was a beautiful exotic.  Why Mr. Lord kept her for a second year was one of the mysteries, but he said that “she added something to the school.”  She did.  She left to rejoin her husband, Vernon Howe Bailey, a fairly famous artist.  None of us ever saw or heard from her again.


In the Seventh Street house my son was born in 1906.  How proud we were!  I remember how I strutted when I took him out, wrapped in a pink blanket, to exhibit him on the sidewalk to passing friends.  When he was still an infant, I recall setting him on the porch floor with his back against the weatherboarding, and, after smearing syrup on his fingers, giving him a feather to play with. That kept him quiet and busy for a long time.


Henry, as we called him, following the family tradition of alternating the Thomas and Henry, gave much trouble in his first two years, for I think he never slept continuously for more than a half hour at a time.  Dr. Transeau was baffled, for even after sitting by his crib observing him for hours, she could find no cause for his restlessness.  But he developed into a sturdy lad and learned to obey without question any command given to him.  I used to take him with me on a basket seat on the handle bar of my bicycle, riding with a reckless speed, which I now deplore, down the steep hill on the way to the shopping district.  When I put him down on a convenient curb he would sit quietly and patiently wait until I had finished by errands.


When we moved to the smaller house on Harrison street, where we took no roomers, IV and I slept in a tent in the yard, -- just why I do not know.  At a rosy dawn on April 30, 1911, I was awakened by a call from the house, and soon afterward my wife was in a nearby hospital.  After breakfast, IV and I walked downtown to get a Sunday paper, and our return to the hospital my wife, wan from her travail, said happily “Barbara.”  And that infant grew up to make us happy ever since.


Just a year and a half month earlier we had lost an infant, still born I believe because of the dilatoriness of Dr. Iknayan, the attending physician.  This was a great grief, the first incident that took away some of the youthful exuberance that I had retained.  We resolved to repair the loss immediately, and in the summer when for a week we camped in a shack a few miles from town, Barbara was conceived under the open sky by the bank of the Embarrass River.


In Charleston, there were three newspapers, one being owned, edited, printed, and published by Jim Reardon, who put so much of his venomous self into it that it was generally known as the The Daily Jim.  Knowing Mr. Reardon’s propensity to ridicule any and everything, when Ethel Lord became engaged to marry Dr. Awty, her mother took a written announcement to all of the papers, and to Mr. Reardon she said, “I wish this printed exactly as it is written here, and I shall be glad to pay you.”  “No charge, madame,” said Jim.  But when the wedding came off this is what appeared in The Daily Jim:  “Married last evening at the house of the bride’s parents, President and Mrs. L. C. Lord, their daughter to Dr. W. J. Awty, of Moorehead, Minnesota, as advertised.”  


I continued newspaper work by writing editorials and some news items for The Plaindealer.  For this was I given railroad passes, once for my family and I to Raleigh and return.  This cost the paper nothing, for passes where exchanged in those days for a little advertising and political good will.


In 1906 there were held in each of the town of the Lincoln-Douglas debates, celebrations of them fifty years later and of Lincoln’s hundredth birthday.  Charleston was one of the towns.  A friend of mine sent by a Mr. Moores, author of a child life of Lincoln, an introductory letter to me.  And so the evening after the celebration I was privileged to join at the hotel the notable men who had come for the event.  Besides Mr. Moores, there were Mr. Herndon, one of the authors of the first authoritative Life of Abraham Lincoln, Colonel Henderson, the stenographer who had recorded the debates; Stephen A. Douglas, Jr. who was in such poverty that two notorious politicians in Chicago, Bath House John Coughlin and Hinky Dink Kenna, had to give him money to pay his expenses for attending the celebrations; and another man whose name I have forgotten.  I listened with big ears as these men who had known Lincoln personally or who had studied his record and written biographies told anecdotes, some never published, of our national hero.


Two anecdotes I well remember.  Colonel Henderson said that the night after the report of the battle of Antietam had come to Washington, he was summoned to the White House.  Arriving after midnight, he was told by the sentry on guard to go upstairs to the only room that had a light in it.  There he found Lincoln, clad only in a red flannel shirt, that hung to his knees revealing his hairy arms and legs, looking, Colonel Henderson said, “for all the world like a gorilla.”  The President was walking up and down the room, tears falling on his beard, and saying over and over again, “My God!  It was not a battle but a massacre!”  To me, Lincoln was then a Father of Israel, mourning for his children.  – The other unpublished anecdote told that a young captain, somewhat under the influence of liquor, was sent to Lincoln at his cottage in Fort Myers with important papers.  After delivering them, he said, “Mr. President, tell me one of your funny stories.”  The sadness of Lincoln as he heard the request, the young captain said afterward, sobered him completely, and he hastened to offer an apology.


In preparation for the celebration, I had made a collection of poems about Lincoln, but publishers thought that there was not a sufficient market in sight to justify publication.  However, it was my tribute to the great man.


One other event that I record, even though it has slight connection with any other part of this narrative, was a revival held in Charleston.  Billy Sunday, a former baseball player, had become a dramatic evangelist with a technique perfected through much experience.  Before coming to a town he required that he have a unanimous invitation from all of the ministers, and then that a “tabernacle,” a huge rough building with sawdust on the ground, be erected after his own plans.  Also, a dwelling must be provided for him and his staff, which included organist, song leader, press agent, and financial representative.  All of these requirements having been satisfied, Billy Sunday and his retinue arrived, preceded by articles in the press that raised the town to a high pitch of excitement and expectancy.


Being at that time rather withdrawn from any church and interested in the revival phenomenon, I attempted to hold myself out of the excitement and study the techniques that were used.


After a rousing first sermon, Sunday spent a week lambasting the “backslidden” church members.  As he poured his invective and ridicule on those who professed to be Christians, and yet did little or nothing to justify their religion, he gained the full approval of all of the clergy.  The evangelist said with vigor and with venom what they had wished to say but did not dare.  At the end of the week he turned his fire on the preachers, those sheperds who neglected their flocks and closed their eyes to the disease of sin that they should have had the courage to condemn.  That second week was the joy of the backsliders and of the sinners at large.  The first group was so relieved to have the lashes taken from their backs that they rejoiced to see others scouraged, and the latter group enjoyed the show, for it was, Billy Sunday being a fine actor.  He knew when and how to tell a good story, sometimes a risqué one, when to pull out the stops that drew tears, when taking off his coat and collar and necktie to jump on the pulpit stand and rant.  His slang (e.g. “Some women have such long tongues that they can sit in the parlor and lick the skillet in the kitchen”) would have wowed any vaudeville audience.


At the end of the second week, when church members and ministers alike were ready to drive the revivalist out of town, he announced a meeting for young people alone.  Using all of his powers, he appealed to the impressionable adolescent to give their hearts to God.  And this they did, “hitting the sawdust trail” in droves.  When they went home and with teary eyes and tender hearts reported that they had renounced sin forever and that from that day forth they were going to be workers in the vineyard of the Lord, the effect on the parents and public alike can be imagined.  Who would be a stumbling block to the feet of the young set on the path to glory?  Resentments were forgotten and sentiment set it solidly behind a man who could in one short meeting do so much to save souls and strengthen the churches.


The third week, with the community en masse behind him, Billy Sunday attacked the ramparts of sin, while I stood aside in admiration of his techniques and skill.  He would rant and rave, using the vernacular in its broadest and rawest forms, and then he would give a moving appeal in chaste diction for repentence and salvation, the effect being powerfully increased by the contrast.  In any spirit he was greatly aided by his song leader, a man named Rodeheaver, who was a psychologist in selecting music that suited the mood of the preacher.  The community had an emotional orgasm, and hundreds professed religion and many joined the churches.  A few years afterward, however, it would have taken a squad of F.B.I. agents to discover any significant results of the revival.  Card-playing, which had been condemned as the Devil’s weapon, insidiously crept back in a few months, and dancing after a year.


In the last week of the revival Sunday’s financial agents, who were masters of their craft, put great pressure on the community, beginning with those citizens most able to contribute, but not neglecting any, even the poor.  No collection of money had been attempted at the religious meetings, the evangelist very properly maintaining that nothing should interfere with open-minded listening to his exhortation.  The sum of money collected in the final week however, was astonishingly large, more than any church would have dreamed of attempting to raise.  It has been charged that Billy Sunday became wealthy, but this I doubt.  Though a fanatic, he was, I think, sincere, and he used the techniques which he had learned were effective.  The expenses of carrying on a five or six week campaign were large, and he donated generously to worthy charities.  Looking at the revival unmoved, I judged that he gave the people what they wanted.  Probably they would have paid out more money for less entertainment.


One bad result of the revival was the arousing in people “moved by the spirit” hate against those who did not lend wholehearted support to the campaign.  This hate centered on Mr. Lord, whom the community had hitherto held in the highest esteem.  Although he said nothing publicly against Mr. Sunday and his methods, he did not actively assist in the services and he seldom attended the meetings.  After he had invited the evangelist to give a talk at chapel, which in good taste could not be criticized, the bad feeling of the feeble-minded gradually subsided, and after a year had left not a trace.


When the time to leave Charleston came I had mixed feelings of joy and regret.  With funds enough to support my family for one or perhaps two years, thanks to the royalty from Reading in Public Schools and the windfall from the North Carolina adoption, and with possibilities of professional advancement ahead, I naturally was eager to begin my advanced studies in education and, what I realized might be of even more importance, to know the great men who up to that time were mere names to me.  I set out with my ambitions high, but with only vague plans for the future.  As I asked for no leave of absence, I cut loose entirely from the Eastern Illinois State Normal School
. 


On the other hand, I was sad, especially for my wife, who sacrificed much for my ambition to leave the best friends on the whole that we had ever had and, as I realized later, should ever have.  Before I left they gave me a “banquet,” at which remarks were made that caused me to feel like a griddle cake when syrup was poured on it.  Miss McKinney read for the occasion an original poem, touching in only partly deserved tribute.  (It is still treasured in the file of my personal papers.)


Now, after the story of my ten happy years in Charleston, I begin the account of my life in New York.


Leaving Charleston with my wife, five year old son, and infant daughter in a drawing room, I transferred them at Gordonsville to a train that would take them to Raleigh to stay until I had found quarters in New York.  I took so much time getting the family on the train that when I returned to the station, my train with my baggage aboard was disappearing in the distance.  I got to  Baltimore about midnight and was ready the next morning to begin my second fortnight in the Baltimore County Institute.


When that closed I went to New York and was taken in for a few nights by a former Charleston colleague, J. C. Brown, who was teaching in the Horace Mann School.  I found an apartment on the seventh floor of the same building, the Raffaella, 525 West 124 Street, in which several Columbia faculty members lived.  (Several years later the tenants bought the building cooperatively, and we lived there until I sold my share to Professor Englehardt and moved to Yonkers in 1921.)  Shortly our furniture came from Charlestown, and when it was installed and somewhat supplemented I sent for my family.


They arrived on a dismal rainy morning.  And after we had breakfasted at the station, my infant daughter wetting my trousers while I held her, I set out to demonstrate that I knew the city.  Instead of hiring a cab, I took the family by devious ways on elevated trains (the subway did not then run from the Pennsylvania station to 116 street) to their new home, where we arrived wet, bedraggled, and exhausted.  But we were happy to be united and looked forward to the future with pleasant expectations.  In memory, I salute my wife for the sacrifices, always with good spirits, that she made to forward my professional career.


In 1912 Helen had an operation for the removal of a tumor.  The operation was badly done, and within a few days had to be repeated.  Then came a hemorrhage, and it was almost a miracle that she recovered.  For days her life hung in a balance.  I shudder now to think what would have happened to the children and me had she died.  She gained her strength gradually, but I think was never again her former vigorous self.


As I read over my factual diaries I was surprised to note how many minor illnesses the children had.  Barbara as an infant had a slight case of pneumonia; both children and my wife had colds that put them to bed, and both children had to have their eardrums punctured.


Before we left Charleston, I took V to Chicago, not trusting the local physicians, where he had a tonsillectomy.  In the washroom of the St. Botolph Club is Boston several years later a New York physician told me with sympathetic tears in his eyes of an operation that he had just seen at a clinic.  Here, I thought, is a physician that I’d like to have; he is professional enough to come to Boston for a clinic and he has never lost his human sympathy for a patient.  Several months later, we needed a physician, and I called one whose name had been given me by the Strayers.  Imagine my surprise when he came to find that he was my Boston acquaintance.  After operating on V again for tonsils, he came of the operating room with my son’s blood on him and said, “Well, he’ll never have any more trouble, I’ve ucleated the tonsils.”  Several months later when he was called for another illness I said, “Dr. Hogue, take a look in the boy’s throat,” where the tonsils were still evident.  He looked and them remarked simply, “Well, I’ll declare.”


Although we went together to concerts, theaters, and operas, (We had during the years season tickets to the opera, the Philharmonic, the Beethoven society, and the Flouzoley Quartettas.  In the 1925 I bought a used Duo Art Weber piano for $500.  It gave us much pleasure and considerable music education.)  My Wife’s life, mostly occupied with the children and with keeping house, was much narrowed socially from what she had been accustomed to in Charleston.  She missed her old friends, and gradually she came to feel that she could not make ones.  It was not that she was rejected in the faculty circle; it was that in the metropolis it was hard for a woman to have contacts frequent enough and intimate enough to develop friendships.  After we moved to Yonkers she did have a small circle of women acquaintances with whom she developed a more close relationship, but none of them replaced the old friends in Illinois.  So my wife was lonely, how lonely I did not at the time realize, and this loneliness preyed upon her until she felt, I suspect, though she never expressed her feelings in worlds, that she was not needed, even by the children who growing up had lived of their own outside the family circle.


One afternoon in 1925 when she had not come to the College for a reception, as he had half promised to do, Barbara and I returned home and found no footprints on the snow on the walk leading from the house.  Going inside, we heard no reply to our shouted greeting.  Upstairs in her bedroom Helen was slumped in a chair unconscious, with the unlighted gas from a room heater on in full blast.  The next morning as we sat late before a fire, I neglecting to go to College in order to learn, if I could, just what happened, she said that she had stumbled against the heater, got a lung full of gas, and then fallen into a chair.  I have always suspected, however, that this was not the true explanation and that she preferred not to go on in what she felt was loneliness.


Sometime later, in 1936, she said that she wished to spend the winter in Florida to see if she was capable of making friends.  (She was much more capable than most women whom I knew, but she did not have contact with those who attracted her.)  So she went to St. Petersburg, where most of the winter visitors are old, took lessons in drawing, for which she had some talent, and met nobody at the hotel with whom she felt drawn to an intimacy.  It was a sad disappointment.  As spring came on, I drove down for her, taking Barbara, my daughter-in-law Dorothy, and my three-year-old grandson.  Returning, Helen settled down with a sort of resignation, disappointed, unsatisfied, but with only a reserved contentment with life as she found it.


She plunged into activities in the Yonkers Charity Organization, of which she became an efficient Chairman of the Board.  This gave an outlet for her energies, but it was no satisfactory substitute for the friendships that she craved.  In Yonkers and nearby were several Teachers College families – the Bakers, the Sneddens, the McMurrys, the Franklin Johnsons, and the Monroes.  The last named lived next door and were good neighbors.  As Director of the Institute of International Education Dr. Monroe – P.M. as I called him – traveled a great deal, and in China, held a position almost of reverence.  Returning once from the Orient, the Monroes were on a ship which at one port picked up as a passenger an English woman, who was assigned to the table at which the Monroes, both eminently respectable in looks and with dignity befitting their age.  When the newcomer sat down for her first meal, P.M. leaned forward and politely introduced himself.  “My name is Monroe,” he said.  “Really?” was the British reply.


One evening when I was dining with the Monroes, other guests being a Chinaman and the Rodgdons, who had also traveled much, a conversation began on ocean liners.  “Did you ever cross in the ‘Queen Mary’?” one would ask, and then describe at length the vessel, the service, the food, and so on.  No sooner had he finished than another would launch forth on the ‘Berengaria’ or the ‘Empress of India’ or this, that, and the other ship.  To me who had never been aboard, such conversation was for five minutes interesting, for fifteen boring, and for a half hour intolerable.  Finally, to stop the recital I broke in with “I crossed once to Staten Island on the John F. Hylan (a ferryboat).”  Then we talked of something else.


When we lived in Yonkers we spent the winters after the children left in three rooms in New York, first at the King’s Crown hotel and later at Butler Hall to avoid driving in bad weather and to be nearer to the people whom we knew and liked best and to the attractions of the city.  Finally, in 1936 we sold the Yonkers house, which neither of us had ever liked, and moved into an apartment at 29 Claremont Avenue.  And there we found no congenial companions.


In Yonkers I served two years as a member of the Board of Education, on which I was Chairman of both the Finance Committee and the Education Committee.  I resigned in disgust at the politics in the Board and the parsimony of the city in supporting the schools.


We spent Christmas of 1939 in Montclair with the family of my son.  He had invited a few friends in for an afternoon informal reception, but my wife Helen was seized with severe pains, so severe that I telephoned a noted specialist in New York who had been treating her for arthritis.  He advised that she be put to bed at once and kept quiet until he could see her.  But knowing that she would be happier and more comfortable at home, we took her there, and the next day the specialist and our own physician came.  They said nothing to me of a heart affliction, and I cannot now understand why I did not suspect it.


Helen remained in bed with a trained nurse in attendance during the day time, and I, of course, was by her as much as I could be.  She was affectionate to me, saying once “You cannot know how fond I am of you.”  But I suspect that she did not wish to get well.  Once, knowing of her heart condition as I did not, she threw herself violently about the bed as if desiring to bring on an attack.  After she had been in bed for about two weeks, I thought I heard her cry out in the night.  Jumping from my bed, I hastened to her door and flashing an electric torch on her.  But as she seemed to be sleeping, I went back to my bed.  In the morning of January tenth, 1940, I found that she was dead.


A lovely memorial service was held in the Milbank Chapel at Teachers College with many friends who had admired my wife attending.


Thanks to the acquaintance that I had made in Baltimore with Professors Strayer and Bigelow and to earlier contacts in Charleston with Dean Russell, my entrance to Teachers College was pleasant.  I was immediately given an extensive course to teach, and that permitted me to use the Faculty smoking lounge.  Knowing that acquaintance with the Faculty members, at that time the most outstanding in the field of education, was highly desirable, I bout a pipe, which provided a cheap smoke, and every now and then went to the lounge.  If I found somebody whom I wished to know – and to know me,  -- I’d stay a while; if not, I’d go back to my studying outside.  One afternoon Dean Russell was in the room, an unusual occurrence, and we fell into a conversation that lasted two hours.  That was a break for me, for the Dean seldom loosened up socially in that way.  The acquaintances that I made in the lounge and on the handball court with faculty members were not only pleasant but also they doubtless facilitated my degree getting and my later appointment to the permanent staff.


Our social contacts with the Faculty, early and late, were chiefly with Frank Baker, the Strayers, with whom we had New Year’s dinner annually for a number of years (They had four boys with whom IV was a pal), Frank McMurry, and Franklin Johnson, later President of Colby College, and E. K. Fretwell, both of whom I brought to the College.  E. L. Thorndike entertained us once at Montrose, but the visit was uncomfortable on both sides; but in later years we became warm friends and visited each other’s home frequently and pleasantly.


The first two summers, as I have earlier reported, we were guests of Aunt Helen Hume in Amesbury, taking our faithful colored
 maid, Helen Stokes, to do the housework.  (When we first came to New York I went to an agency to find a maid, and by great good luck, and not skill, selected Stokes.  She was a fine woman, an excellent maid, and so devoted to our infant daughter that once when my wife and I went on a little vacation to Maine we felt no hesitation in leaving the baby in her care.  Being from Norfolk, Stokes was much embarrassed when she went to church in Amesbury to have the white folks welcome her with handshakes and treat her as an equal.


Aunt Helen was a lady with fine traditions of the culture of New England.  Though by nature dignified and inclined to be reserved, she was genuinely fond of her niece and developed affection for the children and me.  At the first breakfast at which we had blueberries, I asked for a small serving, thinking that they would be full of seed like the huckleberries to which I was accustomed in North Carolina.  After appreciating the difference, I asked for a second helping; and even afterward Aunt Helen called me “Benjamin” – Abraham’s Son, if you don’t know your bible – and gave me an extra portion.


Aunt Helen’s decease husband had been a prosperous manufacturer of wagons and buggies, but like many New Englanders had invested his savings in the railroads that had not been earning much profits.  However, there was apparently still enough income for comfortable living in a big house on the outskirts of Amesbury.  The family were intimate with John Greenleaf Whittier, who once sent Uncle John as his alternate delegate to the National Republican convention.


There were two daughters: Cousin Bella, a widow, who lived on a decaying estate from which the ocean four miles away could be seen; and Cousin Betty, a spinster, who lived at home and was a trial to her not altogether sympathetic mother.


Betty was an accomplished pianist, having studied with McDowell and at the New England Conservatory.  Helen and I enjoyed greatly her playing.  She was still expert in her old age.  At nearly eighty she fell off the operating table after having cataracts removed from both eyes.  Such a fall, the oculists say, would normally cause the entire loss of sight, but with her there was no such result.


After Aunt Helen’s death, Betty lived in the Whittier Cottage, and served as a guide to show visitors around the Whittier home across the street and to tell them anecdotes of the poet.  The home was filled with commonplace furniture and such uninteresting relics as Whittier’s hat, dressing gown, and cane.  (It was in marked contrast to the home of Longfellow in Portland, where everything was in good taste).  I am confident that visitors often found their guide more interesting than what she showed them.


Despite her eccentricities and her ceaseless chatter we were found of Cousin Betty, and several times we had he come to visit us in New York.  With increasingly low income she held her cultural interests above physical comforts.  At one Christmas we gave her a substantial amount of money.  “Oh,” she exclaimed, “I know just what I shall do with it; I’m going to have my Jane Austin rebound.”  I hope that on second thought she bought needed coal.


At Amesbury I had my introduction to Quaker church services.  Out of curiosity I’d go and sit for an hour, sometimes in a silence broken only by the crowing of some distant roosters.  Occasionally some Friend would be “moved” to rise and say a few words.


IV and I went frequently to Hampton Beach, some four miles away.  Swimming in the ocean was invigorating but not pleasant, for the Labrador current, which does not turn out until Cape Anne, made the water uncomfortably cold.  But we played on the beach and caught flounders with sand worms from the bottom, where they were half concealed.  Once we went with a small party fishing offshore, but both of us were seasick, which did not compensate for the large fish that we caught.


Once I attended a shore dinner, which was not only interesting in its novelty, but also delicious.  For several hours a fire of driftwood blazed over stones that had been gathered on the beach until they were thoroughly heated.  Then they were covered with wet seaweed and kelp, over which blankets were spread and covered with food.  Over this other blankets were placed, and the permeating steam cooked a meal fit for the gods.


Amesbury gave me my introduction to the “typical” Yankees, now almost extinct.  To this day I have never become certain whether their reticence and apparent rudeness are the result of timidity or inability to appear at ease with strangers or of some other cause.  At the end of one summer a friend of Cousin Betty’s met her and my wife on the street and after a few sentences she said, “I have been wishing all summer to come to see you, but I knew you had company and I thought I’d wait until they were gone.”  An elderly man, a friend of the Humes, invited me to go with him to an inn some thirty miles away and have dinner.  I was an am sure that intended me to be his guest, when I offered to pay the trolley fare (The conductor collected a fare every so many miles) he made no objection, and we paid alternately until we reached our destination, and then we shared the cost of the dinner.  Why?  I am certain that he did not begrudge the money and that his allowing me to pay my share was caused by his inability to find words to say that the party was his.  At times when I entered a store to make a purchase a clerk rose from his seat with apparent reluctance to serve a stranger.  Such contradictions in characters were puzzling.  Along with them we found genuine friendliness when we were known.


The third summer my wife took the children to Freiburg in Breigsgau , Germany, to await my coming to spend a year studying the foreign secondary schools.  (Of this move hereafter.)  On the way over their ship, the Potsdam, collided with another ship, but went on its way not seriously damaged.  The excitement only added spice to the trip.


But I never got to German, for the First World War prevented.  Fighting began within twenty miles of Freiburg and for a month I had a no word of my family.  Although I had unusual contacts (Mr. Speyer and Mr. Warburg, who had banking branches in German, were Trustees of Teachers College, F.M. Simmons, a Senator from North Carolina, Chariman of the Foreign Relations Committee, Yates Webb, a close friend and Congressman, and my old newspaper employer, Josephus Daniels, who was Secretary of the Navy) who tried to get news for me, but to no avail.  Finally, a Raleigh friend, Tom Pence, a newspaper man in Washington, telegraphed me that the family were on their way out of Germany.  How he got the news I never learned.


My wife had Bankers Cheques, which she could not cash in Freiburg after the war began.  But at length, a Miss Pickering, an American also there, was able to get money on her American Express Cheques, and the four started out for a neutral seaport.  Stopping for a night in Frankfort, my wife heard a Zepplin overhead.  Awakening IV, she took him to a window to see it.  “Das ist ein Luftshiffe,” he murmured drowsily, and in the morning he remembered nothing of it.  The children had had a kindermädschen in Frieburg who taught them a little German.  The trip to Rotterdam took a week, once enlivened by company on the train of an officer, hoarse from shouting in a recent battle.  He told IV of the fight and let him handle a sword, much to the youngster’s delight.


Though only nine years old, IV was reported by his mother to have been a great help in handling baggage and in other ways.  There was of course an immense demand for transportation back to the United States.  On the train an American Jew, attracted by my helpless family, told them that he had two steamship reservations and that if arrived in time for the first one, he would turn over the other to my wife.  The parties did arrive in time, my wife smuggling across the border a young Englishman, who posed as an American.


At the steamship office in Rotterdam there was great excitement.  A crowd of men and women were waving fifty dollar bills as bribes to get tickets.  But the Jewish gentleman had his reservations, and a clerk said that he would hold the second out for my family until two o’clock, by which time my wife could get her cheques cashed.


My wife sent Miss Pickering off to a bank with the checques, and after what seemed a long time she returned saying that the bank was willing to provide the necessary money, but she had not got it.  Then my wife went herself, but finding that the bank was closed an hour for lunch, she took no chance, sitting on the steps until the doors opened.  Getting the money, she returned and purchased the tickets before the deadline.  Then a cable went out to New York relieving my anxieties.


For the next three summers, 1915-’17, we went to Jolly Island in Lake Winnipesaukee, renting a cottage from the Reverend Mr. Stenhouse.  The Island had been settled as common property where outdoor services could be held on Sundays.


When we first came to the lake, we were met at the Weirs by George Green in his broad-beamed, one-cylinder boat.  He was a fine-looking, upstanding man of about 45, with broad shoulders, immense strength, and a beard that caused us to call him “Spinach.”  On the way out to Jolly Island he named the islands the repeatedly called our attention to “black boys” and “red boys.”  It was not until later that we learned that we was talking of buoys.


Spinach was earning his living in various ways.  Chiefly he was a boatman, making the rounds of the islands several times a week with vegetables and ice.  In addition, he called himself a real-estate agent (Once he tried to see me a swampy plot on inaccessible Huckleberry Island); he hauled freight; he took “pa-ties” on mountain climbs; and he had the contract for filling the lamps weekly on light buoys.  When he made the rounds of the buoys he tried, and usually succeeded, to gather a group of young people to go with him for the ride, especially on moonlit nights, paying a fee, of course, for the privilege.  To save time for his other duties and to give glamour, he made the circuit at night.  It was said that we would set his course, go to sleep, and awaken just at the right moment to make a proper turn or stop.


On our first summer we asked him for grapefruit, of which he had never heard.  But on his next trip he arrived, always signaling beforehand by a blast on a conch shell, eating a grapefruit as one would an apple and remarking “I can’t see why you want to buy these bitter things.”


After years on the lake he was so badly frightened one night by a storm that he would never go on the water again.


One summer I had preceded the family by a couple of weeks, during which time I let my beard grow, chiefly as a joke.  I must have deserved all of the razzing that I got, for the disreputable clothes that I wore did nothing to compensate for the facial decoration.  After the family came, they went to town one morning in the boat, and I carefully shaved exactly half of my face.  When they returned I was standing on the wharf with a hand over the shaved size --- and was greeted with derisive shouts of disappointment that I had not seized the opportunity to improve my appearance.  After the family had the enjoyed the joke we realized that a storm was brewing and that we needed ice.  So forgetful of how I looked, I jumped into the boat and started for East Bear, Spinach’s Home, to get 100 pounds – or maybe 50.  Once started, I realized the absurdity of my appearance, but I had no time to turn back before the storm might break; so on I went.  When Laura, Spinach’s daughter saw me, she gave a slight start, but, being New England, she said nothing.  Neither did I.


Another season, tired from six weeks in summer school, I had got into camp clothes as quickly as possible; and on Sunday morning I was in the boat at the Weirs Wharf when two young men, immaculately dressed, came up and asked several questions, all of which I answered.  As I was about to push off, one of them exclaimed, “Dr. Briggs!”  They had been students in my large summer school class.


We were on Jolly several weeks before the regular residents arrived, and we felt entirely at home, whereas they regarded us more or less an intruders.  The Stenhouse cottage was poorly furnished, the beds having wire springs that sagged so that we could be fairly comfortable at night only by putting pillows between the spring and the mattress. For Mr. Stenhouse I rented a small motor boat for sixty dollars.  As I knew nothing of gasoline engines, I decided that learning about them practically was an excellent project.  Someone showed me how to start the engine and warned me about shoal water.  He first put oil into the priming cups, sucked it into the two cylinders by spinning the wheel by hand, then primed with gasoline, turned on the ignition and spun the wheel, and we were off.  It was sometime before I varied this routine, not realizing that the oil was needed only at first, when the engine probably had rust in it.


One day I could not start the engine despite spinning the wheel so many times that the turning propeller had kicked the boat about a mile.  Then, perspiring and indignant at myself, I sat down on the gunwale and said to myself, “Nothing is uncaused.  Lets examine every element from the gas tank to the ignition.”  (The gas had not been turned on.)  This was my first real learning of gasoline engines by the scientific method.  Before the summer was over IV and I could find and repair any trouble even in the dark, and we learned the lake.


Another incident, of which I am still ashamed, occurred very soon after I had begun to run the boat.  My young son was timid about entering the water, and to punish him for not trying to learn how to swim, I left him on the shore while the rest of us went out in the boat.  I can still hear him crying at the top of his voice while we sailed away leaving him alone on a strange island.  (At that time, I knew so little of boating that several times a went into neutral gear while the engine running at full speed almost shook the hull to pieces.  I am ashamed of that, too.)


For two years I rented a small “Buffam” boat that would make only about six knots.  Proud of that, I used to run full speed toward the wharf and then stop by putting the propeller into reverse.  One day when I tried this trick going into the Weirs the coupling came apart and the guests in the boat were nearly jarred out. 


Returning to the lack from Center Marshfield, I bought from a man whose wife did not like Mark Island, a beautiful thirty foot boat built of teakwood and mahogany.  Late in the season when the lake was largely deserted I took two elderly people who were visiting next door for a ride.  Having heart trouble, they were somewhat reluctant to go, but I assured them that the ride would be peaceful and without danger.  Back of Bear Island, “Bang!” the crankshaft broke.  Using the short paddle, I managed to get the heavy craft near enough for me to wade ashore.  Then I could not easily find a path across the island.  Struggling through brush, I finally managed to get to the big wharf.  But every camp was closed and nobody was around.  A new engine weighed 200 pounds less than the old one.  – I sold the boat to a Mr. Prescott of Laconic for what I paid for it, less the cost of a new engine.


In 1922, I bought a speedy Chris Craft, 25 feet long and with a speed of over 30 knots.  We, the children especially, had great pleasure with it, traveling all over the lake and riding on an aquaplane.  When I saw that the war would make it difficult to get gasoline, I sold the boat.  As we had seen all of the lake we did not miss it.  In fact, I’ve really had more fun in the canoe poking around unfamiliar coves where we always found wildlife, and taking long paddles, several times around Bear Island.


The lake can be rough.  Sometimes a storm blows up very quickly, making sailboats unsafe.  Occasional storms will make even a motor boat, especially if it has little power, hard to handle and at times terrifying.  I recall several instances when I should have been happier on shore, but the children would stand in the bow and yell with glee when each wave broke over them.  More than once I have seen the mail boat manouver only close enough to the Jolly Island wharf for the clerk to jump ashore with the mail and then jump back, and several times a freight boat would tie up there until the wind went down.


One Memorial Day when we arrived at the Weirs by train the lake was so “dusty” that none of the professional boatmen would go out.  After waiting until my patience was exhausted, I ordered out Scevdali, and I started for camp.  Because of the high wind that was blowing down the bay, I quartered toward Meredith.  After about a mile, the boat slapping hard on every wave, the engine stopped dead.  “Turn the boat!” called Muz.  “Madame,” I replied, “wait just two minutes and see if we are still afloat.” – I suspected that the vacuum tank had not been cleaned and that the accumulated rust had fouled the outlet, but the water was too rough for me to attempt any repairs.  The wind drove us back to Weirs, where we were hauled ashore and the tank was cleaned.  By that time I was eager to get away at any risk.  So, buttoning a slicker tight around my throat, I headed straight for Eagle Island.  The water broke over the side at every wave, struck me in the face, and ran down inside my clothes to the belt.  It was 40º.  But we made camp – and were happy.


A terrifying ride on the water was in the Buck boat when we came back in pitch darkness from a climb  of the Belknap mountains.  Up the Broads the boat rolled so that every minute I feared it would go over.  The others may have enjoyed it, I did not.


Fog is beautiful when in the cool mornings it hangs in the valleys and is gradually dissipated by the warming sun.  But to one on a boat it is confusing and at times terrifying.


One morning we started to Glondale to put a guest on the train.  Past Horse Island there was a dense cloud of fog, out of which came the Welsh Island boat, the people in it waving us back.  “Why,” said I to myself, “shouldn’t we go on?  I knew the waters and I’m on the course.  There’s no danger between here and Glondale.”  However, I throttled down.  Presently we were in shoal water.  Although I had not knowingly turned the wheel, we had turned to starboard and were near the shores of Governor’s Island.


Another day we were headed to the Weirs and had passed Eagle Island when we ran into a fog.  With only a mile to go, I kept on with the throttle wide open.  Almost before I knew it, the Governor’s Island bridge loomed up dead ahead.  I had made a 90º turn to port.


Louis Hallas, an experienced guide, was going into Weirs when he ran into a fog.  He took three hours from No. 1 buoy, a half mile out, to find the wharf.


Shortly after the return of the old residents, none of whom proved to be congenial, a pile of lumber was deposited on the wharf by a freight boat.  The next day we saw one of the residents, a man named Arnold, painfully trundling the lumber in a wheelbarrow across the island by a rocky path to his house.  Having exhausted the resources for entertainment on the island, IV and I went down to the wharf, introduced ourselves, and offered to take the lumber to his camp in our boat.  “No, thank you,” was all the reply that we got, and that was that we got, saying that we’d welcome the exercise, I repeated the offer.  The next when he and I both went to Weirs on the mail boat, he did not even pass the time of day.  I have often wondered if he refused our offer only because he did not know how to accept it gracefully.  He must not have been altogether bad sort, for when my Mother and my little niece Florence arrived to visit my family while I was in summer school, Mr. Arnold hauled their trunk in his faithful wheel-barrow to our cottage, and when Florence was ill, he rowed his boat to Weirs to call a physician for her.  The other side of his nature showed up when some people wrote him that trying to cross the Broads late in October they ran into such rough water that they had to put ashore, and forcing a window, spent the night in his camp.  He replied by a letter of reproach and demanded that they pay his fare up to see if they had done any more damage to his camp than they had reported.


It was an old custom for the people on Jolly and on the neighboring Birch Island to gather in their boats late Sunday afternoon and sing gospel hymns.  It was a pretty custom, somewhat marred by sputtering motor boats.  After the last hymn, the boats would move off, the occupants all singing “God be with you till we meet again.”  Once, some years later when we lived on the Neck, we went again to the sing.  Bored with the repetition of what I had so often shared in, I was paying little attention.  But when the leader shouted, “will someone suggest the next hymn?” I roused and called out the first number that popped into my mind.  At my response, the children, much embarrassed, jumped to put their hands over my mouth.  The hymn that I had suggested had just been concluded.


I am afraid that this was not the only time that I embarrassed my children.  Our rented one-cylinder Buffum boat made about six knots.  Like all power boats, it was required by law to carry lights, an oar, and a horn.  My horn was of tin about twelve inches long.  Going toward Weirs one morning we saw the big steamer, Mt. Washington, headed straight for us.  “Turn out, Dad,” the children said.  “No,” I replied, “as the inferior boat, he wave the right of way.”  They repeated their pleas, which turned into virtual command.  “Listen,” I said; “I’m running this boat.  If you don’t like it, get out and swim.”  And so I kept steadily forward, bow to bow with the big ship.  Finally, when the children were stifling with embarrassment, Captain Lavalle gave a blast from his big whistle, to which I responded with a toot from my little tin horn, and we both turned to starboard.


IV had two of his fellows up separately as visitors.  One was Graham M., a handsome youngster who was much of a bully.  One day the two boys got into a fight, which I encouraged, for Graham had a beating coming to him.  On the ground IV on top locked up at me for instructions, being too kind-hearted to pursue the punishment.  “Hit some more,” I gestured shamelessly.  And I have never been sorry for it.


Later, George Strayer, Jr., was a guest.  When he had a mild stomach upset, we telegraphed his mother, who came up, fell in love with the lake, and subsequently brought the whole family.  They spent two vacations in a small camp on the Stenhouse property, later used two other camps, and finally bought and built on Braun’s Bay.  One of the boys had a birthday, which we celebrated by a picnic – fried chicken, corn, and cake with ice cream.  It was so successful that each of the other boys advanced their birthday, so we had four picnics.


One summer at camp the children had as a pet a baby skunk.  Tiring of it, they gave it to the Strayer boys.  A few days later at the Strayer camp, we saw Mrs. Strayer holding the skunk in her lap and letting it suck drops of milk from her fingers.  “Who would ever have thought,” she exclaimed, “that I’d be a wet nurse to a polecat!”


After three summers on Jolly, feeling that we had exhausted the possibilities of the island, and thinking that we’d like to try salt water for a change, we rented a cottage at Center Wakefield, just north of Plymouth, which is at the beginning of Cape Cod.  This cottage, somewhat better than the one we had occupied at the lake, was situated on a bluff, beyond which extended a salt marsh separated from the thousand foot beach of the ocean by a tidal river.  The marsh had numerous creeks in which the current flowed swiftly when the tide changed.


On our first walk down over the marsh I took Barbara, then seven years old, on my shoulder and waded across the river, which was then at low tide, to explore the beach.  When we had done that and returned to the river it was flowing swiftly with the tide running in.  Not realizing the danger, I started blithely across with my daughter on my shoulders.  It was only when the rushing water reach my chin that I knew what a precarious situation we were in. One step into a depression in the river bed and we should both have been drowned.  I have cold shivers down my spine now whenever I recall the incident.


Again at Marshfield we were in a colony of Methodist ministers, mostly bishops this time.  Bishop Thirkeld and his family proved congenial neighbors.  Other nearby neighbors there were none, and we had to walk several miles for the mail.


One of the colony was the Secretary of the Foreign Mission Board.  He told me an incident worth recording.  One of his duties was to accompany a bishop to a church, and after his eminence had preached Dr. Hayden would make his appeal for contributions for the cause that he represented.  He said that he had so often heard the same sermon preached by Bishop Quayle, a peppery man whose wit had barbs in it, that he knew it by heart.  So, in a spirit of fun he once said to the bishop, “Everybody respects you so that they listen intently when you preach, and when I come on they are tired and ready to go home.  Why not let me come first for once?”  Dr. Hayden preached the bishop’s sermon, and then the bishop got up and preached another one, giving no indication that he had recognized what the Secretary had done.  After the benediction as they walked toward the hotel, the bishop still said nothing; so Dr. Hayden said, “Bishop, I hope you are not offended.  I just could not resist the temptation.”  “Oh, that’s all right,” Bishop Quayle replied; “it’s a good sermon.  I preached it here myself last Sunday evening.”


After two years at Center Marshfield we all yearned for fresh water again.  Captain Lewis of the mailboat “Uncle Sam” on Lake Winnipesaukee, who had become a good friend, wrote that a house was for rent on Meredith Neck; and as we were attracked by the picture, we took it in 1920.  When we went out in our rented boat, down by the gunwales with passengers and baggage, which included bedding and linen, we watched the shore for a house that looked like the picture.  Suddenly, the children exclaimed, “There it is!” and I turned the boat sharply in to the shore.  Had I turned two yards sooner, we should have been wrecked on the big ledge of which we had not been warned.


Two years later, I bought the property from Mrs. Cora Adams, a daughter of the man who had built it in 1906, for $2,500.  The builder was a brother of Captain Bryant, the one legged owner of Loon Island, a veteran of the Civil War.  In 1942 on my retirement, it became my legal residence.  I never made a better investment.


One reason why I became so devoted to my camp (fancifully called Scevdali, a name for the title of a book that I had edited, Science of Everyday Life, the royalties of which paid for the property) is that I did so much with my own hands to provide conviences.  I built concrete dikes to prevent wash in the yard, built a storage room, table, and desk for my study, the old haymore in the barn, which I cleaned out and had a skylight put in, built twin beds, which Barbara will recall with amusement we had great difficulty getting upstairs in the house, with my son’s help made an ice house of the former horse stalls, and did numerous other things that facilitated easy living.  The property is on the lake and faces north, where we have a beautiful view of the Sandwich Range and the Ossipee Mountains.


Gradually, as I could afford them, I have made many improvements on the house and have bought numerous conveniences, so that now the camp is furnished to suit our discriminating tastes – beautifully, I think – and has every comfort that we desire.  In 1953, just after the big hurricane that took down magnificent tress (we have had since then two hurricanes that cause some, but less damage) I had the camp remodeled, the living room enlarged, insulated, and provided with a big picture window of duplex glass looking over the lake and to the mountains, an indoor toilet and shower installed, and various other improvements.


In 1922 with cooperation of two neighbors, I paid for having the electric line run down from the main road.  After we had sold off rights to other summer residents, we gave the line to the company.  The nest cost to me was only about $45.  


My normal schedule at camp was to shave at the wharf, standing in the water when the temperature was right and the sun shining.  Then after a short swim, I’d eat breakfast, wearing a swimming trunk or nothing at all, depending on the probability of boats.  After sunning until nine o’clock, I’d work at my desk until one, having put on my chair seat a spot of glue, which melts in four hours.  During the later years I have not kept the schedule strictly, the sun holding me on the wharf longer than it formerly did.


Attracted by my procedure, the small Fleming boys, aged perhaps seven and nine, from next door finally prevailed on their grandmother to let them eat on the wharf.  Ginny, the colored maid, brought down a table and two chairs, spread a white cloth, laid the dishes and silver, and served the food.  The boys looked embarrassed.  It was their last breakfast on the wharf. – They were seldom permitted to come to the beach until “two hours after eating,” and they had always to wear life preservers, even after they swam well.


When we bought this camp the haymow contained a little hay, many tin cans, and a miscellany of everything that previous occupants had not wanted.  I cleaned it out, had a northern skylight with wired glass put in, and myself built a desk, a typewriter table, bookshelves, and a spacious storage closet.  From the carpenters I salvaged a workbench, above which and on the walls of the closed I arranged my tools.  And on shelves along the south wall I placed paints, wires, insulators, and of the miscellany that one who works with his hands accumulates.


Downstairs in the barn I had a chest filled with tools, many hand made, that belonged to my grandfather and to my great-grandfather.  I selected the tools from two chests in Raleigh, learning most of the numerous planes for making mouldings.  My father used to occasionally go over the contents of the chests with tears in his eyes, the only occasion that I can recall when he showed emotion.  In 1956 I gave the chest of tools to James Briggs, who took it back to Raleigh, where it belongs, and displayed it at the ninetieth anniversary of the hardware store built by my Grandfather in 1876.


The skylight in the barn roof I designed so that it can be opened, and there is plenty of fresh air, not only from the two windows and mow door, but also from the cracks here and there, though the barn is well built.  Above my desk hangs an adjustable length of light cord.  With every convenience, I can work without interrupting the housekeeping – and without being interrupted.


In the yard, which used to wash badly, there being a sharp slope to the beach, I have built and had built concrete dikes, which have caught the washed-down soil, giving steps rather than rough walking to the wharf.


Across the road to the south I dug a humus pit that receives all of the green wastage from vegetables and fruits.  Treated with Adco, this gives us fine soil material in the spring.  There also I have set out ( and replaced ) raspberry and cultivated blueberry plans, after excavating holes, mainly with a crowbar.  Several cartloads of stones have been hauled off. 


To the east of the house Ruth has developed a flower garden, in which she will have nothing but varieties that grow native here – ferns, lady slipper, trillium, jack-in-the-pulpit, field lilies, etc. About the place she has also transplanted from the woods and fields clintonia, partridge berry, etc.  They lady slippers are in colonies in many places in the woods.


Across the road I have several grapevines, two or more domestic and rest are wild.  The vines that I bought did not do well planted by the south wall of the house and by a big birch on the sun side, but those that I layered from Joe Leech’s vines are doing will and an old root that I dug up with great difficulty on Bear Island and simply threw into the ground with little hope is doing best of all.


There are few varieties of birds hereabouts.  Robins and common, and downy and hair woodpeckers, a flicker, nuthatches, chickadees, etc.  Once just after we had remarked on their absence, we saw a pair of purple finches in the yard.  Now they are numerous around camp.  One bobolink seen on the Parade Road.  Restarts and grosbeaks are rare.  A verric is always here, and occasionally a wood thrush.  For a number of summers a barred owl lived in our woods.  For three years we heard and saw pileated woodpeckers, very shy.  Signs of the their work on dead trees are common, big chips scattered over the ground.


About the lake are numerous, which we see flapping across the water with fold necks, king fishers, wood duck, and mergansers, and only late in the season, loons. 


Until 1946 we saw eagles every season, once seven soaring near together high in the heavens.  One day paddlin near Mark Island, I saw an adult eagle and a young one perched in a tree near the water.  Going ashore, I searched until I found a tree under which were numerous mussel shells, and in the branches about 20’ above was  a nest.  I climbed the tree and was punching the nest with a broken stick with the adult flew over, apparently not 15’ higher, look as big as an ostrich.  Another day I saw an eagle on a small rock island in the Stormy Forties.  Getting into the dory, I rowed up very close before it reluctantly left a big trout which it was eating.


There are skunks, wood chucks, and an occasional porcupine, and snowshoe rabbit.  Chipmunks, gray squirrels, and red squirrels are common.


With the proceeds from a Dictionary Test that I prepared and after publication in the Teacher’s College Record sold to the American Book Company, I bought a second-hand T Model Ford.  When it was brought out I insisted that I drive it without instruction.  Having watched other people drive such a car, I was sure that I could.  I did, while my wife and son stood by protesting.


The car was hard to start; so when my son, who was strong enough to turn the crank easily, went to college, I knew that I’d have to get a better car, one with a self-starter.  One Sunday when Capt. Lewis of the mailboat was calling on us, I said, knowing that he was an inveterate trader, “Want to make some money?  I have an old Ford that I’ll sell you cheap.”  “Whats the matter with it?” he asked.  “Nothing,” I replied, “except that  its hard to start.  After it gets going it will climb a telephone pole.”  So he agreed to pay me $75 for the car if I’d deliver it at his wharf the next day.


How to get it started with IV gone?  Early the next morning I drained the radiator and poured in boiling water, put a towel saturated with hot water over the carburetor, jacked up on rear well, put my young daughter in the driver’s seat to hold the break, and went at the crank.  After several efforts I got the engine going with a roar.  Then I took the driver’s seat and told Barbara to let down the jack, getting splattered with earth thrown up by the revolving wheel.  Off we went, meeting the farmer and his horse, which for insurance I told him to bring and give me a start if I could get the engine going.  Giving Woodbury a wave, we sped on toward Lakeport.  At the top of a long hill, coasting down which in gear I knew would start the engine, I cut the ignition and told Barbara to “start her up.”  As the engine was hot, it went off with one easy crank.  When we arrived at the Lakeport Wharf, Capt. Lewis asked, “Any trouble getting her started?” “Well,” I replied, “Barbara cranked it, and away we went.”  He sold the car at a profit and remained my loyal friend.


In 1921, I bought a used Franklin car, on which first and last I had to spend $600 in repairs. A bad bargain.  In 1924 I bought the first of a series of Studebakers, which were replaced in 1942 by a succession of Oldsmobiles.


Here, out of logical place, I record that I was taken on my first airplane ride by Mercy Hayes in April, 1931.  We went up in a three-seated open cockpit plane and rode over the city of Detroit.  As you know, I have used planes extensively ever since then, now being a member of the 100,000 mile Club with more than 200,000 miles to my credit.


In 1956 I left New York on a Friday in May, spent the night in Denver, and early the next morning, went to Cody. I was met by Dorothy, my son’s divorced wife, and my granddaughter, Carol Marie.  After a delightful visit with at Ralston, Wyoming, I enplaned Sunday later afternoon and was in New York early Monday morning.


Woodbury Davis, a farmer who lived nearby, furnished us with milk, eggs, and vegetables, did numerous chores, and looked after the camp in the winters.  Although I estimated from various things that he told me that he handled no more than $600 a year, he and his wife lived comfortably on the place that they owned and had a truck and a car.  How they could do it was beyond my understanding.


Woodbury’s second wife was a martinet with a sharp tongue that made her not popular with the neighbors, but she was always friendly with us.  (I taught her to drive the Dodge that they bought.)  She was careful of money, as of course she needed to be.  Once when the neighbors were to have a “sociable” at the Meetin’ House, Mrs. Leech asked her to bring some sandwiches.  “Would sweet ones do?” and “How many?”  “Oh, about a dozen,”  Mrs. Leech replied.  So, Mrs. Davis bought a box of Nabisco wafer, and finding that it contained thirteen, she took out one, and carried the dozen to the party.


Barbara fell out of one of the Woodbury’s trees while playing with some other little girls and sprained her ankle.  Woodbury came to proffer sympathy while she was laid up, and asked “No be’ent you sorry you clim my tree?”


Woodbury like liquor, which his wife abhorred.  One night when he did not come home for supper, Mrs. Davis sent Jimmy Thompson out to look for him.  Jimmy found Woodbury in a clump of trees on the Parade Road with his false teeth and car keys in his pocket.  Another time Woodbury came back from Beaver Island, where as a caretaker he had access to the owner’s stock of liquor, standing up in his boat and singing.  Approaching the public wharf, he shouted that he couldn’t live with his wife any longer, and jumped into the lake.  Men pulled him out, took him home, put him to bed, and called a doctor.  I was there when “Dr. Mary” came.  After a cursory examination she made up a prescription from her little black bag of eight ingredients!  The next day when I called and accused him of being drunk, he said “Doctor, I wouldn’t know where to get any liquor if I wanted it.”  The man who later bought the farm told me that where he put a spade down in the garden he dug up whiskey bottles.  So much for Woodbury, though I could write many more pages about him.


My “Story of Meredith Neck,” which after being presented to the Historical Society was published serially in the Meredith News and later in a pamphlet, will tell much more about the community.  Clippings from the News are in one of my camp notebooks, along with other information of several kinds about the region.


Until my retirement I had taken only casual interest in the affairs of the village of Meredith, 5 ½ miles away, where we did our shopping.  I knew personally not many of the people and I did not even subscribe to the local paper.  But in 1942 I became a legal resident of the town, and since then I have joined civic organizations, become an active member of the Meredith Historical Society, presenting several programs, one a long paper, “The Story of Meredith Neck,” on which I spent many days in research and writing, attended Town meetings in march, voted by asbsentee ballot at general elections, written to the News proposals for improvement of the village and especially for reforming the tax system, sat in on numerous Friday evening sessions of the Selectmen, and contributed money to every local charity.  When the regional high school was voted for, I gave $500 for a reference library, and later I donated to it many records of classical music.


In 1955 I was nominated to run for election as a delegate to the Constitutional Convention, which in New Hampshire must be considered for revision every seven years.  Although defeated, as I expected to be since I was a Democrat, I ran seventy votes ahead on the ticket, a not inconsiderable fraction when considering the small number of votes cast.  The nomination pleased me, for it was evidence that I was accepted as a member of the community.  New Englanders of native birth are not overeager to recognize immigrants as one of themselves.


When I went up to Town Meeting, someone asked me if I expected to be elected.  In reply I told of a Vermont minister who went as a missionary to India, where he was converted to Buddhism.  Returning to Thetford, he set up a Buddhist Chapel, and after several years ran for the legislature.  A form friend said, “I like him all right and I don’t hold against him for being a Buddhist.  But I can’t vote for him for he’s a damned Democrat.”


Beginning about 1942, I worked to get reform in the tax system of Meredith.  At the Town Meetin’ when I first proposed the “article” for reform, it was hooted down, Charles Roberts, Sr., who later became a good friend, shouting “We don’t need any strangers to tell us how to run our business.”  But by persisting quietly I persuaded the Selectmen to propose in 1957 that $20,000 be appropriated to hire an outside firm of experts to make a detailed inventory of all real estate looking to reassesments that are equitable and that reflect true values at the present time.  This article in the Warrant was approved in the 1957 Town Meeting without a dissenting vote.  New Englan moves, but slowly.


May 30, 1941, I was married in Laconia, to Ruth G. Sugnet, whom I knew when she was a student in one of my summer school classes.  She has been an affectionate, companiable, and loyal wife, anticipating my needs and caring meticulously for both the apartment and our home in Meredith.  She has made many friends in New Hampshire, especially in the Historical Society and the local garden club.  Loving flowers, she has developed a wild flower garden that is full of plans that she has dug up in the surrounding woods and transplanted.  Some not available locally, she has bought.


Two or three years ago we purchased, chiefly for protection, four acres of “back land” adjoining our camp property, and since then have had it cleaned up, and one acre were are developing by setting out numerous young trees, including two Chinese Chestnuts, two English Walnuts, native walnuts, and hickory nuts.  A mountain ash that my daughter gave me as a birthday present is growing well.  I have also planted across Ted’s Road, various nuts, in hopes that they will come up and in later years there will be crops for my grandchildren.


When we first came to the lake there was much more wild life than now, though a surprising lot remains.  Eagles often flew overhead; once I counted seven sailing majestically high in the sky.  But in recent years they have not appeared at all.  One day when “Muz” and I had paddled to Mark Island, we saw a young eagle sitting on the branch of a tree by the shore.  Exploring, we found mussel shells on the ground, and in the tree above was an immense nest.  Climbing the tree, I was poking a long stick through the nest when the mother bird flew menacingly overhead.  On another day as we were boating in the Broads, I saw an eagle sitting on a rock near the Forties with a big trout, half with which it had eaten.  In the dory, which we had trailing the big boat, I paddled to within thrity feet, when the eagle reluctantly left its meal.  Ospreys 

� Eastern Illinois State Normal School is now Eastern Illinois University


� The use of the term “colored,” is not acceptable in today’s language, and was generally used in the time this work was originally published; and signifies the view that to people of that age were generally viewed lesser if they were of a particular skin color.  I can not disagree with that attitude more.





�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Thyroidechtomy?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��I cannot make out this work; it was a line inserted and written by hand.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��IV here means THB the fourth (my grandfather).





