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D edication  
 
Dedicating this story becomes one of my most difficult problems, not for lack of those to whom 
I would like to dedicate it, but because there are too many.  In his first letter to the Corinthians, 
{ǘΦ tŀǳƭ ǎŀȅǎΣ Ψ[ƻǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŜƴŘǎΦέ 
 
All of the good in this story I shall dedicate to love ς to all those whom I have known and loved 
ς to all who are possessed of love. 
 
If you are one of these, this is dedicated to you. 
 
 
 

Contents  
 

A/Ybh²[95D9a9b¢{ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΦΦ  3 
 
INTRODUCTIONΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ  7 
 
CHAPTER I 
Great LossΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ.ΧΧΧΧΧΧ  8 
 
CHAPTER II 
/ƻƴǾƛŎǘΧΦƻǊΚ ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ..ΧΧ.ΧΧ 28 
 
CHAPTER III 
ΧΦƻǊ /ƻƴƎǊŜǎǎƳŀƴΚ ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΦ 69 
 
CHAPTER IV 
My Twelve Years in CongressΧΧΧΧΧ..ΧΧΧΧ121 
 
CHAPTER V 
Down to BusinessΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧ.ΧΧ218 



 3 

A cknowledgements  
 
When I attempt to offer my thanks to those who have been of help to me, I am confronted with 
the fact that I shall never be able to name all those who have inspired me, those who have 
been of material help, and those who have contributed in so many ways.  My heart and mind 
turns, first, to the Heavenly Father, but as I think of us mortal creatures I feel indebted to the 
Bells of Raleigh, who were so kind to me and tolerated my irregular habits during a part of this 
writing of this story. 
 
To the guests of the Fairview Motel, Fontana Dam N.C., to whom I am indebted for not having 
ōƻŘƛƭȅ ǘƻǎǎŜŘ ƳŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜŜǇǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ άƘƻƭƭŜǊέ ōŜƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ CŀƛǊǾiew, when on many 
ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴǎ L ƘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘȅǇŜǿǊƛǘŜǊ Ψǘƛƭ ƭŀǘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ Ψǘƛƭ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ 
 

 
 
Dr. Ben Gatliff of Plant City, Florida, my home town, phone me a number of times while I 
resided at the Fairview, where I did most of the work on this book, to inquire of my health and 
chat at some length with me.  When one is away from home, wherever he may be or whatever 
may be the circumstances, it is heartwarming to have someone call from home.  Especially if it 
is his physician.  Thanks, doctor! 
 
I must give credit to Mr. and Mrs. Simp Crisp and Mr. and Mrs. J.H. Crisp for their patience 
when I am sure that many quests decided that after one night they would never return to this 
motel again.  I am also delighted to give to those fine people credit for their solicitous attitude 
toward an old many during my stay with them.  Were I possessed of the capability of telling 
them how much I enjoyed their company and kindness.  I am sure they would forgive me. 
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I take pleasure in thanking four-year-old Terry Jenkins for his interest in my behalf.  When his 
father dug potatoes, among the finest in the country, he dug one almost a foot long!  Terry 
begged for it.  Finally, Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ άbƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ 
ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΚέ 
 
¢ŜǊǊȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άL ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ aǊΦ IŜƴŘǊƛŎƪǎΦέ 
 
I ate French fries off of that potato three times.  Thanks, Terry, for your assistance in 
subsistence! 
 
Hardly could I forget the little Jenkins girls.  Blondes they were.  They gathered flowers for me 
and held hands with me from to time.  This is always encouraging to a bashful young man. 
 
Johnny and Gale Jenkins were often a help, but not always consistent. 
 
I appreciate the attention given me by Mr. and Mrs. Troy Jenkins, who had me up for a meal a 
number of times.  It was good to see the whole family together.  It reminded me of the large 
family of which I was a member. 
 
Donny and Ted Jenkins were my aides-de-camp.  First, Donnie:  he came with Ted usually, but 
came alone at times.  He is a stout little man with penetrating eyes and an inscrutable 
personality, but warm and affectionate.  I deliberately took a hank of his hair from time to time, 
Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ƘƛƳ ǎŀȅΣ άǎǘƻǇ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ Ƴȅ I9wΦέ  IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ 
cup of tea or other little favor.  He was also there when I offered him a piece of cake or cream.  
He took them with modesty.  When I return to the mountains, I am sure I will have some 
accounts to settle with Donny ς once in a while.  He prefers Don. 
 
Ted Jenkins . . . it is difficult for me say what I would like to ab out Ted.  Without being abashed, 
it is difficult for me think about him at this moment.  Since I left the mountains, my emotions 
have reached out for Ted.  For so long he was my shadow.  He helped me gather the beautiful 
leaves which I have stored away.  He accompanied me to town many times. 
 
He went to the Fontana Village Church with me.  He wandered through the woods with me.  He 
was with me on a beautiful Sunday afternoon when we explored a narrow valley and almost 
found more than we wanted.  The bears had beaten us to an apple tree on an abandoned 
homestead.  Ted always ahead, called me to come.  The bears had stomped the ground around 
the tree, bitten apples and broken a limb from the tree.  Their signs were fresh, and as we 
looked, one of those odd coincidences occurred.  A heavy limb fell from a tree nearby and 
made a noisy crash.  It startled me and Ted got a good laugh.  He is sure that I thought it was a 
ōŜŀǊ άōǳǊέ ǘƻ ¢ŜŘΦ 
 
Ted rubbed my feet with deep-heating rub because I had so much trouble with them.  It was 
Ted who cleaned my room when I felt so badly, and as he left walked over and gave me an 
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affectionate hug and told me to get some sleep instead of typing.  I promised to obey him as he 
ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŘŜǇŀǊǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ άƘƻƭƭŜǊΦέ  ²ƘŜƴ L ŘŜǇŀǊǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ wŀƭŜƛƎƘ for the Christmas 
holidays, J.H. Crisp helped me pack and load my car.  Ted helped, too.  He thanked me for his 
ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ  άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭΚέ  L ǎŀƛŘΦ ²ƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƛƴƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƛƳƛŘƛǘȅ ƘŜ 
looked at J.H. and came over and gave me an embrace.  I will never forget his affection and his 
kindnesses.  He is a great kid! 
 
I always enjoyed brief stops at the Riley Crisps.  I would have short chats with them.  Mrs. Crisp, 
in spite of her snaggle tooth and wrinkles, seemed beautiful to me.  Character and warmth 
radiated from her smiles.  He was a kindly and friendly gentlemen. 
 
I always went to see the Virgil Jenkins when convenient, especially if I was hungry, because she 
always insisted me eating something and I never felt more welcome than with them.  As my car 
rounded the curve on the way to their house once, I told the young man driving that if Mrs. 
Jenkins said anything about cooking a young chicken for supper and asked us to stay, for him to 
keep still:  I would do the talking! 
 
We talked with them abƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ŀƴŘ aǊǎΦ WŜƴƪƛƴǎ Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL 
have a young chicken cut up and I have to fry him.  If you-uns would like to stay for supper we 
would like to have you-ǳƴǎ όL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘŀǊŜ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΦύΦ L ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘ just long enough 
to appear modest and then told her that if it was not too much trouble we would be glad to 
stay.  We are the chicken and then I told her the story.  It took me about three times to make 
her believe it.  They were each very kind and generous. 
 
¢ƘŜ ±ƛǊƎƛƭ /ŀǊǊƛƴƎŜǊǎ όά/ŀƴƎŜǊέ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜύ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ L ƳŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǾŀƭƭŜȅΦ  L ŀǘŜ Ƴȅ ƭŀǎǘ 
meal as a guest, with them.  Food was piled high on the table and I did it justice, but I am sure 
that they as well as I got most out of our visit and taƭƪΦ  aǊǎΦ ά/ŀƴƎŜǊέ ǿŀǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ 
intelligent; it was a pleasure to talk with her.  When I left he went to the end of the porch with 
ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ L ŘŜǇŀǊǘŜŘ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  Lǘ ƛǎ ǳǇ ȅƻƴŘŜǊ L ǿƛƭƭ ƭƻƻƪ 
for you and if ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ ŦƻǊ L ŀƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΦέ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǎƛƴŎŜǊƛǘȅ 
and I know I shall see them again. 
 
These are the people to whom I must give much credit:  their kindness, friendliness and 
Christian love. 
 
I must not forget Kim ς her wit, charm and beauty.  Thanks, Lowell for washing my car free.  I 
ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ Ǌǳƴ-in with J.H. 
 
I am deeply indebted to my adviser, the veteran newspaperman of sixteen years of service, 
Gary Braddock, for his invaluable service to me in the preparation of this story. 
 
I have not named all those to whom I am indebted for their help.  Writing a story such as this is 
not easy under the best of circumstances.  This project was made much easier by the kindly 
people with whom I was associated from day to day.  All of them!  I spent eight months in North 
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Carolina, many of these days with my friends the Bells of Raleigh.  I do not exaggerate when I 
say these were the most satisfying and finest eight months I ever enjoyed.  Thanks! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
MY FAMILY 
 
Joseph Edward Hendricks, 
father, deceased 
Mary Ellinor Andrews, 
mother, deceased 
Amanda Hendricks Carroll, 
sister, deceased 
Thomas Andrews 
Hendricks, brother, 
deceased 
Stephen Butler Hendricks, 
brother 
Barney J Hendricks, 
brother, deceased 
Mable Hendricks Parrish, 
sister 
Joseph Edward Hendricks 
A D Carroll, brother 
Agness Carroll Hutchinson, 
sister 
Inda Carroll Ryals, sister 
Lola Carroll Crews, sister 
William Carroll, brother 
Daisy Carroll Mundy, 
sister, deceased 
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I ntroduction  
 
A number of my friends and relatives ς mostly relatives ς have suggested that I write my 
autobiography.  While I have thought that doing so would be interesting, there must be some 
subconscious compunction on my part.  For it seems that I have, without purposely doing so, 
put much in the way of the beginning. 
 
I have wondered and thought:  How does one begin an autobiography?  It could hardly be 
modesty on my part.  For on occasion, when I have had good reason to have inhibitions 
completely free, I have not hesitated to tell a friend, or even a stranger, upon the slightest 
prodding what a great man I am.  On two occasions, I have done this at the cost of an extreme 
amazement and embarrassment later. 
 
Actually, if properly told in honesty and sincerity, there should be no compunction at all on my 
prat.  The story is not a simple one.  It is complicated.  And it could be considered almost 
unbelievable, were it not for the fact that similar stories have been repeated many times in this 
great country, thanks to the grace of God. 
 
On occasion when I have thought about it and wondered, I have asked myself:  How did you do 
it, old man?  Then the answer becomes crystal clear.  I did not do it.  God did it, and I only 
helped.  I have been thankful so very much for this divine assistance.  This sobering realization 
has always made me a bit more humble than I would have been otherwise. 
 
For the benefit of the reader, let me state that I will write of things, people and events I 
remember from my childhood until 1966, the time of this writing.  There may be those who 
can, and no doubt will, challenge some of the things of which I write.  That will not concern me, 
since I have prefaced it with the statement that I am writing of what I remember.  I do not 
contend that my memory will be correct in all respects.  I will contend that what I write is only 
what I remember.  My sisters and brothers are the ones who will, in all likelihood, censure and 
challenge my entire writing.  I shall, in that event, give them the privilege of writing a biography 
of me to suit themselves. 
 
And now I know how one starts to write an autobiography.  You start . . . and I have started. 
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CHAPTER I  

 

Great Loss  
 

The young man, a reporter, either selected me, or was assigned, to write a story about me.  He 
called me on the phone via long distance, and a fairly long distance at that, to conduct an 
interview.  Twice I cautioned him of the cost of his call, to no avail.  Finally in behalf of his 
financial good and the fact that I could do a better job, I advised him I would not answer any of 
his questions until he submitted them in writing.  He agreed to do this and did. 
 
hƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ǿŀǎΣ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ [ŀƪŜ .ǳǘƭŜǊΚέ  L ƘŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ L 
could think of.  I lived in Lake Butler because that is where my mother resided when I was born 
on September 24, 1903, and I had very little to do with that.  Lake Butler was then situated in 
Bradford County, just north of Gainesville.  It was later made part of Union County. 
 
At my earliest recollection, we lived on the Outler Boyd place.  As I finally recall, we later moved 
to the Carver place, which was near the Boyd place.  My memory is more vivid of what took 
place at the Boyd place.  It was here that I first remember my stepfather and the first offspring 
between him and my mother.  My mother had given birth to six children, four boys and two 
girls, by my father, Joseph Edward Hendricks.  He died at the premature age of 38 years.  
Mother remarried and had six more children by my stepfather, four girls and two boys.  This 
made the family an even dozen, six boys and six girls. 
 
The life we lived at the Boyd place seemed to me, and still seems to me, to be one of the most 
morbid periods of my life.  It would be difficult for me to recall one happy incident in my life on 
this place.  I recall that I was sick and seemed to care for nothing.  In my memory, I never lived a 
more lonesome life than at this place.  I can recall only one rather amusing incident, the rest of 
them being mostly unhappy and almost tragic occurrences.  The incident which amused me is 
one in which my older brother found himself in considerable jeopardy through his own making. 
 
As a toddler, I had a habit of waking away from the house, which caused consternation 
sometimes.  On one particular occasion, I decided to explore a cotton field, and a deep ditch 
which ran through the field.  At this time our family had a rather large mongrel dog we called 
Lion who could be fierce when need be.  Lion followed me on my exploration trip.  On 
approaching the ditch, we found we faced a problem in crossing it.  The ditch took on the 
dimensions of a river to me.  Suddenly from the ditch an apparition with white sheets 
appeared.  Neither Lion or I liked the appearance of this unusual creature. 
 
I had learned, from other members of my family, how they could set Lion upon some intruding 
ŀƴƛƳŀƭΦ  {ƻ L ǘƻƭŘ [ƛƻƴΣ ά{ƛŎ ΨŜƳέΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎ ǎǇǊŀƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘƭȅ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦ  
My brother had to disrobe and call to Lion at the saƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ  LŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƪƴƻǿƴ 
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to Lion, the dog probably would have launched a death struggle with my brother.  Until this 
day, I cannot get my brother to see the humor in this incident. 
 
In later years, Lion grew feeble.  He disappeared from the place for a while, and returned one 
night, looking gaunt and weak.  The whole family tried to have a part in feeding him.  He was 
eating all right until a cat interfered.  Lion jumped at the cat and fell.  He lay still in death as we 
wept. 
 
I feel a rather strong childish resentment toward my mother for two incidents.  One involved 
my sister Mable.  When she and I were playing baseball one day, the stick Mable was using as a 
ōŀǘ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘƭȅ ǎǘǊǳŎƪ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ L ōƭŜŘ ǇǊƻŦǳǎŜƭȅΦ  .ǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ crying because 
Mother whipped sister so fiercely that I was both frightened and angered.  To this day, I still 
harbor some resentment for that incident. 
 
! Ǝƻŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǘƻƭŜǊŀǘŜ Ǌŀƛƴ ƛŦ ƛǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊΦ  {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƛƴ ƛǎ 
heavy and they have no protection, a young kid will drown.  As a youngster, I had a pet kid, and 
I loved it as I loved nothing else.  One day when a thunderstorm came up, we all rushed to the 
house.  As the rain was pouring down, I could see my pet from a window, running up and down 
the yard fence, looking for the gate.  I begged Mother to let me go out and bring the kid in with 
ƳŜΦ  {ƘŜ ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘΦ  [ŀǘŜǊΣ L ōŜƎƎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǘƻ ƴƻ ŀǾŀƛƭΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǿŜǘΦ  Lǘ 
seemed to me that the heavens were draining.  My kid would bleat now and then and try 
harder to find the fence gate.  It rained hard and long, and my pet went away.  A day or so later, 
I found its body.  L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ȅŜǘ ǿƘȅ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ Ƴȅ ōŜƭƻǾŜŘ ǇŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
house and out of the rain.  I am aware that my mother did not plan this as a tragedy for me. 
 
There were some sensational events, and a few which were a mixture of the humorous, 
embarrassing, and comical at the Boyd place.  I still feel that it was an odd medical 
phenomenon that my older brother, Tom, had very serious convulsions.  They were so serious 
that it was necessary to put a spoon in his mouth, to prevent him from chewing on his tongue.  I 
will long remember my fright when he rushed out of the dining room during one of his attacks, 
and ran into the cook stove on his way out.  I vividly remember how his eyes bulged.  I do not 
recall how many convulsions he had, and over how long a period of time.  But I do know that 
these were never diagnosed as epileptic.  My brother, Barney, also went through a siege of 
convulsions.  As far as I know, neither of them had other attacks after they grew up.  Tom 
passed away at 67 and Barney at 63.  If they ever had any more attacks, it was a result of the 
ά5¢ΩǎΦέ  ¢ƘŜȅ ōƻǘƘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ drunkards, not alcoholics.  Without coordinate effort, each ceased 
to drink and each became a Christian before he had a foot in the grave.  I thank God for that. 
 
I also had convulsions.  I was much younger than they.  Therefore, I was never too aware of the 
ill effects.  In fact, I remember simply that on one occasion or two, something happened to me 
ōǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ǿƘŀǘΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ ƳȅǎǘŜǊȅ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ 
 
I remember only too well the nightmares I had as a small youngster.  They were frightening 
experiences.  They took on various forms, except for one.  That involved some Negroes coming 
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to the house, pretending they were there to pick cotton.  But I knew this was a ruse, and they 
were sneaking closer and closer to me to put me in their sacks to take me away.  I do not know 
how I manifested this to my parents, but I remember that they put me in a tub of warm water 
and bathed me.  What else they did, I do not recall.  I do know that the effect of that nightmare 
remained with me vividly for some time, exactly how long I do not know.  I am still partially 
affected by them.  For several days afterwards, I had that same nightmare, and I remained 
constantly frightened at night.  Frightened is not the proper word.  I was terrified, and would 
not go to bed until compelled to.  From the moment the lights were turned out, I was terrified, 
regardless of how close I was sleeping to anyone.  I could see the same nightmare.  It seems 
that I was sick the entire time we lived at the Boyd place. 
 
It was during the time we liveŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ .ƻȅŘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ IŀƭƭŜȅΩǎ /ƻƳŜǘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ 
could be clearly seen by the inhabitants of the Earth.  It certainly was awe inspiring.  I recall very 
vividly its appearance.  It was simple to describe.  From stories appearing in some newspapers, 
ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊŘ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǘƻ ƳƻǳǘƘΣ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŀ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜΣ ǘŜǊǊƛŦȅƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ  IŀƭƭŜȅΩǎ /ƻƳŜǘ 
appeared to me to be a large, bright star with a tail as large as the body of the star and as 
bright, where they joined.  The tail then trailed off and became dimmer and dimmer to the end.  
There were many rumors circulated about the comet, such as it would come closer to, and 
finally strike, the Earth, causing a great catastrophe.  As I recall, many feared it would destroy 
the Earth.  There were many suicides all over the world, as many people seemed to panic.  
Finally, it disappeared.  This was in 1910.  The Earth had been brushed by the tail of the comet.  
The population, in general, being ignorant of that fact.  The comet appearing on its regular 
schedule, is due to return in 1986. 
 
My oldest sister, Amanda, had reached her teens, and was being courted.  Her beau was my 
ǎǘŜǇŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ Ƴȅ ǎǘŜǇŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ WƻƘƴ ōŜŎŀƳŜ 
both my brother-in-law and uncle.  At the start of their courtship, John appeared, and Amanda 
was elsewhere.  He asked me where she was, and I gave him, in what in those days was a totally 
ǳƴƘƛōƛǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦǊŀƴƪ ǊŜǇƭȅΦ  ά{ƘŜ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǾǾȅ ƘƻǳǎŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ  {ƛǎǘŜǊΣ ǿƘƻ L ƭƻǾŜŘ ŘŜŀǊƭȅ ŘƛŜŘ 
about 25 years later, within a half mile of the Boyd place. 
 
At the Boyd place, we had a horse named Charlie.  He was almost as much a part of the family 
as was Lion, my canine protector.  Charlie was as gentle as a cat although once he kicked me 
with his front feet. 
 
I remember once that Tom and Butler, two of my older brothers, and Dad (my stepfather) were 
working in the fields with Charlie.  Dad saw Charlie damage some cotton plants, and in a 
temper, jumped at the horse and proceeded to give him a good cuffing.  Tom and Butler, 
without premeditation, jumped on Dad.  In the scuffle that ensued, they practically tore up a 
quarter acre of cotton fighting.  Here were two young boys fighting a grown man, strictly over 
their love of a horse.  As the fight raged, it became evident that they would probably lose to 
Dad.  Tom seemingly sensed this too, because when he was offered the opportunity, he ran and 
left the matter of surrendering up to Butler. 
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Just as Tom was on top of the fence in his retreat, Dad threw a big tree root at him.  It hit him in 
ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǳǎŜŘ ¢ƻƳ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǳǘΣ άhƘΣ DτŘŀƳƴ ȅƻǳΣ LΩƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΦέ  IŜ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪ 
into the fray with an intensified fury.  No one actually won the fight, but no one ran either.  I 
ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ 5ŀŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƘƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊoper respect, because he left home.  A few 
Řŀȅǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ƘŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ aƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘǳƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜƴŘ ¢ƻƳ ŀƴŘ .ǳǘƭŜǊ 
ŀǿŀȅΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ  !ǎ L ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǊŜǇƭȅ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘǳƳ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻƴ ǇŀǊ 
with what General McAuliff said to the Germans at Bastogne ς άbǳǘǎΦέ  aƻǘƘŜǊ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ 
added a few more words to her reply.  Dad tactfully withdrew his ultimatum and stayed.  I was 
glad.  Tom and Butler left home later on, but this was because they had grown into men. 
 
While ǾƛǎƛǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ .ǳǘƭŜǊ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ мфслΩǎΣ ǿŜ ŘǊƻǾŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ .ƻȅŘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ 
do some reminiscing, to recall some of our younger days.  On this trip, I was driving, and Butler 
had opened the gate, so I could drive through.  But somehow he got his thumb caught in the car 
door when he got in.  We later learned that he had put one hand in the jamb of the door and 
closed it with his other hand.  His thumb was pretty badly mashed, and I understand he lost the 
thumb nail later.  After he told Ollie (hƛǎ ǿƛŦŜύ ŀƴŘ L ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀǎƘŜŘ ǘƘǳƳō ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘ ǘƻƻ ōŀŘΣ 
we made no further attempt to restrain ourselves, and laughed heartily at the humor of the 
situation.  Butler finally saw a little humor in the incident, but he never did about the one 
where I sicked Lion on him in the ditch. 
 
Mother was several years older than Dad.  We moved away from the Boyd place to the 
άDǊŀƴŘƳŀ ǇƭŀŎŜΦέ  {ƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ǇǊƻǎǘƛǘǳǘŜǎΣ ƻŦ ǿƘƻƳ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŦŜǿΣ ƘŀŘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ 
the Carver house nearby the Boyd place.  Mother learned that Dad had been philandering with 
one of them.  She went over there one day, and by a ruse, persuaded one of them to ride aways 
with her in the buggy.  After riding a short way from the house, Mother proceeded to frail the 
daylights out of her with a green persimmon stick until she ran and yelled for help.  This ended 
5ŀŘΩǎ ǇƘƛƭŀƴŘŜǊƛƴƎΣ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘΦ 
 
Now dear reader, if you what you have read so far has no interest for you and is quite frankly 
boring, then stop here.  Because there will be more of the same.  Certainly, the whole 
autobiography will not be of the same material.  I expect to reach those events which will make 
the total interesting later on. 
 
Once when we lived at the Grandma place, a Grandmother was visiting for a few hours.  She 
had a small dog, the breed I do not know.  It was extremely fat, and I loved to see it run.  I got 
my pet cat, put it down, and sicked the little dog on it.  It was quite a race for a while, until the 
cat could reach some point of safety.  Fetching the cat, I repeated this act several times.  I had 
ƴƻǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ǇŜǘ ŘƻƎΣ ŀ ƳǳŎƘ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ŀƴƛƳŀƭ ǘƘŀƴ DǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎΣ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
scene.  When I threw the cat down for the fat dog to chase it, my dog joined in the chase, to my 
horror.  The cat ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŀ ǘǊŜŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǇŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳƴƪΦ  .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŘƻƎ 
grabbed it.  The cat fought valiantly, emitting pitiful screams.  The fight ended, and my cat was 
killed.  I froze inside and became very sick.  I suffered the pangs of guilt for a considerable time 
and was scornful of my dog. 
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hƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘŀȅΣ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƻǾŜ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōǳƎƎȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ 
brother, Tuck, rode up on a horse.  As usual, our dog came out to meet us.  But as he 
approached, he began to demonstrate a hostile attitude.  He began to circle the buggy, baring 
his teeth and growling as if he was ready to attack.  My uncle quickly sized up the situation, 
dismounted from his horse and herded us together close to the buggy.  As the dog circled us, 
my uncle kicked at him.  I still remember that although the dog was maddened by rabies.  He 
still seemed reluctant to harm any of his friends.  He circled a time or two more with Uncle Tuck 
fending him off of us.  Suddenly, he ran off through the yard into a corn field and disappeared.  
We children could not understand what had happened to cause our pet to threaten us in this 
ƳŀƴƴŜǊΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ L ƘŀŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴ άaŀŘ 5ƻƎΦέ  L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ 
the Pasteur treatment was available then.  Even if it had been, I doubt we would have had 
knowledge of it.  In those days, to be bitten by a mad dog was considered fatal. 
 
¦ƴŎƭŜ ¢ǳŎƪ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ǎƘƻǘƎǳƴ ŀƴŘ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎΩǎ ŀŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ  {ƻƻƴ ŀŦǘŜǊǿŀǊŘǎΣ 
we heard gunfire.  The dog was showing every sign of being mad and would not respond to his 
calling.  That is the only time I recall that I did not weep over the death of a pet.  I sensed the 
extreme danger. 
 
We enjoyed living at the Grandma place, much more so than at the Boyd place.  I waǎƴΩǘ ƛƭƭ ŀǎ 
much there as I had been at the Boyd place.  I began noticing people and things with more 
awareness.  In fact, I was too much aware and sensitive when something happened that 
disturbed me. 
 
One incident, which disturbed my emotions most of my life, happened at the Grandma place.  It 
still does, although I can rationalize it now.  The incident affected me, perhaps much more and 
deeper than I have ever realized.  It is one that remember so clearly.  The results I felt keenly at 
the moment.  In importance, severity and emotional damage, this event sands out today as one 
of the worse in my younger years before reaching puberty.  It was done through ignorance of 
the psychological effect that such an act could have on a sensitive youngster.  It illustrates the 
fact that one should be most careful what he says in the presence of a child.  Young children 
should be handled with more consideration.  This certain even had more to do with my 
reactions, actions and emotions than anything I could remember up to that time, and probably 
for another ten years, under different circumstances. 
 
It was wƛƴǘŜǊΦ  5ŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ¦ƴŎƭŜ .ƛƭƭΣ Ƴȅ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƭŀǊƎŜ 
ŦŀǊƳ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƭŜǎ ŀǿŀȅΦ  5ŀŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀȅ ŀǘ ¦ƴŎƭŜ .ƛƭƭΩǎ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŜƪ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ Ƙƻme for the 
weekend.  I am not sure whether Dad would reserve Saturday and Sunday for work on our 
place or not.  It is more likely he did not because Uncle Bill, as I recall, was rather exacting of 
anyone who worked for him.  Most likely, Dad got off work there at noon on Saturdays.  In 
those days, the worker dictated neither the terms nor the pay of a job.  The employer did. 
 
hƴŜ ŀ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ {ǳƴŘŀȅΣ L ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ 5ŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ¦ƴŎƭŜ .ƛƭƭΩǎΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƻǊŘƛƴŀǊƛƭȅ 
did.  I observed that Dad put on his ǿƻǊƪ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ά{ǳƴŘŀȅέ ǎǳƛǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜƳΦ  
Lǘ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǎ 5ŀŘΩǎ ŎǳǎǘƻƳ ǘƻ ǿŜŀǊ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊƪ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ¦ƴŎƭŜ .ƛƭƭΩs and leave his blue 
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serge suit at our house for wear the next Sunday if we went to church.  His only reply to the 
question of why he was wearing his suit was that it was cold.  This sounded a bit thin even to 
me, but I accepted it.  I noticed my Mother was inquisitive about it, too. 
 
The next weekend, Dad was late in returning home.  Even late that night, he had not appeared.  
IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ  ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΦ  ²Ŝ ŘƛŘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ¦ƴŎƭŜ 
.ƛƭƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘ ƻƴ ƘƛƳ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ {ǳƴŘŀȅ ƛŦ άǘƘŜ ƻȄ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ŘƛǘŎƘΦέ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻ ǘŜƭŜǇƘƻƴŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŘŀȅǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ƎǊŀǇŜǾƛƴŜ ǿŀǎ the usual method of 
getting or giving information.  Of course, mother would ask those who passed by the house if 
they had seen Dad.  To those nearby, she told the story that he had not come home or sent any 
messages.  As the news circulated, it came to Mother than Uncle Bill was asking why Dad had 
not returned to work that week.  Some acquaintance told Mother that he had seen Dad sitting 
in the railroad station at Dukes.  That was a small community within about five miles of our 
house, where the Atlantic Coast Line Railroad maintained a station.  No one had observed Dad 
boarding a train.  The acquaintance who saw him in the station had asked him if he was going 
to catch a train.  His reply to him, as I recall being told later, sounded about as thin as the 
reason he gave for wearing his Sunday suit over his work clothes. 
 
¢ƘŜ ƎǊŀǇŜǾƛƴŜ ƻƴƭȅ Ǌŀƴ ǘƻ ŀŎǉǳŀƛƴǘŀƴŎŜǎ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŎƻǳƴǘȅΦ  hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ 
and relatives did all they could to find out where he had gone.  When no word had been heard 
from him for some time, Mother had accepted the fact that he was gone.  Although there was 
ƴƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ Ŧƻǳƭ Ǉƭŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŘŀȅǎΣ aƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΦ  5ŀŘΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜr had 
vanished much the same way and had never returned.   
 
There seemed little reason fƻǊ 5ŀŘ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊΦ  IŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǇŜǎǘŜǊŜŘ ōȅ ŀƴ ƻŦ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ 
relatives, as was the case with his father, and he had made no enemies we knew of.  He and 
Mother had no quarrels.  There was no accounting for his disappearance that I could 
understand.  It was simply too complex and mystifying to me why Dad would leave without 
ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ƎƻƻŘōȅŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀȅ ƎƻƴŜ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΦ  L ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ 
attitude, which concerned me greatly.  Had I been older I would have surmised a reason for his 
disappearance. 
 
Mother was a bit older than Dad, although they seemed to be happy just the same.  As time 
passed, Mother became more disturbed, although she never complained.  Never did she 
become short tempered with us, and never did I hear her condemn him to anyone. 
 
Mother sang one sacred hymn after another, and I listened in sadness.  This was while she was 
doing her work, and when we rode anywhere in the buggy.  Her singing was low and sweet.  
She seemed in a dreamy mood, a pensive mood.  I listened closely to every hymn she hummed.  
This is the reason why I knew the tune of so many songs.  L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ƛƴǘŜƴǘ ƻƴ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎŀŘƴŜǎǎ L 
cannot remember seeing, hearing or being aware of the presence of any of my brothers or 
sisters.  My Mother was very dear to me, and her sadness affected me and drew me closer to 
her.  Still I never once thought of any resentment toward Dad.  As I recall now, I hardly thought 
ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƭŜ ŦƻǊ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎŀŘƴŜǎǎΦ  L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ 
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recall any discussion Mother had with her friends about the matter.  The whole affair, in my 
memory, was that he was gone, that Mother was sad and I seemed to be lost in a dream world, 
giving Mother all my attention. 
 
One night after we had gone to bed and fallen asleep, we were awakened by a knocking at the 
ŘƻƻǊΦ  {ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎΣ άaŀǊȅ όƳȅ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜύΣ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƛƴΦέ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ aǊǎΦ /ŀǊǊƻƭƭΣ 5ŀŘΩǎ 
mother.  My Mother opened the door for her to come in.  Dad walked in right behind her, and 
he and Mother embraced.  I observed this from my bed, and quietly I felt such relief and was so 
glad.  Dad built a fire in the fireplace, and the three of them sat talking.  Dad and Mother 
mentioned his disappearance ow and then with levity and humor, seemingly both of them very 
glad that he was home while trying to avoid a serious discussion.  I cannot imagine having that 
much judgment at my age, but I thought it well to lie in bed until a reasonable time after they 
met, even though I was anxious to see Dad. 
 
I got out of bed, and timidly approached Dad from his left side.  I came fairly close and stood by 
his side, expecting him to reach for me or call to me.  I made no movement for a long time.  I 
wanted him to reach for me.  How eager I would have clung to him at that moment.  Either 
aƻǘƘŜǊ ƻǊ aǊǎΦ /ŀǊǊƻƭƭ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ 5ŀŘΣ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ WƻŜΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǇƻƪŜƴ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦέ 
 
I waited in anticipation for Dad to speak.  Then, in the same levity in which he had been 
ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎΣ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘΣ ά!ǿΣ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ - - he knows that I 
ŀƳ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ΨōǊŜŀŘ ŘŀŘŘȅΦΩ ά 
 
That was all the greeting I received.  At that moment, it was much more than I wanted from 
him.  Up to that time, it had never made any difference that he was my stepfather.  Mother had 
properly informed me that he was not my real father, who had died 23 days before I was born.  
Heretofore, Dad had been good to me, and I respected him.  But after that, I resented him with 
every breath I took.  Dad, with that remark, had made of himself exactly what he said I knew he 
was - - ŀ άōǊŜŀŘ ŘŀŘŘȅΦέ  L ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ŀƴ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ƘƛƳ Ƙƻǿ L ǊŜǎŜƴǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ  LŦ ƘŜ 
told me to do something, I would kill as much time as I could before doing it.  If he rushed me, I 
would yell back at him, and continue sassing him as far as I felt I could possibly go without 
getting a whipping.  I never gave an inch of ground to him except when, as a youngster, I was 
forced to.  There were many times that I would evade his order by involving Mother in one way 
or another.  Mother, however, never tried to excuse me, or take up for me, in the face of an 
order by Dad.  In one way or another, I would outsmart him, and he would not make an issue of 
it with Mother. 
 
As a good example, he would give me a chore to do.  While he was away doing something else, I 
would ask Mother, in some manner, to give me something to do.  Then I would inform Dad that 
L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ Ƙƛǎ ƧƻōΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΦ  hǊ ǳǇƻƴ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀǎǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀ Ƨƻō ōȅ 
Dad, I would wait until he had left, and then rush to Mother, telling her I felt sick.  This was easy 
to fake because I was sick about half the time until I was 14 years old.  I looked like a good 
specimen of a hook worm experiment all the time. 
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During the hot summer months, I would become ill quite frequently.  I would leave my tools, or 
the horse and plow in the field, and go to the house.  Quite often, Mother would have to give 
ma dose of medicine to help me.  She would hand me a pill and tell me to get some water from 
the pump.  I never could understand why Mother was so gullible to think I was going to take 
those pills, unless she watched me and forced me to do so.  I cannot recall ever having taken a 
pill that I could throw away.  Maybe it was coincidental, but every time Mother gave me a pill 
and sent me to the pump to swallow it, we would have at least one droopy chicken mopping 
around for a day or two. 
 
From the moment Dad returned that night until Mother died, I never saw them have a serious 
quarrel.  Furthermore, I never noticed Dad indicate the slightest intention to ever strike 
Mother.  I watched them very closely if they ever had a small argument.  Mother was not 
particularly the delicate, sickly or meek type woman.  She could, and did, work in the field with 
everyone else, and always pǳǘ ƛƴ ŀ Ŧǳƭƭ ŘŀȅΩǎ ǿƻǊƪΦ  L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛŦ 5ŀŘ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǎǘǊǳŎƪ aƻǘƘŜǊΣ ƘŜ 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǘǊǳŎƪ ŀ ƘƻǊƴŜǘΩǎ ƴŜǎǘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŦŜŜƭ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ aƻǘƘŜǊ 
would have mussed him up considerably.  I would have helped her too, to show him my 
affection for ǘƘŀǘ άōǊŜŀŘ ŘŀŘŘȅέ ǊŜƳŀǊƪΦ  Lǘ ǎǘǊǳŎƪ ƳŜ ǘƻƻ ŘŜŜǇΦ 
 
The only effort at violence between them came from another direction, to my amazement and 
his surprise.  When Dad gave me a whipping, Mother never interfered by word, act or attitude.  
She kept strictly out of it, which I think was proper.  One night, for a reason I cannot recall, Dad 
was out to give me a good licking.  He had done a fairly good job of it, I thought, when he 
accidently got his arm in the way.  For the first time in my life, I exhibited violence toward him.  
I seized his arm with both of my hands and clamped down on his forearm with my teeth.  I 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōǊƛƴƎ ōƭƻƻŘΣ ōǳǘ 5ŀŘ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ōƛǘǘŜƴΣ ōǳǘ ƎƻƻŘΦ  L ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǇǊƻƳǇǘƭȅ 
thereafter that I never had a good whipping from Dad before. 
 
He went to work on me on the back porch, but in some way he maneuvered us into the living 
room.  I might have gone in there while he was fetching another switch.  With a new one in 
hand, he started in on me again.  All the other times he had whipped me, he had never become 
ǾƛƻƭŜƴǘΦ  .ǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ  IŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǊΦ  ¢ƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƘŜƴΣ L ƳǳǎŜŘ άtƻǳǊ ƛǘ 
on me - - ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿƛƭƭ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ōŜŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ 
 
When I grew into manhood and acquired the physical strength to do exactly what I had 
promised, I never tried to do it.  And thank God, I did not want to.  In later years, I could 
rationalize the remark in that it came from someone completely ignorant of the psychological 
effect such a remark could have on a young sensitive mind.  He made it with no ill intent, but 
that was the effect nevertheless.  In recalling the incident, I have come to think, with some 
psychological reasoning, that Dad realized his error at the time, and that it remained in his 
subconscious mind to torture him for some time afterwards. 
 
When Dad made the remark, he could not help but notice that I immediately retired from his 
side and went to bed without saying a word.  I faintly recall that he either said something to me 
when I moved away from him or he turned his head and looked for me.  I vaguely remember 
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that he had offended me.  But the damage was done, and if he spoke to me, he was completely 
ignored.  We who have knowledge of psychology know that the telling of an event of this sort 
will bring back faint memories of other incidents connected to the primary event.  These faint 
memories will grow stronger and stronger until they are finally supported by other evidence 
and can be accepted as a part of the story. 
 
For instance, I wish to relate the particulars of an odd incident which took place only a short 
time before I began writing.  This incident supports my feeling that Dad did take note of his 
actions.  And although he might have given up all efforts to smooth over my resentment, he at 
least made an attempt.  Therefore, the incident remained in his subconscious mind and did 
torture him to some extent.   
 
When Dad celebrated his 80th birthday, I was invited to come to Miami, where he lives near 
some of his children.  I was in North Carolina at the time and sent word that I could not attend.  
Lƴ Ƴȅ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ L ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳ άǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ Ǝƻŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƭƻǾŜ ƘƛƳΦέ  Iƛǎ 
response to this, I was told later on, was a warm smile.  I have visited him a few times, and once 
spent an entire day with him.  At the time of this writing, he is still healthy and continues to 
maintain a flower and fruit garden, the products from which he sells for a good income.  He 
owns a nice home and tends his flowers and trees with scientific and successful care.  Even 
though he is quite hale, he has some of the defects of age.  He cannot see very far without his 
glasses. 
 
On one of the visits I made to his home with my sister, we found him at the rear of the house 
tending his garden.  We called and he answered.  As we approached him, he stared at us, but 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘƛǎǘƛƴƎǳƛǎƘ ǳǎΦ  IŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƎƭŀǎǎŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ  IŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƻƻƪ 
several steps toward us, which made it obvious he could not see me well enough to recognize 
me.  This is a typical example of psychology in action.  I feel that I can truthfully say I would 
have not been able to understand the deep significance of what happened had I not had more 
than an ordinary understanding of psychology. 
aȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά5ŀŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ WƻŜΦέ  The words seemed to prod his subconscious mind into action.  
Dad stepped toward me as I remained on his left side.  It was the same position in which I was 
ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ άǘƘŀǘέ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ  ²ƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜŦǘ ŀǊƳΣ ƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 
strong and affectionate hug.  This was the exact manner of affection I had sought from him as a 
youngster. 
 
ά²Ƙȅ ȅƻǳ ǊŀǎŎŀƭΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ  άL ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƛƎƘΦέ  IŜ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜŘ 
with his right hand to a point which was my height when he made his staggering remark.  While 
he was speaking, he held me close to him as though I were a child.  He smiled with what 
seemed to be a pleased satisfaction. 
 
I was quite aware that he acted sort of childish.  This was natural.  He was returning mentally to 
those earlier days and reliving a part.  He was anxious to make amends for an error he had 
tucked away in his subconscious mind.  He acted out the part for his satisfaction because he 
had been prodded and bothered before. 
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So many times after this inciŘŜƴǘΣ L ƘŀŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΥ  LǎƴΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ƛǊƻƴȅΚ  ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜΩǎ ул ȅŜŀǊǎ 
old, he gives me the affectionate hug I had so desired when I was young.  I must confess, 
however, that I did not sift out the full significance of this action until I retold the story, as I am 
doing here.  Then it slowly dawned on me.  I faintly recalled his actions that night and then I 
began to see more clearly the significance of his acts on this particular day.  So, I am doubly glad 
ǘƘŀǘ L ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǘǊȅ ōǳǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ άŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ōŜŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭέ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ 5ŀŘΦ 
 
Returning to the story when I was getting a terrible licking from Dad, violence and danger came 
from an expected source all at once.  Mother had been sitting in a chair, saying nothing.  But 
suddenly, she seemingly had seen enough.  She sprang from her chair, grabbed a smaller chair 
and swung it over her head like she would have a shawl.  Somehow, he ducked under the blow, 
ŦŜƴŘŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƎǊŀǎǇΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ǎǘƻƻŘ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜΦ  IŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƴƻ 
attempt to retaliate, while Mother proceeded to give him one of the soundest cursings I had 
ever heard from a woman.  She told him in no uncertain terms what a fool she thought he was.  
{ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿƘƛǇ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƻƴŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ŦƻǊ ŀƭl the ones he needed 
during a lifetime.  She said he could injure a child, even kill one, if he did not have enough sense 
to know when to stop. 
 
Dad would start to say something, and Mother would interrupt and continue verbally 
hammering away at him.  Dad seemed uncertain as to what was going to happen.  Mother told 
him if I needed a whipping, she would expected him to give it to me - -   but not another one 
like that one, as long as she lived.  Furthermore, she warned him he better use discretion in 
whipping one of his own children.  I am convinced she would have swung at a buzz saw at that 
ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŜ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǾƛǎƛƻƴΦ  L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ DƻŘ ŦƻǊƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŀƴƎŜǊΦ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ 
how she held her temper as long as she did.  Soon, silence fell upon the room and they sat in 
chairs, on either side of the hearth.  By the next day, the storm has passed. 
 
We moved from the Grandma place to a locale known as the Mill Pond place.  It was here that I 
first became aware of the years in a century.  I have no recollection how long we lived there, 
ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƴƎΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ άƪƛŎƪŜŘέ ƳŜΦ  L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ aƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ 
Charlie, who had been a loyal worker and friend to us, was getting too old to work.  She said we 
would have to find someone who could be kind to him and exchange us a younger horse for 
him.  Mr. Goodman, who we were sure would take good care of him, bought Charlie.  I saw him 
once after that, and never again.  Mr. Goodman had sold or traded him.  It was sad to me that 
we never knew how goƻŘΣ ƪƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƎŜƴǘƭŜ ΨƻƭŜ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ŜƴŘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀȅǎΦ 
 
Fishing in the Deakle Mill pond, which was within less than a quarter mile of our house, was 
always good.  Mother liked fish as a food.  Consequently, we went fishing often. 
 
A family of distant cousins lived nearby.  One of them was Cousin Ben, who I liked very much.  
tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ aƻǘƘŜǊ ά/ƻǳǎƛƴ aŀǊȅΣέ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ƴƛŎƪƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ 
άtƻǎέ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ  /ƻǳǎƛƴ .Ŝƴ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎΣ ǿƘƻ 
were distant cousins to me.  His youngest daughter, May, was about my age.  I noticed she was 
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pretty.  It seemed to me that I liked her better than most girls, who were somewhat of the sissy 
playmate type.  It was at this time that I realized there was a difference between boys and girls, 
and that some girls may be fairly nice after all.  It even came to the point where May and I 
played a little like sweethearts, although we did not hold hands. 
 
For some reason, we moved to the Osgood Green place.  It was at the Green place that some of 
the most important events in the life of a sickly 14-year-old boy occurred.  We were living here 
when Mother and Ad had their confrontation over the licking Dad was giving me.  I became 
seriously ill here twice.  During one of the sicknesses, I was very close to death. 
 
Not long after we moved to the Green place, I became very impressed with Grandma.  She was 
a pioneer type.  Her husband, who was the sheriff of Jefferson County, resigned and left home 
to join the Confederacy.  Grandma stayed home and fought for the welfare of seven children 
while she was providing some of the necessities for the Confederate Army.  I admired her 
healthy, independent type of attitude.  She became ill with typhoid at the age of 70.  The two 
doctors in the area decided she would never beat the fever and would be dead in a few days.  
They wanted to give her morphine, to let her rest easy until she died.  But Grandma decided 
not to accommodate them.  The doctors should have known that as stubborn as she was, she 
would do the opposite of what they expected.  She got up out of what was supposed to be her 
death bed and lived for almost 20 more years as a morphine addict.  She only took a little of it, 
ŀƴŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘŜƭƭ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀŘŘƛŎǘŜŘ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ǎƘŜ ǘƻld them so.  When Grandma 
ŘƛŜŘΣ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎǊƻǿƴ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǾŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇǊƻƳǇǘƭȅ ƴƻǘƛŦƛŜŘ ƻŦ 
her death. 
 
Before the South surrendered, Grandma gathered some fodder and hauled it to the officer who 
was to receive it for the army.  The fodder was not tied to suit him, so he had some soldiers 
throw it over a fence to his milk cow.  Grandma always used a bit of discretion, and knew that 
ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿƘƛǇ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ !ǊƳȅΦ  {ƻ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜΣ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƻŦŦ ƘŜǊ ǎǘŜŀƳ 
on the way.  One of her friends stopped and asked her why she was crying.  She told him she 
ƘŀŘ ǘƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻŘŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ άƎŀǿŘ ŘŀƳƴ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ ōƛǘŎƘƛƴƎέ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊ ƘŀŘ 
thrown it to his cow.  She said she wish she had that cow in her barn, because it would never 
eat much more of her fodder. 
 
¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΣ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǿ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ DǊŀƴŘƳŀΩǎ ƭƻǘΦ  {ƘŜ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
women of the area quickly, and they herded the cow into the stable.  Grandma perched above 
the stable door and told the women to drive the cow out.  With an ax in hand, Grandma swung 
ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǿΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƎƘǘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ōƭƻǿ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƛƳŀƭ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘŀƴŜƻǳǎƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻ 
ƳŜƴΣ ŀǘ DǊŀƴŘƳŀΩǎ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴΣ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊ ƛǘΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ 
good beef, and Grandma said she had a clear conscience at the same time. 
 
When the war ended, Grandpa came home, sick and unable to work.  But he kept active 
enough to nag Grandma and get in her way.  He kept this up until Grandma grabbed him by the 
beard and told ƘƛƳ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ 
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ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦ  .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎǘŀȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΦ  LŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǊƴŜŘΣ άLΩƳ 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ 
 
I knew Grandma had this devilment in her, but I loved her just the same.  When we were living 
at the Green place, she came to visit us.  I was sick at the time, with chills and fever.  I 
ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǎƛŎƪΣ L ƭŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊƛŜŘ ŀƭƭ Řŀȅ ƭƻƴƎΦ  L ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎƛŎƪ ǘƘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
faking it.  All day Grandma came into my room and tried to make me comfortable.  She gave me 
some of the simple drugs in use then.  But nothing helped.  Finally, she dropped to her knees, 
put her arm around me and talked to the Lord like they were the best of friends. 
 
ά[ƻǊŘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƴƛƎƘ ǳƴǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŀƭƭ ŘŀȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ  ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ 
ŎƘƛƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǎǳŦŦŜǊ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦ  L ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƭƭ L Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƘƛƳΦ  L 
ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘ - - ǿƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ƻǾŜǊ ŀŘ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǎƻƳŜ help and rest.  He needs it Lord, and I 
ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ  tƭŜŀǎŜ [ƻǊŘΣ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǊŜǎǘΦέ 
 
{ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ǳǇΣ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ  ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƴƻǿΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  bƻ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǎƘŜ ƭŜŦt the room than I fell asleep without 
another whimper.  I slept soundly and was ready to get out of bed the next day. 
 
It always surprised and delighted me to observe the effectiveness Grandma had with her 
character.  I am sure that she been miffed at anyone, she could have easily fetched a battling 
stick and walloped the daylights out of anyone that got in her way. 
 
I recall I was sick again on another occasion when Grandma visited us.  I had been taking certain 
drugs and was being kept on a very strict diet - - or rather a starvation diet.  I began to feel 
frightened and tried to get out of bed.  But I was too weak.  Then I tried to call to Mother and 
Grandma, who were in the kitchen.  But as I tried to call, I was completely inaudible.  
Fortunately, one of my sisters saw the predicament I was in and ran to Mother.  Grandma 
rushed in first as usual.  She reached down and took me in her arms and asked me where it 
ƘǳǊǘΦ  L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ōǳǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ  DǊŀƴŘƳŀ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƛǘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎΦ  bƻ 
doubt she was testing me, because she was seated in a rocking chair.  I tried to sit up, but my 
effort was futile. I was conscious but awfully frightened.  Grandma began rocking and chanting.  
{ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǾŜƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƛŘΣ ά[ƻǊŘΣ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘis poor child, help this poor 
ŎƘƛƭŘΦέ  {ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ǊŜǇŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƛǘΣ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊΦ  {ƘŜ ǎƘŜŘ ƴƻ ǘŜŀǊǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ - - they 
were in her voice as she pleaded.  Soon afterwards, she asked me a simple question and I 
answered her.  Then she took me back to bed after I could feebly raise myself up in her lap.  As 
she laid me down, she whispered for me to rest.  In a few minutes, I had all my facilities back. 
 
After that, Grandma left and went to the house of one of her sons.  She never did pay us 
another long visit.  I was told that Grandma loved my father and sat on the side of his bed with 
her arm around him until he drew his last breath and was still in death.  When I get to heaven, I 
want to ask my father if she gave him the comfort she did me. 
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If Grandma was anything, she was a human being with human qualities and an excellent judge 
of human passions.  I disregarded whatever faults she had and recall that twice she called upon 
the Lord and he brought me back to life.  She would readily admit she was a sinner and would 
ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ŀǎ ƻƴŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ άDƻŘ ǎƴŀǘŎƘŜǎ ƳŜ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛƴƴŜǊǎΦέ  DǊŀƴŘƳŀ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 
took a joke on herself as amusing and delightful as if it was on someone else. 
 
Many times when I go to Lake Butler, I go to the New River Cemetery, to ǎŜŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƎǊŀǾŜΦ  
Then I go over to the Elzeȅǎ /ƘŀǇŜƭ /ŜƳŜǘŜǊȅ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƎǊŀǾŜΦ  DǊŀƴŘƳŀΩǎ ƎǊŀǾŜ ƛǎ 
there too.  The last time I was there, an amusing thought came to me as I looked at her grave.  I 
ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ άL ōŜǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻƳŜƴt, Grandma has a bunch of angels crowded around her.  
{ƘŜΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŀǳƴŎƘŜǎΣ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŘŜǾƛƭƳŜƴǘΦέ  L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŦǊŀƛƴ ŦǊƻƳ 
chuckling, because of every time I saw Grandma, she had some sort of devilment going. 
 
There are those in my family, on both sides, who cannot accept the fact that people are people, 
and that people generally follow a rather general pattern of life common to all.  I am sure they 
would cast the first stone, forgetting the days when youth and strength flowed through their 
veins.  I lived those days, and I have not forgotten that others are as human as I was then.  If I 
am to write that which I remember, I have no intentions of writing only the good.  For one 
ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƻƻ ǎƘƻǊǘΦ  !ƭǎƻΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩt be writing what I remember, because I 
recall that which we praise and that which we damn. 
 
My brother, who was about 17 years old, was staying with Grandma when she lived at Raiford.  
This was a small town then, long before they established the prison farm there.  Also staying 
with Grandma then was this matron who, it seemed, enjoyed the pleasures of life.  Brother had 
found out that she would not cry out, if anyone approached her bower in the dark of night.  
With a scheme all worked out, Brother went to bed.  The house was dark, and he could hear 
Grandma breathing deeply in her sleep.  He was sure that it would be safe for him to do a little 
sleep walking.  He arose, silently sneaked out of his room and seemed well on his way to gentle 
bliss.  But then he walked into a rocking chair - - deliberately laid across his path.  In his 
ƳƻƳŜƴǘǳƳΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŎǊŀǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ  Lǘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦ ƘŀŘ 
fallen in.  He arose, grasping at the hope that Grandma had not awakened.  Silence fell upon 
ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ  ¢ƘŜƴ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ DǊŀƴŘƳŀ ōƻƻƳŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ǊƻƻƳΣ άhƘ ȅŜǎΣ ŘŀƳƴ 
ȅƻǳΦ  L ƪƴŜǿ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳΦέ  ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ  {ƻ ŘƛŘ .ǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
reach his bed.  The next day, nothing was said about the matter. 
 
In what I have written, I am not sure if I have indicated that we were actually poor people.  We 
were poor, very poor.  I may say we had plenty to eat.  At certain times of the year, it was good 
food.  One of the times was when fresh corn, tomatoes, okra, peas, watermelons, plums, 
peaches and other tempting vegetables and fruits were in season.  None of these lasted too 
long, as the techniques of modern day canning were not known then.  Only a few glass jars of 
fruit were put up, and a good bit of that spoiled. 
 
There were two other brief periods when we ate well.  Those were at cane grinding time and 
hog killing time.  The cane had to be ground before the frost came.  We would put up some of 
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the syrup in barrels for our own use.  The barrels were never sealed, though.  When the first 
hot weather came, the syrup would start to sour.  Then it only had a slight resemblance to 
syrup. 
 
We dug sweet potatoes and kept them by laying down a heavy carpet of pine straw.  The 
potatoes were placed on this heap.  Then there was another heavy layer of pine straw placed 
on this heap.  Then they were heavily covered with dirt.  Generally, they kept well under this 
covering, and the older they were, the better they were.  Meat was hung in the smoke house.   
Middlings, hams and shoulders would keep for months after being smoked and cured.  There 
was a limited amount of sausage.  The lard was fried and stored in big tin cans.  If we were 
cautious and not wasteful, it would last us the whole year.  After cane grinding and hog killing 
times, we would subsist on a diet of grits, bacon (in limited amounts), biscuits, syrup and sweet 
potatoes.  For special occasions, like Sunday dinner, we usually had a chicken with rice or 
dumplings.  We had fresh fish occasionally, maybe two or three times a year. 
 
Also helping out was the practice of ordering a barrel of fresh mullet from Key West.  Generally 
speaking, I must say that we had plenty to eat, but all of us suffered from some degree of 
malnutrition.  This was because of the lack of a variety of good food.  We had none of the fruits, 
cereals and appetizing foods that children need.  If one of us was rosy cheeked and healthy 
looking, it was purely coincidental.  IF one of us was sickly and puny - - as I definitely was - - it 
was difficult for him or her to eat a sufficient amount of the food we had to get well.  Dad and 
Mother tried to get the best things they could for us.  I will especially give Dad credit in this 
respect.  When I was sick for so long, and would mention something I would like to eat, he 
would leave his work and see if he could find it.  The other children were sick from time to time 
too, and always looked pale except for the best times of the year.  It was not easy to feed seven 
children and two adults. 
 
We could have fared much better, if we had had some of the modern day conveniences, such 
as a refrigerator and deep freeze.  The best in use at that time was an ice box.  But it was little 
use for our purposes, and we could not have afforded it anyhow.  The only time we had ice was 
on the Fourth of July, for lemonade.  Occasionally, we would make ice cream.  As for milk and 
other things we needed, we did not have them. 
 
For transportation, we always had a fairly good buggy, which was used mostly for impressive 
purposes.  If the whole family went anywhere, we had to use the wagon.  We always had a 
good horse, because we had to have one for work.  Our clothes usually consisted of a Sunday 
suit and work clothes.  We went barefooted most of the time until we grew older, except 
ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ŎƻƭŘ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊΦ  ²Ŝ ǎŀǾŜŘ ƻǳǊ ǎƘƻŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜǊ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƎƻƴŜ 
straight through a full term of school after I became big enough to work.  We had to stop 
attending school to help plant crops and later on to help gather them.  The school terms were 
short anyway.  I entered high school at the Montverde School, a private school, at the age of 
19. 
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I was 14 years old in the autumn of 1917.  I believe most people would agree that my I.Q. was 
fairly above average for that age, although my physical stature was more like a youngster of 11 
or 12.  I was, of course, at the impressionable age.  We had lived at the Green place long 
enough to be acquainted with the neighbors.  I think I had friendly relations with all of them 
exceǇǘ !ǳƴǘ CƭƻǊŜƴŎŜΣ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩs wife.  Aunt Florence let it be quietly known that 
they owned our place and that we were just living on it.  This did not make us happy because 
we knew they owned no part of it.  There was no issue made of the matter, however. 
 
It was odd that the people for whom our place was named.  Osgood Green and family, lived as 
ƻǳǊ ŀŘƧƻƛƴƛƴƎ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊΦ  L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŀƳŜǎΦ  L Řƻ 
remember one of his daughters was gathering wood once and was bitten on the hand by 
something poisonous.  It was generally thought to be a moccasin.  They had quite a time of it to 
save her life.  Her hand was gnarled almost to the pointy of being completely useless as a result 
of the bite. 
 
At this time, I had no sweetheart ς I thought of Era somewhat.  She was a quiet, pleasant girl.  
Our pathways to school converged a short distance from her house, and we usually walked 
together.  Of course, the other children in her family and mine walked with us.  I thought it was 
ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀǊƻǳǎŜŘ ŀƴȅ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎƳ ƛƴ ƳŜΦ 
 
At the age of 14, I did not have the physical development of that age.  There was bound to 
formulate natural adolescent thoughts which were also naturally fleeting.  Sometimes those 
thoughts would formulate in the form of a dream.  We have all had numbers of dreams in our 
lifetime - - some unpleasant, some pleasant, but all having one or more common 
characteristics.  They were generally nebulous and never quite clear.  Many times, they were 
mystifying or thought provoking. 
 
One of my dreams went like this: 
 
It was the last day of school.  Era and I were walking to school when it started to rain.  The only 
shelter available at the moment was a pig pen.  Pig pens generally are dirty.  But this one was 
ŎƭŜŀƴΦ  !ƴŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƛƴƪ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜƴ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǎǘǊŀǿ ƛƴ ƛǘΦ  ²Ŝ ƭŀƛŘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀǿ 
and watched the rain fall.  The straw tickled a bit, and made you seem restless and feel the 
need to move about considerably.  Also, it caused a sudden sharp feeling of bliss for a few 
ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎΣ ǿƘȅ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ 
 
At the time, it seemed as if the pig pen was built there, and kept clean, so people would have 
some shelter from the rain.  I remember I had on my best Sunday pants, and was worried about 
them getting wet.  If I had, Mother would have had to iron them.  Era had on her Sunday dress 
too.   
 
Laying there with Era, I was thinking about the last day of school. I always liked the last day, 
because you always dressed your best for it.  The teacher usually had spelling bees then too, 
and sometimes would give awards to her best student.  I won an award that year, with Miss 
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Zada Green, my teacher, presenting it to me.  I knew I was going to receive it beforehand, since 
I had crawled under the school house and heard her commend me to the other students.  It 
was sort of hard for me to act surprised before all the people when they presented the awards, 
since I knew I was going to get one.  All I could say was thank you. 
 
The rain and that clean pig pen.  It was odd that only Era and I had been caught there by the 
rain that day.  We laid there on the straw, looking at each other, and talking.  Even if the straw 
did tickle and make you move about, I liked it there.  When the rain stopped, and we began to 
ōǊǳǎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀǿ ƻŦŦ ƻǳǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΣ L ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŀǊǇΣ ƪŜŜƴ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƻŦ ōƭƛǎǎΦ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ 
happened to that pig pen.  I thought about it a great deal. 
 
I had mentioned that Aunt Florence implied she and her husband, Uncle Tuck, owned our place.  
¦ƴŎƭŜ ¢ǳŎƪΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜΣ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ 5ŀŘ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǘƎŀƎŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ 
and have us give him a warranty deed.  From what Dad said, Uncle Tuck said we could pay off 
the warranty deed when we could.  Uncle Tuck implied the warranty deed was no more 
harmful than a verbal promise.  But a warranty deed is the best title you can give for land.  The 
maker of the deed warrants the title assures its soundness and legality.  This offer offended 
Mother, and she said if we were going to lose the place, we could lose it to Col. Weeks.  We had 
owed the mortgage ever since we took over the place.  Mother had been to sere Col. Weeks 
each year and told him we could not pay the principal.  She said she wanted to pay the interest, 
unless he wanted to take the place.  Col. Weeks (God bless his name) told her the arrangement 
ǿŀǎ ŦƛƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ  IŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘΣ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ǘƻΦ  
άL ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  IŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
worried about the money and told Mother not to worry either. 
 
During the autumn of 1917, cotton prices were good and we planted and picked a rather 
sizeable crop.  On selling the cotton, we carried the proceeds from each sale to Col. Weeks until 
we had paid off the entire mortgage.  He seemed as happy for us as we were for ourselves.  Col. 
Weeks had never foreclosed a mortgage on anyone, although he held many.  He never lost 
money on one either. 
 
How happy we were to have our home, humble as it was, clear and free of all debt.  We also 
bought ourselves a car, a Ford.  We were one of the first poor families to be able to own a car.  
Now we could go somewhere without riding in the wagon.  It was not a new car, but it was a 
good one.  I can stiƭƭ ǎŜŜ aƻǘƘŜǊ άǎŎǊŀǇƛƴƎέ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǘǘƻƴ ŦƛŜƭŘΣ ǘƘŜ {Ŝŀ LǎƭŀƴŘ Ŏƻǘǘƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƎǊŜǿ 
so tall that you had to bend the stalk to get to the cotton.  When winter came, we had our own 
home, a car, good clothes and food, and money in the bank at Lake Butler. 
 
We were people again, not slaves.  The best part of it was that we had gotten all this honestly. 
 
The next spring, we had to drop out of school to work in the fields and plant the crops.  Mother 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǎƛŎƪΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŀƛn in the house, even 
though she was not in bed all the time.  Anna Funchetts, who lived in one of the tenant houses 
ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ŦŀǊƳΣ ŜƴŦƻǊŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΦ  !ƴƴŀ ǊŜƴǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ 
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the family.  She and her husband David had good educations.  Wherever Anna was, there was a 
ŎƭŜŀƴƭƛƴŜǎǎΦ  !ƴƴŀ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƳǇƭƻȅŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ aƻǘƘŜǊΦ  {ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ 
own.  She was rather white for a Negro. 
 
Whenever Mother became sick, I was very concerned.  I used to watch her every reaction when 
she was ill.  Mother had an odd difficulty with her throat.  She would begin with a shallow dry 
cough, and quickly it would worsen to the point where she would gasp for air.  Only a glass of 
water seemed to help.  She told me that she almost died once because she could not reach a 
house and get some water.  From that moment on, I was extremely observant anytime Mother 
began to cough.  Anytime she started, I made sure she could get a glass of water off the table 
by her bed, or I would rush her a glass myself.  If I left home for the night, I made someone 
ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǉǳǘ ŀ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ƻŦ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǊŜŀŎƘΣ ƻǊ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎƻΦ  L ǿŀǎ ŘŜǾƻǘŜŘ ǘƻ 
her. 
 
One time during her illness, I recall that Mother stood in the doorway and looked disconsolately 
across the fields.  In later years, I have been reminded that she surely must have been thinking, 
άL ƭƻƻƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŜƴŎŜ ŎƻƳŜǘƘ Ƴȅ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘΦέ  {ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ !ƴƴŀ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ L 
will walk out in the field for a short while.  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘǳǊǘ ƳŜ ƛŦ L Ǝƻ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦέ  !ƴƴŀ 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǉǳǘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΦ  άhƘ ƴƻ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ  ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦέ  {ƘŜ 
ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ aƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΦ  ά¸ƻǳ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
take care of these ǎŜǾŜƴ ȅƻǳƴƎǎǘŜǊǎΚέ  !ƴƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  aƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ !ƴƴŀΩǎ ŘŜƳŀƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ 
told her she was going to lie down.  She did not want the shades drawn, so she could see the 
fields.  I became greatly concerned when I heard Dad tell one of the other children that it looks 
like Mother is going to die, despite all we can do. 
 
Mother had been told she must have an operation.  She refused.  I can hardly blame her, for an 
operation in those days was sheer butchery.  If it was a major operation, it was generally 
considered fatal.  My brother Barney came to visit with Mother, and they were talking while 
she was leaning on one arm.  Dad had come in from the field.  Suddenly, I heard him tell 
someone to bring him a pan of water and a towel.  I became frightened as there was alarm in 
5ŀŘΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ  L ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ŀ ǇŀƴΣ ǊǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǳƳǇ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ 
aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳΣ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ ŀ ǘƻǿŜƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΦ  !ǎ L ǿŜƴǘ ƛƴΣ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŘŀǎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ 
ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ǘƻ 5ŀŘΩǎ ƻǊŘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΦ  L ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ pan and towel to him as 
he knelt beside Mother, working and calling to her.  I returned to the door and looked back, 
ǿŜŜǇƛƴƎΦ  L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ  L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴ ƻƴŎŜΣ 
although Dad was working frantically.  Anna came to the door and put her around me.  She 
ǎŀƛŘΣ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ - - ȅƻǳǊ aƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦŀƛƴǘŜŘΦέ  
Anna was lying to help me.  She knew what was happening.  I knew that Mother was not the 
fainting kind.  Furthermore, no one had to tell me she was dying. 
 
Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ƛƴƴŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ άǘƘŜ Řŀȅ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƳŜΦέ  L ŘŀǎƘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŎǊȅƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ 
I ran and ran.  I cried and cried until I could hardly breathe.  I ran into Uncle Tuck coming to the 
house and told him aƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŀŘΦ  DŜƴǘƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀǎǎǳǊŀƴŎŜΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ άaŀȅōŜ ƴƻǘΦέ  L 
started to run again, crying as I ran.  Finally, I stood still and wept in pure deep dark 
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desperation.  There was now no one I wanted to turn to, or no place I wanted to go.  Mother 
was mine, and now she was dead.  I could think of no consolation, no one I cared for - - just 
Mother.  It was almost more than I could comprehend and certainly a strain on my sickly, weak 
body.  It seemed as if I was standing in an open broad field, with nothing in front of me.  As I 
stool there crying, I heard my sister crying.  I regained my sense of reality at that moment and 
returned to the house. 
 
Dad was leaning on the yard fence, crying.  I could not stand all this.  I believe I would have 
started running again, if I had not been so weak.  My older brother, Tom, spoke to me, and 
ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ  IŀŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƳŜΣ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛƎƘǘŜǎǘ ƛŘŜŀ 
what I would have done or where I would have gone.  I would not stay in or near our house - - 
Mother was in there and she was dead.  In such a confused and distressed condition, I actually 
built up a resentment toward her for deserting me.  I cared for no one else like I cared for her.  I 
loved her, and she was the only one who cared for me as much as I liked.  She loved me, and I 
loved her, and I did everything I could all the time to help her.  I harbored the resentment that 
she had deserted me, even though it was in my subconscious. 
 
The funeral was held at Elzeys Chapel at 2:00 pm on April 23, 1918.  Prior to the service, I 
returned home after having spent the night with Tom.  I was the baby of the Hendricks family, 
ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƻŦ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎƛȄ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦ  !ǎ ǎǳŎƘΣ L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ǇǊŜŦŜǊŜƴǘƛŀƭ ǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ 
position had been enhanced by the fact that I had been ill so often in the last few years.  I kept 
expecting and longing for attention on these last two days because of what seemed like the 
hopelessness of my future. 
 
The funeral parlor was virtually unknown in those days and was well beyond the means of the 
poorer families.  Mother was dressed and laid on a cooling board in the house.  I came in the 
gate behind Tom.  I seemed like every seat, and almost all available space, in the house was 
taken.  There were horses and buggies everywhere outside.  There seemed to be more people 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ L ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ  aȅ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦǳƴŜǊŀƭ ǊŜƳƛƴŘǎ ƳŜ ƻŦ ŀ ŦǳƴŜǊŀƭ L 
attended in 1961. 
 
The mother of Dr. Gatliff, who lived only one block from me in Plant City, had suddenly passed 
away.  Only the day before her death, she had told her little granddaughter to ask me if I would 
come over to her house.  She liked to talk.  I was greatly shocked when the doctor notified me 
of her death and told me they would take her body to Georgia, for burial in a family plot, 
following the brief services in the church across the street.  I asked, and the request was 
granted, to send a pillow bouquet, which was pinned to her dress.  I was deeply appreciative of 
this privilege.  She loved them. 
 
At the servicŜǎΣ L ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ DŀǊȅ DŀǘƭƛŦŦΣ 5ǊΦ DŀǘƭƛŦŦΩǎ ǎƻƴΦ  IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŜǾŜƴ ƻǊ ŜƛƎƘǘ 
years old at the time.  When he was a baby, he would cross the lawn many times to trot about 
at my heels while I was working.  He would go with me to the farm and had an occasional meal 
with me.  He warmed my heart many times when he would throw his arms around my neck and 
ǎŀȅΣ άL ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΦέ  ¢ƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻƴŜ ōƭƻŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ 5ǊΦ DŀǘƭƛŦŦΩǎ ƘƻƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘǿƻ 
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ōƭƻŎƪǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƳƛƴŜΦ  !ǎ L ǿŀǎ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘΣ ƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ family was walking at right angles 
to me.  When Gary saw me, he broke from his family and rant to my side.  I naturally put my 
arm around his should and drew him close, I dared not say anything to him as I knew he was 
the heart and soul of Granny, who he loved very much.  As we walked through rows of parked 
ŎŀǊǎΣ DŀǊȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άaǊΦ IŜƴŘǊƛŎƪǎΣ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 
 
ά¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǎƻƴΣέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘŜǘŜŎǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ   
 
άLǘ ƛǎ ǘƻƻ ōŀŘ DǊŀƴƴȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƳΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣέ DŀǊȅ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ  
άDƻŘ ŘƛŘ ƛǘΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ IŜΣ aǊΦ IŜƴŘǊƛŎƪǎΚέ 
 
ά¸Ŝǎ ǎƻƴΣ DƻŘ ŘƛŘ ƛǘΦ  IŜ ƭƻǾŜǎ DǊŀƴƴȅ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǿŜ Řƻ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦέ  
L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǿƛƭƭ ŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōrief conversation with the youngster. 
 
As I entered the yard gate at our home, I paused and looked into the house.  I saw what I did 
not want to see - - my mother lying on the cooling board.  There were those gathering around, 
preparing to put her body into the casket.  The sight was almost unbearable.  I walked on 
ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ  !ǎ L ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǊŎƘΣ ŀ ƭŀŘȅΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΦ  L 
ǘƻƻƪ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ-in-law, Aunt Sarah.  This was 
the most heartwarming gesture that had been made to me since Mother died.  Aunt Sarah 
pulled me upon the porch and sat me beside her on a bench.  I always loved her, and always 
will. 
 
aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ casket was placed in a heavy pine box and placed on a wagon drawn by two fine 
horses.  As the driver moved the team toward the cemetery, single riders and horses and 
buggies lined up behind.  I cannot recall if I was riding with my oldest sister, Amanda, and her 
husband, John, or with someone else.  But it seems as if John, after surveying the length of the 
ŎƻǊǘŜƎŜΣ ǎŀƛŘ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǿǎ Ƙƻǿ ŦŀǊ ƘŜǊ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƘƛƴŜŘΦέ  ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΦ 
 
I remember every detail of the burial.  The cortege wound its way past many farms.  At a rather 
large farm, I recall there were a number of Negroes hoeing cotton.  A Negro woman asked who 
was being buried.  On being informed, she hung her head and leaned on a fence, crying.  The 
others stood at attention.  I shall always appreciate the honor shown. 
 
Elzeys Chapel Cemetery was one ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘȅΦ  aŀƴȅ ƻŦ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŀŘ 
been buried there and others have since.  I recall her final resting place was a clean, dry plot on 
a rolling hill.  I cannot say it was beautiful, but it was attractive. 
 
The box containing the casket was turned upside down, and the casket was set upon the box 
beside the grave.  The customary manner of conducting a funeral was to open the casket, with 
the minister standing at the head of the body.  Several well known hymns were sung and the 
minister delivered the sermon.  Following a prayer, the family and friends of the deceased were 
invited to walk by the casket and view the remains for the last time.  As the last persons filed 
past, the singers would sing a final song.  While a few men held the casket, others turned the 
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box over.  The casket was placed in the box and a top was fastened with heavy screws.  Ropes 
were placed under the box and the pallbearers would slowly lower it into the grave.  As a final 
act, the box was covered with earth. 
 
During the ceremony, I had paused well out on the edge of the crowd.  I wanted someone to 
give me some attention and help.  But no one did.  I stood crying as the people were filing past 
the open casket.  Someone took me by the arm and asked me if I wanted to see Mother.  I was 
ƭŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ƻƴŜ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ  ¢ƻ Ƴȅ ƎǊƛŜŦ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƴŜƭƛƴŜǎǎ ǿŀǎ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǎƘƻŎƪΦ  L 
ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƘŜŀƭǘƘȅ ƭƻƻƪ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ǘŀƴΦ  .ǳǘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ L 
observed her face being extremely pale.  I turned away and was led to a chair.  I cried openly, 
ǊŜǇŜŀǘƛƴƎΣ άL ǿŀƴǘ Ƴȅ aƻǘƘŜǊΦέ  L Ŏŀƴ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƴΣ ǇŀƭŜ ŦŀŎŜ ƻŦ aƻǘƘŜǊΦ  L ƘŀǾŜ 
ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ƻŦ ŀ ŘŜŀŘ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜΦ  aȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƭƻǎǎΦ 
 
I returned home with Dad and my brothers and sisters.  I stayed there about 10 days, 
developing the feeling that this would never be my home.  Even though I loved my brothers and 
sisters, I had the feeling that I should never submit to the authority of Dad since Mother was 
gone.  With the assistance of my brothers and sisters, I ran away, never to return except for 
short visits. 
 
On leaving, I began a completely different life. 
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CHAPTER II  

 

Convict. . . or?  
 
In the lives of many of us there have been times when ς because of our actions, inclinations and 
emotions ς it was difficult to know how thin the line was between condemnation and success, 
between citizen and convict -  how near we came to one and attained the other. 
 
Shortly after Mother had died, we went on a week-end visit.  Exactly where, I cannot recall.  
Returning home, I could not decide whether or not I was going to leave home.  My older 
brothers and others advised me to leave.  But Miss Liza Dukes (God bless her memory) advised 
to remain with the other children.  She told me they would need me and, also, that I would miss 
them. 
 
I remember I definitely made up my mind.  I did not want Dad to ever lay a hand on me again.  
To me, it was a matter of getting along with him ς a condition I was skeptical of maintaining ς 
or leavƛƴƎΦ  L ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎŜŘ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 5ŀŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ƴƛǎǎ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƻǎŜ 
anything when I left him.  I had dull pangs of regret that he did not care, while harboring a deep 
wish that he did care so that I would be able to respond.  In spite of my resentment toward 
him, he was the only father I had ever known. 
 
Just after we returned home from that particular weekend visit, I sat on the porch and gazed 
out across the fields in a half-contented, pensive mood.  Dad started to walk toward the fields, 
ǘƘŜƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άDƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƻŦŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƎƻƻŘ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΦ 
 
ά¸Ŝǎ ǎƛǊΣέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ  L ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƻǎǘ ƛƴ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇƭŀǘƛƻƴΦ 
 
5ŀŘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻǊŜ ǎǘŜǇǎΣ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΣ άL ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƻŦŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƎƻƻŘ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΦ  LŦ 
ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀǎ L ǎŀȅΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƛǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΦέ 
 
My contemplation was shattered!  His forceful demand and strict tone of voice were 
unreasonable.  I will swear to this day that I believe Dad, at the moment, was going into the 
fields with his άƎƻƻŘ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎέ ƻƴΦ  L Ǝƻǘ ǳǇΣ ǿŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΦ  L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŦŜŜƭ L 
could stand another encounter with him.  He had never been so rude before. 
 
I was told later that my Uncle Tuck lectured Dad and told him he must teach me, in the 
beginning, to do what he said ς and to do it promptly!  He also told Dad I should be taught who 
is the boss.  I do not know whether this was true or not.  But I do know, whatever the reason, 
this made up my mind promptly.  Dad was not going to tolerate any deviations or indulge me in 
the least ς ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƻ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻΦ  L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ƻƴƭȅ Ŏƻƴǘƛƴǳŀƭ 
ŎƭŀǎƘŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΦ  ²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ƭƛǾŜ ŀ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΣ ŀƴƎǊȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎŜƴǘŦǳƭ ƭƛŦŜΚ  LΩŘ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ 
live with Uncle Dennis. 
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Deciding to leave, I suddenly realized I would become on orphan boy.  I gave myself a few 
moments of meditation in retrospect.  But I quickly dismissed them, because I was about to 
ŜǎŎŀǇŜΣ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΣ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ 5ŀŘΩǎ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǘȅΦ  ²Ƙŀǘ ŦŜǿ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ L ǘǳŎƪŜd 
under my arm.  I walked through the woods toward Dukes Station.  A passenger train bound for 
Jacksonville as due at nine in the morning.  It generally was on time, and I tried to arrive at the 
station to meet it. 
 
I had been watching Dad, very carefully, as he worked the field.  I did not want him to see me in 
the woods, because it would be obvious to him what I was up to.  I had a secret compact with 
my brothers and sisters that if Dad discovered my absence, they would say they knew nothing 
about it.  It would take Dad a few minutes to overtake me on a horse if he found out in time.  
Failing to do this, he would still have a few minutes to call the sheriff at Lake Butler and have 
me yanked off the train.  I understand that he did call the marshal in Raiford and asked that I be 
held for Uncle Dennis.  Whether or not he contacted the marshal, and whether or not the 
marshal contacted Uncle Dennis, I cannot say.  But I was not hindered in any way.  I made my 
escape. 
 
¦ƴŎƭŜ 5ŜƴƴƛǎΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƻƭŘŜǊ ōǊƻǘhers, asked Mother many times to let me come 
ŀƴŘ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ  Iƛǎ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǎǘ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǿŀǎ bŀƴƴƛŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōƻȅ 
around.  All of his sons were grown and away from home.  Uncle Dennis was rich, and I looked 
forward to having good clothes to wear all the time.  Since he had a store, I though, perhaps, I 
could work there and maybe even get free candy and drinks.  When school started, I would be 
able to attend for a full term without having to drop out to help plant and gather crops. 
 
L ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ǳƴŎƭŜΩǎ ƘƻƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƴƻƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŀǊǊƛǾŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǎǳǇǇŜǊ ǘƛƳŜΦ  L ŀǘŜ ƭǳƴŎƘ 
and spent the afternoon looking around town.  When Uncle Dennis came home, I had supper 
ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣ !ǳƴǘ {ŀǊŀƘΣ ŀƴŘ {ŀŘƛŜΣ !ǳƴǘ {ŀǊŀƘΩǎ ƴƛŜŎŜΦ  L ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ Ƴy surprise at the evening 
meal.  Uncle Dennis asked me if I wanted to work and live with them as one of the family, or, if I 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƪ ŀǎ ŀ ƭŀōƻǊŜǊ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ǇŀƛŘ ǿŀƎŜǎΣ LΩŘ ǘƘŜƴ Ǉŀȅ ōƻŀǊŘΦ 
 
I promptly replied that I would prefer to work as a member oŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƛǘΣ 
but it surprised me to realize I was going to have to work.  Uncle Dennis was rich, I was sure, 
ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ƘƛƳ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ 
him. 
 
άhƘ ǿŜƭƭΣέ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ άǘƘere would not be much go do, and I have good clothes.  School would be 
ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǎƻƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǉǳƛǘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƴΦέ 
 
Uncle Dennis told me to wear some work clothes in the morning and promised to tell me what 
he wanted done.  Aunt Sarah showed me to my room.  This was one compensation, at least!  
For the first time in my life, I had my own room.  The bed was clean and all the furniture 
appeared attractive.  I went to bed, but sleep did not come quickly, because I was thinking of 
the sudden turn of events. 
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I was awakened the nest morning by Aunt Sarah poking the bedroom floor with a broom 
ƘŀƴŘƭŜΦ  L ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻƻŘΦ  Dǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
eat too well.  When Uncle Dennis finished, he told me to come with him.  He put me to work 
piddling job, saying that when I finished it, he and I would go to the Cason place.  It was early 
for a rich man to be at work and early for him to be putting me to work, although I had gone to 
work much earlier at home.  He went to the store and to the mill.  After awhile, he came back 
ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ /ŀǎƻƴ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ  IŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŘƛǎǇƭŜŀǎŜŘΦ  L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǎƪΦ  L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ 
ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǎǘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ƳǳŎƘ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜΦ 
 
We went to the Cason place and attempted to work some cattle, changing them to a different 
ŦƛŜƭŘΦ  L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎƘƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǇǘƛǘǳŘŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƪΦ  !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ¦ƴŎƭŜ 5Ŝƴƴƛǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƛǘ 
was evident he thought I was practically useless on this job.  He assigned to other tasks that day 
and, frankly, I did not show much aptitude or enthusiasm about any of the work.  I felt I had not 
come there to work and was simply playing out the time until school started.  This was early 
May ς long before school would open.  I felt that Uncle Dennis, being rich, did not need my 
work when he had so many other men working for him.  At that time, he was considered a 
smart, wealthy businessman.  He owned his home ς the finest one in the little town of Raiford.  
He owned a two-story brick building, housing a general merchandise store and a bank.  He also 
owned a cotton gin, grist mill, six farms of varying sizes, and the equipment and animals to do 
the farm work.  He would finance a farmer for whatever fertilizer, feed, food and clothing, he 
needed until his crop was made.  Then the farmer would pay him back by selling the produce 
and giving him the money.  Also, the farmers would sell their cotton to Uncle Dennis.  Since he 
had gins, this was the most acceptable method of paying bills. 
 
I grieved about Mother a good bit, especially when I was alone.  Uncle Dennis assigned me one 
small job after another, and I never did any of them very quickly or well.  Finally, in desperation, 
Uncle Dennis assigned me to assist someone else to do something, since I did not do well alone.  
Slowly, I became discontented.  Some weeks later, I had not received the good clothes I 
expected, any money, or even a piece of candy.  I, of course, always had plenty to eat. 
 
I went to the Cason place one day.  My older brothers had moved there to sharecrop.  One of 
them was getting his bait and tackle ready to go fishing.  Seeing him with his cane pole made 
me remember this was the sort of fishing I had been used to at home.  The sight immediately 
caused a strong case of nostalgia, and I became more discontented to remain with Uncle 
Dennis.  His wealth did not benefit me directly and immediately.  I then went to live with one of 
my brothers. 
 
I did not stay with the brother very long, so I came back to Uncle Dennis again.  If I was a bit 
slothful on my first stay with him, my grades surely did not improve during my second stay.  His 
grandson was visiting with him, and this gave me someone to connive with. 
 
Connive we did!  His grandson was not old enough to be expected to do much, and so I happily 
followed suit.  He sent us to the farm once riding fine horses.  Both of us rode well.  We raced 
the horses as much as possible, even though it was hot weather.  When Uncle Dennis found 
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ƻǳǘΣ ƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴŜŘ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ǳǎΦ  !ƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƭƭΗ  ²Ŝ ƘƛŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊe and he had to roust us 
ƻǳǘΦ  ²Ŝ ƳŀŘŜ ƳƛǎŎƘƛŜŦΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ¦ƴŎƭŜ 5Ŝƴƴƛǎ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŎǊŀƳΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜΣ 
because I had become restless again. 
 
I then went to live with another brother, Butler.  I was a bit more contented, because near his 
ƘƻǳǎŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ŀ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘƻƳ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊƻƳǇΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŎƻǳǎƛƴΩǎ Ŧƻƭƪǎ ƘŀŘ ŀ bŜƎǊƻ ōƻȅ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ 
them.  My cousin and I took him into our society and, between the three of us, we could get 
into enough mischief to keep us fairly content.  We got our hides tanned a few times. 
 
While living with Butler on the Drew Addison place, three important things happened.  First, I 
attended school.  It was a country school at Johnstown.  I took advantage of the quality of my 
teachers.  I began in the sixth grade and, although the term was short, I passed to the seventh 
grade.  Butler had planned on me helping him with his crop when school was out.  But I was in a 
restless age at that time ς a dangerous age ς the age when a youngster is unstable. 
 
I slipped away from Butler and went back again, to Uncle Dennis.  Right after supper on the day 
I returned, we had a talk.  I told Uncle Dennis that if he would let go to school during the next 
term, I would work hard and try to earn my keep.  He counseled me. 
 
ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ .ǳǘƭŜǊ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ŎǊƻǇΦ  IŜ ƛǎ ŘŜǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΦ  
Now if you leave, he will be caught with his plans which will result in waste.  You can do a lot of 
work if you will. You are growing up now.  At your age and size, I did a lot of work.  You should 
go back and stay with Butler until he lays by his crop.  (This was an expression used in those 
days to indicate a farmer had done all the work necessary to grow the crop and would not work 
on it any more).  After that, if you want to come back here and do the work given you until 
ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǎǘŀǊǘǎ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ 
 
9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƳŜΣ L ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ .ǳǘƭŜǊ ƭŀȅ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ŎǊƻǇΦ  L Ǌŀƴ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ 
place once, and act that resulted in him coming after me.  He gave me a good trashing ς 
punishment which I resented very much.  He told me I would have to stop running from one 
place to another and would have to stay with him.  He had not reckoned with my 
determination.  I had no intentions of letting someone else threaten my independence.  A few 
days later, I ran away again to Uncle Dennis. 
 
I might have been small and puny, but I was not quite stupid.  In fact, if I became determined, I 
could match wits with most common folks.  My maneuver of running away to Uncle Dennis was 
an open and defiant declaration of my independence.  I knew Butler would not come to Uncle 
Dennis to enforce his edict.  I returned shortly afterward and advised Butler that Uncle Dennis 
had told me to help him (Butler) with his crops, and then I could go to Uncle Dennis and attend 
school.  I made it clear this was what I intended to do.  There was no issue raised. 
 
In the talk I had with Uncle Dennis, I assured him I would not shirk work the way I had in the 
past.  I told him I would do whatever work he assigned me.  Upon finishing it, I promised I 
would report to him for the next job he had in mind.  I told him I would keep busy as long as he 



 32 

had something for me to do, and to complete it to the best of my ability.  I also promised that 
when school opened, I would work hard with my books and ask teachers for help to pass in 
school.  I realized I had skipped two grades, and that it would take some extra effort to pass the 
seventh grade, since I could not take advantage of teachers in the Raiford School.  They were 
more competent and would require more thorough work.  But I was determined to succeed at 
both work and school because I wanted to be a success like Uncle Dennis. 
 
Aside from being a shrewd business man, he had been a representative for Bradford County 
and a state senator.  He had been a close friend, advisor, and confidant of Gov. Cary A. Hardee.  
I found this out to my social advantage in Washington at a later date.  He was also a close friend 
of Sen. Doyle E. Carlton, who became governor.  It was through this early friendship and close 
harmony that Gov. Carlton and I are close friends. 
 
Uncle Dennis also became a confidant, guide, and savior of a rather disreputable governor of 
the state.  In fact, it was Uncle Dennis, through his influence and diplomacy, who kept this man 
from serving a sentence in the state prison, or at least from being indicted for malfeasance in 
office. 
 
I have been told that if Uncle Dennis had the speaking voice for a campaign, he could have 
become governor of Florida.  S my desire to emulate him became a determination.  As a youth, 
when I became determined, it was difficult to extinguish that determination! 
 
When I stayed with Butler, the terrifying epidemic of influenza struck the nation.  The carnage 
was awful to behold!  Many times there was none left in a household able to help the others.  
Oft-ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎŀǎŜ ƻŦ άƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ōǳǊȅ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘŜŀŘέ ŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇΦ  
.ǳǘƭŜǊ ŀƴŘ L ŎŀƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƛƴŦƭǳŜƴȊŀ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ  ¢Ƙŀƴƪ DƻŘ ǘƘŀǘ .ǳǘƭŜǊΩǎ ǿƛŦŜΣ hƭƭƛŜΣ 
was spared so she could wait on us and help pull us through. 
 
After helping Butler lay bey his crop, I thought I would like to visit one of my sisters for two or 
three days before I returned to Uncle Dennis.  I slipped away to see Mable who lived a few 
miles away.  I sneaked off in spite of the independence I professed, because I not care to flaunt 
it in the face of Butler or his wife, Ollie, who was always good to me.  I spent one night with 
Mable, and intended to stay a couple more days to rest.  But the next day, Butler drove up and 
asked me to come back to his house.  I thought, for a moment, that he had become 
unbalanced, and knew for sure he had if he thought I was going to return.  He insisted on me 
going back with him, and I refused. 
 
He finally said, άL ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ  Lƴ ǘƘŜ 
ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǘŀƭƪ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎƻΣ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜǊŜΦέ 
 
I was skeptical, but I went with him anyway.  The next morning, I waited for Butler to make the 
first step.  He and Ollie made a frontal attacked that confused and confounded me. 
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ά²Ŝ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ŦƻǊ ŀǿƘƛƭŜΣέ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǿŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƛƴǎƛǎǘ ǳǇƻƴ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻΦ  .ǳǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ƻǳǊ ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ƛǘ ƛǎ proper to enjoy life.  
¢ƘŜǊŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǇŜŀǎΣ ƻƪǊŀΣ ǊƻŀǎǘƛƴƎ ŜŀǊǎΣ ǘƻƳŀǘƻŜǎΣ ǿŀǘŜǊƳŜƭƻƴǎΣ ƳǳǎƪƳŜƭƻƴǎΣ ƴŜǿ ǇƻǘŀǘƻŜǎ ς all 
ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΦέ 
 
hƭƭƛŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ Ŏƻƻƪ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻƻΦέ  {ƘŜ ŘƛŘΦ 
 
ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎ ƭŀȅ ōȅ ǘƘƛǎ ŎǊƻǇΦ  ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻƴŜȅ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ȅƻǳΣ 
ōǳǘ ǿŜ Řƻ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ŦƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΦ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǿŜ ŀǎƪΣέ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
 
I felt disarmed and limp.  I knew each of them felt deeply what they had told me.  I was 
convinced they had no designs on keeping me when I wanted to leave, and this action simply 
was their human desire to make my last days with them easy and pleasant.  This was the way 
they could compensate me for the work I had done.  As they continued to speak, I stood with 
my eyes diverted ς thinking.  Their kindness and suggestions held out an inviting situation, but I 
had promised Uncle Dennis I would work and study hard and I was ready to get about the 
business of convincing him.  I meekly told them that Uncle Dennis would know that their crop 
was laid by, and he would be expecting me to begin living up to my word. 
 
Both Butler and Ollie protested, saying Uncle Dennis did not need me that badly.  They kept 
insisting I stay a few extra days.  I said nothing more.  They pleaded a bit longer, and then 
sauntered off toward one of the fields.  I knew exactly what they were going to do.  Even 
though it was early, they were headed for the watermelon patch to pick out a ripe melon. 
 
As soon as they had gone out of sight, I grabbed my small suit case which contained all my 
clothes and moved out rapidly through a corn field toward Uncle Dennis.  In the field, I hid from 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ǾƛŜǿΦ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ Ƴƻǎǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎ ŜƴǘǊŀǇƳŜƴǘΗ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ 
one I have never been able to understand and one which I resented for so many years.  Even 
though it dumbfounded me, it also proved to be one of the finer things in my life.  It caused me 
to mediate deeply on the treachery of man on one hand.  On the other hand, it showed that 
man can display kindness, goodness, helpfulness, sympathy, and an anxiety to rush to the aid of 
a deserving human being in need. 
 
From the display of the goodness and kindness in people and the help they gave me when I 
needed it badly, I must tell of the most shameful, degrading, and regretful periods of my 
youthful years.  It was a period for which I prayed for forgiveness and for which I was forgiven 
after I had reformed.  With the help of the Holy Spirit, I vowed I would never commit such acts 
again.  Thank God I have not committed another one to this day!  I am the only person who 
knows of these things, but I could not be true to myself and to my memories if I did not tell the 
bad along with the good.  This is especially true, in light of the fact that I will comdemn the acts 
of others in these writings.  I tell of these things because it is not too likely that any of us are 
without fault.  Even though we have reached high places and have attained our ambitions, we 
still are human beings.  I am glad I can recognize this. 
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Butler sand Ollie searched the watermelon field.  They picked what appeared to be the best 
looking melon and returned to the house.  They found me gone.  They put the melon down and 
paid no attention to it for several days.  It was meant to be shared three ways ς and only two 
were present.  When they did cut it, they found it to be barely pink and hardly edible. 
 
I was sorry to miss the several days of pleasant leisure with Butler and Ollie.  I have made up for 
that loss many times in later years.  I have enjoyed many jaunts with them since then. 
 
!ǊǊƛǾƛƴƎ ŀǘ ¦ƴŎƭŜ 5ŜƴƴƛǎΩ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ŦƻǊƳŀƭƛǘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ aƻƴŘŀȅ ƻǊ 
the next morning to report to work.  After leaving my clothes in my room, I went to Uncle 
Dennis and asked him if there was anything he wanted done.  He found work for me 
immediately.  From that time until school opened, I made it a practice of finishing a job, and 
then asking him what he wanted me to do next.  It did not seem to make any difference how 
hard I worked, Uncle Dennis never commended me for doing a good job.  There were times 
when there were only one or two hours of the day left, and I would have to start on a fresh job.  
During the long hot summer months, he never left me off early once.  He always gave me 
another job, no matter what the circumstances. 
 
I was only 16 at the time and had the physical stature of a boy of 14.  I was pale and not too 
strong from the standpoint of muscle.  Uncle Dennis found a job for me which took me 
practically all summer to complete.  It was one which left its marks, both physically and 
psychologically, on me to this day. 
 
There was a sawmill east of Raiford, where Uncle Dennis brought lumber.  He gave me the job 
of driving a team of mules and wagon which hauled the lumber.  I proceeded on the task and 
immediately found out quitting time would vary sharply.  One day, I would be able to arrive 
home, unhitch the mules, feed them, and get to the house in time for dinner.  But the next day, 
I might not arrive home until as late as nine at night.  I would still have to unhitch the mules and 
feed them before I could go to the house.  In feeding the mules, I had to get corn out of the 
barn, shuck it, and fetch either fodder or hay.  This, within itself, was quite a task.  Sometimes, 
the grandson would have the feed ready for the mules and was I ever grateful!  Generally, I was 
so tired, I was not sure I could even make it to the house.  Usually I had a cold supper if I 
wanted anything.  I must say that Aunt Sarah always saw to it that there was plenty of food, but 
ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ŜƴƧƻȅŀōƭŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜǎΦ 
 
From time to time, I wondered if this was the price I had to pay for an education and the 
attainment of my ambition to emulate Uncle Dennis.  Was I ambitious as I thought!  Aside from 
working long hours and not having an excess of energy, I had to load the green lumber which 
had been sawed the day before ς generally two-by-fours, two-by-sixes, and one-by-sixes.  To 
load heavier pieces, I had to put one end on the rear wheel of the wagon and pull the other end 
up.  This actually was too much for a lad of my build, but I did not complain.  I always managed 
to get it loaded and generally delivered it according to schedule.  Aon occasion, one of the mill 
hands would come out and help me.  I really appreciated that aid.  This help enabled me to 
make my schedule easy.  Once, on delivery a load, the wagon broke at the Cason place.  It was a 
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coupling.  That piece which holds the front and rear wheels together.  When it broke, all the 
lumber fell to the ground.  I could not fix the coupling, so I went to ask the aid of one of Uncle 
5ŜƴƴƛǎΩ ǎƻƴǎ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƴŜŀǊōȅΦ 
 
It was a red hot afternoon, and I almost fainted while Ben and I were reloading the lumber on 
the wagon.  Ben noǘƛŎŜŘ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǇŀƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ƛŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ 
my reply was, but I recall he laughed at me.  I was certain no one had taken notice of the 
difficult work I was doing and the many hours I was putting in.  I was being put through a trial of 
fire!  And I did not come through it without scars, although I did what I had set out to do. 
 
I wrote of the physical and psychological effects this work had on me ς and still does to this day.  
On one of the days when I would not return home until late at night, I had a difficult time.  
Mules ς especially a team of mules ς are difficult to handle.  This day, I was on my way to the 
mill.  The roads were not paved, and, consequently, deep ruts were worn into the ground.  The 
mules would invariably get the wagon wheels out of the ruts.  The driver of a lumber wagon 
had no place to sit or stand, because of the way the lumber had to be loaded. 
 
The team was cooperating with each other at the moment, to keep the wagon out of the ruts.  I 
was standing on the small bit of space available when I whopped the mule on the right of his 
rump so he would move into his proper position.  The wagon somehow fell back into the ruts, 
and I became unbalanced.  I fought desperately for a moment to regain my balance.  But I 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ  L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦŀƭƭΗ  {ƻ L ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŜŦŦƻǊǘ ǘƻ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŀǾƻƛŘ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ 
under the wagon.  But I failed to do so, and my foot became caught in one of the race chains.  
The mules became frightened and I was dragged some distance. 
 
Finally, my foot came loose.  Just as I started to raise up, the rear wheels of the heavy wagon 
ran over both my legs.  Fortunately, no bones were broken, but my legs were extremely sore 
for some time.  The real damage was to my ear.  I do not know how it happened, but almost 
half of my left ear was completely cut off in the accident.  Nowadays, it is possible for a victim 
of such an accident to have a doctor successfully sew a severed piece of ear back on.  But these 
ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƳƻŘŜǊƴ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŜŎŜ ǿŀǎΗ 
 
A lady living up the road where the accident happened forced the mules into a woodpile.  She 
came rushing to me and asked if I was hurt.  I told her that the wagon had run over my legs, but 
that they did not hurt much.  I asked her to look at my ear, and she told me half of it was gone.  
I began crying, and she took me by the arm and led me to her house.  There, she washed the 
side of my head with soap and water, and then bandaged it.  After thanking her, I climbed back 
on the wagon and drove back to Raiford. 
 
I had the old-fashioned notion my injury would require medical attention.  I put the mules into 
the lot and went to the store where I told Uncle Dennis what happened.  After hearing me 
relate details of the accident, he commented that I had probable gone to sleep and fallen off 
the wagon.  This could be interpreted as nothing more or less than calling me a liar.  And he did 
not mention a doctor or even look at my ear, so I went on to the house.  I cannot completely 
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recall if Aunt Sarah re-bandaged my ear or not.  Perhaps the lady had taken of it properly.  It 
ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ !ǳƴǘ {ŀǊŀƘΩǎ ŎǳǎǘƻƳ ǘƻ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ŀ ǿƻǳƴŘ ƻǊ ƛƭƭƴŜǎǎΦ  L ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŜǊ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ ƛƴ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ 
street to care for a leg wound.  She knew what to do, and I can only assume that she dressed it 
or approved of what the helpful lady had done. 
 
I went to my room.  Somehow, the door locked either automatically or by my action when it 
closed after me.  I had no reason for locking it.  I laid down across the bed.  I was surprised to 
ŀǿŀƪŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ²ŀǎƘ wƻōŜǊǘǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ƻŦ ¦ƴŎƭŜ 5ŜƴƴƛǎΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ !ŘŘƛŜΣ ŎƭƛƳōƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ 
window.  Wash, who along with Addie were always kind to me, seemed sympathetic.  He told 
me Uncle Dennis wanted me to come down to the store.  Although weary, I was sure Uncle 
Dennis was going to send me to the doctor.  But arriving at the store, he told me to sit on one 
of the benches in front.  With him at the time were his grandson and Wash. 
 
The shock of being awakened from a deep sleep and being weary from work seemed to be the 
Ƴŀƛƴ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ ǿƘȅ Ƴȅ ōǊŀƛƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴƛƴƎ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΦ  LŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘΣ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀƴƎǊȅ 
and spoiled all my promises and thwarted my ambitions.  I was not supposed to take exception 
to what the one I was emulating had said.  I sat on the bench without saying a word. 
 
Uncle Dennis came out and told me I had better try to get my sleep in bed, hereafter and not 
on the job.  Then he laughed.  Next, he informed me I better try to keep awake a little better 
because his grandson had taken my girl away from me.  He laughed again.  Sleeping on a wagon 
tongue is not very safe, he declared, and laughed again.  I may be that he could get his 
grandson to go along and drive for me, since he had done a good job of taking my girl friend 
away from me.  Again he laughed. 
 
I did not hear sensible thing he said the whole time he was talking.  Finally, he seemed to 
realize that he was the only one who was getting any laughs.  Even his grandson and Wash 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ ŀƳǳǎŜƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ƛǘΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ƘŀŘƴΩt said a single word.  I never did get one word of 
sympathy from him, nor did I get to go to the doctor.  Uncle Dennis was not drinking.  Shortly, I 
was left alone on the bench.  I meditated on these strange actions.  I could see no purpose in 
them, since I had previously told him I had not fallen asleep.  He could have gone out and talked 
to the lady who bandaged my head if this was a real issue.  I do not know if he ever inquired 
about it or not.  If he did, he never excused himself to me for having made a mistake. 
 
The next morning, I got up and went to work hauling lumber as if nothing had happened.  Uncle 
Dennis never mentioned the affair again. 
 
As mentioned earlier, the incident caused physical and psychological effects, which bother me 
to the present time.  I had two plastic surgery operations performed on the ear at Johns 
Hopkins Hospital in later years.  The ear is a very sensitive part of the body.  After each 
operation, it was at least six months before I could sleep on it.  Because of the pain I had to 
suffer, I decided not to go go ahead with three more operations that were needed to 
completely restore the ear.  As a result, I am quite aware of how it appears to others.  I am 
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inclined to turn my right side to anyone I am talking with, if at all possible.  I am very self 
conscious of it if I notice someone looking at it while I am talking with them. 
 
I am glad I said nothing to Uncle Dennis.  I had nothing to gain by replying.  For once in my life, I 
kept quiet when I should have.  This is rare for me!  I even had a couple of snappy answers 
ready that I could have given Uncle Dennis, but I did not seem to care. 
 
wŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎŀǊŎŀǎǘƛŎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƎƻƴΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ άL 
would not fall asleep at work if you would give me an hour or two of rest and time enough to 
ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ōŜŘΦέ 
 
Concerning his comment that his grandson had taken my girl away from me, I could have 
ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΣ ά¸ƻǳǊ ƎǊŀƴŘǎƻƴ ǘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ 
days before thŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘŀǘŜ ƘŜǊ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦέ 
 
!L ƘŀŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǳǇ ƻƴ ±ŜǊŘƛŜ ²ŜǎǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŘŀǘƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ¦ƴŎƭŜ 5ŜƴƴƛǎΩ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜǎΣ {ȅōƛƭ wƛǘŎƘΦ  
But why should I tell him this!  I had come to him with purpose and ambition, and I could not 
afford anger or arguments. 
 
I finished hauling the lumber and he put me at one job after another.  I continued my practice 
of coming to him for another job when I finished one.  Uncle Dennis always had another job 
ready. 
 
Never once in the four months of hard, hot work did ƘŜ ǎŀȅΣ άWƻŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ 
ǘƻŘŀȅΦέ 
 
L ƪŜǇǘ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ  hƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴΣ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǊƛƎ ǎƻƳŜ ƘŀǊƴŜǎǎ ƻƴ 
ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ aǊǎΦ !ƭǾŀǊŜȊΩǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ ŘǊŀƎ ƻŦŦ ŀ ŘŜŀŘ ŎƻǿΦ  [ŜŀǾȅ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΣ ¦ƴŎƭŜ 
Dennis said. 
 
We misunderstood each other.  Uncle Dennis assumed I knew where Mrs. Alvarez lived, and I 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ  L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ά/ƭŜŀǾȅέ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΦ  IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ά[ŜŀǾȅέ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΦ 
 
The names are very similar, Cleavy (Sapp) and Leavy (Alvarez).  After rigging the horse with 
harness, I came back to the store and waited for Cleavy.  Uncle Dennis came out of the store 
ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǿ ƻŦŦ ȅŜǘΦ  
 
άbƻ ǎƛǊΣέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ /ƭŜŀǾȅ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ 
 
In something of a huff, UnŎƭŜ 5Ŝƴƴƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ άDƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊƴŜǎǎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴ ƘƛƳ 
ƭƻƻǎŜΦέ 
 
This I did, and then I returned to the store to see what he wanted me to do next.  But he had 
left the store, and I could not find him anywhere.  Rather than break my promise to move from 
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one job to another, I went out to one of the farms and joined the men in pulling fodder.  I had 
to walk home after quitting time, and this made me late for dinner.  When I came in, Uncle 
Dennis asked me where I had been.  I told him.  For once, he kept quiet. 
 
On Sunday afternoon, Uncle Dennis was going to take a trip.  He told me to accompany him, 
although I would have preferred to remain at home.  His so, Hamp, was going to drive and his 
grandson was coming along, too.  Up to this point, Uncle Dennis had not given me a stitch of 
new clothing.  I remember Aunt Sarah had gone to the store to get me some new underwear, 
ōǳǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΦ  !ǳƴǘ {ŀǊŀƘ ƘŀŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ōȅ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ¦ƴŎƭŜ 5ŜƴƴƛǎΩ ƻƭŘ ǎƘƛǊǘǎ ŀƴŘ 
altering it to fit me.  It was one of the old-fashioned shirts with a detachable collar.  It certainly 
would not have been my choice of dress.  It looked ridiculous and made me feel self-conscious. 
 
Uncle Dennis made remarks about it two or three times on the trip, and he seemed to enjoy a 
laugh at my expense.  This reminded me of his remarks when I lost part of my ear.  Again, I said 
nothing. 
 
Finally, the four longest months of my life ended.  School opened!  I was delighted to learn that 
the principal would be Lex Green, an energetic young man who became county judge and later 
a U.S. Congressman.  I knew I would have a difficult time keeping up in the seventh grade, 
because the next year before I had skipped from fourth to the sixth.  I managed to pass in the 
sixth mainly because of the incompetence of the teacher in that small country school.  I was 
determined to succeed and began working at my books and getting help from teachers when I 
could.  When school was out each day, Uncle Dennis would have some chores for me.  Among 
the many jobs was one to take leakage and spilled grain to the hog pens and feed it to his fine 
Duroc hogs.  As a result, I almost always had to do my studying by oil lamp at night. 
 
I managed to get off to a good start, and that is half the battle in school.  Get a good start and 
then fight to hold it!  I had been going to school for nearly two weeks and was enjoying it, 
despite the evening work and the night study.  Then the roof caved in! 
 
One morning, Uncle Dennis found the gate to the hog pen open and his fine hogs were gone.  
He immediately asked me if I had forgotten to close the gate when I fed them the night before.  
L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ŀƴŘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ōȅ ŜƴǘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜΦ  
I told him I always poured the grain over the fenced top into the trough.  He told me the hogs 
were out, and that he wanted me to round them up after school.  I search all over town, asking 
a number of people if they had seen them.  Uncle Dennis even joined me in the search, but we 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ  Lƴ ǊŜflecting on the matter, it seems strange that they did not come back to 
their regular feeding place in the evening.  It appears to me they were let out and driven or 
hauled away. 
 
Uncle Dennis and I met at the pens that evening about dusk.  We stood leaning against the 
fence of the pen with the feed trough just beneath us.  We were talking about the hogs.  Uncle 
5Ŝƴƴƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘΣ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅƛƴƎ 
ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƴƻǿΦέ 
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L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ά¦ƴŎƭŜ 5ŜƴƴƛǎΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ you that I did not use the gate when I fed the hogs.  I stood 
ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǳǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀƛƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŦŜƴŎŜΦ  L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜΦέ 
 
IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜΚέ 
 
I was too ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ  IŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƻŦŦŜǊ ƳŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ǿƻǊƪΦ  L ŎƻǳƭŘ 
not believe he meant it.  I thought that he had said it in a moment of anger, and I waited for 
ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǊŜƭŜƴǘΦ  .ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ  Lƴ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΩǎ ǊŜŦƭŜction, I could not 
help but think that this is a sorry situation.  Here I have worked four months with no pay.  And 
after going to school for only two weeks, he asks me to find another place to stay.  Now I have 
no place to turn.  Are my ambitions going to be thwarted?  Suddenly, I am left without any 
certainty as to what my future will be.  No security, nothing! 
 
I cannot recall whether I spent the night at his home or whether I had any dinner.  All I 
remember is that the night passed and he still did not ŎƘŀƴƎŜ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜǉǳŜǎǘΦ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ƛŦ L ǿŜƴǘ 
to school the next morning, or if it was a weekend.  All I remember of the moment was the 
shock. 
 
One thing, I do remember, which amazes me until today, is the rapidity with which news of this 
circulated around the community.  Naturally, I had to find a place to stay, but I did not run 
around publicizing the fact that Uncle Dennis had asked me to leave his home.  I did not criticize 
him.  I guess this was because he had been my favorite uncle ς the one I was emulating.  I 
assume his political standing inspired some awe.  All I can guess is that he did not hesitate to 
tell others that he had asked e to leave.  This could have been a defensive act. 
 
aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ ¢ŜƴƴȅΣ ƭƛǾŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƻǿƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎŜƴǘ Ƙer son, Arthur Crews, to tell me 
to come and stay with them.  This would have been an attractive invitation, had it not been that 
their house was quite a distance from town and a long distance to walk.  Anyone walking from 
town to their house also had to cross a creek ς something I knew I would dread to do at night 
especially.  I was fond of Aunt Tenny, and she reminded me a lot of Aunt Sarah.  Each of them 
was fairly tall and a bit slender.  Each was pleasant but stern.  They both kept clean houses and 
prepared good food.  I spent one night with Aunt Tenny and explained my apprehensions to 
her.  She said I was welcome to her home anytime, and if I could find a better place to live, she 
would have no objections.  My father was the only brother of five girls, and they idolized him. 
 
The next day, I received a message.  It came from Mrs. Cason, who operated the only boarding 
house of the small town.  She said if I would perform some chores and help her around the 
place, I could life there free.  I accepted her offer and moved what belongings I had to the 
house that day.  I thought the arrangement was sort of ridiculous for two reasons:  First, the 
chores were so easy, and secondly, Mrs. Cason had an able-bodid husband and two rugged sons 
who could help.  The food she served was good, and there was plenty of it.  I was not nagged 
about being in at night on time, and I was able to relax. 
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In addition, the principal of the school boarded there.  My uncle had married his sister.  Lex was 
always cheerful and helpful.  Some time later, the only doctor in town, Dr. Johnson, saw me in 
the drug store one day and he had a talk with me.  He told me I did not look well and that he 
wanted to give me some treatment that would make me look alive and start me on the road to 
becoming a man.  Part of his offer was for me to live with him, his wife, Tommy, and their baby 
at their home.  He wanted me to do some odd jobs around his place.  When he got me 
straightened out, Dr. Johnson said I could go back living with Mrs. Cason.  Somehow, this truck 
me as a mighty attractive offer.  Again I knew it was pure philantrophy, but he put it in such a 
way that I could not take offense.  He wanted me to explain it to Mrs. Cason first, and see if she 
could get along without me for awhile.  They probably had already connived to get me over to 
his home.  When I mentioned it to Mrs. Cason, she thought it would be a good idea, and good 
for me.  This turned out just as the doctor had said he wanted it to.  He gave me hookworm 
medicine and other drugs which I needed.  I began looking and feeling better.  I liked living with 
ǘƘŜƳΦ  .ǳǘ ǎƻƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ WƻƘƴǎƻƴǎ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƻ WŀŎƪǎƻƴǾƛƭƭŜ ŀƴŘ L ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ aǊǎΦ /ŀǎƻƴΩǎ ōƻŀǊŘƛƴƎ 
house. 
 
When school ended.  I was promoted from the seventh to the eighth grade.  During the 
summer, I went to South Florida where I worked and saved my money so I could return to 
wŀƛŦƻǊŘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ȅŜŀǊΦ  L ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻƴŜȅΦ  Lƴ ǎǇƛǘŜ ƻŦ !ǳƴǘ {ŀǊŀƘΩǎ 
advice, I loaned a good bit of my money to my brother.  He proceeded to drink it up as fast as 
possible, and I never did get it back. 
 
I then began living with Charles Jones and his almost infantile wife.  I had nothing with which to 
pay my board, and he would not hear of my quitting school.  A railroad worker, he told me he 
would manage some way.  He as a true Christian and lived it.  It was difficult for him to make 
ŜƴŘǎ ƳŜŜǘΦ  {ƻ L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ aǊǎΦ /ŀǎƻƴΩǎΦ 
 
Mrs. Cason had two sons and a daughter, Loca Lee.  Loca Lee later acquired a large share of 
Coca Cola stock.  She and I got along fine, but the boys and I ignored each other.  I did not need 
them, and they did not need me. 
 
Mrs. Cason owned the small store building beside her boarding house, and I was given the 
ǇǊƛǾƛƭŜƎŜ ƻŦ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ άǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ŎƭǳōΦέ  Iere, I would press what clothes I could get and 
shine shoes to get some cash to buy the things I needed.  I had a fair amount of clothes, 
ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ŀ ά{ǳƴŘŀȅ {ǳƛǘέ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ƘŀŘ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ-to-time.  
Although Mrs. Cason was generous in offering me free room and board, the arrangement did 
not include any money.  I picked up a dollar now and then doing odd jobs and was able to get 
along while completing the eighth grade. 
 
We had a very unfortunate series of events in school that year.  The first principal was beaten 
severely for no real reason.  A senseless father assaulted the principal, in the presence of 
students, because he was mad over his daughter having been kept in after school hours.  Later, 
when the principal came to town, the father assaulted him again.  He kicked him as if he was a 
dog.  The principal was gone the next morning. 
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Another principal was employed.  Even though he as a good man, he immediately found out 
that things were out of hand.  Because of the previous incident, some students ς predominantly 
older and larger boys ς ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ  IŜ ƳŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ōƻȅǎΩ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ƛƴ ŀƴ 
attempt to straighten out the mess, but he had no success.  The new principal then called on 
the school board to close the school for the year.  I, of course, prayed the board would not 
close it, because I wanted to finish the eighth grade.  The board refused, and the principal 
resigned. 
 
!ǳƴǘ ¢ŜƴƴȅΩǎ ǎƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜΣ 9ǳǎǘƛǎ /ǊŜǿǎΣ ǿŀǎ ŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀŎǘƛƴƎ ǇǊƛƴŎƛǇŀƭΦ  ¢ƘŜ 
school year was completed without further incidents and I passed the eighth grade.  I was 
proud of having passed, especially after Uncle Dennis had asked me to leave his home when I 
was so anxious to go to school.  He admitted to someone that I was taking my schooling 
seriously.  The year was the last I attended a public school.  My schooling, thereafter, both high 
school and college, was in private institutions. 
 
At this point, it seems as though the orphan boy has carried his ambitions well on the road to 
success.  This is true, but not all it seems.  Here I must make those disclosures which I consider 
shameful acts.  They are acts which I would not commit again.  I know the Good Lord above has 
pardoned me for them, and I am no longer afraid that these acts could happen again.  The 
shame is all the deeper because these shameful, sinful acts were committed against those who 
had helped me after I was thrown out of what I thought I had earned as a home. 
 
I can think of many ways in which I could relate these acts in a refined way.  I could also lessen 
the blow, somewhat, by offering extenuation for them.  But I am not going to do either.  They 
simply boiled down to my being a thief.  I stole from those who came to my aid when I needed 
it most.  There is no way I can justify this in my mind and soul.  I simply stole money because I 
wanted some money.  While I could always some money, I could have done without it just as 
easy. 
 
Many times while I was working for Uncle Dennis, he would give me the keys to the store so I 
could get feed for the stock.  Never once did I take, or even touch anything.  Not so much as a 
piece of gum or a stick of candy.  There were times when his grandson would go with me.  
Often, he would want to get some candy or gum, but I wouldƴΩǘ ǇŜǊƳƛǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 
 
Then how did these acts happen?  They happened because I wanted some money. 
 
Did I ever steal anything from Uncle Dennis?  No, an emphatic no!  The only reason I can give 
ǿƘȅ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ L ǿŀǎ ŜƳǳƭŀǘƛƴƎ.  I could not imagine him doing such a thing.  
Or maybe it was because I had returned to his home the last time with noble purposes and 
ambitions, and I carried them out to the end despite the injustice.  In my later years, I have 
never been able to condemn him as I normally would someone else. 
 
Yes, Nannie, I did steal from you!  I never could quite decide whether I got away with something 
or whether you intended for me to do what I did.  I have good reason to believe that you 



 42 

certainly intended to give the opportunity to me, because you made it so easy.  It was during 
one of my earlier brief stays at your home, the time Uncle Dennis told me to scram.  Before 
leaving, I spent the night, but I was too timid to come down to breakfast.  This is the one time 
Aunt Sarah let me down.  I was too timid to barge in and I was sure Aunt Sarah would call me to 
ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘΦ  .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ  L ŀƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǎƻΣ ŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊ 
normal self. 
 
!ǘ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ǘƛƳŜΣ L ǿŀǎ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ǎǘŀǊǾŜŘΦ  .ǳǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƙǳngry enough to come to the table without 
being invited.  Everyone went to dinner, and I was sure Aunt Sarah would notice that my chair 
was empty.  I waited for her call, but it never came.  I was sitting on the roof of the second 
floor, in the shade of the eave overhang.  I watched as Nannie dame to her room, did 
something, and left.  I noticed that her coin container lay most conveniently on the dresser.  I 
ŜŀǎŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜǊΩǎ ƭŜǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŘƛƳŜ ŦŜƭƭ ƻǳǘΦ  L ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƛǘ 
again. 
 
¢ǿŜƴǘȅ ŎŜƴǘǎ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ L ǘƻƻƪΦ  L ǿŜƴǘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ŀ ŘƛƳŜΩǎ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ǎƻŘŀ ŎǊŀŎƪŜǊǎΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ 
were so cheap that I figured they were all I could eat.  They were.  I think I could not quite finish 
them. 
 
Once, when Mother and I came to Raiford on the train, she lost her ticket.  The conductor on 
the train was a man named Frederick.  He had known Mother before my father died.  He often 
came to our house at Lake Butler, where Mother would serve him oyster stew. 
 
When she told him she had lost her ticketΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άaǊǎΦ IŜƴŘǊƛŎƪǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŘŜ ƛǎ ƻƴ ǳǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΦέ 
 
Mother had her purse out and offered him the money.  But he said she had already bought one 
ticket, and he refused to take her money a second time. 
 
This gave me the impression that if I got on the train for Lake Butler and only had a dime they 
would not stop the train to throw me off.  The conductor accepted the dime as full fare.  So 
Nannie, the two dimes I stole from you went for some soda crackers and a train ride to Lake 
Butler! 
 
I was still living at the Cason boarding house when I decided I wanted to go to Leesburg.  School 
was out then.  From Leesburg, I planned on taking a train to Umatilla.  As I had mentioned 
before, Mrs. Cason had opened a little grocery store in the small building adjoining the 
boarding house.  It was not too long until train time, and I wanted to catch the train that day.  I 
went by the store and asked Mr. Cason if he would lend me $5.00.  I would send him a box of 
oranges when I got to work.  I had done this for Mrs. Cason a time or two, but for some reason 
she was not available at the time. 
 
Mr. Cason refused my proposition.  I tried to persuade him, but he stuck to his guns.  I never 
ƪƴŜǿ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ƭŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƳƻƴŜȅ ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΦ  IŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǎǘƛƴƎȅ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 
help Loca Lee in business college.  Her mother put her through.  After he had refused my 
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proposal, Mr. Cason walked out in front of the store and began talking with three men sitting 
on a bench.  While they were talking, I walked into the store, opened the cash drawer, and took 
out five dollars in change. 
 
I walked past Mr. Cason and the men, an went over to the Whidden store.  There, I asked Uncle 
Jack Farrell if he could lend me some money to get to Leesburg so I could go to work.  He asked 
me how much I needed.  I told him five dollars.   
 
ά!ǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ L Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ŦƛǾŜ ŘƻƭƭŀǊǎ ŀƘŜŀŘΣ L ǿƛƭƭ Ǉŀȅ ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪΣέ L ǘƻƭŘ ¦ƴŎƭŜ WŀŎƪΦ 
 
He agreed and gave me the money. 
 
I would like to pay my respects, and express my affections, to Uncle Jack.  He roomed at the 
Cason place.  He was not related to me.  Outside of Aunt Sarah, Nannie, and possibly one or 
two others, Uncle Jack had more class and refinement than all the rest of the people of Raiford 
put together.  He as a rather handsome, stout man.  He dressed well and played the better class 
of music on the piano.  He, therefore, was not appreciated by many.  He was kind and pleasant.  
He clerked ion the Whidden store until it went out of business.  I always thought he should be 
living in a large town.  My last inquiry about him revealed that he was living in a small hut in the 
country and drawing a pension.  I ask God to bless him. 
 
I returned to the Cason store after getting the five dollars from Uncle Jack to give Mr. Cason his 
back.  I wanted to kid him.  He was always picking at me.  But this turned out to be something 
other than a kidding matter.  Mr. Cason had discovered the loss and was in a rage.  This is one 
case where, if I had been charged and punished, it would have been an injustice because I did 
not intend to take the money.  It should have been obvious to anyone with a grain of brains.  I 
told him I only intended to pull a joke on him.  He practically called me a thief and finally 
threatened to call the marshal. 
 
I told him he ought to know that I would not walk into his store and take any money with that 
many witnesses.  I said if I had intended to take the money, I would not have come straight 
back go him.  I showed him the five dollars I had gotten from Uncle Jack and said this shows I 
have the money to make the trip.  I knew Uncle Jack would let me have it, as he had before, but 
I hated to keep asking him. 
 
{ƻΣ L ǘƻƭŘ aǊΦ /ŀǎƻƴΣ άL ŀǎƪŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅΦ  ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ƴƻΣ L ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ 
money too well and I took this as a joke.  If I had to walk to Leesburg, I would have not taken 
ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ǘƻƻƪ ƛǘΦέ 
Mr. Cason growled something about leaving his money along, and I left and took the train. 
 
My last attempt at a shameful act was, thank God, only an attempt.  I reached Umatilla and got 
room and board at the Collins rooming house.  But I could not get work.  I owed her, and she 
was patient for her money.  But I was impatient about it.  The youngsters of the town hung 
around the drug store.  I was down there with a group of them and noticed there was a hole in 
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the door.  I could see the lock had been moved in some manner.  After inspecting it quite 
closely, I got a piece of twin and tied it to the lock handle so it would unlock the door when the 
handle was pulled down.  Then I ran the twin outside where AI could reach it.  This was 
accomplished with a quite a few boys standing around.  For the moment, it made it easier 
because there were several. 
 
I waited until the store closed and left with the boys.  But I returned a short while later and 
pulled on the string.  The door opened so easily it frightened me.  I also knew that the town 
doctor often came to the store after hours.  I left and went around the block to size up the 
situation.  Suddenly I heard a car which pulled up to the drug store.  I immediately returned to 
the boarding house, thanking the Lord I had not gone inside the store.  If I had, I would have 
been caught!  Often youngsters stand on the brink of being either an upstanding citizen, such as 
I consider myself, or a convict.  I believe that only God saved me from the latter prospect. 
 
[ŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘǊǳƎ ǎǘƻǊŜΣ L ǇǊƻƳǇǘƭȅ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜŘΦ  .ǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘǊƻǇ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǿŀȅΦ  L ƭŀȅ 
there and did some of the most intense and mature thinking I had ever done up to that time.  I 
reflected on how well I had done at Raiford the past two years.  In spite of heavy odds, I had 
passed the seventh and eighth grades.  I had worked hard for Uncle Dennis, only to suddenly 
find myself on the streets with no place to turn! 
 
As far as I could see, both good purpose and ambitions became an impossibility.  Then, quickly 
people whom I had never known were aware of my existence, and they sprang to my aid.  They 
gave me a home, better health, and warmer friendship than I had experienced with my own 
kin.  I had accomplished all I could expect, except for one thing.  I had exercised no control over 
my morals, even though there were few who doubted that I had also done that.  I thought of 
the things I wanted to do.  I wanted to get an education and I wanted to be respected.  I 
wanted to be elected to public office as much for the purpose of approbation as for the 
compensation or chance to serve people. 
 
All the good things that happened to me, and then I had to commit these foul deeds!  (Up to 
this point, I have used the raw, naked terms to describe my acts.  I shall, hereafter, use milder 
terms in referring to them.  I used the unabated terms so that when I refer to others in an 
uncomplimentary manner, they cannot claim I have been unfair to them and easy on myself).  I 
loathed myself!  For the first time, I looked at myself like others would have looked at me had 
they known.  I looked at myself as I would look at others who did such evil things.  I thought of 
my soul and pitied one so sorry.  I thought of Raiford and knew that I had proven my abilities.  I 
thought of the wrongs I had done there, and I saw myself as a revolting character. 
 
I thought of the help and success I had there, and I detested myself for the deception.  I 
thought of myself as another person and I could find nothing extenuating about the acts.  I 
condemned such a person.  He was a deception and a fraud in spite of his determination and 
abilities and apparent success.  He had no regard for friends.  This can only be a sorry character.  
He seeks to fulfill good purposes and great ambitions and he commits the very deeds which will 
stand between him and any real accomplishment.  He had achieved his goal with deception ς a 
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deception he could not endure.  Rather than suffer some privation, he was willing to commit 
wrongs.  I detest that sort of person and would have nothing to do with him.  Suddenly, it 
seemed to me that I was going through the fire and emerging with a realistic recognition of 
myself.  At that moment, I decided that with the help of the Heavenly Father, I would not live 
with such a person. 
 
Suddenly, I got down on my knees and prayed to God for help.  I asked Him to free me from 
such company and to forgive me for the wrongs I had committed.  Then I offered Him my 
resolves if He would help me.  I vowed never to commit such deeds again (which I have not 
with His help), and I asked him to assist me in all I do, so I may accomplish my best.  I knew all 
men were sinners, but I asked for the help of the Holy Spirit.  I asked for guidance and 
assistance.  I said if I could prove my self worthy, would He help me to carry out my high 
ǊŜǎƻƭǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƳōƛǘƛƻƴǎΚ  L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ Ƴȅ ǾŜǎǘΦ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ŀ 
condition, but I asked Him to help me find work.  I did not ask for any particular place or specify 
any conditions about school, but I told Him I wanted to go to school and to make myself more 
capable. 
 
I prayed with all the knowledge and sincerity I knew about praying.  I suppose it was the only 
real prayer I had ever offered until that time, even though I had confessed my faith and had 
been baptized into the church.  I finished the prayer as best I could and got back on the bed to 
sleep.  But I found I still had a bit of thinking to do.  At this point I offer my only excuse for 
stealing ς a psychological reaction against Uncle Dennis for the shabby way he had treated me.  
The fact that I thought so much of him makes this more certain. 
 
As I lay there, I thought it rather remarkable that a little over two years ago, I was in the fourth 
grade.  Now I was ready to enter the ninth grade.  I knew that I had missed some of my 
foundation work, and that it would require extremely difficult study to get by in the ninth 
grade.  But I had done it twice, and I would keep trying to do it.  I had no work, and it seemed 
no one in this small town had any jobs to offer. 
 
Where would I go to school?  Surely I could not expect to get the help in the future I had 
received in the last two years.  And I could not earn enough money in the summer to see me 
ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ȅŜŀǊΦ  !ƭǎƻΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ aƻǘƘŜǊ /ƻƭƭƛƴǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΦ  L ƘŀŘ ŎƭŜŀƴŜŘ 
up her grove and finished all the work I could, but I was not paying my way.  I promised myself I 
would continue to do my best until school time, and perhaps God would help me arrange 
everything. 
 
άLŦ IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘΦ  L ǿƛƭƭ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƳŜΦέ L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘΦ 
 
bƻǘ wŀƛŦƻǊŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  L ǾƻǿŜŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ Ǝƻ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ /ŀǎƻƴΩǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  L ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ 
aware that the arrangements I had been hoping for had already ripened for some days, and 
that I would soon hear about them. 
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After helping Mother Collins with a few jobs the next morning, I told her I was going job seeking 
again.  It may have been the first place I went after leaving her house that the man in charge 
ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƻǊƪ ƘƻŜƛƴƎ ƻǊŀƴƎŜ ǘǊŜŜǎΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƘŀǘ 
work there was.  I got two days work, and I experienced the joy of stretching my muscles again.  
The work also ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŘƻƭƭŀǊǎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΦ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƛŦ L ǎŜƴǘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ¦ƴŎƭŜ WŀŎƪ 
Farrell or whether I gave it to Mother Collins.  Anyhow, I made good use of it! 
 
Details of events that occurred over forty years ago are difficult to remember, especially in 
relation to time.  But what generally happened during that time is what is important.  Mrs. 
Hunter, the next door neighbor to Mother Collins, had once asked me if I would like to attend 
Montverde School.  It was a private school located a few miles away in Lake County.  I had seen 
students put on a show at the local theatre, and I was impressed with the explanation they 
ƎŀǾŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΩǎ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǳƴŘŜǊǇǊƛǾƛƭŜƎŜŘΦ  9ŀŎƘ 
student was required to work out half the expenses of his schooling, and to provide the other 
half in cash.  Sometimes, in special cases, they would let students work out more than half the 
cost.  They had dormitories and a dining hall.  Here, I decided, I would have a home, if I could 
arrange to be admitted. 
 
I told Mrs. Hunter I would like to attend the school.  She said she would try to make 
arrangements for me.  I froze when she told me what she had in mind.  She was going to have a 
talk with my Uncle Ransom Andrews, who owned groves in Umatilla.  She said she knew he 
would be able to help me.  She talked with him and became quite angered in the process.  He 
told her there was no use to spend money on me for an education.  I would never get 
anywhere, he said. 
 
I was not disappointed, because I expected such an answer from him. Not that Uncle Rance 
knew or cared anything about my abilities.  It all boiled down to the fact that my name was 
Hendricks and not Andrews.  The Andrews family was clannish, and I, therefore, was not a 
member of that family.  It would have been different if there had been trouble.  If someone had 
given me a beating, the whole Andrews clan would have gone on the war path! 
 
Once more, perhaps foolishly, I decided to approach the man I was attempting to emulate.  I 
went to see Uncle Dennis in his home for the first time in two years.  I had dinner with him.  
After the meal, he asked me to join him in his bedroom.  Sitting before the fireplace, I told him 
all about the school and asked him if he could help me.  He asked me how much it would take.  
Lƴ ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊƪ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ϷмрлΣ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ  !ƭƭ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿŀǎ άƘǳƘΣέ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ 
in his chair.  Soon he as nodding as an indication he was preparing to drop off to sleep, and I 
silently slipped from the room.  Mrs. Hunter had failed with one uncle and I with another. 
 
A few days later, Mrs. Hunter sent for me.  She told me she had been talking with her son, Jess, 
and had told him about trying to help me enter Montverde.  He told her to tell me to go on to 
the school and do all the work I could.  He promised to help me from the financial end. 
 
ά.ǳǘ aǊǎΦ IǳƴǘŜǊΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƻƴΦέ 
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ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  IŜ ƛǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻŀǊŘ ƻŦ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƻǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ ǎƘŜ 
told me.  Jess Hunter was also ǎǘŀǘŜΩǎ ŀǘǘƻǊƴŜȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘΦ 
 
ά.ǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿ L ŀƳ ǿƻǊǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǇǊƻǾƛŘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚέ  L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
 
She told me to just stop asking questions and to write Mr. H.P. Carpenter, the president of 
Montverde, telling him I wanted to go to school there.  She advised me to note that her son 
told me to write him. 
 
After writing Mr. Carpenter, I received a reply from him a few days later.  He wrote me that he 
had talked to Jess Hunter, and that he would be in Umatilla on a certain date and would come 
to see me.  He came and we talked at great lengths about the school.  He told me what would 
be expected of me as a student and the benefits I could expect.  He said I was to work as much 
as I could, and that Jess would help me.  I understood it was to be no snap, but I considered it a 
home.  I returned with Mr. Carpenter.  I have always believed that God helped me here.  I 
offered Him my thanks and have continued to thank him ever since. 
 
The Montverde School (now known as Montverde Academy) was a real alma mater to me in 
the true sense of the word.  The work there might have seemed hard to some of the boy and 
ƎƛǊƭ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ  L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ ŦŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŀŎŎǳǎǘƻƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ 
early.  Getting up at six in the morning was no different from the farm, where had to milk, feed 
the livestock, eat breakfast, and be ready to go to work by daylight.  The school had its own 
farm, where students raised all the vegetables needed in the dining hall.  It also had a dairy.  
Hogs and chickens were raised.  The students tried to make the school as self-sustaining as 
possible.  There were over 200 boys and girls enrolled from every walk of life.  There were some 
from rich homes and some from broken homes.  Many wealthy parents sent their children to 
school to each them to work.  The school did not teach trades.  The main point stressed was for 
students to learn how to use their hands.  They also learned they could not tell the rich 
students from the poor ones. 
 
Wealth had no bearing at the school.  Students of wealthy parents had to work two and a half 
hours each day.  This struck me as being extremely democratic.  I could begin to see and feel 
the real worth of the school.  For the first time, I was thrown in the midst of 200 boys and girls, 
ŀƴŘ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜΦ  L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎΩ ǊƛƎƘǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ 
where their rights ς and mine ς began and ended.  I considered this as typical of the situation I 
would face in the future.  I learned I just live, disagree, agree, maintain my position, concede, 
consider, and judge.  Also, I saw the need for arriving at conclusions, helping others, asking for 
help, and trying to see the group as one and one as a group in the true sense.  In other words, 
every student must be considered part of the whole.   
 
There were those whom I liked, those whom I disliked.  One of my hardest lessons was to learn 
to accept the one I did not like as part of the whole instead of ostracizing him as I had in the 
past.  I could not pick only those I liked and live with them.  From time to time, I must live with 
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and respect those I did not like.  In recognizing this, I considered I had taken a giant stride 
toward maturity, fairness, and justice. 
 
It took a few hard lessons for me to teach others of the student body the same.  At the same 
time, I learned a great deal while I was teaching.  Boys of high school age are normally 
pugnacious, and more so when they can get other fellows involved and remain in the 
background as a spectator.  That kind of fighting most boys like.  However, there were other 
classes, one more rare than the other.  The rare class was composed of the ones who liked to 
fight because they enjoyed the mixing it up with their fists.  The more common class were those 
who preferred not to fight but who would, upon being pushed to the brink, give it everything 
they had.  This group could usually get across the point to others that it would be best to be 
friendly toward them rather than wearing a black eye or flattened nose as a symbol of an 
unpleasant encounter. 
 
It would become necessary for a boy, on occasion, to teach others that although he may look 
the part of a hick, he was equipped with muscles and knew how to use them to good 
advantage.  This tended to make most boys prefer to be buddies with him rather than be one of 
his victims.  After showing others he was not afraid to fight, this individual could then begin to 
get along with all the boys, and they would start respecting whatever good qualities he had.  
Sometimes boys of this type would begin exerting qualities of leadership and would reach a 
point of accepted popularity in time. 
 
At Montverde, I found myself a victim of the most cruel of all student body traits as a timid and 
sensitive boy.  Immediately, I found myself among a selective group.  The students there were 
selected because of their good qualities and for those which could be developed.  Since I was 
behind with my schooling, I was ashamed to find some of my classes were two years younger ς 
and even younger than that in some cases.  Yet despite the difference in ages, they were my 
equals in the class room.  This caused me to be timid and to experience a feeling of inferiority.  
And this was the opening nearly all the boys tried to exploit. 
 
I found their exploiting much to my disliking.  I was probably over sensitive.  When something 
happened, I would resent it.  This turned out to be a signal for everyone to join in further 
incensing me.  My psychology in resenting them was just the opposite of what it should have 
been.  It helped to aggravate the situation from both their position and mine. 
 
I had never before found myself so confined with large groups, night and day, as I did at 
Montverde.  I had never been forced to defend myself or compelled to get along with such 
numbers of whether I liked them or not.  The combination of my timidity and the requirement 
of having to remain with those I disliked caused me to feel that each of them had decided to 
become my tormentor.  I reached the point, frequently, where I was b out ready to give up my 
desire for an education and to give up my ambitions and all that I looked forward to, rather 
than continue suffering the continuous nagging and needling.  I had never been forced to fight 
in order to rid myself of this sort of unpleasantness.  Naturally, I showed no sign of an offensive 
attitude.  I exhibited only resentment and tried to avoid as much of it as possible. 
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This attitude must have made me appear a coward to most of the boys.  It never occurred to 
me to clobber a few of them instead of talking so much.  It certainly never dawned on me to be 
afraid of them, at least at first.  Later I realized I was leaving an impression of unwillingness to 
meet any of them in physical encounter.  Even though quite skinny, I could amaze myself and 
others at times with my physical strength and quickness.  I was accustomed to hard work. 
 
Concerning my strength, I recall a meeting I had with two of my brothers and a brother-in-law.  
The three of them were eternally tussling and picking at each other.  On this particular 
occasion, one of my brothers started pushing me around.  I was not grown then, and he 
assumed I would be a pushover because of my size.  Suddenly, he grabbed me.  I threw him to 
the ground and stayed on top of him.  When I got up, I acted very nonchalant and the other 
brother decided he should take me down a notch.  He found me quicker than he was.  I also had 
more strength.  I had him pinned down fairly soon.  Again I dusted myself off and acted 
somewhat like a young rooster.  I cut an eye toward my brother-in-law.  He made some remark 
about me feeling my oats. 
 
Being the biggest of the four of us, he went into action seemingly with the intention of showing 
us what a man can do.  By then, I was tired and felt he was taking advantage of this.  That made 
me a bit mad and wary at the same time.  I had to duck in and out until I could tire him out a 
little.  Since he was older, I could expect to tire him some.  But suddenly, he closed in on me.  
His weight gave me a hard time.  On the other hand, my swiftness and determination extracted 
me from his grasp a couple of times.  But he followed up ad kept attacking me.  I decided my 
only hope for success was to surprise him.  I watched for the proper opening and grasped him 
around the waist from behind.  With all my strength, I lifted him from the ground, threw him 
backward and pounced upon him.  We tore up half an acre of yard, but he never could get out 
from under me. 
 
Remembering this success gave me an idea which had me acting as the cat which swallowed 
the canary.  It had become obvious to me that I was failing to match wits with my fellow 
students.  I decided I would have to tangle with some of them physically.   I knew I would be 
encountering any one of the three types:  the one who did not want to fight, the one who 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘ ōǳǘ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎǊŀǿŦƛǎƘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǳƎƴŀŎƛƻǳǎ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƭƛƪŜŘ 
to fight and who would neatly lead someone else into the trap as an offender so he could get a 
fight. 
 
I set no time limit for my first flight.  The opportunity, however, presented itself quite promptly.  
άtƻƭŜŎŀǘέ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻǇǇƻƴŜƴǘΦ  L ǿŀǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭǿŀȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
dormitory after study hour about the time lights were to be tuǊƴŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ  άtƻƭŜŎŀǘΣέ ŀ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ 
ƘŜŦǘȅ ŦŜƭƭƻǿΣ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ŀ ƭƛŀǊΦ  άtƻƭŜŎŀǘΣέ L 
might explain, came by his nickname because of his reluctance to bathe.  At a distance of about 
five feet, he gave the impression he had forgotten to bathe.  However, direct hints and even 
ridicule by the other boys did not impress him enough to force him into a compromising 
position with soap and water. 
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άtƻƭŜŎŀǘέ ǿŀǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ƛƴǎǳƭǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴŜǎΦ   
 
L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ ά5ƻƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ ŀ ƭƛŀǊ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƻǊ LΩƭƭ ǇƻǇ ȅƻǳ ƻƴŜΦέ 
 
Before I had finished the sentence, he had called me a liar again.  I promptly hit him alongside 
the head, and he let me have one right back.  I had no intentions of fighting a Dempsey-Firpo, 
type of fight ad wind up with my head bent in.  And I had no intentions of relying on fighting 
ǎƪƛƭƭ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎΦ  L ƘŀŘ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ 
ƛƴ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƭȅ ǳǇƻƴ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΦ  άtƻƭŜŎŀǘέ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ǎǘǊǳŎƪ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ōƭƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ L ǊǳǎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳ 
and we tied up. 
 
There were no punches thrown for the moment.  The boys began witnessing one of the 
strangest fights they had ever seen.  When they heard the rumpus, they began gathering for 
the show in numbers.  For a few seconds, I was almost ready to concede that my strategy was 
ƴƻǘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜǊ ǿƻǊƪΦ  άtƻƭŜŎŀǘέ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ƳŀƴƴŜǊ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪΦ  aȅ 
ŦŜŜǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǎ ŀ ōŀǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ǊŀƳ ǘƻ ƪƴƻŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻ ŀ ŎƭƻǎŜǘΦ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴy times he struck the door with my head.  The force of 
ǘƘƛǎ ōŀǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ Ƴȅ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ Ƴȅ 
ŦŜŜǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ  IŜ ƘŀŘ ōƻǘƘ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳǎ ǇƛƴƴŜŘΦ  άtƻƭŜŎŀǘέ ōŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƘƛƭŜ L ǘǊƛŜŘ 
everything instinctive to get to the floor.  The boys were having a good time out of this show, 
and nothing short of my brains running down the door would have concerned them. 
 
!ǎ άtƻƭŜŎŀǘέ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŀƳ ƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ L ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ƪƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜΦ  L ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ 
time to straighten up.  I wrapped both arms around the middle and slammed up to one side.  
He hit the floor flat on his back, and I quickly jumped on top of him, with my arms around his 
ƴŜŎƪΦ  άtƻƭŜŎŀǘέ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻǊ ŦƻǳǊ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘǎ ǘƻ ŦǊŜŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭf, but I had him in the 
same manner he had me only moments before.  By this time, blood ς my blood ς was smeared 
all over my face and shirt and his shirt.  Blood was still running from my nose. 
 
άtƻƭŜŎŀǘέ ŎŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜΦ  ²Ŝ ƭŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƭƛƴŎƘ ŦƻǊ ǎeveral moments before he groaned 
three or four times.  This must have been a curious sight for the boys.  They had seen the blood 
and it was no longer a laughing matter.  I enjoyed some degree of satisfaction out of their 
ǇǳȊȊƭŜƳŜƴǘ ŀǎ ǘƻ ǿƘȅ άtƻƭŜŎŀǘέ ŀƴŘ I continued lying there.  They finally proceeded to pull me 
ƻŦŦ ƘƛƳΦ  !ǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘǊŀƎƎŜŘ ƳŜ ƻŦŦΣ άtƻƭŜŎŀǘέ ƭŀȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ŜŀƎƭŜ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƴƻ 
attempt to get up.  I stood over him to see if he wanted to carry this affair any further.  He was 
actually pale and acted as though he might faint.  I watched until he began to show some 
interest in getting up. 
 
¢ƘŜƴ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ ά¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǊŀƳ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛǊǘȅ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƧŀǿΣ ȅƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘ 
ŦǊƻƳ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ Ƴȅ ǘŜŜǘƘ ƻǊ LΩƭƭ ǎǇƛǘ ƛǘ ƻǳǘΦέ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǎǘŀǊŎƘ ƛƴ άtƻƭŜŎŀǘΦέ 
 
hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ŘƛǊǘȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘΦέ 
 
L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άLǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŦŀƛǊ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǇƭƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΣ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƛǘΗέ 
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bƻōƻŘȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ƭŜŘ άtƻƭŜŎŀǘέ ƻŦŦ ŦƻǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀƛŘΦ 
 
A few days laterΣ L ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ L ƘŀŘ ƳŀŘŜ Ƴȅ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ ōƻȅΦ  άtƻƭŜŎŀǘέ ŀƴŘ L 
ǿŜǊŜ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƘƻǘƭȅΣ ǿƘŜƴ L ƧŜǊƪŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ǳǇ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘ 
ƳŜƴŀŎƛƴƎƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŦŜŜƭ ōŀŎƪ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦ  L ŘƻƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ άtƻƭŜŎŀǘέ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻƴΦ  Our 
fight seemed to put a slight quieting effect on all the boys, but they were not ready to make like 
they were my friends. 
 
My next fight was a bit more serious.  I came from it with only marks of the fight, but I was not 
coward.  My roommate hardly ever finished his work in time to get a bath and dinner before 
study hall began.  Study hall was a period from 7:15 to 9:15 each evening in which each student 
had to do his homework.  When the period was over, a whistle was blown to indicate it was 
only 15 minutes until all lights had to be turned out.  The students could use this time to get 
ready for bed or to visit. 
 
My roommate, Bob Wynn, and I were sitting at the same table in our room this night, studying.  
As usual, Bob had not had time to get cleaned up before study hall began.  Consequently, he 
still was wearing his boots which smelled strongly of the cattle pens.  I was leaning forward over 
a book and Bob was leaning back in his chair, with his feet propped on the table.  This was 
crude, of course.  But worse still, I had to smell those boots while trying to study.  I told him his 
boots smelled and asked him to move them out of my face.  He made no response.  I tolerated 
it for a little while and then I asked him again.  He read on without showing any signs of having 
heard me. 
 
His boots were actually within a foot and a half of my face.  I could have called the monitor on 
the floor and had him tell Bob to take his boots off the table.  This could have eliminated any 
change of a fight, but I never gave it any thought.  With all he difficulties I had with the 
students, I never ran to the faculty about anything.  I was determined to handle these matters 
ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǿŀȅΦ  !ǎ ŀ ƭŀǎǘ ǊŜǎƻǊǘΣ L Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǘŜǊŀƭƭȅ ŦƭǳƴƎ .ƻōΩǎ ŦŜŜǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ  IŜ ǘƻǇǇƭŜŘ 
over backwards, and when he hit the floor, it sounded like a thunder clap in the still quiet of 
study hall.  I waited for Bob to get up and get up he did.  With the skill of a professional fighter, 
he closed my left eye and raised a goose egg underneath it ς ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ǇǳƴŎƘΦ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ 
ƘƛƳ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘǊƻǿ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΣ ŀǎ L ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘǎ ƻŦ ŀ ŦƛƎƘǘŜǊΦ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
try to tie him up, because it seemed quite evident I would never be able to reach him.  I would 
be a bloody pulp if I tried that. 
 
But I knew I could not take the easy ones and let the tough ones go.  If I tried that, my whole 
plan of salvation would fail.  I just have some satisfaction, I told myself.  Meanwhile, the gang of 
boys had gathered.  I turned and ducked through them and ran into the next room where a 10-
inch dagger hung in its scabbard on the wall.  I grabbed it at what seemed like the same 
moment that several of the boys grabbed me.  They tugged while I held to the handle and drew 
the dagger.  I headed for Bob and he saw me coming.  I will never know what would have 
ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ǳǎΦ  !ǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ L ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ ŀƴƎŜǊ ǿƘƛŎƘ 
would make me reluctant to meet anyone in that stage.  I was crying.  A number of the boys 
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wrung the knife from my hands.  As they released me, I headed toward Bob.  The boys jumped 
between us again, two or three of them for each of us.  They held us until we cooled off. 
 
L ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ŀ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘŀƛƭǎ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǎƛȄ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ άǿŀǊ ƻŦ ƴŜǊǾŜǎΦέ  .ǳǘ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǿƛth Bob 
was the most impressive whipping I took.  Instead of the usual procedure of cheering us on, the 
boys, in this case, did all they could to keep us apart.  I am sure I was entitled to the feeling of 
ǾƛŎǘƻǊȅ ƛƴ ŘŜŦŜŀǘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǊ ōƻȅǎ ƪƴŜǿ ƻŦ .ƻōΩǎ ŀōƛlity to fight and seemed impressed with the 
effort I had made to get back at him.  The word filtered around. Bob was the toughest hombre 
in school, and I had not backed away from him.  He also came near to being expelled for this 
fight and past performances, while I only received a light penalty.  I knew that it was because of 
this fray with Bob that it was possible for me to back down others without a fight.  The 
remainder of my fights were simple in comparison.  In one, I chased one of the more popular 
huskier boys backward off a wagon bed while the vehicle was in motion.  I had to call some 
ōƻȅǎΩ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ǘƻƳŜ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǇ ƻƴŜ ƴǳƛǎŀƴŎŜ ƳŀƪŜǊ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ 
the dormitory. 
 
Lƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŀǎǘ ŎŀǎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǇǊŜŎŜŘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǎŎhool.  The older brother had left a 
reputation of being a fighter and tough.  I had heard of the reputation, and the younger boy 
was quite rugged and tough looking.  He evidently had not been convinced, as had most of the 
other boys, that it was not best to deliberately nag at me.  He was always doing something 
annoying.  I am sure I asked him, no less than a half dozen times, to quite pestering me.  I 
threatened him just about as many times, too. 
 
We were hauling corn from the field and cutting it into silage for the cows.  He and I were sent 
into the silo to stomp the silage which was being blown into the structure by a machine on the 
ground.  It was very hot.  This pest had crawled up into one of the windows and was resting as I 
made a circle past him.  He deliberately threw a handful of the silage down the back of my shirt.  
This was most irritating in the hot weather.  I started to grab him by the feet and drag him 
down, but I stopped short.  I told him there was no use asking him to quit pestering me.  So I 
invited him to meet me that night in front of the dormitory. 
 
!ōƻǳǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ŦƻǳǊ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΣ L ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ άŘŀǘŜΣέ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ L ǿŀǎ 
going to soften that hard head of his. 
 
On the final reminder late in the afternoon, when we ǿŜǊŜ ǇŀǊǘƛƴƎΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƭŜŀǾŜ 
ƳŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ  L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜΦέ 
 
I razzed him about being chicken, and told him if he ever pestered me again, I would take down 
on the spot, even if we were in church.  He never bothered me again. 
 
The president of the school, Mr. Carpenter, had a favorite (whom I shall not name) who was in 
the position of head monitor. He was almost considered a member of the faculty.  He hit e once 
with a green corn stalk.  It stung rather severely.  We were in the field, and I walloped him right 
back.  He fell to the ground and all his neatness and dignity went rolling in the muck.  He 
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ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǘȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ 
done what he ŘƛŘΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ƻǳǊ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŀŎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ άǿŀǊ ƻŦ 
ƴŜǊǾŜǎΦέ 
 
The school year ended, and I passed my freshman work.  I guess it was because it was because I 
was afraid that I did so well.  I knew of my poor foundation and realized I had to work to make 
my grades.  As a result, I did not have to take many final examinations because the school 
ŜȄŜƳǇǘŜŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘŜǎǘǎ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ƳŀƛƴǘŀƛƴŜŘ ŀƴ ά!έ ŀǾŜǊŀƎŜΦ  L ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
summer semester, and when school opened in the fall I was more advanced than just being a 
sophomore.  It felt good to be an upper classman. 
 
During my freshman year, I had taught several boys not to underestimate a skinny country boy 
and for them to have some respect for his sensitivities.  I had learned how to live with large 
groups and how to respect them.  At the same time, I became a better judge of the individual 
and learned not to judge the crowd by the pest but to appraise each individual on his own 
merits.  I also learned much about being too sensitive and how to take much o the nagging and 
kidding without showing resentment.  I had actually gotten to the point where I could 
ǇŀǊǘƛŎƛǇŀǘŜ ƛƴ ŀŎǘƛǾƛǘƛŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘŜǾƛƭƳŜƴǘΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ L 
became a happy-go-lucky character. 
 
When school opened the following September, I commanded more respect for newcomers 
because I was a sophomore and they were only freshmen.  Also, I was considered an oldtimer 
at the school while they were still learning their way around.  In my second year, I began to 
acquire some degree of popularity.  I was a member of the Philomathean Society and 
considered one of its best debaters.  I was selected with John Butler to debate the Athenians in 
the final debates, and we won.  These literary societies also competed in a track meet each 
year.  Not wanting to be left out, I began to practice cross country and distance running. 
 
Professor Walter entered our team in a meet at the University of Florida.  Everyone conceded 
that Arthur Erwin would take first place in the tryouts, but second and third places were up for 
grabs.  At this time, a tall, lanky, popular student named Quinn Parker noticed my diligent 
practice and promptly set out to coach me.  His first order was to work hard at practice and to 
eat no sweets.  He instructed me how to breath and watched me carefully.  He was a senior.  I 
appreciated his attention and instruction.  He later told me that he wanted me to beat Arthur 
Erwin.  I was astonished.  I was just hoping to come in second or third.  The idea of beating 
!ǊǘƘǳǊΣ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǎǘŜǎǘ ǊǳƴƴŜǊ ƛƴ aƻƴǘŜǾŜǊŘŜΩǎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΣ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŀ ōƛǘ ŎƻƴŎŜƛǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ  L ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀŘŘ 
that Monteverde at this time had one of the highest ratings in athletics of any high school in the 
state. 
 
The day approached for the team tryouts.  The day before we were to run four laps around the 
quarter mile track, Quinn made me rest.  He told me that when the starting gun fired, I should 
not start off fast.  I should remain behind and do my breathing exercises for the first lap.  For 
the second lap, I should pull up about even with the other runners and move into the lead 
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during the third lap.  For the final lap, he said I should finish at full speed and pay no attention 
to the lead I had on the other runners. 
 
The race began, and I followeŘ vǳƛƴƴΩǎ ƛƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ  L ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ƭŀǇΦ  ²Ŝ 
were in the fourth lap when Arthur made his move to overtake me.  He turned on the steam 
and seemed to think it would be easy to pass me.  But he started too late.  Coming into the 
home stretch, I gave it all I had and finished at full speed.  After crossing the finish line, the 
momentum I had built up kept me running until I feel in the arms of three of the boys.  They 
kept me moving for the good of my legs and breathing.  The students cheered and 
congratulated me.  I had thrown the old veteran for a loss.  It was just as well, as Arthur would 
soon be graduating and the school was in need of a fast distance runner.  Quinn was proud and 
so was I.  Arthur later admitted my strategy, or rather vǳƛƴƴΩǎΣ ƘŀŘ ōŜŀǘŜƴ ƘƛƳΦ 
 
At another meet, the Athenian runner tried the same strategy on me that I had used to beat 
Arthur.  But I sensed what he was trying to do, and I was able to use it to advantage in winning 
the race.  My abilities in track obviously helped my popularity grow with students and faculty 
during the year. 
 
It had grown so much that Mrs. Carpenter, the school administrator, advised me that I would 
be able to graduate in three years by attending school during the summer.  This would enable 
me to become a senior.  Mrs. Carpenter told me she would forbid me accepting more than two 
elective offices and that I could participate in very little extra curricular activities.  She knew I 
had a hard year ahead of me.  I was elected president of the Christian Endeavor Society and 
president of the Philomathean Literary Society.  During my senior year ς which I enjoyed very 
much ς John Butler and I won the debates. 
 
Did I mature at Montverde?  Most definitely.  I had grown from a lone, timid, sensitive, peevish 
character to a young man with a better sense of values and a richly improved ability to live with 
and enjoy my fellow man.  I had grown greatly ς physically, morally, and spiritually ς which was 
partially due to the fine example set by the Carpenters, the founders of the school, other 
members of the faculty, and the association with students.  I had attained a greater sense of 
honesty and fairness and had matured in spiritual insight.  I achieved popularity part of which I 
literally had to fight for.  This popularity was reflected in my behalf in years to come. 
 
My dreams and ambitions had become broader, brighter, and closer to becoming realities than 
before I went to Montverde.  All I can say is God bless Mrs. Hunter, Jess Hunter, Mother Collins, 
Mr. and Mrs. Carpenter, the school faculty, and my fellow students for their part in making it 
possible for me to grow at Montverde.  The school was an alma mater in the true sense of the 
word.  God bless the Montverde Academy in future years.  May it serve mankind and God as it 
did in the days when I was a student there. 
 
I graduated from Montverde in June, 1925.  I had some obligations which I did not want to ask 
Jess Hunter to assume.  I had no plans to enter college that fall, primarily because I was not 
financially able.  So I decided to work at Montverde until I had paid off all my debts.  I paid off 
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those debts in rather quick order and then began noticing there was a great boom in the sale of 
land.  I knew several graduates of the school who were making good money buying and selling 
land.  I consulted Mr. Carpenter, and he told me he knew of no reason why I could not do as 
well.  I do not recall if a real estate certificate or license was required at the time.  If they were, I 
ignored the requirements. 
 
For the first time in almost four years, I severed relations with Montverde and set out into the 
big business world to sell real estate.  The difference between the Joseph E. Hendricks who 
entered Montverde and the one who emerged could be detected without much difficulty.  I 
went to Dickson-Ives Store and bought a suit, paying part of the price and promising to pay the 
remainder later on.  I made arrangements with the owner of the store, Mr. Harry Dixon.  I 
ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǎǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ άōƛƎ Ƴŀƴέ ƛƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘǊŀƴǎŀŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ  Lǘ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƻŦ 
accomplishment to have discussed this business matter with him.  I can look back now and 
recognize this as a step forward in my development maturing. 
 
Mr. Dixon agreed to let me have the suit.  But I was not able to make the money to pay the 
ōŀƭŀƴŎŜ L ƻǿŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƛǘΦ  .ǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜōǘΦ  L ŀǎǎǳƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ άLΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ 
ƻǿŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ōŜŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦέ  L ƪŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜōǘ ƛƴ ƳƛƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƻǾŜǊ мл ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ 
paid it.  I met Mr. Dixon on the street in Orlando. 
 
IŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ƳŜΣ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ άWƻŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘΦέ 
 
I asked him what he was talking about.  He told me he was amazed to receive a check from me 
to finish paying for the suit.  He said he had no recollection of the debt.  He even checked his 
books and, on first inspection, found no such overdue account.  Mr. Dixon said he was about 
ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŎƪ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛƭƭ ƳŀǊƪŜŘ άƭƻǎǎΦέ  IŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ 
paid the bill, he would never have known the difference.  I replied that I would have always 
known the difference. 
 
After acquiring the suit, I went out to make money in the real estate business so I could 
continue my education.  The real estate business was fantastic at that time.  Sometimes a piece 
of property would change hands six to eight times with no transfer of title.  A simple note was 
written by the owner stating he had sold the property to a buyer for a stated sum.  The buyer 
would give the seller a cash down payment on the spot, and the seller would use the money to 
buy more land.  The buyer, meanwhile, would sell the land to another person.  Both the seller 
and buyer would realize a profit from the transactions. 
 
I made my first purchase by buying 40 acres.  I had persuaded my stepfather to join in the 
venture with me.  We would make lots of money, I told him.  That evening, everything was 
going well, so it seemed.  But by the next morning, when I went out looking for prospects, I 
could not give the land away.  So I tore up the simple transaction and the property reverted to 
the owner.  I never ƪƴŜǿ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜΦ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ Ƴȅ ǊŜŀƭ ŜǎǘŀǘŜ ŎŀǊŜŜǊ ŜƴŘŜŘΦ  ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ 
bubble burst, Dad wanted his deposit back and I gave it to him. 
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A business depression set in.  There was no work to be found anywhere.  I had hoped to enter 
Stetson University that fall, but possibilities of my doing that looked mighty bleak at the time.  I 
had hopes, though.  It was till about six months before the fall term began.  I had a feeling that, 
ǿƛǘƘ DƻŘΩǎ ƘŜƭǇΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŀ ǿŀȅ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜΦ 
 
I wanted to attend Stetson for two reasons:  First, it was thought of as a Baptist University, and 
I was a Baptist.  The college was once affiliated with the University of Chicago.  It had graduated 
a string of prominent lawyers, politicians, educators, and preachers.  The second reason was 
that the brother of the president of Montverde had assisted me in getting a job at a chain 
grocery store. 
 
With this job and the loan of $75 from a man I had not known long, I entered Stetson in 
September 1926.  It is amazing how close individuals can come to missing an opportunity and, 
therefore, destroying the possibility of their achieving their ambitions.  It almost happened to 
ƳŜΦ  ²ƘŜƴ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƛǘΣ L ǎƘƛǾŜǊ ŦƻǊ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ DƻŘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀǾŜŘ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ 
terrible blunder.   
 
It took place during my senior year at Montverde, about the last month of school. The annual 
ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǇƛŎƴƛŎΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŀǘŜŘ ŀǎ ǎǳŎƘΣ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ŀƴ ŀŦŦŀƛǊ ƛƴ ƘƻƴƻǊ 
of the senior class.  On this day, the seniors usually took some liberties, such as leaving the 
crowd ς as long as they were in groups ς and strolling through the beautiful oak grove on Lake 
Apopka.  Of course, almost everyone had their cameras, as it was the last joint informal 
celebration and the last chance to get informal pictures before graduation.  As I recall, the next 
two affairs were the junior-senior banquet and the alumni banquet, both of which were formal. 
 
As a senior, I joined the others to take some pictures.  The pictures were quite informal, but 
nothing vulgar.  Perhaps they could be described in the lovey-dovey class. There were some 
ǇƻǎŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀǊƳǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƎƛǊƭǎΩ ǿŀƛǎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǾƛŎŜ ǾŜǊǎŀΦ  {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ 
a very modest kiss and some silly antics.  The school had strict rules against such deportment 
which has proven to be extremely wise.  In spite of the strict rules and discipline, there were a 
few midnight forays by a pair now and then.  They would sneak out of their dormitories and 
hold rendezvous somewhere near the campus.  There were many places which would lend 
themselves to romance.  The shores of Lake Florence were only 300 feet from the campus.  No 
faculty, no matter how hard it tries, can hope to enforce every rule without some violations.  If 
it were possible, it would have been done at Montverde because the teachers and student 
monitors were diligent about watching for infractions.  The disciplinary action taken against 
violators was severe. 
 
I am not aware how the faculty learned about the pictures.  I presume the postmistress assisted 
when she noticed so many films coming and going through the post office.  Of course, someone 
had to see some of the photos and start talking.  However it was discovered, Mr. Carpenter 
announced one day that all seniors must turn over their pictures to him.  My pictures had been 
taken by someone else, and they were turned in without my ever having seen them.  Mr. 
Carpenter called all the other seniors before he summoned me.   I had heard he was rather 
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angry and threatened to expel some of the offenders.  But up until the time I appeared before 
him, he had only handed out some harsh penalties. 
 
L ƪƴŜǿ aǊΦ /ŀǊǇŜƴǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƘƛƎƘ ǊŜƎŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΥ  
ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ǎƛƭƪ ǇǳǊǎŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƻǿΩǎ ŜŀǊΦέ  L ŀƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘǊǳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŎŀǎŜΣ L ŦŜŜƭ 
they had done a good job of imitation.  I thoroughly expected to be reprimanded, primarily 
because I was with the others.  Also, I had taken no action to stop them.  I was anticipating a 
light penalty and surely nothing as severe as happened. 
 
L ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ aǊΦ /ŀǊǇŜƴǘŜǊΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ  !ǎ L ǎŀǘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ƘŜ ŘǊŜǿ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜǎƪ ŘǊŀǿŜǊ 
a snapshot and passed it to me. 
 
άL ƎǳŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
 
ά²ƘȅΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
 
He replied that he thought the school had one student with some sense, leadership, and 
morals.  I asked him what was wrong with the picture. 
 
ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
 
άbƻ ǎƛǊΣέ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 
 
The snapshot was of Irma Carter and me, seated.  I had both of my hands on my left knee, and 
ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ ƳƛƴŜΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭΦ  ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ 
 
ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜΚέ aǊΦ /ŀǊǇŜƴǘŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 
 
άbƻΣ aǊΦ /ŀǊǇŜƴǘŜǊΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘΣέ L ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΦ 
 
ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ [Ŝƻƴ /ŀǊǘŜǊ όLǊƳŀΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊύ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ƛǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
 
At this point, I felt I was being intimidated somewhat, and I did not appreciate it.  I replied 
ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŎǳǊǘƭȅΣ άaǊΦ /ŀǊǘŜǊ όǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ōƻƻkkeeper) is in his office ς ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ 
Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜΚέ 
 
Mr.  Carpenter obviously interpreted my reply as being too brazen.  He arose from his chair and 
headed toward the door. 
 
As he opened the door, he declared, ά¸ƻǳǊ ǇŜƴŀƭǘȅ ƛǎ ƭŀƛŘ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ  ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƻǊ 
ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǇŀŎƪ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǳƛǘŎŀǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǾŜΦέ 
 
!ǘ ǘƘƛǎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ L ŀǊƻǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΣ άL ǿƛƭƭ ǇŀŎƪ Ƴȅ ǎǳƛǘŎŀǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǾŜΦέ 
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After leaving his office, I called some friends in Eustis to come and get me.  But my friends 
ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΦ  L ƭŜŦǘ ŀ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜΦ  Lƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǘƛƳŜΣ L ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
dormitory and packed, preparing to leave.  I then returned to the office to see if my friends had 
returned the call. 
 
As I came to the office, Mrs. Carpenter met me and told me she was just coming over to look 
ƳŜ ǳǇΦ  άL ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦ  ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ 
ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
 
At that point, I did interrupt to tell her I did not believe I had done anything wrong and did not 
feel I deserved to be spoken to so harshly by her husband.  He could have told me what my 
penalty was and said no more.  I would have thought any penalty would have been unjust, but I 
would have taken it and said nothing more.  I told her I thought Mr. Carpenter knew me well 
enough by now to know that when he told me to accept the penalty or pack up and leave, I 
would pack up and leave.  I advised Mrs. Carpenter I had friends in Eustis with whom I could 
stay for a few weeks.  I said I planned on graduating from Eustis High School.  I think these were 
almost the last words I was able to mutter until much later. 
 
ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘǊŀƴǎŦŜǊ ǘƻ 9ǳǎǘƛǎ IƛƎƘ {ŎƘƻƻƭ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  άCƛǊǎǘΣ 
they would not accept you this late, and secondly, you do not have sufficient credits.  We 
ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ƻǳǊ ŜȄŀƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴǎ ȅŜǘΣ ŀƴŘ 9ǳǎǘƛǎ IƛƎƘ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ 
taken here.  You are within three weeks of graduation.  Three weeks from now, you will have 
graduated from Montverde and have your diploma.  But if you leave now, it will be at least 
ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ȅŜŀǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜΦ  άwŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ 
advanced as far as you have if Mr. Hunter had not helped you.  I know you have worked hard, 
ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘŜǘǊŀŎǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘΦ  LŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƘŀǊŘΣ aǊΦ IǳƴǘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ 
ƘŜƭǇŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ȅƻǳΦέ 
 
ά²ŜƭƭΣ aǊǎΦ /ŀǊǇŜƴǘŜǊΣέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άŘƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ aǊΦ /ŀǊǇŜƴǘŜǊ ƛƴǾƛǘŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΚέ 
 
{ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ άWƻŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ aǊΦ /ŀǊǇŜƴǘŜǊ ƛƴǘŜƴŘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΦ  
Mr. Carpenter will be disappointed if you do.  He is already sorry to hear what you plan to do.  I 
am disappointed, and I am sure that other members of the faculty will be disappointed.  If Mr. 
/ŀǊǇŜƴǘŜǊ ŘƛŘ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƘŀǊǎƘƭȅ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƛƴǘŜƴŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΦ  ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀŘƳƛǊŜŘ 
ȅƻǳΦ  IŜ ŦŜŜƭǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƻǾŜǊŎƻƳŜ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ƘŀǊŘǎƘƛǇǎ ōǳǘ ǊŜŦǳǎŜ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜΦ  IŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ 
quite ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǘǘƛǘǳŘŜΦέ 
 
I could hardly have said anything at this point, even if she had given me the opportunity.  But 
ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪΦ 
 
aǊǎΦ /ŀǊǇŜƴǘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ŀŘǾƛǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ  ²Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƛǎ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜn 
where Mr. Carpenter is having coffee now, apologize, take your penalty, and graduate in three 
weeks.  Whatever your penalty might be, I would accept it and do what will be required.  While 
ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŎƻƳǇƭȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƴŀƭǘȅΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŀ ǎǘŜǇ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƎƻŀƭΦ  
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²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ƛǘΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǇǊƻǳŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ aǊΦ /ŀǊǇŜƴǘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀƛǘƘ 
ƛƴ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǾƛƴŘƛŎŀǘŜŘΦ  ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƛǘΚέ 
 
L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ά¸ŜǎΣ aŀΩŀƳΦέ  ²Ƙŀǘ ŜƭǎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ L ŘƻΚ  L ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀƴƎǊȅ ŀǘ Mrs. Carpenter 
ŦƻǊ ƭƛǘŜǊŀƭƭȅ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ ά¸Ŝǎ aŀƴέ ǿƘŜƴ L ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ  L 
went straight to the kitchen.  I was a bit chagrined, but I would have dreaded to reply to Mrs. 
Carpenter with any other answer.  Mr. Carpenter was sitting on a stool, sipping coffee. 
 
άaǊΦ /ŀǊǇŜƴǘŜǊΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ  άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭƛŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅ L ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƳƻǾŜ ǎƻ ŘǊŀǎǘƛŎΦ  
L ŀƳ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƧǳŘƎŜƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƴŀƭǘȅΦέ 
 
He strained, it seemed, not to show relief and gladness.  He appeared to fake it.  I wished I 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά{ǘƻǇ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŧƻƻƭ ƳŜ ς ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀǎ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ŀǎ L ŀƳΦέ 
 
Iƛǎ ǊŜǇƭȅΣ ŀǎ L ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ƛǘΣ ǿŜƴǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΥ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ǎŜƴǎƛōƭŜ 
course to pursue.  Mr. Walker will tell you the details of your penalty, and you can start on it 
ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƘƻǳǊǎΦέ 
 
In other words, he was not to suspend me for the penalty, but let me work it out after school.  
This was a generous move in that it would let me keep up with my classroom work.  Later in the 
day, I saw Mr. Walker.  He informed me that I was to cut and stack a strand of wood. 
 
The next afternoon, I headed for the wood pile with a sharp axe amid considerable razzing from 
my school mates.  I had told everyone that I suggested my penalty, and that they would be 
welcome to come out and watch me carry it out.  I also told them I would show them how to 
cut out the penalties they were bound to get now that was about to graduate and give up my 
monopoly on the wood pile.  I jokingly added that chopping wood was the way I developed my 
muscle.  I picked the wood which was the easiest to cut and, within an hour, had the strand cut 
and stacked.  Mr. Walker had to inspect my work.  After looking it over, he gave me credit for 
the work, but commented that I had finished it too quickly.  Some of the students apparently 
ƘŜŀǊŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜΣ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ƳŜŀƭΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ƴƻƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ƳŜ ά¢ƘŜ /ƘŀƳǇΦέ 
 
The wood was cut and the penalty completed.  It still seemed a shame that the school president 
would compel a senior to cut wood for the winter to get his diploma.  But on the other hand, I 
conceded it was well worth it when I stepped forward on graduation day and accepted the 
diploma from Mr. Carpenter. 
 
When I entered Stetson University in the fall of 1926, I roomed with Walter Harper.  He and I 
rented a small apartment and we cooked our own food.  But I was back to fighting the same old 
battle of finances again.  Does a man have to be plagued with insufficient funds in everything 
he does, I asked myself? 
 
Because I had observed the fine work done by the faculty at Montverde, I was sure this work 
gave one an opportunity to serve mankind.  I thought I would like it, too.  Therefore, I arranged 
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my courses for an AB degree.  Since I had finished at Montverde in ǘƘǊŜŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ L 
had the required credits.  The Stetson registrar, however, said I did have the sufficient number. 
 
The University would not permit any student to graduate in less than four years, even though 
he went to school during the summeǊΦ  .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƻǊŜǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ς ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƳŀƴΩǎ 
worst shortcomings ς I lost another year.  When I later returned to Stetson for an LLB degree, I 
learned that I could have arranged my work in the four years so the credits could have applied 
as electives in law school.  So I had to attend law school for three years, making a total of seven 
years at Stetson. 
 
To move ahead of my story somewhat, I accepted a position at Montverde after I graduated 
from Stetson, Mr. Carpenter offered me the position which was in effect acting vice president.  
At one time, I had to reach the sciences after the regular teacher either resigned or was asked 
to leave.  I taught the courses for three weeks while a qualified teacher was being sought.  
During that time, I decideŘ ǘŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛȄ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΦ  ¢ǿƻ ōƻȅǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ƳŀŘŜ 
me feel as though I was going to kill a few of them or they were going to kill me.  Not being of a 
murderous nature, I thought it best that I find a position or line of work for which my 
temperament was better suited.  I came to the conclusion that I should practice law, where I 
would have a good referee when I felt in the killing mood! 
 
After I decided to return to Stetson for a law degree, I was offered a job by the university of 
touring the state in search of more students.  We were not turning them away in those days, 
but coaxing them in.  I asked Mr. Carpenter for permission to resign.  After we discussed it, he 
said he would not stand in my way since the teaching profession was not a lucrative one.  That 
was certainly true at Montverde.  I have thought many times of how little the faculty was paid 
there.  What dedicated people the teachers were! 
 
Returning to the proper order of my story, I was pleased with one thing when I entered Stetson 
ŀǎ ŀ ŦǊŜǎƘƳŀƴΦ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǇ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻǊ ŦƻǳǊ ōƻȅǎ ǘƻ ǿƛƴ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘΦ  L ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƭŀŘ ƻŦ 
that when I looked over the student body.  Here at Stetson, I decided, I could be a normal 
student and have nothing to prove to the students or myself.  The students were mature and 
adjusted.  Therefore, it became only a matter of getting acquainted with them.  I was timid then 
and have been timid all my life.  Some people who know me may recall that I have often 
stepped forward and spoken up on occasion when it was necessary.  And I did it in such a 
manner as to cloak my timidity.  After I get to know a person, I can shake off the timidity.  But if 
L ŀƳ ǘƘǊƻǿƴ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŎǊƻǿŘΣ L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōŜ ŀ άIŀƛƭ ŦŜƭƭƻǿΣ ǿŜƭƭ ƳŜǘΦέ 
 
Therefore, at the university, this was my biggest problem as I sought to become one among the 
prominent.  I worked hard at the physical labor I was compelled to do.  I worked hard at my 
books and worked hard at play.  I could attend only some of the functions of the university ς 
football or basketball game now and then, an occasional play and a movie perhaps once a 
week.  My meetings with fellow students were usually at church services, chapel and my 
classes.  I never attended the real social functions for two reasons.  I did not have the finer 
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clothes to make a polished appearance, and the social affairs were mainly for fraternity 
members.  To attend those functions, invitations were required. 
 
During my first year, I had no time for a fraternity as I was compelled to spend almost every 
moment at work or study.  I often dropped off to sleep from exhaustion while studying.  It was 
really too much for one of my physical stamina, but I realized there was no other way to remain 
in school. 
 
Before the first year ended, I managed to make some improvements in my arrangements for 
living.  In addition, Jess Hunter had promised to financially aid me again.  I worked at 
Montverde the first summer.  I was able to save my money and buy a few badly need clothes.  I 
knew I would need them if I ever tried to enteǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΩǎ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ŎƛǊŎƭŜΦ 
 
In my freshman year, I wished I could have received an invitation to join one of the fraternities.  
Then I could have told them I would be happy to accept if they could hold it in abeyance until I 
could work out some financial arrangements.  But I received no bids to join any of the 
ŦǊŀǘŜǊƴƛǘƛŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ŦƻǊ ŀŘƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ ŀ ōƛŘ ǿƘŜƴ 
school opened for my second year.  I particularly wanted to join one fraternity, and I was 
bothered cƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŀōƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘΩ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ ŀƴ ƛƴǾƛǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ  L ƘŀŘ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ŀ ŎƻǇȅ ƻŦ 9Ƴƛƭȅ tƻǎǘ 
and practiced the manners she set forth so I would have no feeling of inferiority in that regard.  
I had watched some of the upper crust commit social blunders, and I wanted to avoid that.  
Since my manners were acceptable and my clothing was very similar to what fraternity men 
ǿŜǊŜ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎΣ L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ŀ ōƛŘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŀǘŜǊƴƛǘȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 
did not know me. 
 
Harboring this desire to join a particular fraternity, I had come to know all of its members, at 
least by sight.  Nearly all the football team was composed of members of that frat.  In addition, 
all the leaders of the campus were from that frat, or at least so it seemed to me.  I wanted to 
become a member of Pi Kappa Phi!  The president of the student body belonged to it.  And its 
members always seemed to be friendlier and made better appearances than did members of 
the other two fraternities.  Since they did not know me, I had to make it a point to let them 
know me. 
 
On every occasion possible, I would introduce e myself and engage the frat members in a 
conversation.  If I could do so without being too obvious, I would mention the fact that I noticed 
they were Pi Kaps.  I was on the track team and organized the cross-country race team with the 
permission of the coach. 
Writing of cross-country races makes me remember the time we were planning on competing 
with the University of Florida team at the Volusia County Fair.  I had already received 
permission of the fair director and was explaining the situation to the track coach.  He asked me 
how far it was around the track.  I told him it was a half mile. 
 
hōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ŀ ǘǿƻ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘŀƭŦ ƳƛƭŜ ǊŀŎŜ ƻƴ a 
ƘŀƭŦ ƳƛƭŜ ǘǊŀŎƪΚέ 
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I was delighted to learn that Stanley Wagg of Palm Beach had joined our team.  I immediately 
made it a point to cultivate his friendship because he came from a prominent family and, most 
importantly, he was a Pi Kap.  We became good friends and I never missed a chance to get 
acquainted with some of his friends.  I was very concerned about a future bid, and became 
ŀǇǇǊŜƘŜƴǎƛǾŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǎŜƳŜǎǘŜǊ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ŀƴŘ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ŀ ōƛŘΦ 
 
A few days later Stanley asked me if I would come to the Pi Kap house that night.  They were 
ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎΦ  L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ  ά!ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ƘƻǊǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 
ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ƳŜƴέ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪŜǇǘ ƳŜ ŀǿŀȅΦ  L ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ ŀ ōƛŘ ǘƘŜƴΣ L ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǿŀǎ 
being considered for one.  I wore my best clothes and most polished manners that evening. 
 
On arriving at the house, Stanley immediately introduced me to Tom Smith.  Even though I had 
tried to meet him previously.  I had no success.  The meetings of a fraternity are secret, and 
when the members filed upstairs for the session, Stanley asked me to stay downstairs for a 
while.  There may be some others coming in later, he said, and he wanted me to meet them.  I 
did meet two or three other fraternity members shortly there after.  After the meeting, Stanley 
came to me and asked if I would accept a bid to Pi Kap if it were offered.  This is a standard 
precaution always taken.  In this manner, no invitation can ever be refused.  I promptly told him 
I would accept the bid, adding that I had hoped to join Pi Kapp Phi since I came to Stetson.  
Stanley then pinned a pledge button on my lapel and congratulated me.  The others gathered 
around and gave me the same greeting.  I assured them I would do my best to merit this 
confidence. 
 
I walked lightly and whistled loudly on my way home.  I was so happy!  Again I had deliberately 
set out and worked hard to acquire what I wanted rather than let it come easily.  I felt there 
was good reason for belonging to a fraternity.  Lǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŀ ƳŀƴƴŜǊ ƻŦ ƛƳǇǊƻǾƛƴƎ ƻƴŜΩǎ 
self, or it can be turned into a drinking and philandering club.  A member can help improve it 
and make it a real association of brothers.  Membership in a fraternity gives a student the 
advantage of having the ǎŀƳŜ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǊŀǘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Ŏǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦŦ ŦǊƻƳ 
other students if he uses his sense.  It may give him his first boost toward leadership on the 
campus.  It also gives one a feeling of being a party of something worthwhile. 
 
I was a part.  The fraternity in no way hindered my friendship with non-fraternity men.  I 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜǘ ƛǘΦ  L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎΦ  ²ƘŜƴ L ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŀ tƛ YŀǇ 
member, I was part of the whole.  Previously, I had been cut off from some groups of students.  
Some of my fondest memories of individuals are of my fraternity brothers.  I have fond 
memories of many others, but those of my brothers are the warmest.  There are those in 
fraternities who want their membership to set them up above others.  Happily, I found very 
little of that in Pi Kapp Phi. 
 
L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŀǘŜǊƴƛǘȅ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿŀǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 
one member continued making a mistake and each time my bid was delayed.  The manner in 
which fraternity brothers approve a pledge is by secret ballot.  They pass a small box, 
containing white balls and black balls, around during an official meeting.  Each member 
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ǊŜƳƻǾŜǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŀ ǿƘƛǘŜ όάȅŜǎέύ ƻǊ ōƭŀŎƪ όάƴƻέύ ōŀƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƴŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻȄ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǎŜǊǘǎ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
other.  The vote on a pledge must be unanimous ς all white balls.  If there is only one black ball 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻȄ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǾƻǘŜ ƛǎ ǘŀƪŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜ ǇƭŜŘƎŜ ƛǎ άōƭŀŎƪ ōŀƭƭŜŘΣέ ŀƴŘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǾƻǘŜŘ ƻƴ 
again for some time. 
 
I had been recommended three times previously as a pledge and had been eliminated from 
consideration each time by one black ball in the box, I later learned.  There had been only one 
vote against me each time, and I had been so anxious to get a bid.  I am one of those who firmly 
believe that God had a hand in such matters, for some good we cannot understand.  One the 
ǘƘƛǊŘ άōƭŀŎƪ ōŀƭƭƛƴƎέ L ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘΣ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ²ŀƎƎ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƛƴŎŜƴǎŜŘΦ  IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊƳŀƴ ŦƻǊ 
ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ άōƭŀŎƪ ōŀƭƭŜŘέ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ŀƭƭ ōȅ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭe 
vote. 
 
!ŘŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇΣ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ǘƘƛǎΣ ōǳǘ L 
would like to know if the same person is dropping a black ball in the box each time we vote on 
Hendricks.  If it is one member, I wish he would tell me why he continues to black ball him.  I 
know Joe, and he is worthy of any fraternity on this campus.  And you can bet that one of them 
ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇƭŜŘƎŜ ƘƛƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƭƻƴƎΦ  IŜ ƛǎ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇǳǎΦ  ²ƘƛƭŜ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
enthusiastic about him at first, since he is rather quiet, I have grown to like him very much.  
IŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀƴ ŀǎǎŜǘ ǘƻ ǳǎΦ  LŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ōƭŀŎƪ 
ōŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ŀŘƳƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƛǘΣ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ǎƘŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L 
subƳƛǘ WƻŜΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 
 
{ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ¢ƻƳ {ƳƛǘƘ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǳǇΦ  IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ƛŘŜƴǘƛŦȅƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ 
ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ōƭŀŎƪ ōŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ŜŀŎƘ ǘƛƳŜΦ  IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǿƻǳƭŘ 
be a credit to the fraternity.  From his obǎŜǊǾŀǘƛƻƴǎΣ {ƳƛǘƘ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǊ ŀŎǘŜŘ 
the part of a fraternity brother. 
 
άIŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŘǊŜǎǎ ƴŜŀǘƭȅΣ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǎƭƻǇǇȅ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ ōƻƛǎǘŜǊƻǳǎ ŀǘ ǘƛƳŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
 
In general, Smith added, he fails to meet the standards of this fraternity, and I want every 
member of this chapter to reflect credit upon it. 
 
Stanley told Smith that from the description he had just given of me, he wondered if he (Smith) 
ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƪƴŜǿ ƳŜΦ  ά¢ƘŜ ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ Ŧƛǘ IŜƴŘǊƛŎƪǎΣέ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛt is a 
ŎŀǎŜ ƻŦ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜƴ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅΦέ 
 
He asked the members if they would approve of him bringing me to the next meeting so 
everyone would know me.  There was no objection.  When Smith met me that night, he readily 
admitted to Stanley that he was wrong and said he had been thinking of some other fellow.  A 
vote was taken thereafter, and I was approved unanimously. 
 
The next day I happened to meet one of my Montverde school mates and he noticed my pledge 
pin.  He asked me why I had accepted their pin, when his fraternity was considering me.  I told 



 64 

ƘƛƳ L ƎǳŜǎǎŜŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ tƛ YŀǇǎΦ  L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ L ǿƻǳƭŘ 
ǊŜƧŜŎǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊŀǘΩǎ ōƛŘΣ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻΦ 
 
The fraternity came through by giving me a boost toward leadership, just as I thought it would.  
It was through Pi Kap that I organized a political party (Democratic, of course) on the campus 
and became its leader.  One time at Stetson, I held two major offices simultaneously, the first 
time anyone remembered this having been accomplished. 
 
In spite of my success, there was always the problem of finances.  I cleaned up the fraternity 
house for my dues.  At the same time, I swept floors in the university for my tuition, cleaned an 
apartment house and fired its furnace for a place to live, and worked in the cafeteria for my 
meals.  I was later promoted from floor sweeper in the university buildings to the position of 
publicity director.  I receive d no pay, only my tuition in the new position as I knew nothing 
about publicity. 
 
There was nothing too menial for me to do, if it would further my education and fulfill my 
ambitions.  When it became evident that I had pollical ability and leadership qualities, I began 
to think of something more than just an education.  My interest in politics and the desire to 
move forward improved me in many ways while at Stetson.  I began practicing psychology, both 
on an individual and group basis, within the limited range of the student body.  There is a good 
deal to be learned about psychology and politics from a group of 500 men and women.  Being a 
student, I had the opportunity to study and practice psychology with my fellow students and 
the faculty.  
 
I always believed it was good to have an association with the head authority in any place.  At 
Stetson, it was the college president.  President Hulley and I had one thing in common which 
only one out of ten persons could recognize unless they studied psychology.  Each of us was 
timid!  I noticed the trait in Dr. Hulley and made every effort to converse with him.  My efforts 
succeeded later on when he began to take notice of me while I was engaged in political 
campaigns on the campus.  He often talked with me about politics.  I made it a point to go to his 
office for advice on various matters.  As a result, we developed a close friendship.  On more 
than one occasion, I used this friendship to accomplish something I could not have done 
otherwise. 
 
As an example, my brother, Dennis Carroll, entered the university.  To encourage him, I 
promised to help him.  It turned out that I had to pay his tuition with money I was planning on 
using to pay my tuition.  I asked the bursar, Mr. Rosa, if I could sign a note for my tuition.  The 
ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ŜƳǇƘŀǘƛŎ άbƻΗέ  L ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ 5ǊΦ IǳƭƭŜȅ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƘe situation to him.  He told 
me to go back and tell Mr. Rosa it would be all right for me to sign the note. 
 
.ǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ L ǊŜƭŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΣ aǊΦ wƻǎŀ ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǎƛƎƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǘŜΣ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ άIŜ ό5ǊΦ 
IǳƭƭŜȅύ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 
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It was about time for my first class during that semester to start, and I did not want to miss it or 
ōŜ ƭŀǘŜΦ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ Řƛƭƭȅ-dallying, and I advised Mr. Hulley that it appeared Mr. Rosa 
did not care whether I made it or not.  On telling him what Mr. Rosa had said, Dr. Hulley turned 
red with anger.  With a few choice words to Mr. Rosa, Dr. Hulley got my tuition handled with 
dispatch. 
 
On another occasion, I had a friend who played the organ in the largest theater in the world, 
ά¢ƘŜ aƛƭƭƛƻƴ 5ƻƭƭŀǊ YŜƛǘƘ-Albe TƘŜŀǘǊŜέ ƛƴ IǳƴǘƛƴƎǘƻƴΣ ²Ŝǎǘ ±ƛǊƎƛƴƛŀΦ  IŜ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
campus.  I asked him if he would play the chapel organ for me, and he consented.  But when we 
approached the organist, Mrs. Welch, with my request for the keys, she refused. 
 
We immediately left tƘŜ ŎƘŀǇŜƭ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ 5ǊΦ IǳƭƭŜȅΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ  L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘ ƛƴ 
organ music and that Mrs. Welch turned down my request.  Advising us that he, too, liked 
organ music, Dr. Hulley wrote a note and told me to give it to Mrs. Welch.  On reading the note 
she promptly opened her purse and gave us the organ key.  My friend played for me about an 
hour. 
 
aŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ L ƴŜŜŘŜŘ 5ǊΦ IǳƭƭŜȅΩǎ ƘŜƭǇ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ƛǘΦ  IŜ ƘƛǊŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ 
during the summer again.  I enjoyed the work and it helped my financial situation. 
 
My popularity at Stetson began to climb during my junior year when a group of girls asked me if 
I would accept the class presidency.  They told me they were dissatisfied with a fellow who was 
the front runner for the position.  This same fellow had been president of both the freshman 
and sophomore classes during the past two years.  The girls noted the junior class would be 
ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ǇǳōƭƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜ ȅŜŀǊ ōƻƻƪΣ ά¢ƘŜ IŀǘǘŜǊΦέ  ¢ƘŜȅ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ 
this fellow would devote the proper time to it.  I told them I would accept and was elected.  I 
ǿŀǎ ŀƭǎƻ ŜƭŜŎǘŜŘ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ά¢ƘŜ IŀǘǘŜǊέ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ȅŜŀǊΦ 
 
IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ ōƻƻƪ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ά¢ƘŜ hǎƘƛƘƛȅƛΣέ ǘƘŜ LƴŘƛŀƴ ƴŀƳŜ 
for mocking bird.  On becoming the business manager, the editor-in-chief, Miss Virginia Cheney 
and I discussed the matter of changing the name since it was so hard to pronounce and spell.  
Also, she noted no one knew the meaning of it.  In one respect, Miss Cheney was inclined to let 
ƛǘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ άǘƘŜ hǎƘƛƘƛȅƛΣέ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŎƭŀǎǎƛŎŀƭΦ  L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŀǎǎƛŎŀƭ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜŘ 
ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘΦ  hǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΣ L ǇǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭΗ 
 
In our discussion, I pointed out that John B. Stetson was a hat manufacturer and that it might 
ōŜ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻŦƛǘŀōƭŜ ƛŦ ǿŜ ƴŀƳŜŘ ƛǘ ά¢ƘŜ IŀǘǘŜǊΦέ  aƛǎǎ /ƘŜƴŜȅ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊŜŘ 
ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ά¢ƘŜ 5ŜǊōȅΦέ  L ǘƻƻƪ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜ ŜȄŎŜǇǘƛƻƴΦ  aƛǎǎ /ƘŜƴŜȅ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ 
determined as I was.  This discussion was held in front of the year book staff and she did not 
relent. 
 
This is one of the few times I ever made a subtle threat.  I thought it best to settle the matter 
here and then get the approval of the class in a called meeting.  I was not sure I could win if it 
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was brought to a vote of the class, since she could line up all the girls on her side.  But at the 
moment, I had the majority of the staff on my side. 
 
I finally said that Miss Cheney is the editor and she seems dissatisfied with the proposed name 
ƻŦ ά¢ƘŜ IŀǘǘŜǊΦέ  .ŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƛǘƻǊΣ L ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǎƘŜǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘΦ 
 
ά.ǳǘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ŀ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ƻǳǊ ŦŜƭƭƻǿ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŦŜŜƭΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ  άLŦ 
ǘƘŜ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ŘŜŎƛŘŜǎ ǘƻ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǘ ά¢ƘŜ IŀǘǘŜǊΣέ ŀƴŘ aƛǎǎ /ƘŜƴŜȅ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ŎŀǊŜ ǘƻ continue s editor, I 
am sure ς as difficult as it would be to find a capable replacement ς we could find someone 
ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘŜǇ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴŜ ǿƻǊƪ aƛǎǎΦ /ƘŜƴŜȅ Ƙŀǎ ōŜƎǳƴΦέ  {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 
suddenly faced with the possibility of being replaced, which apparently she had not given any 
thought previously. 
 
{ƘŜ ǘƘŜƴ ŎŀǇƛǘǳƭŀǘŜŘΣ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ άbƻΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ōŜ ƴŀƳŜŘ ά¢ƘŜ 5ŜǊōȅΣέ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀŦŦ 
ŀƴŘ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ƛǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƴŀƳŜŘ ά¢ƘŜ IŀǘǘŜǊΣέ ǘƘŜƴ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿƻǊƪ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎΦέ 
 
¢ƘŜ ƛǎǎǳŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǾƻǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǘ ά¢ƘŜ IŀǘǘŜǊΦέ  hƴŜ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊΣ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ 
dead now but whom I admired very much, critized me for the change, saying he thought the 
former name was best.  He bet me that it would be changed back to the old name within two 
ȅŜŀǊǎΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ мфнуΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ƭŀǘŜ ŀǎ мфсрΣ ǘƘŜ {ǘŜǘǎƻƴ ȅŜŀǊ ōƻƻƪ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƴŀƳŜŘ ά¢ƘŜ IŀǘǘŜǊΦέ 
 
I achieved much at Stetson during the four years I studied there for an AB degree.  I gained my 
knowledge of psychology and learned the practical use of politics.  I had many fine associations 
with countless young men and women and the faculty.  I developed a close friendship with Dr. 
Hulley and enjoyed a pleasant experience with my fraternity, the Pi Kapp Phis.  I developed a 
broader outlook on life and realized my main desire was to enter the political arena.  I thought 
when I received my AB degree, I had achieved my formal education.  But a year later, I had 
returned to Stetson, studying and working just as hard as before, for a law degree. 
 
Politics is more likely to show a man off better than almost any other profession.  I had relatives 
who were politicians, so I assume it was in my blood.  All I had to do was realize it was there 
and realize it I did!  Politics is a science, not readily understood by many.  Therefore, politicians 
are likely to be criticized by some people unjustly.  My judgement in politics at Stetson might be 
questioned, but not my methods or motives. 
 
¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ǇŀƎŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ мфол ŜŘƛǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ά¢ƘŜ IŀǘǘŜǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ L ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ !. 
degree.  There was one of Dr. Robert Sahilor Holmes, to whom the book was dedicated; Dr. 
Lincoln Hulley, the president of Stetson; and Joseph E. Hendricks student body president. 
 
¢ƘŜ ŜŘƛǘƻǊ ƻŦ ά¢ƘŜ IŀǘǘŜǊέ ƛƴ мфолΣ 5Φ ²ŀƭlace Fields, included the following information under 
my picture: 
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