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Floyd and I spent a night at my father’s Uncle Tommy Jones (T.J.) and his Aunt Laura who then 
lived in Oxford, retired from farming. She treated us very well. I recall visits to their farm south 
of Oxford when they still operated it. My father had spent a number of his teenage and older 
years there as a member of the family, his parents having been divorced. His mother, Clara, and 
T.J. were sister and brother. T.J. and wife were staid Jones’. 
 
It was in North Judson that I had my first tries at smoking. Cornsilk for a starter, later I recall 
buying a bag or two of Bull Durham with papers at a little variety store opposite the public 
elementary school. This cost seven cents or so. I did not keep it up, partly from cost, maybe, but 
mostly because my parents were not in accord and I always had visions of excelling in boxing. (I 
returned to smoking at about the age of 21 during my seagoing days.) Earlier, probably at the 
“Smith Place,” I had, with my older brother, tried chewing tobacco, Beech Nut, which was 
always available from my father’s stock. One shot of this cured me. It was sickening, really.  
 
We left North Judson in midsummer of 1930. Several circumstances brought about the move. 
Probably the time-deciding factor was the illness of Gandmother Maguire. She had become 
bedridden at about this time. Other factors were our debt load in the North Judson area, lack of 
work, the current deep depression, and my mother’s longstanding dislike for northern Indiana. 
Benton County was always the lotus-land of milk and honey, black soil, no foreigners. We left in 
the “dead of night,” so to speak, and the children were told not to discuss the impending move. 
I retained deep guilt feelings about this for many years. I never except by accident encountered 
or sought out any of my North Judson friends, classmates, or associates, although I have passed 
through and visited the town and area numerous times in later years. I believe I received a 
greeting card or two and a high school graduation announcement for the class of 1932 (my 
class). Thus ended a very impressionable era in my life. 
 
[Island Beach Aug 19, 1982] 
 
Oxford, Indiana  
 
At Oxford we moved into a house immediately adjacent, to the north, to the Maguire home. It 
belonged to the Manley family and we rented. We lived here about a year, running behind in 
rent payments, and ended up with bad words and feelings with the Manley sisters. They were 
schoolhood neighbors of my mother. These feelings, by the Manleys, lasted quite a few years 
apparently disappearing at the time that      (blank)     got new religion. 
 
The house was one level, three bedrooms, with kitchen, dining, and living room on one side, 
bedrooms on the other. It was different in one major respect from previous houses, it had an 
indoor toilet. The “bath room” had just that, no tub. Still the galvanized washtub on Saturday 
night! 
 
During some months of this year we had a phone hooked up. Maybe it had been in place when 
we moved in. My mother would almost never use it and avoided answering incoming calls. I 
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was not too much at ease myself in its use. It was the old rural, wall-mounted, crank-up, on a 
party line, naturally. 
 
We opened up the fence between the two houses and made a path between back doors. My 
grandmother Maguire had become bedridden some months before. My mother and Aunt 
Leona shared her care and the Maguire household duties. The house was occupied by 
grandfather and grandmother Maguire and their two oldest children, sons, Alfred and  Frank. 
They had lived thus far quite a few years, since Aunt Leona, the youngest, had married, 
probably. My grandfather had retired from active painting. It was carried on by Frank and Uncle 
Will, assisted now and then by Uncle Charley. 
 
During that summer prior to the start of school, my father and I painted the coping of the 
school. We worked from a swinging scaffold, pulling ourselves up and down with block and 
tackle. Uncle Frank had the contract to paint the school exterior trim but would not undertake 
this near-roof-level task. I recall some of the Oxford girls hanging out the windows and ogling 
the “new boy in town.” I had been introduced to this type of work at North Judson while we 
painted the steeple areas of the Catholic church. Here it was swinging scaffolds and working 
from roof overhangs. One painted the coping while lying flat on narrow roof ledges. My father’s 
carryover from the coal-dock construction days. 
 
My brother Floyd was then still in South Bend, Indiana, attending the South Bend Business 
College. He entered after high school graduation and probably spent about two years there. He 
worked his way in restaurants and drug stores, waiting on tables and jerking sodas. Finally, as 
the depression deepened, he could no longer make it and returned to the family in Oxford 
sometime in 1931, I believe. 
 
At the rear of the Manley house, a small building existed. It was probably a wood house or 
such, say 6’x8’, containing an entry door and two windows. I was allowed to preempt this and it 
became my radio shack while we were located there. I had a bench and such electrical gear as I 
had accumulated. It must have had electricity. I think I had a kerosene heater for the winter. I 
don’t recall having any friends at this period . Not, that is, in the shack and such. I was pretty 
much alone. 
 
I had no difficulty in school. Straight A or better during both years. Competition was not all that 
great. My nearest rival was Bob Smith, a tall gangling sort who wore smelly sneakers the year 
round. He received the high student prize at graduation. Principal Hood explained to me that 
the ranking was based upon all four years. My North Judson grades pulled me down. I had 
always done better than Bob at Oxford. I had never cared for Hood although he had given me 
an A+ in U.S. History. 
 
My favorite teacher was Ralph Scott, math and science, and coach. We got on pretty well, 
generally. Adilda McCord, old maid, always thought well of me and followed my career in later 
years. She taught English and remained in the Oxford area. Scott left shortly after my 
graduation and taught in school near or in Pitttsburgh, dying a year or two ago. I never saw him 
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again though I often planned to stop in during travel. Another teacher was Frances Hand, 
typing. 
 
I became more active during my senior year and was a member of the debating team, negative 
side: Subject: the U.S. should (not) adopt social security (the British dole). I also was a member 
of the basketball team as well as baseball. Both ended prematurely and discouragingly. In 
basketball, though I was really too small, I was good enough to play on the second team 
regularly. However, about midseason, Hood formulated the policy that seniors should not play 
on the second team, it should be used to give lower classmen experience. Thus, he had Scott 
stop my playing. I sat out the bench with the first team. I became incensed and quit. I was told 
later that if I had sat it out I would have received a senior sport sweater! 
 
In baseball I spent early spring practicing at noon with the team. We had one hour for lunch and 
I lived one mile from school. During this hour I walked home, bolted lunch, walked back to 
school, practiced baseball. I played second base or shortstop. A typical catcall from the 
opposing team when I was at bat was, “Get off your knees!” Subtle humor! 
 
After several games had been played and spring farm chores became more extensive, our one 
senior farmer player, Ed Strassburger, requested that we quit classes a half hour early for 
practice and games so he could get back to his chores before dark. Principal Hood would not 
agree so several of the more strongminded thinkers on the team offered to “strike,” behind Ed 
in support. We did and were dropped from the team. Thus, ended my hard-ball career. 
 
I had one other conflict with Principal Hood as a senior. One warm spring or early summer noon 
fever hit three of us so we hitchhiked to Lafayette rather than return to afternoon classes. 
Maybe to a movie, I don’t recall. The following morning we came to school, we were told to 
report to the principal! We three sat in his outer office all morning awaiting audience. It was his 
ploy that we had quit school on our own, as we had left from the school grounds. Thus, we 
were not even students anymore. This went on until 1 or 2 o’clock. Then we were invited into 
his office, threatened with permanent expulsion, and given a lecture regarding misuse of 
taxpayers money in not attending classes. I recall my thoughts at his stupidity in preventing us 
from attending a whole day’s class while we had only skipped a half day. It didn’t make sense. 
By later in the day we were allowed to return to our last class. Another black mark on my 
escutcheon! 
 
At graduation we senior boys, 8 or 9, agreed to not buy new suits. The depression was at its 
depth. My suit, a brown one purchased at the Lafayette Jewish clothing store, never fit well. It 
lasted me, however, until I returned from my first trip at sea to South America and, flush with 
three month’s pay, I purchased a tailor-made in New Orleans. 
 
Our high school class was not large, maybe 23-25, and predominated in girls. The class was 
mostly farm types and had their own cliquey group. I was never invited to a party or outing. My 
social life was very close to zero. I quit attending church so had no church activity, social or 
other. I belonged to no organization. My main recreational activity was reading. The Oxrod  
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library was a Carnegie, and not large but adequate. The librarian was Mable Deeds, a spinster. 
We got on reasonably well. 
 
During our first year in Oxford I got my first and probably only taste of real farm work. My 
father “steered” me into these jobs. I don’t recall ever being paid, apparently he collected and 
used it for food, etc. I spent one stint threshing. My job was driving a bundle wagon. Men on 
the ground pitched bundles of wheat into the wide hayrack-type wagon. I had to stack the 
bundles neatly and up to a height of some five feet or more. It was hot heavy work attempting 
to keep up with the ground crew who had little or no sympathy. When the load was complete I 
drove it to the threshing machine and unloaded it by pitching the bundles into the thresher. 
Then back for another load. The only fun parts were driving the team and the threshing dinner 
(at noon). It was very tiring. 
 
On another occasion I plowed a field with a probably single gang plow, maybe two, using a 
Fordson tractor. I recall it rearing on several occasions when I hit a stump or heavy soil. I got 
through alive. 
 
For several weeks I worked for Tom Donahue and son Bennett (Bennie?). I hauled gravel for 
quite a spell. This was to be used in the concrete footings and floor of a corn crib which my 
father was to build. The gravel was obtained in a streambed several miles away. I drove a team 
of mules for this work, Jack and Jennie, of course. The wagon was a “standard” type made of 
two-by-fours in the floor and removable sides. The bed was about 18” high. The wagon was 
dumped by removing the front and rear ends, then lifting the floor boards, one at a time so the 
gravel dropped through to the ground. It was not a deadly type job, actually. The drive to the 
creek, the physical exertion of pitching the gravel into the wagon with a long-handled shovel, 
the drive back, the unloading were tasks that were not extremely tiring and one could be 
contemplative. I was assisted during the unloading, to lift the floorboards from both ends. I 
liked driving the mules and I learned to harness and unharness them. I was paid one dollar a 
day and lunch. 
 
Another task was hoeing cockleburs from cornfields. As the corn grew too high to run 
cultivators through the field, the cockleburs continued to grow and were a nuisance when 
husking time came. Donahue hoed them out by hand. One rode up and down the corn rows on 
a horse with saddle, carrying a hoe. When a cocklebur was spotted you jumped off with the hoe 
and eradicated the burr. It was an extremely monotonous job. I rode face forward, rearward, 
sideways, (maybe upside down?) It was deadly. 
 
Old Tom was a tight-fisted type. Late that fall we were building the corncrib and my father was 
doing what he thought was a good job installing corner bracing to prevent the crib from sagging 
when filled with corn. Tom took exception to this. He felt it was being overdone and costing too 
much. There were words! 
 
My father specialized in farm building construction for the remainder of his life. Through the 
depression it was mostly repair type work. He did much work for the McConnell-Greenwood 
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Insurance Co. They had mortgages out on many farms and during the depression they were 
forced to take over and manage many farms. There was similar type work from the bank. Bob 
(Robin) Irvin was an official and he gave my father many jobs. Bob and I were always friends. He 
was always interested in my career whenever I returned for visits. His daughter, Jean, attended 
Purdue where she met and married one of the “Cheaper by the  Dozen” family, William M. 
Gilbreth. 
 

[NOTE: this copy was added at a later date:] 
 
He built only one house, I believe. This was for Mattie Bishir, an old maid of Oxford. The house 
was small and was located on the north side of Route 52 “on her 92-acre farm near the pear 
orchard—north of Lafayette.”* I worked on this construction. 
*Oxford Gazette 9 Dec 1932 
 
[NOTE: copy of a newspaper clipping …. 
 
“Arthur Smith, of Lafayette, has rented Miss Mattie Bishir’s farm on Road 52, near the Pear 
Orchard, and has moved into the new house built by Clayton Wilkinson for the Oxford Lumber 
& Coal Co., as contractor.” 
Oxford Gazette 13 Feburary 1933 

 
For many years my father’s construction crew consisted of himself and his sons: Floyd, me, 
Charles and as they grew up Leo and Harold. He used John Reynolds and Ralph Kennington at 
times when they had no other work. This went on up to and through the war. After the war, 
because construction and maintenance had lagged, there was a boom. His work and crew 
expanded and for the first time in his life he was able to accumulate some capital in the way of 
a bank account, power tools, trucks, etc., as well as cash. His crew then included 2-3 sons, in-
laws, and a number of others. 
 
During the war hardware was scarce and he made his own hinges, hasps, etc. for the many 
hoghouses which he built. Much of this was done in his backyard shop. 
 
Back to the Maguires. After about the first year money was so scarce that we could not make 
rent on the Manley house. We moved into the Maguire homestead. By this time my 
grandfather and grandmother had died so only Uncle Frank and Uncle Allie lived there. One of 
the first tasks was wiring the house for electricity, my father carried this out one winter. There 
were no fixtures, only wall switches and hanging ceiling bulbs. 
 
Uncles Frank and Allie were not accustomed to children in the house and our family was not 
always comletely welcome. 
 
 
[Jan. 24, 1983] 
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During our first school year in Oxford, there was an epidemic of scarlet fever and one school 
teacher died. A quarantine was put on the town for about two weeks. Many of the telephone 
poles had the signs and I removed one and had it for some years. School was dismissed and 
children had to remain in their own homes and yards. 
 
The various outside and inside hall doors of the school were locked with chains and 
combination padlocks, the same type of lock used on the student lockers. The janitors could not 
keep the combinations in any other way than by writing them on nearby walls, “hidden,” they 
thought. I accumulated a list of these padlocks by serial and combination and gradually was 
able to get in and around the school after hours without difficulty. One night I and another chap 
made and hung an “April Fool” sign at the front of the assembly room. Big prank! On another 
occasion Bill Lawson and I were prowling the hallways at night for some reason and were 
surprised by Miss McCord emerging from a classroom. I made it around a corner without 
mishap. He ducked into the nearest room for hiding. Unfortunately this was the “ladies” room 
and that’s where McCord was headed. Bill had a very red face for several days. 
 
During the years we lived in northern Indiana and made Model T trips to Oxford there was 
generally one trip in the summer that most of the Maguire children and families showed up 
home for a Sunday dinner. This was held around the kitchen table, two sittings, children 
second. This was quite an exciting day, chicken, mashed potatoes, gravy and dumplings, pies 
and other good things. 
 
(The layout of the Maguire home is shown on the next page.) The parlor was never used. My 
grandparents had used BR#1 as did, later, my parents. Uncle Frank had #2, Uncle Allie #3, we 
children in #4. There were two beds in the latter. In winter it was very cold, in summer very hot. 
The living room contained a leather couch, an organ, a stove, and several rockers. The kitchen 
contained a sink with city water (cold) but there were no other amenities. 
 
The privy, a three-holer, was located just off the path to the rear, which then led to the 
Kennington home, i.e. convenient but not posh. It had one unusual feature, the doors were 
shutters. The slats could be opened or shut while seated. Thus one could monitor people 
passing on the path and engage in conversation if desired. 
 
The summer kitchen, long unused for that purpose, was filled with paints, etc. as well as stored 
with cast-off furniture, old books, and such. The shop, my grandfather’s, had, I recall, a large 
collection of glass photographic negatives. (These as well as many other collectibles 
disappeared over the years after I left home and Uncle Frank’s death). 
 
My grandfather died beneath the large tree in the side yard. This grassy area was also the 
wrestling area, my father, brothers, etc. My grandfather owned the lot to the south and this 
was used as a garden area. In addition to vegetables there were strawberries, raspberries and 
so forth. A garage was located off the road at the south end of this lot. For many years it 
housed an old Model T Ford which Uncle Frank had purchased years before. Hearsay had it that  
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while learning, or just after, he had an accident with some injuries and this put an end to his 
driving. There was always a little mystery about it. 
 
Uncle Frank was well-read, had been admitted to the Indiana bar, was a justice of the peace at 
one time, but never could really break loose from home or family. During the time I knew him 
well he was a house painter. Uncle Will worked with him, generally, and sometimes his brother 
Charley. Later, Uncle Will’s sons Charlie and Bill also painted for a time. Uncle Charley had 
obtained a rural mail carrier position with the U.S. Postal Department, probably in the mid-20s. 
He held this the rest of his working life. It took most of the morning hours, sorting at the post 
office, then driving one of the three rural routes to deliver the mail to farmers. With the spare 
time left, he engaged in golf and pool room activity and became very good at both. He was 
always a genial uncle but never close to our family. He lived to be nearly 100 years old. (Never 
worked hard in his life, I think.) He was the source of “medicinal spirits” for my grandmother in 
the last period of her illness. (His oldest son, Sam, died about three weeks ago.) 
 
Uncle Will was also a genial type and I knew him much better over the years. He was a house 
painter. Also a fisherman, as was Uncle Frank. Uncle Will was a frequenter of the tap rooms but 
not really to excess. Uncle Frank, never. He had an occasional bottle of beer at home. 
 
Aunt Jean (John Reynolds) lived on farms near Oxford with her family (three sons) and her in-
laws. They lost their farm during the depression. John was never a ball of fire at anything. He 
was also a very genial chap. Aunt Jean would sometimes go into the cornfields to help shuck 
corn in the fall. One fall my father took me and we helped bring in the corn for a few days. My 
only stint at cornhusking. It was not a bad job once we learned the technique and developed a 
ryhthm of grab, husk, throw. (Oxford for some years had state and national husking champions 
in the Etter boys, Harry and Charlie.) Later they, Jean and John, left the farm, moved to Oxford 
and he did odd jobs. He was employed by my father a number of years. Son Francis also worked 
for my father when he returned from the war and while he attended Purdue with Leo and 
Quenton Mettes. 
 
Uncle Allie (Alfred Joseph), the oldest Maguire chap, had a tragic life. As a youth he was a bright 
boy but during adolescence was injured. He was on a horse which was startled by other boys, 
he was thrown, and the horse stepped on his genitals, crushing his testicles. His growth was 
stunted and he never matured physically. Sometime later he contracted an ear infection which 
left him nearly deaf. When young, he ran paper routes, sold magazines and papers, and was an 
avid reader. With age his eyesight became very poor and his reading was limited. He was 
always a strange person to me when I was young. Because of his deafness his speech had 
deteriorated and was only intelligible to his close associates, parents and siblings. He shuffled 
around in scroungy clothes, untied shoes, smoked a corncob pipe, ate alone, was up and down 
stairs at all hours of the day and night. My mother would often resort to finger sign language, 
which he understood, to talk with him. He would read the newspapers at times but it seemingly 
was very difficult. He would light his pipe by rolling a piece of paper into a slim pencil, ignite it 
at the kichen stove, then light the pipe with flames and smoke before he burned his fingers. His 
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beard never developed but his hair was generally long. He would allow someone to cut it now 
and then. He lived to be 61 years old. 
 
Aunt Leona also had more than normal tragedy in her life. She taught school a few years then 
married Ralph Kennington at an early age. Ralph was an alcoholic practically all his life. He had 
good mechanical capability and was a likeable person once one penetrated. During one period 
he partly conquered his problem and held down a shift as engineer at the Oxford Power and 
Light Plant. I visited him there often. A fascinating place with machines, generators, noise, and 
power. Eventually he fell off the wagon enough to be fired. From then on it was downhill. My 
father employed him as a carpenter for some years when sober. He ended up out in the woods, 
in his car, with the exhaust fed into the car. 
 
Their oldest child, Regina, was killed with her husband and baby in an auto accident. Aunt 
Leona was a strong person and maintained a reasonably cheerful outlook despite all. She was a 
nice aunt to visit. Son Eugene contracted his father’s vice while in the Air Force. He was also an 
excellent mechanic, making master sergeant at Rantoul AFB. Apparently he is a complete 
alcoholic living near his sister Eleanor Killin south of Pine Village at Chatterton. 
 
Aunt Clara married George Schutz, after a few years teaching school. They were a devoted 
couple. George was a very kind person, a hard worker, and a very good parent and husband. He 
started as a farmer in Benton County, then Newton County, and finally to Plymouth, Indiana, at 
the radiator factory of Studebaker Auto Works. They lived a modest frugal life and raised two 
children, Azalia and Bernard. I visited them often and used their home as an ovrnight stopover 
when hitchhiking from Purdue into Michigan to see a friend many times. Aunt Clara had a 
painful death of cancer. 
 
During my first year at Oxford High School I became acquainted with Roger Bartindale, one 
class behind me. This blossomed into friendship. His father, Earl, was another of the RFD mail 
carriers. He also ran the Oxford Twin Pools and the local ice delivery service. That summer, 
1931, I was employed by Earl at the swimming pool. I held this job for four summers. I started 
at a dollar per day and ended up at $16 per week. 
 
My work consisted of pool, grounds, bathhouse, and food stand daily cleaning and 
maintenance. Thus, each morning I cleaned the two bathhouses and the food stand. Cleaned 
out the area around the two pools, hosed down all the sidewalks and raked the gravel areas. I 
mowed the extensive lawn area with a hand mower at least once weekly. I accepted deliveries 
of ice cream, sodas, candy, and such for the stand and prepared it for the day’s sales. Also set 
up the rental swim suits and towels, set up the cash registers and arranged the rental clothes 
baskets, cleaning them when necessary. Bart generally stopped by at 11:30 a.m. after his RFD 
run to check up. The pools opened at 1 p.m. and remained open until 11 p.m. seven days a 
week during the season. I spent many hot days at those pools from 8 a.m. to 11 p.m. 
 
During the afternoon and evening I generally ran the pool entry sales but on many days also 
helped in the food stand sales. Other duties were: relief life guard, chlorinating the pool waters 
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which was done by filling a flour sack with chlorinated lime and dragging it around in the pool 
until it was dissolved. An old cotton swim suit was worn as the chlorine would bleach the suit. I 
also tested the pool waters for chlorine content with a kit of chemicals and colored vials which 
were the reference chlorine level standards. I also kept up maintenance and operation of the 
deep well pump which filled one pool per week. 
 
Pool maintenance consisted of cleaning one pool each week. Late Sunday night the drainage 
plug of one pool was opened and it drained completely during the night. The next morning, 
Monday, Bart (Earl), Roger (generally), and I would arrive at the pool at 4 a.m., just sunrise, 
almost (sometimes we started with the pool lights on). The concrete floor and sidewalk were 
scrubbed with long-handled brushes and hosed down. Roger and I did the scrubbing and Bart 
ran the hose. At the deep end of the pool there was a pit below the diving board. This pit would 
not drain. Its water, considerable, had to be raked out with wooden board rakes. This was back-
breaking as the pits always had some seepage from leaks and to get the pits empty of water 
from the hosing and leaking,took some final strenuous efforts. 
 
The pool cleaning generally took until about 8-9 a.m. Bart went off to his mail route, Roger to 
his ice delivery, and I to my regular maintenance. Often, but not always, I worked until 11 p.m. 
closing. It was a rough day. 
 
As soon as the pool was clean it would be plugged and the deep well pump started. It took 
about four days continuous pumping to fill the pool. It would then be ready for the crowds of 
Saturday and Sunday when both pools were in use. 
 
The history of these pools is this. The site was originally a pond known as Albaugh’s 
slaughterhouse pond from the immediate proximity of Albaugh’s abattoir. Sometime later the 
slaughterhouse closed and the pond and buildings were used for ice reaping and storage in the 
winter for sale in Oxford during the summer. Bartindale purchased this ice business then after 
some years decided to modernize it by turning the pond into a concrete pool, which naturally 
could have use for swimming in the summer. Thus, the two adjoining pools were built. As time 
went on he gave up cutting ice from the pools in favor of a more reliable source of supply, an 
ice plant at Attica, some 26 miles distant. He continued the ice business as well as the 
swimming. While I was there he gave up and tore down the ice storage building, just east of the 
pools, and my father built him a smaller ice house adjoining his garage at his home.  
 
Bart was a fair honest man and a hard worker. He  did not get rich from his RFD, ice, and 
swimming business but he made out a reasonable living for wife Ethel and two sons, Roger and 
Richard (the younger). 
 
The first summer with Bart, his son by an earlier marriage, John, and Roger ran the ice delivery 
truck. They also helped at the pool on weekends. This may have also been the case the second 
summer. The third summer, however, John had started permanent steady work at the Oxford 
Gazette on a linotype machine and Roger and I ran the ice pickup and delivery at the start of 
the summer season, before the pool season. 
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About twice a week we started out at four a.m. and drove to Attica, loaded a truckload of ice, 
returned to Oxford, put some of the three hundred-pound cakes into the storage house, then 
delivered to the businesses and home ice boxes. The deliveries were made in 25 and 50 lb. 
pieces to homes and in 100-lb. pieces to businesses. It was a hard wet job but not too dull. The 
worst delivery was into the A&P meat refrigerator. This consisted of putting a 120-lb. piece of 
ice on one’s back, walking from the truck to the entrance, up four or five steps into the store, to 
the rear of the store, some 40-60 feet, up a step ladder, turn around and shove the ice into 
place. Maybe two or three such trips per delivery. I did this many times when delivering alone 
in late summer or early fall. 
 
[25 Jan 1983] 
 
The drive to Attica at such an early hour was difficult. Roger and I took turns. On one occasion I 
was driving and we were south of Pine Village headed for Attica. Sleep got to me and I drifted 
off the road into a gully alongside the right side. The truck was old and the cab (no doors for 
easy access and exit during deliveries) was not rigid. The cab jerked around and brought me 
alert and I pulled back on the road. However, the movement of the cab had caused the vacuum 
tank, fastened to the cab “firewall,” to move over and press against one of the spark plugs. A 
small gasoline leak started. 
 
We had enough sense to be concerned about the drips onto a hot engine so we devised a 
method to allow us to continue to Attica. We found a tin can and held it below the vacuum tank 
to catch the leaking gasoline. Each of us took turns lying on the running board and fender, with 
the side engine hood raised, holding the can in place. This seemed to work! However, just as we 
had entered Attica and were headed down a small slope to the ice plant a spark or something 
ignited the gas can and some of the gas which had unavoidably blown onto the engine. I was on 
the fender, Roger driving. As the gasoline ignited with large flames I rolled off the fender with 
the can. Some had spilled during the action and a good fire had started in the engine area. As 
the truck was not going very fast I got off without mishap. 
 
Roger panicked as the flames flared up onto the windshield and came in through the “firewall” 
sufficient to singe the whiskers off Major, the Bartindale English bulldog, who always 
accompanied us. Roger and Major jumped from the cab and the truck continued rolling down 
the slope flaming. This did not look good to me so I ran after it, after getting up from the road, 
got into the cab, put the hand brake on, brought it to a stop, and escaped. 
 
The engine fire continued to the point of completely burning out the engine area. It was about 
5 a.m. so not much was stirring. We may have had some late help in extinguishing the fire, I 
don’t recall. 
 
That was the end of the truck. Bart bought another second-hand one. 
 



© 2015 Wm. C. Wilkinson III  WCW Memoirs Vol. 2 13 

Another catastrophe had occurred on an earlier trip. This time we were returning with a load of 
ice. We had taken Route 41 north from Williamsport to Boswell as the road was much 
smoother and easier on the load of ice. On the way from Boswall to Oxford, Roger and I were 
horsing around in the cab while he was driving. He picked up a pair of ice tongs as if to gig me. I 
jumped from the cab to the running board but missed my hold and fell off. We were going 
down a hill probably at 30-35 or more miles per hour. I landed on my back and struck my head 
on the road, apparently. I was knocked out, completely. Roger got the truck stopped and 
rushed back. A farmer had seen the accident and had come from the field to help. He took one 
look at me and offered, “He’s done, you don’t need a doctor.” 
 
Somehow Roger got me into Oxford to the doctor. I came to some 45 minutes later as 
antiseptic was being applied to the many abrasions on my back. I missed a week of work. 
 
Following this I had severe headaches frequently, particularly with the slightest excess activitiy. 
After a few weeks these got so painful that I took a day off from work. That evening the pain 
was so excruciating my father took me to the doctor. I don’t recall the diagnosis or medicine, if 
any. However, by the next day or so the pain had receded and I was more or less normal. 
Possibly some brain pressure (or?) which was relieved. 
 
The combined fire and accident convinced Bart that Roger and I be separated from a truck 
team. Although he and I ran the truck separately, never together! 
 
At the end of the summer after the pool closed and Roger was back at school, Indiana 
University, I was in sole charge of the ice business. With fall, deliveries dropped off such that 
one man could handle it. 
 
The second second-hand truck had very poor tires. I seemed to be continually changing them 
for repairing flats. Jacking up that truck and putting on the spare was a tough job. I did it many 
times before Bart broke down and bought a couple of new tires. 
 
On another occasion just as I had left Attica, a couple of miles out, I lost all drive. Fortunately it 
happened (maybe caused) just as I arrived at the top of a hill. I let the truck roll to the side of 
the road, took Major (along as usual) and walked back into Attica. After waiting until some 
garage opened, maybe 9-9:30, I got diagnostic help back at the truck. The axle had snapped. By 
the time it was replaced and I got into Oxford much of the ice load was melted! 
 
My salary during the winter months was $10.00 per load of ice delivered. This was probably 
about 3000 pounds. The manufactured ice was frozen into cakes of about 330 lbs. These were 
scored into thirds and each third into halves. After allowance for some shrinkage from melting, 
they were sold as 100 and as 50 lb. pieces.  
 
During the winter I made only one or two days of deliveries during the week. Bart did not 
believe in antifreeze for the radiator. He drained it at the end of the day and filled it with hot 
water the next morning making it easier to start. One day I forgot to drain the radiator! That 
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night it was very cold, below zero. When I came over to start the day’s work it was completely 
frozen up. The engine “freeze plug” was stuck out several inches on the end of an icicle! 
Complete disaster. I dreaded to tell Bart.  He was not happy! He generally got a red face and 
muttered! The truck was towed to a warm garage, thawed, and was as “good” as ever. 
 
The five summers 1930-34, which I spent in Oxford were not bad, as I was active. During the 
last two summers there was an active softball league, called “kittenball,” I think. It even got to 
the point of putting up lights for evening games. Roger and I played on the team; he pitched 
and I caught. We would practice now and then at the pool when business was slow but our 
team was rather successful. This was the middle of the depression and many of the young men 
of the town who had left for city employment were driven back home with layoffs and 
shutdowns. Thus there was an influx of players. 
 
At the end of one summer our all-star team was chosen by town ballot. Roger and I made 
second place as pitcher and catcher, respectively. A playoff game was set up as a gala end to 
the season. By agreement among the second team members, we dressed in rags and tatters, as 
befitted second place. Bill Maguire played second base, I recall. I don’t recall who won, really! It 
was a fun event, however. 
 
Working at the pool had some fun activity, at times. Swimming suit rental was one such. The 
suits were a mix of cotton and wool. When we spotted a young nice-looking girl who wished to 
rent a suit, we pulled out one of the loose, low-cut (underarm) male suits and gave it to her. If 
she was a country girl, she would accept and wear it.  This was interesting! 
 
The two bath houses were connected by a small tool house for lawn mowers and such. By 
contrivance or other, a small hole had developed in the wall into the woman’s bathhouse. It 
was not badly located and Roger, I, and someone formed the “Three-Eye League.” We checked 
out the local and other girls. 
 
The 1933 World’s Fair was held at Chicago in the park along the lake. Roger and I attended for a 
couple of days. We obtained a ride to Chicago in a very early-leaving chicken truck. While there 
we were put up at the Lawson YMCA by a cousin of Roger, Bob Duffy. He was older and had a 
good job at a Chicago bank. He gave us some story about an extra room but I think he gave us 
his room and he found something else for sleeping. I recall being irritated because Roger slept 
“in” in the morning while I was gung ho to see the town. 
 
The one exhibit I remember was a mock-up of a shipboard radio room. This fascinated me.  A 
few years later I spent many days in such rooms. 
 
Maybe on this trip we went to Wrigley Field to see the Cubs play? Or was it later with Leo? 
 
The Great Depression was the all-pervading, life-influencing factor during the years 1929-41. 
Only the war brought us out, not Roosevelt. He brought us into the war. There was a run on 
one of the two banks and it went under. Later the other was robbed (by Dillinger’s gang?). The 
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PWA operated in Oxford for one program, at least. This was putting in sewer line, storm, I think. 
My father may have worked on it. 
 
In the fall of 1932 I was out of high school and had had some thoughts of entering Purdue. I had 
about $60 saved, enough for one semester fees. Ethel Bartindale was pressing me and had 
located an apartment house on State Street opposite Deac’s where I could work for a room. 
After assessing the various pros and cons I decided I couldn’t make it. She was quite 
disappointed. 
 
That fall a group, Floyd, Frank Moore, one or two others, and I hitchhiked to Indianapolis to join 
the Navy. Only Floyd was accepted. Some had “bad teeth.” I was too short and too light! And I 
was irritated. 
 
Floyd went to Great Lakes for boot camp then to the West Coast for sea duty on the USS 
Tennessee. I was green with envy. 
 
While I was in high school I had become acquainted with Gilbert Bloom, the local “queer” 
genius. He was the son of Doc Bloom, our MD. He was probably about 25, had attended a 
university for a year or two, and had been employed in Chicago for a few years. Maybe at the U. 
of Chicago in a physics lab. Probably as a technician or experiment designer. He was very 
knowledgeable in radio and a good machine shop operator. He also had been driven home by 
the depression. He allowed me to visit his home lab, taught me much. With his aid and 
encouragement I built a multi-meter, volts/ohms/amps. I used it for many years. (One of the 
boys has it now, I think, Hank probably.) 
 
Gilbert was the butt of many town jokes. He was a little odd looking, long arms, very hairy, 
walked oddly, spoke to very few, and was more-or-less a loner. In later years, when I attended 
Purdue, he had a little radio repair shop in the rear of his father’s medical office in the square. 
Whenever I got over to Oxford from Purdue, I would drop in in the evening and we drank 
Bacardi cocktails (warm) and ate hard salami on crackers. He kept the materials hidden behind 
a cabinet. Some years later after I left Oxford he married and moved to the West Coast and 
raised a family. From Gilbert I learned to respect tools, good workmanship, and a certain 
honesty in engineering. Also, tolerance for “odd balls.” 
 

[Added later]  
At some time during this period, Gilbert touted me to a newly issued book, F. E. Terman “Radio 
Engineering,” 1932. I bought a copy for $5.00 and studied it on my own. It was very well written 
and I got much from it. Some 7 or 8 years later, I needed to buy the 2nd edition for use in a 
course at Purdue!  

 
I had another “odd” friend in the Oxford area, Bill Tindall. Bill was an older brother of Lizy 
Tindall, in my high school class. He had been shot in the head, nearly high school age, by a 
shotgun while hunting. This left him partially paralyzed on one side, foot, leg, arm and some of 
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facial muscles did not work well. He got around and actually farmed all his life. Bill was very 
likeable, erudite, and he and I got along. Bill graduated Purdue, Ag ‘32, I believe. 
 
Life during the winter was very quiet. There was very little to do outside the home. It was the 
pool room or the library. I used the latter a lot. The pool room, there were two, was a general 
male hangout. I played practically none, it cost money. However, I watched the local pros play. 
At times there were matches with neighboring towns, generally straight pool was played. Now 
and then I sat in at a gin rummy game in one of the pool halls. Nickel a game, the house took 5 
cents, the rest went to the winner. Bridge was played in the rear of Shipp’s Clothing and Funeral 
Home, near a wood burner. Floyd played a lot, I never. I dropped in to get warm. There were 
always floating crap games around the town and county. I did not participate. 
 
The year I was a senior, class rings were ordered at the beginning of the school year. I still had a 
few dollars of my summer wages left so I foolishly ordered one with a small down payment. I 
did not have sufficient foresight or discipline to put the final payment away.  When the rings 
arrived early in the spring, I had no money to cover the $5.00 required. I had no one to turn to. 
Finally Uncle Frank came up with the money, in an ill-tempered manner. I guess it was a small 
blow to him, even. I finally sold the ring in New Orleans in early 1935 for $2.00 to fund my trip 
back to Oxford. The purchaser was a Mississippi boy who had never graduated from high 
school. I think he lived in Greenwood but was willing to fake Oxford, Miss. 
 
The late fall of 1933 was my first (or second?) shot at leaving Oxford. I took my $56 or so that I 
had bankrolled during the past summer and headed for Florida, maybe a job in Miami. It took 
me about four days to reach Jacksonville. Word was that there was little or nothing in Miami. 
The police did not welcome hitchhikers etc. I was tired, weary, homesick so I took $26, bought a 
return bus ticket (a special) to Indianapolis, then spent a few more days in Jax eating bananas, 
oranges, tangerines and such. I bought two books—works of Edgar Allen Poe and Bocaccio’s 
Tales, illustrating my breadth of interest or at least some of my interests. When I got to Indy, I 
hitchhiked home, too proud to acknowledge my homesickness, I ginned up a story of a lucky 
ride to Indy from Jax, too good to turn down! 
 
During one summer my parents had the opportunity to take a train excursion to Niagara Falls. I 
think the fare was about $36 for two. They wanted to go but had only part of the money. Uncle 
Frank needled me to kick in but I was again saving money to get me out of town and I resisted. 
He put up the needed amount. They packed food in lunch baskets, sat up in the coach train, and 
seemingly had a good trip.  I was not held in very high esteem by the household, including 
myself. 
 
One of my first expenditures with the first monies from working at the pool was for teeth. I 
practially never had been to a dentist and had several rotted teeth. Also, one of the front teeth 
had a large piece missing, which  embarrassed me no end. Dan Talbot had just finished dental 
school, had married Zoe Cheadle, and set up his office. I went to him. The front tooth still has 
his “porcelain” filling. One of the molars had to be pulled, broke off, and Dan had much 
difficulty, so did I. This must have been in the fall of 1931, my senior year. 



© 2015 Wm. C. Wilkinson III  WCW Memoirs Vol. 2 17 

 
[29 Jan 1983] 
 
The acme of those years in Oxford was my boxing career. It lifted me above the general level, 
gave me prestige, put my name in the papers, made me known and on speaking terms with 
many of the men, as well as a “hero” to the youngsters. I am not quite sure how I appeared to 
my peers, some were at college, others married and farming, boxing was not in their 
experience, only basketball. 
 
I had always been a little pugnacious as a youngster and interested in sports. However, I was 
too small to compete effectively at the usual sports: basketball, baseball. Boxing gave me an 
opportunity to compete. However, this was not a school sport and was even looked down upon 
by school educators. Thus, there was no opportunity to compete at the small town level. No so 
in the cities with Ys, youth clubs, as well as the pro boxing gyms. 
 
My opportunity came with the Golden Glove Tournament program. The Chicago Tribune 
sponsored this Midwest tournament which drew broadly in the Midwest from surrounding 
cities which had feeder tournaments, each sponsored by a newspaper. Winners of the feeder 
tournaments went to Chicago on a team and competed in the big tournament held at the 
Chicago Arena (Stadium?), a very large indoor sports building. 
 
My access was through the tournament held at Lafayette and sponsored by the Lafayette 
Journal and Courier. Gordon Graham was sports editor and honchoed the event and its follow-
up at Chicago. It may have started in 1931-32, or not long before. I entered first in 1933 then 
again in January 1934. 
 
 [Late Jan.] 
 
The first year I got some interest going in Oxford, enough at least to have a sparring partner or 
two. Alvin Hammer was my best. He was a head taller, tough, and could hit hard. (He was a 
brother of Mrs. Brown, wife of Grover Brown, who years later lived next door to my parents.) I 
borrowed a set of gloves from the young son of the lumber yard owner and operator, name 
forgotten. I don’t think I ever returned them! The father was interested in boxing and didn’t 
seem to mind. 
 

[NOTE: copy of newspaper clippings laid in: 
 
“Alvin Hanner was said to have put on the nicest exhibition of boxing of the Oxford contestants 
in the Golden Gloves tournament of Tuesday night.” 
Oxford Gazette, 26 January 1933 
 
“A number of Oxford people have been attending the Golden Gloves tourney at Lafayette.” 
Oxford Gazette, 4 February 1933 
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That first year we started using the high school gym to train and spar. I was then graduated. 
This went on for a a few weeks with the permission of Ralph Scott, the coach. Before too long, 
however, Hood, the principal, felt that our boxing was influencing the younger children too 
much and it might lead to fighting as they did not recognize the difference. 
 
We transferred the boxing to the end of the gym on the stage area, and drew the stage curtains 
to maintain a closed region less open to the younger children. This still did not satisfy Hood and 
we eventually were evicted, in effect. (I never liked him!) We found another spot soon, the 
upstairs floor of Bert Dazey’s garage. This was cold, dark, dusty, but it was better than outside. 
Hanner and I, and a few others spent many evenings flailing away. We had no real coaching. 
Once or twice an oldster would stop in but not add much (Bob Smalley was one). 
 
My only teaching aid was a Spaulding paperback, “Boxing.” This I had borrowed from Uncle 
John who had a small library of these paperbacks. (I never returned this, either.) I studied the 
moves and countermoves then tried them out on Hanner. I became fairly adept at some. 
 
I purchased a punching bag through mail order but chose one of the double-ended ones which 
were fastened to floor and ceiling with elastic ropes. This did not work well, so I built a frame 
and overhead backboard, bought a swivel, and set the bag up as a normal, single-ended 
version. Its symmetrical shape did not allow it to rebound quite properly but it did work better. 
I became a little adept after a while. I set it up in the old chicken yard (and rabbit yard) off the 
Maguire toolhouse. This was my outside gym. I trained out there, rounds of shadow boxing, 
rope jumping, bag punching. I did roadwork going south on the road to the turn, then west to 
the Pine Village road and return, maybe 3-4 miles. I did this running, jogging, forward and 
backward, with an occasional round of shadow boxing. 
 
At some point I subscribed to the “Ring,” a boxing magazine. I recall writing to Spike Webb, 
coach of the Navy team at Annapolis to question whether I should box with a right- or left-
handed stance, the latter being my, seemingly, natural position. He advised right and I took his 
advice. 
 
The first year at Lafayette I took second at 112 lbs., losing to Bobby Blake of Delphi in the finals 
It was close and I recall having his nose bleeding freely. He had won the previous year I think 
and had a certain amount of stature with the crowd and officials. This finish elevated me into 
the ranks of “boxers” throughout the surrounding area. 
 
The Journal and Courier had a gimmick to lure the boys into entering the tourney. Each entrant 
who took on at least one match received a jacket. This was of corduroy cloth, brown, with a 
golden boxing glove inletted with the year ’33. For the time and use, it was not bad. It also 
encouraged entries solely for the sake of the jacket. Some entered the ring then took a dive 
after the first or so flurry of blows. They were known as “Jacket Fighters.” Winners received a 
much better version, of wool and better made. I got mine the second year. 
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In between the tourney periods I had invitations to participate in boxing card events at 
locations in this part of Indiana. I entered one or more. One I recall was at Muncie on the 
eastern side of the state. Somehow I got to Lafayette, met the coach/trainer, and drove to 
Muncie with a few more of the participants. The boxing ring was outside and a heavy rain 
caused cancellation. I got home early A.M.  The event had been postponed until the following 
night. 
 
We did a repeat performance of the trip to Muncie and I boxed a tough kid from the Muncie 
area. Unless a knockout, the matches were decided by audience applause. I thought I had won; 
the audience outvoted me and it was called a draw. I recall losing part of a tooth. That kid hit 
hard! I believe I received $3.00 for “expenses.” Better than that, I obtained a printed cardboard, 
about 2’ x 3’, which listed all events and billed me as  
 
 Clayton Wilkinson, 112 
 “The Oxford Flash” 
 
It was personally thrilling. For some time I was known and referred to in Oxford as ”Flash” or 
“The Flash,” generally  in admiring terms. 
 
The second year, 1933-34, I had a certain stature in boxing circles and Graham was listing me as 
one of the favorites at 112. Blake had grown some and was moving up a weight class. There 
were a number of entries from Oxford, Steve Mermoud and my brother Charles among others. 
None got past the first round, “Jacket Fighters,” mostly. 
 
The early rounds went easily for me, some knockouts. Maybe they were jacket fighters, also. In 
the semifinals I drew a tough Lafayette kid, Jutney Killen, and beat him. He afterwards confided 
in me that he thought he and I should have been set up for the finals! (There was really no 
drawing.) In the 112 lb. finals, which actually was the last match of the tourney, I took on a boy 
from Crawfordsville. He apparently had some credentials. As we were waiting to go on, he 
offered a number of statements on his prowess, past victories, and coaches. I listened. I used a 
couple of moves learned from Spaulding’s paperback and won all the way. He was a head taller, 
but by slipping his left jab then crossing it with my right I tagged him regularly. He didn’t know 
how to counter. Guess his coach hadn’t gotten that far. 
 
During that tourney one boy died in the ring. A heart condition, it was learned later. This put 
some dampening on the contestants. 
 
After winning I got the fancy jacket and made preparations for the Chicago trip. I worked out 
once or twice at Lafayette. There was a fine gym upstairs over one of the Main Street stores. It 
looked much like the movie scenes of the same, old pro boxers and other unsavory characters. 
My entry into the real boxing world! The Lafayette team picture appeared on the front page of 
the Chicago Tribune sports section (Arch Ward, sports editor) and I was an Oxford standout. 
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The trip to Chicago was a big event for me. We put up at a good hotel (at least to me) and there 
were other teams there also. There was a small gym in the hotel where we worked out daily. I 
was furnished my own new boxing shoes (which I still have) and I tried to get accustomed to 
the change from “basketball” shoes. 
 
I kept my favorite trunks, however. These I had acquired in an odd manner. My first year I 
needed trunks but had none and couldn’t afford to buy. By some fluke in the mail order process 
in which I had ordered maybe socks and underwear, I had received a white bed sheet in the 
order. I kept it. I attempted to talk my mother into making the trunks from the bed sheet. She 
demurred, however, claiming incompetence. I could not pursuade her. In desperation I did it 
myself. I cut the pieces using a pair of underwear trunks as a sort of pattern then sewed them 
on the old foot-operated machine. I bought a piece of elastic and sewed it into the waist. The 
result was not a complete seamstress success but had to do. I bought an envelope of black dye 
and changed white to black. I used those trunks in every boxing match I participated in. I still 
have them. 
 
The Chicago Stadium was a huge indoor arena. In the early elimination rounds there were 
about four rings set up. This dropped to two, then one for the finals. I went down on the first 
round! I should have won. My trainer kept telling me to dig in and get going early in the match.  
I knew better! I was not aggressive during the first two rounds. My experience was that I got 
dog tired in the 3rd round if I went all out in the early rounds. I was pacing myself. I did well in 
the 3rd round and won it for sure. Apparently the first two were given to my opponent. I 
learned! Some of our team got beyond the first round but not far. We stayed for the finals, 
however. Joe Louis was entered as a light heavyweight and won. The CYOs from Chicago did 
well. 
 
We must have spent nearly a week in Chicago. After being eliminated most of the team had a 
few drinks. I had my first liquor here, Tom Collins. They weren’t bad! Also, most of the team 
bought a bottle of whiskey, I too. A pint, flask size, which could be carried on the hip. 
 
We were given some spending money, how much I don’t remember. I used some of mine to 
buy some radio parts and a tooth protector mouth guard, also a cup-protector jock strap. These 
latter two so I wouldn’t need to use the team equipment! This about ended my boxing in 
Oxford. By the next tourney I was in New Orleans. I did a little boxing there at the Y but not 
competitively. My jacket I had for years, both really. When they wore out I removed the gloves. 
I think my younger brothers finally wore out the corduroy one. I’m not sure I have the gloves. 
 
(Back to the Pool) 
 
The “Twin Pools” adjoined the Oxford Golf Club to the south and the Old Academy Park to the 
west. The three taken together brought in many people from the surrounding area, Benton 
County and surrounding counties as far as Lafayette and farther. The park had been the 
location of a private academy around the 1860s -1880s. The academy was finally taken over by 
the Oxford school district and most of the Maguires, as well as my father, attended there. It 
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now had a pavillion for picnicking, tables and fireplaces, swings and other children’s play 
equipment. Many family reunions were held here. (There was one circular slide, quite high, 
which Penny and Bill enjoyed during later visits to Oxford.)  
 
The golf course was a small nine-hole affair with sand “greens” and a number of water hazards 
by the meanderings of a small brook. Some of the fairways skirted woods and fences. Lost balls 
were a source of income to youngsters. Earlier when I was a youngster at North Judson visiting 
Oxford we would visit the course in the evening, led by Eugene Kennington, in the know, and 
wade the brook. We removed our pants, tied them to our head and felt for the balls with bare 
feet. One might find 5-10 in an evening outing. They could be sold to the golfers after being 
scrubed. 
 
When I worked at the pool, Charlie Etter had the groundskeeper job. He and I became friendly. 
Now and then I would play #1 and #9 holes with one or two of Bart’s clubs. Sometimes with 
Ethel’s women’s set as they were shorter. I never played a full round. Cost too much. (In later 
years I think my father joined the club and played a few times. Leo may have.) Bart played well. 
 
The food stand had side wooden doors, at half height, which opened up to form awnings. The 
openings were protected by screens with the lower sections capable of being slid open for 
serving customers without letting in too many flies. (My father had made these screenings for 
Bart.) At noon when I went home for lunch, I never dropped the wooden side doors or closed 
and locked the entry doors. One day I noticed two small boys hanging around as I left. On a 
hunch I dropped back a few minutes later and found both inside going through the till. I had not 
put change in the cash registers as yet so all they were getting was pennies. They had their 
pockets full, however; I made them empty their pockets then gave them a severe lecture and 
told them I didn’t want to see them near the pool area for some time. They lit out. The older 
was “Pig” McGriff and the younger, Bud Maguire (my cousin). 
 
During the years 1931-34 at the pool, prohibition was passing and liquor was coming back. 
During prohibition Bart sold ”near beer” which had a beer smell, look, and some taste but no 
alcohol. Charlie used to drop in in the hot morning, buy a bottle, and lace it with hooch. He 
generally offered me some but I always refused. Some of the golfers did the same, that is, laced 
their “near beer.” 
 
Although the pool closed at 11 P.M. and all lights were turned out and the stand locked, this did 
not always prevent its use later that night. Bart became annoyed by this and one night 
organized a trap with the pools surrounded by his sons while he slipped in and turned on all the 
floodlights. A small group of high school age were in the nude. He flushed them out and one girl 
turned out to be the girlfriend of the younger son, Richard. Some embarrassment! I was not 
there to see the sights, alas. 
 
In addition to the normal diving board, water falls, floats and such Bart had set up two other 
activities. One was a slide in the middle of the two pools so one could slide down into either 
side. The slide surface was zinc or aluminum, I do not recollect. However, there was a water line 
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to the top which could be turned on at the top to wet and lubricate the sliding surface. Without 
this, a suit could be worn thru in one or more traverses. Sometimes we forgot to turn on the 
water and irate swimmers would come to the stand with their backside sticking out. “Look, 
what are you going to do about this.” I always told them to see the boss! 
 
The other attraction was a set of rings on chains spaced about four feet apart, about 6-8 feet 
above the water. If one was athetic and had the knack, one could dwing from one ring to the 
next and make it across without dropping into the pool. When they were first put up the 
Bartindals boys would lure someone into trying it in their normal clothes, and it dropped, with 
hilarity! Floyd tried it and by perseverance was getting across. This was too much for Roger. He 
ran to the land end and began jerking the rings to the point that Floyd could not manage to 
catch the last ring and eventually fell in, clothes and all. He took it better than I did. Roger and I 
were on the outs for some time. 
 
My stunt on the rings was to swing out to the middle then hang head down supported from 
two adjacent rings by my toes. As I was strong and light, it was not difficult for me. I never saw 
more than I or two others who could do the same. I was able to right myself and continue to 
the far side or, by choice, drop and dive into the water. 
 
In the morning hours, there would be swimming lessons given with classes organized from 
various groups. Once or twice the Rev. Weisbecker, the Presbyterian minister, ran Red Cross 
Life Saving courses. I took these to the point of getting a Senior badge. Weisbecker had earlier 
been a missionary in the Far East, was good at sports, tennis, baseball, swimming, and was a 
regular person, a welcome difference from the other men-of-the- cloth in Oxford. He was not 
much taller than I, but was not bad at tennis. He always beat me. 
 
The heart of Oxford was the “Square” around which the stores were located. The square, a park 
area of maybe 400 x 600 feet had in much earlier times been the location of the Benton County 
Courthouse, lost to Fowler in a bitter controversy in the latter part of the 19th century. During 
my days in Oxford it was a grassy area, with shade trees, benches, a few crosswalks and 
centered with the bandstand. The bandstand was used Saturday nights for a band concert, 
naturally. Under the stand the car-drawn fire trailer was kept. The park was used during the day 
by oldsters, the unemployed and the unemployable as spots to sun or shade, as the weather 
changed, all males. One could sit there and check across the four surrounding streets to see 
who was in town, doing what, where and with whom. One pastime on Sunday for the young 
bloods was to play auto poker. Each got a turn in sequence to fill his hand from the license plate 
of the next passing car. Nickel a game. 
 
I don’t recall that I ever played in the band. I did, however, play in the school band for a time. 
Dick Cross, a classmate who played the French horn, cajoled me into it when I mentioned I had 
played the trombone at North Judson. I never did well. The music available at Oxford in 
trombone was in bass clef whereas I had learned in treble clef. This meant reading and mentally 
transposing the notes (If you understand what this means, you are better than I, then or now.) I 
was never a musician. 
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Some time during these years, after graduation, Zoe Cheadle organized a Little Theatre group. 
She talked me into joining. Zoe and sister Fay were daughters of Louis and wife, the only Jewish 
family in Oxford. Louis was a painter and odd job type, I recall. Both girls were pretty, though a 
little plump, quite older (Zoe, Oxford ’25) than me, and had been away from Oxford for some 
time but driven home by the depression, maybe. Both had gone on to some higher schooling, 
art or music, possibly.  
 
I recall participating in two productions. In one I was a property man. One item called for was a 
drink, to be taken by Frank Moore at a point in the play. As a lark I put real whiskey in it for the 
real opening night. (This was left over from my Chicago boxing trip. It lasts for years!) Frank 
took a sip, a double take, then downed it. It may have added to the play. 
 
In the other production, a musical, I had an acting part. I was to sing some small part. I balked 
but Zoe told me to just talk it to music. I think this was the end of my acting career. 
 
[Aug. 24, 1983 Seaside Park, N.J.] 
 
New Orleans, La.  
 
By the end of the summer of 1934 I saved about $250-300 and made my break from Oxford and 
home. I was almost 20 years of age. I had been planning this for quite some time, hence the 
desperate saving of, at most, $10/week. My goal was to go to sea as a radio operator. This 
combined my interest in radio, a desire to see more of the world, and a longtime interest in 
ships and such. I had writtento several advertised so-called radio schools for literature and had 
finally settled on the Gulf Radio School at New Orleans. They offered a three-month’s course 
leading to a radio operator’s license and seemingly had been in busines for some years. 
Literature of the school courses and photographs of the school seemed imposing to me. I left 
Oxford in early September, hitchhiking, of course. I had my parents’ one valise containing about 
all my clothes and my radio books. I had had Dick Cross print a sticker, about 18” long, with the 
word “New Orleans.” I attached one on either side of the valise. This was to aid in getting long 
rides!  It may have worked. 
 
I left Oxford September 12 at 5 AM, a Wednesday and arrived in New Orleans on Saturday at 2 
PM: 950 miles in 17 rides. The last day I had one ride only, for 210 miles. The stickers, probably. 
 
Upon arrival I proceeded post haste to look up the Gulf Radio School. This put me into 
somewhat of a shock. The building was quite imposing in size, about three stories and the name 
spread over one side in large letters. 
 

Letterhead 
 
Gulf Radio School 
“Graduates All Over The  World” 
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1007 Carondelet Street 
New Orleans, La. 
Second Port, U.S.A. 
W. A. Clemmons, Director 

 
However, it appeared to be completely closed and out of business. By a few inquiries in the 
neighborhood I located the new address and quarters around the corner on Carondelet Street 
in a very much smaller building. It adjoined Sharp’s Radio Shop and was a quite small two-story 
structure. But it did say Gulf Radio School. I was stunned! It was now late Saturday afternoon 
and I had not enough courage to even inquire within. 
 
I rented a room about half a block distant on Carondelet and moved in to consider the 
situation. There had been other schools but none as promising as this and all costing somewhat 
more than I could handle. I was deeply depressed! I probably wrote home at this point and 
painted a reasonably happy picture. About all I recall further is that mosquitoes got to me that 
night. I wasn’t sure whether it was mosquitoes or bedbugs. Sunday I wandered about New 
Orleans, located the library and the YMCA. Probably Canal Street as well. More than likely, the 
docks. 
 
On Monday I visited the school and talked to Mrs. Clemmons about costs. I was told the school 
had moved recently to the present quarters, etc. I was shown around the rooms. They 
consisted of a code room, a theory room, a radio repair room, an office and, probably a 
bathroom. There were two instructors: Tom Sharp who ran the radio repair shop next door, and 
Joe Reisgen who taught code and theory. There were two general courses: Radio Repair and 
Radio Marine Telegraph. Maybe also some code brush-up and a Radiotelephone or Broadcast 
license preparation. The cost to me was probably about $80-100 for three months. 
 
I was still not impressed at all and it seemed all my dreams and plans were going down the 
drain. What had happened, I found out in time, later, is that it had been a good marine 
operator school at one time but had been hit by the depression like everything else. The 
student body contracted and receipts fell off so that smaller quarters were mandatory. I think 
this happened when Sharp and his radio repair shop joined up. The operator of the school had 
been Mr. W. A. Clemmons. At this point he was seldom in evidence and the financial end was 
handled by his wife. He seems to have been attending to other business areas one of which was 
a cotton picker development and promotion. 
 
I decided to give it a try but not without caution. Rather than pay out the full school costs, I 
negotiated a partial payment plan pleading that I would only be receiving money from home as 
time went on. Actually all my money was in travel checks in my pocket. However, we came to 
terms (the school needed money!) and I enrolled for the radio marine course. 
 
As I proceeded, it turned out that I knew about as much real theory as Reisgen did, thanks to 
my plodding through Terman. However, he furnished a plan, some confidence that I could 
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obtain a license, and a place to practice code. Also there were actually one or two others in the 
school part-time, who had spent a little time at sea as marine operators. 
 
As time went on, I did become proficient in code transmitting and receiving, firmed up on 
government regulations, learned to draw circuits of typical transmitters and receivers, and 
gained a little confidence. In two months I was ready for the Federal Communications 
Commission examination and applied and passed, November 26, 1934, with a grade of 94.2%, 
receiving a Radio Telepraph Second Class license. I was pretty happy! 
 
This did not automatically get me a job, however. It did not come for another four months! 
 
After obtaining this license I stayed on at the school and worked on a Radio Telephone or 
broadcast license. I took and passed this exam a month later, December 14, 1934, with a grade 
of 91.8%. This was a Radiotelephone First Class, as high up as they went. 
 
I ended up paying Mrs. Clemmons all the remainder of the course fees, but only for the radio 
marine course. 
 
She and I did not discuss the fact that all the payments were made with travel checks issued in 
early September! Even  though it was not much of a  school, it did what I needed. There were 
never more than 10-15 students in all courses. The radio operator was probably not too bad. 
Teacher Tom Sharp had an English Austen, a quite small car in those days, on which he had 
mounted a neon sign, the length of the car, flashing “SHARPS RADIO,” a novelty at that time. 
Reisgen was a local New Orleans boy five or so years older than I, with a lame leg. He had the 
full New Orleans accent and speech patterns which was a sort of mixture of southern and City 
(New York somewhat) combined with word usage peculiar to New Orleans alone. This latter 
from the city history: French, Spanish, Acadian, planter southern. 
 
The code room had five or six positions with key and ear phones. The code was transmitted by 
a machine, by Reisgen or by a student practicing transmitting. I spent much initial time at this. 
Reisgen delivered his theory at a chalkboard. I don’t remember much in the way of handouts or 
text books. Mostly it was directed at learning to answer the FCC questions, of which there were 
examples. 
 
The six months I spent in New Orleans were a real event in my life. I had very little money to 
spend, very poor clothes, and was never heavily occupied. The same was true of my associates 
at the rooming house and at the school. Really, at this time no one in New Orleans had much 
money, it seemed to me. It had much excitement, however, as I had spent my whole life to this 
point in a rural area and in Indiana. New Orleans was a city, but not a bustling city. It had most 
of the good points but not all the bad. Food was cheap, streetcar transportation not expensive, 
and there were many things to see and visit. The people had variety and were interesting. I 
enjoyed New Orleans. A few days after starting school I moved out of Carondelet Street to 
1318, Mrs. Smith’s boarding house. A number of the other chaps from the school lived here and 
recommended it. It was adequate and cheap!  Stayed there the remainder of the six months. 
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For the first month I had a single room out the back of the house which opened onto a runway 
or porch into a courtyard. It was very pleasant. Later I moved to the third floor “dormitory.” 
This consisted of two large connecting rooms each housing four beds with eight total 
occupants, mostly radio school personnel. The cost was $5 per week, room and board. Good 
meals, every one.  Home made ice cream every  Sunday, cranked by roomers. Red beans and 
rice as staples for every lunch and dinner. Sweet potato pie which tasted all right. Mrs. Smith 
and her colored girl turned out good food! 
 
Other boarders were a retired Navy CPO, an alcoholic (Jellen) supported by his family up in 
Mississippi, and one or two others off and on. In the evening cards were played often. Big 
casino and little casino defines one game most often played. There was no radio that I recall. 
We sat on the stoop, three steps, in the early evening and girl-watched or listened to the CPO 
sea stories. What he did all day I never learned. The alcoholic seldom showed before mid-
afternoon but he kept himself in quite a clean spruced condition before the evening activity. 
When he binged, which was very often, he would come back in sad shape, sometimes cut up. 
Mrs. Smith would tsk, tsk but in great sympathy. 
 
New Orleans girls were very pretty. Many had a tan or olive complexion, a mix of races and very 
shapely. It was a real treat to be on Canal Street at quitting time to see them stream from 
offices and stores. Canal Street, the main street leading away from the river, is one of the 
widest streets in the world. The center contained numerous streetcar tracks, the sidewalks are 
wide and the vehicle right-of-ways quite wide. At Mardi Gras the street was completely filled 
with humanity for many blocks. This street borders on one edge of the so-called “Old Quarter.” 
(Vieux Carre?) The city is dominated by the Mississippi River, and lies between it and Lake 
Pontchartrain to the east. Much of the city is nearly at sea level and is kept above water only by 
many canals and pumping stations. It is very hot and humid in the summer, and cold and damp 
in the winter. Spring and fall are quite nice. The winter of 1934-35 had the first snow in thirty 
years! Not much of a real snow but it did snow. As much of the plumbing was put in old houses 
on the outside, cold freezing weather posed a severe problem. The three big events during the 
winter were Christmas, New Years, and Mardi Gras. Fireworks were part and parcel of the first 
two to a very high degree, particularly on Canal Street. Mardi Gras was truly a spectacle at no 
cost, you just watched. 
 
Although New Orleans is truly a city of sin, if you wished, I had little contact with it that winter. 
Prohibition was over and booze was much in evidence. Only at Christmas and New Years did I 
imbibe, mostly it was freebies, even so. I had a local friend, a radio operator type, who 
introduced me around the city. We visited radio station open house parties and the stations 
themselves. One, I recall, was a church station located in an upper floor of a church building, 
maybe the church? An interesting feature was a card game in progress from which the 
operator-in-charge departed momentarily occasionally to adjust the output coupling coil with a 
wooden stick! Such was real life engineering! 
 
Apart from my associates I followed two lines of interest: athletics and culture. I joined the local 
YMCA and did a small amount of boxing and participated in a gymnastics course. For culture I 
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purchased a library card for reading. I recall O’Hara’s “Appointment in Samara.” My first opera, 
Carmen, was a pleasure at the Opera House on North Rampart. Also, I paid to see Midget 
Wolgast box someone successfully at this though he was a somewhat overweight flyweight 
champion. Although black, segregation was complete at this stage in New Orleans. The blacks 
did not seem to be really subjugated. They lived a life of parallelism. Rampart Street was a 
dividing line. A trip to Rampart Street, particularly at Mardi Gras time, was highly interesting. 
 
As a country boy from the midwest I had not yet developed a taste for prawns (shrimp) or 
osyters. Sad, as they were in very full supply and cheap in New Orleans. Later, while shipping 
out, I learned to eat fried oysters. Half dozen with a tomato salad and 16 oz. of draft Budweiser 
for a quarter! Also I developed a taste for New Orleans chicory coffee. Most restaurants offered 
three urns: pure coffee, 60/40 chicory/coffee, and 40/60. 
 
After I obtained my telegraph operator’s license in November I applied at both the Mackay 
Radio and the RCA Radiomarine offices for a shipboard radio operator’s berth. Shipping was at 
a low ebb due to the depression and I was offered very little encouragement. At the bottom of 
the list, no experience, very few open berths, etc. The Radiomarine was a particularly scroungy 
operation. Julius Pohl was in charge. The secretary rolled her hose, smoked dangling cigarettes, 
and had a sharp tongue. Pohl would allow applicant operators to act as spare time stevedores 
in the RCA warehouse. No pay but it kept your name on the list! 
 

Mackay Radio and Telegraph Co.  
828 Granier Street, N. Orleans 
F.L. Pendergrass, District Manager 

 
Mackay Radio was a much nicer operation. F. L. Pendergrass was in charge. They didn’t offer 
much encouragement but told me to come back. For four months I showed up in that outer 
office every Monday morning. Sometimes I sat for an hour or more before they had time, or 
noticed, to tell me “nothing has shown up, come back.” I used my clean shirt of the week to 
start each Monday and broke it out for the office visit. 
 
As time passed my funds depleted. Even at a total expenditure of only about $6/week, $5 for 
room and board and $1 for incidentals, it could not last forever. My follks had no money so I 
put the “B” on my brother Floyd who was in the Navy and got his room and board free. He 
came through several times to keep me going. Several times I was at the end of my rope before 
a letter came from him with a 2-weeks piece of money. Mrs. Smith knew my plight, naturally, 
and kept a sharp lookout for letters from the U.S.N. Tennessee. She had a vested interest.  
 
Finally in the spring, I had about given up. I told Mr. Pendergrass I couldn’t swing it any more, I 
had to head back to Indiana, where upon he told me that in about a month a ship would be in 
from British and Euopean ports and that the radio operator would be leaving though he didn’t 
yet know it. Fired! I could  have the berth when the ship arrived! This elated me no end but I 
couldn’t manage to stay any longer, I would have to head home. They promised to notify me in 
time. 
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I was down to zero funds. I sold my Oxford High School class ring for 75 cents to a chap from 
Greenwood, Mississippi, who had never been to high school. This brought my entire funds to 
$2.00 when I left Mrs. Smith’s on March 9, 1935, and headed back to Oxford. I hitchhiked, of 
course, and arrived March 14. With a bankroll of $2.00 one does not stay in hotels, even rooms, 
he uses it to eat for four or five days. It was a hard trip. I recall sleeping standing up at a gas 
station. It wasn’t easy. 
 

[Added later]  
Records show I spent $3.90 in those six days. 966 miles in 34 rides. 

 
In a sense, it was nice to get home, even though I carried an aura of failure. No one really 
believed my story of a job to come. I’m not even sure that I believed it. I drew out my last 
remaining money in the bank, a $5 kitty that I had left. I started to make plans to set up an 
amateur radio station. I had obtained an amateur operator’s and a station license during my 
stay in New Orleans. It was my plan to get on the “air” some way so as not to lose my code 
ability.  
 
However, all this changed a few days later. Bob Cheak, the railway agent, came down to the 
house with a telegram from Mr. Pendergrass offering me a berth on a ship that had just docked 
in New Orleans. The operator wanted time off. I could have the job if I wished, rather than wait 
for the for the European run. Without a second thought I accepted and made plans to return to 
New Orleans. 
 
I still had no money and now not enough time to hitchhike. My father came to my rescue. He 
was under the weather with some ailment, in bed, a very unusual situation for him. However, 
he was owed some money for labor performed and told me to collect it. I did so and got just 
about enough to purchase a bus ticket to New Orleans. I left on the 19th of March, just five days 
after arriving home. I arrived in New Orleans on the 21st and the ship left on the 23rd. Thus, in 2 
weeks I had shifted from down and almost out to leaving port as a radio operator, a real 
“SPARKS.” 
 
The operator I was replacing was from Texas,_______, and wanted time off to see his family 
and friends. He was quite a nice chap and showed me as much as he could in the few hours 
available to both of us. We turned on the transmitter, the receiver and other items in the radio 
“shack.” He gave me tips on the crew, told me a few tools that I would need and a little on the 
required paperwork. He left and I was in charge. 
 
Being a radio operator in a freighter is in a certain way a very lonesome position. There is never 
anyone else on board who has any knowledge whatsoever of your job or the equipment you 
must maintain and operate. You have no one to turn to for advice or help at sea, very little time 
to seek help in port even if you can find another knowledgeable operator. Such a situation can 
and apparently does terrify some starters and they go to pieces and get set ashore at the next 
port. I certainly made mistakes, some were real boobs, but I managed to get through them and, 
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in retrospect, I don’t recall any emotional trauma although there almost certainly must have 
been some. 
 

[Added later …] 
 
When I took this job I owed the following: 
Floyd (borrowed)   45.00 
Home (bus fare)   20.00 
Marine Exchange (Slop Chest?) 21.95 
Tom Sharp (parts)                   .95 
               $87.90 
 
I repaid all of this at the end of the first trip. 

 
I had very little time in New Orleans before we left port and, naturally, very little money. I took 
what I had, a dollar or two, bought a couple of suggested tools, got a few parts from Tom 
Sharp’s shop, on the cuff, and holed up in the shack. 
 
We left New Orleans in the afternoon or early evening, dropped down the river, dropped the 
pilot and headed for Port Arthur, Texas, to load cased gasoline. Shortly before we were to start 
our entrance into Port Arthur I heard my first message call from the shore station at Port 
Arthur, WPA. He had rather a strong signal and came pounding in. Somehow or other I got the 
transmitter on and gave him a wavering and not too sure “Go Ahead.” Apparently recognizing a 
tyro, he sent each word slowly and double. I could not go wrong. The message was to the 
captain instructing him to drop anchor at the “roads,” an entrance point, as there would be no 
docking spot available until the following day. I rushed to the bridge and delivered it to the 
captain. He looked at the date and time it had been sent, asked me why I hadn’t gotten it 
sooner, but then conceded that it was just in time. I had passed my first test! Barely! I kept a 
copy of that message for a long time. I came to know the ship call letters better than my own 
full name. I could hear KUGD even in my sleep! 
 
[Aug 25 At home] 
 
Within a day we had a berth at the Port Arthur gasoline docks. Without a question this was 
probably the most uncomfortable berth in my experience. It was several miles removed from 
Port Arthur proper in a low-lying swampy area filled with mosquitoes. Because of fire hazard all 
portholes had to be kept closed. It was uncomfortable. It took several days to load the gasoline. 
The cases consisted of two 5-gallon metal cans encased in a wooden box. They were loaded 
into the holds with conveyor ramps of rollers. ”They slid downhill.” When these were unloaded 
at many ports in Brazil, slings were used to hold about 10 cases at a time. It took much longer. 
Numerous also leaked which added to the hazard. 
 
Just before leaving the last port in the U.S. all crew members must “sign on,” i.e., sign the ship’s 
papers to the effect that they are making a contract not to leave the job until the ship returns 
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to a U.S. port, where all “sign off” with pay for the voyage. Fortunately for me all the crew gets 
paid for past work when they sign on. I received three days pay at this time. My salary was $90 
per month, thus I received about $9.00. This was quite a tidy sum. I now had enough to ride the 
bus to Port Arthur. I previously had walked in because I was told I needed some photographs 
for a passport. I delayed paying for them until I got paid. I was able to buy a few more small 
items before we shipped out. 
 
[Holiday Inn, Gaithersburg, Md  Jan 3, ‘83] 
 
I spent from March 23, 1935, to Nov. 4, 1936, about 18 months in the Clearwater. We made 6 
trips from the Gulf ports to the east coast of South America and return. Each trip was about 3 
months in length. In the Gulf we used Mobile, Pensacola, Galveston, Port Arthur, Tampa, Baton 
Rouge, and of course, our home port of New Orleans. These were hit variously on trips, never 
all the same trip. In South America we hit practically every port of any size (and some that were 
of no size) between Para on the Amazon River to Bahia Blanca, Argentina, below Buenos Aires. 
This took in Brazil, Uruguay, and Argentina. All of the larger cities, Bahia, Victoria, Santos, Rio de 
Janeiro, Montivideo, Buenos Aires, and Bahia Blanca and Pernambuco as well as many of the 
little known ports. In some of these latter we anchored in the stream and exchanged cargo. In a 
very few I did not make it to shore but in most, I did. These included 12 ports in Brazil, 1 in 
Uruguay, and two in Argentina. In many respects these were halcyon days and months. After 
my initial trepidation at the responsibility weighing on my shoulders I enjoyed it completely. 
The position of radio operator was, in some ways, the best job on the ship. In port I rarely had 
any task or assignment and was free to come and go as I chose. The length of time in port 
varied. It might in some cases be in at the early morning and out in the late evening. Mostly, 
however, we were in for several days up to a maximum of two weeks. 
 
In foreign ports the captain would allow each crew member to draw a small portion of his 
wages. This was kept small so that there were no long-time binges. This might be only a few 
dollars in my case. However, if one looked ahead he could retain some of the previous sign-off 
money for more expensive purchases. In general my wants were not great and a 2 dollar 
evening was a roaring affair. After a few days in port money was scarce and shore trips were 
confined to simple excursions. One fact that restrained my activities was that, in general, I had 
no one else to take day trips with. They were all hard at work on the ship! 
 
I started out at once to pick up enough of the language to get by and did tolerably well. A 
Portuguese dialect was spoken in Brazil and a similar Spanish in Uruguay and in Argentina. I 
developed a basic language which was a mixture of the two, using language books and the 
practical approach of talking to the natives. I probably was no poorer than anyone else on the 
ship. Naturally along the docks one picked up expletives rather easily and quickly. They were 
used often, clearly, and in loud tones, with emphasis! 
 
Occasionally, under the press of circumstance, I was requested by the Chief Mate to do tally 
duty. This meant keeping a record of the number of cases of gasoline removed from a particular 
hold and lowered into a lighter or onto the dock, or in the reverse process, the number of bags 
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of coffee or cacao beans loaded from a lighter into the hold. This did not often happen and 
never really cut into my shore time. 
 
As I have said, the radio operator, “Sparks” to everyone on the ship, almost to the point of 
losing one’s true name, was an enviable position. I was a member of the officer’s group and not 
even at the bottom of it. Thus, I had my own cabin, cared for by a steward/messboy, and ate 
with the other officers. The cabin was not large but was adequate: bunk across the outboard 
end below the single porthole, sets of drawers below the bunk, a padded settee with storage 
space beneath, a fold-down desk area with chair, a sink and mirror, and a wardrobe storage 
closet built in one corner. Everything I really needed. The Clearwater had been built for the 
North Atlantic routes so ventilation was somewhat sketchy for the tropics. At sea, however, 
there was practically always a 5-10 knot breeze which could be brought in the porthole if from 
that side of the ship or through a ceiling ventilator if from fore, aft, or the other side of the ship. 
I also had an oscillating fan on the wall which generally was “on” practically continuously in the 
tropics, trained directly on the bunk. 
 
There was one major problem with the the furnishing. The sink had water input from a faucet, 
however, it had no drain to the outside of the room. Each sink had a slop jar, fitted beneath the 
sink drain. This held possibly two gallons, then had to be emptied. This was no big chore in itself 
as the shower room/tiolet was immediately adjacent across the companionway. The problem 
arose if one was not real careful to shut off the faucet! The slightest drip would fill the jar, 
overflow and cause a flood. This happened to me several times to the point that the Chief 
Steward passed the incidents up to the Captain, whereupon I received a command 
performance in his cabin, a dressing-down, and the threat to remove the sink if it continued. I 
tried harder! (The cabin had a wooden deck (floor) with a rug which would float around in the 
flood.)  
 
In general, each cabin occupant did his own decoration (paint the walls every several trips) and 
added various props to personalize the room. I had plenty of room as I had not many 
possessions and not many visitors. 
 
In addition to my cabin I had another almost personal room, the radio shack. This is where I 
spent much of my waking hours. It was not large. Most of the room was filled with radio 
equipment and an operator’s desk. In addition, it contained a shelf which had my typewriter 
and, in one corner alcove, the ship’s library. I had a swivel chair for operating purposes. With 
me in the chair there was room for one standing visitor. 
 
Immediately opposite was located the battery room. This contained two racks of lead-acid 
storage batteries which were used to run the radio transmitter particularly for emergency use. 
Thus the batteries neeeded to be kept in good shape, watered, cleaned, and charged. The 
ship’s main electrical generator was 110 volts direct current which allowed me to charge the 
batteries directly from the line. In general when using the transmitter I threw the batteries in 
parallel with the main line so that the code keying surges did not cause too deep a drop in 
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voltage. Otherwise I got direct criticism from the Chief Engineer and all others who might have 
radios and such in operation. 
 

[Added later …] 
This receiver I believe was a National Radio, SW-3. Plug-in coils were used to change frequency 
bands. It was a 3-tube regenerative type. With any type of weak signal, and most were that I 
wanted to copy press from, had to be continually tracked or tuned with one hand while I copied 
with the other. Sometimes I copied press from two or three stations then put together a 
coherent set of paragraphs which, hopefully, would satisfy the crew. 

 
My duties at sea were not scheduled or really specified. I listened generally on the International 
calling band for ships and at various times of the day I would listen specifically to stations 
ashore that would be most likely to route messages to the ship. These were rare indeed and 
came in only when approaching a port and we were given docking instructions. Very rarely was 
there a message to an individual crew members, other than the Captain. It was my duty, of 
course, to keep an ear tuned for SOS’s, navigation hazard messages, and for other ships of our 
fleet for scuttlebutt. This latter might be changes in Captains, what the latest exchange rate was 
in Brazil or Argentina, or what our next trip route was to be. These were data of vital 
importance to the crew. Also, whenever and wherever possible I was to copy news data and 
put it out in typed form, one copy for the captain and officers, and one copy for the remainder 
of the crew. More copies if possible. I had a rather inexpensive three-tube short wave receiver, 
manganimously furnished by the company, that I used to tune to any station available to copy 
press. The company did not subscribe to any press service or organization so all, or almost all, 
of my newspaper was pirated. Who cared, there had to be press! 
 
The difficulties of distance, equipment, static made this be very difficult, at times. This was 
particularly so in trying to get proper names spelled correctly. With most news and words, if 
one could copy over half the word through the static, one could write a reasonable text. Not, 
however, with unfamiliar, to me, proper names. To aid me in this difficulty I always purchased 
several newspapers just before leaving home port. These generally had news articles containing 
timely writeups on places and people, which gave me clues as to names. I was more than once 
accused of copying news stories from old newspapers! 
 
The ship’s library was another important responsibility on my shoulders. These libraries were 
furnished free to ships by an organization whose name I have forgotten. They had an office in 
New Orleans. The ”library” of the ship consisted of a box about 30” x 30” x 15” filled with 
books. It was my duty to exchange the box for a new one each time we returned to New 
Orleans, every three months. If (which I did on one occasion) I failed to exchange the old for a 
new I received considerable guff, criticism, and downright hostility from those book-reading 
crew members. I was also criticized for my selection of titles. The library was kept under my 
supervision in the readio shack. I was the librarian! 
 
Another task given me by the captain on return trips was to type up the custom manifesto. 
These consisted of numbers of bags, types of coffee, where loaded, and sack labels of the 
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complete cargo. It was not too bad a job and he always allowed me plenty of time to do it. I 
used an oversize platen typewriter as the sheets were probably 20 or more inches in width, 
several copies of each form. I always knew what our return cargo onsisted of. 
 
As I had learned typing during a one-semester course in Oxford High School I was reasonably 
proficient. The big oversize Underwood belonging to the ship did not fit my needs for copying 
high-speed code so with my first trip’s payoff I purchased a standard Underwood in New 
Orleans. This was a rebuilt model and cost $40, almost half a month’s salary. I had the seller 
blank out the keyboard so that only persons knowing the “touch” typing system could use it. 
This kept borrowing by “plinkers” to a minimum. This machine served me well for 45 years all 
over my travel and jobs. I retired it, by mistake, when my associates at RCA gave me a SCM 
Intrepid upon retirement in 1980. What a lemon!  
 
[Jan 4 same motel] 
 
The SS Clearwater had been built in 1926 at Hog Island (Philadelphia) and was known in the 
shipping parlance as a “Hog Island.” She was a 5-hold freighter and belonged at this time to the 
Mississippi Shipping Company. They owned about a total of 7 or 8, 4 of which had been 
modified amidships to carry 7-10 passengers.  The Clearwater carried a crew of 32, 10 officers 
and 22 crewmen. She was 401 feet long, 54 feet in beam and drew 32 feet of water when fully 
loaded. She had a gross tonnage of 5600 tons. For propulsion she had a turbine running at 3234 
rpm nominal and a shaft horsepower of 2500. The masts were 74 ft. high. 
 
Turbines tend to operate most efficiently when running at a fixed high speed. Their shaft is then 
geared down to a low speed to drive the propeller at about 90 rpm. This 36:1 gear reducer was 
contained in a gear box which was actually larger than the turbine. This always impressed me. 
 
The boilers generated steam at high pressure to drive the turbine, through horns or nozzles. 
The Clearwater had 13 total. Normal operation was at 10 nozzles which gave a still water speed 
of about 10 knots. At this 10 nozzles she burned 150 barrels per day in the oil-fired boilers. The 
higher speed with the full 13 nozzles was seldom employed as the oil burned per mile was 
greater. The captain and chief engineer were rated to some extent by the minimum fuel used 
while maintaining the mandated schedule. 
 
The captain and mate’s job in this respect was to select routes which took full advantage of 
winds, currents, and distances. These routes were planned with the aid of special wind, current, 
tide data and which differed during the season. They also used practical experience to the use 
of these charts. The ship steering done by A.B.s (able seamen) also contributed to this fuel 
efficiency. 
 
Many a time the chief engineer and his assistants commented at the dinner table on the 
wavering wakes which were dead giveaways to poor helmsmanship. The engine room in turn 
had to maintain the boilers, oil burners, and nozzles to achieve good efficiency. At that time oil 
cost about $1.00 per barrel! 
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When the ship was in port at a dock, docking fees had to be paid. Therefore, the ploy was to 
dock early in the morning and get cargo transferred then leave as soon as this was 
accomplished. No money was made while the ship was docked and not moving cargo. 
Numerous times we would arrive at a port after being at sea for weeks only to drop the anchor 
and not proceed to dock until the following morning. This happened once on New Years Eve. 
We watched the fireworks and celebration from the ship! 
 
There were 10 officers in the officers mess, captain and three mates, chief engineer and three 
assistant, the cadet and I, “Sparks.” The seating arrangement was by rank, the captain at the 
head, the chief at the other end, the first mate and second mate sat at the captain’s end, the 
first assistant and the second assistant at the chief’s end. All these six had chairs at the outer 
side of the table. On the inner side of the table there no chairs, only a long bench backing into 
the forward bulkhead (wall). The 3rd assistant sat at one end next to the chief and the 3rd mate 
at the other end next to the captain. I sat next to the 3rd assistant and the cadet sat next to the 
3rd mate. 
 
This arrangement had difficulties for those seated on the inner side of the bench. You had to 
get seated in the proper order because there was no room to do otherwise. The chief’s chair 
was immediately adjacent the bulkhead. You could not squeeze in behind him to the bench. 
The captain, naturally, had a little room behind his chair and one could just squeeze by. The 
sketch illustrates the arrangement. 
 
[see below] 
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You can see my predicament. I had to get seated before the chief and the 3rd assistant. If the 
3rd mate was not seated I could pull rank on the cadet and he would have to move out past the 
captain so I could get seated by squeezing carefully behind the captain’s chair. If the damned 
chief was seated and the 3rd assistant and I were late, the chief would very crankedly get up and 
allow us both to be seated, muttering all the while. I was about the youngest person on the ship 
and found it difficult to hold my own with these old cranks, particularly during the early trips. 
Numerous times if I arrived late I would forget the meal and return to my cabin. There was no 
snack bar or MacDonalds either. You went hungry. Only in later voyages when the steward and 
I became friends would he dish out anything at a later hour. I did wash work up a key which 
would open the pantry locker late at night. About all that was there was sea biscuit (hard 
crackers) and orange marmalade. Better than an empty stomach! 
 
Meals were not all that bad but they tended to a weekly sameness. I knew almost exactly what 
would be served each day for each meal. Sometimes I deliberately skipped lunches. Breakfast 
was generally good and most dinners had some item or two worth eating. Desserts, except rice 
and tapioca pudding, were generally good, especially the pies. Of course everything was baked 
on the ship, no freezers, only cold storage. 
 
The steward was an elderly German. He sort of ranked as an officer but never ate with us and 
never really fraternized. All food was prepared in the galley then carried forward to the pantry 
prior to serving. The cook and mess boys were all black. I remember one named Cleothisus 
Beggs. The captain was known to shout out “the black thumb in my soup Beggs!” I shudder to 
think what he really got in the soup. There were always jokes and rumors as to how the cook 
got the bread to raise so well! The steward crew were housed in cabins, two to a cabin, near by 
me. They couldn’t be put aft with the regular crew as they were black! 
 
The regular crew was made up of a bos’n (foreman), 6 A.B.s and 2 ordinary seamen, 3 oilers, 3 
firemen, 2 wipers. The steward had one cook, and three mess boys. The messboys cleaned and 
made the bunks of the officers, as well. While at sea the crew worked in regular watches, 3: 12-
4, 4-8, 8-12, which repeated. On each watch were: a mate, 2 A.B.s,. an assistant, an oiler and a 
fireman. The ordinary seaman, the cadet, the 2 wipers and the bos’n did a regular eight hour 
shift during daylight hours. The captain, the chief engineer, and I set our own hours! 
 
The cadet was a young chap who was in training (an apprentice) towards becoming a mate. 
Some ships carried an engine-room cadet but we had only the one. He was the lowest paid on 
the ship, worked hard, and got many of the dirty jobs. In return, he received some instruction, 
got to wear a uniform when not working, and lived as an officer. 
 
The salaries were not great: Captain $300, Chief 250, Ass’sts and Mates 180, 165 and 150. I 
received $95 starting which went to $105 on the second trip. However, I lived on the ship with 
virtually no ongoing expense and no place to spend. One could save. Many of the men 
supported regular families although they were able to see them only about 2 weeks each three 
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months. (The captain was allowed to have his wife on board while we were in U.S. ports in the 
Gulf.) 
 
As I have said we were paid in full upon returning to New Orleans each trip, in cash. I generally 
typed up the payoff sheet so I knew what everyone’s salary was. The captain did the 
computation, subtracting the several allotments which the men had been allowed at foreign 
ports, and their expenses at the steward’s slop chest. This latter  
 

[End of Volume 2] 


