 Appendix Number Four


Fond Remembrances


	When I was about two years old, we lived in a district known as Squirrel Hill in Duquesne, PA.  I remember my mother putting me out in the field behind the house to play, and there, each day, was my friend, a white nanny goat.  As I recall, the goat was very gentle with me as we played.		


	When we lived in Newark, Ohio, I was about three or four years old.  I fell off the front porch and broke my arm.  It was also about this same time, during the winter, that I followed my sister, Evelyn, to school. Bundled up as I was with my mother’s boots, an old jacket, and a tattered wool knit cap -- Evelyn was embarrassed to tears.  She was in the first grade, and she was trying to make a good impression on her new classmates.  She talked to the teacher and promptly took me home.


	Also, while living in Mt. Gilead, I was riding belly-down on my American Flyer sled in the middle of the street, when a car came down the hill behind me.  The driver was unable to stop and ran over me.  I got up and ran all the way home.  The driver picked up the pieces of my sled and followed me home.  He said he wanted to be sure I was okay. I was okay, but the sled was demolished.  As I recall, my father would not let the man pay for the sled; he said I needed to learn a lesson in safety and to stay out of the street.  I was six years old at the time and, I did not learn the safety lesson my father was trying to teach me.


	It was also in Mt. Gilead that I tried my first “smoke.”  I was six or seven at the time and not very smart, yet!  A friend and I climbed up in the hay loft of his father’s barn and proceeded to roll a couple of corn silk cigarettes and puff away.  We never even considered the possibility, but we could have easily started a fire without even trying.    However, I did get dizzy and fell out of the loft; lucky for me, I did not get hurt.


	My Great Grandmother died in 1927, and my Great Grandfather lived alone in a crossroads town in central Ohio, Olive Green, population 100, counting the horses and dogs.  It was wonderful, those vacations I spent with my Great Grandfather, David Chase.  He was a huckster, and with his horse and wagon, he went throughout the country, buying whatever the farmers had to sell: eggs, ham, bacon, chickens, furs, ducks, wool, etc.  Then he would take the purchases to town and sell them to the retail store owners.  


	My dad made home brew [beer], and he always made sure Grandpa Chase had some on hand.  One day Grandpa gave me some, and it made me dizzy, but I did not tell him. He sent me to the farm about 150 yards down the road to get a bottle of milk.  I got the milk, but I fell down and broke the bottle on the way back to his house; he never said a word.  It was my Great Grandfather Chase who bought me my first pair of LONG PANTS, called overall pants, like jeans of today, but much heavier.  Boys then wore either knickers or shorts.  With the knickers --which reached just below the knees and had a band that circled the leg and buttoned for snugness and blousing -- we had to wear long wool stockings.  


	My Great Grandfather, David Chase, was the greatest friend and pal I ever had.


	When we lived in Cardington and Mt. Gilead, we had a favorite swimming hole.  The swimming hole was man-made.  A dam was built on the river running through Cardington in order to raise the water level to feed the canal connecting the two rivers in Cardington.  There was a tree with a rope tied to a limb.  My boyhood friends and I would swing on the rope out over the water and drop.  We would try all types of dives from the rope; it is a wonder that we did not get hurt trying those foolish things.


	About this time in my life, about the time that my Great Grandmother Chase died, we were visiting my father’s mother, my Grandmother [Butte] Prouty.  Being young, I did not understand about life and death.  One evening, while I was getting ready for bed, I got very emotional about death and started to cry; in fact, I was out of control.  I could not stop crying and sobbing, “I don’t want to die.”  My Grandmother came to my rescue, held me in her arms and talked very softly to me, repeating, “You are not going to die; we love you.”  I went to sleep, crying.  It was a very terrifying time for me.


	The advent of motion pictures being available to almost everyone in the USA was during the late 1920s and early 1930s, when we lived in Cardington and Mt. Gilead, Ohio.  In addition to motion pictures being a great entertainment media, we in the small towns were also enjoying the Saturday-in-town shopping event, and meeting with our friends.  Dad would park the car on Main Street and, during the daylight hours, we would sit on the hood and fenders of the car and just enjoy watching people pass by, at times stopping to talk.  In Cardington, we also had a very exciting Saturday evening/night program.  We had motion pictures right in the middle of town, straddling Main Street.  The movie projector was in a building on one side of the street, with the screen hung on the front of the building across the street.  Being Main Street and US Route 42, we had to contend with traffic.  When a car came, the people standing in the street watching the movie had to give way and let the car pass.  We would stand in the street for more than an hour watching the movie.  Saturday in the small town of Cardington was a “happening” of the time.  As a note of interest, I can not remember one single incident that required the attention of the Town Marshall.


	We moved to Cleveland about 1928, and things were quiet for a while;  however, winter came, and with it, the sleds. In Cleveland, Ohio, there are no hills, so for action we waited at a street corner, and when a car came along and slowed down to make a turn, we would run to catch the car, grab the rear bumper, flip the sled under us, and let the car pull us along. (I mentioned earlier that I did not learn the safety lesson my father tried to impress on me about risks in life.)  


	In 1929, I took my first airplane ride.  It was in a biplane, a two-winged aircraft, with an open cockpit.  The pilot certainly gave my dad and me a thrill; he did a loop-the-loop, a power dive, and a roll.  It was very exciting for a young boy of eight years. 


	A great memory of Cleveland, Ohio, was the sing-a-longs that we had on the steps of Henry W. Longfellow Elementary School during the summer recreation program at the school yard.  Another thing that stands out in my mind were the gardens we had at the school.  At the back of the school yard, there was an area about an acre in size that was divided into garden plots, about ten feet by thirty feet.  Students got first choice, and I was always one of the first to sign up; that way I got a good location.  I enjoyed my time in the garden, and I raised many great vegetables.  During the Great Depression, that garden plot meant a great deal to the family and provided vegetables that we would otherwise not have had.	


	I learned to drive on Walter Irwin’s farm, “Bean Hill,” first a Model “T,” then later a Model “A."  Bean Hill was located just outside of Mt. Gilead, on the road to Meringo.  As I recall, I was about 12 years old, and one day I drove that Model “T” right through the side of the barn.  Nothing was said, but I spent the next few days repairing the barn.  My next go at driving was a four-forward-gear “Durante,” a real honest-to-goodness four-door sedan with windows of glass that rolled up and down.					


	I remember moving back to Mt. Gilead, Ohio, in 1932.  After being out of work for over two years, my father had found a job at a small machine shop, Kelly’s Machine Shop, in Mt. Gilead.  I went back to school in Mt. Gilead with my friends, with whom I had started school back in 1926. 			


	In 1933, we moved to Columbus, Ohio, because my father was offered a position as  hydraulic engineer with the Clark Grave Vault Company,  at a salary of $50.00 a week.  This was big money for 1933. 				


	I remember we bought a house in the Hill Top section of Columbus in 1936, three bedrooms plus a sleeping porch, and my Great Grandfather Chase came to live with us.  He lived with us six months and with Uncle Harry six months.  I recall it was hard on all concerned, but in those days, people took care of their own family.  I remember that Grandpa Chase was well off in the 20s, but lost everything in a bank failure in Sunbury, Ohio, in the Great Depression.  I enjoyed my time at Olentangy Jr. High School, Columbus, Ohio, and still have a small table and a bookcase I built in woodworking class. 		


	On 17 March 1937, I celebrated my 16th birthday, and my favorite gift was from my father; a 12-gauge, single-shot, full-choke, Iver Johnson shot gun.  I still have that shot gun and prize it over all of my guns.	 		


	Family reunions, an institution of the time before WW II, were days to remember.  It was a day in the middle of the summer which you looked forward to, a day when you would meet and spend the day talking, playing, eating, and just plain enjoying being with your relatives.  There were the new marriages, new babies, new girl friends and  boyfriends and, of course, calling the roll and finding that some were absent, never to return to the gathering.  It is something that I miss very much, because it was a highlight of the summer.


	One day in 1937, during the time my Great Grandfather Chase lived with us in Columbus, Ohio, I asked him if he would like to go to a movie with me; he answered by saying he would like that very much, because he had never seen a movie in a regular movie house.  I notified the local newspaper of thus fact and they wanted to interview him when he arrived at the theater.  We went to the Grand, a large palace-like theater, he was surprised at the splendor of the trappings used in the interior decorations.  He had a wonderful time and the reporter got his story.  My Great Grandfather David Chase was 95 years old at the time.  He walked without assistance (he carried a cane at times for show), read without glasses and still had his own teeth. 


	


	These are my favorite memories of my younger days before graduating from  high school and going on to higher achievements. 			
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