(Side A)

Earl Boyd Tape III

MB:  (Unintelligible)

EB:  In Laiche's house, at 3312 Constance?

MB:  I think that's what it was.  Were you married by a priest?

EB:  Yeah.  We had quite a celebration, I mean punch and. . .The priest wouldn't marry us in the church unless I became a Catholic, and I told him,"No way because I don't know what I believe."  Certainly, I don't believe in confessions because telling another man who chose that as a profession (words?) priest.  I can't see where he can do any more for me than I can do myself.

MB:  Well, let's go on from there.  Who all was there?  What was the name of the maid of honor?

EB:  Wait, I'm 94 years old!

MB:  The woman in Houston, Mama's friend; Genevieve?

EB:   No, Germaine.  

MB:  And who stood up with you?

EB:  Archie Arcosta (sp?)

MB:  Was he the guy that was with you at the (unintelligible)?

EB:  Who?

MB:  At the (unintelligible), at West End(?)?

EB:  No; that was a New York guy.

MB:  Archie was just a friend of yours, huh?

EB:  A fellow workman.

MB:  Well, OK.  So the next day you went to Honduras?

EB:  No, we went to Honduras on the Sunday.  This was on a Wednesday or Thursday; Thursday, I guess.  Friday we went down and arranged passage, and the guy overpaid me $40; and I said, "Well, that $40 may be (words?) for a wedding present."  But he was standing on the gangway Sunday morning to collect his $40.

BB:  Was Pearl there?  And Fred?

EB:  Oh, yeah.  Fred and Pearl, and Pearl was eleven years old.  

BB:  She was eleven, and Mama was how old?

EB:  Nineteen.  But Fred was between them.  So we went down, and Mama got seasick.   She did all right until we got to Ceiba.  We went over and got our luggage and boarded the Trenton (?), a motorboat, at 2 o'clock in the morning.  And, when she got to Balfate about 6 o'clock in the morning, if she had been a long-distance swimmer, she would have turned right around and come back to New Orleans.  

BB:  The Trenton, that was a (word?) you went on.  Was it a sailing ship?

EB:  No, a motorboat.

MB:  The Trenton was the little one that you all had, right?

EB:  Yes.

MB:  Right, but what ship did you go down on?  How big a ship was that?

EB:  Oh, that was one of the Vacaro (sp?) Brothers' ships.  I guess it was 350 feet long, something like that.

MB:  So, you all landed in Balfate?

EB:  No, we landed in Ceiba.

MB:  I'm sorry; I didn't mean that.  From the Trenton?

EB:  Yeah.

MB:  You came ashore at Balfate or up on Quebrada Grande?

EB:  At Balfate, and the whole town had turned out, and laughing and. . .all in Spanish.  She couldn't understand any.   But anyway, we moved to Quebrada Grande the next day and lived in a tent right. . .right out, one of these little—about three foot above the ground.

BB:  Did she know she was going to live in a tent?

EB:  Oh, yeah.  She was hearing about it and then the reality.  They're two different things.

MB:  And this was on the beach; where was it in comparison to where the house is today at Quebrada Grande?

EB:  You start up the hill right there.

MB:  Oh, it was up on the hill, more or less?

EB:  Yeah.  About sixty feet up on the hill—a little plateau up there.

MB:  And that's where the tent was?

EB:  Yeah.

HB:  . . .wished she had swimming lessons.  I think I might have walked on water.

BB:  . . .learned to swim.

MB:  Okay; so go on from there.  How long was it that you all lived in the tent before you started getting some kind of. . .

EB:  Well, we lived in the tent—oh, I guess it was the first of the year, January.  Then Papa built a little shack and called it a kitchen and dining room—12 by 20—twelve foot wide by twenty foot long.

HB:  And they weren't living in tents.  They had a house with a roof on it?

EB:  Oh, yeah.

HB:  Just you all were in the tent.

EB:  Right.  Well, later on Auntie was in the tent.  Yeah, it's quite an experience.

BB:  Where was Tensie?  . . .had already been born.  So Tensie was there, right?

EB:  Oh, yeah.

BB:  And she lived in the house with. . .

EB:  With Papa and Mama.

MB:  Well, what was anyone doing to earn a living?

EB:  Right then, we weren't doing anything because we were putting up the pipeline and so on.  

MB:  You mean for the gold mine?

EB:  Sure.

MB:  All that stuff that Grandpapa wrote about in his diary—all the work done at the mine—had anything really been done?

EB:  No, because the pipeline went down on the Rubicon after we were there, I think about May; and we went down on—Cecil and I went down in March, and I came back in July.

MB:  So, for quite awhile then you all were just all working on the pipeline.  How long did you stay there before anything happened?

EB:  Oh, Cecil spent all of his time in Ceiba because he was—that's why I say everybody has his price—and I've always said that.  He got the president of the University of Pennsylvania to make out an affidavit, or what-have-you, that he had been down there and inspected the property; and he never left Pennsylvania.  So then they sold the (word?) stock but invested the rest of the money—they sold a lot of stock but invested very little of it in the pipeline and hose, and so on, and invested the rest of it in the Teapot Dome.  And he spent his time in Ceiba, and Ralph and Winkheimer (sp?) had been in the Navy together and came out and homesteaded a piece of property up around Sanford.  And the hurricane of '21 just raised sand with Tampa, and they heard about it and came down here looking for a job and met the folks on a little schooner.  And they told them they were going to Honduras and opening up a mine down there, and so on.  Ralph and Winkheimer went down there. . .The day before Thanksgiving, I had been hunting and killed three crested carasol (sp?), and Papa said, "Well,  you don't need three of them, so how about taking one of them up to Chester and one to Sallia (sp?)," which was Eneble's grandfather.  And they were standing out there throwing sticks up at the coconuts, trying to knock them down; and I told them that they had to do better than that—climb up there and knock them down.  So I proceeded to show them how it was done.  When I went back up at the place, why, Ralph and Winkheimer were up there; and Papa gave them a job with open wages because they didn't have any money, and Cecil was, well, he was going to get money (word?)  So then Winkheimer—nobody is going to make me believe—isn't Jacqueline's father because she lived in the tent with a Monaco (sp?) roof over it for the heat, and Cecil spent all his time in Ceiba, and Ralph and Winkheimer stayed in a half-finished house, which Papa was building and which caused the downfall of Quebada Grande.

HB:  Where were you all living then?

EB:  We were living in that little 12 by 20, so the schooner came up there from St. Andrews Bay—they say it's somewhere around Pensacola—carrying 75,000 feet of lumber and gave it for $5,000 for the whole carload.  Now what does that amount to per thousand?  It was assorted  lumber—weatherboarding, 2 X 4's, 4 X 4's, 2 X 6's, 3 X 6's, assorted for building—and Cecil wasn't there; so Papa sent him a wire and told him that the boat was there with lumber.  And Cecil wired him and says, "Procure miera (sp?)," "I procured the lumber."  And I says, "That don't make sense much 'cause writing, or calling—not calling—telegraphing and "Si procure miera(?), au procure midera(?)—procure miera(?)" is "you get the lumber."  And "procure miera (?)," "I have got the lumber."  So, anyway, he sent the wire; and Cecil says, "Get it."  So Papa got it and gave the captain a $5,000 check for the lumber, and he didn't have a dime.  So, if it had been anywhere but foreign, they would have both—probably he and B. C., his brother, would have done time.

MB:  Well, let's go on a little bit further here because. . .you all stayed up there around the hill for how many years?   

EB:  Till April, Mama came to the States with my Mama, and George was born in May.

HB:  In the States?

EB:  Yeah

BB:  He was born at New Orleans.

EB:  In the same house we were married in.

HB:  The same house that George was married in?

EB:  No, that I was married in.

MB:  And they stayed up here how long?

EB:  Well, after birth, there were six weeks you couldn't get out of bed, or something.

MB:  And Grandmama stayed up the whole time, too?

EB:  Oh, yeah.  That's why, after George was born, I and a Caribe went out and cut a root out of a tree—a mahogany tree—and cut that round table that's sitting in there.  That's a solid piece, and it was bigger than that.

MB:  Well, where did Grandmama stay.  Did she stay there with the Laiches?

EB:  No, she stayed with Vivian.  See, Vivian was staying there—not married yet—and going with Benny; and he was married one week, I think, before I was.  They wanted to make it a double wedding, but we didn't.

MB:  So she just stayed there when you went back to Honduras.

EB:  Yeah.

BB:  Well, did she get married in a church—Vivian?

EB:  I don't know; I wasn't there.

MB:  So when Mama went back with George—when Grandmama and Mama went back with George, it was still back to Quebrada Grande, right?

EB:  Oh, yeah; but we weren't working anything because it had been shut down on account of no money.

MB:  So when did you go on to all these other places that you all lived?

EB:  Let me think—about. . .I went, we stayed in Balfate, and Benny ran the drugstore. . .

MB:  Did they go back when Mama and Grandmama went back?

EB:  Who?

MB:  Did Benny and Mimi go down to Honduras when Mama and George. . .

EB:  No, they went later.  Papa took some of the lumber that Quebrada Grande was shutting down and built a house in Balfate and put a counter in it, and he had his drugstore there.  I wouldn't say he was getting rich, but he made pretty good.

BB:  Was that the house that we saw when we first went down there?

EB:  Yeah.  That was just about (words?)?

BB:  Yeah, right.

EB:  Had electric wire going up to where Auntie was staying, and it was caught up under the roof.  We stayed there until 1924.  When Bob was born, in Ceiba, a revolution of Carreias(sp?) was in full swing; and Mama said she wasn't going to stay in Balfate any more.  So I went to Castilla and got a job and went back and stayed in Castilla—of course, I got there one day and went to work the next—(word?) about a week before Mama and—your Mama—went to Castilla.  We had a little house, furnished by the company; and we got a better house later on.  When Benny went up there, why, we got a bigger house and all lived together.  It was a three-bedroom house and a big porch.

MB:  So, during this revolution now—we haven't covered this—I mean. . .I know we know the story, but you all went to. . .You took Mama to Ceiba, right?

EB:  Right.

MB:  and this revolution was going on. . .

EB:  Right.  And she stayed there with one of the Litricos—Steven Litrico—and it was right down by the—not the customs house but the quartell (sp?)—and so they thought it wasn't safe for her to stay there, and she went to live with some folks—the roadmaster, from Lakeland—a fellow by the name of Barfield, which I knew his family after I was working for the company.

MB:  So he was born right when the revolution was going on?

EB:  Oh, yeah.

MB:  Right there at Dantony (sp?).

EB:  No.  Yeah!  Dantony, right.  But when she was at the Barfields, why, they had 300 Marines landed right there in front of Pota Palm (sp?)—of course, that was the company's holdings—and she slept in the warehouse on bolts of cloth, and so on, that were stored in there.  She went from there to the hospital.

MB:  The first American child born there.

EB:  Right; the second child born in the hospital, the first American.

MB:  Then you went back to. . .Bob was born, then, when you went to, what was it?

EB:  Castilla?  Yeah.  We went back to Balfate, and she said," No way I'm going to stay here."

HB:  Were they fighting in Balfate?

EB:  No, but a band came in there; and they were whooping and hollering and scratching their machetes (sp?) on the fence, and so on, and went in Salia's (sp?) house, or store, and put all his beans in his rice and his flour in his sugar and stole all of his shoes.  He usually carried about 25 or 30 pair of shoes, assorted size, you know—stole all of them.

MB:  So, how did you all, when you decided to go to Castilla, how did you go?  In the transom (sp?) again?

EB:  No, Mama and my Mama went on the Gloriosa (sp?).  It was a company motorboat with more elaborate—went into Balfate to get grapefruit off the trees and took Mama and my Mama to Castilla.

MB:  And you were working for—who did you say you were working for?

EB:  I worked in the car repair shop and blacksmith shop.

MB:  Oh, OK.  For Standard Fruit.


BB:  United Fruit.

EB:  United Fruit.

MB:  And you were there how long?

EB:  One year.

MB:  And where was Grandpapa; did he go, too?

EB:  He was working there.

MB:  And then where did you go?

EB:  To New Orleans.

MB:  That would be about, what, 19. . .

EB:  '25; July 13, 1925, on a Sunday.  And we were on an English boat, and we ran around the Yucatan  Channel.  And the captain got a wire—a wireless—that there was a hurricane in the vicinity; and he turned around and backtracked all night until, where we were supposed to get in New Orleans Wednesday morning, we didn't get there until Wednesday night—that is Wednesday evening.  And they had the customs man make overtime so that we wouldn't have to sleep on the boat, and that's when I saw my first negro customs.

MB:  So, but you didn't stay in New Orleans very long, did you?

EB:  No I came to Tampa—to Bartow—in September.

MB:  Again, on a ship, or. . .

EB:  No, no.  On the L & N Railroad.

MB:  Well, why did you come to Tampa?  Was it because Uncle Cecil was in Bartow, or. . .

EB:  Yeah, yeah.

MB:  But everybody else was in New Orleans; is this right?

EB:  Oh, yeah.  Papa was still in Honduras.  He didn't quit the United Fruit Company, at Castilla, when I did.

MB  But Grandmama came up with you?

EB:  Oh, yeah.

MB:  And Benny and all of them.

EB:  No, Benny came up later—a couple of weeks later.

MB:  All right, so it was you and Mama and George and Bob. . .

EB:  Yeah, and Bob was little.

MB:  OK.  And who else, Grandmama?

EB:  Grandmama came up with us.

MB:  And that was it that time?  And did (word?) Uncle Cecil; they were in Bartow at this time?

EB:  Yeah.

MB:  Uncle Cecil and Auntie were in Bartow?

EB:  Yeah.

BB:  When did they come up?  They had already come up some while back?

EB:  Yeah, when they came up a year before.

BB:  After the mine went. . .

EB:  "Cafflooey (sp?)."

HB:  So Jacqueline was born in Bartow?

EB:  No, she was born in Kansas City.  He was supposed to be working for the Rock Island Railroad with a brother, B. C., was an undercover guy; and he was with people on the trains that paid cash fare, and the conductors wouldn't turn it in, so. . .

HB:  So, OK, so when you came up to Bartow, where was everyone else?  Just you came up from New Orleans?

EB:  Benny was in New Orleans, and that winter Mimi got burnt.  And Papa had just come up and met Mama in New Orleans.

BB:  How did she get burned?

EB:  Oh, standing too close to the fireplace.

BB:  And her gown caught fire?  I remember hearing about that.

SB:  What did you do in Bartow?

EB:  The first job I had there was putting in some cabinets for a newlywed (unintelligible), and so on and so forth.  Then I went to work for the church. . .ARP Church, Associated Reform Presbyterians.  And they gave me all the heavy work, like Kenya (sp?) says they give her all the walking work; well, they gave me all the heavy work because we went out, the first or second day I was there, we went out in the swamp and cut about a 60-foot, they said sixty feet, gum tree.  Now I didn't know. . .(interruption). . .cut a 60-foot gum tree for a gym (?) pole, and we put a winch on it to pick the steel beams up for the rafters on the church.  And they saw that I wasn't afraid to get off the ground, so I inherited all the heavy work.

BB:  All the high work, huh?

EB:  High work.  And then the steps there, I put them on.  They were sixteen (I think; I wouldn't go on record as saying it) inches by about eight high and twelve feet long—concrete—because they put the—whatever you call it—the stringers for the steps out of bricks and then laid the pieces on.  But it had a basement—the church—and it was about eight or nine feet—had to go up about eight or nine feet to get into the chuch—in the back of the church—the front of the church, but it was the back of the church.

MB:  Well, how long did you stay there, and then what brought you to Tampa?

EB:  When you were born. . .

MB:  Well, if you all were in. . .you all were in Bartow, right?

EB: Yeah.

MB:  There wasn't a hospital there?

EB:  I guess there was a hospital out where Father Miller lived, I think.  

MB:  But Tampa was the biggest city?

EB:  Oh, yeah.  See I took out a (word?) from the Union; the Union (intelligible). . .sixty to come to work.  I figured waterfront work was so good over in New Orleans, why, it ought to be good over here.  But they didn't know hardly what a union was.  I come to Tampa, and they didn't have any shops that did waterfront work; so the first job I got was the Tampa Theater building for R. T. Joughin (sp?).  Remember him?

BB:  I know the name, but I couldn't. . .

EB:  He was. . .

MB:  Construction company.

EB:  Plumbing shop.  But he later became sheriff of Tampa.

MB:  Well, yeah.  When did you go to the gas company?

EB:  I went to work about two weeks on the Tampa Theater building.  And G. A. Miller was financing the contractor, and the finance fizzled out; and he had to shut down and go to Atlanta to get it refinanced.  So I went down to the Tampa Electric and met an old boy that had worked on the job at the Tampa Theater building; and he says, "Where are you going?"  And I said, "I'm going in here and look for a job."  "I just came from there, and there is no need in going in there."

MB:  You said Tampa Electric; is this what you mean?

EB:  It was Tampa Electric, but Stone and Webster was doing the job out of New York; so this guy Sweinheimer (sp?), chief mechanic, gave me a job.  He had just refused this other guy and gave me a job, and I worked there. . .the next day, the day I went to work, they had to dig up some pipe under the cement with a sledge hammer and chisel bar; so this guy (?) remarked, "Don't hit my hand, now."  I says, "I won't hit you; I used to strike for the blacksmith."  The next morning, why, the master mechanic met me at the gate, and he says, "You used to work for a blacksmith."  And I says, "Yeah."  And he says, "Well, go in the shop there. . .(end of Side A)

(Side B)
BB:  . . .so he met you at the door. . .

EB:  . . .and says, "You used to work for a blacksmith."  I says, "Yeah."  He says, "Go in the shop here."  So I went over to the shop, and he looked me over and said, "I guess you're a blacksmith, huh?"  I said, "No, I used to strike for 'em."  "Build a fire."  So I said, "Well, what kind of a fire do you want—a cool (?) fire, a medium fire, a big fire?"  He says, "Cool (?) fire."  So I packed the coal around a piece of pipe and built the fire, and he wouldn't say anything.  So they brought some coal in there; and, heck, I wasn't doing anything, so I thought I would store it.  He says, "You joined the labor gang, huh?"  "No, sir; I wasn't doing anything."  "Well, they wouldn't help you.  They've got laborers to do that."  So when the pipefitters were trying to take a piece of pipe apart—about 8-inch pipe, I guess—and they were having their trouble, I stepped out and he called me back; he says, "If you want to join the pipefitters, why, I'll release you."  I said, "No, sir.  I didn't want to join them; I just thought I'd help them."  "Well, they wouldn't help you."  And he, when I went to work for the gas plant—I say "gas plant"—it was the UGI Construction Company—United Gas Improvement, out of Philadelphia, or Pennsylvania.  And I went to work for them and worked about a week, I guess; and then the Johns Mansville Asbestos Company sent a man down, and they told me to go work with him.  So I just about finished all the asbestos work there because he left and went back to Atlanta.

BB:  What kind of asbestos work was this?

EB:  (Word?) covering a boiler, and you see they put in an extra boiler for the union third—what the heck do you call it—anyway, it was a third upright—can't think of what they call it—anyway it was the third unit, and I worked on that—all of the asbestos work—then went over to the cement plant.  And after I finished the pipe work there, the guy in—a Swede, Erickson—came over and was going to do the asbestos work, but he was doing the Don Cesar Hotel, at Pass-A-Grille, and spent his day over there, and he would come over Saturday and pay me off.  He didn't tell me what they wanted done, whether it be pipe work or boiler work, putting the slabs under the boiler.

MB:  Well, just for the record, name all the places—when you came to Tampa—name all the places that you all lived.  There were two or three on Magnolia, right?

EB:  Two:  204 Magnolia, 405 Magnolia, 504 DeLeon, and then 3312 San Juan, and then Bay-to-Bay, then Palm Drive, and back to Bay-to-Bay, and here.

SB:  Well, where was it Mama walked to the hospital; was that when she had Madelyn?  Didn't Mama tell me she walked to the hospital from Magnolia?

EB:  I don't know, but I guess, if she did, see, it was, the hospital was right there at Tampa U.  That old Gordon Keller. . .

HB:  That was the old Gordon Keller, on Boulevard.  And Madelyn was born in the Gordon Keller Hospital?

EB:  Right.

HB:  And then Chuck was born in Tampa General?

EB:  Right.

HB:  And Sylvia in Tampa General also?  (Discussion in background about where on Boulevard Gordon Keller Hospital was located.)  I can only remember going by that hospital—that I remember—one time; and it was just a one-story building, wasn't it?  And didn't it have a porch all the way around the front and. . .

EB:  I don't know, but I know you went up the steps in the building. . .

HB:  I was born in the old Gordon Keller Hospital.

EB:  Oh, yeah?

HB:  Un huh; Kitty was born at home, but I was born in that hospital.  They  must have just torn it down.  MB:  Yeah, when they put in the fair, wasn't that right?  BB:Fairgrounds?  MB:  No, the North Boulevard Recreation Center 'cause it sat right there.  (More discussion about North Boulevard Recreation Center, Electrical Building at the Fairgrounds)  And it was right in that area where that street that goes. . .what is that street that goes along the northside of the old fairgrounds?  BB:  Goes into the university (more discussion of streets in the area—north and south of the university).  MB:  Incidentally, we rode by Purcell's house; and it looks pretty decent.  They've done a little work on it.  And the house where Patty's step-grandmother, or whatever; they've done some work on that.  It looks pretty nice.  And even 3312 San Juan looks pretty decent; of course, they were a couple of dark neighbors getting out of a car in front of it, but I don't know.  HB:  I couldn't get over how narrow the streets were.  After you left the gas company, where did you go?

EB:  Cement—Florida Portland Cement Company.

HB:  And how long did you work there?

EB:  I worked there until February of '28, and then the whole month of February I couldn't buy a job to say nothing about getting one.  I went out to Port Tampa—walked out there 'cause nickels were scarce, you know.  Went right down the railroad track.  And Gulf was putting in some tanks; so, being as they adjoined, I went into Standard and asked about a job, thinking that that's where the tanks were being built.  And they says, "Well, we're going to do some pipe work here."  And he gave me the foreman's address, way out in east Tampa, way out close to Temple Terrace.  And I went out there:  "Well, he's working in St. Petersburg, but he'll be out there Wednesday.  And so I went out there Wednesday, and he says, "Well, you might come out here Monday and we're liable to have some material."  So I said, "OK.  Thank you."  When I got home, Mama says, "A fellow by the name of Bounds (sp?) called you."  So I called him; he left his phone number.  And he says, "You might as well come out here tomorrow."  So I went out there Thursday, and he didn't show up.  So I messed around there, and I asked a fellow that was in charge—a long lean guy—and he says, "You're a pipefitter."  "I don't know."  He asked me what kind of dope they wanted to use on some radiators they were putting in a tank for heating the oil; and so I went in the office and asked the superintendent what kind of dope he wanted to use.  "Well, I don't know; what are you supposed to use?"  I says, "Well, you use graphite and oil for the seam end of it, but the oil will be on the outside, so it just depends on what you want to do."  "Oh,"  he says, "We'll use graphite and oil."  So I went in the tank and hooked the radiators up.  All that day I didn't see the boss.  Next day, I had them pretty well hooked up; and I asked the guy to put steam on them—the engineer—and he put steam on them.  So I went in there—the tank—to check them for leaks, and he runs to the office and says, "That damned fool is out there inside that tank with the pressure on."  I told him, "Well, you put the pressure on your boiler room, and you go in there.  A pipe is a pipe, whether it be in the tank or in the boiler room.  If it's going to blow up, why, it can blow up just as easy one place as the other."  So I stayed there until March—March 10.

MB:  This is '28.

EB:  '29.  Yeah, I went to work there in February, and then I got laid off and told the superintendent when he paid off, "I thank you for letting me hang around.  If you have any work, I would appreciate you giving m a call; and if I'm not working, why, I'd be glad to help you out."  So we went downtown with one of the fellows; and, when I came home, Mama says, "Mr. Cameron called you; call him back."  So I called him back, and he said, "Yeah, I'm going to have a job vacant here; in fact, I've got one.  If you're interested, why, come on down tomorrow, Sunday."  And I said, "OK."  He called back and said, "Make it after 2 o'clock because I'll be busy before then."  So I went then and got the job.  Thirty-five years and some months (?), and I was pensioned off.

BB:  And that was Standard Oil of Kentucky?

EB:  I get a check from Metropolitan, and it says on there:  "Standard Oil of Kentucky."

MB:  And your date of retirement was what—without looking at the (word?)

EB:  September 1, 1964.  And I was 65 on August 29, 1964.

HB:  And did they retire you, or did you retire because you were sixty-five?

EB:  They retired me, but I could have stayed on for a year—supervisor's capacity—but I says, "Hell, if I haven't got it made now, I won't make it in another year."

MB:  And in all that time with the company, you missed one day, right?

EB:  No.

MB:  Well, no; not counting when you had the appendix.

EB:  For 33 years, I did not miss a day.

MB:  But when was it that Mama made you sick with some bad tea?

EB:  That was on the weekend.

MB:  Oh, oh, OK; it didn't cause you to miss. . .

EB:  No.

BB:  That wouldn't count.

MB:  Oh, OK.  Yeah, you didn't miss any time until you had your appendicitis problem.

EB:  Right, and that hurt me worse than missing the day.  Twenty-six days I was off.  I went back to work and worked sixteen hours the first day.

BB:  You didn't miss any time when. . .Didn't you get into an oyster bed out there?

EB:  Oh, I slipped on some cement slabs and cut my foot. . .

MB:  Yeah, Gandy Bridge.  Jacqueline and I—he got on this thing where they put in the bridge, or. . .anyway.  Had his harpoon and was going to get some snapper right around there. . .He slipped and was bleeding like a stuck pig and had to row the damned rowboat all the way back from Gandy Bridge to—where was it—Longfellow?  It wasn't Longfellow.

EB:  I think it was. . .

MB:  Or Spring Lake Bayou, wasn't it?

EB:  I guess it was down where. . .

MB:  Nathan's fish camp—the Benjamin's fish camp?  That's a long way from Gandy Bridge down to San Jose.

EB:  Yeah.

MB:  . . .with your arm all cut up and foot and rowing. . .BB:  But didn't miss any time.

MB:  Didn't miss any time.  SB:  Well, I remember one time when his foot was black and blue and this big around.

EB:  That was a sprained ankle.  The guy—a fellow by the name of Green (sp?)—he and I sprained an ankle the same day  He went to the doctor, and they put him on crutches for six weeks.  I didn't go to the doctor; and in the morning, it was kind of purple like.  By the time I'd finished the day, it would be swelled up, black and blue. 

MB:  Probably came from being poor, and who had the money to go to the doctor?

BB:  Yeah, I guess so.  Well, thinking about some of that back further, you were talking about John Hilliard (word?), and how were they involved with that down there in Honduras?

EB:  When Papa came up here to get materials and the guy went down there—or went to the capitol to get the mine developed in both his and this here guy's name, instead of doing that, when Papa got back down there, he had denounced it in his own name and paid taxes on it for three years.

MB:  That had to do with the Hilliards?

EB:  No, when Papa went back down there, why he took—Zadie was his oldest daughter—and John was married to her, and Edris was a couple of years old, and Ora—Zadie was seven months pregnant with Ora; so she was going to a foreign country on a sailboat.  And, incidentally, we were eleven days going down.  We got down there, we couldn't go on the place because the guy owned it and had it staked out as his property.  So, when Papa finally—three years were up, the tubes in the boiler were all rusted out, and so on, so. . .

BB:  But John Hilliard had some property up there?

EB:  Oh, yeah.  When Papa came down to the States to get the material, he left Chester down there; and, when he got back down there a year later, why, Chester had planted a banana patch.  And so John, married to Chester's sister, put in a banana patch also.  And Chester had a Caribe woman, when he would go ship bananas—he wouldn't ship many, but 20, 25 bunches—limpera (sp?) or a peso a bunch, why, eight or ten dollars a week.  Gosh, you couldn't hardly make—back in 1900—you couldn't hardly do that good working out.  Of course, they used to bid on it there—a couple of boats come in—"Give you a peso and a quarter," "peso and a half."  Didn't have any contract, but the revolution of 1910 with (Spanish name?), he gave the concessions; they financed the fruit companies, Vacaro (sp?) Brothers, Oteri (sp?), which wound up by being Zumurry (sp?), and United Fruit.  They gave them all concessions to land.  The United Fruit Company was in Tela, and out by the river—the Corrorada (sp?) River—and Cuyamel (sp?) Fruit Company (Oteri) was down around Cuyamel, close to the Guatemala border, and the United Fruit was up around Tela and up around Trujillo, the Aguan Valley.  So as soon as they got a foothold, the independent grower—that was always understood, that they would buy the fruit from the independents, but they would refuse—if you cut fifty bunches and put out there, why, they would refuse twenty of them for no reason at all, and the independent couldn't make it, you know.  Well, I'm going to go to bed. . .

MB:  That was when the Hilliards—some time back in there they came back to Miami, right, because. . .

EB:  They came back in 1908, when we were in the poor house.

MB:  Right, yeah; I have all that written down. . .

EB:  And then they went back down there in 1909, and they came up in April of 1914.

MB:  Yeah.

EB:  And he, in May or June or July, he went to Miami because he couldn't get a—according to Chester—they bought the Esperanza (sp?) Coconut Grove, there, about twenty acres—a very good piece of property—and Ora said it was hers.  And Chester told me, when I was there in June of 1924, that—no '25—that he didn't owe John anything, that John owed him because when he went to the States in April, 1914, he didn't have any money, and he lived in  St. Petersburg, and he advanced him money until he spent to where he finally overpaid him for his property.  And he went to Miami then.  As long as he could write Chester—now, according to what Chester told me—of course, Chester owed me and still owes me—but. . .

HB:  I don't believe you can collect from him.
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