(Side A)

Earl Boyd Tape I

EB:  . . .St. Petersburg, Florida.

MB:  What was she doing down there?  

EB:  Cooking!

HB:  I thought she was teaching school.  

EB:  She taught school in Alachua County.  Then the folks she was living with came to Bradenton and opened up a boarding house.  And then they moved to St. Petersburg.  After his wife died, Papa did everything:  ran a guide service (now this is heresay by him, you understand—I wasn't there) for tarpon fishing out of Fort Myers, and he took Thomas Edison out to guide him  three of four times.  Mama said that Thomas Edison would come down to Fort Myers, and they'd go tarpon fishing.

MB:  I know he did that.  Well, I mean I've read that he did this.  

EB:  And then he moved on to Cedar Keys and had a mullet fishing outfit there.  Had three boats—three net boats—and they split the mullet and put them in brine and shipped them to New York.  Now, that was before any refrigeration, understand.  So then I don't know how he wound up in St. Petersburg, but Mama was supposed to be cooking for her aunt or uncles or whoever she was living with.  And I don't know the name of the boarding house, but it was not a hotel.  It was strictly eating; what you would call today, I guess, a boarding house.  And then they were married.  What he did after that, I don't know.

MB:  Well, when did he work on the staircase over here at the Belleair Biltmore?  

EB:  That was the University of Tampa.

MB:  But I thought way back that someone said that he worked on the Belleair Biltmore Hotel, over in Clearwater.  

EB:  He was working on that when he quit and went to Honduras.

(jumble of voices all talking at once)  

EB:  and Mama was living in ???(sounds like Buffalo; maybe Largo?)

HB:  What was he doing on the staircase?  MB:  He was a carpenter.  Isn't that right? 

EB:  Yeah.

MB:  And he had worked on the Ormond Beach Hotel.  

EB:  Yeah, he was working on the Ormond Beach Hotel when the yellow fever epidemic. . ., and his wife and child died at birth.

HB:  From yellow fever?  

EB:  No, he never saw. . .He didn't get there for a week after she was buried.

HB:  He kind of made a habit of doing that, didn't he?  

EB:  Oh, yeah.  But he was working this time, but just at the wrong time, see?

MB:  And she died in Leesburg?  Where did she die?  

EB:  No, I think she died in Yalaha.

MB:  Oh, OK.  I know that's where her father lived.  Isn't that what you said? 

EB:  Chester went to live in some little old—name a few of those places around there. . .
(big discussion, many suggestions; nobody ever mentions Okahumpka).

EB:  But, anyway, Chester, when he finally got to Yalaha, his grandfather agreed to take him and live (?) with him.  And he came to Tampa and brought Zadie and Marguerite (Effie, at that time) and put them in the Catholic convent right by the church there.  It was on. . . what's the street next to Florida Avenue?  Well, anyway the boys' school, Jesuit, used to be there once upon a time.

MB:  Well, how did he get the bug to go to Honduras then? 

EB:  He met a fellow when he was working on the Belleair Hotel that did have a gold mine down there that all you would need was the necessary materials.  He didn't have it, but he knew where he could get it; so he went to Palatka and borrowed off his interest in the estate, going way back before his mother was thinking about dying.  But he was selling his share, I think to this fellow—one of the sons-in-law—Wilkie, I think.  So he borrowed the money on the estate and went to Honduras, leaving Mama up here pregnant, three or four or five months, with me.  This was February 22, when he left St. Petersburg, 1899.

HB:  Going to Honduras for the first time?  

EB:  Right!  And then I was born in August, so she was only a couple of months pregnant.

MB:  So Auntie and Mimi were little, right?  

EB:  Naturally.

MB:  And she was just living there with her relations?  

EB:  No, they were living in Largo; and, when he went to Honduras, why, she picked up and went up to Aunt Tuppie's.  Carrying two kids that were born and. . .  HB:  One in the nest.

BB:  This was in where?  Alachua(?)?  MB:  Yeah, she went up to LaCrosse, right?  

EB:  LaCrosse, yeah, where I was born.  And she knew the Parkers up there—(unintelligle) Parker and a bunch of those olders.  They were right across the field from Aunt Tuppie's place.  Sand road—no pavement or anything.

MB:  How long was he gone?  When did he get back and decide that's where he was going?

EB:  I guess—I don't know—never heard him say when he got back, but it must have been about November, or October, or somewhere along there.  Because he got the necessary equipment, and they left St. Petersburg on February 22, the same day he left the first time.  Auntie used to say that it was on the "Julia May," but it wasn't.  It was on the "Flora Delaware," a fisherman off the New England coast.  When they got outside, they ran into rough weather.  Now, this is hearsay, that eleven days, which was the time it took to get down there, she was constantly pumping the water day and night.  A timber, on the bow had sprung loose; and she was taking in water all the time.

MB:  How big a ship was it?

EB:  It was probably 65 feet—a two-masted schooner.  And it took eleven days to go down.  When he got down there, the fellow was supposed to have a house built and denounce (?) the mine in their two names.  Of course, when they got down there and they got the boiler erected, he said, "Well, let's square up now.  I'm half owner."  He didn't have a thing; he was just squatting.

MB:  The other fellow. . .

EB:  Yeah.  He didn't have any mine.  So then Papa (that's where I inherited my dumbness) told the fellow, "You go to Tegucigalpa and denounce the claim in our names."

HB:  He trusted the man to go by himself and do this?

EB:  Oh, yeah.  So then, when he came back, instead of our having a house, we were barred from the property because it was this man's and he had paid taxes for three years.  In those times, they would accept taxes in advance.  Then he couldn't do anything.  We lived right there between the Sargents (sp?) and Cabra de Grande (sp?) on the beach in a tent.  

(blip in tape—no intelligible words)  and Zadie with a little kid, Edris, and about seven months pregnant with Ora.  They turned to and built a house out of the wood there.  The only thing they bought was the nails.  We got that house and moved into it.  Meantime, there was a piece of property for sale, and he told Chester to get the piece of property for him.  After they worked awhile trying to get the piece of property, he asked him . . . never saw old Pompino (sp?)  "Oh, yeah!  I saw him, but he wanted more money; so I bought it.  I knew you wouldn't pay it, so I bought it for myself."

BB:  With a house on it.

EB:  No, no, another piece.

MB:  This was before you all got ahold of  Cabra de Grande, right?  

EB:  Oh, yeah!  He didn't get ahold of Cabra de Grande until about 1903.

HB:  How old was Chester along about then?

EB:  He was sixteen years old in 1899.  He was twelve years old when he went to live with Mama, in St. Petersburg.  When Grandma died, in order to clear up the estate, they wrote him in Balfate that he was one of the heirs and so on and had borrowed this money and wanted (him) to sign a quit claim deed.  He said, "Hell, no; I won't sign it!  I'll sign it for $1,000 and transportation to the States and back."  That was in about May of 1922 that he came to the States and signed the papers.

MB:  But she had died in '17?

EB:  Oh, yeah!

HB:  Is this Mary E. we're talking about?  Mary E. was Chester's grandmother and, of course, your grandmother.

EB:  Yeah.

SB:  It was Grandpapa who had borrowed the money, wasn't it?

EB:  Yes.

MB:  So, how come you got Cabra de Grande?

EB:  When the taxes expired, he denounced it.  Then Papa claimed it.  By that time, the boiler and pumps were all rusted out.  The flues were all gone.  So he was back in the same fix.  He went to live on the Sargent hill, at Cochal (sp?) there in the cove, that belonged to a fellow by the name of Mauricio Carnier (sp?), a Frenchman.  He was there until Mama came to the States on the same boat with the Beers—you know, Archie Beers and Bert Beers.

MB:  I don't know them, but I am assuming that that is the Beares Avenue bunch out here.

EB:  No, I don't know whether it is or not; but they were in St. Petersburg.  She met them in St. Petersburg—Bert and Archie Beers.  The old lady was deaf as could be, and we were living in the house on the Sargent place.  It had a veranda, or porch, all the way around it; and the wasps would build nests up on the porch where the nails that held the corrugated roof would stick out.  They would build a nest, attaching  it to the point of the nail.  Archie and Bert and Thelma and so on would take a gunny sack and throw it up to mess up the wasps, and (this is heresay) I went running by there, and the sack with a dozen wasps on it fell on my head.  They stung me all over the head; the next day, my eyes were closed.

(short space on tape with no voice)

EB:  LaCross

MB:  And you were how old by this time?

EB:  I was about four.

MB:  So there was no one between you and Walter?

EB:  No.

MB:  So she went back up to Aunt Tuppie's.

EB:  Yes.

MB:  And how long did Walter live?

EB:  He died when he was about five or six months old.  As soon as he died, Papa said, "OK, I'll be up there; come one back."

HB:  And get her pregnant again.

EB:  Well, it wasn't long.

MB:  So he was working around there then?  I want to get up to the time that you came up to New Orleans and the asylum.

LB(?):  Did he ever find gold?

EB:  Oh, yeah.  There was gold, but you see the whole thing. . .You work all day, and you get three ounces, which was $18.80 an ounce.  If it was like it is today—$300 and some dollars an ounce—why, for three ounces, you would have close to $1,000 a day.  But with $50 to $55 a day, you couldn't make it.

HB:  If you were able, could you go back to the mine?

EB:  Yeah, they're working it today by hand.  I went up there last time I was down there.  We went up and, while we were sitting in Minardo's (sp?) car, this woman passed by and Eneva (sp?)  asked her, "Are you going to get it today?"  "Well, I hope so."  It was the woman who used to work for Auntie when she went down there in '67 or'68, after we sold the place on Bay-to-Bay.  (Typist's note:  This could have been '57 or '58 as we moved to Half Moon Lake in November of '58.)  I forget her name.  They were raising sand down there because they were muddying up the water down at Cabra de Grande (sp?), the beach, when they were up in the hills panning gold.

BB:  Were they actually just panning gold?

EB:  Oh, yeah!

BB:  Was this below the lower dam?

EB:  Oh, no; it's right down almost to the beach.

BB:  I mean the mine that he was going to work; was it just below the upper dam?

EB:  No, it was below the lower dam.

BB:  That was to give you a head for the hydraulic, yeah.

EB:  Yeah.

MB:  How long were you there at Cabra de Grande?  You were living up on the hill by this time?

EB:  When we went back down there in 1904 on the Julia May, we went up on the hill.  In 1906, when Marguerite went down there, Mama said that Chester went down there and gets a little sixteen-year-old kid. . .

BB:  Excuse me.  Just where had Marguerite been?

EB:  Well, she had gone presumably to Baltimore.  Now understand—of course, they're all dead and so on—but Purcell was one of those folks that. . .   Marguerite just couldn't wait, and a fellow by the name of Charlie Staley (sp?) impregnated her.  Now these are facts because old Captain Byrd, that I knew when I went back (unintelligible word) to work for the Standard Oil, knew the folks, you know.  'Cause Mama used to cuss them out because they would have their Seventh Day Adventist, and then on Sunday they would hang their washing out.  He asked me whatever happened to the woman who had the misfortune of getting pregnant, and I told him that she was around.

MB:  Anyway, that was Purcell?

EB:  Yeah.  They were supposed to have gone to Baltimore, and he was supposed to have fallen down the steps and broke his leg.  (Typist's note:  As I recall, Grandmama told the story that Purcell hurt his leg playing on a hobby-horse.  Perhaps, as Mike suggested, he fell down the stairs riding the hobby horse.)  But a lot of things didn't jibe too well because Purcell went down there in about 1905 with his mother and had a cast on his leg, and it was supposed to have happened when he was just a kid.  They took it off down there—sawed it off; he had a plaster cast (unintelligible words) the knee and a strip around his waist.  Papa and John Hilliard (sp?) sawed it off.  Of course, they had to be pretty careful not to cut his knee.

MB:  Let me back up just a minute and ask you:  When all of you went down in 1900, did Marguerite. . .

EB:  No, John and Zadie and Edris and Mama and the three of us and a fellow by the name of John Berry and another fellow by the name of Riggs.  John Berry was into the Parkers some way.

MB:  So Marguerite had gone off by this time?

EB:  Oh, yeah; she left St. Petersburg in '98 or '99.  Purcell was born October 15.  

MB:  So now we're back down in Honduras in a house on a hill.  You mentioned about the banana boats and Grandpapa going off and you hauling bananas. . .

EB:  That was after we went down there again in 1908,  why then I took up the job the man's work.

MB:  This was before you were in the asylum, is this correct?

EB:  No, after.

MB:  Oh, well, let's get back to the asylum.

EB:  All right.  In 1906—previous to that—a woman went down there.  Of course, a couple of men went down there:  Meecham and Benecker (sp?).  That was after the Spanish-American War because they weren't going to get any guavas out of Cuba, and Cuba wasn't growing guavas for this Pace (?), you know.  So they went down there and planted guavas in Honduras.  Chester, when Papa came up here in '99, planted bananas when Papa left him down there; and he planted them and shipped them—twenty-five or thirty bunches a week.  Well, that was pesos—a peso a bunch.  So he saved money.  He had a Carib woman, because she talked English, by the name of Julia Bencochea (sp?).  She used to handle a boat for him, and he would load the bananas.  They used to kid him about having to take orders from the woman.  In 1905, when Marguerite went down there with Purcell, she didn't like it down there.  Got to get back to the States.  So a little boat went in there for bananas, and Chester sent her to the States.  (I'm getting old!)

This Meecham and Benecker went down there, and Dr. Reynolds, in Ceiba—one of the leading doctors there—kind of laid up to her, Amanda Meecham.  Dr. Reynolds built her a house in Balfate, and she opened up a store.  Now, this has been a little while back, you know, so pardon if I don't. . .So when Mama opened up the store in 1906, Chester  (interruption when Thelma left). . .

MB:  Grandmama opened the store. . .

EB:  And she was doing business.   So a fellow by the name of Matoovey (sp?), in Armenia, owned the house where the store was; and Dr. Reynolds bought the house, and Matoovey ordered us out because we were getting all the business from Amanda Meecham.  Later on, of course, we went to the States in 1907 and went to the "Poor House."

SB:  But why did you come to the States?

EB:  Well, "nigger rich," you know, as they say.  We probably had five or six hundred dollars that they had made off the store, and so we came to the States.  Of course, the fare at that time was only about $25 apiece.  So we landed in New Orleans and got a couple of rooms right in the "red light" district—around the Monteleone Hotel.  We stayed there a couple of days and then moved up to the Bradfords, on Corondolet (sp?) Street and (another street name).  They owned a furniture place there, and we were upstairs.  

Then, when Papa decided he was going back to Honduras, he told Mama she could check on the churches and maybe they would take care of 'em.  So we checked. . .a lady by the name of Gauss took us out—the church had a little house right in the middle of "nigger town," and she put us out there.  Free rent, you know.  So, after the church—the higher ups—found out about it, they said, "No, you can't live out there."  Of course, they were not segregated like they are today.  So Mrs. Gauss took us in her house, in the attic. No second floor; it was up in the attic, where you got up there with a step ladder.  All the stuff was stored in different places downstairs, but the sleeping was upstairs in the attic.  When Mrs. Gauss sold the house, she moved us down on Camp Street, upstairs over Emil Bapp's (sp?) Plumbing Shop; and we stayed there a couple of weeks.  Right across the street from the Margaret (sp?) Square; can't think, the convent was right across the street.  

MB:  Now, these people that were keeping you were feeding you, right?

EB:  Well, more or less.  I don't know; we didn't have too much to eat.  And Mama goes and puts Vivian and Thelma in the convent, and Robert stayed there with them; and we went over to this. . What the heck's the name?  Anyway, Mama still gets the—Pearl, I think—is there an industrial school just off Jackson Avenue, Jackson and Constance; and we went there, but she couldn't leave me there because I wasn't old enough.  I had to be twelve years old to enter the industrial school.  So, he sent her out to the Seventh Street Asylum; and we went out there and, "Yeah, yeah," he'd take all of them in.  Then Mama went down, and those nuns just cussed her out for everything but a milk cow.  They had other things to do besides signing them up and taking them in and then you take them out in the evening.  Anyway, she got them; and we went out to the asylum.

MB:  And this was on the corner of. . .?

EB:  Magazine and Seventh Street; now look it up when you go.

(Side B)

HB:  So, how long were you all there?

EB:  I think we went in there about August and got out directly after Christmas, 1908.  The lady in charge was. . .(as well as I know her name, I can't bring it right back), but she and her sister ran the place.  She was the boss that did the (unintelligible), and her sister was the record keeper.

HB:  Do you feel like you were mistreated in that place?

EB:  No, no.  The only thing was sorry food.  We'd have a little soup for dinner.  In the morning, we would have milk and French bread; and, in the night, we would have milk and French bread.  The only hot meal we got was soup, or something like that, for dinner.  Every day our only duty was to pick up all the sticks and trash and papers that had been thrown out and put it in the garbage.  

MB:  When did Grandpapa decide that he was coming back and get you all?

EB:  He didn't.  Mama came back of her own accord.  She was caretaker of Mrs. Belknapp (sp?). That was a woman she met, and she went to work for her.

MB:  While you all were in the asylum, she was working there in New Orleans?

EB:  Yeah, for a lady by the name of Belknapp; and, when Auntie came to the States in '14, she went out to visit Balknapps and stayed there for awhile.

MB:  So, Grandmama decided that she had had enough of this and she was going back?

EB:  I don't know what inducement there might have been, but she went back on the "Rosena," of  Gary (?) Fruit Company.  

MB:  This was all of you, when you went back?

EB:  Yeah.  And they put out little snacks, and they put out raisins like they used to get them, you know, in bunches?  You don't remember those.  Raisins came in 20-pound boxes.

BB:  They were dried on the stems.

EB:  Yeah, and you'd pick them off and eat them, seed and everything.  Anyway, Purcell was going to eat raisins. . .

MB:  Oh, that's right!  You ran into Purcell in the asylum. . .

EB:  That's right.  And Mama ran into Marguerite a couple of times on the street, and she asked about Purcell.  "I've got him home there; he's doing fine!  I'll come around and see you."  She'd never even show up.  The woman at the "poor house" said she put him in there last year and hadn't been back since.  

MB:  Well, anyway, you went back to Honduras in. . .

EB:  1908.

MB:  You came to New Orleans in '07, and in '08 you went back.  So you were actually there in the asylum about how long?

EB:  I'd say about five months or six months.

MB:  Was your father surprised when you all came back?

EB:  No, no; he had made arrangements with the "Rosena," or Gary Fruit Company; and we went down on the "Rosena," and Purcell ate too many raisins.  This didn't have a thing to do with it because he got seasick, and the only thing that came up was raisins; and he blamed it on the raisins.  We had our ups and downs.

MB:  So, from then on, you were pretty much the man of the family, once you got back down there.

EB:  Well, I thought I was.

MB:  You had to work while your father was off. . .

EB:  . . .messing around.  But in 1913, he had a pretty good year with bananas; and we went out—I was slinging an axe then, felling timber—and cleaned up about twenty acres (2 unintelligible words, perhaps a place) and planted it in bananas.  Then the war came on and no shipments because of the submarine menace down there.  Now, I'm speaking about the first world war, in 1914.  Anywhere you looked there was a bunch of bananas, so I went up to feed the pigs.  We had maybe seventy-five or a hundred hogs just running wild.  You'd go up there an holler a couple of times, and the hogs would come from every direction.  I fed them; and, when I got home—in town—Mama said,"Chester was over and said he has a boat coming in for bananas; how many can you get out by Wednesday?" (I think it was).  I told her a hundred bunches.  When, Chester came back, she told him, "A hundred."  "Oh, he can't get out a hundred bunches!"  We want to get all the bananas we can; don't want to over cut the quota, but we don't want to fall underneath it.  I said,"Well, we can get out a hundred."  So I went over, right across from Madelyn's house; and a woman by the name of. . .anyway, she was Antonio Gerow's mother. . .and she had an old flop-eared mule.  I got the mule for 2 pesos a day, and another old boy and I—of course, I was getting maybe fifteen—I don't know, I wasn't fifteen yet because Papa went back the 4th of July from Castilla (sp?), and we had already shipped the bananas.  So this fellow and I went up there with the old mule; and I cut them, and he hauled them with the mule, putting five bunches on the mule and then take two—seven bunches a trip—and take them down to the beach.  When I got through cutting 105 bunches, we had just barely made a dent in them.  So I stayed up there all night to keep the cows and horses from eating the bananas.  As soon as the wind quieted down, around 4 or 5 o'clock, we started loading the boat, "The Vivian;" and we could put 65 bunches in there.

MB:  Was this your little sailboat?

EB:  No, no.  This was what they called a canoa (sp?), it was bigger.  So as soon as the wind stopped, we put the boat in, loaded it, went up to Balfate and put them out on the beach and went back for the second load.

HB:  This is all the way to Sargents' hill or in that area?

EB:  Right in Cabra de Grande, right on the beach.  We took the second trip down there; and, by that time, the sea breeze was coming in pretty good.  Next day, when they received them, Thursday, we had 105 bunches.  They received 102 bunches and refused 3 of them.  One of them was because—so they said—there was a bunch like that. . .and they'd only pay you for a bunch.  If it had eight hands on it, why, it was a bunch; if it had seven hands, then it was a half a bunch and they'd have to take two for one.  So I cut about four hands off this stalk—the biggest ones right on the bottom—and they refused it.  And then said the others were too thin, or something.  Anyway, we got 103 of them.  When Papa went down to Balfate, he was working for the United Fruit Company.  At that time, it was Recong(sp?); but later on, they changed the name of it to Puerto Castilla.  He went down there with an island (?) man, a young fellow, the 4th of July, 1914.  I think he was probably match-making for Auntie, and she flew the coop.  So he and Mama went to Ceiba to look for her and sent me to Trujillo with this man from the islands.  And what did he do before he would take me into the mess hall?  Took me over to get a haircut and a pair of shoes.

MB:  Was that your first pair of shoes?

EB:  No, I might have had another pair, but I. . .

MB:  Some leftovers from little Will, huh?

EB:  Probably, in New Orleans, you know, in the asylum, you didn't run around barefooted.

HB:  Do you remember how long your hair was?  Was it down on your back probably?

EB:  I don't remember ever getting a haircut around there.   But I do remember that, before he would take me into the mess hall, we went over and got a haircut and a pair of shoes.

MB:  So what were all the different jobs that Grandpapa did down there besides mining gold and working for the fruit company and worked in Tela (sp?), you said?

EB:  Well, he worked in Tela in the carpentry shop, where they made all the furniture.  And, in Cuyamel (sp?), he was supposed to be in charge of the property and the carpenter (?).  And, of course, on all those jobs, you had to fill out a distribution sheet, showing so many hours roofing, so many hours pouring foundations, and so on, of the houses.  Well, this lady from Michigan, a woman by the name of Steuber(sp?)—Don(?) Steuber—her husband was a civil engineer, and he asked me—of course, I was supposed to be over in the engineering department, making blueprints—in Cuyamel. . .

HB:  And how old were you?

EB:  Probably fifteen, I guess.  

BB:  Were you tracing blueprints?

EB:  No, they would get their notebooks from the field engineers, and then they would make a plan off the notebooks on the waxed cloth.  Then they would give me those prints, and you put them in the frame and then, in the dark, put your blue paper under the bag and close them up, roll them out, and make a print.  They used to make photos that way.

HB:  What did the lady from Michigan ask you?

EB:  If I wanted to go the States and go to school.  I told her, "Yeah."  Her folks lived in Michigan, out on a farm raising white beans.  On Sunday afternoon, she went down to the house and asked Papa if he would consider letting me go to Michigan to her folks.  Boy, he hit the ceiling then; he didn't need any help to raise his family, and blah, blah, blah.!  So she used to. . .  He. . . me too smart, in making out the distribution sheets, he would have, we'll say 100 hours or 200 hours a day in the different. . .and in the distribution sheet, he'd only distributed 150 hours.  So the hours worked didn't match up with the hours on each job.  Mrs. Steuber used to correct them; so, when Papa had the trouble with her, she just said, "Well, if that's the way he feels, when he sends them in, I'm going to send them in."  So he was just about to get fired and took a couple of weeks off and went up to Balfate and passed through Tela and met up with this Burton—(given name?) Burton—and asked him about a job.  "Yeah, I'll put you in the carpentry shop."  So then he went back to Cuyamel, and we picked up and went to Tela again.  And that's where we stayed until we came up here in 1917.

BB:  So then, all this time that you were going from there to yonder, the Cabra de Grande just sat there.  Once you left it, you didn't go back.

EB:  Of course, you can't prove anything; but, in 1920, Cecil was working for the Rock Island Railroad.  And they got the bug that they would sell stock and incorporate for a certain amount of money, and they got the president of the University of Pennsylvania to write them up.   So they sold the stock and invested a little money down there to get pipe, lumber, etc., for the sluice boxes.  Meantime, this fellow L. A. Higgley (sp?), that was the president of the University of Pennsylvania, and Cecil and B. C. took the money and invested it in the Teapot Dome.  So a boat (word?) down there from St. Andrews Bay, here in Florida (it's over by Pensacola or close to it) (word?) a load of lumber.  Cecil spent all of his time in Ceiba waiting on the word that they had made a million dollars; so Papa sent him a telegram that the boat was in there with the lumber 'cause, meantime, we were sleeping. . .living in a tent.  

MB:  Now, how could you be living in a tent:  you still had Cabra de Grande, right?

EB:  Yeah, but (word?) living on Cabra de Grande.

HB:  In a tent.

EB:  Your house never stays forever, you know.  The woodlice eat it up; and, like George says, in ten years his house was falling down, and it was out of mahogany.

BB:  What year was this now?

EB:  This was '21.  So Papa sent him a wire and said the boat was in there with lumber, and he wired back, (Spanish words) "Procure lumber."  So I told Papa—of course, I just lived there, you know; Chester was the fair child—"You'd better verify that before you get the lumber because you can—just the accent, (Spanish words)  "I have got the lumber."  "Procure"—you get it.  Well, he was going to get it.  So Papa gave him a draft for four or five thousand dollars, about eighty thousand feet of lumber, a whole load; and they didn't have a dime to pay it off the (word?)  That's when we busted up.  Cecil had a portable typewriter that, oh, maybe $25.  I got several of them and sent down there—Royals, Underwoods, and so on, Remington—and he gave that typewriter to three people to sell to get money so that I could bring Maud to the States for $25.  That was all he had that was. . .

HB:  Salable.

EB:  Sure.

MB:  Well, now, let's go back a minute because it is getting late here.  When you came up for the draft. . .

EB:  Yeah.  

MB:  You were drafted.  

EB:  No.  

MB:  Well, you came up 'cause you figured you were going to be.  Correct?  

EB:  Yes, but I wanted to get into the Navy.  

MB:  And this was in 1917?  

EB:  Right, and I went to join the Navy; and, first of all, I contracted the measles.  And they dropped me off fifteen or twenty pounds; so then, when I went up to the Navy, the height and weight—they didn't want anybody in the Navy, see?  They wanted them in the Army—so then I said, "Well, I'm going to be drafted then."  So I went to work for the United Foundation Company, of New York.  That was a construction job, building ships.  We built five for the French government—supposed to be unsinkable.  

Then, when I finished that year up, I worked around the waterfront there.  One day I had three jobs, drew three paychecks for that day.  The first job was down at the White Star Cruise Company.  They had a valve that was leaking (unintelligible) the packing gland.  In those days, the union getting right there, a crewman couldn't tighten up a packing gland; so I went down and packed the valve to get a half a day's pay.  Of course, you weren't getting anything; top wages for a mechanic were 80 cents an hour.  So, when we finished up with the New York Foundation Company, they had a contract for building a refinery in Tampico, Mexico.  And I signed up with them for three years.  In those days, you had a long sheet to show—that was your passport—you just signed it the company responsible for you.  So I signed up; and then, when they were going to work Cabra de Grande, Papa asked me to go down there.  I had already signed up for the United Foundation Company; and so I had to go down and get it changed, and that wasn't easy because the government, you know, they didn't want to change it and blah, blah, blah.

Meantime, I'd met Maud at Spanish Fort—up there on a Sunday afternoon with a fellow workman; and she was out there with a lady that was staying at the house, Jane (garbled name—several questions from different directions). . 

SB:  I remember her talking about Jane.  

BB:  Yeah.

HB:  That's who was in your wedding, wasn't it—the lady that lived in Houston?

EB:  No, that was. . .I'll (word?) later on.

HB:  OK, well, she was at this thing. . .

EB:  No, I met her there. . .

HB:  At the Spanish Fort, you said.  And where is that;  that's in New Orleans someplace?

EB:  Yeah, that 's out at West End—past West End.  It was an amusement park.  So I was hell on the darts, and I would win. . . In those days, they had a little balloon; and, if you could bust it. . You'd get three chances for a quarter; and, if you bust it, you get a pound box of chocolate cherries.  So I had an armful of chocolate cherries.  

That's when I was supposed to go to Mexico.  As I approached the old man and old woman—the mother and father—about getting married.  Of course, we had already figured that I'd go down there for three years, and she was working at the telephone company for $15 a week; but between what I could save, put in the bank, why, I'd come back at the end of three years and buy a house 'cause you could get a fair house there for four or five thousand dollars.  So I asked them.  The old lady, she didn't say a word; she just sat there.  Of course, we never did hit it off, not from there at first.  The old man, he said (he was a very nice old fellow); I found him that way.  He said, "Well, I think you're mighty young for thinking that way, (words?) but I've got no objections.  But, if you marry my daughter, you're going to take care of her.  I'm not going to feed her."  So that was when I was lined up to go to Mexico.  Then, of course, went to Honduras, why, I came back in four months; and we were married.  Went down there March 20 of 1921, and came back and got married on July 28, 1921.

And she went down there, and she was the most disillusioned person.  

HB:  Let's stop right there, huh?

SB:  I want to hear about Mama's wedding ring.  How did you pan Mama's wedding ring?  Didn't you get the gold for Mama's wedding ring?

EB:  Yes, yes.

SB:  Did you do that while you were down there then?  

EB:  Yes.  And I got mine in there.

SB:  You brought it back up to the States and had it made?  Is that what you did?

EB:  Yes, Wright Brothers, in New Orleans, made both of them.

BB:  You had all the gold, and did everything (word?)—smelted it and all, huh?

EB:  That's right; it was just grains.

BB:  Oh, the dust.

EB:  Not dust, but like half a grain of rice.  He melted 'em up, made the rings; I think he charged me seven fifty for both of them.  (Laughter in background)  Well, I furnished the gold. . .(More laughter and unintelligible comments)

MB:  Well, why don't you turn it off so (Unintelligible). . .
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