(Side A)

Earl Boyd Tape II

I was eight years old.  He took me in the kitchen and said, "Son, you see that thing there?"  I said, "Yes, Sir."  "That's a wood box.  You want to have that full of wood before you make any plans for your entertainment during the day."  So I had it full of wood; I knew better than not to have it.

BB:  Was that stove going all day long?

EB:  Well, she would cook breakfast; and then it depended on who was there for dinner.  If there were just two or three, we wouldn't have too much—probably fry up some bananas.

MB:  What was a normal breakfast, a normal dinner and a normal supper for you all at that time?

EB:  Well, we would usually have biscuits or pancakes and some meat—venison or. . .

MB:  Was the meat what you all shot?

EB:  Oh, yeah!  You wouldn't kill a cow in Balfate but about every month (word?) a wild hog. . .And we'd have fried bananas, fried beans, and (not rice but) biscuits and syrup; and that's about it.

MB:  And that would be for most meals of the day?

EB:  That would be most meals except Sunday.  We had pancakes.

MB:  That's where the pancakes on Sunday thing started. I never knew about that.

EB:  Yeah, we'd have pancakes every Sunday; and for supper we'd probably have hoecakes—just about the same ingredients as biscuits.  Maybe not as much lard, or shortening, because it would be as supper so it wouldn't break up on there.  Hoecakes that big—about two apiece.

MB:  And you'd have fish when you went fishing, right?

EB:  Oh, yeah!

MB:  How often would you go fishing?

EB:  Well, we'd go fishing—somebody twice a week.  Of course, Mama would go fishing in the creek there and catch a bunch of mychakas (sp?) and guapoltas (sp?)

MB:  About the size of what we call perch?

EB:  Yeah.

MB:  But when you went out deep, you were catching grouper, and things like that?

EB:  Well, callalays (sp?)  Like the old fellow fishing in the canal in Ceiba:  he caught a good size. . ."(word?) catch a snapper?"  And the Caribe said, "No, man, that's not a snapper; that's a callalay."  He said, "No, it's a snapper."  He says, "No, I think callalay."  "Well, you call him callalay, I call him snapper."

MB:  But it's not the same thing, is it?

EB:  Yeah!

MB:  But when you'd go out six miles, there were rocks down there.

EB:  Oh, yeah.  We'd catch grouper and every different kind there—guinea grouper, black grouper, red grouper.

MB:  Did you catch what we call kingfish?

EB:  Not too much.

MB:  You'd catch some kind of mackerel, right?

EB:  Oh, yeah.  You'd catch Spanish mackerel.

BB:  How did you keep meat like that—fish, or anything like that—reasonably fresh?  Did you ever grind sausage, or anything like that?

EB:  No.  Papa would salt them and make white bacon out of it if there was more than was needed, but he would have it hanging under the tree for three days—ham or venison—and it wouldn't spoil.

BB:  It would be cool enough in the shade there?

EB:  And there was nothing to cause it to rot—no intestines, or so on—just the ham, and it would stay three days there.

BB:  He didn't smoke anything, or anything like that?

EB:  No.

BB:  You didn't chill anything in the water, or anything like that?

EB:  No.  The only thing we would chill in the water was watermelon, or such as that.  Throw it in the creek, and we'd have two or three or four in the creek and go there and get one and cut it.

MB:  Did Grandpapa have a garden of any kind?

EB:  Oh, yeah.  He had a garden I guess about 1909, when we were up on the hill; and he grew this okra.  It was the (word?) pods. . .what do they call it?

MB:  The long ones?

EB:  Yeah.

MB:  That's just a form of okra, I guess. . .

EB:  No, it's what they call. . .

BB:  Was it like zucchini?

EB:  No, it was a regular okra; it had a name.  It was "silver okra," or something like that.

MB:  Yeah, well, they probably have refined it so much now that they are smaller.  I've heard of "silver okra."  Anyway, they were long pods, right?

EB:  Yeah.  He gave Vivian about a dozen or fifteen bundles, about a dozen pods to the bundle; and sent her over town to sell them, and she sold one.

MB:  They don't eat okra.

EB:  No.

BB:  No, they're not much on vegetables down there.

EB:  No.

BB:  Do they grow papayas down there?

EB:  Oh, yeah.

BB:  Well, I know that they did there on Bay-to-Bay.  You remember those papayas.  Did he grow any corn?

EB:  Oh, yeah; a lot of corn.

MB:  You were talking sometime back about not having the hogs enclosed; they were wild hogs, right?

EB:  Yeah.

MB:  Now the kind of wild hog that you're talking about is different from the pecari (sp?), right?

EB:  Oh, yeah, they're just regular hogs that you can't afford to feed, and they just run out in the woods. . .

BB:  They run free and root. . .

EB:  . . .and you go up to a house and holler a few times and, gosh, there are more hogs than you can shake a stick at.

MB:  Did  you eat these?

EB:  Oh, yeah.

MB:  So you would just use them as food.

EB:  No, we would kill them and eat them and sell them and make bacon.

BB:  Yeah, sell parts, hams, and what have you.

(Side B)

MB:  Daddy, how about telling about a couple of things—some of the happenings—not the history but just the happenings—that  happened down in Honduras when you and Mama and all the folks were down there. . .

BB:  When you were growing up. . .

EB:  Well, what you have been talking about was when she got hit on the head with a 16-foot oar. . .

MB:  Yeah, well, start back at the beginning of where you were going and. . .

EB:  Well, first of all, Papa was big-hearted and used all of the gasoline towing fruit for Chester out to the Rubicon (sp?); so, when we got ready to go to Ceiba to take Mama off to New Orleans to have George, we didn't have any gasoline.  So I suggested that he head out toward the Cochinos (sp?) and we'd get by all of the points between there and Ceiba and sail in; but he didn't see it that way, so we headed right out for Armenia (sp?), the point, and ran out of gas.  Then we couldn't sail in because we couldn't clear the other points; and, by the time we got down through Corasal (sp?), why, it was blowing up a sea breeze.  We anchored, and she was seasick and stuck her head out a porthole; and an oar on the cabin rolled over and hit her on the head, which just about knocked her out.  Then we went ashore, Benardo (sp?) and I. . .

MB:  Menardo (sp?)?  Was that the Menardo's father?

EB:  I don't know; he was a Caribe.

MB:  Well, OK.

EB:  And (word?) he was the engineer and got a boat big enough to take her and Mama ashore—and Papa—and he called up and ordered some gas and a motorcar out there to Corasal (sp?) to take them into Ceiba.  So I stayed there in Corasal to get the gas and put it in the boat and take it into Ceiba.  If you don't believe it was fun trying to take the anchor up with the boat headed into the wind, and the waves would jump over the bow and knock you up against the cabin. . .So, anyway, we got it up. . .

MB:  Did you get to Ceiba before they left?

EB:  No, they were gone.

MB:  Oh, well, you didn't go on to Ceiba, then.

EB:  Yeah, we went to Ceiba; but they were in Ceiba by 1 o'clock, and we didn't get there until about 5.

MB:   Well, but what I am saying is, you got there before the boat left to take them to New Orleans.

EB:  Oh, yeah.  It didn't leave until the next day.  So then I stayed there in Balfate and dug out that table out of a root of mahogany, which was either May of 1922 or June of 1922 because it was while they were up there—the custom—they  carried a woman around the house for six weeks or so before she could go up and down stairs. 

MB:  Yeah, that's right.  Well, how long was it after George was born that they went back to Honduras?

EB:  He was about three months old.  

MB:  Well, another thing that I remember that we used to hear about and you didn't explain on the other tape was about putting in that dam at Quebrada Grande. . .

BB:  The upper dam?

MB:  . . .the upper dam at Quebrada Grande, yeah.

EB:  Well, that was a long story.  We had to go to Ceiba to get the cement and got the cement in a lapstreak boat, which, when it was laying up empty, the seams all leaked  when you loaded it up.  So we loaded it up with sixty bags of cement—100-pound bags—which was about three tons, 100 pounds to the bag—so the boat ran off a magneto; and once it got wet, she shorted out.  So we had a little trouble with that—got to Balfate and unloaded it.  Then I got the old flop-eared mule and carried it up to the dam and put three bags of cement on the mule and take two bags on my shoulder.  Walk up there. . .

MB:   And you were how old about this time?

EB:  Twenty-one.

BB:  That's a heavy load.

EB:  Yeah, but it was easy carrying because it wasn't hard on your shoulders.

MB:  And this dam was to aid you all in the mining operation, is that right?

EB:  Right, get hydraulic pressure.  And then by the time that they were supposed to get the money, they sold stock in the Quebrada Mining & Development Company but didn't spend the money for that; they spent the money for the Teapot Dome.

MB:  Yeah, I think we went through that on the other tape.  Uncle Cecil investing the money, so you didn't get your mining (word?) then.  I know Grandpapa used to talk about and I can remember him talking about "Utila Tom," and, of course, we just—our eyes would bug out then, but kind of explain about that story.

EB:  Well, way back yonder, they used to drive the cattle in from the interior to a place three miles out of Trujillo on the Cresallis (sp?) side; and then the boats would come from Belize and want twenty-five head of cattle.  They would have the cattle in a corral there at Campamento—that was campsite—and so, when they wanted cattle, they would drive them down to Bethulia (sp?) and swim them out to the little sailboats and lasso them by the horns and pick them up by the horns and drop them down into the hold.  And the ones that would die on the way to Belize, they would throw him overboard; and this shark would come up behind the boat and eat him.  And when we went to Utila, why there were people on the island tellling us about "Utila Tom," the stories that went out.  And McNabb, Earl McNabb, was laying in, so he says, on Punto Sol, just out of Tela about twelve miles; and this shark came up alongside of the boat—a little jigger-rigged boat—and he was standing on the deck of the boat and the dorsal fin was as high as his head.  Now I didn't see it, but. . .

MB:  So that was how the tale of "Utila Tom" came about.

EB:  Yeah, but carrying cattle from Bethulia to Belize. . .

MB:  So I imagine that there were quite a few sharks following some of these boats. . .

EB:  Oh, yeah.

MB:  Do you remember any particular story, Bob?

BB:  No, I was going to ask you before on that table that you talked about on that other tale:  that was the one that you had cut up into strips, wasn't it?

MB:  No, it's this round table right out here.

BB:  Yeah, OK.

MB:  That's solid mahogany, right, out of a root.

EB:  It was a root that high, you know, a spur off the tree.  And, see, down there all the trees usually have spurs on them, I presume to brace them through bad weather.

BB:  Kind of like cypress knees, I guess.

EB:  Yeah, and this tree was that big, the roots, the spur; and I took a saw and sawed down to the ground and cut it off at ground level. . .

MB:  And this was a hand saw, wasn't it?

EB:  Oh, yeah.  Well, the spur wasn't but about that thick.

MB:  Yeah, but that table is a good, what would you say, two and a half. . .

BB:  Probably about thirty inches, yeah.

MB:  . . .thirty inches around.

EB:  Well, Rosie had it cut down. . .

MB:  Well, that was a big 4-foot slab, right?

EB:  No, this table laid on one side for ten years; and it rotted, one side.  So, in order to make it round, she had it cut down in size.  Of course, there was a bunch of sap in the root that would rot, just being on the ground.  So that was that.

BB:  No, I was thinking about that one that, I think. . .

MB:  The slat table out there.

BB:  The slat table, right, that you had cut into strips.

MB:  Well, what else?  How about some of these holiday. . .Oh,  you almost shot Auntie once, right?

EB:  Vivian.  We went hunting.  Mama wouldn't let me go out into the woods without somebody.

MB:  Well, and you were how old?

EB:  About ten or eleven.  And the leaves were that thick on the ground, you know.  I heard something in the leaves, and I walked off—told her to wait there—and I walked off to try and see what I could see; and I heard something else in the leaves and looked around and just amongst the brush saw her.  Before shooting I was going to determine what I was shooting, and she was walking up following me instead of. . .

MB:  What did you figure on shooting that day?  Was it a holiday coming up or just something to put meat on the table?

EB:  No, wild hog, cecaris (sp?)

MB:  Oh, cecaris (sp?)

BB:  What, ordinarily, in the course of a day, when you lived down there, was your normal day.  What kind of activities did you carry on as far as working around the house, or hunting, or fishing, or what?

EB:  (Word?). . .working.  When we went down there, cars were just coming into existence—1904, 05, 06, 07. along there—and they planted rubber trees; and we would go in and dig those rubber trees up, or pull them up, under the big trees and plant them.  You had to do that in rainy weather because those clay hills wouldn't take much.  Then, before the rubber trees began producing (because it would take ten years for a tree to grow up big enough to produce any rubber), DuPont comes in with this vine, or something, that they grow in South America that they get their rubber from.  But there were regular gangs that went out cutting rubber; the store, like Chester's store, he would probably go to Trujillo and sell four or five thousand pounds.

BB:  What did they do, roll the gum into balls of some sort?

EB:  They would cut the trees, just like. . .

MB:  Just like they do maple syrup now. . .

EB:  Well, I don't know about. . .

BB:  Like pine trees, yeah.

EB:  Right, and then they would take those pieces that lay on the ground—probably big as a. . .

BB:  Oh, they just let them bleed.

EB:  Oh, yeah.  And then they would take the (word?) that they would stick in the cut and rip it right out and take these pieces that fell on the ground and beat the rocks out of it and roll them up and tie them up with the pieces they would get out of the trees.  

BB:  I didn't realize that they were in the rubber business there.

MB:  So, between that and cutting bananas and plantains; and, of course, Grandpapa was off chasing the rainbow?

EB:  No, he was digging the holes while I put the trees in them—the little trees—and transplanting them.

MB:  And this was up on the hill at Quebrada Grande?

EB:  Oh, yeah.

MB:  So, evidently, later on, in the many, many years that elapsed, all those trees were cut down.  I don't remember any being up there.

EB:  No, there are a bunch of trees around there; but they just never did cut them any more because there was no demand for rubber.

MB:  Well, talk about going fishing.  What was the name of the Caribe that used to go with you?

EB:  Enez (sp?)?  We used to go fishing, and he'd come back in at 10:30. . .

MB:  Yeah, but you'd go about 2 o'clock, right?

EB:  Oh, yeah.

MB:  . . .in a little—how big was your kyuka (sp?)?

EB:  Twelve foot.

MB:  And how far out would you go?

EB:  Six miles.  The (word?) bank our there, and he'd come in about 11 o'clock; and he'd jump on the wood and cut (word?) and scale his fish and cook his dinner and have it on the table for 12:30.  Mama used to say he was the fastest man she ever saw about doing something, and Papa got him out of the Paris (sp?).  He lived up in, commonly known in those days, Punte Caco (sp?); but later they changed the name to Sante Fe when he was working up there.  But she would get to making biscuits, and he would look over her shoulder and make (word?). . .

BB:  He was making biscuits, too, huh?

EB:  Oh, yeah.

MB:  Well, when you all came back, then it was the daily routine, so to speak—of course, I guess there wasn't a daily routine; it was just whatever needed to be done at the time.

EB:  Oh, yeah.

MB:  But it was, say, after lunch, it was bananas, or putting in the dam, or cutting rubber, or whatever, huh?

EB:  Oh, yeah; well, not cutting rubber.   Cleaning the banana patch, and so on.  Yeah.

MB:  That was kind of a hard growing time, wasn't it?

EB:  I think.

BB:  By today's standards.

MB:  Well, you were cutting bananas, what, and laying them out on the beach when you were, how many years old?

EB:  Well, the last bananas, I had been up to the farm from Balfate.  Of course, we had moved up there in 1910.  When Robert died, Mama said she wouldn't stay up there. . .

BB:  What did he die from?

EB:  They don't know.  We were going up to Sargents, and he was running around about six years old and jumped up on the sill of a house that Papa was building and slipped off and hit his head on a cement block.  Well, it cut a hole in it, and he patched it up; and we went on up there.  And then about Thursday, I got up in the morning before breakfast, of course (of course, if you stayed in bed after 6 o'clock, Papa would throw a bucket of water on you); and we'd been down cutting bananas to boil for the hogs, and Mama looked out and sees him laying out in the yard.  She said, "Robert, get up from there; you'll get all wet in the dew."  He didn't move, so she went out there; and he was unconscious and never regained consciousness.

MB:  It must have been a fractured skull, being that young, too.  So how many of the children are in the cemetary buried down in Honduras?

EB:  Well, there is Mary and Robert and Harry—all ours, that is my brothers and sister.  And John had, Zadie had Fred and then Chester.  There are three brothers, a half brother, and a cousin or whatever Zadie's. . .

MB:  Yeah, a first cousin?

BB:  Yeah, I guess so.

MB:  And then Auntie.

EB:  Yeah.  And that's the one thing that I don't care who it is—maybe I just feel bad about that—I just don't see Jacqueline going down there to see her mother.  Of course, we know she was her mother; now we don't know whether Cecil was her father or not, but she don't know whether she was buried there or whether she was thrown out on the rocks to let the buzzards eat her.

MB:  Well, she just depended on other people to take care of her and assumed; and I asked someone about the cemetary down there, and they said it was okay.

EB:  Yeah, because Eneble (sp?) keeps it clean; and Chester is buried there, and Olympia goes out there and puts flowers on the grave every flower day, or such as that.

MB:  Probably "All Souls Day."

BB:  Yeah, probably so.  And are those burial sites marked?

EB:  They were marked.  Robert's was marked with a tomb about that high, and his name and the date; but that was in 1910.  I don't know about now.

BB:  The markers are probably wood.

EB:  No, (word?) had. . .those three were cement—Mary's (a small one) and Harry's and Robert's.  Robert's was two feet, or such.

BB:  And Mary was the first one?

EB:  She was stillborn.

BB:  OK; and then Harry was next?

EB:  No, Robert was next.  Harry was just previous to Tensie.

BB:  Oh, I see; later on.

EB:  Yeah, about 1912 or 1913.  But talking about how you're passing time, when Papa—we had a very good banana crop in 1913.  In 1914, the submarine menace over this way—World War I—was such that the boats wouldn't go down there; and I went up to the farm (I had probably seventy-five hogs over there just wild, and you would go up there and holler a bit, and the yard would be full of hogs, and we got coconuts for them—not husk them but just chop them up and they'd dig them out of the. . .) and when I went back to town, why, Mama says, "How many bunches of fruit can you get out by, we'll say, Wednesday?"  Now, I'm not sticking to that. . .

BB:  Yeah, I understand.

EB:  And I says, "A hundred bunches."  So Chester had got notice of a sailboat going in and wanting fruit, and so I told her 100 bunches, she told Chester and he says, "No way!"  So I told her, well, I'd try it.  And we went over and got the old flop-eared mule again before—way before—'cause this was in 1922 that we hauled the cement, and this was in 1910 we were hauling bananas.  We put six bunches on the mule, and then the fellow was helping me would take two bunches; and we'd make the trip seven or eight bunches a trip, and it would take about a half hour.  So I cut the bunches—and I was fourteen (NOTE:  Either this was in 1912 or 1913 or he was ten or eleven as he was born in 1899) and got 105 bunches out; and we had to wait until dark on account of the seabreeze coming in so strong, the sea being so rough.  So about 10 o'clock, I guess, or when I got through cutting, I went to hauling; and we got all of them out there—105 bunches.  And we had 101 received; about four of them were rejected.  One of them was thirteen hands—great big bunch, and I cut four hands off of the bottom because you figured eight hands was a legitimate bunch.  They didn't pay any more for a big 12-hand bunch than they did with eight; so I cut four of them off, and they refused them because I cut the best bananas off.

MB:  And this little boat was coming up to the States or going to the islands?

EB:  No, going up to the States.

BB:  And it was coming. . .where were you taking them to on the beach.  Where was the beach?

EB:  Balfate.  You see, going up to Balfate about daylight and then back to Quebrada Grande and loaded the balance of them.  And, see this boat we were using would only carry sixty-five bunches.

MB:  So you had to make a trip from the banana patch to the beach, put them all on the beach and then load them in a boat and take them up to Balfate.

EB:  Right, but I got all of them up there, and they received 101 bunches out of 105.

BB:  I can remember Tensie talking about the house on the hill and this sort of thing, and she was very—of course, that was as she remembered it—and how big a house was it up there on the hill?

EB:  Oh, I don't know.  The last one never was finished.  It was a good size—probably 40 by 25, or something like that.

BB:  About how many rooms in it?

EB:  Six.  Of course, they didn't have dances in their room.

BB:  No, of course not.  No, I just wondered because I know that Tensie has talked about the house on the hill; and, of course, I had visualized it always as being a kind of a straight shot overlooking the (word?)

EB:  Well, the one that Tensie remembered was the lumber we got from St. Andrews Bay, in Florida; and when Papa got  notice that there was a boat in there with the lumber in it, the captain wanted. . .
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