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REMINISCENCES OF OTTUMWA BEFORE IT WAS 
A SERIES OF ARTICLES DEALING WITH THE 

POLISHED—7 HE SECOND• OF 
OTTUMWA OF EARLY DAYS 

BY W. H. CALDWELL ;i 

The Courier today publishes the sec
ond of the series of articles by W. H. 
Caldwell, a former Courier publisher 
and pioneer citizen, who is now assist
ant state printer of Kansas. Mr. Cald
well's first article was read with great 

^Interest by the• pioneers and children 
Of pioneers. In a, personal letter to 
the Courier Mr. Caldwell writes that 
he has received scores of letters from 
old friends of the early days and 
has renewed acquaintanceships that 
brought a revival of many pleasant 
memories. The first letter was pub
lished in the Courier on December 14. 

la sending the second letter Mr. 
Caldwell sends the following correction 
'of a misstatement that appeared in tae 
first letter: 
, Apology—I am corrected up by my 

ft'dPrlend Samuel Harper in the statement 
"'that Teeney Aldridge married Phil. 

Kaiser—that she did marry Jake Mil
ler. That's so. Don't know how such 
ft mistake could have been made by 

along, and never look around to see 
if anybody saw him tumble. The last 
I knew of Tom, he was driving 'bus 
for Con Lewis. He could and did swear 
in the most comfortable language. 

Old "Tay" Slnnainon! His name was 
Thomas, but being a great big, jolly 
souled Irishman, always pronounced 
his name as Tay. He was a character 
—always had some enterprise on hand, 
and did build quite a stunner of a 
house for a hotel that I believe Pete 
Ballingall afterward remodeled. Old 
Tom, or Tay, as he sounded the first 
letter of his given name, was very fond 
of "oh-be-joyful," and frequently dal
lied v.rith the nectar; when he got so 
full lie paraded the street bawling at 
the top of his voice, "I'm Tay Slnna-
mon and I've got more money than a 
mule can pack, be gawd!" One day 
about five years ago I was summoned 
to serve as a juryman in th district 
court here. As I took my place in the 
box and was answering the usual ques 

me. Perhaps it was a pipe dream. ] tions, I noticed a juryman eyeing me 

In the previous paragraph I men
tioned Major Hamilton. If there ever 
was a square man, old Gus was him. 
I hope the Lord has spared him to a 
good old age. If he is still alive, please 
ask him if he remembers the one-
eighth gallon that he presented me 
with from that demijohn that he got 
from friends in Cleveland, Ohio, while 
we were in camp at Little Rock, and 
that Col. Kit got away with, before I 
even had time to sample it. That is an 
interesting incident in itself, but would 
take too much time and space to re
late it. 

Then there was Lieut. E. M. B. Scott. 
Scott and-I were very close, intimate 
friends. One evening in Little Rock, 
he and I attended the theater. It was 
a rude affair, thrown together mostly 
by the soldiers after we had captured 
that city. The seats were of long 
boards seat up on an incline, ah aisle 
running between. An alarm of fire was 
given, and sure enough the stage soon 
after blazed out. The audience ran, 

i 

; Jake run a confectionery store on 
Main street in front and a quiet beer 
dispensary in the rear, over which Sam 
Bollnger, I think, presided. A corres
pondent informs me that Miller and 
his wife are living in Springfield, Mo., 
and are quite well-to-do. Glad to make 
thii^correction. Yours, 

W. H. Caldwell. 
- Mr. Caldwell's Second Letter, 

l^r. Caldwell's second letter follows: 

•••?' tion't shoot the linotypist! The won
der to me is that he and the man or 
Woman proofreader, who never get 
credit for the immortal work they do 
In making something out of nothing 
I Bay the wonder to me is that they 
have so cleverly deciphered my hiero
glyphics. I have received the copies of 
the Courier in which you have so kind
ly printed the installment of reminis
cences, and take off my hat to the 
aforesaid artists for the clean repro
duction; but I am not going to stand 
for the other fellows. You made me 
give devout old man Graves a Dutch 
front name, Herman, whereas it 
should be Heman. Don't I know? 
fWell, if you had heard us boys play on 
that name—he man—as often as I 
have, you'd never spell it Herman, 
and then, again, look out for Swabke— 
yqu attached a y to,the tail of his 
name that will causfe him to sound G 
in the lower staff! Which reminds me 

. . of an Itinerant actor vho sang a topi
cal song one evening in Taylor's opera 

: hoyse (the third floor of the Doc. Tay-
lor building), and drawled out. "Swab-

very closely and inquiringly, and he I scrambled, jumped and choked that lit-
kept It up so assiduously that it got to 
be embarrassing. When court ad
journed for the noon hour this person 
came up and exclaimed right in my 
face, "I'm Tay Sinnamon and I've got 
more money than—" he didn't get any 
further before I had him clinched and 
we fell into each others arms—it was 
old Bill George, chief engineer of old 
Tay Sinnamon's horse-power ferry 
boat "way back befo' de wa." And Bill 
and I had served in the same regiment, 
the 36th Iowa, I as a private in Bill 
Mahon's Comnany E, and George as a 
private in Bill Clifton's Company H, 
same regiment of which C. W. Kit-
tredge was colonel and A. H. Hamilton 
major; Stephen K. Mahon (brother of 
both Bill and Sam), adjutant. If any of 
these people are alive I know tfcat 
they will forgive me for the provin
cial manner in which I handle their 
first or given names. When we'ens all 
lived in Ottumwa the politeness of so
ciety address had not inoculated us, 
and I have never been vaccinated with 
that. \$iruR. It would seem almost sac-
relleious to say Mr. Samuel Mahon—it 
was Sam. And to try to enunciate Mr. 
Joseph Merrill would almost choke me 
—it was Joe then and shall be to th* 
end of my time; and I know that all 

tie aisle—Scott jumped up and was 
about to jump down into the surging 
crowd that was balked at the inward 
swinging door. I caught him and 
yelled, "for God's sake, sit down— 
we'll get out!" But he was frantic and 
did make the leap, about ten feet down 
right in the surging mass. Just at that 
moment the door gave way and Scott 
fell on it and went, toboganing down 
the stairway. When the crowd had 
thinned out I quietly got up and walked 
leisurely out. I found Scott out in the 
street, badly shaken up, disheveled and 
clothing badly torn. One side of his uni
form coat was torn completely off. in 
the tail pocket of which was a roll of 
$S0 worth of postage stamps that he 
had bought at the pOstofflce-for the 
boys of bis company. E, that was. lost, 
and we never found it,.. ' , ,V 

But I must turn now to the 
ludicrous. Gaston was the first man to 
brave the dawn of civilization in a tall 
beaver hat. He was quite a fop in those 
days—dressed neatly and nearly al
ways were low cut shoes. There were 
no sidewalks, excepting here and there 
a board or two laid lengthwise over a 
mud-hole or swampy place, and the 
street crossings were provided with 

and erected a fine 3-story brick, in 
which he and Wes Garner conducted 
a wholesale dry goods store. I used to 
milk Lawrence's cow when he lived on 
the street that Washburn's family 
lived on. Strange that I cannot recall 
the names of butvery few streets — 
anyhow that was the street that ran 
up the hill upon which the Fishers 
lived and fronted; and over in the hol
low, you remember, Chilton and Fox 
lived—they were stone quarrymen. 
Fox became bridge superintendent of 
the Chicago, Rock Island & Pacific 
railway. His family lived on the street 
just west of the present office ih which 
I am employed. I saw him most every 
day up to the time he died recently. 

Let me Bee! When I was in Ottum
wa last, it was the firm of Egan, Har
per & Co., I think. Tim Egan, Bill and 
Sam Harper. I can't remember— did 
they buy out Daggett or Edgerly? 
Speaking of Daggett—he was nominat
ed for councilman. I tackled him at 
once and got his pledge to support me 
for city clerk, and then I got busy with 
enough other members to insure my 
election. It was not snap-judgment, but 
a more surprised man you never saw 
than was Dr. Thrall, the then clerk. 
I had understood that he would not be 
a candidate, and I so told Daggett. 
Hardly had Daggett promised than 
Thrall asked him to support him. Dag
gett came to me and in a gentlemanly 
way asked me if I had so understood, 
or was I taking advantage of politics. 
I had him and Thrall go and meet 
Dick Warden, who said: "Mr. Daggett, 
Billy has not lied to you; you know, 
Doc, that, you told me that you would 
not again be a candidate," to which 
Thrall demurred a little, saying, "didn't 
I say that I wouldn't run after it?" 
upon which Daggett turned to me and 
said: "I'll keep my promise to you," 
and he did. T was elected and served, 
I think, three years, and while thus 
serving, was elected auditor of Wapel
lo county, serving two terms, and de
clined a third nomination, although 
Dr. Olney of Chillicothe, insisted in the 
convention that I should take it. Say, 
I just injected this personality here 
to recall one of the most tempestuous 
meetings of" the city council that I can 
remember. I am groping in the dark 
now as to the occasion; but as I read 

i When he understood what I wanted, 
he produced a red-dog dollar on the 
bank of Elgin—next morning the 
Thompson Detector (a pamphlet pub
lished in the east giving the status of 
banks) came in by horse express and 
the bank was busted—1-so was I. 

This Street had a brother, John, 
who was a fiery little cuss, ready to 
fight at drop of a hat. He had a store 
on Main street. One day I happened in 
there while he and a man named 
Goldsberry were in high words about 
something. Quick as a panther John 
jerked open a showcase, snatched a 
small pen-knife, and was over the 
counter and had cut and slashed Golds-
berry most frightfully. I can now 
vividly see Goldsberry rushing out of 
the store and into the middle of the 
street, holding up his right arm, that 

earliest recollection to the last few tables, Mr. Mudd, Bert Chaney, Kin-
years has been spent on the frontier ' naman (who married Clara Orr, daugh-
of civilization. As I was raised amid 
the rough, rude scenes of primitive 
nature, so, too, have I been the crea
ture to raise a family, with the uncom
plaining aid of my devoted, beloved 
wife and helpmeet—the girl I married 
in Lisbon, Illinois, who was Miss 
Adella Cobleigh, out on the frontier, 
among Indians, buffalo and untamed 
nature. Four of our children. Oral (a 
daughter now married and living in 
Santa Monica, California, as Mrs. 
Grant Gilman, with their three chil
dren—our grandchildren); Robert, a 
son (now married and living in. To-
peka), who is chief financier of the 
Topeka postoffiee: Eleanor, a daughter 
at the head of the distribution office 
of the daily Topeka Capital; Leila, 

appeared to have been slashed from (and this is the name that the llnotyp-

stones sot up on end. about sixteen 
those whose names J have and shall use [ inches apart. One evening Gaston came 
in this manner will welcome me on I out radiantly w?>rdrobed—it had been 
high. The name Merrill brings up a | raining nearly all day. but the evening 
ludicrous episode in my army life, came out fine. Say, now. I know who 
Stevens Merrill, brother of Joe. was.^irlMt but honestly it was Jiot I, »l" | wliicli Bill Littleton, who was mayor, 
the nuartermaster of our regiment. Ar! though Gaston accused me of it he-jg^. j.now |j,a^ ^e clerk has -you 

the minutes, giving the'vote of each i ; IOJ1. coin, tc. the real arks that were 
separate member, one of them, don't 
remember who, denied that he had 
voted as I had him recorded, upon 

I f r* rrnbT/,s,owe tsissr^^an: ?.M .. *>;•*.. 1 I ? that Carl was trying to follow htm j • 
I I with that laid Carl up with hysterics. 

I •' I have a time down here trying to 
" ' ' get lite name of one of my daughters 

j spelfed right fn the papers—the lino-, 
man and his right bower, the proof- i" , _ 
reader, evidently think I don't know | „ 

sergeant-major of the reeiment I wa^j cause I was the only one caueht—too i . correctiv >• Thereupon there 
quartered with Stephen Million. its ad-1 Humpy to run as the guilty ones «1M-•!,„,« „ fn,uf#,st or Im» acrimo-

fellows who got away 
to MerriH and «ret 

j Merrill, in pure 
: bring him a 
back and 

£ ! was a talkfest more or less acrimo-
i nious. which was no more than quieted, 

1st seems to know; how to spell better 
than I do, for he is sure to make it 
either Lilly, Lelia, or some other than 
properly Leila,) was born lu Belolt 
Kansas, and Is a pianist of unusual 
ability (as was and is my wife, her 
mother), and who has performed on 
the great pipe organ in the Episcopal 
cathedral in this city, and is. perma
nent organist of the choir of the 
Church of the Good Shepherd, Episco
pal, in this city. William, the second 
boy, was born In Ottumwa, and died 
from diphtheria, caused by exposure in 
the shanty in which we lived in early 
days In Beloit, Kas. Oh, old friends in 
Qttumwa, we have drunk the dregs- of 
poverty and distress since we left you, 
houseless, homeless, pentiless. We 
have fought, struggled and managed to 
live,'my first hnd only wife, through 
years of suffering in ill-health, but 
now in blooming health; although her 
abundant hair is silvered somewhat, 
her countenance is fresh and her laugh 
as buoyant as when she was an un
shackled girl. My tousled shock of 
fiery red hair, when you know me, is 
scarcely any more, and the glaring 
freckles that were the bane of my 
boyhood days, have faded from the 
saddle-colored frontispiece, on which 
my pug nose sits. Old Joe Wagg used 
to try to shave off those freckles, but 
It was useless—only the brilliant sun
shine and ozonic air of Kansas could 
overcome their obstreperousness. 

Mose Walker was afflicted with 
frecles, too, and Mose was more sensi
tive, if possible, than was I. He and I 
roomed together in Mrs. Mudge's 
boarding house, corner Main and 

ancT 1Bfioated"down the J Green streets, opposite the residence 
of Dr. Warden (Dicks brother), ana 

his .throat to his hand, the blood spurt
ing and flowing like a flood. I don't re
member what became of the case — 
whether Goldsberry survived, or not. 

Oh, those were perilous times, I tell 
you, but, after all, there was very little 
real vicious and murderous episodes. 
There was lots of scrapping, but9none 
of it that I now remember resulted in 
murder or killing. 

There were two cases of drowning 
that I now recall—one being Jack 
Humphreys, who was the husband of 
my cousin, and who lived out about 
three miles on the Eddyville road; the 
other was a Mr. Lotspiech, I think a 
brother of A. Lotspiech, who was 
county treasurer when I was auditor, 
and both happened in the same way. 
In those days there was much rafting 
done on the Des Moines, especially In 
the spring, when the river was in flood 
tide. These men fell off and under tho 
log rafts that each was respectively 
superintending, and before they could 
be rescued, were drowned. These rafts 
were ngade of the logs from trees? 
felled during winter months from the 
heavily timbered bottoms of the river, 
and floated down to Ottumwa and to 
the saw mills run by the Hammonds at 
the lower end of town, and by the 
Myers boys at or about the head of the 
rapids at the foot of Market street. 

In speaking of Mr. Graves as super
intending Mr. Manning's store, I 
called that an ark-like building, but 

same 
never 

how to spell it and Invariablv insert a^!err,'l demanded t^t it b~ signed 
, X, -m^, t =v.oii +-,r +« ! by the r-orpman^inir nffl-pr of tl*e rp?T'-letter yrrongfully. Now, I shall try to be i n,CJ)( w1lo ?t 

to be T ieut.-Col. F. M. nrnkfi (after
ward governor of rsot v*»rv well 
liked by Mahon. Tb'p wns re-, 
fuf-ed find I wns or-inrp/i -.-I'll Hint, 
refusal, ard <*o rl»Tnnnd a^d rpfiisa! 
were bandied f^r'h vntil mv j 

feet were sore, then It become somn-
what personal between tb^e two "ni-
lant officers and resulted in a chal
lenge to duel. T think coi"1-"r from 
Mahon. It bad bccom° ^orionc, 
I declined to net an' farther a^d did 
my best to mollifv l"!>bnn. hi*5 

Irish was uv> rotbfn" ari-

nn r.i-i." stationery, i stretched a st'rinn: across the stepping j vntin„ th. -
lire fun. demoded that I: s'ones and awaited Gaston's return 1J^fled ^You're a Har I n 

»!irn a written requis'Mon. I went j trio. Wb^n others came alons; they * .y,' „ , . .' , i num Reunun iu uco m 
3nd told Mabon. who ' became lowered the si rin* out of sight. Tt. was i uShp LttS- ! .^eel steamer named 
-hat nRltlPd. sat down and wrote: '"ite dark, but you know us early set-; °® l^® Jt ™ «nA hurled H -it The boat attemPte,l a 

re-uiriticn. string Ms name to tiers oonid «.*« a'mo^t ar. *ood in the; I®was snagged and sun 

built and floated mostly by old Thomas 
Coffin (father-in-law of Major Hamil
ton.) These were flatboats upon which 
a cabin was built that was stored with 
corn, roots, etc., indigenous to that soil 
and climate 
river—some getting as far down as 
New Orleans. This was a regular 

1 thing many years. 
I One spring the river was ploughed 
from Keokuk to Des Moines by a stern 

Badger State, 
second trip, but 

snagged and sunk about the old 
.inrk „ li .b. lirtt-wheo Gaston | tafc ""J"*' mi,es bclow 

'M 

• i s ' - 1  

careful in writing names, for I know 
that that part of any manuscript is. the 
most exasperating when it jumbles n 
name and makes it unintelligible. 

Eagerly looking over the paper. T 
dtppover but very few names among 

(the advertisers whom I remember — 
'There's Wm. Cooper—I bought furni
ture from him. Wonder if he's as gray 
aa I am. Then there appears the Mar
tin furniture ad. Wonder if that's the 
same Martin that used to grind paint 
for the Baptist Worcester? Which also 
reminds me that Worcester brought a 
couple of nieces from England to Ot-
tumwa, who also put in their spare 
hours In the recreation of grinding 
paint—their name was Blowers—one 
•of the girls married Dave Whitehurst; 
the other one, Fannie, until quite re
cently, conducted the select and most 

. iprdipeTous boarding house here in To-
[peka. She married Mr. Patten, the su-
jperihtendent of our city railway sys-
jtem. She died a short time ago. White-

= jburitt moved to Topeka and Mrs. W.'s 
j sister came with them. I do not know 
I where they are now. 
'j' Speaking of Martin brings up a train 
j«f. old cronies, and Macbeth like, I 
am stupefied watching their forms 

! slide before me. There was Ed Martin, 
jDoc. Lewis, Alvin and John Lewis. 

^ iMose Walker, Lote and Sol Gray, Bill 
§-» • Nichols—the latter I heard studied un-
^ 'der old Doc Caster in the art of rub

bing life Into the lame, the halt, the 
j blind, etc., and right here I want to say 
jthftt Bill Nichols and his wife were the 
|kindest, most considerate neighbors we 
ever had, and I certainly wish him 
and- her high seats in the kingdom to 
eome. 

i Talking about Doc Caster reminds 
me that one of the most prosperous 
citizens of Topeka married his daugh-

*ter. This party has been for years and 
is now the leading confectioner in the 
Kaw valley, and the name of M. F. 
Rigby Is known everywhere. Rigby 

* learned the candy business with Ben 
^ - Bonlton. S't, old Ben! "Oh, don't you 

remember sweet Alice, Ben Bolt!" Ugh 
huh—I can right now hear Ben sing
ing that beautiful ballad in the clear, 
sweet voice he had. Oh, boys, don't you 
remember old Ben's bakery, though, 
and especially that cracker brake that 
go many of us used to ride—Just ex
actly like riding a rail, but we enjoyed 
It because Ben was such a good boy 
with tin, but strictly business. Say, 
Ben, do you remember the turkey din
ner we had In the old bake shop— 
roasted and cooked in the bakery oven 
—-umnt— I can taste it yet. 

Iii.all towns there is a character. In 
Ottumwa there were two—old Tay Sin-
natnon and old Tom Mllburn. The latter 
named , comes now prominently before 
me *# 1 see him jouncing on that old 
rat! cracker brake. He was afflicted 
w$h ,a withered leg that would wallop 
arotmd every which way—a regular 
grapevine llrtb. He always went hunch
ing illong, whistling. I've seen him 
twawy times unceremoniously sit down 
rlgjit" in the street—mud or dust — 
that leg would wobble and tangle up 
the Other good one and fetch the whole 
body' kerflumex; but Tom rarely lost 
hlif whistle. He'd wriggle and hunch 

until he got up and whistle right 

bo™ }n sicbt. XTn went file string and ,ns lu 11,8 BUU.U1"'U1 ,uu- "uu The old garrison! I never knew why 
a, be r'narerly from ore stone was strewn I It was thuf named. It was a tract of 
to another. s"dd->nlv that beautiful !?lnn»ht" rrwee J hills and hollows up and down, and 
->inv beaver hit was toppled from his 1,, , _J hn?To Hi^'t Thft melee 1 forminK the bluff hank of the river— 
l"v»d. 'be pi'i'VflnMj, Cf the act; °uId W11 me- hut he didn t. T^be mele jhese bluffs perforated with caves in 
rnbnrpei him and be slinned o,: tbf!, mp r^all" the i nat,,ral rock- 11 was ™P«ted to be the 
ftones frri Riira"-lPrt all on* In tb<» idcwn- Littleton had me re-read , hjding pi^ce horse thieves and marlj -
mud ami mirr. rid I Inueh ? 'Vo"H o^inutes, when it was found that both i ^epows generany. in and around this j at the foot of Market street. My recol-
von' T r^n r.nt • rcr^e^ bnr if Oneton antagonists had misunderstood my , _t_, , ni,.. TOOC. tv>o <rve>nt snvar rnmr.s lection now is that I preferred, or 

he had every possible nook in that 
room filled with bottles of ungents and 
things recommended by his brcfther-in-
law, Dr. C. G. Lewis, for removing 
those hideous skin splotches—but of 
no avail—they were like the blood on 
Lady Macbeth's hands, they wouldn't 
"out, damned spots!" 

Mrs. Mudge was the B\idow of Albert 
Mudge—the short, round, red-headed 
pioneer merchant of Ottumwa. The 
first oystens I ever ate were prepared 
by him. He gave the Courier force a 
treat one evening in his "restoraw," 
that was in a squatty frame building 

ter of Dr. and Mrs. W. L. Orr, the lat-
ter a sister of Mrs. Mudge), Mose',/( 

Walker, and others whose names have (/ 
escaped me. Mudd was a merchant,, 
with long, heavy, luxuriant beard. Hej 
died at the time that spiritualism was18 

prevalent in Ottumwa, and was a fre- ., 
quent visitant at the seances from the' -
spirti world—so old Hank Nunamaker 
affirmed. I do not now remember, who 1 

it was, but he was well known then 
and there, who became a lunatic in-
spiritualism and announced and kept ' , 
announcing that he .was Blackhawk in
carnate. One ce in a while I would 
meet him and bristle up and assert 
that I was Wapello, and dare tyn} to 
combat, but he said that he had been 
born anew with no pugnacity in his 
blood. 

In re-reading the manuscript, blushes 
suffuse and I am almost suffocated 
with the remorseless use of the capital 
I. No doubt 4t is repugnant to your 
readers, but how can it be helped? 
There is no other way in my vocab
ulary than the incessant and verboso -
iteration of the personal pronpun. 
These are reminiscences in which I% 

am, possibly, more interested than you 
and your readers. They are incidents * 
that in my feeble way are being set, 
down with truth and earnestness and 
cannot be written as if in the third or 
non-interested person. If you are 
surfeited with this egotism dump the 
stuff into the mail and send it back to 

Yours truly, 
W.H.Caldwell. 

4 $ 

•-
EDDYVILLE. 

— ; ; r -<> 
Mr. and Mrs. Adam Embling aud 

daughter Miss Mary spent Christmae 
with their daughter and sister Mrs. 
Chester Besco north of town. 

Miss Fae Watklns returned Satur
day evening from a visit at Albia. 

Miss Sadie Walthall was a passen
ger for Oskaloosa- Saturday evening, 
where she will spend her holiday va
cation. 

Lewis Harding, Sr., is very ill at this 
time. 

One of the most unique Christmas 
tree entertainments was that given on 
Christmas eve at the home of Mr. and 
Mrs. Martin Swintek of First street by 
several little children that she had 
been holding children's meeting wtlh 
in her home since early In the fall. The 
tree was beautifully decorated and 
loaded with presents for the children. 
The program consisted of songs, scrip
ture exercises and a hand drill. The 
house was crowded with friends who 
highly enjoyed the exercises given. 

Miss Daisy Flagle of Mason City 
came down to spend Christmas with 
her parents. 

Mr. and M»s. Earl McElroy and baby 
departed Saturday for Orchard, la.t to 
spend Christmas with friends at the 
parental Flanders home near Oska
loosa. 

Mr. and Mrs. Ed Scribner and 
daugther. Miss WHwia spent Christmas 
at the parental Dillard home near 
Given. 

Dr. Knox was a Glvin business vis
itor Saturday. . 

Miss Maggie Surber spent Christmas 
at Albia. 

Christmas entertainments were 
Methodist Congregational 

Reformed churches Satur-
and at the Baptist Sun-

Iif- th 
bril 

ever. 

mt I wns rot ""ijtv "f niJ*u"h'nac building built by John Pumrcy, In the . j of* (that 
•iriancy of that plug hat for- i *h«rd story of which was located both . ^ * the 

1 +V*a »»-ii n Utr nnnla Tim M C2 1 ... 

is when the san had 
. „ point -of granulating) 

the Courier, run by uncle Jim Norns,: ,Ir;lVu.jrR Fap atKi eating maple susnr 
pease him until Jnrt-nv r>1 j r>v„ +0 mind ant* Dero<;ra*- r"n hy J- ^ ; li1! we'd get so sick as to want to ditt. 
(hin brotber-in law* h-ni^n^d in ! p ' w ret*" fir-t hnml-T>-!o.<in"-n in S<Teeti » simple inch pine board par-, aftn- a sive?e of bowel srripins:, wal-
ond at once "ueUed 'b*> tiiri>i-i"""«. ottrrn«-a "'ho proceritel rie wi'h o i lowing in contortion? on the ground, 
was all a ioi'o on iho mrt r>p "\fnr-n' 

n 
i fmr r>1ii~ hat M->« occasion of mv 

and mysw»if that wo hofh r^mtt*'!. f r r  - 1 T i ; , r r J n „ p  f T |  1 8 f : 8  ,  ] v . . . e  r n r l . ^  m v  

it was a lone: time b»for*> Mrb<>-. would (.w.Pii tb« nf 
even speak to Merri". I 1+ rr-v- Tir,„ wnr. 

r;ot M'V flsj o,1'3 Of 
of timt Jime. 

keenly because Ste*« M«l>nn and T c'orl-- 'mi* r 
were always chums pofom tbp wr a"<l ' tVo -toll""-, bea 
we bunked together in tbp r^Timon+al , came ' 
headauarters until tho dipg^trons d e - 1  pronob^or ta'lor ^ hi "nit the cWh 
feat of our army at Moro Rottom. in ; ar<1 Fn1pnrcr Bonan-rte. bv 
which ensaKement Mahon. w'*b r"nv!r„r,.. r|r,Tlt j}1Pro {n 
others (Major Auerustv.s F. "Wn'^iUoo : tj,n 

a 

tition eerarating them. That 
the corner of Main and Market streets. > r-nvpler,ce anfi »»o riclit at it asrain. 
I believe. I worked for Street one j The f0p v.as bni1cd in great iron ket-
week. helping get up the tax ll^t. The-, over a fire out doors, which re-
ofllce was short —'Oil quads, so we had , pp]ig tj-if, fqrt tb,if nearlv -cvevv'^o'lv 
8nme reflet mr.de by George Crelghton j owrrd snr1 fationed a few bogs and -lid 
(who. by the way, is living in *rope!<a j roi..h1,orinz ,)UtCp0nng alons about 

rover fn'led in 
and .T"hn Newman 

a scaffolding, breaking one leg and i ncrn5iy viring tcgether: r.nd the 
nf>tte,. sforp lodierwise rsinrr him up. This reglet | niJJ(,p ROft S0R_? rf the,^ffa!. or 

- wa3 made from white pine. Ob, ho, I j t»«prp«s >-f rork ssnd hickorv 

tbr/ i;;in^nVl^au^ anrl for many years-a very j c;,rfstmRS; My father 
. ..I"*' VwJ JJu mucl5 "-mpled man. bavin- fallen from ; jy„ nist(nr,_he and 

among thern) were compelled to sur-! p" Vuiet uttlPj» J JluTt^iiwed i can Plain]^ see s^et ! t.-oC(i n«-.h i"«. boil'.P" these in kettles 
^.s a iei no .r a fab]fi Wl(h a Jacll.j.n|#ft c„ttinrr I ]r<„ ,bp„ (1?d in-making sarar. My 

the into two and three c"i! Ftcprirft'licr wan thus enTa".'ed one sevs-1 

R>OiSIN HOOD 
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render, and were m'-de n-i«oner=; of 11?ve>(1 ir frp7VI<> hriidin^ ri^ht 
war. I never saw either of the ; arro-c t>o strr^t 
afterward, that I now remember. Mer-I flll 3.c,torv brick tb->t Nevpi^ b»«lt. n^d 
rill was a practical joke-master, and | was cpcvv>l"*d ^v the Courier and 
what ho couldn t. conjure no for hilar- j pr-Ktoffice when T left. A? Harn^s was 
ity. no one need trv. T like1 both men 
and now yield a sigh in their memory. 
Steve Mahon was nrettv slick on a 
flute himself and fmnuently went out 
on serenading occasions. 

In letting my pencil run along at 
random, I find that I do not clo^e no mv 
gaps. In the proner place I should have 
remarked that Bill Oeorsre and I met 
for the first time in that jury box since 
we were mustered out of service in 
September. 1865. He is a prosperous 
farmer out about twelve miles from 
Topeka. He recognized me, after bear
ing my name, but I would never have 
recognized him in his abundant gray 
hair and much weathered countenance, 
only when he got off that boast of old 
Tay's his voice and it fetched me to. 

cbjpf clerk jn the nostofli',e—1 thi^A 
Major Hamilton was running the 
Courier and was nostmaster. and 

rr:>dc! Vrhen it came to mtykiu<r | 
Ihe forms (we had not yet learned— i'i j 
fact didn't know anything about coal 
oil and gasoline, the , onlv 
metVod of cleaning was with j 
strong wood lye. and we had! 

:-nnr when her dres3 caught fire: she i 
ran sTenmin" and frnnticel'v clutch-j 
In" at her hair and eyes, the flames i 
roWn*: up anil all over her. I hap-
r>ered to be there and ran and caught; 
her sr.tl threw mv arms around her. 

V Winer «nn TO mwmns.e.. j taken proofs on galleys on the old hand ;trokine Downward and tearing her 
anion" all of ihem I nin "orry La with Ivp «nri ?troK.'nR ,°^ Vwam __Va 

press and washed the type with lye and 
rinsed with water). I say when we 
came to make up the forms, demed if 
that tax-list wasn't as much a curicsitv 

i ., /_ 'as an outspread octopus—It was woni-
biuk. Fdmendorf. as a .tailor (or was •' Jawed 

p 
kn0ck-kneed. twisted, 

I  i t  l i e  w h o  o w n e d  a  d m g  s t o r e  i n  w h i c h  .  .  . . .  ,  .  
Bill Koontz was high-muck-a-muck?) ; gnarled, had assumed the cussedest 

cannot recall the r»m« of th« c,M°f en-; 
.srineer at the crank »*f the obi Taylor j 
cylinder that ground out the Dallv I 
Courier. Well in time there came. 11 

PRICE. 25 CTS. 
The People's P.EMEDr for Coughs, Colds, 

Croup. Whcoplnrr-Couprh, Bronchitis, Grippe* 
Cougii, Hoarseness, ctn. It i3 safe and sure. 

TRIAL BOTTL& FREE. 
Write for It and mention this paper. .Address 
A. C. .MEYER &. COm BALTIMORE, Ma 

burning clothing nearly off her. which 
saved her life. Had I not been there 
and acted promptly, boy as I was, 
she would never have lived to the ex
treme age of 96, as she is today. That 
primitive method of procuring soap 
was universal and extremely danger-

At nnv rate, the tailor I now am con-' contortion that those swollen quads ous. Soft, soap thus made was the only 
tenrplating. h"(1 lust escaned from the j could get into. I think that s the only 
German army. He tried to teach us|t'me 1 Gver heard old Nick Musselman 
venne-ste^s to ster> and walk like a j afterwards partner in ownership 
Dutch soldier, first touching the floor the Corrier) swear. Why, 
of ground on the ball of the foot, let
ting the heels come down noiseles'lv 

we 
couldn't do a thing with it, and that 
was the last day of grace—it had to 

He could do it. and always walked that come out in the morning. As a last re-
wav. Can you? I never became pro-|sor*-> Nick melted the glue in the glue-
ficient at it—one reason, perhaps. I: P°t. an^ poured it all over the two 
most always had stone bruises on mv 
hoofs; then, again, it was>Impracti
cable to consume time In such exer
cise when most of my time was put in 
scratching psorlasus, to cure which mv 
step-mother would spend hours In 
swabblnf me and my brother Bob with 
red nercipitate and other like unctions 
—I doubt if a rose by the same name 
as itch-cure would smell as sweet. 
Let's see—that's sixty years ago and 
"red perciplty" has its fangs in my 
nose yet. Oh. well, you needn't think 
that our family monopolized the 
scourge—we were simply In the gen
eral procession, and not near the head, 
either. It was no uncommon sight to 
see strings of men and boys> sitting on 
the pretentious wharf that was built 
out into the river at the foot of Court 
street for a steamboat landing, fishing 
and scratching. Now. near that wharf, 
and on the spot where Neville built, 
Charley Lawrence conducted a store 
in a one-story frame building, for years 
and years—I guess up to the time that 
he razed the little one-story brick that 
was occupied by Lawyer Bronifield — 

pages of that tax-list, and thus we 
managed to get it on the press by slid
ing the forms onto the .paper boards, 
thence on the press. Say, if you want 
to see the finest specimen of speckled, 
brindle, black, splotched conglomera
tion of "plain and fancy printing" (for 
that's what our sign read) you ought 
to dig up the files containing that tax-
list! The treasurer had to read from 
hi6 books at the sale. The "printed" 
list was posted in due form— but. oh, 
my, what was that due .form!- You 
couldn't tell It from a photograph of a 
piece of livid sky when a cyclone was 
at work. 

Street was very deaf—and very hard 
up. We got our pay, let me see, I 
think It was to be four-fifty a week, 
in driblets of dimes, quarters, shillings 
and once in a great while, a shin-plas
ter dollar. While he was sitting at his 
desk one day after the plunging with 
that tax-list, I asked him for a dime. 
Very deliberately he went down in his 
pocket, pulled out his jack-knife, hand
ing it toward me with the remark, 
"Yes, it ain't very sharp, though!"-

kind of soap that we used for all pur
poses that required soap—washing 
clothes; bathing and all toilet pur
poses, that with bear grease "hair oil." 
tallowed boots, linsey-woolsey breeches 
and pea-jackets, made of domestic 
cloth woven from the wool of sheep 
raised there, trigged us lads out re-
splendently on Sundays. 

We lived just at the foot of the hill, 
on the corner of Fourth street and 
street. On that hillside there lived the 
Turks and Murrays—George Punchard 
Norris, brother of Jimmy Norris — 
married Roxey Murray; on up and on 
top of the hill, in a log house, lived 
Grant, the painter. Ascending that hill 
to the right was a deep and precipitous 
gulch, the sides of which were heavily 
timbered with oak, hickory, hackberry 
and walnut trees, and almost impene
trable underbrush, in which I have 
trapped rabbits, quail, wild turkey and 
occasionally—a polecat. I suppose that 
that is long ago redeemed from Its 
wlldness, and perhaps that's one reason 
that I have no longing to look upon it 
again. Major Hamilton, in bidding me 
good-bye, when we left for Kansas in 
May, .1878, squinting his eye, that al
ways talked in itself, said, "I'll give 
you, oh, well, perhaps three years to 
stay in Kansas—then you'll be back." 
I've never seen Ottumwa from that 
day. We went into wild western Kan
sas, just as my father and his family 
went into wild Iowa. My life from 
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It makes no difference what*gun you use. You're not getting 
out of it the best work it can do unless you're using Robin Hood 
Ammunition. There's a pleasant surprise in store for you the first 
time you try it. Herfe's wnat a Terre Haute, Ind., man writes us 
of his experience: 

"Ihave^ 
known brands^ 
Hood as the be... .... ... -
and do not string the shot. I do not know of anything better than 
Robin Hood of equal load." ' 

"IT'S ALL IN THE POWDER" " 
Our# Is made in our own mills from a patented secret formula, and is used solely In 
Robin Hood AmmirnlUon. Its force starts the Instant the primer Is htt, and 
increases as tho powder Ignites, creating a velocity •hat drives the shot with ever-
Increasing force through the gun barrel. 

This shown that the (ever-Increasing) push tsallixionedtrectlon, consequently 
there Is very little "kick" to Robin Hood Amminittlon. Because the recoil 
or "kick '* from other powders knocks you off your feet Is no Indication that they 
have superior velocity or penetrating power. The pressure wasted on your shoulder 
Is lost motion that should be applied to foroe the shot. 

Astonishing gains In marksmanship have been made by the convert to Robin 
Hood Amamnltlon simply because It enables him to shoot where he points the 
gun. Our four brands of.powder are: 

Robla Hood SmokeIeM, loaded la Robin Hood and Comet Shells. 
Peerless Smokeless, loaded In Clipper and Capital Shells. 
RspldJte Dense. SmokaUss, loaded in Crescent and Autocrat Sheila. 

, . .  Ecl lpae,  Near Smokeless, loadedln Eclipse Shells. , 
We also make a line of Metallic Cartridges, .22, <33, and .38 callbi®, thai ar* 

without equal for target and gallery practice. They are loaded with smokeless 
powder and are adapted to all makes of firearms using these sises. 

If you will try our ammunition you will find that It kills further—gets there 
quicker—hits harder—and kicks less than any other 
ammunition. Buy it from any of the dealers whose 
names appear below. If that is inconvenient, write 
us and we will see that you are supplied. 

Writs fo# oar cslsloj, anyway. 
Remember, we are the only ammunition manu

facturers in America that manufacture smokeless 
powder and load the products of our own mills. 

R O B I N  H O O D  
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