Tape 1 Transcript 

H: Ready? 

S: Yeah. So you got arrested huh? 

H: Well it was before Doris and I were married. And I went down to Leavenworth [Kansas] at night, on Saturday night, and they had some of the awfullest traffic jams down there. We were right in the middle of this traffic jam and it was raining. 

S: And who's we? 

H: Yeah um.

S: Who is we? Who was with you? 

H: Doris, just Doris and I.

S: Oh before.. Oh OK. 

H: Felt quite a lurch, somebody jumped up on the running board and I had the window rolled up. I rolled the window down and it was a young policeman. 

I was just across the street, two or three stops from going across the street. He said, “Did you hear me tell you to back up?” And I said, “No, I didn't.” Said “You shouldn't have your window rolled up in a traffic jam.” Said, “Drive around to the police station.” And I said, “Where is the police station?” And he says, “It's the next intersection and turn left and it's just two or three blocks.” 

I was at the police station, there I am and he booked me and said “You're going to have to appear in court Monday morning at eight o'clock.” And I said, “Monday morning at eight o'clock I'll be at work.” About this time I was thinking about Doris out there in the car. Well he said, “Well, can you make bond?” And I said, “No, no I can't make bond.” Said “You haven't got three dollars?” I said, “Yes I got three dollars.” “That's three dollars bond,” he said, “If you don't appear in court Monday morning it'll cost you three dollars plus your bond.” I said, “OK you've seen the last of me.” I start for the door and about that time the door busted open and the sheriff walked in. And he said, “What'd they do?” And I said, “Well, I paid them three dollars for bond and if I don't appear in court I lose my bond.” And he said, “You're not going to lose your bond they're going to give it back right now. That policeman  had no business arresting you.” I got my three dollars back. [laughter]

Come to find out the sheriff knew me. I didn't know him but he knew me. The saw mill was right near a power plant and it operated on coal and had great big piles of coal there. And the colored people would slip in there with a gunny sack and sack up coal. And the sheriff and deputies took turns watching the coal. And it was right close to the saw mill, and they'd see me in the saw mill sawing in there. And so he knew me. 

It came in handy when they passed a law that you had to have a driver's license in Leavenworth county. So I went down to get my driver's license. And I looked at the office and didn't know too much about how to do it but... well the man said, “Well, you get a piece of paper. You take it to the sheriff and have him sign it, and I'll give you a driver's license.” 

S: So what did he say? 

H: So I took a piece of paper to the sheriff and he said, “Let's go out look at your car.” Went out and looked at it and he kicked the front wheel and said, “Can you drive that thing?” And I said, “Yes, here's that piece of paper.” And he signed it. I went back up, got my driver's license. 

S: What kind of car was it? 

H: Buick... 27 model Buick Coup with a set of [?} unit and a mother-in-law seat folded out and just folded made a seat back of the cabin. 

S: Oh..

H: You ever see one? 

S: Uh uh.. so it wasn't like a rumble seat, it was inside?   

D: Oh it was all in.  

S: It was all inside.. it wasn't in the back? 

H: It was in the back.

S: But inside the car? Not outside the car?

H: It's outside the car yeah.

S: Like a rumble seat? 

H: Yeah

S: Oh OK.

D: Uh huh inside, the feet was on the outside.

S: Because, I've ridden in a rumble seat. 

D: A real honest-to-goodness seat.

S: Yep, Colorado in October. I froze to death back there. 

D: [laughs] Is that it? 

H: That's it. You want to shut the machine off? 

S: Didn't you get arrested in Kansas City once? 

H: Yeah.. you want that story too? 

S: Yeah I want all your stories. I want to be able to show them to my great grand kids. 

H: Well it was in 1941 and they were preparing for war. And uhm North of Kansas City they had some kind of a milling project going and they advertised for carpenters in the Kansas City Star. So I thought I'd go down there and answer that and may be get a pretty good paying job. So I bought a return, a round-trip ticket to Kansas City. And I got down there and they had just built a new city building up near where the jail was. And uh I don't know what the name of the street was Prospect that the name. So I thought, “Well it's just two blocks out of my way I'll cut that way and see that building.” And I didn't see the building.. but I was walking down the street saw somebody throw a cigarette out of a door way. And it was right around the corner and I thought, “I won't go that way I'll go turn to the left, go on back towards Main Street.” So I started down that way and I heard footsteps behind me. Somebody grabbed my shoulder and whirled me around and said, “Hold on – wait a minute!” said, “I'm a police man.” And he's a young fella in a blue suit and a derby hat. He didn't look like a police man to me. And he started searching me and I had on carpenter's pin stripe overalls and shop jacket. And then he started going through my pockets and I had a can of tobacco that was almost used up in one forward jacket pocket and a full can that hadn't been opened yet in the other, and my pipe and two dollars, less than three dollars in change in my pocket. But I had a five dollar bill in my shoe. 

And he said, “Well, come on in to this police station.” Well, it was just a warehouse, just looked like an empty warehouse, with one single light bulb hanging down from the ceiling. And it didn't look like any police station to me and he didn't look like a police man to me. So he turned and unlocked the door and when he turned and unlocked the door I let him have it. I floored him right on the flat rock. Then I took off, and was running down hill towards Main Street. And he shot, fired two shots, and I'm... “That's sounding like a police man.” About that time a siren opened up on a police car, I knew it was a police man then. 

I had began to slow down, but it took a little bit to slow down. The police car pulled up along side me. One guy got out, he hit me with his night stick. And I grabbed a light pole and I swung around the light pole, and when I swung around the light pole the other police man was there with his night stick. He hit me again. 

And in the mean time the plain-clothes police man had fallen down across the alley, and tore the knees out of his pants. 

So they searched me and took the three dollars and I think eighty-seven cents to pay for his pants. Said, “Now don't you go say anything about this to the sergeant or we'll beat you up when you get come out.” 

So they took me in, to the desk sergeant. They took all this stuff from me. They had my clothes on the desk. They had some kitchen matches. Desk sergeant said that, “Said you guys got an innocent man here” he said “He don't know for nothing!” said,” He's even carrying kitchen matches!” [laughter & snickering] “Now you know that anyone that's carrying kitchen matches is not going to be involved in any drugs or anything like that.” 

But he said, “You hit a police man, so I'm going to have to book you, and have to keep you in jail over night.” So they put me in jail. Next morning, they took me down to the basement to talk to the police sergeant down there. His ears were scarred up and his face was all beaten in a many a battle. He was about sixty years old. He said, “Well son, you got yourself in a heap of trouble last night. And he said, “If a guy tells you he's a police man you'd better believe him.” And I said, “I'll believe it when I see  his uniform.” So.. they turned me loose. I got on a train with my return ticket and I came home. 

D: And told us the story.

S: So where was home? Where did you go back to? Where had you been? Where did you go back to? Where was home? 

H: Nortonville. 

S: So that was before you got married? 

H: No it was at Nortonville we had come up to Nortonville to Stan's folks for Stan to be born.

S: Oh that was during that time?

H: Huh? 

S: That was during that time?

H: Yeah.

S: Oh my goodness! So what did they think when you didn't come home? 

H: I came home when expected they didn't expect me home until then.

S: So when Stan was born..

D: Forty-one.

S: Then you went back down to Oklahoma?

H: Uh hmm.

S: Right away? Or..

H: Yeah uh huh.

D: I think we stayed there a month till he got.. Stan got used to everything. 

H: Yeah. 

D: Well and you had arrived by that time. 

S: I think so! Why I think so, I'm older than he is. 

H: She was five years old.

D: She was what? 

H: Five years old. 

D: She was five. She was going after snakes then at that time, was she? 

S: Well before that I guess. So I guess you came from The Twenty to Nortonville to have Stan, and then went back to The Twenty? 

H: Yeah, uh huh. 

S: OK but you didn't have a saw mill then.. what were you... did you have a saw mill then or were you just hauling logs? 

H: Oh what? 

S: Did you have a saw mill then or were you just hauling logs? 

H: Oh yes, had a saw mill, had a saw mill. 

S: So how many did you have in your lifetime? Saw mill? 

H: I had one saw mill and then I went to runnin' John Puller's saw mill until.. he wanted to go into partnerships with me, and we'd start one saw mill, until we ran out of logs. Then we'd get the other saw mill. We never did go back to my saw mill. His engine broke down, so we moved my engine over there. 

Then his saw mill he just had one saw, and it needed hammering. So there was an Indian saw mill owner that hammered saws. And we got him over there to hammer the saw. I kept up steam while the Indian hammered the saw. 

Yeah, and I watched him, watched what he done, and figured out what it was for. When he got through hammering the saw it was about ten. So we went ahead sawing then and after about a year or so the saw needed hammering again. In the meantime the Indian had left the country. And John said.. I kept telling him I'd go get one of my saws, or two of them, or whatever but no, he'd saw with this saw. 

Well the saw needed hammering and he said what would you do? And I said, “Well, if it was me I'd hammer it.” He said, “You think you can hammer that saw?” And I said, “Look, I think I can.” “OK, do it.” 

So I got a railroad iron out there and I proceeded to hammer the saw. And it ran. Got a log on it and sawed it up. John had a head of steam up on the engine and I sawed the log up and said, “OK there it is John it's running.” Why he said, “You hammered the saw, you saw.” So I began to saw again. John drived the engine. Then he decided he got some parts for his, he decided to fix his engine. So he and I were both up on top of the engine, and he was trying to put the parts together, and I told him, “No that's not the way it goes, John, it goes the other way.” So I reached out and showed him, how it went. Parts just slipped right in there. He bolted it all up and dried off, said, “Well, I think I know where I can find your apartment. That was on Friday. “I think I know where I can find your apartment and Pete probably won't be here until Monday, so,” he said, “You just have to take tomorrow off.” And I said, “What are you talking about?” Well he said, “Well, I've got a lot of farming to do and he said and I can't afford to be working around the mill any more.” And I said, “Why I don't understand.. you're quitting working at the mill?” 

And he blew up. “God dammit!” he said, “When an eighteen-year-old.. take an eighteen-year-old boy to show me how to hammer a saw, and then he has to show me how to fix a steam engine,” he said, “I thinks it's time I quit!” [laughter] So far as I know he never went back to the mill again. [laughter]

So I ran the mill then, hired a fire man and an off bearer and I ran the mill full time. When I fianlly left why his son – I didn't know how – his son must have learned this from nothing.. and his son ran the mill then for a few years. Well, that was two mills. 

[Tape stop and restart]

H: Then uh, we went down to Oklahoma, about the time when you were I don't know about two years old. 

D: She was what? 

H: About two I think. 

D: About two? 

H: Yeah. 

D: Oh. 

H: We was still driving that Buick, and it was hot it was August. And Doris put newspapers up in the window to keep the red sun out of the car. And she fanned, she sat there and fanned you to keep you cool while we was going down the road. 

And we was cuttin' the timber off of Momma’s timberland there. And they had a saw mill over there, cutting.. cutting ties. And Momma decided that she wanted to help me buy a saw mill or that she would buy the saw mill for me. 

And Dick and Burt had a tractor that they made out of a old automobile. And this guy that owned the saw mill wanted that tractor. So he traded the tractor even for the saw mill. They figured each one was worth about one hundred twenty-five dollars. 

So I started sawing ties, and sawed ties at ten cents a tie. And the lumber that came off her paid for the saw mill. And that was my second saw mill. 

Third saw mill was just rented in Atchison. Peter Moore had a saw mill. He wanted me to overhaul the steam engine, put new flues in it, and some more work done he thinks that had to be done on it. So I said, “Well I don’t have any tools. My tools was all gone, disappeared during the war. I don’t have any tools to work on a steam engine.” He said, “Well you go to that round house in Atchison while they’re working on all those locomotives and you could borrow all the tools you need.” 

So that’s what I done. The saw mill was just out on the West outskirts of Atchison and the round house midway through Atchison. So I walked up to the round house. I wanted to borrow a tool. I went.. asked.. talked around through that round house asking if guys had that had the tools I needed. 

Well I was just about through with the job and one guy said, “Where do you work any way?” Said, “We’ve been talking about you, and we can’t figure out where you’re working.” I said, “Why, I don’t work here.” “You don’t?” [laughter] “Oh? Where do you work?” “The saw mill outside of Atchison, out on the outskirts of Atchison.” [laughter] “Well I’ll be durned,” he said, “You had us  fooled all this time, we thought you was working here!” [laughter]

Well I got the job done. Pete said, “Well, uh, why don’t you just run that saw mill a while?” And so I  did. Somebody said, “Well, why in the world would Pete Moore ever let you run that saw mill? That’s his pride and joy!” [chuckles & laughter] He just wouldn’t let, he just wouldn’t let anybody run that saw mill. I run it until I got tired of running it I guess. Don’t know why.. don’t know why I quit. 

While I was running his saw mill I learned a lot about Atchison that very few people know. I was hauling some logs, cutting some logs to help your grandmother. There was a deep ditch, cut across the pasture there. And I looked down in that deep ditch and there was a great big sewer line. So I asked a guy that lived there all his life. I said, “Uh, what.. how come there’s a great big sewer line, way out in the middle of a pasture, a half a mile from Atchison?” 

Paul said there was a big community lived out here, said there was thirty thousand colored people lived here before the Civil War. And they come over from Missouri and just tore up the towns, massacred them, I guess drove a lot of them off, massacred a lot of them. And it was a terrible thing.. nobody.. it’s not recorded in history. But it evidently was so because there’s a great big sewer line down here. 

The guy that told me about that, his father went down in history. He was a.. his nephew was a Union sympathizer or something, and I guess that part of Kansas was uh, anti-negro or something. Anyway, they threw him in a river, threw him in the Missouri River. And he survived. [gasps] That’s a part of history I’ve read about that but.. I don’t know the name now.  

S: You read about them throwing him in the river? 

H: Oh yes, I read about it.. history, Kansas history. 

S: So that was what, the third one? 

H: So yeah that was the third one. And the fourth one was the last one. I worked at two different saw mills, one in Atchison and the other in the middle of the Missouri River, on an island in the Missouri River, and at Abernathy’s.  

S: Was that the furniture place? They make furniture? 

H: Uh huh, yeah. I was working on a [?] and then a saw mill in the middle of the Missouri sawing lumber for lots of factories in Kansas City and also sawing lumber for Army Engineers. They made rafts out of lumber. They’d drive a piling through it, for some reason I don’t understand it, but they sink them, put rocks on them and sink them, and drive pilings down through them. And sawed lumber for a chicken coop factory in Atchison. [?]

We got Herman Babcock’s brother had his car. I saw an ad in the paper, this guy wanted a sawyer. So I got one of Babcock’s brothers to run me up there one Sunday I think. So we went out to the saw mill and the guy said, “I think you’re too young.” 

D: Hmm. 

H: Said, “I need somebody to just take charge of the saw mill to run it.” Said, “I have other business and I need somebody just to take charge. I’d like to hire you but you’re just too young.” 

So we went back. Two or three weeks later why the ad was still in the paper, wanting a sawyer. So I got Herman’s brothers to take me back up there. Said, “Let’s go see, let’s go over to the saw mill.” So far we had just been out in the yard, in the saw mill yard. So I went over to the saw mill and I started talking about the saw mill, what I’d seen about it, variable belt feed and uh, this and that and the other, trying to convince him to open up his eyes. And he said, “Well, I believe you know something about a saw mill.” He said, “I’m going to hire you.” He said, “It’s an eleven gauge saw, did you ever run an eleven gauge saw?” And I said, “No, I never did.” But he said, “They’re very particular,” he said, “You’d better not try to file it.” He said, “I’ll try to be here at ten o’clock every day to swage and file the saw for you.” So Monday ten o’clock came and eleven o’clock came and twelve o’clock came, still no saw filer. So after lunch I sat down and swaged and filed the saw.  

About three o’clock he came full of apologies. And I said, “There’s no need to apologize. I swaged and filed the saw.” He sat there and watched her run for a little bit and said, “Well, I’ll be damned.” So from then on he never bothered. 

So he decided to go to western Oklahoma with his saw mill. And he said, “You go to the Abernathy Furniture Company and apply for a job. So Doris was working in Atchison. She and I went and got on at Interurban.

D: Hmm? 

H: We got on the Interurban.    
 D: The Interurban? 

H: Yeah, the street car that runs between Atchison and Leavenworth. And we went to Leavenworth and I went in to the boss’ office, told him I was looking for a job. And he said, “Well we don’t need a sawyer right now. But if you leave your name and address why, if we need one we’ll let you know.” So I left my name and address in Nortonville, Kansas. I came on down to Gentry and started hauling hay with Bert and Dick. And so a letter came from Abernathy that had gone to Babcocks’ and then forwarded it down to Gentry, and said call them at their expense. 

So we didn’t have a telephone out there so I had to go to town to call. I went to the telephone office and I told them what I wanted. And they got Abernathy’s on the phone. And they said, “Well, we’re needing sawyers. What do you have to have an hour?” I had no idea in the world what they was paying, what anybody was paying for a sawyer. I knew what I got out there in the country but I knew I wanted more than that. So, “Forty-two and a half cents an hour.” 

D: How much? 

H. Forty-two and a half cents an hour, off the top of my head. I said, “Forty-two and a half cents an hour.” “And when can you be here?” And I said, “Wednesday morning.” “OK we’ll look for you.” 

I went in Wednesday morning. Foreman said, “I’ll put you to run this band saw back in the corner. Whenever they have a big log cut a big slab off of it, and cut it off in a certain length and cut turning stock out of it with the band saw. 

So they had that stuff stacked up to the ceiling all around the band saw except for just a one end. So I started sawing turning stock. They had a chart up on the wall, shows what lengths and dimensions. So I sawed turning stock, sawed turning stock all Fall. 

Finally the foreman said, “Have you seen all those great big sycamore logs we’ve been buying lying out there?” And I said, “Yes.” They had stacked them. And he said, “Monday morning you take over the saw. They’re letting the other sawyer go, and you take over the head saw. You’re going to saw quarter-sawed sycamore.” 

S: Quarter-sawed did you say? 

H: Quarter-sawed. Quarter-sawed sycamore. I know you have seen it but you probably didn’t know what it was. But it’s beautiful, beautiful grain. And he called it “Aqua Dura” which means hard water. 

South American Walnut. And it was selling for fifty cents a square foot, three inches in each feet. And that’s what they were paying. Of course they only use it for a little panel at the foot of a bed or the head of a bed, along with dresser drawers. 

S: Oh. 

H: Just a little oval panel on a drawer. So one log would make a million feet of it. So.. Monday morning. 

Well I came home and I told Doris, “Well, I’m in trouble. They hired me as a quarter-sawyer and I don’t know anything about quarter sawing.”  I got a pencil and a piece of paper and started figuring. I finally figured out I needed a couple of plumb bobs to plumb out the center of the logs. So I went out and got a couple of plumb bobs from hardware, and took them to work, and lined them up with the saw so I could send it a log. But I didn’t need them, I didn’t need them. All I needed to do was measure to the center of the log and set the log on that measurement, put the tail end of the log out the same, so that the center was the same measurement. 

Then I went to the saw mill, determined to make a front of it anyway. So I asked was anybody there that had been there when they last quarter-sawed. A cut-off man said yes he had and all the rest said yes he had. I said, “Well, there should be some quarter-sawing dogs here some place.” And the cut-off man said, “I think I know where they might be.” 

They found the dogs and they brought them over and they were trying to put them on the saw mill. I could see where they probably went on and how they worked so I directed the men how to put them on. And the off-bearer said, “You want your hose? You want the hose hooked up?” And I hadn’t though anything about it. [chuckles] Not a hose. But I could understand that you might need one. So I said, “Yeah, every thing just quarter-saw.” 

So he went and got the hose, a short piece of hose and hooked it on. I’d seen a faucet there by the mill but I didn’t have any idea what the faucet was for. So he got the hose, with a nozzle on it. And I put some logs on, lined it up with the front bob, and started down through there. 

Well by this time there was a crowd there. The manager and superintendents and there was two craftsmen. They had two factories in Leavenworth. All the logs would go there. 

I sawed into the log and just was – didn’t hardly get the saw buried until the log closed up on us. I backed out and the operators sprayed water on the saw, cooled it off. I went in again a little farther and backed out. Operator cooled the saw off. I kept on going in and out, in and out until I ground clear through the log. There was one man around the track, I motioned for him to roll it back. He rolled it back and I cut one quarter out, cut it all except about eight inches holding it. Drug the whole thing back, took a bar and pried the one quarter out, sawed it up into quarters. Put one quarter on bark side down, cut of a ¾ inch 3/30 slab off of the quarter. And sawed off – cut off about four 4 3/8ths ? a small board. And a manager looked at the board, and looks down like that. [giggling] They all look. So from then all I done was quarter-sawed sycamore. Until uh.. until I quit. 
I later went back again. I was threshing on a farm at the edge of town. I saw a young fella come across the barn yard. And he looked familiar but I couldn’t figure who he was until he got right up to me. He was a foreman at Abernathy’s. He said they were out of a sawyer, we want you to come back and saw. What do you have to have? 

In the mean time the mill had burned down. And we was just getting ready to build the other mill back when I quit. He said, “What would you have to have?” And I said, “Fifty-two and a half cents and hour, and no layoffs.” He said, “Well let's see.” And so he went to the phone and called Atchison and said, “When can you be there?” And I told him when we’d be there. And I worked there then until the next Spring. 

And Arley? said, “I want you to quit the saw mill and go to work for me. He was getting seventy-five cents an hour. And I said, “Well what can you pay?” He said, “Thirty cents an hour is all I can pay.” And I quit fifty-two and one-half cents an hour and went to work for him for thirty cents an hour. [chuckles] And the rest of it is history. [laughter]
