Granny Remembers

By Ella Hicks Johnson
(1861-1950)

A,
Ella Hicks Johnson

Ella Hicks Johnson was the authorao$mall booklet,Granny Rememberén 1928, in
which she gave recollectior her childhood in Oweshboro, KY. The daughter of Charles
BeverlyHicks and Mary idleyFlynt, she was born 22 September 1861 in OwensboroQHy.
30 August1867 when she vegasix years old her mother died; Mary D. Hi¢kess a monument in
the Todd family lot in Owensboro's EImwood Cemetéry. | fattéers his second wifand their
children, shortly before 1900 removed to Cincinnati, Olbere he died on 19 January 1913
and was buried in Cinci.rEddtaiéss gSparnidnpgar ®@ma s e
Hicks (17941870) & Mary Colson Herndon (1798867) came to Owebsro from Fayette
County, KYduring 18601867 t hey bot h have tombstones in Ow
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Ella Hicks married James Moreland Johnson (i8834) in Owensboro on 31 May
1883 he was the son of Alfred B. Johnson & Martha Moreland

Messenge& Examiner Owensboro, KY
Wednesday, 6 June 1883, p3:

Johnson—Hicks.

The marriage of Mr. James M. John-
son, of Louisville, and Miss Ella Hicks,
of thiscity, was quietly eelebrated at
the residence of the bride’s father, Mr.
C. B. Hieks, on Fourth street, Tuurs-
day morning, at a quarter past 10
o’clock.

No cards were issued, but a few rela-
tives and friends assembled to witness
the ceremony. The bride, who is one
of the brightest and prettiest of Owens-
bore’s fair women, wore a traveling
costume of crushed strawberry shep-
herd’s plaid, and was attended by
Misses Belle Singleton, Sue Luckett,
Annie Carter and Nina Luckett. There
were no groomsmen. The gallant
young man who figures as the groom
in this auspicious affair is a native of
Owensboro, and received his education
here and at the Troy(N.Y.)Polytechnie
Institute, where he graduated with dis-
tinction as a civil engineer. Genial,
honorable and cultivated, he eombines
in his npature the finest social traits
with the dignity and e¢haracter of the
trained student and the exaet business
man.  He hasrecently conneeted him-
self with the Louisville Bridge Com-
pany, and has since resided in that
city, making periodieal visits to hisold
home.

Mr. and Mrs. Johnson left on the
11 o’cloek train by the O. and N. for
Louisville,

In Granny Remembersesides her parents she makes references to the following
relatives, generally using only their first namascle & auntDavid F. & Jane Hicks Todd and
their boys, John, Bev, Dave, Rob & Charles; Cousin Edward ("Ned") Erwin, the orphan of
Edmund C. & Evalina Augusta Hicks Erwin; undeaunt Edward C. & Lucy Isabel Hicks
Carter and their sons, Jimmy & Bev; stepmother Annie Mathisgdiakd former slaves, Ellen
Todd Balden & Alexander Flint, who resided with the Todd family; all of these lived in
Owensboro in the period after the Civil War.

Ellaés husband, James Morel and ©Owenshb@o n, h a

MessengerTuesday, 13 February 19349




I 1 JOMNSON DIE
N LOUISVILLE

Native of Owensboro Will
Be Buried Here At 11
O’clock This Morning.

A week after his appointment as
city building inspector for Louis-

ville, James Morland Johnson, 76,
consulting engineer for many years,
died of paralysis at 2 o'clock Mon-
day morning in his residence at 431
Kensington court, Louisville.

A native of Owensboro, and a
graduate of the Rennselaer Poly-
tichnical Institute at Troy, N. Y.,
Mr. Johnson was president and
chief engineer of the Louisville
Bridge and Iron company for thirty
years and previously had held sev-
eral government engineering posts.

After severing his connection with
the bridge and iron company in
1913, Mr. Johnson was a consulting
engineer with offices in the Louis-
ville Board of Trade building. He
was assistant engineer on the con-
struction of the Henderson bridge
and served for several months as
assistant engineer of the Louisville
& Nashville railroad.

He is survived by his widow, Mrs.
Ella Hicks Johnson; a daughter,
Mrs. Carter Wilson, Nashville,
Tenn., and two grandchildren.

Funeral services wete conducted
at 3 o'clock this afternoon. The
body will be brought to Owenshoro
at 11 o'clock this morning. Burial
will follow in the Elmwood ceme-

tery.

_ Ella Hicks Johnsomater resided in Louisville, K and Nashville, N. In the ldter place
§he died on 14 May9hb0, at the age of 88. She wasibd in Owensboro at EImwood Cemetery,
in the northwest end of section Beside her husband in the Johns#toreland family lot. The
following obituaies for Ella and her father appeared in@weensboro newspapers:



Owensboro Messengélfuesday, 16 May 195@7:

Mrs. Ella Hicks Johnson

Mrs. Ella Hicks Johnson, widow
of James Moreland Johnson, died
at 12, noon, SBunday at the Nash-
ville hospital, . Nashville, Tenn.,
after a lingering illness. She was

born in Owensboro.

. Burviving are one daughter, Mrs,
Carter Wilson, Nashville; two sis-
ters, Mrs. Evelyn Hicks, and Mrs,
Eula Horton, Cincinnati, Ohio;
and two grandsons, Lindsey and
James Wilson, Nashville.  Mrs. 8.
Y. S8weeney, Owensboro, is a cous-
in

. The body will arrive in .Owens-
boro at’' 2:40 p.m. today and be
taken to the “Elmwood cemetery
where services will be conducted
at 3 p.m. The Christian Science
society will have charge of the
services.

Owensboro InquirerTuesday, 28 January 1913, p6:

. B, B

FORMER OWENSBORO CITIZEN
PIES IN CINCINNATI

Was 79 Years Old and He Is Survived
by a Wife and Five
Children

Information has heen received in
Owecnsboro announcing the death of
Mr. Charles B. Hicks, which occurred

in Cincinnati, en Sunday, January 19,
at his home, 2312 Adamsg street. The
funeral tok place from the residence
the following Tuesday with interment
at Spring Grove cemetery,

Mr, Hicks was formerly a cilizen
of Owengboro and for a number of
years resided on East Fourth street,
At one time he was engaged in the
planing mill business and was one of
the prominent business men of the
city, Hig family was composed »! his
wife, and three song, Tharles, Krnest
and wllam -lt-;icks. m;s‘g tm (ll,:ip'{‘h.
ters: Atithe time of hig deatly Mr,
Hicks wae 79 years old . . . . '



OwensbordMessenger2 December 1928, p7:

‘Granny Remembers

By Ella Hicks Johnson
A story of Child Life in Owensboro in the ’60s.

An attractive Holiday Gift for
Young and Old.

GANT’S BOOK STORE. Sixty Cents.

Lexington Herald Lexington, KY, 21 April 1929, Feature section, p8:
A N ekentucky Books column

The bookshops are offering “Gran-
ny Remembers,” by Mrs. Ella Hicks
Johnson, of Louisville, and a very
interesting tit of autobiographing
in fiction form it is. She said in
her brief foreword that “the recol-
lections embodied in the following
sketch were compiled originally for
the entertainment of my grand-
children and their friends. Being
written from an adult viewpoint
they may prove more interesting to
older readers Therefore, Granny
craves the brief and indulgent at-
tention of those wno are young and
those who are otherwise.™

Being keen about her book 1
asked Mr€. Johnson to set down for
me the facts of her life, which she
did in part as follows: ’

“While the scene of this sKetch is
laid in Owensboro, Kentucky, all of



the grown persons mentioned, even
some of the negroes, were born and
reared near Lexington. The plap-
tation of my grandfather, Beverly R.
Hicks, who was widely known as an

there called Fayette Seminary, and
he lived in Lexington until 1868.
My mother, Mary Hyat, was a

"thMn‘lmbﬂhn&
tives of Owensbore (I was born in
1861) but came to lLouisville im-



tributor to the Xentucky Progress
magazine. Her “Granny Remem-
bers™ is published by the J. W.
Burke Compnany, of Macon, Ga., and
should be in every Kentucky -
brary. We hope it is or w¥! be
soon.

i GRANNY |
{ REMEMBERS
$ BY ELLA H. JOHNSON b
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FOREWORD

+4

HE recollections embodied in

the following sketch were com-
piled originally for the entertain-
ment of my grand-children and
their friends. Being written from
an adult viewpoint they may prove
more interesting to older readers.
Therefore, Granny craves the brief
and indulgent attention of those
who are young and those who are
otherwise.

Louisville, Ky., May 31, 1928.



A WAR BABY OF 1861

GRANNY REMEMBERS

r—d—t

CHAPTER 1

A WAR BaBY OF 1861

WAS born in 1861, just a few months after

the first gun of the War Between the
States had been fired in Charleston Harbor
and this country had entered the bitter con-
flict that lasted for four long years—born in-
to a world where sectional feeling ran high,
a little hamlet in Southwestern Kentucky,
that was a hot-bed of the. Confederacy. In
other localities family was divided against
family, father against son, brother against
brother; but in our little world all the people
we knew were staunch Secessionists, so love
of the South is in my blood. It is a birth-
mark, almost an obsession. Even at this late
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12 GRANNY REMEMBERS

day, when the fire of youth has been replaced
by the calmness of age, the strains of “Dixie”
bring tears to my eyes and General Lee, our
beloved “Mars Robert,” is still my one and
only hero.

My earliest recollection is a doubted one.
My father always insisted that I was far too
young to remember it. I persist in thinking
I do remember it, and am not just repeating
hearsay. Union troops were in possession of
our house and had ordered my mother to
prepare a meal for them. She appeared to
obey, and took me and a negro woman to the
outdoor kitchen and from there escaped
through a window, and the three of us spent
‘the night in hiding, in a turnip field. Now
this is what I think I remember, lying in my
mother’s lap and looking up at the stars.

GRANNY REMEMBERS 13

Presently she put her hand over my eyes and
said, “Go to sleep, Ella.” I don’t remember
where we were, but I do remember the stars,
her hand over my eyes and being told to go
to sleep. Father and I always disagreed
about it. He said I couldn’t; I said, and still
say, “I do.”

My mother’s mother, who lived in Mis-
souri, following a family custom, had sent
me, at my birth, a negro boy and girl, Alex
and Mimi, about ten and twelve years old
respectively. My next recollection is of a
line of bluecoated soldiers picketed along our
front fence. My father, in irons, was
brought to the gate and my mother allowed
to speak to him from the front steps; no
nearer. I never knew why it occurred nor
what it was all about, but Mimi carried me
down and held me up while I put my head

11



14 GRANNY REMEMBERS

between the bayonets and kissed him. Being
manacled, he couldn’t raise his hands. He
was later taken away as he had come, under
guard.

The Federal gun-boats, as they passed up
and down the river, usually shelled the town,
on general principles, I suppose, and I grew
to know the whine of the bombs as they
passed over the house; we were so close to
the river that they always fell beyond us.

There were days when every one went
about with hushed movements while rows
and rows of marching blue-coats went
through the street. We watched them furtive-
ly through jalousies, as all the houses were
closed, shuttered and deserted-looking. Some
one, my aunt, perhaps, said: “The whole
Union army must be going by,” and some
one replied, “This isn’t a drop in the bucket.”

GRANNY REMEMBERS 1§

For years I puzzled over this remark. It
was too much for my childish understanding.
Even now I never hear the expression with-
out seeing that darkened room and hearing
the sound of those tramping, tramping feet.

Then there were days when a cluster of
tents was pitched in a nearby field, and every
one moved heaven and earth to take these
gray-clad men all the food and clothing that
could possibly be spared from our own scanty
store, for these were “our boys”; ‘our own
“Johnny Rebs,” and we'd all gladly go
hungry and cold to aid them. We were ready
to live and die for Dixie.

I had developed into a runaway. Early
in the morning, when Mimi was dressing me,
I'd twist out of her hands, unbuttoned and
unbrushed, and dart away to my favorite
neighbors and present myself in the dining-

12



16 GRANNY REMEMBERS

room, where I was welcomed, buttoned and
given a seat at the breakfast table—unless
Mimi followed me too closely.

My father had a fine pointer dog named
Ponto, who was sent to get me if he were
within call. He’d catch my small garments
in his mouth, turn me around and push me
ignominiously before him, and neither yells
nor coaxing had any effect upon him. Some-
times I would drop on the ground screaming
with rage, but he’d never loose his hold.
He’'d wait till I got up or someone came to
help him. He had been sent to bring me
back and bring me back he did, once from the
edge of the river when I had sneaked away
while older backs were turned, for those
were busy days, filled with many unaccus-
tomed duties. Always after these returns,
Ponto was petted and praised and I was

GRANNY REMEMBERS 17

spanked with a hair-brush; but experience
taught me nothing. Again and again I'd run
away, and again and again my mother used
the hair-brush. One exploit was almost fa-
tal. I ran over to “our tents” and was being
highly entertained by a sick soldier when
Ponto appeared and relentlessly marched me
home. The harm was done, however. The
man broke out with smallpox, and so did I,
and for a time my life hung in the balance,
but I came through unscarred and none of
the household had it.

Ponto was a magnificent bird-dog and a
most intelligent animal. He brought the
mail from the post office, where it was put in
his mouth by the postmaster, and he refused
to deliver it to anyone outside the house. It
must be done in-doors. He did the family
marketing on the credit system, carrying a

13



18 GRANNY REMEMBERS

basket with lists for the butcher and the gro-
cer, and he always brought the packages
back untouched. He was a feature of the
small town and became so famous that he
was finally stolen, to the regret of every one
—even myself.

The first plaything I recall was a good-
sized doll trunk, for that place and time quite
a pretentious toy. I was alone in my moth-
er’'s room one day, playing with this trunk
when suddenly a Confederate soldier sprang
through the open window, followed quickly
by two Yankees, who fired at him. They ran
through the house and killed him at the door
of the outside kitchen. I had run under the
bed with my cherished trunk, thinking they
had taken everything else and they'd take
that also. I was too terrorized to answer
when I heard my mother’s agonized tones,

GRANNY REMEMBERS 19

“Ella! Ella! O my God! Where is Ella?”
I finally gathered strength to crawl out and
let her see that I hadn’t been shot, but we
were a shaken household that day.

Guerrilla bands, formed from the mal-
contents of both armies, harried an already
harassed community. One of these bands
burned our county courthouse in broad day-
light for the sheer pleasure of destroying. I
stood on the steps of our gallery and watched
the burning sheets from books and papers
rise and fall in fiery showers.

When the war was over, the stricken
South stooped to pick up its staggering bur-
den and adjust itself to a changed order of
living.

Then came the carpet-bag administration
and the Ku Klux. A tap on the door, a
white face at the window. No word was

14



20 GRANNY REMEMBERS

said but the men of the family rose and quiet-
ly disappeared, and after varied lengths of
time, as quietly returned. Sometimes these
rappings came late at night, and when I
heard them I lay still in my bed. I didn’t
know what they meant, but I knew enough to
be quiet and ask no questions. And for me
that was knowing a good deal, because I was
an interrogation-point. I asked questions in
season and out. Aunt Lizzie, my mother’s
_ sister, was living with us, and one day I plied
her with questions till she was desperate. At
last I asked, ‘“What makes 'em call a chair a
chair?” “Mary,” she called to my mother,
“take this child out of here. She has asked
me ten questions in fifteen minutes and 1
can’t answer any of them.”
My inquiring turn of mind and fancy for
experiment often got me into trouble. Once

GRANNY REMEMBERS 21

I stewed some apple peelings, water and su-
gar, in a tin box that had held brass caps for
Father’s gun. 1 had terrible pains in my
“tummy” from poisoning, but fortunately,
very promptly, nearly threw up my small
heels, and so removed the stew and no harm
resulted.

Down in our big back yard a swing
was hung from the limb of a large pear tree.
This was my favorite place of amusement
and I not only swung but played under this
tree. One day I found a young jaybird lying
on the ground. I knew it had fallen from its
nest in the pear tree and I picked it up and
started to the house. The mother bird flew
around me scolding shrilly, but I ran on.
Then the mother bird lit on my head and be-
gan to peck me. I screamed and Mimi came
running down the long back steps. “‘Drop

15



22 GRANNY REMEMBERS

the bird, Ella,” she called, “drop it.” But 1
held on to it though the blood was streaming
over my face from the blows of the bird’s bill
on my forehead. “Throw the bird down,”
called Mimi again, still running, but I stum-
bled on, screaming and blinded by the blood
until Mimi reached me, tore the young bird
from my hand and drove away the mother.
Then she carried me, still shrieking over my
wounds and the loss of the bird, to the house
where my head was dressed and I was com-
forted with a large stiff slice of quince mar-
malade. My mother told me the little bird’s
mother was taking care of the bird baby just
as my mother was taking care of me.

One summer, probably 1866, my father,
my mother and I went out to Missouri to
visit my mother’s family. My grandmother
lived about a hundred miles from St. Louis,

GRANNY REMEMBERS 23

and we traveled to St. Louis on one of the
floating palaces that represented the height
of elegance in river steamers. From there
we had a long, tiresome journey by stage-
coach. My recollections of this homestead
are: great stretches of prairie and the mourn-
ful calling of whippoorwills. I remember
being shown a place in the eaves of the garret
and told that a Confederate soldier had been
hidden there, by my grandmother. He had
crept through a cornfield to the back yard
where she was boiling some clothes in an old
soap kettle. She had no soap but was trying
to get some effect from the soap that was
soaked in the kettle. Her slaves had left her
when they were freed. My aunt was in
town, so Grandmother was alone on the place.
The fugitive soldier begged her to hide him,
which she readily did and got back to the

16



24 GRANNY REMEMBERS

soap kettle before the pursuing blue-coats
arrived. They searched the place while she
went calmly on with her work, though she
knew if he were discovered she would be ar-
rested, and the very lightest penalty for har-
boring him would be the confiscation of all
her property. In Missouri, Federal law was
brutally administered by those in authority.
But the searchers failed to find him and he
stayed several days for a much-needed rest.

We came back to Cincinnati on one of the
splendid boats that was afterwards destroyed
in a collision, the United States, 1 think it
was. That boat and the America came to-
gether in one of the most dreadful river trag-
edies on record.

Lincoln’s successor, President Johnson,
was on board our boat. I walked up to him,
with my hands behind my back, and very

GRANNY REMEMBERS 25

pertly told him I was a Rebel. He laughed,
took me on his lap and talked to me as long
as I would stay. Early the next morning I
was out on deck alone. I had dragged a chair
from the ladies’ cabin out to the guards, and
was standing on it, leaning over to watch the
water. The President came along and, lifting
me down, said he didn’t want me to fall over-
board and drown, even if I were a little Rebel.
He stood and talked to me until my father
came to take me to breakfast.

From Cincinnati we took a long, winding
stage journey to visit my father’s sister in
Grant County, Kentucky. The road was
rough and hilly and the stage coach rocked
and swayed in a most terrifying manner. On
one bad turn my mother’s sole-leather bonnet-
trunk bounced off the stage and went top-
pling wildly down a steep hillside. The

17



26 GRANNY REMEMBERS

language of the poor driver, before he re- -
placed the truant article was as tall as the
hill. After a fearful shaking up we finally
reached the house, and the visit was a blissful
one for me. A little branch of Eagle Creck
ran through the grounds, and such mud pies
and such rock dams I had never made. The
house was said to be haunted, but, of course,
at that time I didn’t know it. I have no re-
membrance of the trip home from there, ex-
cept stopping for a while at a hotel in Louis-
ville. 1 don’t know how we got there nor
how we got home.

My mother became ill, dreadfully ill—
congestive chill, the doctor said—and for a
while seemed to be improving. One day we
went to dimner, leaving with her a little bell
to ring if she wanted anything. Presently
it rang, and every one ran to her. Mammy

GRANNY REMEMBERS 27

reached her first. “Lift me up,” she said.
Mammy lifted her and held her and when
Father, Aunt Lizzie and I got there, my
mother was dead.

Very shortly after Mother’s death, we
moved to a new house my father had built
for her. Aunt Lizzie kept house. Mammy
and her husband; Uncle Henry, did most of
the work and Mimi looked after me. I
played a little with Eliza, Mammy’s daugh-
ter, just a year my senior. Everyone, except
Mimi, was kind to me—but I wasn’t happy
in my new house. I suppose I missed my
mother.

Mimi had made my life a burden by tell-
ing me terrible ghost stories and had me
under control. For instance, when I was
playing in the yard she’d send me up to the
house for biscuit and butter. Aunt Lizzie

18



28 - GRANNY REMEMBERS

would give me several, which I'd carry back
to Mimi, who would eat them, never giving
me a crumb. She’d tell me the horrible
ghost with a rattling chain would get me if
I told on her. At meals my aunt would
exclaim at my appetite, and wonder how I
could eat so much. I'd look at Mimi and
cower. The “rattling chain” was an effective
weapon. She was supposed to sit with me
at night until I went to sleep, when again the
ghost was raised. I'd lie paralyzed with fear
while she walked off with the candle and left
me in a darkness peopled with hideous fan-
cies. Poor woman: she finally died, blind
and bed-ridden, perhaps in return for her cru- _
elty to me. In some way Mammy found out
what she was doing, and she was sent to live
where there were no children.

After that I played with Eliza to my

GRANNY REMEMBERs - 29

heart’s content. We had’wonderful make-
believe tea-parties, with the broken pieces of
glass and china we dug from the ground,
and we constructed ingeniots houses of sticks.

Aunt Lizzie had the idea then prévalent
that a little girl's complexion must be care-
fully shielded. She’d tie a sun-bonnet on me
when I started out to play and in a short time
it hung from my neck. At last she worked
two button-holes in the top, pulled two locks
of my hair through and braided them. After
an hour or two I got the scissors, cut the hair
off and removed the bonnet. After a second
cutting she gave it up.. I suppose she thought
I might as well be black as shorn. ¥

Uncle Henry was most entertaining to
Eliza and me. We'd listen by the hour to
stories of his experiences as a wagoner during
_ the war, and we never grew tired of the tale

19



30 GRANNY REMEMBERS

of the time in Louisiana he sat down on a
rusty log that proved to be an alligator. He
made this most dramatic and we saw vividly
all the dangers he escaped from the ’gator
to the “Jacky-my-lantern” in the swamp. But
with it all I wasn’t happy. I missed my
mother. This part of my life seems to be
in a box all by itself. It doesn’t mingle with
any of the rest of it.

Then Aunt Lizzie went back to Missouri
because her mother was sick and my father’s
niece came as housekeeper. We moved
to another house and it was here I was guilty
of a dreadful piece of vandalism. A portrait
of my grandmother, in Missouri, -hung over -
the high mantelpiece in the parlor and the
eyes appeared to follow one wherever one
moved. I suppose I had been terribly naughty
and was suffering the stings of conscience.

GRANNY REMEMBERS 31

By means of a table and a chair I climbed
up on the mantel and with a pair of scissors,
stuck holes in the eyes of the portrait of my
grandmother, so she couldn’t watch me.

My father gave me the thing I most
dreaded — a “talking to” — wherein he
stressed the enormity of my destruction and
moved me to bitter tears of contrition and
very shortly an indignant family in Missouri
demanded the instant return of the portrait.

20



CHAPTER II .

AvunTt JAaNE's HoUsE

UNT Jane's house sat back—far back

—in a big yard, and over the front en-
trance grew a wonderful wistaria vine strong
enough to bear the weight of a large man on
its twisted branches and, in season, a riot of
long, purple blooms.

The house had many large, square rooms
and from the upper windows—especially the
garret—there was a magnificent view of the
river.

A big mulberry tree grew in one corner of
the yard and we and the squirrels gorged on
the ripened fruit. ‘“We" were eight boys and
myself. Aunt Jane's five—]John and Bev,
the two “big boys;" Dave and Rob, the mid-
dle ones; Charlie, her youngest, and Ned, an

A MID-VICTORIAN SPORTS COSTUME
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GRANNY REMEMBERS 33

orphaned nephew who lived with her. Then
there were Aunt Lucy’s two sons; Jimmy and
Bev—little Bev, the youngest of all of us—
who spent as much time as possible at Aunt
Jane’s and 1 almost considered it my home.
I slept in a trundle bed in Aunt Jane's room
and she and Uncle David humored me—the
“motherless little girl”’—far more than was
good for me. ;
There was a vast garden where all sorts of
vegetables grew; a patch of strawberries of
untold sweetness; raspberries — red, black
and yellow—around the fence; gooseberries
and currants in lustrous shades of green and
crimson; watermelons that we broke like van-
dals, eating the heart only, and leaving the
rest to rot, and cantaloupes that we scorned.
Yards and yards of morning-glories and
Cherokee roses twined over the broken fences
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for there was no one to work this plot of
plenty except my boy, Alex, and the two big
boys.

Out beyond the white front fence was a
- wide dirt road usually dusty or muddy, then
a stretch of grass plot to a steep bank. At
the foot of this bank a sandy beach and the
beautiful Ohio River with a green island
upstream and the low green Indiana shore a
mile across. This was our Paradise. We
had a disreputable and leaky old “dinky”
boat that we kept supplied with empty tin
cans, for it was necessary for at least one of
her crew to bail steadily during her passage.
In low water we pulled and paddled about in-
the most reckless way and in high water
dragged our boat to safety. When the river
was frozen over we ‘‘skeeted” through the
smooth places as far out as we dared and
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often raced back when the ice began to crack
under our weight. Only the big boys had
skates. The “‘small fry” slipped and slid in
a fearfully fascinating way that was a heavy
tax on our shoes. The sandy bank was a
sheer drop of about forty feet, honey-combed
with the nests of sand martins. We used to
burrow into those holes and only the Provi-
dence said to care for children and fools kept
us from being buried in the sand or drowned
in the river.

We knew the whistle of every boat that
passed and the songs of the deck hands were
quite as familiar to us and far more popular
than those we sang at Sunday School, from
our singing book, the Oriola.

All of us sang and Bev had a good tenor
voice. We rattled bones and Ned played the
juice .(Jews) harp and the French harp—
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