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CHAPTER I

-

MY START IN LIFE

If 1t had not been for the Panic of 1857 and
the iong Depression which followed it I should have been born
in Taylor County, Iowa, That was what my father and mother
had planneds In fact, however, I was born in a log house in
Erie County, Pennsylvenia, on November 5th, 1857. It was
the home of my ploneering maternal grandrlthsi‘ Walter Raleigh

" MoCulloughe No home in which I have ever lived has left me
with pleasanter memorio; of itself, It was a Cape Cod house,
a story and a half high, built of matched hewn logs, its floors
of nafrow fitted oak planks, 1ts walls celled, 1i:| "up ;tn.tnn"f
finished, a big fireplace in its living rooms  There were
spreading frame out-buildings to accommodate the mlti_pio
activities of a farm which was Iin my time a going congern, I

remember best the big cool milk room with its dozens of filled
pans on the racks, 1ts huge wooden bowl heeped with yellow ‘

S

butter on its way to the firkin, its baskets plled with eggs,
its plump drenﬁod poultry ready for markete :




like all younk married people of ’lmi Gt
‘angestry and experience hnun;' their way to ‘n,nko my M
wanted land, Land of their own combined with what my father
could earn at his profession as a teacher and his trade as a

joiner, meant future security. It was the proved way of the
early Aserican,

After much lodking about in Northeastern /7 )

- Pernasylvania where the families of both of them were settled,
they had decided that the West offered greater oppertunity and
80 in the Spring of 1857, a year after his marriage, ny fothu,
¥ranklin Sunner Tarbell by name, started out to find a farm,

He had but little money in his poeket and the last one

hundred fifty miles of his eearch were made on foot. How
‘enthusiastic he was over the claim he at lust securedi Iiis
letters tell of the splendid dome of sky which o&m it, of
the far view over tie prarie, of marvellous flowers and birds,
of the daily paseing along the horiszon of a strean of covered
wagons, settlers bound for caltromin. Puoe }n-x-. Kansag,
nebraska and some of them he found were urncll? :duon,xunu
the very state pfoluvwx which for the moment seemed to him the
gate to Paradise. .

He set himself gaily at breaking land, building
the house for mother, working in a saw mill to pay for the
lumber, lie did it aleone, even to tho making of window fraues
and doors. I know how he did it « whistling from morning 'til




night, mischief and tenderness chasing each other acress his
blue eyes as he thought of my motherts coming, their m
together.

The plan they had made provided for her going
west with their household goods in August. The W‘l
arranged for, so they thought, but before it was taken frau the
bank the panie came and every county bank in l'mﬁyl.nm-m |
6losed. There was no momey anywhere, nothing to do but q :
mother to stay where she was while my father struggled to earn
by teaching and cm.ntu" work the money which would bring us
on. But the panic reached Ioﬁ. dried up its money supply.
People were living by barter, wmy f-tho: reported. what a
heartebreaking waiting it was for them coming as it did after-
an engagement of 8ix years every week of mcn my‘ had both
found long.

The fall and winter of 1857, the spring and
summer of 1858 passed. ann there was no money to be had
and then in the Fall of 1858 father started out to Seagh his
way to us, sefore he found a school he had walked one hundred
and eighty miles « walked until his shoes and clothes -in worn
and tattered. It was "shabby and broke," as he had written it
would be that he finally in the Spring of 1869 when I was a
year and a half old made his way back to my mother still living
in the log house in Erie County. - :

According to the family annals I deeply
resented the intimacy between the strange man and my mother




g0 far my exclusive possession. Flinging my arus about my

mother, so the story went, I oried, "Go away bad man.®

The problem for my father now was tq :
money to take us back to Iowa, for my mother to nntm her
patient waiting. JFor a dosen years before m l-l'ﬂm she
had taught in distriot sehoolein Erie County, as well as in
a private sehool of an Aunt in Pounhknp-h. New York. She
was & good teacher but she was marriedt  She must -stay with

" her family then until her husband had a home ready for her,

so ruled my grandmother chockefull as she was of the best and
severest New England rules for training girlds to be ladies.
You might live in a log house. You were reminded loftily
that many of the "best families® had done that while ®ssttling
the country® but you must "never forget Iho you aret® "Remenber
that your father is a MeCullough of an ancient and honored
Scotloh elan, his mother a m-un of Bir Walter's family, that
I am a Seaburyd my great uncle the first Episcopal sishop in the
United States, my mother a welles, her father on washington's
staff,* It was a litany her four daughters all had to learni
gxciting employment waited my father. For
six or seven years before nis marriage wnen ne was Sarning '
his w through the Academy of Jauestown, New York, he spent
his summers running a fleet of three or more flatboats of
merchandise to be delivered at trading points on the Allegheny
and the dhio Rivers « always as far South as Louisville .




gometimes even up the lin!.suixipi. "Captain Tarbell", his
gmall and jolly erew called him, The River was the chief high-
way of a great countryes To 1ts waters came the pioneer and
trader, the teacher, the promhor. the soientist, the proph-t.
as well as every specles of gambler, charlatan, lpﬂlnhm.
swindler, cut-throat. Ry father's stories of what he saw
were among the joys of my childhood;- a great fleet of steam=
boats burning at Pittsburgh, a hanging, river churches and
preachers and show boats, children who never knew other homes
then a boat, towns, cities and what he loved best of all =
-nights floating quietly down the great Ohio, the moon aboves
Not atrange that after those cruel months of working his way
back to us he should have seized this opportunity egain to take
charge of his Jamestown friend's river enterprise.

The trip went well and at the end of August
1859 he turned back, money in his pocket to take us to Iowas
But as he journeyed Eastward he was met everywhere by excite-
nent. A man had drilled a well near a lumber settlement in
Northwestern Pennsylvania, Titusville it was called, drilled
for oll and found 1t, quantities of ite My father, like most
nen who travelled up and down the Allegheny and Ohio in those
days, was femiliar with orude petroleum. He had used 1t
to grease creaking machinery and, too, as a medicine = &
genersl cure all - Seneca oil, used it for the eolds, the
tfevor and ague, the wodk lungs which had afflicted him from
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boyhood. He knew; too, that there weres those who believed

that u’ rock-o0il, ad 4 was ealled, could be found in

_ sufficient quantities it would make a better light than the eoal and

whale oils then in common use. The well near Titusville
pumm:‘/';ilfri to one hundred barrels a day, nobody M how
much, proved that if other reservoirs or veins could be opened
by such drilling there would be oil to light the waorld, ; :

Rumors were exciting and grew in the telling.
The nearer he came to Erie County the bigger the well. He
met men on foot and horseback making their way in. '- -lmag
to look into before he staurted back to Iowa, He looked ilto ;
it, not merely at Titusville with its first well, but he went
down the stream on which the first well sStood and where other
wells were alroady drilling. Oil Creek it was called. What
if they continued to get oil, my father asked himself, where
would they put 4t? They would need tanks, tanks in numbers.
He believed he could build one that would heold five hundred or
more barrels. e said as nﬁch to the owner of a well dltill.ns
down the ereak near the mouth of a tributary ocalled Cherry M.
*Show me a model that won't leak and I'll give you an order,"
He lost no time in making his nodel and got his order.

Here was a chance for a business if odl
continued to be found, a business with more money in it thnn he
had ever dreaned of making. norooni. he kno’w“m tfu elenents
of that business, had had experience in handiing them. Tank

‘building ealled for his trade, that of the Joiner. Iowa coudd

wait,




i By the summer of 1860 he had his shop going
at the mouth of Cherry Run near the well for which he h“
Ceseived his firet order. The shap Fusning, he Duidt whed
was to be my mother's first home of her own, the one for
which with infinite confidence and infinite pain she had
been waiting since her marriage four years and a half mu

It was in October of 1860 that my father
drove his little fauily over the Allegheny foothil.s some
forty miles. There were two of us ghildren now for in July
of 1860 my brother William Walter Tarbell, named from his two
grandfathers had been born. Close beside his shop rm had
built a shanty, It had a living room with an al.uv.M
bedroom with trundle beds for us children and a kitehen. A
covered passage led into the shop which was soon to bo the
joy of my life for here were great piles of long odorous ourly
pine shavings into which to rall, to take naps, to tﬂu ny
gown and in which to search day in and day out for the longest,
the ourliest. ; '
But these shavings and my delight in them
were a later discovery. My first resction to my new
surroundings was one of agute dislike. It aroused me to &
revolt which is the first thing I am sure I Femember about my
1ife « the birth in me of conecious experience. This revolt
did not come from natural depravity, on the Oom it was &
natural and righteous protest against having the un and home

|~
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I had known and which I loved taken away without explanation
ﬁdanu scene, a new set of rules which I did not like
sudden Yf....d.

My 1ife in the l.ochonumunm“
joyous interests. There were turkeys and ducks and m-u,
lanbs and colts and calves, kittens and puppies « never ma
I be without pnyntu. There were trees and woods and '
flowers in swmer - a great fireplace with pop corn and -’l.
candy in winter and I an only grandchild the center ol it all.
sut what had I come tot AS mother realized a plave ot)oﬂll.
‘a 6reek rushing wildly at the side of the house, grest oil
ﬁttl sunken in the eartih not far awy, a MG inviting to
adventurous climbing &t the door. No wonder that warnings
and scoldings and occasional switohings dogged my steps.
noreover, I was mo longer the center of the cizole, & baby
filled her arms  "my" armel A man still strange gave me
orders and claimed her « "my" mother. |

It was not to be endured and so one Noveuber

day just after my third birthday I announced I was going to leave.
"Going back to grandum.® “Very well,* my mother said, I knew
the way the men went when they walked away fram the shop and X
followed it, but not far., Acress the valley in which we
iived ran an embankment. To my young eyes it was as hluﬁ as &
mountain and the nearer I came the higher it looked, the higher
and blacker. And then suddenly as I came to its foot I n-um'
that I had never been on the other side, that I did not know the




way to grandma's. I knew I was beaten and sat down to think
it over. Never in all these years since have I faced defeat,
known that I must retreat that I have not been again that .
1ittle figure with the black mountain in front of i, -. nmo i
figure looking longingly at a shanty dim in the growing u“
but showing & light in the window. :

Finally I turned slowly baek to the house
and sat down on the steps. It seemed a long time before the
door opened and my mother in a surprised voice said:

*Wiy, lda, I thought you had gone %o OM' "

*I don't know the way," I said humbly.

"Very well, come in and get your supper.®

Respect for my mother, her wisdom in dealing
with hard situations was born then. I was not to be punished;
I was not to be laughed at} I was to be acoepted. Years later
ghe told me of the unhappy hour she spent watehing me go off
so sturdily, to cose back so droopingly, watehing with Sears
running down her cheeks, but determined I must learn my lesson.
It was a bit of wisdom she nevery ceased to prastice. Wy
mother always let me carry out my revolts, return when 1 would
| and no questions asked.
» In She thres years we spent in the shanty on
the flats there is but one other episode that Lad for me the
same selferevealing quality as this revelt. It was my first
attempt to test by experiment. The brook which ran beside the
house was rapid, moisy, in times of hign water dangerous for




children. Watehing it, faseinated, I observed that some
things floated on the surface, others dropped to the bottom.
It set me to wondering what would happen to my little brother,
then in dresses, if dropped in. I had $o find out, There
was & foot bridge near the house and one day when I supposed
I was unobserved I led him onto it and dropped him in. iHis
1ittle skirts spread out and held him up. rortunately at
that moment his screams brought a neareby workman and he was
umd. 1 suppose I was spanked, of that I remember nothing,
only the peace of satisfied ouriosity in the certainty that my
bro‘hcr belonged to the catagory of things which floated.

what I really remember of these early days
concerns oniy my personal discoveries, diseoveries of the kind
of person I was, of the nature of things around me which stirred
my curiosity. Whether or not a childish experience was deep
enough to etoh itself on my memory or Af I only knew of it from
hearing it told and retold I always decide by this test: 4f I
really remember it the happening is set in a scene, a scene with
a baockground, exits, entrances and properties. I kmow I
remember my revolt and defeat because I always see At a® an
act on a stage, every dot-u. every line clear,

0f the pregnant, bisarre and often twl
development going on about me I remember nothing, yet the
uncertainties and dangers of it wsre part of our daily fare,




Whether there was oil in the ground in
sufficient quantities to justify the prodigious effort being
made to find it nobody could know. If not the shop and
Mynu.mxou.mmrxmmutuuau
Iowa. All that winter of 1860 and 1861 my father was asking
himeelf that question, but in 1861 it was answered when up and
down 0i1 Creek a succession of flowing wells came in, wells
producing from three hundred to three thousand uiroxl a day =
sfountain wells®” « 'spoﬁtul' « they called them from the
great streaus which rose straight into the air, one to two
Hundred feet to fall in a olly greensblack spray over the
surrounding landscape.

Deadly, dangerous, too, as the 01l Region
learned to ite sorrow by a disaster almost at the door steps
of our Cherry Run home. It was the evening of April 17, 186).
The news of the Fall of Sumter had just reached thi nttxmf.
remote a8 it was from rail and telegraph connections, and all
the men of the town had gathered after supper at one place or
aother to diecuss the osituation. et 414 4% mawil WS
would the President do? Jly father was sitting on a cracker
barrel in the one general nn;o. As® he and his friends talked
& man ran in to tell the company that a fresh vein of oil had
been struck in & well on the edge of the towm. Its owner
Henry Rouse had been drilling it deeper, the oil was spouting
over the derrick. Oreat news for the community still uncertain



as to the extent of its field. Great news for my father.

It meant tanks. Everybody jumped %o Fun to the well when

the earth was rocked by m mighty explosion, A Careless

14ght had ignited the gas which had spread from the flowing
o1l until it had enveloped everything in the vicinity. Sefore
my father reached the place nineteen men, among them hise
friend the welleowner Henry Rouse had been burned tou death.

How many had eseaped and in what condition nobody knew,

: Late that night as my father and mother
grieved they heard outeside their door a stumbling something.
Looking out they saw blnroro them a terrible sight, a man
burned and swollen beyond recognition and yet alive, alive
enough to give his name « one of their friends, My mother took
him in « the alcove became a hospital. ¥Nor weeks she nursed
him « the task of the woman in a pioneer commnity, a task
which she accepted as her part, Thanks to her care the man uwi.
The relics 6:‘ that tragedy were long about our household -
conforts and bedquilts she had pleced and quilted for lowa
gstained with linseed oil, but too prewious to be thrown-away.

But all this is as something resd in a book,
sometihing which has become more ppignant as the years have
gone by and I am able to feel what those xo'as' vweeks of care over
that broken man meant to my mother. | 5




The business prospered, the shop ll“l'o
Little do I remembor of all this, mot the increased couforts
of 14fe nor meving into the new home on the hillside bove
the town by this time known as Rouseville. Hut the change
in the outlook on the world about me I do Femember. Ve had
1ived on the edge of an active oil farm and oil town. No
tndustry of man in its early days has ever been more :
destructive of beauty, order, decency, than the production of
petroleum. All about us rose derricks, squatted engine houses
and tanks; the earth about them was streaked and damp with the
dunptncu of the pumps which brought up regularly the sand
and clay and rock through whigh the drill had u“ its w. :
If oil was found, if the well flowed, every tree, overy shrub,
every bit of grass in the vieinity was coated with black grease
and left to die. Tar and oll stained everything. If the
well was dry a rickety derrick, piles of debris, oily holes
wers lcﬂ.. for nobody ever gleaned up in those days.

But we left the center of this disorder,
went to the hillside, looked down on it and as for me I ne
longer saw it for opposite us was a hillside so steep ‘it had
never been drilled. It was clothed with the always changing
beauty of trees and shrubs, the white shad flowers and the red
maples, the long garlands of laurel md asalea in thl Spring ,
the green of every shade through the summer, the orimson and
gold, russets and tans of the Fall, tho frost and snow mm

trees of the Winter. I did not see the derricks for thn trees.

4




The hillside mbove our house and the paths 'hl.ot_t led around
it became a play ground in which I revelled. I was not

the only one about to forget the ugliness of the Valley and
remember through 1ife the beauty of those hillsides. Years
later I was to know fairly well one of the great figures in
the development of oil, Henry H. Rogers, when I knew him

the active head of the Standard 0il Company. Ve discovered
in talking over the early days of the tudu‘-try that at the
very moment I was beginning to run the hills above Rouseville

b

he was® running a small refinery on the u:rui and living on

a hillside just below ours, separated only by a narrow ravine
along each eide of which ran & path. "Up that path,"

¥r. Rogers told me, "I used to carry our washing every Londay
morning, go for it every Saturday night. Probably I've :
seen you hunting flowers on your side of the ravine. lHow
beasutiful it was; I was never happier,” That reminiscence of
Henry M, Rogers is only one of eeveral reasons I have for

- heartily liking as fine a pirate as ever flew hie flag in

Wall Street.
Soon after we went %o the home on the hill

the oil country at that moment xxx suffering a depression wase
etirr#éd by the news that a great well had been struck ten
miles from Rouseville at Pithole, an isolated territory to
which thé veteran in the business had never given a thought.
The news caused wild scramble. A motley procession of men




with and without monaey, with and without decency seeking
leases, jobs, opportunity for “vcntm.- ,-in-kﬁi and .
swindling travelled on foot or horseback up the Valley of

Cherry Run in full view from our house.

Father was one of the first to tuke
advantage of the Pithole discovery, putting up hu tank shops
there and doing & smashing business during the short life of
the field. Its "bottom fell out” in 1869. He rode h-lk '
and forth from his shop on u little saddle horse = ¥ioFs e
beautiful creature - usually with considerable suns of
money in his pocket. The country was full of ruffians and
stories of robbery were common. When he was very late in
returning mother would walk the floor wringing her hands. I
could never go to bed those nights until he had rotmod.. not
because I felt her anxiety but because of the exeitement and '
mystery of it. I carried & dramatic pilocture of him in mind,

& kind of Paul Revers dashing along the lonely road, the rein
on ¥lora's neck, his pistol in hand. Dut he always oase home,
izmu prought the money he had collected wiich he must keep in
the tiny iron safe in his office annexed to the house until he
could carry it to 01l Cify where he vanked.

My life Lecame rupidly more Conseious now
that I had left the flat® behind, experience deeper. lHese was
my first realization of tragedy. It was the Spring of 1860,
Father was coming up the hill, mother and I were watehing for

e




him., Usually he walked with a brisk step, head up, but now
his step was slow, his head dropped. Mother ran to meet him
erying, "Frank, Frank, what is 4t?* I did not hear the
answer but I shall always see my mother turning at his words,
burying her face in her apron, running into her room sobbing
as if her heart would break. And then the house was shut up
and crepe was put on all the doors and I was told that Lincoln
wvas dead.

From that time the name spelt tragedy and
nystery. Why all this Sorrow over & man we had never seen,
who did not belong to our world - juy world? Vas there
something beyond the circle of hills within which I iived that
concerned me? Wiy, and in what way did this -wltonoui outside
concern met | '

I was soon. to learn that tragedy did not
coume always from a mysterious beyond. What a chsain of

i ® :
catastrophes it took to teach the min and women who were

developing the new industiry, the constant risk they ran in
handling either crude or refined oil. They cane to ow very
doore When a neighboring woman hurrying to build & fire in her
gook stove poured oil on the wood before she had made sure
there was no live coals in the fire box.An awiful explosion
occurred and she and two ‘women Who ran to‘hn assistance were
purned to a orisp. I heard horrified whisperings about me.

‘The refusal to tell me what had happened aroused a terrible



curiosity. I gathered that ﬁho bodies were iaid out in a
house not far awsy und when nobody was looking stole in $o
100& at them. Uu{srokcn sleep for me for nights.

The mystery of death finally came into our

household. There had been & fourth child born in the house on

the hill « "little Frankie” we always oalled him « blue-eyed
1ike my father, the sunniest of us all. JYor weeks cne season
he lay in the parior fighting toi iife « u-.rut_r tﬂtl' -8
diseanse more dreaded by mothers in those days than even mmall
pox. Daily I stood helpless, agoniszed, outside the door
behind whieh little Frankie lay soremming and fighting
the Doctor. I remember even today how long the white marke
lasted on the knuckles of my hands after the agony behind
the closed door had died down and my clinched fists relaxed.
Little ¥rankie died, became s pathetic and
beloved traditign in the household. My little sister who had
made a toﬂtbxloknd successful fight against the disease told
me how she could not understand why father and mother oried
when they talked of Frankie. N |
“If they want to see him," she thought, “why
do they not put a ladder from the top of the hill up to the
sky into Hoaven and olimb up, If Frankie is there God would
let them see him." :
| 1 have said that my first recollections
of Lincoln was the iupression made by the tragedy of his death.

!




That this was so was not for the lack of material on him in
our household. uy father was an ardent Hepublican. asaok
in *56 he had written from his river trip, *Hurrah for ¥reemont
and Dayton.® As soon a8 he had had more money than the m-n
needs of the family required he had subseribed to Harpers
veekly, Harpers Monthly, the Wew York Tribune, began o buy
books. Of all of these I remesber only the Weekly and
Monthly. My brother and I used to lie by the hour flat on
our stomachs, heels in the air, tmm over the u-n.tn. m
of the War mumbers, but none of it went behind ny eyes = nuo
eoncerned me. Only mow when I go back to the files of those
old papers there is a whispering ¢o? something once familiar.

0f the Monthiy I have more distinct
recollections., It was in these that I first began to read
rtuly. Many a private picnic did I have with thae Montaly
under the thorn bushes on the hillside above 0il Creek, a iunch
basket at my side. There are still in the fuwuily store room
copies of Marpers Monthly stained with lemon pie dropped when
I was too deep into a story to be careful. Here I read 1y
first vickens, my first Thackery, my first Marian C. Bvans,
as George Eiiot then aigned herself. My first Wilkie Gellins
caue to me in the Weskly. Great literature « all pirated I
was to learn long later. My friend Viols Hoseboro tells me
that at this time she was reading Hn.rpldr's piratod paperebound
copies of Dickens, It was much Mater that they caue uy Ways




However, 811 the reading I was doing was
not so respectable. On the sly I was devouring & sheet
forbidden to the household = the Police Gasette » the property
of the men around the house, for we had men around She m.
men of various degrees of acceptability to n mother, but .u
necessary to my father's enterprises. The humn'h‘
grown; it meant a clerk, bosses, workmen. In a pioneer
community like ours it was hard to find comfortable living
quarters for single men. )My father and mother both brought
up on fasms acoepted as & matter of course the housing and
feeding of hired men. 5o it was in line with their experience
as well as with the necessities of the case that lour household
was arranged to take care of a certain number of men connseted
with my father's business. For sleeping quarters a bunk hﬂlll.l
was built on the hillside; n_orntua and eveninge they sat at
the family table. This accepting men of whose moﬁ and
-y- she often heartily disapproved was distasteful to my
mother, but she had not been a school teacher for nothing and
she applied her notions of diseipline. 8he would not have
swearing, drinking, rough manners and certainly she would not
have had the Police Gasette in the house, But the men had
it and now and then when my brother and I played about the bunk
house it was easy for me to pick up a copy and alip tt'm
where my dearest girl friend and I looked unashamed and entirely
unknowing on its rough and brutal pictures, If they vere



obscene we certainly never knew it, There was a wanton
gaiety about the women, a violent rakishness about the men,
wiocked we supvosed, but not the less interesting for that.

One reason the Police Gasette fascinated me
was that it piotured & kind of life I knew to be flourishing in
a neighboring sottlement, a cettlement where my father had s
shops run by & boss who with his sister were fanily friends |
and vhere I was often allowed to visit. This settlement,
Petroleum Center, had by something like general consent become
041 Creek's "eink of inequity.”

The discovery of oil, the growing certainity
that it was the beginning of a new industry, that money was
flowing into the 0il Regions quickly brought an invading host
of men and women seeking fortunes. It was a new and ﬂ.dh
field for tricksters, swindlers, exploiters of Vice in every
known form. They were soon setting up shope in every settlenent
and to the oredit of the manhood of the 04l !Il.lﬂl:?w
driven out by se 1er1root.od vigilantees. SN

At Rousevilile a "joy boat®™ which made its way
up the Creek that first winter and tied up newr my fathor's
shop was cut loose in the middle of the night after its urrival.
Its visitors found themselves floating down the Allegheny
River the next morning and obliged to walk back. From that
time open vice shunned the town, But when wealth poured out
of the ground at Petroleum Center there was too great excitement




to think of order, deceney. Hefore it was realized the
town was alive with every knovn forn of wantonness and wioke
edness, By the time I was allowed to visit our friends-
there I saw from the corner of my eye as I uuuuhw
the length of the street saloons, dance halls, brothels and
I noted curious things. The house where I visited stoed
on a slope ovmloiklu one of the most notorious dance
halls of the 0il Regions « Gus Reil's. Often I left ay
bed =t night and watohed that leng low building from which
rose loud laughter, ribald songs, shoufs, curses. Later
horror was added to Gus Reil's fascination for here a Rouseville
boy was shot one night.

1f Petroleum Center was giving me an
opportunity to feed my curiosity abéut things in the world of
which I was not supposed to know it happened also to be the
indirect means of awaking my interest in the stars, one of the
most beautiful interests of my youth. Ny father had seen the
early passing of the wooden oil tank, the caning “. the iron tank
and had used his capital to become m'ou. producer. One of
his first investments had been in an oil farm on the hills
above the wicked town which so excited my curiosity. Hie
partner in this venture, i.ﬂ'u'. Hese, lived on this furm with
nis family. In that family was & daughter about my age and
bearing my name « Ida. Ve becane rrtonﬁl and visited back
and forth as chance offered. My chance cawe often when




My, Mess riding with a companion over the ml tgxlblmnu
to consult with father dré»d his oompanion and took me
back with him usually at night, A fine pair of saddle
horses he had = "High Fly® and shoo Fly.® My first
-experiences in horseeback riding was following him on

*Shoo ¥ly" ever the hills affer dask.

ir. Hess was an altogether unusual man,
eduocated, with a vein of poetry in him. As we rode he ;
would stop every now and then to none the stars, trace the : &
constellations, repeat the 10¢ondl. Ny firet consciousness
of space, its beauty, Ats something more than beauty, caue
then.

ot a bad counter<balance for what I was
gathering in the town below the farm on the hill and seeing
reproduced in the Police Gamette which so perfectly platured
its activities,

But thare werse sther corrsoting fovoes at
iork on me,. The men Who made up the vigilantee comittee to
make Rouseville difficult for commercialized vice « my father
one of them « set themselves early to establishing eivilising
agencies « first a churech, TN .

It wao duldad by th; ngn and women W.io were
to build and support this churchh that it should be of the
denomination of wnich there were the largeet nusber in the v |
community. The Methodists had the numbers and so my father




and mother who were Congregationaliste became and remained
Bethodists, Their support was active. Ve did Ilt merely go
to churchy we stuyed to class meeting; we went to Sunday
Sehool where both father and mother Nad Glasses; e wesd {
to Wednesday night, or was it Thurcday night Prayer Meetings
And when there was a revival we went every nm. In my
tenth or eleventh year I ®"went forward” mot from a sense of

 guilt but because everybody else was doing it. iy sense of

sin oame after it was all over and I was tucked away in bed

at night. I had been keenly conscious as I knelt at the
pourners' bench that the long erimson ribbons which hung

from my hat must look besutiful on my cream colored cout,

The realiszstion of that hypoorisy cut me to the heart. I knew
myself o sinmner then and the relief I sought in prayer was
genaine. I never confessed. It wasn't the kind of sin othew
converts talked about. But it arocused selfegbservation; I
learned that often when I was saying the polite or propay

thing I was thinking quite differently. For a long time it
made me seerétly unhappy thinking that in me alone ran an undelXe
ground river of thought. Later I began to suspect that otnﬁ
people were like this, tiat always there fiowed a streau of
unepoken thought under tie spoken thought. It made me wary

of strangers,




A side of my 1ifé which moves me deeply now,
a8 I think back, was the continuous effort of my father and
mother to give me what were called advantages, to m their

{nereansing income to awaken and develop in me a taste for
thinge which they had always been denied. They wanted m -
{n the household and our grandest possession becane a @plendid
sradbury square planp = & really noble instrument - with one
of the finest, mellawest tones that I have ever heard in a
piano. A : _
A masic teacher turned up in the comminity
and 1 was at once set at five finger exercises, and 1 was kept
at them and all that follows them for many ym; but I found
no joy in what I was doing, It is possible that with

di fferent teachers from those available there wight have been

a spring touched for untrained as I an I m not without &
certain appreciation of music.

I mastered the mechanies of plano playing ;
well enough, hOIﬁor. to becone later one of the regular
performers in the High Bcnooj. in the town to which we were
to move « Titusville, Pennsylvania. I remembered nothing
of this until two of my old friends in Titusville, school
chums, told me that I was one of the three or four who played
the pisno for the morning exercises,that I sometimes played my
show pleo...xnnd that on one occasion I was an actor in a scene

which they recall with glee. They tell me I was playing a duet



with & classmate., e either lost our place or did not

agree as to time « stopped entirely « argued the matter out « -
began over and this time went through without diceension |
but I have only this secondehand memory of my contridution

to the musical life of the Titusville iigh School.

I do remember, however, the rebuke of the
Superintendent of our Bnhooll. Professor 3osley, who sensing
my indifference to music said to me one day, "Ida, a Woman
without music i# 1ike a flower without perfume."

1 remember the efforts of my father and
mother to show me sowething of the outside world much more
¢learer than I do those to awaken my interest in books and music.
There were little trips, once as far as Cleveland, the whale
family « the marvel of the *"hest hotel” « of new hats and
coats and armfuls of toys. There were swummers at the rarm,
only thirty miles away. Best remembered and most enjoyed
were the all day excursion picnics, Mo one can understand
the soecial life of a great body of the American people in the
latter part of the 19th Century without understanding the heldd
the pienic had on them. The Tarbell household took the pienie
so seriously that it had a special equipment of stout n-ikd
baskets, tin cups and plates, steel knives and rork'u. tin
spoons, worn napkins (the paper ones were then unheard ofs)
Their menus were as fixed as that for a rhnnkmvtad dimmer: =
veal loaf, cold tongue, hard boiled egge « "two aplece” « '
buttered rusks, spiced peaches, jelly, cucumber pickles, chow



chow, cookies, doughnuts (we ealled them fried cakes) snd
a special family cake, And you ate until you were fulle
Our grandest picnic excursions in ﬂnﬂ
uyu nﬂumtmmm-. s charming sheet Qtﬂﬂiﬂl
some fifty miles from home. MNear the head of the Luke m
an 0ld Cheutsugus Gounty town, Nayville; at its foot ;mm
where my father for several years had been a student in the ’
Mw and from which in vacations he had gone on his M
tﬂpi down the Ohio. Loaded with big daskets of lunch we
took an sarly train o layville, changed thers to a 1ittle waite
steamer: sigesaggod the length of the lake, twenty or m,
stopping at Point after Point. We ate our lunch en route nnd
at Jamestown went up town to drink & bottle of "pope" A.I‘
then came the slow return home, where we arrived after m
exhausted by pleasure.
Three or four miles from Mayville on the
west side of the lLake jutted a wooden promontory = Fair pom i
the site in those days of o Methodist camp meeting, and here we
sometines stopped for tho daye. We mever liked it o well u
going to Jamestown, neither did ¥ather. '




