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FOREWORD 

The name of Mr. Verne Dyson first came to the 
attention of the UCLA Oral History Program in 1963, when 
the Department of Special Collections of the University 
Library purchased some manuscripts and other materials 
relating to his life and activities. Because of 
experiences which had carried him halfway around the 
world, it was felt that Mr. Dyson's recollections would 
form a worthwhile addition to the Oral History Collection. 

Always a perfectionist, Mr. Dyson worked from closely 
prepared notes during the recording sessions. The follow-
ing manuscript reflects the diligence with which he worked. 

The interviews were conducted in 1963 and 1964 by 
Mrs. Elizabeth Dixon at Mr. Dyson's home in Highland Park, 
California. The manuscript was edited by Mr. Bernard 
Calm and indexed by Mrs. Adelaide Tusler. 



INTfiODUCTION 
Heptads in My Life—Mj; Seven Complex 

Human lives seem to be triple influenced, if 
not controlled, by outside influences: the stars, 
heredity, environment, another person or persons, 
witches, spirits or sprites, and other powers—good 
and bad, seen and unseen. The sacred number seven 
has been a ruling influence in my life. I have lived 
a succession of heptads. I am markedly heptadic. I 
had not observed that an important change took place 
in my life every seven years until the fact was 
called to my attention by my Yoga teacher in Shanghai, 
China. 

Seven was in my birthyear, 1879. Near the end 
of my first heptad, my parents moved from a farm in 
Callaway County, Missouri, to New Mexico for my 
mother's health—a decided change. When I was 
fourteen years old^I went from my father's ranch in 
Clayton, New Mexico, to Kansas City, Missouri, to 
live with my uncle, Br. J. Milton Singleton, and go 
to school—a distinct shift in my life. Exactly 
seven years later, 1900, I was graduated from Vest 
Denver High School in Denver, Colorado, winning the 
Allen Medal for the best essay, and then entered 
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Central College, Fayette, Missouri, where I was 
graduated in 1905, and seven days later married Miss 
Nannie nay Hubbard. 

A number seven entered actively into my married 
life. In 1907, at the end of a heptad, our son 
William Verne was born, and I joined the staff of 
the Kansas City Star as a feature writer. After 
seven years, my first break in journalism was as a 
star writer. After seven years, I moved my family 
from Kansas City to Los Angeles, California, where I 
worked for the Los Angeles Times as the manager of the 
Pasadena news bureau and as Church editor. I was 
the superintendent of the Sunday School at Trinity 
Auditorium (Methodist), one of the largest church 
schools in the United States. I bought a home near 
San Gabriel, beoame interested in California history, 
and bought the famous George Hazard collection of 
California pictures and historical material. 

Then at the end of seven productive and delight-
ful years, I cut loose from everything in Los Angeles 
and, with my family, went to Shanghai, China. 

My seven years in China took me on many interesting 
journeys—to Nanking, up the Yangtze Biver, to 
Peking, the Great Vail, and many other places. I was 
advertising manager for a British journal, editor 
of Rae'a Far Eastern Manual. dean of Williams College, 
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professor of English, in Kwang Hua University, founded 
the Shanghai Short Story Club, published a volume of 
short stories, and published two other books, 
Forgotten Tales of Ancient China and Black Cloth, a 
novel—all in one heptad. 

Life in Manila, limited to the usual term, was 
most interesting. Immediately upon my arrival in 
Manila, I was appointed a professor at the University 
of the Philippines by Governor-General Henry L. 
Stimson and taught English and Chinese history. I 
helped to found a Philippine Academy of Social 
Sciences* I wrote and produced a play, Applea of Gold. 
On a month's vacation, I went to the Asiatic mainland 
and visited three famous and different plaoest the 
English Hong Kong, Chinese Canton, and Portuguese 
Macao. 

Leaving our son William and our daughter Carolyn 
Mullaney and her husband Edward and young son Edward 
in Manila, my wife and I went to New York City on a 
Dollar Line boat by way of the Mediterranean, a 
leisurely voyage taking seven weeks. We stopped at 
Singapore and Bombay, visited Cairo and the pyramids, 
and the Mediterranean ports. Before starting on the 
Journey, I had a United States official in Manila 
arrange through the various United States consuls for 
me to play golf at every port along the way that had 
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a golf course. This was a rare experience. One of 
the best golf players that I have seen anywhere in 
the world was a barefooted native of Singapore^ who 
used only three clubs. 

My New York heptad was a grand one in spite of 
the Depression, I was appointed director of the 
Chinese Studies Institute and engaged in teaching 
and lecturing and talking over the radio—once on a 
coast-to-coast hookup. I established a studio at 
4-5 West 45th Street, New York City, adjoining the 
office of Edward Orr, a famous private detective. 
His wife Helen St. John Orr, a noted beauty in her 
youth and one of the Floradora sextet, was a highly 
efficient secretary at the institute. I installed 
my extensive Oriental library at the studio and it 
was much used. 

Among the many famous people who called at the 
studio was Henry L. Mencken, to whom I supplied 
information for the fourth edition of his book The 
American Language. He was studying the effect of 
the English language on the spoken language of 
Chinese living in America, and we were able to help 
him. He gave me an autographed copy of his book and 
honored me by mentioning me in a footnote. 

In New York City, in 1937/ I published my book 
Land of the Yellow Spring, based on the love of the 
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color yellow by the Chinese people. Yellow is the 
color of three precious things: sunlight, honey, and 
gold. Prom New York City, my wife and I went to 
Brentwood, Long Island, for a radically new life. I 
arrived in New York City in 1933 and left promptly 
in 194-0 at the end of the heptad. 

I was sixty years old when I arrived on Walt 
Whitman's "fish-shaped Paumanok." My wife and I 
were growing old. We had traveled completely around 
the world, across the seven seas, had seen the Great 
Wall of China, the pyramids of Egypt, and the great 
Buddha at Kamakura, Japan, had lived in several of 
the largest and most famous cities in the world: New 
York, Los Angeles, Peking, Shanghai, and Manila. I 
could say, with Tennyson's Ulysses, "Much have I 
seen and known." 

Fortunately, I was able to acquire a considerable 
amount of property on Long Island and became interested 
in developing an estate. Our son and his wife and 
two children, and our daughter and her husband and 
two children, eight of them, joined us on Long Island 
to begin life anew after being released, starved and 
penniless, from the notorious Japanese prison camp of 
Santo Tomas, Manila. They suffered imprisonment for 
three years. 

The end of my first heptad on Long Island found 
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me and my wife pleasantly situated and surrounded 
by our children. I resisted the old urge to pull up 
stakes and go out into an adventurous unknown. 
Seven called upon me to stir, but I rebelled and 
satisfied the urge by moving from a small house to 
a much larger one, that was in 194-7. 

The year 1957 found me engrossed in the study 
of Walt Whitman, and devoting much of my time to 
duties at his birthplace, Walt Whitman House in 
Huntington, Long Island, where I served in turn as 
librarian-curator, and president of the Walt Whitman 
Birthplace Association. Dear Walt helped me to over-
come the seven urge and to remain on his beloved 
Long Island. My stay on Long Island was one of the 
most productive periods of my life. I established 
the Brentwood Village Press, founded a weekly news-
paper (still published), and wrote and published 
five Long Island regional histories: A Century of 
Brentwood. A Supplement and Index to tfre Century o£ 
Brentwood. A History of Central I slip. Deer Parlf 
and Wyandanch History, and Whitmanland; the story of 
Walt Whitman and his ancestors in West Hills, 
Huntington, Long Island. 

When I was appointed village historian of Brent-
wood, the Brentwood Public Library commissioned me 
to write a history of the village, which began in 
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1850 as the colony of Modern Times, internationally 
noted as a free-love community and a noble experiment 
in social reform. The Brentwood history was issued 
in connection with the centennial celebration in 
Brentwood in June, 1950. I was chairman of the 
Centennial Committee. An estimated crowd of 8,000 
witnessed the centennial parade, and almost a 
thousand people were present at the centennial ball 
held in the great amusement hall at Pilgrim State 
Hospital, West Brentwood. 

My victory over an heptad was only temporary, 
however. By 1961, the end of another seven-year 
epoch, natural changes had taken place in my life, 
and old man seven was ready to Jump me from the 
Atlantic Coast clear across the continent to the 
Pacific Coast, and I did not resist. 

I had passed the eighty-year mark and somebody 
told me that I was becoming old and should retire 
and take life easy. For several years I had made 
the thirty-mile round trip to Walt Whitman House in 
Huntington, regularly three times a week, often in 
foul winter weather. Weekly I wrote the Brentwood 
news for the Brentwood Bulletin* which I had founded 
but had sold. I wrote and printed the Walt Whitman 
Birth-place Bulletin, a quarterly magazine with a 
world-wide circulation. I spent many long hours 
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running the printing presses, often at night. 
My daughter Carolyn's husband, Edward Mullaney, 

had died from cancer in Brentwood, and she had gone 
to Los Angeles and was pleasantly situated there. 
Her daughter Dorothy joined her and was married. My 
grandson Eugene Dyson was married, and he and his 
bride, Yvonne, went from Brentwood to Los Angeles to 
live. My sister Carolyn Harlin and my brother James 
Dyson had lived in San Diego, California, for many 
years. The family trend definitely was toward 
California, and I fell in line. I resigned from all 
connections on Long Island, sold my property, and in 
September of 1961, I began my twelfth and maybe my 
last heptad. 

Now when I learned that seven was controlling my 
destiny, I began to study the number to see if I 
could ascertain its significance and its hidden powers. 
In the dictionary I learned that the cardinal number 
seven is next after six. [laughter] And further, and 
this was interesting, it symbolically represented 
completion or perfection. Had any of this rubbed 
off on me? Possibly so. I have a yen to complete 
anything I undertake, and I have a yen for perfection. 
Seven is a sacred and important number in the Bible, 
"The words of the Lord are pure words, as silver 
tried in the furnace of earth, purified seven times." 
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Psalm 12.6. There are seven days In a week; seven 
seas; seven great churches in Asia; the sacred 
candlestick had seven prongs; Rome stood on seven 
hills; "Tomorrow I may be myself with yesterday's 
seven thousand years." Fitzgerald. 

The Dyson Family 

The Dyson and Singleton families from whom I 
derived my being were both of English origin. I was 
born in Rolla, Missouri, on January 25, 1879- The 
presence of a seven may be noted in the date. At 
the time of my advent, my father, Samuel A. Dyson, was 
a I ethodist circuit rider in the beautiful Ozark 
Mountains of Missouri. My mother was Henrietta 
Singleton Dyson, the daughter of Dr. John Spars 
Lingleton of Prices Branch, Missouri. 

A friend, William Nelson, a specialist in 
heraldry living in Brentwood, Long Island, supplied 
me with a copy of the Dyson coat of arms in England. 
In a letter of May 2, 1954, Mr. Nelson wrote, "Welcome 
to nobility. Enclosed please find the Dyson coat of 
arms of Sheffield, England. You can confirm same 
by referring to the English College of Arms, London, 
England, although I did all my research in New York 
City." The chief emblems on the Dyson coat of arms, 
the sun and the paschal lamb, or holy lamb, have 
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great historical significance in England. The lamb 
has the usual halo over its head and carries the 
banner of St. George's Cross. The sun charge on a 
coat symbolizes royal life or monarchy. The standard 
of King Richard II had a St. George's Cross and ten 
suns. The region of Staffordshire was part of the 
Anglo-Saxon kingdom of Mercia, and was organized as 
a shire in the tenth century. The Dyson name appears 
in some of the earliest existing records of Stafford-
shire. The Dysons also were strong in other parts of 
England. John Ryan Yehman stated in the Yorkshire 
Genealogist that the Dysons of Swift Place in Sourby 
are traced back to 1296. Time, fire, and carelessness 
have destroyed most of the records of the Dysons who 
emigrated to America in colonial times. Kate Dyson, 
who became the wife of Harry Darby in Bealville, 
Maryland, reported to my cousin Prof. Joseph Dyson, 
now (1963) a missionary in Taiwan, Formosa, that she 
had records indicating that the founder of the Dyson 
family in the United States was Captain Tom Dyson who 
came from England to Maryland on the vessel Ark and 
Dove in 1634. The ancestral home of the American 
Dysons apparently was in Montgomery County, Maryland. 
My grandfather William Iforson was born in 1812 in 
Dawsonvllle, Maryland, and he died in 1856 in 
Williamsburg, Missouri. At his request he was buried 
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in Maryland, My own family records <jO back to the 18ft 
century,to Simon Regar Davis and Margaret Robins, 
parents of my paternal grandmother Lucinda, thrice 
married. She was born June 9» 1814, in Fairfax, 
Virginia, and died April 11, 1899, in Montgomery 
County, Missouri, Lucinda first married John Wren. 
They had two children, John and Sally Wren. On 
September 3, 1837» after the death of Wren, Lucinda 
wedded William Dyson, one of the eleven children of 
John Dyson in Williamsburg, Callaway County, Missouri, 
and the couple went to live on a farm in Nine Mile 
Prairie. Father was one of the eight children of 
William and Lucinda Dyson. 

I was named after Elijah Verne Dyson, Grandfather 
Dyson's brother, a bachelor and wealthy farmer. I 
dropped the name Elijah early in life, not to save 
ink but because I regarded it as too old-fashioned, 
for which act I was soundly scolded by my Yoga teacher 
in Shanghai. He pointed out that Elijah is a strong, 
manly name and that I should have kept it since it 
would have added stability to my character. Verne, he 
declared^ is a pleasing name but feminine and more 
suited to a woman than to a man. 

Mother Lucinda was a grand old lady, deeply 
devoted to her family and the Methodist Church. Father 
wrote a touching obituary notice on grandmother in 
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which he said: 
Mother was one of the original members of 

the Williamsburg Methodist Church. By her 
consecrated life she helped to make it a 
strong church* By her marked personality and 
strict Christian spirit she constrained not 
only her own children to be Christians but 
persuaded others to believe and be saved. She 
and Aunt Lucy Kidwell and the Hobson, Anderson, 
and Jones families and others made the church 
at Williamsburg a mighty power for good. By 
her tender Christ-like spirit she made many 
homes happier and inspired her children with 
her devoted spirit. She entertained more 
preachers than any other family in the bounds 
of the Williamsburg Methodist Church. Her 
love for the Methodist ministry and the ijfc, 
Lotiig Christian Advocate was profound. Never 
did I see a frown on her face nor hear a harsh 
word from her. She had many sorrows and 
inflictions during life, laid to rest three 
devoted husbands, presided over three homes, 
and as mother, step-mother, wife, neighbor, 
and friend, in all relations of life, 
unselfishly looked after the welfare of those 
committed to her care. This bright Colorado 
Sabbath morning, I feel sad and lonely. I 
know where to find her. I look westward from 
my window over the city of the plains, Denver, 
and the same almighty power that piled up those 
great mountain peaks, now snow-capped and 
majestic in appearance, said 'I will raise 
her up at the last day.'" 

The Singleton Family 

I am much better acquainted with the Singleton 
side of my family than the Dyson, purely by accident, 
Grandfather and Grandmother Singleton visited us in 
New Mexico and I lived with the Singletons in Kansas 
City, Missouri. I was in and out of Kansas City for 
about twenty years. X adored my Grandfather Singleton 
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more than any man I have ever met in my whole life. 
My father was harsh with me and I resented it. I 
did not love him, but I was very close to Mother and 
loved her. We were good pals for fifty years. 

My maternal grandparents, Dr. John Spars Singleton 
(1822-1889) and Jane Stewart Singleton (1827-1905) 
were married December 12, 1844. One of Grandfather 
Singleton's reputed ancestors was George Singleton, 
said to have been married to Lady Jane Grey of Scotland. 

Mother gave me this information about the 
English family. Her father John Spars Singleton was 
the son of George Singleton of North Carolina. George 
married Lucinda Whiteside of Christian (Jounty, Kentucky, 
and settled in Illinois, where he died leaving a 
widow and seven children. Her brother, James Whiteside, 
took her and the children to Montgomery County, Missouri, 
and there looked after the family until the children 
were grown. At his death he left most of his property 
to them. The children were James W., Emald, John S., 
Emeline, Cynthia A., Polly, and Marianne. The 
grandparents of Martha Jane Stewart Singleton, my 
grandmother, rebelled against royalty in Scotland 
and in the latter part of the seventeenth century 
went to Ireland, and there her father William Stewart 
was born. The family went to Virginia. William 
Stewart married Margaret Graham, daughter of William 
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Graham, who settled in Virginia about 1790. William 
Stewart, my great-great grandfather, came from 
Virginia and settled on a farm in Montgomery County, 
Missouri, in the early 1840,s. William had two sons, 
Thomas and Graham. Graham married Mrs. Wilson, an 
English widow. They had two sons and four daughters. 
The daughters weret Lizzie, who died young; Carolyn, 
who married John Whiteside; Louise, who married the 
Rev. Samuel Cope, a Methodist minister; Jane, my 
grandmother, who married John Spars Singleton; and 
Ell en̂  who married William McGinnis. The names of 
Whiteside, Cope and McGinnis became familiar to me 
in my youth. Aunt Ellen McGinnis often went to Kansas 
City in the 1890's where I was to visit her sons, 
Roz and Lon. Roz and his wife Cora left St. Louis 
and went to Kansas City to live with Uncle Milt and 
Aunt Nicy Singleton. Roz was getting started as a 
tobacco salesman. 

There were a number of doctors in the Singleton 
line besides grandfather. Ify- uncle, John Milton 
Singleton, was a successful doctor in Kansas City, 
Missouri, and died a wealthy man in 1914. His son, 
Dr* John Milton Singleton II, who died in 1961 at 
age 70, was himself a noted physician in Kansas City 
and wealthy. A son of the latter, Dr. John Milton 
Singleton III, began the practice of medicine in 
Kansas City in 1963. 



HEPTAD I (1879-1886) 
My Parents 

In her diary Mother relates* 

Mother and I reached Shelbyvllle, Missouri, 
March 8, 1877, where we expected to make 
our home. Father began practicing medicine 
here. I went with my Aunt Sarah Wlllbarger 
to her home in Georgetown, Texas. Remained 
there until February 1 8 7 8 , when I went to 
Cuba, Missouri. Here I met Sam Dyson and 
on February 8, we were married In the Methodist 
Church by Reverend Johnson. 

Before their marriage, Father and Mother had 
carried on a correspondence for five or six years, 
Mother attempting to break It off without success as 
she mentioned in her diary: 

September 22, '77* Sent S. D. and J. B. my 
last letter after a correspondence of five or 
six years. May I be guided aright. 
October 3 j '77. Said a few days ago I had 
written my last letter to S. D. after a 
correspondence of five or six years but alas 
have received two and written one since then. 

After our marriage, Sam and I went at 
once to Rolla, Missouri, in the lovely Ozark 
Mountains where he had been assigned to ride 
a Methodist circuit. Immediately he bought 
a sturdy riding horse and a saddle with the 
necessary saddle bags to carry his Bible, 
hymnbook and sermon notes. He preached at 
several widely separated places in the rugged 
hills, riding many miles every Sunday and 
being very tired when he reached home pretty 
late at night. He told me of a strange 
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primitive people he had met in the mountains, 
and of many strange experiences. I suspected 
that some of his parishioners v/ere engaged in 
making moonshine whiskey, but he witnessed 
no arrests. Then the next year, on January 25t 
1879 Verne came into my life. 

At another place in the diary are these entries: 

Elijah Verne Dyson was born Saturday, January 
25i 1879t weight 7 pounds. 

Carolyn Jane Dyson was born Monday morning, 
July 26, 1880 weight 8 pounds. 

Elijah Verne and Carolyn were baptised 
June 1, 1884, by Bishop A. W. Wilson at 
Williamsburg, Callaway County, Missouri. 

Mother continues in her diary: 

After two years we went from Holla to Danville, 
Missouri, where Sam began preaching on 
December 13, 1881. Sam and I landed in Eureka 
Springs, Arkansas, September 13, 1882. We 
went there with his wealthy uncle Elijah Verne 
Dyson for whom Verne was named. Left Verne 
and Carolyn in Kansas City. Daughter was 
eighteen months old and Verne a yeer and a half 
older. We lived in Eureka ei^ht months. Sam 
spending his time waiting on his wealthy uncle. 

As young as I was^ I have a faint recollection 
of a minor tragedy which happened to me in Kansas 
City while my parents were in Eureka Springs. A 
bonfire had been built in the backyard early in the 
day and had burned itself out. There was no smoke 
and the spot was covered with innocent-looking white 
ashes. But underneath the white mantle there was a 
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red-hot bed of coals. Wandering about the yard bare-
footed I started to walk across the bed of ashes. 
My right foot sank through the thin layer of ashes 
into the red-hot coals. I gave a terrible scream, 
they say. I don't remember the pain vividly, but the 
wound must have been deep for the scar was plainly 
outlined on the bottom and sides of ay right foot 
until after I was grown. 

Father's stay with Uncle Elijah Verne at the 
Arkansas spa seems to have produced good results. 
The wealthy uncle turned over the Wilson farm in 
Callaway County to Father, and he gave up preaching 
and went there with his family on May 5» 1883. X 
think he expected eventually to inherit the farm. 

In former times, chimney corners were the 
centers of many rich recollections. This was so with 
me. I have a vivid memory of my Grandmother Singleton 
sitting in her rocking chair in the chimney corner 
on the Wilson farm rocking and sewing or telling me 
stories. I remember the winter wind howling on the 
outside, for the winters were very severe in Missouri. 
How the sparks would fly when a new log was thrown 
into the spacious fireplace I 

One day in mid-winter when the ground was 
covered with snow, Father brought into the house a 
little bird which seemed to be almost frozen. We 
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kept It in the house for several days, where I gave 
it much attention and fed it. Finally, the weather 
moderating somewhat, we released the bird, it having 
apparently recovered. 

At dusk one evening I had a fright when I looked 
through an open door of the b a m and in the interior 
darkness saw a moving white object. I ran screaming 
to the house. Mother investigated and discovered that 
what I had seen was a white pillow in a swing which 
was being swayed by the wind. At that time I became 
acquainted with the manifold sounds and activities 
of a farm—the cackling of laying hens, the bleating 
of lambs, the lowing of cows, the grunting of pigs, 
the buzzing of bees, and the milking of cows, the 
churning of butter, and also the natural functions 
and duties of roosters, bulls, boars, and stallions. 

On the Wilson farm I became conscious of the 
existence of my mother, what she meant to me and the 
rest of the family, as I sat in her lap in the 
evening before the fire—so cozy, safe, and contented. 
And I became aware of one of the greatest facts of 
my life—the fact that she loved me. 

I was in Manila, Philippine Islands, when Mother 
died in 1932. The following year I returned to the 
States and on a visit to my sister, Mrs. Carolyn 
Harlin, in San Diego, I went to an old trunk filled 
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with Mother's things. In it I found a small package 
tied with a "blue ribbon and marked, "Precious." I 
opened it and what did I find? Not silver or gold 
or precious stones but a lock of my baby hair, the 
print of my foot when I was one year old, the spoon 
I had used when a baby—bent and battered from my 
hammering it on my high chair—my first pair of 
shoes, badly worn and faded, and other trinkets 
associated with my early childhood. 

In an account of her visit with me in the 
Philippine Islands in 1929-30, she wrote 'ULa I peered 
through the crowd on the pier at Manila when the 
boat docked, I beheld the dear face of my eldest 
born, who all through the years had loved me and 
constantly smoothed the way for me." 

My own sentiment toward Mother was expressed in 
a verse which I wrote in her autograph album on 
August 18, 1901, at Erie, Colorado, shortly before 
I left from Missouri to enter college. "Î y dear 
Mother: Fate may toss me here and there, may leave 
me anywhere. Still I'll not forget your prayers, 
your love, and watchful care. Your loving son, Verne." 
The autograph album had this inscription: "Presented 
by my dear little boy, Charley Jim, December 25, 1897» 
Leetsdale Farm, Denver Colorado." 

In a letter written to Mother in Bostonia, 
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California, from Manila, March 3, 1932, I said: "The 
past and the present are rich in sweet memories of 
you." 

Among Mother's papers, I found a strange and 
saddening document connected with the Wilson farm in 
Missouri. It was a letter written by my father, 
November 14, 1 8 8 3 , to Grandfather Singleton, when I 
was four years old, asking him to pay board for him-
self and Grandmother and pay for keeping their horse. 
Mother was in ill health at the time, and Grandfather 
and Grandmother were staying with her to help her. 
Father wrote: 

Dr. J. S. Singleton: 
From the fact I raised no crop this year, 

and I've had to buy everything and will have 
to for another year, save what my relatives 
give me, I must say as a purely business 
matter that I am compelled from this date to 
charge you a reasonable sum for yourself and 
wife and also your horse, and under the 
circumstances I can't say less than three 
dollars per week for you and Grandma and 
one dollar a week for your horse. I will 
feed and curry your horse but you must 
water him. 

I further request that you do not show 
this letter to my wife. There has been too 
much crying already. And please say nothing 
to her for it is impossible for her to look 
at things as I do. And again your wife has 
been very unhappy here for the last month and 
all the blame is laid at my door. 

Yours respectfully, 
S. A. Dyson 
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££ SSX Mexico 

Father's dream of acquiring Uncle Elijah's 
farm suddenly ended with a breakdown in Mother's 
health. One of her lungs showed an attack of tuber-
culosis. She heroically fought the onslaught of 
the disease by vigorous physical exercise in the open. 
I can remember seeing her beating her arms up and 
down and taking deep breaths. But it was in vain. 
Her doctor finally told Father he must take Mother 
to the Far West to save her life. He decided to go 
to New Mexico. It was with great sadness that Father 
gave up his bright prospects of becoming a prosperous 
country gentleman for the uncertainties of life in 
the West. 

Mother had some friends who moved to Las Vegas 
in the northern part of New Mexico (not to be confused 
with Las Vegas, Nevada), and Father decided that we 
would go there. 

Although I was only five years old when we left 
Missouri, I said goodbye to a sweetheart with infantile 
sadness. Katy MacDonald was her name. She was a 
lovely doll-like child with rosy cheeks and long black 
curls. Our parting was quite touching. Rather young 
was I for romance some might say. Ten years later 
I met Katy and we recalled with some amusement the 
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poignancy of our early parting, and she gave me one 
of her long black curls which I carried in my pocket-
book for one year, when it was replaced by a blonde 
curl in Clayton, New Mexico. 

Father sold out and left the Wilson farm in 
June, 1884, and went to Kansas City, where Mother was 
under treatment for one month. My uncle, Milton 
Singleton, Mother's brother, had just begun to practice 
medicine there* He and other physicians advised her 
to go West for her health. 

We left Kansas City, July 24, 1884, for Las Vegas, 
New Mexico. Mother kept a diary of the train journey, 
describing the country and towns through which we 
passed. These are extracts from the diary: 

July 24. '84. Left Kansas City at 9 A.M. 
Arrived at Lawrence, Kansas, at half past 
eleven. Lawrence is quite a pretty place. 
This part of Kansas is beautiful and quite 
fertile. Fine prospects for crops. Reached 
Topeka a little past noon. Train stopped for 
dinner. We got off and after lunching ourselves 
got back on the train and went on. Betweea 
Topeka and Burlingame we have beautiful 
rolling prairies. Peterson came next after 
Burlingame. I see no timber on the route 
except along streams or that which has been 
planted by man. Orchards and crops are fine. 
Osage is quite a beautiful place. A begging 
Turk was the only curiosity we saw at Lawrence. 
Passed limporia about 4 o'clock, (̂ ulte a large, 
lovely place. Streetcars and so forth. The 
prairie is now more level than the first part 
of our route. Hay harvest. Hay harvesting 
and wheat threshing indicate prosperity and 
energy and such large fields of corn growing 
finely. Near Strong City we saw much rock 
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quarrying from hills* A groat deal of fencing 
is done with rocks here. It is almost sundown 
and we are at Newton, the prettiest part of 
Kansas I have seen. The prairies are so level 
and such grand fields of cereals. We passed 
Halstead, quite a nice large town. We are at 
Hutchinson, a large town. The sun Is down and 
It is growing dark. Night is dropping his sable 
mantle upon such a lovely country. How thank-
ful the people should he for such plenty. 

July 25. '84. Sunrise found us at 
Coolidge. We soon will be across the state 
line. The last part of Kansas seems barren 
and bleak. Breakfasted at La Junta about 
9 o'clock. A pretty little town in a barren 
sandy place, but irrigation has made some pretty 
yards. We are in Colorado now and there are 
the grand mountains. Had quite a view of 
Pike's Peak and the foothills. Saw them mining 
for gold. No vegetation except some poor 
looking weeds and some red shrubbish cedars. 
Saw snow on Pike's Peak. Many a better pen 
than mine has tried to describe the grandeur 
of the snow-peaked Rockies. Next town Trinidad. 
Came through a tunnel and then across the land 
between Colorado and New Mexico. Landed in 
Las Vegas, July 25» 1884. Went to the American 
Hotel. Went house-hunting the next day. Lived 
at the hotel two months and then bought a 
little home, 

December. 1884. Left our home at Vegas 
and movetT to the Salazar Ranch. Rented it for 
five years. 

Mother's diary is one of my most treasured 
possessions. In an entry penned July 21, 1927* 
Mother says in her diary: 

I have looked over this old diary, written a 
long time since I was a young girl. Father 
Time has made many changes for me. I am now 
a grandmother of seven. One son, Verne and 
family, in Shanghai, China, Haven't seen him 
for seven years. Another son, John, in Michigan. 
Haven't seen him for almost ten years. Hope 
I live to see them all again here. 
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June 24. 1928. I began writing in this 
book when only a thoughtless girl. Years 
have come and passed away till last February 9, 
when I was eighty years old, just think of it. 
The sunshine and shadows, the joys and heart-
aches of those years have brought me. I 
have gotten a lot out of life, have suffered 
and smiled through the tears, but my heart 
is as young as it was when I first wrote in 
this book. Verne left me for China in 1920. 
Those years have been sad. 

Only a few events on the Salazar Ranch are 
clear in my memory* (I was only five years old.) 
One of these was the sensational behavior of a 
beautiful black stallion owned by Father. The graceful 
animal was spirited and wild. One afternoon the 
stallion, for an unknown reason, became angry and 
kicked out one whole side of the barn. The powerful 
sledgehammer back-feet reduced the wooden wall to 
splinters* The clatter was terrible to my ears. 

North of the ranch, about twenty miles away, 
loomed the dark tree-covered Turkey Mountains. Wild 
turkeys were abundant there, and the hunting was good. 
Also many different kinds of wild animals were 
plentiful there, I learned. I heard many entertaining 
stories about the Turkey Mountains, and I often gazed 
at them in wonder. 

The name of Fort Union near the Salazar Ranch 
was fixed in my memory. It was founded In 1851, and 
was an important post on the old Santa Fe Trail and 
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was a military base in the Civil War. 
In Las Vegas, before we moved to the Salazar 

Ranch, I saw my first circus parade and well remember 
the elephants, slowly stepping along with their 
massive feet, the fierce-looking lions in cages, gaudy 
women on horseback, and the loud music of the calliope. 

On August 12, 1884, Grandfather Singleton in 
Kansas City wrote a letter to Mother in Las Vegas 
enclosing a prescription giving her instructions how 
to use the medicine. "Sorry you are so far away and 
I cannot help you in sickness. Write often." This 
message showing his usual concern for us;is the only 
letter written by Grandfather that I possess. 

The prospects were poor in Las Vegas and in 
June, 1886, we went to Watrous, a small place on the 
railroad about forty miles to the north. Life was 
somewhat pleasant there. Father built a small 
Methodist church, still standing, and preached in it 
and organized a Sunday School. In Watrous, life 
began to take on importance for me when I was 
permitted to hold the reins and drive a horse when 
we went buggy-riding. 



HEPTAD II (1886-1893) 
We Discover an Arcadia in Hew Mexico 

The earliest school report I possess was issued 
by the Watrous Public School for the month ending 
October 3, 1886, and signed by Principal W. W. Savory. 
My lowest grade was as usual in Arithmetic, 73* 
Received 93 In Reading, 93 In Penmanship, 85 in 
Spelling, and 100 in Deportment, with a general 
average of 89. 

One of my most vivid memories of Watrous was 
that of a whipping my father gave me, one which I 
probably deserved. Father's cousin, Ed Knox of 
Portland, Missouri, had come to Watrous to work for 
Father. Ed was slow In getting down to work and 
spent several days looking around town and conversing 
with the natives. I heard Father say to Mother, "I 
wish Ed would quit loafing around and go to work.n 

I promptly reported the conversation to Ed and he 
told Father. Dad made me go out in the yard and cut 
the switch with which to whip me—a oruel procedure 
I thought. I was afraid to get a small weak switch 
and cut a substantial one and Father used it with 
telling results. 

My brother, John William, was born in Watrous 
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Thursday afternoon, March 3, 1887. A large baby at 
birth, weight 11 pounds, he turned out to be a large 
man. He was six feet, three inches tall and weighed 
225 pounds at the time of his death in San Diego five 
years ago. Poor John had a sad life. His first two 
wives died; the third wife outlived him. His son, 
John Jr., by his second marriage is a handsome, fine 
man and a successful chemist employed by the Parker 
Pen Company. 

The wanderlust was upon Father again, and we 
left Watrous for an unknown destination in the north-
eastern part of New Mexico on March 21, 1888. The 
journey from Watrous in a covered wagon was the first 
great adventure of my life. We were on the road for 
four days, sleeping on the ground every night, and 
cooking our meals on campfires by the roadside. X 
pity the millions of people who have never had the 
rare privilege of sleeping outdoors with the glittering 
sky as the ceiling of their bedroom. One feels 
cramped indeed by the walls of an ordinary bedroom 
after sleeping under the stars. At a leisurely pace 
we traveled in the covered wagon through many 
fascinating places, pleasant valleys, over hills and 
across streams. We crossed the Red River, its water 
the color of blood from the red clay deposits through 
which it passed. We went near a bleak upstanding hill 
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known as Wagon Hound. We skirted an Indian village 
where a frenzied < Lebration was in progress, and I 
was afraid. 

Late one quiet afternoon we entered the Pinovetetus 
Valley, a place of unusual loveliness. A bright 
stream, lined with cottonwood trees, ran through it. 
Between the stream and the rocky walls of the valley, 
there were meadows and patches of cedar trees. Birds 
made the only sounds to be heard. There was only one 
object to mar the beauty of the valley, a dead and 
rotting cow. I've always remembered that dead animal, 
since it was in such a striking contrast to the 
prevailing loveliness of the scene. We camped for 
the night in a grove of cottonwood trees whose leaves 
were stirred by the sweet music of the night wind. 

The next morning we met a passing cowboy whose 
name was Dave Crowell. Father arranged to rent his 
ranch house nearby, and on April 1, 1888, we moved in. 
Father was so impressed with the valley that he thought 
of settling there permanently. The ranch house was 
near the stream and back of it were low hills covered 
with cedar trees. Singing mockingbirds were thick 
in the trees. 

The side of one of the hills near the house had 
a cliff, thick with underbrush. The second morning 
after our arrival, Mother was startled to see several 
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wildcats coming out of the cliff and begin to itolic 
on the level ground below the rocks. She expressed 
surprise to learn that wildcats can be so playful. 
The wildcats made other appearances, but did not 
approach the house. Mother warned me to stay away 
from that hill. 

Our only neighbors were a Mexican family by the 
name of Argopeto. In the household was a daughter 
Rosa, about my own age and very attractive, a perfect 
Hispanic beauty with her large brown eyes and very 
black hair. But Rosa was very bashful and would not 
play with me—although I made several advances. 

The plains beyond the valley were thick with 
cattle. One day a herd, said to number 30,000, passed 
through the valley causing great destruction. All day 
long from early morning to late afternoon, a steady 
stream of cattle passed through a narrow defile between 
the hills near bur house. The oattle were herded 
along by boisterous cowboys and were in a bad mood. 

I saw a terrific fight between two huge, wild bulls. 
One of the animals had shaggy long hair on his neck 
and short black horns showing that he had buffalo 
blood. He probably was only one or two generations 
from a wild buffalo sire. In fact, the plentiful 
buffalo bones lying around showed that the wild 
buffalos had not been gone very long. A fight between 
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wild bulls is a startling spectacle, a surpassing 
show of contending primitive strength. I was fasoinated 
by these contests, and later on, I frequently went to 
the watering places at noon to witness them. The 
fights took place more often at the watering hole 
than on the open prairie. 

There was no village in the valley—not even a 
post office, only a store. There was no doctor in 
the region. Our stay in the lovely and lonely valley 
was greatly brightened by a visit by Grandfather and 
Grandmother Singleton from Kansas City. Mother was 
expecting a baby, and Grandfather came to look after 
her. % friendship with Grandfather which began at 
this time became one of the greatest forces in my 
life. My father was cold and distant} Grandfather 
was exactly the opposite. He was warm-hearted and 
companionable, and I sensed at once that he loved me 
and was interested in me. 

Grandfather had grown up under pioneer conditions 
in Missouri and was an accomplished hunter and fisher-
man and a dead shot. He brought his trusty rifle with 
him from Missouri, and I soon saw an exhibition of 
his skill in using it when he killed a hawk flying at 
a considerable height. He killed quails end rabbits 
with the rifle. He usually shot the rabbits in the 
head, often in the eye at which he aimed. 
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The stream through the valley was well stocked 
with catfish, and Grandfather and I soon "began fishing 
with great success. There were many deep pools in 
the creek which were excellent for fishing. We kept 
the family table well supplied with fish. We often 
fished at night, which was great fun. We built a 
bonfire near the edge of the stream. The light 
attracted the fish to the surface of the water, and we 
caught them easily. 

Mother and Father were unhappy together, and my 
own life was a rather grim affair. Many meals were 
passed in complete silence. Father was cruel to me, 
whipping me often, I feel, without Justification. I 
was afraid of him, even afraid to speak to him. He 
developed a fear complex in me which I feel affected 
my whole life. The coming of Grandfather and Grandmother 
Singleton was a great boon to Mother and Sister and me. 
Life with Grandfather in the valley, where we went 
fishing or hunting almost everyday and went on frequent 
exploring trips on horseback, passed like a pleasant 
dream. 

Mother was in poor health, and, although she was 
much impressed with the beauty of the region, she 
feared to make a permanent home far away from doctors 
and hospitals. So on October 20, 1888, we loaded our 
covered wagon with luscious wild plums and a goodly 
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supply of dried beef and started a one-day journey 
to the town of Clayton, on the railway that ran from 
Denver, Colorado, to Fort Worth, Texas, aoross the 
northeast corner of New Mexico. On the journey, we 
saw a great deal of wild life, besides cattle and 
cowboys. On the prairie we often oould see antelope 
in the distance, their white tails glistening in the 
sun. Frequently in the night, we could hear coyotes 
howling, a frightening sound to my young ears. We 
saw wildcats, too, in the valleys and along the rocky 
places. 

Life Was Wild in Clayton 

Our first home in Clayton was three miles north 
of the town in Apache Canyon, named after the Indian 
tribe which onoe had inhabited the region. The Apache 
was noted for its fierceness and its strict mother-in-
law taboo which prevented a man from speaking to or 
even looking directly at his mother-in-law. The 
blackened rocks which formed the sides of the canyon 
were obviously of volcanic origin. The dark stones 
gave a somber and depressive spirit to the valley, 
but wild grapes grew in abundance among the black rocks. 

Father had charge of the pumping station which 
supplied water to the railroad water tower in the 
village. The pipe lay on top of the ground and in 
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wintertime presented a problem in freezing weather. 
The ice would burst the pipes and the water would 
spurt high into the air. The pump in the valley had 
to be shut off while the pipe was repaired. This 
difficult process had to be repeated many times during 
a winter season. 

About ten miles north of the canyon stood the 
Rabbit Ear Mountains, two small peaks which rose up 
from the level plain. The historic Santa Ee Trail 
passed near the mountains, and ruts of the road were 
still plainly visible. The little peaks attracted 
my attention and I was not satisfied until X visited 
them, which X did. The sides of the peaks were rocky 
and thickly covered with pine trees. A species of 
sturdy ground squirrel lived there in large mounds 
built out of sticks. Wildcats were thick^and deep 
oaves indicated that bears had once lived there. 

In the 1880's, Clayton was one of the toughest 
towns in the wild west. An average of one man a week 
met death there, usually at the hand of a desperado. 
Prostitutes worked openly and solicited business on 
the main streets in broad daylight. One of them, 
known as Molly, lived in Clayton for many years and 
won a certain amount of respect from the citizens 
because of her kind deeds. Garbed in a loose-fitting 
calico dress, she was a familiar figure on the streets 
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of Clayton, especially when cowboys were in town. 
The saddest, most depressing cemetery I have seen in 
any part of the world was one set apart especially 
for prostitutes on the flat lonesome prairie a few 
miles east of town. When Molly died and was buried 
in the lonely place, she was given quite a funeral, 
and her grave was heaped with flowers. 

Clayton however was not all bad. There were 
some cultured pleasant people there. When we arrived 
in the community, John Hill, a cattle dealer and 
prominent citizen—an educated man—was completing 
an adobe mansion. His wife, an attractive, cultured 
woman, recited in publio. John had a beautiful 
sister, Greta, the belle of the town. I carried 
notes from the village schoolteacher to her. She 
had many suitors. She finally married a handsome 
cowboy named Chadburn who had extensive herds, and 
then a man named Lackey. 

Wealthy Dr. S. I. North, the only physician in 
the town, was also a cattle dealer and noted poker 
player and wealthy. His wife, educated and well-groomed, 
was as accomplished a hostess as you could find anywhere 
in the world. Dr, North was proud of his wife and his 
son Gordon and lavished money upon them. The handsome 
North home had an innovation for Clayton—an electric 
doorbell. 
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Thompson, the village pharmacist, was a Harvard 
graduate and an accomplished musician. A bachelor, 
he was something of a Lothario. He formed a town 
band. He and the Norths were close friends. 

Another Thompson, with a large family, was a 
rancher living in the Apache Canyon. Ethel Thompson 
and I became close school friends and exchanged notes. 
Her twin brother Athel went with my sister Carolyn 
and they wrote notes to each other. I watched a 
school romance develop between Cecil Thompson and 
Matty Sherwood, daughter of the railroad section boss, 
who lived in a large house by the side of the railroad 
a few miles from town. Eventually Cecil and Matty 
were married. 

When I returned to the States from the Orient in 
1933» I called on Cecil and Matty in San Diego, 
California. They had a large family. Mrs. North, 
then a widow, was in San Diego, much advanced in age 
but still charming. I had a long talk with her about 
old days in Clayton. The large New Mexico colony in 
San Diego also included Greta Hill Chadburn Lackey, 
also a widow. Millie, another member of the Thompson 
family of Apache Canyon—also a widow, was living near 
San Diego, and I called on her. 

The learned and aged Dr. McKesson and his wife 
and grandson Leon McKesson lived in a desolate adobe 
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house near the railroad and a few miles north of Clay-
ton. Dr. McKesson read Hebrew and Greek and could 
talk learnedly on philosophy and Greek and Roman 
literature. As I look back on the Clayton scene, I 
wonder why so many educated and cultured people could 
be found living in the wild western town, mingling 
with unlettered cowboys, tough ranchers, and gun-toting 
desperados. 

Father liked Clayton and decided to remain there. 
Land was plentiful^ and he took up a claim of 160 acres 
a few miles west of town and induced Grandmother 
Singleton to file for an adjoining claim of 160 acres. 
They proved up on both claims. Eventually Father was 
able to build a barbed-wire fence around the 320-acre 
ranch and began raising cattle, plowing up the virgin 
prairie soil and planting crops—principally sugar 
cane. He dug a well and built a house with a dirt 
roof. The six inches of soil on the roof was able 
to turn aside most of the water that fell upon it. 
But rains were rather scarce. Father started a lumber 
yard in Clayton, the first one there. In a few years 
he built the Phoenix Hotel. The three enterprises, 
the ranch, the lumber yard, and the hotel soon were 
making money, and he became a prominent member of the 
community. 

My brother Charles James Dyson, now a resident 
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of San Diego, California, was born in our Apache 
Canyon home November 4, 1888, with Grandfather 
Singleton in attendance. He was the first child born 
in the new county of Union, created out of the larger 
Colfax County. 

Life With Grandfather Singleton 

Grandfather remained with us for several months, 
giving me one of the most memorable winters of my 
life. With him I engaged in the exciting business 
of poisoning wolves. Being a doctor it was easy for 
him to obtain poisons. Our technique was to kill a 
rabbit, skin it, and drag the bloody body on the 
end of a rope over the snow for some distance along 
the side of the canyon. At an appropriate place, 
where there were bushes of some kind, we would stop 
and set the bait. We cut small pieces of rabbit meat, 
placed a small amount of strychnine In them, and 
then attached the morsels to the limbs of a bush 
where they could be easily reached by animals. This 
method was very successful. With great excitement, 
I returned with Grandfather the following morning to 
the place where we had put out the poison. Often we 
would find several dead animals, lying on the snow. 
One morning we had a variety of victims—two coyotes, 
a real wolf, which was rare, two wildcats, and a skunk. 
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Sometimes the animal would travel for several hundred 
yards before succumbing to the poison. 

Grandfather gave me my first gun and carefully 
taught me how to use it without endangering my own 
life or the lives of others. It was a single-barrel, 
muzzle-loading shotgun, bought from the mailorder 
house of Montgomery Ward in Chicago. In the next 
few years I became proficient in using the gun and 
killed rabbits, quails, and badgers. 

Grandfather was a pioneer at heart and he greatly 
enjoyed his New Mexico adventure, as he declared to 
me. He left us in December, 1888. The last time I 
saw him, he was standing on the street in Clayton 
near the station. I could not wait for the train to 
come because I had to get back to the canyon to help 
milk the cows. 

Before Grandfather left us, he wrote a farewell 
message in my autograph album which has become as a 
sacred scripture to me. "Clayton, New Mexico. 
December 4, 1888. To my boy, Verne Dyson. When I 
am gone, my spirit shall be with you and whisper among 
the moving branches that I am not lost but only gone 
before you. Your grandpa, J. S. Singleton." I have 
carried this message in my heart from the time I first 
read it with tearful eyes over seventy years ago until 
the present day. It has been a guiding light for me, 
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an inspiration, a hope, a perpetual sermon, and an 
abiding memory. In many different places and in 
many different kinds of moving branches^ Grandfather's 
voice has spoken to me through the years—in the 
cottonwoods of New Mexico, the pines of Colorado, 
the redwoods of California, the sandalwood trees of 
China, and the flame trees of the Philippine Islands, 
and the palms of Egypt. 

Grandfather's death in Kansas City on January 15, 
1889, only about one month after he left New Mexico, 
brought the greatest sorrow to me. I wept silently 
as I rode horseback over the prairie after the cattle. 
I lost a great friend and companion. My grief has 
never left me. 

I went to school in Clayton and did well in my 
books. I have in my library a volume entitled, One 
Hundred Years of a Nation's Life: Patriots and 
Statesmen of the United State^ inscribed: "To Verne 
Dyson, from his teacher Mrs. Love, for good lessons. 
Clayton, New Mexico, May 7, 1890," 

The Blizzard ^f 1888 

I went through the great blizzard of the spring 
of 1888 in Clayton. I was nine years old. The 
devastating storm was a tremendous adventure for a 
young boy, something to be remembered vividly always. 
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One day in March, the skies blackened and the howling 
storm swept out of the north across the prairies. 
Day and night the wet snow came. It did not fall 
but waB driven slant-wise by a wind of great force. 
The storm was completely blinding to man and beast. 
All sense of direction was lost. Cattle, horses, and 
sheep, caught on the open plains, drifted helplessly, 
their backs to the wind. It was impossible to face 
the wind. The snow was blinding and stiffling. The 
blizzard swept the plains clear of livestock, carrying 
them far to the south, so that few of them were ever 
recovered by their owners. The financial loss to 
ranchers was immense. 

The first human fatality occurred in Clayton on 
the second day of the storm, when a man started from 
his residence to the outhouse. He lost his way, 
although the privy was less than a hundred feet from 
the main dwelling, and he wandered off. Several 
weeks after the storm had ended, his body was found 
more than a mile from his home. 

Many stories of human beings who lost their 
lives in the fury of the storm began to trickle into 
the village. One account especially impressed me. 
A man had been found dead in the snow in his shirt-
sleeves. His head was resting on his Jacket and 
overcoat, which had been rolled up and used as a 
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pillow. It was explained to me that when a human 
being is freezing to death, Just before the end, he 
has a deluding sense of warmness and well-being. All 
pain leaves him, and he feels drowsy—even cozy. 
The man in question, feeling warm and comfortable, 
removed his coats, made himself a pillow, and had 
lain down, as he thought, to take a nap. But in a 
few minutes death was upon him. A phantom belief 
had truly deceived him. 

We had a buggy with its top up, standing by the 
side of the house. It was completely covered with 
snow, so that no part of it could be seen. The snow 
quickly drifted up to the eaves of the house and then 
covered the roof. The snow soon filled in all the 
spaces between the houses, in the yards, and in the 
streets. All movement and traffic was completely 
halted by the wall of snow. Tunnels were dug through 
the snow to neighbors' houses, to the store, and 
other public places. The tunnels had to be dug anew 
each morning, as the weight of the snow above caused 
the walls and celling to crumble and the openings 
to fill up. 

All traffic and the mail route through the 
village was suspended for about three weeks, leaving 
the inhabitants in a perilous position* Food and 
fuel soon began to run low. Some families burned 
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their furniture to keep warm. Supplies of coal, 
wood, and "buffalo chips" dwindled rapidly. In a 
treeless country, as was that part of New Mexico, the 
principal fuel of the Mexicans and poor white people 
was buffalo chips (dried cow-dung) which was gathered 
in the corrals and on the prairies, and kept in large 
quantities. An elderly white man, called by my 
mother, "Old Man Calamity," who was married to an 
Indian squaw, happened to have on hand a bountiful 
supply of buffalo chips and made money selling the 
fuel. The villagers were more concerned about fuel 
than about food. There was a considerable number of 
sheep, milk cows, and horses, confined in barns and 
corrals in and near the village, and in an emergency 
these could be slaughtered for food. But fuel was a 
real concern. I was too young to share the worries 
of the adults over food and fuel. 

The village finally became so deeply buried and 
immersed in snow a3 to abate the sound and fury of 
the blizzard. The wind could scarcely be heard and 
the thick blanket of snow greatly modified the bitter 
cold of the storm itself. Inhabitants of the snowbound 
village spent most of their time in bed to conserve 
fuel. Anyhow, there was nothing to do. The daily 
routine of life had come to a complete stop. There 
was nothing to do but wait for the storm to end. 



It was a happy day in Olayton when the storm 
ended. The sun broke through the clouds, and the 
people dug away the snow so that they dould see the 
sky. I remember the rejoicing when a snowplow, 
driven by two steam engines, reached the village. Not 
long after, the whistle of the first train was heard— 
a glorious sound—and coal and food and mail came. 
The snow left by the storm had been an average depth 
of four feet on the plains. 

The Cowboys 

It was in my early teens and in an Impressionable 
age that I was privileged to witness and be a part 
of the primitive life in the Far West, when the oowboy 
was in the heyday of his existence, I became well-
acquainted with the cowboy and his free and often 
lawless way of life and with the oattle business as 
it was practiced under semi-civilized conditions on 
the boundless prairies. 

When I reached New Mexico, the oattle business 
was still largely in its original primitive state. 
There were few fenced ranches. The countelss herds 
of the great cattle barons mingled on the open range, 
where once a year in the spring, when the young 
calves were following their mothers, the famed rodeos 
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or roundups were held, and the calves were given the 
same brand as their mothers. Often large herds of 
cattle with the same brands were assembled by their 
owners to be driven to a shipping point such as 
Clayton and sent to the stockyards in Kansas City, 
Chicago, or some other cattle center. Often large 
herds were assembled and driven long distances from 
one state to another to reach a good market. Dodge 
City in southwestern Kansas was a noted cowboy capital 
and a distributing center for a great livestock area. 

The unit of cowboy life was a group of men 
attached to a chuck wagon and under the direction of 
a boss, whose word was supreme. In the field, a cowboy 
ate all his meals at a chuck wagon which moved 
frequently and followed the rodeos. The menus of the 
chuck wagon were limited, consisting principally of 
fresh beef which was in abundance, and dry beans, or 
peas, or other cereals which did not require refrigera-
tion, and black coffee. Cowboys did not milk cows 
and would have been humiliated had they been required 
to do so. The food supplied by chuck wagons^ while 
limited in variety, wgs healthy and very tasty. I 
often ate at the chuck wagon and greatly enjoyed the 
food, including the black coffee. chuck wagon crew 
killed a beef animal every few days, because without 
ice, fresh meat would not keep long. When the cowboy 
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"butchers went out to find a fat animal to kill, they 
had no regard for cattle brands. The first young fat 
animal they found, they killed and butchered regardless 
of its ownership. This was the usual practice and 
met with little or no objections. 

The typical cowboy that I knew was fearless and 
brave, given to profanity and obscene stories, and of 
course was an expert horseman, and skilled with the 
lariat. Cowboys wore broad-brimmed hats, chaps 
(strong leather trousers without backs, worn over 
other trousers), high-heeled boots, and spurs. The 
high heels prevented the wearer's foot from protruding 
through the stirrup of the saddle. When a man was 
thrown from his horse and his foot went through the 
stirrup and his foot was caught, he could easily be 
dragged to death. A six-shooter strapped around the 
waist was a fixed part of the costume of the cowboy, 
and he was quick to use it. 

Cowboys, especially when they were intoxicated, 
were quarrelsome, and there were many brawls and 
murders. Cowboys as a class were heavy drinkers and 
many of them regularly had a large swig of whiskey 
every morning before breakfast. I was very proud 
when my father finally permitted me to wear a six-
shooter, cowboy-fashion. I was in the saddle much of 
the time and became an expert horseman. For several 
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years my chief ambition was to become a cowboy when 
I grew up, as many a city boy fancies he would like 
to become a policeman when he is grown. For cowboys, 
despite their bad habits, often were brave and heroic. 

On Pitchfork Ranch 

We moved from the somber Apache Canyon to the 
Pitchfork Ranch west of town on June 4, 1890. The 
property belonged to a cattleman named Owen, who 
lived in the town named Folsom, on the railway north 
of Clayton. His cattle brand was in the shape of a 
pitchfork. He at one time owned vast herds. We moved 
into an adobe house located near a creek. Many 
years before, it had been the home of the owner at a 
time when cattle bearing his pitchfork brand were 
thick upon the nearby plains. 

On a sloping bank between the adobe house and 
the stream was a group of springs which supplied an 
abundance of clear, pure water. A spring house was 
built over one of the larger springs and furnished 
natural refrigeration. Crocks of milk and butter 
and other food were set in the cool, flowing water. 
These springs were a great delight. Near the old 
house on the bank of the creek there was a grove of 
wild plums. This fruit was delicious and abundant. 

Grandmother Singleton's 160-acre ranch Joined 
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the Pitchfork Ranch a short distance to the north. 
On it, Father built a small house in which Grandmother 
spent the required amount of time to prove up on the 
land. At some distance northeast, Father erected a 
larger house on his 160-acre tract which the family 
later occupied. 

Among the servants whom Father hired on the 
Pitchfork Ranch was Frank Smith,a one-armed man, and 
Maymie Faucett, who was blind in one eye. With her 
red face, and fiery red hair, and distorted eye, 
Maymie was one of the ugliest human beings I have ever 
seen and one of the kindest hearted. She was very 
devoted to Mother, and to me and my sister. We loved 
her. John Knox, Father's nephew, who came from 
Portland, Missouri, to work for him, had a mild affair 
with Maymie in spite of her ugliness—well, women 
were scarce in the country at that time. 

At the end of the day's work, John and Maymie 
would retire to a long platform outside the house 
and against the north wall. He would recline and 
place his head in her lap. Occasionally she would 
stroke his forehead. That was all we saw happen. 
John, some years later, married a wealthy and prominent 
woman of Clayton, the owner of large herds of cattle 
which he tended. Mother recorded in her diary that 
Maymie went to work for us on the Pitchfork Ranch on 
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June 8, 1890. After she left us, Mother corresponded 
with her for many years and called on her in Trinidad, 
Colorado. She had married there and seemed to he 
living a happy life. 

I was much interested in the dexterity with 
which Frank Smith was able to eat with one hand, and 
at the table I watched him closely. He owned a 
oombined knife and fork made especially for one-armed 
people. On the end of the rounded knife there were 
the short prongs of a fork. 

In her diary Mother gives in condensed form our 
numerous moves in the next decade and a half: 

Moved to Pitchfork Ranch, June 4, 1890. Went 
to Kansas City from Pitchfork Ranch for a 
visit, April 3, 1891. Came to the new Hotel 
Phoenix, Clayton, June 22, 1891. Moved to 
our little house near hotel, March 1, 1892. 
Moved to tbe ranch near Clayton, August 1, 1892. 
Left our ranch, October 17, 1895. Moved to 
the Phoenix Hotel and ran it until December, 
1895* Boarded with Jost girl who rented 
Phoenix Hotel. Verne left for Kansas City 
soon after we rented the place. Left the 
Phoenix for Kansas City, February 6, 1896. 
Returned to the hotel in Clayton, July 23, 1896. 
Sold houses, lumber yard, and so forth to 
Gallagos for sheep and cattle, June 23, 1897* 
Will leave Clayton for our ranch soon. Left 
W. H. Ranch for Denver, September 3, 1897. 
Moved to Leetsdale Ranch, east of Denver, 
November 24, 1897. Went from Leetsdale Ranch, 
September 5» 1900 to Erie, Colorado, thirty 
miles north of Denver. Verne travelled with 
heavy load all night. Reached ranch at Erie, 
September 6, 1900. Went to Wheeler Ranch, 
October 1, 1901. Left Wheeler Ranch, 
October 20, 1902 for McKenzy Ranch. Left 
McKenzy Ranch February 26, 1904 and went to 
Kansas City. Moved often in Kansas City. 
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After we left the Pitchfork Ranch and were 
living on oar own rahoh, Sister and I met Ben Owen, 
son of the owner. Ben was as handsome a cowboy as 
I ever saw, tall and well-dressed. He and Sister 
became good friends; he made a gallant escort. His 
horses were the best to be found, and he had a handsome 
saddle. He planted a flower garden on the old Pitch-
fork Ranch and brought Sister bouquets from it. One 
night after the family spent the evening in the 
village and we were returning home, about halfway we 
heard the hooves of a galloping horse approaching. 
It was Ben Owen who overtook us. He gave Sister her 
fan which she had forgotten in the lobby of the Phoenix 
Hotel. 



HEPTAD III (1893-1900) 
To School In Kansas City 

School advantages were limited in Clayton and 
my parents decided to send me to Kansas City to live 
with Uncle Milt Singleton and his wife Eunisa and go 
to school* So 1892, the end of a heptad, was an 
important year in my life as it was important in 
national affairs. I did not know it then of course, 
hut Valt Whitman, author of Leaves of Grass, often 
regarded as America's greatest hook, died in Camden, 
New Jersey, in 1892. Events that were impressed on 
my mind were: the election of Grover Cleveland as 
President over Benjamin Harrison and the defeat of 
the world-champion boxer John L* Sullivan by Jim 
[James J.J Corbett* Our family were ardent Democrats 
(Mother was a Southerner and personally met Jefferson 
Davis, President of the Southern Confederacy, and 
she thoroughly hated Grant). My parents were much 
pleased that Cleveland won, and I took the good news 
home from the village. As I neared the house I began 
shouting, "Cleveland wonl Cleveland wonl" The 
cowboys were greatly interested in the Sullivan-Corbett 
match and I heard it much discussed in Clayton. 

Ity trip to Kansas City to go to school was 
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attended "by one of the greatest adventures of my 
youth. I rode from Clayton to Kansas City on a 
cattle train and earned my transportation by helping 
look after the cattle in the cars—a very manly 
performance as I thought at the time. The trip took 
over one week because there were many stops, but it 
did not seem long to me for I enjoyed the life in 
the caboose, sleeping in a bunk, and taking my meals 
in restaurants in towns along the way. I was supplied 
with a long pole with a steel spike in the end. It 
was my duty to prod the animals that had lain down 
in the cars and make them stand up. The poor tired 
beasts were made to stand day and night. Had they 
been permitted to lie down, they might have been 
trampled by other animals or become stiff and unable 
to rise to their feet. In Denver, the cattle were 
unloaded at the stockyards and fed and watered. We 
stayed overnight in Denver and I went to a theatrical 
performance which I always remembered. The ride 
across Kansas in the cattle train was exciting and 
e n j oy abl e~ve ry. 

For about five years (1892-97) I had two homes— 
the ranch at Clayton, New Mexico, and a residence with 
Uncle Milt and Aunt Nicy Singleton in Kansas City, 
Missouri. In that period, I spent the summers in 
New Mexico and also made trips back and forth between 
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Clayton and Kansas City in the winter time. The train 
route from Kansas City went west across Kansas to 
Denver, Colorado, and then south to Clayton. To me 
as a hoy these journeys were extremely Interesting: 
the panorama of the plains of Kansas, the wheat fields, 
and moving cattle, the prairie dogs, and the Rocky 
Mountains as we neared Denver. Later Pikes Peak at 
Colorado Springs, and the journey south from Denver. 
And Simpson's Rest in Trinidad, Colorado, a hill in 
view from the railway station, topped by a monument 
to the pioneer Simpson. A fascinating spectacle. The 
trains then were primitive as compared with the 
cross-continent luxury trains of the present time. 
I recall the train crew at evening getting out the 
kerosene lamps, cleaning them and lighting them and 
placing them in their sockets in the ceilings of the 
cars. The procedure always interested me. There 
were no dining cars. We took our lunches and also 
got off the train for meals at such important places 
as Topeka, Kansas. In five years I probably made 
the trip between Kansas City and Clayton, alone or 
with members of the family, fifteen times. An entry 
in a notebook shows that Grandmother Singleton, 
Sister Carolyn, and myself were In Pueblo, Colorado, 
on May 29, 1897, on the way to New Mexico. We got 
off the train and the three of us weighed on scales 
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in the railway station. Grandmother weighed 105 
pounds; Sister, 123; and myself, 151. 

When I arrived in Kansas City in 1892 to go to 
school, I was dressed like a cowboy in long trousers, 
heavy shoes, and broad-brimmed hat. Before I entered 
school, Aunt Nicy, who was very careful and correct 
about dress, had me discard my western costume, and 
she bought me short pants and a complete new costume. 
I started to school, looking like a city boy. 

Life in the Singleton home was lively and 
satisfying. Uncle Milt was a successful doctor and 
wealthy. He irv?de his rounds with a horse and buggy 
and would get up in the middle of the stormiest winter 
night to call on a patient. The home was large and 
the meals were bountiful. Usually there was a com-
bined oook and maid on duty. There were five Singleton 
children—Eunisa, Roby, Martha Ellen, John Milton, Jr., 
and Charles. Also in the family were two grown-up 
orphans—Walton Taylor, who was studying to become a 
dentist, and Kate Woodring, who had a good voice and 
was taking singing lessons. Uncle Milt paid all 
the bills for everybody. We had a lively time together. 

In Kansas City, I settled nicely into a pleasant 
social circle, composed of my numerous cousins and 
a few other youngsters. Uncle Willie Singleton, 
Mother's brother, and his wife, Aunt Ed, and their 
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three children, William, Elizabeth (Bess) and 
Frances, lived nearby. My Stewart cousins came down 
from Dubuque, lows, to visit us. Marguerite, the 
eldest of the cousins, was my favorite and I made 
her the heroine of a love-story entitled "Marguerite" 
and published in the Story Companion of Sield and 
Farm magazine in Denver, May 6, 1899. My cousins 
came from Iowa and entered school in Kansas City. 
There was the family of Cousin Roz McGinnis and his 
wife Cora, Their children were too young to go In 
our crowd, but Anna, Cousin Cora's delightful sister 
from St. Louis, was the acknowledged social leader 
of our group. We had many pleasant parties along a 
conservative line. There was no drinking, or smoking, 
or wild dancing, or any of the orgies performed by 
teenagers at the present time. But we had fun. 
Plenty of it. Post-Office was the popular game of 
the time. A kiss was a letter and a hug was a package. 

The most notable of all the parties was that 
given for my cousin Nicy Singleton, a leap-year baby. 
She was born February 29, 1884. Coming only once in 
four years, her birthday parties were something 
special. I have in my scrapbook a printed invitation 
to the party given for her in February, 1892. I was 
in New Mexico in 1888 and could not attend the party 
that year but I was present at the celebration in 
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1892—a lavish affair managed by Aunt Nicy. The 
Invitation read: 
1884, 1888, 1892. Eunisa J. Singleton. At home. 

1417 Brooklyn Ave. 
5-11 P.M. 
February 29, Kansas Gity, Missouri. 

Aunt Nicy 

Aunt Nicy Singleton was a second mother to me 
and took a lifelong interest in me. Some of my most 
pleasant memories go back to her. I remember sitting 
in her lap in a rocking chair and her singing to me 
when we stopped in Kansas Gity in 1884 on the way 
to New Mexico, ohe helped me through grade school, 
high school, and college. When X entered Central 
College, in the fall of 1901, Aunt Nicy went to 
Fayette and furnished my room in Couples Hall dormitory 
luxuriously. Î y room was the envy of my classmates. 
She helped me during my four years in college. When 
X married in 1905 and went to Kansas City, she helped 
me get started in my new life. We corresponded 
regularly for over forty years until her death in 
1944. From 1884 to 1944, or sixty years, Aunt Nicy 
was in my life. 

The Thornton Family. Especially Nellie 

When I left Clayton for Kansas City, I had an 
emotional farewell with my prairie sweetheart, Nellie 



56 

Thornton. The Thornton family were our nearest 
neighbors, ocoupying a claim which adjoined ours on 
the north. The family was poor. The father, a 
veteran of the Civil War with a wooden leg, had a 
difficult time making a living, hut he had a sense of 
humor such as it was. I remember one of his jokes. 
When he found me cleaning the cow barn, he remarked 
to me: "Instead of doing all this hard work, why don't 
you just raise the roof a few inches?" 

The older daughter of Thornton was well-educated, 
taught school at a nearby town, and helped support 
the family. Father sometimes loaned Thornton small 
sums of money and helped him in other ways. Nellie 
was a lovely young girl of my own age with smiling 
brown eyes and dark hair. We were very devoted. We 
walked to school, a distance of about two miles, and 
I carried her books and lunch, which, with my own, 
made a rather heavy load and my arm ached but I made 
no complaint. 

Romance seemed abroad when Nellie and my sister 
Carolyn and other ranch children and I played hide-
and-seek on moonlight nights. Nellie and I had an 
idealistic prairie romance for about two years before 
I went away. There were no red roses available for 
me to give her as a token of my love, instead I gave 
her bouquets of delicate pale yellow prairie-primroses, 
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one of the loveliest and daintiest flowers I have 
ever seen bloom anywhere in the world. The primroses 
and the singing birds, which of course had to build 
their nests on the ground, gave delight to the New 
Mexico springs after the long bleak winters. 

Nellie and I often went horseback riding, and I 
never ceased to marvel at her horsemanship. Her 
father was too poor to buy her a saddle, and she rode 
the horses bareback and sitting sideways. How she 
stayed on, saddleless, when the horse galloped was a 
mystery to me. But I never saw her fall, although 
we went riding many times. 

r̂jr love affair with Nellie Thornton, with no 
desire or helping by me, took on the nature of a 
triangle that could have produced complications but 
did not. Eva Thornton, a few years older than her 
sister Nellie, was the family drudge, the mother 
being an invalid. Eva was plain, ugly, unattractive 
in face and figure. Her front teeth were missing 
and her breath was bad, but Eva took a liking to me. 
She had no sex appeal to me whatsoever, but she had 
a strong dominant will and exerted some kind of a 
mental influence over me. I was astounded one day 
when she suggested to me that that night we each slip 
out of the house after the two families had gone to 
bed and meet near her home and sit on the ground and 
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talk. She said she was lonesome. And she had a 
right to he lonesome for she had no hoy friend or 
any other friend as far as I had observed. X felt 
guilty in keeping the tryst for I was genuinely in 
love with Nellie, but man-like I went. 

I went to bed as usual with the rest of the 
family. After laying awake for some time listening 
to the restless night wind making music in the screen 
door, I arose and quietly dressed and left the house, 
being careful that the screen door did not slam as 
I went out* There was no moon, but the night was 
clear and the stars gave enough light for me to see 
the way. Far off I heard the coyotes howling as they 
did almost every night. I was startled when a bird 
which I had disturbed from its resting place on the 
ground took a sudden whirling flight. I came to the 
barbed-wire fence which separated our two ranches 
and carefully crawled through and went on. I discerned 
the low outline of the Thornton dugout (half-under-
ground home). I saw Eva sitting on the ground under 
the silent starry sky, waiting for me. I sat down 
by her on the soft mantle of the prairie grass, 
put my arms around her briefly, and kissed her cheek. 
Then we held hands and sat there talking in low voices 
for over an hour, but she did most of the talking. 
We stood up and I kissed her again on the cheek and 
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said goodbye, softly, for we were not far from the 
house. 

As I walked homeward, I looked back and saw her 
form merge with the dark shadow of the house. As I 
returned home I disturbed another bird in its nest on 
the ground. I made a successful noiseless entrance 
into the house and undressed and went to bed. That 
same nocturnal performance went on for many months 
with the same results. I kissed her on the cheek, we 
sat on the grass and held hands and talked—she doing 
most of the talking. 

One dark, starless night on my way to meet Eva 
I ran into the barbed-wire fence that separated our 
two ranohes and tore my pants and my skin. The next 
morning I succeeded in washing away the blood, but 
I had difficulty explaining to Mother the rent in my 
clothing. Had Eva been a beautiful young woman with 
a sweet breath, the outcome of these many trysts, 
several on beautiful moonlit nights, could have been 
different. The setting was there—the night stars, 
the silent prairie, and the faint fragrance of the 
primroses all did their part, but in vain. There 
was no incense of love. 

Mi First Poem 

My literary career began in 1894-» when I was 
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fifteen years old, with the publication of my simple 
little poem, "Evening Hour" in the St. Louis Christian 
Advocate. It was signed Elijah Verne Dyson and reads 

The sun is sinking neath 
Clouds in the golden west. 

Han and weary beasts have ceased 
Their toll, and gone to rest. 

Evening twilight shadows have 
Grown long and deep. 

The flowers have closed their 
Eyes in slumber sweet. 

The notes of the mocking bird 
Ring out so sweet and clear. 

A signal to us all that 
Night and dark are here. 

The wind that murmurs through 
The tree tops, soft and light, 

Seems to whisper as it goes, 
To all good night, good night. 

One of iay treasured possessions, which has 
accompanied me up and down the world for seventy 
years, is a small leather-bound diary inscribed 
"Presented to our dear boy, Verne, by his father 
and mother on his sixteenth birthday. Clayton, New 
Mexico. January 25, 1895*" 

Beginning on the day the book was presented to 
me, I kept a diary for a short time. These are 
extracts: 

January 25. 1895. Was very cold. Did not go 
out toaay. Eva Thornton was over for a little 
while in the morning, Leon McKesson was 
invited over to stay all night with me but 
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did not come. Went over to Mr. Thornton's 
to see Nellie and came back at six. 

January 26. The twins Ethel and Athel 
Thompson, Nellie Thornton, Anna and Will 
came over at two. We played Authors and 
Checkers. Tea, cake, and ice cream were 
served at three. We all had a big time, and 
they went home at seven. Mother and I went 
home with Nell to see her sister, Mable, who 
will go back to her school tomorrow. 

January 27. One of the coldest days of 
the season. Have been indoors all day, Did 
not go to Sunday school. 

Here I discontinued the diary until the summer 
of 1896. 

Memorable Summer of 1896 

I was graduated from Jefferson Public School in 
Kansas City with honors in June, 1896. I was a 
favorite of the brilliant principal, Miss Irene E. 
Gilbert. She wrote me this recommendation after I 
left school: "I take pleasure in commending to you 
the bearer, Mr. Verne Dyson, who for several years 
attended the Jefferson School in this city and was 
In my classes. A more earnest, trustworthy, pain-
staking, conscientious pupil I have never had." 

In the summer of 1896, I spent six weeks visiting 
my numerous Dyson relatives in Montgomery City, 
Missouri, and other nearby places. I had not seen 
any of these kinfolk on my father's side before that 
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time, nor did I see many of them again afterwards. 
I did not get hack to Montgomery City until 1955— 
fifty-nine years later—and by that time, of course, 
my grandmother and uncles and aunts, who were old 
in 1896, were all gone. I have always been glad 
that I had this opportunity to meet my Grandmother 
Everhardt Dyson; Uncle Elijah Verne Dyson, wealthy 
farmer after whom I was named; Uncle Bud and Aunt 
Lucy Kidwell; Uncle Joe and Aunt Mollie Dyson; Uncle 
Rick and Aunt Alice Knox; Uncle Billie and Aunt Mary 
Garrett; Aunt Lily Farmer in Cedar City, Missouri near 
Jefferson City; and others. I had a glorious round 
of visits with my many relatives in town and in the 
country and attended many parties and special occasions 
given for me. I met a group of especially Interesting 
cousins: the Kidwell girld—Lelia, Betty, and Erna— 
social leaders in Montgomery City, noted among the 
towns along the Wabash Railway for Its lively social 
life. My lovely twin cousins, Martha and Mayme Dyson, 
a few years older than myself and boy cousins, 
handsome Joe Garrett of Portland, Floyd Kidwell and 
Emer and Joseph Dyson of Montgomery City. Graceful 
Leila Kidwell called on me and my wife Nannie May 
in Kansas City in 1906, shortly before she died from 
tuberculosis. Betty and Erma I did not meet again 
until 1955* Mayme Dyson married and went to Kansas 
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City where I saw her frequently from 1905 to 1911. 
Her husband Huns was killed in Kansas City when a 
limb of a tree he was trimming in their yard fell on 
him. I did not see Martha again until 1955- Never 
saw Cousin Joe Garrett again. 

I have seen Cousin Joe Dyson several times in 
widely separated plaoed in the intervening years. 
Our first meeting after the summer of 1896 was in 
1921, in Sooohow, China an ancient walled city eighty 
miles northwest of Shanghai. About fifteen years 
later, I saw Joe in New York City and in 1955 called 
on him at Central College, Fayette, Missouri. Joe 
is now (1963) a teacher in Suchow University in 
Taiwan (Formosa), and we are in correspondence. 

I kept a diary of my visit to Montgomery City 
and these are a few entries: 

July 14. 1896. Left Kansas City at 10:15 A.M. 
on the Wabash train for Montgomery City. 
Cousin Dewitt Stewart and others went as far 
as Excelsior Springs Junction with me. Then 
Uncle Dick Singleton and I went on to 
Montgomery City, where we arrived at 3:30 P.M. 
Went to the home of Aunt Lucy Kidwell and 
saw Uncle Bud, Grandma, Lelia and Betty and 
met about 1,000 girls. 
July 19. Sunday. Went to church in the morning 
and met a number of relatives. Erna and sister 
Carolyn came in from Uncle Elijah's farm in 
the evening. Went to church again, in the 
evening with Erna. Returned to Aunt Lucy's 
and found the porch full of people. Stayed up 
until nearly eleven. 
July 21. Left Montgomery at 1:30 P.M. on the 
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Burg (Williamsburg) Hack. Got there a little 
after four. Met Cousin Quil Fish and Blllie 
Arnold and walked out to the farm of Uncle 
Elijah Verne, after whom I was named. 
July 24. Went squirrel hunting in the 
afternoon with Cousin Quil. Walked all over 
creation. Killed one squirrel. 

July 25* Saturday. Went to Uncle Joe's in the 
rooming and saw the twin cousins Martha and 
Mayme. Had a fine time. Played on the 
piano, sang, and had a good time generally. 
July 26. Still staying at Uncle Elihah's. 
Awfully hot. I shelled corn all day with Joe 
and Cousin Q,uil. 
July 29. Got up early and started to Uncle 
billy Garrett's at Portland with Floyd Kidwell. 
Got there about ten and was welcomed by Uncle 
Billy and Aunt Mary and Cousin Emer Dyson. We 
played crouquet in the afternoon and Floyd 
went home about five. 
July 51. Got ready and went to Montgomery with 
Emer In a single buggy. The horse ran wway 
with Emer and broke the shafts. Got to Aunt 
Lucy's about six o'clock. 

August 1. Stayed at Aunt Lucy's all night and 
left for Florence on the train at 8 A.M. and 
returned on the 9 P.M. train. Saw Uncle Dick 
Singleton and many others I knew. Had a fine 
time at the picnic. Lovely day for it. Was 
with Saxie nearly all day. Something pleasant 
to remember. 
August 5. Went from Portland to Jefferson City. 
Took a hack and went to the capitol. Went up on 
the dome and looked out over the city, a splendid 
view. Saw Aunt Lilie Farmer, Father's sister, 
and the family at Cedar City. 
August 11. Left Uncle Joe's early in the 
morning. Met Sister and Betty Kidwell there. 
Saw Martha and Mayme (the cute things). We 
all went to church in a spring wagon. Coming 
home I drove the horses and let the spring wagon 
run off the edge of the bridge and broke the 
wagon tongue. I Bgretted this mishap. 
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August 1?. Went to Williamsburg in the after-
noon and called on Katy McDonald, my little 
sweetheart of 1884. Had not seen her for 
twelve years. She is sweet and pretty. She 
gave me a lock of her black hair. Saw her at 
church again that evening. 
August j . Read Trilby all morning. Had been 
reading this book for several days. It's great. 
August 20. Am staying with Uncle Billy Garrett. 
Played croquet most of the morning. In the 
afternoon went to the post office and got the 
mail. Had supper with Aunt Alice Knox. 
August 21. After staying all night on the 
Garrett farm, I came to Portland this morning. 
A.te dinner with Aunt Alice and took the train 
at 1:35. Passed by Jefferson City and arrived 
at New Franklin at four. Waited around town 
and took the train for Moberly at 8:45 P.M. 
Arrived at Moberly at ten. 
august 22: Saturday. Left Moberly for Kansas 
City at the uneartiiy hour of 2:30 A.M. Day 
was cool and I had a pleasant ride but was 
mighty sleepy. Got into Kansas City at 7:30 
A.M. and took a streetcar for home. Found 
Aunt Nicy eating breakfast. So ends my visit 
to the country. 

A New Mexico Summer and Mabel Lippold 

In the autumn of 1896, I entered high school in 
Kansas City and completed one year there. The year 
1897 was to be an eventful one for me. Father had 
decided to sell his holdings in Clayton, New Mexico, 
and move to Denver, Colorado, where I and the other 
children could be educated. On May 28, 1897, immediately 
after the close of school, Grandmother Singleton, 
Sister Carolyn, and I left Kansas City by train to 
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Join Father and Mother on the ranch at Clayton, New 
Mexico. 

It was early June in the year 1897» and pale 
yellow primroses were blooming on the New Mexico 
prairie. A few days after we arrived at our home 
near Clayton, Thompson, the druggist, drove out to 
see us. Seated by his side in the buggy was an eye-
filling young girl about sixteen yoars old. Mabel 
Lippold had come from San Antonio, Texas, to spend 
the summer with her aunt, Mrs. S. I. North of Clayton. 
Mabel was a blonde with curls dangling down to her 
shoulders, sky-blue eyes and one who laughed often 
and easily. She and my sister Carolyn became close 
friends at once. 

Shortly Estill Holland, a handsome youth, and 
his mother arrived from Little Rock, Arkansas, to 
spend the summer on a ranch near Clayton. Estill's 
father was a nationally known physician. Estill and 
I were good friends. Our small group of young people 
very quickly were good friends. Our small group of 
young people very quickly coalesced to make a 
memorable summei'. There were parties and picnics 
and a great deal of horseback and buggy riding. 
Frequent gatherings were held at our ranch home and 
at the North residence. Mrs. North was a delightful 
hostess and loved parties. We had a piano, newly 
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"bought, and Sister played and we did a lot of singing, 
especially love songs. A current popular song of 
the time was "Sweet Bunch of Daisies," and we sang 

it often. 
I went on a long trip to the south of Clayton 

with a hired hand for some cattle. We were delayed 
in returning and Mother became greatly worried. 
Father said to her, "If Verne is not back home for 
the party at the Norths next Saturday night, I shall 
become worried but not until then." I returned home 
in time for the party and Father smiled. 

Although I was with Mabel frequently during the 
summer and she kissed me a few times we took no 
special interest in each other, and then near the 
end of the season after she had begun to prepare to 
return to San Antonio we suddenly found out that we 
were madly in love. The fascinating discovery was 
made on the evening of August 17 on the way home from 
a picnic in Apache Canyon. This is an account of 
the romantic outing, printed in a Clayton newspaper 
(I still have the newspaper clipping now yellow from 
age): 

The hayride picnic in Apache Canyon last 
Tuesday was undoubtedly the most enjoyable 
entertainment of the season, and all who 
participated threw off all restraint and 
permitted themselves to be carried away by 
the Invigorating influences of youthful 
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enthusiasm. The guests included Misses 
McClellan, Dyson, and Llppold, chaperoned 
bj Mrs. North who oharmlngly distinguished 
feerself in that capacity. The gentlemen of 
the party: Ileasers McKinley (not the 
President but his nephew who very able represented 
him), Chilton, Dyson, Crosse, Earnest, Holland, 
Thompson, and Gordon North and ourselves. 
Doctor North and his mother and sister came 
down and ate dinner with the picnickers. 

Lunch upon the green with the massive 
Cottonwoods spreading their branches overhead 
and feminine hands spreading the good things 
to eat underneath, were sufficient to tempt 
the appetite even without taking into con-
sideration the six-mile ride in a hay wagon, 
and it was here that the gentlemen distinguished 
themselves. The most novel part of the picnic 
was the hay ride. The ladies and gentlemen 
gracefully enclosed within a capacious lumber 
wagon, half-filled with hay, had a very oozy 
and wonderful time. 

During the drive to the canyon, the horses 
became unmanageable and an accident was barely 
averted by the coolness and presence of mind 
of Estill Holland. So great was the excite-
ment that several of the young gentlemen 
fainted and the young ladies of the party had 
difficulty in resuscitating them. To our 
great sorrow we had forgotten our smelling 
salts. 

In my diary for August 17, 1897* I made this 
cryptic entry: "The picnic in Apache Canyon, Mrs. 
North chaperone. The moments in the hammockI The 
climb up the mountain. 0, coming home!" 

Mabel wrote in her diary for August 22: "Stone 
steps. Going and coming from church. Sitting on 
the ground by the gate, and what happened on the 
6tone steps. The passenger train was coming, so 
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Verne left. It was timel" 
On August 26, only nine days after the picnic in 

the oanyon, Mabel left Clayton for San Antonio, but 
between the time of the picnic and her going away 
there was a glorious moon-lighted night which added 
a vividly remembered page to "youth's sweet-scented 
manuscript." On an evening of a full August moon, 
Mabel and I walked from town to her aunt's home, the 
distance of about one mile, over the prairie road. 
That was all it was—a walk by a boy and a girl in 
love in the moonlight across a level space of this 
earth where all was brightness end there was nothing 
to cast a shadow. For an hour we were alone in the 
universe, when houses and people and all the evidences 
of civilization vanished completely. We two were 
alone under the radiance of stars and moonlight and 
there was no sound except the faint and falry-llke 
stirring of the wind in the prairie grass. To have 
spoken, even in a whisper, would have been a 
deseoration. We were speechless, thrilled, enchanted— 
a conscious part of a mystery that was as deep as 
the earth beneath our feet and as high as the brightly 
lighted dome above our heads. 

There is no magic in the world quite like that 
of a prairie in the moonlight. Bishop William A. 
c^uale, who owned a square mile of Kansas prairie, was 



70 

conscious of the majesty and mystic beauty of the open 
spaces of our West. In his book, The Prairie and 
the Sea, he writes appreciatively: 

Prairie is a French word meaning meadow. 
Those ever-going voyagers, sighting a grass 
plot fenced only with the sky, thought of the 
landscape of their native land, and called 
the far, green reaches, meadows. What 
trivialities the real French prairies are, 
diminutive as a plaything I What dignitaries 
the American prairies arel I must always 
think of them as among the larger visions of 
our world, and pity such as have not seen them. . • . 

Not many nights ago I chanced to stand 
upon a prairie when the moon was full and very 
silvery. I was as one drenched in a silver 
haze, a halo 3uch as angels wear about their 
brows when they are visitants to men. Anear 
the prairies were raptuous in the light which 
concealed while it revealed: further the 
silver shone above the nodding grasses and, 
far out on the last margin of prairie and of 
sky, the moonlight enveloped the landscape 
like a recollection of life. Nothing to 
hinder the moonlight. No shadows cast. Only 
silvery light sown to wide spaces where the 
night winds wakened the nodding grasses with 
petulant hands, petulant yet caressing. No 
shadow, only light; and the calling of the 
wind in whispers to the nodding grass. "Wake, 
0 wakel We are come: we, moonlight, and the 
summer wind: wakel" And the prairies lift 
their lips for the kisses of the moonlight 
and the wind, and then fall back into a happy 
sleep, shone through with happy dreams. And 
moonlight and the prairie winds fall awooing 
each other till the dawn. 

So it happened that Mabel and I, when we were 
very young and very much in love, wandered, hand in 
hand, into the very oenter and heart of the beauty, 
the silvery stillness, the infinite mystery of a 
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moonlight night on the prairie. 
In my diary I have this record of letters which 

I received from Mabel: 

At Clayton 
September 8, 1897, 16 pages. 

At Denver 
September 23, 16 pages—a red rose. 
October 5, 12 pages. 
October 23, 8 pages. 
November 7, 8 pages. 
November 18, 5 pages—a red rose. 

—and so on through the year. 
Alas, the enchantment of August, 1897» changed 

to disillusionment and bitter Jealousy exactly one 
year later. On August 17, 1898, one year to the 
day after the happy picnic in the canyon, I met 
Mabel at the railway station in Denver, Colorado, to 
which place our family had moved from Clayton. She 
had come to Denver to visit my sister, and I took 
her to our home at Leetsdale. I was working for my 
father, who was operating a dairy. I arose at two 
o'clock in the morning and I was overworked and tired 
with little time to devote to Mabel. I made the 
mistake of inviting my handsome and well-groomed 
friend, Dwight Mead, to come out and help entertain 
her. He performed his task all too well. While I 
was working or trying to get caught up on my sleep, 
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Dwight was leisurely and with charming manner enter-
taining her. He gave her flowers and boxes of candy 
and told her of social life in Denver and his exploits 
as a football player. He took a shower every morning, 
dressed his hair carefully and put on a different suit. 
After a late breakfast, served by Mother, he was 
ready for his day with Mabel. They usually went 
walking in the morning, to the village, or along the 
country lanes. In the afternoons they spent most 
of the time in a hammock in the shade. 

In contrast to Dwight*s tailored and expensive 
garments, I wore worker's blue overalls, soiled and 
carrying with them the odors of the cow barns. The 
odds were badly against me. Right in front of my 
eyes, Dwight and Mabel fell in love—and on the 
anniversary of the beginning of our romance. 

One evening, immediately after supper and after 
my misery and Jealousy had become unbearable, I left 
the house and went down the lane to a grove of tall 
poplar trees. The wind was high and the leaves were 
in tumult. The scene was In keeping with my own 
wild mood and there alone with the agitated trees I 
remained for many hours—until long after I had seen 
the last light go out in the house. I had no blame 
for my friend Dwight; but there in the dark grove I 
determined to end the mockery of my romance with Mabel. 
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The following day I sent her a note by Sister, 
proclaiming that I would no longer endure being a 
football. I avoided being with Mabel all through the 
day and that evening went to bed early. Before 
midnight, Sister came to my room and reported that 
Mabel was weeping bitterly and that I must do some-
thing to console her. I suggested having Dwight talk 
to her, but was informed that llabel did not want to 
see him. 

I dressed and went into Mabel's room. Lying in 
bed, she was sobbing bitterly and holding in her hand 
the note I had sent her. Her glorious hair and the 
pillow on which her head rested were wet with tears. 
I sat on the edge of the bed and took her hand and h 
held it, but I said nothing: only looked at her with 
a breaking heart. Sister left the room discreetly but 
returned shortly and seated herself in a rocking 
chair, sad and worried. I stayed on, no one of the 
three of us speaking a word. Mabel finally quit 
sobbing and covered her eyes with her damp hair. I 
sat there by her side until two o'clock, when it was 
time for me to go to the cow barns. Without kissing 
her I silently left the room. When I released her 
hand which I had held for hours, she let it fall limply 
against the side of the bed. I touched Sister on the 
shoulder to let her know that I was leaving. 
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Early that morning, Dwight packed his suitcase 
and returned to Denver. He appeared to he worried 
and unhappy when he left me. I assuredihem that I 
had no ill will against him, did not hlame him in 
the least for anything that had happened. Sixty-five 
years have gone by since that unhappy morning in 
Denver, Colorado. I have seen Dwight many times in 
many different places since then and we have kept up 
a correspondence. Our friendship has grown and 
strengthened through the years. Dwight called on 
me when I was a student in Central College, Fayette, 
Missouri, in 1902. Eight years later he visited me 
and my wife in Kansas City, Missouri, when he was on 
the way from Washington, D.C., to Seattle, Washington, 
where he was to remain in the insurance business for 
fifty years and make a brilliant record and a fortune. 
Next I met Dwight in Los Angeles and fifteen years 
after that saw him on the other side of the continent 
in New York City. In August, 1933, I visited him 
and his lovely wife Alice in their home in Seattle, 
on my way home to New York from Bonff, Canada. Almost 
thirty years later my wife and I visited Dwight and 
his wife in their home in Seattle at the time we 
attended the recent Seattle World's Fair. 

Always, when Dwight and I have met, no matter 
the time or the place, we speak of Mabel Lippold, 
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often over a highball or a cocktail. We have toasted 
her innumerable times in various cities of the con-
tinent, lifting the cup to Mabel and wishing her 
happiness and success, but neither one of us has seen 
her or communicated with her since the day the three 
of us separated on my father's dairy farm at Leetsdale, 
Colorado, in August, 1898. 

After Dwight left the dairy farm on that memorable 
morning so long ago, Mabel remained with us for one 
night. Her last evening X found it convenient to be 
away from home. I felt that I could not endure a 
parting scene with hev} and so when it became time for 
her to leave the next morning I hid in the hayloft of 
the cow barn. Sister went all over the place, calling 
me, but I did not answer her. From a high window in 
the cow barn I saw Sister and Mabel drive away in a 
buggy. 

Mabel was to leave Denver for San Antonio on 
Monday, August 29, 1898. The railroad over which she 
travelled passed within about one mile of our dairy 
farm and in plain view. I was in an alfalfa field 
loading hay on a wagon the forenoon the train went 
by that bore lovely Mabel Lippold out of Denver and 
out of my life forever. I leaned on my pitchfork and 
watched it go by with a mingling of emotions that 
cannot be described or explained. The whirling nebula 



76 

which enveloped me comprised love, hate, Jealousy, 
sorrow, relief, and regret. 

Many years later I discovered in my diary a 
note which Mabel had written, unknown to me, the day 
she left the dairy farm. It startled me for it was 
a straightforward declaration of love. It threw some 
doubt upon the wisdom of my decision to break off our 
romance. It added much to the mystery of Mabel. 
This was her farewell message to mei 

Will leave you Monday, August 29, 1898, 
but hope you will still love me as of yore. 
Hope to see you occasionally while I am in 
Denver; yet, it may be a long time before we 
see each other again. I hope, though, that 
it will be only one short year. Don't you? 
As ever your true and devoted-

Sweetheart. 

Denver and the Gay Nineties 

I entered West Denver High School in the autumn 
of 1897• euid continued my studies until I was graduated 
in June, 1900. In the high school I found a girl who 
helped me to forget Mabel. She was Ethel Ling a 
handsome brunette who had a lovely voice. I never 
hear the song "September" that I do not think of 
Ethel. She sang it sweetly and magnificently* We 
kept company through most of three years in high 
school. We often went to parties and dances and had 
a grand time together, but we never thought seriously 
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of marriage. I had college in mind, and when I left 
Colorado in 1901 for the east, our romance oame to 
an end. I have heard that Ethel married a man who 
became the mayor of Denver. 

My few years in Denver, the mile-high magnifioent 
city at the foot of the glorious Hocky Mountains, was 
a glamorous part of my life. It was in the Gay 
Nineties when the whole world seemed to be carefree 
and happy, unaware of the wars and the dark tragedies 
that were to befall it. Perhaps at no other place 
in the United States did the happy spirit of the 
^O's reach such heights of joyousness as it did in 
Denver. 

I rode on the crest of the bright moving tide, 
but I did not give myself entirely to pleasure but 
made notable accomplishments in school. I began to 
take writing seriously, becoming the Vest Denver High 
School correspondent for the Rocky Mountain News. 
The pay was two theater passes weekly, a princely 
remuneration to me then. I saw many great plays 
and operas. I enjoyed the friendship of John Martin, 
the handsome white-haired city editor of the News. 
He patiently started me on a lifelong career of 
writing. My first short newspaper feature story was 
entitled "Cupid at a Dance," with the subheading 
"The startling spectacle presented at the competitive 
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drill of cadets." It was published in the Denver 
Post of November 12, 1898. With this brief article, 
I entered the Fourth Estate as a free-lance writer. 

I first submitted the article to John Martin, 
city editor of the Rooky Mountain News. When it did 
not appear within a week's time, I turned it over to 
the Post, which promptly printed it. Mr. Martin then 
questioned me and warned me that my action was 
unethical. He had intended to use the article, he 
said, but had not gotten around to it. I regretted 
Mr. Martin's displeasure because he was the best 
friend I had among newspaper editors in Denver. 

Cupid at a Dance 

Last night 200 students from the West Denver 
High School with their friends and relatives 
gathered at the City Troop Armory to witness 
the prize drill between contestants selected 
from the cadet company. The last stalwart 
cadet had left the floor amid great applause 
from fellow students and the boys were select-
ing their partners for the Grand March for the 
informal dance when the three-year-old infant 
of Mr. and Mrs. Claire, living upstairs over 
the armory, walked out on the ballroom floor 
with about as many clothes on as is generally 
seen adorning the body of Cupid. A few 
minutes before, the parents had put their 
young son to bed and had come down to watch 
the cadets drill. 

The child had heard the loud applause from below 
and concluded that there must be something 
interesting going on and clambered down to 
investigate. The stairs led down through the 
dressing room, and it happened that no one 
was in there or probably he would have been 
stopped and carried back to bed. A number 
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of young men were standing in the lobby 
leading into the ballroom, and they saw the 
chance for a good joke and told the young 
fellow to keep right on, and not being 
daunted by the large number of spectators, 
he walked boldly out on the floor and began 
to search for Mama. The students loudly applauded 
the little oulprit, who was hurried off to 
bed, his mother remaining with him until he 
went to sleep. 

On Thanksgiving Day, 1897» at my father's home 
in Leetsdale, a suburb of Denver, I wrote a short story 
to be entered in the Christmas story contest of the 
Rocky Mountain News. The first prize was ®25. I 
mailed it in and waited. About ten days before 
Christmas, a representative of the newspaper went to 
the West Denver High School to see me, and I was 
called out of class to hear the good news. I had won 
the first prize, and the newspaper wanted my photograph. 
My winning story, "Partners," was printed with my 
picture on Christmas Day, 1897—one of the most 
momentous occasions of my life. 

My story was about a poor little bootblack and 
his partner in business, a lovely little girl with 
golden curls, the daughter of a rich man. It was 
Christmastime. The bootblack was killed by a stray 
bullet fired in a street brawl. As the boy lay on 
the sidewalk, mortally wounded, and the girl bent 
over him, he opened his eyes and looked up at her, 
reached in his pocket and brought out a Christmas 
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present he had bought for her—a silk handkerchief 
with his name Ned in the corner. Then he closed his 
eyes in death. The story ends with this paragraph; 

The next day while strolling along the 
streets in my careless way I glanced at the 
window of a lovely house. And there sitting 
on the floor was a little girl, her golden 
curls all rumpled and her face sad and tear-
stained. There were dolls and small houses 
and dishes and apples and oranges and hooks 
bound in gold and untold treasures of story 
and song, but they were all cast aside like 
a forgotten hope and the little girl sat there 
with a forlorn look upon her face holding 
tight in her soft white hand a silk handker-
chief with the word Ned written in the corner. 

This was my story "Partners". 
In the summer of 1899» my friend Dwight Mead and 

I spent part of our vacation in a lodge in Piatt 
Canyon in the mountains about thirty miles from 
Denver, and there planned a new enterprise—the 
publication of a high school paper which we called 
the Heraldo. Piatt Canyon was a lovely place, the 
low warm meadows aglow with tiger lilies and many 
other wild flowers. The lodge occupied a clearing 
amid gigantic pine trees, and on all sides there was 
the sound of falling water, pure water that came 
from the melting snows high on the mountains above. 
There was a tennis court, and horses for riding over 
the winding mountain trails. The food was good and 
plentiful. In this fascinating place, Dwight and I 
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planned the Heraido. 
For divertissement at the lodge, I had the 

company of Louise Springer, a delightful young widow 
from California—and alone. She was a splendid 
mountain climber; we took numerous trips together, 
afoot and on horseback. In the evening after a hearty 
supper, it was our practice to sit in a swing in the 
yard and listen to the wind in the pines until bedtime. 
There is no sound so majestically sad and so sweet 
as that made by the wind in the tall mountain pines 
at night. The night wind in the pines has a tone all 
of its own. There is no other sound like it anywhere. 
It seems to sing of mysteries and secrets, to bring 
messages from faraway places, from the tops of the 
mountains, from the stars themselves. It is a deep 
refrain that comes to you from the pines and you are 
puzzled to understand the meaning of its mingled 
sorrow and joys, but above all it is fascinating and 
insiiring~*the breathing of the night wind in the tall 
branches of the mountain pines. 

From the mountain sides I gathered bouquets of 
Columbine (the Colorado State flower) and bouquets 
of tiger lilies from the warm and sunny meadows for 
Louise. 

But I kept Ethel Ling in mind and did not permit 
myself to become too serious toward Louise. I think 
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Louise and I both, regarded our friendship as a typical 
summer-vacation romance that must necessarily end 
with the summer. Louise wrote to me after she returned 
to San Diego, and she told me that she carved my 
name deep in a rock at Coronado Beach. When I was 
graduated from West Denver High School in the spring 
of 1900t she sent me a large bouquet, but the dear 
flowers had become badly faded in the long trip from 
San Diego to Denver. 

The first number of the Heraldp appeared in 
September, 1899* end was an instant success. I was 
the editor, and Dwight Mead the business manager. 
Good looking, well-dressed, and mannerly, Dwight, 
English-born, was^competent salesman even in his high 
school days. He obtained a large amount of advertising, 
and we made money* Both of us were able to pay our 
personal expenses through our senior year at high 
school from the earnings of the Heraldo. At the end 
of the school year, we published a yearbook that 
was financially successful. I obtained good literary 
experience from writing articles, short stories, and 
poetry for the high school paper. My short story, 
"The Fickleness of Fortune," told about a rich and 
miserly miner named Watrous and what happened when he 
was finally robbed of his gold* 

VSy poem, 'Questions to the Years," printed in 
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the February, 1900, number of the Heraido seemed to 
be rather sad for one of my youth. I addressed a 
number of queries to the passing years, most of which 
have remained unanswered. I have in my scrap book a 
letter from Earl Harding Smith, a writer on the 
Rocky Mountain News, praising the poem, which greatly 
pleased me. Smith was a prominent senior in West 
Denver High School in my sophomore year, a successful 
writer, speaker, and debater. I was flattered that 
this mighty senior took notice of my poem. After 
graduating from high school, Smith entered the School 
of Mines at Golden, Colorado. From there he wrote me 
this letter, dated March 2, 1900: 

Dear Verne Dyson, 
I want to express my appreciation of 

your sonnet to the years in the February 
number of the Heraldo. I have found it well 
worth reading twice and shall read it 
again, for the second reading found much 
that the first reading slighted. First I 
admire the sentiment, the meaning which your 
words, so well-chosen, express. Unlike the 
slush which we expect from young writers, 
there is a depth of meaning and impressing 
beauty in the verse which I think merits much 
praise. I wish to congratulate you and wish 
you every success in future efforts. 

Question to the Years 
0, years of ages past and gone, 

What have you done with all 
The weeks, the months, the summer time, 

The ripening days of fall? 
Where have the opportunities 

And golden moments flown? 
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And roses and the lilies by 
The evening breezes blown? 

You took them all and left not one. 
Where are the birds that sung? 

And where the flowers that after showers 
In field and meadow sprung? 

You took the smiles, you left the tears, 
0, endless, ruthless years 1 

0, years of centuries gone by, 
What robberies have you donel 

You took away the sweet young lives, 
So joyously begun. 

You stole from youth his childhood*s dreams; 
You crept upon in stealth 

And swept away the strength, nor left 
Behind the hard-earned wealth. 

Where are the works of life-long toil? 
Why carry these away? 

0, is there nothing you will leave 
Behind you in your sway? 

You took the hopes, you left the fears, 
0, heartless, cruel years! 

My poem, "Autumn in the Mountains", also published 
in the Heraldo. received the praise of oriticst 

Autumn in the Mountains 

The far-off western sky is blue and fair. 
No haze of autumn floats upon the air, 
Nor rising smoke nor sound of harvest song, 
But eagle's scream which echoes loud and long. 
The roving winds that blow are light and free; 
They rush through pathless glens with joyous glee, 
And there they roam in ceasless play, 
And never rest through night or day. 
On lofty crest where tree nor bush will grow 
There glistens in the sun the lasting snow. 
Far down the mountain-side the leaves still fall, 
While echoes through the gully the wildcat's call. 
The summer's gracious warmth is well-nigh past, 
Too soon from out the North the winter's blast 
Will howl with raging fury in the night 
And tear through rocky gorge with awful might. 
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There is 110 ripening fruit to please the eye, 
But crystal lakes and peaks against the sky, 
And noisy streams and foaming waterfall 
And faded ferns and pine trees huge and tall. 
No shocks of corn or golden grain 
Or road that leads through mead or grassy lane, 
But canons broad and ridges high and steep, 
And boulders huge and gullies dark and deep. 

I caused a sensation in West Denver High School 
in my freshman year when I carried one of my attractive 
classmates Elsie Werner down three flights of stairs. 
Elsie had a heart attack and was unable to walk. Gasp-
ing for breath, she called upon me, her hero, and I 
did the honors. With strong and tender arms I 
carried her to a carriage on the street, with many 
students looking on from the upper windows of the 
building. 

Principal Edward F. Hermanns of West Denver High 
School was a likeable man, but being a German and a 
veteran of the Franco-German War of the 1870's he 
was a strict disciplinarian. The school was disrupted 
by his prolonged and fruitless search for the culprit 
who placed a badly soiled woman's undergarment on 
his private desk. The back door of a laundry wagon 
had come open as it was passing the high school, 
scattering unwashed clothing along the street. A 
woman's intimate garment, badly in need of washing, 
found its way past a watchful secretary into the holy 
of holies and onto the sacred desk. Principal Hermanns 
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was furious. Glasses were suspended for several days 
while he carefully interviewed every hoy in the school, 
but not one scrap of information was he able to obtain. 

On the stage of the Broadway Theatre in Denver, 
Colorado, Thursday afternoon, June 7» 1900, my high 
school days reached a final glorious climax when I 

received the Charles P. Allen gold medal for the best 
essay of the year. It was the graduating exercises 
of the West Denver High School and I was one of fifty-
eight to receive a diploma. 

"We are the class that never blundered. 
We are the class of 1900." 
We young people, who had become so intimately 

acquainted in four years of school together, listened 
to the various essays and orations, sang the songs 
which we had been taught by Professor Whiteman, father 
of Paul Whiteman, received our diplomas, lingered on 
the stage for awhile and then separated, few of us 
ever to meet again. Many fond friendships ended for 
me that June day of 1900. We had studied together 
and danced and had had such good times together, then 
suddenly these friendships ended like a light that is 
blown out. It seems too bad that such things have 
to happen. I left Denver the following year, never 
to return. Where are you now dear classmates—the 
fifty-seven young people eager to face life who stood 
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on the stage together on a day in June, sixty-three 
years ago—Louis Vale, Frank Strohm, Roy Padget, 
Laura Berry, Ada Seiford, and the rest? To the far 
corners of the world you have scattered. I have lost 
track of all my classmates except one, Dwight Mead, 
of Seattle, Washington. 



HEPTAD IV (1900-1907) 
The Adventures of a Dairy Hand 

After graduating from high school, I hired 
myself to my father as a dairy hand for one year to 
earn money to go to college and had a trying 
experience. I took a short vacation to Colorado 
3prings after graduation from high sohool and then 
went to work. Father had decided to move his cowa 
from Leetsdale to a dairy farm he rented near a 
small town of Erie about thirty miles north of 
Denver. His hired men moved the milk cows, and he 
put upon me the burden of transporting the household 
goods. Furniture, personal belongings, and one 
calf with his feet tied were loaded on the flat bed 
of a hay wagon. The team of horses was none too 
strong. The wagon was old, with the iron rim of one 
wheel loose, necessitating my stopping often along 
the way to throw water on it to swell the wood. I 
left Leetsdale Farm with a heavily loaded wagon and 
with misgivings, Mother and Mary Little, our servant 
girl, trailed after me in a buggy drawn by one horse. 
Mother was worried, fearing I would have trouble on 
the road. Father took the easy way as usual. He 
went to Erie on the train. 
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My progress was slow. The load on the wagon, 
Including the calf, shifted often, and I had to stop 
to equalize the cargo. I noticed the calf, trying 
repeatedly to rise to its feet, which of course it 
could not do with its feet tied. I sensed that 
something was wrong with the animal and investigated. 
In the hay wagon such as I was using, the wheels 
protrude a few inches above the flat bed of the wagon. 
The poor calf had changed its position so that one 
of the wheels rubbed against its side, inflicting 
a wound. I lifted the calf away from the grinding 
wheel and drove on. 

Ordinarily the journey from Denver to Erie could 
be made by buggy or wagon in one day, by starting 
early In the morning, which I did. The numerous 
stops necessitated by the shifting load and the wheel 
with the loose rim caused me to get behind time, so 
that at the close of day I was far from Erie. I 
urged Mother to go on to Erie, which she did 
reluctantly. She could see that I was tired and 
worried. 

About sundown the greatest calamity of the day 
befell me. As I was ascending a steep hill, half-way 
up, the straining horses, tired and worn out, came 
to the end of their strength. The wagon stopped for 
an awful second and then began to roll backward. The 
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wagon had no brakes. I was helpless. The wagon 
continued to roll downhill, pulling the team of horses 
with it. It rolled off the road and down a steep 
embankment, ending up against a fence. What a pre-
dicament and with night near at hand! In just a few 
minutes a remarkable piece of good luck happened to 
me. A nearby farmer came along with a team of magnifi-
cent draft horses. He stopped and smiled when he saw 
the tragic look upon my face. The kind man hitched 
his team to the tongue of my wagon and pulled me back 
on the road and up the hill to a safe place on top. 
I was too tired to go on. I camped for the night, sleep-
ing on the wagon. At sunrise the next morning, 
without any breakfast, I went on to Erie. 

The farm at Brie was a pleasant place. The large 
old house was comfortable and the yard was beautiful 
with trees, shrubbery, and old-fashioned flowers. 
The cow bams were ample. A pleasant stream of water 
ran through the farm. My work was difficult from the 
first. Milking twenty-five cows twice a day, certainly 
was an ordeal. But I was happy being with Mother. 

In good weather we took many long buggy rides 
together and talked about my plans for the future. I 
met a number of pleasant young people in the neighbor-
hood, including the teacher of the one-room school. 
I went calling frequently, but the fact that I had to 
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get up at 2 A.M. to start milking the cows, put a 
damper on my social life. Several times when I 
attended a late party, I did not go to bed but changed 
my clothing and went directly to the cow barns. 

I went to Denver for a vacation of a few days 
and to see my friend Dwight Mead. There I lost more 
sleep as we went to a late party every night. One 
morning shortly before dawn, I returned to my room 
and went to bed. When I awoke and it was still dark, 
I was surprised. When I investigated, I found that 
I had slept entirely through one whole day without 
waking. I had lost a full day of my life in sleep. 

The winter of 1901 was one of the coldest on 
record in Denver. In January, the temperature went 
to 30° below zero Fahrenheit and stayed there for 
several days. I kept my feet warm in felt boots but 
suffered bitterly from cold hands. You cannot milk 
a cow with gloves. It was so cold that if a wet 
bucket was placed on the floor of a cow barn, it 
would freeze to the boards. The waste from the cows 
froze solid and had to be loosened with a pick and 
shovel. They were dreadful days, still remembered 
with a shudder but spring did come at last. 

From the farm at Erie, I could at night see the 
lights of Boulder, the seat of the University of 
Colorado, in the foothills toward the north. I felt 
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that I would prefer to go to that great Institution., 
hut Mother was a good Methodist and wanted me to 
attend Central College, a Methodist school at Fayette, 
Missouri, and there I went. 

I well remember the autumn day I left Erie for 
college. The leaves were thickly falling, the 
melancholy autumn leaves. Mother prepared a fine 
lunch for me to take with me on the train when I left 
Denver, and just before I departed, she, with tears in 
her eyes, went out in the yard and gathered a bouquet 
of flowers for me. 1 pressed the flowers and kept 
them for many years as a memento of the sad day I left 
Mother in Colorado when the autumn leaves were falling. 
About twenty-five years later in Shanghai, China, 
termites ate the faded flowers Mother gave me. The 
pressed flowers and other mementos and papers were 
at the bottom of a wooden chest. The termites, 
unknown to me, got under the box and ate away the 
bottom and much of its contents. 

Central College and Nanni e May 

I stopped off at Kansas City and visited my 
Uncle Milt and Aunt Nicy Singleton for a few days 
before going to Fayette. The town of Fayette had a 
population of about 3»000. The surrounding country 
was rural. There were almost no industries. There 
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were many fine old country homes nearby, some of them 
going back to Civil War times. One of them still 
had chains in the basement which had been used to 
confine slaves. 

I was eager to get started in journalism, and 
I planned to stay only one year at Central, taking a 
heavy load of English Composition and English Litera-
ture, mostly under Professor William A. Webb, known 
to the students as "Sheepy" because of his habit of 
shaking his head when he walked. I shall always be 
grateful to "Sheepy" Webb for opening up to me the 
wonders of English literature. He sympathetically 
and brilliantly expounded the works of the masters: 
Shakespeare, Milton, Tennyson, the Brownings, Shelley, 
Keats, Chatterton, and the others. Through Professor 
Webb I discovered the beauty of poetry. Besides being 
a great teacher, Webb was an excellent tennis player. 
I played tennis with him and marvelled at his drive. 
Tragedy came to the Professor's household, A few 
years after I was graduated from Central, Webb died. 
His wife, who was deeply devoted to him, was unable 
to face life without him, and she committed suicide. 

I was very fond of some of the other professors— 
Dr. 0. H. P. Corprew, Professor of Latin and Greek. 
"Corpy" was greatly beloved as was R. T. Bond, 
Professor of Mathematics and Astronomy and an inveterate 
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quail hunter. His hunting dogs were a nuisance to 
his neighbors. His yard and the house too were always 
thick with fleas. Professor Bond was a skilled 
debater and often was caustic or sarcastio in his 
remarks to other professors, but he was kind to his 
pupils. 

Thomas Barry Smith, Professor of Chemistry and 
Physics and acting president of the college when I 
entered there, was a poet and the author of In Many 
Moods (1900), a successful book of verse. He was 
noted among the students for his dry jokes, which he 
repeated yearly to each successive class. It was 
possible to foretell in advance, from the subject 
and the place In the textbook, the exact day that he 
would tell a story. I displeased Professor Smith, 
and he never forgave me, when I testified against his 
son who was accused of participating in an election 
fraud in the Aristotelian Literary Society. 

A great favorite of the students was Professor 
J. W. Kilpatrlck of the Department of Biology and 
Geology. A profoundly religious man, he gave more 
time to the students and their personal problems than 
any other professor. He worked closely with the 
college YMCA and other religious groups. One day 
when Professor Kilpatrlck led the chapel exercises at 
noon, it was noticed that he read the 90U> Psalm with 
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unusual feeling and emotion. That night he died in 
his sleep. He was greatly mourned by the students 
and the grief of his devoted wife, the sister of the 
noted Methodist bishop, Eugene R. Hendrix, was over-
whelming. I was appointed to represent the student 
body at the memorial services held for Professor 
Kilpatrick and carefully prepared my oration. Bishop 
Hendrlx represented the college faculty at the meeting. 

I became so interested in my studies at Central 
College that I early decided to stay and complete 
the four-year course and take an A.B. degree. The 
professors and the students were friendly and freshmen 
were warmly welcomed. There was no hazing. The 
presence in Fayette of Howard Payne College for women 
provided a lively social life for Central College 
students. Central was a coeducational institution, 
but there were few coeds. 

A group of efficient and talented college "widows" 
added much zest to the social life of Central. And 
who were the college widows? A story I heard will 
define them. A successful businessman decided to 
send his son to the college which he had attended. 
When the youth left home, the father 3aid to him 
"Now, Son, I want you to make as good a record as a 
student as I did and I want to warn you to keep away 
from romance—anyhow until your senior year. There 
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is nothing so districting to a college student as a 
love affair. Grades quickly go to pot when a student 
falls in love. So be careful." The son promised to 
do his best to follow his advice, but after he was in 
college only a few months, he wrote to his father: 
"Dad, I hate to grieve you, but I am madly in love 
with a wonderful woman. When I think of her the 
page of my textbook swims and becomes a complete blank. 
I can hardly sleep or eat." He then gave the woman's 
name and described her appearance. The father wrote 
in answer: "Son, when you left home for college I 
had hoped you would not fall in love too soon. But 
now that I know who the woman is I am perfectly 
reconciled and congratulate you, for when I was in 
college I went with her myself." [laughter] 

I joined the Aristotelian Literary Society and 
took a deep interest in debating and oratory. X was 
elected president of the society in my junior year. 
Bach year I was in college I participated in an annual 
debate between the Aristotelians and the Zetosophlan 
Literary Society. Our Aristotelian debating team won 
on three different years. We lost one year when 
John Godby, a member of our team, fainted while 
making his speech. I saw him falter, become unsteady 
on his feet, and finally collapse. He was unable to 
proceed, and the other side won the debate by default. 
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At Central College I became closely Identified 
with Howard Payne College. President Hiram Groves 
employed me to travel and solicit pupils for his 
school during the summers I was at Fayette. This was 
an interesting assignment. I travelled from town to 
town all summer, with my transportation and hotel 
bills paid, in addition to my salary. I was quite 
successful in obtaining new pupils for Howard Payne. 
When I arrived in a town, the first person I called 
upon for leads was the minister of the Methodist church 
if there was a church. The ministers often asked me 
to speak in their churches, and I also spoke at 
picnics and other public gatherings. 

I became well-acquainted with the Groves family 
and called frequently at Howard Payne College to see 
Mary Groves, the daughter of the family. She was a 
tall, sunny-haired girl and very lively. I accidentally 
misBed the ceremony when she married the Rev. Ezra 
Crooks, a missionary, and went to South America where 
she died in childbirth. It was rumored around the 
college campus that I deliberately stayed away from 
the wedding because I could not bear to see her 
given away to another man. But the truth was that I 
waited too long for my friends Claude and Lura Orear. 
Lura was slow dressing, and we missed the wedding. 

Howard Groves, the young brother of Mary, was 
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noted for his pranks, some of which were outrageous. 
His favorite stunt was to cut a large piece of cloth 
out of the overcoat of a suitor who called on his 
sister. Howard became a successful business man, a 
state agent for one of the large insurance companies. 
Howard called on me many years later in Los Angeles. 

After I left college and was married, living in 
Kansas City, Professor Groves became ill and came to 
Kansas City and entered a hospital there. I called 
on him, and he seemed to be improving. But unexpectedly 
he died the next day. 

My two brothers, John and Jim Dyson,and our 
friend George Stenton joined me at Central College 
in my freshman year and gave me an experience I shall 
never forget. We kept bachelors' quarters. George 
did the cooking. Stenton came into our family at the 
Leetsdale farm near Denver. He was a laborer working 
for a gang that was laying a water pipe. While he 
was boarding with us, we discovered his good qualities 
and decided to help him. George, while being ambitious, 
was extremely ignorant, having no early education at 
all. His spoken language was shocking. When George 
quit the pipe-laying company and went to work for 
Father, we treated him like one of the family, and 
Mother painstakingly started in to teach him how to 
speak the English language correctly. He was an apt 
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pupil and improved his speech rapidly. George 
quickly adopted our family customs. Like most laborers 
of the time, George slept in his underclothes. 
Noticing that I wore pajamas, George bought a pair 
for himself and was greatly ridiculed by the other 
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hired men In the bunkhouse. 
George was a powerfully built young man and some-

what striking in appearance with a magnificent head 
of black curly hair. His hands were large, his arms 
powerful from many years of hard labor, and he was 
a skilled boxer. He enjoyed a good fight and usually 
disposed of his adversary with one well-placed blow. 
When we went to country dances together, George 
usually was able to stir up at least one good fight* 
Not being a tall man and not very large, George's 
adversaries usually underestimated his strength, but 
a knockout blow lurked in his unusually strong right 
arm. 

At once, upon his arrival at Central, George 
caused a sensation by defeating John Godby the college 
champion boxer and the physical director. Godby was 
a much larger man than Stanton and when they entered 
the ring, probably every man present, except myself, 
expected him to win. At the appropriate moment 
George's right fist shot out and did its work. 

George was a good cook except that he was too 
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fond of using vanilla extract. He not only used 
vanilla to flavor desserts, but also crinkled it on 
potatoes, meat, and other foods. We protested 
violently, but were not able to break him of this 
bad habit entirely. 

One day at noon while we were sitting at the 
lunch table, George suddenly grabbed a large butcher 
knife and rushed out of the house. Through the 
window we watched him stab a milk cow which was badly 
swollen from eating wet clover. He had become familiar 
with this technique while working on Father's dairy 
farm in Colorado. The animal would have died in a 
few minutes if George had not acted. There is a 
place on the right side of a cow, high up near the 
hip bone where the stomach touches the hide. This, 
as George knew, was the place to use the knife. 

I was able largely through the help of Aunt 
Nicy Singleton to finance my stay at Central College 
for four years. But my two brothers and George were 
unable to raise the necessary funds and left college 
at the end of their first year. At Central, George 
was fortunate in meeting Lillian, a Howard Payne 
student, the daughter of a wealthy farmer who lived 
not far from Fayette. Their friendship, formed at 
Fayette, led to marriage and her father gave them a 
farm for a wedding present. George now became a 
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prosperous country gentleman and reared a fine family. 
One of his daughters, Ruth, is now living in Downey, 
California, the wife of Wilbert Wilson, a wealthy 
motorcar dealer. 

At the close of my first year at Central, I founded 
and published, with the cooperation of the Senior 
class, the Ragout, an annual which still (1963) is in 
existence. The undertaking was financed by Banker A. F. 
Davis, the friend of needy college students. He 
guaranteed the printing bill with the E. W. Stevens 
Company in Columbia, Missouri, and the money which I 
received for advertising and the sale of the books 
paid all expenses and gave me a good profit. Senior 
Melbourne Smith was the editor-in-chief, and I, a 
Freshman, was general manager. The members of the 
Senior class gave me loyal support, especially my 
good friend, Britton P. Taylor. I printed the pictures 
and the biographies of the members of the faculty, 
pictures of the different classes, and various 
organizations, and the buildings. I now greatly 
enjoy looking at the picture of myself which I printed— 
one revealing confidence and having "the world is 
mine" expression. I wrote a sketch of the college 
and a special biography of Professor T. Berry Smith, 
the poet laureate of Methodism, and reproduced my 
"Robber, Diamonds, and Trap Door" which had appeared 
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In the Rocky Mountain News in 1898, with the added 
warning that it was not to he read after dark. 

The first edition of the Ragout is now a 
collector's item. In the long ago month of roses 
when I left Fayette with my bride, I took with me 
four copies of the Ragout, one of them inscribed to: 
'Miss Nannie Hubbard, Compliments of Verne Dyson, 
Central College, May 15, 1902." In 1955, shortly 
before I went to Fayette to celebrate the 50to 
anniversary of the Class of 1905 and to celebrate with 
my wife Nannie May our Golden Wedding anniversary, 
I sent three copies of the annual back to Central 
College. One of them was Inscribed: 

Presented with love and memories t o — 
Dr. Ralph L, Woodward, President, Central College 

by Verne Dyson, '05, in commemoration of three 
anniversaries: 
1. Publication of the first edition of the 

Ragout. June, 1902. 
2. Graduation from Central College, June 14, 1905* 

3. Marriage to Nannie May Hubbard, June 21, 1905-
One Ragout went to President Woodward; one to my 

cousin Professor Joseph Dyson and his wife ffyrtle; and 
one to the Central College Library. 

These books, like myself, are slightly travel-worn 
but, I trust, still acceptable. 
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The second issue of the Ragout (1903), not managed 
hy me, in describing the different members of the 
Sophomore class gave more space to me than any other 
member. I scaroely know what to think of the descrip-
tion of myself. Perhaps I should not quote it for it 
is somewhat defamatory in character, but here it iss 

Dyson is a courtier of fair ladies, but let me 
add that Lyndsay's style is very repugnant to 
him. Where Lyndsay is guided and systematic, 
I^yson is loquaoious and impulsive. But 
Dyson's verbosity is to be much more recommended 
than Lyndsay's tact, for Dyson's verbosity is 
generated by that sublime and irresistible 
feeling as only a soul about to explode with 
emotion can feel, and then, too, Dyson tells 
in wondering amazement of such Btrange and 
beautiful stories that she knows also that 
they are true for Dyson told her so. But she 
is captivated when Dyson tells her in perfect 
syllogism of his views of the lythagorean 
doctrine, how for instance, he believed that 
his spirits once animated the kingly form of 
Roman Anthony and how the transmigration of 
Anthony's soul through so many ages had not 
lost much of its master's genius for oratory, 
generalship, and other qualities. But then 
with moistening eyes he tells her that a baneful 
companion has also kept pace with these other 
good principles on their march down through the 
ages and how that heritage was troubling him 
then. And then she asks him, with her beautiful 
eyes dilating, with wonder and sympathy, what 
this evil torment might be. Then Dyson, like 
the skilled tragedian at the time of the 
climax, frightens her by falling upon his knees 
and telling her that it was love of fair 
women that made him as miserable as Anthony 
ever could be and that Cleopatra was a mere 
glowworm to the incandescent beauty of her, and 
so forth. And then he proposes, all the while 
using Cleopatra as the measurable unit of her 
beauty. And so, owing to his own spontaneous 
fashion, for such is Dyson. As being such he 
is deservedly "a lover of the old school1" 



104 

When I was twenty-one years old and a B'reshman 
at Central College, I wrote a poem, "Songs of Long Ago," 
in the worldweary mood of an aged and broken man. I 
was not a melancholy youth and even now, at eighty-four, 
I do not feel depressed by the weight of years. The 
poem was published in the Spiritual Life Department 
of the St. Louis Christian Advocate. November 6, 1901. 
The clipping pasted in my scrapbook was sent to me 
by Aunt Nicy Singleton of Kansas City. She wrote on 
it, "This is from my favorite poet." 

So£gs of Long Ago 
How often in this age of progress and advance, 

How often in these latter days 
My heart grows weary of the new and longs for old 

Time things, and longs for old time ways. 
And when I'm tired and worn, 0, let me stop amid 

This never ceasing ebb and flow 
And throw away my cares, forget today, and hear 

An old sweet song of long ago. 
The speeding years will not delay their flight and chance 

Descends upon us thick and fast 
The scenes, the songs, the things we love are buried in 

The debris of the past; 
Prom these forgotten ruins unearth a song, a sweet 

Refrain, and sing it soft and low, 
My heart is ever longing for the melody, 

The quiet of those songs of long ago. 
Prom toils and worldly cares on mem'ry's wings I'd fly, 

And borne along in glorious flight 
To olden times, I'd go and there with those I loved, 

I'd roam along in glad delight; 
A song will take me back; so Mother, come, and while 

We sit in evening's dusty glow 
1111 be a boy again if you will sing a song 

To me, a song of years ago. 
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Next to writing, public speald.ng had been my 
chief lifelong interest. At Central College I parti-
cipated in four annual debates between the two literary 
societies and was on the winning side each time except 
on the occasion when John Godby, one of my colleagues, 
lost consciousness while speaking and threw the 
decision to the opposing team. I participated in 
several oratorical contests at Central. On Hay 26, 
1905, I represented Missouri in the Interstate 
Prohibition Oratoriaal Contest in Springfield, Ohio, 
having won the preliminary Prohibition Oratorical 
Contest at Central College, February 28, and the 
intercollegiate oontest held in Moberly, Missouri. 
My subject was "The Neglected Vigil." The interstate 
contest in Springfield was held in the state armory 
before an audience of about 4,000. Orators from six 
states competed in the contest in Springfield: Missouri, 
Minnesota, Illinois, Iowa, Kansas, and Colorado. The 
morning of the contest I climbed to the top of the 
Lincoln Memorial and, finding the tower empty, 
practiced saying my oration. I did not win first 
place, but one of the judges told me that I received 
more applause from the crowd than did the winner of 
the contest. 
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This Is the Story of Nannie May 

One day in the spring of 1902, a new girl came 
into Professor Webb's English class and took a seat 
directly between me and the window so that I had a 
fine view of her. I have always preferred brunettes 
and here was a perfect one with lovely, black hair 
and large serious brown eyes. She was slender, trim, 
and graceful and well-dressed. She took out her 
pencil and notebook and gave her undivided attention 
to Professor Webb, who had begun his leoture. With 
some difficulty I turned my attention to the lecture. 
I lost no time in meeting the new girl. She was a 
country-school teacher named Nannie May Hubbard and 
had come to Central to take a special course in 
English Literature. In no time I was dating her and 
she from the first seemed perfectly willing to see me. 

Her dignity and seriousness impressed me at once. 
I learned th%t she was deeply religous and did not 
dance or smoke or drink liquor. She made no preten-
tions to be glamonous but was naturally glamourous In 
a very quiet and impressive way. She was not like 
other girls I had met, was not talkative or forward 
or presuming. She did not need liquor or cosmetics 
or music to make her interesting. She was naturally 
as sweet and interesting as a flower. A red rose 
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needs nothing to augment its beauty—or a violet. 
They are sweet and lovely because they are what they 
are. 

Nannie Hay was like that. She was sweet and 
lovely simply because she was Nannie Hay. Yet with 
all her simplicity and artlessness, Nannie May was 
completely enveloped with the unfathomable mystery of 
womanhood. She had a hidden power of some kind whioh 
constantly and quietly exerted itself without her 
speaking a word or making a gesture. It was like the 
power of water that flows deep without disturbing the 
surface but moves onward until one day at the appointed 
time and place it suddenly reaches the sunlight and 
reveals itself. 

The young lady, as I learned, was noted for her 
undisturbed calm in the presence of danger. I heard 
the story of how she faced a cyclone with complete 
composure. She was part of a small group of people 
in a farmhouse which witnessed the approach of the funnel 
of a swirling tornado. Darkness descended upon the 
earth at noonday, and the sound of the approaching 
storm could be heard. There was pandemonium in the 
farmhouse. The women wept and shrieked, all except 
Nannie May—she remained quietly on her knees at the 
side of a bed. The twister passed by, missing the 
house by only a few hundred yards. 
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Nannie May inspired in me all the gallantry and 
finesse of which I was capable. With her I observed 
all the proprieties. I was never careless in word 
or action. I was proud to show her that I could be 
just as proper as she was. There is a quiet joy, a 
satisfaction of the heart in a courtship of this kind 
which is totally beyond the comprehension of modern 
teenagers, whose love affairs are usually slap-bang 
affairs from start to finish. 

I carefully observed all the holidays with 
Nannie May: Christmas, Easter, Valentine's Day, and 
the rest. I sent flowers and books and candy, and I 
serenaded her, hiring a band of Negro singers who 
stood under her window in the starry night and sang 
the old love songs. This serenading was a pleasant 
custom among the young people of that time in Missouri, 
one which has passed away now, along with other dear 
and simple ways of life. 1 tried to conceal my 
identity, but I learned the next day that she recognized 
me from the light suit I ms wearing. 

We went together regularly, but several months 
passed before I had the courage to kiss her, although 
often as we sat together looking at pictures in a book, 
our faces would be very close. One night as I was 
leaving after a visit, and we were standing at the 
open door, both leaning against the side, I looked 
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out Into the night and saw a low moon which seemed to 
mock me for my temerity. I boldly leaned over and 
kissed her. She did not scold me, and as I pressed 
her hand and left, I saw a warm light in her eyes. 
The stars seemed to be very close and sympathetic as 
I walked through a small ravine and across the college 
campus to Couples Hall. That night I lay awake for 
hours thinking of her, too happy to lose consciousness 
and go to sleep. 

The kiss was the beginning of a new era in my 
life. I was inspired to study harder than ever before. 
I strove to improve my debating and public speaking. 
New Ideas came to me. I won the Prohibition Oratorical 
Contest at Central and then won the Intercollegiate 
contest in Moberly, Missouri, and went on to Spring-
field, Illinois, to participate in the interstate 
contest. 

Nannie and I became formally engaged, and I gave 
her a ring. She kissed me often now. I had three 
more years of college. When the oollege year ended 
and we separated, she toil me that she would wait 
for me until I was graduated. I informed her that I 
would wait for her—wait and dream. 

The "Autumn Lament" quoted seems to me to be the 
best of the few poems I have written. It expresses 
the mingled happiness and fears that were upon me the 
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afternoon in 1903 that Nannie May Hubbard and I left 
the valley where we had spent a harvest-time vacation 
at Oak Grove, the home of Mr. and Mrs. Monroe Summers 
near Huntsville, Missouri. We were in love and very 
happy, but we were solemn too because we feared that 
the world beyond the valley, which we soon were to 
enter together might hold disappointments. Our 
happiness seemed too great to be real, too wonderful 
to endure endlessly. We left the autumn-haunted 
valley, holding hands, and looking somewhat helplessly 
into each other's eyes. 

Our marriage day came two years later and we went 
on together to many places, to many different lands, 
across oceans and finally back to America and Long 
Island. Many years have passed since we tearfully 
left the valley of dreams and I wrote the "Autumn Lament." 
It Is winter now and we are two old people sitting 
comfortably by the fire while the wind moans through 
the pines and piles the snow high at our front door. 
I just now read the "Autumn Lament" to the woman who 
left the valley with me that lovely afternoon so long 
ago. "Do you know darling," she said to me, "I have 
always liked that poem ever since you read It to me 
over forty years ago. But it did seem to be a little 
bit too melancholy for one as young as you were then. 
You seemed to fear something which never happened." 
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The "Autumn Lament" was printed in the October, 1903, 
issue of Central Collegian of Central College, Fayette, 
Missouri: 

The Autumn Lament 
We left the valley bathed in Summer's sunset glow, 
And gentle was the breeze and soft the river's flow. 
Unwillingly at last I threw the oars aside; 
The boat lies chained upon the water's swelling tides 
Deserted is our camp beside the river's shore; 
with tears we left it, left it to return no more. 
Now when I ponder on those distant hills and brooks 
I feel a growing discontent for work and books. 
0, for a walk along a footpath's winding ways 
Where Autumn goldenrod in quiet splendor sways; 
Where hues are changing fast from green to red and 

yellow; 
Where hangs the fruic upon the boughs now ripe and 

mellow. 
I want to hear the sound of idly falling leaves 
And see afar the sudden flash of golden sheaves, 
And watch the smoke float lazily upon the breeze, 
And feel the quiet hush that's over hills and trees. 
How pleasant were the days that have so lately past I 
But why regret them now? they could not always last. 
For life is more than drifting on a gliding stream, 
More than the idle fancies of a Summer dream. 
I hear not far away the sound of worldly strife. 
The muffled tramp, the tread of struggling human life— 
And so farewell to Autumn hills and streams and sky, 
I answer to the pleading of the distant cry. 

During the three years that Nannie May was waiting 
for me, she taught school at Huntsville, Missouri. I 
visited her often in Huntsville and at her parents' 
home in Renick. In Huntsville, where Nannie May was 
surrounded by her fellow teachers, my visits had to 
be more or less formal. In Renick it was different. 
There, we took walks in the country, and once in a 
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meadow where wild roses were blooming I picked her 
up and carried her across the stream. When I set 
her down on her feet, she put her arms around me and 
kissed me and then reached down and plucked a wild 
rose and placed it in my buttonhole. I kept the wild 
rose for a long time. We spent many happy hours in 
a hammock under a pine tree in her yard in Renick, 
talking about the future. 

On one trip from Fayette to Huntsville to visit 
Nannie May at Thanksgivingtime, I missed the train 
connection at Moberly and walked the seven miles to 
Huntsville, carrying in my arms a bouquet of long-
stemmed chrysanthemums for her. Ify college friend, 
William Rutherford, who was on his way to Huntsville 
to see bis sJsber, accompanied me on the walk. He 
offered to carry the flowers part of the time and 
rest me, but I declined the offer. I wanted to carry 
them myself—all the way. 

In Huntsville I met Nannie May's brother, William 
Hubbard, and his family—wife Alva, daughters Floy 
and Kathryn, and son Vilas. While Hubbard was serving 
as Treasurer of Randolph County, he employed Nannie 
May as his helper. She thus financed her course of 
study in Central College. At the time I met Hubbard, 
he was working in a bank at Huntsville. In 1903, he 
left Missouri for California where he prospered as a 
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banker. After operating in San Diego and several 
other cities, he settled in Pasadena, where he, in 
1912, founded the Citizens Commercial Trust and 
Savings Bank and erected a seven-story office building 
on Colorado Blvd. The bank prospered greatly and 
upon Hubbard's death he was succeeded as president 
by his son, Vilas who has carried forward his father's 
tradition of success. The bank celebrated its 50& 
anniversary In 1962 and in December, 1963, opened a 
second branch-bank in Pasadena. 

Picturesque Fayette 

My financial success with the Ragout, the annual, 
in my freshman year at Central College caused me to 
lose my head in my senior year when I published 
Picturesque Fayette. an illustrated booklet. The 
college town of Fayette had a population of 3,000 at 
that time, and I had 3,000 copies of the booklet 
printed—one for every man, woman, and child in the 
village. I counted on a very heavy sale in the rural 
districts but counted in vain. The retail price of 
the booklet was fifty cents, a large sum of money at 
that time. 

Picturesque Payette« in itself, was a worthy 
effort. I canvassed the town thoroughly for historical 
material, pictures, and advertisements. Likewise, I 
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covered Howard County, riding many miles in buggies 
and sleighs. I visited all the well-known landmarks, 
prosperous farms, and noted country places. I took 
pictures of everything—the classic buildings of 
Central and Howard Payne Colleges, all the more 
prominent business houses, villages residences and 
farm homes, professional men and farmers, prominent 
officials, and prize bulls. 

The cost of producing the booklet, including the 
excessively large number of halftones, was, as I 
recall, about $700. The actual cash realized was 
only about half that amount. I had a considerable 
amount of trade advertisements. Most of these, 
especially in the case of the livery stable, were 
used up in producing the volume. Some of the trade 
advertisements however were devoted to romantic 
purposes. Prom them came a very beautiful dress and 
some other handsome articles which I gave to Nannie 
May, my betrothed. 

The crashing failure of Picturesque Payette 
came at commencement time and with my graduation and 
aaSriage and carefully planned honeymoon near at hand. 
Aunt Nicy Singleton of Kansas City, who had come to 
Fayette to see me graduate and hear me deliver the 
commencement oration, rescued me from the degradation 
by signing a note with the printer, L. D. White, for 
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the balance I owed him, and I went on with my 
graduation and oration and marriage and honeymoon. 
But I still can remember vividly the sorrow I felt 
as the shadow of failure fell across the bright 
events that I had planned for June, 1905 • 

I quote In full the prolix title page of the 
unhappy volume: 

Picturesque Payette and its People; a review 
of Payette, Howard County, Missouri; giving 
something of the history and progress, present 
advantages, business interests, churches, 
colleges, schools, residences, nearby country 
homes and country life. Highly illustrated. 
Printed with the aid and encouragement of a 
liberal and progressive citizenship. 

And this was my foreword, printed in red ink: 

Payette is a town of historical interest and 
of picturesque beauty. The life of the 
community is many-sided. To the citizens 
of the state, it is known as a college town. 
To the church, it stands as a center of 
Missouri Methodism. To the people of Howard 
County, it is a seat of justice. To the 
farmers of the surrounding country, it is a 
market for profitable exchange, and to us, 
it is all of these and more, for to us it is 
home. The very life and activities of the 
village make possible a volume of this kind. 

I gave a history of Payette from the time of its 
founding in 1823, down to 1905 • I pictured many of 
the interesting places around Payette. The famous 
Wildwood was one of these, and of it I wrote under 
the picture: 
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Scene In the Dell, north of Central College. 
For half a century this has been a favorite 
rendezvous for college students. Here they 
found rest from books and were able to 
commune with nature. Along this stream they 
gathered the first violets of spring and in 
these woods they said farewell to autumn, 

A week before my graduation, I gave a small stag 
party in my room in Couples Hall and formally announced 
my engagement to Miss Nannie May Hubbard. Close 
friends present were George Scaling, George Stenton, 
W. N. Giddens, and William Rutherford. No liquor 
could be served at Couples Hall and so there was no 
drinking of toasts, but the party was merry. 

I graduated from Central College with an A.B. 
degree on June 7, 1905. X gave the commencement 
oration and won first prize for the best short story 
published in the Central Collegian. 1904-1905, entitled 
"Scholarship or Girlj a College Romance." 

Nannie May and X had waited for each other for 
three years and at last our wedding date came, June 21, 
1905, in Renick, Missouri, in her own home. Only 
the immediate members of the family were present— 
her parents, Mr. and Mrs. Salem Hubbard, and her 
sister Edna, and my parents, the Rev. and Mrs. Samuel 
A. Dyson, and my sister Carolyn. The ceremony was 
performed by the Reverend B. D. Sipple, pastor of the 
Methodist Church in Huntsville, Missouri, and much 



117 

beloved by his congregation.. When the time came for 
the ceremony, Nannie May and I arose from our chairs 
and Father then threw a large pillow on the floor 
at our feet, and we knelt on it and were married. 
Nannie May wore white roses in her dark hair and was 
a very lovely bride. 

When we left Renick by train, a group of friends 
on the platform showered us with rice and two or 
three old shoes were thrown at us. We went a few 
miles from Moberly where we spent our first night 
at a hotel. In the register at the hotel desk I 
wrote for the first of many thousands of times the 
signature of "Mr.,and Mrs. Verne Dyson." A bell boy 
took us to our suite, the best one in the hotel. He 
left and closed the door, and then Nannie May and I 
were alone and our honeymoon had begun. The moment 
that both of us had dreamed of for so long was at hand. 

The next forenoon we went to the Missouri River 
port of Boonville and boarded a boat and sailed down 
river to Portland and visited my Uncle Billy and 
Mary Garrett on a farm, The boat trip and the visit 
to the country made a pleasant and a lively honeymoon. 
After the honeymoon we went to Kansas City and began 
housekeeping. Nannie May went shopping and bought a 
rolling pin and other necessary kitchen equipment. 

At first I was not able to find employment on a 
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newspaper when I arrived in Kansas City. My uncle, 
Dr. Milton Singleton, who bought and sold drugstores 
as a sideline at that time, owned a drugstore favorably 
located on a street corner. He kindly offered to 
turn the store over to me and let me pay for it at 
my leisure. Uncle Milt suggested that if I were to 
become a registered pharmacist, X probably could make 
money in the drug business. He was in a position to 
give me a considerable amount of prescription business, 
but I was so eager to get into journalism that I turned 
down the attractive offer. As I have looked back 
upon the unusual offer of my uncle, I sometimes have 
wondered if I acted wisely. The man who bought the 
drugstore built up a profitable business and became 
wealthy. 

While I was waiting for a newspaper job, I became 
press agent for a real estate firm that was developing 
the Monegaw Club, a pleasure resort In the lovely 
Osage River valley, the ancestoral home of the Osage 
Indians. I visited the beautiful locality and 
gathered information about the brave and famous Osage 
chief, Monegaw. I wrote "The Story of Monegaw," which 
was issued by the I. W. Dumm Publishing Company in 
Kansas City. I had a sad experience with this I. W. 
Dumm Publishing Company. The concern was founded to 
issue a number of different publications, including 
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a mall-order magazine which already had become prosper-
ous. Mr. Dumm offered me a position as editor of one 
of his magazines if I would buy five hundred dollars 
worth of stock in the company. I borrowed the amount 
from my Uncle Milton Singleton and bought the stock. 
When I entered the office of the company I was shocked 
and alarmed to discover that there were a number of 
other people there who had been promised positions 
but were sitting idly at their desks with nothing to 
do. The company was in serious financial difficulties 
and soon folded up, and I lost my position and the 
five hundred dollars. 

I went to work for the Kansas City Star, one of 
the great newspapers of the country, as a writer for 
the Sunday paper. I have a large scrapbook of the 
feature articles on a wide variety of subjects which 
I wrote for the Star in the period of five years. 
Being a newspaper writer in the early part of this 
century was exciting. William Randolph Hearst had 
started a number of journalistic innovations. When 
an important story broke, he rushed his reporters 
around town in taxicabs. His men were ruthless in 
their methods. They did not hesitate to steal a 
picture out of an album or take one off of the wall 
to illustrate a murder or other important story. 
Hearst men were fast workers and totally unscrupulous. 
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To compete with Hearst, other newspaper editors were 
forced to adopt his methods more or less. 

I spent several days in central Kansas for the 
Star;looking for a man who had inherited a large 
fortune. He had been an orphan child sent from New 
York City to Kansas and had been adopted by a farmer. 
In a certain period many orphans had been sent to 
Kansas and found homes there. The orphan in question 
could not be located. A great fortune left to him by 
an uncle in South America awaited him. I located 
the young man. He was a school teacher and wa3 
attending a Normal School Institute at an obscure 
village. I told him of his good luck, obtained his 
story, and telegraphed It to the Star. 

I had an interesting tour in the Ozark Mountains 
for the Star. I discovered a community with a 
population of several thousand which was almost totally 
devoid of crime. None of the inhabitants ever locked 
their doors. The jail had been tenantless for years. 
I visited a district famous for the superior quality 
of its peaches, the soil of a strip of land about 
five by ten miles in size had peculiar chemical 
qualities which produced peaches of distinctive size 
and quality. An article which I wrote for the Star 
on government land which had been overlooked in the 
Ozark Mountains caused a rush of applicants and the 
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locating of many new claims. 
A girl was brutally murdered on a farm near 

Kansas City, Kansas, across the river from Kansas City, 
Missouri. I was assigned to track down the criminal 
and had an exciting time. The brother of the girl 
was suspected of being the murderer, but there was 
no evidence against him. I arrived at the farm early 
In the forenoon and began my investigation. I talked 
with the brother. He was a quiet, ignorant young 
man who had spent his whole life on tte farm and had 
never done anything more exciting than to milk the 
cows. He gave me no clues. After inspecting the 
house and the barn, myself and several other reporters 
began a systematic search of the grounds near the 
house. About two o'clock in the afternoon, I discovered 
a cache of the murdered girl's jewelry, purse, and 
other personal belongings in a shock of corn. The 
brother admitted placing the things there and was 
arrested. It was late and I had to hurry to get my 
story to the Star. The telephone at the immediate 
farm had been disconnected. I rushed to the nearest 
farmhouse. No one was at home, and the doors were 
locked. I noticed that a telephone wire ran into 
the building. I kicked the glass out of a front door 
window, entered, and telephoned my story to the Star. 
When I left, I placed a five-dollar bill on the table. 
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Fart of the afternoon edition had been printed by 
the Star, but the presses were stopped and my story 
was set up and placed on the front page* When I got 
back to Kansas 01ty» Missouri, late in the afternoon, 
I could hear the newsboys crying my story en the 
streets sad it was Very thrilling. 



HEPTAD V (1907-1914) 
Life in Kansas City* Missouri 

Our two children came to us in Kansas City* 
William Verne was horn October 11, 1907» at 27 East 
25& Street (notice the two sevens here). The doctor 
on hand was my beloved aunt, Cally S. Walker, one of 
the earliest women doctors in the United States. At 
birth our son weighed pounds. He had doubled his 
weight in three months. At the age of six months he 
weighed 20 pounds, and at the present time (1963) he 
weighs 200 pounds. He was handsome as a child and is 
handsome as a man. The Kansas City Star for February 
19» 1908, printed this article which I wrote about 
William* 

"His Baby is the Smartest Ever" 
Though only four months old, marks of 

character are conspicuous. 
To the Star> There is one difference 

between our baby and almost all other young 
babies I have ever seen—our baby has a 
strong personality and he's only four months 
old. Personal magnetism has developed at 
a very early age. I wish it were possible 
to analyze his charm, but it is not. Our 
baby of course is good looking, but he is 
much more than that—he is attractive, smart, 
and cute* All this is quite evident without 
the baby having spoken a single word. Surely 
this is a mark of genius. For many years I 
contended that young babies were very 
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uninteresting because all of them looked 
alike and acted alike having no distinguish-
ing qualities. At last I have been permitted 
to see a young baby with foree of character 
and strong individuality and that baby is 
our own. My wife believes just as I do 
about our baby, only more sol 

Fond parent. 
Our daughter Carolyn was an adorable child. 

She was born April 6, 1909, and she still has April 
in her eyes. We loved her. When quite young she 
caused some amusement at a social gathering when one 
of the guests asked her her name and she replied: 
"Carolyn May Dyson Publishing Company." She had 
frequently heard the name of my firm and thought it 
was part of her name. Carolyn was a sweet child and 
she is still sweet now at the age of fifty-four. Like 
William she has been greatly devoted to us. She has 
had her sorrows but is still happy and smiling. She 
was in prison with other members of the family for 
three years in a Japanese prison camp in Manila. 
Cancer took her handsome, six-foot husband in 
Brentwood, Long Island. For compensation she has 
the devotion of her two children, Edward and Dorothy, 
and of her two parents, and many friends. 

In 1909* I wrote my first book The Policeman and 
the City1s Woes, which I published in my own printing 
plant. In my introduction to the book I explained: 
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The policeman is a city character. His name 
says so. The Greek word for city is polls. 
A polls man is a city man in the literal 
sense. No other character seen on our city 
streets is more metropolitan than the police-
man. His huge body is emblematic of the 
city's bigness and his goodly girth is a 
sign of plenty like the cornucopia. Strong 
and authoritative he is a symbol of the 
city's imposing dominance. 
Pity the policeman's ears. He must listen to 
humanity's woes. Not alone the stories of 
life's tragedies but also the little troubles 
of men and women, their quarrels and petty, 
disgraceful strife, the vexations, the 
difficulties involved from nothings. 

The Kansas City Star published my Christmas 
poem, "Gifts from Empty Hands," in the issue of 
December 20, 1911« with this explanation: '"Gifts 
from Empty Hands' is the title of a Christmas poem 
written by Verne Dyson and addressed today to the 
members of the thirteen Epworth Leagues in Kansas 
City. Mr. Dyson is a writer for the Star, a member 
of the Ellis St. M.E. [Methodist-Episcopal] Church, 
South, and president of the Kansas City Epworth 
League Union." 

Gifts from Empty Hands 
The Magi took Him gold and mystic herbs, 

And knelt in jeweled robes to sing 
Before the manger when, star-guided from 

The purple East, they sought their King. 
And I, too, saw the sacred star and knew 

Its sign and follow'd with my face 
Turn'd toward its gleam, and like the Magi found 

My Master in a lowly place. 
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I knelt—and then recall'd the Wise Men'a gifts, 
Dear tokens from enchanted lands, 

I had no gold or precious things at all, 
But lifted up my empty hands. 

And then He spoke to me, "I seek afar 
For treasures of another kind 

That you can give—your endless love and years 
And gems of soul and heart and mind." 

In my desire to Increase my earnings, I decided 
to go into the printing business• I bought a small 
plant and began business. Shortly, a friend of mine 
informed me that his father had died and that he had 
inherited a large printing plant and didn't know what 
to do with it. He offered to turn It over to me for 
a small monthly payment. This seemed like a good 
opportunity and I bought it, but realized that I 
would have a difficult time. I did not have the 
capital to operate the large plant and very soon I 
was having difficulty in meeting the weekly payroll 
for my printer and pressman. 

I had founded and was publishing Kansas City-
Methodist. an interesting enterprise. In the 
illustrated two-color Christmas edition of the Kansas 
City Methodistj December 25, 1910, I initiated a 
series of "Love Stories of the Bible" with the story 
of Isaac and Hebecca. But the monthly did not pay 
its expenses and added to my financial difficulties, 
and I had to give it up. I was living rent-free in 
a small cottage owned by my uncle, Dr. J. Milton 
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Singleton. I received other help from him and Aunt 
Nicy Singleton hut difficulties increased. 

Any mention of Halley's Comet recalls to me the 
darkest period of my life. At Christmastime, 1910, 
Halley's Comet was visible in the sky several nights 
when I went home from my printing plant, worried and 
depressed. That Christmas I had very little money for 
Christmas presents. 

In June, 19H» my wife and two children went to 
her parents' home in Renick, Missouri for a visit. 
I was staying with Uncle Milt and Aunt Nicy Singleton 
in their lovely home on Armour Boulevard in Kansas 

City. I played the phonograph often, "Pink Lady" 
being my favorite piece. I always was happy with my 
uncle and aunt. Their home had been a second one to 
me for many years before I was married. That lovely 
June of long ago has mixed memories for me now. Life 
in the Singleton home was delightful, but I was 
greatly depressed. My printing business had continually 
gone downhill financially. There seemed to be no way 
out* 

On June 17» when I paid the monthly installment 
due on the printing plant, I had only five dollars left. 
That was my cash worth. The linotype metal for the 
next issue of the Kansas City Methodist had come to 
my office. There was no money to pay for the metal 
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or to buy the paper for the edition. Suddenly I 
decided that I would get away from it all and start 
life anew somewhere outside of Kansas City. I dumped 
the linotype metal and sent It back to the operator. 
Then I walked around the printing plant and said good-
bye to it. The one thing I hated to leave most was 
the file of the Kansas City Methodist. I took a copy 
of the Christmas number, folded it and, put it in 
my pocket, and left everything just as it was and 
locked the door, never to return. I wrote a note to 
the owner of the plant and told him I had flown. I 
enclosed the door key. I owed him no money and so I 
had a clear conscience in that respect. 

I now have before me as I speak, the copy of the 
Christmas number of the Kansas City Methodist which 
I took with me from the headquarters of the Dyson 
Publishing Company that sad June day, fifty-three 
years ago. The first page has a picture in blaok and 
blue of the Three Wise Men on camels approaching the 
little town of Bethlehem in the distance. The bright 
star shines above Bethlehem. At the bottom of the 
page is the announcement: 

Beginning "Love Stories of the Bible," 
by Verne Dyson. A. black and white illustration 
of the story given shows Abraham's servant 
Eliezer at the well where he discovered 
Rebecca after he had prayed5 "Dear Lord, the 
Jehovah of my master Abraham, as I stand 



here by the fountain of water, send me I pray 
Thee good speed, and show kindness to my 
beloved master." 

"Will you go at once?" the servant 
inquired of the girl. "I will go at once," 
she answered quickly. One evening about two 
weeks after the caravan left Bethuel's door, 
Isaac walked afield to hold communion with 
the sympathetic stars. Of a certainty Isaae 
was restless. This was not the first time In 
the important impatient days that he had 
gone alone into the field at twilight to muse 
and it is not difficult to guess his thoughts. 
Certainly he was wondering what success would 
attend Elizer's request. Would he return in 
triumph—a young woman seated on one of the 
camels? Her name? The color of her eyes? 
Would she be beautiful and would she love 
him whom she had not seen? Mighty questions 
these which troubled Isaac. As Isaac wondered, 
his eyes were turned toward the long road 
that led to Nahor. Presently Isaac stopped 
amid field, his gaze fixed intently on the 
distant highway. The light was uncertain. 
Bull mists are on the meadows. Vagrant winds 
disturbed the trees. Isaac had been deceived 
on other evenings by the trembling hilltops 
but now he is certain the camels are coming. 
Indeed there was Eliezer and he was not alone I 

Prom the locked printing plant, I went back to 
the Singleton mansion on Armour Boulevard. I hated 
to tell Aunt Nicy that I decided to leave Kansas City, 
but I knew it would be unfair to go away without 
informing her. She wept and begged me not to go. 
She asked to stay on in Kansas City and make a new 
start. But I was determined to go at once. 

A Happy Year in St. Joseph 

After lunch I played the "Pink Lady" for the 
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last time on the phonograph and left for the railway 
station. When I bought a ticket to St. Joseph there 
was not much of my five dollars left. In St. Joseph 
I had the good fortune to get a job at once as a 
reporter on the News Press. I drew an advance on my 
first week's salary and went to a boarding house. In 
a few weeks I sent for Nannie May and the two children, 
and they came from the country and we began life anew. 
It chanced that our one year spent in St. Joseph, 
Missouri, was one of the happiest ones of our lives. 

I went through the bankruptcy court and cleared 
my mind of all debt worries. My work on the newspaper 
was pleasant. My old friend at Central College, the 
Rev. B. P. Taylor, was pastor of a large and successful 
Francis Street Methodist Church in St. Joseph and 
gave us a hearty welcome to the city. He joined the 
church immediately and he appointed me superintendent 
of his large Sunday School on October 15, 1911. In 
my address of acceptance before the Sunday School, I 
spoke on the subject, "I Love God and Little Children." 
It was well received. 

I found the Sunday School work extremely 
interesting and satisfying. I have never found any-
where in the world a more friendly group of people 
than the members of the Francis Street Methodist Church. 
They seemed to sense that I had gone through some kind 
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of crisis in my personal life and were especially 
kind to me and the ether members of the family. The 
St. Joseph News Press for October 16, 1911» printed 
this notice: "New Superintendent. IS. V. Dyson 
yesterday was appointed superintendent of the Sunday 
School at the Francis Street Methodist Church to 
succeed Harry F. Fleming, resigned. Mr. Dyson and 
his wife presented their membership only yesterday 
and his appointment is considered a distinctive compli-
ment. He was a classmate of the Rev. B. P. Taylor, 
pastor of Francis Street Church, at Central College." 

The Sunday School had the Ellingwood Bible class, 
one of the finest adult Bible classes I have ever 
seen anywhere. The members supported me loyally as 
superintendent of the school and I became very fond 
of them. When I left St. Joseph, I asked for a roster 
of the class membership and told the ladies that I 
would return sometime to visit them. But many years 
went by and I did not get back to St. Joseph, but I 
kept the list of class members. In 1955, when my wife 
and I decided to go to Fayette, Missouri, to attend 
the fiftieth anniversary of my Class of 1905 at Central 
College and celebrate our golden wedding anniversary, 
I wrote to the pastor of the Francis Street Methodist 
Church in St. Joseph and told him about my promise to 
return and visit the Bible class and that I was ready 
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to keep that promise. But I had waited too long. 
The pastor informed me that only one or two of the 
class that I had known were still alive. I had for-
gotten that most of the women of the class were middle-
aged and elderly when I knew them, and what the 
passing of a half a century would do. Reluctantly 
and sadly I gave up my trip to St. Joseph to visit the 
Elllngwood Bihle class. 

In St. Joseph I heard of a remarkable apple 
orchard of 260 acres owned by Dr. 0. R. Woodson. I 
wrote an article which I sold to the Country Gentleman 
of Philadelphia, Pa., for three cents a word. It was 
published in the issue of December 16, 1911: "Before 
the waning summer had brought the full blush to the 
fruit, the crop was sold on the trees for $100,000, 
paid in advance. The enormous yield and the unusual 
price paid for the product have made the Woodson 
orchard the most celebrated one In the Middle-West. 
The purchase was made on an estimate of 150,000 
bushels, or to multiply figures, 50,000 barrels or 
3,000 carloads or 10 trainloads." 

My article in the Country Gentleman was reprinted 
in the Kansas City Star and a number of other Midwestern 
journals. In June, 1912, I resigned from the staff 
of the News Press and became manager of the publicity 
department of the St, Joseph Railway Company and 
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enjoyed the work* 
In midsummer 1912, my wife's brother, William 

Hubbard, the Pasadena banker, called on us in St. 
Joseph on the way to the national convention of the 

Democratic Party in Baltimore, Maryland. He was a 
delegate and supported Champ [Beauchamp] Clark of 
Missouri for the Presidential nomination and was 
greatly disappointed when Woodrow Wilson won. Hubbard 
invited us to leave St, Joseph and to go to California 
to live. My prospects for advancement in St. Joseph 
were slim, and we decided to go to the west coast. 
After the convention in Baltimore, Hubbard came to 
St. Joseph on the way home and Nannie May and the two 
children went with him. I followed, after closing out 
our affairs in St. Joseph. 

The St. Joseph Gazette for August 15» 1912, 
printed an article on my departure for California: 

LURE OF CALIFORNIA CALLS VERNE DYSON—NEWSPAPER 
MAN AND PUBLICITY AGENT WILL TAKE UP MAGAZINE 
WRITING THERE. Verne Dyson newspaper and 
magazine vnciter who had charge of the Street 
Railway Company's publicity department for 
the summer has heard the call of Southern 
California and will leave tonight for the 
land of vine-covered bungalows, perpetual 
flowers, romance, and writers. His wife and 
two children have been in Pasadena a month 
and hi will join them there. 

Dyson had been successful in placing 
considerable material with the Sunday newspaper 
and Eastern magazines and now he will live by 
a cottage by the sea and devote all his 
thoughts for the high-class periodicals. 



HEPTAD VI (191^-1921) 
life in California 

Going to California is one of the finest 
experiences that can come to a human being. This 
fair portion of the Pacific coast began to exert its 
charm on the world even before it had been formally 
discovered and described. A few years after Columbus 
discovered America, a legend, representing California 
as an island abounding in brave women and plentiful 
gold and governed by a queen^ appeared in a Spanish 
novel. To one like myself, who had spent his life 
in inland United States, California had an added 
charm in that it revealed the ocean to me for the 
first time. As I approached Los Angeles I had my 
first view of the ocean. Up to that time the Great 
Lakes and the Missouri River had been the largest 
bodies of water I had seen. I shared the experience 
of "stout Cortez," 

When with eagle eyes 
He star-d at the Pacific and all his men 
Look'd at each other In wild surmise 
Silent upon a peak in Darien. 

Shortly after my arrival in Los Angeles I met 
Henry Hazard, a wealthy early mayor of the city, at 
the home of my brother-ln law, William Hubbard, in 
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Pasadena. The two were associated in the banking 
business. Henry told me of his brother George's 
lifetime interest in California history. George had 
an immense collection of pictures and documents deal-
ing with the history of southern California and 
specializing in Los Angeles, the old Spanish missions 
and the historic ranchos. Henry and George came to 
Los Angeles with their parents in the 1850's, and 
had seen the city of Los Angeles emerge from a sleepy 
pueblo into a throbbing American city. 

Henry had made the most of his opportunities 
and was a very wealthy man. He had gone east and 
was graduated in law. Returning to Los Angeles, he 
became a patent attorney. Times were hard and many 

a 

of young Hazard's clients were poor. He accepted 
land in payment for his services, and he had the good 
sense and foresight to hold on to this land. 

George, on the contrary, was a poor man. He 
had overlooked many rare opportunities. He gave a 
downtown lot to his sister, which later in life she 
sold for $100,000. While Henry was accumulating land, 
George was accumulating pictures and historical data. 
I soon called on George. His collection of about 4,000 
historical items, many of them exceedingly rare, he 
had stored in a chicken house at his residence, 
9226 Baring Cross Street, Los Angeles. The rare old 
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photographs, most of them originals, the prints, the 
drawings and copies relating to historical persons 
and places in Los Angeles and southern California 
had heen accumulated by Hazard in a period of about 
thirty years. He had lived in Los Angeles fifty-nine 
years and had seen the population increase from 2,500 
to 420,000. 

The pictures and data had been arranged in six 
groups or series showing the different phases of the 
varied history of Los Angeles County: 1) The noted 
Spanish pioneers, the members of their families, their 
ranch homes, herds of cattle, and favorite horses. 
2) The early American pioneers, their families, and 
their homes, beginning with William Wolfskin, who 
came to Los Angeles as a trapper in the Mexican regime. 

3) The ranchos, including all the well-known estates 
around Los Angeles and the famous ones in other parts 
of southern California, including Camulos Rancho, 
the setting for the noted novel Ramona. 4) The 
Franciscan missions, with particular attention to San 
Gabriel and San Fernando. 5) The noted landmarks of 
Los Angeles County, such as the old mill in South 
Pasadena. 6) And a series showing the growth from 
year to year of Los Angeles, Pasadena, Long Beach, 
Santa Monica, San Pedro, and the small and historical 
communities such as £1 Monte and Downey. 
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Hazard told me that he wanted to write a history 
of Los Angeles, illustrated with his rare pictures. 
His brother Henry had agreed to pay the salary of a 
ghost writer. Would I he the ghost? With no position 
at the time and eager to learn California history, I 
was more than willing to he his ghost. George and I 
called on his brother Henry, and I was employed for 
one year to do research work and produce a manuscript. 
This turned out to he one of the most interesting 
literary assignments I ever had. 

The fascination of California history soon began 
to reveal itself to me as I studied the coming of 
Cabrillo, and Vizcaino and the early navigators; the 
first land expeditions of Portola and Anza and the 
others; saintly Father Serra and his missions and 
the sad mission Indians; the flowering of hispanic 
feudalism with its gay and isolated social life; the 
founding of the miserable, starved little pueblos; 
the age of the cow and the immense hide-and-tallow 
business with the Boston ships; and the transition 
and historical events of three periods of Los Angeles 
history—the Spanish, when for fifty years California 
was ruled by kings; the Mexican, when the territory 
was guarded by only a handful of soldiers and ruled 
mostly by weaklings; and the American, which began 
with the conquest by the United States and the influx 
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of Yankees by covered wagon and sailboat—an Invasion 
which has continued to the present day in ever-
increasing numbers. 

I wrote this poem on Los Angeles to appear in 
Hazard's history: 

Our Lady of Los Angeles 
A row of poppled hills and tall 

Sierra Madre's purplish ridge, a strand 
Of gleaming sand, the wave's white wall-

Behold the boundaries of Our Lady's Lane. 
Beloved I Now for us the June, 

Out where there's open sky and open sea 
With earth and man and God in tune, 

And life a glad and lasting melody. 
It's here the orange blossoms blow 

And here the rose and violet delight: 
The dahlia farms are seen aglow, 

And red carnation beds are burning bright— 
A realm of deathless summer time, 

Of endless dreaming, endless hope and song; 
The hours pass in happy rhyme 

Like rhythmic butterflies-fa golden throng! 
Now, when the calm Hispanic night 

Descends upon an Anglo-Saxon day, 
Sweet-scented in the silvery light, 

And when the weeping world seems far away, 
Our queen forgets her gringo fame 

In dreams of Spain, of Yang-na's vanished race, 
Cabrillo's sail, Rivera's name, 

Her King's decree and Serra's sainted face. 

In addition to the literary work I did on Hazard 
history, I interviewed scores of his friends, many of 
them prominent pioneer residents, and obtained 
information from them on Los Angeles. I completed the 
manuscript within the prescribed limit of one year 
and then began the struggle to get it published. Henry, 
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the wealthy brother, was willing to pay to have the 
history written, but he would not finance the 
publishing of it. I finally arranged with a promoter 
to issue the history and sell it by subscription. 
He began paying George twenty-five dollars a week as 
an advance on royalties. I and the Hazard family 
were much pleased„ The publication of the history 
was announced in the L03 Angeles Times: 

"A history of Los Angeles from the earliest 
times to the present will soon be issued 
bearing on the title page the name of George 
Hazard, now seventy-one years old, living 
at 9226 Baring Cross Street. For more than 
a quarter of a century he has been collecting 
data and photographs for the book. He has 
been a resident of Los Angeles for fifty-nine 
years. 

The editorial work on the book was done by 
Verne Dyson, 756 Carondelet Street, who 
several years ago collaborated with Mrs. Carey 
Westlake, public librarian of Kansas City, 
Missouri, in writing a history of that city." 

Then George unexpectedly died, That was in 1913* 
With Hazard gone, the promoter at once gave up the 
project and left town. He had collected an unknown 
number of advance subscriptions. I was left in an 
embarrassing position, especially in regard to the 
subscriptions. My name and picture had appeared in 
the expensive and extravagant prospectus which the 
promoter had Issued. My first move to clear myself 
was to buy the manuscript I had written for Hazard 
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and the entire Hazard collection from his widow. I 
had written every word of the manuscript and now that 
I owned it, I decided, if possible, to publish it 
under my own name. I peddled the manuscript around 
for a while but was unable to find a publisher. Then 
I decided to issue it myself. I arranged with a 
well-known publishing house in the East to print the 
book on a pay-as-you-go basis. I sent them two or 
three chapters of the book, and they would set it up 
in linotype and after the final correction of the 
galley proofs I would pay the amount due to date. In 
this way the entire book was set up and made ready to 
print, I sent the pictures in and all the halftones 
were made. The history was now ready to issue in 
book form, and then something terrible happened. 

My transactions with the publishing company in 
the East had taken place during the progress of 
World War I. Production costs had risen steadily 
year by year. The price which the publishing house 
demanded for printing and binding the book was 
astounding and prohibitive, more than twice the 
tentative price for the work which had been given me 
in the beginning. Under the war conditions, I felt 
that It would be Impbssible for me to sell enough of 
the books to pay for the high cost of production, so 
I decided to take the loss on the linotype work and 
I gave up the project. 
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When I went from Los Angeles to Shanghai, China, 
in 1920 I took the manuscript bf the Los Angeles 
history, the galley proffs, and the Hazard collection 
of pictures with me and they stayed with me during 
my eight years in Shanghai and five years in Manila, 
and the material accompanied me on my trip to New 
York by way of the Mediterranean. In New York City 
I sold the main part of the collection, but reserved 
the pictures, books and historical data dealing with 
Los Angeles and the California ranchos. This material 
I brought back to Los Angeles when I retired and came 
from New York to the Pacific Coast in September, 1961. 

I had been carrying the Hazard pictures and data 
around the world with me for nearly fifty years. I 
was becoming old and I had determined to get rid of 
the bulk of my personal possessions, and not leave 
this task to my children after I was gone. I had 
paid five hundred dollars to ship my collection of 
books, maruscripts, pictures, and mementos from New 
Tork to California in 1961. So I sold the Los Angeles 
collection to a Los Angeles bookseller for a pittance, 
compared to what I thought it was worth. But the 
Huntington Library and Art Gallery paid me a dignified 
sum for my fine rancho collection. Last year I sold 
a somewhat vast collection of historical material on 
the Orient—including China, Japan, and the Philippine 
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Islands and my own published books on Far Eastern 
themes to the Library of the University of California 
in Los Angeles. A pleasant result of this latter 
transaction was the decision of the library of UCLA 
to make a tape recording of my biography. 

After I oompleted my work on the Hazard history 
manuscript, I went to work for the Los Angeles Times 
serving as reporter, manager of the Pasadena news 
bureau, and church editor, ^he Pasadena assignment 
was interesting. I spent a good deal of time around 
the fashionable hotels and met many rich and famous 
people. I had to wear formal clothes almost every 
evening. At that time, newspaper reporters were 
accorded free rooms and meals at the hotels. My wife 
and children and I often stayed overnight In the 
Maryland and Huntington Hotels. This fine privilege 
became abused by newspaper writers and finally had 
to be abolished. 

Most of the women who came from the East to 
spend a winter at Pasadena or at the Pasadena hotels 
were widows or spinsters. They had good health, money, 
clothes, and leisure—everything except a male escort. 
Many of the women liked to dance but dancing partners 
were scarce. The hotels had fine orchestras and the 
best of dance music. "Avalon," "Whispering," and the 
"Missouri Waltz" were the rage of that time with the 
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dancers. 
r̂jr favorite dancing partner among the widows 

visiting in Pasadena was Mrs. Peter Alexander, a Singer 
Sewing Machine Company heiress and a petite and lively 
little blonde, known to her friends as "Sunshine." 
She was part-owner of the tall Singer Building in 
New York City. She was not a widow but was sepajsfced 
from her husband and came to Pasadena alone. She 
liked to dance. Sunshine and I danced the "Missouri 
Waltz" so often that she finally began calling me 
"Missouri." For variety she sometimes danced at the 
Alexandria and other hotels in Los Angeles. Sunshine 
was a liberal tipper. She often would give an 
orchestra leader ten dollars for playing her favorite 
tune. 

Other famous people X met in Pasadena at that 
time were Charles F. Lummis, eccentric author and 
founder of the Southwest Museum; Mode Wineman, noted 
amateur photographer and a friend of President 
Theodore Roosevelt who invited him to exhibit his 
pictures at the White House; Upton Sinclair, the 
noted novelist; and Gertrude Potter Daniels, author 
and heiress of a great steel fortune. Mrs. Daniels 
spent $100,000 in building a handsome home on the 
bank of the Arroyo Seco, a short distance north of the 
Colorado Street bridge leading to £os Angeles. Her 
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father was a Chicago steel magnate associated with 
Carnegie. She was said to he the wealthiest woman in 
Pasadena. However as friends and companions, she 
preferred writers and artists to millionaires, and 
her home was always open to the former. She and 
Wineman and Lummls were close friends. I met Mrs. 
Daniels at a party given at the Maryland Hotel hy 
Wineman. On October 26, 1916, the Pasadena Star 
reported: 

Bringing together a group of writers and others 
possessing common ambitions but the most 
diverse theories, Mode Wineman entertained 
last evening at a brilliant literary dinner 
at the Hotel Maryland. Mr. Wineman, himself 
a writer, collaborated with P. Marion Crawford 
and at one time was a member of an exclusive 
literary circle In London. 

One announcement of more than usual interest 
marked last night's gathering, it being the 
completion of Upton Sinclair's new book, 
King Coal, on which he had been working for 
two years. Table decorations were elaborately 
worked out in killarney roses and gypsophlla. 
The place cards, created through the 
ingenuity of Mrs. Louise George, told in 
picture and verse the idiosyncrasies of the 
various guests. Mr. Wineman*s dinner guests 
were Mr. and Mrs. JSrnest De Koven Leffingwell, 
Mr. and Mrs. W. I. Blair, Mrs. J. C. (Gertrude 
Potter) Daniels, Mrs. D. B. Johnson, fiiss Olive 
Grey, Mrs. Louise George, Jean Mannheim, Upton 
Sinclair, Verne Dyson and Harry Carr of the 
Los Angeles Times. Pollowing the dinner, about 
twenty-five oilier friends joined the guests 
in the hotel lobby for an hour of interesting 
conversation. Later in the evening the members 
of the party visited the flower show in the 
Palm Room. 

X had not heard of Mrs. Daniels before the dinner, 
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and knew nothing of her standing. Mrs. Daniels was 
plainly dressed at the party and her manner was 
friendly and democratic. She invited me to call on 
her to discuss a literary project I had on hand, and 
I did so. When I called, I was astounded at the 
magnificence of her home and the fact that a liveried 
hutler met me at the door. Mrs. Daniels built her 
mansion largely for her two sons Donald and George 
(Bud). It had a fine tennis court and lovely terrace 
gardens. She loved flowers. She hoped that the 
lovely new home would keep her sons with her, but 
most unhappily for her, both sons married and left 
home shortly after the home was completed. 

Mrs. Daniels became my patron in writing and 
publishing my novel Black Cloth, based on the sensational 
failure of a million-dollar church in Los Angeles, 
and she helped me in other literary enterprises. On 
a business trip to New York City during World War I, 
I saw Mrs. Daniels and we attended a dinner of the 
Poetry Society of America where I met Edwin Markham, 
the venerable and famous author of the poem "The Man 
with the Hoe," and other notables. Mrs. Daniels 
invited me to a brilliant party which she pave at 
the famous Rector's Restaurant in New York on New 
Year's Eve, 1917. In spite of the war and the adverse 
conditions in New York City and over the country, the 
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celebration at Hector's was a glittering and memorable 
affair. The names of all guests including my own 
were announced by a trumpeter as we entered the dining 
room. Ilrs. Daniels and her husband were registered 
at the old Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, which was demolished 
when the present Waldorf-Astoria was built, and I was 
invited to dine with them a number of times. 

I went to the Orient in December, 1920, on the 
same boat with Mrs. Daniels and her son Bud and his 
wife Margaret. Like my other other heiress friend 
Mrs. Alexander, Mrs. Daniels was fond of dancing and 
we danced often on the boat and later at the Hotel 
Astor in Shanghai, China. The Daniels family were 
disappointed in China %nd soon returned to the United 
States. I remained there for eight years and was 
joined in 1921 by my wife and two children. 

While I was employed on the Los Angeles Times. 
Harry Andrews was the managing editor; John Von Blon, 
the city editor," Ralph True blood, the assistant city 
editor; and Harry Carr, the sports editor. Harry 
Chandler, founder of the Chandler dynasty, which now 
controls the Los Angeles Times, was the active business 
manager. He had married the daughter of General 
Harrison Gray Otis, founder and owner of the Times. 
General Otis was alive at that time, but was not 
active in the management of the newspaper. Chandler 
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worked at night, keeping the same hours as the 
editorial staff. He was a pleasant man and was 
popular with everybody. I became well acquainted 
with him on a five-day excursion to the Big Creek 
electric power project in June, 1913. About twenty 
prominent Los Angeles businessmen, mostly millionaires, 
and a group of newspaper writers, including myself 
for the Times, were in the party. We went to the 
rugged mountain site of the power project, 7»000 
feet above sea level, eighty miles northeast of 
Fresno and 240 miles from Los Angeles, to witness 
its formal opening. Our private train had a dining 
car and pullman sleeping cars; food and drink were 
plentiful, and for several days we lived in luxury 
in the remote mountain district. Attorney Henry W. 
O'Melveny was one of several noted and wealthy Los 
Angeles pioneers in the party who, with Chandler, 
added zest to the conversation. 

City editor Von Blon took an interest in my 
work and we became close friends. He assigned me to 
cover the Easter Sunrise service on Mount Rubidoux in 
Riverside County on Sunday, April 4, 1915- His wife 
and her mother accompanied me and my wife and a 
photographer from the Times. We went by special train 
to the foot of the mountain and left our pullman 
berths at 3 A.M. to make the climb up the mountain on 
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foot so as to be there at sunrise. I wrote in the 
Times: 

A glittering cross against a pearl grey dawn 
drew 15,000 pilgrims up the zig-zag paths and 
motor roads of Mount Rubidoux through the 
sage and pine to welcome the Easter morn. 
It was Riverside's most wonderful night. For 
many days the city among the orange and 
magnolia trees had been preparing for the 
crowning event of the year. Early In the 
week, Riverside began making her Easter 
toilet. Just as a fanfare of trumpets 
announced the sunrise, a woman with a long 
green veil flowing In the morning breeze 
tripped from stone to stone across the summit 
of the mountain to the singers' platform. 
She was Carrie Jacobs Bond, the noted song-
writer, hurrying to be near the chorus when 
it sang the "Anthem to the Easter Dawn," 
which she had composed especially for the 
occasion. 

A great misfortune happened to city editor 
Von Blon. He had an extravagant wife, very fond of 
diamonds, and he always was In debt. Under financial 
stress he auctioned off a cabin cruiser, appealing 
to many prominent friends Of the Times to buy tickets. 
He and a reporter who assisted him in selling the boat 
were discharged by General Otis when he learned of 
the incident. 

The Crash of Trinity Auditorium 

In 1914, while I was church editor of the Times, 
my old Central College friend and fellow Missourian, 
Dr. Charles Selecman, later elected bishop of the 
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Methodist Church, arrived in Los Angeles to become 
pastor of the new Trinity Auditorium, a magnificent 
nine-story marble church located at 9th Street and 
Grand Avenue. It was a million-dollar enterprise, 
destined for disaster. For a hard fate to pursue and 
overtake a house of God seemed to be quite incompatible 
and not in conformity with the Christian idea of 
divine justice. Yet such was the case with Trinity 
Auditorium. The history of this congregation of 
Southern Methodists, from the beginning, when Los 
Angeles was a pueblo of only a few thousand inhabitants, 
through several progressive stages to the time of 
its brilliant entrance into the million-dollar marble 
temple, and its final exit in two years, presents 
one of the most sensational narratives in the whole 
history of churches. 

After occupying several different sights in the 
pueblo, the Methodist congregation in 1895 bought a 
lot at 9th Street and Grand Avenue and built a modest 
church. It was far outside the pueblo at the time. 
It was about this time that the sleepy pueblo of Los 
Angeles began to grow. In a few years the city 
extended out to and beyond the Methodist church. 
Suddenly the congregation discovered that it owed a 
lot worth a quarter of a million dollars. An unscrupu-
lous Los Angeles real estate operator saw the 
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possibilities of the church lot and joined the church. 
Eventually he was able to have himself elected a 
member of the Board of Directors and at the right time 
proposed that the valuable lot be used to finance 
the building of a million-dollar edifice. Conservative 
members of the congregation opposed the plan as being 
too risky, but the real estate speculator was able 
finally to get a majority of the board to approve 
his scheme. This was the man that ultimately ruined 
the Church when, before he completed his contract, he 
was arrested for using the mails to defraud, convicted, 
and sent to the penitentiary. 

Pastor Selecman, probably with church publicity 
in mind, appointed me superintendent of the Sunday 
School, and then for a short time X headed one of the 
largest and most flourishing of such institutions in 
the United States. The Sunday School met in the 
beautiful blue and gold auditorium of the church, 
which had a sitting capacity of 2,000. My school 
almost filled the auditorium each Sunday morning. 
With its own pipe-organist and orchestra and moving 
pictures at each service, my Sunday School was ultra-
modern in every respect. Faultlessly garbed in a 
black cutaway coat and grey-striped trousers, I 
presided over the Sunday School like an impresario. 

My staff of over 100 teachers and officers 
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included many prominent men and women of Los Angeles. 
Pastor Selecman wrote to me on February 15, 1916: 
"Dear Verne, Your opening speech at our Sunday School 
last Sunday morning was very fine and the impression 
made was splendid." The opening of Trinity Auditorium 
in 1914 had been most auspicious. The Los Angeles 
Times of September 21, 1914, reported: 

The great Trinity Auditorium, a million-dollar 
religious institution owned by the Methodist 
Church, was opened for worship yesterday with 
all-day services attended by about 5,000. 
The program in the forenoon began with a 
special session of the Sunday School followed 
by religious services and a brilliant sermon 
by the pastor, the Reverend C. C. Selecman and 
a #30,000-collection. Each of the 2,300 seats 
in the main auditorium was occupied by 10:30 
A.M. and after all available space was filled, 
about 1,000 persons were turned away for lack 
of room. All nine stories of the vast religious 
plant were in full operation yesterday. The 
Sunday School met in different departments on the 
three lower floors and on the roof garden. Most 
of the 326 rooms in the hotel, which included 
the six upper stories of the building, were 
occupied. The $25,000 pipe organ, said to be 
the largest on the Pacific coast, was heard 
for the first time. A social hall 160 feet 
long was open for a pleasant Sunday afternoon 
program. Visitors were given an opportunity 
to inspect the library, gymnasium, barber shop, 
cafeteria, and other interesting features. 

The bright prospects for the great church soon 
began to fade. Before the arrest of the criminal 
contractor and the final crash of the enterprise, the 
church began to crumble from within. Mysterious and 
insidious forces were at work behind the scenes with 
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devastating effects. I personally witnessed some 
disgraceful events. Early one Sunday morning, I was 
asked to participate in a secret meeting in one of 
the rooms of the hotel. I was told that one of the 
deacons of the church was suspeoted of stealing money 
from the collection baskets and that a trap had been 
set to catch him. Several coins—quarters, half-dollars, 
and silver dollars—end one-dollar bills were marked 
to be placed in the collection basket. Immediately 
after the church services two brothers hustled the 
suspected deacon into a private room. I was one of 
a committee which had been appointed to search him. 
We found the marked coins in his pockets. No arrest 
was made and the matter was kept secret. The culprit 
immediately resigned from the church. 

Other sensational events came in quick succession, 
one of them involving the Sunday School. One of my 
teachers in the Sunday School, an old witch-like 
person,was such an evil influence, both in the school 
and in the church, that I deciced to dismiss her 
from my teaching staff. After receiving the sanction 
of Pastor Selecman, the wife of the bishop, and other 
influential persons in the church, I sent the woman a 
notice of dismissal. The reaction was unexpectedly 
violent and tooked the church to such an extent that 
I had to resign as superintendent of the Sunday School. 
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The Los Angeles public was prepared for the 
final announcements of the church's failure by this 
article in the Times for August 25, 1916: 

Facing tremendous financial odds, the members 
of Trinity Methodist Episcopal Church South 
are making what is perhaps the most heroic 
and most remarkable struggle of its kind 
in church annals to take care of their 
staggering load of debt and avert a crisis, 
which if worst comes to worst would leave them 
homeless. The pastor, Doctor Charles C. 
Selecman, md his devoted band of parishoners 
have wrestled unceasingly with the situation 
for more than a year. Now with the knowledge 
that the problem must be met and solved before 
November 10 next, they are making renewed and 
stronger effats. 
The #1,000,000 was advanced to the Trinity 
Building Company by the Los Angeles Investment 
Company and was secured by #1,000,000 in bonds, 
the bonds being secured by mortgage on the 
property. The arrangement turned out to be a 
losing venture for both the church and the 
investment company, and the auditorium 
stands as one of the gigantic blunders of 
President Elder, subsequently convicted on a 
charge of fraudulent use of the mails. 

The church was unable to meet its obligations 
on the November 10, 1916, deadline and the mortgage 
was foreclosed and the congregation was ordered to 
vacate the building. The handsome marble structure 
was then turned into an office building with the 
auditorium used as a theatre. Prom the inside, I 
saw the church fail and that failure left me stunned. 
Prom my observations of the Trinity Auditorium's dis-
aster, I wrote a novel Black Cloth, published in 1925. 
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In my fiction story, I delineated Pastor Selecman 
as Doctor Willy Cooper. "The shepherd of the million-
dollar flock was not the ample, paternal and domesti-
cated person usually associated with the position of 
that kind. Soul-savers somehow suggest paterfamilias 
and rotundity. Doctor Cooper, on the contrary was 
undersized with an abundance of very black hair, and 
a shaven and exceedingly boyish face. The Doctor's 
greatest personal asset, and one which he capitalized 
to the limit, was his youthful appearance. On this 
to a large extent rested his success, aided and 
abetted by true, trusted supporters, an inherent wit, 
oratorical brilliance, and an impenetrable egotism." 

Mrs. Anna Wollskill, the old lady I dismissed 
as a Sunday School teacher, appeared as Gretchen 
Simpson. "For a long time old Gretchen Simpson had 
hounded Dr. Cooper, the pastor, like some personal 
ghost. The woman had been a conspicuous and trouble-
some pillar of the church for forty years. Her eyes, 
deep-set in a leathery face, glowed unnaturally with 
a sort of incandescent light. Her pale, purple lips 
were drawn into a taut, straight line and she had 
two voices—a sweet, gentle cadence for public prayer 
and a high-pitched staccato for her enemies. Cynical, 
managerial, intolerant, treacherous, people obeyed 
her from sheer fear of her tongue." 
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Of Deaconess Emma Burton, one of my chief 
enemies, I wrote: "Wesley Auditorium had for its 
deaconess, Sally Shanks, the choice of the Woman's 
Board of Nashville, Tennessee, but not necessarily 
the choice of God. She was a blonde person, carrying 
before the world a countenance, sicklied o'er with 
the pale cast of piety. And her costume too was 
violently spiritual, being at all times all black. 
Her celestial manner and her black costume, however, 
weren't able to efface a piggish body—short and stout 
from having consumed great quantities of food. Sister 
Shanks' feet hurt her most of the time. Consequently 
she loved to sit. With her, good health was not 
contingent upon physical exercise for her splendid 
appetite was backed up by splendid digestive apparatus." 

F. 0. Biddison was the name I gave to President 
Elder of the Los Angeles Investment Company, the man 
who wrecked the church. Elder was a dealer in 
mortgages and in oil and In mining stocks, but real 
estate was his specialty and he had his eyes on the 
lot occupied by the Methodist church. 

The deacon who was caught stealing from the church 
collection baskets and was permitted to resign quietly 
without arrest or public disgrace, I delineated in 
the novel as Dick Templeton. My hero, Rev. David 
Singleton, assistant pastor of the church, I patterned 
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after my old college friend the Hev. B. P. Taylor and 
my heroine was Ruth Biddison, the daughter of P. 0. 
Biddison, my villain. I appeared in the hook as Knox 
Dale, the Sunday School superintendent. 

A reviewer wrote of Black Cloth: "With love as 
the weft and religion as the warp, Verne Dyson sat at 
a dream loom and wove a strange and intricate fabric 
of black cloth. The threads of the web were a million 
dollars and a marble church which glowed gloriously 
in the sunlight. Two ministers and a blonde deaconess, 
an editor and a lovely girl named Ruth, a stormy fight 
in a decorous setting, a heartache, a heartbreak, a 
loss, a gain, and at last a dream evening in the 
garden by the summer sea when it was sunset time in 
California. « 

Interesting People 

For several years I specialized in short articles 
about interesting people, a type of magazine article 
that was popular about the time World War I started. 
After my article, "Colonel Charles H. Haskell, A 
Clever Apprehender of Army Deserters," was printed 
in the February, 1913» issue of the American magazine 
in New York, John S. Philips the editor wrote me 
this note on September 1913: "My dear Mr. Dyson, 
I wish I could have something more by you for our 
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interesting people department. Have you got anything 
ready or in mind? We need good material for that 
department. May I hear from you?" 

In my reply I sent him an account of Jack Wing 
of St. Joseph, Missouri, who made a specialty of saving 
people from drowning and had rescued and saved J00 
lives. He was published in the July, 1914, Issue of 
the American magazine. In the same period I wrote 
articles about Mayor Frederic T. Woodman of Los Angeles, 
Theodore Payne, gardener to Madame Modjeska, who made 
a special study of California wild flowers. Both 
articles were published in Interesting Westerners 
department of Sunset magazine. 

My Castor Bean Assignment 

In 1917, while World War I was in progress, I 
resigned from the staff of the Los Angeles Times to 
accept an unusual assignment from the United States 
Government. My task was to promote the planting of 
castor beans in California, Florida, and other southern 
states. Prior to the rise of the Standard Oil Company 
in the latter part of the nineteenth century, castor 
oil had been the principal lubricant used for buggies, 
wagons, and machinery in the United States. But 
John D. Rockefeller and other petroleum magnates 
destroyed the once great castor bean industry. The 
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demand for castor oil was suddenly greatly increased 
in World War I, when it was discovered that castor oil 
was the most suitable lubricant for airplanes. It 
was the only substance then known that could function 
in the high altitudes attained by flying machines. 

At the start of World War I, the United States 
was obtaining its principal supply of castor beans 
from Great Britain, who in turn obtained the beans 
from India. War conditions increased the demand for 
castor oil to such an extent that Great Britain 
suddenly cut off the supply of castor beans to the 
United States, leaving our country in an embarrassing 
position. It was then that the government in 
Washington decided to appeal to the southern states 
to plant castor beans as a patriotic duty. Among the 
states, Florida was regarded as having soil and 
climatic conditions most suitable to the production 
of castor beans, and the government sent me there to 
promote the planting of the beans. 

First I did extensive research on castor beans 
in California, Washington D.C., and elsewhere. I soon 
discovered that information given about the castor 
bean industry in encyclopedias and other sources was 
greatly out of date. I found that the articles on 
castor beans in the Encyclopedia Britannica had not 
been revised for many years and were out of date and 
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misleading. In an article entitled "A Joker in 
California Castor Beans," printed in the Overland 
Monthly of San Francisco for October, 1918, I wrote: 
"How Dr. V. Stockberger of the United States Depart-
ment of Agriculture spent considerable valuable time 
in trying to locate the California industry only to 
find It a thing of the last generation, was an odd 
annoying episode in the recent government campaign 
to have 100,000 acres of castor beans planted, to 
furnish a lubricant oil for flying machines. The 
War Department asked for an emergency crop of 100,000 
acres of the castor beans In this country. Steps 
were taken at once to bring about the necessary 
planting and meanwhile it was discovered that there 
was a dearth of information about the old castor 
bean industry." 

I spent the winter of 1917-18 in Florida, encourag-
ing farmers to plant castor beans and had an exciting 
time. After receiving my assignment, I went to 
Washington D.C. and called on George Creel, the 
powerful chairman of the Committee on Public Information. 
He gave me a permit to operate in Florida for the 
government, including permission to take pictures. 
I had met Creel in Kansas City, Missouri, before he 
became a favorite of President Wilson and won fame. 
Creel edited a small journal in Kansas City, and it 
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was there that he was appointed Coal oil inspector, 
the first of many important offices which he held. 
Because of our Kansas City acquaintance, Creel granted 
me some special privileges. 

In Florida, I wrote articles for the newspapers 
and made speeches at numerous meetings in schoolhouses, 
theatres, and other public places, and also met and 
talked with many individual farmers. My work 
necessitated a great deal of travelling by motor car 
and I had many hardships and adventures. 

I discovered that Florida was largely covered 
by water, causing me constant trouble. About dark 
one evening I misjudged the depth of the water in a 
stream and got stuck in the middle of it when my 
engine was smothered and stopped. It was a lonely 
place and as no one came by to assist me, I had to 
spend the night in the car in total darkness—a 
harrowing experience. All night I could hear alligators 
splashing around in the water near me and other 
strange and terrifying sounds. The water continued 
to rise in the car, and I feared that it would be 
swept away by the flood. After the water had come 
up above the floor of the car, leaving me stranded on 
the back seat and expecting the worst at any moment, 
it finally—probably about midnight—ceased to rise 
and began slowly to subside until daylight. Shortly 
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after sunrise a farmer came by in a wagon within 
hailing distance, and I received help. 

Another time I was threatened with arrest as a 
spy in Daytona, largely because of my costume. I wore 
knee trousers with brown, spiral puttees, which made 
me as I was told, look like a soldier who had deserted. 
I was taken to a police station, but after I displayed 
my government permits and credentials I was released 
with apologies* I at once discarded the spiral puttees. 

My crowning Floridian adventure came when I 
started to motor to Washington D.C. to make my report. 
One forenoon in the lovely Shenandoah Valley, I ran 
into a cow. I hit the animal squarely on the hip bone, 
mashing in my radiator and ruining It. The cow 
recovered her feet and walked away so I did not know 
how badly I Injured her. War conditions made it 
impossible to obtain replacements for motorcar parts, 
and I was not able to have the radiator repaired 
and proceeded to Washington by train. A few months 
later I sold the wrecked motor car. 

A Home Near San Gabriel 

In 1914-, the year that World War I started, I 
bought a one-acre lot at 230 Jackson Avenue in 
Ramona Acres at Wilmar near San Gabriel Mission from 
the Janss Investment Company and built a home. I was 
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in sound of the mission hells. The lot had been part 
of a bean field, and the soil was very fertile. We 
raised a watermelon that weighed 250 pounds. Harold 
Janss took a picture of the melon with my young 
daughter Carolyn seated on it and used it in a circular 
to advertise Ramona Acres. I became well acquainted 
with Harold and found him to be a fine fellow. Twice 
while I was living in Shanghai, China (1920-28), 
Harold's parents, Doctor and Mrs. Janss, visited me 
on two different trips around the world by boat, and 
on both occasions I had my Chinese houseboy show them 
around the city. Doctor Janss was the friend and 
personal physician of General Harrison Gray Otis, owner 
of the Los Angeles Times. I wish now I had bought 
more land from Harold in Ramona Acres. The bean field 
which his company subdivided and sold at reasonable 
prices is now covered with lovely and expensive homes. 

Six months after my attractive house was completed, 
I went to the Orient and never lived in it again. I 
rented the house for twenty-five years. In 194-5, after 
I had moved to Long Island from New York City, I sold 
the property for twice the amount I had spent on it. 
A few years ago the same house fiold for $28,000. 
With carpenters at only two dollars an hour, it cost 
me only $4,000 to build the house. Such is California. 



HEPTAD VII (1921-1928) 
Shanghai, China 

In the opening chapter of my Forgotten Tales of 
Ancient China, published in 1927, I wrote: 

So old is China that she has outlived many-
names, no one designation having the 
lastlngness of the nation Itself, nor the 
ability to endure the wearing grind of time 
through twenty-two dynasties and the reign 
of 240 different emperors. One name, it seems, 
was far from enough for an immemorial China, 
as she has a veritable chain of names 
reaching back through 5,000 years and appendant 
to its links like gems from the hands of an 
ancient lapidary are the remembrances of 
those old fiefs and kingdoms, durbars and 
battles, old grey walls, temples, pagodas, 
palaces, silk and jade and ivory and shining 
feathers, pallid lotus blossoms in the 
emperor's gardens, heroes and famous beauties, 
and lost and forgotten cities. How fascinating 
are the imperishable recollections of these 
adventures, romances, mysteries, conquests 
and splendors! 

To the magic country known in ancient times to 
its own people as the "Middle Flowery Land" and the 
outside world as Seres, Thin, Taugus, Cathay, and 
China, and by a dozen other nameSj I went in the year 
1920, sailing from San Francisco, November 24, on the 
Japanese steamer Siberia Maru. I shall never forget 
the moment that the great ship began slowly to move 
away from the wharf, and I realized that my journey 
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to the purple East had begun. A sea mishap occurred 
very early in the voyage, in fact immediately after 
we passed through the Golden Gate and were crossing 
the harbor bar. I recounted in a letter written at 
sea to my wife Hay: 

We went out of the Golden Gate in a very 
heavy sea. The waves were rolling higher than 
a house, and a big one struck the boat broad-
side, sweeping over the deck and drenching the 
passengers. One man was sitting in a deck 
chair with his eyes shut when the water 
struck him. It certainly woke him up. I 
was on deck, and seeing the mountain of water 
coming, I fled behind a section of canvas and 
avoided a drenching. Potted palms and other 
objects were knocked over, all over the boat, 
and it took the deck hands most of the 
afternoon to mop up the water. It was the 
heaviest sea in four years, the sailors said. 
Our boat bobbed around like a cork, and before 
we had been out of the harbor for an hour, 
the passengers began to bet seasick and go 
to their cabins. The rough weather lasted 
two days. 

I have a Chinese cabi^ b^y who takes care 
of my room and brings me my breakfast. Then 
I work on my book until after noon. 

After a day of calm weather the sick people 
began to recover and social life on the boat 
to pick up. A dance on deck has been 
announced for this evening. 

My California friends, Gertrude Potter 
Daniels and her son Bob and wife Margaret 
stayed in their staterooms until today. I 
have an appointment to meet them on the deck 
this evening. Yesterday afternoon we had a 
wrestling match between Japanese sailors 
that was witnessed by most of the people on 
the boat. 

Our boat reached Honolulu, November 25, and we 
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spent the day on shore, and I set foot on the famous 
Waikiki Beach. The air was velvety and the sea, 
sapphire in color. Happily we were ahle to witness 
the beautiful and fairy-like Hawaiian phenomenon of 
rain falling while the sun is shining with even a 
rainbow In the sky. It is called 'liquid sunshine." 
Our country was fortunate in being able to acquire 
this magic land. Now it is a state and how different 
from all the other states! 

We left Honolulu regretfully and sailed on 
westward toward the Far East and its wonders. In my 
diary I wrote: "Monday, November 29, 1920. This day 
was lost when we crossed the International Boundary 
Line, completely lost. We went from Sunday to Tuesday." 

A thrilling moment for travelers approaching 
the Orient by boat is their first view of snow-capped 
Mount Fujiyama in Japan, for then they know they have 
arrived in Asia. I had this thrill. We docked in 
Yokohama at noon, on Monday, December 6, and I rode 
from the pier to the Grand Hotel in a rickshaw. After 
tiffin, the Oriental word for lunch, I went through 
the downtown district in a rickshaw. It was quaint 
in the extreme. The costumes of the people, the 
unusual buildings, and the clatter of wooden shoes on 
the sidewalk were all new to me. On December 8, I 
spent the day In Tokyo, the capital of Japan, population 
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2,000,000 then, much more now. This is one of the 
great cities of the Orient, eighteen miles from 
Yokohama by tramcar. Picturesque and fascinating 
was the Emperor's palace—Yedo Castle—built in the 
time of Columbus with a red lacquered bridge used 
exclusively by the monarch. The palace is surrounded 
by old pine trees and an ancient moat. Nearby was 
the crown prince's palace, occidental in style but 
most lovely. 

On December ^ I visited the ancient and famous 
town of Kamakura, fourteen miles from Yokohama and 
saw the Daibutsu, the colossal bronze statue of a 
seated buddah fifty feet tall and one hundred feet 
in circumference, universally acknowledged to be a 
rgre work of art. The temple which formerly sheltered 
the huge statue was swept away by tidal wave in 1497 
and never rebuilt. 

I joined a party of Americans who left the boat 
at Yokohama and went by train inland to the ancient 
and lovely capital of Kyoto, a trip of ten hours, 
and then on to the port of Kobe, where we joined the 
boat. Prom Kobe I wrote to my wife May on December 17» 
1920s 

I am now in Kobe from which port we sail 
the day after tomorrow for China. We expect 
to arrive in Shanghai on December 23 in time 
for Christmas. We came by train to Kyoto, 
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a journey of two hours. En route we passed 
through a city of over a million inhabitants. 
This part of Japan is very populous. 

Yesterday at Kyoto we visited the old 
imperial palace and grounds and the ancient 
Ne jo Castle, built in 1601 by the first of 
the Shogun rulers of Japan, Lovely indeed 
and filled with rare art objects. The 
Emperor lives at the palace at Tokyo and 
comes once a year to the Kyoto Palace. In 
the palace here at Kyoto we saw the throne 
room where the emperors and empresses are 
crowned. The throne room and the furnishings 
are rich and magnificent. We had to present 
a pass obtained through the American embassy 
in Tokyo. In Hejo Castle are many celebrated 
mural decorations and painted and carved dovrs. 
While these buildings are artistic in the extreme 
they are rather cheerless with the many 
corridors and large rooms. There are no heat-
ing arrangements and almost no furniture. 
Even the members of royalty sit on the floor. 
On entering the palaces, temples and shrines 
we had to remove our shoes. 

Shanghai 

While approaching Shanghai by boat from the east, 
a strange phenomenon is encountered. Before land 
comes within sight, the ocean becomes yellow. This 
discoloration, reaching for many miles, is caused by 
the many millions of tons of yellow soil which the 
great Yangtze River pours into the ocean daily. The 
wide Hwang Hai, or Yellow Sea is dyed by the yellow 
loam brought from the central plains of China by 
this mighty river. The Yellow Sea is shallow, never 
reaching a depth of over a thousand fathoms. In a 
distant future age it will become completely filled 
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with the yellow earth which pours into it endlessly. 
The Yangtze Kiang is often mentioned by the Chinese 
poets. The great Li Po wrote: 

The green spring—and what time? 
The yellow birds sing and will net cease 
On the banks of the Kiang I am growing old, 
"White haired. 
My homeward way lies beyond the horizon. 

Shanghai, one of the great ports of the world, 
has no natural harbor, but it is located on the 
Whangpoo River, several miles from the sea. The name 
Shanghai is composed of two Chinese characters meaning 
"above the sea," The river is only twenty-five miles 
long, but it is a "large, deep and useful waterway" 
but not deep enough for large ocean-going vessels. 
They have to anchor at Woosung at the mouth of the 
river where the Chinese built a fort. Passengers and 
freight are conveyed on small boats from Woosung up 
the river to Shanghai. I was astonished to see the 
Chinese coolies lift our large trunks, place them on 
their shoulders, and carry them from the large boat 
to the smaller one. When I arrived on the Bund at 
Shanghai, X felt so sorry for the small coolie who 
carried my large trunk that I gave him a tip of three 
United States dollars. Later I Xearned that one 
dollar or even fifty cents would have been plenty. 

A visitor to China can be overcome by the vastness 
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of the country and its great age. China was one of 
the four original cultural pockets, each in a river 
valley in which human civilization started: Egypt in 
the valley of the Kile; Mesopotamia between the Tigris 
and Euphrates Hivers; India in the valley of the Indus; 
and China in the valley of the Hwang Ho or Yellow 
River. An educated Chinese friend pointed out to me 
that if Darwin's theory of the survival of the fittest 
is correct, China is the fittest and greatest nation 
that has ever existed. All of its ancient contempo-
raries—Egypt, Persia, Assyria, the Greek and Roman 
empires, the Indian empires and many others, have all 
passed away. In China alone, among the great nations 
of antiquity, life has gone on continuously from day 
to day from before the beginning c£ the historical 
period. The accomplishments of the Chinese through 
the ages in literature and the arts and crafts is 
impressive. The carpets on our floors, the wallpaper 
on our walls, the furniture, the draperies on our 
windows, the dishes in our closets, and the ornaments 
in our gardens came originally from China by way of 
Europe. I soon learned that most foreigners living 
in China were not impressed by the accomplishments of 
the Chinese people in giving the world-, silk, procelain, 
and walled cities; in fact the average foreigner in 
China knows little about these accomplishments. 
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I soon learned, too, that Shanghai with all of 
its allurements was not China. Upon my arrival there, 
I went to the Astor House where I found the food and 
service to he similar to those of hotels in Los Angeles, 
New York, or any other large city in the United States. 
I got my mail at a United States post office in 
Shanghai, where I could "buy United States stamps. I 
found that an icecream cone or almost any other 
characteristic American product could he bought in 
the port. 

The old Shanghai, of course, as everyone knows, 
has vanished, but the city that I knew in the 1920's 
was a metropolitan and fascinating place, made so by 
the mingling of Europeans, Americans, and native 
Chinese elements. Shanghai was really several cities 
in one—a native Chinese city of several million 
inhabitants managed by the Chinese; the international 
settlement controlled jointly by the British, the 
Americans, and other foreign nationalities} and the 
French concession owned by the French. The French 
concession was regarded by foreigners as the most 
fashionable place in which to live, and most of them 
resided there. The American school was located in 
the French quarter. The British, American, and French 
residents had their own men's clubs. I soon joined 
the American Club. The British Club had one of the 
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longest "bars in the world, it was said. The French 
Club was the center of social activities for the 
foreign colonies. 

When I arrived in Shanghai there were 5»000 
Americans living there, more than the number residing 
in all of the Philippine Islands. There were about 
8,000 British citizens living in Shanghai, 3,000 
Frenchmen, about 1,000 Italians, 20,000 Japanese, and 
a lesser number of other foreign nationalities. 
These various groups with the Chinese residents made 
Shanghai an exceedingly cosmopolitan and lively city. 
Bach foreign group had the best of everything that 
its home country could supply—the best clothes, food, 
drink, and motor cars. All this gave a high tone to 
living; and Americans, Englishmen, Frenchmen lived 
better in Shanghai than they did in their own countries. 
I became interested in the life in Shanghai—the social 
affairs, clubs, sports, and the lectures and other 
intellectual activities, but I also wanted to learn 
something of the Chinese who were pressing in closely 
from all sides. 

In the Rotary Club of Shanghai I met Pong Sec, 
manager of the English department of the great native 
publishing house, the Commercial Press, Limited, which 
owned one of the largest printing establishments in 
the world. It printed most of the textbooks used in 
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China. % Chinese friend told me that his company-
needed a popular hook on China to sell to the thousands 
of foreign tourists who came to the Par East each year. 
I readily agreed to write such a volume and went to 
work at once. I completed the manuscript of Forgotten 
Tales of Ancient China in 1927, and the book was 
published, going through three different editions. 
It probably would have been on the market at the 
present time, except that the plates were destroyed 
in the war between China and Japan. 

In 1932, when the Japanese attacked Shanghai, 
the plant of the Commercial Press was one of the first 
objects bombed. My book plates however survived the 
bombing, and later another edition of my book was 
brought out. When the war became intensified, the 
Commercial Press moved much of Its equipment, including 
the plates of my book, to the British colony of Hong 
Kong. Thereafter the Japanese had captured the 
colony, and my book plates finally were destroyed. 
The publishers made this announcement when the book 
was first issued: "In this volume, Mr. Dyson has 
presented the romance, achievements and the glory of 
China through 5,000 years." 

In the preface of the book I wrote: 

"Midnight finds me with an expiring lamp 
while the wind whistles mournfully without; 
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and over my cheerless table I pieced together 
my tales." Fu Sung-ling wrote that three 
hundred years ago here in China. Many a 
night lately I could have said the same 
thing—with some modifications. I have 
been piecing together some exceedingly 
interesting old tales and here they are. Do 
you hear me, Pu Sung-ling, out there in your 
green mound? 

I an going to talk to you for a page or 
two, my dear dead fellow craftsman and other 
folks may listen in if they so desire. 
Midnight will come before I finish writing this 
foreward but there will be no expiring lamp 
unless something goes wrong in the French-town 
electric power house. 

And my table is anything but cheerless. 
It has some cigars, some cigarettes and two 
bottles of red wine—and that is cheerful; a 
vase of flowers, the kind of dear sweet 
flowers that perhaps used to gladden your 
vanished eyes; and there are books and other 
things. 

While the table, the light and the writer 
are different, the night outside is the same 
as the one of which you wrote. The graves 
and the gloom are still there, and the spirits 
of the myriads of black-haired people who have 
come and gone and again the wind stirs mourn-
fully in the weeping willow trees by the dark 
water's fringe. 

And too, China's past has not changed 
since you died. The people and the places are 
all here; here the romance and the glory. 
Listen, Fu Sung-ling, and I shall tell you 
what I have done. I have wandered back across 
the fields of time—back to the day when 
Flaming Pearl was the jewel of the Dragon 
Court and beyond to that to Wu Wong and the 
glorious Chow dynasty, to Emperor Yu, who 
drained away the floods—the magnificent 
yellow monarch—and the mighty Fu Hsi, the first 
emperor—5,000 years to the beginning of things 
in the Middle Flowery Land. What I have 
gathered of history that should not be forgotten, 
of myths, of legends, of traditions and of 
stories surpassing strange, I have put together 
in this book. 
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Originally I had gone to China on what I supposed 
would he a short business trip. But finding Shanghai 
extremely interesting and also that there were 
opportunities there for me, I decided to remain and 
have my wife and two children join me there. It 
turned out that my heptad in China became filled with 
a variety of interesting experiences. My first work 
was as advertising manager for the Shanghai Mercury, 
a British journal. I was appointed dean and foreign 
advisor of Williams College, located in the native 
Chinese city, and Professor of English at Kuang Hua 
University. I edited Rae's Far Eastern Manual, 
founded the Shanghai Short Story Club, and published 
a volume of short stories written by the members, I 
also served as secretary of the Shanghai Rotary Club 
and was appointed principal of the Remington (Typewriter 
School. In addition, I wrote newspaper and magazine 
articles. 

The arrival in Shanghai of my wife May, son 
William, and daughter Carolyn in the autumn of 1921 
was attended by one of the most distressing events 
of my life. I inquired of the Japanese steamship 
Company for information about the arrival of the boat 
and how I should meet it. I was told to take a 
tender which would leave Shanghai at eight o'clock 
the next morning and go out to the boat anchored at 
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Wooeung and take off the passengers. This I did. 
When I arrived at the "boat I was horrified to learn 
that the passengers had been taken to Shanghai on an 
earlier tender. The 3mall boat on whioh I came did 
not return to Shanghai until late afternoon and there 
I was stuck on the big boat all day—did I walk the 
deck I 

My wife and children were mystified, of course, 
when I did not meet them, and as the day advanced, 
began to fear that something had happened to me. 
They, however, did not suffer any severe inconvenience. 
I had written to May about my American friend Carl 
Crow, latei) author of the best selling book? Five 
Hundred Million Customers. May recalled Carl and 
went at once to his office. He very kindly took her 
and the children to his home where they remained for 
the day. Carl met the tender when I came back from 
Woosung and told me where to find my family. 

Mother wrote in her diary, September 24, 1921. 
"With a sad heart I bade William, Carolyn, and May 
goodbye at Verne's beautiful home, 2300 Jackson Avenue 
near San Gabriel. They are leaving to join Verne in 
China." 

A memorable date in my life was Easter Sunday, 
April 28, 1921, which found me in Peking, the glorious 
old capital of China. It was a bright, beautiful day, 
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with the lilacs blooming in profusion in the old 
gardens near the Altar of Heaven and the Temple of 
Heaven. I left the hotel early in the morning^before 
most of the foreign tourists were awake, and went 
to the Altar of Heaven. This round terraced structure, 
built of white marble^ is one of the loveliest art 
objects to be found anywhere in the world. The 
carvings are exquisite, its Greek simplicity majestic. 
I found the Altar of Heaven deserted, save for one lone 
beggar who had his eyes upon me. I gave the wretch 
a coin and sent him away. I wanted to be alone on 
the Altar of Heaven. I went to a marked spot in the 
center of the altar where the emperors of old knelt 
to pray, and there I knelt and prayed that divine 
Easter morning in old Peking. That central spot on 
the Altar of Heaven, I was told, had been regarded 
as the center of the universe by some devoted Chinese. 
The center of the altar was a sacred and unique spot. 
The height of the altar and other features were so 
arranged that when the emperor knelt there he could 
see only the he0vens, all the views of earth being 
shut out. When I knelt there I found this to be 
true in a somewhat magical way. I, like the kneeling 
emperor, lost all consciousness of everything except 
the azure heaven and the Emperor above who dwelt there. 

After my mother's death, I found among her 
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"belongings in San Diego, an envelope inscribed: "Some 
dear, little, white lilac blossoms Verne sent me from 
Peking, China, on Easter Day, April 28, 1921." 

Peking was composed of a group of four cities, 
three of which were concentric: the Tartar City, the 
Imperial City and the Purple Forbidden City. The 
Chinese city was south of the triad and adjoining it. 
The Tartar City, originally built by Eublai Khan 
had a wall, faced with brick, built in 1419 by 
Emperor Yung Lo. It enclosed an area of about twelve 
square miles. In the center of the Tartar City was 
the Imperial City, occupying a space of about two 
square miles, and also surrounded by a wall with 
four spacious entrances, each with three gates of 
which the middle one formally was the royal passage, 
open only for emperors. "The Forbidden City of the 
fiuddy Dawn," strong-walled and moated and covering 
a space of about one square mile, was a private 
residence of the emperor. The color of the palaces 
and the walls ranged from purple to mauve. 

Peking, with its art treasures, temples, palaces, 
and walls, reflected more than any other place in 
China, the ancient splendors of the country. At 
night Peking was a magical place with the myriads 
of lighted lanterns, the hundreds of beautiful sing-song 
girls in rickshaws hurrying to their appointments and 
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the many hawkers, each with his own characteristic 
sound. It is said that all of the great cities of 
the world have characteristic night sounds, and Peking 
was no exception. From Peking I visited the Great 
Wall, not far away, sometimes called "the longest 
cHiietery in the world," from the great number of lives 
that were lost in its construction. It was completed 
in 204 B.C. by the cruel emperor Shih Huang Ti to 
hold back the dreaded barbarians in the north. In 
a straight line, the Great Wall is about 1,300 English 
miles long but with its wanderings over hills and 
mountains, across ravines and valleys, it measures 
a distance of about 1,500 miles, extending from 
Shanhaikwan on the seacoast westward along the 
former northern border of the country to the town of 
Krayukwan In Kansu province. An inscribed tablet 
marks the terminus. The height of the wall varies 
from fifteen to thirty feet according to the importance 
of the different localities. Watchtowers were built 
at intervals, to the total number of 15,000. The 
top of the wall was wide enough to permit two chariots 
to pass. 

"The Ts'ins built the Great Wall stretch-
ing far away to the sea. Yet the poisoned 
breath of war decimated the people, and mile 
upon mile ran with their red blood." (9th century) 

—Llhau 
I looked at the Great Wall and touched It with 
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my hands, and was awed by its venerable appearance 
and by its tragic futility. 

My Houseboy 

My first houseboy in Shanghai had been trained 
by a British master end was an excellent servant, 
but I did not know the ways of Chinese servants, and 
I soon spoiled him with kindness. He brought hot tea 
to us in bed every morning at 6 o'clock. He was an 
excellent cook and fine waiter. ^ generosity with 
the servant reached its climax when I loaned him $100 
to buy a wife. It was the custom for men servants 
in Shanghai to buy their wives. The price varied 
according to the social status of the bride's family, 
ranging from $10 to $100, which was the top price. 
The girl bought by my cook belonged to a superior 
family and for that reason her price was high. We 
were invited to the wedding of Wang and the entire 
family went. I stayed away from my office, and the 
two children stayed out of school. It was an all-day 
affair at rented quarters. The bride, heavily veiled, 
arrived in the traditional red closed sedan chair. 
After the wedding ceremony and the removal of her 
veil, the girl was revealed to be quite dainty and 
lovely. She wore flowers in her hair along with an 
elaborate headdress, and the wedding gown was made of 
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the best silk. The poor child looked quite frightened 
at all the ceremony and the commotion. Eating and 
the drinking of wine was almost continuous throughout 
the day and early evening. And the grating music was 
almost continuous too. Repeatedly the bride and groom 
came and bowed and kneeled before me and my wife to 
the accompaniment of music, according to the native 
Chinese custom which requires servants to recognize 
and honor their masters. Between the different parts 
of the ceremony, the wedding guests played Mah-Jongg, 
and I lost a considerable amount of money playing 
with Chinese servants, men and women who were much 
better at the game than I. 

Wang was left heavily in debt by the wedding 
and began to steal from me on a greater scale than 
ever before. After two expensive blankets and several 
other household objects disappeared, I had to discharge 
him. I had learned my lesson, and when I finally 
acquired a faithful manservant to whom I gave the 
name of "Jiggs," I knew how to handle him and he was 
with me for several years. Jiggs was very devoted to 
me, but being a bachelor and hating women, he often 
was rude to my wife and daughter, but there was nothing 
I could do about it. 

My duties as dean, foreign adviser, and teacher 
of English at Williams College were especially 
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Interesting for the reason that the school was located 
in the Chinese native city in a completely Chinese 
environment, and I liked that. Later I taught English 
in the Chinese Kuang Hua University, but it was located 
in the International Settlement and was much dominated 
by foreign customs. 

The president of Williams College, William Kung, 
and I became good friends. He was educated in the 
United States. Knowing that he had joined the Baptist 
church while attending an American college, I was 
surprised when he invited me to his marriage to a 
second wife. My wife and I attended the wedding and 
enjoyed the unique experience. The first or "great" 
wife was present and did not seem especially bothered 
by the wedding. President Kung showed us his wives' 
two separate bedrooms and pointed out that they were 
Identical in size and furnishings. He did not want 
to discriminate, he assured us. 

On October 10, 1921, I participated in celebrat-
ing the Chinese national holiday at Williams College. 
The Daily China Press of Shanghai reported: "Sounding 
the note of optimism and calling upon his hearers to 
regard China's growing industrial strength and 
unification rather than pessimistic reports of political 
strife and corruption, Mr. Verne Dyson, foreign 
adviser of Williams College, addressed a gathering of 
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more than a thousand students and visitors yesterday 
afternoon when the college observed the national 
festival day." 

"Less Politics and More Bean Oil" was the theme 
of my address. My speech was widely quoted in the 
Chinese and foreign press. 

Teaching in China and Japan was a hardship for 
foreigners for schoolrooms were never heated even in 
the coldest weather. Often schoolrooms were partly 
open. A small pig once ran through my classroom at 
Williams College hut without causing any disturbance. 
While teaching I wore an overcoat and gloves, but 
even then was often uncomfortable. School pupils In 
China and Japan were used to cold classrooms—their 
many layers of clothing made them more or less immune 
to the cold. 

The Short Story Club 

One of my most interesting and rewarding enter-
prises In Shanghai was the founding of the Shanghai 
Short Story Club and the publishing of a collection 
of twenty-five short stories written by the members. 
I first suggested the founding of the club at a small 
picnic and moonlight swimming party given on the 
campus of Shanghai College in June, 1923. Pour of 
us were seated on a grassy knoll near the bank of 
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the Whangpoo River. It was twilight and out in mid-
stream you could see the junks gilding by, dim and 
silent, like ships in a dream. Present were Mrs. J. J. 
Connell, a dear friend whom I met in Shanghai in 1920 
and saw for the last time at her lovely home in 
Seattle, Washington in 1933; George and Louise Loehr, 
grandchildren of the noted Methodist missionary in 
China, Young J. Allen; and my wife May, and myself. 

"Why not form this club?" I Inquired after a 
somewhat lengthy discussion. "Why not?" echoed my 
other three companions. And so then and there we 
decided to form the club. 

I must pause here to say something about the 
delightful Loehr family. Mrs. Henry Loehr, the 
mother of George and Louise, went to China as a 
young babe with her parents, the Rev. and Mrs. Young 
J. Allen on the small sailing boat, the Seaman's Bride. 
which left New York City in December, 1859, on a 
voyage that required almost half a year. Pood and 
water were scarce when the boat reached Shanghai and 
most of the passengers were ill. Allen mastered the 
Chinese language, wrote over two hundred books and 
pamphlets in that language and preached thousands of 
sermons in the strange tongue and became a friend of 
the Chinese emperor. He performed a great work in 
China for God and the Chinese people and incidentally 
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reared a large and interesting family. When I 
arrived in Shanghai, the widow of Young J. Allen was 
one of the hest known and best loved members of the 
foreign settlement. 

The annual birthday party given to her was an 
important civic event. I first saw Mrs. Allen in 
February, 1921, at her birthday party in the old 
Allen home on land which was in a rice-paddy field, 
north of Soochow when her husband bought it forty 
years previously for a mission compound. She was 
seated at the far end of the room with the flowers 
brought by friends banked high behind her on chairs 
and tables. At her right was Mrs. M. A. Loehr, her 
eldest child and the little babe of the long ago 
voyage of 1859} and nearby were her other two daughters, 
Alice and Ethel Allen and her grandchildren George 
and Louise Loehr. I also was present at her 
birthday party on February 16, 1925» when she was 
eighty-six years old. Young J. Allen was born in 
Georgia in 1837 and died in Shanghai in 1907. A 
few months before his death, Mrs. Loehr went from 
Shanghai to Florence, Italy, to place her young 
children In school. These words which the great 
missionary wrote in the autograph album of his 
granddaughter Louise upon her departure were typical 
of the man: "GoI It is time. Duty calls and life 
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awaits, Do thy heat. Get ready." 
Mrs. Loehr, George, and Louise, were our close 

social companions for over five years in Shanghai. 
We went to many parties together. Mrs. Loehr was 
fond of dancing. She loved life in general as did 
her two children. They were a talented family. 
George, a bachelor, spoke Chinese, French, and Italian 
fluently. Louise was interested in art and in 
intellectual affairs. The Loehrs were fond of Italy 
and lived in that country for many years. Louise 
finally married an Italian and reared a family of 
talented children. After the passing of over thirty 
years, we saw Louise Loehr Saetti last year (1962) in 
San Diego. She had come to the States to sell the 
Loehr home in Mill Valley, California. 

George oame to the United States at the close 
of World War II after internment by the Japanese in 
Peking, China, and taught French in Princeton 
University. Now, as Louise told us, George is lectur-
ing in Italian on literary and art themes in Rome, 
Paris, and London. About fifteen years ago, while 
he was teaching at Princeton University, George visited 
us at Brentwood, Long Island. The Loehr family supported 
me loyally In my founding of the short story club. 

At a second meeting on the green knoll, on the 
campus of Shanghai College, July 27» 1923, the club 
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was formally organized with myself as president, 
Mrs. J. J. Connell as vice-president, and Louise Loehr 
as secretary-treasurer. It was voted to limit the 
membership to thirty. Each member was required to 
domplete at least one short story within a period of 
one year. Anyone failing to meet this requirement 
was automatically dropped from the membership. 

In the first year, twenty-five of thirty charter 
members wrote short stories which were published. 
These stories in the collections—"Obedience," written 
by myself; "The Philosophy of Wang," by Arthur de C. 
Sowerby; and "Chong Yok and I Outwit the Devil" by 
Margaret Longacre Connell, were printed in the 
sixtieth-anniversary edition of North China Daily News 
of Shanghai, July 14, 1924. In my preface written 
for the book of short stories and dated August 24, 
1924, I wrote regarding the Short Story Club: "It has 
been an interesting and stimulating experience. 
Professional and amateur writers, saints, and Bohemians, 
have worked together in rare harmony, standing 
comfortably side by side on the common ground on which 
art and art alone can. provide." 

A second edition of short stories written by 
members of the club was published in 1927 and contained 
sixteen tales. My story, "Flaming Pearl, a Story of 
the Hans," had these opening paragraphs: 
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It was the fourth moon of the year 
110 B.C. when LI Shao-chum, the mystic, 
entered upon his memorable journey to the 
abode of the goddess Hsl Wang-mu in the 
K'un-lun Mountains, on the far western border 
of the Middle Flowery Land. At the time of 
his going, Changan, the gay and splendid 
capital was aflame with the news of great 
events. Chang Ch'ien had followed the Yellow 
River to its source in the Milky Way. The 
victories of Emperor Wu Ti's armies in 
Central Asia had brought thirty-six nations 
into subjugation; more and more tribute was 
pouring in. The glory of the Hans covered 
China like a golden mist. 

iut Li Shao-chum was weary of splendors. 
He took the road gladly and not once did he 
glance back upon Changan's majestic walls and 
emblazoned towers. He beheld only the 
brown road ahead and the caravans and the 
distant rim of jade-green hills. 

I wrote the romance of the handsome and heroic 
Wu Ti and the beauteous Flaming Pearl, once a slave 
girl whose name then was like honey upon the lips of 
the Chinese people and was spoken with reverence in 
Alexandria, Athens, and Rome, and all the other gay 
and brilliant cities of the world where there was talk 
of wars and conquests and of the loves of mighty kings. 
And also I told the stories of the scrawny mystic who 
was seoretly in love with Flaming Pearl and of the 
eunuch Golden Fish, her devoted follower. When Li 
Shao-chum arrived at the mountain top palace of Si 
Wang-Mu, he discovered that the queen's peaches of 
immortality, which bloomed only once in 3»00Q years, 
were ripe. When he left, the queen gave him two of 
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the peaches, one for himself and one for the emperor. 
Returning to Changan, the mystic stole the emperor's 
peach, substituting in its stead a common one from 
the grove in the Imperial garden. He tried to give 
the peach of immortality to Flaming Pearl and to 
induce her to go away with him into the celestial 
life, but she preferred the earthly life with the 
emperor to eternal life with the mystic. 

The monthly meetings of the Short Story Club 
were well attended and lively. The most memorable 
of our receptions was the one we gave in honor of 
Princess Der Ling (Mrs. T. C. White), of the imperial 
Manchu line, at our home, Sunday evening, May 24, 1925. 
After the reception had been announced publicly, we 
had many requests; by telephone and letter^ from people 
who asked to be invited. Most of these we had to 
deny because of lack of space. However, several 
outsiders did crash the reception. The Princess, 
author of the best selling book Two Years in the 
Forbidden City and of numerous magazine articles, was 
very popular and greatly in demand as a speaker. The 
Shanghai Evening News in its issue of May 26, 1925» 
reported: 

At the Dyson reception last Sunday 
evening, Princess Der Ling told in charming 
manner of her experiences as First Lady-in-
waiting to the late Empress Dowager of 
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China, and how she used her diary to write 
her hook, recently issued in a second edition. 

The Dyson home was beautifully decorated 
for the occasion with flowers and with 
imperial yellow predominating in the color 
scheme. The reception room and the halls 
were lighted with Chinese lanterns. Fifty 
guests were present. 

In her address, the Princess gave many 
fascinating and amusing glimpses of life 
behind the scenes in the Forbidden City in 
Peking and how she went from a carefree life 
in Paris, where her father, Lord Yu Keng was 
the Chinese minister to France, to the 
exacting role of First Lady-in-waiting to the 
eccentric and xirorld famous Empress Dowager. 

Shanghai in Wartime 

I saw Shanghai rocked with civil strife and war. 
The lives of foreigners were endangered when, during 
a riot, the British police of the International Settle-
ment fired upon a mob which attacked the police 
station, killing a large number. The tremendous 
reaction to the brutal slaying in Shanghai and the 
surrounding country was to make foreigners fear that 
there would be an uprising of the natives which would 
overwhelm them. The rumor that our Chinese servants 
would rise up on a decided date and massacre us, gave 
us concern, for we were at more or less the mercy 
of the servants. They carried keys to our homes and 
came and went at will. They knew where we kept our 
firearms and everything else about our households. 
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While I did not question the loyalty of my manservant 
Jiggs, I was worried along with the other foreigners. 
Nothing serious happened, hut it was many months 
before the crisis passed and life in the foreign 
settlement returned to normal. 

The approach from the south of the victorious 
army of General Chiang Kai-shek in 1927 posed a real 
menace. We did not fear the Nationalists, but the 
thousands of Communists, criminals, and evil hangers-on 
who trailed after the army were a real danger. 
Additional foreign troops were sent to Shanghai to 
guard the settlement and an increased number of 
United States warships were dispatched to the Shanghai 
harbor and the area. Plans for the quick evacuation 
of foreign residents were made and carefully rehearsed. 
Concentration centers were established and each 
foreign resident was Informed as to which center to 
go in case of an emergency. It was believed that aD. 
of the foreigners could be evacuated from Shanghai in 
approximately one hour. Foreign men were organized 
into military companies and drilled. Every able-bodied 
foreign man was given instruction on how to use 
firearms if he did not already know. I attended 
police firearm school and learned how to use a 4-5-caliber 
revolver. I was taught how to shoot quickly from the 
level of the hip and not to take time to sight the 
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weapon as was done In former times. My son William 
was a member of a machine-gun squad and greatly 
enjoyed the excitement. He was on duty every night 
on the borders of the foreign settlement for many 
months. 

When the Nationalist armies neared Shanghai and 
the danger Increased, the foreign women were sent out 
of the settlement. My wife and my daughter Carolyn 
went to Cebu in the Philippine Islands where they 
lived with May's nephew and his wife Mr. and Mrs. 
Eugene McAdam for several months until the danger 
was over in Shanghai, and they had a very pleasant time. 

One of the United States Marines who went to 
Shanghai to help guard the settlement was Edward B. 
Mullaney of Newark, New Jersey. He became my son-in-
law. He and our daughter Carolyn were married in 
Shanghai and their first child, Edward Verne was born 
there. On October 6, 1928, while I was in Manila, 
I received this cablegram from Shanghais 

Baby boy born at 8:40 this morning. 
7 3 A pounds. Both doing splendidly. Eddie 

Foreign missionaries poured into Shanghai from 
all over China, creating a serious housing shortage 
in the settlement. In April 1927, about fifty 
refugees, including a number of young children, 
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assembled at the International Institute of China, 
318 Avenue Joffre, where I and my son had living 
quarters while my wife and daughter were in the 
Philippine Islands. The noted Dr. Gilbert Reid, a 
wealthy missionary, the founder of the Institute, was 
at that time in the Palun Hospital, Shanghai, seriously 
ill. He did not recover and a few months later died 
at the hospital. The institute was not equipped to 
care for the large number of refugees and quarreling 
among the missionaries added to the difficulties. 

The strain of war and of the many hardships was 
too much for some of the missionaries. I was chairman 
of a committee appointed to care for the refugees and 
look after their welfare. The other members of the 
committee were Mrs. Gilbert Reid and her son, John 
Reid, both of whom were eccentric and difficult to 
deal with. The evening school^ of which I was principal, 
the library, museum, public reading-rooms, and the 
other facilities of the Institute were closed so that 
the members of the staff and the servants could give 
all their attention to the refugees. The committee 
fixed a low rate covering the actual cost of food and 
service. We opened up a sedond kitchen equipped with 
two gas stoves. 

Conditions were difficult at the Institute and 
there was much complaining by unreasonable persons. 
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Mrs. Held "became offended at the complaint of a 
missionary woman, resigned from the committee, and 
retired into seclusion in her living quarters. Her 
son, John, spent most of his time with her. Here was 
a real crisis. It was left to me to buy the food and 
manage the Chinese cooks, and I had a difficult time. 
In midsummer, the war situation eased and most of the 
missionaries left the Institute. 

I quote from an article entitled "Shanghai, 
Days of Fear," which I sent to a newspaper in the 
States: 

A great but not unreasonable fear took 
possession of Shanghai in the early months 
of 1927. There was reason for it. Like a 
conquerer of old, General Chiang Kai-shek had 
marched triumphantly from Canton through 
Central China to the Yangtze River. He was 
on the crest of fame with the whole world 
watching. The British concession at 
Hankow was overwhelmed and the foreigners 
scattered. This disaster had not before 
happened to a foreign settlement in China, 
and the aliens in other concessions were 
greatly perturbed. "Shanghai is next," 
the rabble proclaimed. But Washington, 
London, Paris and Tokyo had a different 
view. More warships were sent. Marines 
and sailors were landed. The Shanghai volun-
teers joined ranks with the troops of the 
nations. Martial law was declared. All 
the streets leading from the foreign 
concession into Chinese territory were 
closed and barricaded. In haste, sandbag 
defenses and barbed-wire entanglements were 
erected. 

Then came the Nationalist soldiers. 
On March 19» 192!?, the defense line of 
Marshal Sun Chuan-fang, the northern 
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leader, crumbled at Sungkiang and his men 
retreated in disorder to Shanghai. The next 
day the military disciples of Sun Yat-sen 
reached Minghong, twenty miles to the south 
of Shanghai, and on March 21 the first 
southern troops entered the native city of 
Shanghai. The 22nd found them in official 
possession of the entire district. During 
the transition, various attempts were made to 
enter the foreign concessions, but without 
success. The vigil of the foreigners lasted 
for several months and a year afterwards, 
not all of the sandbags and barbed-wire had 
disappeared. 

I was appointed principal of the Remington 
Typewriter School in Shanghai in 1926 and served for 
about two years. The school was operated by the old 
and wellknown British firm of Mustard & Co., Ltd., 
which owned the agency for the sale of Remington 
typewriters in China. The commercial college was 
founded in 1920. The evening school, which was in 
session from 5«'30 to 8:00 P.M., was conducted for 
the benefit of young Chinese people who were employed 
in offices in the daytime. The physical equipment 
of the school represented a large capital investment, 
including as it did 200 standard Remington typewriters 
of late models, and numerous mimeographing, adding, 
and calculating machines. 

Most of my pupils were Chinese, but I had a 
large number of White Russian men and women who had 
been driven out of Siberia by the Reds. They were 
in desperate need of employment and were eager to 



195-

learn English and fit themselves for office work. 
It was estimated that about 10,000 White Russians 
were driven out of Russia into China in the 1920*s. 
Many of the refugees were destitute. 

The Good Roads Movement 

China was greatly in need of good roads. The 
lack of paved streets made the motorcar useless in 
most parts of the country. Paved highways were 
lacking in and around Shanghai and other great cities 
of the land. The National Good Roads Association of 
China conducted a campaign in Shanghai for 3ix weeks, 
beginning October 10, 192?, to encourage interest in 
road building. My fellow Rotarian, Dr. C. T. Wang, 
president of the Good Roads Association, appointed 
me captain of a team of foreigners to work with the 
Chinese. I invited a group of prominent foreigners, 
business and professional people, and officials, to 
attend a tiffin at the Astor House on September 30, 
1927, and we enthusiastically formed a team of 
foreigners to work with the Chinese. Dr. Wang, who 
was present at the meeting, told of the work and 
accomplishments of the good-roads movement including 
the demolition of old waLIs in twenty-five cities 
in China to make way for roads. In 1921, there were 
only 2,000 "11 (1/3 of a mile)" of paved roads in all 
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China, increased to 48,000 li or about 13,189 miles 
by 1926. The Increasing number of bus companies had 
an important part In promoting good roads. The 
foreigners decided they could help the good-roads 
movement by joining the association end paying dues, 
by giving friendly advice, and by supplying information 
of the methods and machinery used in road building 
in America and Europe. 



HEPTAD VIII (1928-1935) 
In Manila, Philippine Islands 

In 1928, at the end of a heptad, my wife and I 
departed from Shanghai leaving our married daughter, 
Mrs, Mullaney and our son, William Verne, in Shanghai. 
We expected to visit the Philippine Islands for a 
month and then proceed to New York by way of the Suez. 
In Manila, I met Dr. Rafael Palma, president of the 
University of the Philippines and showed him a copy 
of my book Forgotten Tales of Ancient China which 
had been published the previous year. He was Impressed 
by the book and offered me a position as teacher of 
Chinese history and English at the university and I 
accepted, abandoning our plan to go to New York. 
Attorney-General Henry L. Stimson appointed me a 
member of the faculty of the University. I still 
treasure his letter. Mr. Stimson, a man of many 
honors who served in high office in Washington under 
several different Presidents, had a delightful estate, 
High Hold, in West Hills near Huntington, Long Island, 
which he and his wife Mabel founded in 1903. We 
lived not far from High Hold. Stimson died at his 
estate in 1950 and his wife died there five years 
later. During my stay in the Philippines I met two 
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other Governors General: Dwight F. Davis, founder of 
the Davis Gup, and Theodore Roosevelt Jr. Roosevelt 
and I left the Philippines on the same boat in 1933. 
Members of the faculty of the University of the 
Philippines always were invited to receptions and 
state affairs given by the Governors General at the 
famous Malacayan Palaee in Manila and we had the 
opportunity to become well-acquainted with the 
executives and their wives. 

On June 26, 1928, I spoke to my largest audience 
when I addressed over 4,000 students at the weekly 
outdoor convocation of the University of the Philippines 
on the subject "The Most Interesting Fact about the 
Filipinos." I told about the Filipinos being the 
only Christian nation in the Far East, and how it 
happened, and the importance of that fact. The 
students gave me good attention and I enjoyed the 
novel experience of speaking to the large audience in 
the open. My address was published in full in the 
Philippine Observer for September 19, 1928. 

My five-year assignment at the University of the 
Philippines was one of the most interesting experiences 
of my life. My wife and I lived in a hotel in the 
famous old walled city of Manila built by the Spaniards. 
There were in it many fine old churches and other 
historical buildings. The hotel in which we lived 
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formerly had been a Chineae temple. The former moat 
of the walled city had been drained and was then 
occupied by a golf course, over which I often played. 

The Chinese began going to the Philippine Islands 
about 900 A.D. and their influence there, as I 
observed, was very strong. They dominated the retail 
trade of the entire islands. The Philippine people 
have a large admixture of Chinese blood since, for 
a period of about a thousand years, Chinese men had 
been going to the Philippines and marrying native 
women. It happened that mixed Chinese and Filipino 
blood produced superior individuals. The smartest 
men of the country and the most beautiful women were 
Filipino-Chinese meztizas. The great-grandmother of 
Jose Rizal, the national hero of the Filipinos^ was 
a full-blooded Chinese woman. 

However there is a marked contrast between the 
Chinese and the Filipino people. The Chinese are 
one of the oldest races, and the Filipinos one of the 
youngest. The origin of the Mongolian race goes back 
to the most remote antiquity, while the time and 
place of the formation of the Filipinos race is known 
to anthropologists. The race was formed shortly 
before the beginning of the Christian Era in Malaya, 
the corner of Asia where people coming both directions 
along the coast met and mingled forming a new race. 
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The Filipinos learned civilization from five 
great nations—first from Mother India and then from 
Arabia, China, Spain, and the United States. The 
Spaniards were responsible for the Filipinos being 
the first and only Christian nation in the Far Bast. 
This was the theme of my address before the University 
students. 

My friend, Professor Otley Beyer, head of the 
Department of Anthropology at the University, was a 
world-known authority on the people of the Philippine 
Islands and on Chinese art In the Islands. He had 
two houses filled with Chinese art objects recovered 
mostly from graves. It so happened that after the 
burying of precious art objects had been prohibited 
by Imperial decree in China, the practice had been 
continued for many years in the Philippine Islands. 
I had dinner with Professor Beyer regularly, once a 
week, downtown at Tom's Dixie Kitchen and greatly 
enjoyed his friendship. He addressed the Filipino 
waiters in their native dialects. He spoke Spanish 
and several native dialects fluently. It was said 
that shortly after he went to the Philippines as a 
young man, he married a native girl, following her 
tribal customs in the ceiBnony. He spent a great deal 
of time in the back country studying the native tribes 
and their customs, and this study seems to have 
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included native women. Professor Beyer was never 
known to keep company with an American woman. He 
preferred the Filipino ladies. 

I now quote from my article entitled "The Five-
Fold Culture of the Filipinos," which teas published 
in the Philippine New Yorker for November, 1942: 

Prior to the so-called discovery of the 
Philippines by Magellan in 1521, the islands 
had been at different times a part of two 
great Malayan empires and had received notable 
cultural contributions from three ancient 
civilizations of the East: the Hindus, the 
Chinese, and the Arabic, both pre- and post-
Mohammedan. Distinct traces of these early 
humanizing influences may be observed in 
the present-day social and political 
institutions of the Malays, while memories of 
the early contact with outside civilizations 
are retained and gratefully commemorated in 
some of the customs of the people, both in 
the Philippine Islands and elsewhere in 
Indonesia. In the coronation ceremony in 
Brunei, whose inhabitants are Malays, like 
the Filipinos, the king changes his costume 
four times so as to remind the people of the 
four races whose blood flows In their veins 
and whose customs they have adopted as their 
own. To sum up in one or two words the 
contribution of each of the five foreign 
civilizations—three Asiatic, one European and 
one American—which have appreciably influenced 
the Filipinos in the last 2,000 years, we might 
say that the chief gift of the Hindus was 
general culture; that of the Chinese, thrift; 
and of the Arabians, government; of the 
Spaniards, religion; and of the United States, 
efficiency. Had not the term Eurasian fallen 
Into disrepute as a designation of the children 
of mixed white and yellow parentage, it would 
be an appropriate one for the modern Filipino 
people for theirs is a social order which is 
not exclusively that of the Orient, but one 
which combines the better qualities of the 
civilizations of both Europe and Asia—the 
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East and the West. Philippine civilization, 
a composite of the surviving best elements 
of the Orient's oldest civilizations and of 
the latest innovations of America, the dominant 
new nation of the West, is a forerunner of a 
new culture of the Pacific, which in time 
must inevitably possess all the shores and 
all the islands of this ocean. 

In 1930, while I was teaching at the University 
of the Philippines, I had a month's vacation on the 
Asiatic mainland, visiting the three great and 
different centers of Hong Kong, British} Canton, 
Chinesej and the Portuguese colony of Macao. Hong 
Kong is a free port and has an immense trade. Ships 
of many nationalities anchor there. The mingled 
British and Chinese elements give the settlement a 
unique social flavor. Some sections of the colony 
are predominantly British and others predominantly 
Chinese. Located on a mountain, Hong Kong at night 
looks like a gigantic, lighted Christmas tree. Kowloon, 
mostly bays, was added to Hong Kong by British 
acquisition. It has immense shipping interests and 
seems to receive the overflow population from Hong 
Kong. Chinese people continually infiltrate into 
Hong Kong from Communist China. The border is 
guarded by the Communists, but many dissatisfied 
natives are able to get through, mostly by boat. 

Canton is one of the old, venerated, walled 
cities of China, having many fine native traditions 
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and "beautiful temples. Since foreign trade was long 
confined to Canton by the Chinese, that city became 
better known in America and Europe than any other 
place in China. 

The colony of Macao was founded near Canton by 
the Portuguese, a few years after Columbus discovered 
Americaj and became an important trading center for 
foreigners. The intermarriage of the Portuguese and 
the Chinese for the period of a several centuries has 
produced a new race in southern China. Life in Macao 
is mixed and strange. While the Catholic Church is 
entrenched there and has beautiful cathedrals and 
churches, the colony is notorious for its vices, 
openly practiced. Brothels, opium dens, and gambling 
places flourish without interference from the civil 
authorities. The Catholic Church, it is said, receives 
vast revenues from the vices. 

I had a very unique religious experience, when, 
accompanied by my missionary host, I attended a 
religious service held in Macao in a room over an 
opium den which was used by a union of grave-diggers. 
The missionary and his assistants carried a small 
portable organ up narrow stairs to the room for use 
in the service. In going to the room where the 
religious meeting was held, we passed by the open door 
of an opiun den where the addicts could be seen lying 
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on their coaches. 
The birthplace of Sun Yat-sen, the founder of the 

Chinese Republic, in a small village near Macao was 
a great national shrine at the time of my visit. I 
went to the shrine and was shown the great doctor's 
bed and many other personal belongings. 

Also in Macao I had the good fortune to meet 
the real Mrs. Sun Yat-sen. The Mrs. Sun Yat-sen that 
the world knows was one of the three famous Soong 
sisters and much younger than the patriot. The real 
Mrs. Sun (the great wife as the Chinese would say) 
was, like her husband, a Christian and belonged to a 
British mission. I talked with her through an inter-
preter and found that she was not embittered by her 
husband's desertion and neglect. She gave me a 
photograph of herself and told me much about her life 

and that of her husband when they were living in the 
Hawaiian Islands before the revolution started. 

My Return to the United States 

The University of the Philippines was founded by 
Americans after the conquest of the islands by the 
United States and for many years most of the members 
of the faculty were Americans. Under the general plan 
of the United States government to turn the Philippines 
back to the Pilipinos, the control of the University 



205-

was given over to the natives, and the number of 
Americans on the faculty reduced. At the end of my 
five-year teaching contract with the University, I 
retired at the suggestion of the United States 
officials. Two Filipino professors were employed by 
the salary that I had received. 

One of my most thrilling and satisfying experiences 
in Manila was the visit to me by my mother Mrs. 
Henrietta Singleton Dyson, then past eighty years of 
age. She made the boat trip from Los Angeles across 
the Pacific to Manila with stops in Japan and Shanghai, 
China. It had been her lifelong ambition to take an 
ocean voyage, and I was happy to give it to her. She 
was with us one year in Manila. I was especially sad 
when I told her good-bye on the Dollar boat, the 
President Pierce, on the evening of July 11, 1930, for 
I felt that I would never see her again. And I did 
not. She died before I got back to the States. 

I left the Philippine Islands reluctantly, for 
life there was interesting and satisfying, but my 
heptad urged me on. I left the Philippine Islands 
with many splendid memories. One of these was of a 
letter which President Kafael Palma of the University 
wrote to me on January 14, 1928, in which he said: 

My Dear Professor Dyson: 
In today's issue of the Philippine Collegian 
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I have read your interesting lecture on the 
Nordic Theory and for which please accept my 
congratulations. You made a very forceful 
speech on the subject and presented good 
arguments against the theory as being 
contrary to the principles of Christianity. 
I believe that it is a function of education, 
especially higher education, to do away with 
the obsolete ideas which try to perpetuate 
the evils of the past. War is not a human 
necessity. On the contrary, it is a human 
scourge and is repugnant to natural feeling, 
and like slavery it has been imposed upon 
humanity by the greed and ambition of the 
powerful. It can, however, be abolished, as 
slavery has been. 

I am glad that you have started this 
discussion on the subject and to note that 
your speeoh is pervaded with a spirit of 
optimism. 

Very sincerely yours, 
Kafael Palma, President 

I received this letter dated—Manila, August 6, 
1929, from Governor General Dwight P. Davisi 

Dear Professor Dyson, University of the Philippines. 
Many thanks for the two books written by 

you which you were kind enough to send me last 
week. As soon as I get a little time I shall 
read them with much pleasure. I am greatly 
interested in conditions in the Par East and 
feel that there are wonderful opportunities 
for the future. Your books will be of 
assistance in giving me additional information 
about conditions there. Thanking you again 
for your kindness. 

I had pleasure in being one of the founders of 
the Philippine Academy of Social Science and was one 
of five university professors appointed to edit the 
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Philippine Social Science Review. I contributed a 
number of articles on Asian affairs to the review, 
including "China's Case Against the West." The 
Manila Tribune for September 1929 reported: 

The Philippine Social Science Review, the first 
of its kind, made its public appearance 
yesterday. Five professors of the University 
of the Philippines, each a specialist in hia 
own field, are the editors of the new 
magazine. The "Board of Directors which acts 
also as the Board of Editors Is composed 
of the following: Dr. Bernabe, Africa, 
chairman; Dr. Dnath Roy, vice-chairman; 
Prof. Verne Dyson, secretary-treasurer; Dr. 
Vedasto Samoto; and Doctor Eustaclo Gatjuina, 
assistant-chief of the legislative division 
of the National Library. Santiago Gregorio 
is business manager. 

The Journey of Verne and May Dyson from 
Manila to New York City via Suez on Board 
the Good Ship President Pierce (April 5-
May 25. 1935) 

A "despedida (farewell party)" was given for 
my wife and me on Wednesday, May 27, 1933, at Tom's 
Dixie Kitchen, Manila, attended by seventeen guests: 
including members of the immediate family—May and 
myself, our son William and his wife Prances, our 
daughter Carolyn and her husband Edward B. Mullaney— 
my close friend and golfing companion Li Seng Gap, 
wealthy Chinese hemp merchant; Dee Chuan, wealthy 
Chinese lumberman; and several other Chinese friends; 
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my delightful Filipino friend and social leader, Albinoz 
Sysclip and his wife; our pleasant American friends, 
Robin (Rob), William Yersley and his wife Helen; 
close friend Amie Lee, and others. I have in my 
scrapbook a much treasured menu from Tom's Dixie 
Kitchen, autographed by each of our guests. This 
was a memorable parting. 

On April 2, 1933, we received a radiogram from 
May's banker brother of Pasadena, California, William 
H. Hubbard: "Wishing you a wonderful trip." 

With thirty-five pieces of baggage my wife and 
I went on board the President Pierce at Manila on 
the afternoon of Monday, April 3» 1933* Our cabin 
was Number 37* The cost of the passage for each of 
us was 121 English pounds. We tried to arrange for 
dinner on board for ourselves and the Dyson clan, but 
failed—too crowded. We went first to Legaspi Landing, 
looked the place over, and left for the Army and 
Navy Club and there dined. The farewell party was 
composed of William Verne and Frances Dyson and 
their daughter and our granddaughter Carol May Dyson, 
Edward Bernard Mullaney, and Carolyn Dyson Mullaney 
and their son and our grandson Edward Verne Mullaney, 
After dinner we returned to the boat to say goodbye 
to our friends there. Carolyn and the two "Eddies 
(big and little)" left the boat about ten o'clock. 
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William and Frances stayed on until midnight. The 
boat was due to leave at that time, but didn't get 
under way until daylight, Tuesday morning. 

Our boat trip led from Manila across the Yellow 
Sea, the distance of 1,332 miles to Singapore, and 
then for 377 miles to Penang, and then across the 
Indian Ocean 1,269 miles to Colombo, Ceylon, thence 
across the Arabian Sea 875 miles to Bombay, India. 
Thence 2,971 miles to Suez, 88 miles to Port Said, 
and then through the Mediterranean Sea to Naples and 
Genoa, Italy, and to Marseille, Prance. Then through 
the Strait of Gibraltar, and across the Atlantic Ocean 
to New York City. 

Through the United States consuls I arranged to 
play golf at all ports along the way that had golf 
courses. I was able to play the game at Singapore, 
Penang, Colombo, and Bombay. 

In my diary for April 8, I wrote: 

We're in the harbor at Singapore at daylight 
Saturday, "̂ pril 8. Took a motor ride around 
town in the forenoon. Played nine holes of 
golf in the afternoon with United States 
Vice-consul, Edward Anderson, Jr. In the 
evening, Saturday, we with our friend, Mrs. 
Dickinson, went to a dance at the Raffles 
Hotel. It ended promptly at midnight. 
Sunday forenoon—motored across the island 
of Singapore to the independent Malay State 
of Johore. Monday and Tuesday we went 
shopping and sightseeing. We visited the great 
Singapore naval base which proved to be a 
tragic disappointment. 
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We obtained a permit through our United 
States consulate to visit the base, Tuesday, 
April 11. The great defense structures on 
the opposite side of Singapore Island from 
Singapore from which place it is fourteen 
miles distance by motor over Thompson Road. 
Preliminary work on the base began about ten 
years ago. It has been halted and resumed 
several times due to political changes in the 
English government. The work is now being 
rushed to completion. About 4,000 natives 
and Indian workmen and 200 white workmen are 
employed. The cost of the present phase is 
3,250,000 pounds. The contract calls for the 
completion of the job in September, 1935. The 
principal feature of the base is the dry dock, 
1,000 feet long and 130 feet wide, capable 
of talcing the largest capital warships. Other 
features are a floating dock, brought from 
England} the immense crane, capable of 
lifting ships of considerable size; workshops 
of different kinds; and an electric light 
plant; permanent quarters for officials and 
so forth. The immense amount of excavating 
and leveling of the hills was necessary. 
Australia and other British dominions and 
colonies voluntarily contributed money toward 
building this base. 

This British base with the Japanese base at 
Formosa and the United States base at Manila formed 
a group of three naval and military bases of considerable 
International significance. The great guns at the 
Singapore base were all pointed toward the sea. The 
British never anticipated an attack from inland but 
during the war the Japanese, as the world well knows, 
came down through the jungles back of the base and 
captured this tremendous development with very little 
difficulty. 
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Tiger Balm 

On April 3, we visited the spacious and elegantly 
furnished home of the Chinese doctor Aa Boor Haw who 
made a very large fortune out of Tiger Balm. An 
Indian watchman took us through the house and through 
the garage where we beheld his unique tiger motor car. 
The radiator was the shape of a tiger's head. The 
body of the car was yellow with black stripes. 

From Singapore we went on to Penang, which we 
visited on April 12-13. This is the oldest of the 
Straits Settlements acquired by the British in 1786. 
The place is neat and well kept with many prosperous 
Chinese residents. Rubber, tin, and coconuts are 
the principal products. 

Golf at Colombo 

Played eighteen holes in the afternoon of April 
17 at the Ridgeway golf course, a very beautiful 
course fringed with jungle. Played with a barefooted 
"playing caddy" who made most of the holes in par, 
using only three clubs—one wood and two irons. This 
diminutive savage was one of the finest golf players 
I've ever seen anywhere in the world. 

The Ceylon Observer for Monday morning, April 17, 
1933, printed an article about the passengers of the 
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ship in which this reference was made to me: "Professor 
Verne Dyson, a well-known specialist on Chinese history, 
literature, and politics, who is returning to the 
United States after having been a resident of China 
for many years was one of the passengers on the Dollar 
boat." 

We went inland from Colombo and saw the interesting 
country and also had a ride on an elephant. Coming 
back from this entertaining inland tour, we visited 
the many beautiful shops in Colombo where gems are 
sold and my wife bought a few of these. 

We were in Bombay, India, on April 20-21. As we 
approached Bombay, the dome of the Taj Mahal Hotel and 
the monumental structure erected on the Apollo Bund 
struck our eye. This last is the Gateway to India 
inaugurated by Lord Reading in December 2, 1924. 

We visited the Prince of Wales Museum, the 
Victoria Gardens, and the Tower of Silence, symbolic 
of the Zoroastrians of Persia. This Tower of Silence 
was a dreadful place. Human bodies are placed on 
the top of the tower to be consumed by buzzards. 
While we visited the tower we could see scores of 
buzzards circling in the air above, waiting for a 
human body to be placed on the roof of the tower, when 
they would swoop down and in a few minutes denude 
the bones of all the flesh. 
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In my diary I made these records on the trip 
from Bombay to Suez: 

Monday. April 24. May and I played in 
a bridge tournament. I was eliminated and 
May qualified. Played in the tea room, 
beginning at 8:30 P.M. 

Tuesday* April 25* May and I witnessed 
an exhibition of chess playing by Dr. Alexander 
Alekhine, champion chess player of the world, 
in the smoking room. He played and defeated 
four persons, with himself blindfolded. 

Wednesday. April 26. About noon we passed 
Aden on the right. Our first view of the land 
of Arabia. Passing through the Gulf of Aden, 
we late in the afternoon sighted Africa (French 
Somaliland) on the left. May played In the 
semi-finals of the bridge tournament on the 
forward deck, beginning at three o'clock in 
the afternoon and was eliminated. Saw a 
beautiful red sunset over the Red Sea. In 
the evening a special Italian dinner, dancing, 
and cabarets. May and I went dressed in 
Japanese costume, each in a kimono, hers blue, 
and mine, black and brown. late to bed. 

We reached Suez at the southern entrance 
of the canal on April 30, twelve hours ahead 
of time. Anchored about 4 P.M. Most of the 
passengers went ashore to proceed to Cairo, 
and rejoin the boat at Alexandria. We shall 
get off at Port Said and go to Cairo from there. 
Shortly after dark we entered the canal, going 
at half-speed. Sarly Monday morning we were on 
deck to see the country—desert on both sides. 

Port Said, May 1. Arriving at Port Said, 
the Mediterranean end of the canal, In the 
middle of the forenoon, we disembarked at once, 
went through customs and quarantine, and took 
the noon train for Cairo. Desert most of the 
way and very dusty, but not too hot. Cairo is 
indeed an historic place and quaint in the 
extreme. We first drove by private motor car 
to the famous Citadel, where from the ramparts 
we gazed over the country and the pyramids. 
After visiting the Mosque Sultan Hassan, the 
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Tomb of the Mamelukes, Azhar University and 
the native bazaars, we went by motor car to 
the Pyramids of Giza, and visited the Sphinx. 
We rode around the fyramids and the Sphinx on 
camels. They were gentle creatures and we 
enjoyed the novelty of the ride. 

The Pyramid of Cheops, who ruled about 
2900 B.C. at Giza, one of the seven wonders 
of the world, is the largest pyramid ever 
built. The solid mass of limestone blocks 
covers an area of thirteen acres. Originally 
it waB 768 feet square and 482 feet high. The 
group of Giza is composed of the Great pyramid 
and the second and third pyramids. It was 
difficult to realize that these piles of stone 
had stood there on the silent desert for 
almost 5,000 years. 

In mythology, the Sphinx monster was a 
winged-lion with the head of a woman. She 
lived on a high rock near Thebes in Greece and 
asked this riddle of all persons who came near 
her: "What walks on four feet in the morning, 
on two at noon, and on three in the afternoon?" 
She killed all those who could not answer her 
question, until King Oedipus arrived and 
answered the riddle by sayings "Man crawls on 
all fours as a baby, walks upright in the 
prime of life, and uses his staff in old age." 
The Sphinx was so humiliated when her riddle 
was answered that she threw herself from the 
rock and died. 

The colossal figure of the Sphinx we saw 
was sculptured out of a mass of natural rock 
near the Pyramid of Khafre, the paws are made 
of masonry. The face of the Sphinx was struck 
by a cannon ball fired by the army of Napoleon 
when he invaded Egypt. The scar still may be 
seen. 

After viewing these most ancient of man's 
monuments, we returned to our hotel in Cairo 
for dinner. In Cairo, the beggars were a 
terrible nuisance confronting us at almost every 
turn. On our second day at Cairo we went to 
the Egyptian Museum of Antiquities and saw 
the wonderful treasures taken from the Tomb 
of Tutankhamen, which supposedly held a curse 
for those who disturbed its contents. This 
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museum Is unique among all the museums in the 
world for the priceless treasures taken from 
the tomh of this pharaoh. 

In the late afternoon, we went by train to 
Alexandria. After going through customs and 
quarantine, we went on hoard the President 
Pierce about 6 P.M., sailing for Naples at 
midnight. Ahout noon on May 5» we sighted the 
southern point of Italy, the ancient Herculean 
promontory. Boon entering the Strait of Messina 
and passing between the Scilla (Italian side) 
and Charybdis (Sicilian side). The smoking 
volcano on the island of Stromboli was in 
sight most of the afternoon, and after dark 
the fire of the volcano could be seen. 

We arrived at Naples early on the morning 
of May 6. Vesuvius across the bay was smoking. 
We drove to Pompeii and walked through the 
excavated ruins of this once sjJendid city, 
smothered to death by a terrific eruption of 
Vesuvius on a tragic day in A.D. 7 9 . Pompeii 
was a thriving port and pleasure resort with 
many villas of the wealthy. The explosion of 
Vesuvius buried Pompeii and the villas under 
many feet of cinders and ashes, preserving the 
city with "magnificent completeness down to 
the fresh color of the wall paintings" and 
preserving, too, many of the bodies of the 
dead, including an expectant mother and a thief 
with gold clutched in his hand. The ruts 
made on the pavement of the streets by chariot 
wheels were plainly visible. The many wine 
jars attested to the fact that Pompeii was a 
gay city. The long-forgotten site of Pompeii 
was rediscovered in 1748 and has been sporadi-
cally excavated ever since then. 

Sailed from Naples at midnight on May 6. 
entered the harbor at Genoa at 5 A.M. on May 8. 
This is the birthplace of Columbus. Went ashore 
and toured the city. I was fascinated by the 
magnificent cemeteries and the wine shops. 
Perhaps in no other city in the world is the 
dead so elaborately honored as here. In the 
wine shops the best and most famous of Italian 
wines were sold at five cents a drink. Going 
from wine shop to wine shop I bought far too 
many five-cent drinks. In my exuberance and 
delight with the city of Genoa, on the way back 
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to the boat with unsteady feet, I bought 
my wife a large bouquet of long-stemmed red 
roses. Returning to the ship in late 
afternoon, we received a radio message from 
our daughter, Carolyn Mullaney in Manila, 
telling us of the birth of an eight-pound 
granddaughter, Dorothy. (Now "Dot," her 
husband Leslie (Les) Hald and their two 
daughters are living near Huntington Beach, 
California,) 

So this is France I Arrived early in the 
morning of May 10 at Marseille. Went ashore 
and engaged an English-speaking taxi driver 
for the day at 150 francs. Spent most of 
the forenoon shopping. Wife Nannie May bought 
a suit, hat, blouse, gloves, and hand bag for 
622 francs. Then we drove to Cassis a 
delightful seaside place on the road to Monte 
Carlo. And there had a famous French meal of 
different kinds of fish, excellently cooked 
along with a bottle of sauterne wine. A 
delightful ride showing an interesting bit 
of France. Returning from Cassis, we sighted 
the Chateau d'lf, popularized by Dumas in his 
novel, The Count of Monte Cristo. 

Thursday, May 11, 1935. Sailing on the 
blue Mediterranean, Saw the sunset over Spain, 

Friday. May 12. Entered the Strait of 
Gibraltar about sundown. There was the great 
rock which once bore the inscription "Ne plus 
ultra" (nothing beyond), it then being on the 
border of the then known world, 

Monday. May 15. In the choppy Atlantic 
Ocean, now. Sighted at three o'clock in the 
afternoon, the dim outline of one of the 
Azores Islands, about twelve miles to the north. 



HEPTAD IX (1935-1942) 
In New York City 

To live in New York City is a high privilege and 
a great adventure. The typical features of Manhattan 
Island known to the whole world are the Statue of 
Liberty, the city's magnificent skyline, Broadway, 
Pifth Avenue, and the subway. Earlier in this 
narrative I have told of the lovely home I built at 
Wilmar, a suburb of Los Angeles near the Mission San 
Gabriel. We still owned this home (rented) when we 
left the Par East, and to some it might have appeared 
logical for us to have returned to it. But I had a 
desire of long-standing to live in New York City, 
and so when my heptad ended in the Orient, I returned 
to the East Coast rather than the West, for which I 
am not at all sorry. My New York City heptad was a 
memorable one. 

On May 22, 1933, we completed the Atlantic 
crossing and the President Pierce docked on the Jersey 
side. It cost me fifty dollars to transport our 
luggage from the Jersey dock to the McAlpin Hotel in 
New York City—more than it cost to move it from 
Manila, half-way around the world to Manhattan Island. 
The head porter at the McAlpin assigned me a vacant 
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hotel room in which to store our baggage temporarily, 
and it filled the room. After a week at the McAlpin, 
during which time we relaxed from the six-week ocean 
voyage, attended several Broadway shows, and toured 
the city, we moved to an apartment on the campus of 
Columbia University at ?0 Morningside Drive on 
Morningside Heights, only a few doors from the 
residence of Nicholas Murray Butler, president of the 
University. 

Since I had planned to make a career of writing 
and speaking on Oriental subjects, particularly China 
and the Philippine Islands, I wanted to become a 
Sinologist. I had studied the Chinese language in 
Peking, Shanghai, and Manila, and since I taught 
Chinese history at the University of the Philippines, 
I was versed in the history and lore of China. It 
was a noble ambition, but one which I was not able 
to attain fully, largely because of the Depression. 
To further my plans to beoome a Sinologist, I arranged 
to matriculate in the summer school at Columbia 
University and then in the fall enter into the 
Department of Chinese, taking courses in the Chinese 
language, Chinese art, and Par Eastern affairs. In 
view of the Depression and the fact that my prospects 
for making any money in New York City were very slim, 
my entering Columbia University might have appeared 
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to be foolish and impractical, but to Columbia I went. 
In the meantime, important events happened in 

the summer of 1933. First I had to say goodbye to my 
wife Nannie May. It was necessary for her to return 
to Manila to teach for one year to complete her con-
tract with the public school system. For her to have 
remained in New York City and not complete her teach-
ing contract in Manila, would have jeopardized her 
retirement fund, and this could not be. 

Before Nannie May left New York, I received a 
radiogram from Manila, appointing me an official 
delegate from the Philippine Government to the Fifth 
Biennial Conference of the Institute of Pacific 
Relations to be held in Banff, Alberta, Canada, 
beginning August 14, 1933* My transportation expenses 
from New York to Montreal and across Canada to Banff 
and my bill at the famous Banff Hotel for two weeks 
would be paid by the Philippine government. Here was 
a magnificent summer vacation at no personal cost to 
me. I at once radioed my acceptance of the appoint-
ment. I urged my wife to go with me to Banff and 
sail from there to the Orient, but she wanted time to 
visit our relatives in California before returning to 
Manila, and she went directly from New York City to 
Los Angeles. On the way across the Pacific, Nannie 
May accidentally met her brother, William H. Hubbard, 
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and his wife Alva, of Pasadena, in Honolulu. They 
were on another "boat on a trip to the Orient. 

In the early part of the summer before my departure 
for Banff, I began organizing the Chinese Studies 
Institute of which I became the director. At a small 
social party early in June, I met the right people 
to aid me in my enterprise. They were J. Edward Orr 
and his wife Helen St. John Orr, Miss Marie Gleason, 
and Miss Elizabeth Pendry. They were a remarkable 
group. The moment the Orrs and I met, we felt that 
we were well-acquainted, that we had met before some-
where, possibly in the Orient, for they had been around 
the world three times. We could not fix the time and 
place of our meeting, and we finally concluded that 
perhaps we had met in another reincarnation. It was 
obvious to the three of us that we were not strangers 
when we met. 

Orr had made a fortune as a private detective, 
specializing In obtaining evidence in divorce pro-
ceedings. He was a genius in getting the evidence 
a person needed for divorce. His personal fee was 
one hundred dollars a day, and he was In great demand 
and always busy. 

Helen, still good-looking, had been a beauty 
in her younger years and a member of the famous 
Floradora Sextet in New York City. She became the 
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efficient and brilliant secretary of the Chinese 
Studies Institute. Marie Gleason was a handsome, 
wealthy woman with leisure to devote to cultural 
matters. Miss Pendry was a successful businesswoman 
and interested in culture. All four of my new friends 
were personally much interested in China. The Orrs, 
as I have said, had visited China three times. These 
friends also gave me the welcome news that New Yorkers 
as a class were deeply interested in Chinese history 
and culture. 

I rented a studio at 45 West 45U> Street, near 
Times Square and installed my valuable working library 
on China and the Par East and my Chinese art objects. 
My studio was very attractive and soon demonstrated 
its drawing power. I had the Chinese Studies Institute 
well set-up before I departed for Banff, Canada, to 
attend the meeting of the Institute of Pacific Relations. 

On August 12, I boarded a night bus for Montreal, 
Canada. There I took a train for the cross-Canada 
trip to Banff. On this journey I saw a great deal of 
Canada and its varied terrain—mountains, plains, 
deserts, rich river valleys, and cities. I observed 
many fertile spots, but on the whole it was obvious 
that much of the good topsoil of Canada had been 
moved down into the United States by the ice in the 
last ice age. The Canadian Rockies were especially 
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"beautiful, rivaling the best scenery of our own Rocky 
Mountains. 

Banff was attractively situated in the valley in 
the Bow River Valley, amid a setting of towering 
mountains. It is a famous tourist center and resort 
and the chief station on the transcontinental line 
of the Canadian Pacific Railway. Banff's golf course 
also Is famous. 

•'•'he members of the Institute took over the 
entire Banff Hotel for the two-weeks' period. The 
meetings of the Institute were planned so as to give 
the members an opportunity to enjoy the exceptional, 
attractive recreational facilities of the resort. 
The business sessions were confined to the forenoon, 
leaving the afternoon free for pleasure. I had my 
golf clubs with me and played golf every afternoon 
during the convention. After golf, horseback riding, 
or other outdoor recreations, came the cocktail hour 
which was well-attended. 

The Institute of Pacific Relations was composed 
of delegates from each of the various countries border-
ing on the Pacific Ocean, and it had as its chief goal 
the prevention of war. These ten countries were 
represented at the Institute: Australia, Great 
Britain, Canada, China, Prance, Japan, the Netherlands, 
New Zealand, the Philippine Islands, and the United 
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States. Many distinguished men were present. The 
United States group was headed by Newton D. Baker 
and Included Henry R. Luce, the millionaire magazine 
publisher; Professor James T. Shotwell and Professor 
Philip Jessup of Columbia University; Doctor Robert 
A. Millikan, the famous scientist of the California 
Institute of Technology in Pasadena; and the contro-
versial Owen Lattimore, then a professor at Dartmouth 
College, Hanovei} New Hampshire. 

Lattimore, later accused of being a Communist 
sympathizer, was the queerest member of the United 
States delegation. I attended the section of the 
Institute over which he presided and had an opportunity 
to observe him. He did not play golf, attend the 
regular dance in the evening, or other social functions. 
After the morning sessions, he was seldom seen in the 
afternoon or the evening. He retired to his hotel 
room, where he presumably spent the time writing or 
reading or conferring with his British cronies. Latti-
more, who formerly wore a monocle, was partial to 
his British friends. I witnessed a demonstration of 
his liking for the British. I saw him talking to a 
member of the American delegation when he ended the 
conversation mid-sentence and abruptly turned to 
converse with a British friend who was passing. 

Since I had visited both countries, I was much 
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interested in the debates from China and Japan. 
The Chinese delegation was headed by Dr. Hu Shlh the 
most eminent living Chinese philosopher and the 
leader of the Japanese group was Dr. Inazo Mitobe, 
the greatest living Japanese philosopher, I had met 
Doctor Hu frequently in Shanghai and after the con-
vention I saw him in New York City. Dr. Mitobe was 
a kindly and delightful man. He died in Japan shortly 
after the Banff meeting from a broken heart, it was 
said. He knew of the secret plans of his country's 
leaders to attack the United States and disapproved 
of them, but was powerless to prevent it. Apparently 
the situation was beyond his endurance. 

The six-member Philippine group at the Institute 
was headed by Judge Manual Camus; the other members 
beings Dr. Leandro H. Fernandez and Dr. Vidall Tan, 
both of the faculty of the University of the Philippines; 
Hugo H. Miller, the Philippine representative of 
Ginn Book Publishers; and myself. Poor Hugo, whom I 
knew well in Manila, was killed by the Japanese in 
World War II. 

Outstanding entertainment features at Banff were 
performances by local Indian tribes and a buffalo 
barbecue. A large fat buffalo was killed and roasted 
in a pit. The odor from the cooking meat pervaded 
the atmosphere for miles around. Buffalo meat was 
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very popular with the natives of Banff, but personally 
the strong odor of the roasted animal did not stimulate 
my appetite. 

I returned to New York City from Banff by a 
cross-country route. I took a boat at Vancouver for 
Seattle where I visited two of my close friends; 
Dwight Mead, whom I had known in Denver in the 1890*s, 
and Mrs. J. J. Connell, whom my wife and I had known 
in Shanghai in the 1920's. I was the houseguest of 
Dwight and his pleasant wife Alice. Mrs. Connell 
gave a delightful garden party for me at her luxurious 
home. Dancers danced on the lawn barefooted, and 
drinks and elaborate refreshments were served. I 
delivered several lectures in Seattle and talked over 
the radio several times. I had a pleasant and lively 
time there. 

From Seattle I went to Los Angeles, Pasadena, 
and San Diego to visit relatives. In Pasadena, I 
stayed overnight with my wife's nephew M. Vilas 
Hubbard, now president of the Citizens' Commercial 
Trust and Savings Bank, and called upon other members 
of the Hubbard family. 

Going to San Diego, I visited my sister Carolyn 
and her husband James A. Harlin, and my brother and 
his wife, Mr. and Mrs. James Dyson of National City. 
In San Diego I saw several old friends whom I had 
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known in Clayton, New Mexico, in the 1880's and 1890's, 
especially Mrs. S. I. North, Mrs. Greta Hill Chadburn, 
Mr. and Mrs. Cecil Thompsen and Millie Thompsen. San 
Diego, as I learned, had quite a large colony of 
former residents of New Mexico. 

On the way back to New York, I stopped in Chicago 

to visit the Century of Progress Exposition celebrating 
the city's one hundredth birthday. The Exposition 
was not a large affair, but it was exquisitely staged 
and had many lovely and unique features. The exposition 
grounds were adjacent to the famous Loop, a short 
distance from the downtown shops, theaters, and hotels, 
between the famous outer drive and flashing waters 
of Lake Miohigan. There were two distinct divisions 
of the Exposition—the portion on the mainland, 
stretching for three miles southward along the lake, 
and the part built on Northerly Island across a 
sparkling lagoon connected with the mainland by three 
big bridges* 

I visited the principal features of the fair: 
the great Eield Museum of Science, History and Natural 
Wondersj the Hall of Science. The largest and most 
imposing building on the fair grounds was the Golden 
Temple of Gehol, glittering with 25,000 dollars' worth 
of gold-leaf, and carved In amazingly intricate 
designs, a replica of the lovely summer home of the 
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Manchu emperors "built in 1767 in Peking, the ancient 
capital of China, and comprising 28,000 pieces which 
were carved in China and shipped to Chicago for 
reassembling. I also saw the General Exhibit Building, 

with five imposing wings and showing the worldwide 
achievements of commerce and science; and the Hall of 
Religion, where the immensely rare Chalice of Antioch 
was exhibited like a rare jewel. 

At night the fair was a fairyland with its 
fountains and superb lighting effects. It was all 
very lovely and inspiring, but I was eager to get 
back to Hew York City to resume my activities there 
and did not tarry long in the "windy city." 

Back on Manhattan Island I made my plans for 
entering Columbia University and carrying on the work 
of the Chinese Studies Institute, at first called the 
Chinese Culture Circle. With my library of books on 
the Orient, tapestries, pictures and art objects from 
the Par East,particularly China, Japan, and the 
Philippine Islands, I was able to arrange a very 
attractive studio and headquarters for the Institute 
and soon there were many visitors. 

We developed a very comprehensive and interesting 
program. There were some novel features. Each member 
was assigned a Chinese name and taught how to write 
it in Chinese. At the last meeting of each year, I 
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conducted what I called "The Ceremony of the Red Rose." 
I presented a red rose to each woman member of the 
organization with the remarks based on her name. For 
examples In honor of a member whose name was Ruth, I 
quoted a famous passage from the Bible, "Entreat me 
not to leave thee or to return from following after 
thee, for whither thou feoest I will go, and where 
thou lodgest I will lodge. Thy people shall be my 
people and thy God my God." 

My name was Tai Hsln, the two characters meaning 
"a man standing by his word." Cecilia Cohen was 
named Mei Lai Si, "Lovely, make happy lady." Miss 
Henrietta Harlln, my secretary from San Diego, was 
named Mei Chin Shan Wan, "lovely golden mountain 
(California princess!)." Helen Sanford was Kan Shih-chu; 
"dweet pink carnation." Claire Csavant was Mei Lan} 
"graceful orchid5" Rose Dreirs—Kan Ch'iang, "sweet red 
rose;" Herman Knoll—Win Kung, "graceful duke." 

To get an idea of our extensive activities, I 
quote from the first annual report of the Institute 
of Chinese Studies read by Mrs. Helen St. John Orr, 
executive secretary at the first annual dinner held 
at the Chew Chow Cafe, 107 West 43rd Street, New York 
City, January 29, 1935s 

Successful institutions almost Invariably are 
built around an idea. An idea presupposes 
a brain, and a brain calls for a personality. 
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This has heen the evolution of the Institute 
of Chinese Studies, the idea, brain, and 
personality involved the being of those of 
Mr. Verne Dyson, a Missourian who migrated 
to California and from there proceeded to 
cross the Pacific Ocean to China where he 
was a teacher, writer and lecturer for 
eight years. Prom Shanghai in 1928, he 
went to Manila, where for five years he was 
Professor of Chinese history and Par 
Eastern affairs at the University of the 
Philippines. Leaving Manila in April 1933, 
Mr. Dyson and his wife returned to the 
United States by way of Europe. 

Mr. Dyson's interesting years in the 
Par East may be regarded as the background 
of the Institute of Chinese Studies of which 
he is now the director. Interest alweys 
attaches to beginnings of enterprises, especially 
if those beginnings involve accidental 
happenings, the fiddling of fate and the 
apparently predestined meeting of certain 
people at a social crossroad. Such was the 
inception of the Institute. 

This is the story. While Mr. Dyson was 
in attendance at the 1933 summer session of 
Columbia University he received a cable from 
Manila informing him that he had been 
appointed a delegate from the Philippine Islands 
to the conference of the Institute of Pacific 
Relations which would be held in Banff, Canada, 
August 14-23 of that year. He attended the 
conference, returning to Hew York by way of 
California and Missouri, making a number of 
lectures on the way. Shortly after his return 
to Columbia University, he received notice 
that Professor Philip Jessup, whom he had met 
at Banff, would speak at a dinner at the 
Foreign Affairs Forum to be held on September 
30. Because of his admiration for Mr. Jessup, 
Mr. Dyson attended the dinner. There he met 
Mr. and Mrs. Edward Orr. In the party at the 
dinner were Miss Marie Gleason and Miss Melinda 
Pendry. That evening Mr. Dyson told of his 
purpose to establish the Institute of Chinese 
Studies and invited them to join in the 
enterprise. They were interested and promised 
their support. 
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In the autumn and early winter, Mr. Dyson 
held a series of meetings in his apartment at 
Columbia University at which his new friends 
discussed the Institute. Miss Celia McCann 
then president of the Soroptimist Club of New 
York, attended one of the informal dinner 
parties, and graciously offered to give a 
tea party in compliment to Mr. Dyson when 
a public announcement of the Institute could 
be made. This delightful affair, held on 
Sunday afternoon, December 17, 1933» was the 
beginning of Mr. Dyson's public campaign in 
behalf of the enterprise. From that time 
onward, events moved rapidly. Through the 
cooperation of J. Edward Orr, we were able 
to establish headquarters in Suite 4-12, West 

Street, where Mr. Dyson installed the art 
treasures and the valuable library which he 
had accumulated during his long residence in 
the Orient. He was appointed director, and 
Mrs. Orr executive-secretary, and Miss Gleason 
treasurer of the Institute* 

"Like a dream, like a vision, like a bubble, 
like a shadow, like dew, like llghtnlngl" 
This is the Orient which the Institute undertook 
to reveal to ite constituents. China, with her 
quaint customs, fascinating ancient history, 
distinguished achievements in literature, art, 
and general culture, to say nothing of her 
present day political problems, makes one of 
the most alluring studies in the whole field 
of human knowledge. The Institute was founded 
for the purpose of studying and faithfully 
interpreting the ancient and attractive civili-
zation of the Chinese—a civilization that has 
contributed more to everyday life of mankind 
than the culture of Egypt, Greece, Rome or 
any other nation of antiquity. Thus the 
Institute of Chinese Studies is an educational 
group, a cultural circle (not a partisan organi-
zation to issue propaganda) which exists to 
pursue and along pleasant paths, a knowledge 
of things Chinese. We worked for closer 
cultural cooperation between the West and the 
East, a natural result of which is better 
political understanding. With many years of 
study added to his long residence in the Orient, 
where he was a traveler, writer, and university 
professor, our director is able to give a 
sound, sympathetic Interpretation to the history 
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of the Chinese, their cultural achievements 
through several milennia and their gifts, 
too often forgotten, to the stream of Western 
civilization. 

Three grades of membership were established: 
associated, regular and sustaining, with the 
annual fees fixed respectively at $5» $10, and 
$25. To its members the Institute offers: 

1. Studio lectures and small study groups 
2. Sunday afternoon salons 
3. Monthly dinner forums such as this one 
4. Use of a specialized library 
5. An Oriental research department 
6. A travel bureau 
7* Exhibits of Chinese art 
8. A lecture bureau 
9. A Philippine section 
10. Personal consultation on Par 

Eastern matters 
Our friends may aid us by joining the 

Institute, by making cash contributions to our 
work, or by attending the monthly dinners, 
lectures, art exhibits, or other affairs. 

I shall present the story of our years 
work under the following headings: 1. Our studio 
lectures. 2. Our cooperation with the Foreign 
Affairs Forum. 3 . The director's public lectures 
and radio broadcasts. 4. Miscellaneous meet-
ings and enterprises. 5* The monthly dinners. 
6. The Sunday afternoon salons. 7» The 
Institute library. 8. The research department. 
9. The literary work of the director. 10. The 
Philippines section. 11. The education exhibit. 
12, The conclusion and summary. 

The Institute inaugurated its work with 
the series of six weekly lectures by Mr. Dyson 
in Steinway Hall, 113 West 57tt Street, Hew York. 
His themes dealt with the beginnings of the 
Chinese people and the founding of their nation 
5,000 years ago. At the first meeting the 
following were members of the reception committee: 
Mrs. Helen St. John Orr, Miss Marie Gleason, 
Miss Celia McCann, Mrs. Eva Bobbin, Miss Hedwig 
Gerlach and Miss Edna Donnell. The lectures 
were followed by an informal program which 
included musical numbers, the reading of Chinese 
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poetry, and an informal discussion. Incidental 
with the opening of the Institute's lecture 
season, the director gave a birthday party 
January 25, 1935» at his home on the campus of 
Columbia University to which the new members 
of the Institute were invited. The guest of honor 
was Mrs. Katherine Umstead of the National Art 
Club, who was a fellow member with Mr. Dyson 
of the celebrated Short Story Club in Shanghai, 
founded in 1924 by him, and which published 
successfully three volumes of short stories. 
Mrs. "Umstead was accompanied by Mrs. Bernice 
Breen, the well-known writer for the Villager, 
the New Yorker, and other publications^ Thus 
the work of the newly organized Institute had 
a very happy and auspicious inauguration. 

Prom the very beginning of our work it 
has been our pleasure to cooperate with the 
Foreign Affairs Forum of which our good friend 
Miss Katherine Sedgwick was executive secretary. 
Some months before the Institute was founded, 
Mr. Dyson's work as a lecturer and radio speaker 
became known to Miss Sedgwick. In July 1933« a 
few weeks after his arrival in New York from 
the Orient, she requested him to speak over 
the radio on the political situation in the 
Philippine Islands, which he did. He later 
gave twelve lectures and radio broadcasts for 
the Forum, becoming one of its popular speakers. 

As a friendly gesture toward the League 
of Nations Association, greater New York branch, 
in whose work the Institute had an interest, 
the director and Mis. Orr, the secretary, 
attended faithfully the League of Nations School, 
which was held daily in Herald-Tribune auditorium, 
230 West 41st Street, New York, January 7-12, 
1935. There was an afternoon and evening 
session each day for five days. Three well-known 
experts spoke at eadh session, making a total 
of thirty lectures for the week. They covered 
practically all important phases of the work 
of the League. Persons interested in the 
lectures on subjects connected with the League 
were Invited to take a written examination on 
the subject matter presented by the thirty 
speakers and to take an oral test covering 
speaking ability. Mr. Dyson took both tests 
and passed as the attached letter from League 
of Nations Association Corporation shows.' 
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January 23, 1935 
Mr, Verne Dyson, 
Institute of Chinese Studies 
Dear Mr. Dyson: 

We are very happy to inform you that you 
have passed the examination for speakers 
given hy the League of Nations School on 
January 12. The examination committee gave 
you a general average of A (90 to 100). 

Mrs, Frank Tuttle, President of the School, 
will present the certificates at our annual 
meeting to he held on Monday, January 28 at 
4 P.M. in this building, Room 304. After which 
we would like to have you stay for tea in the 
Woodrow Wilson Library on the 21st floor. 

Sincerely yours, 
Portia Willis Berg 

Although the League's school lasted only a 
week, a vast amount of Information concerning 
world affairs past and present was presented 
by persons of national and international impor-
tance. One could not attend this meeting 
without broadening his world outlook and 
becoming a better Internationalist. Having 
lived so long in Asia, Mr. Dyson feared that 
perhaps he may have become too Oriental-minded 
and one-sided, so he took this pleasant and 
effective method of bringing the affairs of our 
own country and of Europe forcibly to his 
attention. 

Book Reviews 

For several years I wrote reviews on books on 
the Orient for the Saturday Review of Literature and 
the New York Times Book Review and enjoyed these 
assignments. I had notes both from famous Henry 3. 
Canby, editor, and the much admired Amie Loveman, 
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associate editor of the Review, asking me to write 
reviews. I had communications from Mr. Canby in 
1934 and •35. On July 19, 1934, he wrote to me: "Dear 
Mr. Dyson: Could you give me a few hundred words or 
more, according to your judgment, on Sir Reginald 
Johnston's Twilight in the Forbidden City?" 

At that time the Saturday Review had several 
well-known literary luminaries on its Board of Editors. 
In addition to Canby as editor and Miss Loveman as 
managing editor, William Rose Benet and Christopher 
Morley were contributing editors. It was a privilege 
to meet these writers and talk with them as I did. 
In my review of A Chinese Testament, the autobiography of 
Tan Shih-hua as told to Stretiakov in the Saturday 
Review for June 23, 1934, I wrote: 

Doctor Sun Yat-sen died in 1925 with the 
pious conviction that Soviet Russia was 
China's best friend among the nations. A 
Chinese Testament, the autobiography of one 
of Asia's lost generation, written by his 
dear professor, a Russian, is a reaffirmation 
of a belief which Sun carried with him to his 
Russian-made coffin. After telling his story, 
the frustrated youth obligingly disappeared 
to the populous interior of China. He did 
not remain upon the scene to share the fame 
or the royalties of his autobiographer or to 
be questioned upon delicate subjects. No 
one can ask him what changes, if any, have 
occurred in the texture of his thoughts as 
they passed through the medium of four languages: 
Chinese, Russian, German, and English. But 
perhaps someday the exile will return and we 
will have another book. 
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Among the hooks on Red China that I reviewed 
for the New York Times I found two to he exceptionally-
interesting—Children of the Yellow Earth: Studies 
in jftrehlstorlc China, by J. Gunnar Andersen, and 
The Great Wall Crumbles, by Grover Clark. I had this 
note from J. Donald Adams editor of the Times Book 
Review dated September 25, 1934: "Dear Mr. Dyson: I 
shall be very glad to have you write a review for us 
of the Children of the Yellow Earth. I think for 
our purposes about 800 words will suffice. The book 
is being sent to you today." 

In my review of this fine book I wrote: 

Clearly defined trails show that primitive 
man migrated from the vague region known 
as the East into Europe, a peninsula of Asia 
where, in the caves of Germany, France, Spain 
and Italy, he left on the walls his paintings 
and on the floor his implements, the ashes of 
his fires and his own bones. From Europe 
the Stone Age folk crossed on land bridges to 
Africa, leaving recognizable traces of their 
culture at Gibraltar and other localities 
along the Mediterranean coast. South and 
Southeast from the central cradle land, they 
Went to India, to the Malay peninsula, and to 
the Philippines when the latter islands were a 
part of an unbroken land mass of the mother 
continent. 

Henry L. Mencken 

It would be impossible to describe all the 
interesting people I met in New York, but I will 
mention a few in detail: Henry L. Mencken, Henry 
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Steigner, Rachel Mack Wilson, and Edith Hooper May 
of England. In 1934 Mencken was preparing another 
edition of The American Language. I read in the New 
York Times Book Review for April 2, 1934: "H. L. 
Mencken who is at work on an extensive review of his 
work, The American Language, is seeking information 
about the changes that the Chinese language has under-
gone in the Chinese colonies in this country under 
the influence of American English, according to 
Alfred A. Knopf. He has a large amount of material 
relating to the immigrant languages but nothing about 
Chinese." Mr. Knopf said: "Anyone who knows anything 
about the subject is besought to write to him at 
704 Cathedral Street, Baltimore, Maryland." I wrote 
to Mr. Mencken, sending a copy of my letter to Mr. 
Knopf. Mr. Knopf replied: "Thank you for your note 
enclosing a copy of what you have written to Mr. 
Mencken. I am sure he will be glad of your assistance." 
Mr. Mencken replied to me on August 4 from Baltimore, 
"Eleven o'clock on the morning of the 20tb will be 
very convenient to me. Barring acts of God I 
certainly will present myself at your office. My 
best thanks." 

Mr. Mencken called on me at my studio on the 
appointed date of August 20, and we had a long and 
interesting conference. I was able to give him 
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Information which he needed. It was a pleasure to 
have a close-up view of this famous man. He was 
gracious and polite and displayed none of the 
eccentricities for which he was famous. After our 
interview in New York City, Mr. Mencken wrote to me 
from Baltimore, August 27^: 

Dear Mr. Dyson: 
Just a line to thank you for your very 

great kindness. I have gone through your 
article in the 1-hilippine Social Science 
Review and I am returning it by this mail. 
You gave me precisely the information that 
I was seeking and opened some leads that will 
turn out I'm sure to be of great value. I shall 
visit the chief Baltimore Chinamen within 
the next day or two. Needless to say give 
full credit to you and to the Institute of 
Chinese Studies in the next edition of my 
book. It was a pleasure indeed to meet you 
and Mrs. Orr, and I hope that you'll be 
coming down to Baltimore some time soon. The 
town cooks still love the art and more than 
3,000 beer houses are now in operation. 

Sincerely yours, 
H. L. Mencken 

On September 1, Mr. Mencken wrote me another 
note: "My very best thanks for Mr. Leang's material. 
It is interesting indeed and I'll certainly make good 
use of it. I have not yet consulted the Baltimore 
Chinese, but I hope to do so next week. I have at 
1 a. st got to work on my book and itte making reasonable 
progress. My very best thanks again for your great 
kindness." 
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Rachael Mack Wilson 

Rachael Mack Wilson, the poetess, was an inspir-
ing member of our group. She greatly honored me by 
asking me to write an introduction to her lovely 
book, Last Days of Sappho. This is what I wrote: 

Sappho is the voice of Greek beauty singing 
love's lament to a sad and disappointed world. 
She is a melodious name, a brave sweet memory 
of ever living Hellasj a warm and fragrant 
spring breeze blowing across the austere and 
towering names of Aeschylus, Sophocles, Euripides, 
Socrates, Plato, and Aristotle. 

The lyric sweetness of Sappho charms the 
hearts of each succeeding generation of those 
in the West who have the priceless heritage 
of Greek beauty and culture. In each revolv-
ing cycle of human life there have been a few 
beauty-conscious ones who partook of her 
undying spirit. Rachael Mack Wilson is one 
of these and her book Last Days of Sappho is 
Greek, very Greek ^nd very beautiful. Read 
it before the silvery stars come out tonight. 
Read it and dream of Greece and Sappho and 
beauty, and tomorrow think of Sappho again 
before Aurora's tears are dry upon the green 
grass. 

Last Days of Sappho begins with these lines: 

The Grecian world lay in a swoon, deep in a 
swoon, dawn swept. 

As Sappho, bathed in essences of sound, 
Looked down upon the sea. It prophesied 
With fatal portent, lured her with its depths 
With many songs unmade, she leaned with dread 
Against a trellis near a flower-grown court 
Considered cliffs, forbidding gaunt and cold. 
One plunge she thought, would still the tired 

Muse 
That whipped her being with a stinging lash. 
Her heart was sore, her mind a silent street 
Wherein with scattered leaves her unformed thoughts 
Met autumn's quiet interval too soon. 
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Edith Hooper May 

One night in the summer of 1936, at a party in 
the vioinity of 59*b Street and Park Avenue, I met a 
pleasant Englishwoman, Miss Edith Hooper May of 
The Whick, Hutton Mount, Essex. A friend whispered 
to me that the lady from overseas liked American 
cooktails—a report which I found to he correct. A 
few weeks later I met Miss May at a tea dance at 
the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel. It was there between 
cocktails that she confided to me that she was in New 
York City to found an international magazine for 
women, a publication "dedicated to women of high 
endeavor." 

"It is my hope," she said sweetly, "that this 
international monthly magazine will carry a message 
to the women of various countries. There is a cry-
ing need in the world today for women of vision, for 
women who will step forward and insist that the 
motherhood of women will bring about the brotherhood 
of man and that peace and prosperity shall reign 
throughout the world and war shall end." 

Miss May had heard that I was an author and 
would I write a piece for the new magazine? She 
needed it within two or three days. It was a good 
party with everyone feeling gracious and agreeable, 
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and so what could I do but say yes. 
In one evening, I hurriedly scribbled an article 

which I labeled "Gentlemen, Let Us Be Wise," and sent 
it to Miss May at 44 West 44tb Street. Speaking Of 
Women, an international news monthly, appeared on July 
1936 with my article. 

My hurriedly written sketch was surprisingly 
successful, belying the painstaking care I had given 
to heavier and less pleasing articles. "Gentlemen 
Let Us Be Wise" brought me a considerable amount of 
fame, fan mail, and an invitation to speak over the 
radio. It was reprinted in several women's magazines, 
including The Woman, a digest magazine, which gave 
it the new title "Gentlemen, Step Aside for the Ladies," 
and added this blurb; "It is being whispered that 
many of our present economic ills are due to the work 
of man. Enter women and help clean up the mess." 

I began my article as follows: 

Among the various class struggles 
besetting humanity at the present time, 
that between the two sexes, male and female, 
is by far the most entertaining. Also, it 
may in the long run, and by that I mean a 
century or two, become the most determinative 
of all competing social forces. From a 
man-controlled world there may come possibly 
a shift to a woman-controlled world with 
definite changes in the setup of society. 
That women are battling for what they 
call their rights, vigorously carrying the 
contest into every important department of 
life—social, economic and political—is a 
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recognized and conspicuous phenomenon of 
modern times, one which has greatly alarmed 
John Srskine and other defenders of male 
supremacy. The ancient, polite platitude, 
"The hand that rocks the cradle, rules the 
world" must he given vitality and a new 
literalness, say the women, and must at the 
same time he reworde^ for many of the great 
women leaders of the age—Jane Addams, for 
instance—were unmarried and without cradle-
rocking experience. 

Henry Steigner 

Steigner, a small handsome man with snow-white 
hair, was one of the outstanding cultural leaders of 
New York City. He was a delightful companion, an 
eloquent speaker, and a mystic. A bachelor, he— 
like Walt Whitman—preferred the intimate company of 
men to that of women although he had the friendship 
and admiration of many hundreds of women. 

His home, Hyperion House, at $18 West 140to Street, 
New York, was famous for its hospitality, intellectu-
ality, and its beautiful furnishings, especially the 
Chinese Room on the second floor. The three-story 
brownstone house of the type famous in New York City 
in an earlier period had been bequeathed to him by a 
wealthy friend. At each of the Christmas Eve parties 
held at Hyperion House without interruption for about 
forty years, Henry read a message from his dead friend. 
Bach year the message was different. 

My wife and I attended the Christmas Bve parties 
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annually In the seven years we lived in New York. 
There was no other Christmas party like Steigner's. 
All three floors were crowded with guests, usually a 
hundred or more, practically all of them dressed in 
formal evening clothes. There was no room for dancing, 
hut there was plenty of other entertainment and plenty 
of refreshments too. Steigner gave a handsome 
Christmas present to every guest who came, and the 
hill for these presents must have been considerable. 
The program always consisted of the ceremony of bles-
sing the house, the reading of the message from the 
dead friend, and musical numbers given by famous New 
York artists. Among noted people who attended the 
Christmas parties was Ruth St. Denis, the dancer, who 
always was there. 

Afternoon and evening meetings devoted to litera-
ture and art were held throughout the year at Hyperion 
House. I spoke frequently at these gatherings and 
Steigner often lectured at the Institute of Chinese 
Studies' gatherings. Henry Steigner, a practicing 
mystic, gave a famous series of lectures on mysticism 
at the Hyperion House which were incorporated into a 
book in 1941. In his foreword to Practical Mysticism 
he gave this definition: "The doctrine of the mystics 
who profess the pure sublime and disinterested devo-
tion and who ask through the inward perception of the 
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mind to a more direct intercourse with God than is 
afforded by revelation, obscurity of thought or 
teaching. Man's greatest journey is the quest within." 

[Harry M.] Love further states in the forewords 
"This book makes available to his students the talks 
on practical mysticism delivered at Hyperion House 
by Henry Steigner. Freshness, vigor, clearness, 
condensation, all the qualities employed to hold 
varying groups to the high themes presented have 
carried over into these chapters." 

In the preface Steigner wrote: 
This book is gratefully devoted to Harry 

M. Love who has contributed a foreword. It 
was at his insistence that the material was 
captured on paper. He brought the typewriter 
and said, "How about the lectures, and I 
will type them." Before the task was finished, 
Love passed on to the higher life. He had 
launched this book by his urging and help as 
a captain puts his vessel out to sea. 

Henry gave me an autographed copy of Mysticism 
In Action. It is a delightful little book and I 
have read it to my profit and inspiration. 

At the Master Institute 

The greatest event in the seven-year life of the 
Chinese Studies Institute was our stay, all too short, 
in the Master Institute, originally known as the 
Hoerich Museum on Riverside Drive at 103rd Street. 
Mrs. Nettie S. Horch, director, invited me to make 
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the Institute the center of our activities and gave 
me the free use of a lovely large studio on the fourth 
floor of the twenty-four-story building, overlooking 
the Hudson River. This was a magnificent location. 

Roerich Museum was founded in 1921 in honor of 
Nicholas Konstantin Roerich (1874-1947), Russian 
painter, stage designer, and archaeologist. He was 
noted for the brilliant colors of his paintings and 
for his enormous output. Until 1916 he was director 
of the School for Encouraging Fine Arts in Russia and 
was connected with the Moscow Art Theater and the 
Diaghilev Ballet. He came to the United States in 
1920, and the following year Roerich Museum was 
founded in his honor. 

The brilliant and eccentric Russian formed an 
ill-fated partnership with [Louis] Horch, a millionaire 
itfall Street broker who made a large fortune in World 
War I, lending money. The broker's wife, Mrs. Nettie 
S. Horch was extremely interested in art and culture, 
and she used him to form a partnership with Roerich. 
Mr. and Mrs. Horch and Roerich planned a cultural 
community which would include the museum, a little 
theatre, restaurant, art galleries, lecture rooms, 
and living quarters. 

To house the art community, Horch built a mag-
nificent twenty-four-story building at the corner of 
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Riverside Drive and 103rd Street (310 Riverside Drive). 
The four lower floors were devoted to the museum and 
kindred artistic enterprises, while the upper twenty 
floors constituted the hotel. The design was to fill 
all of the cultural needs of the residents so that 
they would not have to go outside of the building. 

Horch announced in a circular: 

High above iiiverside Drive stands the Roerich 
Museum and Roerich Museum Apartments. So 
peaceful is this neighborhood that it seems 
like a different world from downtown New York. 
The very air is different, and yet thanks 
to the excellent transportation by bus or 
subway, it is only a few minutes from home 
to office. The Roerich Museum Apartments is 
an aggregation of 300 apartments, but It is 
more than that. These 300 homes and the 
cultured kindly people who live in them 
constitute a very unique sort of community. 
Soon after you move in you are made acquainted 
with a wide range of cultural interests which 
are announced. If you wish to have a part 
in any of the group activities, you are 
welcome. If you wish to make your friends 
among those of like taste who are living under 
the same hospitable roof, you have every 
opportunity to do so. If you do not, your 
privacy is respected and only the gpn*!,. 
atmosphere of friendly courtesy that pervades 
the place reminds you that you are not 
living in the usual atmosphere of a commer-
cial apartment house. The Roerich Museum 
Apartments is a center of homes of professional, 
artistic, and business people, representing 
a cultural level which perhaps no other 
community has achieved. By moving in you 
become a resident member of the International 
Roerich Society. 

When the Chinese Studies Institute moved to 
Riverside Drive from Studio 415, 45 West 45^ Street 
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in May, 1935, Horch and Roerich had come to the part-
ing of the ways and the Russian had departed for the 
Orient. The name Roerich Museum was changed to the 
Master Institute. After leaving New York., Roerich 
spent five years exploring the Himalayas, with 500 
pictures as a result. After 1935, Reerich made his 
home in the beautiful Valley of the Punjab. Sensa-
tional reports about Roerich drifted back to New York 
and finally he was accused of being a Communist. 

About 1935» while Kenry A. Wallace, later Vice 
President, was Secretary of Agriculture, he had a 
sensational meeting with Roerich in the Par East. 
The Russian had a visionary plan for transporting 
certain rare oriental plants to the United States 
and establishing them here so that they would become 
commercially important. Wallace, who had been editor 
of Wallace's Earmer, founded by his father, and had 
developed several strains of hybrid corn which were 
extensively used by farmers in the American corn belt, 
was said to have favored Roerich's plan, but it was 
ridiculed by the American press and finally dropped. 

The complete break between Kerch and Roerich did 
not come until after the latter had returned to the 
Far East, and was brought about, it was said at the 
Master Institute, when the famed artist demanded that 
the Wall Street stockbroker send him a detailed daily 
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report of the activities at the museum. Horch got 
rid of Roerich, it was said, "by paying the artist a 
high price for his collection of paintings in the 
museum. 

My group had a delightful time at the Master 
Institute. The surroundings were lovely, and the 
atmosphere was artistic and stimulating. We held a 
variety of meetings. I lectured frequently in the 
little theatre, and I conducted tours of the museum, 
explaining Roerich's magnificent pictures. 

Of his many canvas es on Oriental subjects, my 
favorites were those of the two contemporary Chinese 
philosophers: "Confucius, The Cosmopolitan, Seated 
in a Cart" and "Lao Tzu, The Rustic, Seated on the 
Back of a Black Oxen." Confucius and many of his 
numerous descendents are buried in a magnificent 
cemetery in Kufow, Shangtung Province. Lao Tzu, 
dissatisfied with the world, fled from it into the 
wilderness east of China, where he died at an unknown 
time and place. His grave is not known. He was 
last seen by a border guard on the western frontier 
as he rode away on an oxen into the unknown. 

Our activities were varied, including monthly 
dinners, a Chinese language class, "oriental nights" 
entertainments, meetings of the oriental stamp 
collectors' club, an art appreciation series, meetings 
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for members only, lectures on Chinese culture, studio 
lectures, a Chinese rug exhibit, and an oriental 
reference library. The Villager, Greenwich Village, 
New York, printed this notice on September 26, 1934: 

Dr. Verne Dyson, well-known author and 
orientalist, will give a series of fifteen 
lectures this year at the Master Institute, 
310 Hiverside Drive, for the department of 
arts and sciences of that organization. Mr. 
Dyson*s lectures will be among the 150 events 
scheduled for this year at the Institute, 
which presents a diversified program of 
art, current events, drama, poetry, literature, 
philosophy, psychology, archaeology, interior 
decorating, and social sciences in their 
relation to current problems. "China and Her 
Cultural Development" Is the subject for the 
talks by Mr. Dyson, who has been heard many 
times in this community. Chinese history, 
art, and literature will be traced from their 
beginning around the year 2,357 B.C. until the 
present day. 

The first meeting of the Chinese Studies Institute 
at the Master Institute was held on the evening of 
August 27, 1935» in the Hall of the East in commemora-
tion of the birthday anniversary of the philosopher 
Confucius. At that time the opening of the Institute 
library in Studio 415 was announced. 

Mr. Verne Miller, president of the Philippine 
Education Company of Manila, spoke in the Hall of 
the East on September 27, 1935, before the Philippine 
section of the Institute, his subject being, "My 
Thirty Years in the Philippines." The Philippine 
section, known also as the Philippine Affairs Institute, 
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was organized in April, 1935- It comprised "both 
Filipinos and Americans; meetings were held monthly. 
The Institute developed a Philippine education exhibit 
and a library of rare and standard works on the 
Philippines. Before Mrs. Dyson sailed from the 
Philippines in October, 1935» for New York, she 
arranged for exhibits of Philippine arts and crafts 
and typical products to be sent to the Institute. 
Mr. Vlncenti Dizon, a talented Filipino artist and 
musician, who graduated from the School of Fine Arts 
of Yale University in June, 1936, loaned the Institute 
his collection of forty water-color paintings showing 
the evolution of costumes in the Philippine Islands 
from the fourteenth century down to date and also a 
number of oil paintings dealing with typical Filipino 
themes. Mr. Dizon's attractive works were on exhibit 
in the Philippine Room, Studio 406. 

One of our most successful affairs at the Master 
Institute was a recital given on May 22, 1936 by 
Ida Hoyt Chamberlain, a composer, singer, and pianist 
of Washington, D.C. She presented excerpts from 
her well-known compositions, "The wever Ending Wrong" 
and "The Emperor's Love," which she called "tone 
pictures." Miss Chamberlain appeared in several 
different delightful oriental costumes. She gave an 
outline of Taoism, China's ancient religion, in 
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relation to the characters in the story of the "Never 
Ending Wrong," the magic of the priest of Tao to 
conjure up the spirits of the dead. She also gave the 
story of her recording for the first time in history 
the thirty-centuries'-old ritualistic music of the 
"Tao Teh Kings The Way of Reason and Virtue." 

My group seemed to fit in at the Master Institute, 
and I had hopes of remaining there indefinitely, hut 
this was not to he. My difficulty centered ahout the 
conflicting personalities of two of my best friends 
and supporters, Nettie S. Horch, director of the 
Master Institute, and Helen St, John Orr, executive-
secretary of the Chinese Studies Institute. The 
differences of these two talented women could not be 
reconciled, and I had to withdraw from the towering 
culture-edifice on Riverside Drive. 

I moved from the luxurious studio in the Master 
Institute with a view of the Hudson River to humble 
quarters at 618 Eleventh Avenue on the first floor 
and basement of an old building. The tracks of the 
New York Central Railway (since removed) ran along 
Eleventh Avenue, Erom my couch I could look through 
the transom over the front door and see brakemen 
standing on the tops of boxcars as the freight trains 
passed by. The setting was crude; but I had my 
library and Chinese art objects about me, and was 
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happy there. I bought a small printing plant apd 
established a Chinese Studies Press which did all the 
printing for the Institute and also did commercial 
printing which added to my income. The Chinese 
Studies Institute served a large number of people but 
was never financially remunerative. I was in demand 
as a radio speaker and lecturer and usually spoke to 
large audiences but usually with little or no com-
pensation. I had a lecture manager, Ernest Briggs of 
the Times Building, who billed me at a minimum of 
eighty dollars a lecture, which was fine but the 
difficulty was that I received too few engagements. 
I was under the "exclusive" management of Mr. Briggs, 
who issued an elaborate advertising circular based 
on my little book, Land of the Yellow Spring;. which 
was issued by my Chinese Studies Press at 618 Eleventh 
Avenue in 1937-

Several of my out-of-town lecture engagements 
were memorable, especially those at the wealthy women's 
clubs at Waterbury, Connecticut7 and Norfolk, Virginia. 
At both places I spoke to large and appreciative 
audiences and received a warm welcome. The great New 
York Times usually took little notice of my lectures 
because hundreds of lectures were given in New York 
City every day, but with one exception when I spoke 
before a large crowd of Jewish women. Then the Times. 
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the "Jewish Bible," gave me a fine notice. 
Since I bought no advertising space, none of 

the New York metropolitan newspapers reviewed Land 
of the Yellow Spring;, but they listed it among new 
books published and these notices brought me orders 
from all over the world^ for there were many people In 
Christendom that were interested in books on China, 
This interest has subsided since the Communists took 
possession of the country. 

The Yellow Spring which I took for the title of 
my book is the Chinese designation for death. "On 
the road to the yellow spring (death) there is no 
distinction between old and young." Chinese proverb. 

The Chinese attitude toward death lacks our 
sense of revulsion and horror. They feel solicitous 
and kindly toward the spirits of the departed. "Three 
feet above your heads are the gods," a native proverb 
declares. We Occidentals place our heaven out past 
and beyond our stars at an infinite distance from 
earth. Not so with the Chinese. They regard their 
god as being near and the spirits of their ancestors 
as continually crowding close about them. 

On my first inland journey in China I was 
surprised at the indiscriminate manner in which graves 
were scattered over the landscape, marring the view 
according to our Western conceptions. Graves were 
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everywhere—in the fields, the orchards and gardens, 
sometimes in dooryards and even close under the windows 
of dwellings. The Chinese liked to he near their dead. 
How strange all this was to a visitor from the West 
who had been taught to fear death, to have a revulsion 
for all dead creatures, even those once much loved in 
life. 

To the people of the East and especially Chinese, 
yellow—the color of honey, of gold, and of the sun—• 
and the most luminous hand of the spectrum, is the 
emblem of man's unity with the whole of creation. 
Yellow to the Chinese is a natural symbol of the sun, 
the sign of warmth, affection, inner understanding, 
growth, and life itself. The yellow earth is the 
daughter of the sun and the mother of us all. For 
the Oriental, yellow holds the sweet secrets of 
eternity. For the Chinese, the most fascinating and 
least understood people in the world, yellow is the 
treasured possession of men and gods. The faces of 
the Chinese, their good earth, their sacred river, 
and their venerated neighboring sea are painted with 
yellow. The Yellow Emperor was one of the most 
venerated of the early rulers of China. In Chinese 
yoga, a process by which the individual frees himself 
from worldly fetters and unites with the Universal 
Spirit is known as the "Secret of the Golden Flower," 
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or the "Yellow Rose of Union." In the Chinese Book 

of Life, translated by Richard Wilhelm, the eminent 

German sinologist, we read: 

Today I will be your guide and firBt 
reveal to you the secret of the golden 
flower of the Great One: 

I take theee hence, I lead thee on. 
The aspiration, the desire, the will 
Uplift us both. 
What must man do to discover the recess 

deep in his own consciousness where blossoms 
the yellow rose of union. Nothing, absolutely 
nothing, except to free the heart of evil 
leaving it empty, free and void. Then the 
divine spirit will enter as freely as sunlight 
enters into the walled garden, and then the 
yellow rose of union will blossom as easily 
as roses in the garden will bloom when the 
sun is there. 

The publication of Land of the Yellow Spring was 
a pleasant episode of my heptad in New York City, 
and there were other pleasant episodes. The return 
of my wife Nannie May from the Philippines, the visit 
with me in 1958 of our daughter, Carolyn Mullaney, 
and her husband and two children, Edward and Dorothy, 
from Manila; the vlBlt of my niece Henrietta Harlin 
of San Diego, who was my secretary for a time; a 
coast-to-coast radio broadcast when my relatives in 
Kansas City and friends in other places assembled in 
groups to listen to me; a visit with my cousin 
Prof. Joseph Dyson, a Methodist missionary after he 
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had been expelled from Suchow, China, by the Communists, 
and my stay at the YMCA branch in the Bowery where 
I was given lodging for acting as direotor of educational 
activities. 

But there was one outstanding, unpleasant episode 
in New York City, shortly after Nannie May's return 
from the Orient with the fat check for her teachers' 
retirement fund. A friend told us that she had 
bought a site for a country home at a most delightful 
place, Highland Falls, on the Hudson River, a few 
miles from West Point. She suggested that we buy a 
building site since the country was especially lovely. 
A real estate company was subdividing the old 
Riverside estate of J. P. Morgan. A golf course was 
planned with the handsome old Morgan home as the club-
house. All property owners would be given a free 
membership in the golf club. We naturally were 
interested and went to Highland Park to investigate. 
It was indeed a fascinating place, with woods,lakes, 
streams, and waterfalls. 

We selected a group of five lots within sound 
of the waterfall and not far from a trail which 
Mary Morgan, sister of the financier, had opened and 
over which she frequently rode horseback. Nearby 
was a wooded vale said to have been the scene of one 
of the many exploits of General "Mad" Anthony Wayne 
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in the Revolutionary War. We were much delighted with 
the property and envisioned a unique and lovely 
country home there, where at night we could listen 
to the waterfall. My wife and I each contributed 
#500 and made a downpayment of $1,000 on the property. 
I went to Highland Park on weekends and began clearing 
the land preparatory to building operations. 

Within a year, we heard bad news. World War II 
was threatening, and the West Point Military Academy 
had decided on a vast program of expansion, including 
the acquisition of the old Morgan estate. A number 
of expensive homes already had been completed on 
the tract. Quickly the land became involved in 
litigation. I had to employ attorneys and land 
experts. The matter dragged along in the courts for 
over a year before the United States Government 
finally settled its claim with us with a cash payment 
of less than $300. I didn't know that our government 
ever treated our citizens like that. 

So it may be seen that I had an exciting and 
interesting life in New York Gity. As I look back, 
I sometimes wonder how I managed to tear myself away 
from the place. There are countless people who could 
not be driven away under any circumstances. They 
will stay and starve along somehow. Several factors 
entered into my leaving this great city. First of 
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all was the great urge to move at the end of a heptad. 
And then there was the Depression. 

I arrived in New York City in 1953 in the depth 
of the Great Depression. I wanted to be a Sinologist, a 
lecturer, and writer, and I was an old man. What chance 
did I have except to become a menial of some kind, 
and I was too proud for that. So I held to my high 
ideals and went on drawing on my small estate in 
California for living expenses. With our stay at 
the expensive McAlpin Hotel, the rent on the apartment 
on the campus of the Columbia University, my glorious 
trip to Banff, Canada, the visit to the World's Fair 
in Chicago, my savings from my stay in the Philippines 
soon vanished. Within less than a year I was drawing 
on my reserves. During the last year that my wife 
taught in Manila, she paid the rent on my studio at 
45 West 45^ Street. But this could not go on endlessly. 
I felt that I must make a change and begin earning 
some money. 

Both my wife and I are descended from pioneer 
stock. In our youth both of us lived on a farm. We 
know the hardships and joys of pioneering, and we 
decided to begin life anew on Long Island, just across 
the harbor from Manhattan. Somehow I had a premonition 
that I would find financial success on Walt Whitman's 
"fl3h-shaped Paumanok." 



HEPTAD X (1942-1949) 
Pioneering on Long Island 

We went to Long Island by the merest chance and 
yet God's hand seemed to be guiding us. One evening 
when we were having dinner with a friend in the Bronx, 
I picked up a local newspaper and looked at the land 
advertisements. Por some time I had been watching 
advertisements of land outside of New York City, but 
not too far away. An advertisement in the Bronx 

newspaper caught my eye. A real estate agent was 
advertising cheap one-acre lots at Brentwood-In-the-
Unes in the center of Long Island, only an hour's ride 
from Broadway. The moment that I read the ad I felt 
that destiny was beckoning me to Long Island. 

I went to the office of the real estate dealer 
on Madison Avenue and made an appointment with him 
to have a salesman take me to Brentwood-in-the-Pines. 
That was June, 1941. I went with the agent to 
Brentwood, and, after looking at various lots, decided 
on a four-acre tract, priced at #1,000, on a payment 
plan of $25 a month. I made a deposit of $2.50 on 
the four acres. Next day I went to the office of 
the agent and made the first $25 monthly payment. 
Now I was a Long Island landowner and how wonderful 
It was. 
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The tract was thickly covered with pines and 
scrub oak. Summer flowers were in bloom—delicate 
wood orchids and lady's slippers, wild sweetpeas and 
purple wild asters. Wild blueberries were plentiful; 
an intriguing little ravine ran through the property; 
and all this within fifty miles of New York City. 
Here was a pioneer undertaking, and it was delightful. 

At once I began closing down the Chinese Studies 
Institute and severing my many other connections in 
New York City. I sold my printing plant. We had 
moved our residence from Eleventh Avenue and the New 
York Central Railway to State Street in Brooklyn on 
the Heights near the Clark Hotel We took quarters 
with two good friends, Anna Burbldge and her sister 
Etta, whom we met at John Street Methodist Church in 
downtown New York near Wall Street—the oldest 
Methodist church in America. My wife and I greatly 
enjoyed our connection with John Street Church during 
our stay in New York City. I stored my Oriental 
library and Chinese art objects in Etta's basement 
when we moved to Long Island. 

I bought tools in the village of Brentwood two 
miles away and began clearing a site for our humble 
dwelling. There was no shelter on the land, and once 
I was caught in a bad downpour. I bought an army 
pup tent and began staying overnight on the land. 
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At first I spread my blankets on a bed of fragrant 
pine needles. In time I bought an army cot. The 
nights were long in the pup lent, and there were many 
strange sounds, but the wind made music for me in 
the pine trees—a sound I had loved since my visit 
to the mountains baok of Denver many years before. 

I completed a small log cabin and in July, 1941, 
my wife came out from New York to join me. The 
furnishings in the cabin were limited. Nannie May 
slept on the army cot, and I slept on the hard concrete 
floor. But I was tired from my labor when night came 
and I slept well. Our neighbors the Haffs loaned us 
a small wood-burning heating stove. We cooked our 
meals over a fire of pine knots in the yard. I had 
learned to be a good outdoor cook in my youth in New 
Mexico. A stray cat came to us and we adopted her and 
she soon presented us with kittens. Nannie May fed 
the birds and they became very friendly and sang for 
us. We now look upon our first summer on Long Island 
as one of the happiest periods of our long married life., 

We were alone there in the quiet pine woods. 
We knew no one in the village except our grocer and 
the postmaster. We walked to town for our groceries 
and carried them back. Occasionally I went into New 
York City on business, returning on a train that 
reached Brentwood at 2 A.M. Nannie May told me that 
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she could hear my footsteps along the silent road 
long before I reached home. 

The first money I made on Long Island was picking 
wild blueberries. I gathered them by the bucketfull 
and sold them to Ralph Moreland, a farmer who had a 
roadside stand on Commack Road. Gathering the blue-
berries on sunny days in the quiet woods was a delight— 
this communing with nature—if not very remunerating. 

When the blueberry season ended, I hoed weeds for 
Ralph and his brother Joe for twenty-five cents an 
hour, eight hours a day with half an hour for lunch, 
which my wife prepared for me. I had done no heavy 
physical work since I left my father's dairy farm in 
Erie, Colorado, in 1901. My muscles became sore and 
painful, but I fought the pain with aspirin and in a 
few weeks was able to stand the work. I walked the 
four miles both ways from my log cabin to the Iloreland 
farm. The walk home was difficult after the day's work, 
and my bed on the concrete floor of the cabin did 
not seem hard. I was soon asleep. After about one 
month I bought a bicycle to ride to work and this 
was a great advance for me. 

The Moreland brothers gave me vegetables, and 
I had all the apples I could carry home—apples that 
had fallen from the ancient neglected trees in the 
orchard and lay on the ground until they rotted or 
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were eaten by the pigs. Nannie May dried some of the 
apples, placing them in the sun on the roof of a small 
lean-to which I built to the log cabin. This shed 
became a comfortable bedroom, but we were always 
hitting our heads on the low roof. 

It was not necessary for me to do all this hard 
work, for very likely I could have found employment 
as a writer or printer on one of the newspapers at 
Bay Shore or at another nearby village. But I was 
disciplining myself, paying for the years of ease I 
had in New York City—starting from scratch as a 
pioneer to build a new life, a plan which my wife 
approved and in which she cooperated with me 100%. I 
continued to follow the hard line until finally I got 
on my feet in Brentwood. I persistently avoided the 
easy way. 

With the approach of cold weather, I persuaded 
my wife to go to her sister Edna Marshall in Itenick, 
Missouri, for the winter season. I spent the Indian 
summer and the dark winter months alone in my little 
cabin writing and reading and dreaming of my new life 
on Long Island. The cabin was bare^but I kept it 
warm with my wood-burning 3tove. 

Î r expenses that winter were small, about th&se 
of Thoreau at Walden—only my twenty-five dollars a 
month payment on the land and my groceries and a few 
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extras. I let my rent money from California take 
care of my expenses through the winter, and I wrote 
and slept and took it easy and determined to go baok 
to work with the coming of warm weather. 

About noon on December 7» 1941, my friend Joe 
Moreland the farmer came with tragic news to my cabin, 
against which the winter snow was heavily banked. He 
told me of the Japanese bombing of Pearl Harbor. I 
went home with him, and we listened to the radio all 
afternoon. The attack on Pearl Harbor gave me concern 
for it was evident that the Japanese had designs on 
the Philippine Islands. Our children—son William 
Verne, wife and two children and our daughter Carolyn 
and her husband and two children were in the Philippines. 

I soon had a letter from my wife in Missouri 
expressing her deep concern. In a letter of January 17, 
1942, I told Nannie May of my life in the Long Island 
cabin. 

Brentwood, Long Island 
January 17, 1942 

Dear May, 
Yesterday before I received your card 

saying you were on your way to Aunt Nicy, I 
wrote a letter to Edna. I'm glad now I 
addressed one to her, for you are not there 
to receive it. Christmas still remains as 
my last visit to New York. I have been 
writing steadily these three weeks all day 
and often far into the night with time out 
for wood-cutting and a dally visit to 
Brentwood and the post office for the New 
York Times. Visitors of course have been 
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few. Joe has called twice during the month 
and Mr. Haff once. Day before yesterday Joe 
came for me late in the afternoon and took me 
home with him in his car for dinner. And it 
was welcome after my own continuous cooking. 
It was a grand farm meal—a large fat roast 
chicken, mashed potatoes, and gravy, string-
b#ans, cranberry jelly, and homemade ice cream 
with crushed strawberries—and boy did I eatl 
The outdoor exercise that I do keeps my farmer's 
appetite going strong. 

Mrs. Rose Elkins, who offered to entertain 
the Chinese Culture Circle in January at her 
home in the Waldorf, wrote at the last 
minute that she had given up her apartment at 
the hotel for fear of air raids. I wrote 
to Rozner asking him to have us at his studio 
but he has not as yet replied. So the January 
meeting hangs in the balance but I shall not 
worry as everyone understands that war con-
ditions make everything uncertain. 

I'm sending out notices for an official 
board meeting of the Chinese Culture Circle 
and the monthly get-together at John Street 
next Friday, January 23. I shall attend, 
leaving early for Mr3. Frlncker's party. The 
days in town away from my cooking, fire-building, 
and the cold will be a pleasant release, but 
I am enjoying the winter, howling winds and 
all, and doing work I love most—writing. I 
am enclosing the children's letters you asked 
me to return and also a letter from Aunt Nicy. 
I wish that I might be sharing the pleasures 
of your visit with her. 

Verne 

About a year after the Japanese attack on Pearl 
Harbor, our children were captured in the Philippines 
and imprisoned in the compound of the old Spanish 
University of Santo Tomas. Their letters for the 
first year were cheerful and hopeful and then one day 
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one of our letters was returned with the official 
notice that mail service to the Philippines had been 
discontinued by the Japanese. 

Prom that time until their release in April, 194-5» 
we had no information from our children as to how they 
were faring under imprisonment, with the exception 
of a radio broadcast which the Japanese permitted 
our son William to make. His message directed to us 
in Brentwood was picked up by about forty ham radio-
operators and relayed to us. Several amateur radio 
operators sent us disc recordings of William's message. 
He stated in the broadcast that he was well and had 
plenty to eat. Just how true his statement was we 
had no way of knowing. 

Our children were prisoners of the Japanese for 
a few days over three years. The members of the 
staff of the National 01ty Bank branch in Manila, to 
whloh William belonged, had plenty of money when they 
were captured and as long as food was available 
they had plenty to eat. But the time came when food 
was so scarce that little of It could be bought at 
any price. William, toward the last, paid five 
dollars for one small tomato, three dollars for one 
potato, two dollars for a small onion. 

During the last months of the war, United States 
submarines were sinking practically all Japanese 
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boats that approached the Philippines. When the 
Japanese invaders did not have food for their own 
soldiers, they could not be expected to provide food 
for the American prisoners. The children were nearly 
starved when the war ended. They could not have lasted 
much longer. 

It was Saturday, February 4, 1945» when the 
United States tanks smashed through the fence of the 
compound at Santo Tomas, and the American prisoners 
were released. In the hysteria that followed the 
release of the prisoners, wild acts were committed. 
One of the Japanese prison guards who had been 
especially cruel was shot and his body kicked and 
hauled about the yard of the compound by the Americans 
before he died. 

Upon their release, penniless and starved and 
lacking necessary clothing, all eight of our children 
came to us by airplane to Brentwood. My wife and I 
were living in a small home at the time and lacked 
room to care for them. I hurriedly built an additional 
small house and rented a large army tent. That first 
summer when we were all together again was a memorable 
one. 

The eight members of the Dyson clan who arrived 
in Brentwood in April and May in 1945 were: William 
Verne Dyson and his wife Prances, and their two 
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children Carolyn May and Eugene; and Mrs. Carolyn 
Dyson Mullaney and her husband Edward Bernard and 
their two children Edward Verne and Dorothy Arlene. 
Edward B. Mullaney died in Brentwood from cancer seven 
years later. 

I kept up my payments on the four-acre tract 
for about one year and then I became careless. I had 
failed to read some small print in my contract that 
stated that it would be cancelled if X permitted 
payments to lapse for more than one month. Without 
realizing it, I fell behind one month and promptly 
the real estate company sent me an official notice 
that I had lost the property. My dream of a Long 
Island estate had exploded and I was disconsolate. 

The real estate development then made me an 
interesting offer. He agreed to transfer my equity 
in the four-acre tract to a small plot not far away 
which carried a monthly payment of only $10. I 
accepted the proposal at once. My new lot had a 
frontage of 250 feet on Commercial Boulevard and 
extended through to the next street, Eranklin Avenue. 
There were no improvements or utilities at the site. 
The roads were dirt and unimproved. There were no 
electric light or telephone lines or water mains. 

I built a second log cabin on the new site and 
moved our belongings to it in a wheelbarrow, the 
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distance of about one mile. We heated the cabin with 
a wood-burning stove; wood was very plentiful. Our 
light came from old-fashioned kerosene lamps. I 
cleaned the tract of land for a garden. It was real 
pioneering and entailed hardships, but we enjoyed it. 
In fact, we were quite thrilled with our new life. 
For some time we carried water from a neighbor's well. 
Finally I made my own well—a two-inch pipe driven into 
the earth a distance of ninety feet. That well 
lasted twelve years before it had to be replaced. 

Shortly before we moved from the four-acre tract 
which I lost, a man from Brentwood called on me. He 
was the owner of the land. He offered to sell me the 
four acres for $500, half the price I had contracted 
to pay the Madison Avenue agent, and I accepted the 
offer. Several years later he offered to sell me an 
adjoining four-acre tract for $600, and I bought it 
too. I was able to pay for the entire eight acres. 
At the same time I bought, through several years, a 
total of eight lots adjoining my tract on Commercial 
Boulevard. 

First to call on us in our log cabin on Commercial 
Boulevard was the pastor of the First Methodist Church 
in Central Islip, two miles to the east. Shortly we 
joined the Church, A clubhouse of the Taxpayers 
Association of Motor Parkway Acreage (TAMPA) was only 
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about one mile away. I joined the group and was 
active in it for several years until my time was 
absorbed by my activities in Brentwood. I was elected 
president of Tampa in 194-6 and served for one year. 
I organized a literary society and gave lectures on 
high-brow themes, but these were a little above the 
mentality of the average East Brentwood residents and 
the society did not prosper. The Islip Press of 
October 24-, 1946, reported: 

The romance of the Rubajyat of Omar Khayyam, 
"one of the greatest literary sensations of 
the last hundred years" was the central theme 
of the Tampa Literary Society held last 
Thursday evening in the clubhouse on Caleb's 
Path, East Brentwood. The story, its setting 
of a thousand years ago, was told by Verne 
Dyson, the president of the club. Raymond 
Hubbs led the community singing and played 
two piano solos. "My Favorite Poem" was read 
by several members. Refreshments were served 
after the program and it was open to the public. 

During the imprisonment of our children by the 

Japanese in Manila, I buried myself in the Brentwood 
adventure. Having acquired a taste for farming in 
my early life, I took and passed the New York State 
civil service test In agriculture and obtained a 
position on the farm at Pilgrim State Hospital in 
West Brentwood—the largest hospital for the insane 
in New York State. There I drove a team of horses, 
pitched hay, and helped to clean the horse-barn, ĵr 
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work kept me outdoors most of the time, and one winter 
I suffered from the cold. 

Between my employment on the Moreland farm and 
the Pilgrim Hospital farm I held two interesting and 
diverse positions; one in the convent and Academy of 
St. Joseph and one in the local lumber yard. One of 
my projected literary enterprises was a fiction story 
with a convent setting, so I found employment in the 
local Catholic institution where my principal duties 
were those of window washer, floor polisher, and 
carrier of ice. The work, however, was not difficult 
or overtaxing. The Sisters were so kind, so pleasant, 
and so gracious to me that I gave up the idea of 
using them in a sensational fiction story. 

What I saw and learned of the sacred secrets of 
the Sisters, I decided to keep to myself with the 
exception of one or two episodes. One of these: one 
day I witnessed a novice, a young and beautiful girl, 
faint at the top of the stairs leading to a basement. 
I caught her just as she was about to topple down 
the steps. At that moment I mused, "What would this 
young Sister think, should she regain consciousness, 
and find herself in the arms of a man?" So I quickly 
but gently laid her on the floor. Sisters then came 
and carried her away. There was plenty of other story 
material, but I decided not to use it. 
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From the academy I went to the lumberyard. While 
I was employed in my father's lumberyard in Clayton, 
New Mexico, in the 1890*s, I learned how to sell lumber. 
I could handle the lumber without difficulty, but for 
a man past sixty, the loading of bricks onto a truck 
and the unloading of cement out of boxcars was too 
difficult. 

I went from the lumberyard to the farm at Pilgrim 
State Hospital. After working on the farm for a year, 
I learned that the large printing plant and bookbindery 
at the hospital were closed for lack of a manager. 
The war had taken all the available printers. I 
applied for the position and Dr. Harry J. Worthing, 
senior director of the hospital, very graciously 
transfered me from the rigors of the farm to the 
pleasant and congenial duties in the Occupational 
Therapy department. I was an experienced printer, 
and my new duties were a delight. Besides managing 
the printing plant and bookbinding operations, I gave 
lectures on printing to students in the 0. T. department. 

My relations with the hospital authorities and 
with the mental patients was most pleasant and 
satisfactory. All of my helpers were patients and 
some of these were highly efficient, especially one 
of my printers who also prided himself on being an 
inventor. One morning he said to me, "Boss, I have 
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thought of a new invention. It is a pocket handkerchief 
with the pocket attached. Isn't that useful?" 

My agreeable, happy position at Pilgrim State 
Hospital had a forced ending. New York State law 
requires state employees to retire from service when 
they reach the age of seventy. Having arrived at that 
venerable age, I was advised from Albany, the state 
oapltal, that I must quit. Dr. Worthing made an 
especial appeal to the state authorities to have me 
stay on but without avail. 



HEPTAD XI (1949-1956) 
Still 011 Long Island 

My "retirement" from Pilgrim State Hospital 
initiated one of the most active periods of my long 
life. Shortly after I left Pilgrim, I was appointed 
Brentwood Village Historian and chairman of the 
Brentwood Centennial Committee and commissioned hy 
the hoard of the Brentwood Public Library to write a 
history of the village. 

Brentwood village was a century old at that time 
and planned to celebrate its centennial. This town 
of tall trees and pleasing homes began in 1850-51 as 
Modern Times, "a colony of internationally known 
social reformers, industrious artisans and talented 
artists." Their settlement was without policemen, 
courts, or crime. It operated upon the principle 
of absolute personal freedom. "Free love" was 
practiced. The necessities of life—food, clothing, 
land, and houses—were sold at cost. Ho profit on 
anything was permitted. The experiment, designed to 
revolutionize human society the world over, prospered 
for a few years and then failed because of causes 
within and without. The leaders were Josiah Warren 
and Steven Pearl Andrews, brilliant but impractical men. 
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In 1864, the name Modern Times was changed to 
the more pleasing one of Brentwood. The business 
depression of the Civil War period was followed by a 
red plush age of prosperity, when such wealthy 
aristocrats as Robert W. Pearsall and William Hayward 
developed handsome estates and a way of life which 
gave a tone of elegance to the village. Pearsall 
died and his widow married Count Pio Resse of Italy 
and remained in that country. Real estate promoters 
bought the Pearsall chateau and twelve acres of land-
scaped grounds and built the Austral Hotel of 125 rooms 
on the tract, thinking to make Brentwood into another 
Lakewood, New Jersey. The gaudy project failed and 
the property was bought by the Catholic Church for 
the convent and Academy of Saint Joseph. 

Dr. William H. Ross arrived in the village in 
June, 1890, and began the practice of medicine. 
Shortly, he established the noted Ross Sanatorium. 
Then he, along with George B. Studley, George J. 
Dickman, Henry H. Hall, Nicholas Reilley, and other 
pioneers} later strengthened the school system and 
helped found the fire department, the water works, 
the garbage collecting district, the free parking lot, 
and other civic improvements, thus building a better 
Brentwood. In the 1880's, the Brentwood Park Addition 
was opened north of the railroad track, and the 



275-

village began to expand in other directions. Shortly 
after 1900, the attractive Brentwood-in-the-Pines 
section was developed. The Brentwood Country Club 
was founded. About 1930, Brentwood was greatly 

enlarged in two directions when Oadmen Frederick 
opened the Motor Parkway acreage development (Bast 
Brentwood), and the State of New York built Pilgrim 
State Hospital in West Brentwood on a tract of a thousand 
acres at a cost of many millions of dollars. Border-
ing on Brentwood on the north is the famous MacKay 
radio station whose tall towers send messages across 
the seas. 

I gave one year to research on the history of 
Brentwood, visiting notable libraries and historical 
collections both on Long Island and in New York City. 
I also conducted an extensive correspondence and 
interviewed many pioneers of the region. Pour meetings 
were held in 1950 in connection with the preparation 
of the history and were of historic interest because 
of the rich contributions they made to the enterprise. 
On each occasion, I read from my manuscript and asked 
for suggestions and additional information. At these 
meetings, valuable historical material was turned 
over to me. The social gatherings made the writing 
of the history a pleasant, as well as a profitable, 
community enterprise. 
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I read three chapters of the centennial history 
at an interesting gathering held the evening of 
January 6, 1950, at the historic home of Mr. and 
Mrs. Louis C. Geiss on Brentwood Road. This was the 
former residence of Charles A. Codman, a member of 
the colony of Modern Times, and was known as the 
"Hermitage of the Red Owl." This historic building 
was torn down last year to make way for a new shopping 
center. In this house, according to a local tradition, 
a small red owl visited Mr. Codman on a wintry night 
in 1877 and spoke to him, the bird being the spirit 
of an Indian warrior whose bones laid unburied in a 
ravine back of the homestead. This reputed incident 
is the foundation of the entertaining "Legend of the 
Red Owl," written by Codman and printed in my history. 

Interesting material brought to the meeting 
included an example of the paper money printed and 
used by the Modern Times colonists owned by Mr. Freud, 
Sr., who also displayed a picture of the old Lee 
estate; historical material and a collection of hand-
some pictures of the Academy of St. Joseph were obtained 
from the Sisters by Father Thomas Conerty; manuscript 
copies of several short plays written by Mrs. Minnie 
Merton and newspaper clippings loaned by Mrs. Nichols, 
early residents of the colony of Modern Times; an 
album of pictures of historical residences and public 
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"buildings in Brentwood, including the first clubhouse 
of the Brentwood Golf Club which burned, were loaned 
by Theodore Freud, Jr. 

A second meeting was held on the evening of 
February 6, 1950, at the home of Mrs. Catherine 
Gallagher, postmaster in Brentwood, when I again read 
from my manuscript. I announced that nine of the 
fifteen chapters of the book had been completed. The 
previous day I had returned from New York City where 
I had spent four days in research work, especially 
on the colony of Modern Times as the center of the 
French Positivist movement in America. Historical 
exhibits on display at this meeting included a flower 
picture by Charles A. Codman, the Modern Times artist; 
a collection of Indian relics comprised of a stone 
tomahawk and a number of arrow points, the latter 
brought to the meeting by Joseph Moreland, who with 
his brother owns a farm between Brentwood and Commack. 
The Indian relics were found on the farm. Mr. Moreland 
also contributed some newspaper clippings giving the 
history of the Indians on Long Island. 

Fifty pioneers and prominent citizens of Brentwood 
were entertained on the evening of March 10, 1950, by 
Dr. and Mrs, Harry J. Worthing in their magnificent 
home on the grounds of the Pilgrim State Hospital when 
I read chapters from my nearly completed manuscript 



2?8 

of A Century of Brentwood. I announced that I had 
made several thrilling discoveries of new historical 
material since the last gathering of the group. These 
included six letters written by Henry Edger, the 
apostle of Positivism in the colony of Modern Times, 
to a prominent man in upstate Hew York. Another 
letter from a Modern Times columnist to a man in Hew 
York asking about Mrs. Henry Edger, then reported to 
be confined in an institution for the insane, and a 
letter dated, Modern Times, 1854, and found a few 
days before, under the floor of an old house in 
Brentwood that was being remodeled. Other important 
late acquisitions were histories of the pioneer Hall 
and Shutt families, obtained with the assistance of 
Mrs. Catherine Gallagher and Mrs. Anna Palmer; a 
history of the O'Rourke family and the "charcoal-
burners" supplied by Mrs. Harry Chew granddaughter 
of Joseph Colson, the pioneer; and valuable new 
material on the very early Wicks family, furnished 
by Miss Marion E. Carll, a member of the Wicks clan 
living near Commaok. Fifty members of the newly 
organized Brentwood Historical Society were entertained 
on the evening of April 21, 1950, by Father Thomas I. 
C©nerty in the chaplain's residence, the former 
historic Pearsall mansion on the grounds of the 
Academy of St. Joseph, when I announced details of 
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the village centennial celebration to be held Friday 
and Saturday, June 16-17, 1950. A Centennial 
Committee, representing the pioneer residents and the 
cultural and educational interests of the community, 
was appointed. Also committees were designated to 
have charge of the main events of the celebration. 

The Publication of the History 

After I had completed the manuscript of the 
centennial history, I was asked to undertake its 
publication. The production of the book thus became 
a one-man job. I wrote it, printed it, bound it 
(with my wife's help), and distributed it. Under 
the law, library boards are not permitted to engage 
in such enterprises as publishing books and this 
serious undertaking was left wholly to me. The cost 
of having the history printed in New York City was 
prohibitive, so I shopped on Beekman Street in New 
York and purchased an old-fashioned but strong Gordon 
printing press with a chase 9 x 13 inches that would 
take four pages of the book; also a small Pearl press 
for job work, some type and other mechanical equipment. 
A drayman experienced in handling printing presses 
brought the plant to Brentwood, and I installed it in 
a small log house which I had built on my estate, 
Blueberry Dell. 
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The printing went on smoothly with the exception 
of one serious mishap which occurred late one night, 
an affair which had ghostly implications. The form 
on the press included a halftone of an owl, which 
according to legend was the embodiment of the spirit 
of an Indian who had been long dead. The round-eyed 
creature, so Charles Codman related, appeared at his 
window one night in December, 1877» and complained 
that his bones were exposed and unburied in a ravine 
back of the residence. It was about midnight and I 
was alone in the print shop. Blueberry Dell was 
enveloped in utter darkness. The moaning of the wind 
in the pines could be heard above the noise of the 
press. A quoin came loose in the form, fell out 
and lodged between the halftone and the platen, 
ruining one corner of the halftone. Apparently the 
ghost owl resented my printing its picture. However, 
I was stubborn and did not remove the halftone from 
the form but replaced the quoin, tightened it care-
fully, and continued the printing. The picture of 
the owl had to be retouched. 

The book was completed in time for the centennial 
celebration and was well received. It had sixteen 
chapters and 300 pages and was illustrated. The volume, 
so advertised and announced, contained "The Story of 
Modern Times to modern times from Free Love to the 
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respectible present." It deals with interesting 
people and events. In the issue of April 9, 1950, 
the Islip Press and Herald of Islip, Long Island, 
gave this review of the hook: 

k Century of Brentwood, by Verne Dyson, 
501 pages, illustrated. Brentwood Village 
Press, Brentwood, Long Island, New York. $3-00. 

Winds that sigh through the tall cathedral 
pines of Brentwood, Long Island, whisper a 
sad story of the men and women who planted them 
a hundred years ago. The trees are the grace-
ful, towering living monuments of a dream 
that died. Here in the lonely pine woods in 
the center of the island the militant 
reformers of the nineteenth century made 
their last stand against the crushing evils of 
human society—and lost. 

The Centennlal Festivities 
The Historical Exhibit 

While conducting research into the history of 
Brentwood, I accumulated a considerable amount of 
material that was of permanent value. This included 
manuscripts, diaries, letters, newspapers and news-
paper clippings, magazines, pamphlets, books, maps, 
prints, pictures, and the personal belongings of 
pioneers. It was decided by the Centennial Committee 
to make a display of the historical material at the 
time of the festivities. I appointed a committee to 
have charge of the exhibition at the Brentwood Firehouse. 
Mrs. Mercia Pralley was chairman. 
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The Pioneers' Meeting 

A considerable number of pioneer residents of 
Brentwood who had moved away, returned to the village 
for the centennial celebration. Old acquaintances 
were renewed and former times were recalled at a 
gathering of pioneers held in the auditorium of the 
public school on Friday evening, June 16, 1950, and 
presided over by George J. Dickman, long a distinguished 
member of the community. Prior to the centennial, Mr. 
Dickman made up the list of pioneers, many of them 
sons and daughters of founders or early residents who 
were given special invitations to be present. Mr. 
Dickman arranged an entertaining program for the 
pioneers. The different addresses were recorded for 
future generations. 

Open House at the MacKay Radio Station 

The tall towers of the MacKay Radio station rest 
on the historic grounds of Wildwood, the Arbuckle 
estate of over 1,000 acreafwhich extended from Calebs 
Path on the east to Wicks Road on the west. John 
and Charles Arbuckle, both bachelors who made an 
estimated fortune of $60,000,000 in the coffee and 
sugar business, bought the land about 1885 from 
^ugene Piatt for $55 an acre. The Arbuckles built a 
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huge rambling house on Calebs Path where the million-
aires' friends from New York were entertained in 
grand fashion. This house is still standing. 

After operating under a leasG for two years, the 
MacKay Radio and Telegraph Company purchased the 
Arbuckle tract of 1,009 acres in 1939 for the price 
of $135 an acre. This property is rich in history. 
The station is not normally open to the public but in 
the spirit of cooperation and better understanding 
in the community, the station of MacKay held open 
house there for the first time in its history during 
the Brentwood Centennial celebration. Guides led 
parties through the plant, explaining its operational 
features. Officials from New York office were present 
and assisted in welcoming members of the Centennial 
Committee, prominent Brentwood pioneers, and Suffolk 
County dignitaries. The MacKay reception was a 
memorable incident of the centennial celebration. 

While I, as chairman of the Centennial Committee^ 
was on a guided tour of the station, a messenger in 
uniform handed me this pleasing and informative tele-
type message from Ellery W. Stone, president of the 
American Cable and Radio Corporations 

Greetings and welcome to the MacKay Radio 
Transmitting Station on the occasion of the 
Brentwood Centennial celebration. MacKay 
Radio is the outgrowth of the Federal Telegraph 
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Company first organized in 1911. Clarence H. 
MacKay merged the elements of the Federal Company 
and the Commercial Cable-Postal Telegraph Company 
in 1927 and honored his father (John William 
MacKay) by bestowing the family name on the 
amalgamation. Subsequently the International 
Telephone and Telegraph acquired these organi-
zations and integrated them into worldwide 
communication systems under their control. The 
land on which you now stand was known as the 
Arbuckle Estates, early sugar merchants and 
later leaders in the coffee industry. Crown 
title to this property was granted about 1640 
by King William II of England. There are 
also deeds of record on parchment and in 
Indian pictographs wherein the Indians conveyed 
title to certain parts of the tract for a 
consideration. We feel closely akin to you and 
your committee in your observance of the 
centennial and extend our warmest wishes for 
the success of your celebration and the 
prosperity of your community. 

The Parade 

Bloomers and buggies from Brentwood's distant 
and colorful past contrasted with Fifth Avenue costumes 
and the latest motorcars and fire engines in the 
centennial parade held on the bright afternoon of 
June 17, 1950. The lengthy procession reflected the 
change and progress of the village in its first 100 
years. The throngs which assembled to witness the 
spectacle were the largest in the history of the 
community. Estimates of the number of spectators 
range from 5»000 to 8,000. All sections of the wide-
spreading village were represented. 

Among the floats which recalled the colony of 
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Modern Times and the older Brentwood were those of 
the post office and public school. The West Brentwood, 
or Pilgrim State Hospital section included a replica 
of the architecturally attractive administration 
building. An interesting float from East Brentwood 
carried members of the Tampa Association in costume. 
Historic farms of the region that existed long before 
the village was founded were represented by Miss 
Marion Garll on horseback and her brother John Sherman 
Wicks Carll who wore a beard and walked by the side 
of a small donkey. The earliest post office in these 
parts was the one established August 16, 1849, at 
Thompson Station with Francis Moses Asbury Wicks as 
the postmaster. This historic event was recalled by 
the float entered by the post office. At the open 
window could be seen Mrs. Catherine H. Gallagher, 
postmaster appointed to office in 1934 (twelfth in 
the line from Wicks), and her faithful assistant, 
Theodore J. Kilmeyer, now postmaster at Brentwood. 
The float, of course, carried the United States Flag. 

The Centennial Ball 

Three memorable events occurred on the last day 
of the centennial celebration, June 17» 1950; the 
open house at MacKay radio station in the forenoon, 
attended by 500; the parade in the afternoon, witnessed 
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by 5,000 or more; the centennial hall held in the 
evening in the amusement hall at Pilgrim State 
Hospital and attended by 600—the brilliant climax 
of the two-day festival. Mrs. Anna Palmer, chairman, 
and the members of the ball committee were congratulated 
for the success of their long and patient labors. 
The assembling of the costumes used in the parade 
and at the ball was an arduous task requiring extensive 
correspondence and many trips to different parts of 
Long Island. 

No admission charge was made at the ball. Voluntary 
contributions taken at the door were sufficient to 
pay for the orchestra. The hospital authorities gave 
the free use of the spacious hall. In no way was the 
celebration commercialized. No journal was issued. 
No drawings or raffles held. The Centennial Committee 
raised by private subscriptions sufficient funds to 
pay all expenses. George J. Dickman volunteered to 
obtain money from his friends to pay for printing 
of the official program. 

The Saturday night celebration began with the 
costume parade showing dresses of the Civil War period 
and the Gay 90's. After an evening of dancing, inter-
spersed with special numbers, it ended with the 
midnight review at which James B. Pearon, garbed in 
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the stately costume of a gentleman of the old school 
"was the graceful master of ceremonies." For the 
finale of the evening, Mr. Fearon summoned the members 
of the Centennial Committee to come to the stage, which 
they did amid great applause. Thus came to a happy 
end Brentwood's celebration of her 100th birthday. 

We Exchange Greetings with Brentwood, England 

Through the good offices of an English war bride 
and her mother, our village was enabled to have a 
friendly exchange with the mother town of Brentwood, 
England, in the summer of 1951. It was a pleasant 
and historic series of events, an inspiring ''hands across 
the sea" episode. When in January, 1951» members of 
the Brentwood Historical Society learned that Mrs. 
Lily Wainwright of Manchester, England, would visit 
her daughter, Mrs. Joan M. Lacey, in Brentwood in 
June, it occurred to them that arrangements might be 
made for her to convey our greetings to the other 
Brentwood and bring a message from that town to us. 
Mrs. Wainwright arrived in Brentwood on schedule. On 
June 9» I» as president of Brentwood Historical 
Society, wrote to Mr. J. J. R. Day, secretary of the 
Urban Council of Brentwood, England, "I have the 
great pleasure to report to you that Mrs. Lily Wain-
wright has arrived in Brentwood, Long Island, with 
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the beautiful scroll and history of Brentwood, England. 
These mementos will be cherished always by the citizens 
of our town." The illuminated scroll brought from 
England by Mrs. Wainwright was addressed to the 
"Community of Brentwood, long Island, U.S.A." It 
read: "The Chairman, members of the Council, and 
citizens of Brentwood, Essex, England, convey their 
greetings to the people of your community. We con-
gratulate you on the celebration of the centennial of 
the founding of your village as the colony of Modern 
Times. We are honored and proud of the knowledge 
that your village of Brentwood, Long Island, in the 
United States, was named after our town in the year 
1864." 

The Story of Two Portraits 

In the spring of 1950, while I was engaged in 
gathering material for the centennial history of 
Brentwood, Marvin White gave me a message from Dr. 
David Kaisky stating that he had some of the paper 
money printed by Joslah Warren in the colony of 
Modern Times and other historical Information, and 
asked me to visit him. Engagements in New York City 
and elsewhere in the interest of the history delayed 
my calling on Dr. Raisky in his large white, castle-
like home on Brentwood Road, the former residence of 
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Judge Daniel Nobel. I postponed my visit too long} 
before I was able to respond to his invitation, Dr. 
Raisky died unexpectedly. 

In spite of her deep sorrow, Mrs. Raisky main-
tained her interest in the history project until it 
was completed. She gave me the paper money and the 
other material that the doctor had intended for me. 
From time to time she made valuable contributions of 
her own, including an interesting and historically 
important scrapbook which had been prepared by Judge 
Nobel. She joined the Brentwood Historical Society 
and attended its meetings. 

In November 1951, I received a letter from Mrs. 
Raisky in New York City in which she said: 

My grief prevented me from participating 
in the centennial celebration and the prepara-
tion of the history to the extent which I had 
desired. I have a plan by which I believe I 
might to some small extent at least make up 
for my dereliction. Among my friends here in 
New York City are the noted artists and 
portrait painters William Meyerowltz and his 
wife (Theresa F. Bernstein). Both of them 
have productions in the leading art galleries 
and museums of our country. He did an 
etching of Judge Oliver Wendell Holmes which 
attracted much attention. Other famous men 
have been his patrons. I propose to have them 
paint a portrait of you, the village historian, 
and present it to the Brentwood Historical 
Society in memory of my beloved husband and 
his deep interest in Brentwood. Please advise 
if this is agreeable. 

What could anyone do but assent to such a 
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delightful offer. I accepted with deep gratitude and 
a sense of unworthiness. 

The studio of Mr. and Mrs. Meyerowitz, located 
at 54 West 74th Street in a district noted for its 
art studios and its art galleries, had the traditional 
atmosphere and charm of such quarters. The ceilings 
were high and the walls covered with the works of 
the artists. Framed pictures were stacked against 
the wall. Partly completed masterpieces stood on 
easels. It was a delightful hit of the magic world 
in which artists live, dream, hope, and work. It 
was typical of the art studios for which New York 
City, London, and Paris are famous. 

One Sunday afternoon in December 1951• I had 
my first sitting in that studio. Somewhat to my 
surprise, both Mr. and Mrs. Meyerowitz began painting 
me. Evidently there were to be two portraits. I 
asked no questions. The whole matter was in the hands 
of my gracious patron, Mrs. Helen W. Raisky, and there 
I was content for it to remain. The sittings lasted 
about two hours. The time was broken up by several 
recesses when we chatted and I would walk about and 
look at the pictures. Tea or wine was served. Great 
artists always are delightful companions, and Mr. and 
Mrs. Meyerowitz were no exceptions. Two hours passed 
quickly and pleasantly. 
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During the early sittings I was not permitted to 
look at the growing portraits. Not until the pictures 
were nearly completed was I allowed to look at them. 
That was Indeed a thrilling moment. The two portraits 
were strikingly different. As might he expected, 
the woman artist was the one that idealized me, 
painted me twenty years younger than I was) with 
penetrating and sympathetic eyes^ she looked back 
through the years and delineated me as a proud and 
competent young man. 

Meyerowitz, on the other hand, painted me as 
the elderly man that I now am, with shadows on my 
cheeks and my mouth slightly drawn. The seriousness 
and responsibility of age were reflected there. But 
Meyerowitz caught something else in me—that mysterious 
element with which only a great artist can endow a 
picture. The portrait glowed with my zest for life. 
It was alive. It was I. It radiated my spirit and 
the ambitions which for so long a time I have enter-
tained and tried to attain. This was the portrait 
which I presented to the Brentwood Historical Society 
and the village of Brentwood. 

The other picture is owned by my family. They 
are different but equally prized. The portrait by 
Mrs. Meyerowitz is also \j as I now am—one who refuses 
to grow old; one yet, thank God, free from pain and 
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a halting step; one yet with much to he accomplished— 
an individual now busily and happily engaged in a 
variety of enterprises: writing, editing a newspaper, 
printing, farming, dreaming. Each of the two portraits 
is correct in its interpretations. 

Early in 1952, after the portraits had been 
completed, the two artists were commissioned to go 
to Europe to execute a series of paintings. They 
returned to Mew York in the late autumn. On December 
21, 1952, the two portraits were unveiled at a small 
studio party given by Mr. and Mrs. Meyerowitz. The 
guests included Mr. Henry Steigner, Miss Ethel Lipsky, 
Dr. M. Gorelic and myself and my wife. 

Before the portraits were brought to Brentwood, 
they were shown at a large and brilliant afternoon 
party given on January 14, 1953» by Henry Steigner 
at his spacious and artistic home, famous in New York 
for thirty-nine years as Hyperion House. It was such 
a party as only the maestro Mr. Steigner can give 
when a group of interesting people are assembled in 
a setting of art and beauty, where culture and fellow-
ship and the highest hopes and ideas of human life 
are perfectly blended. The guests at the reception 
were about equally composed of Mr. Steigner's friends 
and mine. The latter included a number of the 
Chinese Culture Circle of which I was director at that 
time. 
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We come now to the last phase—the eventful 
weekend of March 21-22, 1953» when there was a series 
of events connected with the presentation of the 
portrait to the Brentwood Historical Society and 
Brentwood village. A party of prominent New Yorkers 
arrived in the village on the afternoon of the 21st 
to attend a meeting of the Historical Society that 
evening in the lounge of the staff-house at Pilgrim 
State Hospital where the presentation was formally 
made. The guests from the city included Mr. and 
Mrs, Meyerowitz, the artists; Miss Elsie Pink, an 
Austrian singer of note who had recently given a 
successful recital in Town Hall in New York; Henry 
Steigner; and Mrs. Helen W. Raisky. The New Yorkers 
were house guests of Mrs. Dyson and myself over the 
weekend. 

Saturday night after the meeting at Pilgrim State 
Hospital, we entertained our visitors at a special 
party at the Chateau Goudreau in Wyandanch. Sunday 
morning, March 22, after a late breakfast, the visitors 
were taken on a motorcar tour of Brentwood and shown 
the round house, the original village school house, 
the Hermitage of the Red Owl, Villa Apetow, the 
grounds of the Academy of Saint Joseph, Mrs. Raisky's 
home (the historic Judge Daniel Nobel residence), 
and the Brentwood Golf Club where we were welcomed 
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by Mrs. Jack Sheridan, wife of the manager. 
The meeting of the Brentwood Historical Society-

Saturday night, March 21, in the staff-house, Pilgrim 
State Hospital, was opened by the official centennial 
song composed by Mrs. Helen Dickman and sung by 
Sylvia Deus. After greeting the guests, Mr. Dyson 
read a message from Dr. William H. Ross, then in his 
ninety-first year, in which he said, "It would be a 
great pleasure to attend the meetingrbut my illness 
of the last three weeks prevents it." Mrs. Raisky 
then presented the portrait to the Brentwood Historical 
Society after reviewing the events of the Brentwood 
Centennial celebration of June, 1950, and speaking 
of her deep interest in them. She stated: 

It was at that period that a great sorrow 
befell me in the death of my husband, Dr. 
David Haisky. We had purchased a historic 
home in the village. We loved Brentwood for 
its past history and its present beauties 
and accomplishments. Naturally my sorrow 
prevented me from participating in the 
centennial to the extent which otherwise I 
would have done. Afterwards the thought came 
to me that I should like to make some 
personal contribution toward perpetuating 
the memory of the centennial. In this 
respect it appeared that I could do no 
better than to honor the man who first 
thought of the centennial, organized it, 
and carried it through, and also was 
elected village historian, and wrote 
and published the centennial history, A 
Century of Brentwood—Verne Dyson. So I, 
in memory of my beloved husband Dr. Raisky, 
present to the Centennial Committee and the 
village of Brentwood this portrait of Verne 
Dyson, Brentwood Village historian. 



295-

The Brentwood Village Press 

Having a complete printing plant on hand, I 
decided to make some practical use of it. I established 
the Brentwood Village Press and, besides doing commer-
cial printing for the village, I printed newspapers, 
magazines, and full-sized books. In May 1951, I 
founded the Brentwood Bulletin, a monthly journal, 
which became successful. I printed it on my own 
press at first, but as it grew larger I had it printed 
in Bay Shore. Finally, I sold the newspaper to the 
Rambler Publishing Company of Smithtown, owner of a 
chain of newspapers. The Bulletin was changed into a 
weekly and in October 1954, was combined with the 
Central Islip Messenger, a small weekly In Central 
Islip which the company published. Until I departed 
from Long Island for southern California in September 
1961, I weekly wrote the Brentwood news for the 
Bulletin. 

Besides the Century of Brentwood of 300 pages 
with numerous illustrations, I published these other 
books: A History of Central Islip in 1954, Deer Park-
Wyandanch History in 1957, and Whitman land in I960. 
For four years—October 1957 to July 1961—I edited 
and published the Walt Whitman Birthplace Bulletin, 
a quarterly journal. My books sold well and are still 
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on the market. They are in demand hy libraries and 
collectors of books dealing with Long Island and 
eventually I feel will become rare collectors' items. 

"The Drink that was Refused" 

In 1954, by accident and wholly undeserved, I 
became widely known as a temperance leader., An 
editorial which I wrote for the Brentwood Bulletin of 
October 14, 1954, came to the attention of the New 
York Temperance Civic League which reprinted it as a 
tract and distributed several hundred-thousand copies 
throughout New York and other states. As a result, 
I was elected a member of various temperance societies 
in the United States. This is my editorial: 

THE DRINK THAT WAS REFUSED 
On a recent Saturday night, we went to 

a party at a country club. Many pleasant 
people were there, drinking and having a gay 
evening. There was exhibition dancing, old-
fashioned waltzes for the elderly guests, 
and lively strains for the younger folks. 
From 9 jP-M. to 2 A.M. when the orchestra 
folded their instruments and left, the waiters 
were moving around the room taking orders 
for drinks. 

At 11 A.M. the following Sunday morning, 
after a few hours in bed, I went to church 
and ran head-on into a temperance lecture. 
I was told that what I had done the night 
before was all wrong. I was Informed of the 
evils of imbibing intoxicating liquors. The 
speaker was the Rev. Dr. Floyd C. Carrier, 
Executive Director of the New York Temperance 
Civic League. 
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Dr. Carrier told an impressive ahost 
startling story of a drink that was refused. 
It happened in ancient times when it was the 
humane custom to give criminals a draft of 
strong liquor with an opiate to deaden the 
pain of the execution. 

Once there was a good man, wrongfully-
condemned, hut ahout to he put to death who 
refused the customary potion. This refusal of 
a drink under circumstances which would seem 
to justify its acceptance was an episode in 
one of the most tragic events in all the 
history of the world. 

The one who refused the drink that seemed 
to he needed w%s Jesus, the Christ, and the 
occasion was His crucifixion. 

"And they brought Him to the place called 
Golgotha," so the Scriptures read. "And they 
gave Him to drink, wine mingled with myrrh 
but, He received it not." 

Why was the drink refused? The preacher 
explained: "The Savior wanted to die with a 
clear mind and a clear conscience, and not to 
go into Eternity drunk." 

This is perhaps one of the greatest 
temperance lessons ever conceived. No doubt 
Christ, even in that moment of facing death, 
was conscious of the fact that He was to he 
the model man for all the future ages. He 
refused the cup so as to help you and me 
and all the thirsty persons to refuse a drink. 

Central College Reunion 

One of the most pleasurable events of my life 
was the return of my wife and nyself to Central 
College, Payette, Missouri, in 1955 to celebrate the 
50th anniversary of my graduation from Central and 
our golden wedding anniversary. I was graduated from 
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Central on June 14, 1905, and Miss Nannie May Hubbard 
and I were married in nearby Henick one week later on 
June 21, 1905. 

I had been notified in advance that I would be 
awarded a distinguished alumni plaque by the college. 
On April 15, 1955, I received a letter from Dr. Ralph 
H. Woodward, President of Central College in which 
he said t 

Dear Mr. Dyson, 
I have the honor to inform you that the 

nominating committee has presented your 
name to the faculty, and you have been elected 
to receive a distinguished alumni plaque on 
the occasion of the alumni dinner, Saturday 
evening, May 28, 1955* I am indeed happy 
that upon this occasion of this fiftieth 
anniversary you have been selected to receive 
this plaque. For the last two years, the 
regular awarding of the alumni, plaques has 
been before the student body, but this year 
the faculty felt that they would like to 
award one plaque at the alumni dinner. 

We left La Guardia Airport, New York City, on 
a TWA airplane at 9:10 A.M. on Friday, May 27, 1955, 
and after a smooth journey above the clouds arrived 
in St. Louis, Missouri, at 1 P.M. and had lunch 
there. We drove around the city in the afternoon 
and at 6 P.M. left on a small plane for Columbia, 
Missouri, arriving in an hour and being met there 
by Nannie May's old friend, Carrie Sears. We were 
her house guests that night and on Saturday, May 28, 
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she drove us to Central College at Fayette. 
Neither Nannie May nor I had been back to Fayette 

since we left there in June, a half-century before. 
The old place was much changed> but we were able to 
discover a few remembered landmarks. We attended the 
alumni banquet Saturday evening, May 28, when I made 
an address and was awarded the distinguished alumni 
plaque, r̂y biography was given and I was highly 
complimented. 

George Scaling, who was graduated from Central 
in 1905 in the same class with me, was present with 
his wife, and it was a great pleasure to see him. He 
was one of my closest friends in college and was one 
of the small group who attended my party in June 1905* 
at Central College when I announced my marriage. I 
had not seen George in the intervening fifty years. 
He is a wealthy Texas rancher. 

After attending the commencement exercises in 
the Paul H. Linn Memorial Church at Central College 
on Sunday afternoon, May 29» 1955* we motored to 
Kansas City and for a few days were the guests of our 
beloved cousin, Charles Singleton and his lovely wife 
Catherine. We also had the pleasure of visiting our 
cousin Dr. J. Milton Singleton and his lovely wife 
Margaret. Charles and Milton were the sons of our 
much loved Uncle Milton and Aunt Nicy Singleton of 
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Kansas City. We were much together as children in 
Kansas Gity in the 1890's. 

Before returning to New York, we had fine visits 
with relatives at Moberly, Fulton, and Montgomery Gity, 
Missouri. In Moherly we were the guests of Claude 
and Irma Marshall, friends of very long standing, 
and we stayed overnight with Green and Louise Wilcox 
at their lovely farm near Moherly. On June 3» 1955» 
Green took us to Fulton where we were the house guests 
of Cousin Iva Sampson and her husband Holla, a 
successful architect and builder. I had not seen Iva 
since she was a small child in Excelsior Springs, 
Missouri, when we visited her parents, the Rev. and 
Mrs. John Hubbard there. The Rev. Mr. Hubbard was 
pastor of the small Methodist church in Renick, 
Missouri, when Nannie May was a young girl and attended 
the Sunday School. All her life she had admired and 
loved Hubbard and through the years had corresponded 
with Iva. 

On Friday evening, June 3, we were the guests of 
honor at a dinner party at the Fulton Country Club 
given by Mary B. Wilson, daughter of my first cousin 
Martha Dyson Wilson (Mrs. Charles Wilson). Among 
close relatives present besides Mary and Martha Wilson 
were Rolla and Iva Sampson and Mrs. Ruth Farmer Payne. 
I had not seen Martha since the summer of 1896. 
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On Sunday, June 5» we had lunch with Cousin 
Erna (Kidwell) and her husband John D. Hunter, a 
banker in Montgomery City. Cousins present besides 
Erna and John were; Floyd and Gertrude Kidwell and 
Betty Kidwell Martin, widow of John Martin. I had 
not seen the Kidwell cousins—Erna, Betty, and Floyd— 
since my memorable visit to Montgomery City in the 
summer of 1896. 

When my mother was a child, she lived with her 
parents Doctor and Mrs. John Singleton on a large farm 
at Price's Branch, a rural community near Montgomery 
City. Mother idealized her life on the farm before 
the Civil War, and I had heard much about Price's 
Branch when I was growing up. The Singleton family 
was a rather large one. The children were?my mother 
Henrietta and her twin sister Harriet, Callie, William, 
John Milton, James, and Charlie. 

Charles died of tuberculosis in his teens shortly 
after the Civil War and was much mourned for his 
sweet disposition and. admirable character. I had 
heard much of Charlie in my youth. And I always 
had wanted to visit his grave and lay a flower upon 
it. While I was in Montgomery City, John Hunter took 
me to an old cemetery at Price's Branch where I 
searched for the grave of Charlie, but in vain. I 
could find no trace of it. But he had been dead and 
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buried for a long time—eighty years. 
In 1898-99 my wife Nannie May, then scarcely 

out of her teens, taught at a rural school at Grimes 
near Moberly, Missouri. She had about thirty pupils. 
A strong attachment was formed between teacher and 
pupils, and for more than fifty years, Nannie Mey had 
corresponded with her former pupils. On Thursday, 
June 3, we visited Grimes. The old schoolhouse had 
been remodeled. The former pupils gave a dinner and 
reception for their teacher of the long ago. The 
Moberly Monitor reported in its issue of June 3, 1955* 

EOrmer Grimes School Pupils Honor "Miss Nannie," 
Recall Old Memories 
Pleasant memories going back more than fifty 
years were recalled last night at a gathering 
held in the Grimes School In compliment to 
Mrs. Nannie Hubbard Dyson who taught at that 
school in 1898 and 1899, Seventeen of her 
former class of thirty-four, all married and 
many of them grandparents, were present to 
welcome her. A covered-dish supper which 
included fried chicken and other characteristic 
Missouri dishes was served in the basement at 
6:30. The bountiful repast was followed by 
a reception in the schoolroom. "Miss Nannie," 
as she is still called by her former pupils, 
returned the greeting in a talk in which she 
recalled her pleasant term of schoolteaching. 
There were no bad pupils in her class, accord-
ing to her. She said she remembered all of 
them as well-behaved and ambitious. Their 
prosperous appearance, their good clothes, 
and their late model motorcars all confirmed 
her original impression of her pupils as 
being destined for success. 

While I was in Kansas Gity, I was interviewed 
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by a reporter for the Kansas City Star and that great 
newspaper printed a complimentary article about me in 
its issue of May 31, 1955. It began: "There is some-
thing to seven-year cycles, in his own life at least, 
Verne Dyson believes. Since he was reporter for the 
Star in 1905-1912, the cycles have occurred in his 
career every seven years, he recalled here yesterday. 
Dyson, a writer, teacher, and lecturer, was awarded 
a distinghished alumnus plaque Saturday at Central 
College, Fayette, Missouri, and now is visiting his 
cousin, Dr. J. Milton Singleton, 835 West 53rd Street 
Terrace and Charles M. Singleton, ?05 West 50th Street." 



HEPTAD XII (1956-1963) 
On the Move Again 

One year after our memorable visit to Missouri, 
I began my twelfth heptad. The year 1956 was marked 
by a transfer of my chief interest from Brentwood, 
Long Island, to Huntington, Long Island, and the 
deepening of my studies of the life of Walt Whitman. 
Toward the end of the heptad, I returned to California, 
completing my journey around the world. While I was 
doing research work on my history of Brentwood in 
194-9, I met Martha K. Hall, librarian of the Huntington 
Historical Society. I went to Huntington to consult 
the files of the Long Islander, the weekly newspaper 
founded by Walt Whitman in 1838, to see if it had 
any information on the colony of Modern Times and 
early Brentwood. 

I had a pleasant interview with Mrs. Hall, and 
she graciously assisted me in my research work. Mrs. 
Hall told me that a new organization, the Walt Whitman 
Birthplace Association, was then in process of for-
mation and invited me to join, which I did, becoming 
a charter member. Thus began my delightful and 
profitable connection of more than a decade with Walt 
Whitman House in Huntington, Long Island. During 
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that period I occupied successively a number of 
positions at Walt Whitman House—volunteer worker, 
librarian, curator for the State of New York, editor 
and publisher of the Walt Whitman Birthplace Bulletin* 
and finally president of the Walt Whitman Birthplace 
Association. 

My acquaintance with the Walt Whitman tradition 
on Long Island was accidental. During my four years 
in college, I do not recall that my beloved English 
professor "Sheepy" Webb ever mentioned the name of 
the author of the immortal Leaves of Grass. Shortly 
after I moved to Long Island, I passed a farmhouse 
in which the poet was born in West Hills near Hunting-
ton, about twenty-five miles from my home in Brentwood, 
A mild interest in Walt Whitman in the course of ten 
years developed into obsession with me and my becoming 
something of a specialist on the life and work of the 
poet. I not only read widely on Whitman but I 
thoroughly explored Whitman Land "the region where 
Walt was born and where his ancestors lived from 
early colonial times." 

In the century and a half of its existence, the 
Whitman homesite has had four distinct cycles of 
ownerships first, the seven-year residence of the 
family of Walter Whitman, Sr., 1816-23; second and 
longest, the period of 128 years, 1823-1951• when it 
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had a succession of private owners; third, the six 
years, 1951-1957 when the Walt Whitman Birthplace 
Association proudly possessed and operated the shrine; 
fourth, the ownership of the State of New York, which 
began in 1957. 

After acquiring the property and designating it 
as one of the twenty-one historic sites which it 
maintains, the State closed the house to the public 
for one year in which experts restored it as near as 
possible to its original condition and appearance— 
inside and out. What we behold today is a two-story 
farmhouse with architectural features typical of the 
period in which it was built: stone masonry foundation 
wood floors made of wide planks, plaster walls, fire-
places in each of the rooms, and hand-split cedar 
shingles on all sides and on the roof. The interior 
of the house has plain but interesting details. The 
main hall which separates the two-story living 
sections from the one-story kitchen wing is entered 
from either the front or the rear through "Dutch doors 
divided into upper and lower parts and having transoms 
above. The doors have long strap-hinges while some 
of the other doors hang on saored HL or "Holy Lord" 
hinges, which by superstition were supposed to ward 
off witches and evil spirits, 

Supposedly, Walt Whitman House was built about 
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1810, anyhow before 1816, by a young carpenter named 
Walter Whitman, father of the poet, on land which he 
did not at the time own. Records show that the 
property was part of a tract of sixty acres of the 
land of Gilbert Valentine which Whitman bought at a 
sheriff's sale on June 9, 1821, two years before he 
moved to Brooklyn. Three of Whitman's nine children 
were born in the house: Jesse, an unfortunate who 
died in the Kings County Lunatic Asylum; Walter, Jr. 
(Walt), who became America's greatest poet; and the 
very lovely Ilary Elizabeth who also was an honor to 
the family. 

The Whitman family lived in the comfortable West 
Hills home for only seven years, moving to Brooklyn 
on May 27» 1823. Little Walter then lacked four days 
of being four years old but remembered the exciting 
event. In his old age, Walt with nostalgia recalled 
his childhood in West Hills as in his poem, "A Song 
of Joy": 

0 the gleesome saunter over fields and hillsides 1 
The leaves and flowers of the commonest weeds, 

the moist fresh stillness of the woods, 
The exquisite smell of the earth at daybreak, and 

all through the forenoon. 
0, to go back to the place where I was born. 

When Walter Whitman, Sr., carpenter-farmer, 
moved from West Hills to Brooklyn in 1823, he sold his 
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home to Carlton Jarvls (1805-1878), a well-known 
citizen of Melville, Long Island, who built a black-
smith shop there in 1850. In the published account 
of a visit to West Hills in the summer of 1881, Walter 
reported that he talked with "Mrs. J., wife of the 
owner, son of the J. who bought the farm from my 
father." The property was possessed by different 
members of the Jarvls family for about seventy-five 
years. In her book So We Bought a Poet's Shrine 
Georgia Mitchell Watson related, concerning the 
birthplace: "Three generations of the Jarvis family 
owned it, cultivating a prosperous farm and making 
an attractive home, surrounded as shown in old 
sketches and photographs with fine trees and flowering 
plants." 

Two splendid achievements may be credited to 
the Walt Whitman Birthplace Association of Huntington, 
Long Island: it led the campaign to raise money to 
buy the Whitman House from a private owner to be open 
to the public} and it directed the movement which 
culminated in the State of New York taking over the 
property and operating it as a historic site—goals 
which various individuals and organizations envisioned 
for fifty yearSj but had not been able to attain. 

A meeting of the incorporators of the Walt 
Whitman Birthplace Association was held December 15, 
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1949$ in the law offices of Le Boeuef & Lamb, 15 
Broad Street, New York City, with Cleveland Rodgers 
as chairman. These officers were elected: Mr. Rodgers, 
president; Mrs. Frank Sprague and Duncan N. Findlay, 
vice-presidents, Randall J. Le Bouef, Jr., secretary; 
and Harold L. Tuttle, treasurer. Others appointed on 
special committees were Miss Mildred Smith, Dr. Gay 
Wilson Allen, Jesse Merrit, Russell F. Samus, and 
C. H. McLaughlin of the Long Islander. 

For two years, the birthplace was kept open 
during the summer on Saturday and Sunday afternoons 
with volunteer help. Since the income of the associa-
tion was insufficient to meet its financial demands, 
in 1954 the town of Huntington made an annual grant 
of $2,000. This made it possible to employ a part-
time director and caretaker for eight months of the 
year—April to November. These two positions were 
ably filled by Mrs. Alfred G. Noon of Hempstead and 
Arthur Saint of Huntington. A high climax in the 
affairs of the association came on September 28, 1957» 
when, at the request of the Office of the Attorney-
General in Albany, the Board of Trustees passed a 
resolution authorizing the transfer of the birthplace 
property to the people of the State of New York, and 
I, as corresponding secretary and curator, had the 
honor of signing the deed. This was the happy ending 
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of the long campaign to have the birthplace become 
the property of the state and receive the care it 
deserved which the association was not financially 
able to give. 

Mrs. Martha K. Hall, the third president of the 
association, died from cancer on March 1959. She 
was succeeded as president by myself, elected at a 
special meeting of the Board of Trustees on March 21. 
Mrs. Hall had been librarian of Huntington Historical 
Society for twenty-five years and was an authority 
on local history and the history of the Whitman family 
of Long Island. 

The Hew York State authorities began extensive 
alterations and improvements on the Walt Whitman 
house and grounds in the autumn of 1957* Because of 
the research work involved and the great number of 
experts who had been consulted to restore the building 
and the grounds to their original appearance in the 
lifetime of the Whitman family, the work of the project 
necessarily was slow, requiring over one year. Any-
thing of a modern appearance had to be removed, 
particularly an ugly floor-furnace register in the 
front hall of the building. Now a gas furnace In the 
basement feeds heat to the building through invisible 
ducts leading into the fireplaces in the various rooms. 
All electric wires into the building from the outside 



311-

were put underground. Modern asbestos shingles on 
the roof which had the advantage of helng fire-proof 
were replaced by old-fashioned hand-split cedar 
shingles that will remain unpainted. Painted shingles 
on the outside walls were also replaced by cedar 
shingles of the type used when the house was built. 
A parking lot for 200 motorcars has been built. The 
new barn with an old look was built to replace the 
ancient Whitman structure which had become dilapidated 
and dangerous. 

The Walt Whitman Birthplace Bulletin 

In October 1957, I began publication of the Walt 
Whitman Birthplace Bulletin. While I always printed 
one or two scholarly articles in each issue, the 
quarterly was primarily devoted to the affairs of the 
birthplace. It was the house organ of Walt Whitman 
House. I edited, printed, bound, and distributed the 
journal at the low subscription price of one dollar 
a year. The publication prospered beyond my expecta-
tions. Because of its specialized field, the number 
of subscribers was never large^ but its international 
appeal was pleasing. It went to Whitman enthusiasts 
in England, Prance, Italy, Germany, Mexico, New 
Zealand, and Canada. 

The first issue contained the statement of policy: 
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Now that the Imperial State of New York has 
assumed the responsibility of owning and 
maintaining the property of the Walt Whitman 
birthplace, the boundless energies of the Walt 
Whitman Birthplace Association are free to 
concentrate on the God-given mission of 
interpreting Walt Whitman to the public. This 
purpose is partly achieved through our personal 
contact with the thousands of people from 
everywhere who yearly pass through the portals 
of the birthplace. But this is not enough. 
To more nearly fulfill our destiny, we must of 
necessity resort to our most precious art— 
printing. We must issue this bulletin. The 
Birthplace Association doesn't have the funds 
to underwrite the project. The State cannot 
under the law assume any financial responsibility. 
So Verne Dyson, owner of the Brentwood Village 
Press, will be the publisher of the Walt 
Whitman Birthplace Bulletin and assume all 
financial responsibilities. Being a printer 
like Whitman, and Franklin, Mr. Dyson will 
donate the labor necessary to produce the 
journal. However the cost of the paper, linotype, 
and mailing must be met. These expenses are 
as inevitable as the tide and taxes. 

The first issue also contained a letter dated 
Santa Pe, New Mexico, August 2, 1950, and a poem 
entitled "Whitman," sent to the late Mrs. John 
Claybuer, president of the association by Witter Bynner. 

I also published Horace Traubel's lively little 
poem, "At West Hills in October," printed in his 
Conservator magazine for October 1894. The initial 
issue of the journal also contained Whitman's famous 
little literary fragment called "A Font of Type," 
written in 1888. Mrs. Martha K. Hall, president of 
the Brthplace Association, was a regular contributor 
to the Birthplace Bulletin until her death, March 4, 
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1959. Her articles on the Whitman family were 
especially enlightening. 

My Book About Walt Whitman 

As something of a climax to my ten-year connection 
with Walt Whitman House, I wrote and published 
Whitman! and. West Hills Memories of the Poet and 
His Ancestors, in I960. Ity frontispiece was a 
reproduction of a sketch, made in 1881 by Joseph 
Pennell, of the sadly neglected Whitman cemetery in 
West Hills. I visited the cemetery and could not 
find a single Whitman grave. Walt visited the grave-
yard and was greatly disturbed by its neglected condition. 

Although ejproxlmately four decades of Walt 
Whitman's life were spent in Brooklyn, as I recounted 
in my little book, one decade passed in Washington D.C., 
and two in Camden, New Jersey, the heart of Whitman 
land remained in West Hills, Long Island. For it 
was in these lovely uplands that his ancestors 
flourished through many generations and where he was 
born. Trails wandering through woods and hills, 
arrow points recovered from the grounds, 6hell mounds 
and moldering bones found In old graves, are reminders 
to the white man that another race once inhabited this 
region. Abundant springs and good hunting made West 
Hills popular with the Indians long before the charms 
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of the highlands were discovered by white settlers. 
Lovely Jayne's Hill with its wooded slopes and 

flowery places, Indian trails, winding roads, and 
inspiring views is the highest land on Long Island. 
The quiet shaded hilltop holds memories of Walt Whitman 
and other famous ones who tarried there for a moment 
of prayer and inspiration in the bygone years. In 
writing of West Hills, I had joined a distinguished 
chorus of authors who have sung its praises. After 
visiting West Hills with two companions, Horace 
Traubel, Whitman's devoted friend and biographer, 
wrote a poem, "At West Hills in October," which he 
printed in his journal, the Conservator% in October 
1895. It reads 

Bimmed by the sea to the north, nestled in 
the bosom of the interior hills. 

Here in the ancient post still guarded, an old 
farm house. 

Here three, travellers, curiously lingering 
inquiring, with affection retrospective. 

0 day of retreating years 1 backward, in the 
hushed room assembled—father, 
mother; the child illustrious just 
born, the vicissitudes and honors 
of the future unsuspected. 

Jesse Merrit, noted Long Island historian, wrote 
of West Hills in 1925: 

Do you know West Hills? That range between 
Farmingdale and Huntington? We are reminded 
at once of Walt Whitman, whose birthplace is 
there and its famous orchard and leaves of grass. 
Visit West Hills in springtime when the buds 
crown nature in glorious attire. Here is 
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nature at its supremacy. Nowhere is a wood-
land more sublime. Visit the hills in Dogwood 
time. Nowhere is spring as vivid. Not a 
touch of quaintness as striking as here. Here 
are the miles of quietness, dirt roads which 
are resplendent with every hue which comes when 
the first sap flows. The red and pink of the 
oaks, the dogwood, the peaceful old homesteads, 
the winding uphill roads lined with stones. 
The flow of mountain mist spring, trickling 
forth, all combined, a different scent. 

The early New England records disclose that seven 
persons by the name of Whitman emigrated to America. 
The seventh member of this group was Joseph Whitman, 
born about 1640, presumably in England, from whom 
Walt Whitman unquestionably was in direct line of 
descent. Erom Stratford, Connecticut, where he had 
lived as early as 1655^ Joseph came across the sound 
to Huntington, Long I£and. He married, reared a large 
family, acquired extensive lands, and became wealthy. 
In 1672, the Huntington town fathers gave Joseph a 
tract of the land east of town in an attractive valley 
which the Indians called Wlnne-Commack, "pleasant land 
For 240 years, or from 1672 to 1912, part of the 
original farm of Joseph Whitman remained in the 
possession of his descendants. Miss Ann Whitman, who 
died in December 17, 1912, at the age of seventy-seven 
was the last of Joseph's line. Much is known of 
Joseph Whitman, but strangely the names of his parents 
are not recorded, nor is his birthplace known. 
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Most successful of the Whitmans of West Hills 
was Nehemiah, the grandson of Joseph and the great-
grandfather of Walt, the poet. He owned an estate of 
500 acres which he worked with slaves. Because of 
her rugged and unique qualities—her varied talents, 
business ability, generous use of tobacco, outbursts 
of profanity and expert horsemanship,—biographers 
of the Whitman family have given special attention to 
Nehemiah's wife, Phoebe, often referred to as Sarah. 
In the introduction of The Complete Writings of Walt 
Whitman, Bucke, Harned, and Traubel, the editors, 
set the pattern with this description of her: "Sarah 
(Phoebe) White, Walt's great-grandmother, was a large 
strong woman who lived to be ninety years old. She 
chewed tobacco, used opium, petted her slaves, and 
always had a crowd of little niggers about her. She 
was masculine in her character and demeanor, offensive 
generally to strangers who encountered her, but a 
woman of sterling energy and vital force who at 
bottom commanded respect and faith." The will of 
Nehemiah, dated June 1, 1789, disposed of his property 
to his widow; four sons—Joseph, Jesse, Isaac, and Steven; 
two daughters, Ruth Conklln and Phoebe Jarvis; and 
eight grandchildren. 

Joseph Whitman (1749-1803), the son of Nehemiah, 
the grandfather of Walt Whitman was a worthy son of 
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his father and the last of the great Whitman land-
owners of West Hills. His estate left to his three 
sons—Joseph, Walter (father of Walt the poet), and 
Tredwell, and his daughter Sarah, was by them sold 
and dissipated. Joseph's competent and vigorous 
wife, Hannah Brush (1753-1834), an orphan who he 
married in 1775, had many of the characteristics of 
his noted mother Phoehe. But being a schoolteacher 
and possessed of a fine nature, she did not use 
tobacco or profanity. 

Walt Whitman's House 

In his teens, when he was a wandering school-
teacher on Long Island and during the year 1838-39, 
when he published the Long Islander in Huntington, 
the future poet must have seen much of the mellowing 
old farmhouse where he was born. Of the many return 
visits to the birthplace, the two most memorable 
were in 1850 with his ailing father, and in 1881 in 
company with his biographer Dr. Richard Maurice Bucke 
of Canada. In a manuscript dated September 13, 1850, 
Walt gives a sympathetic account of his visit to 
West Hills, and his visit of 1881 is fully recounted 
in his "Specimen Days." 

When Walter Whitman, Sr., moved from West Hills 
to Brooklyn In 1823, he sold his home to Carlton Jarvls, 
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a well-known citizen of Melville, Long Island. Three 
generations of the Jarvis family occupied the Whitman 
farm for about seventy-five years. The last private 
owners of the property were Mr. and Mrs. John D. Watson. 
In 1955, Mrs. Watson, (Georgia Mitchell) wrote an 
entertaining book of her experiences in the historic 
old residence, entitled So We Bought a Poet's Shrine. 
The Watsons sold the Whitman home to the Walt Whitman 
Birthplace Aasociation for $20,000. The deed is 
dated December 20, 1951. 

Martha K. Hall, the third president of the 
association, died on March, 1959, and I was elected 
to succeed her (March 21). The New York Times 
printed this report with my picture under the heading, 
"Whitman Scholar Heads Birthplace Association," on 
March 20, 1959s 

Huntington, Long Island 
Verne Dyson of Brentwood has been elected 
president of the Walt Shitman Birthplace 
Association. 
Mr. Dyson has been active in the association 
since it was founded in 194-9. He is director 
of Walt Whitman House and manager for the 
property of the state. He has been in charge 
of the society's affairs since last July when 
his immediate predecessor, the President 
Mrs. Prederick E. Hall went abroad. Mrs* 
Hall became ill soon after her return and 
died on March 4. 
Mr. Dyson is the author of several Long Island 
village histories and of a forthcoming 
biography of Whitman. 
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Seldom if ever in the history of Walt Whitman 
House has so many pleasant and important events been 
crowded into a single day as on May 31 , 1959, the 
140th anniversary of the poet's birth. 

1. The annual meeting of the Board of Trustees 
of the Walt Whitman Birthplace Association at which 
I presided at 10 A.M. in the library. 

2. A box-lunch for the trustees and their guests 
at noon on the lawn. 

3. The formal reopening of Walt Whitman House 
by the State of New York at 2 - 4 P.M. in the parking 
lot where a speakers' stand had been erected and chairs 
provided for the spectators. A large delegation came 
from Albany. Presiding was the honorable George L. 
Hubbell, Jr., Regent of the University of the State 
of New York. I was one of the list of ̂ eakers which 
included Regent Hubbell, Dr. Albert B. Corey, State 
Historian, and Professor Nathan Resnick of Long Island 
University. My subject was "This House of Memories." 

4. A tea at the Huntington Historical Society 
at 4:30 P.M. for 100 guests Including the visitors 
from Albany, the trustees of the Huntington Historical 
Society and of the Walt Whitman Birthplace Association, 
and a few others. This tea was a good example of 
the friendly cooperation between the Walt Whitman 
Birthplace Association and the Huntington Historical 
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Society. 
An unusual event brought me to the attention of 

the Huntington Historical Society. One afternoon I 
went to the headquarters of the organization to hear 
a lecture on New York history. A large crowd had 
assembled. The word came that the lecturer had been 
detained in Albany and would not be present. With 
dismay written in her face, Mrs. George E. Keane, 
the president of the society, looked at me and said, 
"Mr. Dyson, I have learned that you are the Brentwood 
historian, and won't you give us a lecture on Brentwood 
history which I understand is very interesting?" I 
agreed and walked up to the platform and at once 
began my address. I had written a book on Brentwood 
and lectured on the village many times so it really 

was not very difficult for me to fill in for the 
Albany man. 

After I had been elected president of the Walt 
Whitman Birthplaoe Association, I was elected a member 
of the Board of Trustees of the Huntington Historical 
Society, and Mrs. Keane, the president of the society, 
was elected a member of the Board of the Walt Whitman 
Association. I attended the society's board meetings 
regularly for several years and found it to be a very 
interesting experience. 



321-

Since its inception in 1903, the Historical 
Society has been diligent in preserving historical 
material and in promoting an interest in local history. 
Groups of school children are given guided tours through 
the society's headquarters, originally a farmhouse. 
A wide variety of affairs are given by the association 
during the course of the year—the annual Christmas 
tea and musical, the annual Strawberry Festival, many 
lectures, tours through historical places, and an 
archaeological department, and a successful craft 
program offering classes in rug-hooking and weaving, 
advanced knitting, decorative stitchery, and others. 
For two seasons I gave a course in bookbinding for 
the craft program. The society maintains a museum 
with many rare objects and a reference library with 
many rare volumes, Î f friend, Martha K, Hall, who 
was librarian for twenty-five years, was succeeded 
upon her death by the very competent Mrs. William C. 
Walker. 

My Lecture in Bronxville 

A lecture engagement in Bronxville, New York, 
on April 11, I960, is an event I shall always remember. 
It was outstanding for the warmth of my welcome and 
the appreciation shown by my hearers. I gave an 
illustrated lecture on Walt Whitman. It was the 
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annual meeting of the literary department and the 
author of Leaves of Grass was the theme. Mrs. Kenneth 
A. Rivera, head of the poetry section, met me at the 
railway station with a very handsome motorcar. I 
was the guest of honor at a luncheon. My lecture was 
received with enthusiasm. In reporting on my lecture, 
the Review Press Reporter of Bronxville for April 21, 
I960: 

Poets, Mr. Dyson declared, are the most 
fondly remembered of all great men and the 
Chinese proverb, "A great man is a publie 
calamity," did not apply to great poets. 
V;hitman was included by Mr. Dyson in his list 
of great poets, among whom were Homer, David, 
Milton, Shakespeare, and Longfellow. He called 
Whitman "a man whose voice was as big as 
America." The biographical sketch given by 
Mr. Dyson brought out the fact that Walt 
Whitman was many things to many people 
before he became a truly great poet. He was 
a printer, teacher, politician, editor, and 
carpenter before he became a great poet. "It 
was not until he wrote Leaves of Grass that 
he revealed his poetic genius. Until that 
time, his poetry was indifferent. The sudden 
change has puzzled the literary critics. 
Some have thought it was due to some great 
inner experience—a sudden cosmic consciousness 
that came to him. 

Mr. Dyson stressed Whitman's fundamental 
belief and theories, especially his belief 
in the unity of humanity as disclosed in his 
famous dictum, "Whoever degrades another, 
degrades me." The speaker called attention 
to the parallel with John Donne's belief as 
expressed in his noted reference to "For whom 
the bell tolls it tolls for thee." For when 
one person die^ all living people die just a 
little bit. 
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One month after I lectured at Bronxville, the 
members of the Bronx Literary Society made a pilgrimage 
to Walt Whitman House in Huntington, Long Island, 
coming in a chartered bus. Because of the warmth of 
my reception in Bronxville, I made every effort to 
give the ladies a friendly reception at Walt Whitman 
House and apparently succeeded. I greatly appreciated 
receiving this letter from Mrs. Fred Ellis Hamilton, 
president of the Bronxville Woman's 01ub, dated April 
14, 1960» 

My dear Mr. Dyson, 
The literary department of the Bronxville 

Woman's Olub wishes to thank you most 
sincerely for the fine lecture and biographical 
slides which furnished the program for the 
spring luncheon of the literary department. 

I cannot resist quoting the comment of 
one of the audience, who happened to be a 
concert singer and who knows the entertainment 
platform and she said, "I liked the way Mr. 
Dyson read; there was no affectation, no 
histrionics. In fact he reminded me of the 
reading of Charles Laughton." I must say 
in parenthesis that the ladles at the literary 
reception period before the lecture found you 
most engaging, and very much enjoyed your 
twinkling wit. I was disappointed not to be 
free for a little visit to you after the 
lecture, but I was forced to rush away in 
order to be on time at a meeting of the budget 
committee of our Community Chest in order to 
defend the allotment to be made for my 
favorite charity. Perhaps I can have a deferred 
visit with you when we come to your home, 
Wednesday, May 4. 

Sincerely, 
Jesse F. Hamilton 
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The Walt Whitman Shopping Center 

Walt Whitman House was greatly honored on 
April 20, 1961» at the ground-breaking ceremonies of 
the $7,000,000 Walt Whitman Shopping Center located 
near the poet's birthplace. We were given space for 
exhibits from our museum and library, and I was asked 
to make the only address at the luncheon preceding 
the ceremonies. I presented autographed copies of 
Leaves of Grass and my own book Whjtmanland, to the 
four principals of the shopping center, all millionaires; 
Norman K. Winston, president of the Winston-Muss 
Corporation, builders of the shopping center; David 
Muss, partner in the corporation; Sidney L. Solomon, 
president of Abraham and Straus; and Jack I. Straus, 
dhairman of the board of R. H. Macy & Company, I had 
my picture taken with the four millionaires and also 
with Faye Emerson, the noted actress who was present, 
and she kissed me. These were the opening paragraphs 
of my speech: 

It requires capitalists as well as poets 
and philosophers to build a great nation. 
They must honor each other and work together 
for the common good of humanity, btores are 
needed along with colleges and churches. The 
people must have food, clothing, shelter, and 
a great variety of things—furniture, pictures, 
bathtubs, and soap. All these must be 
supplied if there's to be happiness, contentment 
and prosperity among the populace. 



325-

I was happy to see this letter from Mr. Mass 
dated April 21, 1961: 

Dear Mr. Dyson: 
We are very pleased and happy here at 

Winston-Muss Corporation over the success 
of our ground-breaking festivities last 
Thursday, and I want to tell you how grateful 
we were for your contribution. Your fine 
speech and the Walt Whitman memorabilia helped 
to make the ground-breaking ceremony considerably 
more interesting than the usual run of such 
ceremonies, besides focusing attention on the 
name we are so proud to have our center bear. 

I want to add my particular and personal 
thanks for the inscribed copy of Whitman's 
poem and your own book Whitmanland. I value 
them not only for their intrinsic interest 
but also for your kind thoughtfulness in 
giving them to me. They make a perfect memento 
of what was for me an altogether memorable day. 

Honored by the Town Board 

A short time before I left Long Island, New York, 
for California, a great and unexpected honor came to 
me. The Islip Town Board on August 20, 1961, passed 
a resolution commending me for my accomplishments and 
expressing regret at my departure. I received this 
letter dated August 28, 1961 from Frank A. Gross, town 

clerk. 

Dear Mr. Dyson: 
Enclosed please find the certified copy of the 
resolution adopted by the Town Board on 
August 22, 1961, commending you for many 
years of faithful service to the community of 
Brentwood in the town of Islip. Our best 
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wishes for many years of health and 
prosperity in your new residence in California. 
With kindest, personal regards. 

Very truly yours, 
Frank A. Gross. 

'The Islip Press of August 30, 1961, printed 
this article about me and Mrs. Dyson; 

"Brentwood Historian Announces Move to Sunny 
California" 

"Mr. and Mrs. Verne Dyson to Leave September 
10} Whitman Association Holds Lunch." 

Brentwood will lose two of its best known 
residents on September 10 when Mr. and Mrs. 
Verne Dyson will board a train for the sunny 
shores of Southern California. Mr. Dyson, 82, 
has been the official Brentwood historian for 
ten years and his work was acknowledged last 
week when the Islip Town Board issued a procla-
mation in praise of his service to his 
community. 

One of Mr. Dyson's most important projects 
was the Walt Whitman Birthplace Association and 
he has served that organization as president, 
corresponding secretary, and librarian. In 
recognition of his work for that organization, 
the Dysons were feted last Saturday at a 
farewell luncheon held in Huntington. 

Local histories took up a great deal of 
Mr. Dyson's time and after being appointed 
chairman of the centennial committee for 
Brentwood, he wrote a 300-page history of 
that village. He has also written histories of 
Central Islip and Deer Park-Wyandanch. 

The author of a number of books, Mr. 
Dyson's last published work was titled Whitmanland. 
A former newspaperman, he also authored a 
weekly column, "Long Ago on Long Island.11 
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