Helen Cecile Bessemer Stollnitz was born on January 15,
1707. She died on March 26, 1985. Among her belongings we kere
surprised to find an unfinished auwtobiography, bhandwritten on
consecutively numbered sleets of wide-ruled notebook paper. The
dated preface tells when she started weiting ity its length and
several small but abrupt changes in the shade of ink suggest
that she wrote it in a number of different sittings, but I don®t
know whether these spanned days or years.

, I have transcribed the manuscript without trying to
eliminate inconsistencies in spelling of mames; some variations
probably reflect changes from Hungarian to American forms, as,
indeed, does the change in her family®s swname from BszBrmenyi
to Bessemer. Some redundancies also remain as she wrote thems
others she had deleted herself. &6till other deletions in the
manuscript were not redundancies bubt brief passages about people
or things, philesophical speculations, a forecast, an
gxplanation of stereoscopic depth.

What rremains is an account as factual as she could make it.

and, I think, of potential interest beyond her family and
friends. '
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"1t s mad," she agreed, vhut how do yvou know? You don®t
-y /
understand Germant" s

;

vt it sounds sad," 1 insisted. Then she toled me what the
words meant, and there the matter rested.
. "
My father’s repertoire was devotedly Hungariam, and as a
small. . child, I understood Hungarian and English equally well,
replying in whichever language I was spoken Lo.

During the Chicago period, our family sometimes visited

Hungarian friends, a Mr. and Mrs. [les (pronounced "Eelaysh") .,
where I got an expanded view of the world through their
stereoscope. While the adults talked, I was happily absorbed in
Tedimensional views produced by cards that showed the same SCene
twice, side by side. lLooking through & special viewer with two

! magnifying lenses, which gave an illusion of depth ard realism,
I was kept aquietly spel lbhound. The other unique feature af this
household was the larqge wonden barrel in the kitchen.™ It held
the family's soiled dishes. Mot until the barrel was full did

' they wash its contents-—a mode of life incomprehensible to my
mother, who nanetheless pnjoyed the couple’s COmpany.

The other Chicago family we visited was that of my mother®s
eldest brother, "Uncle Charlie." He lived with his wife and
four children in a part of Chicago which we reached by elevated

. train. Getting to the trains by what seemed countless steps was
:Qﬁﬁ in itseld an adventure, as Was the ever—changing view from the

train window. (nce there, owr cousins, Ruth, Manny, Meg and
Helen, who was younger than I, were the focus of my older
brothers’ attention, and intermittently of mine. But most vivid
im omy memory are the red roses in the carpet and the dancing
£1ames seen at eya-level through the isinglass panes in the door
of the pot-bellied stove. .My maternal grandmother lived
there-—a rather stoul woman wha lacked the embracing warmth of
my father’s mother, and observed the Sabbath to the letter.
White frilled cuffs and high white lace collars were featuwres of
her attire, even when, oON oecasian, she washet dishes. For i
years, 1 was sure I had saved her life when I jerked her off the
trolley-track in front of a street-car whose loudly clanging

el 1 startled me out of my wits. Only this menory persuwades me
that she sometimes visited us.

One totally iseolated event of this pericd in Chicago
parsists in my Mmemory. I was with my father on a broad expanse
of grass, among many peaple in long white garments. What was |
gqoing on I could not comprehend. BEut when the formalities were

' over, one of the white-robed men, with & flowing white beard,
came to where my father and I were standing, and laid his hands
- on my head, saying words I did not understand. Later, my father

explained that I had been bhlessed by a holy man, the leader of
/ the Bahai, and that a big temple would by built for the Rahai
Yo people on that ground. Thinking baclk to the event at least

~
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ginty ygars later, I looked up the Rahai in the Erncyclopedia
Erittanica and found mention of the 1912 groundbreaking Ceremnony
for the Bahai temple in Chicago.
a -

By the end of that year, we were preparing teo leave Chicago,
and earlyone evening, about the 10th of January, 19135, street
lights shone on a small processien trudging through the snow to
the railroad station. My mother was carrying enpugh feood to see
us through a two-day train trip to southwest Florida. Louis and
Milton were carrying suitcases, 7olton was walking with my
mother, carrying a smaller bag, while Uncle Charley had Aurel,
my younger brother, on one arm, and held me by the hand. He
helped us board the train and bade us goodbye, anc my mother
twrned to deciding how to distribute her family in one upper and
one lower berth. ' ' '

Several events had led to this jowrney. 1 woke up one,
winter morning, delighted to find my mother at home. She and
Louis, who helped in rthe store after school, usually slept in
the back room. Awakened by the smell of smoke, my mother sent
Lowis to run out to the alarm box on the corner; but before the
fire company Came; much of the stock was ruined, and we ate
scorched crackers for quite a while, and such other pdibles as
could be salvaged.

pAnother element in the decision was Grandma Goldhammer® s
longing to go back to Hungary to visit the family of my father’s
twin brother, Jent, who had a wife amd small dauwghter {another
Helen) . .

But owr destination was determined by one of those chance
events thalt nobody could have foreseen. . My peripatetic father
had charced to encounter a man who was an exponent of palmistiry.
apd was earning some maney by "reading palms." In addition, he
was publicizing & group called "The Koreshan Unity," which had
established a settlement in Lee County, Florida, at Estero,
sivteen miles south of Fort Myers, the county seat. At my
father®s invitation, he came to our flat to tell us about it.
Its year-round warmn climate, its requirement that everyaone woarrl,
insofar as able, for the commanity, after turning over to its
treasury any money he had, and the asswrance that the children
would be educated in the community® 5 0wn sechonl all sounded
alluring, if not providential , i our circumstances at that
time.

As a bonus of sorts, ouwr visitor, whose name was Henry
gilverfriend, read my palm. 1 learned about my "head line,"
"heart line," and "life line."” He also told me I would have
three children, when he saw three lines at the edge of my right
hand above the little finger.

. & -

Meanwhile, as% we prepared for out journey, my alder brothers
frightened ne into near—-panic with their talk of snakes, and
alligators with great jaws and teeth crawling about, ready to



eat little children. 1t took my mother’ s best fforts to stop
their teasing and calm my fears. )
. ‘//

My memories of the jmuﬁney are a vague mixtuwre of buildings.
scenery, sudden darknesses, followed by smoke—filled cars as the
train passed rhrough tunnels (air—conditioning was far into the
future) ——and the pccasional ﬁa%ﬁéngers whose curiosity impelled .
them to ask my mother  owr destinations 1 also remember the”
conductor’®s heaming gratitude as my mother made him a preg&nt“of
all ow winter coats for his family as we neared ow”
destination.

At last the conductor called out, "Fort My ere ! Last stop!"
and we stepped out ipto warm sunshine, streets lined with lush
CH- REN pushes, some in £1lower, and palm TIrees.

We all stayed overnight at a large - amne tui lding which
served as a hotel. Tt was my First prposure Lo a southern
veranda, which ran all arcund the Building. To pass the time, I
ran around the veranda, and rried out the swinging, bmxﬁﬁhaped
geat at one end at the front. '

Mext morning. & member of the Koreshan Unity met us and
. conveyed ws—=-by what means I cannot recall-—to "The Curlew," a
. poat owned by the Koreshans, and uweed to transport food and
other supplies to Eatero. Thare wWwere poard seats around the
inside of the boat, with roamn to spareg for restless children to

o move about. Nfter several howr S, the bay was crosset,

‘-«@@ soubhward, to the mouth of the Estero River. [The clumps of
maEngrove g ol ng out of the water on small islets and the cries
ot large birds wheealing above were gtrange Lo us then, but s000
to be as familiar as the pavements and store windows of Chicago
had been. ‘ '

Ot last we were entering the Estero River, fairly wide at
its mouth and for the first few minutes. - Bub it soon became &
gtream about 40 Feet wide, with heavy tropical growth covering
ites shores On hoth sides. The day Was waning by the time we
docked at the nEamboo Landing,” and I had my First glimpse of
the tall, shiny pole—-like stems bearing slender green leaves,
which were sSoonn to hecome as familiar as the sidewallks of
Chicage had heén.

Our first stop was the "dining room, " on the ground floor of
a three-story frame huilding. Here all the members of the
coreshan Unity assembled threae times a day for their meals.
Each meal was pr@c@d@d by @ Praye’ read by one of the "First
Frothers, " & group which sat at the right of & gmaller table,
centered at the head of & longas rwugh—walled O . This, 1 s000
learned, was nThe Master’™ s Table," now vacant. A table seating
. the "First Gisters'" wWwas in & corresponding corner at the
ppposite side. There were sin tables for nhrpthers,! I soon
learned, and seven for "sisters.” But on this night, we ate as
- a family at ouwr own table at the end of the room, pehind the




seventh sisters®™ table. )

When that first 5upp@wﬁwa5 over, we were all guided to a
cottage named "The Amity." It was at a considerable distance
from the dining-room, and owr way was lit by & kerosene lantern,
carried by the Brother who was guiding us. There were heavy

Cplanks laid over the soft Floridassand, but, half-asleep as I

was, my feet kept slipping off the boards, so that my shoes were
well filled with sand by the time we reached ouwr destination.

The "first bell" for breakfast was rung at & o'clock each
morning.  This meant that my mether had to be up by +five to
dress herselt, my younger bother, Aurel, and me; although I had
learned, by then, to put on my Qwn stockings and shoes,
underwear, of woven cotton fabric, with & "panty-waist" to which
the panties had to be puttoned required some help. Then came &
full~length slip, and finally the dress, with buttons to fasten
(zippers camg many years later). Zeolton, not yet eight, neeced
some prompting, stilli but ouwr @ldest brother, Louwis, nearly
thirteen when we arrived, took considerable respmngibility for
the rest aof us.

My sixth birthday came two days atter ow arrival in Estero.
Consequently, I went with my older brothers to school. There
was a public school somewhere in Estero, probably on the other
side of the Estere River, where the "outsiders! lived. We
children, whp now "belonged! to the Koreshan Unity, were taught
by one of its members, James Calderwood, in the Art Hall, for a
hrigef period atter our arrival. He was a.conscientious teacher,
giving us what had to be individual instruction, in view of the
dimparity in ow ages. Only Dean Gilbert, the son of o -
postmistress, Sister Rose, was still in sehool with us.  But I
Had net progressed very far in the arts of reading, writing and
arithmetic when Brother James decided to go back "up north.”

Pualified teachers in the Horeshan Unity were a rarity, and
Brother James® successor was Henry gilverfriend, the lecturer
responsible for primging us into the community. From somewhere
inm one of the two small rooms hehind the stage, he unearthed a .
gtand supporting an all-purpose series of charts. From this, he
taught us the elements of the "three ris." Unfortunately,
lectuwring was his first love, arnd he found it irresistable. His
father had been a tailor, apparently, because he invariably used
pants, coat, and vest as the articles for sale in teaching
arithmetic to the older children: "1 the coat cost twenty
dollars, and the pants cost fiftesn, and the whole suit cost
forty, how much did the vest cost?" for example.

Orn very cold days (perhaps one or rwo in a winter), school
was moved to the dining-room, which had a large pot-bellied
gtove in the center. " Sitting near it, one was less chillys and
occasionally an older child was sent to fetch additisnal wood
from the pieces neatly stacked on the rear porch.
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Frother Henry®s temper was & hit short, and his favarite

punishment for unruly hehavior was a crack of the ruler across
the palm of a child's hand. , T had a rather nasty temper, tooy
and on one occasion, when -1 was about eight or nine, I closed my

hands on the ruler and broke it in two——a memorable triumph.

Fortunately, our formal schooling was only & small part of

Jour education. When we were not in school, we little ones were

free to go anywhere within the Unity's grounds, while the older
ones were given work assignments. This, for me, meant watching
veurls" fall from the pieces of metal that Brother John Irving
fed skillfully into the power—operated lathe in the machine
shop, or visiting the emaller "electric shop!" Jjust across the
wide path between them. Later, when I was about 9 years old,
Erother Alfred Christensen, the electrician, teasingly
administered a mild electric shock with the end of a live wire,
which ended the attraction of that shop Ffor me.

The carpentry shop, under the supervision .of Steve Chislett,
had its attractions teo: The smell of lumber, sawed from pine
logs at the sawmill next to the carpenty shopi the hauling up of
bpats on the way for repair, and their re-launching when repailrs
were complete; and, from the first, the fascination of the
various tools used by skilled hands. One day, as I walked past
a workbernch when rnobody else was in its vicinity, I saw some
small pieces of wond——obviously sawed-off " aft-overs"——lying on
top of the workhench, and, within reach, a nice, sharp chisel.
One block was soon between my left thumb and forefinger, the
chisel handle swrrounded by my right hand. I brought the chisel
straight down to divide the block, but intercepted it with the
tip of my forefinger. My shrieks at the sight of my own bl ood
brought several men running.  One was guickly sent to get "the
hot—drops, " while another, sesing the finger-tip dangling by the
puter skin, guickly held it in place; when the medicatiorn was
pow-ed into the cul, my screans were even louder, but I soon
felt very important in my fresh white bandage, and a small sling
to inswre against hitting the cut finger—-tip accidentally. '

My brother Louls, with his background of helping in my
mother’s store, was assigned to assist Brother Franklin, &
hunch-baclk, in the general store. This was next to the Estero
Fiver on the Koreshan Unity’s side, with ample space for reserve
stock and an office at the back end. There was a bridge across
the river to connect the road that ran from Fort Myers, sixteen
miles to the north, to Naples 22 miles south), passing thirough
one other community, Bomita Springs (8 miles south) en route.

Above the store were several rooms which housead some of the
brothers, and on the side nexvt to the river, a long dock onto
which supplies for the community . and stock for the store were
unloaded. This included bolts of fabric, shelved on the wall
opposite the groceries.  In the front corner of the store,
adjoining the fabrics, was a square enclosure which served as
Estero’s postoffice, complete with grilled window and letter
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drops as well as stamps. Sister Rose Bilbert, plain but
pleasarnt, serverd as pwmtmimtr@aﬁ,‘ﬁelling stamps to the
nogutsiders" occasionally. and applying them to outgoing "K. U b
mail. ' , S

,

.. My second brother, Milton, was assigned to help in the
carpentry shop. He was naturally lett-handed, but doggedly
learned to use his right, even for writing, and before long was
hammaring.and sawing very well. He got along nicely with
Erother Steve, who was very deat, but kind and friendly,
neverthmlmﬁﬁ,3_1t'was wunder his supervision that, about three
vears after ouwr arrival, & larger boat for Ffruit and freight
hauling was started on the shop’s ways. Watching it grow ard
take form was an instructive pastime for ma—-—"constructive"
training for Milton. ‘ :

For me, however, the greatest magnet was the printing
office. At first, it was probably Brother Jesse’s cats that
drew me thither. He was the pressman, and there were dishes of
cat food inside and putside the pWEBEFODm"“IiREWiSE cats. Bub
it was the rhythmic movement of the hand presses, and, the .
coordinated rhythm of Erother Jesse’s hand, that cast a spell on
me. Before long, I found my way upstairs to the printshop.
where my longing to "help”" was initially satisfied by bheing
given a bellows, and taught to blow the dust from between the
palusters of the staircase leading up to the printshop.

However, that did not keep me From returning to observe,
with growing interest, what the g own—ups' were doing. Refore
long, my busy—wark Was distribukting "slugs" and "leads" to their
proper places in wooden cases, andsg by the time my hand was big
enough to hold a type-stick, to redistribute each character of
used type to its proper gection in the cases. The various fonts
were beyond my krowledge, so I had to he directed to the
type-Case involved, but I thoroughly enjoyed it——as play, and
feeling usaful, arcd being free to stop whern I wished to.

Arother place in which I enjoyed spending time was Bister
Etta’s room. Sister Etta was, biologically, the sister of
Brother Henry gilverfriend. - Her function was bookkeeper and '
treasurer for the Unity. But she somehow contrived to find
1ittle tasks to keep me busy. She also occasionally received,
from her sister in Chicago, & kosher salami, and sandwiches of
this, &s between—meals treats, remain as gustatory highlights in
my MEmTY s Wher I was ¢ or 10, their sister Edith came to visit
her brother and sister. She was & teacher of elocution, and was
soan busy instructing the Unity®s children in the subtleties of
correct promnunciation of many common words. Pest of all, she
entertained the entire commanity with her repertoire of :
monol ogues——an unfamiliar form of entertainment in Estero.

ODther kinds of entertainment were vEary much & part of the
community’s activities. Shortly aftter our arrival ;,~all the
children (except my too-young brother Aurel) took part in a
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marching crill, with the column making various patterns as it
moved about the stage. At orne point, I made an error and went
in the wrong direction. My acute humiliation at that moment has
remained a vivid memory.~” Being the shortest, I had been placed -
at the head of the line, and had to be bodily retrieved before I

realized what had happened.

My first appearance as an amateur actress went smonthly. I
was merely a child on a sofa, being read to, as Mildred Fischer
played the role of mother. A couple of years later, a play
featured the- athletic &lfred Christensen (the plectrician) as &
man in peril on & narrow mountain ledge. When he nEell off," my
part called for a terrified scream. Reportedly, its volume
startled mach of the audience. At ten, I was one of several
flower girls in the most elaborately costuned play ever put on
at the Unity. Most of the women’s costumes Were mace by my
mother, who had shipped from Chicago her Singer sewing
machine——an early model, of course, operated by a rocking foot
treadle. Eut the major role pf my acting career wWas as the girl
in Dunsany®s "The Wonder Gate"-—an allegorical fantasy,. in which
Floyd Moreland played the boy. The role reguired the memorizing
of several pages of typescript, and Floyd’s was almost as long.
By that time, I was twelve, and Floyd only two months older.
Whether our acting was good or bad I shall never Know, but the
audience was generous in its applause, and our egos got a real
boost. S

gnother form of public entertainment was orchestral
concerts, usually featwring a soloist. The orchestra had both
adulte and children as musicians, and music lessons ware as much
a part of owr lives as school and work. Milton learned to play
the slide trombone, and before long took his place in the -
orchestra. But by all odds, it was the arrival of the Morel and
family, from Colorado, that made a major difference in those
concerts. HErother Henry Moreland and Sister Heatrice Moreland
brought into the Unity their sons, Harold and Floyd, and Harold
brought with him his violin. He was not only well—-taught, but
musically gifted, and at mixteen took over the concert-master’s
role. I did not guite realize, at first, that part of the
beauty of tone he drew from his instrument was due to his use of
vikrato in dts production. This was a degree of sophistication
heyond the others. At any rate, he was soon & much-featured
soloist, with Celeste Rugg as his piano‘accampaniﬁt.

The FRuggs had also come from Colorado, a bit later than the
Morelands. Their mother was quite deaf, and, possibly because
of this handicap, "hipped” on religion, and inclined to be
over—strict with Celeste and her younger daughter, Virginia.
Fredictably, as the girls were adolescent, sex became their '
strongest interest-—and, inevitably, Celeste became mentor to
the younger girls on nthe facts of life.”

By this time, I was living in the women’s dormitory, under
the care of another relatively new member » Sister Mabel. 1 had
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the misforbune to share a "eoom" with Sister Mabel s daughter,
Mary, wWho Was, like me, aged 10. "To my disgust and distress,
Mary somelimes used my comb and brush, and chose to use the .
washbasin instead of owr chamber pot or slop-bucket as &
night—time wrinal. My comp;ﬁﬁntz got me nowhere with her
mother. When my own mother, to whom 1 reported my plight, spoke
to the Unity®s matron, I was permitted to move back with her.

My three older brothers were put in charge of a boys® o
caretaker, after owr first year, and my mother was given & I C30m
above the bakerys Auriel (still eonly five) was kept with her v .
urntil he was spven. Then he, Loo, WAaS placed with the
caretaker. He was not nearly as rough and active in his play as
boys usually are. Hies favorite activity was sitting on the
rFiver bank with a fishing pole, improvised from a supple branch,
gtring and a real fish hook. With this, he was frequently
cuccessful in catching bream o, ocrasionally, & snapper, among
the rocky ledges that edged into the river~bottom. It was a
relatively narrow, quiet str@am, but in the September huwrricane
sepason, rains sometimes brought the water almost to overflowing
lavel . (1 had listened with horrified fascinatieon to tales of
the great huwricane of 1910 and kept hoping for & real flood,
put it never happened while I was in Esterc. Still, there was
one period when 1] saw the swrrounding woods flooded in low-lying,
areas, wso I had partial satisfaction of my curinsity. It was on
one of these occasions, when I was about 9, that Anaridge
Lucille Bell and I removed ows clothes for a cooling dip in the
shallow water, carefully "hiding" behind palmettos in the
pine-woods to do so, since Floyd was one of the party. When I
got home, my mether dutifully spanked me (Lightly), since we had
hbeen seen, after all, and promptly reported.

‘

Meanwhile, I continued to spend much af my free time at ‘the
printing oftice. The major attraction was the Intertype
(mimilar to the Linotype), which was operated during the week by
Mildred Fischer, daughter of Sister Ida, who was in charge of
the Unity™s laundry. 1 found. its performance an endless, almost
hyprnotic, fascination. Mildred set up the weekly Newspapear,
edited by Allen Andrews, a prematurely white-haired man whose
hobby was the evotic tropical plants of south Florida.
Consequently, 1t featured reprints of articles on this subject,
albeit at times he got someone to write an original article, or
wrote reports on his trips to various nurseries in the region.

Mobody remained idle for long. As soon as my hand was big
eriough to hold a type-stick, I was allowed to distribute the
type from some of the advertisements printed in the paper, and
even, occasionally. to set up a small "ad" mysalf.

However, my ability to read well had me taking a turn as
copy—holder for the proof-reader of The Bmperican Eagle with
increasing fragquency. That ability was most strongly challenged
by the local news items sent in each weelk from Immokalee, & ‘
amall Lee County community whose paucity of resouwrces was

-
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wttested to by the pencil-—written copy on oa flatterned brown
“paper bag. Nevertheless, I got real satisfaction from my
printing-office activity, from first to last.

Wherm I was twelve, Brother David Richards was given
permissicon to take a vacation and visit friends and relatives,
and [ was enlisted to Carey dut'hia assigrment of reading the
major articles on the front pages of The Jacksonville o
Times-tinion and The Tampa Morning Trikune, and condensing  them
into brief summaries that would Fit into a column on the last
page of The American Lagle. Although it was confining, I
enjoyed the challenge, and my copy was accepted without .
question. I typed it on an Oliver, an early machine which
produced the letters on the page by striking the paper on the
roller from underneath, making it necessary to lift the roller
to inspect the copy, and adding to the difficulty of correcting
arrors, so it was pointless to try for speed. Another early
typewriter I had occasion to use in Estero (I no longer remember
in what connection) was a Blickensderfer, which had what was
called a "scientific" keyboard, with the most frequently used
letters placed where they were most convenient for the strongest
fingers. Just why it lost out is not erntirely clear, but I
suspect it was because it was relatively unresponsive to the
normal touch, hence less productive.

"It's an 111 wind that blows rnobody good, " and aftter a
period in which I served as regular copy-holder for the
proof-reader of The Flaming Sword, the mormthly religious
magazineg put out by the Koreshan Unity, I had my chance to
Qatiafy a great longing. For at least three years, I had
watched in utter fascination the aoperation of the Intertype
{similar to the Linotype) which had been purchased by the
Foreshan Unity to facilitate the production of the "Sword” but
primarily to get out The Anerican Lagle. Mildred Figcher, then
in her late teens, set up the latter, and Sister Florernce Graham
{(probably in her late thirties or early forties) was the
typesetter for the Sword. Illness incapacitated'ﬁist@r Florence
for several months, and there was no one to twrn to for
replacement except me.

I was sorry for Sister Florence, of course, but ecstatic
over getting my long-held wish to touch those keys, push that
lever to activate the powring of molten lead into the line molal,
and watch the shiny new lines accumul ate——at last! The first
galley proof was a thicket of correcticns in both margins, and
my heart sank. But I learned to watech the keybhoard mnore
attentively, and before long my gallevs had muech clearner
margins. ‘

Eventually Sister Florence got well and was able to resume
her work. This freed me to join the restsof my family, which I.
had not seen for a long while. -~ ’

In 1914, when World War I @rupted, my fafher was visiting



‘his mother and brother in Hungary. He warnted to get her out of

danger, so, ong day, he turned up with her at Estero. He 2
requested that she be allowed to stay there, near her
grandchildren, with my mother to look after her needs.  This
precipitated a crisis, since she knew nothing of the heliefs
held by the group, and with neo knowledge of English couwld not
study "the Master™ s writings, had she wished to. My mother and

a handtul of other members could speak German, as did Grandma,
but adherence to the teachings was a basic requiremsnt for

residence. (This was overlooked for Mims Knight, bult she was
taking care of her aged, enfeebled mother, & believer.) )

My father was both incredulous and furious at the .
heartlessness" of the refusal to let a poor old lady spend her
last years amid her grandchildren. So, reluctantly, he took wp
rosidence in Fort Myers, so that she might sometimes see her
grandchildren. He did relatively menial chores to support them,
and sometimes saw the older boys. But under no condition would
the management permit me or Aurel , the youngest child, to go to
Fort Myers.

Understandably, he brought a court action against the
management, and within about & year was given custody of his
three older sons: Mesnwhile, his mother had passed away, and he
requested the Unity’ s management Lo allow me to attend her
funeral . Fermission was flatly refused for me and my younger
Brother, Awrel-—then 10 and 8 years of age.

fs soon as my fFather could arrange to do swo, he sent the
three older boys to school. Louis went to Cleveland, wheire my
father's relatives, the Goldhammer s, Had become established, and
frraom there was accepted as a student at Western Reserve Academy

ir Akren. World War I was still being fought, and for a while

Milton worked in a Jacksonville shipyard, where carpentry
experience in the Unity proved very useful. AB 000 &S
possible, he enrolled at Stetson University’s preparatory school
in Deland, and proved to be an able student.

Zolton made his way Lo Texas, working as an oiler in the
engine room of a freighter, "bluffing” his age when he was only
thirteen. -Never much of a student, he had & practical bent,
reinforced by working under Alfred Christensen in the Horeshan

SUnity®s machine shop. He contimued for some time as an oiler,

shuttling between Galveston ard Tampa.

e aboul this time, some NEW members came into the Unity,
another Hungarian family surnamad Wyka. In the usual fashion,
the boys were placed in charge of & caretaker, and the youngest
child, Moime, was pul im my mother’s care. My mother and I were
living above the bakeshop at that time, and she did not welcome
the added responsibility, although the child was not
particularly troublesome. I had been allowed to stay with her .
much longer than wsual, but whern a family named Limnton-joined, I
was sent to the women’™s dormitory to room with their daughter,
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Mary, who was about my age, 10. We had little inm common, as far
as temperament and interebBlts went. We shared a water—-pitcher, -
hasin, and slop-bucket. We also shared a chamber-pot, but, with
a perversity incomprehensible to me, she substituted the basin
for the chamber-pot. I complained hitterly to my mother about
this, and she promptly reported it to Bister Emma, the matron.

I was then allowed to have a small "room" of my own, with spafte
for essentials and a corner in which to hang my few dresses, and
I was quite content. The dormitory rooms were formed by
sheet—-like fabric hung from 2" % 4" pieces of wood, supported by
upright pieces at intervals. There was an opening to the
unoccupied space giving on the staircase which led up to the
dormitory rooms, which cocupied the two floors above the dining
room.  Over the kitchen, at the other side of the staircase,
were rooms with their own real doors, gach nccupied by one of

the sisters. : :

Meanwhile, whatever the Wyka family had hoped to find at the
Koreshan Unity was apparently not there, and they moved on after
a few months, relieving my mother of the care of young Moime.

The vyoung peopulation was augmented shortly thereafter by
two families, one swnamed Rugg, the cther, Moreland. Both came
from Colorada, where they had not known ong anobther. Buat,
hefore long, the level of music at the Foreshan Unity was
markedly raised. Teleste Fugg, abt sisteen, was a pianist with
good technical training and the ability to produce expressive
phrasing. Her younge: sister, Virginia, was less gifted, but
played one of the "hackground" instruments in the orchestiras.

Eut it was MHarold, the elder Moreland boy, who played the -
violin, at sixtsmen, with an expressiveness that produced
enchantment, at least for me, and, judging by the applause that
followed whenever he plaved a solo faccompanied by Celeste), for
many others as well. Tnevitably, the relationship of these two
teen—-agers took on romantic overtones. On young people’s
picnics, they managed to disappear, and on the home grounds took
atter-supper walks together.

For teasing pUWposes, my name was linked with that of Flovyd,
the younger Moreland oy, whi played the flute quite well, in
the orchestra, and, on the occasions when children were
soloists, performed creditably. But, alas! my romantic reveries
centered on Hearold. Floyvd was just & couple of months my
senior, and a very gooad friend, but not mature enough to create
arny excitemant 1n my enotions. As I began to show signs of
matuwring, Hareld would sometimes turn up at the Art Hall duwring .
my practice howr, ostensibly to select something for a solo from
the sirzeable music library stored there, but taking advantage of
the opportunity to invite me to sit on his lap, which further
decreased my musical proficiency, but sent foolish waves of
temporary joy through my adplescent heart.

——



