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Preface

This oral history of John W. Fribley's service in the Illinois Senate is
a product of the Illinois Legislative Council's General Assembly Oral
History Program. The oral history technique adds a distinctive new
dimension to the council's statutory responsibility for performing
research and collecting information concerning the government of the
state.

John W. Fribley was born on a farm near Assumption, Tllinois, in 1906.
The story of his youth is typical of central Illinois farm life in the
first two decades of the 20th century. First interested in the study of
medicine, he turned to law during his second college year at Illinois
Wesleyan University. When the law school was discontinued, he trans-—
ferred to the University of Illinois where he attained his law degree in
1930. Upon admission to the Illinois bar, he started practice in Pana,
Illinois. In 1931, he married Marian Little of that community.

Mr. Fribley's first interest in politics occurred while he was a student
at the University of Tllinois. The experience launched his lifelong
political involvement as a Democrat, contrary to the solid Republican
background of his family. He was elected to the Senate to fill the
vacancy caused by the death of Senator Clifford J. Vogelsang in 1934 and
continued to serve until defeated for reelection in 1952,

Mr. Fribley's major legislative achievements were in the fields of
transportation, oil and gas regulation and mine safety. His memoir,
while focusing on such legislation, ranges over a great many other
legislative, personal and political subjects. Particularly informative
are his discussions of Chicago-downstate and Chicago Mayor-Tllinois
Governor relations.

Readers of this oral history should bear iIn mind that it is a transcript
of the spoken word. Its informal, conversational style represents a
deliberate attempt to encourage candor and to tap the narrator's memory.
However, persons interested in listening to the tapes should understand
that editorial considerations produced a text that differs somewhat from
the original recordings. Both the recordings and this transcript should




be regarded as a primary historical source, as no effort was made to
correct or challenge the narrator. Neither the Tllinois Legislative
Council nor Sangamon State University is responsible for the factual
accuracy of the memoir, nor for views expressed therein; these are for
the reader to judge.

The tape recorded interviews were conducted by Horace Waggoner during

the summer of 1980. Mr., Waggoner was born in 1924 near Waggoner, a small
farm-service community in central Tllinois. At age 18 he enlisted for
military service in World War II and, as a U. S. Air Force commissioned
officer, continued to serve until 1973. Upon leaving service, he resumed
his formal education, achieving a masters degree in history at Sangamon
State University in 1975. Specializing in the field of oral history,

his association with the Sangamon State University Oral History Office
dates from 1976.

Florence Hardin transcribed the tapes and, after the transcriptions were
edited by Mr. Waggoner and reviewed by Mr. Fribley, prepared the type-
script, Carol Marshall compiled the index and, with Dorothy Hopkins,
assisted in the pre-interview research. Dorothy Nadasdy supervised the
artwork, photographic layout and production. The Pana News-Palladium
and the Chicago Tribune provided valuable assistance in the research
effort.

This oral history may be read, quoted and cited freely. It may not be
reproduced in whole or in part by any means, electronic or mechanical,
without written permission from the Illinois Legislative Council, Room
107, Stratton Building, Springfield, Illinois, 62706.

PHOTOGRAPHS, EXCEPT WHERE OTHERWISE
CREDITED, COURTESY OF JOHN W, FRIBLEY.
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Volume 1

John W. Fribley Memoir

SESSION 1, TAPE 1, SIDE 1

Q: First of all I would like to get into the record the years that you
were in the General Assembly. What vear did you go to the General
Assembly first?

A: I was elected state senator for the 40th senatorial district in
early November of 1934, and inasmuch as Governor Horner had called a
special session to take care of Illinois emergency relief commission
appropriations which dispensed public aid in those days, I was sworn in
on November 16, 1934, to serve in that special session. I stayed in
the Senate then until January of 1953.

Q: And that was representing the 40th district, you say?
A: Yes.
Q: What comprised the 40th district?

A: The 40th district was comprised of Christian County, whose county
seat is Taylorville; Fayette County, whose county seat is Vandalis;
Shelby County, whose county seat is Shelbyville; and Cumberland County,
whose county seat is Toledo. The district ran from probably twenty
miles from Springfield to about twenty miles from the Indiana line.

Q: Well. Okay. That's what I wanted to get on the record to start
with. I wonder, could you think a little bit about your father and
let's talk about him a little bit. What was his name?

A: My father's name was Wesley D. Fribley. He was a farmer. He lived
or resided on U. S. Highway 51 about three miles south of Assumption,
about eight miles north of Pana. My father never took a part in
politics. He generally voted the Republican ticket and, immodestly, he
was a very substantial man. However, when public issues came up, he was




very plain and outspoken, although not blatantly so.

My father had a most substantial part, T believe, in the location of
the route of Route 51, which was originally Illinois Route 2, and it
was changed to U. 8. 51 when the route was determined, probably back
about 1920. 1I'll go into that later if you wish.

Q: Okay. Where was he born?

A: My father was born at New Philadelphia, Ohio, in 1868. My grand-
father came from Tuscarawas County, Ohio, to Illinois in 1874.

Q: And do you remember your grandfather?

A: My grandfather died when I was about four years old.

Q: So you really don't have too many memories.

A: I don't have any recollection of him, I would say.

Q: What kind of education did your father have?

A: My father apparently had common school education and he went to
Bushnell College at Bushnell, Tllinois, for two years and then taught
school for four or five years, I guess, in northern Christian County,
up in the Mt. Auburn neighborhood.

Q: T see. Was that a one-room schoolhouse?

A: Yes. It would have been. That had to be prior to 1894, I would say.

Q: So he taught school for four or five years, and then what did he
do aftrer that?

A: Got married and became a farmer.
Q: Oh, is that right?

A: Yes,

Q: Where? At the

A: At the home place, three and a half miles south of Assumption. That
land has been in the Fribley name, I guess, since about 1874.

0: Who was farming it when he grew up? His father?

A: Apparently my grandfather, Edward J. Fribley.

Q: And he came from Ohio. Do you know where his parents came from?



A: Well, according to genealogy, I am the sixth generation in the
United States. My great, great, great and so on grandfather was named
Christopher Fribley, only he spelled it, according to the ship's
manifest of the "Good Ship Sally" that sailed from Rotterdam in

around 1760, he spelled his name Christopher F-R-I-E-B-E-L-E, but

when he landed at Philadelphia, his name from there on was Fribley,
F-R-I-B-L-E~Y.

Q: I see. (chuckles) Well. So he came from Holland, then?

A: No, apparently he came from Hamburg, Germany. I presume that he
floated down the river to Rotterdam and got on the boat at Rotterdam.

I have examined the ship's manifest, a copy which is in the, I think,
the Congressional library, in Washington.

Q: Did you have much trouble locating it?

A: No, T had a way, way off cousin, Dr. Fremont Fribley, who was a
Methodist preacher in Indiana that kept the family genealogy and that's
where I got quite a bit of information.

Q: Do you know of the lineage from Christopher Fribley to you?

A: Yes. I don't know whether I have that here or whether I laid that
out anywhere. But I can get it for vyou.

Q: Do you have it here? Okay. We'll stop for a moment,

(Taping stopped for location of book, then resumed with Mr. Fribley
referring to the book)

A: Christopher Fribley came from, apparently from Hamburg, Germany.
His son was Jacob, his son was Daniel, his son was Edward, his son was
Wesley D. Fribley, my father, and that makes me the sixth generation.

Q: Yes, sir. Do you have any record of any of them serving in the
Revolutionary War?

A: No. ©Not on my father's side.

Q: Do you know what part of the country they came to? Was it Pennsyl-
vania? '

A: Apparently they came to Philadelphia, and then to a German settlement
in western Pennsylvania, and then went to Tuscarawas County around New
Philadelphia, Ohio. And then they split out and one group of them went
to Michigan, and another group came to Illincis, and there was a third
group that went to Wisconsin. Just a very few Fribleys in the country.
They have all petered out.

Q: Do you know if any of them had service in the War of 18127




A: No, Not to my knowledge.
Q: How about the Civil War?

A: Well there's a peculiar thing. A few years ago, 1 got to checking
up Lo see if any Friblecys had ever served in the Civil War. My
grandfather didn't. I had a brother that was drafted about the end of
the first World War, but the war stopped before he was called. He was
then, I think, at eighteen years old, just came eighteen. So that kind
of embarrassed me. 8o I was trying a law suit, or rather taking
depositions in Columbus, Ohio, oh, ten or twelve years ago, and after I
got through, I had a couple of hours time before my plane left to come
back home, and 1 went over to--I belicve it was the adjutant general's
office, in Columbus and asked if they had any records on the Civil War,
who served and so on., They said they had eleven or twelve volumes and
T asked for the one with the "F's" in it. And the amazing thing was
there was, T think, eleven Fribleys served and three were killed and one
deserted. You can check too far on that stuff.

Q: Yes. (laughter)

A: Rather intevesting. Perhaps, one of them was this—-well, it was a
Fribley-~I think his name was Robert. T could check and find that out.
But he was wounded in the BRattle of Antietam and he went down to Wash-
ington to recuperate and his sheepskin diary—-which I wish I had, fellow
up in Michigan has it——shows that somebody formulated the idea of train-
ing a Negro regiment.. And he was advanced from a captain, I guess, to

a colonelcy.

After training these wmen along with a couple of white regiments, they
floated them down to Jacksonville, Florida, because Florida was teeter-
tottering between the Confederate and Union, and they landed. And, the
second or third day after that, they were ambushed and he was the first
man killed. Of course, being one white man in a bunch of six hundred
Negroes vou could know what would happen.

Funoy thing, 1 was in Florida a couple of years ago and I went up to
see Lhis battlefield, west ol Jacksonville, called the Battle of
Olustee, and, Lthey were having a reenactment the following day. 1
didn't stay for it. And I walked in there and saw a fellow and got to
ralking to him and I teld him I was checking on a thing because T had a
relative who was killed there. "Oh, is that right?" T said, "Yes."

He said, "Which side?" and I sald, "Union." And I said, "He was
supposed to be leading a Negro regiment.'" He sald, "Oh. Colonel
Fribley?" He stepped over about a hundred feet and showed me where he
was supposed Lo have been killed.

Q: Well, for heaven sakes.

A: His body was not found for a couple of days and if was well ripened
by then. This man who gave me this information was a Civil War ''buff"




from Miami.

Q: So, did you know of any others that had served in the Civil . .
A: Not on my father's side.

Q: Okay. Let's see. What type farming did your father do?

A: Well, he was a general farmer. He farmed half a section of land and
"fed out" two hundred to three hundred cattle per year that he
purchased in Texas and Oklahoma. Got 'em in August and would feed them
first grass and then full-feed on corn, and then he would ship them
out, oh, about the first of May, to Chicago. Dad was a pretty good
cattle feeder.

Q: Of the 320 acres, then, how much was cultivated?

A: All of it. Except for the buildings, I would say 310 acres of it
at least.

Q: Then he had a feed lot where he . . .
A: Yes. Cattle feeding. A small lot.
Q: Did he make trips to Oklahoma and Texas for the purchase . .

A: Yes. 1 went with him on one trip I remember. Very interesting,
where you go out on a ranch and a bunch of cowboys would round up a
herd of cattle. My father, for instance, he would agree to purchase
200 head out of a 400 herd, and they would run the cattle, which were
rather gaunt by August, they were pretty well drought slimmed down, no
grass, and he would, for instance, agree to purchase 200 head at $100 a
head and then they, the cowboys, would run the cattle through, one at

a time, through a chute, or a narrow passageway, and he and I would

sit on the fence and Dad would say, "In," or "Out," meaning "in" he
took him and "out" he didn't take him. My father, I am very proud of
him, naturally, and forgive me for it. He could look at a steer, a
Hereford steer—--he always dealt in Herefords. They were, of course,
grade Herefords. There weren't any pure-breds, I don't think, in those
days, but he could look at a thin steer and tell how he could develop
out as a fat steer.

Q: Did you inherit that capability?

A: On cattle, yes. On other livestock, no. When I was in high school,
I was on the judging team and I think I placed third in the State of
Illinois in judging beef cattle. On dairy cattle, I probably placed
last.

Q: Well. (chuckles) How old were you when you took this trip with your
father?




A: About fourteen.
Q: Where did you go?

A: We went somewhere in southern Oklahoma, or in the Texas Panhandle,
which is south of Oklahoma.

Q: You went by train .
A: Yes. Oh, yes.
Q: Did you bring the cattle back with you at that time

A: Well, we would come back by train but they would ship them to
Dollville, ship them to St. Louis and then on the C&EI [Chicago and
Eastern Illinois] up to Dollville, which is a settlement north of

Tower Hill, or Dunkel, which is a settlement north of Pana where they
had a railroad station on the I1linois Central. And then we would

drive them home. Sometimes it took you a day or so to get them all home
because they were wild steers and a darn dog would bark and they would
stampede and chase the dog.

Q: Well. (chuckles)

A: Had trouble sometimes. But they would be two and three year old
steers and big carcasses, but rather thin.

Q: And you did this on horseback, I suppose?
A: Yes. We always had about three riding horses here.

Q: What do you remember of your father's character? Was he a stern
person or .

A: No, not particularly, although he was firm. He was a strong Method-
ist. He didn't drink or smoke. He voted the Republican ticket. When
he had very vehement ideas on some issues——for instance, T can remember
when a group of three men came out there and wanted him to join the Ku
Klux Klan, probably around 1916 or 1917, and he ordered them off the
place., He just didn't believe in that, That redounded a lot to my
benefit when I first ran for senator.

Q: Oh? In what way?

A: Well, when I first ran for senator, I ran against three men, one of
whom was of the Catholic faith and he had a sort of a campaign manager
and he was of the Catholic faith. I defeated him in the primary and
damned if I didn't then have to run against a Republican, Mayor

Spresser of Taylorville, in the general election. This campaign manager
attached himself to Spresser and told that I was a member of the Ku Klux
Klan. Later I went down to Sigel, in my district, which was a strong
Catholic community, and nobody would hardly speak to me. And I finally
found out that the rumor had been spread that T was a Ku Kluck. So I



got four or five of the prominent Democrats in Sigel and Neoga together
and I told them what I had heard and I asked them to come to Pana and
check with Father Maroney, the priest here, and Father DeChene, the
priest in Assumption. And they come up and found out that those things
weren't true.

Q: Well. (chuckles)

A: And from then on, why, I always was, I believe, ace high among the
Catholic people. 1 loved them and they loved me.

Q: Do you remember being disciplined by your father, particularly?
A: I can't remember my father—-my mother did that. (laughter)

Q: Do you remember any talks about your father, and his counselling you,
or . . .

A: Well . . . very probably yes, but I don't distinctly recall it. Tt
was just accepted that you should be honest and you should work hard,
and I enjoyed working. I loved to work on a farm.

Q: Let's see. When were you born, sir?

A: Aupust 3, 1906. In the farmhouse south of Assumption.

Q: In that farmhouse?

A: Yes. They built a new home in 1912, a new brick home. But I was
born in an old frame house about like . . . (points to painting on wall)

Q: Something like that in the picture. I see. What are your first
memories of that house that you were born in?

A: Frankly, I don't remember it, because they built the house when I
was six years old, and .

Q: The new house, you mean?

A: Yes. And they moved it back, the old house, and they built this new
brick house and I just don't remember very much about that house. Just
don't remember it. It was about--I would say about a-—probably four
rooms downstairs and two up or something like that. It was eventually
moved up to Assumption, and then it was torn down about six years ago.

Q: What was your mother's name?

A: Clara Belle, B-E-L-L-E, Storey. Her maiden name was Greene,
G-R-E-E-N-E.

Q: Do you remember her father?



A: My mother's?
Q: Your mother's father, yes. Your grandfather on your mother's side.

A: Yes. George A. Storey was his name and hig wife's name was Nancy.
My great grandfather had come from Scotland and settled in Canada and
my grandfather came te Illinois about 1865 to be a herdsman for a
Colonel Judy of Petersburg, Menard County, Illinois, who was a breeder
of Clydesdale horses and Shorthorn cattle of that area.

Q: What's a herdsman?

A: Well, took care of cattle and horses and sheep. My grandfather,
being a Scotchman, sincerely believed that if you didn't have horses
that were Clydesdales or cattle that were Shorthorns, yvou just didn't
own livestock. My maternal great grandfather, Johnson Gaines Greene,
was quite a friend of Colonel Judy and his daughter, my grandmother,
Nancy Greene, met and married George Storey when he was a herdsman for
Colonel Judy, and they then moved to a farm about seven miles east of
Assumption, and I can remember going over to Grandfather's place. 1In
those days farmers bred their mares to stallions. WMy grandfather owned,
and kept for breeding purposes, I would say at least five large,
beautiful Clydesdale stallions., Ile sold quite a few Clydesdale stal-
lions or geldings to the Busch Brewery people at St. Louis. His son, my
uncle, Alex Storey, also did that., They also showed Shorthorn cattle
and Clydesdale horses at county fairs and state fairs.

Q: How large a place did he own?

A: As T understand it, Granddad Storey had about three hundred and sixty
acres, something like that.

Q: If he was raising stock in that manner, he must have had considerable
pasture, then.

A: Yes,

Q: Se, do you remember about the proportion that he had in farming and
in pasture?

A: Well, I would imagine that he had at least eighty acres in pasture,
but I would be rather dim on that.

Q: Did you get to know him very well?

A: Not particularly. When he got older, he and his wife would stay one
winter at our home, one winter at one son's home and another winter at
his other son's home. They had some agreement to shift around. But he
was a nice old man. He apparently was a pretfty substantial citizen
because, as a lawyer, I occasionally run into abstracts of title where
he would act as appraiser or commissioner, in partition suits, or

i 2



executor of estates. Not too many, but apparently he was quite well-
regarded, I think.

Q: What about his wife? Did you know her very well?

A: Nancy Storey. Not particularly. They were both dead when I was
probably 13 years old.

Q: Oh, I see.

A: You see, my paternal grandfather died when I was four, I think. My
paternal grandmother died when I was about six, and my maternal grand-
mother and grandfather died when I was about, T would say, about thir-
teen. Something like that.

Q: So you really didn't get to know them that much. (pause) And you
say your mother was the disciplinarian in the family?

A: Yep.
Q: How many brothers and sisters did you have?

A: T had two brothers and two sisters. My oldest brother was killed
when T was about 5 years old. He was struck by lightning. My father
shipped a couple of carloads of fat cattle to Chicago that day and
accompanied the shipments on the Il1linois Central. He rode in the
caboose of the train up to Clinton, Illinois. There they would make up
a complete livestock train and would leave Clinton about midnight and
go into Chicago with it. I made a couple of trips with my father on
those, which was very interesting to a country boy.

My oldest brother, George, 17 years old and very well-built, was
threshing oats with a threshing crew about three miles from home, and a
rain came up and they all went into a hay barn and lightning struck the
barn and killed him and stunned a couple of men and killed a couple of
horses. But I was only about five years old when that happened. I
didn't have too much recollection of him. I remember him getting a new
saddle, putting it on a riding mare, and picking me up as a little kid
and putting me up on the saddle and leading the horse around, which was
quite a thrill. But I just don't remember too much about him.

The next was sister Helen, who married a doctor. She was a registered
nurse down at Barnes Hospital. She married a Dr. E. R. VanMeter and was
probably thirty-~five when she had one son. Her husband died very sudden-
ly about one year later. She went back to nursing and raised her son,
sent him to Vanderbilt and he became a lawyer, and incidentally was
captain of the Olympic bicycle racing team that went to the Olympics

when they were held in Australia. Helen died about 25 years ago.

Q: Okay. BSo that is George and Helen, and the next . . .
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A: Next was my brother Homer, who was a farmer and he is dead. Homer
died about six years ago. He farmed about a half a section of land in
the Assumption area.

Then the next one was my sister Rachel who married a preacher who became

an Army chaplain and had a pretty decent war record, and he is retired.

My sister died about four years ago out in Califormia. She is buried g
at Arlington cemetery, at Washington, D. C. Her husband, Colonel James

T. Wilson, is retired and lives out in California.

Q: (pause) So you had two brothers and two sisters, then.
A: Yes. They are all dead.
Q: What do you remember most about yvour mother?

A: Well, my mother was just a darned lovable person, and she was very
well-tespected in the community, and kindly, humane and sympathetic,
but she would paddle my fanny if T got out of line, as kids sometimes do.

Q: Well. (chuckles) (pause) What type of person was she? Was she
active in the church, for example?

A: Reasonably active for a farmer's wife. My dad was a member and
trustee of the Methodist church of Assumption for as long as I can
remember, and mother was reasonable active. A farmer's wife. You know,
in those days, you didn't have radio, nor television and the communi-
cations were generally around with your neighbors. There wasn't much
visiting between city folks and country folks.

During high school--we lived three and a half miles from Assumption—-

T rode horseback. Well, no, the first two years, why, I drove back and
forth in a buggy or horse-drawn enclosed cab, with my sister Rachel.
Thereafter 1 rode horseback into Assumption to high school. T would get
up early, milk two cows, help feed two or three hundred steers and

then get on a horse and madly gallop into Assumption. Put the horse in
a barn there, which we rented, and get to high school, generally on
time. I think the kids at high school could probably smell cow manure

and silage on my clothing but they didn't say anything about it that T &
know of. In those days, farm people were 'hicks,'" "clodhoppers," and

"hayseeds." Country kids always had an inferiority complex.

Q: Well.

A: T think it was very true in those days.
Q: Do you think your mother and father had that .

A: Oh, no, no.
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Q: Just the children in the family . .

A: Children naturally had it, all country kids.

Q: Where was the church that your folks belonged to?

A: Well, first, when I was a little kid, they had a country church
called Grace-~] presume it was Methodist——it was always called Grace
Church, which was on the adjoining section about a mile and a half from
our house.

Q: So it was a country church, then.

A: Yes. And we would go in a carriage in the summer and a horse-~drawm

bobsled in the winter. Heat bricks and put them in the bottom of the
sled in the straw to keep your feet warm.

Q: You say your father and mother were pretty active in that church,
then?

A: Yes, Then the church disbanded, or at least it was moved away. 1
don't know when it was, probably when T was about ten years old, and
we started going to the Methodist church in Assumption.

Q: In Assumption?

A: Yep. Had a car and you could go that way in the summer and part of
the time in the winter. We didn't have a car until about 1914.

Q: What kind of car did you get then?
A: (chuckles) My father purchased a second-hand Cadillac.
Q: Oh, is that right?

A: From a fellow at Decatur. It was a 1913, or 1914, model. It was the
first model that had a self-starter but that didn't work very good.

Q: Did they have many, when you were quite young at this Grace Church,
do you recall any of the social activity around that church at that time?

A: Not particularly. They'd have--TI don't think--maybe they did have at
the church, perhaps so; and at the Dunkel country school, a one-room
schoolhouse that I attended, they would have pie socials, you know, and
stuff like that. Girls would bake pies and someone would auction them
off and, if you bought a pie, you were supposed to get to eat with the
gal that made the pie.

Q: I see., (laughter)
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A: That would, at least, get a crowd. You are getting me nostalgic
as I can be!

Q: That is my intention, sir. (laughter) At the moment. What do you
remember about that type of entertainment, T guess you would call it?

A: Well, nothing particularly. (pause) There just was . . . Well,
now, there just wasn't too much socializing. We socialized as much as
anybody else but, you see, the closest neighbor would be half a mile
away. We lived pretty much in the center of this half-section. We
had some good neighbors. Just nice, nice people. They were awfully
nice people,

Q: Then how often would you have a social at the church there, or a
little bit later in Assumption?

A: We just didn't have much.

Q: Didn't have that sort of thing.

A: Maybe two or three times a winter,
Q: Usually during the winter.

A: Summertime, about the only entertainment we had was at the Pana
Chautauqua, which was probably one of the largest ones in the United
States. My folks had a surrey with a couple of driving horses, or

riding horses that were trained to drive, and the family would get in
there and mother would fix up a lot of fried chicken, salad, pie, and

so forth, and we would go down there about eleven o’'clock in the
morning--eight miles by horse drawn surrey-—and tie the horses to the
hedge fence, after unhooking them from the surrey, and feed them. Then
we had a picnic dinner. And then, in the afternoon, why, we would attend
the chautauqua here,

William Jennings Bryvan and President McKinley; Johm Philip Sousa's

band, the Marine band; Billy Sunday, the great evangelist of those times;
Swiss wvodelers; Japanese acrobats. And I remember hearing a fellow

that was quite a World War T hero who wrote the book Over the Top, T
think. I can't remember his name but I believe it was Pat O'Brien, The
chautauqua lasted about eight days beginning with l'viday and rupning
through the following second Sunday. We attended three or four day and
night sessions. Oh, that was quite a thrill.

SESSION 1, TAPE 1, SIDE 2
Q: Do you remember hearing William Jennings Bryan?

A: Yes, but I don't remember his speech. I just remember that I did
hear him. He was quite a windjammer, I thought. (laughter)



Q: How about the Sousa band?

A: That was something! The Marine band, 1 don't remember what--I

think out at the park here they had a little high school band that
entertained a couple of Sundays ago. And they got to talking and I

told somebody, I said--they plaved one of John Philip Sousa's marches—-
and I said, "I am positive that he played here at Pana Chautauqua . M
and some people looked somewhat dubious, so I went over to somebody

else who is an old-timer and he agreed--absolutely that happened!

Quite a deal. (laughter)

Incidentally, then after the afternoon performance we would have supper,
getting by from what was left over from dimmer, and they they would
have an evening entertainment. And then, we would start home about
nine~thirty, drive the eight miles up from Pana. The benches in the
auditorium took care ol about two thousand people. 1It's a rather
substantial auditorium, open-air, with a roof over it, of course.

Q: Is it still there?

A: Yes. And they had tanbark on the floor and, like a little kid, I
would push the tanbark around while I was sitting in the seat, you
know how a kid will fidget around, and when we got home about ten-
thirty, well, my mother would always insist that I wash my feet before
T went to bed, and that was terrible! (laughter)

Q: Except on Saturdays, huh?

A: Yes. (laughter)

Q: Well. You didn't have any milking problems, then?

A: Milking?

Q: Yes, milking.

A: We never kept--oh, I guess, when T was real vyoung, my father used to
feed out six or eight hundred sheep and, for awhile there, he had a
small dairy, milked, oh, ten or twelve cows, but then he got into beef
cattle and raised some hogs. Only we never raised them. We generally
bought hogs to follow the cattle.

Q: And then fed them out, you mean?

A: Yes, But that was not-—-that was an incidental. I don't think we ever
had over fifty hogs at a time.

Q: Did vou butcher there, at

A: Yes. Every fall we would butcher, probably, five shoats.
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: Did you ever help with that?

>

: Yep.
Q: What part did you do?

A: Scraped the hair off. (laughter) Feed the fire to take care of the
lard rendering kettles. That is about all, T think.

Q: What did they do, shoot them?

A: They'd shoot the hogs. Well, I can remember, first they started
hitting them in the head with a mall, it's like a sledge, and then we
got to shooting them in the head with a twenty-two rifle and, as soon
as they fell--we never had real big hogs, only about 250 pound shoats.
Some people butchered awfully big hogs. I don't think we ever
hutchered anything that ever weighed over 250 pounds, which in those
days was a rather small hog. There was a lot of farmers who were going
for fat, see, lard. T imagine, five or six were butchered. Then,
soon's you got them killed, why, vou would pull them up on a platform,
and at the end of the platform you would have a barrel with scalding
water in it. And you would let the hog in there and jerk him out and
after about three trips like that, you would pull the hog out onto a
platform and then you had sort of a bristle scraper in your hands or
you would pull off the hair, and get him just white.

As soon as that was done, you strung him up by his hind legs and gutted
the hog, and you'd cut off the head and separate legs, the shoulders

and hips, the loins and the backbone and ribs, and divide him up, and

cut out the leaf lard, and that was put into a big iron kettle, T think.
It was a sort of cast iron. The kettle would probably hold . . . T would
say twenty-five gallon of fluid or lard, and you'd cut up the leaf

lard, that's inside the abdomen, inside the ribs, and that over the loins
and the sides of the hog, and so on, and you would cut that in cubes
about an inch square and put that in the iron kettle and build a fire
under it and somebody had to stir that to keep it from burning.
Eventually, you would pour it out into five-gallon tin containers and

let it cool and the next morning it would be nice solidified white lard.

Q: What did you use for fuel there? Wood?

A: Wood.

Q: Where did you get your wood?

A: We didn't have any woods on the farm, but we had--oh, we might have
had a few trees. We always had a peach orchard, and some apple, pear,
and plum trees. I think that is about all other than shade trees that

grew on the farm. That's all I can practically recall. We always kept
a fairly big garden.
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Q: Did you have a lot to do with keeping that going?

A: Yes, and I hated it. (laughter)

Q: What was the worst part about it?

A: Pulling the weeds and hoeing.

Q: Hoeing.

A: Hoeing in the garden.

Q: What kind of fuel did you use when you were quite young, in the house?
Was it wood? Or did you have coal?

A: Coal furnace. The house we built in 1913 was a very modern house.

We had our own water system——pressure water. It was a rather big house.
It was a duplicate of a house built by a banker in Decatur catty-wampus
southwest of the Millikin University campus. It's a fraternity house
now, I think. Our house had its own electric light system.

Q: Did you use a Delco plant, or something of that nature?

A: Edison it was. They called it an Edison system. We had about a, I
imagine, about a two-and-a-~half horsepower engine in the basement and
twice a week--well, on Mondays, my mother always washed. At that time,
the engine ran for about two hours and would charge up the batteries and
pump the water pressure up, which was good for several days.

(Taping stopped for telephone conversation, then resumed.)

Q: Your mother was making sure the batteries were charged up on Monday
morning.

A: Yes. And then, probably on Thursday, why, they would run this motor
for the engine, gas engine, a couple more hours, to charge up the
batteries. And rather interesting, in those days, 1 can't recall that
we ever had a light bulb in our house that was over 30 watts, and if you
went out of a room and didn't turn off the light, you were given the
dickens. And I'll bet, in my house in Pana now, we don't have a bulb
that isn't a 75 or 100 watt bulb, and still T can't see so good.
(chuckles)

But we had a coal heated hot water furnace. Later that was changed to
0il, and to show you how modern that house was in 1913, they had a
central vacuum system put in. It had big pipes that went to upstairs
and downstairs so that you could plug in to these and vacuum the whole
house with this one system. It was quite a modern house.

Q: Is it still standing?
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just don't remember it. But they had a hedgerow around every forty acre
field, big hedges. And my father hired a man with a large steam
tractor and they pulled all of the hedge out there. That farm didn't
have an inch of hedge on it by the time I was ten years old, or big
enough to realize., But I heard people talk about it,

Q: 1 was wondering if the wood might have been hedge that you were
burning.

A: They tell me all the hedge that was pulled out was burned at that
time. Dad was one of the first farmers that got rid of hedges. Dad
was a fairly progressive farmer.

Q: What other types of chores did you start out with?

A: Milking.

Q: Milking?

A: Milked a couple of cows. From the time I can remember, we never had

more than two cows. Of course, we milked morning and night, and
probably I milked one of them and later on two.

Q: What kind of cows were those?

A: Jerseys.

Q: Jerseys.

A: Yep.

Q: Did you breed those? You must have if you were having milk,

A: Undoubtedly we did. Yes, we did, because they got fresh every year
and had a calf.

Q: Do vou remember helping with the calf, or raising the calf in any way?

A: Not particularly. But a little bit. Helped feed them skimmed milk
and stuff like that,

Q: What about the pigs? Did you have anything to do with the . . .

A: Helped feed pigs. But generally, you'd turn these-—you see, when a
steer is on full feed, why a lot of grains of cornm would go right
through the steer, undigested and, rather an amazing thing, my father
would buy a bunch of hogs to follow the cattle around the feed lot and,
by cracky, that is about all you fed them, that is about all they ate,
and they would fatten out on that. Getting the corn out of the manure
from the steers.
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Q: That much corn just passing through the steers. It would have been
wasted otherwise,

A: Yep.
Q: What do you remember about the trips to Chicago with the cattle?

A: Oh, boy, that was something. We would drive the steers over to
Dunkel Station and load them in cattle cars. The local would come along
and hook on your two or three cars of steers, Generally, we only
shipped about two ox three cars at a time. We would put them on these
cars, which Dad would have ordered ahead of time. We always asked for
forty-foot cars. If they accidentally put in thirty-six, he would gripe
about it.

And then the local would come along and Dad and I would get back in the
caboose. The caboose had a cupola on it and the brakeman and the
conductor were back there, and, by golly, that was something! Sit up
there in the cupola and look around the countryside., I was the envy of
every kid in the neighborhood, I guess. But we would go up to Clinton
and fiddle around there till they made up this stock train and, from
Clinton on, they had cabooses with bunks in them, with a mattress and,
as 1 recall, a blanket. O0f course, that would ordinarily be in May that
we would be going up there. We tried to get rid of our cattle in May

so we wouldn't have to feed cattle and be able to take care of farming.

In those days, farmers didn't plant their corn until about the latter
part of May or the first of June. Nowadays they will plant the first

of May. But then we only used horses, mules. We had mostly mules, and
my Crandfather Storey just didn't have much use for mules. There wasn't
too good a feeling between the Storeys and the Fribleys about mules.

Q: This was the Clydesdales versus the mules, huh?

A: Yes. And Herefords. We had Herefords, and Grandfather Storey was
a Shorthorn man.

Q: Well. So, out of Clinton, then, you were able to grab some sleep.

A: Yes. And then the stock train got into the stockyards in Chicago
about five-thirty in the morning and we would get out of the caboose

and go up and watch them, these stevedores, mostly black men, unload

the cattle. They would break the seal on the car and ram the stockcar
door open and get the steers out. And, sometimes, they would beat on
them to make them move fast. T just didn't like them beating our steers
that I'd lived with and fed for the last six or eight months. Iade me
want to cry.

Then they would pen these steers and give them some hay and water. That
is all the feed they got and they didn't give them too much water because
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the buyers didn't like steers that were filled up with water—-didn't
like to buy that water.

Then we would go over to the Stockyards Inn and my father and I would
wash our faces and hands and Dad would get a shave, and then we would
eat breakfast there at the Stockyard Inn, and then get back to the
stockyards about seven o'clock, I imagine, and see the commission men.
We shipped to a commission firm, see, and then the buyers from Armours,
Swift, Cudahy and Morris and maybe some more, that's the ones I recall
right now, they come by there on nice riding horses with riding boots
and whipcord riding pants and, boy, I was envious of those. And they
would look at your cattle and they'd make an offer and then go on and
another would come by and make an off:r and you tried to get the best
offer,.

T

Q: Was your dad good at that?

A: This was handled by the commission men. We generally used a firm
called Adams & Kitchen. Maybe one of these buyers might ask my dad
gomething, but I don't particularly recall that, because they would have,
I guess, ten thousand steers there a day and there were a lot of good
steers there. Oh, we hever had, I don't think, really, really top
quality steers. My father had some o0ld clippings when he was in the
sheep business, out of the--Stockyard Journal I think it was called.

Had a clipping out of that where it stated he had topped the market
several times with sheep.

Q: So did he ship sheep in the same manner?
A: This was when I was a small child. 1I presume so.
Q: What else did you do while you were in Chicago, then?

A: Well, soon as the cattle were sold, about eleven o'clock or eleven-—
thirty, you would go over to the commission firm's office, which was

in the stockyards office building there, and get your check, and when I
went—-I can't recall being up there more than twice~-but, when I went
along, Dad consigned one car load in my name and the other loads in his
name. That way we could both get free tickets on the Illinois Central
coming home.

3]

Q: Well. (chuckles)

A: Of course, the checks for the cattle were made out to Dad. Then we
would go over to what they called Jackknife Ben's which was quite a
stockman's store there, right across the street from the stockyards
building. Tt was a big store and they had saddles, bridles and whips,
spurs and riding boots and stuff like that . . . and jackknives and so
on, and we would make a few purchases there, nothing particularly, and
then generally we would go to a show or something. Try to get out about
three-thirty--a picture show. The train left Chicago, the Tllinois
Central, about, as I recall, about four o'clock or four-thirty, and it
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stopped at every station, and we would get in to the Dunkel Station then.
And my brother Homer or a hired man would always bring a couple of
riding horses and tie them up in the stockyards. We would get off the
train about eleven-thirty or a quarter to twelve at night and get our
horses and ride home, tired, but happy. (laughter) It was very inter~
esting to a little boy.

Q: Well, T guess so. Now, you mentioned going to a show, do you remember
anything--did you get out to Grant Park? Or any of the other sights
in Chicago?

A: I can't recall of being in downtown Chicago. I think it was all in
the stockyards area which was 30 or 40 blocks [rom the Loop. Of course,
we had to go part way downtown, I think, to get to the Tllinois Central
passenger station to get on the train to go home. Not downtown but
south of the Loop, you know, where the Illinois Central station is now.
We'd have had to have done that. low we got over there, T just don't
know, Mr. Waggoner, I just don't know. I presume a street car.

Q: Yes, sir. Okay. Let's see now. You were doing milking and working
in the garden. What else did you do around the . . .

A: Well, when I got older, I would take a two-horse team or four-horse
team and plow, disc, harrow and cultivate corn and then, when the wheat
and oats were harvested in late July or early August, Dad and my
brother Homer would operate horse drawn binders to bind the wheat or
oats in bundles, you know, and my brother and my dad always ran the
horse or mule=drawn binders. I never had that privilege. I shocked the
bearded wheat and ocats. I remember in 1917 and 1918, when the first
World War was on, we were short on help and we hired two coal miners
from Pana, who came out there and they would help shock wheat. I
remember, we had a Chicago boy come down there and worked for us about
a month and a hall. It was somec sort of a program for city fellows to
come out in the country and work on farms.

T remember this city boy came down on the train. His name was Armold
Sogolow. His father was a tailor in Chicago, and we were out in the
vard that night and he saw fireflies for the first time and he got all
worried they might get something afire. And I said, "They don't." And
he said, "Well, with real dry straw, would they set it afire?"
(laughter) It was a very Interesting summer.

Q: llow did he do as a worker?
A: He was a fairly good worker. And these coal miners were older men
but we had the darnedest time. I worked with them, teaching them how

to put up a shock of wheat, and cap it.

Q: How did you put up a shock of wheat?
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A: Well, you would grab two bundles, by the top, plop them down on the
stubble, and two more bundles on each side and then put other bundles
around until you would have, probably, ten bundles in there, and then
the last thing you did was take a bundle and hold it right about where
the band went around it and bend the top half so it was at a sort of a
right angle and put that on top as a cap. The theory being, if it
rained, why, that would keep the water flowing out and not into the
shock. But these guys would put up a shock and they they would walk
around and look over their shoulder to see if the thing was ready to
fall down again. (laughter)

These men from Pana became very good friends and helped me later
politically. They were named Zack Sennezy and Ed Broux. Sometimes the
binder would kick out a bundle and the band would break or the knot
wasn't tied. If you ran across a bundle of wheat with a broken or
untied twine, then you took some of the wheat stalks compressed to
about an inch across and there was a way to wrap that around the wheat,
and then thumb it into a sort of a half-knot, and twist it under, and
every farm kid was an expert on that.

I was campaigning in 1934 down in Cumberland County and met a bunch of
farmers—--and I was all city-slickered up, you know——and they brought up
the subject of how to take care of a broken twine band and I give my
opinion thereon, "Hell, I could do that right now."” And T hadn't done
it for ten years, I guess. And one farmer said, "I betcha you can't.”
He walked over and he got some wheat that was growing in the pasture
next to the Cumberland County fairgrounds, and I flipped that thing
around my knee and showed him how I did it and, at that time, there was
about fifteen or twenty farmers there watching and that did me a lot

of good, among the farmers, politically. (laughter) I've been awful
lucky.

Q: Good. (laughs) Did you plant corn then?

A: Yes. Planted corn. You see, in those days you planted everything
in rows and you checked it. In other words, the corn was planted in
tows, forty-two inches wide, and the planter would drop two to three
grains of corn in the soil every 42 inches by use of a checkwire that
ran through the side of the planter. Well, if you kept your checkwire
staked right, why then that meant that vyou could cross-cultivate it.

Q: Oh. Lined it up together, then .

A; Yes. But occasionally, if you got messed up with the tension on put-
ting that wire stake in the ground at the end of the field and didn't
put the stake in the ground just right, then you got everything all
messed wup and couldn't cross cultivate with any success. While cross
cultivating, you would have to shift the cultivator beam around
considerably and this meant that by nighttime your old fanny got pretty
sore.
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Q: 50 then you had cultivating to do also.
A: Yes.
Q: What did you have? A two-row cultivator?

A: We first had a one-row cultivator until probably about

Between my junior and senior year in college my brother, who was a
pretty good mechanic, came down to Pana and purchased two John Deere
two-row cultivators which were pulled by three horses, or mules, and
it just came out that year. He used his about a half a day, and I
used one the rest of the season. But I was wiry and full of pep and
vinegar. My brother was just a wee bit lazy, maybe,

Q: Why? What did it require?

A: Well, the hell of it was, when you was crossing corn, why, you had to
shift those cultivators with your feet and, il you didn't have a

regular check and the corn hills didn't line up right, then you had to
shift them quite a bit and the only leverage you had was the seat.

You'd push the cultivator frame back and forth with your feet. John
Deere didu't make it quite right. The two gangs of the two-row
cultivator were too close together. In other words, the outside shovel
or blade of the one gang was too close to the outside shovel or blade

of the other gang, and if you had many weeds, particularly joint weeds,
why that would clog up and you'd have to stop and pull that out.

So, I lived with it as long as I could and, fortunately, a rainy day
come along so I took some heavy wire and outlined a mew shank for the
shovels whereby, when the shank came out of the frame, it was extended
back about eight inches, and then down to the shovel or blade, and that
cured it. And, about a month later, people from the John Deere factory
at Moline came over to see how the cultivator worked and they saw that
and they thought, "Well, what the hell? What did you do?" And I told
them what T had done and the next year John Deere adopted my invention.
I should have patented it. (laughter)

Then, in the fall, why, we would fill silos. My father originally had
two wooden silos and one of them blew down and he then had constructed
two sixty-two Feet high concrete siles, by an outfit from over in
Indiana. There were probably four men came over and, in about sixty
days, they built these two sixteen—foot diameter, sixty-two and a half
foot high silos. These fellows had built silos all over the world and
I was employed by them at a dollar a day to drive a team of mules to
haul up mixed concrete in a bucket on a windlass, and they liked me and
they taught me how to throw a lasso and how to construct and throw a
boomerang.

Q: Well. (chuckles)
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A: I wish I still remembered how to make a boomerang.
Q: Were you any good at using either the lasso or the . .
A: T could do a fair job with a lasso, just fair.
Q: And you got the other to come back to you, then, the boomerang?
A: Yes.
Q: I'11l be doggoned. (laughs)
Did you ever work on & threshing crew yourself?
A: Yes.
Q: What did you do?

A: Pitched bundles., I loved to—-—-well, I had so much experience at
loading manure and pitching silage with a fork--T loved to use a fork—-
and if you were pitching bundles, you were standing on solid ground,
you weren't up on the wagon. I'd hate to try to run a wagon and load
bundles.

Q: Why would you not want to run a wagon?

A: Well, because if there is some fellow on the ground pitching bundles
up to you, why, he is standing on solid ground and, if you are on the
wagon, you are unsteady. And you've got to catch these bundles and lay
them just exactly so, and make your crossties at the corners. I never
went for that.

Q: There is quite a science to that, isn't there?

A: Darn right. We used to have a neighbor there, a rather wealthy
farmer now by the name of Clive Erisman and I don't think there was any
fellow in the country that could load a wagon like he did. The wagon
would be about eight feet across and was loaded to about four or five
feet high and, when Erisman did it, it just looked like a brick, just
symmetrical sides and ends. Boy, he was a perfectionist,.

And then, in the fall, why, we would--we had men that would cut the

corn off about four inches from the ground, or something like that, and
pile it into piles and then the wagons would come out to pick up these
stalks of corn that had been cut, were still green. About eight or nine
wagons, maybe, something like that, to haul in the cut corn to fill the
silos. And that would take, I would say, two weeks.

Q: Did you have to chop that before you put it in the silo, or . .

A: No. You see what they did, this corn was tall corn, and the fellow
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would bring it in, a load of corn, just the stalks, leaves and ears,

and then throw it into a sort of trough with a chain arrangement in it
and that would bring the corn down into the silage cutter, and then a
fellow had to feed that in to the silage cutter, and there was a fan
that would blow it up a pipe about six to eight inches in diameter to
the top of the silo and then the silage came down inside, and we filled
those silos. With regard to the concrete silos, you didn't tamp it very
much because by the time you got fifty foot of silage in the silo, it
would settle just about as fast as you put it in.

Q: Oh, is that right?
A: Yes,

Q: Because of the weight of the material.

SESSION 1, TAPE 2, SIDE 1

Q: Did you ever have to walk around and tamp this down at the top of the
silo?

A: Oh, yes and I fed the silo filler.

Q: Oh, you did?

A: Yes. Not very much. We had a fellow that was a pretty good feeder,
but he kind of went to sleep one day and he fed his hand into the
cutter and it took off three of his fingers. And then I went ahead and
finished the job. I was then about, I was about an eighteen year old
kid. I remember I went on to college after that.

Q: Yes. What kind of power were you using in this . . .

A: We had a so-called 15-30 Tawson tractor. We had, I think, about the
second or third tractor in Assumption Township, and as I recall, we had

several Lawsons.

Q: And this first one would have been about what—--1922, some place in
there?

A: The wooden silos were built about 1913 and the concrete silos were
built in, I think, in 1917.

Q: Were they all filled in the same manner?
A: Yes. But you had to have a more powerful outfit to fill the concrete

silos because it took a hell of a lot of power to shoot that silage up
sixty-two feet and over the top of the silo.
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Q: Did the pipe form a sort of semi~circular hook on the top?

A: Yes, the silage come out of there just "a barreling.”

Q: And that was used to feed out the cattle, then, primarily?

A: Yes. Those silos were filled about the first of September, I think.
Q: It must have taken quite a bit of acreage of corn to . . .

A: Well, our silos would hold about seventy to eighty acres of corn.

Q: Yes.

A: But then there was shucking to be done, but I never shucked corn,
except maybe in the evenings, rarely, and then, I would shuck on Satur-—
days. I always envied some of those corn shuckers. You know, if you
were a top shucker, you could shuck a hundred or more bushels a day,
and some like this Clive Erisman I was talking about—-he is still
living——~he shucked up a hundred and twenty bushels a day. He was a
champion. Slender and lithe and strong. I don't think T ever shucked
more than about seventy bushels of corn a day in my life.

Q: Did you ever make a special effort to see how much you could shuck
in a day?

A: Well, I wanted to get it above seventy bushels.
Q: Yes. (chuckles)

A: But I didn't. I will take off on that, too. For shucking, we gener-
ally had, I would say, in addition to the silage corn, we probably had
a hundred acres, maybe more, of corn to be shucked. And men, from

south of Pana, down in Fayette County or Marion County, used to come up
and they would shuck for, oh, three to six weeks, so much a bushel. And
a funny thing. The first campaign I made, in 1934, I was campaigning
dowvn at Farina in the south part of Fayette County, in the spring. And
T went in a blacksmith shop, it was a cold, raw day, and a bunch of
farmers were in this blacksmith shop and they got to talking about the
merits of manure spreaders, and I popped off--T1 was down there cam-
paigning, all dressed up, vou know, with a derby hat omn, like an idiot--
and I popped off that the Nisco manure spreader was a darn sight bettew
than a John Deere. And that prompted an argument, and--they got to
smarting off, making fun of me--and I told them I believed I had hauled
more manure than any man in the crowd. And they they made some snide
remarks. I was just off-base, see, I should have never have been

popping off.

But a fellow came in and went over to the blacksmith and left some plow-
shares to be sharpened. When he came in, I handed him my political
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card which stated "John Fribley for Senator," or something like that.

And he went over to the blacksmith and he came back over to the crowd
and one of these fellows said to him, "Ezry, what do you think of this
fellow Fribley? He claims he has hauled and spread more manure than
anybody in the crowd. We think he just spreads it with his mouth."

Q: (chuckles)

A: And this Ezry looked at my card. He said, "Are you Wes Fribley's
boy?" And I said, "Yes." '"You're John, aren't you?" And I said,
"Yeah." He got out his pocketbook and he said, "I've got thirty dollars,
or something like that, in there. 1I1'll bet you that he has hauled more
manure than all the rest of you put together." And I said, "How would
you know that?" He said, "Don't you remember me, Ezry Fellers?" He
said, "I shucked corn for your dad for several years." And I said,
"Heck, yes!" And that had been probably fifteen, twenty years before.
But it sure got me a lot of votes among the farmers around Farina,

which was a strong Republican area.

Q: T guess. (laughter)

A: I've been lucky. If he hadn't come and hadn't told how much manure
we hauled, I would have been jeered out of town.

Q: Yes, sir. Was this from the feedlot that you hauled the manure out
to the fields?

A: Well, you see, our feeding sheds, which were rather large, were all
concrete floors and, as soon as you got through threshing wheat and
oats—-by, roughly, the first of August—-well, for three or four weeks,
all we did was haul manure. With two manure spreaders, we would haul
and spread 20 to 24 loads a day: me and the hired man. I always tried
to out—-do him and he tried to out—-do me and we got out a lot of manure.
He worked a lot harder just to beat me. (laughter)

Q: This was with what, two horses on the manure spreader?

A: Two horses on a manure spreader. We had two spreaders and we would
haul it, oh, a quarter or a half of a mile or more.

Q: What kind of a rotation program did your father use on the farm?

A: We always had about eighty acres of wheat, and I would say about g
hundred and sixty acres of corn, and then there would be some oats and
clover or alfalfa hay. We didn't have beans until about . . . 1923 or
1924. 1 first learned of beans when I was in agriculture class,
probably about 1923. That was about that same time that U. S. Route 2,
later U. S. 51, was built.

Q: You said your father was instrumental in determining the location of
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Route 51.

A: Yes. Up at Assumption, they had a Democrat road commissioner, name
of Eugene Royer, Sr. He and his sons ran a threshing outfit during the
summer. Very strong Democrat. Len Small was Republican governor at
that time and a fellow by the name of Frank T. Sheets was the head of
the department of highways, or department of public works and buildings,
about 1921. Governor Small had a meeting at the co-called Opera House
here in Pana about 1921, 1922, I believe, and my father and I attended
the meeting. A lot of people were there and the purpose of the meeting
was to determine the route that State Route 2, now U. 8. Route 51,
would follow from Pana to Decatur. Everybody had ideas and everybody
wanted it to go by their farm, naturally.

You see, the Illinois Central runs northerly from Pana and slants

14 degrees to the northeast. South of Pana, it is pretty much north and
south down to Vandalia. But north of Pana, it angles easterly toward
Decatur. And some people wanted this road to go straight north of Pana
up to a point west of Assumption and then straight east, crossing the
I1linois Central, to about two miles east of Assumption and then north
to Moweaqua and then jog about two miles east to go on to Macon, and

so on. And, of course, some people wanted it to--shortest way. My
father and Royer were wanting it to go two miles east of Pana and then
straight north to Assumption and then follow alongside the railroad to
Decatur. Gene Royer and Dad were able to get up on the platform and
autline their wishes, and they told Governor Small that he should adopt
that route, which, incidentally, went by the Royer and Fribley farms.

Q: Oh, I see. (laughter)

A: We had a mile of land that extended along the east side of it, and
Royer, about a mile north, had three-fourths of a mile of land that was
on the west side of it. And they agreed with Sheets and Governor Len
Small that, if they adopted that route, that Royver and Dad would get all
the right-of-way donated free of cost. Governor Small decided on that
and, within a week or ten days, Royer and Dad had all the land owners
signed up. So that is where it is.

And T can remember how it was constructed. The contractor was a firm
by the name of McNeilly and he had large piles of gravel and sand and
sacked cement hauled into Assumption by train. The concrete was mixed
there and then they loaded it onto a little car on a narrow gauge rail-
road which went along the side of the road to the construction site,
and then it was dumped into a big concrete mixer where water was added,
and mixed and spread. I think they would lay about an eighth of a mile
a day. Maybe it was a little more than that, but it was something to

behold.

Q: They really moved it through. And you got to watch them do this

A: Yes, sir. (laughter)




Q: Well, you had a Republican and Democrat working together at that
time.

A: Well, the Royers and the Y¥ribleys were always close. Eugene Royer
had a brother-in-law, a Frenchman by the name of Nick Pontius, who was
a darn good surveyor, and he taught Gene Royer's son Carl the art of
surveying. Carl never went to college but he was a top surveyor. When
1 went Into the Senate, I went over to the director of highways and
wanted him to give Carl Royer a state job as a surveyor, but they
wouldn't have him because he wasn't a college graduate, I told the
director that Carl Royer knew a damn sight more about surveying than any
of his men, and he hooted at the idea. BSo I went over to Governor
Horner and Carl Royer was appointed and, within a year, he was advanced
three or four grades because of his abilities. Carl and I went to
Dunkel country school and Assumption high school together. He's a
little younger than me. Carl Royer just retired as county highway
engineer of Christian County about two years ago, I think.

Q: So he really knew his . . .
A: He knew his surveying. He was a good man.

: You said your father was not too involved with politics during that
time, but he did vote the Republican ticket?

A: Yes, people wanted him to run for township supervisor once, T
remember, but he wouldn't do it. He never ran for anything.

Q: Did he ever tell you why he didn't particularly want to do that?

A: Well, he just minded his own business. Paid his bills and minded his
own business.

Q: I see. Yes. All right, sir. Well, we have gone pretty much through
your early home life. Think that would do for today and then we will
pick up--what I would like to get into next is your education during
those years.

A: Well, if you . . .

Q: Okay. Well, we could talk about that now a little bit if you . . .

A: Okay, I can wander on through that for probably ten minutes.

Q: Okay. Where did you start to school?

A: T went to Dunkel grade school. T walked about a mile and a half to
school. One of my teachers is still living, Luella Dunkel McDonald, some
eighty years old. I saw her last Saturday night. At any rate, I went

through the eighth grade there and then I drove with my sister Rachel
to Assumption high school in what they called an open buggy and in winter
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in a cab, a glassed in, one-seated buggy, for two years and Rachel
graduated, and then, the next two years, why, I rode horseback back and
forth and I graduated from Assumption high school in May or June, of
1924, and I was salutatorian of my class.

Then, the following fall, T went to Illinois Wesleyan University at
Bloomington, and went there for one year in a pre-medic course, made
about a B average, I imagine. I didn't like it and the following vear
when I got up to Wesleyan, I had decided to go into the Wesleyan law
school and I found out there was a movement on to discontinue the law
school. But there was a counter-movement to continue it. At any rate,
they had a three-year law school and the teachers were Bloomington
lawyers. They would teach a class at eight o'clock and a class at four-~
thirty, and I started the second-year class, hoping they would re-start
the school,

Well, along in March, I had finished the second term, my father had
hemorrhoids and was unable to farm and had gone out to Excelsior Springs,
Missouri, for treatments or surgery. When he got back, he was cured but
a very weak man, and he couldn't work for several months, so I quit

law school. My brother, Homer, was working for the Continental Motor
Company, I think at Muskegan, Michigan, and he didn't want to come home.

Came back and quit law school and, with a hired man, put in all the
crops and then, the following fall, I went to the University of Illinois.
I didn't have but one year of pre-legal and they required two, so I

took one year there, pre-legal, and then the next year I went into law
school. My law credits at Wesleyan wouldn't transfer, so I took three
years in law school there and graduated in June of 1930.

After graduation, that same evening, I took the train to Chicago and I
stayed at some fraternity house at the University of Chicago. They
didn't have much. I took what they call a law review course in downtown
Chicago for five weeks. You went downtown at the review course from
eight till twelve and then you came home on the elevated, as I recall,
and would study from one p.m. until five—-thrity p.m. and then eat and
take a walk and then go back and study from about seven until ten or
eleven. Did that for five weeks. But by golly, I passed the bar.

Q: Well. (laughter)

A: I took the three day bar exam and, as soon as it was [inished, I

got on a bus and came back to Pana and worked on the farm there for
about two weeks and one day the rural mail carrier delivered a thick en-
velope from the state bar examiners board. It was a thick letter, thank
heavens. If you got a thin letter, it only said, "We regret to inform
you, and so forth . . ." If you got a fat letter, you knew you had
passed, because there were a lot of forms and certifications to be
secured.

Q: Good. All right, sir . . .
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SESSION 2, TAPE 3, SIDE 1

Q: On your mother's side of the family, in her family background, who
stands out particularly?

A: My mother was Clara B. Fribley, who was the daughter of George and
Nancy Green Storey. Nancy Storey was the daughter of Johnson Gaines
Greene, a brother of "Slicky Bill" Greene, who was collector of internal
revenue under Lincoln. Lincoln supposedly prepared my great-grand-
father's will. He was a close friend of Lincoln and a member of the Long
Nine, and fought under Lincoln in the Black Hawk War.

Q: Oh. This was "Slicky Bill," you say?

A: Yes.

Q: Why was he called "Slicky?"

A: Oh,-~-Slicky Bill?

Q: Yes. Why was he called "Slicky Bill?"

A: I always facetiously said probably because he slickered the Indians
out of their land, but I don't know anything about that.

Q: I see. (laughter)

A: I don't know, but he was a Democrat, but if you check back in
Lincoln's appointments, you find a lot of Democrats. He pretty well
remembered his friends who were members of the Long Nine. Well, and
ahead of that, one of the Greenes in the family tree was killed in .
Hold that just a second.

(Taping stopped for search in records, then resumed)
A: My great, great, great grandfather was Jarvis Greene, a native of
North Carolina who fought in the Revolution and, after the Revolutionary
War, was killed in the battle of Blue Lick Springs, Kentucky, on
August 17, 1782, where Daniel Boone led the settlers, I guess, against

the Indians. Daniel Boone's son was also killed in that battle.

Q: Oh. (pause) And this was Johnson G.'s father, you say, and Slicky
Bill's father?

A: No. Grandfather. Off the record, there's a . .
(Taping stopped to again look at records, then resumed)

Q: So you could trace back for Daughters of Revolution type genealogy?
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A: Yes, but I always thought that was kind of silly,

Q: Do you know of any Fribleys who were involved in the Revolutionary
War?

A: No. DNot any of the Fribleys. I know that some of the Greenes were
DAR's. The Greenes came to Illinois and settled over around Petersburg.

Q: In Illinois here.
A: Petersburg, Illinois.

Q: Do you know any of the Fribleys or the Greenes who served in the
Civil War, then?

A: Well, I told you that was-—you know, eleven Fribleys served in the
Civil War and three were killed.

Q: Yes. That was on the Fribley side. On the Greene side, did you know
of any?

A: No, I don't.

Q: How about World War I on the Greene side? Were there any . . .
A: Not to my knowledge. The Greenes are pretty well pooped out too.
Q: Oh, I see.

A: I just don't know of a male Greene . . . that is in existence out of
the Petersburg group.

Q: I see. They are no longer over around Petersburg, then.

A: One was a substantial banker there at Petersburg, and the old Greene
home over there is a beautiful thing, but it's owned by a funeral
director now.

Q: Oh, I see. All right sir. 5ir, yesterday we were talking about your
education. We had sketched through it quite rapidly.

A; When I was at Illinois, my first year there, which is really my—-—
after I had spent the year and two-thirds at Wesleyan, I went to Illinois
and started in taking more pre-legal and I was a member of the Tau Kappa
Epsilon, commonly known as the Teke fraternity, at Wesleyan, and a Phi
Delta Phi law fraternity at Wesleyan. When I went over to Illinois, I
didn't po into a fraternity house the first year. I roomed with three
boys from Pana, and one of them was Judge Edward C. Eberspacher, who
recently retired from the appellate court, and Eberspacher, after he got
out of college, law school--two years after T did--why, he was first a
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state's attorney in Shelby County and then he was in the House of
Representatives and, four years after I left the senate, he was
elected state senator, and he went from that into the appellate court.

Q: He was elected from this area, was he?

A: Yes, from this district. He was from Shelbyville, I was just
talking to his son over there this morning and happened to think about
that. We got to yakking about his dad and I being roommates at Illinois.

Q: I wonder. Could we go back to grade school. Now, you went to a
country school and I assume this was a one-room school.

A: One-room schoolhouse.

Q: You mentioned a teacher that had taught there. Did she teach all
eight vears?

A: Yes. All eight classes,
Q: All eight classes.

A: You see, there's a funny thing. When my father went to school, they
apparently didn't have any books, particularly. Of course, he had to be
going to school in the 1880's or 1890's, and my father could quote from
memory many, many poems. And I always thought about that. Now, he
learned those by heart and I guess other kids did too, and I still get

a big laugh from my family when I get sympathetic or something, I
remember and quote some of the poems my father taught me. There is one
poem that everybody razzes me about called "Little Britches." Did you
ever hear of it?

Q: No, sir.
A: Well, maybe T can throw it in here. (laughs)
Q: Yes, sir. How did it go?

A: Well, TI'll give you the background. It was a poem that was written
about a little boy that lived with his folks on a sheep farm out in the
Dakotas. And they had a hell of a snow storm and they couldn't see
their hand before their face. And he got lost and his father and mother
were frantic because they couldn't see. Didn't know, other than to
scream and yell, how to find him. And that night——of course, it kept on
snowing—-was a nightmare to them. And then, the next morning, they
began to search and searched everywhere and couldn't find him. And

then they went to the sheep shed and here he was with the sheep. And
the fellow that wrote the poem, closed his poem with these words:

"How did he--
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It was written in vernacular-—-

"How did he git thar? Angels.

He could not have walked through the storm.
They just picked him up and toted him,

To whar it was safe and warm.

And T think to save a little child

And restore him to his own

Is a durned sight better business

Than loafin' around the throne."

Q: Well! (laughter)
A: Yes, sir.
Q: And you learned that from your father, did vyou?

A: T learned that from my father. Knew the whole poem once., In fact,
I've got a copy of the poem, but I doubt that anybody ever heard it,
people that I've spoken to.

Q: I see. (laughter)

A: It's a good way to close a speech when you are paying a tribute to
somebody that has been hard working. And I agree with that poem. This
guy who's out doing his daily work and taking care of his fellow man

is a darned sight better business than loafing.

Q: T see. (laughter) Yes, sir.
A: Pardon me for that.
Q: Yes. What do you remember of your teacher there in grade school?

A: She is still a client of mine. Well, I had two or three teachers.

1 first had a Miss Adams, who is dead, and then I had a Luella Dunkel--
who lives at this Dunkel station north of town, it was named after her
family--and who is now about eighty-seven or eighty-eight years nld,

I imagine. And then, I had a Katherine Klein who became ill and didn't
finish out the year, and she had a brother that was a graduate of Notre
Dame and a very good athlete, but he was a damn poor teacher,

Q: Oh, is that right? (laughter)

A: I had ranked in the high ten in the--you see, in those days, you huau
your so-called "central" examination at your school, and then you took
your final examination in the eighth grade at the county seat, and in
the seventh grade, why, I ranked about in the first ten. In the eighth
grade, I just passed. You had to have a 75 grade and I just got 75 and
my father just liked to had a fit when he heard about that.
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Q: And this Mr. Klein was teaching that year, was he?
A: This brother.
Q: Yes,

A: He was a tall, handsome, good athlete, but he didn't know a damn--
for instance, one of the things he did, he taught us, when we was
figuring the mathematics, how many bricks were in a brick wall that was
eight foot long and two foot wide and four foot high, and he didn't
allow for mortar.

Q: Oh. (laughter)
A: Dumb bunny. Course, T didn't know any better either.

Q: Yes, sir. (laughter) What do you remember of the other teachers?
Miss Dunkel, for example?

A: She was just a--all my teachers, Miss Klein and Miss Dunkel and Miss
Adams were, T think, very good teachers. We had a funny thing. You

see, back there in about 1910, an old fellow died up at Assumption, name
of Philip Kemmerer, and he was very set in his ways and he didn't get
along with some of his relatives—-the Kemmerers never did. And he died
and he left a substantial amount of money to build a hotel up at
Assumption, called the Hotel Philip. And then he left the balance of his
estate to construct an orphanage, a non-sectarian orphanage, however to
be administered by the Presbyterian church. That's the Kemmerer Home
now up there. And my father was a school director and, doggone, they
sent, for several years, from ten to twenty children to the Dunkel
school, which cast an awful heavy burden on that district, see? But
later, my father—--1 don't know how that was arranged, but the legisla-
tion passed that provided that they would be sent to the Assumption grade
school or pay tuition to the Dunkel district. At least, they quit

going to the Dunkel school.

And those children, some of them, then, were rather mean., The Kemmerer
orphanage was started about 1912, T imagine, somewhere along in there;
and, matter of fact, I think old Philip Kemmerer died before 1908 or
1910 because they had a lot of litigation for years, trying to break the
will. But it is a going institution, a very nice one.

Q: Yes, I saw the sign out there as I came by.

A: And I can remember, when they dedicated the thing--I probably wasn't
over five or six years old--getting in the surrey-—that's the only means
of travel in those days--and going over to see it, and it was a beauti-
ful place. Of course, they had individual white metal beds and white
covers over the metal, maybe it was wood. And I thought to myself, "How
darned lucky those kids are!" Each had their individual rooms, and that

was something! (laughter)
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Q: And while you were attending grade school, these children were in
that school also?

A: Yes. We had a lot of fights.
Q: Oh, is that right? (chuckles)

A: The kids were rather mean. Our sports were, oh, playing shinny.
They'd get 3 tin can and batter it up good so it was in the form of a
ball, and you'd get your own shinny club, you'd make your own. You'd
find a branch that was curved, or cut one out so that it was in the form
of a shinny club. And a big boy by the name of Irvin Graham and myself--
I wasn't very big, I was slender--and then, another boy by the name of
Dan Ryan, a neighbor of ours, we'd stand the rest of the school. But
Dan Ryan was just as fast as the dickens and he could work the ball
around, the tin can around to me or Graham. If Graham ever got to hit
it, he could knock it the end of the schoolyard, I'll tell you, because
he was big and strong. (laughter) Ryan is still living, lives up at
Decatur. We called Ryan "Frog' because he was fast as the devil, and a
little kid.

Q: Is that right? (laughter) What other types of games did you play
at school there?

A: Well, we played some baseball. We made our own bats and . . . but
it was about like softball, something like that. We had a helluva time
getting a ball.

Q: Yes, sir. (laughter) How far was the school from your home?
A: A bout a mile and a half.

Q: How did you usually go?

A: Walked.

Q: Did you have any problems in the winter when the snow was rather
deep?

A: No. Oh, if it was real bad, why, our folks would come for us, but

I can remember many, many times of walking through a blizzard coming
home, or going to. And in those days, there was a lot of hedge fences
and it would drift three-foot deep, maybe four, alongside the hedge
fence and, as the sun come out, it would melt the top layer of snow and
then freeze and that would get crusty and you could walk maybe a
hundred yards on top of the snow. Occasionally, you'd hit a bad place
and you could go in up to your hips. (laughter)

Q: Did you have any spelling bees, that type of activity im . . .

A: Yes. We had spelling bees and pie socials and, of course, you always
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had a Christmas exercise, and there were recitations and things like
that, or maybe plays, but they didn't amount to very much, the plays
didn't.

Q: Do you remember any recitations that you made at that time?
A: Yes, but that would be sort of childish here. .

Q: Yes. (laughs) Well, I was wondering, one of the things we are after
is your early experiences with public speaking, or debate, or .

A: T didn't particularly make any. We had a poem entitled "A Teacher's
Best Feller." It kidded the teacher. And I remember delivering,
learning and delivering, that, but that is just about it. Incidentally,
the teacher, in those days, she had to get there early, build her own
fire, and bank the stove at night, if she could, so it wouldn't be so
cold the next day. They used coal in the stove. They had an old sort
of a, as T recall, pot-~bellied, mglleable iron or cast-iron stove.

Q: Yes. Just ome in . . .
A: Just one.

Q: So it got a little chilly in some parts of the room, then, in the
winter?

A: No, it was either cold or hotter than the devil, wvacillate back and
forth.

Q: Oh, I see. Yes, sir. Let's see now, you moved on to high school in
Assumption, then?

A: Yes.
Q: What year was that now?

A: I started high school in the fall of 1919 and graduated in the spring
of 1924.

Q: Which teachers do you remember most from high scheool?

A: Well, naturally you remember your football coach. That was S. H,

VanDyke, and he is still living over at Champaign, they say. And, the -
senior year, we had just a darned good stir off of a football team and

we beat most every team by 20 points, and some of them as high as 40.

We had a fellow by the name of Bob Johnson, now dead, who was quarter-

back and was a fifty-yard dash man, and then we had Bernie Campbell.

Campbell, he won third, I think in the state, in the quarter-mile that

vear, and then we had Bob and Charlie and Tim Riley, and Charlie Riley

went to St. Viator's College and I think it is now out of business. It

was a Catholic school up north of Kankakee at Bourbomnais. And he was
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of a shinny club. And a big boy by the name of Irvin Graham and myself-—-
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it was about like softball, something like that. We had a helluva time
getting a ball.

Q: Yes, sir. (laughter) How far was the school from your home?

A: A bout a mile and a half.

Q: How did you usually go?
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had a Christmas exercise, and there were recitations and things like
that, or maybe plays, but they didn't amount to very much, the plays
didn't.

Q: Do you remember any recitations that you made at that time?
A: Yes, but that would be sort of childish here.

Q: Yes. (laughs) Well, I was wondering, one of the things we are after
is your early experiences with public speaking, or debate, or . . .

A: I didn't particularly make any. We had a poem entitled "A Teacher's
Best Feller." It kidded the teacher. And I remember delivering,
learning and delivering, that, but that is just about it. Incidentally,
the teacher, in those days, she had to get there early, build her own
fire, and bank the stove at night, if she could, so it wouldn't be so
cold the next day. They used coal in the stove. They had an old sort
of a, as I recall, pot-bellied, malleable iron or cast-iron stove.

0: Yes, Just one in . . .
A: Just one.

Q: So it got a little chilly in some parts of the room, then, in the
winter?

A: No, it was either cold or hotter than the devil, vacillate back and
forth.

Q: Oh, I see, Yes, sir. Let's see now, you moved on to high school in
Assumption, then?

A: Yes.
Q: What year was that now?

A: T started high school in the fall of 1919 and graduated in the spring
of 1924,

Q: Which teachers do you remember most from high school?

A: Well, naturally you remember your football coach. That was S, H.
VanDyke, and he is still living over at Champaign, they say. And, the
senior year, we had just a darned good stir off of a football team and
we beat most every team by 20 points, and some of them as high as 40.
We had a fellow by the name of Bob Johnson, now dead, who was quarter-—
back and was a fifty-yard dash man, and then we had Bernie Campbell.
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a helluva halfback. He was about a hundred and twe hundred twenty-yard
dash man. And then, we had Butch Sybert, who played fullback and did
the passing generally, and he could throw a bullet pass. We had a

helluva fast team.

We had one boy that weighed three hundred and twenty pounds, just too
fat. (laughter) He's still living, I think, and he was taught to, when
the ball was snapped, just roll over his side, block that side of the
line, provided we weren't planning to run up that side of the line. 1In
those days, all you had was off-tackle smashes and end runs.

T was the scrub end and didn't play very much. But we won every game
until Thanksgiving and came down here to play Pana and Pana beat us, I
think, 12 to 6. 1In sleet and snow and rain, but Pana had a helluva
team. On their team, they had Butch Nowack who went on to Illincis, was
an all~American, tackle. And his brother Sandy played end, he was all-~
Southern Conference, end. And they had Everett Brown who went to
I1linois. He played the other end and got his letter up there. And
then, they had Loyal 'Scottie" Hinton that used to be superintendent of
schools up in Sangamon County. He went to Illinois College and was
quite a fullback. Most of these guys are dead.

Q: Do you remember any particular games? Did you play during that game
with Pana?

A: T was in for about two minutes.

Q: What happened during the two minutes?

A: Not much., I dropped a pass.

Q: Oh, you did? (laughter) Were there other sports?

A: Well, T was a pole vaulter in high school, but--better not go into
that. Assumption~-off the record.

(Taping stopped for an aside, then resumed)
Q: Where did you go with the track team?
A: Well, Assumption, they didn't have meets in those days, all we had
was the county meet., And about ten days before the county meet, we were
suspended. The team was.
Q: I see,
A: Because we'd been playing an ineligible athlete in the football
season. But just one of these years, you know, a little county school,

Assumption is a town of about 1700, but it just had to stir off a
helluva football team.
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Q: T'1l1l be doggoned.

A: We had all that speed. We passed a lot, end run a lot. Riley and
Bob Johnson was good at ramming at the line and we had a boy by the
name of Ekelberry, $id Ekelberry, played halfback, and he was good at
ramming at the line, but our stuff was outside speed. We beat

Monticello and Shelbyville and . . . I don't recall about whether we
played Tavlorville or not. Now, I ought to think about that, but T
just don't vemember, and . . . what other team did we play? Stoning-

ton, I remember played and I don't think we played Edinburgh or Kincaid.
We plaved about seven games. But had a helluva team.

Q: This was what? Your senior year?
A: Yep.
Q: How about basketball? Did they have . . .

A: We had a pretty fair basketball team and country boys were on the
basketball team but, you see, country boys, we had to do chores. We
went home after school. We didn't have any time to practice.

Q: Oh. Yes.

A: You see, as soon as school was out, I headed home. [ couldn't have
done anything in basketball anyway. I wasn't fast. But city kids,
they could practice every night in the gym and the baskethall teams, in
general, was always city kids,

Q: Oh, I see. Yes. Which courses in high school did you like particu-
larly?

A: T liked history. We had a Miss Cappetti, from Chicago, that taught
history, American history, and she was——they made a lot of fun of her
but she was a hell of a good teacher. And then, a teacher that meant an
awful lot to me was a Miss Batterton. Miss Batterton taught math,
Harriett Batterton. I was mischievous. I was like a typical country
kid that felt that T was inferior, as T said, and I figured in order to
be one of the crowd, I had to do something outstanding, and to be
outstanding was to be more mischievous than somebody else. 1 got messed
up by throwing an ink bottle in the assembly room one time, and they had
a Miss Kennedy, who was a tall, strong woman, and she sent me to the
principal's office and, in there, she slapped me hard and-—she was wrong
in this instance, but, collectively--ghe just lost her temper. She knew
I was in to it, but she didn't know what part I had in it and, oh, T
hated her like fury. But she was a good gal. T don't remember what her
first name was but, at any rate, I was a fairly bright student in high
school and I got along in math very well.

One evening after school, this Harriett Batterton called me in--she was
a tall, slender woman, a very charming woman--she called me in after
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class, or after school, and she just ate my tail out and asked me what
was I going to do, what were my aspirations. In those days, I wanted to
go to West Point, but that was never pursued. But she told me that T had
a chance of going places and why was I making such a dammed fool out of
myself, being so mischievious, and I always remember that. I think that
if anybody helped me settle down it was Harriett Battertom.

Now, here's a funny thing, she came from somewhere on the other side of
Springfield, up about twenty miles north, I forget the name of the place,
and about five years ago my wife was gone somewhere, and I read in the
newspaper that a Harriett Batterton had died and was going to be buried
up at this town. So I picked up a neighbor and his wife, an old retired
farmer and an old bachelor there, and got in the car and went up to
Springfield and had dinner. And drove on up to this funeral home in
this little small town. Walked in and I registered--they waited out in
the car, the people going with me--and I walked up to the casket and it
wasn't Harriett Batterton!

Q: Oh.

A: T then introduced myself to some of the relatives and they told me
that she had a cousin by the name of Harriett Batterton who had been a
school teacher, and that they'd lost track of her but she was supposed to
be dean of women at some college out west.

: And this was your teacher then?

Yep. Apparently it was.

I see.

R T R

Because I just felt it was my duty to go up and pay respect to that
gal because she did a lot for me, I think. I loved that woman, I
respected her. When she left Assumption, I lost track of her. 1 made
some inquiries to find out about her, but I never was successful. I
think somewhere along the line T did write to her . . . someplace, and
told her that T believed that I had made a good citizen. After I got
elected to the Senate, I wanted to brag, you know.

Q: I see. (laughter)

A: But whether T ever got an answer or the letter came back, I just don't
recall. But if anybody meant a lot to me, she did. She certainly did.

Q: How about your agricultural teacher in high school?

A: My agricultural teacher was Dale Corzine. He's eighty-four years old
and he's a banker at Assumption, good friend, good client of mine, and a
wonderful man. He had been a pilot in the first World War and he taught
agriculture here in Pana for a year or so and then he transferred to
Assumption and he taught me an awful lot. You see, to be a lawyer, in
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southern Illinois, you might say, you've got to kmow a little bit about
cverything, because you'll have a lawsuit involving agriculture or
machinery or so on, and it gives you the groundwork for understanding
what the facts are in most any lawsuit that comes in.

(Taping stopped for telephone conversation, then resumed)
Q: We were talking about Dale Corzine.
A: Dale is a very honorable man, very well respected. Very honest. Very N

successful, T think, in a quiet way, not flamboyant in any regard. He is
one of the finest men I know,

Q: What did you study in agriculture in high school?

A: Well, we had two sets of courses. We had a course on what they call
soils and crops, and that taught us fertilizers and components of the
so0il, and how to test soil and find out whether you needed limestone or
phosphate or potash, and crop rotations, and planting of alfalfa and
soybeans and so-called legume crops.

That's when I had my first introduction, you might say, to soybeans. 1In
those days, soybeans were just coming out and I can remember when I went
over to Stonington to where they were growing. A fellow by the name of
Hurrelbrink developed the Hurrelbrink bean. And then, I think we went

up to Bloomington to Funk's Grove and saw how they handled them, and also
saw the rather crude way they were extracting soybean oil from beans,
which has grown into a tremendous industry now, of course, But, in those
days, nobody had soybeans. My father got into the business. He planted
them in rows two and a half foot wide and if you had a yield of 20 bushel,
why, you had a hell of a yield.

Q: I'll be darned.
A: Nowadays, these farmers get up to 50, maybe 60, bushel per acre.
Q: Did he start growing them soon after you . . .

A: They were slow coming into their own. It was probably three or four s
years before anybody--I think probably my father was one of the first to
grow soybeans up in there, although I think Corzines did. His was an
old family and they had substantial land owning interests.

Q: And so you had soils and crops . . .

A: The other course was farm mechanics and in that, why, we learned how
to tear down and repair and refurbish engines and binders and plows and
discs. That was before the day of combines, and there weren't too many
cars. We learned how a two-cycle and a four—-cycle engine operates and
how to time them and things like that. It was a darned good course for
a country kid.
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Q: Did they have their own equipment to work on, or did they--did you
bring it in

A: No., Now, some farmers would bring in equipment and let us work on

it, They might want a gas engine fixed up and bring it in there so the
class~-I think probably I may have had my dad bring a gas engine in. And
some engines, you know, would go "Pop!" and then make about five or

six revolutions and then pop again and others would go "Pop-pop-pop-pop-
pop-pop-pop." I learned quite a bit, it was a hell of a good thing. A
good class in agriculture.

Q: Think it was a good course.

A: Yes.
Q: Are they still teaching agriculture in high school there?
A: Yes. Pana has been off and on. DPana has a pretty good agriculture

class now.
(J: What other courses in high school . .

A: Well, you took physics and chemistry. Chemistry, T loved chemistry.
I 1iked physics. I was straight A in chemistry in high school and col-
lege. I was pretty well bent for that, I believe.

Q: How about a civics course? Did you have a course in civies?
A: Yes, we had a course in civies.
(: What was it 1like? Did it teach you anything really?

A: Very interesting, but I pretty well--my family, the thing we might
have missed that helped a lot, I was always an avid reader and back
there, ever since I can remember, we took the Youth's Companion, the
Saturday Evening Post and the Ladies' Home Journal. We always had
National Geographic, I guess from 1900 on. When my father died, I don't

know what became of all those because, in our library, why we had just a
whole bookshelf of Nationmal Geographics, rather prized them.

Q: Did you have a library in your home?

A: A fairly decent library. Encyclopedias, dictionary, and quite a few
historical stuff. Books like Johnstown Flood and I think The Building of
the Panama Canal and lives of Lincoln and Washington and McKinley and
Jefferson. I don't know, I say I developed the habit of going to the
Assumption library, which was fairly good. It was in this hotel that

this old Philip B. Kemmerer built for the City of Assumption, and I would
get a book every other night and I'd read a book in two days. Course now,
I skipped through a lot of it, but I always carried a saddlebag or a

sack on my saddle and every other night I would go to that library after
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school, or some time, and I think I've read every Zane Grey book that was
ever put out, and loved it. It was in this magazine, maybe I didn't
mention it, the Country Gentleman . .

Q: No, you hadn't wentioned it.
A: And I mentioned previously about this newspaper that had the clipping
about my father selling sheep at a high price. That was the Drover's

Journal.

Q: Oh, instead of the Stockyard Journal, 1 see.

A: Yes. You see, you zip right along and you think of things vou've said
that you weren't quite correct on that.

Q: Yes. (laughter) So you read extensively. Did vou read newspapers
very much?

A: Yes. We didn't take a daily paper, I just don't recall we ever did.
We always got the Drover's Journal every day, that came out of Chicago.
Of course, there wasn't any Sunday edition or Saturday edition—--if there
would be a Saturday, there wouldn't be a Monday--and they'd have the
week's markets, and that had quite a bit of news. It looked, in general
set-up, like the Wall Street Journal does now, but it was a fairly--must
have been ten or twelve pages of it, I mean sheets. It was a regular
newspaper size. T don't think it had any comics in it, but then I think
somewhere along there, probably, I don't know, T think we probably took
the Decatur paper and, of course, you took the Assumption paper.

Q: Was it a weekly or . . .

A: Yes. A weekly. The Decatur paper, the Decatur Review, was a daily
paper, but I can't recall ever having that until probably I was in high
school. Later on. I just don't think that's true. But my family were
readers. You see, you learn a darned sight more good English reading a
magazine or book than you will studying English. That's my theory about
it.

Q: If you read extensively, yes. (pause) Do you recall any of the social
life during high school years?

A: Mr. Waggoner, I never had a date until the junior-senior ball or prom
or whatever it was.

Q: Where was that held?

A: That was held at the high school, every spring, for the junior and
senior . . . I don't think I went to the junior-senior ball. I went to
the senior ball, and I was, no—-I probably did go to the junior and senior
ball because I can remember going to one of them, went with Matilda
Finnegan. 7T don't think I had five dates in high school, ten at the most.
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We were country kids.
Q: Yes, sir.

A: Didn't have any money, particularly. My folks weren't poor people.
They were prosperous., My father was a prosperous farmer but, along that
same subject, my family were conservative and Christmas, why you'd have
candy, oranges, but as far as Christmas gifts, toys, I can't ever
particularly remember a toy I ever had. Now——the only thing I can
remember——at Christmas, I would get a new wool fleece mackinaw or a pair
of boots, high-laced boots. Remember one year I got a Remington .22
repeating rifle, and we had at the south end of our house an orchard with
a briar patch in it, raspberry, blackberry patch, and during the winter,
the rabbits would come up there . .

SESSION 2, TAPE 3, SIDE 2

Q: And you say you'd go out every day and get a rabbit in the briar
patch?

A: Yes., Maybe one or two and, of course, with a rifle, vou had to catch
them settin', and if you scared them up, why, they would run, maybe,
fifty foot away and stop and that's when you'd-—-maybe you'd catch them
settin'. If they went out in the field, the cornstalks or meadows,

why, you'd try to catch them setting because if you didn't catch them
setting, they'd take off and they'd be a hundred yards away and that's
too far to hit them with a rifle.

I don't think I was different from any other country kid, but I developed
a sort of a sixth sense about where a rabbit would be. T can remember,
when I was probably thirty vears old, of going hunting with the banker
here, and the lumberman, and we had shotguns then, but I'd be walking
along and I'd say "Hey! Jim--" Jim Clark, he was president of the First
National Bank, very good friend of mine, although he is a mean Republican.
(Llaughter) And I would say, "Jim, there's a rabbitr settin' there about
twenty foot in front of you,'" or, "Hey, Rex," Rex Seiler, he ran the lum-
ber company. And they would marvel and say, "How the dickens can you see
them?" They were city boys, see. Well, I just knew where they'd be
sitting, pretty much. (laughter)

But, at any rate, when I was a kid, I used to kill one or two rabbits
each morning and as soon as you did, why, you would pull the head off
and then skin them and take out the intestines, we called it "gut
them," and hang them up by the two hind legs and let them freeze. And
then I'd take them in to Assumption to the butcher shop and sell them.
T think I'd get 20¢ a rabbit. That's where I got some spending money.
(laughter)

Q: And did you hunt for anything else, sir, at that time?
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A: No-o. Tried trapping some. My brother would trap. We had a large
drainage ditch that went through our farm, in sort of a moon~shaped way,
and my brother would catch skunk or muskrats. He'd catch skunk anvwhere
along the ditch--not particularly anywhere—-but muskrat and . . . that is
about all he caught.

You see, muskrat would go out in the cornfields and--occasionally, '
you'd miss an ear when you were shucking corn, and those muskrats would
carry that ear over to the ditch bank and dump it im there in a pile
underneath the surface of the stream. The ditch wasn't very deep, oh,
probably deepest it was was two feet. That is in ordinary times. Maybe
three in places. But the muskrats would build a slide and start up on
the bank maybe three or four feet from the surface of the water, and it
was slick, and they'd get to that slide and went "zing'" right down into
the water. So, the only way vou could catch a muskrat was you'd

get your trap and put in a stake that was under water. You'd have to
drive that stake in there and a short chain hooked on the trap, and set
your trap. You set that trap about two inches under water and that
muskrat would come sliding down that thing, and "bing" he'd hit the
water and hit the trap and--but that was an art. I never caught, oh,
well, maybe one or two muskrat in my life.

Q: And your brother did better than that?

A: Oh, ves. He'd skin the things and then he'd put them on a piece of
wood, thin wood frame, with the hair inside and the skin outside. And
then, towards spring, why, he would take all those dried hides and some
fellow would come around and buy your stuff, I think maybe you'd get
$2.00 or something like that for a muskrat hide.

Q: How many would your brother sell in a year, usually?

A: Oh, I would imagine 10. That's just a guess. Now, skunks, why, you
never wanted to catch a skunk unless it was darned near pure black. You
see, if the skunk had a white streak down its back, the hide didn't sell
very good.

Q: Oh, I see.

A: I'd trap for skunks, but after you caught them, what the hell would
you do with them? They'd smell up the whole premises and, if you ever
got in there and weren't careful, you'd get the smell on you and the kids
around high school didn't like you. (laughter)

Q: I've had that experience. Yes, sir.

A: 1 think I caught one skunk and that was just the damnedest mess, 1
don't think I ever tried it again. (laughter)

Q: Yes, sir. (pause) Let's see. Now, you rode horseback to school,
then, after the first two years, I believe.
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A: Yep.

Q: DPid they have a stable there at the . . .

A: Yes. 1T first left my horse at . . . an old lady's barn in Assumption
and I can't remember the name. I also rented a stall there and then,

I think the last year, they had what they called a livery stable and I
would keep my horse in there.

Q: Was it provided by the school, was it, or . . .

A: No. Oh, no. Downtown. And I ought to think of that name because

one of the relatives was a very prominent lawyer up in Chicago. I
don't know whether that will come to me. If it does, I'1ll fit it in.

Q: All right, sir.

A: DeWolf!

(Q: DeWolf?

A: DeWolf. Yes. DeWolf Livery Stable.
Q: And what was the lawyer's name?

A: His name was DeWolf, but I can't remember his first name. He was a
rather prominent lawyer and wealthy lawyer in Chicago.

Q: You say you were in one or two plays there. Was there a debate
team in high school?

A: In a minor way.

Q: Did you participate?

A: Darned little. T was a sort of a lead in the senior class play.

G: Oh, you were? What was the play? Do you recall it?

A: T know its name was—-I depicted an onery, probably fifteen year old
boy, and my name was Bub Dusenberry. (laughter) I may be able to find

that out of an old annual. I should dig one of those out.

Q: Yes. (pause) And - your social life was rather restricted. What
about Saturday nights? Did you usually go to town on Saturday nights?

A: Very rarely. Oh, during the summer, they'd have band concerts in
Assumption. Assumption is a small town, it has about a three-block
business district on one side of the main street., The other side is the
I1linois Central Railrocad right-of way. And everybody went to town on
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Thursday night to the band concert.

Q: Oh, on Thursday night?

A: Yes. And we would--my folks, they would work till six o'clock and by
the time vou had supper and you got cleaned up, why, it would be seven-
thirty, at which time the band was playing and, by the time you got up
there, why, every parking place on Main Street was taken, but we always
laughed about it, Some girls, people who had girls, they would park in
there at seven o'clock right on the main drag and then the girls would
get out and walk up and down the street, back and forth, back and forth.
But, by the time I got there, we never had a place to park our car within
a half a block of Main Street. (laughter)

Q: Was it a good band?

A: How would I know? I thought it was. I think it was a local band.

Q: You didn't play in it, I guess, then?

A: T never had any musical ability whatsoever.

Q: Oh, you didn't take any music in high school at all?

A: They didn't have it in high school.

: Oh, they didn't? 1 see.

A: My sisters took music lessons.

Q: Piano, was it?

A: Yep, piano.

Q: Did you have a piano in the home?

A: Yes, we had a Mason Hamlin. It was a very nice piano. It was an
upright.

Q: But you didn't take any lessons on it yourself?

A: No. I have no more musical ability than--can't read a note. (laugh-
ter)

Q: Was your mother a good singer?

A: No. And my sisters——well, my sisters—-one of my sisters married this
preacher and chaplain, Colonel Wilson, and was, I think, a fairly decent
singer. But with that--oh, they could play the piano but not too good, I

don't think.
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Q: Could you describe what Assumption was like about the time of your
high school years. You said the main street was stores on one side and
the Illinois Central on the other . . .

A: Yes. Well, starting on the north end, they had the Huffer's grocery
store and then there was a gap and then there was the funeral parlor,
which was in a business building, Shafer and Pitzer. Then, Sam Picker
had a clothing store, and then you got to the corner where the Tllinois
State Bank was. It went broke in 1930. And across the street was, as I
recall, Lambert's clothing store and then they had the theater, the
Assumption picture show, about there. And then they had a jewelry store
and then maybe a restaurant or two and then they had the Charley Qwens
hardware store, and Charley Owens was a merchant there—--I settled his
estate, one of the finest fellows there ever was. Whenever you went in,

- he made you think you were somebody, called you by your first name, even

though you might be in there a fifteen-year-old boy, or a twelve-year-old
boy, wanting to buy some nails or staples to put wire fence on, or
hardware, father would send me in to get stuff. But he always treated me
like I was one of his favorite customers. You know vou learn things like
that. Be nice to a kid because he will remember that.

Q: Yes, sir.

A: And then, on the cormer, was the First National Bank, of which Dale
Corzine's uncle was president, and across the street was Ramsey's
department store, then a tavern., They called a tavern a saloon in those
days. Oh down further, we had a grocery store or so.

And then, along in there, they had the Prairie State Tribune, that was

the weekly newspaper. And then they had the Mitchell & Abel lumber yard
and then the DeWolf livery stable and then they had another grocery store,
as I recall, and the city hall was there. And down on the corner, I
think, they had Galerno and Domas's grocery store. That's pretty much--—
I've missed a few in there, but . . . And then, on down from that, they
had the grain elevator. One exception, in that third block, they had the
Farmers' Grain Company, which sat on the railroad right-of-way across

the street. At the end of the street, they had another grain company

that was owned by the Corzines, I think, or Corzine affiliates.

Further on south, they had the coal mine, the office there. You see, at
Taylorville they had a coal mine that the seam is not over three hundred
feet below the surface, not that much, and then, at Pana, the coal mine
was between 750 and 800 foot deep, but Assumption, they had a coal mine
that was better than a thousand foot deep. One of the deepest coal mines
in the state. The seam wasn't over four foot thick, but the coal was
more anthracit than bituminous. The coal from these other towns, when
burned, left quite a bit of clinkers, because there was a lot of stone

in it. But the Assumption coal was pretty darned good hard coal.

I remember, some time when I was in high school, my father and I, and
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perhaps some other people, went down in the Assumption coal mine, and it
was very, very interesting to a country boy like me. And you'd see these
miners squatted down on their knees, chipping sideways, chipping coal out
of the seam and boring holes and putting in their charges. 1In those
days, they used black powder to break the coal out. But over in Taylor-
ville, they had about an eight foot seam, maybe ten in places, they tell
me. And, at Centralia--where, while in the Senate, I was on a commission
Lo dnvestigate the mine disaster——I think they had about an eight-foot
seam. Pana had about a six to seven-foot seam, may have gone eight feet
in places. But the best coal mines for commercial purposes were over at
Taylorville where they had only about 300 feet down and they had a big
working face, they call it.

Q: What were they using--mules in the mines?

A: They were .using mules. And here is a darned coal mine where the

seam isn't over four foot deep, thick, and these coal miners, none of
them could stand erect. They had to do their picking and shoveling on
their knees, or all bent over. I can remember that. Those guys would
get down on their knees and bend over like that, and the mules that they
used, they were burros I guess, because at least they weren't over three
and a half feet high. Well, they had their ears laid back because their
ears would hit the top of the seam.

Q: And what were your feelings when you went down in the mine?

A: My feeling was that I just didn't ever want to be a coal miner.
(laughter) Off the record--pardon me for wandering.

(Taping stopped for a related aside, then resumed)

Q: Let's see, on the high school now, do you recall any particular
experiences that stand out in your memory during those high school years?

A: (pause) Not particularly. T wasn't, I wasn't what you might say one
of the gang. I wasn't a city kid. (pause) I was never a good athlete.
I was a fairly decent high school pole-vaulter. I pole-vaulted for
Wesleyan, but never did win anything better than a third place. 1 was
the best Wesleyan had, but they didn't have nothing. So, we would have
a dual meet with Eureka or Millikin or something, I'd pick up a third
occasionally, but they only had two Millikin men against two Wesleyan
men and I was the best Wesleyan had.

Q: I see. (pause) All right. T failed to ask about the civics course
in high school.

A: T loved civics.

Q: What kind of course was it? Was it on the organization, or did they
give you any idea of the functioning of polities?






















































































































































































































