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Paul Mahaffey, 1974, Springfield, Illinois.

Bobbe Herndon, Interviewer.

Q: Why don't we start by your telling me when you were born and where
you were born?

A: Well, I was born in Marion, Indiana, a small Indiana town about 75
miles north of Indianapolis--Grant County--famous for a lot of things,
Mr., Skelly of Skell Gas was our next door neighbor. He was a gas promoter,
He left Marion with forty dollars in his pocket to go to Tulsa, Oklahoma
and become a multi-millionaire, as you well know. That's another story
that I won't go into detail with, but you want to know where I was born.
Marion, Indiana, Grant County, October 18, 1897. Now I have no scruples
about revealing my age. I'm 77 years of age, and I feel pretty good. I
have good days and bad days. 1I've had a little ticker trouble; I get
short of breath occasionally, so if that's reflected in your tape it's
simply because I'm of the senile vintage.

Next, I went to school in Marion at St. Paul's Parochial School, a small
Catholic population in Marion, and I was an altar boy there. I graduated
from that school--St. Paul's School--in 1912, moved to Springfield,
I1linois with my parents., I must say my grandparents were old settlers

in: Springfield, John Foster. He owned the Foster Livery Stable on East
Washington Street, just east of the Forum 30 Hotel--that fabulous hotel

at that location, While I'm on that same block, my father ran the Collins
House Hotel. It was on the exact site of the Forum 30, He leased it
from Mr., Collins,

Now you see how I jump around? I'll have to go back. I was moving from
Marion, Indiana to Springfield, Illinois because my grandparents were
getting old and my mother wanted to come here to supervise her house and

to take care of her father and her mother. So my dad came along and
invested in the hotel business. He had two hotels at one time, Mr,
McHenry, the night clerk of the Leland Hotel, and he were partners in the
old Globe Hotel on East Adams Street that has a bronze marker that says
Abraham Lincoln slept there with his wife. I'm not sure whether it was

on his wedding night . . . it rings a bell with me there was some particular
feature, In that block, it's right across the street . ., . it's torn

down now; it's near the parking lot of the Gulf, Mobile (and Ohio Railroad)
station facing south. There is a bronze marker, the DAR or some historical
society has marked the spot. He also had a hotel in the next block

called the Windsor Hotel, which is now a pharmacy, or was, at the corner

of Fourth and Adams Street, the northeast corner.

Q: What did your father do in Marion?
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A: In Marion, he was a saloon keeper. He was in the liquor business
with a pool room. I can recall many times I took some of my pals to the
poolroom and we played pool after school in the back end of his saloon,
We had two boys in our group whose fathers were ministers—-I won't declare
the denomination, I don't recall, but they were Protestant., And these
boys were not allowed to have a deck of cards in the house. And to even
associate with the son of a saloon keeper was a taboo. That was a no-no.
However, they bootlegged these visits with me due to the attraction of
the billiard table, the pool table. They all wanted to become pool
sharks at that particular age. I think I was, maybe, twelve or fourteen,
fifteen years of age, maybe a little less than that. I have many stories
about Marion that are interesting, but I don't want to crowd you with a
lot of. . . . Oh, yes, my first job was opening the door of the Boston
Store--a department store--for ladies with bundles in their arms. It
paid fifty cents for an all day Saturday job. I was very interested in
making a few pennies. I'm not frugal, but I always wanted to make money
because I didn't have any and my folks didn't have very much, But we
were taught the value of a dollar.

Q: Where was this Boston Store?

A: We're still in Marion, Indiana. This is all taking place in Indiana.
And I had a lemonade stand. = In those days, children had lemonade stands
on the residential streets. And they had customers. Everybody was the
horse and buddy age, and they had jogged along and had time to stop and
have a glass of lemonade, I had two kinds, I recall, One was for three
cents a glass, and one was for one cent. You see, we had them covered--
our mothers gave us tea cloths and various utensils, and I used to keep
the lemonade stirred properly, and clean glasses and even some linen
napkins, if necessary. For a three cent glass of lemonade, it was a lot
of treatment. So, the question was, "What was the difference between the
lemonade for one cent and the lemonade for three cents?" "Well," I told
my customers, ''Well, unfortunately, the one cent lemonade has a fly in
it, so we had to reduce the price."

We also had--the lemonade store brings back a memory--we had huckster
wagons, The housewives in those days didn't have supermarkets, didn't
have these beautiful markets [like] today. A man had a horse and wagon
and he drove up fashionable streets hollering out his wares, "Ripe
tomatoes, strawberries, cucumbers!" And various other things that were
in season. Well, she would come with her pocketbook, possibly a market
basket, or maybe just her apron to pick up the lettuce, cucumbers,
strawberries and so on and 80 forth, My father had an alcoholic porter
who moonlighted by selling various vegetables as a huckster. He had an
old broken down sway-backed mule and a wagon with the wheels about to
fall off of it——not painted--the most delapidated piece of a vehicle
you'd ever want to witness, and he would get right behind the very swank
huckster that had this very elaborate red-wheeled wagon, a very beautiful
span of horses--or one horse for that matter, usually only had one horse,
But they had to climb this hill, Spencer Avenue, a very fashionable
district. He would follow this man, very intoxicated. He could hardly
sit on the seat and hold the lines. And his competitor would call out
these various articles he had to sell but--Hen Hoppey was the man's name
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who was inebriated, and he couldn't pronounce cucumbers and turnips and
horseradish, and he would simply in a loud voice say, '"Same thing, same
thing," hoping that his personality and his charisma may attract the
overflow business from his competitor who was just a few feet ahead of
him. I always thought that was a cute story, old Hen Hoppey.

0ld Hen also used to come to our house to do the wax flors; we had hardwood
floors in those days. The pride of every houswife was to have a gorgeous
inlaid hardwood floor. And they had Johnson's wax, heavyweighted waxing
machine--nothing electric~-you had to use elbow grease to push this.

Well, Hen used to come up and do the chores--cut the grass, do a little
cleaning, wash windows and so forth--and she [my mother] said, 'Now Hen,
be careful of my new floors. They've just been waxed. I don't want you
to disturb them." He said, "Oh, Miss Loretta"--that was my mother's
name~-"I won't fall, I just got my hobnailed shoes." And he gouged his
‘feet into the floor to show that she didn't have to be worried about him
falling and breaking a bone, he had nails in his shoe to protect him.

Q: What did your mother say?

A: Well, she was prostrated and admonished Hen to take his shoes off and
go in his stocking feet when he came in the house again.

We also had a colored maid who was a very fascinating girl, In a small
towm, everybody knew everybody's help and called them by their first
name. This colored girl's name . . . she was a black woman, a very
charming person and an excellent cook-~they all were in those days. They

didn't have any push button gadgets, no frozen food; you had to do everything

from scratch. Her name was Caledonia, which was a great name. And at
dinner parties, she not only prepared the food but she'd pinch hit as a
maid and serve the various things. And of course the guests all knew
Caledonia and they thought it would be nice to send her to the Chicago
World's Fair as a gift. So they all chipped in and got Caledonia a
ticket to the World's Fair. And after the fair was over, after two or
three days up there, she came home and this same group of people were
together, And she loved to use big words. She didn't always know what
they meant, but she would hear them from other people. And they asked
Caledonia, "What was your impression of the World's Fair? What was your
favorite exhibit?" She said, "Well, I looked all over; it was a great
big affair. I enjoyed all of it, but you know, that Hall of Sinus was
one of the most impressive things I've ever seen,"

Now, Caledonia was the same maid that embarrassed my mother one morning
when she was entertaining a committee or some social affair or some party
they were having--some women's club, some golf tournament--in the living
room and they were having a little rundown on what would be on the agenda
and how this, that, and the other would function. And Caledonia was in
the kitchen--this was ten-thirty, eleven o'clock in the morning--and in
those days people had their main meal at noon from twelve to one or
one-thirty, and sometimes a little siesta, Dinner at night was supper,
and sometimes it was just leftover cold chicken from lunch., The man of
the house would come home for dinner, and it was a formal affair of the
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day for businessmen. That included lawyers and the butcher, the baker,
and candelstick maker, the whole outfit. So, during this discussion,
Caledonia pushed the swinging door from the kitchen in through the dining
room and hollered in, in a loud voice to my mother who was with these two
ladies on the committee--Caledonia was preparing a big chicken--and her
words were this, "Miss Loretta, do you want this chicken syringed?" They
used to singe the pin feathers, the tapers of the chicken. And my mother
had to apologize, and of course the committee thought it was great and
they laughed and they understood it. But these are characters. Now I
could go on with many, many others. We had a livery stable, Orange
Holman ., ., . This can be deleted, but I think it's a great story, myself.

Q: Oh, we'll leave it in.

A: Well, you'll have to hear the thing. Up on Fourth Street, was the
Wolfoll family, he was the local banker, Mr, Wolfoll, a very prominent,
successful businessman--and these functions took place at the Spencer
House Hotel where we had held the society balls, the coming out debutante
parties, and things of any importance socially took place at the Spencer
House, They had a very lovely formal dining room and a ballroom on the
second floor, and they had linen tableclothes and they had waitresses and
some walters, a cocktail bar, a beautiful lobby. It was a commercial,
traveling men's hotel, as well as a first rate gathering place for social
functions.,

The Wolfoll's were going to this huge party, and this is prior to automobiles-—-
that is, there's a few automobiles around, but not many--so we always

went in carriages, or hacks., We called them a hack. They were beautiful
phaetons, there were all types of rigs, but in the wintertime it was a

closed cab with oil lanterns on the side, a driver in livery with laprobes

and charcoal footwarmers and a span of horses and charcoal in a can in

the interior with plum clored purple interior of broadeloth upholstery

and purple plum covering on the floor, plus a carpeted charcoal burner

that kept their tootsies, toes, warm——the ladies with evening slippers of

satin and very faint fabries, not much of a sole.

S0, they called Orange who had a livery stable, He had a bon ton clientele
of ten or twelve or fifteen carriages and he was very much in demand the
night of any social affair, [wanted] to have his drivers sober. And
egpecially if it was on a Saturday, he never paid his drivers until

Monday because if there was a funeral on Sunday and a social function on
Saturday night, he would have no help. So they got paid on Monday., I1'm
just throwing that in for a little sidelight.

Now, they called Orange, who was short of drivers, and he, the owner of
the livery stable, came up himself. It was at least two or three below
zero, with about three foot of snow on the ground-~high banks of snow,
paths, And Orange got to the residence about 25 minutes sooner than he
should, Well, Mr. and Mrs. Wolfoll didn't want him to walk around outside
or freeze in the cab, so they invited him in. They had a wood-burning
fireplace and a very cheerful--it was around the Christmas holiday time
with Christmas wreaths in the window and the snow trickling down. It was
a beautiful night, moonlight but very, very cold.
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Well, Orange was another character who had about a fourth grade education,
but [in] his association with clientele, many of the finer things in life
rubbed off, especially a vocabulary. He was like Caledonia; he used
words, he didn't know what they meant but they sounded good and he thought
they always fit into the occasion. So he was asked to come in. They
said, "Orange, come in and get warm." He said, "Oh no, Miss Nell, I'll
just urinate around out here in the yard until you're ready." (laughter)
But that was his idea, he'd heard this word and he thought he could use
it. Now, I could go on and go on about Marion, but I think you want to
move to Springfield.

Q: Describe your house for me,
A: In Marion?
Q: Yes.

A: Oh, it was a lovely house. I was born in a funny little house which
is torn down now. I go back to Marion every once in a while to see if
there's any landmarks there that I knew as a boy. The house where I was
born—-we didn't go to a hospital, the child was born in the bedroom at
home, We didn't have any obstetricians; you had a physiclan. And he was
your consultant, your lawyer, your financial advisor on every known
subject~~whether Johnny should go to school, to college, which one where
you should put any spare money if you had any, whether you should buy
real estate or not. Your family doctor was an all around counselor. So,
his name was Dr., Frank Boner, I'll never forget it, Frank Bomer, a very
prominent local physician, And so I was born, as I said, October 18,
1897, That's been torn down.

Then my father got a little more affluent and we moved to Booth Street,
which is down in a fairly nice neighborhood. It wasn't anything very
swank, That was about 1902 or 1904. There was a gas boom on at that
time, that's why Mr. Skelly was there. They struck oil and gas. There
was Gas City twelve miles south of Marionm.

And my father was doing very well in the saloon business--we didn't call
them taverns, they were saloons., They also had a little side door for
women—--private——to go in and have a glass of beer in the afternoon after
their shopping, or a little glass of wine. But they were separated by
walls, and they rang a bell, and a waiter or the bartender would come and
get their order. But they didn't hear any of the foul language or the
rough talk that took place in the average bar when a few men had had . .
. or particularly soldiers.

There was an old soldiers' home there, and they would get paid on payday
once a month and they would make for the first saloon. And they ram a
tab, incidentally, they knew their credit was good and they give a tab
and they'd have their little shot of liquor, wine. But this room where
the ladies would go was for a cool, quiet glass of beer, I know my
grandmother used to go [in a ] black satin dress, satin bonnet, very
swishy silk. I can see the little bow under her chin with the funny
little hat that they wore——they all wore them—-and probably pierced ears
with little pearl or diamond earrings.
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Now where were we? Something about something very important . . . Oh,
you asked me where I lived., That was on Booth Street. That was a nice
two story, four bedroom house, with a ballroom-—~so-called-—everybody
fixed up their attic. That's where you'd go up to dance when you had a
large crowd of people, that is, more than you could entertain in your
parlor. You had your front parlor, which you didn't use very oftem, and
you had your so-called living room with a fireplace. The parlor was
primarily for funerals . . . you had wakes in your home--the Irish did--in
those days. You didn't have funeral parlors. You had an undertaker, and
he simply prepared the body and then your funeral took place at home, to
the church. There's some great stories about that in Springfield. My
grandfather was in the undertaking business and my mother trimmed caskets,
which is a very interesting story.

This Hen Cato, a famous hack driver also worked at the livery stable in
Springfield, and he would get a little bit too much to drink and he
thought nothing of taking off the 1id of the casket and crawling in there
and going to sleep. That was where he got his little siesta. So that's
another story, but I'm back now to Marion. Then we moved up into this
fashionable section of town, Spencer Avenue. My mother was very artistic,
had a good education, a college graduate, a graduate of the Ursaline
Convent out here and she excelled in a lot of ways. She was an actress
so far as local talent is concerned, took part imn all the staging. A lot
of her friends were envious of her in Marion--the Corbets and the Kileys,
which were all related--because they had a fair education, but my mother
had that little finesse and finish.

So she picked out this location at the foot of the hill. This was all
horse and buggy days, and the house cost six thousand dollars. It was
the most beautiful home I've ever seen. Some of the older homes today
have these solid cherry staircases, woodwork out of this world, fireplace
and everything. The second floor sitting room not only had a music room
with an upright piano--concert grands, those were for the opera house,
baby grands were not used-~everybody had am upright piano, and some of
them with the roller, the automatic roller where you could put your roll
in and operate your two feet. 1 remember that; I played that myself many
times,

And we had a kitchen., My mother was a great cook and in order to emhance
her income she made homemade candy at Christmastime and sold it. She and
her sister, Mrs. Nel Zurbraugh, who lived with us, and her husband were
in charge of the draperies and carpeting and that sort of thing in the
Boston Store. So this home was a beautiful location, and still is, but
our next door neighbor was the Skelly family, who I mentioned to you.

And they had a little girl called Carolyn. Well, Carolyn became very
famous for many reasons, mostly because of her wealth. She was married
in Tulsa, and the decorations, the flowers, were flown in from Hawaii and
San Francisco, I'm told, at the cost of $30,000 for the decoration of the
garden where this wedding took place in Tulsa, Oklahoma.

Mr. Skelly left Marion--our next door neighbor--with forty deollars. He
was also interested in the White Steamer and lost money in that--the
White Steamer and there was another one at that time.
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But, our next door neighbor, Carolyn, I remember her as a child on account

of on the Fourth of July the amount of firecrackers and night displays

that she had., Her father spent forty or fifty dollars, and that was a

lot of money for firecrackers. And everybody would practically get up on

the hills and watch this fireworks demonstration--skyrockets they'd have,

Somebody would come out and shoot them off and that was marvelous. Even

when he was financially unable, he lived a very luxurious life. He was a

gambler, a promoter at heart. Of course, he did business, in those days,

on other people's money., He was a typical oil well promotion man., And |
there'a great story--fifty years later when they drove through Springfield,
they never forgot their friends, even with all the money. And my mother
on Fourth Street--411 South Seventh Street, Springfield, Illinois--where

I lived, my grandfather's house which had 23 rooms, four bedrooms on the
third floor alone—-I1'1ll describe that later, very interesting. But the
Skelly people were driving through Springfield to spend the summer at the
Edgewater Beach Hotel in Chicago. They were very wealthy. At that time
he donated or owned half of downtown Tulsa--the colleges, the airport,

the local civic swimming pool and parks are all named after him. I don't
have to elaborate on that, as you know., The Skell Gas . ., . everything
he touched turned to gold.

So, he came through Springfield with a chauffeur and a livery man in a
Peerless car, Incidentally, Tom Vredenburg had a Peerless, a white one
[with] red upholstery, in Springfield. This was the same make of car——about
175 wheelbase, with two liveried chauffeurs in the front seat, and he and
Mrs. Skelly in the back seat with goggles, linen dusters, and funny linen
caps, with gauntlet gloves to protect them from the sun and the wind and
what have you. The weather was summertime; it was beautiful weather, but

it was customary to wear this regalia. You did have a windshield, but

that was usually down, you wanted to get the air and so on and so forth,

So, my mother was having corned beef and cabbage that day--she had three
or four boarders from the statehouse, there were also roomers--plus the
cinnamon rolls and the homemade bread that she made——twenty cents a
loaf--and they came far and wide to get this homemade bread, which many
people of this generation and one back remember coming miles to get., A
loaf of homemade bread which was voluptuous in size; it rolled over the
side of the top of the pan. She had a double-deck Middlebee baker--a
professional oven, had the long panels--when she become quite successful
in this baking business. She had this oven installed in the first floor,
in the basement at 411 South Seventh, the old Foster home, my grandparent's
home.

S50, the Skellys stopped to look us up. And, of course, the Skellys had
all the Japanese help~~cooks, chefs--had eaten all over the world in many
places after coming to this wealth, And my mother simply said . . .

End of Side One, Tape One

Q: What year was this?
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A: About 1915 or 1916, 1'd say, in there. I'm not quite sure, but give
or take a year or two. So, they were delighted to come in and sit down
at the little drugstore table with the typical soda fountain stools--a
ladder back like you had at the proverbial soda fountain equipment., She
had four stools in there and then the delicatessen was in front, They
got a smell of that homemade bread and this corned beef and cabbage and
boiled potatoes with hot butter--no margarine in those days—-this was
real churned butter. Country eggs and all those things were brought in
from the farm. You had farmers that brought you produce every week,
early in the day. So, he had this corned beef and cabbage and he went
back after a second round of it. When he got through, he says, "Loretta,
I've eaten all over the world. I've had meals, but I've never had one
I've enjoyed like this. 1I'll never forget it. I know where we're going
that we're never going to get food like this. This was the highlight of
my trip between here and Tulsa, and I hope we come back through here so I
can have a return engagement," So my mother was very happy that they
enjoyed it. She was a very outgoing person, loved to entertain, loved
people, and did entertaining a lot in her small way. Now, you wanted to
ask me a question.

Q: You mentioned that Nel Zurbraugh lived with you in Marion. Did she
and her husband both live in the house with you?

A: Yes, they did. She was much younger than my mother, and they were
just newly married. And we had these extra rooms with a woodburning
fireplace in the second floor living room, which you don't see today.
They had them in downstairs and upstairs. Off of your large bedroom—-my
mother had an idea--you see it today in hotels and motels, a separate
room. The bathroom had a private entrance and the toilet had a private
entrance——they were separated yet there were connecting doors. And with
children going up and taking a bath and another child wanting to use the
toilet, there was no confusion, no waiting outside. Two people could
occupy the bath facilities at the same time, in privacy. That was the
idea. That was her own plan, which I thought was very original and very
good.

Q: How many children were there in your family?

A: I had a brother. There was one child died in infancy, that's why I
hesitated. I have a sister, Maureen, who is now a nun in the Ursaline
Convent, in Springfield. She is well-known; she teaches first and second
grade at Blessed Sacrament School right out here on Glenwood, Eileen,
and Tom-=Eileen lives in San Francisco. She's married and has children
out there, and grandchildren. My brother Tom lives in Delray Beach,
Florida and is a golf addict and has a home on the golf course. So,
that's the extent of my family.

Q: What's your sister's name that's the nun here?

A: Sister Maureen, the Irish for Mary, M-A-U-R-E-E-N, There's another
Maureen in the Sacred Heart Academy who is a writer, and they often get
their mail mixed up. Sister Maureen has taught kindergarten for many,
many years, and Child Garden at the Ursaline. The o0ld Brinkerhoff home
was called a castle—-a very interesting story about that. These children
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were pre-kindergarten--Child Garden, they called it--with a bus that

picked them up and brought them to this school, and they had their milk

and orange juice, and they had French conversation talk. 1 was a guest
there many times., And they were children that were slightly backward.

They were embarrassed, or . . . there was nothing wrong with them physically,
but they didn't come out of their shell yet. They were a little bit on

the shy side. And it was amazing what Sister Maureen could do to those
children in a few weeks.

For example, I knew this one child of a prominent family here. She was
around people, but she would go in a corner and put her little finger in
her mouth and hang her head and was very, very shy. Well, knowing the
child under those circumstances and seeing her a few weeks later after

she attended the Child Gardem . . . I made a trip out there; I was invited
out to see this birthday party. Everyone had a birthday party; they had

a dinner party, so called. And they had their napking and knives and
forks, and they had placecards--the whole bit. Pre-kindergarten, now

this has to be four years of age or three and a half. Some of them
couldn't even talk too well, but they were great actors,

So I came, and the children took their turn. One was monitor at the door
and one would dismiss the guests. The same day, one would be the answering
service and other would be the dismissal service. So, I got out and I
rang the bell, and this little backward child that I had known a few
weeks before, came to the door, and she says, "How do you do? My name is
so-and-80. I live at such-and-such address. Won't you come in? Will
you follow me?" And she tip-toed into this place, and I followed her.
She showed me a hatrack to put my hat and coat, and turns me over to my
sister. So I said, "Thank you very much." I shook hands with her and
she excused herself and went about her goldfish and sandpile and whatnot,
play area,

So the children were called to order and they sat down at thelr proper
place, And some of these were non-Catholic children, and the French
conversation was Catholic, The children didn't have to participate in
the Catholic ritual, but they would bless themselves in French--the
Catholic children--and would hold up a knife, fork, and spoon--in
French--which they all would do. Then the payoff--in my estimation it
was the greatest thing-~the father and mother at night at dinner, at
home, The child would come home and she would spring this conversation
on her parents, who had no idea what the child was talking about--at
least they did, because they were briefed that the child would have that
in her curriculum. So it was very interesting.

Oh yes, then when I was ready to leave, a little boy took me to the door.
And Sister Maureen would always stay in the background. They had to
function on their own. And he said, "Doctor, we're very happy you could
come. My name is so-and-so and I live at a certain address, If you're
in the neighborhood sometime, drop in again." Well, that floored me,
knowing these children were semi-backward. The children loved her. Many
times the parent would want the child to do something, such as go out and
rake the yard or do some little chore, a little simple thing. And they'd
say, "Well, I'll have to ask Sister Maureem first if it would be all
right for me to do that." That's the confidence they had in Sister
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Maureen--it was Mother Maureen, they called them "mother," but now this
class distinction, or this elevation, they're all sisters, they're all
the same denomination ., . . not denomination, but like in the army. . . .

Q: Rank?

A: Rank, that's right, That reminds me of a rank story, there, I'm
going to tell you about the army and the navy.

Q: How long has Child Garden been going on?

A: Oh, that lasted maybe four or five years. In the first place it was
rather a financial flop. It was very wearing and tearing on the sister
who conducted it. Now just imagine fifteen or twenty children at that
age. They come with wraps, galoshes, rubbers, mittens, overcoats. They
had to undress, they had to be hung up. The bus driver simply let them
off at the back door and they'd come in, Their safety protection had to
be looked after., They had to have their milk and their orange juice and
a nap--this was only for a half day. They were there an hour and a half
or two hours~-three at the most~-and they had to be dressed again with
the boots, the leggings, the wraps, and mittens and the hat and the cap,
and there was a lot of confusion. I think the fee was $25 a month or
some ridiculous amount to have this child taken care of. And it did
bring them up beautifully., So, I don't know whether the convent couldn't
get the persomnnel to carry through, like Sister Maureen. I don't want to
be quoted on this, but I think it was a financial hardship, or maybe it
was the other way around and it wasn't patronized properly. The parent
couldn't take the time to . . . now these were not working mothers, these
were wellito-do people, people that the husband went to business, they
may have had older children in the family. This was a novelty idea, and
it did £111 in a miraculous element of bringing a child out of his shell,
as we call it at Dale Carnegie--coming out of your shell when you would
express yourself, and rap the table with a newspaper and at least tell
your name. Many times they can't even speak their name, but these children
would speak their name and address and I think some of them knew their
telephone number in case of emergency. The Bell Telephone people had a
program very similar, to be able to tell somebody on the phone who you
are, and if the house is on fire, to call the fire department.

Q: About when was this?
A: Which?
Q: About what years did the Child Garden function?

A: Well, I would say, going back . . . you could get that information
from Sister Maureen by simply calling if you want it accurate. But I
would say it would be 20 years ago--15, 20 years ago--maybe not that
long. But these are all a matter of record. You could call her at the
Blessed Sacrament School. She only works a half day now, her afternoons
are off. Incidentally, she's going to retire next year and go to Rome
for a visit. They have sort of a prize, or they have the privilege to
go. Now they're like everybody else, they have their street clothes;
they don't have to wear the habit except the veil, and they have options


















