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Memoirs of Enos K. Fluke

[ Editor ’s note: These memoirs were transcribed from a typed manuscript in the possession of
Bruce and Beatrice Gould. They appear to have been dictated by Enosin 1933-1934. The
conversion from typescript to el ectronic form was done using FineReader 5.0 OCR, followed by
hand-editing of the results. The OCR process can introduce errors, substituting a word that
“looks like”” another word. For example, “comer” substituted for “corner”. In addition, the
original typescript had typographic errors aswell.

Enos Kelso Fluke was born June 17, 1845 near Orange (now Nankin), Ashland County, Ohio. He
was the son of Henry Fluke and Margaret Snitzer Fluke. He married Fannie Ward Hager man,
daughter of William Hagerman and Mary Beal by Hagerman, in September 1869. They had five
children: Mary Kathleen, Rossiter, Grace Dorothy, Helen Frances, and Margaret.

Prepared by Dean Blackmar Krafft , October 6, 2002]

| am an old man nearing my eighty-seventh birthday and still going pretty strong. Said to be
living on borrowed time by the on-coming jazz generation, though to say living on loaned time
would be nearer the truth.

When | was born in that big log house, the world was not exactly without form and void; on the
contrary the face of nature was at its very best in the middle of June. We had the same sun, moon
and gtars, the same glory of woods and sky and water that we have now; but there was an almost
entire absence of the comforts and conveniences we enjoy today.

At that time, if afamily had a spinning wheel and an outdoor bake-oven, it was sufficient; with
yam for knitting garments and the oven for baking bread, pies and other goodies. Everything we
have today, from cookstove to radio, has been invented in the eighty odd years that it has been my
pleasureto live.

How fortunate to have been born just when the people of the earth were being awakened and
stirred into making some use of the brains they possessed. As every day in the past century added
some new device, one might expect that the inhabitants of the world would be struck dumb with
astonishment. Not at al. We just wondered why somebody hadn't thought of that before!

| am afar long way from feeling satisfied with my ability to write the story of my life so that it
will appear asinteresting asit was in the living. So in thiswriting | am trying to give some-thing
of apicture of thelife of alittle boy who happened to be born on June 17, 1845, in alog house
that stood by the roadside a mile or so north of the village of Orange, Ashland County, Ohio. Not
an ordinary log house, but agreat big hewed log house, some fifty feet long by twenty feet in
width, containing four spacious rooms - - two downstairs and two upstairs. In the center partition
was a huge brick chimney with an enormous fireplace in each lower room, th3 big chimney
answering for both. The one in the kitchen was equipped for cooking, having an expansive brick
hearth, so that hot coals could be raked out for use of skillets, and the much used dutch oven, a
sort of flat kettle with legs long enough to lift it dightly above the coas. Over the main fire was a
long-swinging crane with hooks attached on which to hang tea-kettle, pots and attaching a spit. At
the right, on the same hearth, was a brick oven for baking bread, cakes and pies. This oven had a
chimney curling up over its back and entering the main chimney higher up, giving the appearance
of agreat squirrel. As my mother did not use this oven much, it made a fine place for catsto
sleep. The walnut timber in that house, doors, door and window frames, cupboards and closets of
solid walnut, would be worth a small fortune today.



Memoirs of EnosK. Fluke

At home we used a big spinning wheel as well as the small kind on used in spinning flax. Also
thereel on which the spun yam was reeled. My mother spent much time at this kind of work, and
| recall that later on | could operate the large wheel quite well, myself. Of course there was much
home-made cloth in those days, but our manufacturing only covered socks, stockings and mittens.

Our house stood broadside to the road with a door to the kitchen and another to the parlor. In the
enclosed grounds was awell with the usual old fashioned sweep and “old oaken bucket”. By the
front gate stood alarge pear tree, and there were one or two cherry trees, and many currant and
gooseberry bushes. There was much ground-ivy around our yard - - small, modest vineswith a
tiny blue flower. There was an old log barn with athatched roof covering the entire building
which included two hay and grain lofts separated by a threshing floor, with stables on either side
for horses and cows. The thatch roof was of rye or oats straw made into small round bundles or
sheaves closely bound together, and laid as we lay shingles today, overlapping. This barn must
have been there several years before my time, for the outside of the roof was nearly black, but the
inside or underside showed the straw as bright asif lately put on. Here was the kind of a place
chickens and geese and cats loved. At my age, it was a mine of every kind of thrills.

An old goose had a nest in one end of this barn, and my sister, two years older than |, was
disturbing the setting goose in some way, when the gander intervened. He flew at her, biting onto
her lower lip, and whipping her with his wings. She screamed with fright and pain. Then up
stepped my brother Wilson and Bang! That gander was knocked out and we hurried home to
mother leading a scared little girl with avery large lower lip.

I have never heard anything except disparaging remarks about geese and how little sense they
have. But as avery small boy | watched them swimming so easily, eating grassjust like animals,
or with their assembled red bills discussing matters - - talking as loud as germans - - And then
think of finding a goose nest! For they hid their nests, carefully covering their eggs - - and such
huge eggs. | certainly got abig thrill out of geese in those days.

Our house was situated in avalley bordered by young hickories, walnut, butternut and maple
trees. Through thislittle valley wound a charming little creek with clear water, good fishing and
swimming holes. Across the creek was our maple sugar camp containing several hundred large,
hard mapletrees - - hardly another kind of atree among them. Here every spring we made a
barrel or more of sugar and as many gallons of molasses as we could use. | cannot recall any
sweeter memories of my long life than those of the spring days spent in the sugar camp. We often
visited other camps in the neighborhood, where we spent the time telling stories, boiling eggs,
and just enjoying every minute until it was time to bank the fires and go home.

| was the youngest of four children - - two girls and two boys - -and therefore had the usual
advantage of learning much from those who were older.

Up and down our little valley (which carried a well-traveled high-way as well as the creek and
everything included in what we called “the commons” - - an unfenced part of my father's farm)
we knew by sight and sound. Many different birds, al kinds of small animals, many kinds of
bugs, ants and creeping things. We knew more about nature study even then than do many grown-
ups of today. Besides we were going to school in those years, and learning to read and write and
cipher. Our high-way was a diagonal road, a part of the line between Cleveland and Cincinnati,
and there was a mail coach four times a month. (Describe this mail coach). All cattle, hogs and
sheep were driven to market some times on great droves of many hundreds. Now and then we
saw acircus and menagerie - - along train of animals and wagons, followed by afew elephants,
zebras, camels, etc. | thought maybe sometime | might be wearing a uniform and driving one of
those wagons drawn by six beautiful horses. Wouldn't that be the life!

When | had grown strong enough to carry ajug of water to the men in the harvest fields, |
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remember that sickles were still used, but a great inventor had produced what was called agrain
cradle, and father, being quite a wheat grower, got the first cradle in our neighborhood. Very soon
after that the sickle disappeared. Just think! From the sickle and the cradle to the present
combination harvester, thresher and sacker, al rolled into one, and drawn by a caterpillar tractor.
All this progressin eighty years must be a part of some great plan which will end al right, but in
all this nothing has been done that would add to the (abundance of child life) absorbing inter-eats
and keen enjoyment of childhood, as | knew it.

We rambled up and down that little valley under the walnut shade trees, gathering nuts, learning
the habits of birds, bees and insects, and the essence of beautiful wild flowers; reveling in the
smell of dampened earth at evening; the hum of katydids, the sad, low voice of an (as yet
unknown) bug, that was aways present from June to November. Sometimes our mother would be
browning coffee beans that gave forth such alovely aroma. All these thrilling sights and sounds
and fragrances became a permanent part of our lives.

Long days we played store-keeping on the pebbly border of the creek. There were little stones of
almost every size, color and shape for merchandise, yellow sand for brown sugar, plenty of
driftwood for building stores, and trade was always good. And then there was the covered bridge.
When | was alittle boy walking with my mother to visit a neighbor who lived to the south, we
passed through a covered bridge, one end of which was on our land. As| remember it, the
foundation timbers on which the planked floor rested were at least double the width necessary for
the road. There must have been some intention to make a place of refuge and rest for the weary
and heavy laden; The roof was made of what we called clapboards, such as my Pa made with his
frow from a straight cut of oak.

| spent many happy days under the floor of this bridge where the robins and peewees lived.
Imagine what a noise wagons and buggies made rolling over these dry planks. | wish | could hear
that same noise once more!

When neighbors came to visit, our folks would be so glad. There was no worrying over what we
should have for dinner with a smoke house full of meat - - dried beef, sausage, ham, and just
everything. There was no wondering about how long they were going to stay, or anybody angry
because we were not notified of their coming. Some difference between that kind of friendly
feeling and as such things exist today. (Onit.) And if they brought children with them, it was
simply more pleasure for dl of us.

| first went to school in alog school house which stood on the bank of the creek, a mile north of
where we lived. (Describe this “eight-square” school house.) The teacher's name was David
Heiffner, the son of Jacob Heiffner, who lived in a brick house on the hill not far away. (This
house, by the way, was built of hand-made brick. Tell about.) About all | can remember of that
period was that on Christmas day the teacher came at the usual time and brought a bushel -basket
of apples, which hethrew, all at once, on the floor. And hew the children all did scrabbleto get as
many as possible. Apples and a stick of candy for each pupil were the simple presents and they
made us all happier than all the expensive gifts children now have on Christmas. Something
radiant about the simple act of that teacher, and then his declaring it a holiday, remainsin my
memory to this day.

This school house had for seats slabs, or plank benches. Augur holes were bored at the ends, in
which legs were driven, the front row of seats having short legs, and the height of these seats
rising towards the back of the room, to accommodate the different lengths of legs of the
“scholars.” At the back of the room, clear across, there was attached to the wall awide desklike
board with a proper slope for writing, with alevel space at the top for ink and quill pens. Ink was
not plentiful in those days, and much of it was made from pokeberries.
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Very soon after that (?) a new schoolhouse was built on our land which was near the center of the
district and then we had only a half-mile to go to school. And that was a half-mile of hills and
hollows, on one sidefirst agreen field, then woods reaching to and ending at the schoolhouse. On
the other side and along the creek were sycamore trees. One of these stood right on the edge of
the creekband and was hollow. When we went swimming there, we used it for a dressing-room,
asit was big enough for several boys to hidein at once.

The open land bordering the creek and highway was a favorite camping ground for moving
wagons and peopl e going from one part of the country to another. Also it was dwaysjust a
paradise for Gypsies. Thiswas especially so on our land, shaded by hills and valleys of fine trees.
People came from far and near to trade horses, have their fortunes told, and traffic with these
Nomads. My folks didliked and feared them, but they never thought of ordering them to move on.
True, they bought some supplies of milk, butter, eggs and meat, but nothing we sold them was
ever good enough for them. | am not so sure but that these people possess the qualities of witches.
Persons dealing with them always got the worst of the bargain. A balky horse would be tried out
and do honest work while the trade was being made, but just as soon as the white man undertook
to work him, he would re-fuse to move.

One day when | was about three years old, Mother was busy in our best room, when there came
three loud knocks on the floor above her asif struck by a man with aheavy maul. She was much
frightened and went upstairs to see what had caused the sounds; but found nothing that could
have caused anything of the kind. So she understood it to be awarning of some coming tragedy?
and sure enough, the very next day a man on a horse came to inform her that her father was
dying, having cut hisfoot, while chopping in the woods some distance from home, and perishing
from loss of blood. Mother went to him, taking me with her. Of course the sad event is rather dim
in my memory. Grandfather had been a soldier with General William Henry Harrison in the War
of 1812, and he said, among other things, “To think of al the hardships | have been through, and
now | must die from thislittle cut.” | think that in those early days everybody believed more or
lessin mysterious things. They were what we call superstitious. But when we stop to consider, it
seems quite reasonable. Wasn't the Bible full of stories of dreams, handwriting on the wall, till
small voices, and visions? There was no telegraph, no wireless, no radio at that time. People lived
farther apart, and how el se could they be warned of coming events? When good people who
believed in God heard things - - mysterious sounds that could not be explained, they naturally
believed it to be awarning.

I have always been afraid in the dark. There were places on the road not far from my home that
tried my courage very much to travel at night. Why | should have been afraid | am unable to say.
I knew there were no dangerous wild animals. Panthers were the animals | most feared, but i
knew there were none left in that country. What was | afraid of ? Who knows!

When | was a boy about twelve years old | used to sometimes go among our neighbors and work
- - hoeing com, making hay, etc. Long steady days at fifty cents aday! Several times| went to
work for aday or two for Jakie Heiffner - - atypical Penna. Dutchman. | remember it seemed a
long ways from home to me. At meal time we had rather meager fare, but there would always be
plenty of onething | was fond of, and that was honey. When we came to the table Mr. Heiffner
would bow his head and say grace in his own language, beginning (as it sound-ed to me)
“Spicagut and silakinger”. Further than that | could never follow. A great big Russian was
working with mein the field at that time, who was unable to speak much English. My knowledge
of thingsin the world was rather limited, but | seem to have got the idea that the Russian had
escaped from the Czar's country rather than be a soldier or run the risk of being sent to Siberia,
which cruelties (?) were apt to trap young Russians.

I remember | was often homesick, when only across the creek at Uncle Dave's place! Aunt
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Hannah was a good cook, and nearly always had fricasseed chicken for the base of the dinner;
though if anyone had called it fricasseed in those days, | don't know what would have happened.
Probably the table would have had a stroke. At Uncle Dave's there were severa cousins and a
bound Boy named Peter Rotes. A Bound Boy was common enough in those days. Simply an
orphan or homel ess boy, taken on with the understanding that he was to stay and have a home,
schooling and work like the children of the family, until he arrived at the age of twenty-one, when
he was to receive hisrelease, and with it ahorse, saddle, and bridle. Peter was only ten at the time
| am writing about, but he never received these rewards. Some seven years later he and | went to
Ashland to see a company of Volunteers starting to the Civil War. Peter took a sudden notion to
jointhem and | would have liked to go with him; but | went home alone, and Peter died at
Vicksburg with Grant's army.

The home life of a Bound Boy was generally as good and abundant as were the lives of the
children of the family he grew up with. | am sure this Peter Rotes boy had a happy time while he
lived a Uncle David's. Work aplenty was there to be done, but he shared al the pleasures that
any of us had in those days. Going to school; going to town; to church; to political meetings; to
pole raisings; fast horse races; fights and such things.

In those days, where | lived, one was a Democrat or Republican. There was no half-way ground.
Before Presidentia Elections there would be a day when speakers and pole-raisings would be
advertised, and on such days people came in lumber wagons, many of them carrying great flags
and the whole day would be given up to pleasure and Pole Raising. For Democrats a hickory pole
was prepared, some times sixty or eighty feet long, straight and perfect, eight or ten inchesin
diameter at the base. A hole was dug for the pole to stand in; and then the work began. The small
end was lifted as high as men could reach, then Pike (?) poles of different lengths were used with
no lack of man power, and the pole was up. A long rope, passing through an iron ring at the top of
the pole made it easy to send up the Stars and Stripes. But generally it was necessary for some
husky young fellow to climb to the top to properly adjust the flag. O boy, that boy was a hero!

Onetime my brother and | went “acrosslots”, as farmer boys used to say, going through woods
and fields to the home of Joel Mackerdll to get a dog pup. We understood that the price would be
fifty cents. We found Mrs. Mackerell at home and she took us out to ook at the pups. The mother
dog and family were under a “beegum” - -that is a section of the outer shell of what had been a
large hollow sycamore tree. Mrs. Kackerdl said, “Bull, come out here!” to the mamma dog, and
Bull came! We picked out a beautiful pup - - brindle gray, with dark stripes from the backbone
downwards, nose as black as ebony. He grew to be alarge and very handsome dog - - one that
people took a second look at and then wanted him. He was not only handsome, but so wise. We
named him Lawyer, but we hardly ever called him by that name. We had other pet names for him,
such as Doodum. When some of our family made atrip to Ashland, our County town, six miles
away, our dog escaped from us and followed his beloved horses, much against our protests. We
were much troubled and sad. In the evening when the team came in sight with no dog to meet our
eager eyes, we were even more sad and worried. All Mother could say was that after their arrival
in the town, they soon lost sight of Lawyer, and that they had made every effort to find him but in
vain. Thiswas on Friday and all day Saturday we looked and hoped to no avail. Sunday morning
we went to church as usud. In the afternoon we children - - very unhappy - -went up the hill to
the orchard, our eyes always on the road, when suddenly we were filled with joy. For we saw our
lost one coming with long lopes! So there was grest rejoicing on our part as well as on the part of
the very tired but writhing, twisting, exhibition of Joy that was our returned friend. We were sure
he had been kidnapped by some person, and had managed to make his escape. Bat he never told
us anything about what had occurred, but we were glad, and the world went better with us then.

He was always quiet and loving to our neighbors and friends; but something about his
countenance and rising bristles caused the woul d-be transgressor to hesitate and then move on.

-5
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Once about Christmas time, a man tried to steal one of our turkeys from their roost in atree by
the road; but Lawyer made such a hurrah that the turkey had to be dropped, and came home the
next morning. After that our dog always growled when he saw Abe Mack going by. And later on
Mack told usthat he tried to get a Christmas turkey from our tree. Abe was good natured and held
no grudge against Lawyer.

Mother was a very religious woman and we were brought up to attend church and Sunday school
regularly, and have reverence for the Ten Commandments. | was crazy to fish in the fishing
season, but not one of us ever went fishing on Sundays.

In early days there were many great revival meetings, and every summer there would be Camp
Meetings in the woods, lasting several days and nights. People went long distances to attend these
meetings. There was much loud preaching and praying, many conversions. These were the days
of Lorenzo Dow, Peter Cartright and others of lesser note. When a service was about to begin,
one of the preachers would step to the front of the high pulpit and give afew blasts on atin horn
to cal the people together. Sometimes he would find the horn had been filled with soft soap,
which was likely to scatter over the brethren occupying the front or Amen Corner. Tricks of this
nature were the work of the wicked, for at al these Camp Meetings there was the rowdy element,
mostly making up the outer edge of the audience. For Satan came also, as of old.

There was an old log church not so far from our home, where we sometimes went. The pulpit was
high, and the preacher was short. One Sunday he remarked that it would lift him to a more exalted
position if he had alog in his pulpit to stand on. Sure enough, the next Sun-day he found along
log there. That was the work of a gang of wicked young men living around there, who were
always ready to make light of religious doings, and the ones who, when about to die, were quick
to send for the minister. Well, thislog in his pulpit didn't phase him a bit; he just stepped up on it
and went ahead with his sermon.

Joyous times we had in those early days, going to singing schools, writing schools, apple-parings,
com huskings, and especially spelling schools and just parties. All these activities were entered
into with cheerful zest by all. In singing school we were taught to read the old fashioned
buckwheat notes, and how to carry atune with fewer notes than we use now. Writing and
drawing were taught by Docton Diehl, who could and did know how to write beautifully, and
draw with apen - - agreat picture of St. George slaying the dragon.

At these night schools our desks were lighted by short tallow candles. For candle sticks we had
squares of walhut wood with auger holesin them to hold the candles. At such times a “snuffer”
was avery necessary article. (Describe a snuffer.)

Apple-paring bees were very frequent before the appearance of thelittle old apple-paring
machine, which killed the knife work.

Corn huskings were noisy gatherings with endless fun and frolic, where the farmer could get a
wholefield of com husked by his neighborsin afew dashing hours. It would have taken him all
fall to husk that much corn alone. These huskings always ended with a banquet, and later just
fiddling and dancing. The hero of the evening was the man who found the first red ear.

Spelling schools drew the greatest crowds, many people coming from neighboring districts. The
spellers would take their stands around the wall. The teacher would then pronounce from the
spelling book, and when aword was misspelled the one who missed had to drop out. Soon there
would be only afew of the best spellers|eft, and then things became more interesting. Then
teacher would find harder words, until the remaining few would dwindle. Finally only one speller
remained; and my sister Amanda would nearly always be that one. She was nearly three years
older than |, and is till living at St. Petersburg, Florida.
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The gatherings we called “just parties” were meetings of young folks at some one's house where
games were played such as, Charades, Button, Button, Who's Got the Button? Drop the
Handkerchief, and ending in a supper about midnight. Most everybody walked to and from such
gatherings, in great contrast to people now-a-days, who think they must ride if only going afew
rods. Maybe after another generation or so people will be born with little rubber wheels on them,
with only small knobs to indicate that they sometime in the past had legs.

Sometimesin the fal of the year we gathered awagon load of apples - - the kind that would make
good cider - - and father would take us with him to the home of Jakie Heiffner, who had a cider
mill and press. The apple would be shoveled into the hopper and be ground fine. Then the pulp
passed out of the mill into the press, which was a sort of box lined with bright clean straw The
upper half of this box-like affair, operated by a great wooden screw, was twisted down on the
pulp, and there was alittle V-shaped valley at one side where the cider flowed out as the pressure
was let down by the big screw. Soon we had a barrel of delicious cider to take home. Can you
imagine anything more delightful than cider-making day like we had it? (Description of cider-
mill is not very clear).

Our house being located so near the road, was a stopping place for various kinds of travelers.
There were pack-peddlers carrying Irish linen table-cloths, only, and others with dry goods, and
other articles such as suspenders, socks, pins, needles, combs and penknives. Then there was now
and then atraveler carrying nothing but a small bundle tied up in a bandanna handkerchief. What
this kind wanted was a bite to eat, and a drink of water or coffee. | can remember one such to
whom Mother was ministering by setting out some cold boiled potatoes and other eatables. He
spread applebutter on his potatoes, which was something new to us. Nobody knew where these
walkers came from or where they were going, but they were harmless, so far as we could make
out.

Father was always kind to the poor and needy; and there were such to be found, even in our
neighborhood. | recall atime when he donated the wood, and invited several farmers with teams
to each come on a certain day and haul one load, each, of dead and down timber to a poor
widow's home. They made quite afrolic of it; and the widow had fire-wood enough to last her a
year or two. Now among the teamsters was a married son of this widow; and after the frolic was
over it leaked out that he took hisload of wood to his own house, which was not far from where
his mother lived. Our folks were indignant about it, but were too mild and easy to say anything to
the bad man. Now | was about eight (?) years old at that time. So next time | went to town, |
stopped and asked the man about it. He was much ashamed and said he would haul it to his
mother. | look back to that act of mine with afeeling not of pride.

Once | was sent to this same widow's house with a sack of nice fresh meat. The widow and her
elderly daughter were sitting at the table eating some crusts of bread, and weeping because it was
the last morsel in the house. The widow said, “God bless Henry Fluke.” Perhaps this family was
not so much to blame for being poor. They were “Mennonites”, and had been made to believe
that the world was soon coming to an end. Therefore they made no provision for the future. In
fact, not so long before that time, their church had set a date when all should be prepared to see
the end. It was to happen at midnight on a certain date; it was told that this same woman and her
husband, among other preparations had made ready a great hickory bark torch which could be
lighted if needed. That night nothing unusual occurred until after midnight their little dog barked
frantically. Mrs. Hartman (for that was their name) said, “My God, Hartman, get up and light the
torch!” When the torch was lighted and nothing had happened, they felt....(O. K.)

Our house, besides being located on awell-travelled stage route road was a so near the bank of a
lively little creek with sufficient flow of nice, clear water for good fishing and swimming-holes;
also enough falls so there were many ripples (riffles we called them) and water running over these
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little falls made music in the springtime. This stream, during rainy seasons, was a source of
trouble to farmers, asit often got too high for its banks, washing away fences and digging new
beds for itself meandering and winding around. So for this reason there was quite a strip of land
bordering it which was open ground --not fenced. This open land carried both the highway and
the stream not only by and through some of our farm, but for many miles north and south of us.
This open land was our playground. Our pigs and geese and some of our neighbors cows roamed
there and the grass was kept as short as a city lawn. There were trees on some of this ground -
enormous sycamores, walnuts and hickories, with an occasional linden or basswood.

Across the creek was our sugar grove of two or three hundred hard maple trees, not another kind
of atreein thelot, and most of these maples were large — two to three feet in diameter and very
tall. Later on (?) | learned all about making maple-sugar and experienced the exquisite pleasure
that a boy could feel when sugar activities were in full blast: the tapping of the trees; gathering
the sugar water after a good day's run. This was done with ateam of oxen or horses, hitched to a
ded, carrying a hogshead or two to hold the water. Then the camp-fire was started and the water
boiling went on night and day, finally ending in “stirring off”” every two or three days. Meantime
there was joyous visiting at camps by night, wild story-telling about panthers and catamounts,
adventures, etc. A sugar-camp was generally built of small logs, cracks caulked with grass or tow
(or even left-over buckwheat cakes, asin one case | knew of) with side and back walls, shed roof
and open front where the pan or kettles were over the fire. Before the time that sugar pails came
into use, we used sugar troughs made with an axe. Just asmall elm log two and one-half feet
long, split in the middle, with the two sides hollowed like a small dug-out boat, made two
troughs. These troughs were placed so asto catch the water coming from spiles.

While we lived in the big log house and transportation was con-fined to walking, riding
horseback or perhaps in wagons, there were sometimes great droves of cattle, maybe 1000, driven
by. At other timesit would be hogs or sheep. While asight like that gave us areal thrill, it also
filled us with fear lest some of our pet calves, or Bluey and Baby, our pet pigs, would get mixed
up with these strangers, and be lost to us. So at sight of passing droves, we hustled our petsto
safe places.

Then, once or twice ayear, the very greatest of all our excitements would appear. A show-circus
and menagerie! Long trains of wagons, some with four and even six horses, little windows barred
and wild animals looking out! Behind these came el ephants, camels, zebras, some horses, al
driven or ridden by show men. After such a spectacle what wonder we were filled with adesire to
one day be great, too.

Living where we did, beside the road, and on this land bordering the creek which we called the
“Commons”, gave me an opportunity to learn many facts about Nature. | knew the different birds,
squirrels, animals of al (?) kinds, something of al their habits, the kind of nests birds built, their
notes and songs. That geese ate grass, pigs could root, dogs and cats lap milk and water. All these
characteristics are to say the least alittle strange, when one comes to think of it. Thiskind of
education is easy to acquire because it's interesting; not like going to school and studying books.
Then there was the world of bugs and insects of endless variety. | was well acquainted with many
of the most common kinds, such as bumble bees, grasshoppers, crickets, and ants, June bugs,
lightning bugs, and honeybees. These last | soon found, could sting when | thrust a splinter into
our beehive one day.

On these commons grew various plants and bushes. There were mulleins, milkweed, jimpson,
thistles; and such flowers as the purple boneset, oxeye daisy, pokeberry, four-o-clocks. While
along fences were black raspberries, elderberry bushes. Dogfennel grew everywhere about our
old barn and yards. Mother could make the best elderberry pies ever met with. And in the woods
we had red and black haws, service-berries, wild plums, etc.



Memoirs of EnosK. Fluke

There were many hickory treesin our wood lands, and we gathered bushels of nuts every year. At
that time no underbrush grew among the timber. | wish | could fittingly describe the landscape
and the old house, the surrounding land we called the commons, the winding creek with its
pebbly shores, the shady nooks, the wagon road winding among the hills. The picture would not
be complete without the singing robins, thrushes, orioles, the croaking bullfrogs, saying, “You'll
drown, You'll drown,” the locust that said “Pharaoh”, the humming of all the other insects. My
memory of those days shows a picture which | lack language to convey or reproduce.

My brother and sisters began going to school in the old log school -house, which stood on the
bank of the creek a mile north to where we lived. Sometimes | went with them, only as avisitor.
The first teacher | can remember was a fierce man named Doctor Deihl. Away back in those days
one of the requisite qualifications of ateacher was to be able to make a good goose-quill pen.
This man Deihl could do more. He sometimes punished bad boys by hanging them to joists
above, just so their feet could tough the floor enough to ease them alittle.

When | was about seven years old, we built a new house across the road, and alittle more under
the big hill, which location was a protection from Northwest winds in winter, and was indeed a
pleasant situation. Bat | never liked it as well as our dear old log house. Also about thistime a
new school-house was built on father's land, about half a mile north of our home on a shelf of
land overlooking the creek and valley below. Here | attended school most of the time winter and
summers until | was sixteen or more. In those days there were no grades, no report cards, nothing
to discourage any child because of not being so avid about education as some other child. All we
had to do was to keep pegging away as capably as we could. We had good teachersas arule; girls
in summer and young men in winter. We were not so much interested or engrossed in our lessons
aswe werein our plays during noons and recesses. We were aso filled with little loves and hates.
Children are cruel. And the matter of caste was alwaysin evidence. A boy whaose straw hat was
patched with something which might have been dishrag, and his sister and some other of his
relatives, could not be alowed to have part in any of our Playhouses, grass nests and such things.

Nearly everything in the way of inventions which we enjoy today have come into existencein my
lifetime. We had the first cookstove in our neighborhood. It was shaped much like any cook
stove, only it had arotary top, so that while some of the lids were over the fire, others were
cooling. | take it this stove was not a success, as | never saw one of the kind again. Nearly the
first vehicle | ever saw, was the old Conestoga wagon Grandfather Fluke moved from
Pennylvania. Next there were ordinary farm wagons, used for everything, and the whole family
went to town and to church in, with chairs for seats. When some progressive man invented alight
wagon with spring seats, some of the older people expressed the belief that they were dangerous
toridein - - too light, might break down. Later came buggies and a young man who could afford
a horse and buggy was alucky boy, and stood high with al the girls, Where would such be now.

| think | was about four years old when a man named Alfred White who lived in the village of
Orange brought some run-away slaves, a colored man and his wife, to our house for shelter and
rest and food. These were daves making their escape to Canada from the South, being conducted
by Abolitionist guides like Mr. White. They traveled by night, so we had them for one whole day.
A black man was a curiosity in the North at that time. After that we saw and entertained afew
more of them. Then it became dangerous to help escaping slaves, and woe be to the man who was
found sheltering them. We must have lived on what was called the Underground Railroad, with
guides and stopping places well known. A sort of human chain reaching from Kentucky to
Cleveland was formed, but why we should have beenin it, | cannot see, as my father was a
notorious Democrat and had no knowledge of the in-side workings of the Chain. It must have
been because he was a gentle, peace-loving man, who could be trusted in any case.

| remember aday - - ahot summer day - - when Martha Campbell was our teacher. There
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appeared at the open door a colored man, asking in agentle voice for adrink of water. The face of
our teacher showed quite plainly that she was very much frightened, as she moved towards the
water pail for the dipper of water. Just then there was a stir among the children, who, headed by
Marge Heiffner, the largest and wildest girl, went out through an open window, alighting among
some hogs that happened to be nosing around there just then. The scurried away with loud snorts,
while the children also scurried to the woods for safety. Of course it was soon over, the Negro
gone on his dangerous way, and the cowardly children back in the schoolroom. | did not rum, but
stayed by the teacher. This sounds funny now, but | presume at that time neither the teacher nor
any of the children had ever seen a Negro. | presume this was just another case of aslave
escaping from bondage.

During the school vacations my time was taken up with going on errands - - carrying jugs of
water to the men working in the harvest fields, gathering eggs, bringing in the cows, watching
gaps (open gates) to keep out wandering creatures, - - occupations of blessed memory, but not so
blessed then!

On the tenth day of September in 1862, Father and we two boys were cutting com in the field
before our door, when there came a messenger riding fast, who was notifying everybody that
Governor Todd had issued a proclamation calling on young men to bring their rifles and
ammunition. That railroad transportation would be furnished from Wellington or New London to
Cincinnati, O., where it was feared Morgan would attack and make a raid into Ohio. | was all for
going, and arranged to meet the conveyance which was furnished to take volunteers to our nearest
railroad station, Wellington, Ohio. Thetrain, consisting of several coaches run for the
transporting of the Squirrel Hunters (explain) to Cincinnati, came in about 10 A.M. It was aready
nearly filled; but on coach had been reserved for us, so that our party could be kept together. Of
course we were unorganized, but were put in the charge of Mgor Fulkerson of Ashland, a man of
military experience and the kind of man who could govern others without seeming to, and with
the wisdom necessary to fore-see what would be needed as to our billeting, food, and what
disposition should be made of us after we reached Cincinnati. To some of the boys it seemed a
frolic, but many were extremely sober on thistrip. Who could foresee what might happen? At
Columbus and other large towns, we saw many soldiersin uniform. In fact the streets were
crowded with them. On arrival at Cincinnati our men were marched to the Clifton House, where
we were quartered during our stay.

This hotel building was apparently vacant, and taken over by the State. Our small rations were
bro't in to us, and we sat on the floor of our rooms to eat and to drink our black coffee fromtin
cups. The streets were a mass of soldiers. The Ohio River was alive with the machinery of war;
gun boats with long Dalghern guns with bores large enough for a man to crawl into. The
suspension bridge reaching over into Covington Kentucky, was a wonder in those days. An open
water space on the east side of the bridge gave afew of us a chance to try out our rifles, showing
just how far they would carry. The river was about half amile in width, the water calm. | think
we received a kind of jar when we saw the short distance our guns would carry, when our bullets
hit the water! There were rumors that the rebels were retreating, and we probably would not be
needed. We made the best of our time for the few days we were there. (This story is evidently not
finished. Papaintended to add moreto it.)

In the early Sixtiesthe Broad Gauge Atlantic and Great Western Railroad was completed and
regular train-service began. Stations were established in towns and villages. The road passed near
where we lived, and was a source of delight and wonder to me. (insert about first sight of train.) |
was seized with a desire to learn telegraphing, which might enable me to get employment on that
railroad. A young man named Carver, well known to our family, had prepared himself and been
appointed Agent at Polk, a station three miles from my home.
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| went to see him. At first he hesitated about teaching me, as he understood the Company did not
allow studentsin offices; but finally he said he would set up a sounder and key in hishome and |
could practice there, and also spend some time in his Station office during each day. | was soon
installed, and learning to pound out the dots and dashes, walking the three milesin the morning
and back in the evening. And this new kind of education was interesting.

At that time they used what was called aregister; and tel egraphy was done by sight instead of by
sound. The register carried along narrow strip of white paper, run by clockwork or weights, and
the dots and dashes were indented by a metal point on this moving strip. As it passed between
two brass rollers and could easily be seen and read. After afew weeks of practice | was allowed
to report the time of passing trains, and later on sent a message occasionally. By thistime Mr.
Carver must have considered me sufficiently experienced to handle an office, and he, wishing to
be absent for a day or so, asked that | be permitted to relieve him, which request was granted. It
so happened, that particular day, an Officer's Specia was run, and the line had to be cleared so to
give this Special right of track over al trains. All stations were notified, and right then the way-
freight was due and coming into Polk. The wire called 20, Polk signal, and gave the train order
signal. Was | scared? Y es, but | managed to write out the order in the proper book. The
Conductor and Engineer signed it and | repeated it to the Dispatcher and got the “Correct” and |
felt agreat relief.

A short time after this, Frank Wilbur, day operator at Ashland, came to see Mr. Garver. Said he
heard me working on the wire and could | come and relieve their Night Operator. Mr. Garver
said, Yes”, and it was arranged with the Superintendent's office. So | went to Ashland as night
operator for two weeks. This was the beginning of my fifty years of Railroad work.

Next, | was sent to New Portage to relieve the Agent for amonth. A village consisting of afew
scattered houses on the side of along sloping hill side. Along the foot of this hill, and running
parallel with each other, were awagon road, the A & GW tracks, the CZ & CY RR, and still
lower down, the Ohio Canal, with its tow-path and mule power boats. There was not much station
work, so agood part of my time was spent watching these canal boats passing. History tells that
President Garfield was employed as tow boy on this canal in his young days. Probably about the
time | was there. At that time he would have been fifteen. As | remember it there was but one
industry in New Portage, and that was a Pottery right across the tracks from the Depot. There |
learned something about the? making of jars and crocks, jugs and other stone ware - - Whirling
disks, aball of mud, educated hands to shape the articles.

The CZ & C Railroad was young and poor. They had no telegraph as yet and when an expected
train failed to show up in areasonable time, an engine with a man riding the pilot, would go
looking for the lost train. Akron, now a great city was six miles East of Portage. One quiet day |
heard a noise like distant thunder; and soon the Operator at Akron reported the blowing up of
their powder mill; at an hour when al hands were absent at dinner, and the only loss of like was
one mule that was having his dinner in or near the mill.

| hesitate to relate something which occurred during my short stay at New Portage - what | call
my ghost story. One night | remained on duty at the station until about ten o'clock, and was
starting to go to my boarding house, which was some eighty rods up the track. Just after leaving
the platform and water-tank, as my eyes were becoming accustomed to the darkness, (there was
no moon, only bright stars, so it was not very dark) | was able to see objects a short distance
away. | saw that | was meeting something, not on the track on which | was walking, but whatever
it was, was coming on the wagon-road, which was only afew rodsto my left, and paralleling our
railroad track. | stopped, stood still, until the object was immediately opposite me, whereit also
stopped. | saw some kind of a ghostly shimmering form, on agreat beast of some kind unknown
to me. The apparition, or whatever it was, made not a sound. | was very much frightened, but
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took a grip on my senses - trying to find the cause. Was it areflection by the water of the cana
below, or could I be looking through vacant places among the trees further up the hill? No. The
light was not of flesh and blood. It was supernatural. | just let go and ran with every atom of
strength that | possessed, until | reached the door of my boarding house, where | was the only
boarder, crawled into bed, pulled the covers up over my head, and shivered till morning. My
readers may laugh; but it was not funny to me. | said not aword about this; but later on | learned
that the long sloping hill, the location of the village, had a dark and mysterious history - - It had
been the scene of past murders. A strange, haunted location, | suppose. That village was quite an
important stopping station on the Ohio Canal before there were any railroads; and probably the
inhabitants were what we would call “hard” citizens.

My stay at New Portage was shortened by a violent attack of chills, fever, and ague. The canal
zone was not very healthful. After aweek or two at home and a few doses of calomel, | was sent
to Marion, Ohio, for ashort time; and there | was considerably hurt and humiliated because the
old register waa not working perfectly, and the battery was always weak. A fierce Train
Dispatcher told me | ought to be put in a glass box for a show. However | lived through it al, and
made friends of the men about the station. The Agent was very kind and sympathetic. Soon after
this | went to West Salem as Night Operator.

West Salem was situated in the middle of the Third Division. The Station and eating house
occupied the same platform, and all trains stopped twenty or twenty-five minutes for meals. This
gave opportunity for unusua sight-seeing and amusement to the inhabitants of the village;
especially in the evenings people came to see the trains come in. Maybe a President could be
seen, or other prominent personages citizens. Theatrical companies, prize-fighters, and side-show
curiosities, al had to eat!

At Seville, astation afew miles East of West Salem, lived Captain Bates, who was a giant over
eight feet in height, and perfect in form; and his wife was nearly as large and well-formed, neither
one being fat. We often saw these people, who (when not with the circus) lived quietly and
sensibly on their farm near Seville. Think of people so tall that they had to stoop low to enter a
coach, or an ordinary door!

Once adelegation of Indian Chiefs stopped for supper. Red Cloud, Spotted Tail, Hole-In-The
Day and others were on their homeward trip from Washington, where they had been to see the
Great White Chief regarding their troubles in dealing with the white men. They were all seated at
atable of their own. Talk about eating pretty! One Indian, trying to make the waiter understand
what he wanted more of, was asking for, stuck hisfork into his neighbor's beefsteak and flopped
it up and down. These Indians were only semi-dressed as white men, wearing buck-skin breeches,
moccasins and blankets. Most of them were bareheaded, but one or two wore caps made of the
skin of some animal. | wonder what they heard at Washington, and if the good promises, if such
were made to them on thisvisit, were realized. For it was not so long after this, that these chiefs
and their people were subdued and brought under subjection to the White Race, Man. About the
last to be whipped was Geronimo - - the fighting Chief of the Apaches, on the border of Arizona.
One amusing item of their visit to Washington, | remember, was that while the Indian Chief who
was the spokesman, was in conversation with the President's Secretary, it came out that this Chief
had five wives. The Secretary told him this would be displeasing to the Great White Father, and
that one wifewas all that could be alowed; that on his return to his people he should tell four of
hiswivesto go. The Indian made a sad face and said, “Y ou tell um.”

When they were smoking the Pipe-of-Peace on Senator, when the pipe came to him, took out his
handkerchief and wiped the stem before smoking, putting it in his mouth. When he handed the
pipeto the Indian next in line, the Indian carefully shaved the stem with his picket knife before
putting it to his mouth. (They probably did not have pocket-knives. )
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At the fine Railroad Eating-house on the same platform with the Station where al trains stopped
for meals, (repetition - - see p. 30) A man would appear on the platform to pound the gong on the
arrival of trains - - a sound which will awaken old memories of good eating, as loudly announced
by the head waiter.

| was soon pleased with my new position. The day operator was a young lady named Addica
Reed, and she was extremely pleasant and lively. Just as | was beginning to get well acquainted
with young people, and my surroundings, | received notice from Supt. Phillips to go to Windsor
as Agent. This move to take place the first of the next month. | wrote him that | was well pleased
with my present place and would prefer to remain there. To this he ssimply said my name had
been sent in, and circulars printed, and | would have to go. | reckon Addica, with her guitar, her
little songs, her blue eyes and peach-bloom face, and her brown hair, may have had something to
do in the matter of my wishing to stay.

| found Windsor Station, situated at the edge of awoods. Also one store and bakery combined,
and in this store the Post Office, one blacksmith shop, one farm home surrounded by becoming
trees and shrubbery. Over half amile away was the quiet little old town of Windsor; and 'way up
on along, sloping hill was awhite church, which could be seen from far and near. My duties at
this station were not to say very arduous. | had plenty of time for rest and recreation, until one
day Mr. Phillips stopped off to look over the proposition of the filling up of along, high trestle-
work in the track just west of my station. This high trestle carried the track over along, low bog;
and the filling required two engines, and two trains of dump-cars for ayear or more, working
every week-day. A gravel pit was found near by, where steam shovels could load the dump cars.
The two engines would require much water, and there was a large water-tank on the same
platform with my station. A Caloric engine was installed to pump water, and my wages raised
fifteen dollars per month to handle this Caloric Engine, in addition to my other duties. All this
made Windsor quite important, and | had much train order business with the Dispatcher's Office,
concerning my two wild-cab trains, which were aways to be reckoned with.

My telegraph work required much talk and many messages between the Superintendent's office
and the work going on at my station; and caused Me to discard my old slow register and do it all
by sound. In saying Good Bye to the paper strip, | must say thisinits favor: Telegraphy can be
learned much easier and quicker when one can both see and hear the dots and dashes as they
appear. During my stay at Windsor | got acquainted with many train men, especidly with
Engineers. One of these was Kike Ricksecker who was awit; Joe Dando could ran an engine over
the division and look asif he had just come out of a band-box; Horn Gurley was named Horn
because of his big nose, and so on.

Not so long ago | wasin Ohio on avisit, and saw some of these hames on passing engines on the
Erie (the A & G W having been made a part of the Erie) and men who were on the honor roll, had
their names on the cabs of their engines - - the engines which had been assigned to them.

While at Windsor | witnessed, or became acquainted with, some of the dangers that were a part of
railroad train work in that early period, before the invention of the airbrake and many other safety
appliances that we now have. Ken were frequently hurt in coupling cars, and braking with hand
brakes was often dangerous, because of unforeseen loss of nuts, or a broken chain or some giving
way of the handbrake.

Many of the people living around Windsor were the descendants of English immigrants, who had
settled there years before. There were such nice old names as Woodhouse, Ward, Hilto