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Introduction

This autobiography was inspired by Grandson Arden Keith 
Tucker Herrin, to whom it is dedicated. His request was that I 
write down how things were "when I was young". However, his 
mother, Marjorie Ann O'Neall Herrin Eubank and his Uncle John 
Stoakes O'Neall have requested copies, and Uncle John has 
suggested that it be expanded to include our "immediate 
family's" history up to date, which has been done.  

Subject Matter
This story will be confined to the era of the life of the author, 
which spans most of the twentieth century, except for the first 
eight.years For the history of the O'Neall family prior to that 
time, see the O'Neall Family Tree and the Family Group listings, 
included in a separate O'Neall genealogy. 

Editors' note
Note by John and Marjie: This book is being printed to celebrate 
the author's 100th anniversary, which we hope and expect to 
celebrate with him on 2 December 2008. So if all goes well, 

Happy 100th Birthday, Daddy!
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Margaret Young and Albert Ellis O'Neall, circa 1937
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Albert Ellis and Margaret Young O'Neall, 1988
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The Life and Times of Albert Ellis O'Neall 

Ancestors and predecessors

Before we start, let's review a little history. Our O'Neall ancestor 
who came to this country from Ireland was reported to have been 
in the British Navy but did not like his position. So, in the late 
1720's he swam ashore and settled in Delaware. He changed the 
spelling of his name from O'Neill to O'Neall, to avoid detection. 
Here he married and raised a family, and when he died his 
widow moved to Winchester, Virginia, where some of their 
children had already gone. Then, later, our branch of the family 
moved to Newberry (Bush River), South Carolina. Abijah 
O'Neall and his brother-in-law, Samuel Kelly, purchased some 
3,000 acres of land in the Virginia Military Land area of 
southwestern Ohio from a Revolutionary War veteran who had 
acquired it for his services in the War. In the Fall of 1799 Abijah 
O'Neall and his family moved to Ohio and settled on that land. 
We lived there continuously until my Father moved us 
permanently to Florida in the late summer of 1933. 

I am one of the four children of William and Irma O'Neall, viz: 
Albert Ellis (1908- ), Charles Fisher (1911-1993), Anna Marjorie 
(1914- ) and Hugh Tressler (1918-2002 ).   Our father, William 
Elias O'Neall is the son of Abijah Porter and Anna Charlotte 
(Fisher) O'Neall, whose children are: Margaret Haines (1877-
1883), William Elias (1882-1966) and Martha Leatitia (1885-
1953).  Our mother is the daughter of Dr. Jacob Tressler Ellis and 
Anna Chapman (Taylor) Ellis, whose children are: Charles 
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Taylor (1883-1974), Eva Irma (1885-1978), Seth Sidwell (1888-
1955) and an infant daughter (1899-1899). 

In accordance with the O'Neall family custom the first male child 
in each generation was alternately named William and then 
Abijah. It was my turn to be Abijah, but my mother said she did 
not want a child of hers to be a "by Jo Neall", so they 
compromised on Albert. When Dad was growing up his 
best friend was his cousin, Albert Chapman, called "Bert". I 
believe that Bert Chapman attended the Quaker college, called 
Earlham College, in Richmond, Indiana, where he got sick and 
died. So, altho I was named Albert in his honor, I was always 
called Bert, for the same reason. As a matter of fact, my school 
records, even into college, are in the name of Bert O'Neall, and 
my High School diploma is to Bert O'Neall. Charles Fisher is 
named for his Uncle Charles and his Grandmother Fisher; Anna 
Marjorie is named for her two grandmothers (but I don't know 
where the Marjorie came from); and Hugh Tressler is named for 
a whole bunch of Hugh O'Nealls and for his grandfather and all 
of the Tressler ancestors. 

In August 1895 our Grandfather Abijah O'Neall was driving his 
buggy when his horse became frightened and ran off. He was 
thrown from the buggy, badly injured ,and died soon thereafter. 
At that time Dad was less than 14 years old and that left him and 
Grandmother and Aunt Martha alone to run the farm. I don't 
know how they managed, but Uncle George lived across the 
road, and I am sure he helped out. Even so, Dad did manage to 
attend George School, a Quaker college in the Philadelphia area, 
for one year after High School. 

At home on the farm
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Our farm consisted of 260 acres, of which about 200 acres could 
be cultivated. The remainder of the acreage was in building sites, 
yards, barn yards and permanent pasture. In the northern corner 
was the permanent pasture, with a rough area with a small creek. 
The creek had been dammed to provide a pond for stock 
watering. Also, in cold weather, ice was harvested from the pond 
and stored, in sawdust, in an ice house near the main house, for 
use during the summer. The main house was built by Abijah 
Porter O'Neall in 1875, after he and Grandmother were married. 
It is two stories with a basement. The first floor has a kitchen, 
dining room, living room and parlor, plus a back porch, a laundry 
room and a coal storage bin. The upstairs has four bedrooms, 2 
hallways and a room that ultimately became the bathroom. 
Above the front of the upstairs hallway was a small, square 
observation room. The basement was under the kitchen and 
living room. Two of the bedrooms had grates for coal fires for 
winter heat, as did the dining room and parlor. The living room 
had a huge wood-burning fireplace. 

Our farming practices were like all the rest of the farmers in the 
area at that time, where crop rotation was practiced. The normal 
rotation was corn, wheat and a hay crop, then back to corn again. 
Sometimes a small area would be kept in hay for several years 
when it produced a good hay crop, which was needed for the 
farm livestock. Also, most of the corn was also used for feed for 
the stock. Every once in a while, in the crop rotation, would be 
tobacco. This was a cash crop which took a lot of work, and at 
that time nobody knew of the dangers from using the stuff. Most 
of the farmers in the area grew the same crops, except not many 
grew tobacco. In addition to the field crops most of the farmers, 
including us, raised some beef cattle, some hogs, and sheep, 
which were generally kept for their wool. A few kept brood sows 
and raised pigs to be fattened for market. In the Fall, after it got 
cold enough for the meat not to spoil, we always butchered two 

9



or three hogs for our meat supply for the next year. Most of the 
farmers also had a cow or two for their own milk and butter 
supply. We, however, eventually went into the dairy business 
and milked from 25 to 30 cows. Our raw milk was picked early 
in the morning and taken to Dayton for processing. As a result, 
we milked twice a day, starting at four o'clock, seven days a 
week! Our cows were Jerseys, Holsteins and Guernseys, and one 
of the Holsteins, named Joanna Spofford Ragapple Wayne (her 
registered name), when just fresh, gave over 100 pounds of milk 
a day (about 12 gallons!). (Milked thrice daily) 

In addition to the normal farming activities there was another 
activity that was available in the Fall, after the crops had been 
"laid by" (no more cultivating). All of the roads were gravel and 
the Township would, once a year, have a program for road 
improvements where they paid the farmers for hauling gravel and 
spreading it on the roads. There was a gravel pit at the foot of the 
Kelly Hill (on our way to town) which was probably deposited 
there at the end of the glacial period. The farmer who took a team 
and wagon was paid $4.00 a day and the men in the pit, loading 
the wagons by hand with a shovel, were paid $2.00 a day. I 
remember shovelling several times, but only drove a team once.

The Town of Waynesville, which was our shopping town, and 
which was about three miles away, had a population at that time 
of about 600 or 700 people. The population was made up of 
several distinct classes of people. There were the people who had 
stores and their employees. There were retired farmers, who had 
turned their farms over to their sons, or had sold them, and there 
were the widows. Also, a few people lived in Waynesville and 
worked in Dayton, about 20 miles away. The business section of 
town was a little over a block long on Main Street, generally 
between North and Miami Streets. The businesses were mostly 
on the northwest side of the street, with a few on the southeast 
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side. The principal street intersection in town was at Main Street 
and North Street. On the north corner of this intersection was the 
Waynesville National Bank (where Aunt Martha worked her 
entire career) and next to it was Zimmerman's grocery. On the 
east corner was the Library, on the south corner was the Post 
Office and on the west corner was a restaurant. Going down the 
street, on the northwest side, was Ralph Smith's grocery store, 
Uncle Ed Janney's drug store and ice cream parlor, the residence 
of Abe and Loll Sides, Howell's shoe store, Funkey's (later 
Hyman's) dry goods store, the poolhall and a hardware store, at 
the corner of Main and High Streets. On the east corner of that 
intersection was McClure's Funeral Parlor, near the west corner 
was the movie house and on the south corner was some kind of 
store, I forget what. The movie house only had movies on Friday 
and Saturday nights. 

On Main Street, about a block northeast of North street was 
Granddad Ellis' residence and office. He had a nice two-story 
brick house with an iron fence in front of it. The house was 
primarily his residence, with his medical office and waiting room 
taking up the north corner of the first floor. Also, on that side of 
Main Street, but down about opposite the drygoods store, was 
Lee Hawke's barber shop, where we all got our haircuts. The 
price of a boy's haircut was 25¢, but if you sat still (on the board 
across the chair arms) Lee would give you a refund of 5¢ (which 
he always did). So we would always take our 5¢ across the street 
to Uncle Ed's and get an ice cream cone. 

My first clear memory is of the 1913 flood. We had a cold winter 
with lots of snow, which was still on the ground. Then when 
Spring arrived, with a heavy rain, the snow melted and the 
combination of melting snow and rain was too much for the 
Little Miami River. The river was out of its banks and the bottom 
lands were flooded. The road from Corwin to Waynesville was 
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so deep under water that it was completely closed. My memory 
is that Dad hitched a team to a wagon with side boards and we all 
went to Corwin to see the flood. I remember standing up in the 
wagon, and could just see over the sideboards. After the flood, 
Dad was one of the citizens responsible for getting the road 
raised and paved from Corwin to Waynesville. This helped in 
normal times but in extreme high water the road still flooded and 
was impassible. 

Before going any farther I want to say that I am not comfortable 
in referring to my brother as "Charles", and I will be referring to 
him. So I will tell you how he got his nickname. When we were 
sick, as children, Mother would read stories to us. One of the 
stories was "Helen's Babies", who were Budge and Charlie. 
Budge couldn't say Charlie - it came out as Toddie. Toddie was a 
little imp, into everything, and Dad saw a resemblance to his own 
Charles, so he started calling him Toddie. Soon we all picked 
that up, and shortened it to Tod. Ever since he has been "Tod" to 
me, and others. 

When my paternal grandparents were married, they went to 
England for their wedding trip, and he sent back some Shetland 
ponies, for breeding purposes. Altho the name of the farm was 
The Birches, so many ponies were raised that it was also called 
"The Pony Farm". We still had one pony left when I was a kid 
and we used to ride her around the farm yard. But you know how 
it is: you have a pony and you want a bicycle! Dad had a friend 
whose son had a bicycle, and wanted a pony, so we made a 
temporary trade, and he had a pony and I learned to ride a 
bicycle. But before long we swapped back and we had our pony 
again. 

When I became school age the schools were one room, red brick 
country schools. In fact, one of the schools was on Dad's farm. 
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But the schools were supposed to be consolidated in a couple of 
years and my parents thot I should not go to the country school. I 
have been sorry since that I did not, just for the experience. So I 
didn't start school when I should. have and actually started in the 
Fall of 1915, when I was nearly seven. The schools still were not 
consolidated, but a girl who lived down the Gard Hill was going 
to town to Normal School and the folks made a deal with her to 
take me to school that year. (Back then you could go to Normal 
School for a year and then become a teacher.) She came to our 
house every morning and picked me up, and then brot me home 
after school. I would get out of school before she would, so I 
went almost across the street from the school house to my 
Grandmother O'Neall's home until she was ready to go home. So 
for my first year I went to school by horse and buggy. 

When I was in the second grade the schools were consolidated 
and the little one room country schools were a thing of the past. 
Transportation then was furnished, and we went in a horse (or 
mule) drawn "hack", which was like a bus body on a wagon 
frame. There was a bench down both sides of the hack and we 
rode facing each other. We rode the hacks for several years, until 
they were converted to automobile buses. The bodies were still 
the same, with the facing benches, but it took less time. Where 
with the hack the driver made one route a day, with the bus he 
made two routes a day. So some students arrived (and left) 
school about 45 minutes earlier than the other half did. I have 
forgotten how that worked with the classes. 

When the school kids had horse transportation, we did too. And 
so did about everyone else! We had one horse that was used just 
for the buggy, which was a one-seater and could accommodate 
two or three people. Tod and I used to like to ride in the storage 
compartment under the seat. It stuck out behind the seat and had 
a lid in the back to raise up for access. We would raise the lid and 
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slide in - it was plenty long for us to lie flat in and stretch out. It 
wasn't very comfortable but it was fun. 

I mentioned that our house was built in 1875, so of course it had 
no electricity or running water. But we did have a telephone - on 
a non-private line.  All of us had our own ring - I remember that 
our ring was two, so when the bell rang twice, we picked up the 
phone. (And sometimes, others did too.) Our water supply was a 
cistern, just outside the kitchen door. Water for the cistern came 
from rain runoff from the house roof, and there was a hand pump 
out at the cistern. Water was not plentiful, so on Saturday nights 
we all had our baths in a wash tub, in the kitchen. Mom would 
heat the water in the reservoir in the wood (or coal) burning 
kitchen stove. There also was no electricity, but in the nineteen 
teens Dad installed a Delco electrical system, which was a 32 
volt system. We had 16 wet cell batteries on a rack in the 
basement and a gasoline driven generator to keep them charged 
up. Also, about this time, now with electricity, they installed a 
bathroom in the small room up near the top of the back stairs (up 
from the kitchen). I didn't mention it, but before the bathroom, 
the "facility" was a three-holer out back of the woodshed. 

I mentioned that water was not plentiful but there were a couple 
of springs on the farm. Dad built concrete walls around them so 
the livestock could not wade in them. We would pump water, by 
hand, from the spring into a water trough for the livestock.  At 
one of the springs, up in the northern part of the farm, Dad 
installed an Airemore windmill which pumped water from there 
to a cistern at the big barn. We then pumped, as needed, water 
from this cistern into the water trough at the barn. Later, a pipe 
was extended from the barn cistern to the one at the house 
because the bathroom used so much water that the house runoff 
was no longer adequate. And with electricity available, an 
electric pump and small pressure tank had been installed in the 
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laundry room at the back of the kitchen. This supplied water to 
the kitchen and the bath room, which was directly above the 
kitchen. 

About 1915 Dad bot1 his first automobile. It was a 1913 Ford, 
with the brass radiator and the brass rods on each side of the 
engine hood, back to the top of the windshield, to hold up the 
windshield. There were no sedans - the cars were all "touring 
cars', with canvas tops and side curtains to be put up for rain and 
cold weather. Normally the curtains were kept under the back 
seat of the car. The Model T Ford had no battery or electrical 
system. There was no self starter, so the car had to be cranked to 
start it. Power for the spark plugs was generated by a magneto 
that ran when the car engine was running. And you had to be 
careful when you cranked the car, because if the spark happened 
to be advanced too far the engine could back-fire, and if your 
thumb was around the crank it could be broken! The car was a 
two seater, but with only three doors - there was no door beside 
the driver - that space was taken up by the emergency and 
parking brake. The Ford did not have a gear shift but instead had 
three pedals on the floor. The pedal on the left was the gears: all 
the way to the floor was low, half way back was neutral and all 
the way back was high. The middle pedal was reverse, and the 
right one was the brake. Sometimes the brake bands would get 
worn and wouldn't stop too well, so you used the reverse, gently! 
Also, sometimes the low gear bands got worn and I've seen 
people go up the Kelly Hill in reverse because the reverse band 
was still good. This way you could go up the hill backwards even 
when you had no low gear. 

Somewhere around 1920 I expect, Dad and his cousin, Walter 
Allen, went into the automobile business. They both continued to 
farm but they also had a garage at the south end of Main Street 

1 bought
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where they sold and serviced Chevrolets. The Chevrolets were 
made in Flint, Michigan, and sometimes, instead of having the 
cars shipped to Waynesville, they went to Flint and drove the 
cars down. 

At one time Dad took Mom, Tod and me, and maybe Ann, I'm 
not sure about her, to Flint and we drove home in one of those 
brand new Chevrolets! Incidentally, I learned to drive in a 
Chevrolet out in our pasture field. We had a big pasture out back 
of the big barn and you could get out there, and if you could not 
figure out what to do, you just drove around in circles until you 
did figure it out. I also learned to drive the Model T Ford in the 
same pasture. 

While we are thinking about cars, there were many cars that were 
"in the beginning" but no longer exist. We had, and still have, the 
Buicks, Fords and Cadillacs. But there were also the Overland, 
the Willys Knight, and Auburn and Franklin and Reo and Pierce 
Arrow and Stutz and Essex and Apperson and probably several 
more that I can't think of now. Dad and Walter Allen did not sell 
Chevrolets very long and after they quit them they sold Auburns 
for a couple of years. And we had a Franklin once. It had an air-
cooled engine - no radiator. And the Pierce Arrow was a fancy 
car, with the head lights mounted in the fenders. And Stutz had 
one called the Bearcat that was really something - with exhaust 
pipes coming out the sides of the hood. And Uncle Charley Ellis 
(St. Louis) had an Apperson Jackrabbit, probably in the early 
twenties, that had the gear shift mounted on the steering column 
way ahead of the others. 

I forgot to tell you about Tom Prendergast (everyone called him 
Tom Penders). Tom and his brother, Jim, who were of Irish 
descent, were intimately connected with our family. Tom never 
married but Jim and "Auntie" Penders, who lived next door to 
Granddad Ellis, on Main Street in Waynesville, had four 
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children: Bill, Jesse, Brian and Kate. Brian worked for the postal 
service as a mail clerk in a postal railroad car, but the other three, 
and Tom, all worked for Mom and Dad at one time or another 
and were almost like family. Tom used to look after me like I 
was his! He was a Civil War veteran, who had lied about his age 
and joined the army at 16. Long after that, when he worked for 
Dad, he lived in our back yard in the original version of a motor 
home. His "house" was built on a wagon running gears, and 
consisted of his bed room, kitchen and living room. When he 
retired he hitched a team to it and took it into town, where he put 
it down on a foundation, and added another room to it. Tom died 
in 1926, just before we returned from our three months in 
Florida, and we were all sorry that we had not gotten home a 
week earlier! 

Hugh had a similar experience with Ed and Lizzie Edwards, who, 
at one time, lived in the tenant house near our house (where some 
of the Penders had once lived). Ed took care of and looked after 
Hugh the same as Tom did for me. I remember riding with Tom, 
in the wagon, to get a load of corn (and eating fried egg 
sandwiches) and Hugh did the same with Ed. One day, going 
home from school, just after rounding the last turn on the Kelly 
Hill, there was a wagonload of corn, the wagon on it's side in the 
ditch and corn all over the place. And sitting in it was Ed, 
holding Hugh! The pin that holds the tongue and double tree had 
come out and the wagon rolled backward and upset. Ed held 
Hugh up in the air, and he wasn't hurt, but Ed had a broken hip 
and walked with a limp the rest of his life. And the mules were 
up at the top of the hill, grazing, with the tongue and double tree 
still harnessed to them!

An event we looked forward to in the teens was the arrival of the 
traveling peddler. His name was I. Gallante (probably Isadore) 
and he drove a one horse closed wagon. He drove around the 
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countryside in the summer, selling all sorts of pots and pans and 
clothing and various other small items. I remember one summer 
Mom got me an overcoat from him. 

There wasn't much in the way of entertainment around town so 
everybody made the most of what was available. In the 
wintertime we had sledding, including bobsledding, and ice 
skating. There was a small area near the grist mill in town that 
overflowed and froze over in winter, which was our skating rink. 
Waynesville is in a valley so there are two hills, on the main 
east-west road thru town. One is North Street, in town, and the 
other is the hill down into Corwin, along the north side of the 
cemetery. Both hills were good for sledding and bobsledding, 
when the snow and ice collected on them. There was not enough 
traffic to keep the roads clean so we had plenty of snow on them. 
At the bottom of the Corwin hill was the railroad track, which 
you had to cross. The story was told that one time the bobsled 
was coming down the hill and unbeknown to them, a freight train 
was parked across the track. The story is that everyone ducked 
down and all went under the train! In those days the girls did not 
wear men’s pants, so a girl would sit down first, at the back of 
the sled, then a man would sit on her spread out skirt. Then came 
another girl, then a man, and so forth. That way they were more 
apt to not slide off the sled. On the North Street hill in town the 
sled had to cross Main Street, but they could station someone 
there to stop the Main Street traffic when the sled got close. 

At other times of the year we had other activities. In better 
weather we played hide and seek, blind man's bluff and tag. And 
in the Spring we always started out with marbles - commies and 
steelies and aggies. Sound familiar? And those of us who had 
pocket knives played mumbly peg. We also played base ball and 
volley ball and tennis. And most every farm had a couple of pegs 
where you could pitch horse shoes. As a matter of fact, I won 
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medals at Antioch for intramural volleyball and horseshoes 
(second place!). And Roy Ellis had the posts and cross bar where 
we could high jump. 

Also, for entertainment and good fellowship there used to be 
community sings in the old school building in town. The second 
floor of the building, which was the fourth and fifth grade room, 
was just one big room, with a piano. On Friday or Saturday 
nights the people would gather there, someone would play the 
piano, and everybody sang the popular songs; the ones that 
everybody knew. They were "Old McDonald Had a Farm", and 
"Tipperary", and "There' s a Long, Long Trail Awinding" and 
"America', etc. On some of the songs they would divide up into 
groups and sing different parts to some songs. Real fun! 

Then there was also Hallowe'en, when we went to town for 
tricking. When real young we wore costumes but later we just 
went to have fun, make noise and go to a couple of houses where 
they always gave something to eat. Some of the older boys used 
to do bad things, like once they put a wagon together in the 
entryway to the Bank, so you could not get into the Bank until it 
was moved, and they used to push over the smaller privies 
around town. But that was the exception. 

School days

When the schools were consolidated the old school house in 
Waynesville, which had been the high school, was converted for 
the first five grades and a new building was built up near Uncle 
Charlie Ellis' farm for sixth grade thru high school. The fourth 
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and fifth grades were upstairs in the old building, in one big 
room, without a partition between them, so there was some 
interference. Miss Clara J. Lyle was the principal of this building 
and also taught the fifth grade. She had all of the students march 
in to classes after recess and lunch. She had someone play the 
piano and someone else stand on the stair landing half way up to 
the fourth grade and keep cadence with a metal triangle. Since 
Mom and Clara J. were friends, I got to do the triangle half time 
when in the fourth grade, but when I got to the fifth grade I was 
the full time triangle "player". 

The next year we went up to the new building, which had a 
basement with the regular basement "facilities", plus a play room 
and the manual training room. The first floor had the sixth, 
seventh and eighth grades and the second floor had the high 
school and library and school offices. All of the boys had to take 
manual training and one year I made myself a one-legged 
milking stool. Another year we studied gasoline engines and 
actually took an engine apart and put it back together. When I 
graduated from high school in May 1927 there were 125 people 
in the high school, and 25 in our graduating class. These were 
mostly kids that I had been in school with for the entire twelve 
years. 

Waynesville did not have a Boy Scout troop, and I had been 
reading some Boy Scout stories and was interested. So in the Fall 
of 1920 Granddad Ellis and some other civic minded men in 
town organized a Boy Scout troop. So when I became 12 I joined 
the Boy Scouts, to which I belonged for a couple of years. But I 
never made First Class Scout because I never learned how to 
swim. And still haven't to this day, even after three years in the 
Navy! 
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Age 14 was a big time for me, and in fact the number 14 has 
been prominent in my life. When boys were young at the time I 
was, they wore knickers, which fastened just above or just below 
the knees. The boys did not usually wear long pants until they 
were older and taller. I was big enough to start  wearing long 
pants when I was fourteen years old! Also, when I was fourteen 
(at least, before I became 15) I started driving the car around, on 
a regular basis and started dating the girls. I had my first date to a 
High School Hallowe’en party, as a freshman, late in my 
fourteenth year. Then in 1930 I was in a car accident, and had 14 
stitches in my face - more about that later. Also, at age 14 I 
became a farm hand doing all kinds of farm work. I think that 
was the year (it might have been the next year) that Dad paid me 
$15 per month, with an extra $5 for the first part of September, 
so that summer I made $50, which was all clear! For that I set 
tobacco and tended it, pitched wheat sheaves up to the wagon in 
the wheat harvest, plowed corn, helped with the milking (by then 
we were milking 25 or 30 cows) and did other odd jobs around 
the farm. 

Of course we had no radios or TV when I was a kid, but early in 
the 1920's Bill and Lucille (Ellis) Fuetterer, on one of their visits 
to Ohio, from St. Louis, brot along a portable radio. After seeing, 
and hearing it, I  got interested and decided to build myself a 
radio. So I bot a bunch of parts and a crystal, and built myself a 
radio. I strung a wire from the house eave, over our bedroom, to 
the barn for an antenna. The main (and only) radio station in the 
area was the old WLW, in Cincinnati, and we were able to get it, 
with ear phones - no loud speakers. But it was a start, and I could 
get the live stock prices in Cincinnati for Dad's information. 

All of the farmers had pets of some kind and we were no 
different. Over time we had several dogs and the ones I 
remember were Ino, which was a big black and white dog, and 
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Flirto who was a little, long haired gray dog, and who once had a 
litter of pups. Then the last one was Fanny, who was a Collie, 
and had to be the smartest dog there ever was! I remember Dad 
got her as a pup, and when he got home with her (from 
Harveysburg) she got out of the car and started down the 
driveway, heading back home! We had to get in the car and go 
intercept her. We taught her to handle stock, and she could drive 
cows and hogs and sheep, but we used her primarily for cows. 
We used to take the milk cows to a back pasture each day for 
grazing. They had to go out a pasture field gate, turn right on the 
road, go a quarter mile and turn left on another road, then go 
about a half mile to the pasture. Fanny and I would drive them up 
to the pasture gate and she would stay behind while I went up 
and opened the gate. Then I would call for her to "bring them on" 
and she would drive them out thru the gate, while I made them 
go in the right direction. When we got them on the road I would 
tell Fanny to go ahead, and point, and she would go thru and 
around the herd (25 or 30 cows) and up to the next road, where 
she would make them turn left, where we wanted them to go. 
After that turn, I would go ahead and open the pasture gate and 
Fanny would stay behind the cows and keep them moving along 
the road and into the pasture. When we went to Florida in 1932 it 
broke our hearts to leave Fanny behind, but she stayed with Ed 
Edwards, and he provided her with a good home for the rest of 
her life. 

I forgot to say something about the public schools. When we 
were in school the "Three R's" were taught, but it is obvious that 
some of them are not now taught, most particularly 'riting. We 
had regular instruction in writing, including a work pad, lined 
and with the various letters on them to show the proper way to 
write them. Then we practiced making the letters within the lines 
on the pad. We were also shown the proper way to hold the 
pencil and how to sit and how to use your hand and arm, beside 
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the fingers. It is nearly impossible to write well using only the 
finger tips. Many of the members of the younger generations 
write atrociously, and their handwriting is almost illegible. 

Also, I forgot to mention another source of entertainment and 
personal expression, which was various school functions. The 
High school had a chorus and a mixed quartet and a school band. 
I had a desire to play a cornet in the band and Grandad Ellis 
found a cornet for me somewhere and I played it in the band for 
two or three years. I wasn't very good but it was fun! And a Mr. 
Watkins came to Waynesville once a week, from the school 
office in Lebanon, to teach us singing and to conduct the chorus. 
In addition, four of us got together and formed a mixed quartet, 
but I can't remember who they all were. I remember that Mary 
Margaret Unglesby sang alto and I sang bass, but I'm not sure 
about the others, including the pianist. It may have been that 
Lucille St. John or Lillian Watkins was the soprano, or played 
the piano. Then when I was a Junior Mr. Watkins decided to put 
on an operetta, so he listened to all of us singing, to pick out the 
cast for his show, called "Paul Revere". When he came by me I 
gave it all I had, and I was picked for the lead role! I was to be 
Paul Revere! So we went into practice, and I still remember my 
opening line, and the tune. It went "Ah, Dear Mr. Franklin, how 
good to see you now. I thank you for this greeting and all these 
good friends too". I guess, fortunately, that in the middle of 
December, while we were in the midst of practice, Dad decided 
to take the family to Florida for the Winter. That marked the end 
of my musical career!  We spent three months, from mid-
December to late March, in DeLand, Florida. For that three 
months we did nothing for a month, Tod and I went to a private 
school for a month and I worked for a month, mixing "mud" for 
two plasterers on the construction of a house. On the way home 
we went by St. Louis (right on the way!) to see the Fuetterers. 
When we got home we found that Tom Penders had died, and 
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been buried, a few days earlier. I have always wished that we had 
gone home directly from DeLand - then we could have at least 
gone to Tom's funeral. He was very special to us - especially to 
me. 

For many years the O'Nealls had been members of the Religious 
Society of Friends, better known as Quakers. In fact, my great 
grandfather was one of the builders of the Friends Meeting 
House, in Waynesville, in 1811. My Father was a "birth right" 
Quaker, having been born to members of the Meeting. Later, 
Mom and the four children were officially accepted into 
membership of the Miami Monthly Meeting of Friends, in 
Waynesville. This act is recorded in Hinshaw's American Quaker 
Genealogy2. My parents were pretty good Quakers and faithfully 
attended Meeting. Dad always used the "plain language" when he 
conversed with other Quakers. Even I was known to have used it 
when I was an official attendee at meetings and conferences. At 
the Miami Monthly Meeting, where we were members, the 
young people, calling themselves the Young Friends Meeting, 
staged plays about yearly, which they gave at Meetings and , 
various places around the area. I remember being in several of 
them. Every summer the Society held a Yearly Meeting, 
alternately between Waynesville, Selma3, Ohio, and Richmond, 
Indiana, and I believe Selma~' Indiana, but I am not sure of the 
name. As a young adult, I attended, at one time or another, 
Yearly Meetings at all of these places. Also, annually, was held a 
Friends General Conference, and when I was a High School 
senior, Raymond Braddock and I went to a General Conference, 
as delegates, held at Haverford College, Haverford, PA. When 
we returned to Waynesville we were required to stand up in 

2 V: 107, Miami Monthly Meeting (Warren County, Ohio), "1921, 7, 
30.  Irma [O'Neall], Albert E., Charles F., Anna M. & Hugh T. recrq 
(H)"
3 Wrong. It was Pendleton.  [AEON]
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Meeting to give our oral reports of the Conference, which we 
did. 

If you have never been to a Quaker Meeting you would not know 
how it "works" because Quaker Meetings had no music, no 
preachers, nothing! They had a few "facing benches" up front of 
the meeting room where two, or more, of the men sat, facing the 
congregation. Sometimes everyone would sit quietly for an hour,. 
and not a word would be said.  Then, at other times, when 
someone in the Meeting had a "message" they thot might be of 
interest to the rest of the Meeting, they would get up and say 
their piece. When it was time for the Meeting to end, the two 
Elders on the facing benches would shake hands, and it was all 
over! 

The Quakers were very strict and narrow minded, and were their 
worst enemies. If the members did not behave exactly as the 
Elders thot they should, those members were thrown out of the 
Society. For instance, if a Quaker couple wanted to get married, 
they had to petition the Meeting for permission and if the 
Meeting decided they were not "for each other", permission 
would not be granted. If the couple married anyway, they were 
thrown out. In the Hinshaw records are many instances where the 
member is shown as "mcd", which means "married contrary to 
discipline" (they didn't follow the rules) and they were kicked 
out. Members were also known to have been thrown out for not 
marrying another Quaker. And there were many other reasons for 
throwing members out of the Society. Speaking of weddings, I 
attended one Quaker wedding, when the two people, in Meeting, 
went to the facing benches and faced the congregation. They said 
their "vows" to each other and took each other as husband and 
wife. Afterward, all of the members in attendance at the 
ceremony signed the wedding certificate, and the couple was 
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then officially married! Without the services of a minister or 
Justice of the Peace.

Altho our Father was principally a farmer, he had time for other 
things. He always had two or three tenants on the farm to help 
with the farm activities and to share crop (tobacco), which left 
time for him to do other things. When there were public sales 
around the area, he frequently acted as Sales Clerk,  which meant 
he had to keep a record of the item sold, the purchaser and the 
purchase price. He knew practically everyone in the area, which 
was a big help for that business. Also, for some years, he was the 
manager of the Farmers Grain Elevator, a co-op enterprise, 
where the farmers sold their wheat crops. And I already 
mentioned his automobile dealership, which was also a side deal. 
And he was an investor with some Dayton friends in a wheat-
growing enterprise in western Canada. Incidentally, when the 
schools were consolidated, the school house on our farm became 
his and he converted it into another tenant house, making three 
on the farm. 

Some of the highlights when growing up were the annual Family 
Reunions. We usually attended two: the Ellis and the Null 
reunions. The Ellis ones were held at some member's house and 
they moved around from year to year. The Null Reunions were 
usually held at a recreation park between Springboro and Dayton, 
and they were BIG affairs. In retrospect I suspect that they were 
attended by over 100 people! We saw cousins there that we saw 
at no other time and no other place. And had a lot of fun on the 
swings and had a lot of good, and different, food, with everybody 
bringing a portion of it. 

I thot of something else that took place probably in the Fall of 
my senior year in High School. One of my friends, I believe it 
was Wade Turner, and I decided that we needed to learn to 
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dance. So we enrolled in the Bott's School of Dance in Dayton 
and drove up there (20 miles) one night a week for the length of 
the course, and we learned to dance! For the "Graduation Dance" 
I took my cousin, Virginia Cornwell, as my date. 

Also, about this same time, I answered an ad for people to sell 
magazine subscriptions, on commission. I saw nothing to lose so 
I got their Trade Price book, and started selling subscriptions to 
family and friends. My best year was when I sold all of the 
subscriptions to the Waynesville Library for a year; the year I 
entered Antioch College. And now, over 70 years later, I still 
receive a price list annually from the company that took over the 
one I was originally involved with! 

In the summer of 1926 the City of Philadelphia put on a Sesqui 
Centennial, celebrating 150 years of independence. Granddad 
Ellis thot that would be a good thing to see, so he took his four 
oldest grandsons to see it. (Hugh was only seven at the time, and 
too young to go.) Dad had a 1922 Buick touring car at the time, 
so we borrowed it for the trip, which included Granddad, Roy 
and Erwin Ellis, Tod and me. We took along an umbrella type 
tent to sleep in. The tent was seven feet square with a built-in 
canvas floor. It had a tent pole in the center, with four arms 
extending out, at about six feet high, to the four corners of the 
tent, to hold it up and in place. When we got near Philadelphia 
we stayed at a camp ground at Broomall, PA, which had been set 
up for that very purpose. We had one folding canvas cot, which 
was put up across the back of the tent - away from the entrance 
flap - and this was Granddad's bed. The four of us slept on the 
tent floor (the ground) with our feet under the folding cot, with 
blankets for our beds. Since I was the oldest, and it was Dad's 
car, I did most of the driving. I remember one morning, on the 
way home in eastern Ohio, with good roads, we were able to  
maintain an average speed of 30 miles per hour, for three or four 
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hours! And you can tell from this account how much I remember 
of the celebration itself! 

When Dad was milking so many cows he hired a young man 
from South Carolina, named Phil Coon, to live with us and do 
the milking as his main job. One summer Phil and I decided we 
wanted to see Niagara Falls, so we bot an old model T Ford 
touring car for $15, borrowed that same tent, and went to Niagara 
Falls. The car didn't have very good tires, and we had as many as 
six flats in one day! These were the kind of tire where you took it 
off the wheel, patched the inner tube, put the tire back on, and 
went some more. But we did get to the Falls and spent a day 
there, and came home. After we got home Phil found somebody 
who wanted a Ford Model T, and sold it to him - for $15! So our 
transportation to the Falls had been free.(Not counting tire 
patches.) 

College days

I never thought about going to college any place but to Antioch 
College, in Yellow Springs, Ohio. Yellow Springs is about half 
way between Xenia and Springfield, and is about 27 miles from 
our house on the farm. Before I finished High School I started 
writing to Antioch, applied for admission, and was accepted. I 
matriculated in September 1927, on the co-op plan, which was 
the plan of the majority of the students. On that plan, each 
semester was composed of two study periods at the campus and 
two work periods on a job, wherever it might be. Incidentally, 
Yellow Springs was near enough to home for me to hitch-hike 
home on week ends, for food and laundry. So I never spent a 
week end at Antioch for almost my entire four years in 
attendance there. There was an interurban car from Springfield to 
Xenia, so when rides were scarce or the weather was too bad I 
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could, and did, take the trolley for that part of the trip. But going 
back to school, on Sunday, someone always drove me back. I 
could usually make the trip from Yellow Springs to Waynesville 
in three or four rides, but I remember one week end when it took 
nine rides! 

At the completion of my first five week school period the 
College sent me to River Mines, MO, for a job at a lead mine. I 
took the PRR from Xenia to St. Louis where I spent the night 
with Uncle Charlie and Aunt Minnie Ellis. The next day I took 
the St. Louis and Bonne Terre Railroad to River Mines and got 
there in the afternoon, in time to get a room at a rooming house 
close to the station and the mine office. The next morning, when 
I went to the mine office to report in, I was sent to the infirmary 
for a physical. I was covered with little welts allover, and the 
doctor said I had been sleeping with bed bugs! What a nice 
rooming house! 

After completing my physical I was sent to see the 
Superintendent of the mine, who said, "I'm sorry, but that job has 
been discontinued. We have no work for you." I didn't have 
enough money for the fare back to Xenia, so I talked the 
Superintendent into giving me enough money for the fare, since 
he had not notified the College that there was no job there. So I 
hurried back to the boarding house, packed as fast as I could and 
hurried down to the train station and caught the next train back to 
St. Louis and then to Xenia. So I only spent one night with the 
bedbugs, which was too much! Since it was too late in the period 
to get another regular job, I spent the remainder of that period 
working for the Campus maintenance department, doing all sorts 
of odd jobs around the campus and in Glen Helen, the College's 
wilderness area. 
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The next work period I got my first real co-op job, on the 
construction of the Dayton Biltmore Hotel, at the northeast 
corner of Main and First Streets, in Dayton. It is a 14 story 
reinforced concrete structure, and I started with them in the 
basement and stayed until the structural work was completed, 
with time out for school periods. In the beginning I was the 
"gofor" in the office. If the superintendent or the office manager 
wanted something, I would go for it. Later I was a time checker, 
going over the entire job four times a day to make sure all of the 
employees were on the job. When they got up to the top floors 
that became a lot of climbing, on wooden ladders! Later in the 
construction they put on a night shift and the superintendent 
(Henry Hizer, of Oregonia) put me on the night shift as time 
keeper, tool checker (I checked tools in and out to the workers) 
and office manager. The night shift worked from 4:00 to 11:00 
P.M., and got eight hours pay for the seven hours. Since they 
went off work at 11:00 P.M., I talked the Superintendent into 
letting me be the night watchman until the day crew came on. So 
I was working about 80 hours a week, at 45 cents an hour. I was 
getting rich! And I was staying at a rooming house - sharing a 
room with two other men. They worked days so they slept in the 
bed at nights. I would get to the room soon after they left, so I 
got into a bed that was still warm! 

When the structural work was completed on the Biltmore the 
College sent me to work for the City of Dayton on the 
construction of a sewage treatment plant for the City, being built 
on the Mad River just below town. Here I worked on a survey 
party, doing layout work and quantity surveys. That job was 
completed in early 1929 and my next co-op job was with the 
Morgan Engineering Company, in Springfield, Ohio. This was a 
surveying job for the Springfield Conservancy District - a flood 
control project. The "Morgan" in the company was Dr. Arthur E. 
Morgan, who had done the work for the Dayton Flood Control 
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project, and who was President of Antioch College. I knew Mr. 
Morgan personally and his youngest son was a student at 
Antioch when I was there. At the Springfield job I started out 
carrying stakes for the survey party and two years later was and 
instrument man and party chief. The work here was running 
traverses, taking cross sections and land surveying. Incidentally, 
Margaret and I went to Yellow Springs to attend Mr. Morgan's 
90th birthday party. By June of 1931 the 1929 depression had 
caught up with us, the Springfield project field work was 
completed and the project was shelved. In the meantime, in 
September 1930, at the first week of school, Chuck West, my 
best Antioch friend and co-worker at Springfield, and I were 
driving back to Yellow Springs on a Sunday evening, after a 
week end at our house on the farm. We were driving in Chuck's 
Model T Ford and it was just at dusk when we went thru the little 
town of Mount Holly, just north of Waynesville. We learned 
later that it was George Zell, of Waynesville, who tried to drive 
between our head lights, and didn't make it! (George was just a 
little bit drunk.) I hit the windshield with my head and broke part 
of it out. Chuck was holding the steering wheel but its spokes 
broke out and he was holding just the wheel, but it kept him from 
being hurt. And the left front wheel of the car was bent way back 
under the fender. Fortunately we were going slowly, thru the 
town, or it might have been bad! And I was bleeding like a stuck 
pig, into my hat, which I was holding on my lap. We walked 
back up to the little store in the town and the lady there gave me 
a turkish towel to hold up to my face to catch the bleeding. And 
some kind soul there drove us back to Waynesville and to 
Granddad Ellis' house. They were just getting home, and after 
they got Grandma in (she had had strokes and couldn't walk 
alone) he took me to his office and put 14 stitches in my face, 
mostly around my right eye brow. As a consequence, I missed 
about half of the first five week school period, and never caught 
up. 
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Having missed so much of the first period, I failed several 
courses that semester and the next. These included several 
chemistry courses (I hated chemistry anyway), including 
Qualitative Analysis and Quantitative Analysis and a required 
course in Psychology. The second semester I took the course in 
Psychology again, with a different instructor, and failed it again! 
So when that school year was over, in June 1931, my grades 
were not good, my job was over and there were no more in sight, 
so that was the end of me as an Antioch student and I went back 
home. 

In early October 1930 Grandma Ellis had died and my parents 
moved in with Granddad in his house in Waynesville. So when I 
left Antioch in June of 1931 I went to stay with them in 
Waynesville. That summer I worked around at odd jobs, one of 
which I remember was shocking wheat for one of the Quakers. 
Also, Tod and I did some work on the grounds at the Meeting 
House. Then in late summer I got a call from Antioch, asking if I 
was interested in doing some traveling, and of course I was. 

It seems that two Wall Street bankers, named Thorne and 
Loomis, had set up a foundation called, of all things, the Thorne 
Loomis Foundation. This foundation was interested in getting 
college students to visit various kinds of activity, including 
factories and mines and natural wonders to broaden their 
knowledge and thereby become better citizens. The Foundation 
had built several special bodies on Ford Model A trucks, each 
equipped to accommodate ten people. It is hard to describe how 
these trucks looked, so I will attach a picture at the end of this 
treatise to show you. But each unit was complete and self 
contained, with sleeping facilities, food storage and cooking 
stoves and traveling capability. Antioch had acquired the use of 
two of the units, numbers 5 and 6.
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My first Antioch College Thorne-Loomis Tour was from August 
3 to September 4, 1931. Bill Bruckman was in charge and I was 
his assistant, with the understanding that when this tour returned 
to Antioch we would make a "turn-around" for another tour, and 
that I would be in charge of it. The requirements for taking the 
tour were that you purchased, and wore, a uniform, that you paid 
$1.00 a day for the tour expenses (to be matched by the 
Foundation) and that you kept a diary of the trip. The diaries 
were to be turned in to the Foundation, and later returned to you. 
So the cost for each member was $30 for the uniform and about 
$33 for the trip, and you kept the uniform. At the end of the trip 
if there was any money left over (and there always was), the 
remainder would be prorated to the tour members. So the tours 
never cost us the full amount. And on the three tours where I was 
in charge I got a free ride. The director and the assistant were the 
main drivers and each selected his assistant, who also rode in the 
regular seat of the truck. Then each truck selected a cook, who 
had one or two assistants. Others had the duty to set up the tents 
and police the grounds, so everyone had a specific duty assigned 
to him. The pictures will show how we rode, how the tent was 
put up around the truck, where the kitchen was, etc. 

The first trip went to the west: Toledo, Detroit, Chicago, 
Yellowstone Park, Salt Lake City, Denver, Kansas City, St. 
Louis and back to Yellow Springs. My second trip, with me in 
charge and Charley Criss as my assistant, was from September 8 
to October 10, 1931. This time we stayed close to home, going to 
Detroit, Kalamazoo, Chicago, Indianapolis, Lexington, 
Mammoth Cave, Pittsburgh, Akron and back to Yellow Springs. 
My third trip, also with Charley Criss as my assistant, was from 
March 14 to April 15, 1932, and started out COLD! We were late 
in getting started, so both trucks stopped at Mom's, in 
Waynesville, and she fed the twenty of us our lunch! Tod went 
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on this one with us. We went south to Mt. Berry, GA, Atlanta, 
Daytona Beach, Winter Park, Lake Wales, Tampa, Ocala, 
Pensacola, New Orleans, Birmingham, Muscle Shoals, Nashville, 
Mammoth Cave and home. Then my fourth and last trip was 
from August 1 to September 2, 1932. This one went to Toledo, 
Detroit, Ann Arbor, Jackson, Kalamazoo, Chicago, Des Moines, 
Omaha and home. On these four trips we visited 101 factories, 
46 scenic areas, 25 colleges and universities, for a total of 172 
official visits and we drove 14,508 Miles! If you are interested in 
more details, I have copies of my diaries for the four trips, which 
you can read. 

Heading south to Florida

From May 1931 to September 1933, except for Thorne-Loomis, 
our activities are not clear in my mind. I know that the folks 
moved in with Granddad Ellis in the Fall of 1930, as previously 
mentioned. And I know that he and Mom (and probably Dad) 
didn't get along too well and that Mom was about to have a 
nervous breakdown, so the folks left and went to the Spring Bank 
Dairy farm, between Green Cove Springs and Penny Farms, 
Florida. And Granddad moved in with Uncle Sid and Aunt Elsie, 
where he later died, in September 1933. And I know that we 
came back to the farm in the Spring (?) of 1933 and were on the 
farm that summer. And Dad, sometime, shipped the dairy cows 
to Spring Bank Dairy farm. Also, we went back to Florida 
(Spring Bank Dairy) around September first 1933, when I 
entered the University of Florida Engineering College, as a 
Junior. And somewhere in that time span we burned down the 
dairy barn at Waynesville (incompletely cured alfalfa hay - 
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spontaneous combustion). I remember it was about 8: 00 PM and 
we were just going to bed.  Someone yelled "Fire!" and I looked 
out the upstairs window and saw flames shooting out thru the 
barn roof (not over 100 yards away). So we all went out to look, 
which was about all you could do - just watch it burn up. I went 
into the cow stall, under the burning hay mow, and got out the 
milk scales and some cow medicine that was there, and we kept 
the milk shed, near the barn, wet so that it wouldn't catch fire. 
And of course the neighbors came in from miles around, but with 
no water, and a blazing inferno, you just try to keep anything else 
from burning. And the car shed and Ed Edwards' house were 
closer to the fire than the big house, so we had to watch them for 
burning embers. What a mess! Also, a tenant on the farm, the 
year we were in Florida, had the same experience with our big 
barn. The depression and two barns burned, in quick succession, 
were too much for any farmer, so Dad let the farm go to the 
Federal Land Bank, or whomever it was that held a mortgage, 
and we left for Florida and never went back after that. The farm 
was acquired by Clarence Rye and his son Earl lived on it. Earl 
and the Ellis boys are first cousins - their mothers are 
sisters. 

The folks settled down on the Spring Bank Dairy and I went to 
Gainesville to college. Bill Leseman, who lived in Penny Farms, 
was also going to the University, and I used to ride home with 
him now and them, for week ends. Then in the summer of 1934 
the Florida Mapping project was underway and I managed to 
work on it, at Gainesville, that summer. I was primarily working 
in the office, as a computer, with some field work, checking 
elevations where there seemed to be field errors. And on June 10, 
1935, I graduated from college! Eight years after I graduated 
from High School! At Antioch I had flunked out, but at Florida 
(where I had more interesting and practical courses) I was elected 
to the Engineering Honorary - Sigma Tau! What a difference! 
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Incidentally, it had cost me $900 to go to college for the six years 
- I borrowed $500 from the Miami Monthly Meeting to attend 
Antioch for four years, and Mom had gotten some money from 
Granddad's estate and had loaned me $400, which kept me at 
Gainesville for two years. But I also had my co-op jobs revenues 
and my Florida Mapping job and I was a substitute bus boy for 
the basket ball and foot ball players whom I knew at Florida. 
And that reminds me: When I was working on the co-op job in 
Springfield, my meals were costing me $1.00 per day: breakfast 
was two donuts, a bowl of serial and a glass of milk, for 20¢, 
lunch was a sandwich for probably about 30¢ and supper 
(dinner)would run 45¢ or 50¢. Those were the good old days! 

When I graduated from Florida I was one of the few who had 
jobs to go to, and I had two! I had agreed to stay on at the 
University after graduation to be the Graduate Assistant in the 
Surveying Summer School. And my former boss at Springfield, 
Mr. Claude Ullom, had a job at New Philadelphia, Ohio, on the 
Muskingum Watershed Conservancy District. I had written to 
Mr. Ullom and he had offered me a job there, but agreed to let 
me do the U of F job and then report to him on August first. The 
Florida summer school was a six week project (I think), or 
maybe it was eight. Anyway, on the first day of the session the 
students and I were waiting for the professor (Mr. Bill Sawyer) 
to show up and get us started. Soon after the bell rang a man 
came in and told us that Mr. Sawyer had the mumps and would 
not be able to teach the course, and Mr. O'Neall was now in 
charge! I had never taught anything in my life, and this was an 
advanced surveying course! Fortunately I had about three years 
of actual surveying experience, in the field and in the office, so 
we went to work surveying allover the U of F campus, and all of 
the students passed the course! And the only time I saw the 
Professor was when I went over to his house to see how he and 
the mumps were doing. 
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In the meantime, Dad had rented a small dairy farm in Orange 
County, near the intersection of Eatonville Road (now Kennedy 
Boulevard) and the Forest City Road. Some time in 1934, while I 
was off somewhere, doing something else, he moved the dairy 
cows from Spring Bank to the new place in Orlando. Those poor 
cows had moved more, and done more traveling, than most 
people do! I didn't get to spend much time at the Orlando dairy 
but I do remember cutting Maiden Cane on vacant lots in town, 
for cow feed. And I remember making hay on a low area that is 
now Rosemont. And when at U of F I knew John Hainey, whose 
home was in Orlando and who had a car. So, once in a while, 
when John was going home for a week end I would ride with 
him. 

After the U of F summer surveying camp was over, in late July 
1935, I hopped the bus and headed north. My first stop was in 
Waynesville, to see Monie (Aunt Martha), then on to New 
Philadelphia to go to work for the Conservancy District. Altho I 
was hired by Mr. Ullom, I went to work directly under Mr. 
Blackwell, in the Appraisal Department. Our principal job was 
writing deed descriptions for properties that would be affected by 
the District construction of the flood control facilities - either a 
benefit or a damage or for confiscation for the benefit of the 
District. This job was completed in the Spring of 1936, so I 
packed up, in my "new" 1940 Model A Ford coupe, and headed 
for Florida. 

On the way out of town I went past the Ohio D.O.T. District 
Office, where I had previously submitted an application for 
work, without success. But this time the District Engineer said, 
"Go to work on Monday." So I turned around and went back to 
411 N. Broadway, where I had lived since August 1935, and 
Mrs. Horger gave me back my same old room! 
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My first job with the D.O.T. was as an inspector on the 
construction of a new bridge, with the required earth-fill 
approaches, over the creek near Beach City. These were required 
to get the road up out of the soon-to-be Beach City reservoir 
(part of the Conservancy project). Here I was making field 
compaction tests on the fill and checking rivets on the steel 
bridge beams and girders. For checking rivets you walked 
(crawled, at first) out on the beams and tapped the rivets with a 
small hammer. If the rivet was not tight you put a yellow chalk 
mark around and the riveters had to cut it out and put in another 
one. And you checked it again! 

After the bridge and fill were completed I was sent to inspect at a 
sand and gravel pit at Navarre, up toward Canton. The D.O.T. 
had to rebuild a part of the main highway from Dover to Canton 
(the old one soon to be under water) and the contractor was 
getting his batched aggregate at this pit. Here I had to arrive early 
to make moisture determinations on the sand and gravel then set 
the weight of each component of the mix and send a note to the 
paving mixer, telling them how much water to add at the 
mixture. So I was actually setting up the design mixture for the 
concrete for the road, based on previous lab tests of the proper 
proportions for maximum results. When the moisture content of 
the sand or gravel seemed to change I ran new tests and revised 
the mixture, as required. This went on all day long. When that 
stretch of road was completed I was transferred to be an 
inspector on a street in Dover that was being replaced. Here I 
inspected (along with another man or two) on the pavement base 
and on the brick laying for the street surface. 

I have skipped over my social activities, so I will back up to 
when I arrived in New Philly. I soon made some new friends thru 
my fellow employees at the Conservancy District. They included 
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Helen Johnston, who worked for the District and her boyfriend, 
Garner Johnson; and Virginia Bretting, another employee, and 
her friend, Chuck Vance. There was also Margaret Sewell and 
her friend, Jack Ankney. And for a while I dated a waitress at the 
restaurant where I took most of my meals, who was a friend of 
Virginia Bretting's. And at that time none of the couples were 
married, and we went around mostly with Chuck and Virginia, 
both of whom lived in Philly. When I broke up with my date, 
Helen insisted that I have a blind date with her good friend, 
Margaret Young, of Dennison (where Helen and Garner lived). 
So I agreed and we went with Chuck, Virginia, Garner and Helen 
to a show, in Canton (I think it was a burlesque show - I don't 
know how they talked me into going to such a thing). When we 
got back to Philly, I got my own car, to take Margaret home, and 
on the way out of Philly, I hit a skunk, in the road! What a way 
to start out!! 

Romance and marriage

Now let me tell you something about Margaret Jean Young: 
Margaret is the youngest of three daughters of John Wesley and 
Anna Mary (Oberholzer) Young. John W. Young was born at 
Toronto, Ohio in 1871 and died in Dennison, Ohio in 1940. He 
was a "railroader" on the Pennsylvania Railroad his entire 
working life, starting out in the freight service, and when he 
retired he was pulling the Pennsy crack passenger train, the Spirit 
of St. Louis, from Pittsburg to Columbus one day and back the 
next. His entire employment was in the engine service but he 
retired before diesels were introduced. Anna Mary Oberholzer 
Young was born in Schneidemuhl, Germany, in 1874 and died in 
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Uhrichsville, Ohio in 1958. She was a seamstress and a home 
maker. Their children were: Hazel Louise (1902-1995), Marian 
Edith (1904-1992), and Margaret Jean, born in August 1912. 
Margaret attended grade school and high school in Dennison, 
Ohio, and attended Ohio University, in Athens, Ohio, for one 
year and Miami University, in Oxford, Ohio, for one year. She 
taught second grade in the Dennison School from 1932 to 1937. 
She was also an accomplished pianist, having studied piano with 
the Nuns at the Catholic School in Dennison. At various times 
she played the piano for the Lions weekly meetings, in Dennison, 
and also played at the Dennison Presbyterian Church. 
Unfortunately, after she married, she did not pursue the piano 
playing. We were married on 27 November 1937, at the 
Presbyterian Church on Grant Street, in Pittsburgh. Her cousin, 
Betty Neumann was her maid of honor and my good friend, and 
roommate, Woody Lynn, was my best man. Margaret's mother 
and her Aunt Lizzie Neumann were in attendance. Also, her 
cousins, Al and John Neumann were around, to "fix up" the car 
we were to ride off in. That was on a Saturday, we stayed at the 
William Penn Hotel that night, had dinner with the Neumanns on 
Sunday, and both went back to work on Monday!

Margaret completed the 1937-1938 school year teaching in the 
Dennison Schools, then came to Florida. From 1938 to 1948 we 
lived in several places and along the way, had three children, but 
more about that later. After we became settled, in Orlando, she 
became active in civic and church affairs. She became an active 
member of the Orlando Day Nursery Association and the 
Hospital Auxiliary (Pink Ladies) and served in responsible 
positions in the latter. She also served in the PTAs, sometimes in 
two at once, e.g. John in Junior High and Marjie still in grade 
school. She also affiliated with the Park Lake Presbyterian 
Church and became involved with the Ladies Church Circles, 
serving as Circle Chairperson on several occasions.  
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Unfortunately, Margaret died, in Orlando, on 26 June 2003, of 
Alzheimer’s Disease.

Back to my job experiences: The inspection work for the Ohio 
DOT ended with the completion of the paving project in Dover 
in February 1937. I did a little field maintenance work for the 
Conservancy District, as a fill in. But I had been in touch with 
the University about more work, and they told me about an 
opening with the American Bridge Company, in Ambridge, PA, 
just down the Ohio River from Pittsburgh. My classmate, 
Woodrow Lynn had gone to work there the first of March, 1937 
and I went to work the first of April. The work was in the 
Engineering Section, doing detail drafting for plant fabrication of 
structural steel members for bridges and tier buildings. But on 
week ends I would catch a train in Ambridge about 5:00 P.M., go 
to Pittsburgh and change to a train to Dennison, and spend the 
week ends there. Then about 5:00 AM I would catch a train in 
Dennison, and reverse the process. In the beginning I still had my 
car, but it was more of a problem than a help, so I sold it, in 
Uhrichsville, to a friend of Garner's. I was never too keen about 
drawing rivets and rivet holes, and in mid-December my boss 
took me in to see the Superintendent. They told me that I wasn't 
putting out enough work and wanted to know what the problem 
was. So I told them that I never did like the job, and never would 
like it, and that I thot it might be well to give them my two weeks 
notice right then, which I did. Even then, work was getting slow, 
and I stayed on longer than some of the people, who were given 
lay-offs before my two weeks notice had expired. And Woody 
had also decided that was not the place for him, but he did not 
quit like I did, he was one of those who were laid off. So, on the 
last Friday of December, 1937 Woody and I left Ambridge, in his 
car, and went to Dennison for the week end.  Then, early in 
January 1938 we headed south. I was about a month married, 
without a job and leaving town! But Margaret stayed and 
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finished out her year of teaching, and then she, too, came to 
Florida. 

The summer that I had worked for the Florida Mapping Project I 
was in the office at Gainesville, working at a desk next to Charlie 
Richheimer and we got real friendly. When I got back to 
Jacksonville I discovered that Charlie had married the daughter 
of Gen. G. A. Youngberg, who had an engineering office in 
Jacksonville, which Charlie was running. So I went to see 
Charlie, and went to work for G. A. Youngberg and Associates! I 
was on the drafting board, doing some kind of work on a 
municipal water system, or something. That job lasted about six 
months or so, and then I went downstairs, in the same building 
and went to work for W. Austin Smith. For him I did drafting 
work for an electrical distribution system he was doing for one of 
the Florida panhandle cities. I knew this was only a temporary 
job, so again I contacted the Dean's office at the University. 

Word came back from the University that there was a job 
available at the Pensacola Naval Training Station as a Junior 
Engineer, which paid $2,000 a Year. This was good money and I 
was glad to take it. And Woody Lynn was already working there. 
So Margaret and I went to Pensacola in October 1938, and rented 
a house on North 12th Street. And after a year at that house we 
rented another at the corner of Cervantes and 17th Street. While 
we were on 12th our son, Thomas Young O’Neall arrived, on 28 
April 1939. He was named after Tom Penders and his mother's 
family. But Tommy only lived for five days. The Hospital said 
the cause was an enlarged Thymus gland. But Al Greenlee, 
Margaret's cousin and an M.D., poo-pooed that idea. We think it 
was negligence on the part of the hospital staff, but what can you 
do? Margaret's sister, Marian, was visiting with us and she took 
Tommy back to Dennison and he was buried at the Uhrichsville 
Union Cemetery, on a lot owned by the Youngs. Then on 8 
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August 1940 John Stoakes was born - same doctor and same 
hospital. 

My work at Pensacola was on a drafting board and consisted of 
plans for the expansion of existing facilities and the construction 
of a new satellite air field. World War II was coming on and 
additional training facilities were needed. 

In the meantime, Austin Smith and Wylie Gillespie had formed 
an engineering company and were doing engineering for the 
Corps of Engineers for new air fields. They thot that with my 
airfield experience at Pensacola I would be helpful to them in 
their endeavors, so they offered me a job in their office in 
Tallahassee where they were working on the expansion of the 
existing City airfield for use by the US Government. There was 
also an increase in pay involved, so I resigned my temporary 
position at Pensacola and in November 1940 we moved to 
Tallahassee. Here I worked on the design of runway, taxiway and 
apron expansion and improvement. In about six months this work 
was well along, and Smith and Gillespie had gotten a contract for 
the engineering design and construction observation for a brand 
new airfield at Panama City, Florida. So we packed up again (all 
we had was clothing) and moved to Panama City, where John 
had his first birthday. Here I was in charge of all airfield runway, 
taxiway and apron design. We did three runways with provision 
for a future fourth runway. 

In the Fall of 1941 I went to Jacksonville to take the four day 
written exam for my Professional Engineer registration and 
Margaret and John and I stayed with my folks, at their boarding 
house on Riverside Avenue. Also staying at the Boarding House 
was Orren Mcjunkins, who was in a responsible position with the 
U.S. Corps of Engineers, who were also busy designing and 
building airfields in Florida and Georgia. Mr. Mcjunkins thot that 
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my experience would be useful to the U.S Corps of Engineers 
and offered me a job as an Associate Engineer, with an annual 
salary of $3,200. So our next move was to the boarding house at 
1521 Riverside Avenue, Jacksonville! At first I was writing 
Change Orders and Supplemental Agreements to contracts that 
were already in effect and where the Corps had decided to make 
changes in the construction contracts. Then in about March of 
1942 the Corps started construction of the Avon Park Bombing 
Range, and they sent Roy Riggins down there, as Area Engineer, 
in charge of administering the construction of the project. Roy 
wanted me to go with him as the Assistant Area Engineer, to 
handle the strictly engineering aspects of the project. So 
Margaret, John and I moved to Avon Park, and rented a nice little 
house there. The project started with about 27,000 acres of cattle 
range, on which we built three or four runways with taxiways 
and apron, a cantonment area for the troops to be stationed there, 
a big hanger, several miles of fence and three or four bombing 
targets, including one on rails, for moving targets. Roy was a 
Captain in the Army Reserves, and during the course of this 
construction he was called to active duty and sent to Brazil, of all 
places. When he was gone, I was appointed Area Engineer and 
promoted to Engineer (Grade IV) which had a salary of $3,800 
per year. Incidentally, in addition to the construction at the 
Bombing Range, our office also had some construction at the 
Sebring Airfield and at a couple of satellite bombing facilities at 
nearby areas; I've forgotten the names. 

While all of this was going on we discovered that Marjie was on 
the way!  My friend, Bill Vance, in the Jacksonville office, didn't 
think that Avon Park was the place for us to be when she arrived, 
so he had me transferred back to Jacksonville. Now, because of 
my now extensive construction experience, I did a lot of trouble 
shooting at various jobs under construction, which meant trips to 
Albany, GA, Key West, Gainesville, etc. And now I was a "big 
shot" so the Corps provided me with a car and a driver for these 
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trips! Fortunately I was at home when, on 19 August 1943, 
Marjorie Ann O'Neall arrived at the Riverside Hospital, which 
was very close to the folk's boarding house where we were 
staying. I took Margaret to the Hospital before breakfast, went 
back home and had breakfast and took a little nap. When I 
walked back to Riverside Hospital I was just in time to see them 
taking Margaret back up to the room. 
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You're in the Navy now

By now people were being drafted for the military all around us, 
but I was working for the U.S. Corps of Engineers on military 
construction, and was 34 years old. At the beginning of the draft 
I was still a member of the Miami Monthly Meeting and had 
gotten a letter from the Meeting stating that I was a Friend and I 
should be registered as a Conscientious Objector. But in May of 
1943 I had gone to the Office of Naval Officer Procurement and 
applied for a commission in the Civil Engineer Corps of the 
Navy. I was granted the commission but heard nothing more 
from it until late October when I received orders to report to 
Camp Perry, Williamsburg, VA. So I went to see my friend 
Shelly Rosenblum and he fixed me up with a nice Navy uniform 
with Lieutenant (Junior Grade) stripes and the CEC insignia. We 
then loaded a up the car and headed for Dennison, Ohio, where 
Margaret, John and Marjie took up temporary quarters with 
Grandma Young. I took the train to Williamsburg and a Navy 
bus out to Camp Perry, and was in the Navy! 

After about three months of close-order drill (which I liked) and 
class room study and sleeping on the top bunk in a barracks with 
about 40 other men, I got a break. The Exec-O had at one time 
been stationed at Pensacola and had married a girl there, and her 
brother had worked in the Public Works office where I did, and I 
knew him. It is a small world! So when the Navy needed 
someone from Camp Perry to go to Washington, on Temporary 
Additional Duty, to serve on a Manpower Survey Board staff my 
friend's brother-in-law (with whom I had talked on several 
occasions) thot of me. So I caught the next train for Washington, 
and arrived there about mid-night, found a place to stay the rest 
of the night, and reported to the Navy Dept. in the morning. 
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The purpose of the Manpower Survey Board was to look at the 
personnel at all Navy Shore Stations, checking for personnel that 
could be transferred from the shore stations to sea duty. And 
guess what! All of the shore stations were at that time under-
staffed! After three months of this duty the work of the Board 
was completed and in May I was returned to my regular station 
at Camp Perry, which was preparing to close down. So after a 
couple of weeks there I received orders to report to camp 
Endicott, another Sea Bee training camp, at Davisville, RI. Here I 
went back into the same old basic training routine, until the end 
of June. For some reason, Camp Endicott had charge of the 
Shore Patrol in Providence and northern Rhode Island, I guess 
because it was closer to Providence than Quonset Point or 
Newport. Anyway, the Shore Patrol Officer was looking for an 
assistant, to be in charge of the Patrol in Providence. I was told 
that if I would take the position for a few weeks that they would 
then send me to a CBMU (a maintenance unit) in the Pacific. 
Since I had no choice I accepted the assignment. About six 
weeks later I found out that I had been assigned permanently to 
Shore Patrol duty! This was fine, so I found an apartment in 
West Warwick and sent for Margaret and the kids! We were all 
together there for about a year and a half and lived in three 
different places during that time. I was in charge of the Patrol in 
Providence and northern Rhode Island and more or less set my 
own work schedule, with the approval of my boss, the Shore 
Patrol Officer for the area. And during this period I had made an 
AllNav, and been promoted to full Lieutenant (two stripes). 
Several of us at Endicott made the same AllNav, so we went 
together and had the customary "Wetting Down Party" at the 
Officers' Club!   (An “AllNav”is an information to “All Navy” 
personnel)

In early January 1946 I was transferred to the Melbourne 
(Florida) Naval Air Station to replace Lt. Augie Compton as 
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Public Works Officer. Augie had enough "points" and was 
getting his discharge, and the Navy needed a Public Works 
Officer to take over, and close down the Station. So in early 
January of 1946 we moved to Melbourne and took up residence 
in Quarters "A" on the base. This was really the CO's quarters, 
but he was leaving and the XO was already settled in Quarters 
"B", so we got the CO's quarters. We were there until July when 
I was ordered to the discharge center at the Jacksonville NAS, 
and on July fourth 1946 I was processed thru the discharge center 
and became a civilian again. However, I was on the Navy payroll 
until September to use up and get paid for all of my accumulated 
leave time for about three years. And my release was actually for 
inactive duty but still a member of the U. S. Naval Reserve. I was 
in the Reserve until January 1954, when I received an Honorable 
Discharge from the Navy. In the meantime I had made another 
AllNav and promoted, while on inactive duty, to Lt. Commander, 
so my discharge reads "Lieutenant Commander Albert E. 
O'Neall, CEC, U.S.N.R. (324137)."

Move to Orlando

Upon release from active duty we all went back to Jacksonville, 
to Mom's boarding house on Riverside Avenue. I had prospected 
around some, and taken a job back with Smith and Gillespie, 
working on environmental project design. We soon bot a house 
on Dancy Street and moved out of the boarding house and settled 
in on Dancy Street. Later Smith and Gillespie had a contract with 
the City of Orlando for plans and construction observation on a 
series of collector sewer lines, lift stations and the Bennett Road 
Treatment Plant. So in mid-November they sent me to Orlando 
as Project Engineer on this construction program. In the 
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meantime, Dad had retired from working at the Jacksonville 
shipyard and Mom had retired from the boarding house business. 
They had moved to Orlando, and Dad was in the orange growing 
business! So, again, we moved in with them, temporarily. At 
Christmas Margaret and the kids came down and she located a 
house for us to rent, which we did, on Princeton Street. John was 
in the second grade at Fishweir School in Jacksonville, so they 
stayed there until the end of the first semester. Then we put the 
Dancy Street house on the market and moved into our rented 
house in Orlando. And John transferred to Princeton Elementary 
School, a couple of blocks from our house.

The Orlando sanitary project was completed in November 1950, 
as was the treatment plant in Winter Park, which I was also 
looking after for S & G.  I was then transferred back to the main 
office in Jacksonville. But the kids were both now in school and 
we did not want to move them to different schools at that time. 
Also, we had bot a lot on Rugby Street and planned to build a 
house there, which we did in 1951. So I commuted to 
Jacksonville, at first with a company car. I would leave Orlando 
early enough on Monday morning to be in the Jacksonville office 
by 8:00 A.M. then would drive home after work on Friday. 
During the week I stayed at the Florida Hotel, in Jacksonville. 
(The Ritz it wasn't!) Then the Company needed the car for other 
purposes and I rode the bus for a while then went back and forth 
by air. After the commuting for a year and a half, and the kids 
were in school in Orlando and I was missing out on most of their 
activities, I got tired of it! So I told Wylie Gillespie that either 
they had to open an office in Orlando or I had to resign. He said 
they did not want an office in Orlando, so I said, "OK, I resign 
effective April 30, 1952!" Which I did! 

When we built our Rugby Street house we had included a small 
room just inside the front door for the possible office, which it 
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became. I borrowed a large folding table from Mercer Henry, 
which I put on the back porch for my drafting board, until I could 
have one built to go in the "Office". So we started out in 1 May 
1952 in private practice of civil and sanitary engineering with no 
clients, but lots of hope! And it turned out to be a good time 
because the Orlando area building boom was about to start. And 
then there was only one engineering firm in Orlando: A.P. & 
R.K. Michaels, and they did electrical and mechanical 
engineering. That made me the first, and at that time only, 
engineer in town doing civil and sanitary engineering.

My first clients were developers: Wellborn Phillips, who was 
starting to develop Azalea Park; Gordon Barnett, who was 
starting Pine Hills; Hibbard Casselberry, who was expanding his 
town of Casselberry; and Coy Jamerson, who was developing 
Coy Town.  He had already done some work on Coy Town and 
in Deland, where Smith & Gillespie were his engineers. I also 
started to court cities for work and in the late summer of 1952, 
with the help of Bill Stewart, the City Clerk, I got a contract with 
Mt. Dora for water supply and distribution. This was my first, 
and best, municipal client, and we did their work for the entire 
time I was in business, including sewers, a waste treatment plant 
and street paving.

Before long my "office" became too small and I rented space at 
2531 Edgewater Drive and I got some help. Eventually, as we 
grew, this space, too, became too small and we built an office at 
2626 Edgewater Drive, with some expansion space in it. The 
office was personally owned and rented to the Engineering 
Company, and other tenants. We moved into this office in 
September 1960, where we stayed until the business was sold in 
1972. So I was in private practice for twenty years, exactly. 
During that time some of our Clients, and projects, were as 
follows: 
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1.  Street grading, paving and drainage projects
− Azalea Park
− Eatonville
− Coy Town
− Eustis
− Kissimmee
− Longwood
− Maplewood
− Pine Hills
− Robinswood
− Tavares
− Umatilla
− Winter Park Pines
− Winter Park Estates
− Mt. Dora
− Many small subdivisions

2.  Water supply, treatment, storage and distribution
− Azalea Park
− Eatonville
− Eustis
− Longwood
− Mt. Dora
− Rio Pinar
− Umatilla

3.  Sanitary sewers, lift stations and waste treatment plants
− Azalea Park
− Casselberry
− Cross City
− Eustis
− Mt. Dora
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− Pine Hills
− South Brevard Beaches
− Umatilla
− Winter Park Estates 

4.  Feasibility Reports and Master Plans
− Cross City Sanitary Sewers
− Eatonville Sanitary Sewers
− Gainesville Airport Expansion
− Longwood Street Drainage
− Naples Airport Expansion
− Orange County Primary Water Control
− Ranger Drainage District, Plan of Reclamation
− Winter Garden Storm Sewers
− Winter Park Sewers
− Longwood Water and Wastewater

5.  Airport expansion construction plans
− Gainesville Airport

The above listing includes most of the major projects but is by no 
means all inclusive. Many projects for small developments, 
including paving, drainage, water distribution, wastewater 
collection and wastewater treatment plants, too numerous to 
mention, are not shown. And now, with more centralization of 
facilities and County expansions, many of these projects have 
been abandoned and the service now provided by the County. 

As the-central Florida area continued to grow out of state firms 
became interested in entering the field here. I had 
correspondence from Roy Weston, Day & Zimmerman and 
Reynolds, Smith & Hills concerning mergers. As a matter of fact, 
I flew to Philadelphia for an interview with Day & Zimmerman. 
But RS&H had an office here in Orlando, and I had known 
several of the principals from having been in college with them. I 
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have made a lot of mistakes in my life but I think I made the 
biggest one in my professional life in April 1972, when I merged 
with Reynolds, Smith & Hills! Granted, I got all my money out 
of the business and I stayed with the firm for a three year 
transition as a Vice President, but I missed all of the 
development that has taken place since then. Also, within that 
three year period, the RS&H people lost all of my good and long 
term clients. But all of that is history! 

After completing my obligation to RS&H I started going over to 
the Town of Eatonville4, a former client, and offered my services, 
free of charge, to be of assistance in any way that I could. After a 
couple of years I was officially appointed Town Engineer by the 
Town Council and put on a retainer. That arrangement lasted 
until April 1996. Since then I have been completely retired from 
any and all engineering projects. As a matter of fact, I let my 
Florida Professional Registration expire on 28 February 1999, 
when it came due for renewal. My registration number was 2060, 
which I had kept in effect for 57 years, continuously! That was a 
sad experience to let it expire! 

This gives you a "once over lightly" of my experience and 
experiences. I know that I have overlooked items that may be of 
interest to you, and I have purposely saved some things to be 
added as an Addendum hereto, because they will be better 
understood as a whole rather that in the more or less 
chronological order I tried to follow in writing the foregoing. 
Also, I intend to add some material that John has put on the 
Internet and include copies of some photographs that may be of 
interest and may help you understand some of the narrative 
better. 

4 Eatonville is the oldest surviving incorporated black municipality in 
the United States.
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ADDENDA

Part A
In the preceding account numerous things were omitted, either by 
design or overlooked. In this part I will add some of those things 
which may (I hope) be of some interest. I have always been a 
shy, backward, reticent person and I remember Mom telling me 
of early proof of that. When I was perhaps three or four years old 
she took me to town to the birthday  party of the child of a friend 
of hers. When she picked me up after the party the hostess told 
her that I had spent most of the time hiding under the dining 
room table, away from the other kids. I must have had a great 
time! But you can see that I have always been this way. 

Tod and I always teased each other and fought (?) some, once in 
a while. Once I was teasing him and he took out chasing after 
me. I ran around the house and out back Mom had a wire clothes 
line, running from the house to a tree. It was about dark and I 
didn't see the wire line! It caught me in my open mouth and I 
went down flat on my back! 

I don't remember whether it was for Second Class or First Class, 
but the Boy Scouts had a requirement of a 14 mile hike for 
promotion. Wilbur (Bee) Tinney was a Scout and he lived 
between us and town. We decided to make the hike together, so 
we put on our Scout uniforms and took off! I walked to his house 
and we both walked to town to start the hike. We went down the 
Lebanon Road to the Lower Springboro Road, then west to the 
Lebanon-Dayton Road, then north to the Upper Springboro Road 
and back to Waynesville. We took our lunch along and at noon 
stopped by the roadside and had lunch. Along the way some guy 
in a car wanted to give us a ride, but he finally gave up and went 
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on. At Granddad's house, in the edge of town, I gave up and : 
stopped, but Bee went on home, on foot. We think we must have 
walked about 16 miles for our 14 mile hike. 

I was never physically well coordinated and did not take much to 
sports. Besides, we lived three miles from town and it was never 
convenient to be going to town to play games. I did, however, 
play some base ball because I owned a bat and was therefore in 
demand. I did play some tennis and volley ball, and was on the 
second team in basket ball in High School. One time Tod and I 
decided to make a tennis court near our front gate but as far as 
we got was to scrape the sod off and sort of level off the area. 
But at Antioch PE was required and we had intramural teams in 
the various dormitory units. I managed to earn medals in 
volleyball and horse shoe pitching (both for the second string 
team competitions). And Dick Wright and I used to go play some 
tennis early in the mornings, before class. And somewhere along 
the line I got a busted index finger when I caught a soft (?) ball 
on the end of my finger instead of in the glove! 

When I was about 12 Dad bot a .22 caliber rifle, with which I had 
a lot of fun! At Christmas I would always wish for cartridges and 
one Christmas I got a full carton of cartridges! I used them for 
target practice at stones and sparrows and tin cans and pine 
cones. etc. I still have that rifle, and cherish it. 

One time Tod and I were with Dad down at the pond on the farm. 
Dad was stretched out on the grass and we thot he was asleep. 
We were poking around in the water and Tod called out, "God, 
Bert, there's a turtle!" But Dad was not asleep - he heard and 
asked Tod what he had said. So when we got back to the house 
Dad told Mom what Tod had said and she gave him the standard 
treatment for swear words - she washed out his mouth with 
strong soap! 

When Tod was maybe eight or so, he got an Irish Mail (Male?) 
for Christmas. It was a kind of coaster wagon, without sides. You 
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sat on a narrow seat with your feet on the front axle, to guide the 
thing. Then there was a post like piece in the front center of the 
seat that you moved back and forth, and it was connected to 
some gears under the seat that were connected to the back axle, 
which gave you locomotion. It was fun to ride and you could get 
up a pretty good speed. Ever ride one? 

In school we used to have to memorize things, particularly 
poems. I remember that in the Fifth Grade we memorized at least 
part of "Abu Ben Adem" - are you familiar with it? It starts out: 
"Abu Ben Adem, may his tribe increase, awoke one night from a 
deep dream of peace, and saw, within his room, an Angel writing 
in a book of gold..", and so on.  Do the kids ever have this kind 
of memory work in school now? 

I forgot to mention that when we were singing in the High 
School chorus the whole chorus went to Cincinnati to sing, live, 
on radio station WLW. We took the train from Corwin to 
Cincinnati, went to the studio, sang and then reversed the 
procedure. Later on some folks said they heard the broadcast and 
that we sounded very good. Incidentally, that railroad was the 
main line connection from the New York to St. Louis line in 
Xenia to Cincinnati. It has long since been abandoned and the 
rails taken up. 

Dad always kept account books of all of his "dealings", which 
also included a diary of sorts. So I, too, kept accounts, from July 
11, 1927, when I was about to enter Antioch College, until 
December 1936. After that I got lazy. Let me show you a few 
items from my account book: 

Sept. 1, 1927 1 semester at Antioch $165.50 

Feb. 15, 1928 Meals and Milk 0.82 

Aug. 25, 1928 Half of Exp. to Niagara 15.30 
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Falls 

June 18, 1929 Pay Check, ½ mo. 62.50 

Jan. 28, 1930 Room (4 wks.) 11.00 

Mar. 23-
27,1931 

Meals (per day) 0.85 

Sept. 15, 1933 U. of F. Registration 45.35 

Room (semester) 24.50

June 8,1935 Cap & Gown rent 2.50 

When I was working in Springfield I was paying 20¢ for 
breakfast, which included cereal, with milk, two donuts and a 
glass of milk. These numbers will show you how prices have 
increased since then. Actually, the values are the same; the 
government has debased the value of our money (inflated) to the 
point where the money no longer has the value it should have.

My running into the clothesline reminds me of Tod' s 
"retribution". Mom used to make starch (or do something with it) 
and boiled it on the stove. Then she set it out back, on the 
concrete areaway, which was the top of the cistern, to cool. I was 
chasing Tod and he ran out the kitchen door, across the narrow 
back porch and out the porch door. You know what happened he 
stepped, barefoot, in the bucket of hot starch. That ended the 
chase! 

Another time Tod stepped on a nail sticking thru a board on the 
ground. Dad was there so he pulled the nail out of his foot and 
sucked with his mouth on the wound, to get all of the foreign 
stuff out of the wound that he could, and then bandaged it up. 
When we were kids we went barefoot in the summer. At first we 
wore bib overalls, but blue jeans became stylish, so we changed 
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to blue jeans. And that was all we wore - blue jeans! And our 
backs and arms and shoulders got a great tan! Rut by being 
barefoot you had to watch where you walked. If  you stepped on 
a stone you could get a bad stone bruise. And you saw, above, 
what happened with a nail in a board. And you had to be careful 
around the barn where the cows were, to not step in a fresh cow 
pattie, which, if you did, would ooze up thru between your toes. 

While we are talking about wounds, I used to pick up whatever 
was available, like a stone or pine cone, to throw at the stock 
when it was going the wrong way, or getting out of the pen. If 
you hit it, it usually stopped or turned or changed direction. This 
time I picked up a small piece of a board to throw  at a hog that 
had gotten out of the pen back of the woodshed. But I didn't see 
the bent nail, which, when I threw the board, entered my right 
forefinger, and stayed there! Dad did the same for me that he had 
done for Tod's foot - he tried to suck the wound clean then 
washed and bandaged it. I still have the scar from that nail! 

Another time Fanny and I were herding cows and one of them 
got to acting up. I picked up a piece of a small, flat steel bar (we 
were at one of the springs where there had been some 
construction earlier) and threw it at the cow. But unfortunately, 
Fanny saw the problem about as soon as I did and she went after  
the cow about the time I threw my missile. It hit her in the side of 
the nose. I don't remember how, but we got the Vet, from 
Harveysburg, to come over, at once, to look at Fanny. He fixed 
her up but the iron had made a small hole in the bone at the side 
of her nose which did not close up. For the rest of her life she 
breathed thru that little hole instead of the nostril on that side. 

Part B, Social Activities
In the preceding account I talked about some of our social 
activities, so please forgive me if there is some repetition here. I 
mentioned the Family Reunions, so I will not dwell on them 
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again, except to say that they were looked forward to from year 
to year. And they promoted a close feeling of "family", which 
seems to no longer exist. Too bad! 

Our social activities over the years have been divided into several 
distinct times and places. When we were in Tuscarawas County, 
Ohio, our friends were naturally from our business associates on 
the job and from their close friends. In the beginning we were all 
"dating couples", who later became "married couples". Our 
activities were limited by our employment requirements and our 
general shortage of ready cash. We made short car trips to 
surrounding areas and went on picnic excursions. We also went 
to movies and shows and attended local dance halls. All in all, 
that wasn't too bad! There were four or five couples of us who 
did things together. 

When we got to Pensacola, where we were for two years (1938-
1940) our experiences widened somewhat. Our friends still came 
from the same source - fellow employees and their close friends - 
and we added a beach to the places where we could, and did, go. 
Also, we began playing bridge, and the wives had a more or less 
regular meeting for bridge and lunch. And the friends were of 
course a totally new group from those we had in Ohio. 

When we left Pensacola we were in several places for relatively 
short periods of time: Tallahassee, Panama City, Avon Park and 
in and out of Jacksonville twice - all in three years (1940-1943). 
Then when I went in the Navy we had another three year period 
that did not generate any new lasting friendships. 

When we finally settled in Orlando, in January 1949, things 
changed. The kids were in school, which provided contacts, as 
well as Margaret's church and Bert's work. We also found that 
Charlie and Evelyn Hendrick (Pensacola friends) and Johnny and 
Lucy Boone, and her sister, Dorothy Stainton (from Jacksonville) 
were already here. As a matter of fact, Charlie Hendrick was the 
architect for the office building we built on Edgewater Drive. 
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And being settled here we soon got into civic activities, which I 
will discuss later. 

Our Orlando friends came generally from two groups, and stayed 
as separate groups. One group was from the engineering 
profession, where we attended meetings together and now and 
then had dinner together, either at one of our homes or out to 
restaurants. The other group of friends (four couples of us) came 
from Margaret's association with PTAs and the Pink Ladies. 
There were four of the wives that worked together, as Pink 
Ladies, at the Orange Regional Medical Center, and drove there 
together. So we naturally all got together from time to time, at 
each other's homes, for dinner and conversation. It is unfortunate 
that four of the eight members of this group have died. 

Part C
Here I will mention the various civic and professional activities 
in which we have participated here in Orlando. As mentioned 
previously, the children were in school here and Margaret 
participated in the PTAs, some times two at once, when the kids 
were in different schools. Margaret also became active in the 
Park Lake Presbyterian Church and was a member of one of the 
Church Circles, and served as Circle Chairperson, more that 
once! I mentioned the Pink Ladies (Hospital Auxiliary) above, 
where she was quite active and served in leadership positions. 
Then she also joined the Orlando Day Nursery, which is 
sponsored by the Orlando Kiwanis Club, and provides facilities 
for children of working mothers, and she also held responsible 
positions here. But probably her most important civic 
contribution was made as a Pink Lady, where she contributed 
many hours of time in service to the patients and the Hospital 
staff. Here, among other things, she served as the Corresponding 
Secretary, and often staffed the Auxiliary office. 
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My professional activities began while I was still in college. I 
was a member of the Student Chapter of the American Society of 
Civil Engineers at both Antioch College and the University of 
Florida, and I served as President of both of these Student 
Chapters. Also, at Florida, I was a member of the Benton 
Engineering Society, which was, or became, the student chapter 
of the Florida Engineering Society. So when I graduated in 1935 
I immediately became a member of the Florida Engineering 
Society. And now, 64 years later, I am still a member of the FES! 
After we got to Orlando the FES organized local chapters thruout 
the State, with the Central Florida Chapter here in Orlando. My 
good friend, and classmate, Sid Berkowitz was the first Chapter 
President and I was the second. Before local chapters were 
formed I had been elected, state-wide, as a Director of the FES, 
and I eventually served for l6½ years, continuously, on the FES 
Board of Directors. During that time I was Secretary of the 
Society for three years, then went thru the "chairs" of Vice 
President, President Elect, President and Past President. Also 
during this time I served as a Director of the National Society of 
Professional Engineers, of which the FES was an affiliate, for 
four years. As State President I visited most of the State 
Chapters, traveling from Miami to Pensacola with stops in 
between. I think that I traveled about 1,000 miles that year on 
FES business. On the swing to west Florida Margaret went along 
and we visited places where we had once lived and saw some of 
our friends there. And as a NSPE Director I attended the twice 
annual Board Meetings thruout the country. Margaret went with 
me to Board meetings held in Hartford, CN, and Washington, 
DC, and Milwaukee, WI, and Portland, OR. At some of these we 
did extra traveling, while we were in the neighborhood!  
Including the western USA!  

I should mention, too, that in the Fall of 1941 I took the four day, 
written exam for registration as a Professional Engineer in the 
State of Florida. I then became registered in February of 1942 
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and kept my registration in effect for 57 years, until I let it lapse 
in February of 1999. Another thing that I am proud of is that, 
altho I flunked out at Antioch, at Florida I was elected to Sigma 
Tau, the national honorary engineering society. I am not sure 
what this tells us! Also, later I was elected to Tau Beta Pi, 
Florida Chapter, as an "Eminent Engineer". This also is a 
national organization. And. at one time, I was also registered to 
practice engineering in Georgia and North Carolina, but I never 
practiced in either state. 

In May 1952, when I opened my own office and went into 
private practice of Civil and Environmental Engineering, it was 
obvious that good "connections" would be helpful in obtaining 
work, so I started on that tack. John was playing clarinet and 
saxophone in the Edgewater High School band and orchestra and 
later Marjie took up the flute, so she could be a majorette, so we 
joined the Orlando School Bands Association, and later I served 
a year as President of that organization. Then, in 1953, the North 
Orlando Kiwanis Club was organized and I became a Charter 
Member and later served as the Club's fourth president. Then in 
1963 I served as the elected Lt. Governor of Division Six of the 
Florida Kiwanis District, and was the first Lt. Governor from our 
Club. It seemed like the Central Florida Builders Exchange might 
be a good source for making friends with like interests so I 
joined it, got elected to the Board and later served a year as its 
president. Then, to top it all off, I was elected to the Board of our 
Property Owners Association and served for three years as 
president of the Association! And in 1966 I became a Diplomate 
of the American Academy of Environmental Engineers. During 
much of this time I was also a member of other engineering 
societies, including the American , Water Works Association, the 
Florida Wastewater Association (or whatever it was called), and 
other Associations that I do not now recall. 
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Part D
Here I want to tell you, briefly, about some of the trips we had, 
and to add a couple of things that I think are of special interest

Earlier I mentioned some of our trips connected with engineering 
society affairs and with Kiwanis. These were in the States except 
for three side trips we made: The Gaspe Peninsula, Toronto and 
Montreal, and the train trip from Vancouver to Banff, and back. 
On this one we expected to see all of those beautiful mountains, 
but the train ran thru the mountains at night, both ways! 

After John moved to France to work and live we had to go see 
him several times (14 to be exact - the number 14 again!). In 
these trips we covered a large part of western Europe, and the 
British Isles. And only two of the trips were escorted tours -a bus 
tour of Spain and a Greek Island Tour. We like to make up our 
own tour as we go along! We also made two trips to Mexico - 
one to the Yucatan Peninsula and the other to the Mexico City 
area. 

I did not mention cats before - I have saved them for next to last. 
We always had cats around the barn, but they never got in the 
house! There was always ample food, in the form of mice and 
sparrows, etc., and we gave them milk at the barn. Some of them 
would sit on the walkway, across the gutter, and wait for it. 
Sometimes we (I) would squirt milk at them and in their faces. 
They would get some of it in their mouths and would wash their 
faces and get the rest of it. But we also put some in a pan for 
them to drink. Once in a while, when a cat would have kittens, 
she would go up onto the hay mow and make a nest back in the 
hay. Sometimes we would not find them until the kittens were 
ready to wean, and not having seen people, they were really 
wild! The cat population around the farm varied from time to 
time and at one time I was able to count 14 cats around the barn! 
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They seemed to migrate from farm to farm. In fact, I once saw 
one walking along the road, headed for our barn! 

This item involves Fanny and not cats. Dad decided once to take 
all of the hay out of the hay mow at the dairy barn and clean up 
the mow. So we took Fanny into the mow with us - it was full of 
rats! As we pitched out the hay ~ the rats ran out and Fanny 
would catch them. She took them by the back of the neck, gave 
them two or three hard shakes, which broke their necks. She 
would drop the dead one and go after another! And only one 
managed to bite her - it got her on the end of her nose, and after 
that she carried a scar in the end of her nose. I don't know how 
many rats she caught and killed but it must have been a dozen or 
more. 

When I thot of the number of rats I thot I could call Tod, he 
might remember. But then I remembered that Tod is no longer 
here. Every once in a while, when I try to remember something, I 
think of that, but then I remember. Tod died on 25 May 1993, 
nearly six years ago. And Lydia had died on 2 November 1992. 
They were both addicted to cigarettes, which didn't help them 
any! I remember the morning that Lydia died. Tod called early in 
the morning and told us that she was gone, and I left immediately 
for Mt. Dora to be with him for a while. They always liked to eat 
at the Greenhouse restaurant, so at noon we went there for lunch. 
When we sat down the waitress (they all knew him) asked where 
his wife was. He said, "She died this morning." I felt so sorry for 
that waitress - she got a strange look on her face and apologized 
profusely. But I am sure that she wished that she was 100 miles 
away! 

To back up a bit: When Tod got to feeling bad he moved into the 
Waterman Village in Mt. Dora, where he got complete care. He 
had bone cancer and was getting blood transfusions at least once 
a week and finally got tired of it. I think he just stopped getting 
the transfusions. The last time we saw him alive, Margaret and I 
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were there, in the evening, and he was in his bed and he did not 
have much response to our conversation. When we left we told 
him we would see him in the morning. The next morning, early, 
we had a call from Waterman, saying he "had taken a turn for the 
worse", so we headed for Mt. Dora at once. Actually, I think he 
had died when they called us. I did see him, still in his bed as he 
had been the night before when we had gone home. At the 
memorial service a couple of days later I was privileged and 
honored to tell the people there some of the things that I 
"remembered" about Tod. As was their request, Lydia and Tod 
both were cremated and their ashes strewn on Lake Harris, where 
they had once lived and where they had run their boat. 

Photographs
Following this treatise are a few photographs, which may be of 
help to you in understanding some of the narrative. 

Also, we have diaries of most of our travels, which are available 
in the event that you want to read them for more information on 
any of them.  
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John says of this picture: Although this is not a very recent 
picture, we all still look at least as good and I (John) look one 
heckuvalot better (in spite of having less hair, a characteristic of 
our line of male O'Nealls). 

Left to right standing are Anna Marjorie O'Neall, Margaret 
Young O'Neall (Mother), Irma Eva Ellis O'Neall (Grandma, dec. 
1978), William Elias O'Neall (Grandpa, dec. 1966), Hugh 
Tressler O'Neall (Uncle Hugh, dec. 2002) and Charles Fisher 
O'Neall (Uncle Charles, dec. 1993).  Albert Ellis ("Bert") O'Neall 
(Daddy) is holding the kid, me (John).  I guess this was taken 
about 1941 or '42, probably in Jacksonville, Florida.  Siv is 
outside the picture -- about 5000 miles to the northeast! [From 
John's web site, “Quaker O'Nealls and Friends”, 
http://homepages.rootsweb.ancestry.com/~joneall/]
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Tom Pendergast with baby Albert Ellis O’Neall, circa 1910 (?)
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The Birches, Wayne Township, Warren County, Ohio-- Farm 
buildings -- About 1925
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ADDENDUM II

I have a couple more items to add that may be of interest. The first 
one especially, may be of interest to the attorney in the family. In 
June of 1976 I was appointed as an Arbitrator of the American 
Arbitration, Association. My first case was in November 1976 
where I was the sole arbitrator on a dispute between an above 
ground swimming pool installer and the purchaser of the pool. 
Then in April I had another pool arbitration, this time involving 
some cracks in the pool deck around an in-ground pool. Then in 
June 1977 I went to Lakeland where three of us served on an 
arbitration panel. This one involved a larger sum of money and 
involved a paving, drainage, water line and sanitary sewer project - 

right up my alley! Then in September 1977 I had another 
swimming pool arbitration, this one in Altamonte Springs. 

In late September 1977 I was asked to serve as the arbitrator on a 
sewer construction dispute in Fort Myers. In the first place, I had 
no desire to go to Ft. Myers for an arbitration and in the second 
place, one of the parties involved was another engineer who was 
an acquaintance of mine, so I turned that one down. Then in 1984 
and 1985 two more cases came up, but both were resolved by the 
parties without arbitration. And that was the last I heard from the 
AAA. However, in July 1978 they had sent me a plaque with my 
name on it, "in gratitude for your services in the administration of 
justice". 

I also did one mediation, with Mr. John J. Upchurch IV, of 
Daytona Beach. This case was about damage claims in connection 
with the engineering for a large subdivision in Lake County. The 
mediation took place here in Orlando in November 1988. This was 
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a nice one because I got paid for my time! The arbitrations were 
all for free, except I got expenses for the trip to Lakeland. This 
procedure was different from the arbitration in that the Arbitration 
was "binding arbitration" and the decision of the arbitrator was 
final, with no further recourse by the parties. But the mediation 
was an attempt, by disinterested parties, to get the case settled by 
agreement between the two parties. On this case we were unable 
to get this agreement and I presume it went to court. 

I did have other experience in this field several times, appearing as 
an "expert witness", in court, on engineering matters. One of these 
was in the U. S. District Court here in Orlando and was a suit 
against the U. S. Government by a lady who had fallen and hurt 
herself at the US Naval Station here in Orlando. But I do not know 
how it came out. 

I will mention a couple of other interesting things, viz: In January 
1985 I was appointed by the Orlando Mayor to serve on an 
Orlando Citizens Advisory Committee. I don't remember much 
about this assignment except that I did attend some committee 
meetings. I remember one Committee meeting where I objected to 
a development plan, already approved by the City, for some so-
called mitigation, where the developer was planning to fill some 
marsh land, which had flowing water thru it (I went and looked at 
it in advance). The developer's "mitigation" was to be a borrow pit 
where he was getting the fill to destroy the wetland! No way could 
this "mitigate" the destruction of the supposedly legally protected 
wet land! I was not popular at that meeting, and as I recall, that 
was my last meeting on the Advisory Committee. This Committee 
appeared to be expected to be a rubber stamp for deeds already 
approved by the City, and that was not for me! 

Then sometime, I don't remember when (and I can't find my file 
on it) I was appointed and served on a State of Florida School 
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Textbook Committee. My expertise was supposedly in 
mathematics, so I was sent copies of all of the proposed new 
textbooks on High School math that had been submitted to the 
Committee by the publishers who hoped to have their books 
selected for use in the Florida schools. I contacted Mr. Edwards, 
who had been a math teacher at Edgewater High School, and who 
had been promoted to a position in the School Board offices. He 
agreed to review the math books with me and "we" made our 
recommendations, over my signature, to the State Committee. 
This was all done by mail and phone, and I do not remember ever 
seeing any of the members of the Committee. I presume our 
suggestions were considered by the Committee and that an 
appropriate book selection was made. I don't say much about this 
assignment because this was the start of the "new math" in the 
schools and there has. been some opposition to this method of 
teaching math. 

Let me close now with a little bit of philosophy - my philosophy. 
We are all the product of our heredity and our environment - that 
is all there is!  We cannot change our heredity, but we do think 
we have some degree of control over our environment. However, 
any changes we make are the result of previous experience in our 
particular environment. So, as we used to argue at Antioch, 
maybe we are predestined at birth to our particular station in life. 
Even our health is affected by our heredity and by where and 
how we live - our environment. So we should enjoy life every 
day, and make the most of it. And do not worry about the future, 
knowing that when the decision time comes we will make those 
decisions based on our previous experiences - our environment. 
So enjoy every day and do not worry about the future. 

There is one thing that I have always wondered about. And I do 
not tell it here in any way asking for praise or reasons. But why 
was I selected by my peers for all of the honors and positions that 
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I have had? I certainly did not go after any of them, but I was 
honored and pleased to do what I could to "pay my dues" to 
society. Perhaps I just happened to be in the right place at the 
right time, and was always willing to take on the new challenges. 
Perhaps, because of my particular heredity and environment, it 
was predestined and I really had no choice but to accept all that 
was offered. 
 \ ; 

ADDENDUM III 

United States Navy
Camp Endicott, Rhode Island

Shore Patrol Duty
1 June 1944 to

31 December 1945

I have mentioned earlier that my assignment to the Shore Patrol 
was originally presented to me as being a temporary assignment. 
However, once initiated into its operation, it was easier for the 
"powers that be" to make it permanent. They needed someone for 
the position of Assistant Shore Patrol Officer, and they had 
nothing else for me to do, so I was, without prior know kedge, 
assigned to Camp Endicott station force, as Assistant Shore 
Patrol Officer. This was, of course, in violation of Navy Regs 
(regulations) because I was a Staff Officer and the assignment 
should have been for a Line Officer. But the Sea Bees were a 
Navy of their own, made up mostly of civilians and who cared 
about a few peace time niceties? Besides, there was a war on! 
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At first I was living in the BOQ at Camp Endicott, but when I 
found out about the orders to the Base Compliment5 I looked 
around for housing and found an apartment and sent for Margaret 
and the kids.  Our first apartment, which we found thru the Base 
Housing Office, was in West Warwick. The landlady, Mrs. Noel, 
had converted her upstairs into an apartment. Entrance was via 
her back door and up her inside stairway. This was inconvenient 
and not very satisfactory. Besides, the washer that we were 
permitted to use had not worked for months! However, Mrs. 
Noel's teenage granddaughter, Antoinette Noel, lived nearby and 
got friendly with our children and sometimes sat with them. Even 
so, we did not stay long in this apartment. 

Our second apartment was half of a duplex and was a few blocks 
up Providence Street, closer to Providence. The owners, Mr. and 
Mrs. Mullin lived in the other half and we had the half that was 
their son's apartment. It was two stories, with the furnace in a 
basement. We must have stayed there more than half of our time 
in Rhode Island and were there until the son was getting out of 
the Navy and coming home. The last place we stayed was a small 
house in East Greenwich. It was rented to a sailor, who was 
being discharged, and part of the deal was that we had to buy a 
small amount of equipment that he had in the house. I still have a 
short handled shovel that was part of that deal! 

While living on the Base transportation to Providence was no 
problem. My assignment was there and the Shore Patrol van (the 
Black Maria) took the various watches to Providence and I rode 
with them. Living in West Warwick we were on the city bus line 
to Providence, so I usually rode the public bus line. And since I 
was "on duty" (at all times, actually) I rode the bus free. But the 
drivers insisted that I wear my SP arm band and wear the side 

5 The “base compliment” is the collection of personnel that is assigned 
to the Base for the purpose of running the Base.
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arm that I was issued (my official badge of authority). I probably 
could have, and should have, forgotten to turn in that Colt 45 
when I was transferred from Endicott, but I didn't. 

Previous administrations had arranged for the Providence Shore 
Patrol to have office space in the downtown (main) Police 
Station, where we had a desk in the holding and mustering room, 
back of the main Police Station offices and in front of the 
holding cells. We mustered the patrol members here and kept the 
log book of our activities. And the jailor locked up our 
"prisoners" until we were ready to take them back to their bases. 
There were three Navy installations close by: Camp Endicott 
(Sea Bees); Quonset Point Naval Air Station; and the Newport 
Navy Base. We called it "Magruder's Navy", since the CO was a 
Captain Magruder, and he ran it his way! 

Where we mustered our people was the same place that the 
Traffic Department officers were mustered. And the back door of 
the office of the Lieutenant in charge of Traffic opened into this 
room, almost beside our desk. So I got friendly and well 
acquainted with him and many of his officers, which came in 
handy! One day Mother wanted to go shopping at Providence’s 
principal department store and I drove her in to town. We were 
almost in front of the store, looking for a parking place, and there 
was none. One of the Traffic Officers was directing traffic there 
and he asked me if he could help. I told him we were looking for 
a parking space and there just were not any. He said, "Park right 
there", pointing to a No Parking area, with painted curb and all. I 
said "That's not a parking place", and he replied, "It is now, for 
you, and I will be right here to look after it". So we parked, and 
went shopping! 

At Providence we had patrolmen on duty 24 hours a day. The 
daytime watch came on at 9:00 AM (I think) and was a nine hour 
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watch; the night watch was from 6:00 PM to 1:00 AM (7 hours); 
and the morning watch (8 hours) was from 1:00 AM to 9:00 AM. 
I am not positive about the exact hours, but you get the idea! And 
we also posted a night watch only at Woonsockett. All of these 
watches were manned by sailors from Camp Endicott, plus a 
small contingent from Quonset Point for the night watch. This 
group also included an officer, Mr. Ottey. The two groups were 
integrated so we had only one unified patrol, which was actually 
under my supervision. We had regular designated beats, with two 
patrolmen (always two) assigned to each. Since we had the same 
men assigned to the patrol for weeks, and sometimes months, at a 
time, they were normally always assigned to the same beat, 
unless they had trouble there. The night watch in particular was 
always mustered before each duty period and given any special 
instructions when appropriate, such as a Navy ship was in port or 
we had a bulletin to be on the lookout for a particular person, etc. 

Later in the war - or maybe the war was over - a Navy vessel 
anchored at Providence and the Captain gave some of the crew 
shore leave. According to Navy Regs, in that situation, the 
Captain was supposed to also send ashore a shore patrol and an 
officer in charge - which this Captain did. But they didn't cause 
us any problem - they understood the situation and let us go 
about our business, as usual. 

One of the principal eating places in downtown Providence, and 
a haven for sailors, was the China Clipper. The owner was Tow 
He Gong, known to every one as Charley. I sometimes ate there 
with some of the patrolmen and Charley would take us back into 
the kitchen to eat - free! Mother and I used to eat there 
sometimes and Charley took care of us himself - as our waiter - 
and also "on the house". Charley's son, Yat Kay Tow, had a 
small restaurant nearer to the train station than the China Clipper, 
where we also ate. And frequently I would stop in there before 
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going home and get a "take out" to take home. Marjie, age l 1/2, 
really liked that chow mein! Since each pair of patrolmen got 
well acquainted with the establishment owners on their beat, they 
also all managed to eat free, for "services rendered". 

The Shore Patrol had several main duties to perform, the first 
being to take care of Navy personnel and keep them out of 
trouble. When the patrol came across sailors fighting, or too 
drunk to navigate, or in other altercations, it was the duty of the 
Patrol to bring them to Shore Patrol headquarters, where they 
were detained (in the City jail cells) until we took them back to 
their base, usually the next morning. And, incidentally, we had a 
medical corpsman on duty in Providence on the night watch to 
give first aid, as needed. Other Patrol duties consisted of looking 
for sailors who were AOL (Absent over Official Leave) or 
AWOL (Absent Without Official Leave). The first were usually 
sailors who had timing problems and just did not get back in 
time, and the second were sailors who didn't bother with the 
formality of getting permission to go on leave - they were "over 
the hill". More about them later. 

The Police in Providence and northern Rhode Island, had an 
informal organization that met, I think monthly, to eat and 
socialize and talk shop and hear a short after lunch talk. These 
were Police captains, captains of detectives, the City Judge and 
other high ranking police officials. Since I was in constant 
contact with them, I was sometimes invited to attend the 
meetings. In that way we all got better acquainted and I met the 
City Judge, Mr. Luigi de Pasquali. Sailors being held by the City 
over the weekend for various reasons were taken before Judge de 
Pasquali at his Court on Monday mornings. I would go to the 
Court, with a couple of Patrolmen, when we knew that some 
sailors were to be there. It got so the Judge would look around 
the room and announce, "Well, I see that Lt. O'Neall is here and 
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we can get started." And, usually, he would turn the sailors over 
to us, with my assurance that they would be properly chastised 
by the Navy when we returned them to their bases. 

Some of the sailors just did not like the Navy and frequently 
went AWOL. There was one of these who lived in Providence 
and he went AWOL so often that we all got to know him by 
sight, so whenever anyone saw him they picked him up 
automatically! On another occasion we were looking for an 
AWOL and searched around where he was known to have lived, 
in the mostly Italian Federal Hill district of Providence, which 
was close to the SP HQ. We were looking around there one day 
and I asked a young boy on the street if he knew this particular 
sailor, and where he was. The kid replied, "If I knew I wouldn't 
tell you!" Loyalty! 

Another time we were out looking for an AWOL in the 
Olneyville section of Providence, and we had a pretty good clue 
as to where he was. We went to the house and asked for him and 
were told that he was not there. We asked if we could look 
around and they invited us in the house to look. (We did not 
bother with the nicety of getting a search warrant.) We went 
allover the house and I noticed, on the second floor, a clothes 
chute full of dirty clothes. On a hunch I poked a broom into the 
dirty clothes, and there he was! 

On another time we had a call from a sailor's wife in St. Louis 
saying that her husband was AWOL and the Navy had stopped 
sending her monthly allotment checks, which she needed. She 
had a friend living in Little Rock (I may have the towns wrong, 
but you get the idea, and this is how it happened) whose husband 
was also in the Navy and the two husbands were friends, too. 
The Little Rock wife said that her husband knew his friend was 
over the hill, and he knew where he was, in Providence. So about 
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5:00 AM the next morning the Patrol went to the address, and 
sure enough, there was our AWOL! 

The railroad that runs thru Providence is the main line from 
Boston to New York, and many of the sailors went to New York 
for the week end leaves. Then early Monday morning, starting 
about 5:00 AM or so the sailors would get back to Providence to 
change to the buses to go back to their bases. I have seen them 
jump out of the car doors with the train still moving, slowing 
down for the station stop. The idea was to get down the 
embankment and to the bus ~ station (a couple of blocks) as soon 
as possible so as to. get on the first bus and not have to wait in 
the long lines for one. And the buses were lined up around the 
corner and as soon as one was loaded it left and another took its 
place! 

Then there was the Christmas tree episode, in December 1944. 
Some of the Patrolmen had gotten a Christmas tree for us (I 
never asked where they got it) and they had hidden it (?) out in 
the alley alongside the Police Station. When we went to get it 
when I was going home it was gone! Someone on the Shore 
Patrol discovered that some policeman had swiped it, and hidden 
it at another location in the alley. So he (or they) found it and 
swiped it back. I had gone home, but later that night the patrol 
wagon stopped at our house, with our Christmas tree! What a 
great bunch of people those Shore Patrolmen were!! Some of 
them had been at Guadalcanal had gotten sick (probably with 
malaria) and had been returned to the states for shore duty, and 
we were lucky enough to get some of them on our Patrol! 

On V-E Day there was lots of celebrating because the war was 
winding down, so we were very busy that night. We tried to get 
the sailors who were drinking too much before the Police did 
(and the Police were sympathetic to that, and tried to help us). If 

78



we got the sailors first the Police did not have to go thru all of 
that paper work, and we would get them anyway. But the big 
"drunk" was on V-J Day, when it was really over. That night we 
had the jail cells full of drunk and sick sailors and the overflow 
was lying all over the floor in the muster room (our office!). But 
we were able to take care of them and most were sobered up 
some by morning, when we took them back "home". 

I know that there were other incidents similar to these related 
here, but these are typical, and you "get the idea". Actually, the 
Shore Patrol duty was quite interesting and I was glad to have it, 
especially since it meant that I was able to be in one place for a 
long period of time and could have the family there with me. 
And we met and made friends with some wonderful people. Mr. 
& Mrs. Mullins, where we rented our second apartment, were 
lovely people. It was unfortunate that after the war we were 
unable to keep in contact with some of these folks. Also, I had 
my only “sea duty” while there:  it consisted of several trips on 
the Newport ferry boat! And we were paying passengers! 

The people in this part of Rhode Island were very interesting! 
One of Mother's friends there told her about another of her 
friends whom she said was not well educated - she spoke only 
one language! Where we lived on Providence Street in West 
Warwick we were between the communities of Arctic and 
Nattick. In the Nattick Catholic Church the services were 
conducted in Italian, and in the Arctic Catholic Church the 
services were conducted in French. Even some of the signs in the 
store windows in Arctic were in French. And between us and 
Arctic was a small community of Portuguese people. Here, at 
Easter, they staged an elaborate parade, featuring the transfer of 
the Holy Grail (whatever that is) from one home to another, 
where it would remain until the next Easter. It was considered 
quite an honor to be able to keep the Holy Grail for that year, we 
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were told. And the family which kept it had practically an open 
house for the year. 

This was not part of my "duty", but while we were in Rhode 
Island the Ringling Brothers Circus came to Providence. My 
immediate superior had been active in civic affairs in Cleveland, 
Ohio, and had been instrumental in getting the circus to 
Cleveland on more than one occasion. So he knew some of the 
people, including the famous Walenda high wire people and' 
Emmett Kelly, the also famous clown. So when the circus got to 
town he took me with him to go see his old friends, these world 
famous performers! Then, later, I took the whole family to a 
matinee performance of the circus. Then, tragically, just two 
performances after we were in attendance, the circus had that 
terrible fire in Hartford, Connecticut, where so many people were 
injured and killed. We sure were lucky on that one! 

Now one last word of praise for our Providence Shore Patrolmen. 
Quonset Point was a flight training installation, with emphasis on 
carrier operation. Consequently CVE's (baby flattops - small 
carriers) were frequently in port there and crew members were 
given shore liberty. One of the older crew members was 
overheard giving advice to one of the newer crew members. He 
told the younger member that if he came in contact with any of 
the Shore Patrolmen to look at their shoes. He said that if they 
are wearing Marine shoes to leave them alone because they are 
Sea Bees and they are tough! 
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