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Contributors 

Jan Hays, a native of Pittsburgh and a graduate of Pennsylvania State Univer
sity, was director of the Lower School Campus of Gill St. Peter's School in 
Gladstone, N.J. Now a resident of Carlisle, she is an active volunteer in many 
local organizations, including the United Way of Carlisle and Cumberland 
County. 

Karl H. Pass of Mechanicsburg, is a graduate ofWarren Wilson College, Asheville, 
N.C. and studied natural resources management at Sterling College, 
Craftsbury Common, Vt. He has also been an intern at Colonial Williamsburg 
Foundation and the Landis Valley Museum in Lancaster County, Pa. He is 
currently curatorial assistant at the Cumberland County Historical Society 
and is enrolled in the graduate program in American Studies of Pennsylvania 
State University. 

Merri Lou Schaumann, an independent historian, is a frequent contributor to 
this journal, author of Taverns of Cumberland Count)!, (1994), one of the 
volumes in the Society's County Heritage series, and was chairman of the 
Cumberland County Bicentennial program in 2000. 

In the last issue of this journal (Winter 200 1) the following errors were made: 

James L. Otstot's name was incorrectly printed as John F. Otstot. The name was cor
rectly given at the head of his article. 

Robert D. Rowland was incorrectly named Richard in the list of Contributors. His 
name appears correctly elsewhere in the journal. 

On page 76 the aerial photograph of the Yellow Breeches Creek is misdated, by a 
transposition of numbers, 1973 instead of 1937. 

The editor regrets these embarrassing mistakes and oversights. 

2 



James W Sullivan, Carlisle Man of Letters 
jan Hays 

The front page of the Wednesday, September 28, 1938, Evening Sentinel dis
played two large headlines with accompanying pictures. One portrait was of 
President Franldin D. Roosevelt with the stated hope he could act as a peace
maker in the Hitler initiated German-Czechoslovakian dispute. The other, an 
image of an elderly, bearded gentleman, bore the legend: "Distinguished Citi
zen Passes" 

The man was James William Sullivan. J.W, as he will often be referred to in 
this paper, was born 90 years earlier on March 9, 1848, in a fine , old house 
which still stands at 17-19 North East Street between High and Louther. His 

j AMES W S uLLLIVAN's BOVHOOD HOME AT 17-19 NoRTH EAST STREET, CARLISLE. The 
house was a single house when Sullivan lived here. Photo by Raphael S. Hays II, 2 001 
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DWEN HousE, NoRTH E AST STREET, CARLISLE. Photo by Raphael S. Hays II, 2001 

parents were Timothy and Elizabeth Hagan Sullivan. They would have two 
children, James and Mary Frances. Born in 1845, Mary Frances would grow 
up in Carlisle and later marry State Senator Marion Wealdey. J.W's mother 
was the widow of John Dwen before her marriage to Timothy Sullivan. They 
had one son, Tom Dwen, who was beloved by his younger half-brother James. 
According to Martha C. Slatten's excellent publication on "Carlisle's Old North
east Side", Tom Dwen "was remembered for his athletic prowess, his Irish good 
looks, his skills as a contractor, his soldierly abilities, and for building Dwen 
Cottage at 22 North East Street." 

After completing his Gothic Victorian cottage for his bride, Mary, in 1857, 
Tom Dwen sailed to South America for a construction project. He would then 
return to Carlisle at the start of the Civil War and join his old company, the 
Carlisle Light Infantry. He was later killed in the battle of South Mountain, 
September 14, 1862. 

The death of his brother would affect James W Sullivan all his life. He would 
frequently refer to Tom in his writing or recall the incidents surrounding his 
death. In 1864 when Tom's Company H, as it was then known, returned to 

Carlisle, J.W wrote: 

I was sadly disappoimed in then seeing what little was left of its original 
membership. Tom, its captain for fourteen momhs, had been dead for rvvo 
years- my hero, friend, brother, was not among those who had returned. 
I wem home and sorrowed. 1 
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Elizabeth Sullivan was widowed for the second time but continued to live in 

the North East Street house with her two children, James and Mary Frances. 
J.W, apparently a good student, finished all but his last year in Carlisle High 
School. At, or around, the time of his leaving school J.W became a printer's 

apprentice with The American Volunteer, one of a few newspapers published in 
town. He was a quick study and soon became skilled at his trade. Much of what 
is known about J.W Sullivan's early life in Carlisle is sketchy, but that which 

can be learned is gleaned through a famous letter sent by him many years later 
to Jane Van Ness Smead, daughter of his boyhood friend and life- long corre
spondent, A.D.B. Smead. The 44-page letter written in 1932, when J.W and 

his wife were living in H ereford, England, was presented later to the Hamilton 
Library in 1933 by another friend of J.W. 's, John M. Rhey. The letter, which 
recalls events of70 to 80 years earlier in the writer's life, clearly demonstrates his 

keen ability to observe and retain details even as a young lad. His pre-war memo
ries date back to 1856. At eight years of age, J.W became quite excited about 

the national political campaign. He and his friends enjoyed the parades of all 
the parties. His candidates were "Buck and Breck," Buchanan for president and 
Breckenridge for vice president. In his words, he enjoyed "the banner raising, 

badge wearing, and boys' electioneering by fisticuffs. " Four yea rs later, the his
torical contest bet\veen Lincoln and Douglas found him more attentive to the 

speeches and less interested in the pageantry. When he was fifteen years old the 
Confederates invaded Carlisle. T his is how he saw it in his own words: 

All idea of defending the town was soon abandoned. There ensued some 
days of anxious waiting. Ca rli sle traced the occupation successively of 
Hagerstown, Chambersburg, Shippensburg, and Newville as the telegraph 
ceased to work. ... When at last columns of the Confederates actually 
marched into the west end of our town, there vvere panic stricken persons 
who knowing in indubitable report that the dreaded fact must be so yet 
could not realize it was so until they saw it for themselves. 

He continues: 

Res tless, I had gone 'up-stree t' bent on seeing how the victorious soldiers 
in gray were behaving. I ran home. 'Mother, they're here, coming right 
down Main Street!' She had been behind a window shutter peeping. By 
impulse to see for herself, she hastened out on our front porch and despite 
my protests fairly ran the fifty yards to Irvine's corner and looked up town. 
Neighbors from behind their window curtains called to her to go back 
home. Bur she had to linger and satisfy her temerarious curiosity. I stood by 
her side as in a tremble she gazed up the street. There they came, only a few 
hundred yards away! 

Just about the jail corner, one block from us , an array of cavalry, ranged 
in close formation the width of the road from curb to curb, was moving 
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toward us slowly, the sharp clatter of their horses' hooves the only sound to 
be heard. Behind a little distance ca me in a dense body of other troops , also 
mounted. For a brieffraction of a minute we beheld the picture spellbound. 
W hen opposite Gardner's foundry, on the brow of the Main Street slope, 
the composite si lhouette of the front rank horsemen, as seen from our lower 
leve l, vvas outlined aga inst the sky. Of a sudden my mother shrieked, turned 
and ran homeward ; I kept by her side. She locked the front door after us 
and bolted the ground shutters, her one thought now the safety of her 
daughter, whom she hid away. ... 

I took a watching place on our upper floor and looked through a rent in the 
window shade ... . The clatter of the horses' hooves was the louder because 
there was no other sound. The foremost riders appeared ready to make a charge 
at any instant necessary. Big men, wearing broad brim hats, and mounted on 
good horses, they had a picturesque air of confidence and readiness for action. 
Their carbines they carried butt resting at the knee and barrel pointed upright. 
Merely a mounted advance guard, this first section to pass was of itself a strong 
force. Bet\.veen it and the column of infantry, which followed down Main Street 
and continued on by the Harrisburg 'dirt' road, there was a long gap-perhaps 
of half an hour. The other main column of cavalry and infantry was passing 
north on Hanover Street, and out the Harrisburg pike; in much lesser numbers 
a detachment went down Louther Street and out to the barracks to take pos
sessiOn . . .. 

Sullivan goes on in his narrative to comment on the appearance of the Con
federate troops. 

I may now mention some of the points as to which I think the legend 
has not its facts right. It describes, for instance, the invading army as 'half 
sta rved ' and ' in rags', and its equipment as 'wo rn out' . My eyes saw differ
ently. ... 'Where were those ' ragged uniforms?' those ' half-sta rved strag
glers?' 'that army in a plight?' 

As to the shelling of the town, J.W gives a riveting account: 

On July 1, 1863, I was awakened soon after dawn by the sound of sev
eral vo ices cheering .... The occupation of the town by Confederates was 
at an end , forever. Few other Union troops arrived until much later in the 
day. It may have been an hour before sunse t when the main body of the 
infantry marched in. They made a brave showing in coming up Hanover 
Street from the H arrisburg Pike to the central square .... The entire popu
lation , it would seem from the crowds in waiting, had been making ready 
to receive their rescuers. When the soldiers had stacked arms in the broad 
stree ts about the big four-quartered Square they found in the benches of 
the old L-shaped market house refreshments for the entire body of several 
thousa nd men. The women of Carlisle had brought out from their scantily 
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stocked larders the essentials of a welcoming reception. Soon the scene was 
that of a merry picnic on a large scale . . . . The spirit of jubilation had been 
in possession of soldiers and people perhaps half an hour when suddenly 
amid the laughter and chatter there was set up a note of alarm .... The men 
in uniform began running one way and another, making for their respec
tive commands .... As the blue uniformed men were hurriedly flocking to 
the west end of this quarter where their guns were stacked, I ran beside one. 
'What's the matter?' The reply was: 'The rebels are right on us down by the 
railroad bridge coming into town!' ... The opening of the bombardment 
came like a series of rock blast explosions attended by aerial screams loud 
and more piercing than big siren rippers from industrial works. 

Sullivan goes on to tell how he and two of his friends were asked to gather the 

soldiers' knapsacks and throw them in basements for safekeeping. 

Sullivan continues: 

Our knapsack job done .... I hastened down through the town by the 
alley which I had gone up ... . Arrived at the southwest corner of East and 
Main, just below the Smead home, I found there two Louther Street neigh
bors, their attention directed down the road. One of them gave me this 
piece of news: 'There comes a flag of truce!' A hundred yards down Main 
Street, slowly advancing toward us in the gathering darkness, were three 
horsemen. They were, as I saw afterward, [a] cavalry officer and t'..YO troop
ers. The officer bore on a staff. .. plainly visible to us, a white flag of quite 
a large size .... When these three were midway between the spring and East 
Street two men armed issued from behind one of the partly destroyed rail
road piers, halted the truce bearers, exchanged a word with them, and con
ducting them past where I was standing moved on up Main Street. 

Upon his return home, Sullivan found his mother convinced there would be 

a renewal of the bombardment and gathered her two reluctant children and 

headed up Main Street. Their journey was a slow and terrif)ring one. Few per

sons were to be seen and it was very quiet. Sullivan continues: "We had reached 

but a short distance west of the square when a lively firing by the Confederate 

batteries began again. No truce had been agreed upon. " Suddenly a shell ex

ploded by the First Presbyterian Church and another frighteningly close to Mrs. 

Sullivan and her children. A man hiding in an alley roared at James' mother; 

"For God's sake, woman, take them children off the street. Do you want all to 

be killed?" 

Finally the trio found shelter in a house near the old Methodist Church. Around 

ten o'clock they cautiously returned home to find that their house had taken a 

shell. After being assured that their damaged chimney could be repaired and that 

their home remained sound, they entered their safe and dry cellar with several 

neighbors. Towards midnight J.W slipped out of the basement. Eager to know 
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how the battle was proceeding, he moved along East Street to Louther. Spotted by 
a Union soldier, he was warned to go home. In J.W's words upon returning: 

From a rear second story window I looked northeast and east over open 
plots and fields, in those days our house being at the last limit of the town 
in that quarter. I saw striking evidence that the Confederates knew their 
job. Long rows of the brick barracks buildings, in a direct line half a mile 
away, were in flames. The big lumber yard, much nearer, was also bril
liantly burning. This spectacular destructiveness was going on without rhe 
slightest noise. Nor a shot was to be heard. In fact, bur little firing of small 
arms had taken place during rhe entire engagement. The dead silence en
hanced the impressiveness of rhe scene. The 'Rebs' were gone. 

Indeed they had already left for Gettysburg. 

It was not long afterwards that J.W. Sullivan left Carlisle. He worked on 
several city newspapers, including Philadelphia and New York. For a while, he 
served as editor of the Cheyenne, Wyoming, Leader. In 1872, J.W was 24 years 
old and in New York City. He wrote a lonely letter to Elizabeth (Lizzie) Smead, 
sister of his friend, A.D.B. Smead, telling her of his spare life. Sullivan says: 

On returning to New York, I resumed a manner ofliving in which there 
is lirrle adventure and little change-that of a morning newspaper com
positor. Breakfast at noon; in the afternoon, tvvo hours work and three at 
leisure; dinner at six o'clock, commence labor at seven; end at three in the 
morning, retire and sleep until noon. This I may follow the next forty years; 
some of my acquaintance have lived thus for twenty-except they get drunk 
every Saturday night. 2 

It is during the 1870's as J.W worked on various city newspapers, that he 
observed and internalized the hardships of the urban poor. His awakened sensi
tivity coupled with a self-educated but brilliant mind, would lead him on a 
path to national prominence. In 1877 he married Lillian Stewart ofHuntingdon, 
Pennsylvania. Elizabeth Flower James remembers the couple, when she was a 
very little girl, as tiny in stature. Lillian Sullivan was sickly throughout most of 
their 61 years of marriage. Her illnesses were never named; indeed Sullivan, 
who reported regularly on Lillian's health in his letters to the Smead family, 
indicated that the myriad of doctors who treated her could not diagnosis her 
dizzy spells, weakness, and other symptoms. She spent months in various sani
tariums in Europe and the United States. 

Lillian traveled with J.W as frequently as her health permitted. He crossed 
the Atlantic 26 times and Lillian was with him on all but four of the crossings. 
They were a devoted couple, both apparently enjoying the nomadic life they 
seemed to lead. Often they lived in boarding houses for extended periods here 
and abroad. Their letters were filled with discussions of the tenants and critics 
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of the boarding "table". The Sullivans did not have children bm remained very 
imeres ted in their nephews, nieces, and their good friends' daughter, Jane Smead. 
James \f./. Sullivan cominued ro grow professionally, conducting the first imer
view with then Captain Prau, whom he probably got ro know when he was a 
newspaper man in the West. The imerview appeared March 16, 1880, in the 
New Yor/e Times. The piece headlined "Civilizing Indian Youth, A Solution of 
the Fromier Problem Through Education ," outlines Captain Pratt's work with 
Indians at the Hampton School and the first studems at the Carlisle Barracks. 
It concludes in Captain Pratt's hopes for the Indian School: 

We have room here for 300 or 350, and I hope soon to see that number 
here. It is my wish that there were fifty such schools at this moment in the 
United States. Five thousand children could be go t at once to flll them. 
Before long, teachers, interpreters, farmers, tinsmiths, carpenters, harness 
makers, and shoemakers would be sent out among their tribes, and I be
lieve hundreds would remove East. The country would soon get hold of the 
idea, the Indians would be civilized in one generation, their tribes disinte
grated, the whole 250,000 soon absorbed by the whites and the standing 
disgrace of the country a story of the past. 

In 1882 J.W. and his wife, settled for a time in New York. H e became fore
man of the proof room of the New York Times and joined the International 
Typographical Union. This was the true beginning of his public life. He began 
actively working for social industrial improvemems. Desiring ro enlarge his 
field of work by a more imimate knowledge of social, industrial, and political 
conditions in Europe, the Sullivans wem abroad in 1888. They spent a great 
deal of time in Switzerland, J.W studying the Swiss system of governmem. He 
investigated the initiative and referendum method of legislation as practiced 
there. He believed it could be adopted in this country. Upon returning ro New 
York in 1889, he began a movement for the introduction of this purely demo
cratic system in the United States. 

Between 1892 and 1895 Sullivan roured the country widely as a general 
lecturer on the Initiative and Referendum. Additionally, he wrote many articles 
and an importam book on the issue. Steven L. Piatt, in an 1992 article for the 
Hayes Hisrorical Journal tided The Origins of the Initiative and Referendum in 
America, says of James W Sullivan's impact: 

In the 1880's a number of books and articles appeared in the United 
States advocating direct legislation along the S'vviss model. By far the most 
influential and widely circulated of these works was J .W. Sullivan's Direct 
Legislation by the Citizenship Through the Initiative and Referendum. First 
published in 1892, the book went through several editions and became 
associated with the national reform movements. 
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J.W soon became a close friend and advisor of Samuel Gompers, president 
of the American Federation of Labor. He would accompany him on a European 
tour in 1909. Together they compiled a pamphlet, "Socialism as an Incubus on 
the American Labor Movement," presenting the A.F.L. case against the Social
ists. Sullivan continued to press for the acceptance of the initiative and referen
dum. According to the Pennsylvania Referendum Manual of 1999; 

Berv,reen 1898 and 1918, rwenty-two states concentrated in the western 
half of the country, adopted statewide initiative and referendum. Since then 
four additional states have adopted it. After the end of the Progressive era, 
referenda activity dropped off, with frequent use being limited to a few 
western states, notably California, Oregon, and Washington. The political 
ferment of the 1960's and 1970's brought about a rebirth of interest in 
initiative and referendum. The Watergate period led to a widespread public 
distrust of rhe governmental institutions. The referendum was seen as a 
tool to return decision making to the hands of the voters from distant and 
suspect sears of power. 

In 1916 Samuel Gompers sent Sullivan to Europe on behalf of the A.F.L. to 
arrange for representation of the labor movements of allied and neutral coun
tries at the post-war peace conference. Shortly before the United States entered 
the First World War in 1917, Sullivan was called home to accept a position as 
assistant chairman of the Committee on Labor. On August 2, 1917, he was 
appointed by Herbert Hoover to another wartime commission which set the 
price of wheat. By all accounts, J .W Sullivan's hard work saved the United States 
over $30,000,000. During the war Sullivan worked tirelessly to raise money for 
the relief of war orphans and other people suffering in his beloved France. So 
successful was he that the French ambassador in Washington wrote him a letter 
of thanks and he was presented the Silk French Flag. Besides his Direct Legisla
tion and several published reports for the National Civic Federation, Sullivan's 
writings include Mar!uts for the People, published in 1913, a study of problems 
of economical food distribution in large cities, and two books of fiction, Tene
ment Tales of New York published in 1895, and So the World Goes in 1898. Ten
ement Tales of New York is a beautifully written book of eight fictional sketches: 
"Slob Murphy", "Minnie Kelsey's Wedding." "Cohen Figures", "Threw Him
self Away", "Luigi Barbieri", "Leather's Banishment", "Not Yet" and "A Young 
Desperado." The stories are reminiscent of works of Charles Dickens. Sullivan's 
voice is that of the tale teller, the witness, often the narrator. He views life's 
drama through his window, sometimes metaphorical, on to the street or an 
adjoining building. One of the reviews of the work appeared in the New York 
Times, June 12, 1895. In part it states: 
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The life that Mr. Sullivan pictures is not alone the life of tenements, but 
the life of streets, sweat shops and small trades. Each picture has the accu
racy of a photograph but something else which cold photography cannot 
give-color, poetical charm, and the beauty that comes from things that 
are suggested ;.ather than described. Mr. Sullivan's success in reproducing 
the way of thought, the points of view, the pronunciation, the slang, and 
the humor of persons in this town far outside his own sphere of life, strikes 
us as quite the most successful work of the kind that we have seen. 

Of all the vignettes in Tenement Tales, "Not Yet, The Day Dreams of Ivan 
Grigorovitch" is arguably the most shattering. It is the dark tale of a Russian 
immigrant, Ivan Grigorovitch, who lives in New York city in the late 1800's. 
Sullivan had observed the effects of the economic depression in the United 
States during that period on all factions of labor, but most especially the Rus
sian and Irish immigrants. We first encounter Ivan Grigorovitch as he leaves his 
tenement on the West Side, waiting for the train that will take him to his job. 

Among those taking a place in the line trailing out of the block was Ivan 
Grigorovitch, a short, barrel bodied, heavily bearded man, whose faded brown 
woolly overcoat was so big that it contrasted ridiculously with his little 
black slouched hat, while the tails nearly hid his wrinkled gray trousers, too 
short as they were even for his short legs-legs which were but bunry pegs 
that worked fast while bearing his bulky body slowly along. He was ner
vously making his best walking speed, with occasional awkward skips and 
short runs at convenient places, driven on perhaps by the factory whistles. 

Ivan boards the crowded train. He stands crushed together with other 
day workers. On leaving the train down town he put vim into his little 
pegs. Soon he turned onto a narrow street, a moment later entered a dark 
stairway to the top floor, there to pass into a workroom whose ceiling was a 
raftered roof. He had arrived at the shop some minutes before time. He was 
a tailor. His boss took any kind of contract in men's clothes. Sometimes the 
whole force of twenty odd men worked day and night on new goods; again, 
it was dull times, with only odd jobs at cleaning and repairing. Ivan was 
paid by the piece, but for all that he had to begin and quit work by the 
clock. When Ivan reported that morning for work, he felt in rather good 
trim. It was pay day, and during the week he had earned eight dollars. That 
was more than his average, as he was slow, and he never got the best work 
going. His wife, Marie, had told him to eat his lunch for once at a restau
rant, and he knew one place where they gave a full meal and a glass of beer 
for a quarter. As he looked forward to his treat at noon, instead of his usual 
bread and bologna, he was cheery. 

Ivan takes his position at the sewing table. The foreman passes out the work 
but runs out of garments before he reaches Ivan. Perhaps there will be more 
work later in the day. As he sits at his machine, Ivan draws pictures on his 
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pattern paper. He is a daydreamer. He imagines a better life for his wife Marie, 
and their two children, Peter and Adelia. Suddenly he is awakened from his 
daydream. The foreman is bringing the weekly wages to the men. Ivan hears his 

name. 

Grigorovitch, six dollars! 'You're fin ed [\.YO dollars for spoiling that coat
collar last Saturday. ' Ivan started up. The foreman was standing at the head 
of the stairs, paying off. Ivan, pale, went over and got his six dollars. Two 
other hands were fined. None protested. Grigorovitch had been wronged. 
As he went back to his place, head hot and blood tingling, he saw every 
circumstance of the case. The collar had left his hands in perfect order. 
Perhaps someone else had spoiled it, but he dared neither to insist that the 
foreman should find our who had done it nor to deny doing ir himself. The 
collar was not worth two dollars. And it could nor have been entirely ru
ined . He was being plucked. 

D epressed, Ivan tries to figure out how he can make up the lost two dollars in 

his meager wage. Of course, there would be no lunch today. He would walk 
home. He had promised to take Peter and Adelia to the dime museum. How 
could he deny them? He would make the decision later. The hours drag on. 

There is no piece work for the little tailor today. He begins the long journey 
home. It is dark and Ivan soon grows tired and quite ill. His deformed body 

that has known so many years of starvation and abuse in his native Russia can
not sustain this assault . Ivan collapses and dies. People passing by think that he 
is drunk and a derelict. Finally, an ambulance arrives and carries Ivan's body to 

the city morgue. 

For [\VO days the stark body lay on a marble slab, exposed to public view, 
unrecognized. Then [\.YO dead-house attendants thrust it into a rough pine 
coffin and piled it with fifty other bodies-a week's find for the city, -on 
the deck of the pauper steamboat, to be take to Barren Island. There, rough 
laborers in Potter's Field, smoking clay pipes and gossiping Tammany poli
tics, dumped it among the countless little-cared-for and soon-forgotten. Its 
place is third in the forty-ninth rank of sevens, one on top of another, in the 
[\VO hundred and seventy-second row. 

As with many people of insight and character, James W. Sullivan possessed 
great humor. It is apparent in some of his writing and many of his letters. One 
tongue-in-cheek, very funny, letter tells of a wild Atlantic ship crossing in 1889. 

Sullivan relates: 

There were nine passengers, a Mr. and Mrs. Nash of London and their 
boy of9-years, a Mrs. St. Louis, a young Canadian architect intensely loyal 
to the Queen, a Tory Irishman, a young prig of an ex-officer of the British 
Navy and ourselves. 
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H e continues: 

M rs. St. Louis, a large blonde, ordered a borde of whiskey on coming 
aboard , disappeared in her cabin and turned up the next day on deck drunk. 
She went dm,;n (to her cabin) after supper and drank herself dead drunk. 

Hilarious conversations took place between the passengers as to how to handle 

Mrs. St. Louis. A few days later the Sullivans are playing whist in the saloon 

with Mr. and Mrs. N ash when Mrs. St . Louis appears at the door in her night

dress but goes off muttering after glaring at the two couples . 

J.W. continues : 

In a few moments however, she was going about the passageway and 
when the steward tried to conduct her to her room, she howled and fought 
in a drunk frenzy. I ought to have sa id that before that rime she would yell 
out from her cabin threats and defi ance against the Nashes and Sullivans, 
with epithets not choice:' 

In an August 1926 letter, he tells of a Somers Point, N ew Jersey, vacation: 

Somers Point will remain in our memory as the nursery of the biggest, 
vilest, mos t venomous mosqui toes we ever encountered. Weeks after leav-

~-s U LLIVA·N 
;;. . .. ~-

.J M ES \X'll LJ M 
IK4A jg':!R 

lrLt.I AN .">TLWAR f 
1857 - 19 ;q 

GRAVE OF j AMES AN D L ILLIAN S u LU\IAN IN Ow GRAVEYARD. Photo by RaphaeL S. Hays II, 
2001 

13 



ing I was still scratching their bites. There was no effective protection against 
them. They bit me through my golf socks in a hundred places, raised tomb
stones all along instep to knee, and burned for hours. 

Concerning his boarding house: 

The table is, well, one meal in six is good. The se rvice is a farce, next to 
none. The meals are actually carried to the table, but beware giving voice to 
request or preferences. Few persons of any interest are to be met. All are car 
mad, go lf mad, tennis mad, sports mad, short skirt mad, or are too dull to 
be mad about anything. 4 

James W Sullivan returned to Carlisle in 1934 and lived the next four years 
at 237 West South Street, the current home of David and Jane Stewart. He and 
Lillian would live there until his death in 1938. In small part, his long obituary 
in the SentineL states: 

Four years ago Mr. Sullivan returned to spend his last days in the town 
of his birth and was beloved by all who !mew him well. His love for the 
streets of this old town was very real and devoted. ; 

Lillian Sullivan survived her husband by one year. They rest together in the 
Old Graveyard close to a stone wall, not far from James . W Sullivan's boyhood 
home. 

Footnotes 
1. Sullivan, James W., Boyhood Memories of the Civil War, 1861-1865, Invasion of Carlisle. 

(Hamilton Library Association, 1933) . 

2. Sullivan, James W., Letter to Elizabeth C. (Lizzie) Smead, August 30, 1872. 

3. Sullivan, James W., Letter to Alexander Dallas Bache Smead, February 2, 1889. 

4. Sullivan, James W., Letter to Jane Smead and parenrs, August 31, 1926. 

5. The Evening Sentinel, Obituary of James W. Sullivan, Sep tem ber 28, 1938 . 
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James W Sullivan: An Autobiographical Letter 
Raphael 5. Hays II 

This letter was written by james W Sullivan to his good fi"iends M1: and Mrs. 
Alexander Daller Bache Smead and their daugher jane Vtm Ness Smead of Carlisle. 
It is printed here by the leind permission of RaphaelS. Hays, II of Carlisle, who has 
also provided the illustrations. The Editor. 

New York, May 25, 1924 

Dear Father and Mother and Jane 
I am writing at the table made by General Edward Armour about one hun

dred years ago, which I remember standing in our parlor seventy-odd years ago, 
and at which I wrote books twenty years ago. I am seated on one of the kitchen 
chairs which were in service in Mary Dwen's house fifty years ago. In the attic of 
the Stillwell house [Brooldyn] which I built twenty-two years ago, where I am 
writing, I'm surrounded by furniture on storage some of which I bought forty 
years and more ago. I am writing, in part, to a gentleman whose acquaintance I 
made nearly a century ago, with ink, judging from its pallor, which was frozen 
a long time ago! 

Jane went wrong in her dates . Our sailing in the [ship's name undecipher
able] is for next Saturday. I assure you it did not start yesterday. Jane counted 
for the 24'" instead of the 31 ". Her letter gave me good cheer. I esteem ourselves 
fortunate in having the friendship of a young person who will take the trouble 
to write us so good, so welcome, a letter. There ought to be some word in 
English to touch just the shade of the French "precieuse." But the French can 
say things and do things which can hardly be attempted by English speaking 
people without assuming a pose. 

I am yet to do some finishing work for the Civic Federation the coming 
week, my term in the sixth month, steady going. It has paid, better than idle
ness or free lancing, possibly, but not so well as my work for "them" hitherto. 
The receipt column in my books may cover the deficit caused by the disastrous 
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tumble-the most recent one-in francs. But when I compare my moderate 
returns from my real estate holdings and the thousand to rv,relve hundred dol
lars I made through the rise of U.S. bonds and the English bonds through 
sterling's going from 3.98 to 4.7 1, when I sold, with the losses overtaking. I 
believe, every one of my acquaintances who have gone into Wall street, I con
gratulate myself One old friend threw away almost his entire fortune, his losses 
amounting to $40,000. A literary woman who had $ 12,000 gave it in charge of 
her sister, an adept in Wall street stock gambling, and lost every cent. She could 
have bought herself an annuity of about $15 a week, enough to maintain her at 
modest pensions in France, her ideal of refuge and amusement, but now she is 
roiling-slaving, she says-at $80 a month as reader in a publishing house. I 
suppose I've been a "piker, " not venturing much and not losing anything of 
account. I went over my papers a week or so ago, taking stock. Nearly all my
our, since little in most cases is to Lillian [Sullivan's wife] - investments, except 
the 87,000 francs in Paris (66,000 deposit, Royal Bank of Canada, and 21,000 
in rentes So/o), are in government bonds, first mortgages (one second) and sav
ings banks. Allowing leeway for fluctuations, plus and minus, I (we) am (are) 
worth just about $30,000, not including furniture, prospective value of my 
unsold manuscripts, or Lillian's jewels ($2,000). I am leaving a key to our safety 
vault box in the National City Bank, Uptown (on Fifth Avenue) Branch, Twenty
eighth street and Fifth Avenue, with P. Tecumseh Sherman (Taft & Sherman) 
15 William street. The number of the box is 2991. We have no debts or out
standing unsettled accounts. Lillian's suggestion as to our surplus of francs is "to 
go over and live off them." But if (when) they reach 6. 50 again I'll transform 
about $2,000 worth into Uncle Sam's sound money. 

I'm not worrying about money. We adjust our expenditures with an eye to 
our income or probable income. "Something always turns up" to bring in more 
or to mal<e the outgo less. I worry neither over my savings or my soul. On the 
latter point, more than fifty years ago I became a "modernist"-so known now; 
then by a label more opprobious-and as such have lived my life. If the people 
with whom I've come in contact judge fairly well of me, I'll trust the judgment 
of the Absolute and Eternal. I've paid my way, studied how to be fair in every
day matters and linked my name with those seeking social justice. I've been the 
instrument in financially helping the unfortunate, and since my delegated powers 
in that respect have ceased, have continued giving according to my ability. Be
sides the four years' assistance to the French boy, for his education, and the four 
or more years to the other French boy and girl for half their maintenance, I've 
given in another direction, literally, thousands. Since 1916, after giving her 
mother during ten years an amount never computed-but far more than I re
ceived at home in all my boyhood, I've given regularly to the daughter $25 a 
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month and expect to do so for years to come. It would astonish you, the extent 
to which I helped J.M. Wealdey and his family. In all the sixty years, lacking 
one, since I left my mother's roof, I've never had but one financial disagreement 
with any one. In that case I told the man I had been treated unfairly, and quit. 

j AMES AND LILLIAN SuLLIVAN IN P ARIS, ABOUT 1925. Courtesy of the authm: 
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As chairman of a committee, I was once obliged to defend an organization 
treasury against a dishonest attack, three committees, after three auditors agree
ing with me, and the judge in the case throwing the complainant out of court. 
I've had occasion to bring suits, but have suffered loss instead, witho ut litiga
tion. More than forty years ago I settled on the principle that I wo uld never 
write a line I did not believe was the truth, as I saw it. That interfered with 
obtaining positions open to me otherwise. After my first investigation in Eu
rope for the Civic Federation, in 1906-7, I was several times offered places in 
corporations, merely to follow up the work of propaganda of the res ults of the 
inquiry, but my reply was that I was willing to report on facts but not to be 
hired as counsel for the interes ts benefi ted by the facts. Another "labor" man of 
the commission soon after took a position as special pleader for an interest at 
$3,000 a year, kept it a long time, may have it yet.-But, (I hope you'll remem
ber I've never written in this strain before), I am "running on. " Regard it, please, 
as the summing up of a life- time. I hope it will not have anything of an effect 
like my serious talk in Rome with the yo ung Swedish aristocratic "intellectual, " 
who, when I had given her a review of the principal sta tistical facts regarding 
the United States, and said I would conclude by explaining away the charge 
that Americans are boasters, burst out with: "God knows they are! " I have stopped 
a moment to consider tearing up this second sheet-but I'll let it go. Perhaps it 
will make you better acquainted with me. 

Lillian returns from Atlantic City tomorrow afternoon, after two weeks with 
relatives in Newtown, Philadelphia and at the sea-s ide. She says she improved, 
the first week. She is weaker than I have ever known her to be. I have had more 
than a year's anxiety over her health. The voyage being in June, when the ocean 
usually is comparatively calm, she may not suffer much from it. 

A curious incident in social life. Friday afternoon, when in my office rower, 
buried in an article of importance- to me and my associates-the reception
room young man ushered in two ladies . I dimly recalled their features, but 
could not place them. They greeted me heartily, as old friends might. Cleared 
up, the facts were they were fellow "visitors" at the Lincoln Hall Hotel in Lon
don in 1914! They "just dropped in" on me, to chat over old times-and took 
up a golden half hour when I was driving my pen in the throes of creative work. 

In writing to me it would perhaps be just as well not to menrion the particu
lar conrents of this letter. They are confidenrial to you who are addressed. 

Au revoir! Happiness to yo u all, in all the measure it may be expected in this 
world. 

Sincerely, ].W Sullivan 

As usual- c/o American Express Company, 11 Rue Scribe, Paris, France 
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The Near-Death Experience of John Wilkins 
Merri-Lou Schaumann 

Most of us are familiar with contemporary descriptions of the near-death expe
rience: the bright light, the tunnel, and the feeling of being "out ofthe body." 
Those who have had the near death experience also describe being taken to the 
other side, only to be told that they had died before their time and that they 
must go back. Because the phenomenon has always interested me I was stunned 
when I found a 250-year old description of a near death experience; it sounded 
eerily familiar. 

In the fall of 1994 I went to Pittsburgh to do research on John Wilkins . I sat 
at a library table in the Historical Society ofWestern Pennsylvania reading John 
Wilkins' handwritten account of his life, and as I turned the neatly written 
pages I realized that what I was reading was not in the published version of 
Wilkins' autobiography1 that I had seen many years before. I discovered that 
Wilkins had had a near-death experience almost 250 years ago. Not only did he 
describe this experience in detail but also the many other amazing dreams and 
visitations that occurred to him throughout his life. 

John Wilkins had a fascinating life. He was born in Pennsylvania in 1733. 
He was a tavern keeper and merchant in Carlisle, an ardent Presbyterian and a 
captain in the Revolutionary War. He had two wives and 22 children, who 
intermarried with the Stevenson, Denny, Boyd, Murray, and O'Hara families 
of Carlisle and Pittsburgh. Wilkins left Carlisle in 1783 and became a leading 
figure in the development of Pittsburgh. 2 

Two years before his death (and being in full possession of his all his mental 
capacities according to his obituatf) Wilkins wrote an account of his life. It 
began, ''A short history of my life and the first arrival of my parents in America, 
wrote in the month ofMarch 1807. I am, by the best information, seventy four 

*This same four appeared afterwards in all my remarkable dreams or visions of the night ap
peared to me; I knew them to be the same, as also, that they were angels or spirits of the other 
world; yet I met them as if old acquaintance, without any fear or surprise, and put full confi
dence and belief in all they told me. " 
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years of age the first day of June next." After writing several pages about his 
forefathers and his early life in Lancaster County, he wrote the following de
scription of his near-death experience. 

"In my young days , and before my marriage, then living on the 
farm in Donegal Township, Lancaster County, I went to bed as usual 
with farmers, and soon fell asleep. I then dreamed that I was struck 
dead in my bed by a loud clap a thunder. I knew I was dead, and believ
ing in the existence of the soul after death, I lay waiting the event. A 
total darkness surrounded me for some time. At length, a ray of light 
appeared which increased to an uncommon brightness. I then saw four 
persons covered with white robes standing by my bed. They stood some 
time there, then said, "he is punished enough." They then took me up 
and carried me with great swiftness. I knew not how or where until they 
set me on my feet. I discovered that I was standing before a beautiful 
man sitting on a throne, the brightness is past description, surrounded 
by thousands like those who took me there. 

"I cannot remember by what means, but I understood I was then 
standing before the Lord Jesus Christ. Though he looked on me with 
pleasant countenance, yet I stood in great terror awaiting my sentence. 
A total silence took place for some time. The person on the throne said 
that he had sent for me to explain to me the sins of the earth-that by 
guarding against them I might walk uprightly in the sight of God. Then 
in a long discourse delivered much in the language of the Proverbs he 
mentioned every sin-and in particular charged me to avoid the sin of 
whoredom or unlawful connections with women, as this was the prin
ciple [sic] promoter of all other sins. Then he told me I must go back, as 
I had much to do on earth; that after many years I would be called on or 
brought here again. Then, pointing to the four* who had all the time 
stood by me; they took me up and with the same swiftness, laid me in 
my bed-from the time I was thunder struck until I was laid back in 
my bed I had no power to move or speal<: but could hear and see every
thing except when they were carrying me. The swiftness appeared to be 
too rapped [rapid] for me to see anything, neither did those who car
ried me (which I took to be angels) speak one word, but what they said 
before they first took me away. 

"In appearance I awoke as soon as laid in my bed-day then ap
peared. I seemed much shocked and so weak that it was with great 
difficulty that I arose, put on my clothes, and went out of the room. I 
first met my mother, who immediately inquired what was the matter. I 
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answered nothing. She said something was the matter for I looked like 
a person just arising out of a seve1:e spell of sickness. I told her I felt no 
sickness, but felt as weak and fatigued as ifi had just come home from 
a long journey. She said there must be more. I told her it was owing to 
a dreadful dream I had. She asked me what the dream was but I de
clined telling her. For five or six days I wandered around the plantation 
quite stupefied and weak-scarcely eating anything. At length, by de
grees, I recovered my strength and appetite . 

"Many times since, my mother requested me to tell the dream. I 
never did, and it appeared to me that it was not in my power to let her 
or any other person [know it]. I now leave it in writing to appear after 
my death. In all my employment's, religious and worldly exercises, rec
reations, frolics and sinful actions-this dream was present and [as] 
fresh in my memory as a cheek. It is now as fresh in my memory as in 
the morning next after the dream, and I believe ever will be as long as 
my senses remam. 

"I am now, and ever since the dream, of the opinion that from the 
time I was carried out of the bed, to my return therein, I was out of the 
body. I am of the opinion that if any person during that night had came 
into the room they would have found me in appearance dead." 

"I have already told one of my dreams. I will relate more dreams 
and warnings given me, which I declare to be the truth. I truly believe 
in the living soul of man and a future state of rewards and punishments 
agreeable to the Presbyterian profession. Also, the many strange dreams 
and warnings I have had truly convinces me of a communication of 
spirits with the inhabitants of this world. The same four angels or spir
its of the other world appeared to me in all my remarkable visions of 
the night and yet I met them as if old acquaintances without any fear or 
surprise and put full confidence in all they told me. " 

John Wilkins moved to Carlisle with his wife and three small children in the 
spring of 1763. Once established there, he entered into tavern and store keep
ing. He kept a tavern named the Sign of the King of Prussia3 for five years 
before giving up the tavern to concentrate solely on store keeping. 

Wilkins kept his store in the stone house on the corner of Irvine Row and 
East High Street.4 Much of Wilkins' business correspondence with his Phila
delphia merchants John and Randal Mitchell survives. His orders to them in
cluded everything from sugar, raisins, tea and spices to window glass, frying 
pans, teaspoons, schoolbooks and fabrics "in the color" the Philadelphia mer
chants "thought was in the best fashion." 5 In 1775 he informed Mitchell that 
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he had sold his goods to William Holmes and his father John Holmes and 
rented them the shop end of the hol!se along with the cellar and storehouse. 
Wilkins said that because he was going to keep the billiard table he would still 
be wanting portei·, claret, and Lisbon wine from them.6 

Wilkins life proceeded normally except that every few years he would have 
another dream or revelation of an impending death in the family. He wrote the 
following account of an incident that happened while he lived in Carlisle. 

"I received a letter from my sister, the wife of Matthew Laird who 
lived in Lancaster County about thirty miles from Carlisle directed to 
my mother who was then on a visit to another of my sisters 32 miles 
west of Carlisle. In the letter my sister informed my mother that she 
was unwell and was desirous she would come and spend some time 
with her. 

"We concluded to send a man with the letter to my mother; the 
man was just ready to start when a great uneasiness took possession of 
my mind, and in a resolute tone said that I would go. My wife said why 
should I go as there was no necessity as there was nothing alarming in 
the letter-! with great eagerness and resolution said, "I will and must 
go"-no argument could prevail. I was determined, and in a few min
utes started on the horse prepared for the man. 

"It was between one and two o'clock, in a short winter day. I reached 
Rippy's tavern in Shippensburg7 before dark. I immediately enquired at 
Mr. Rippy ifi could get a boy to go to Kirkpatrick's for my mother. He 
said he could get me one in the morning. No, she must be here before 
day; if yo u can send your boy I will pay anything. Rippy observing me 
very uneasy of the mind and the absolute manner in which I spoke, 
without further enquiry said he would send his boy. I had a few lines 
wrote to my mother by the time the boy was ready to go. I gave him the 
letter and the boy started. 

"I would not go to bed and Rippy remained with me. I spoke very 
little but almost constantly traversed the room. Before day my mother 
arrived and being surprised at the state I was in, enquired what was the 
matter. I then read her the letter and told her I could not account for 
the reason, but I must take her to Matthew Laird's in Lancaster County 
that very day. Rippy and her both said it was impossible being near GO
miles and that the old woman could not stand the journey and further 
observed there was nothing alarming in the letter except I had other 
news. I told I had none but what was in the letter. But it bears strong in 
my mind that I must and will take you to Matthew (and this day or die 
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by the way. I could give no reason why it was so strongly impressed on 
my mind. 

"We sta rted and were in Carlisle by early breakfast. (in that 21 miles 
ride I scarce opened my lips to my mother), the moment I lit I ordered 
t\¥0 of my best horses to be put in the sledge immediately. I then had 
fi ve good horses, a good strong sledge with a complete set of harnish 
[harness]. Samuel Laird, Esq. 8 the brother of Matthew Laird, on hear
ing by my fa mily, the uneasy state I was in mind when I had set out for 
my mother keep [kept] a lookout for my arrival. H e immediately came 
to me and endeavored to persuade me off the journey. I wo uld not hear 
him, but told him I was determined to be with my mother that day at 
Matthew Laird's . On seeing that I was determined he requested I would 
let him go along les t some misfortune might take place. I assented to his 
go ing with us. 

"As soon as the sledge came to the door we started. Mr. Laird asked 
permission to drive but I would not let him drive. I told him in a surly 
tone no man should drive but myself. My reason for not letting him 
drive, I was afraid he would not drive fas t enough- his reason for wish
ing to drive was that he secretly believed I was almost to tally deprived of 
my senses . However I had li ttle trouble in driving, the horses appeared 
to want as much as me to reach Laird's that day, they went all day with 
great spirit without a hitch. We traveled all day in silence, my uneasi
ness of mind and their astonishment deprived us of speech. 

"We reached Swatara Creek before sundown-we were then about 
a mile and a half from Matthew Laird's . T he creek being full of ice, we 
had some difficul ty in crossing, which detained us until after sundown. 
M r. Laird, seeing the aggetation [sic]of my mind reques ted me to let 
him drive to the house. Feeling myself much exhausted, by trouble in 
mind, the want of sleep and victuals-agreed. Just as we came to M at
thew Laird's field a ball of fire, o r warm reddish coloured light about the 
size of a hat fl ashed in my face, as day light had begun to disappear it 
caused a light like a fl ash of lightening. I immediately burst out with a 
loud cry. Mr. Laird immediately stopped the horses, turned with my 
mother, and seeing me enquired eagerly what was the matter. I wept 
aloud for some time-as soon as I could speak I said, ' it is all over, she is 
dead, drive on M r. Laird. ' T hey still hung over me, until I told them in 
a calm and composed voice, that she was dead-that my trouble was 
over. T hat my mind was at ease, and requested him to drive on to the 
house and he would find it was the case. Mr. Laird, seeing me calm and 
speaking in a different tone from what I had heretofore-drove on. At 
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this time we had received no other information than what the letter 
contained. Immediately after Mr. Laird drove on I enquired if they saw 
the light. They both said they saw no appearance of that sor t. I then 
informed theri1 and said that accationed [sic] my outcry and weeping 
and that my trouble was now over, for that I was fully convinced, she at 
that moment departed this life. That if we have not been detained at 
the creek we would have seen her die. They put no confidence in what 
I said, being fully of the opinion I was deranged in mind. 

"But when we came into sight of the house and see a number of 
lights, an uncommon stir of people, and many horses hitched to the 
fences, they began to suspect that there was some truth in what I said. 
As soon as the sledge came near the door Mr. Laird sprang out, and on 
hearing by the people that met him, she had just died. He told them to 
take me in charge, lead me to another room and not let me see her; as 
also giving them some other hints respecting me, the people gathered 
around the sledge. My mother was so overcome that they had to carry 
her into the house. I remained in the sledge until I saw my mother safe 
out. I then sprang out of the sledge and was immediately surrounded 
by a number of men. I inquired if she was dead; they made no answer. 
I told them they need not keep it a secret from me for that I !mew she 
was dead before I came to the house; that I knew the moment of her 
death. My expressions and what Laird had whispered to the people, 
alarmed them much, fully believing I was deranged in mind. They con
ducted me to a room. I requested they would let me see her, for that my 
mind was at ease [that] the sight would not shock me or make me un
easy. 

"On consulting Mr. Laird and my mother, I was conducted to her. 
I viewed her without feeling the least uneasiness. All the people about 
the house being then, by Mr. Laird and my mother, informed of my 
conduct and distress from the rime I receive the letter, gathered into the 
room expecting, I suppose, to see some dreadful scene take place. After 
viewing her for some time without shedding a tear, showing the least 
uneasiness, I turned round to the people, and with the greatest calm
ness, inquired the time of her departure. She had not yet been moved 
but lay in the same position she died. On comparing the time of her 
death and the ball of fire or light, they appeared to me and all present 
that they both took place at the same moment. It appeared to me that 
the people was surprised at my coolness in viewing her; they expecting 
a quite contrary scene would take place. I told them my trouble was 
over, my mind at ease. That I had suffered much before her death, but 
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now she was gone, we would go to her but she could not return to her 
friends. 

"We remained there until the burial was over, then came home safe. 
The time I was there, some of the people viewed me as a miracle, others 
as a crazy man, but all the time I remained there, I cond ucted myself 
with the greatest calmness and sobriety, but had li ttle or no conversa
tion with any person. At our return home, Mr. Laird told me he had 
kept strict watch over me from the time he joined us, and from the time 
the ball of light struck me and the weeping subsided; he could not 
discern the least sign of trouble or uneasiness of mind, but that I ap
peared as calm and easy in mind as if no such death had taken place. 
True from that moment, all my trouble and anxiety vanished and I felt 
myself perfectly at ease. The sight of her and all the crying of the friends 
around me had not the least effect in drawing a tear from me, or other
wise showing any signs of sorrow." 

In the winter of 1776/77 Wilkins received a captain's commission from Gen
eral Washington. He recruited 64 men into the Army and served until April 
1778, when General Washington granted him a discharge. Wilkins returned to 
Carlisle. Colonel Ephraim Blaine asked him to join him in erecting a store in 
Pittsburgh, and so in October 1783 Wilkins left his family in Carlisle and set 
out on foot with the wagons for Pittsburgh. 

While he was establishing himself in Pittsburgh his wife was delivered of a 
daughter in Carlisle. Both mother and daughter died. Wilkins knew that they 
had died even though he was more than 180 miles away. How did he know? 
Because he had another dream. 

"My wife died in Carlisle the 9th of March 1784. On that night I 
dreamed a dream. In the morning when I arose I told John Crawford, 
who was there assisting me in the store, that my wife was dead and [I] 
burst into tears, and told him not to open the store. I boarded at John 
Ferry's; they called on me for breakfast-! refused telling them the 
same-then shut myself up in the store and mourned for her that day 
and night letting no one in but John Crawford: being fully convinced 
of her death. The next morning I opened the sto re and told Ferry and 
Crawford my grief was abated. We marked down the date of the dream 
and in time-agreeable to the distance-! received a letter informing 
me of her death on the night of my dream. 

"The same circumstances took place with respect to the child. I 
dreamed and in the morning when I arose told Crawford and Ferry that 
my wife was brought to bed of a daughter but that I would never see the 
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child. We took the date of the dream . .. I again dreamed and in the 
morning told Crawford & Ferry my child was dead. When we got the 
account of the death of the child it had died the very night of my dream. 
This relation may seem strange to the hearers-but strange as it is-it is 
the truth. " 

Wilkins was influential in the development of Pittsburgh. He wrote that 
when he "first arrived in Pittsburgh in 1783 he found the place filled with old 
officers, soldiers, and followers of the army, mixed with a few families of credit. 
There was no appearance of religion, morality, regular order or any sign of a 
market to encourage the farmers to bring in their produce." He set about to 
change this. He established the first farmers' market and by 1793 succeeded in 
building the First Presbyterian Church of Pittsburgh. When Allegheny County 
was formed, he became the first Justice of the Court of Common Pleas. He 
served as a County commissioner for three years, as Chief Burgess of Pittsburgh 
for one yea r, and was the Treasurer of Allegheny County from 1794- 1803. 

During his years in Pittsburgh Wilkins continued to be visited by the same 
four spirits who had appeared to him in his near-death experience. In 1801 he 
had another dream. He wrote: 

"In the Month of May 1801 my youngest child but one, then six
teen months old-took sick. On the first night of her sickness, I dreamed 
an extraordinary dream respecting her and two more of my family. In 
the morning I told my wife to fortif)r herself for the stroke, for that 
child would die of her present sickness. She asked my why I said so. I 
told her it was discovered to me last night in a dream. She wished to 
know the dream. I told her as discoveries had been made to me in the 
same dream respecting more of the family, I could not with propriety 
tell it to her. If I did, the relation would create an uneasiness in her 
mind. 

The child, at this time, did not appear to be in any danger; yet she 
got uneasy and sent for the doctor. He came, and on examination said 
the child wo uld be well in a few days. I told my wife that the doctor 
might give something to ease the child, but could not save her life; 
that the child would certainly die-and did die on the fifth day of her 
sickness. 

The other parts of the dream hath not yet taken place. Neither have 
a yet told the dream to any person. Neither do I know as I ever will. But 
I am fully convinced that the whole dream as presented in my sleep will 
come to pass, and patiently await the event. The same four attended me 
in this dream." 

27 



The last dream that Wilkins recorded occurred in 1804. He wrote: 
"The time my daughter Nancy Denny9 was in labour with her last 

child except the one she died of. She was exceeding bad, three doctors 
attended her. My wife was sick and could not go to see her, but she 
being very uneasy I went often to Mr. Denny's to bring her intelligence. 
I had just come home with bad news, and was sitting in the office alone 
when Mrs. Addison opened the door and told me all was over-that 
the doctors had gave up, then [she] shut the door and went away, 
appearingly in great distress. It was then between ten and eleven o'clock, 
as near as I can recollect, on a starlight night. 

"I rose in great distress, the tears flowing almost in a stream from 
my eye. [I] did not go to inform my wife but immediately set out for 
Denny's. Praying with great fervency as I went out the door to our Lord 
Jesus Christ, for the delivery of m y poor daughter out of her present 
distress, if it was his blessed will; as I went out the door I lost all recol
lection, how long I cannot tell, but when m y senses returned I found 
myself in one of the streets but could not tell the part of town. I then 
remembered the leaving my house as above described. I began to travel 
about looking up at the houses, at length discovered Mr. Scull's house. 
Then knowing where I was, immediately went to Mr. Denny's and found 
Doctor Bedford, alone, sitting by the fier [sic] in a serious amusing poister 
[posture]. Immediately Mrs. Addison came in and told the doctor they 
had found a foot-he immediately sprung up saying, "there is hopes." 
She said they had lost it again-the doctor answered if they had found 
it once they would find it again. 

"That moment my monitor, or something appeared to whisper [to] 
me that my prayer was heard. I immediately left the house without 
saying a word and went home shedding tears of joy all the way, fully 
convinced in mind that she would be safe delivered and recover. I im
mediately informed my wife all that had happened to me from the time 
I had left my house and with tears of joy I told her not to be uneasy, for 
that she would be safely delivered and recover. We both wept. I then 
went into my office and had just sat down when Mrs. Addison opened 
the door and with a joyful countenance told me she was safely deliv
ered. That after the doctors had quit her, she with one or two severe 
pains was immediately delivered, without or before any assistance could 
reach her." 

At the end of Wilkins' account of his life story he gave his executors written 
instructions as to where all his records, account books and dockets were kept-
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even down to the precise pigeonholes in his desk. Then he wrote one las t 
paragraph. 

"In my lifetime I told the Revd. Mr. [&] Mrs. Miffin, Revd. Mrs. 
Porter & Rev. Mr. Steel that I had put my dreams & visions in writing 
and that I would allow my Executors to let them have coppies if they 
chuse-not mentioning my name. " Whether any of them ever read his 
dreams and visions is unknown. To my knowledge this is the first time 
that Wilkins' descriptions of his near death experience and dreams have 
been published. I hope that the information will be helpful to those 
researching the near death experience and comforting to those who have 
had their own brush with death. 

Notes 

1. T he portion of his autobiography dealing wirh his life in Carlisle was published in Tivo 
Hundred Years in Cumberland County, (H amilton Library and Historical Association of 

C umberland County, 1951), 54-58 . 

2 . "Died, ar Pittsburgh, on rhe evening of rhe 11rh insr, John Wilkins, Esq ., in rhe 77rh 

years of his age . 

Through a long life of acriviry, enterprise and various fortune, his manly mind encoun

tered calamity without suffering depression, faced danger without dismay, and enj oyed 

prosperity without ostentation in hospitable kindness and liberality. Ardent in his attach

ments, zealous in rhe service of his fri ends, he never waited for so li citation where he knew 

his good offices would be useful to those he es teemed . 

In public sp irit and honourable exertion during rhe revolutionary war, he was excelled by 

none. Ar rhe origin of rhe contest, he was among rhe first captains who associated and 

organized a company of militia in Pennsylva nia. In 1776 he was elected a member of rhe 

convention which formed the first consrirurion of rhe stare, and immediately afrer per

forming rhis decisive act of resistance aga inst Britain, he accepted rhe commission of 

captain in the army of rhe United Stares. In this disas trous period of our affairs, he 

enlisted a company ar his own expense, and from his own funds furnished it wirh rat ions, 

forage and every requisite on irs march to joining rhe arm y. H e reached rhe camp before 
rhe barrles of Brandywine and Germantown, and was in borh rhose actions. 

After rhe co nclusion of rhe war in 1783, he removed wirh his family to Pittsburgh, where 

he has ever since resided , and throughout rhe whole period held rhe office of justice of 

rhe peace, and frequently was invested wirh rhe offices of commissioner o r treasurer of 

rhe county, all which he discharged with ability, attention, and unblem ished integrity; 

highly valued by his friends and respected by all rhe surrounding society. 

His noble comtitution ojboc61 wm at lmt overcome bJ' the hand of time, but the foculties ofhis 
mine/ remained unhurt to the close of his lift. With perfect composure he saw the approach of 
his dissolution ancl surrounded by his numerous family ancl sympathizing friends, he yielded 
without a sigh his spirit unto the hands of him who gave it." Pittsburgh Gazette, December 
15, 1809. 

3. F. F. (Sheriff's Inquisit ion) Offi ce of Prothonotary, C umberland Coun ty 
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4. Although the fas:ade of the 60' stone building is now covered with brick, one can still see 
the shape of the stone building in the gable end facing Irvine Row. 

5. Seques tered John Mitchell Papers . PHMC, Ms Group 92. Microfilm Roll 3992. 

6 . Ibid 

7 . Travel journals reveal that the name of William Rippy's tavern was the Sign of George 
Washington. 

8. Cabinetmaker of Carlisle. 

9. Nancy Wilkins (1775-May 1, 1806) marri ed Major Ebenezer D enny of Pitrsburgh July 
1, 1793. 
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Albert Abelt: All-Around Artist-Athlete (1913-1964) 
KarL H. Pass 

The story of AlbertAbelt is one ofboth a tal
ented artist and a natural-born athlete. His 
uniquely coupled talents, varying pursuits, 
and adventurous life make him a fascinating 
subject. 

Born in Portland, Oregon, on November 
25, 1913, Albert Abelt was the son of 
Alexander Sokalovitch and Blanche Lang, 
both ofPolish and Russian decent. Alexander 
served in the Czar's army and emigrated to 
this country around the time of the Russian 
Revolution. He took the last name Kunda, 
which Albert later changed to Abelt. When 
Albert was a small child both parents died 
within a short period of one another, and he 
was placed in a Catholic orphanage in Or
egon at age seven. 

ALBERT ABELT, U.S. N AVY 

P ASSPORT. Courtesy ofRichmd 
and Fmncesca Abelt. 

Unhappy at the orphanage, Abelt ran away 
at the age of ten and began his life of adven
ture. He worked for two years as a busboy in 

a Kansas City restaurant, then got a taste of life at sea as a pantry boy on the 
freighter "San Tulsie" on its route between New York City and Puerto Rico. 
After his seafaring stint he lived for a short time in New York, staying at the 
Boys' Club and earning his keep by selling newspapers on the street. Still eager 
to roam, he started working his way back across the country, traveling in a car
nival until he reached Seattle. There he boarded another freighter, this time 
fishing for salmon off the Alaskan coast. In an interview years later, Abelt re
called this year oflong days of hard labor as "no vacation. " 1 He next took a two-
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year cruise to Japan and the Asiatic waters as a seaman aboard a Dollar Line 
steamer. When he returned to Seattle the fifteen-year-old continued to travel 
throughout the Northwest, supporting himself with work on forest fire crews 
and as a cook in lumber camps. 

In Trail, Oregon, Abelt met Max Seimes, a wealthy sportsman, artist, and 
amateur boxer from Philadelphia. Seimes owned and operated a lodge in Trail 
named "Dripping Rock. " He not only hired Abelt as a cook at the lodge, but, 
more importantly, he took a paternal interest in him. Seimes unofficially adopted 
the road-savvy youth and gave Abelt some stability in his life. Abelt stated that 
"without his influence, I would probably have never shaken off my wandering 
habit. Mr. Seimes was a wonderful fellow. "2 

This relationship was immensely influential in Abelt's life and created the 
foundation for many of his later pursuits and accomplishments. Max Seimes is 
credited with providing Abelt much of the support to explore his talents. It was 
from Seimes that Abelt learned boxing and football as well as painting. He lived 
at the lodge with Seimes until his enlistment in the Navy on April 25, 1933, at 
the age of 19. 

Abelt's enlistment lasted eight years just prior to World War II and took him 
to many parts of the world including Europe, Africa, and Central America, 
where he served primarily shore patrol duties. During his two tours with the 
Navy, Abelt was able to hone both his boxing and painting skills. He became 

ALBERT ABELT TRAINING AS A BOXER. 

CCHS Photo Archives 
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the middleweight champion of the 
Pacific Fleet in the summer of 1933, 
achieving the feat shortly after enlist
ment. That same year he played on 
the All-Navy football team. 

Also, while stationed in San Diego, 
Abelt produced several California 
landscapes, painting them on the can
vas of discarded Navy hammocks. 
Two of the landscapes were hung in 
the Naval Training Station library. He 
also painted a portrait of the base's 
commanding officer. The high qual
ity of his work led to his transfer to a 
New York City recruiting unit to 
paint recruiting posters. While in the 
city Abelt took up sculpting and stud
ied under the noted sculptor William 
Zorach. 



ALBERT ABELT SCULPTING. 

CCHS Photo Archives 

Not long after his time in New 
York, Abelt left for offshore naval duty 
in the Mediterranean. Acting as a 
goodwill ambassador to Europe in the 
years just before the war, he was given 
generous leaves whereby he was able 
to travel and pursue his various artis
tic and athletic interests. He made 
many advantageous social contacts in 
art and drama circles. 

Abelt had an art studio in France 
during his initial European tour. His 
painting was exhibited in Nice and 
at the Museum of Modern Art in 
Paris; his sculpture was shown at 
London's Tate Gallery. His consider
able output of paintings was left be
hind in France when he eventually 
returned to the States.3 

At this same time Abelt again be
came a prizefighting boxer. He held 
the tide of light heavyweight cham

pion of France in 1938. He also dabbled in acting and appeared in French films 
with Jean Gabin and Simone Simon. Through one of his social contacts, Abelt 
auditioned for and won the leading male role in a London play opposite Ann 
Trevor, a noted British actress. The production entitled Rounder Roundabout 
could have appeared autobiographical as Abelt played the part of a prizefight
ing boxer who fits into high society. In 1941, back in the United States at his 
final duty station in Norfolk, Virginia, Abelt again appeared on the stage in 
Maxwell Anderson's Winterset at the Little Theatre of Norfolk. 

Abelt received an honorable discharge from the Navy as Seaman First Class 
on May 9, 1941. He moved to Old Lyme, Connecticut and stayed with the 
Steven Howards, wealthy art enthusiasts whom he had met while in Portugal. 
Abelt had made contacts with many interesting and influential people through
out his travels, friends that supported his artistic work. Margaret Naumburg, a 
noted educator and art therapist, was one such acquaintance. She encouraged 
Abelt to be serious in his artistic pursuits and wrote him, "I was glad to hear ... 
yo u've made up your mind to draw into yourself and not be too social . It's the 
only possible way to get work done. "4 She also encouraged him in seeking an 
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important New York dealer to represent his artwork, writing, "I want to help 
you get across when the time is ripe in the best way. "5 

His main income during this time was from his job as a rigger at the Electric 
Boat Company in nearby Groton which made submarines for the war effort. As 
in the past, he made time for his disparate interests. He taught art classes at the 
New London Y.WC.A. and starred in that organization's Civic Drama League 
presentation of Night Must Fall. He also kept up his interest in boxing by train
ing fighters. Abelt made his own successful boxing comeback in New London 
on September 3, 1943, by knocking out opponent Sam Kaplan. Abelt was a 
fairly big man, boxing at 178 pounds and standing five feet and eleven inches 
tall. He was cheered by his shipbuilding co-workers and was referred to as "Elec
tric Boat's all-around athlete and actor-artist. "6 

On October 17, 1943, in Westbrook, Connecticut, Abelt married Mary Eliza
beth Brooks of Saybrook. Mary was a radio tester and Albert was by now a 
safety inspector at the boatyard in Groton. Both were just shy of turning 30. 
The Abelts' son Richard was born January 27, 1949, in New Haven. Not long 
after their child was born, the Abelts moved from Connecticut to Pennsylvania. 

Upon relocating to Pennsylvania, the family lived in Harrisburg on the cor
ner of Second and Maclay Streets while Abelt was a chef at the Hill Cafe. Cook
ing had been a long-time interest Abelt had nurtured since his time with Max 
Seimes. Abelt held many positions as a chef, and letters of recommendation 
attested to his talents in the kitchen. 7 

While living in Connecticut Abe!t had cooked for several small inns, and in 
the central Pennsylvania area he was chef at the York Country Club and the 
Mercersburg Inn. 

Wanting to raise their son in the country, the Abe!ts moved from Harrisburg 
across the Susquehanna River to Dillsburg and soon after that to Boiling Springs 
in Cumberland County. There they rented half of the Breckbill House that 
stood on a corner of the town square. They later lived in the Rachel Myers' 
brick house on the corner of First and Front Streets, then in the Boiling Springs 
Hotel. In October of 1956, son Richard remembers, Abelt helped to erect the 
Boiling Springs clock tower on the square across from the tavern and the then
standing Breckbill House. 8 

While living in Boiling Springs, Abelt frequently went to nearby Allenberry 
Playhouse where he attended performances and spent time with the actors back
stage and after shows. He was characterized by one of the actors at the time as 
having a "strong personality." There is no record of his performing there. 9 

In November 1957 the Abelts paid $3,000 for the old stone gristmill known 
as "Gish's Mill" on Petersburg Road about one mile from Boiling Springs. 1 0 
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They intended to use it as their home. Unfortunately, soon after moving there 
a tornado destroyed part of the roof, which the Abelts never fully repaired. 1 1 

Abelt was apparently never able to support his family through the sale of his 
artwork. He frequently "loaned" pieces to people in exchange for food and 
drink, telling Mary that she could get them back whenever she wanted. During 
this time he took jobs as a journeyman with the Harrisburg Iron Workers Local 
Union. As an ironworker he helped erect the framework for buildings and bridges. 
Abelt sustained numerous injuries while on such physically demanding projects. 

Perhaps to cope with work stresses and injuries suffered throughout his life
time, it is thought that Abelt developed alcoholism. He had chronic bronchitis 
and his ill health and alcohol abuse are believed to be directly responsible for his 
early death on October 27, 1964. Having taken a job despite being sick with a 
bad cold, Abelt came home from the mill one evening complaining of not feel
ing well. He went to bed and died in his sleep at the age of 50. He was cremated 
and buried in Churchtown's Mount Zion Cemetery in Monroe Township, 
Cumberland County, Pennsylvania. His obituary notice in the Carlisle paper, 
"The Sentinel," states that in addition to his wife and son, he was survived by his 
father Alex Kunda and sister Mrs. Felix Roman, both of Cleveland, Ohio. 1 2 

After Albert's passing Mary and Richard moved to a trailer on the mill property 
and later relocated to Carlisle. Mary Abelt died in November of 1994 and also 
rests in Mount Zion Cemetery with her husband. 

Now in his 40's, Richard remembers his parents as eccentric individuals. He 
talks of his father as a paradoxical figure who possessed a "sensitive side" with a 
passionate love of nature while also having a macho, fighter 's persona. 1 3 After 
going through what he considered a dysfunctional upbringing and a rebellious 
childhood, Richard joined the Navy and served four years. Now married, he 
and his wife Francesca currently reside on the West Coast. 

It is difficult to evaluate the full scope of Abelt's artwork since relatively few 
pieces have survived or have been identified. In an interview granted in 1943, 
Abelt estimated that he had "created about 1,000 portraits and other paintings 
and .. . some 150 pieces of sculpture. "1 4 The majority of his artwork, especially 
paintings, was apparently done while he was in Europe. It is likely that Abelt 
took up woodcarving later in life and this stemmed from his interest in sculp
ture. The early 1940's seems to have been the period of his greatest productivity. 
The carvings and paintings that have been studied by the author are all from 
the time Abelt lived in Cumberland County, Pennsylvania, the years from around 
1951 up until his death in 1964. 

Abelt's art was clearly influenced by his travels, his experiences, and the people 
he met, rather than by any formal academic training. He was said to have painted 
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in an impressionistic style while in Europe. 1 5 However, the paintings that are 
presently !mown are definitely representational with the naive quality of folk art. 
Likewise, many of his carvings are realistic yet possess primitive characteristics. 

Abelt preferred oil painting and carving in wood although he did some stone 
carving. His woodcarving was done mainly with a jack knife, but he also had 
the traditional carver's collection of chisels, gouges, and lmives. When he pur
chased wood from a local lumber company, he would have them rough cut the 
blocks to his outlines. He did not use a gesso base for his painted pieces but 
painted directly on the wood. Carvings were usually signed on the base, but he 
did not always sign his work. 1 6 

Five of his woodcarvings appear in Richard Machmer's 1992 book about 
Southeastern Pennsylvania carving entitled just For Nice. These came from the 
Garonzik family in Mount Holly Springs, who received them directly from 
Abelt. The five pieces are now in other private collections as noted in the book. 1 7 

In an interview shortly after the publication of just For Nice, Abelt's widow 
was eager to correct several inaccuracies in the artist's biography as it appeared 
in the book. According to Mary, the rooster signed "To Betty love '56 Al Abelt'' 
was carved for her. "Betty" refers to Abelt's wife, whose full name was Mary 
Elizabeth and who was called Betty by her husband. The carving known as "My 
Favorite Teacher" showing a woman wearing a flowered hat is of questionable 
attribution. Mary insisted it was not Abelt's work and was never owned or seen 
by the Abelts. However, the Garonziks were sure that it was Abelt's hand that 
had created the amusing piece and reportedly acquired the piece directly from 
Albert. Mary also offered other corrections, which have been incorporated else
where into this article. 1 8 

PAINTED EAGLE, 1960. SIGNED ''A. 
ABELT 'GO" Courtesy of the private 
owne1: 

Richard Abelt remembers his fath er 
carving and painting the box for him as a 
present when he was a small boy. 1 9 It is 
18 inches in height and 29 inches in 
length, and contains a relief-carved hunt
ing scene with various animals against a 
mountainous backdrop. It is currently in 
a private collection. 

The painted eagle has a wingspan of 40 
inches and is 22 inches in height. Previ
ously mounted on a higher base, it was 
made for his wife and is signed ''A. Abelt 
'GO." The unpainted eagle is not signed. 

Truly a majestic piece, the wingspan is 52 inches and the overall height is 18 
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TED EAGLE, C. 1960. Courtesy 
of the private owner 

inches. His wife recalled the circum
stances of irs creation. Abelr had sus
rained some serious injuries in a fall 
from construction scaffolding and re
quired a lengthy hospital stay. During 
his long recuperation the injured Abelt 
carved the large spread-wing eagle to 
strengthen his arms. This carving was 
originally mounted on a beveled base 
of weathered wood that the artist had 
salvaged from a bridge he had helped 
to disman de. 2 0 Possessing a realistic 

quality, one would think that the bird's talons could kill if it were to get hold of 
its prey. In the eyes of the author of this article, Abelt's success with these two 
eagles earns him a place in the line of noted Cumberland County eagle carvers 
which includes Wilhelm Schimmel, Aaron 
Mountz, and Bruce Barrett. 

A large wooden carved and gilded 
rooster is thought to be one of Abelt's last 
works. Finely done, the bird is 20 inches 
tall and 20 inches wide and stands on a 
black wooden base. The rooster's "human" 
eyes add a unique quality to the folk piece. 
The eyes are similar to those of the previ
ously-mentioned rooster illustrated in just 
For Nice. 

An impressive Abelt painting hung be
hind the bar at the Countryside Inn near 
Grantham, Pennsylvania . The large framed 
oil painting was done for "Chirp" Hale, 

GILDED RoosTER c. 1963. Courtesy of 
owner of the Inn, in exchange for drinks. 2 1 

, tne private owna 
The elaborate country landscape includes 
an assemblage of running horses and numerous men and women in the fore
ground with several farmhouses and pastures in the middle ground set against a 
mountainous backdrop. Measuring 98 inches in length and 51 inches in height, 
it is signed "Albert Abelt 1955" in the lower left corner. Mary remembers her 
husband working on the painting in their kitchen while they lived in the Boil
ing Springs Breckbill House. 22 The piece was sold when the inn went out of 
business in 1991 and is now in a private collection. Some interesting additions 
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to the eye-catching painting at the Coun
. tryside were the handcrafted pierced tin 
lampshades that Abelt made for each 
booth in the bar. 2 3 

LANDSCAPE, 1953. Courtesy ofthe 
private owna 

with adjoining summer kitchen, large 
barn with stables and a horse and 
buggy trotting along in front. Abelt 
added several elements to his version 
including a dog chasing the buggy and 
large geese walking along the road. 

Other known Abelt works include 
a carved tribal woman's head in un
painted lignum vitae, a granite carv
ing of two grappling wrestlers, a 

Another folk painting examined here 
depicts the Daniel Musser farm and resi
d ence in Lower Allen Township, 
Cumberland County, illustrated in the 
Reverend Mr. Conway Wing's 18 7 9 
county history.24 The 19'"-century farm 
scene includes well laid out orchards, 
fields, and gardens, a three-bay farmhouse 

painted wood carving of two iron- Curv!BERTLAND COUNTY FARM ScENE. 
workers, and an impressionistic paint- Courtesy of the private owna 

ing of flowers di splayed in a 
hand-carved frame also done by the artist. Not all of the afore-mentioned pieces 
were signed by the artist, but all can be attributed to the artist through family 
record. 

The full scope of Albert Abelt's talents is impressive. He was a feared man in 
the ring during his exceptional fighting career, yet also a gentle man who loved 
art and nature and found inspiration in both. The physical and artistic accom
plishments Abelt achieved put him in the categories of both a natural athlete 
and a true folk artist. 
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Book Review 
Ann Kramer Hoffer, Twentieth Century Thoughts. Carlisle: The 

Past Hundred Years. Carlisle: Cumberland County Historical 

Society, 2001. 

This book is not a monograph bur a reflective essay that the author describes as 
"an introduction to the century" (p. viii). Tiuentieth Century Thoughts consists 
of eleven topical chapters devoted to such subjects as the community's photog

raphers, its place makers, its lost landmarks and neighborhoods, business and 
industry, and institutions. A series of "insights"-poems, descriptions of im

portant events such as Jim Thorpe's wedding, a trip to Alaska, and sports
separate the chapters and provide opportunities to address a wider range of 
activities that defined life in Carlisle at important moments. Hundreds of im

ages capture important buildings, events, everyday occupations and recreations, 
and the individuals who gave shape to the community in the twentieth century. 

Tiuentieth CentttJ]' Thoughts is largely a recounting of important people and 
institutions. The three longest chapters address residential development, small 
businesses, and industry. Most of the houses depicted, and the neighborhoods 

that receive the greatest amount of attention are those of the wealthy and upper 
middle class; the chapters devoted to family-owned businesses and industries 
similarly describe the owners in detail bur not the workers. Indeed, there is no 

attention to the jobs and concerns of working women and men, no evidence of 
labor unrest, and no sense of class conflict. A statement such as "domestic help 

... would become part of the family" (p. 79), for example, suggests the perspec
tive of the employer rather than the employee. The lives and livelihoods of 
black Carlislers also merit greater attention: the only mention of the Civil Rights 

movement or the emergence of an African American community within Carlisle 
is an all allusive reference to "the time or racial unrest in the late 1960s" (p. 
182.) 
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But if Tiuentieth Centu1y Thoughts portrays only the experiences of some of 
Carlisle's citizens, it suggests a number of important topics that are worth fuller 
investigation. During the twentieth century Carlisle lost much of its historic 
identify as a market town for nearby farms: the market house has closed, and 
the largest event in the old agricultural fairgrounds today is a car show. Down
town also lost its historic function as the retail hub of the county, and the 
suburbanization of homes, shopping centers, and industries has left the bor
ough with a shrinking population, a declining tax base, and fewer jobs to sup
port its residents. The hospital, once a powerful emblem of community pride, 
is now owned by a for-profit corporation headquartered in Naples, Florida. 
Each of these developments reflects the consequences of public policies adopted 
in Washington or Harrisburg. How Carlisle, and hundreds of small communi
ties throughout the United States, has been affected by these national and state 
policies, as well as the emergence of a postindustrial economy, is an important 
but largely unstudied aspect of our recent history. 

The author begins the final chapter, "Changes Comes to the Town," with 
the observation that "the small village has become a thriving crossroads com
munity" (p. 167). Yet the crossroads she describes is not the intersection of old 
colonial roads or nineteenth-century turnpikes, which brought travelers down
town and supported inns, taverns, and other local businesses; it is the linking of 
modern east-west and north-south roads, the Pennsylvania Turnpike and Inter
state 81, major highways that have brought warehouses and the roar of traffic 
to the center of Cumberland County. Those trucks whizzing by are an allegory 
for Carlisle at the dawn of a new century, for they represent perhaps the greatest 
of the changes, and the most difficult challenge, the community faces, which 
can best be described as a loss of mastery. Mrs. Hoffer captures this poignantly 
when she observes, "decisions made by controlling centers throughout the coun
try determine policies to be followed here" (p. 186)-in government, banking, 
retailing, medicine, almost every important arena of life and death. It is both a 
telling irony and an important contribution of the book that a narrative which 
begins by celebrating the individuals who shaped a community ends as an elegiac 
evocation of a time when Carlisle's citizens largely controlled their own destiny. 

The author hopes that Tiuentieth Century Thoughts will encourage readers to 
preserve records, undertake oral history interviews, and ultimately research and 
write about many of the themes that are only sketched in this book. Ann Kramer 
Hoffer has accomplished much in this book. Surely her greatest contribution 
will be in the efforts this book will inspire, in the years to come, as Carlisle' 
history comes alive for future generations. 

David Schuyler 
Franldin and Marshall College 
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Recent Acquisitions 

American Radiance: The Ralph Esmerian Gift to the American Folk Art J\!Iuseum, Stacy C. 

Hoolander, 1991. 57 1 pp; hard cover. $75 .00. American Folk Art Museum, 45 West 53'd 

Street, New York, NY. 10023. Phone (212) 977-7 170. Donated by Mr. and Mrs. Pierson 

M iller and Mr. and Mrs. Joe Miller. 

Anglo-American Cataloguing Rules, Published jointly by Canadian Library Association, Library 

Associat ion Publishing, and American Library Associat ion, 1998 revision. 836pp; softcover. 

$65 .00 . American Library Associat ion , 50 E. Huron , Chicago, IL. 60611 . Phone (866) 

746-7252. Donated by Kris Senecal. 

The Bethlehem Difll]\ volume II, 1744-1745, Vernon H. Nelso n, ed ., 2001 . 428pp; hard cover. 

$39.95. Moravian Archives-Bethlehem, 4 1 Locust Street, Bethlehem, PA. 18018 . Phone 

(6 10) 866-3255 . Donated by Dr. Whitfield Bell, Jr. 

Biobibliography of Native Am erican Writers, 1772- 1924: A Supplement, Daniel F Littfejielc!, 

}1:, 1985. 339pp; hard cove~: $40.00. The Scarecrow Press, Inc., 15200 NBN W'tl)', PO. Box 

191, Blue Ridge Summit, PA. 17214. Phone (BOO) 462-6420. Donated by Dale Fields in 

memory of Gale Fields. 

Bucks County Fraktur, Cory M. Amsler, ed ., 2001 . 387pp; hard cover. $64.95 . The Pennsylva

nia German Society, P.O . Box 244, Kutztown, PA. 19530-0244. Phone (6 10) 894-955 1. 

Pennsylvania German Society membership . 

Can She Bake a Chen]' Pie? American Women in the Kitchen , Mary Drake McFeely, 2000. 194pp; 

hard cover. $24 .95 . University of Massachusetts Press. Available from Whistlestop 

Bookshop, 129 West High Street, Carlisle, PA. 1701 3. Phone (717) 243-4744. Donated 

by Carl and Marie Schleicher in memory of Great Aunt Helen Hackman Marrin . 

Cumberland justice: Legal Practice in Cumberland Counl:)\ 1750-2000, Cumberland County Bar 

Foundation, 2001. 248pp; hard cover. $39.95 . Cumberland County Bar Foundation. 

Available from the C umberland County Historical Society Museum Shop. Phone (7 17) 

249-76 10. Society Purchase. 
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Direcrory of Hisrorical Organizarions in rhe Unired Scares and Canada, The Amerimn Associa

tion for State and Local HistOI]\ 2002. 135Bpp; softcova $149.95. AltaMim Press, 15200 

NBN 1.\'-'l~JI PO. Box 1991, Blue Ridge Summit, PA. 17214. Phone (BOO) 462-6420. Soci

ery Purchase. 

Facing East From Indian Countl]': a Native Histo1y of Early America, Daniel Richrer, 31 7pp; 

hard cover. $26.00. Harvard Universiry Press . 79 Garden Srreer, Cambridge, MA. 021 38. 

Phone (800) 405-1619. Dona red by Lee Ann Wagner. 

Faith and Family PennsJdvania German Heritage in York CouniJ'Area Fmktur, June Lloyd, 132pp; 

sofrcover. $29.95. York Coun ry Herirage Trusr, The Hisrorical Sociery Museum and 

Library, 250 Easr Marker Sn·eer, York, PA. 17403. Phone (7 17) 848-1587. Donared by 

Ha rry Goldby. 

Flights of Fancy American Silver Birci-Decomted Spoons, Donald L. Fennimore, 33pp; sofrcover. 

$ 12.95. Winrerrhur Publicar ions, Wimerrhur Museum, Garden and Library, Wimerrhur, 

DE. 197435. Phone (800)448-3883. Societ:y Purchase. 

Genealogical Libm'J' Master Catalog (sec of 3 CD-ROMs), Compiled by Rick Crume, One 

Library.com, Depr. W, 131 130'" Srreer Somh, Glyndon, MN. 56547-9551. Phone (877) 

234-3001. Donared by H arry Goldby. 

Grear Tours! Themaric Tours and G uide Training for Hisroric Sires, Sandra /Vlackenzie Lloyd, 

159pp; softcova $24.95. AltaMim Press, 15200 NBN \-1'-'li)\ PO. Box 1991, Blue Ridge 

Summit, PA. 17214. Phone (BOO) 462-6420. Society Purchase. 

A Guide for Procming Manuscript Collectiom, Bruce P. Srark, 201 pp.;sofrcover. $ 12.00. Bruce 

Srark, Connecricur Scare Library, 231 Capiro! Ave., Hanford, CT. 06106. Phone (860) 

757-65 12. Sociery Purchase. 

The Huron (Incliam of North America series), Nancy Bonvillain, 111 pp; hard cover. $2 1.95. 

Chelsea House Publishers, 1974 Spro ul Road, Suire 400, Broomall, PA. 19008. Phone 

(800) 848-BOOK. Donared by Russell Coe. 

Locating Union and Conftdemte Records, Nancy Jusrus Morebeck, 120pp; hard cover. $29 .95 . 

H erirage Quesr, PO Box 540670, 669 Wesr 900 Norrh, Norrh Salr Lake, UT. 84054-

0670. Phone (800) 760-2455. Dona red by Dale Fields in memory of Gale Fields. 

i\1arriages and Deaths fimu the Carlisle Hemic! and E:.:positor (Carlisle, PA) 1B37-1B44, Com

piled by Mary Anne Capell Wilson, 13 1 pp; sofrcover. $14.00. C losson Press 1935 Sampson 

Dr. Apollo, PA. 15613. Phone (724) 337-4482. Donared by Carolyn Ford . 

/Vfolly Pitc!Jel; Heroine (Revolutionfll]' \~r Leaders series), Eileen Dunn Berranzeni , 80pp;hard 

cover. $8.95. Available from rhe C umberland Coumy Hisrorical Sociery Museum Shop. 

Phone (7 17) 249-7610. Donared by Eileen Dunn Berranzerri. 
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My Last Shift Betwixt us and Death: the Ephraim Blaine Lerterbook, joseph Lee Boyle, 224pp; 

softcova $22.00. Heritage Boo!?s, Inc., 1540 Pointer Ridge Place #£, Bowie MD. 20716 

Phone (BOO) 398-7709. Donated by Joseph Lee Boyle. 

Navajo Spoom: Indian Artist/)' and the Souvenir Tmde, 1880s-1940s, Cindra Kline, 11 8pp; 

softcover. $27. 50. University ofNew Mexico Press, 1720 Lomas Blvd . NE, Albuquerque, 

NM. 87106. Phone (800) 249-7737. 

O'er the Land of the Free, Samuel Lombardo, 176pp; softcover. $ 14.95. Burd Street Press . 

Available fro m Whistlestop Bookshop, 129 West High Street, Ca rlisle, PA. 1701 3. Phone 

(717) 243-4744 . Donated by Samuel Lombardo. 

The Ordeal of the Longhouse: the Peoples of the iroquois League in the Em of European Coloniza

tion, Daniel K. Richter, 436pp; softcover. $19.95 . Omohundro Institute of Ea rly Ameri

can Histo ry. Available from The University ofNorth Carolina Press, PO Box 2288, C hapel 

Hill , NC. 275 15-2288. Phone (800) 848-6224. Donated by Lois Wirz. 

Pennsylvania Genealogical LibraiJ' Guide, John W. Heisey, 85 pp; sofrcover. $8.5 0. Masthof 

Press, 2 19 Mill Road , Morgantown, PA. 19543. Phone (6 10) 286-0258. Society 

Purchase. 

Richard Butle1; Patriot, Stephen M. Pozar, 78pp; softcover. $8.95. Available from the Butler 

County Historical Society, PO Box 4 14, Butler, PA. 16003-04 14. Phone (724) 283-

8 116. Donated by Butler County Histori cal Society. 

The Road Taken: a joumey in Time Down Pe1msylvania Route 45, Joan Morse Go rdon, 184pp; 

softcover. $ 19.95. T he Local Histo ry Company, 112 North Woodland Road, Pittsburgh, 

PA. 15232-2849 . Phone (866) 362-0789. Donated by The Local History Company. 

Romantic Valentines: a Price Guide, Pauline Campanelli , 160pp; softcover. $ 14.95. LW Pub

lishing and Book Sales, 5243 S. Adams Street, Marion, IN. 46953. Phone (800) 777-

6450. Society Purchase. 

RuraL Pennsylvania German \'.(leaving, 1833-1857 and the Christian Frq and He111J' Small, ]i: 

Pattern Books, Tandy and Charles Hersh, 153pp; sofrcover. $30 .00. Huggins Printing 

Company. Available from Tandy and Charles Hersh, 1860 Walnut Bottom Road, Carlisle, 

PA. 1701 3. (717) 243-7632. Donated by Tandy and Charles Hersh. 

To Serve WeLL and FaithfuLLy, Sharon V Salinger, 192pp; softcover. $20.00. Heritage Books, 

Inc. , 1540 Pointer Ridge Place #E, Bowie, MD. 20716. Phone (800)398-7709 . 

To Show V1?hat an Indian Can Do: Sports at Native American Boarding Schools, John Bloom, 

151 pp; hard cover. $24.95 . University of Minnesota Press, Available from the Cumberland 

County Histo rical Society Museum Shop. Phone (717) 249-76 10. Donated by Jeff and 

Betsy Wood and Chad Leinaweaver. 
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Twentieth Centmy Thoughts. Carlisle the Past Hundred lean, Ann Kramer Hoffer, 202pp; softcover. 

$29.95 . Cumberland County Hisrorical Society. Available from the C umberland County 

HistOrical Societ:y Museum Shop. Phone (7 17) 249-7610. Society Purchase. 
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Publications In Print 

THE CouNTY HERITAGE SERIES 

The Bitter Fruits: The CiviL Wttr Comes to a SmaLL Town in Pennsylvania. ( 1998). 

David G. Colwel l $39.95 

In Pursuit of PLeasure: Leisure in Nineteenth Century 
Cumberland County (1997) . Clarke Garrett 

Past Receipts, Present Recipes (1996). 

$37.50 

Members and Friends of the Cumberland County Historical Society. $35.00 

CLoth and Costume, 1750-1800, Cumberland County, Pennsylvania (1995) . 

Tandy and Charles M. Hersh $34.95 

The Indian IndustriaL SchooL, 1879-1918 (1993, paperback 2000). 

Linda F. Witmer $24.95 

" ... Drive the Road and Bridge the Fod . . . ". Highway Bridges of Nineteenth 
CentUJy Cumberland County (1992). Paul E. Gill 

Twentieth Centzoy Thoughts. CarLisLe: The Past Hundred Years (2001) . 

Ann Kramer Hoffer $24.95 

Other Books 

Atlas ofCumberLand County (1858, reprint 1987). 

H.F. Bridgens $30.00 

Add Pennsylvania State Sales Tax of 6% and $4 for postage and handling. 

Booklets and Pamphlets $6.50 

Three Cumberland County Woodcarvers. Milton E. Flower (1986) $5 .00 

Made in Cumberland County: The First One Hundred Years. 

Cumberland County Historical Society (1991) $5 .00 

Cumberland County Hist01y. Single issues, as available 

WttL/eing Guide to Historic Carlisle, PA (200 1) 

$5.00 

tax included $5.50 

Pennsylvania State Sales Tax of 6% and $2 for postage and handling. 

A complete list of Society publications in print is available on request. 


