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June Special Event

An especially interesting program has been planned for
the June quarterly meeting that will take place at 7:30
p.m. Wednesday, June 10, in the social hall at Church and
Main Streets.

Michael Vircsik, president-elect of our Society, will
moderate a reenactment of the Inquiry ordered by the
Canadian government after the unfortunate collapse of the
Quebec bridge on August 29, 1907. Testimony of witnesses
was printed and bound in book form, and Mike has a copy
of the book. The reenactment will use descendants of the
orignal witnesses. There will be Irvin Meeser, whose
~ncestor was a bridge inspector, Jack Norris, son of the

eel company’s general superintendent, and a number of
others. Mike will also illustrative pictures and diagrams.

Strawberry Festival

Qur annual salute to summer comes up Saturday, June
20, from ten till three, on the lawn at Church and Main
Streets. Members and all their friends, and all children are
invited. They can expect strawberries prepared in every
delicious manner possible, plus specialties from the grill.
There will be music, a bake sale, mini-flea market, craft
tables, and games for the youngsters.

Quilts

As an added feature our president, Joanne Brown, plans
a quilt show in the church. Members who own homemade
quilts, old or new, are requested to bring them Friday
evening, June 19, between 7 and 9, and they may be
picked up after the festival closes. Call Joanne at 933-8076
for further information.

How Far We’ve Come

Members who attended last March’s quarterly meeting
found a vast arrangement of old-time household articles
spread out on tables that extended across the front of the
hall and down one side. Qur speaker, Anna Wilson, and
her husband, Horace, local antiques experts, had brought
with them a sampling of their collection in order to
re-create for us a way of life now completely vanished.,

The Wilsons live in a country house that has been home
in eight generations of descendants of the Yeager family.
Their attic and farm buildings retained outdated and
discarded items like iron kettles, candle lanterns, yokes,
milk cans. shaft bells for sleiahs. whetstone holders, etc.,

-the earliest manufactured

which their friends liked to examine. Such interest inspirec
the Wilsons to buy more, and they found the treasures a
local auction sales, competing for them against other
bidders. The Wilsons now own one of the finest collections
of the kind in this part of the State.

Some of Anna Wilson’s devices relate to butter making.
She has churns in a variety of designs and the molds tha’
were used to decorate the product. Many have intricate
carvings of cows, or sheaves of wheat. She says butter was
food and the process was
discovered when goats milk, carried in leather saddle bags,
turned to butter before journey’s end.

Grains and seeds used to be measured in cylindricai
containers, divided into two unegual compartments, one
for pints and one for quarts, by a round of wood. When =
few merchants cheated by inserting false bottoms.
counter-top balance scales became the style. The Wilsons
have saved old-fashioned means of illumination, from
lamps fueled with melted fat to ones using whale oil, and
later, kerosene.

Their carpenter tools include molding planes for making
decorative grooves in fireplace surrounds. Articles made of
iron were needed for fireplace cooking, and the Wilsons
displayed a couple of hand-forged trammels for raising and
lowering pots over the fire.

Patented devices enjoyed a long vogue after the U.S.
Patent Office was opened. Among the inventions thought
up by our ingenious forebears were machines to pare
apples and potatoes and to seed cherries. All of them work
after a fashion, but it is pretty hard to beat paring by hand
with a kitchen knife. Many of the foregoing could not be
properly cleaned, but as the Wilsons explained, people
stayed alive just the same.

Any members unable to come to the meeting may still
see the remarkable exhibit by making an appointment with
the Wilsons and visiting them at their home near

Kimberton. .
' Museum Openings

The museum is open first Sundays of the month from 1
till 4. Hosts for June 7 are Frances Babacz and Lois
Donovan; July 5, Julie Varady; Aug. 2, Ruthann Maxfield
and Lois Donovan. The office and museum are open
Wednesdays and Fridays of each week from 9 till 3.

Fleas Result

Thanks to the donors and to those who worked for th:
flea market chaired by Peg Keenan, our Society gaine
$964.10 from the sale.
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Phoebe Hunter, only child of Charles and Grace Hunter,
was born in 1891 at the Whitaker family mansion named
Moniclair. The old house stood on the high ground directly
across the Schuylkill River from the Borough of Phoenixville.
Montclair was erected 44 years before her birth by her great
grandfather, Joseph Whitaker, the iron master. Phoebe was
the fourth generation, and her children. grandchildren, and
great grandchildren are the fifth, sixth, and seventh
generations to live in Montclair.

Phoebe Hunter was a redhead, and she had an active and
inquisitive mind that later in life turned to literary pursuits.
The trilogy of old houses, old families, and a long-existing
and important local iron indusiry were the materials that
would form an integral part of her writings.

When Phoebe was young Mentciair was ruled over by her
grandmother, the widowed Gertrude Thompson, who was
the youngest of Joseph Whitaker's twelve children. Phoebe
would remember her grandmother as tiny, deaf, and frail in
health. She was kindly, but still very strict, and was the
ultimate authority over her son and daughters, the grand-
children, and the domestic servants.

Gertrude Thompson had allowed electricity, steam heat,
bathrooms, and a telephone to be installed in her home, but
she never forsook her horse and carriage in favor or an
automabile. Phoebe saw her grandmother get in a car only
once, when she was taken to see a first great grandchild. No
alcoholic beverage was served at Montclair in her lifetime.

Living in the mansion with Grandmother Gertrude were
Charles and Grace Hunter, Grandmother Hunter, and Aunt
Martha Thompson. Other grown-up offspring occupied
nearby houses. Phoebe had six cousins to share with her the
yard, the apple orchard, the hay mow, a grove of old chestnut
trees, and an adjoining farm. An artesian well supplied the
various families until Phoenixville’s public water supply was
piped to Mont Clare in the early 1900s. Even after they had
inside plumbing, a spacious outhouse remained until 1915 at
the northeast corner of the big house. It was painted white
inside and out and had two compartments of four seats each.
Naturally there was no heat and Phoebe marveled at the
hardihood of her progenitors.

Until large numbers of automobiles prevented such winter
sport, Phoebe and her cousins would go sledding on
Hallman’s Hill, and they could coast all the way to the edge
of the covered bridge that spanned the canal and the
Schuylkill River. They posted guards at the foot of the hill to
warn of approaching horse-drawn sieighs.

A small slaughter house at one time occupied the site of
the present Mont Clare post office and did a lively business
in fresh meat. The children would watch with dismay when
cattle were unloaded at the Mont Clare Railroad station and
were driven, bellowing, down the hill to their doom.

Phoebe Hunter was educated at Miss Steitler’s Academy
on the other side of the river from Moniclair. The school was
situated on a tract of land set aside for residences of the men
who headed Phoenix Iron Company. Their name was Reeves,
and over the years four generations occupied the property.
David Reeves was first, followed by his son, Samuel J., and
by David Il and Samuel J. I1. In Phoebe’s childhood a young
widow, Mrs. Ellen Nixon who was a granddaughter of David
|, owned the large mansion that still stands on Starr Street.
Miss Steitler leased the west wing of Mrs. Nixon's house for
her private school.

A Memorable Personage

Phoebe Hunter Gilkyson

By Miriam Clegg
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Occasionally Mrs. Nixon visited the classes. Stout, merry,
and like Phoebe redheaded, the owner of the mansion
pinned her tresses atop her head in thick coils. She had the
students believing that let down, her hair reached the floor,
and she had been invited to join a circus on that account.

Mrs. David Reeves !l, whose husband was likewise a
grandchild of David |, spent summers in the largest
residence on the estate. It was called The Lawn and has
recently been razed. Phoebe was familiar with its stately, but
comfortable interior since Mrs. Reeves, mother of three,
presided over a wide circle of friends and their children in the
'90s and early 1500s. \

Other pupils at Miss Steitler's were the pretty Wall
sisters, daughters of Jacob Wall, the proprietor of the
imposing Phoenix Hotel that dominated the intersection of
Bridge and Main Streets. The Wall family had an apartment
on the upper floor where wife and daughters were
segregated from the hotel atmosphere and from the bar.

The door to this very popular bar was right at the corner of
the busy intersection. Since young Phoebe was part of a
white-ribbon menage, she regarded it with a rather pleasant
mixture of fright and disfavor. Once or twice she saw men
stagger as they came out, and she viewed them as lost souls
who illustrated a moral lesson. Some elderly advocates of
temperance raised objections when their grandchildren were
invited to little-girl parties in the Walls’ private apartment,
but fortunately such disapproval was considered quaint and
out-of-date by the more progressive mothers.

The first car to be driven in Phoenixville was owned
Jake Wall, and he took the young people on a short trip. i
was a tremendous thrill to ride over the ruts and mud of the
unpaved streets, at the dizzying speed of 20 miles per hour,
all the way to Gulph Mills and back.

Another little friend was Mary Coffin, whose grandfather,
Jacob Morgan, at that period owned The Knoll. Phoebe
used to visit with her little companion in the mansion made
famouse by a former owner, the mining engineer Charles
M. Wheatley. Mary Coffin in young womanhood became
the wife of Dr. Samuel Rulon, an early and greatly loved
local physician.

When Phoebe Hunter was eleven years old, a relative was
elected governor of the Commonwealth of Pennsylvania. He
was Samuel Whitaker Pennypacker and was her mother’s
first cousin. Phoebe had often been told about a time many
years ago when four boys had been reared at Montclair.
Only nine yearsﬁter Joseph Whitaker built the big house, 3
married daughtek, Anna Maria Pennypacker, was left &
widow. She had married Dr. Isaac Pennypacker, and when
her husband died, was living in Philadelphia with their four
little sons, the oldes 13 and the youngest only 6 months old.

Anna Maria sold her city residence and came back witf
her children to live with her father and mother in the
Phoenixville area. The year the Pennypackers became
residents of the mansion, which was 1856, Grandmothe
Gertrude was only a young person as yet unmarried, ant
other family members living at Montclair were the elderl
Whitakers and two unattached female relatives. Josepl
Whitaker lived until the four grandsons were grown. Uy
his death his daughter Anna Maria used part of n.
inheritance to purchase historic Moore Hall on the Pickerin
Creek. Daughter Gertrude, who was by then married to th
Rev. Charles |. Thompson and was the mother of children
settied her family in Montclair.
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Samuel W., oldest of Anna Maria’s sons, studied law, and
aver the years climbed high in the legal profession. When his
sandidacy for governor was announced, he was 58 years oid
and was president judge of the court of common pleas in
Philadelphia.

The same year that Samuel W. Pennypacker was running
for election, another man was attracting attention in the
Borough. He was Col. Hamilton H. Gilkyson, a West Chester
lawyer. Along with a group of Phoenixville businessmen,
Col. Gilkyson formed a corporation called Phoenixville
Publishing Company and purchased the town’s leading
newspaper, The Daily Republican. (Now The Phoenix.)
Gilkyson took over the editorial writing and dictated the
newspaper’s policies. His political views were conservative,
but he had a dynamic personality, and it is said he lent a
flavor and color to journalism that was interesting to some
and irritating to others.

Col. Gilkyson and Judge Pennypacker were near of an age
and had known each other a long time. Though the Judge
lived in Philadelphia, he and his family spent three months
each summer visiting with Anna Maria at Moore Hall. The
Daily Republican printed a story on the front page about the
judge’s qualifications for the important office he sought.
Notwithstanding the friendship, certain comments in the
article were far from flattering.

After Pennypacker won the election he vetoed a bill that
was one of Gilkyson's pet projects. The two never again
were friends. The project, by the way, had to do with the
preservation of Gen. Anthony Wayne's birthplace in
Easttown Township, and this was accomplished at a later
date. Phoebe knew little about the altercation at the time,
but later in life used the incident in her writings.

When ready for higher education, Phoebe Hunter was
enrolled in Hollins College, near Roanoke, Va., and after
graduation studied for a time at the Pennsylvania Academy
as interrupted

v

in 1912 by her marriage to Hamilton H. Gilkyson, Jr., son of
the fiery colonel. Unlike his father, the younger Gilkyson was
a man of wit and charm. He was an insurance company
executive, and at a later date he succeeded his father as

The young couple purchased a new house on First
Avenue and the builder, H.V. Elliott, allowed some
architectural changes that gave them a large living room
with a fireplace. They did not live there alone however. The
new Mrs. Gilkyson lost both her mother and her
grandmother within a few years of each other. At first J.
Whitaker Thompson, Grandmother Gertrude’s son and
Phoebe’s uncle, moved his family into Montclair, but
Thompson was soon afterwards appointed judge of the
federal court of appeals in Philadelphia and he moved to the
city. Montclair was almost empty. Hamilton and Phoebe
decided they would like to head up the household. They
bought out other heirs and moved in with the few elderly
relatives who remained there. The Gilkysons stayed at
Montclair for the rest of their lives.

The young married couple was blessed with four children,
Grace, Terry, Patty (christened Martha), and Neal. Terry’s
real name was the same as his father’s and his grandfather’s.
The nickname is short for ‘‘tertius,”’ a Latin word meaning
third. The young mother also acquired a nickname. Her first
baby pronounced Phoebe as Weewee. When little Grace was
old enough to be embarrassed by the mistake, it was changed
by general agreement to ‘‘Werva,”” and Werva is still the
name by which Phoebe is known to her family.

To the usual pursuits of a young matron of the period, such
as house and garden, babies, schools, etc., Phoebe added
civic involvement. She served on the board of the Agnes
Irwin School and on the Women’'s Committee of the
Philadelphia Free Library. She also found time to submit
short poems and articles for Harper’s and Scribner’s
magazines. Her art education was useful when she begar
painting pastel portraits of children.

(Continued on Page 4)
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MONTCLAIR is a big house and there always was room for a maiden aunt or widowed daugbter. Drawing by Jane Riteh
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Phoebe Gilkyson
Drawing by Jack Shenkle
(Continued From Page 3)

The Gilkysons enjoyed early motion pictures even though,
as she says in a column, adult indulgence in such a pastime
was regarded as a sign of low intelligence. Nevertheless they
attended with great regularity slapstick comedies and
hair-raising melodramas, and followed Charlie Chaplin
throughout his career. The films of the day were silent and
flickered a great deal for lack of smoothly flowing reels. A
local pianist muscular enough to pound the keys from 7 till 10
p.m. furnished the only sound. Phoebe was glad when the
time came that the movies were recognized as an emerging
art form and might be enjoyed without a feeling of guilt.

World War |l brought many changes. The Daily Republi-
can suffered from a war-related manpower shortage so
Phoebe put in a number of hours each week in the old
Republican building at 167 Bridge Street. She assisted at
first with the women’s page. She next volunteered to write a
column on the editorial page under the heading ‘‘Sense and
Nonsense,’’ unless her material was historical, and then she
called the column “‘Our Yesterdays.’' The first Sense and
Nonsense column under her name appeared Oct. 17, 1944,

In 1942 Phoebe was elected president of the board of
Phoenixville Hospital as she insisted ‘‘because all the good
men were too busy with war work.”” She was reelected
president until 1954, and stayed on the board for the
remainder of her life.

Activities of her children, and after 1947, her grandchild-
ren, provided material for many Sense and Nonsense
columns. Son Terry, who was musically gifted, lived for
many years on the West Coast. She wrote the verses for
several of his songs including one of his earliest **'The Cry of
the Wild Goose.’” Terry’s works were played on the HIT
PARADE, a radio program that each week aired the ten
best-selling phonograph records and was overwheimingly
popular around mid-century.

The successful composer asked his mother’s help with

The successful composer asked his mather’s help with
songs for Walt Disney’s dramatization of Kipling’s *‘Jungle
Book.’’ Excited at the possibilities, Phoebe wrote words for
all the animals. Disney accepted one, ‘‘Bare Neccesities,”’
sung by the bear. The song was one of those nominated for
the Academy of Motion Pictures prize and narrowly missed
winning an Oscar for that year’s Best Song.

Daughter Neal, besides being wife and mother, had ¢
career as senior editor of the Ladies’ Home Journal and
fiction editor of Redbood magazine. Neal, today, is the best
known locally of the Gilkyson offspring since she succeeded
her father as president of Phoenixville Publishing Company
upon his retirement in 1970. In 1974 Neal came back to
Phoenixville and assumed the duties of newspaper
publisher that Joseph Ujobai had handled for many years.
She was the third generation to manage the paper, the
family’s tenure lasting from 1902 and 1980.

Phoebe often wrote about the local iron industry. Because
of her ancestor, Joseph Whitaker, she felt an almost
proprietary interest in it. While living at Montclair Whitaker
in partnership with a younger brother, George P., directed
the operations of a number of early ironworks, including the
Durham furnaces in Bucks County and the Principio furnaces
in Maryland. However at an earlier period, between 1826 and
1845, he had been a partner of David Reeves | and had
actively managed the developing Phoenix Iron Company.

She also wrote about the Pennypackers, especially Dr.
|saac. Before he took a position at a Philadelphia Medical
College, Dr. Isaac had exhibited extreme dedication to
Phoenixville patients, which Phoebe proudly described in
QOur Yesterdays columns.

Indian artifacts were a lifelong infatuation. The children
helped her collect them, and sometimes the whole family
combed newly plowed fields. Daughter Neal recalls to this
day the times she trudged over muddy furrows, eyes fixed
to the ground, and pounced on any likely stone to offer her
mother for inspection. A description of Phoebe’s investiga-

tions was published in a journal, the Pennsylvania
Archaeologist, Vol. 15, No. 2. Her article is entitled
““‘Surface Observations Along the Schuylkill Valley:
Norristown-Pottstown Section,”” and is currently made

available to artifacts collectors by the Pennsylvania State
Museum at Harrisburg. She gave many pieces from her
collection to local elementary schools.

Indians led to an interest in other branches of
archaeology. Phoebe had read about searches made in the
1850s and '60s by Charles M. Wheatley, the mining
enginer, and she was captivated by the idea that fossils had
been found in considerable numbers in the Phoenixville
area. Wheatley’'s specimens had been recovered from the
excavation for the Philadelphia and Reading railroad tunne!
and from a cave opened up by limestone quarry operations
at Port Kennedy.

The energetic lady began explorations of her own and
made exhaustive, but vain searches of every quarry in the
neighborhood. At the Academy of Natural Sciences in
Philadelphia, she was shown a bone fragment given them by
Wheatley, and was told that other Phoenixville area
discoveries were preserved in the Museum of Natural
History in New York.

Correspondence with the Academy’s Dr. Horace G.
Richards yielded more information, and she was immensely
pleased when Dr. Richards told her he had found in the
basement of the Academy a collection of fossils uncoverec
when the Pennsylvania Railroad was laid out through Mon!
Clare in 1884. Richards hunted up records of the find anc
made a fresh report with new photographs.

One day while driving from Conshohocken to Gulpt
Mills, Phoebe spotted a gaping hole high up on the
limestone wall of a quarry. She notified Dr. Richards anc

a (Continued o Page 51
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he sent a young assistant, Dr. Chaffee, to the scene,
Chaffee climbed a ladder, Phoebe right after him, but the
hole was disappointingly empty of any millennium-old
debris. It was merely a sort of bubble in the sedimentary
‘ock.

Phoebe lived long after the days of local mining, but
happened to be at the site of a discontinued copper mine
near Audubon when a crew in the employ of the U.S.
government was working there. She was told the men were
charting the mineral resources of the eastern seaboard,
and she watched as they used diamond core drills to cut
out neat cylindrical sections of ore.

The history of old towns and their names was
information Phoebe passed along to her readers. The name
Mont Clare for both the railroad station and the post
office of the town where she lived was either an
inadvertant misspelling of the name of her home, or was
spelled that way on purpose because of a conflict with
Montclair, N.J. She had a special feeling of kinship for the
town of Kimberton, since Emmor Kimber, the founder,
was a close friend of Joseph Whitaker's. Grandmother
Gertrude’s full maiden name was Gertrude Kimber
Whitaker, she being a namesake of Gertrude Kimber,
Emmor’s mother.

Grandmother Gertrude and two older sisters had been
educated in Kimber’s ‘‘French Creek Boarding School for
Girls.”” Urged on by readers interested in the old-time
country academy, Phoebe poked around in her attic and
found letters written by her ancestors that described school
activities. She had a school manual reprinted at the
newspaper plant, and it was sold at the Book Worm for the
benefit of Phoenixville Hospital.

A whole series of Qur Yesterdays columns was devoted

What if the day be dark or fair,

Dig me a hole and drop me in.

My Mother Earth will never care
Where [‘'m going or where |'ve been.

To feed a lovely growing thing
Is all I'll ever ask of fame, =
And maybe on a day in Spring
A little bird will sing my name.

A poem by Phoebe, date unknown. All her light verse was delightful.

to reprints of Gov. Pennypacker’s treatise on the
movements of the armies in our locality during the
Revolutionary War. While she was on the subject Phoebe
delighted her readers with an account of a correspondence
between a present-day British army officer and the
Historical Society of Pennsylvania.

The officer’s name was Major J. H. T. Cornish-Bowden,
and he was composing a history of a British regiment that
had participated in the Paoli Massacre. The 46th Foot, a
company of the present Duke of Cornwall’s Light Infantry,
still bears among its insignia two red feathers crossing each
other. Major Bowden looked for confirmation of the fact
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soldiers stained the feathers of their headgear red after the
engagement, and he asked for a picture of the monument

that marks the spot where the American patriots were
buried.

Bowden'’s letter read in part: ‘‘| hope there is no longer
any bitterness among the sons of either nation regarding
the events of the 18th century — certainly there is none
upon this side and we were the people who were whipped!
| would dearly like to reproduce in pamphlets a picture of
the memorial erected to the brave men who fell upon that
awful night and also the wording of the inscription.””

Hamilton Gilkyson was a golfer and sometimes met
writers and artists on the course. These he invited to his
home, knowing his wife’s involvement in the fields. In this
way Phoebe became acquainted with Joseph Hergesheim-
er, and the author, very well known in his day, dedicated a
book ‘‘The Bright Shawl’ to ‘‘Phoebe and Hamilton
Gilkyson in their beautiful house in Mont Clare.”” John and
Virginia Pierce of Phoenixville were artist friends; also
some of the Wyeths of Chadds Ford. An oil portrait of
Phoebe by Henriette Wyeth was executed when the artist
was only 17 years old.

In the latter part of her life Phoebe read a review of a
book published in England about Bertrand Russell's
American experiences, which were mostly unpleasant. This
made her dig back in her memory to a time thirty years
previously when she knew the famous mathematician and
philosopher.

Bertrand Russell, she recalled, had arrived in this
country at the invitation of NYU, but the university
disliked his radical views and fired him. At this point Dr.
Albert Barnes, owner of a summer home at Rapps Corner,
hired Russell to lecture on art at the Barnes Institute.
Barnes installed the Englishman and his young third wife
in a pleasant country house and they very soon met the
Gilkysons.

Phoebe gave a tea party at Montclair and the Russells
were introduced to Miss Gertrude Ely whom Phoebe
describes as a power in Demacratic politics and a director of
Bryn Mawr college. Miss Ely invited the Russells to her
Bryn Mawr home, specifying the date and time, and they
accepted. Then she forgot all about it. When Bertrand
Russell and his wife got to Bryn Mawr they found no one at
home except the butler who didn’t know where Miss Ely
was. Badly flustered he enlisted the aid of an English
teacher at the college, but they failed to placate Mrs.
Russell and she later refused to accept Miss Ely's
apologies. Phoebe recruited a small army of steady readers,
and it is estimated she produced over 3,000 columns. Many
of them were clipped and saved and are enjoyed for
rereading and valued for reference.

Even in old age she retained a youthful spirit. She also
retained her red hair which was never touched up as it
never showed a trace of gray. The red grew darker as she
got older. She dictated her last column a week before her
death. It had to do with fighting bats in the dormitory of
Hollins College.

Phoebe Gilkyson died in the Phoenixville Hospital at age
84. Dr. Vincent W. Ciacci, staff member of the hospital
where -she had so long been a director, spoke at her
memorial services. They were conducted September 11,
1975 in the George Washington Memorial Chapel in Valley
Forge. His eulogy, the Doctor said, was delivered ‘‘with all
the love, respect and admiration that one person can have
for another.”” So that all her readers could share it, the
Doctor’s moving tribute was printed in the newspaper
and made one final piece of writing under the long familiar
heading ‘'Our Yesterdays.™



Serlin, Sams
And the

Patterns

A stunning array of modern sculpture was exhibited last
winter at Ursinus College’s Philip and Muriel Berman
Museum. To the amazement of many in Phoenixville every
work on display was constructed from Phoenix Steel
Company wooden foundry molds that Doris Sams, the
sculptress, had removed from a storage building on
company grounds. The molds are full-sized models, or
patterns, of the parts in iron-manufacturing machinery,
and were used to construct replacements when the
machinery was repaired. .

Patterns were crucial to the smooth operation of the
steel company, and thousands of them had been crafted
over the years by artisans with a talent for wood warking.
Robert Serlin, president of the company’s last surviving
division, the Phoenix Pipe and Tube Company, appreciated
their intrinsic beauty. In private life Serlin is an art
historian and collector, and he considers the patterns a
graphic illustration of the complexity of ironworks
operations and of the skills and dedication of the men who
kept the local company in the forefront of the industry for
nearly two centuries.

When the storage building was-scheduled for demolition,
Serlin placed an advertisement in Sculpture magazine, and
thus brought the patterns to the attention of exactly the
proper person, Doris Sams. A native of Reading, Sams has
done graduate work at Temple University's Tyler School of
Art, and now teaches stone carving at her East Caventry
Township studio. She removed the patterns and spent the
next three years transforming many of them into a form of
sculpture suitable for exhibition in art galleries.

Sams did not alter the functional objects other than
cleaning and sanding them, and she carefully preserved
hand-written identification that many of them carry. As an
example of the labels, one of them reads: “‘Crop Bucket
Segment for Blooming Mill Shears.’’ Unlike stone carving
that requires chipping away of material, these sculptures
are created by combining the parts.

Sams worked with shapes that look like rings, arches,
giant flywheels, tapered blades, stars, etc. Some were
small enough to fit in her hand and others as big as a

piano. They are made of soft pine and other woods, and
demonstrate the exquisite joinery that a pattern maker
learns after years of rigorous training. Harry J. Hicks, one
of the last of these artisans at the steel plant, was foreman
of the pattern shop from 1928 until his retirement in 1965,
Others were Archie Hoyle, William Adams, and Jesse
Davidson.

Five hundred people came for the opening of Doris
Sam’s exhibit, the most the Berman Gallery ever had in
one day. They saw photographs, maps, and other material
relating to the history of the iron industry, and in addition
a video in which our past-president Robert Shaffner plays a
role. Many who attended came from Phoenixville, and
some of these had worked at the steel plant.

HSPA members will be happy to learn that Mrs. Sams
has accepted an invitation to speak at a quarterly meeting,
and the date of the important occasion is Dec. 9 of this

year.
Hardens

Mary Harden Kergall of Paris, France, asks for
information about a Harden ancestor who lived in
Phoenixville in the first half of the 19th century and
worked at the old Nail Factory that preceded Phoenix Iron
Company. She has recently found a record of a marriage in
her family performed in 1836 by Rev. Dyer Nichols of the
Phoenixville Baptist Church. (Jane Anne Harden m.
Benjamin Hallman.) Please address replies to HSPA and
they will be forwarded to Mrs. Kergall in France.

Children’s History Book

Phoenixville third graders are publishing a book about
local history that will be placed in elementary school
libraries, in the Phoenixville public library, and in the
archives of our Society. The students belong ‘in classes
taught by Dimitrios Hilton at the Barkley School and Mary
Ann Popma at Second Avenue School. Twenty-four young
historians from Barkley visited our museum last March,
and 22 from Second Avenue in April. They researched
their material during our Friday openings, and Lois
Donovan ran off piles of photocopies to assist them. The
project will be completed by the end of the schoal term.

Majolica Is Ours

Most of the majolica ware displayed in our museum has
been on loan. The pieces actually belonged to David M.
Frees who searched them out and purchased them over a
number of years. Now our generous benefactor has
donated his entire collection to our Society and HSPA is
officially the owner.
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