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March Meeting

The quarterly meeting will take place -Wednesday,
March 13, at 7:30 p.m., in the Social Hall at Church and
Main Streets. The speaker will be Jim Kietzman, collector
of reel films and projection equipment. He will show
“shorts’ at the meeting.

March and June

Members will be notified of arrangements for a flea
market to be held in March. We hope to repeat the success
of last October’'s mini-market and Trunk Bar-B-Q which
vas a sellout and netted the Society five hundred dollars
for the food and two hundred for the sales items.

Please don’t forget the Strawberry Festival is coming up
in June. Last year there was a record attendance. Let's
surpass that record this year: =

Toys R Ted’s

Ted Maurer, local antiques auctioneer, addressed last
December’s quarterly meeting. His topic was children’s
playthings of former years, a subject he knows very well
since he is an avid collector of these items. Maurer used
several tables of old toys as demanstrators, some of them
belonging to himself and some brought in by members of
the audience. This was the second time in six years Ted
Maurer has been our guest, and large numbers have
turned out on both occasions.

We learned that antique toys existing today are lucky
survivors of rough usage. For this reason a toy, unlike
other categories of antiques, does not have to be very old
to be collected. Maurer also made clear that not all
command the large sums that make us gasp when we read
results of auction sales. Those special pieces, many times
lacking in beauty and craftsmanship, sell for thousands of
dollars because they are something in short supply that is
coveted by large numbers of determined buyers.

How and when does the callecting bug bite you? Maurer
suggests it is when a young man marries and moves away,
~nd then returns to his childhood home to recover old

Jssessions. The little train, or truck, looks neat he thinks,
and if one like it comes up for sale, he buys another. He
adds to his treasure trove playthings he wanted as a child
and failed to receive, and he studies the field to find out
what other collectors consider desirable. Befora larz he

&

will be willing to drive from here to a Baltimore auction o
a stormy evening and pay $150 for a little Dodge car
originally priced at less than five dollars. Maurer, himself
did just that, and he brought the car to show us. It ha
retained its windshield, a piece of plastic the size of |
postage stamp, which made it unique.

Articles high in value are manufactured, not hand made
and need not be American. German toys find a read

« market, and he revealed that the tin Toonerville trolle

replica was made in that country and not on native soil
Japanese toys go in and out of favor according to ou
warmth of feeling towards that nation,

All of this leads up to boxes. Never discard a box! A few
fussy mothers of past generations insisted their childrer
put their toys back in the boxes, and now such neatness
brings rich rewards to present-day owners. When Maurs
catalogs toy auctions, he adds the magic letters, O.B.
(original box,) to items that have this advantage, knowing
they will bring premium prices. He once sold the collectior
of a deceased friend that included two empty boxes, since
the widow -had given the contents to a relative. Maurer
thought the containers might be of use to someone whe
owned the toy, but not the box, and sure enough, the
pieces of printed cardboard that any sensible person would
swear were worthless fetched five hundred dollars.

Lecture Series

A series of ten lectures, co-sponsared by our Society and
the Chester County Heritage Park Task Force, has been
under way since last January 22 and will conclude at the
end of this month. Subjects of the talks are the history,
architecture and industries of our area, and conservation
endeavors relating to the Schuylkill Canal and the Histaric
District. Interested parties meet on Tuesdays at 7:30 in our
Social Hall. Final lectures will be given March 5, 12, 19,
and 26. )

The Heritage Park Task Force is working with other
preservation groups to maintain a green corridor along the
Schuylkill River. The Chester County branch is headed by
Bob Elmer, Rita Stevens and Barbara Cohen. Ms. Cohen
recently ran for the office of State Representative and was
only narrowly defeated by Rep. Peter Vroon. Formerly
active in the Philadelphia Foundation of Architecture, Ms.
Cohen has experience in historical and architectural
walking tours. She aims to organize such a tour in
downtown Phoenixville for the bensfit of visitors from
outside the community, and is gatherirg stories about
people and events of our past “. uie in Far seararin



residents have become involved in strange situations, and
have resolved their problems in a manner reflecting their
own characters, good or bad. All stories related here were
found in history books about Phoenixville, and all are true.
True, that is, if you can trust the honesty of the writers,
and who would not trust Samuel Whitaker Pennypacker,
author of The Annals of Phoenixville; John Pennypacker,
his distant cousin; and Wayne Jones when writing about
football?

The first story is about Tom Vanderslice, a man S.W.
Pennypacker calls ‘‘Devil Tom.”' Please don't confuse
Tom, the black sheep of the Vanderslice family, with John
Vanderslice, a respectful citizen for whom Vanderslice
Street is named. The two were around the same age. Tom
was born about 1790 and John, who was possibly a second
or third cousin, in 1801. When they were growing up,
Phoenixville was small and had only started rolling iron to
make nails. Tom left, preferring city life, and John
remained in town.

The nearby metropolis of Philadelphia was only a
fraction of the size it is today, but offered a large number
of diversions and beckoned invitingly to a young man
seeking adventure. The portion of the city that contained
houses, churches, and other buildings stretched in a half
moon along the Delaware River. The numbered streets
between Broad Street and the Schuylkill River were mere
paths running through fields and past farms. Though it
was small by today's standards, Philadelphia was
nevertheless the largest, as well as the wealthiest city in
the United States. After the Erie canal opened in 1825,
western trade was diverted to the north and the title of
largest city passed to New York.

The busiest part of the City of. Brotherly Love was its
port on the Delaware River, and the wharves carried
familiar Philadelphia names like Morris, Willing, and
Powel. Sailing ships loaded with Pennsylvania produce left
on a daily basis for foreign lands, and on return voyages
brought back a tantalizing array of manufactured goods to
be sold in the shops. Fortunes were made almost
overnight. A new class of citizens called ‘‘mushroom
gentry'’ came into prominence and filled public offices.
They were esteemed for wealth alone regardless of how it
was made.

Young Tom Vanderslice, fresh from a country town,
enjoyed the yeasty atmosphere and its glitter and
excitement, but he did not fare well. When his money ran
out, like many another wastrel, he resorted to illegal
means to fill his pockets and maintain his indulgences.

Beofre long Tom was incarcerated in the Walnut Street
prison. Pennypacker's Annals does not reveal the nature of
the offense that landed him in jail, but does say it was
there he met Elijah Bowen, a nationally known horse thief
and bigamist. The Annals goes on the describe the really
astonishing crime attempied by Bowen and Vanderslice
after the completion of their jail sentences.

Newspapers with accounts of the murder of a Captain
John Carson hit the streets around the same time that
Bowen and Vanderslice werz restored te freedom. The
Captain was a merchant marine and naval officer whose

Phoenixville People Got Into
The Oddest Predicaments

By Miriam Clegg

drinking habits had prevented him from supporting his
wife, Ann, and their three children. Ann provided for
herself and little ones by selling imported china in a shop
not far from the waterfront. Born in 1787, she was the
daughter of another seafaring man, Captain John Baker,
and this lineage, together with a fine appearance and
gracious manners, gave her a high social standing,
something that has always been valued in Philadelphia.

The principal event leading to the murder was a voyage
made by Carson that lasted four years. Ann received no
word from her husband in that time and presumed him
dead. She at length married Lieutenant Richard Smyth, an
army man and a veteran of the War of 1812. Carson made
an unexpected and unannounced reappearance. The two
husbands quarreled, and Smyth shot and killed Carson.
Both Ann and Richard were tried for the crime. She was
acquitted, but her much loved second husband was
sentenced to death by hanging.

Many in Philadelphia thought the verdict unfair. They,
along with Ann, petitioned for a pardon, but in vain,
Simon Snyder, the governor, was a stubborn Dutchman.
During his two terms in office (1809 to 1817) he never
pardoned anyone except an 80-year-old woman of German
origin like himself. Ann was especially bitter since
Lieutenant Smyth had fought in the recent war, an-
Governor Snyder had never borne arms.

At this point Bowen and Vanderslice approached Ann
and proposed a jail break for Smyth conducted by
themselves since they were familiar with the inside of the
prison. They named a fee which was beyond Ann’s means,
but she arranged to get the money from Mrs. Campbell,
Smyth’s first cousin. The first plan fell through when
Smyth was found to be in too weakened a condition to
crawl! through a sewer and scale the wall with a rope. Not
ready to give up easily, the conspirators next plotted to
abduct and hold in bondage either Governor Snyder, or
one of his children, until the pardon was signed.

Ann and Elijah Bowen traveled in a private carriage to
the State capital. Five helpers were to meet them in
Harrisburg, some to wait in a getaway boat moored in the
Susquehanna River.

Alas for Ann’'s hopes! Mrs. Campbell talked toco freely to
a maid servant and the plot was made known to
authorities. All involved were detained in Harrisburg for a
preliminary hearing at which the Governor testified.
Following poor Smyth's execution they were returned to
Philadelphia. Some years later a talented friend, Mary
Clarke, helped Ann Carson write her memoirs, and the
book records some details of the homeward bound
excursion.

John' Hart, high constable, came for them. He put the
men in leg irons, and transported Ann, Bowen, and
another prisoner in the mail coach. (Vanderslice and four
more conspirators must have traveled separately.) Thev
proceeded by way of Lancaster, where the coach stoppt
for the night and the passengers were ladged in the loca
jail.

Upon entering the building, according to Ann's
memoirs, a tall, meager figure of a man bowed respectfully

{Continued on Page 3)
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(Continued From Page 2}

and withdrew. The jailor told her he was a convicted
bigamist from the State of Virginia, and had generously
turned over to her his room and the use of his books and
writing apparatus. She found in the cell sonnets,
madrigals and a letter, all addressed to her by the late
inhabitant. Entering into the spirit of the rather singular
occasion, Ann wrote an answer and she later learned her
letter was printed in the Lancaster newspaper.

Very early the next morning she heard the clanking of
chains and heavy footsteps. It was the constable with her
two confederates. Upon close examination Constable Hart
discovered his charges had nearly severed their fetters
during the night. Ann said he gave vent tc his rage in
most opprobrious language and secured them with heavier
irons along with handcuffs. The delay caused the stage to
arrive in Philadelphia later than usual, and conscious of
the importance of punctuality in the delivery of mail, the
driver urged the horses to a gallop. Protest from Constable
Hart failed to slow the pace, so Hart struck the driver and
knocked off his hat. They were still further delayed.

The trial of Ann Carson and her cohorts took place in the
Mayor's Court on the first floor of the State House
(Independence Hall.) Mayor Robert Wharton presided. Her
skillfull counsel presented the case in a manner that
produced mirth and laughter, and to the relief of her
friends, the verdict was ‘‘not guilty."'

You might think after this escapade Tom Vanderslice
would reform his evil ways, but not so. He next promoted
a romance between his sister, who lived in the Phoenixville
area, and Elijah Bowen, the sister being heiress to a
sizable fortune. To win her hand Bowen masqueraded as a
clergyman. In the days before legislation won by the
women’s rights movement stopped such an injustice, title
to a woman's property passed upon marriage to her
husband. After the wedding Bowen divided the spoils with
his incorrigible accomplice.

“Devil Tom’s’" life came to an end when he fell after
nightfall from an unlighted Delaware River wharf, and was
drowned. *‘The Reverend" Bowen lived into old age,
maintaining himself nicely with church receipts. The
Annals (p. 270) tells us he could preach an eloquent
sermon.

Ann Carson was never able to disassociate herself from
her underworld connections. She died in prison while
serving a sentence for passing counterfeit notes. Miss
Clarke brought out a second edition of the memoirs in
1838, fourteen years after her friend's death, and this
edition, entitled Memoirs of the Celebrated and Beautiful
Mrs. Ann Carson, was reprinted by Arno Press of New
York in 1980. Autobicgraphies of nineteenth century
American women are valued as rarities.

DR. DOUGLAS’S DILEMMA

Around the same time period that ‘‘Devil Tom' got
himself in difficulties, a fine, upright fellow without a
blemish on his record, nevertheless incurred the risk of
criminal charges and a possible penitentiary sentence. The
odd occurrence happened to Scottish-born Dr. James A.
Douglas when that gentieman was living in Utica, N.Y. For
a long while he never talked about the experience, but
when he was an old man living on Railroad Street in North
Phoernixville, he related the story to new friends he made
in the Borough. At a later date it was written down by
John Pennypacker.

James Douglas was born ¢1790. His native country was
famous for its medical school in Edinburgh where Douglas
earned a degree in medicine. He secured a berth as ship’s
surgean and sailed to foreign lands. Arriving in the U.S.A.

in 1825, the Scotsman planned to head West by packe!
boat on the newly opened Erie Canal. However, a break in
the canai wall stranded him in Utica, and here he treatec
an injured farm laborer so successfully he was invited tc
stay and open a medical practice. In the spring the doctor
married a Utica girl. He was appointed to lecture or
anatomy and surgery in nearby Auburn, and seemec
permanently settled in congenial surroundings.

But something dreadful happened that made the young
doctor and his wife hurriedly flee the U.S.A and seek
refuge in Canada. The people of Quebec gave him ar
ardent welcome since well-educated physicians wers far
from plentiful. Dr. Douglas became one of Quebec's
leading surgeons and a man of considerable means. He
was a determined advocate of reforms in the treatment of
the insane and built an asylum near his large anc
attractive country estate outside the city limits.

After a number of years a protracted illness caused himr
to go into semi-retirement. He still had an urge to trave
and returned to Europe, taking with him his son, James
Douglas, Jr. They crossed over to Egypt and both became
students and serious collectors of Egyptian antiquities
Apparentiy in those days artifacts could be removed from
tombs with very little government supervision.

Ann was called “the celebrated and beautiful” Mrs. Carson.

N.ws

Back in Canada after an absence of several years, the
Douglases found that much interest had developed in
newly opened copper mines, and both father and son
decided to investigate the possibility of successful mining
operations. Douglas, Jr., up to this time, has pursued
various vocations, including the ministry and medicine,
and he taken a Scottish bride. He now shifted his studies
to chemistry and mineralogy so he could understand the
processes of copper ore reduction. He became a chemistry
professor at Morrin Callege in Quebec and along with
another professor, T. Sterry Hunt, obtained a patent for a
method of extracting copper from the ore, called the
Hunt-Douglas process.

Dauglas, Sr., put large amounts of money in mining
properties that proved unproductive, and an attempt to
salvage his father’'s unsound investments gave the younger
man even more experience in the copper business. He
became widely recognized as an authority and his name
was known in mining circles of the United States.

At the same time the father faced financial ruin, the son
was invited by Charles M. Wheatley to come ftc
Phoenixville, PA and take charge of a copper refinery that

(Continued on Page 4]
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“Pack up, my dear, we're leaving town in the morning.”

~vould use the Hunt-Douglas method. The plant was
situated along the Schuylkill River at the foot of Manavon
Street.

Phoenixville in 1874 was dominated by Phoenix Iron
Company, producers of wrought iron that was made from
ocal ores and was shipped all over the world. Charles
WNheatley, mining engineer, was trying, without much
success, to exploit other ores, like lead, copper and zing,
also found in the vicinity.

The Douglas family moved into a large house that used t
‘0 stand on Railroad Street and that overlooked the town.
=amily members were the old doctor, now past 80, and
Douglas, Jr. with his wife and five children, the oldest a
soy of 11. A sixth child was born in Phoenixville. They
orought with them the Egyptian collections that incuded a
qumber of mummies.

The Douglases soon became friends with John Griffen,
superintendent of Phoenix Iron Company, and James
Douglas Ill, the 11-year-old grandson, was a school chum
of Griffen's daughter, Fanny. All Borough residents were
encouraged to come see the mummies, an invitation they
accepted, many hoiding camphor balls in their mouths to
ward off or counteract adors.

Old Dr. Douglas regaled his new Phoenixville friends
with stories of his long life, and they were astonished at
the circumstances of the doctor’s flight to Canada.

At the time the doctor set up practice in Utica, it was
customary for young aspirants to the medical profession to
serve terms of apprenticeship in the households of
established physicians. Dr. Douglas was tutoring three
young men whc were very loyal to him. On cne occasion,
after Dr. Douglas had made a diagnosis of carcinoma, the
patient consulted another doctor who assured him he was
free of the disease. Nevertheless the sick man died. In

Panc A

their zeal to find out who was right the thres young men,
without Douglas’s knowledge, stole out at night and
disinterred the coffin. They submitted the body to an
autopsy in Douglas’'s home. It is uncertain what they
found, but they carelessly went away and left the carpse
uncovered. Another patient came in and saw the remains
which he recognized as an acquaintance.

Douglas had no responsibility for the gruesome incident.
Though entirely without guilt, he took no chances. He went
to his wife and said: ‘‘Pack up, my dear, we are leaving
town first thing in the morning.”” The pair traveled in a
sleigh laden down with a few possessions, and in the dead
of winter headed for Ogdensburg, 125 miles away. The
ferries had stopped running, so they crossed the St.
Lawrence River on ice.

The younger Douglas perfected his patented process
while in Phoenixville, but removed his whole family to
Arizona in 1883 after a fire destroyed the Manavon Street
refinery. In the West, Douglas Jr. and his son, James
Douglas 111, became immensely wealthy, in part because
they accepted stock in the new copper companies instead
of cash salaries. The old doctor lived long enough to see
the family fortunes turned around.

Forty to fifty years later James Douglas Il made 3
return visit to Phoenixville in the company of his son,
Lewis, a prominent political figure. They called on Douglas
lII’s former school chum, Fanny Griffen, who had become
the wife of James Wells Pennypacker, Phoenix Iron
Company official. She was also the mother of John
Pennypacker, who included a story about the Douglases in
his book Memories of the First Eighty Years, written in
1872 and available at the Phoenixville library.

MISS LEGGETT'S BATH

The next two stories are in a lighter vein though the
incidents described were disconcerting to the participants.
Esther Leggett was a Sunday School teacher who lived
from 1855 to 1935, part of that time at 517 Main Street,
She was a niece of ironmaster John Griffen's wife, the
former Eliza Leggett. That made her a first cousin of
Fanny Griffen Pennypacker.

The housefull of children raised by the Pennypackers
called Miss Leggett, ‘‘Cousin Esther,”’ and they viewed
her as a prim, Victorian maiden lady. John, the oldest
child, always remembered the time when he was 5 years
old and she took him along on a picnic for a girl's Sunday
School class. They walked to Valley Forge. This was quite
a while before the encampment grounds were made into a
state park. Little Johnny was allowed to fish from a boat
landing along the creek which was dammed up in those
days, and was fairly wide. Cousin Esther stood behind him
facing the other direction. Johnny felt a bite on his line
and gave the rod a great yank. A sun fish came flying out
of the water and hit her smack in the middle of her back.
Like Queen Victoria, she was not amused.

Esther Leggett kept busy with civic affairs. The
storytelling hour for children was her idea, and she
conducted it in the old library building on Church Street.
As many as a hundred youngsters at a time gathered there
every Saturday morning. In addition she was arganizer of
St. Margaret’s Guild, a church charitable group.

Hidden wunder her maidenly facade, to everyone's
surprise, was another self that was full of daring and
thirsting for adventure. In middle age Miss Leggett
developed a zest for travel and circled the globe at a date
when tourism was in its infancy. Making the most of a
medest income, she managed long visits in far off lands,
depending a great deal on free accommodations provided
by church missionary connections and by American

{Continued on Page 5}
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diplomatic personnei.

In 1900 she went to California and while there was
persuaded to visit Hawaii. Here she met Miss Howard, a
lady equally fond of travel, and the two went on to Japan.
That first trip kept her away from home for two and a half
years. She made a deal to teach English to a Japanese
maid employed at an inn in exchange for lessons in the
Japanese language, and could then go with greater ease to
places where English was not known.

When excursions called for travel by horseback, Esther
never rode astride. No proper lady would in her day. She
would request a side saddle and kept both legs on one side
of the horse. One time she ascended a mountain in Greece
with a peculiarly shaped side saddle that allowed her to
keep her back to the precipice both going up and ccming
down. More than once she shut her eyes tight and held on,
but the view from the summit was worth the fright.
Shimmering in the sunlight on one side was the Gulf of
Corinth, while the Bay of Salano lay on the other.

While in Hong Kong on their way to India, the two
ladies were entertained aboard an American ship, ‘‘the
Kentucky,”" that was in dry dock. Their host, Captain
Charles Stockton, was a son of Reverend W.R. Stocktion,
rector of St. Peter's Episcopal church from 1858 to 1894.
The Captain sent a launch with an officer to escort Esther
and Miss Howard down the bay. He showed them around
the ship and they sat in his cabin and talked about
Phoenixville. The State of Kentucky had contributed a
silver tea service to the ship’s appointments, and when the
Admiral joined them in Stockton's quarters, Esther poured
tea for the small party.

Back home in Phoenixville Esther’s experiences provided
material for a whole series of travel talks before women's
~lubs. There was one story, however, she never told them.
.t was mentioned in whispers in close family circles.
Cousin Esther, too, got into an odd predicament.

It happened in a Japanese town where she was shocked
to discover the cnly bathing facilities were public ones
where as many as thirty-five people, male and female,
washed at one time. With great difficulty she arranged for
a certain hour to have the whole building reserved for
herself alone. She had barely disrobed and was about to
get into the water when she heard strange noises, ‘‘pop”’
here and ‘‘pop’' there, in all directions. Watching closely,
she saw that the noises were made by fingers being
pushed through the paper walls. The whole community
was making openings in this manner and using them for
peep holes. Occidental modesty was beyong their
comprehension, and they were curious to see what horrible
disfigurement had caused her to make the unusual bathing
arrangement.

Extracts from Letters of Esther G. Leggett to Caroline
Hazard was published by Peace Dale, Rhode Island, in
1938.

FOOTBALL FRACAS

Football has been played in Phoenixville since 1892, and
the Borough has fielded superb athletic club teams as well
as high school teams of great merit. Interest in the sport
began when two youths, Samuel J. Reeves Il and his
brother, William Reeves, brought to their home in Phoenix
Park a leather encased, round rubber bladder, the
forerunner of today’s elliptical football. Samuel Reeves Il
was later president of Phoenix Steel Corporation.

The foregoing information comes from a book, 57 Years
of Phoenixville Football, written by Wayne D. Jones, Jr.,
and printed in 1948, This marveious volume records all
games prior to 1949, including the famous conflict between
a West Chester club and the Phoenix Athletic Asscciation

inat was played on the out-of-towner's Teic 1 ine last
century. Wayne Jones used first hand informaticn from
three participants to tell the story.

But first it must be understood that football was a
tougher sport at that early time. A player’s only padding
was his own well developed muscles, and his sole
headgear, the biggest shock of bushy hair he was capable
of growing. No time-outs were allowed except in extreme
emergencies, and there were no substitutions. No matter
how battered or injured, a man had to stay on the field
until he could navigate no longer.

Football contests inspired tremendous community sup-
port, and November 9, 1835, the date of this odd
predicament, seventeen railroad cars were necessary to
transport all Phoenixville rooters to the county seat. The
two towns were traditional rivals and West Chester was
anxious to make up for a loss suffered the year before.

Ben Fisher wore a wide, heavy belt with a big loop on
the back to which the man carrying the ball could cling if
he needed help to gain ground. Anything went in those
days, and many a yard was gained in that manner. On the
last play of the game, the Phoenix club scored a winning
touchdown, it is believed by the belt route.

A West Chester umpire and a West Chester referee
officiated, which may have been why Phoenixville players
were penalized for some imagined infraction every time
they got within striking distance of the goal line. Once it
was ‘‘holding,'’ another time ‘‘slugging,’’ still another
time the referee seemed to have a tough time to figure out
what to penalize them for, but somehow managed to pull
them away from the shadow of the goal -posts. The team
was angered and made still greater efforts.

Ben Fisher wore a wide, heavy belt with a big loop en
the back to which the man carrying the ball could cling if
he needed help to gain ground. Anything went in those
days, and may many a yard was gained in that manner. On
the last play of the game, the Phoenix club scored a
winning touchdown, it is believed by the belt route.

Bedlam broke loose. West Chester rooters poured onto
the field and went for them with sticks. The Phoenix team
ran for the wagon and the two horses that pulled it never
moved so fast in all their lives as when they hauled them
to the Turks Head Hotel. The angry crowd followed. Palice
arrived and escorted the team — first to jail by mistake —
then to the railroad cars. The mob tried to bottle up the
train by piling stones on the track, and failing in this,
heaved beer bottles at the windows. They broke every
pane in the train.

s 1k

"Miss Leggett started the storytelling haur - and what a story she had
to teil!
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In Our Mailbox

In recent months a letter came to the desk of archivist
Laura Robb written by a gentleman named Harst Taitl of
Dornbirn, Austria. Taitl had come into possession of stamp
collection containing American letters from the years 1850
to 1900. He sent a photocopy of one of the envelopes which
is postmarked Phoenixville, Pa., and dates to 1880
although no date except Jun 24 appears on the postmark.
Our Austrian friend requested information about the
town’s population, date of founding, name of first settler,
and who was postmaster in 1880. He asked if any special
event occurred during our Civil War, which he referred to
as our ‘‘Sezessionwar.'' Laura answered the questions to
his satisfaction since nothing more was heard from him.

The envelope in the photocopy had been mailed for three
cents and was addressed to ‘“Wood Marsh & Co., 308-311
Market St., Phila.’” It was many a year before a zip code
would be required, but apparently in 1880 it was not even
necessary to add ‘‘Pa.'’ after the name of the city. After
all, everyone in the postal service could guess what state
was intended, so why bother?

A lady named Mrs. George Olesh of Odessa, Texas,
inguired about the history of a house on Black Rock Road
in Phoenixville that she claims is haunted. She and her
husband have friends who once rented the house and while
living in it were bothered by a ghost they named
‘‘Albert.”" Cabinet doors were mysteriously opened and
china thrown out. Doors would swing shut when no one
was near. Once Albert pushed out a second-floor window
frame that dropped to the ground without breaking. It was
mostly the wife who observed these doings and she got
used to them and wasn’t scared anymore. Laura can't run
down the history since so far she has been unable to locate
the house. Mrs. Olesh says it is No. 1230, but Black Rock
Road houses are not numbered. Assistance would be
welcame.

Shenkle’s Art Appreciated

Our 1991 calendar featuring drawings of early Phoenix-
ville scenes made by local artist, Jack Shenkle, was well
received and all receipts deposited in our treasury. The
few remaining copies will be held at the HSPA office for
the benefit of late buyers.

Donations

The Society thanks Mrs. Warren Keeley, of Church
Street, for donating to our museum two pieces of Etruscan
majolica, a daisy-pattern oval sauce dish and a daisy salad
compote. Mrs. Keeley has also very kindly given v
historic Phoenixville photographs. One shows the 191
World War | parade, and the other is a framed wide-angle,
pancramic view of Main and Bridge Streets belonging to
the same period.

Bank Makes Historic Tile

Area residents who signed up this year for the
Christmas Club at Phoenixville Federal Savings & Loan
Ass'n. were given a very attractive tile decorated by local
artist, Jane Ritchey. The bank plans a series of these tiles,
each one showing a scene from our historic past. The 1930
prototype pictures ice-skating at Valley Park, an amuse-
ment grounds run by owners of the trolley line that linked
Phoenixville with Valley Forge. A printed slip has notes
and reminiscences relating to the scene by historian, Jack
Norris.

Membership Report

A hearty welcome to our new members who are: Barbara
Cohen, Lewis Devlin, Mr. & Mrs. Howard Lamborn,

leanor Morris, Mike O'Donnel, Ed Schodowski.

With regret we report the death of Marjorie Stephens.

BUSINESS MEMBERS of our Society are as follows:
Campbell-Ennis-Klotzbach Funeral Home, Inc.; David M.
Frees, Insurance; Jaworski Music Center; Nichols Flower
Shop; Old Eagle Studios — Dorothy Long; Phoenix Hose,
Hook & Ladder Co. No. 1; Phoenixville Federal Savings &
Loan Ass’n.; the Printing Post; Qualvest, Inc.

Registration of General Pike

Research is now in progress that should eventually place
an oid Phoenixville landmark, the General Pike Hotel, on
the National Register of Historic Places.

THE MUSEUM IS OPEN first Sundays of the montt
from 1 till 4. Hosts for March 3 are Laura Robb and Peg
Trunk; April 7, Peter and Joanne Brown; May 5, Elyse
Fiebert and Mike Virscik. The office and museum are oper
Wednesdays and Fridays 9 till 3.

ANNALS FOR SALE: It is still possible to acquire a copy
of Samuel W. Pennypacker's Annals of Phoenixville and lis
Vicinity, published in 1872. HSPA sells a 1976 reprint of
the classic history book for twelve dollars plus tax.

Historical Society

Of the Phegenixvilie Area
P.O. Box 552
Phoenixville, PA 19460
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