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Preface by Martin Tomberg, Aaron Tomberg’s Nephew

My Uncle Aaron Tomberg’s love of travel has been inherited by my son Charles Tomberg who painstakingly, with his girlfriend Susan, copied the hardly legible fragments of Uncle Aaron’s diary given to them by Andrea Adams, Aaron Tomberg’s granddaughter.  They include some of Uncle Aaron’s poetry & comments of his trip to Europe.  I also remember him telling of his travels to Palestine & other countries in the Middle East.  I remember in the 1940’s he always felt Israel could not become a viable country, as there was too little water and too much desert.  But don’t forget his trip to Palestine was before WW I.

My focus will be personal, however, my memories of him when I was a child and comments that others made to me after his death.

I always remember him as a teacher.  When I was about 11 or 12, he took his class to Yankee Stadium.  He knew I was an avid Yankee fan so he asked my father if I could come along.  My father happily agreed.

During Passover, he and his brothers, my father Charles and my Uncle Moe, raced through the service to see who could finish first so we could eat dinner quickly.  My grandmother would continue to finish the services in her slow, methodical way – so we all waited for dinner.

It was at her funeral, that I saw a grown man break down and sob for the first time.  It was my Uncle Aaron.

He died when I was only 18 so much of what I know about him comes from comments of others.

He devoted his adult life to children at camp, or teaching at Sunday school and public school.  When I met people and they heard my last name, they would ask if I were related to Aaron Tomberg.     They all remembered him as a beloved teacher.  I don’t think I remember any of my teachers.

As recently as a year and one half ago at a social gathering, an old man came over to me when he heard my last name.  He excitedly told me he remembered his wonderful public school teacher.  It was 56 years after Uncle Aaron died.

As far as I know, one of his grand children Leslie Wellbaum & I are the only living relatives who were alive during his lifetime.  Leslie was 2 years old.  And now with these bits of writings copied by my son, I know a little more about Uncle Aaron.  

· Martin Tomberg

September 5, 2002
Introduction

This document contains the existing text of Aaron Tomberg’s travel journals and some of his poetry. Aaron’s granddaughter, Andrea Adams, provided the notebooks to her sister, Leslie Wellbaum. I photographed them at Leslie’s house. Please let me know if you have or know of any more of his writings.

Travel Diaries

The travel diaries are fragmentary. They contain accounts of about eleven days of his travels in Europe in the summers of 1909, 1910 and probably 1911. There are three fragments in all, each comprising several handwritten pages in a small brown notebook. The first two fragments include dates with years, but the third only contains a date and a day, "Saturday July 1". Since July 1 fell on a Saturday in 1911, I provisionally assign that year to the last fragment.

I have assigned page numbers to each page of the original travel journal. These page numbers refer to the order in which I photographed the journal and some of Aaron's other writings. Therefore, the page numbers for his journal do not start with one and are not always in order.

Some of the words in the diary are difficult to decipher. I put question marks next to the words I was particularly unsure of. The mark looks like this: [?] . My few editorial comments are in brackets and marked as “Ed.” As in [Comment, Ed.] . In a few cases, I regularized the spelling in the journals, but otherwise I made no other modifications. I did not fix all the spelling or grammatical mistakes in the journal.

Aaron often mentions the price of things in his journals. For reference, according to Economic History Services, $1.00 in 1909 would have the same buying power as $19.40 in 2002. 

Poetry

The poems are contained in a large book with black pages. The text is handwritten in a white chalk-like ink. Some of the words have smudged over time. The writings start in 1902 when Aaron was seventeen. The early entries are all dated, but the later ones are mostly not. The last dated entry is near the end of the book, and is from 1916 when Aaron was thirty one. I have tried as much as possible to retain the original formatting of the poems.

· Charlie Tomberg
Charlie_Tomberg@yahoo.com
August 10, 2002

The Poetry

As through this book you gently go


Turning pages to and fro

You’ll find as sweet as fragrant flowers


The work done in my idle hours

Original Poems

Charity
August, 1902

The roaring wind his tale doth tell;


The stormy winter’s nigh.

We hear from every mount and dell,


Sad poverty’s deep sigh.

She speaks a language only known


To those of hearts most pure.

In all her cries, she seems to moan,


“How long must we endure?”

In every land where mortals be,


Wherever exists belief,

A class, we will inevitably see,


That needs but some relief.

So thus of things most sweet and dear,


Since there’s no parity,

The one to which we most adhere,


Is that of Charity.

Friendship

November, 1902

Oh wander on! Thou pen of might,


Exclaim with all thy power,

Thy wondrous thoughts, that are as bright,


And fragrant as the flower.

What language can thy thoughts expound!


Most beautiful is thy theme.

Where on this earth can there be found,


Except in the “Land of Dream,”

A thought of such magnificence,


Of such a boundless end,

As thou art just about to tell,


The story of a Friend?

Just as the diamond with a flair,


Is ever valued high,

Just so a Friend we must adore,


Although he cause a sigh.

For what from heav’n hathe’er descended,


Yea! Since this world began,

That can, in truth, be so defended,


As the friendship between “Man”?

Remember, if thou’st a friend in need


‘Tis him, thou must do well.

But if all things, so sad and dreary,


Do change thy dear sweet face,

And thou dost ever seem so weary,


Oh Lord! May this ne’er take place!

‘Tis the, when Chance averts thy way,


And none care for thy end,

‘Tis then with glee that thou will’st say


“Thank God, I have a friend.”

So now, my dear, whate’er may pass,


Whenever thou may’st be sent,

Be ever on thy guard, so as,


To always make a friend.

Above Love

March, 1903

In a field where anger comes not,

Where mourns and sorrows are unheard,

Where naught doth ever disturb the silence,

Save the whistling of a bird,

A soldier and his sweet heart,

Were sitting side by side,

He was thinking of those happy days,

When she would be his bride.

When suddenly a call there came,

“To Arms,” and then all fled.

And when he donned his uniform,

These words to her he said:

There is only one thing above love,

‘Tis the call of the country, true;

There is only one thing in this world,

That can separate me from you.

All our lives have we lived together,

As friends so good and true,

Naught shall our lives e’er sever,

Save the call of the Red, White and Blue.

In a field where anger does come,

Where mourns and sorrows may be heard,

Where cannons disturb the peaceful silence,

And shots appall the whistling birds,

A shot is heard by dauntless comrades,

“A brother falls! Come on!” one said,

And when encircled there around him,

They saw a soldier lying dead.

They brought him to his tender sweetheart,

“My God, ‘tis he”, she loudly said,

And gently kissed his sweet dear lips,

And with these words she there fell dead:

There was only one thing above love,

‘Twas the call of a country, true;

‘There was only one thing in this world,

That did separate me from you.

All our lives have we lived together

As friends, so good and true,

Both our lives did we give forever,

For the call of the Red, White and Blue.

To the Alumni of P.S. 20

March 1903
 As through this world you onward journey

 Looking back these things seem plain:

“Utter only words of learning 

 Make good things your only aim.

 Ne’er appear all broken hearted,

 In despair we always hope,

 P.luck good seeds from whence you’ve parted

 S.trive to pain in every hope, by

20 thousand fold.

PESSIMISM vs. OPTIMISM

The Optimist.

May 1903


1

Though hidden far beyond some cloud

And covered, for the time,

The sun, in all its splendor, proud,

Is bound some day to shine.



2

I live, I hope, I wait, I pray,

I see a future near;

I struggle on my onward way,

But still naught do I fear.



3

For soon my troubles will attend

And happiness be nigh.

My consolation is a friend,

I see no cause to sigh.



4

As long as “father Time” may grant,


That I on earth abide.

So long shall I, with outstretched hands,


In him above confide.



5

Naught’s evil in this world of ours.


All can be turned to right.

And even in my darkest hours,

I try with all my might.



6

What is the present; but a speck


Of that which is to come.

My sorrows shall I all bedeck


By trusting in The One.

The Pessimist

The clouds their silvry tinge have lost.

All’s darkness that I see.

All through this world I’m ever tossed,

With none to pity me.

This earthly life, down here below

No pleasure can produce.

The very lights which once did glow,

Have lost what caused their use.

As through this world I wander on,

I’m ever filled with fear.

For every thought I ponder on,

I think some evil near.

“Misfortune”, and her hateful friends

Do follow me in life,

And always she directs her ends,


To cause me only strife.

Whate’er I do, where’er I go,


I seem to be a slave.

The only rest for me below,

Is rest down in my grave.

But still one pleasure I await,

There’s one for which I sigh,

O! may it not come on too late,

The thought that I may die.

Our Principal

R
obert J. Frost, we address this to you,

O
men of progress, prosperity, too.

B
right are thy thoughts, just as bright as can be.

E
ver on guard to teach others to see,

R
adient sunshine in stead of things dark.

T
hey who do follow you, must make their mark.

J.  
ust as the flowers that can never fade.

F
riends that are real friends and good friends, you’ve made.

R
are are thy charms. May’st thou ne’er know of want.

O
nward’s thy motto. Oh, may the Lord grant

S
trength and long life to you. Naught know of hate,

T.       hese are the wishes of ONE SIXTY EIGHT.

Advertisement

Poem won first prize in Reiger’s Perfume Contest.

Old Mother Hubbard


She couldn’t find the cupboard



Because of her very dark rooms.

But she was led there


By the scent in the air



Which was made by Reiger’s Perfumes.

Winner of Third Prize

Reiger’s Perfume Contest
Four and twenty roses


Standing in a line

Soon will lose their color


But not their scent, so fine.

For ‘tis Reiger’s Perfume


Waiting for their aid

Will change them into Rosemary 


As sweet as any made.

Advice.

Written for the Girls’ Clubs of the Educational Alliance

By request.
NOT LONG AGO, As the old fable runs,


There lived an old man, and with him, seven sons.

They worked for themselves – everyone for his own


All greedy and selfish – forever alone.

And every ill wind that would blow in their path


Would cause them great trouble and stir up their wrath.

Until a fine thought to their father once came


That they keep together thru’ this life’s great game

They soon lost their selfishness, greed and their strife


For now as one unit they all went through life.

And when that same wind blew for nothing but ill,


It found them together in spirit and will.

So now, my dear ladies, most happy I’d be


If in this short story a lesson you’d see.

You’re all now together – a unit of power


Your strength will increase – every day – every hour.

Good Friendship’s your standard – and ideal divine


Success must be yours and I pray Father Time

That He, in His goodness will grant to you all


Long life, health and happiness, want not at all.

To every one here may this one wish come true


Good Luck and Good Fortune To each One Of You

Symptoms

WHEN A FEELING comes a stealing over all your heart and soul

And it holds you – just enfolds you – new ambitions seem your goal

And it takes you – and just makes you – go the pace whate’er the toll


YOU’RE IN LOVE, MY BOY, YOU’RE IN LOVE!

When you’re seeming to be dreaming, and you wish that dreams came true,

When you’re doing naught but wooing, and the time seems fleet to you,

When it’s raining and hope’s waning, but to you the sky seems blue,


YOU’RE IN LOVE, MY BOY, YOU’RE IN LOVE!

When you’re talking – or you’re walking – it’s with one and only one

From the dawning of the morning to the setting of the sun

And you’re yearning for returning – just as soon as work is done


YOU’RE IN LOVE, MY BOY, YOU’RE IN LOVE!

When the talk’s silly – daffy-dilly – but to you it’s wondrous wise

Conversation seems damnation – all you talk of’s “Shining Eyes”,

You say, “Yes, dear, I confess, dear,” but to what you can’t surmise


YOU’RE IN LOVE, MY BOY, YOU’RE IN LOVE!

When you’re happy – simply happy – and just why you cannot say

When for gaining – you’re not paining – you wish years were in each day

When the one’s health – more than world’s wealth, every cloud show’s light’s bright ray


YOU’RE IN LOVE, MY BOY, YOU’RE IN LOVE!

A Valedictory

Written for the valedictory of P.S. 51

June, 1915

Guests, friends and pupils, I’m chosen this day

As valedictorian, I’ve something to say.

I’ve something I’m sure that will interest you


That something I’ll say, without too much ado.

They call this commencement, friends, do you know why?


To tell you in language most simple I’ll try

Our teachers have taught us to do what it right,


To follow the good and all evil to fight

They’ve started us well and its now up to all


To commence on life’s journey, to answer life’s call.

On this day we commence a new life to lead,


New battles to fight – life’s great history to read

Not battles or power, of strength, now of thought,


But battles for truthfulness, things that are right

We commence now to do things, we’re now on our way


We’ve finished the first lap  - ‘tis Commencement Day.

The golden rule taught well in dear “51”


We’ll use as our standard, all evil we’ll shun.

To all parents present, I’ll now turn my thoughts,


Of sincerest gratitude for this pleasure you’ve brought

Twas your work and labor without thought of pay


That helped all these children to welcome this day.

We hope in the future in one form or style,


To prove that your sacrifices all, were worth while.

A few words to teachers will not be amiss,


I speak for all pupils in mentioning this.

You’ve helped us to build our foundations, so strong


To follow the good and to shun what is wrong.

We’ve caused you much trouble and worry and fuss,


You’ve always shown wonderful patience with us.

You’ve never seemed angry when things all went wrong.

Oh! Would that your good wok for e’er would prolong.

I’ve spoken to parents and teachers in mass,


And now a few words I’ll address to the class.

Dear classmates; you know what we owe to our school,


You know what she wants of us – the Golden Rule.

She asks for no pay for the things that she’s taught


She asks that her lessons shall not go for naught.

And so let us live our lives, come any fate,


To e’er be an honor to God, home and state.

George Washington

Down in little Mt. Vernon


On Potomac’s silent stream

On that pretty quaint Plantation


Came the hero of this dream.

And this child grew slowly surely


Into ways that were the best

And the lad seemed very happy


For with wealth his folks were blest.

Soon he saw George playing soldiers


With the playmates that were near

And in all these games of childhood


He learned to forget all fear.

Then he dreamt of George’s hatchet


And the cherry tree quite high

And the famous little speachlet


“Father dear, I cannot lie.”

And this youngster grew to manhood


GEORGE WASHINGTON

Johnny was a little schoolboy

by Aaron Tomberg


And at history was bad,

As to dates he never knew them,


And all battles made him mad.

So one day his Daddy told him


Of George Washington and Lee

General Green and Ethan Allen,


Sherman’s marching to the sea.

He told stories too of battles


Gettysburg, and then Bull Run,

Forts Crown Point, Ticonderoga


And before his work was done,

Little Johnny fell to sleeping


And he dreamt of only one

All his dreams were of One Hero,


And his name was Washington.

His dream started with his birthday,


And the things he dreamt were true.

It was Feb. Twenty-second


Seventeen hundred thirty two,

Down in little old Mt. Vernon,


On Potomac’s silent stream,

On the pretty quaint plantation


Came the hero of this dream.

And this child grew slowly surely,


Into ways that were the best

And the boy seemed very happy,


For with wealth his folks were blest.

Soon he saw George playing soldiers,


With the playmates that were near

And in all those games of childhood


He learned to forget all fear.

Then he dreamt of George’s hatchet


And the cherry tree quite nigh,

And the famous little speachlet,


“father dear, I cannot lie.”

As this youngster grew to manhood


Surveying thus became his aim,

In this field he was successful,


In all things it was the same.

All this land belonged to England


Thru’ discovery and chance

But the Frenchmen tried to get it


So the English fought with France.

Then Dinwiddie of Virginia,


Sought a man of sterner stuff,

Who would interview the Frenchmen


So George went to Ft. LeBoeuff

In the war he served at Colonel,


Under him a horse was slain

But he saved his Gen. Braddock


With his men at Ft. Duquesne.

He went home then and retired,

To live quiet was his aim

But that only was in theory,


For the Revolution came

And the Continental Congress


Whose faith this great hero won

Sought a leader of our army


And they chose George Washington.

Then at Cambridge Massachusetts


Washington there, took the helm

And in honor of our hero


They still call it Washington Elm.

His first act as our commander


Was to drive the British out

From their stronghold up in Boston


And they left there in a rout.

He then followed them to New York,


Fought the battles of Harlem Heights,

And of White Plains and Long Island


He showed how our America Fights

And altho’ now Unsuccessful


In all things he met defeat

He showed that he knew the war game


By his famed Long Island retreat.

But one night ‘twas Christmas evening


While the British supped with wine

Washington beat them at Trenton


And he beat them good and fine

Then he fought and lost two battles


Brandywine and Germantown

But at Monmouth he again proved


You can’t keep George Washington down.

At Valley Forge in winter quarters


In a winter that would kill

When our men missed food and shelter


It was there he showed his skill,

And then came the famous climax


One which gave him just renown

For he met and beat Cornwallis


At the battle of Yorktown.

And now that the war was over


To live quiet was he bent

But the people wouldn’t have it


So they made him President. 

And here comes another chapter


In this life of great renown

For ‘twas his inauguration


That took place in our own town.

For eight years he led the nation


Led them in the paths of right,

Gave to them a strong foundation


Taught them to increase their might.

Now his dream is touched with sadness


He who conquered in his day

He himself is finally conquered


For our hero passed away.

Oh how sad was all this nation


When they lost this man of men

First in war and first in peace


And first in the hearts of countrymen.

And with that, the little fellow’s


Pleasant dream came to an end,

And he knew of George Washington


From his Birthday to his end.

He began to like his studies,


And at history was best,

You just start him with a battle


He will tell you all the rest.

But of all the Deeds and stories,


Both the serious and the fun

There was one that gave most pleasure


‘Twas the life of WASHINGTON.

[The following are typed fragments that were between the pages of the book.]

Fragment 1:

THE SWEET LITTLE ISLAND OF LOVE

Lyrics by Aaron Tomberg



Music by Mike Nicholson

There’s a land dear to me

Though it’s not near to me

It’s a land that I see in my dreams:

There but peace only reigns,

Life is nothing but gains.

It’s a land that’s worth while, so it seems.

Anger comes not in sight,

Fragment 2:

OUR AMERICAN MAN.

Many years ago, when we began to grow,

Folks came hear from every foreign shore.

Spanish, English, Swedes, and many other creeds,

Germans, French, Italians, Scots galore.

We were very glad, to take the best they had,

From each one that came to our own land.

And the years that passed, all made of us at last,

The real nation that now seems so grand.

Chorus.

Take a little of the pride that’s Spanish,


Add to this the 

Fragment 3:

[?]e bird that’s most known is the dove,

[?] brings peace everywhere,

Sadness seems unknown there,

It’s that sweet little island of love.

Chorus.

It’s surrounded on all sides by kisses,

There happiness reigns all supreme;

The sunshine one there never misses,

Life seems to be one long sweet dream.

Could I only choose my own country,

Of places where stars shine above,


For my land , that sky land


That cloudless and dry land.

That sweet little island of love.

Fragment 4:
II

I was there in that land

In my dream understand,

All the folks and the things seemed so nice,

All felt happy and gay

Even work seemed like play

It was there I first knew paradise.

I met friends whom I knew

Who were faithful and true

Friends whose qualities all shone like gold,

Oh, how sad was my thought

When my dream came to naught

For I now from that land lost my hold.

[The following address is from three handwritten pages folded up and placed in the book. ]

Valedictory – 1916

Dear friends, we welcome you this joyous day.

You’ve come to see us bid this school adieu.

We’re just about to leave these pleasant halls,

So dear to us for here we learned the truth.

‘Twas in these halls, threw all the years that passed

That justice, right and honor were taught to us.

Tis fitting thus, before we say “goodbye”,

That we express our kind appreciation,

To you our teachers for the work you’ve done

For your kind efforts all in our behalf.

To teachers for thru you, our earnest friends

Thru You who’ve worked and worked untiringly

That in the end success would be our fate

We’ve now achieved the blessings of this day.

You’re patience oft we’ve tried but always found

An Inexhaustible fund of faith and hope

That soon your highest standards we’d attain.

We’ve often made you angry, often sad,

But never were these acts the fault of us,

Ourselves but rather altogether due,

To ignorance of what was right and wrong.

The good you’ve tried in us to instill

Will e’er remain with us, and perhaps someday

We too’ll impart to others that which you,

So generously gave to all our class.

We thank you teachers for your real good work,

Indeed I speak not for myself alone,

But for the boys and girls all sitting here,

And in behalf of all I say again,

We thank you teachers for the work you’ve done.


It would hardly be befitting, parents dear,

Were I to leave without a word to you. 

Since you, of all the friends one makes in life

Are kindest truest noblest of them all.

You are the first to e’er forgive our faults.

And first again, to be our friends in need.

You’ve worked real hard to bring us to this day

Of graduation and you least expect

Returns from us in payment for your deeds.

We hope that someday you’ll be proud of us.

We’ll prove to you, your efforts were not in vain.

May that day be quite soon’s my earnest wish.

Dear pupils you have heard my little talk,

I’ll say a word to you before I close,

It won’t be long but it will be to the point

Just listen to all that I have to say.

Remember all you’ve heard within these walls,

And let your acts be guided by what is right.

Consult your parents often, for their years,

Have taught them more than schools or teachers can.

They’ll guide you well if only you’ll obey.

One ne’er went wrong whose mother was his chum.

I hope dear friends the next time we all meet

We’ll all have tales of success to relate,

And 51’ll be proud of all our class

For we’ll reflect what’s best ‘pon 51.

Dear friends, before I close this talk of mine

I’ll wish a wish, and may that wish come true,

God grant success to graduates to day.

The Travel Diary

Page 62

[Cover:]

Summer 1909

Page 31

“Donnez moi un pennie, Donnez moi une pennie,” [“Give me a penny, Give me a penny”, Ed.]  these were the very first words that we heard on arriving at Cherbourg. Our landing was made at about 4 o’clock in the afternoon. We immediately went to our special train which was to bring us to “gay Paree” by 11 P.M. While we were awaiting the many passengers, several small French boys did their stunts, turning summersaults and doing hand springs and yelling the above sentences in a mix of French and English tongues. How strange this was! We were in France. To make sure that we would not forget that we were in France, someone stole my case [or possibly “cane”. Ed.].

Page 32

 from the car. This was indeed a bad beginning, but we hope for a good ending. We thought it was time to load our revolvers.

This we did. Oh! How brave we were! 


After a long supperless journey of six hours, which seemed like 66, we arrived in Paris. We immediately got into a fiacre (cab) and drove to our hotel, Hotel Violet, on Fouberg Poissioncis. Here we got two adjoining rooms, for 3 Fr. each per night. This was 60 cents in real money. Fatigued and wearied through our long journey, we went to bed at about 1:30 A.M. after having enjoyed a supper in one of the café’s of Paris.

Page 33

Saturday July 16, 1910. This entire day was spent in trying to get a general idea of the city. Wherever one goes he meets a French soldier. These, I must admit are not as neat as they could be. They are an exceptionally “hungry-looking bunch”. If fact, all the French people are rather mean looking. Throughout our walks children, under 16 years of age seemed conspicuous by their absence. Every now and then as we would grow a little tired we would take either a carriage or ‘bus. The carriage amounted usually to about 1.20 Fr. Including the pour boire [literally “for drinking”. A tip. Ed.]   If you forget the latter

Page 34

your life would be in danger. The bus was always 15 centimes or 3 cents in real money. We walked to the Louvre Museum then thru the beautiful Tuileries to the Place de la Concord. This square has a large Egyptian obelisk in the center and around it are the monumental works representing the important French cities. The monument representing one city from Alsace Lorraine which was lost to the Germans in the war of the 70’s is always draped in black. We now walked to the Arc de Triumph by way of the magnificent Champs Elysees. We walked up 280 steps of the arc and got a beautiful view of the 

Page 35

city. Fourteen streets make up the spokes of an imaginary wheel of which the arc is the hub. The arc was built in honor of Napoleon. It certainly does him justice. Around the walls of the arc are the many of the various battles Napoleon fought and the cities he captured. 


Up to then time our money was going rather fast. Being in a strange land we seemed to act like farmers in New York. We visited the Madeleine, one of the old churches of Paris. This is a magnificent structure where architecture is modeled after the Greek Parthenon. We next went to the Bastille, the square in which the famous prison

Page 36

once stood. We happened to strike Paris during the fete of July 14-15-16. This was our good fate. The time is seta side for good wholesome merry fun. These days resemble our July 4. People dance in the streets, not children but men and women. The gutters are crowded with people dancing. We saw a show for 10 centimes. That’s all the show as worth. I think we overpaid. I was glad to receive my mail from New York. A letter from B. made me made me think of home, and those I left behind me. After marching around the boulevards and some of the slums of Paris till 2 A.M. we went to our hotel leaving the thongs on the streets.
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Sunday July 17, 1910.

After breakfast we visited the Louvre. This is an enormous building which is about ten city blocks long and 4 wide. Every inch of this tremendous building has some antique something historic in it. We visited the Roman and Grecian Sculpture, the paintings, the jewel room and several other rooms too numerous to mention. To relate all the things we saw in this one morning would consume more time than either I or the reader could spare. Among others were, Venus de 

Milo, Melpomene, Busts of Horus, Caesar Augustus, Winged Victory, The Greavers, Nille [?] 
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le Baen and her daughters, David and the famous paintings of Leonardo da Vinci, Titian, Michelangelo, Snyder, Raoul, Raphael, etc. As we were about to leave, we got a talking to a guide, Mr. Stickney, who is the only living witness of the Lincoln murder. His talk was an interesting one. How much of it was true, the Lord only knows, but it was all interesting. After dinner, we visited Versailles, the palace and its gardens. These are too much for tongue or pen to dissemble. They must be seen to be appreciated then once seen they are never forgotten. I must here say that the co?system[?] in Paris is as bad or worse than anyone can imagine. They have much to learn
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 [break in the sequence]

Naples Italy

Tuesday July 13, 1909.

It was on this day 1:00 P.M. that we entered the magnificent Bay of Naples. To describe the scene as one enters the ancient city requires one of greater literary power than myself. From the distance one sees only lofty Vesuvius, silent yet feared. One must think of ‘79 and 1906 on visiting the gigantic volcano of volcanoes. Soon the city appears. Larger and larger grow both the city and the volcano until as the port is reached we see a large thickly populated district with a great volcanic mountain in the back
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ground. “Good bye”, “Hope you have a pleasant trip”, “Hope we’ll see each other again.” These and many others were the only remarks heard. All were preparing to board the steamer. The gangplank was finally let down and we began to disembark. It requires a man of nerve to carry his own valise for there are ever so many porters ready to snatch the gift from the hand of the weak minded. We proceeded to the customs house. Oh! What a farce. “Have you any whisky or tobacco in your valise?” is 
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asked in Italian. Not Understanding Italian, we said no. And then a stamp is put on our valises and we are OK. And there I had about a dozen cigars and a bottle of whiskey in my valise.


We were a party of 14. Ben Brody and I left in company with a certain Pantorian ( a friend (brother) of the barber of Mason [?] in N.Y.) to look for a hotel. We hit upon the Pension Francais Maurice, focusing the beautiful Bay of Naples. The rooms were most beautiful, large, airy and commodious. The charge the moderate rate of 7 lira
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per day. After we had all come to the hotel, we took a car to Posilippo – the most beautiful village around Naples. The fare was 15 centisimi or three cents. Some of us happened to sit in the front seat. Here the fare was 10 centisimi or 2 cents for it is called the 2nd class, although the seats are in a better situation. The city of Posilippo is situated on a large hill. From here one gets the beautiful Neapolitan panorama with Vesuvius in the background. I shall not try to describe this scene.


We then walked about 2 miles seeing the real life of the town.
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Ignorant Italian people live in the same houses as their pigs. Business of all kinds is seen on the sidewalks. Sewing girls, cobblers, sausage makers and the like all make the sidewalk their place of manufacturing. 90 per cent of the people walk around in bare feet. Beggars are very numerous. The streets are exceptionally narrow and sidewalks must be luxurious for we failed to spy any. The houses, however, are built on a very hygienic basis, as almost every room in a flat faces the open air. After seeing the outskirts of Naples we returned
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to our hotel at which place we had an excellent meal. Wine was included and between the ten of us we drank about 6 quarts that’s going sour [?] for the first day. 


After supper, (which started at 8 and ended at 9:30) we walked through the city. Bands of music of the most beautiful kind play in the open air. Singing concerts are also held in the open air. You have a drink and listen to a beautiful concert at the same time. All the sights seemed very strange to us. We saw the real Neapolitan life at night. We’re very much though agreeably surprised. We got to bed at 1:30 A.M.
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July 14, 09 [unreadable]

Although we went to bed at 1:30 A.M. we arose at 7 and nine o’clock saw us at the dock awaiting the boat for the Isle of Capri. One would think that we had not had enough of boat riding. To get to the boat we had to be rowed and we had to tip the man. To get off the boat we had to tip the man. It seems that you must even tip for the air you breathe. We tipped about 10 different people and in all we tipped about 12 cents. We arrived at the picturesque city of Sorrento at 11 A.M. and at the superb isle of Capri at 12 Noon. On this Isle Tiberius  
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and Augustus lived. They surely had good taste. We next went to the famous Blue Grotto – one of the wonders of the world. You enter the grotto by a small boat. The entrance is a hole in the mountain only 3 feet high and about 3 feet wide. Inside is a great hollow which when seen makes one shiver. It is all natural. The water in the grotto, as the name suggests, is of a very light blue color. This is hardly possible to comprehend until visited. It is really wonderful as well as beautiful. To travel to this isle cost 10 lira, and to the grotto cost 1.25 lira – quite expensive for Europe. After
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we had seen the grotto we went on the island. Here is the cheapest place in the world for corals [?]. For 2.50 lira (50 cents) we got genuine corals which in N.Y. would cost $6.00 and for 1 lira (20 cents) we got 3 strings of hand long coral.


We now viewed the city. We found it to be quite a strange city. The streets were about 6 feet wide, no sidewalks. The city is situated on a high hill which commands a beautiful sight of the magnificent Bay of Naples. We left for home at 4: o’clock and landed home 6.  Max lost the boat and we had to stop it for him. On arriving home we walked through Via Roma, the most important business street.
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After supper we walked through the town and listened to the music. We met many American sailors from N. Carolina and Montana. They were glad to see us and speak English to us. They invited us to the ship for the next day. We accepted on the condition that we have time. We landed home at about 1 A.M. It seems that it is impossible for us to get to bed before 1 A.M.  I forgot to mention that Al Brody had a drunk on due to an overdose of wine (6 glasses). This wine is given to us gratis, therefore, the drunk.
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Naples July [unreadable]

I fear that my knowledge of English is entirely too limited to justly describe the places visited this day for we went to Pompeii, the city made famous to eternity by Vesuvius.  Vesuvius did not destroy but it preserved Pompeii. You take a train form 1 lira and 40 centisimi (28 cents) and ride up to the mountain. Herculaneum is passed. In about 1 ½ hours you reach Pompeii. Now you begin to wonder. What kind of people were these Romans?  The remains of Pompeii as you see them today are works of art. Beautiful marble tables, statues, pillars, mosaics, and what
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not, are seen all over. The streets are very narrow. The houses are all about the same size. The coloring on many of the walls still show the superiority of the old Romans. We saw the Forum, the Temple of Jove, the Amphitheater and the theater for gladiatorial combats, all in a ruined state. Excavations are being made all the time in order to unearth new material. We visited the museum. We saw the fossilized men and women, their skeletons surrounded by lava, they being in the same position as when the great disaster occurred in ’79. We had a special guide to take
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us through Pompeii. He spent about 4 hours with us explaining everything. Him, we gave 8 cents apiece. In the afternoon we visited the gorgeous palace of the King at Naples. It is the Royal of palace. “Nuf said.” Every inch of space both inside and outside is gorgeously decorated. Every room is a mint as far as harmony of color and design is concerned. 


From the palace we went to the aquarium by car 15 centisimi (1 cl) (10 cents second cl)  We then visited the U.S.S. Montana and went home for supper. We met Mr. King – son of the famous author on the Montana. He was an ensign. After supper
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we took a carriage. For 4 of us the charge was 1.50 L. or 30 cents. We tipped the driver 30 centisimi or 6 cents - in all 36 cents for a drive of 1 hour all through Naples for 4 people. On this day I sent a postal to everybody I had in the book. This took about 2 hours. Postals were becoming nuisances. Went to bed at 12.
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Rome July 16 [?] [unreadable]

What a change in the manner of doing things! For the first time since the beginning of our trip we did not have to hurry for we wanted to make the 10 o’clock train for Rome. We arrived in Rome at 2:45. The train ride was by no means monotonous. In Rome we went to the Pension Boos on Via Quininals (7 lira a day). Very good. In the afternoon we visited the Forum and the Coliseum – the two places which caused us so much trouble in our college years. To us the places had no great significance as we had not guide but we determined

Page 54

to return on another day with a guide. We visited a school and a synagogue in Rome. The latter was exceptionally beautiful. We went to St. Maggiore and there saw beautiful mosaics and statuary by Michelangelo. We hired a guide and carriage for an extra day. 10 Lira for guide and 10 for carriage. We visited St. Peters the largest and most beautiful church in the world. Much of the work was done by Titian and Michelangelo. The church is 696 x 490 Ft. We visited the Vatican and saw the beautiful buildings there. We went to St. Peters in Vincoli and saw the famous original
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statue of Moses by Michelangelo. We next went to the Capitoline Museum and among the many things we saw the Dying Gladiator, Venus of the Capitol, the fawn and Antonious. We went to the Forum for a second time. We saw the remains of the Arch of Septimus  - Severus, Temple of Saturn, Column of Phocus, Temple of Castor and Pollux, Bascilica of Constantine, Arch of Titus, Temple of Venus, etc. we went to the Arch of Constantine which is the best preserved bit of anciant Roman architecture. We saw the Palace of the Caesar’s. The Pantheon was next visited. Raphael, the painter, was buried here as was Victor
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Emanuel. We visited the famous Baths of Caracalla, the largest mass of ruins in Rome except for the Coliseum. Our carriage now took threw the Appia Via up to the Catacombs. Here the Jews and Persecuted gentiles had to bring their dead in secret. They later lived there. We next visited the Borghese Villa which has the best collection of marble work and paintings in Rome. Thousands of other things were seen in the city, but they are to numerous to mention. We now prepared to go to Florence, a 6 hour train ride.
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Our departure was made on Saturday July 1 on the Princess Irene. The trip was quite uneventful, new acquaintances being formed as usual. The same games were played and the time spent in almost the same ways as on previous trips. The sea was an exceptionally calm one. Not one on board was sick. The ocean behaved itself much better than a calm lake or even than the Hudson. Out stop at Gibraltar satisfied the curiosity of those who had heard of the wonders and oddities of the English Stronghold. “Prudential” was however missing.  At the reviewing port, we were lucky enough to see
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the Governor reviewing the Hindoo soldiers and the officers who had been at the coronation of George the Fourth. After a five hour halt in our journey, we were again on our way to Naples. Two and one half days of the same repetitious as before and 8 A.M. Thursday morning having let us in Naples.



Naples

Naples was to be but a short stay as at 4 P.M. we were to leave for Alexandria. We went to the museum which we thoroughly enjoyed (especially the Pompeii room). At the rate of about 20 cents an hour, we rode to our hotel in Naples and prepared for our new journey.
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Messina Italy

After a night’s journey on the “Memfi”, a boat of about 2800 tons, we reached Messina, Italy, the city that was destroyed by the earthquake of 1908. What sad tales the ruins told cannot be written. Out of a population of about 150,000, 100,000 were killed or buried in the ruins. The city has not as yet been built up. It almost lookes as bad today as it did the day after the quake. Scenes like Messina make one feel bad for days and days. We hired a cab through the streets. Not a street in the interior of the city had a house on it. All was in ashes. The man who got us to shore lost his wife and family in the ‘quake. A man who sold us some cards lost his wife, family
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brothers and sisters. The scene spoke of naught but horror. 


As we hired the carriage, the driver asked if we would allow his small son to sit on the seat with him. We said “yes”. On the way, the small boy said in Italian “Tutto e mort.” [“All died”  Ed.] He repeated this about 15 times. When the time came to pay we found, to our annoyment that this small boy was our guide and he wanted pay for being one. After this incident we resolved never to use any more such guides. After a stay of 3 ½ hours we left this sad city of ashes.


Catania


The afternoon found us at Catania, a large seaport on the island of Cicily. Again we hired a carriage to
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go through the town. The first thing we knew was that an Italian who spoke a little English, happened to point to something and tell us what it was. After this he insisted on being our guide and we could not choose him. He finally said that he would guide us through the town, show us everything to be seen for 1 Lira or 20 cents. We accepted this offer, and again we were stuck with a guide. 


An interesting sight in Catania was a “story-telling” party. Several men gather around the story teller, who is usually an old man. The pay is 2 or 3 cents each and they are allowed to listen to the stories the old man tells. Mount Etna was seen from Catania.
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