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I was bom in the Azores on the island of St. Michael in the village of St. Roque.
I was
baptized in the Church of St. Roque. In 1903, when I was seven years old we came to New
Bedford. My father's brother had come there with his six children in 1901. It took that family
twelve days to get there. It took us seven days to come. My uncle was already settled in a
tenement.
In a few years he owned three tenements.
That was his job, looking after the
buildings.
New Bedford was a mil! town, cotton mills.
The children often went to work at
eleven years. My cousin, Mrs. Almeda, who lives in Santuit, went to work in the mill when she
was eleven. She is a double cousin. Her mother and my mother were sisters and her father
and my father were brothers.
We were always very close.
She is now 93 and in a home,
because she can't walk.

My uncle's two oldest girls came to live on the Cape.
the pond where I came.

Their sons were born in Newtown, on

I came to that farm when I was ten.

In the Azores my father was what you call a white-collar man.
to use tools.

He and several of his brothers made wheels.

He had a trade and knew how

They were wheelwrights.

A friend from the old country came to visit us in New Bedford. He asked my father if he was
happy in the city. My father wasn't happy. He had a job in a bar rolling beer barrels. There
was no other work for him and he had five children, and he had house rent to pay. This friend
invited him to visit the Vineyard, where he lived. My father went with him, but he didn't like the
Vineyard.

My father had also brought his widowed sister to this country. She had four children with her,
the youngest a boy of ten. Another child stayed with his grandparents in the Azores.
This
sister had never traveled before and she wasn't very quick.
In New York they shoved us
through the gate and my aunt was separated from us. My father had to go back later and get
her. We traveled to New Bedford on the ferry. We had to sleep on the floor. For breakfast
they served us ham sandwiches and coffee.
We brought five or six homemade blankets with us.

In the Azores my mother's family had a

farm and they raised sheep.
They wove their own blankets.
I still have a piece of one of
those blankets on my bed. I have to sleep with blankets winter and summer because of my
arthritis.

Well, we didn't go to the Vineyard.
Mr. Savery's parents lived in Santuit. The friend from the
old country knew this Mr. Savery, and told him about my father.
My father worked for Mr.
Savery as a carpenter.

Papa saved enough money to buy a little piece of land in Santuit.

don't know how much land, maybe an acre.

the materials.

I

Papa built a little house on it, just for the cost of

Some of the men helped him.

It wasn't finished inside; it was just a shell.
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Someone heard of a farm in Newtown on Long pond that was for sale.

When my sister, who was born in Santuit, was a year old, we moved to this farm.
ten and a half years younger than I am. Well, this farm had eighty-eight acres. It
Chester Crocker.
His mother, Cora Crocker, had been born in the house.
Crocker and she married a Crocker. The farm part had been bought by some rich

My sister is
belonged to
She was a
person who

wanted to raise horses. They had built a beautiful barn. The house was very humble, just
two bedrooms upstairs and two rooms down stairs.
After a year, my father built on a long
kitchen that faced West, so we always had sun. When I was married in 1916 we lived in a
house at the south end of Long Pond. We sold that house in 1926 and went to Florida.
Chester Crocker's father was a farmer. He taught us how to farm.

My sister and my brother died there. My sister was twelve when she died of diphtheria. My
brother died at twenty-one with pneumonia. My mother didn't want to live there anymore. I
was married by then and had a child.
You see, my mother's father was what you call a
gentleman farmer.
He hired out the work.
My mother had been a schoolteacher in a girls'
private school. She tried to work a bit in the garden, but her health was never good.

As I said, Mr. Crocker, a fine gentleman, taught us how to farm. We had two horses and two
wagons, chickens, a milk cow, and ducks. It was hard work, but we bad enough to eat.
That old farm house is now gone. The barn is still there and in good repair. At first we had
no water.
My father and my brother carried the water in buckets from the pond and filled a
large urn in the house.
Sometimes my mother had to fetch water if she ran out and we
children were in school.
One day, when my mother was pregnant, she slipped on the bill
down to the pond and she lost the baby. Papa then had Mr. Nickerson from Cotuit dig a well.
Papa built a pump house over the well.
Sometimes we'd forget to let the water out and the
well would freeze.
My two brothers and I walked the three miles to school in Santuit.

We used to have severe

snowstorms and violent thunderstorms in those days.
Ever since they built the canal the
storms follow the water and we don't get so much snow or the thunder. If the teacher knew a
storm was coming she'd send us home. We didn't have boots. We only had shoes that were
handmade by the cobblers in the Azores.
Sometimes my older brother would carry my little
brother home on his shoulders as the child was too tired to walk.
Mr. Jimmy Crocker told us we could get transportation from the Town of Bamstable.
If we
drove the barge they would pay us and furnish us with a wagon.
They got us an old milk
wagon with side curtains. My papa built two long seats in it. In the winter we heated bricks to
put our feet on.
My brother drove the barge until he married at twenty-one. Then I drove it
for quite a while. I used to keep the horse and barge in Elmer Lapham's barn. Elmer had the
only store in Santuit. Those buildings are still there. My niece, Mary Hall Hamblin, bought the
whole thing.
I carried eleven children to school.
There were four from our family.
I'd
unharness the horse and in the afternoon I'd get out early from school to harness up again.
Sometimes Mr. Lapham would help me.
Later, Mr. Ephraim Jones took over the barge.
After him came Ernest Cameron. He had a motor bus. My children were school age by then
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and they rode with Mr.

Cameron.

My son, Rodger, was born in 1920 and my son, Paul, was

born in 1924.

I was married in 1916.

We didn't have children until after the war.

My husband saw the war

coming and he went into the army, so he didn't want children until he got home. My husband,
Charlie Hamblin, was a carpenter, but when we were married his father wanted him to have a
bog. He gave him a dry bog up Wakeby way. Charlie didn't want a bog. He just wanted to
be a carpenter. But he got the bog and that first year we had a good crop.
Most bogs are
built near a pond so they can be flooded.

You can't fill a dry bog.

There were, four children in my husband's family.
He was the father of Walter and Frank Hamblin.

Stephen was my husband's older brother.
Stephen was a Harvard professor.
His

sister, Nellie, didn't marry until she was thirty-five. She lived in Melrose and her husband was
a fireman on the railroad. She died in childbirth at age thirty-six. His sister Carey had a lady
friend who was school teacher in Marstons Milts. This teacher found a teaching job for Carey
in New Hampshire.
So after Carey graduated from high school she went to New Hampshire
to teach Finnish children.
She had to teach them English as well as other subjects.
She
found a husband up there and they had four sons.
The husband and one son died of high
blood pressure. The husband dropped dead in the garage and the son dropped dead on the
ski slopes. That family all suffers from high blood pressure. My husband died of it at 85.
My son Paul worked for many years for the post office in Denver, Colorado.

First, he went to

California where his first child was born.
He was working in the Kaiser steel plant. They are
moving to New Mexico next year.
I don't know whether I'll go out next winter.
I've been to
New Mexico and
I like it, but at my age maybe I better stay put.
I live on the Cape with my
other son, Rodger.
Oh, I like traveling, and I'm treated like a queen by the airlines-l don't
know why-but still I'm debating about that trip next year.
I had my hair cut this winter while I was in Colorado.

It was the second haircut I ever had.

You know when short hair was the style in the 20's, my sister cut my hair.

It was a reddish-

brown and had grown all the way down my back. I had two switches made from it. I still have
them. I always wore my hair piled on top of my head. Arthritis keeps me from using one arm
and I can't get it piled up with just one arm.
My daughter-in-law Margaret, in Colorado, took
me to a beauty school to have my hair cut.
I told her I didn't want any homemade jobs.
I
Well, they did a good job, but they had to cut it again because they

wanted a professional cut.

didn't cut enough off the first time.
My sister, Myra, who is ten and a half years younger than I am and who is now in the

Centerville Nursing Home, had light hair.
takes after my mother's side of the family.

Her son, Seth, is married to Mary Hall.
My mother's people were German.

Well, she

I had darker

coloring because I take after my father's people, who were French.

I don't know whether there was any Portuguese blood in the families.
We have no relations in Lisbon, My father went back to the Azores in 1914.

He had borrowed

$800 for passage money from my mother's parents.
He went back to pay off the debt.
My
grandparents were still living.
We had ail we wanted to eat from the farm, so my father was
able to save the money. We never bought anything frivolous and we still don't.
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My son, Rodger, with whom I live, is a carpenter.

five.

He has six sons.

He didn't marry until he was almost thirty-

I don't want to brag, but they are all good boys.

From those boys I

have five great grandchildren.

Roaches, I was saying I never saw roaches until I came to work in the market. I'd seen
roaches in New Bedford. They called them water bugs. We never had any in our home on
the Cape. I saw them in the village market when I went to work there after my two boys went
into the service in World War II. Ada Jones had the market. Grover Savery and his wife lived
upstairs. She worked in the store with me.

When my husband went to the First World War we'd been married sixteen months.
I went
back to live with my people. My brother was married and lived in Santuit.
My sister, Myra,
lived at home.

My father died at age 54.
My mother died when she was 66. After my mother lost her two
children she didn't want to live on the farm anymore. My parents sold the farm and moved the

Strawberry Patch, as it was called in Santuit.
They sold the farm to Adele Jones's
grandparents. Adele's mother and father lived there. Mrs. Pond was a good friend of mine.
Dorothy Pond, Adele's mother, was older than l-from December to February.
I got home too
late to attend her funeral (April 1985).

As I said before, the farmhouse was a little place, but it didn't leak.
In the big, new barn we
had three stalls for horses and a stall for birthing horses.
Since we didn't have horses we
used that one stall to store wood in the winter. We had two cows we kept in the other stalls.
There was also a hearse in one stall when we got there. It was very fancy with velvet curtains
with tassels. It had no wheels on it. The wheels were inside. We didn't like to have it there.
Mr. Green was taking care of the hearse.

We bought the place from Mr. Green. He was the agent for the rich man that owned it. We
bought the farm for our little house in Santuit and a $1500 mortgage. At first Mr. Green had
the mortgage and then we had it with Mr. Morris Hinckiey. We would take the payment to him
every month. We had a map of the farm which Mr. Hinckiey said was worth $50. He held
that map for security.

My brother was working then. He had only three years of school when he had to go to work.
His first job was in the Santuit House Hotel across from Milton Crocker's store in Cotuit. He
worked in the kitchen. The man who owned the hotel was an alcoholic. One day he chased
my brother with a butcher knife.
My brother told my father and he said you aren't going to
work there anymore.

We'll get you another job, which he did.

I didn't finish my schooling as my mother was sick. My brother went to school in Fairhaven
when we came to this country. He was ten years old when he came here to the U.S.A. He
could read and write. He always read out loud. You see he learned to speak English when
he came because he was allowed to play on the street.
Girls were not allowed out of the
house. He met a little French boy. He spent some time with that boy and in six weeks my
brother was speaking English. He was speaking English better than my uncle who had been
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here three years.
Portuguese.

My uncle's children had to work in the mill and most everyone there spoke

My uncle didn't go out much as he was running the tenements.

So I didn't (earn

to speak English until I went to school in Santuit.

I was nine years old when I went to school here on the Cape. When I was fourteen and ready
You know how to read and write. You must stay
home and help care for your mother who isn't well.
I cried all day after he told me that.
I

to go to high school in Cotuit, Papa said no.

have had an inferiority complex ever since about the fact I could not finish school.
regretted I didn't get the schooling I wanted.
Three girls in the school when I went there were from Mashpee.

to the town of Barnstable to come to school in Cotuit.
schooi when I came there.

I always

They paid fifty cents a week

There were five Indian girls in the

They had skirts down to their ankles.

adults and were older than I was I thought they were teachers.

Since they dressed like

When I came home that first

day I told my mother I was going to learn English quickly because we have three or four
teachers.

Those girls did teach me English, at lunchtime and at recesses.
It was a little
difficult because they wanted me to teach them Portuguese.
I still speak Portuguese fluently
and I write it.
One time, my sister and I went to the high school to learn Spanish.

The teacher was French

and her pronunciation was not like ours. 1 told her that her words were not right and she didn't
like it.
I knew what was right as my mother had been a school teacher. My father was a
gentleman.
They were always careful about the way they spoke.
My father hadn't gone to
school because most boys in the Azores didn't go to school in those days.
They do now as
they do here. My papa had to go to work building a breakwater around the beach when he
was seven years old.
You know what bothers me about children today is they don't behave as we did. When I was
fourteen and out in the yard and a young man came by my daddy said to go in the house, this
is no place for you.

My daddy got my husband for me.
I'll start at the beginning.
We went to the farm in
November. We had the pond and in the winter the Hamblin boys used to ice fish to get a little
money for themselves.

They sold the fish to places in Boston.

My brother, Joe (Jordan),

used to go to watch them fish.

I told you he learned to speak English in New Bedford. Well, I
Papa wouldn't let me go out with the boys. One day Papa
went to New Bedford. I said to Mama I'm going to the pond to watch the boys fish. Don't go
she said because Papa has forbidden it. Well, I'm going.
I'll tell Papa when he gets home
wanted to go watch the boys fish.

and by then it will be too late to do anything about it.
So, I went.
My future husband was
1 think he fell in love with me right away. He told the neighbors he had his eyes on me.

there.

His people were the only ones in Newtown who had a telephone.
In an emergency I'd go to
telephone the doctor.
That was Dr, Higgins.
Oh, he was a wonderful doctor.
I had to go
because my brother was in school.
That's how I got acquainted with the Hamblins.
When

Cary (Caroline) came home I became very well acquainted with her.
Cary had an accordion.

I don't know where she got it.

Her father didn't like music.

When
5
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he'd go out to do the milking we'd slip into the parlor. In those days we only used the parlor
for weddings and funerals.
She'd play and I would sing.
I loved to sing.
Now, I have no
voice.

I'd stand by a crack in the door and when I saw her father coming with the milk pail

we'd stop.

This is how I got to know the Hamblins.

In 1911, when Charlie was 21, he built a nice, new home for his bride on the pond.
have been meant for me because he never had another girl.
When I first saw him I liked him and thought he was kind of cute.

a Portuguese girl. The neighbors teased me about Charlie.

It must

I said he wouldn't want me,

They said he liked me.

Charlie had a bog. His sister, the one who died in childbirth, was picking berries at his bog.
Papa didn't seem to mind me going there and helping her. She was there and I was a little bit
older.

I had a real cousin from the Azores.

He was my father's nephew, his brother's boy.

This boy,

Francisco (Frank), ran away with a friend to escape military service in the Azores. They sailed
on a banana boat to the Philippines. Frank could never go back to the Azores or he would be
arrested.
When he left the Philippines he came to us on the Cape.
He actually found our
farm. We were out making hay when this little figure came out of the woodlot carrying a bag
on his back and also his shoes.

When we saw one another, our eyes met and we loved each

other.

Papa soon found out.
but to chop wood.

Frank was a farmer.

There was nothing to do on our farm in the winter

We never cut wood.

His father and the family were gardeners. They worked in greenhouses.
In the Azores we
grow pineapples in greenhouses. The pineapples are never picked until they are ripe. Then

they are packed separately and shipped to Germany.

My godfather, Francisco's father's

brother, grew rich in this business and also in the winery business.
Frank was a bit older than I was.

Papa noticed us looking at one another in that special way.

We did nothing but look because we were never alone for two minutes. Papa said to Frank,
"I think you better go to live in New Bedford with Uncle Manuel." (He was the one we first came
to in this country). "There are mills to work in. There's nothing here but to chop wood." That
was the truth at the time. Frank didn't know how to chop wood. He went, but we were in love
for quite a time.

Mrs. Hamblin, Charlie's mother, told me he went to New Jersey and from there he went to
Florida. Well, she thought Charlie had gone to look for a girl. She didn't know he liked me or
she wouldn't have said that.

Mr. Crocker, who used to plow for us and taught us all about farming, he had three boys and a
girl. I used to go to their home. Mrs. Crocker was ill. Mary took care of her mother. They
needed help with the housework. They wanted me to come. "Harriet," my father said, "Mary
can't go. They have three boys over there." Actually, it was only two boys.
Chester was
married and living in Osterville. But mother made him let me go. Ernest was the youngest.
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He said to me, "You have a boyfriend, don't you?"

I didn't even know what he was talking

about.

It was Charlie Hamblin.

away.

As far as I knew I didn't have a boy friend.

So I dropped him from my thoughts.

Well, he went

I had my Frank.

But my father took Frank to New Bedford and I didn't see him much. Finally, he went to work
in a mill.
He got himself a motorcycle.
I used to meet him at my brother's in Santuit.
My
papa didn't know and I was scared to death he'd find out. Frank used to come part way to the
farm.

I used to go down there with a cousin who had married a man in the old country,

married her here and he worked in a mill.

She had TB.

The doctor said she must go to live in

the country. My father built a little cottage for them on the farm. Their first and only child was
born there. We'd walk to Santuit to visit my brother every Saturday afternoon. I was anxious
to go because Frank would be there.
One Sunday, Charlie came over with a bushel of
When I got back with Mary and her husband, Jesse, Charlie was still there. Papa
said let's talk about this man. He came to ask me if you'd marry him. He's a fine young man.
I said to Papa I don't want to get married. I want to be a nurse. Papa said he didn't want old
maids in his house.
Charlie is a wonderful man and you must consider him.
I told Papa I
couldn't give him an answer that night.
I didn't know what to do.
For a whole week I didn't
eat or sleep. When Charlie came the next Sunday I told him he better come the next Sunday.

tomatoes.

I couldn't run away. I didn't dare run away. I had been brought up like a nun in that house.
didn't see anyone who came to the house unless they came inside.

I

Papa said, "Well, he's a fine man from a fine family. You can't do any different." I knew I was
trapped. I couldn't even go to the post office in Santuit without taking children with me. That
was a three mile trip. There weren't any houses along that road.
Now it is so chuck full of
houses there is no place for a bird to live.
Father said again you had better make up your mind. "Dear God, Mama," I cried, "1 don't want
to marry that man and what am I going to do?" Mama said she knew I didn't want to and she
didn't want me to. She told me my father wouldn't release me for a minute. I had to make up
my mind.
Well, I decided I would have to do the best I could.

me.

I asked Papa when he could come to see
He said, "I'm a working man. I guess Charlie may come on Thursdays and Sundays."

We had a nice little room with a dining table in it and a stove, a parlor stove. He'd come and
my mother who was so tired after five days' work would sit in that room, nodding. All the time
we courted, my mother was sitting there watching. We'd play dominoes, Charlie and I.
My
little sister who was ten years younger than f wouldn't go to bed.
She didn't want to miss
anything.
When it was time for Charlie to go home I'd take him through the kitchen to the
back door.
It was cold in the kitchen because we always let the fire go out after supper. I'd
let Charlie out and then I'd stick my head out two or three times to say goodnight, but Charlie
never kissed me.
Charlie told me after we were married that my father had said to him-my
father didn't speak much English--"My daughter, much, much, much respect
You know."
Charlie never lost that respect he promised my father.
Charlie came at six and he left
promptly at nine.
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Mr. Bruce married us.

He had been the minister in Cotuit.

Mr.

Bruce would come to a knoll

on my brother-in-law's property in Newtown every Sunday and preach a sermon.

for many years.

He did that

I got very well acquainted with him and we became very good friends.

Mr. Bruce asked me one time if I'd like a goat and a wagon. Someone had given it to him. I
said we 'd love it.
I was old enough to care for it so my mother didn't mind. She loved the
goat.

I told Mr. Bruce that when I was married I wanted him to perform the ceremony. He and his
wife moved to Buzzard's Bay before I was married.
Charlie and I went up there and were
married in Mr. Bruce's parlor. You know who kissed me first? Mr. Bruce did. He said, "This
is your turn Charlie, but I don't see you doing it so I'm going to." So that was it.
Some people think I'm not married because I was married in Mr. Bruce's parlor.
difference? I didn't belong to a church down here.

What was the

My mother was a good Catholic and so was my father. The Catholic church was in Hyannis
and we had no way of getting there. I learned the catechism. But I respected Mr. Bruce and
my father wasn't that Catholic that he'd object. I don't think Charlie cared.
My mother read to us all the time from the Catholic catechism. I knew it from A to Z. A priest
came from Hyannis to a little old lady's house in Santuit. We knew the lady well.
The priest
came every Thursday. There were five of us girls, the oldest ones in the Santuit School.
I stopped being a Catholic when I was fifteen or sixteen.

It was a bishop let me out

The

Portuguese people have a feast of the Holy Ghost. It is a Catholic feast. We had a little hall
in Santuit.
I used to go there to different affairs.
I had boyfriends there, but the minute my
father saw anyone near me he'd stand in the way.
I didn't care for them anyway because I
had my Frank.
This feast day the bishop came.

I forget his name.
Anyway, I don't want to remember it.
We were to receive Holy Communion and be confirmed. The priest from Hyannis was a lovely
man and I was looking forward to the day he'd prepared us for. My mother and I went over to

Santuit in the horse and buggy. I knelt before the bishop and went to kiss his ring. I said, "I
don't know my catechism in Portuguese, but I do know it in English." The bishop said, "My
daughter, you don't expect me to give you Holy Communion and Confirmation when you don't
know the catechism in your own language. I will not listen to you." My blood went to my feet.
My tears were like rain. So he told me when you get ready your Mam must teach you in
Portuguese or you must learn it some way. "But," I said, "This is my country and this is my
language."

I said it three or four times.

brought up like a queen.

I told him my mother was a school teacher.

She didn't have to work in the home.

She was

She was her father's

bookkeeper. But now she has to work on a farm. She has no time to teach me that. "Well,"
he says, "I'm sorry, but I can't give you Communion." I got up off my knees.
I had to go past
all those people sitting there.
I had my head down and the tears were flowing.
When I got
outside my mama says, "Daughter, what is the matter?" "Mama," I says, "I'm sorry, but I'm
never going to a Catholic church again as long as I live.
That man wouldn't listen to me
because you didn't teach me the catechism in Portuguese." I was so angry with my mother.

I
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feel bad to this day that I talked that way to my mother.

She felt terrible.

From then on I went to any church I wanted to.
When they took the little church from
Marstons Mills, I went to other churches, to Mashpee, to West Barnstabte. I get nice sermons
whereever I go. I heard one in Mashpee on "What is a Mother?" It was delivered there by a
white man, but I'm not prejudiced, I carry that sermon with me all the time.

I had my children baptized in the Marstons Mills church. Hannah Hord wrote to me in Florida
to tell me our church was being taken away.
We would have to go to Osterville.
I had
worked hard for that Methodist Church.
1 thought all my credentials would be transferred to
Osterville; also my children's baptismal records. One day, the minister from Osterville church
called me and said they were taking new members and would I like to join.

So, I've been with the Catholics and the Protestants. Now, I'm going to stay home and read
my books. I say my prayers every day. It takes me about half an hour. I have a great faith
in God.

Yes, I had to take care of my mother.
She suffered from gall stones.
If we had continued
with Dr. Higgins, I think she would have lived longer. A neighbor suggested we try Dr. Kinney
in Osterville. They said Dr. Higgins was getting old. Mother was sick in bed all the time and
the family had to be taken care of. I was the older girl, a girl in my teens.

Another thing happened coming to take care of my mother. I always resented all my life that I
wasn't allowed to finish my schooling. I never envied anybody's looks, clothes, homes, or
anything. I did envy the ones that went to high school. I know my teacher wanted me to
continue. Papa said no. Firstly, your mother needs you. Secondly, I don't believe in girls your
age going to school with boys.

In my papa's country schooling was separate. I knew that, but that decision to take me out of
school ruined my life. I've learned a great deal over the years. I was always well-liked
wherever I was. But, still I didn't have the formal education.
My people were refined, They spoke good Portuguese. Many Portuguese here spoke poorly
or spoke dialects. They had come from other islands. They were hard to understand. They
used words we didn't use. Our people were educated even though my father didn't go to
school.

My father's family couldn't afford to send him to school. The schools were pay schools.
There were seven boys in his family. When papa was seven he had to help build the

breakwater in Ponte del Gade. The boys had to carry stones in burlap bags on their backs.
One of Papa's legs was crooked from this work. He would come home so tired at night he
couldn't eat his supper.

In later years Papa mingled with lawyers, doctors and priests. He got to talk and act like them.
! am a little like him. He was a practical doctor.

Papa had to leave his wheelwright trade and go to another part of the islands because the
9
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competition was too great.

There was little work for him. He went to a country that was
mountainous and got a job through a friend. That friend was a godfather to my sister, my
parents' fourth child. This was a fishing country, but the mountains were forested. My father
went to work as a foreman of wood choppers. He never chopped wood. The wood was taken
downhill and thrown into the river and floated to the mill. At the mill it was sawn into boards. I
remember seeing this as we took food to my father twice a week.

My father came home on weekends. He would walk the twelve miles to St. Roque where lived.
He came in the first place to get the money to pay the men. Secondly, he came to visit the
family. On Monday he would walk the twelve miles back to camp. There were no roads. One
traveled into the mountains by paths or by water. He would walk back carrying the money in a
bag on his back. He wore leather hip boots. I remember them. He brought them to this
country.

His brother in the U.S. wrote and asked if he would like to come to this country. "Manuel," my
father wrote, back, "I have a job here I don't like and I'm not getting anything out of it." "John,"
his brother wrote back, "come here, to New Bedford."
My uncle was called Rogers. I don't know why. Our name was Rodrigues-Roque. Another
thing I thought when I grew up was why did they change my brother's name to Joseph. His
name was Jordon. When he went to school in Fairhaven, they called him Joseph. For the rest
of his life in America he was known as Joe. However, he always signed his name as Jordon
R. Roque. They didn't change my name as I wasn't sent to school In Fairhaven.

The Portuguese in Cotuit made beautiful gardens. Before they came the people in Cotuit
never had such lovely gardens-vegetables and flowers.
One or my uncles became a
caretaker at an estate In Cotuit. He was my mother's brother, Anton Robello. He lived in
Santuit. After he started gardening for that man in Cotuit, the Portuguese began going into
Cotuit.

My father first went to work for Mr. Savery. Lonnie Savery was the oldest of the Savery
brothers and he was a boss carpenter. Mr. Cabral got my father the job with Mr. Savery. He
told him my father wasn't a carpenter that built houses, but my father knew how to use tools.
Mr. Savery put my father down as a cabinet maker. My father would go to rich people's
houses and repair any little thing that had to be done. He got acquainted with the best people
In Cotuit. One of them was the Dupees, Mr. and Mrs. and a daughter. Those folks really
helped us.

Another rich lady, Miss Perkins, furnished our first little house in Santuit. I told you that little
house was just a shell. Miss Perkins wanted to adopt my little sister. My sister looked like a
little doll. When I translated for my father what Miss Perkins offered to do he said, "No, no,
never."

My father could understand a good deal of English, but he never learned to speak very well.
Neither did my mother. They didn't learn because they never went anywhere.
My mother would read to my father in Portuguese.

He could repeat the story better than my
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mother. He had a very good memory. My youngest uncle, Jack, he learned to speak English,
but he never lost his accent. You see, he never went to school either in the Azores. Now all
the children, boys and girls, go to school there.

They wear jackets like doctors' jackets.

The

boys wear blue and the girls wear white. The jackets are left in the school.
My father brought his carpenter's toots from the old country. He had them for making wooden
wheels when he was a wheelwright. When we got to New Bedford he went into a tack factory.

Then he rolled barrels around in a bar. That's when Mr. Cabral got him the job with Mr.
Savery. Mr. Savery and his wife were godparents to my little sister. She was baptized by a
Methodist minister. There was no Catholic church in Cotuit or Santuit, and we had no way to
get to Hyannis.

Mr. Cabral's parents lived In Santuit. They were the ones who told us about the farm. We
traded our little shell of a house in Santuit for that farm and we also paid $1,500. Our first
mortgage was with Mr. Green. We later switched out mortgage to Mr. Hinckley. In 1914 my
father went to the Azores and repaid the loan from my grandparents. As I told you, my
grandparents had seven sons and one daughter. She had married and had five children. Her
husband had little money and when he died she had to move back with her parents. They
were baking bread to make a living for themselves. There we three girls and two boys. The
oldest boy was sixteen and the youngest was ten. The girls couldn't get any work. My father
invited his sister to come with us to America.
The ship we came in was divided into two parts; one for the girls and women and one for the
boys and the men. When we went to board the ship, my father ran ahead and got us a bunk
by a porthole. He knew we would need it when we got seasick. And we did get sick. I was

terribly sick the whole time (Father chose his own bunk). We brought our own mattresses filled
with straw and our own pillows. We also brought our own blankets made from wool on my
grandfather's farm. Father helped serve us breakfast in bed. He got us all up on deck in the
daytime and we had our lunch and supper up there. That ship was so old they wouldn't let it
go back to the Azores with passengers.

Milton Crocker, he must be older than I am. His brother-in-law had the first grocery store In
Cotuit. Milton went to work for him when he was a boy. Milton was our grocery boy when we

went to live on the farm. He'd come in the morning to get the order from mother and then he'd
make the delivery in the afternoon. Sometimes he'd be late and the order wouldn't get there
until the night.

We never had a telephone at the farm, so that was the way we got our

groceries.

Stephen Hamblin, my Harvard professor brother-in-law, had a summer home next to the home

of my husband and myself. Steve only came on weekends. One Christmas, he gave my
sister, who'd married my husband's younger brother, my mother-in-law, and us three
telephones. They could only be used among the three of us, but they were a good way to
save us time and to keep us in touch with one another, especially in case of sickness.
Grandma was 1, I was 2 and Mary was 3.

Steve lived in Lexington. My husband built his house for him on the pond. Steve's son,
Francis, is three years older than my son. Francis bought his father's property. He's retired.
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Walter, Steve's other son, worked for the candle factory in Hyannis for many years.
himself a house in Newtown.

He built

His wife just died this winter.

I went home to live with my parents.

My father

was stricter with me than ever, so I went to live with Uncle Manuel in New Bedford.

Charlie went into the service in World War I.

My uncle

was more strict with me than my father. He went everywhere with me. I moved in with one of
his married daughters. I wanted a job. My cousin took her two children to a nursery while she
went to work.

I got a job in the nursery.

The children brought their own lunches, but the

nursery provided the milk.
The head nurse in the nursery was a Civil War nurse.

and slim.

In the winter she took cold showers.

Miss Miller was her name. She was tall

I was always interested in nursing. I once took

a course In nursing in Florida. I've done lots of nursing. I've delivered babies.

Another cousin, sister to the one I was living with, was living on Cape Cod. She had a two
year old child. She fell and broke her leg. She wrote to her mother asking her to send up a
younger sister to help her. Her mother wrote back that she couldn't allow the younger sister to
come as she was the only one working in the mill and they couldn't afford to let her come. So
my cousin, Grace, wrote to me. So I went to help her. I'd helped her before when she had a
miscarriage. She sat on a chamber pot and the baby came out. I grabbed it up and held it in
my arms until Dr. Higgins came. He was at a party, but he came right over. The baby died as
it was only at five months of term. Dr. Higgins said I was wonderful the way I had handled the
situation.

There was a terrible flu epidemic in 1919. Dr. Kinney in Osterville asked me to help nurse the
victims. My cousin made masks for my face. In New Bedford they were dying by the dozens.
There was no more room in the cemeteries. Wagon loads of bodies would go by wrapped only
in sheets. Every pregnant woman died. I did get a slight touch of the flu, even though I boiled
all my masks in sulpha-naptha as Dr. Kinney advised. My parents and Myra, who was living at
home, never got the flu. They didn't go anywhere. I'd go to a home and people would be
carried out dead while inside people were dying. Many people in Santuit that I knew were ill. I
acted as interpreter for Dr. Kinney.

Dr. Higgins was very good to the Portuguese. Most of them at that time were woodchoppers
and gardeners. They got a $1.50 a cord for wood.
The first money they got they paid me.
Milton Crocker also said that. They helped me so. Not everybody in Cotuit of my nationality
helped me out like that. I was pleased to hear that of my people. Milton will be 92 this August,
1985.

As I said before, Charlie liked Florida. He'd gone down there before we were married. So,
when the baby was six months old, we set out for a $920 job in White City, Florida. I didn't
want to go mainly because I wanted my mother to help me with the baby. We went to a grove
with more snakes than bees. This was an orange grove. We had a little cottage in the grove.
We went down there for three years, leaving in October and staying the winter.
If they gave me White City today, if I couldn't sell it next day, I wouldn't stay there. It is the
same today as it was then, There were even snakes in the house. Charlie built the baby a
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high chair right away.
After the baby's nap in the afternoon, I'd go to the people Charlie worked for.

They had a

beautiful home. It was a mother and daughter living there. The father had died. The daughter
was studying to be a lawyer.

White City—I'll never forget it. We lived in a wooden house in the grove. I'd asked my father if
I could stay with him. "My daughter," he said, "You married that man (that man he got me to
marry).

That child is your child and his.

You take that child in your arms.

your husband, even if he goes around the world."

You stand beside

Then my father disappeared.

I went to

Florida. I won't repeat the words I'd like to say.
We drove to Florida.

Florida was country then. White City hasn't changed much.

I've been to

Florida many times. We go right by White City. We don't stop.
Well, in the afternoons I'd take the baby and visit the lady and her daughter.
people, the people Charlie worked for.
Hamblin's, so we were a little related.

They were nice

The daughter was a distant cousin of Grandpa

The daughter was studying to be a lawyer when her

father died.

Her father wanted her to carry on the business, which she did. They lived in East
Sandwich. In the winters they went to Florida. They had a steady man who stayed through
the summers. He had a cabin in the grove. He was also from Sandwich. Mr. Brady was his
name, a very nice Irishman and a bachelor.

He tried to scare me by telling me there were snakes everywhere. I said if you tell me that
again I'm leaving this grove. Charlie must have talked to him as he stopped saying that
The baby, Roger, was a year and a half at the time. That winter we stayed six months. I used
to have a guava tree near the steps up to the house. The house was built on stilts. You had to
come down six steps. I 'd put a blanket under the tree and put Roger out there after his bath.
Mr. Brady came by one day and told Charlie not to let me put the baby out there. I found this
out after we first got there. I found three rattlesnakes around the house. I carried on like a
fool. I said to Charlie I'm not going to stay in this grove. "Mary," he said, "the snakes won't
come every day." I decided I 'd have to stay. Where could I go? Papa won't accept me.
As I said, after Roger's nap I'd take him to the lady's house. The daughter taught Roger to say
devil.
"You little devil," she'd say. "Devil, devil." Roger must have been about two. I asked

her if she couldn't teach him a nicer word to say than that She thought it was a joke. I took it
as a joke. So Roger grew up there and got along with them nicely.
One evening I went home and put a stew I had ready on the stove. It was a wood stove and
had only two burners. It had no oven so you couldn't bake in it. 1 was warming up the stew
when I heard this thing going up the wall-sssss.
I called Charlie and told him there was a
snake going up the wall. "Mary," he said, "There are no snakes in here." 1 insisted there was
one. Then he saw it. He killed it "Don't bury it because I want Mr. Brady to see it," I said. It
wasn't a rattler. The rats or the squirrels had made a hole in the floor and the snake had come
up through the hole, probably looking for ants. It was only a black snake. "Charlie," 1 said,
"let's go home," "Mary," he said, "we are making our living here."
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The next snake episode happened in the shed where the fertilizer was stored.

The fruit was

sorted in this shed also. I liked to crate oranges, but I liked to crate tangerines more than the
oranges. This day I opened the door, I went in and there was a big snake on a bag of fertilizer.
Charlie was out in the grove. I slammed the door and I said I'm not going in that place again.
But of course the snake didn't stay in there all the tine. Anyway, that was the second time.
No, we didn't have any bugs. Maybe the snakes ate them. The house was old and hadn't
been lived in for some time. Roaches won't stay if there isn't anything for them to eat. It was a
very basic house. There was the little wood stove. There was no bathroom. That brings me
to the third snake episode. We had a chamber pot with a lid.

backhouse to empty it. This morning I went out.
the snake curled up on the floor like a rug.

Every morning I went out to the

I opened the backhouse door and there was

Its little head came out.

I threw the pot away and

slammed the door.

I never went back there the rest of the winter. I told Charlie it was his job.
Oh, I went through a lot. If someone gave me a nice house in White City and 1 couldn't sell it
the next day, I wouldn't want it

We had a few years we didn't go to Florida.

The children grew up and went in the service.

After World War II we started going back to Florida.

During the war I worked in the store. Junior Jones was running it then. Roger volunteered for
the Marines. Two or three weeks after he went in he was on his way to Guadalcanal. I didn't
see him for two years. I had food coupons like everyone else. Junior didn't have fresh meats
at that time. He had only cold meats and sausages. Soldiers were always coming in the store.
They were so hungry, so I gave them my food coupons. 1 knew we could always make out.
Professor Weeks used to come in the store. He never had liked the Portuguese. He didn't
know there were black and there were white Portuguese. I was surprised at that as he was a
professor. The black Portuguese had come here to work in the bogs. He said, "I understand,
Mrs. Hamblin, that you are Portuguese." I told him I was and I had been on the Cape since
1907. He came every day to ask me about the old country. Junior says to me, "What's that
man in here every day for?" I told him Professor Weeks came to talk. Junior says, "He never
talked before." "Maybe," I said, "he thinks I've accepted America, which I have." Nobody liked
Professor Weeks. Junior couldn't understand why the man talked to me. Well, Professor
Weeks had thought all Portuguese were black. Many people didn't know there were black and
white. There was a lot of prejudice. I told you my uncle came first to Cotuit. There was a lot
of prejudice there. My uncle went to work in the gardens. I told this to Professor Weeks. No

one liked him, but I was always polite. He called me Mrs. Hamblin. He married a nice
Marstons Mills girl. I think that was his first marriage. When be came in the store he always
bought a little something. Junior thought I was crazy to talk to him. I always thought him a
nice gentleman.

I didn't work many years in the store.

We went to Florida for thirty-seven years. Charlie worked there in the winter. When I went to
the West Coast there were no snakes there. People in Winter Haven talked a bit different than
us, but they were nice people. Eventually, we bought property in Lantana near West Palm
Beach. That area is now filled with condominiums. People we worked for said when they first
were there the snakes were in rolls along the drainage ditches. I said I was glad I wasn't there
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then. There's enough here now. Winter Haven is a city. We bought a house in Florence
Villa,, which is near Winter Haven. I still have friends there. Mary White was my best friend.
She had two daughters.

We all hoped Mary's two daughters and our two boys would get

together, but they never did.

Charlie had his carpentry business. Roger took it over. Roger will be sixty-five. He's semiretired. His father gave him some land. He's going to do some things around the house where
we live.
I've lived in Newtown a long time.
of Long Pond.

First, I came to the farm my father bought on the north end

That's where the hearse was kept in the barn.

go in the barn because of the hearse.

Then Charlie and

The little children were afraid to

I lived in the house Charlie built at

the south end of the pond.

Ernest Crocker had a Stanley Steamer.

He was the son of the man who taught us, Jimmy

Crocker. Ernest drove us to Bourne to be married. He and Charlie's sister, Nellie, stood up for
us at our wedding. They were distant cousins. They were cutting ice for Grandpa Hamblin
and Charlie took the day off to marry me. There was no honeymoon. Charlie went to cut ice
the next day. I had a little party for us on my wedding day. My father didn't come because he
was working and my mother didn't have clothes nice enough.
My father didn't object to my being married by Reverend Bruce.

My father had no religion.

Grandma and Grandpa Hamblin didn't go to church. They were forced to go when they were
young.

They had to sit in cold rooms all Sunday when they were children.

Services lasted all

day and they took their lunch, Before they married, they decided the children could make up
their own minds whether they wanted to go to church or not. My husband only went to church
for weddings. I guess I can count on my one hand how many times he went to church. You
know I had been a Catholic until that bishop refused me confirmation. I might have taken
those actions from a priest, but not from a bishop. Charlie wasn't anything. Mr. Bruce had
always been good to me. Papa said get married where you want.
Charlie died in 1974. We had sold our home in Florida in 1971. Our street in Florence Villa is
now a main street with shops and restaurants. It was so peaceful and beautiful there, I could
walk to the ocean. We had lovely trees, a fig tree and lime trees. Charlie had built us a Cape

Cod style house and everyone admired it. We didn't get much when we sold it.
The house that Charlie had built us on Long Pond had a bathroom. We sold that house in
1936 to a Baptist minister from Mashpee. We never got much for that house either.
When we went to Florida, my husband had bought a piece of land on this side of the pond. He
built us a house there that faced Wakeby Road. We always had lovely neighbors. Charlie
built a home for a Mr. and Mrs. Entin. They were the second Jewish family in town. After Mrs.
Entin died Mr. Entin went to live with a daughter in Israel. He gave the house to another
daughter. They come down to cut the lawn.

I met all my neighbors and they are all lovely people.
I met them because I went around
begging for money, the March of Dimes, the Heart Fund, the Cape Cod Hospital. The hospital
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isn't as good as it used to be. I used to know all the doctors there. Now I only
Jaques. Roger got to know his father, the Reverend Jaques, because of goats.
Reverend Jaques get started with raising goats. Roger plans to go back to
Roger used to raise rabbits. They are better eating than chicken because they

know Dr. Paul

Roger helped
raising goats.
have all white

meat.
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