More for CHSE Archives

by Nancy Oster Heydt

Jim Little sent me some nine more copies of death
certificates that were uncarthed by the Orchard Street
Cemetery searchers in the New Jersey State Ar-
chives. He sent these 10 me because they were all for
Hoopers or Lobbs and most of them were relatives,
They will become part of the CHSE Archives.

Among them is: [female] Lobb I8 Sep 1894 prema-
ture hirth in Rockaway Township, Bom to “Albent”
and Emma (Hooper) Lobb, she lived oaly two hours
and was not named. Her doctor was H. W. Kice of
Port Oram. This brings the total number of children
for Alfred and Emma to 14 and is one we never
knew about. Between Ethel (1893) and Myrtle
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- Jewell Family

Left to right:
Anne, Henry,

Captain Samuel and
Agnes (Joan's grand
parents), Ellen, and
George.

Walter Samuel Jewell

A Miner’s Memories

by Joan Jewell Gonzales

My father, Walter Samuel Jewell, was born in Ish-
peming, Michigan in 1910, one of ten children of
Samuel and Susan (Bennets) Jewell of Comwall,
England. Samuel, born in 1867, was from a long
lme of Cornish miners and went to work with his
father at age twelve, He had a knack for mining that
rivaled the mining engineers, without having the
education.

He came to America twice, as a young man, and
went to work in the mines in Michigan where he
worked his way up to mining captain. He married
Susan Bennets (Beanetts) there, The Jewells and the
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Oun their recent tip to South Africa. Many Comish
went there, too, for mining.
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Bennets came to America and were in Michigan at
the same time. An old picture shows my father's
grandmother, Agaus Rook, with her grown children
Samuel, Harry, Anne, Ellen and George.

The maternal grandparents, James and Elizabeth
Bennets, were there with their family and my father
remembers their house. He remembers Aunt Annie
100k care of Gramma Beth and that there were un-
cles, big Tom and little Tom. They moved from
[shpeming to Negaunee, Michigan where, as mining
captain's family, they lived on the comer of Healy
Avenue and Main Sueet in the “big house™. They
had a double staircase, many bedrooms (my father
shared a room with his brother Al), a game room
with a billiard table and hired help that lived over the
garage. (His name was Joec D’Shance.)

They were the first on the block to have a radic and a
car. Unlike my mother, my father never knew what
it was like to grow up without indoor plumbing.
Grandpa Jewell always loved big cars. For Michigan
winters, they put the car up on blocks and only used
the sleigh. They did have a horse and buggy, 100,
Around 1918, they tell a story of their dad, Samucl,
reading the paper in the buggy on his way home
from work and he allowed the horses, who knew the
way home, to lead the way. This time they passed
the house and kept on going with Joe D’Shane run-
ning up the alley to head them oft. This is followed
by “you had to have been there”™ and much laughter.

My grandfather, Samuel, also taught music lessons
and he was the leader of the Shriner’s Band in Mar-
quette, Michigan. The Shriners were known for fun
and philanthropices.

About 1921, the Richard Mine in New Jersey was in
need of & mining caplain and asked Samuel Jewell if
he knew anyone. He decided to take the job himself
and they moved 10 Richard Mine. Their mother,
Suzan, went on the train to New York City for cancer
treatment, which was probably the reason for mov-
ing. She died about 3 years after.

My father's Aunt Ellen married Hodgson, who Sam-
ucl sent to a job in Bisbee, Arizona in a copper mine
and he became very successful. Samuel, “Cap™ as he
was called, sent for others from Michigan 1o work at
the Richard Mine. He was sought out to show where
the ore was and a story is told of how the miners
drew graftiti with their carbide lamps and had drawn
a rear end of a mule. Samuel said, “drill right in the
middle of the mules rump,”™ and he was right al-
though he didn’t say “rump™. Grandpa had a very

strong accent and dropped his “h's". He had expres-
sions like, “think on it”, rather than “think about it”.

The Big White House at the Richard Mine

This is an oft-told story of the big house at the Rich-
ard Mine. My tather, Walter, was a teenager when
e lived in the big house surrounded by a large and
beautiful, green lawn. One warm day, when he was
mowing the lawn, he was thirsty and stopped to go in
the house to get & drink of water. He rolled the lawn
mower to the edge of the house and went inside, A
couple of minutes later, he went ont 1o find what
looked like a large black rug that was completely
covering the front lawn. There had been a cave-in
and the whole yard was gone. My father's thirst had
saved his life. His father knew that the house itself
was on solid rock and would be safe, so they built a
fence around it and continued to live there. Many
years later, we Kids would throw rocks in i, but did-
n’t hear them land. 1 don’t know how deep it was,
but it was very deep. (This true story has always had
Biblical implications for me. )

When | was born, my parents lived in those big old
company houses at the Richard Mine, a far ery from
the “"Captain’s” house. Although they did have a
phone that was connected to the mine that everyone
in the neighborhood would come to use, We moved
to Denville, Lake Mohawk (Grandpa’s housc), and
about three more before we moved to Fern Hill,
which was also a company house at one time. We
lived next door to Ann Trezona Dalrymple, who was
my best childhood friend. We moved to California
in 1948, but stayed in touch. Then, with the new
technology of e-mail, (which I said 1 would never
use), we are again connected by our Cornish roots.

When the “Navy™ Blew Up

This is another Richard Mine story. In summer of
1926, the Naval Ammunition Depot at Lake Den-
mark was hit by lightning and exploded. The blasts
went on for three days, just as if there were a war
with “bombs bursting in air” and hitting homes. The
day it happened, Dad’s two younger sisters, Muriel
and Bernice and Gladys Taylor (Mrs. Smith, the
housckeeper's daughter) were swimming at Mt Hope
Pond. Dad jumped in the car with his father and they
barreled up to Lake Denmark only to be stopped by
marines guarding the entrance who would not let
them in, Grandpa Jewell said, “Me daughters are
here" and gunned 1t and whizzed by those marines as
they jumped aside. The girls were coming down the
(Contmved o page 14






