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	Henry Singleton – Growing up in Allensworth

I am Steve Watkin, but I have the great opportunity to share with you as if I were Henry Singleton. Some of the words I will speak are not quoted exactly from Henry Singleton’s reflections while others are. Accuracy about the time and place is important, so please consult the text of this script. It is online with the lesson about Life in Allensworth.

[Not quoted, but part of the historical information.]

My father, Joshua W. Singleton, and my mother, Henrietta Vera Singleton, came to Allensworth from Winfield, Kansas in about 1910. I was the youngest of their three children. Both left Allensworth soon after we arrived. Van left to get married and Virginia left to go to school. I was 11 and Allensworth became my home. (From the report by Kay Gibson, 1978.) 

We lived in the back of the family store, “Allensworth Cash Store” (From the report by Kay Gibson, 1978).
do NOT read[Quotation marks indicate actual quotes from the Henry Singleton record or, where noted, another source.]

My father was a “DuBois supporter, one who stood for anything intended for the good of the Race. . . .”   He “and Zebedee Hindsman served as justices of the peace and Mr. Archer was a constable. . . .” He “was also the president of the Progressive Society, was always fighting for the Allensworth community (From Royal, 2008). 

My father changed professions when we came to Allensworth. In Kansas he was a stonecutter, but health problems prevailed and he came west and became a store owner. My mother was something else! She was a practical nurse and midwife (From the report by Kay Gibson, 1978) .

“She knew home remedies like asafetidy. Asafetida [asa-FED-it-a] is a bad smelling substance prepared from the juice of certain plants of the parsley family.” By the way, Henry Singleton became a scientist, so he did speak like this!

Asafetida “has been used in medicine as an anti-spasmodic. It had the worst smell.” She’d “make a plaster for carbuncles and bumps of all sorts. She cooked up herbs and stuff.” 

There were few physicians in the region and none in Allensworth. Mother and other practical nurses were needed. (From the report by Kay Gibson, 1978.) 

Mother “cooked Adventist dishes, no meat. We weren’t strictly vegetarian, more lacto-vegetarian. There were three or four Adventist families in Allensworth. They took turns holding services at these families’ houses” (Royal, 2008).

Being a young boy in Allensworth had some adventure, even when we were herding cows. “…we had a sort of communal grazing area.  There were no strict regulations in those days…the cattle would go together and they’d graze.  Boys, like Jack Ashby and Charlie Wills and myself, we called ourselves cowboys and we had little ponies.  We’d go out and round them up and start them home because that’s about allyou had to do, cause you know a milk cow will come in.  And it was a wonderful thing to see the cows coming home in the evening to be milked.  You’d get to a certain farm and the cattle, the cows for this farm would just automatically turn off, you didn’t have to do it; they knew where they were going; they knew their home was here.”

Going to school in Allensworth was special. Professor Payne “was the greatest man you ever saw.  I just loved him.  He was the type of man that he’d get out and play with us.  We used to play tag and all sorts of games, but when the bell rang, tend to business, that was it.  And he was no monkey business.  I guarantee you, everybody that got out of Allensworth had a grammar school education, the best that you could get any place; otherwise you could not get out.”
Running our store took some work and I was expected to help. We also had the Post Office for nearly five years. One of my jobs was to keep the sponges wet in the cigar case so the cigars would not dry out. I also had to sweep the floors, light the lantern by the front door, keep up the woodpile, wait on customers, weigh groceries, and deliver when needed. (From the report by Kay Gibson, 1978.) 

My father had me drive the buckboard to the railroad station weekly to get supplies he had ordered from Stockton, San Francisco, or Fresno. Once we received a shipment that was supposed to be 400 pounds of ice. The day was extremely hot. By the time the shipment arrived, all that was left were the sacks with sawdust. The ice had melted. (From the report by Kay Gibson, 1978.) 

He “had a key to the store and locked the front door when he thought of it. If he forgot, he didn’t worry, because he lived right there. No one in Allensworth had to worry about locking their house. . . . There was no such thing as robbery.

Times were hard, but there were some real advantages to having a family store. (From the report by Kay Gibson, 1978.)

“I ate up the profit on apples, oranges and cookies. I was popular with the kids because I’d smuggle goodies to them, mostly hard candy and licorice, red and yellow Delicious apples. Funny thing, my dad never did criticize me about candy and cookies and apples. And yet he knew I was pilfering. He never made any profit off that.” I also had that advantage with other kids because I was a good student, a good athlete, and I could play the violin. (From the report by Kay Gibson, 1978.)

One of the favorite things we did was our small orchestra. In high school at Tulare High, I played second violin. My father was a fine musician and had several stringed instruments that he often loaned to other players. We had a group that played in evenings in front of Milner’s Barbershop or in the back of the store. Those were good times. (From the report by Kay Gibson, 1978.)

People enjoyed stopping by the store. They would check their mail and buy an item or two, but they also would talk. But things turned bad and my father went bankrupt in 1915. (From the report by Kay Gibson, 1978.)

“Those people depended on agriculture. If they had a bad year, my dad had a bad year. There was little cash money. Everybody bought on credit. My old man was a poor man when he came there. He and [Zebedee] Hindsman both were simply trying to carry that colony, to some extent, on their shoulders. You can’t do that. Many people couldn’t make it. They couldn’t get work. They’d move out owing a bill. Finally my dad couldn’t pay his wholesale bill and they closed in on him and . . . he went bankrupt.” (HS 7/13/1976)

We moved to Sonoma. I was the only African American student in Sonoma High and I graduated from there. My dad taught music at Sonoma High School for a year, then they returned to Allensworth. He and my mother started the store again. (From the report by Kay Gibson, 1978.)

I went to college, coming home occasionally and working there in the summers. I graduated from Pacific Union College in 1919 in pre-med. I came home and was PostMaster for a year, then I left the area, returning occasionally. I completed further academic studies in Chicago and Illinois, including securing a Master’s degree. My career path went through the Postal Service and other service positions until, finally, I was able to utilize my education as a Laboratory Technician and Instructor at the University of California School of Veterinary Medicine. (From the report by Kay Gibson, 1978, and Allensworth file documents.)

My father was an innovator. “He experimented with raising cotton. He planted twenty acres of long staple Pima . . . and it did well.”

My father died on May 4, 1928 in Tulare. He had a handwritten will that left everything to my mother. He owned the store and home, store goods, and real estate in Allensworth including nine lots plus two complete blocks. According to Court records, his estate was worth $1,500. My mother stayed on in Allensworth until her death several years later. (From the report by Kay Gibson, 1978.)


	


