William Meadowcroft, Edison’s personal secretary, conducted
interviews and collected reminiscences, including those of the
inventor himself.

In the fall of 1908, Edison wrote a narrative account of his
childhood and early career in a notebook; Meadowcroft then
prepared a typed transcript. Later, Edison wrote accounts and
outlines of early events and made notes in a second notebook.
During June 19og he wrote additional narrative and notes in re-
sponse to written questions from Martin and in preparation
for interviews, creating six autobiographical documents. Each of
these has been designated by a letter, and every paragraph of the
original documents has been numbered in sequence within the
document. When all of the volumes of the book edition are pub-
lished, a reader wishing to recover the original order will be able
to do so. A short introduction precedes, and textnotes follow, the
included portions of each document.

1. For example, Edison’s note about a playmate, George Lockwood,
who drowned at Milan (Dg2), can be both expanded in detail and care-
fully documented. However, his statement (A7) that the noted British
engineer Robert Stephenson saw him printing his Weekly Herald cannot
be true, since Stephenson died in 1859. In contrast to such definite
cases, the editors have found nothing related to the reported incident
(A24) involving objections to using “J. C.” as an abbreviation. Dyer and
Martin 1910, 1:18; Huron Reflector, 31 Aug. 1852; DNB, s.v. “Stephen-
son, Robert.”

A. BOOK NO. 1

The following is a transcription of a typescript that William
Meadowcroft prepared from reminiscences that were originally
written by Edison in a notebook labeled “Book No. 1” and dated
11 September 19o8. The contents of the notebook pertain to the
period covered by this volume with the exception of the initial
five paragraphs, which describe Edison’s 1878 western trip, and
a short paragraph (14), which relates Edison’s alleged discovery
of a Morse diary.

[6] After my father moved to Port Huron, he engaged in lum-
bering, and also had a 10 acre field of very rich land which was
used for truck gardening. After the field was ploughed, I, in con-
junction with a German boy of about my age, did the planting.
About eight acres were planted in sweet corn, the balance in rad-
ishes, onions, parsnips, and beets, etc.; I was very ambitious
about this garden and worked very hard. My father had an old
horse and wagon and with this we carried the vegetables to the
town which was 1% miles distant and sold them from door to
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door. One year I remember turning in to my mother 600 dollars
from the farm— After a while I tired of this work as hoeing corn
in a hot sun is unattractive and I did not wonder that it built up
cities. Soon the Grand Trunk R.R. was extended from Toronto
to Port Huron at the foot of the Lake Huron and thence to
Detroit, at about the same time the war of the Rebellion broke
out. By a great amount of persistence I got permission from my
mother to go on the local train as a newsboy. The local train from
Port Huron to Detroit, a distance of 63 miles left at 7 A.M. and
arrived again at Port Huron at 9 pM. After being on the train for
several months, I started two stores in Port Huron, one for peri-
odicals and the other for vegetables, butter and berries in the
season, these were attended by two boys, who shared in the prof-
its. The periodical store I soon closed, as the boy in charge could
not be trusted. The vegetable store I kept up for nearly a year.
After the railroad had been opened a short time they put on an
express which left Detroit in the morning and returned in the
evening. I received permission to put a newsboy on this train—
connected with this train was a car, one part for baggage and the
other part for U.S. mail, but for a long time it was not used. Every
morning I had two large baskets of vegetables from the Detroit
Market loaded in the mail car and sent to Port Huron where the
German boy would take them to the store. They were much bet-
ter than those grown locally and sold readily. I never was asked
to pay freight and to this day cannot explain why, except that I
was so small and industrious and the nerve to appropriate a US.
mail car to do a free freight biz so monumental that it probably
caused passivity. However, I kept this up for a long time and in
addition bought butter from the farmers along the line and an
immense amount of blackberries in the season; I bought whole-
sale and at a low price and permitted the wives of the engineers
and trainmen to have the benefit of the rebate. After a while there
was a daily immigrant train put on— this train generally had from
seven to ten coaches filled always with Norwegians, all bound for
Iowa and Minnesota. On these trains I employed a boy who sold
bread, tobacco and stick candy. As the war progressed the daily
newspaper sales became very profitable and I gave up the vege-
table store, etc. Finally when the battle of Pittsburg Landing oc-
curred (now called Shiloh) I commenced to neglect my regular
business. On the day of this battle when I arrived at Detroit, the
bulletin boards were surrounded with dense crowds and it was
announced that there were 60 thousand killed and wounded and
the result was uncertain. I knew that if the same excitement was
attained at the various small towns along the road and especially
at Port Huron that the sale of papers would be great. I then con-
ceived the idea of telegraphing the news ahead, went to the op-
erator in the depot and by giving him Harper’s Weekly and some
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other papers for three months, he agreed to telegraph to all the
stations the matter on the bulletin board. I hurriedly copied it
and he sent it, requesting the agents who displayed it on the
blackboard, used for stating the arrival and departure of trains, I
decided that instead of the usual 100 papers that I could sell 1000,
but not having sufficient money to purchase that number, I
determined in my desperation to see the Editor himself and
get credit. The great paper at that time was the Detroit Free
Press. I walked into the office marked Editorial and told a young
man that I wanted to see the Editor on important business—
important to me anyway. I was taken into an office where there
were two men and I stated what I had done about telegraphy and
that I wanted 1000 papers, but only had money for 300 and I
wanted credit. One of the men refused it, but the other told the
first spokesman to let me have them. This man I afterwards
learned was Wilbur E Storey, who subsequently founded the
Chicago Times and became celebrated in the newspaper world.
By the aid of another boy we lugged the papers to the train and
started folding them. The first station called Utica, was a small
one where I generally sold two papers. I saw a crowd ahead on
the platform, thought it some excursion, but the moment I
landed there was a rush for me; then I realized that the telegraph
was a great invention. I sold 35 papers; the next station, Mit.
Clemens, now a watering place, but then a place of about 1000.
I usually sold 6 to 8 papers. I decided that if I found a corre-
sponding crowd there that the only thing to do to correct my lack
of judgment in not getting more papers was to raise the price
from 5 cents to 10. The crowd was there and I raised the price;
at the various towns there were corresponding crowds. It had
been my practice at Port Huron to jump from the train at a point
about 4 mile from the station where the train generally slack-
ened speed. I had drawn several loads of sand at this point to
jump on and had become very expert. The little German boy
with the horse met me at this point; when the wagon approached
the outskirts of the town I was met by a large crowd. I then yelled
25 cents apiece, gentlemen, I haven’t got enough to go round. I
sold all out and made what to me then was an immense sum of
money. I started the next day to learn telegraphy and also print-
ing. I started a newspaper which I printed on the train, printing
it from a galley proof press, procuring the type from a junk dealer
who had a lot nearly worn out. (You have a copy of the news-
paper)

[7] When Stephenson who built the Victoria bridge at Mon-
treal came over the Grand Trunk, he saw me printing an edition
on the train; he bought the whole and it was afterwards men-
tioned in the London Times as the 1st newspaper in the world
to be printed on a train in motion.
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{8] I commenced to neglect my regular business until it got
very low, although I managed to turn one dollar each day to my
mother. The station agent at Mt. Clemens permitted me to sit in
the Telegraph office and listen to the instrument; one day his
little boy was playing on the track when a freight train came
along—and I luckily came out just in time to pull him off the
track; his mother saw the operation and fainted. This put me in
the good graces of Mr. Mackenzie, the agent, and he took con-
siderable pains to teach me, as I kept at it about 18 hours a day I
soon became quite proficient. I then put up a telegraph line from
the station to the village a distance of 1 mile and opened an office
in a drug store, but the business was small and the operator at
Port Huron knowing my proficientcy and who wanted to go into
the US.M. Telegraph, where the pay was high, succeeded in
convincing his brother-in-law (Mr. Walker) that I could fill the
position all right. Mr. Walker had a jewelry store and had charge
of the WU. Tel. office. As I was to be found at the office both day
and night, sleeping there, I became quite valuable to Mr. Walker.
After working all day I worked at the office nights as well for the
reason that press report came over one of the wires until 3 A.M.,
and I would cut in and copy it as well as I could, to become more
rapidly proficient; the goal of the rural telegraph operator was to
be able to take press. Mr. Walker tried to get my father to ap-
prentice me at 20 dollars per month, but they could not agree. I
then applied for a job on the Grand Trunk R.R. as a railway op-
erator and was given a place nights at Stratford Junction, Can-
ada. This night job just suited me as I could have the whole day
to myself. I had the faculty of sleeping in a chair any time for a
few minutes at a time. I taught the night yardman my call, so I
would get ¥2 hour sleep now and then between trains and in case
the station was called, the watchman would awaken me. One
night I got an order to hold a freight train and I replied that I
would. I rushed out to find the signalman, but before I could find
him and get the signal set, the train run past. I ran to the Tele-
graph Office and reported I couldn’t hold her, she had run past.
The reply was “Hell”. The despatcher on the strength of my
message that I would hold the train, had permitted another
to leave the last station in the opposite direction There was a
lower station near the Junction where the day operator slept. I
started for it on foot. The night was dark and I fell in a culvert
and was knocked senseless.

[9] However, the track was straight, the trains saw each other,
and there was no collision. The next morning Mr. Carter, the
station agent and myself were ordered to come at once to the
main office in Toronto. We appeared before the General Super-
intendent, W, J. Spicer who started in hauling Mr. Carter over
the coals for permitting such a young boy to hold such a respon-
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sible position. Then he took me in hand and stated that I could
be sent to Kingston States Prison, etc. Just at this point, three
English swells came into the office. There was a great shaking of
hands and joy all around; feeling that this was a good time to be
neglected I silently made for the door; down the stairs to the
lower freight station, got into the caboose going on the next
freight, the conductor who I knew, and kept secluded until I
landed a boy free of fear in the US. of America.

[11] After selling papers in Port Huron, which was not
reached until about 9.30 at night, I seldom reached home before
11 or 11.30 at night, about 2 way from the station and the town
and within 25 feet of the road in a dense woods was a soldiers
graveyard, where 300 soldiers were buried, due to a cholera epi-
demic which took place at Fort Gratiot near by many years pre-
viously. At first we used to shut our eyes and run the horse past
this graveyard, and if the horse stepped on a twig, my heart would
be given violent movement and it is a wonder that I haven’t some
valvular disease of that organ, but soon this running of the horse
became monotonous and after a while all fear of graveyards ab-
solutely disappeared from my system. I was in the condition of
Sam Houston, the pioneer and founder of Texas, who it was said
knew no fear. Houston lived some distance from the town and
generall went home late at night, having to pass through a dark
cyprus swamp over a corduroy road; one night to test his alleged
fearlessness, a man stationed himself behind a tree and envel-
oped himself in a sheet; he suddenly confronted Houston, who
stopped and said—If you are a man you can’t hurt me; if you are
a ghost you dont want to hurt me; if you are the devil, come home
with me, I married your sister.

[12] When a boy, the Prince of Wales, now King Edward,
came to Canada. Great preparations were made at Sarnia, a Ca-
nadian town opposite Port Huron. About every boy, including
muself, went over to see the affair. The town was draped in flags
most profusely and carpets were laid on the crosswalks for the
Prince to walk on; there were arches etc. A stand was built, raised
above the general level, where the Prince was to be received by
the Mayor. Seeing all these preparations, my idea of a prince was
very high, but when he did arrive, I mistook the Duke of Cam-
bridge for the Prince. He, (the Duke) being a large fine looking
man, I soon saw that I was mistaken, that the Prince was a young
stripling and did not meet expectations. Several of us started to
express our belief that a prince wasn’t much after all and that we
were thoroughly disappointed. For this, one boy was whipped.
Soon the Cunnock boys attacked the Yankee boys and we were
all badly licked. I, myself, got a black eye. This has always prej~
udiced me against this kind of ceremonial and folly.

[13] While a newsboy on the train, one day a messenger from
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the office of E. B. Ward & Company came to the train and
wanted me to come quickly to the office. The firm of E. B. Ward
at that time was the largest owner of steamboats on the Great
Lakes. It seems that one of the captains on their largest boat had
suddenly died, and they wanted me to take a message to another
captain, who lived about 14 miles from Ridgeway station on the
railroad. This captain had retired and had taken up some timber
land and cleared part of it. Mr. Ward said he would give me 15
dollars if I would deliver the message that night. I told him I was
afraid to do it alone as it was a wild country and it would be dark,
but if he would pay me $25 I would get the help of another boy
and do it. To this he agreed. I arrived at Ridgeway at 8:30 at
night, it was raining and dark as ink. After trying 2 or 3 boys, I
got one and we started out with lanterns for the place. We had
the location explained, and there was only one road, if a road it
could be called, all through a dense forest. We hadn’t gone far
before we became apprehensive of bears, the more we thought of
the subject, the more stumps looked like bears. The country at
that time was wild and it was a usual occurence to see deer, bear
and coon skins nailed on the side of the house to dry, and I had
read about bears, but couldn’t remember if they were night or
day prowlers. My companion proposed that we climb a tree and
wait till morning. I wouldn’t agree to this, as I knew that we were
no safer up a tree than on the ground, as bears could climb trees
and besides that message had to be delivered that night, so the
captain could catch the morning train. We kept on, after a while
one lantern went out, not being filled with enough oil. When we
started then, within two miles of the place the other lantern went
out. Then we leaned up against a tree and cried. I thought if I
ever got out of this scrape alive, that I would know more about
habits of animals and everything else and be prepared for all
kinds of mischances when I undertook an enterprise. However,
the dense darkness dilated the pupils of our eyes to make them
very sensitive and we could see at times the outlines of the road
and finally just as a faint gleam of daylight arrived, we entered
the captain’s yard and delivered the message. In my whole life, I
never spent such a night of horror as this, but I got a good lesson.

[15] While working in the WU, Telegraph office in Boston, a
position obtained for me by my friend Adams, who worked in the
Franklin Telegraph office, which company was competing with
the WU.. Mr. Adams was laid off, and as Adams’ finances had
reached absolute zero centigrade, I undertook to let him sleep in
my hall bedroom. I generally had hall bedrooms, because they
were cheap and I needed money to buy apparatus. I also had the
pleasure of his genial company at the boarding house, about a
mile distant, but at the sacrifice of some apparatus. One morning
as we were hastening to breakfast, we came into Tremont Row,
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and saw in front of two small gents furnishing goods stores, a
large crowd. We stopped to ascertain the cause of the excitement.
One store put up a paper sign in the display window, which said
“300 pairs of stockings received this day 5 cents a pair—no con-
nection with the store next door”. Presently the other store put
up a sign, stating they had received 300 pairs, price 3 cents per
pair and stated that they had no connection with the store next
door. Nobody went in. The crowd kept increasing. Finally, when
the prices had reached 3 pair for 1 cent, Adams says to me “I
can’t stand this any longer, give me a cent”. I gave him a nickel
and he elbowed his way in and throwing the money on the
counter, the store being filled with lady clerks, said, give me 3
pairs. The crowd was breathless and the lady took down a box
and drew out 3 pairs of baby socks. “Oh”, said Adams, “I want
mens’ size”. “Well sir, we do not permit one to pick size for that
amount of money” and the crowd roared and this broke up the
sales.

[16] Adams was one of a class of operators, who was never
satisfied to work at any place for any great length of time. He had
the Wanderlust. After enjoying my rather meagre hospitality on
the floor of the hall bedroom, which in Boston was a paradise for
an entomologist, and the boarding house run on the Banting sys-
tem of flesh reduction, he came to me one day and said, good-
bye Edison, I have got 60 cents and I am going to San Francisco,
and he did. How, I never knew. | afterwards learned that he got
a job and within a week they had a strike; then he got a big torch
and sold patent medicine in the streets at night to support strik-
ers; then went to Peru as partner of a man who had a grizzly bear,
which they proposed entering against a bull in the Bull Ring in
that city. The grizzly was killed in five minutes and this scheme
died. Then Adams started a market report bureau in Buenos
Aires. This didn’t pay, then he started a restaurant in Pernam-
buco, Brazil. Here he did very well, but something went wrong,
as it always does to a Nomad and he went to the Transvaal and
ran a panorama, called “Paradise Lost” in the Kafhir Kraaks.
This didn’t pay and he became the Editor of a newspaper, then
went to England to raise money for a railroad in Cape Colony.
Next I hear of him in N.Y., having just arrived from Bogata, U.S.
of Columbia with a power of attorney and $2,000 from a native
of that Republic, who had applied for a patent for tightening a
belt to prevent it from slipping on a pulley, a device which he
thought new and a great invention, but which was in use ever
since machinery was invented. I gave Adams a position as sales-
man for electrical apparatus. This he soon got tired of and I lost
sight of him.

[17] One day a lady came to the W.U. office in Boston and
stated that she had a school and would like to get one of their
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operators to explain the telegraph to her scholars, illustrating the
explanation with actually working apparatus. She was told to call
around in the evening when I would be at work. She arranged
with me to give the explanation with apparatus two weeks from
that date— in a few days before I carried the the apparatus and
with Adams’ assistance, set it up in the school, which was in a
double private house near the public library. The apparatus was
set up when school was out. I was then very busy building private
telegraph lines and equipping them with instruments which I had
invented, and forgot all about the appointment and was only re-
minded of it by Adams who had been trying to find me and had
at last located me on top of Jordan, Marsh & Company’s store,
putting up a wire. He said, we must be there in 15 minutes and I
must hurry. [ had on working clothes and I didn’t realize that my
face needed washing. However, I thought they were only children
and wouldn’t notice it. On arriving at the place, we were met by
the lady of the house and I told her I had forgotten about the
.appointment and hadn’t time to change my clothes. She said that
didn’t make the slightest difference. Adams’ clothes were not of
the best, because of his long estrangement from money. On
opening the main parlor door, I never was so paralyzed in my life;
I was speechless, there were over 40 young ladies from 17 to
22 years, from the best families. I managed to say that I would
work the apparatus and Mr. Adams would make the explanan-
tions. Adams was so embarrassed that he fell over an ottoman,
the girls tittered and this increased his embarrassment, until he
couldn’t say a word. The situation was so desperate that for a
reason I never could explain, I started in myself and talked and
explained better than I ever did before or since. I can talk to two
or three person, but when there are more they radiate some un-
known form of influence which paralizes my vocal cords. How-
ever, I got out of this scrape and many times afterwards, when I
chanced with other operators, to meet some of the young ladies
on their way home from school, they would smile and nod, to the
great mystification of the operators, who were ignorant of this
episode.

[18] The reason I came to go to Boston was this. I had left
Louisville the second time and went home to see my parents.
After stopping at home for some time, I got restless and thought
I would like to work in the East and knowing that a former op-
erator named Adams, who had worked with me in the Cincinnati
Office was in Boston, I wrote him that I wanted a job there. He
wrote back that if I came on immediately he could get me in the
W.U. office. I had helped out the Grand Trunk R.R. Telegraph
people by a new device when they lost one of the two submarine
cables they had across the river, making the remaining cable act
just as well for their purpose as if they had two. I thought I was
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entitled to a pass, which they conceded, and I started for Boston.
After leaving Toronto, a terrific blizzard came up and the train
got snowed under in a cut. After staying 24 hours, the trainmen
made snowshoes of fence rail splints and started out to find food
which they did about ¥z mile away. They found a roadside inn
and by means of snow shoes, all the passengers were taken to the
inn. The train reached Montreal 4 days late. A number of the
passengers and myself went to the Military headquarters to tes-
tify in favor of a soldier who was on a furlough and was two days
late, which was a serious matter with military people, I learned.
We willingly did this, for this soldier was a great story-teller and
made the time pass quickly. I met here a telegraph operator,
named Stanton, who took me to his boarding house, the most
cheerless that I have ever been in. Nobody got enought to eat,
the bed clothes were too short and too thin, and it was 28 degrees
below zero, and the wash water frozen solid; The board was
cheap, being only $1.50 per week. Stanton said the usual live
stock accompaniments ‘of operators’ boarding houses were ab-
sent; he thought the intense cold had caused them to hibernate.
Stanton, when I was working in Cincinnati left his position and
went out on the Union Pacific to work at Julesburg, which was a
cattle town at that time and very tough. I remember seeing him
off on the train, never expecting to see him again. Six months
afterwards, while working press wire in Cincinnati about 2 A.M.,
there was flung into the middle of the operating room, a large tin
box. It made a report like a pistol and we all jumpted up startled;
in walked Stanton. Gentlemen, he said, I have just returned from
a pleasure trip to the land beyond the Mississippi. All my wealth
is contained in my metallic traveling case and you are welcome to
it. The case contained one paper collar. He sat down and I no-
ticed that he had a woolen conforter around his neck with his
coat buttoned closely. The night was intensely warm; he then
opened his coat and revealed the fact that he had nothing but the
bare skin. Gentlemen, said he, you see before you an operator
who has reached the limit of impecuniosity.

[19] On reaching Boston, I found my friend Adams and went
over to the WU. Office to see the manager. On entering the of-
fice, where there were perhaps 30 or 40 men, I noticed that they
were dressed very neatly, which was very unusual in the offices
in the West.. I myself, at the time, had on a blue shirt and clothes
not of the best, and somewhat wrinkled from the long journey. I
was introduced to the Manager, Mr. Milliken, who I thought gave
a start of surprise. Adams had told him I was an A1 man and had
worked two or three years on associated press wire. After asking
me to confirm Adamds’ statements, he asked when I could come
to work. I said “Now”. Very well, come around at 5.30 and I will
leave instructions. I came at 5.30 PM. and was introduced to the
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night manager, and told that I was to work N.Y. No. 1 wire. I was
furnished with one of those cheap pens that the W.U. used to
economize on and waited for business. I noticed considerable
talk and laughter on the part of the other operators and surmised
that it was at my expense, as my clothes certainly did not fit ex-
treme Eastern civilization.

[20] After waiting Y2 hour my wire was switched over on a test
table in the middle of the room and I was told to take a 1500~
word special for the Boston Herald. The N.Y. operator started at
a rapid gate, the sending being perfect and the wire was good.
After a few minutes, his gait got very rapid and I noticed he was
getting up to his limit, turning my head I found nearly every op-
erator in the office watching me from behind. I knew then they
had put up a job to roast me, as they say. They had gotten Hutch-
inson, one of the lightning senders in the N.Y. office to do it. Now
I had experimented a long time to acquire rapid penmanship. I
indulged in no flourishes and each letter was separate and not
connected, as I found that there was a gain in time in not con-
necting the letters and also that rapidity was increased by writing
very small; I had been used to forcing the writing in taking press
through 8 sheets of manifold paper with an agate stylus, so writ-
ing with a pen was easy. I then started writing very small and [
knew I could do 4 or 5§ words per minute more than he could
send; after taking about % of the special, Hutchinson got ner-
vous and commenced to abbreviate. As I had to write out in full
I knew that soon I would have to break, so to save the day before
this took place, I opened the key and said “You seem to be tired,
suppose you send a little while with your other foot” This saved
me. Hutchinson quit and the special was finished by the regu-
lar man. '

[21] After this, I was all right with the other operators.

[22] In the Boston office there were operators studying to en-
ter Harvard; they were on nights. They paraded their knowledge
rather freely and it was my delight to go up to the second-hand
book stores on Cornhill and study up questions which I would
spring on them when I got an occasion. We got our midnight
lunch from an old Irishman, called the “Cake Man”, who ap-
peared regularly at 12 midnight. The office was on the ground
floor and had, previous to occupation by the Telegraph Co., been
a restaurant. It was literally loaded with cockroaches, who lived
between the wall and the board running around the room at the
floor. These were such a bother on my table that I pasted two
strips of tinfoil on the wall at my desk connecting one piece to
the positive pole of the big battery supplying current to the wires
and the negative pole to the other strip. The cockroaches moving
up on the wall would pass over the strips, and the moment the
got their legs across both strips, there was a flash of light and the
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cockroach went into gas. This automatic electrocution device at-
tracted so much attention and got a ¥z column description in an
evening paper, that the Manager made me stop it.

[23] After being in Boston for several months, working N.Y.
wire No. 1, I was requested to work the press wire. This wire was
called the milk route, as there was so many towns on it taking
press simultaneously. N.Y. office has reported great delays on the
wire, due to operators constantly interrupting or breaking as it
was called, to have words repeated which they failed to get, and
N.Y. claimed Boston was one of the worst offenders. It was a
rather hard position for me, for if I took the report without break-
ing, it would prove the Boston operator incompetent. The results
made the operator have some hard feelings against me. He was
put back on the wire and did much better after that. It seems that
the office boy was down on this man and one night he asked me
if I could tell him how to fix a key so it would not break, even if
the circuit breaker was open, and also, so it could not be easily
detected. I told him to jab a pen full of ink on the platinum points
that there was enough sugar to make it thick enough to follow
up; when the operator tried to break, the current going through
the ink so he couldn’t break. The next night about 1 A.M. the
operator on the press wire, while I was standing near a house
printer studying it, pulled out a glass insulator, then used upside
down as a substitute for an ink bottle, and threw it with great
violence at me, just missing my head. It would have certainly
killed me if it had not missed. The cause of the trouble was that
this operator was doing the best he could not to break, but being
compelled to, opened his key and found he couldn’t; the press
matter coming right along and he couldn’t stop it. The office boy
had put the ink in a few minutes before, when the operator
turned his head during a lull. He instinctively blamed me as the
cause of the trouble. This operator and I afterwards became
good friends—he took his meals at the same emaciator that I did
and his main object in life seemed to be acquiring the art of
throwing up wash pitchers and catching them without breaking
them. About %5 of his salary was used up in paying for pitchers.

[24] While taking a long monotonous proceeding of a synad of
some kind, which was being held at Cleveland, the word “Jesus
Christ” occurred with extreme frequency, so I got to abbreviating
it by using J. C. Pretty soon the assistant agent of the associated
press came down stairs into the office and wanted to know what
d d operator was abbreviating Jesus Christ with J. C.; that he
wouldn’t stand for it. He cursed around for a while and I stopped
it. It seemed very incongruous, as B.C. was regularly used.

[25] At that time the firm of Chas. Williams, Jr. was mak-
ing telegraph instruments and doing experimental work for Moses
G. Farmer and Gainwell,:the inventors of the Fire Alarm tele-
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graph system. I, as far as my money would go, was also having
work done there of an experimental character. I became ac-
quainted with a man who was having made some electrical ap-
paratus for a sleight-of-hand performance and we did a lot of
experimenting. One day I found in my copy of the Scientific
American a complete description of a method of making nitro-
glycerin. The sleight-of hand man and myself one night after Mr.
Williams had gone home started in to make some. The product
came out rather brown and the article warned makers that brown
nitro-glycerin was impure and dark in color, that it was due to
impurities and in this condition was dangerous and might ex-
plode spontaneously. To see if the quality was O.K. we exploded
a few drops and the results were so strong that we both got fright-
ened, so we put the nitro in a pop bottle, wound waste around it,
tied a cord to the end of the bottle and let it down a sewer inlet
on the street at the shop. Williams, who just managed to make a
living off of poor inventors, etc. afterwards became a manufac-
turer of telephones and died a millionaire.

[26] 1 established a Laboratory over the Gold room and put
up a line on which I opened a stock quotation circuit with 25
subscribers, the ticker being of my own invention. I also engaged
in putting up private lines upon which I used a dial instrument.
This instrument was very simple and practical and any one could
work it after a few minutes explanation. I had these instruments
made at Mr. Hamblets who had a little shop where he was en-
gaged in experimenting with electric clocks. Mr. Hamblet was
the father and introducer in after years of the W.U. telegraph sys-
tem of time distribution. My laboratory was the headquarters for
the men and also of tools and supplies for these private lines.
They were put up cheaply, as I used the roofs of houses as the
WU. did. It never occurred to me to ask permission from the
owners; all we did was to go to the store, etc. and say we were
telegraph men and wanted to go up to the wires on the roof and
permission was always given.

[27] In this laboratory I had a large induction coil, which I had
borrowed from Mr. Williams to make some experiments with.
With this coil I had ten large cells employing nitric acid. One day
I got hold of both electrodes and it clinched my hand on them so
I couldn’t et go. The battery was on a shelf. The only way I could
get free was to back off and pull the coil, so the battery wires
would pull the cells off the shelf and thus break the circuit. I shut
my eyes and pulled, but the nitric acid splashed all over my face
and ran down my back. I rushed to the sink which was only half
big enough and got in and wiggled around for several minutes to
permit the water to dilute the acid and stop the pain. My face
and back were streaked with yellow, the skin thoroughly oxidized.
I did not go in the street by daylight for two weeks, as the ap-
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pearance of my face was dreadful. The skin, however, peeled off
and new skin replaced it without any damage.

[28] On the N.Y. No. 1 wire that I worked there was an oper-
ator named Jerry Borst; he was a first class receiver and rapid
sender. We made up a scheme to hold this wire so he changed
one letter of the alphabet and I soon got used to it and finally we
changed three letters. If any operator tried to receive from Borst
he couldn’t do it, so Borst and I always worked together. Borst
did less talking than any operator I ever knew. Never having seen
him, I went while in N.Y. to call on him. I did all the talking, he
would listen and stroke his beard and said nothing. In the eve-
ning I went over to an all-night lunch house in printing house
square, which was in a basement kept by 2 man whom they called
“Snotty Oliver”. Night Editors, including Horace Greeley and
Raymond of the Times, took their midnight lunch there. When
I went with Borst and another operator, they pointed out two or
three men who were then celebrated in the newspaper world.
The night was intensely hot and close. After getting our lunch
and upon reaching the sidewalk, Borst opened his mouth and
said: “That’s a h——1 of a place, a plate of cakes and a cup
of coffee, and a Russian bath for 10 cents” This was about 50%
of all his conversation for two days.

[29] Towards the end of my stay in Boston, I obtained a loan
of money, amounting to 800 dollars to build a peculiar kind of a
duplex telegraph for sending two messages over a single wire si-
multaneously. The apparatus was built and I left the WU. employ
and went to Rochester, N.Y. to test the apparatus on the lines of
the Atlantic & Pacific Telegraph between that city and N.Y., but
the assistant at the other end could not be made to understand
anything, notwithstanding I had written out a very minute de-
scription of just what to do. After trying for a week, I gave it up
and returned to N.Y. with but a few cents in my pocket. I slept in
the Battery room of the Gold Indicator Company, owned by S.
S. Laws, former college professor, who had invented an instru-
ment for indicating the price of gold in broker’s offices. I applied
for a position as operator at the WU, but had to wait a few days
during which time I thoroughly studied the indicators and the
complicated general sender in the office which was controlled by
a keyboard manipulated by the operator on the floor of the Gold
Exchange. On the third day of my arrival and while sitting in the
office, the complicated general instrument for sending on all the
lines and which made a very great noise, suddenly came to a stop
with a crash. Within two minutes, over 300 boys (a boy from
every broker in the street) rushed upstairs and crowded the long
aisle and office that hardly had room for 100, all yelling that such
and such broker’s indicator was out of order and to fix it it at
once. It was a pandemonium, and the man in charge became so
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excited that he lost control of all the knowledge he ever had. I
went to the indicator and having studied it thoroughly knew
where the trouble ought to be and found it. One of the innumer-
able contact springs had broken off and had fallen down between
the two gear wheels and stopped the instrument, but it was not
very noticeable. As I came out to tell the man in charge what the
matter was, Mr. Laws appeared on the scene, the most excited
person I have seen. He demanded of the man in charge the cause
of the trouble, but the man was speechless. I ventured to say that
I knew what the trouble was and he said—fix it, fix it, be quick.
I removed the spring and set the contact wheels at zero and the
line, battery and inspecting men, all scattered through the finan-
cial district to set the instruments. In about two hours things
were working again. Mr. Laws came in and asked my name and
what I was doing. I told him and he requested that I should come
to his private office the next day. His office was filled with stacks
of books all relating to metaphysics and kindred matters. He
asked me a great many questions about the instruments and his
system and I showed him how he could simplify things generally.
He then requested that I should call the next day. On arrival he
stated at once that he had decided to put me in charge of the
whole plant and that my salary would be $300 per month. This
was such a violent jump from anything that I had ever received
before, that it rather fazed me for a while. I thought it was too
much to be lasting, but I determined to try and live up to that
salary if 20 hours a day of hard work would do it. I kept this
position, made many improvements, devised several stock tick-
ers, until the Gold and Stock Telegraph Company consolidated
the Gold Indicator Company.

[30] I then went into the firm of Pope and Ashley. Mr. Ashley
was the editor of a telegraph journal published for telegraph op-
erators, While with them I devised a printer to print gold quota-
tions, instead of indicating them. The lines were started, the
whole was sold out to the Stock Telegraph Company. My exper-
imenting was all done in the small shop of one Dr. Bradley, lo-
cated near the station of the PR.R. in Jersey City. Every night I
left for Elizabeth on the 1 a.m. train and then walked one-half a
mile to Mr. Pope’s home and up at 6 a.m. for breakfast to catch
the 7 a.m. train. This continued all winter and many were the
occasions when I was nearly frozen in the Elizabeth walk.

(31] Dr. Bradley was the first man to my knowledge who in-
troduced the galvometer in telegraph and other work in this
country. He was one of the old style experimenters, who would
work for years on an instrument which he thought worth thou-
sands, but which did not have any commercial value. His busi-
ness sense was nil. He was rather old when I was at his shop and
very irascible. On one occasion a wire connected to one of the
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binding posts of a new galvanometer wouldn’t come out, so he
yanked it, pulled the galvanometer on the floor and then jumped
on it. The hobby he had at the time I was there was the ageing
of raw whiskey by passing strong electric currents through it. He
had arranged 20 jars with platinum electrodes held in place by
hard rubber. When all was ready he filled the cells with whisky,
connected his battery, locked the door of the small room in which
they were placed and gave positive orders that no one should en-
ter. He then disappeared for three days, on the 2nd day we no-
ticed a terrible smell in the shop, as if from some dead animal.
The next day the Doctor arrived and noticing the smell asked
what was dead. We all thought something had gotten into his
whiskey room and died. He opened it, and was nearly overcome.
The hard rubber he used was, of course, full of sulphur and this
being attacked by the nascent hydrogen, had produced sulphur-
etted hydrogen gas in torrents, displacing all of the air in the
room. Sulphuretted hydrogen gas is the gas given off from rotten
eggs. As the experiment was a failure, the Doctor got very iras-
cible, and no one dared say a word when he was around. In the
sale of the Company for printing gold quotations, I was entitled
to $1200, but Mr. Ashley thought that amount excessive, al-
though his part was to be 20,000 dollars profit, for which he did
absolutely nothing. Thinking that perhaps I might not get any-
thing at all, I told General Lefferts, who was at the head of the
Company making the purchase, all about my relations. He said,
say nothing, do nothing, leave it to me. When the deal went
through, the General handed me $1500 and said that was my
share, he had saved it out when he made the payment. I was at-
tacked savagely after that by Ashley in his paper. This was about
the first time I realized that human nature had a slight tinge of
selfishness connected therewith. General Lefferts, who was a
very prominent man at the time, being colonel of the N.Y. Sev-
enth Regiment, was president of the Gold & Stock Telegraph
Company, which supplied tickers to Wall Street and connected
with various other companies. He requested me to go to work on
improving the ticker he furnishing the money for the work. I
made a great many inventions, one was the special ticker used
for many years outside of N.Y. in the large cities. This was made
exceedingly simple as the outside cities did not have the experts
we had in New York to handle anything complicated. The same
ticker was used on the London Stock Exchange. After I had
made a great number of inventions and obtained patents, the
General seemed anxious that the matter should be closed up.
One day after I had exhibited and worked a successful device,
whereby if a ticker should get out of unison in a broker’s office
and commenced to print wild figures, it could be brought to un-
ison from the central station and which saved the labor of many
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men and much trouble to the broker. He called me into his office
and said, “Now, young man, I want to close up the matter of your
inventions, how much do you think you should receive?” I had
made up my mind that taking in consideration the time and the
killing pace I was working that I should be entitled to $5,000, but
could get along with §$3,000, but when the psychological moment
arrived, I hadn’t the nerve to name such a large sum, so I said,
“Well, General, Suppose you make me an offer” Then he said,
“How would forty thousand dollars strike you” This caused
me to come as near fainting as I ever got. I was afraid he would
hear my heart beat. I managed to say that I thought it was fair.
“All right, I will have a contract drawn, come around in three days
and sign it, and I will give you the money.” I arrived on time, but
had been doing considerable thinking on the subject, the sum
seemed to be very large for the amount of work, for at that time
I determined the value by the time and trouble and not what the
invention was worth to others. I thought there was something
unreal about it. However, the contract was handed to me, I
signed without reading it. The General called in the Secretary
and told him to fix it up and pay the money. I was then handed a
check for $40,000 on the bank of the State of New York, which
was at the corner of William and Wall Streets. This was the first
check I ever had. I went to the bank and noticed the window
marked “Paying Teller”, got in line with about a dozen men and
‘a dozen messenger boys and slowly approached the window.
When directly in front of the window passed in the check, he
looked at it, turned it over and handed it back, making a few short
remarks which I could not understand, being at that time as ever
since, quite deaf. I passed outside to the large steps to let the
cold sweat evaporate and made up my mind that this was another
Wall Street game like those I had received over the press wire,
that I had signed the contract whatever was in it, that the inven-
tions were gone and I had been skinned out of the money. But
when I thought of the General and knowing he had treated me
well, I couldn’t believe it, and I returned to the office and told the
secretary what occurred. He went in and told the General and
both had a good laugh. I was told to endorse the check and he
would send a young man down with me to identify. We went to
the bank, the young man had a short conversation with the Pay-
ing Teller, who seemed quite merry over it, [ presented the check
and the Teller asked me through the young man, how would I
have it. I said in any way to please the bank Then he com-
menced to pull out bundles of notes until there certainly seemed
to be one cubic foot. These were passed out and I had the great-
est trouble in finding room in my overcoat and other pockets.
They had put a job up on me, but knowing nothing of bank cus-
toms in those days, I did not even suspect it. I went to Newark
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and sat up all night with the money for fear it might be stolen.
The next day I went back with it all and told the General about
it, and he laughed very greatly, but said to one of his young
men—Don’t carry this joke on any further, go to the bank with
Edison and have him open an account and explain the matter,
which I did.

{32] I have too sanguine a temperment to keep money in soli-
tary confinement, so I commenced to buy machinery, rented a
shop and got some manufacturing work to do from the first shop;
I moved into a large shop Nos. 10 and 12 Ward Street, Newark.
I got large orders from the General to build tickers and had over
50 men, and as orders increased I put on a night shift. I was my
own foreman on both shifts, one-half hour of sleep three or four
times in the twenty-four hours was all I needed. Nearly all my
men were on piece work and I allowed them to make good wages
and never cut until their wages became absurdly high, as they got
more expert. I kept no books. I had two hooks, all the bills and
accounts I owed I jabbed on one hook and memorandum of all
owed to myself I put on the other. When some of the bills fell
due and I could not deliver tickers to get a supply of money, I
gave a note/ These notes were payable at the Germania or
German National Bank, I forget which. When the notes were
due, a messenger came around with the note and a protest
pinned to it for $1.25. Then I would go to New York, get an
advance or pay it, if  had the money. This method of giving notes
for my accounts and having all the notes protested I kept up over
two years, yet my credit was fine; every store I traded with was
always glad to furnish goods. Perhaps in amazed admiration of
my system of doing business, which certainly was new. After a
time I got a bookkeeper, but never could understand or believed
in it, but the business got so large I had to do it. The first three
months I had the bookkeeper go over the books to find out how
much we made. He reported $3,000. I gave a supper to some of
my men to celebrate this, only to be told two days afterwards by
this alleged accountant that he had made a mistake and that we
had lost $500 instead of making $3,000, and then a few days after
coming to me again and said he was all mixed up and now found
we had made $7,000. I discharged him and got another man, but
I never counted anything thereafter as real profits, until I had
paid all my debts and had the profits in the bank. Soon after
starting the large shop, I rented shop room to the inventor of a
new rifle. I think it was the Berdan rifle. In any event it was a
rifle, which was subsequently adopted in the British Army. The
inventor employed a tool-maker who was the finest and best
tool-maker I had ever seen. I noticed that he worked pretty near
the whole of the twenty hours. This kind of application I was
looking for. He was getting $21.50 a week and was also paid for
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overtime. I asked him if he could run the shop. I don’t know, try
me, he said. All right, I will give you $60.00 per week to run both
shifts. He went at it. His executive ability was greater than any
man [ have yet seen. His memory was prodigious, conversation
laconic and movements rapid. He doubled the production inside
of three months, without materially increasing the pay-roll, but
increasing the cutting speed of tools and by the use of various
devices. When in need of rest he would lay down on a work
bench, sleep twenty or thirty minutes and wake up fresh. As this
was just what I could do I naturally conceived a great pride in
having such a man in charge of my work, but almost everything
has trouble connected with it. He disappeared one day and al-
though I sent men everywhere that it was likely to be found, he
was not discovered. After two weeks, he came into the factory in
a terrible condition as to clothes and face. He sat down and turn-
ing to me said, “Edison, it’s no use, this is the third time, I can’t
stand prosperity”. Put my salary back and give me a job”. I was
very sorry to learn that it was whiskey that spoilt such a career. 1
gave him an inferior job and kept him for a long time.

[33] There worked at one time along the same bench, several
men who in after years became very rich and prominent, One
was S. Bergmann, who afterwards, when I invented the incan-
descent electric lighting system became my partner with E. H.
Johnson in the large works, once at Avenue B and 17th Street,
and who is now at the head of the great Bergmann Electric Works
in Berlin, employing 10,000 men. Mr. Bergmann is many times
a millionaire. The next man adjacent was John Kreuzi, who be-
came an engineer of the Works of the General Electric Company
at Schenectady, and now deceased. The next was Shuckhart,
who left the bench and went back to. Nuemberg to settle up his
father’s estate, remained and started a small electrical works,
which grew into the great Shuckhart Works, the third largest in
Germany, employing 7,000 men. Shuckhart died worth several
millions. I gave them a good training as to working hours and
hustling.

[34] I started an annex shop in Mechanic Street and also in
the building occupied by the Richardson Saw Works; also one on
R.R. Avenue. While running these shops I was engaged by the
Automatic Telegraph Co. of N.Y., who had a line running be-
tween N.Y. and Washington to help them out of their trouble. It
seems they had organized a company and built a line on the
strength of some experiments by an English Inventor. The ap-
paratus worked all right on a short wire in an office, but when put
on the actual line, no results could be obtained. Connected with
me was E. J. Johnson, who afterwards was associated with me in
Electric Lighting and the introduction of the trolley with E J.
Sprague. After experimenting for several weeks, I devised new
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apparatus and solved the problem of rapid transmission so we
succeeded in transmitting and recording 1000 words per minute
between Washington and N.Y,, and 3500 words per minute be-
tween Phila. and N.Y. This system was put in commercial oper-
ation. These experiments, with running my four shops, made
sleep a scarce article with me. Then the automatic Company
wanted to spread out and have devised for them an automatic
high speed telegraph, which would print the message in Roman
letters instead of dots and dashes, and so they rented a large shop
over the Gould factory in Newark, installed 25,000 dollars worth
of machinery and gave me full charge. Here I devised and man-
ufactured their instruments for commercial use and also started
experiments on the Roman letter systems. I finished this and had
a test between Phila. and N.Y, sending and receiving 3,000
words in one minute, and recording the same in large Roman
letters. Mr. D. H. Craig, then the agent of the associated press
became interested in the Company, of which'Mr. J. C. Reiff was
Vice President and Manager, and Geo. Harrington, former as-
sistant Secretary U.S. Treasury, the President. Mr. Craig brought
on from Milwaukee Mr. Sholes, who had a wooden model of a
machine which was called a typewriter. Craig had some arrange-
ment with Sholes and the model was put in my hands to perfect.
This typewriter proved a difficult thing to get commercial, the
alignment of the letters was awful, one letter would be Vis of an
inch above the others, and all the letters wanted to wander out of
line. I worked on it till the machine gave fair results. Some were
made and used in the office of the Automatic Company. Craig
was very sanguine that some day all business letters would be
written on a typewriter. He died before that took place, but it
gradually made its way.

[35] The typewriter I got into commercial shape and is now
known as the Remington typewriter. About this time I got an idea
I could devise an apparatus by which four messages could be
simultaneously sent over a single wire, without interfering with
each other. I now had five shops and with experimenting on this
new scheme I was pretty busy, at least I didn’t have ennui.

TD (transcript), NJWOE, Meadowcroft. Because this transcription of
Edison’s manuscript is presented only as a reference text, typographical
errors have not been reproduced or noted.

B. FIRST BATCH

The following is a transcription of a typescript that Edison re-
vised. At the top of the first page is a handwritten note: “First
Batch Notes dictated by Mr Edison to T. C. Martin June,
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	"Every morning"
	"I decided"
	"This night job"



