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For my husband
Robert James Izant 1887-1971

Robert Izant, when an undergraduate, worked as
messenger and driver of High Head at Forest Hill,






it, it was missing. But, he said, “Morin, truck and flower g
boss, was there to tell me firmly that at Forest Hill when ‘you
finished with tools, you put em back where they belong!’”

“Rockefeller gave meticulous attention to the place, never m
ing a detail in the smoothly operated enclave. Mr. Rockefeller
particular—everything had to be done just so,” this former coll
boy continued. “But he was kind and patient with us boys. He wa
a man of few words, always soft spoken and deliberate. I neve
heard him raise his voice.”

Years later he realized that during the years when he had worke
on the estate storms were swirling around Rockefeller. But wit
the self-centered outlook of youth, the boy was unaware of any o
it. And looking back, he added, he could recall Mr. Rockefell;
only as placid and calm, never giving a hint of such a pile-up o
worries.

This summer extra, after a bit, was given the responsibility o
taking outgoing mail to the Lake View postal substation and bring
ing back the batch for the family and personnel of the estate.
this he had at his disposal a buckboard and a horse named H
Head.
He described how without warning one day High Head stumblec
and fell, bloodying a foreleg alarmingly. As the distraught b ‘
was trying desperately to get the animal to its feet, the dour Eng
lish estate manager, Alfred Knapp, came up, With one look at
catastrophe, he called a groom to take care of the horse, and on
the spot curtly discharged its rider.

“It all happened a good many years ago, but I'll never forget it
My $55 a month salary was gone and I needed all the money
could get if I were to go on to college in the fall. I held a positit?n
of trust and I had lost it. I was in disgrace. I walked slowly back
to the house, a long trek, to turn in my mail bag and money pou
at the office on the second floor. As I went up the stairs I could
hear the clicking of the telegraph and knew that Mrs. Tuttle, t
current operator of the instrument, was at her post in the room.

“There sat Mr. Rockefeller reading the morning newspaper.
greeted me pleasantly, then told me Knapp had phoned him abo

216

~ my trouble. ‘But you are not dismissed, he said emphatically. ‘High
Head, T am sure, will recover. I am more concerned about you. I
have arranged with Edward Blakemore (head coachman and a
very important individual) to give you driving lessons. He is wait-
‘ing for you. You will start right away. Before you go, though, I
- want to say something: you have to make a horse know you are
boss—not he. I learned that from my father and later when I used
to ride from our Euclid Avenue home to the office on horseback.’”

“And so,” continued High Head’s former driver, “for the next
two weeks Blakemore and I rode over the roads of Forest Hill, an
hour a day, eighteen miles of them and behind the best horses in
the USA.”

After this drill he was promoted to official messenger and errand
boy. He was given another horse and a buckboard for morning trips,
a coach horse and curtained cart for afternoons. Missions took him
to Chandler & Rudd Company for groceries and meat at their store
on Euclid at East 55th Street (Cleveland streets were numbered
now). There Vincent Meakin, in charge of the store, personally
handled the Rockefeller orders. The messenger was often sent with
notes or supplies to the Euclid Avenue house, which was well cared
for by a resident housekeeper, Miss Antoinette Axe. Later she mar-

Mr. Izant described the trips he made to downtown department
stores where he collected hats and other wearing apparel ordered
- by Mrs. Rockefeller or her sister. (The next day to return those
 they did not want!) He picked up jewelry at Cowell & Hubbard’s
in the Garfield Building at East 6th Street. Now and then there
- was a long jaunt to West 25th Street with a pair of Rockefeller’s
- shoes for Zwerlein Shoe Repair Shop. He was sent frequently to
- Burrows Brothers Company to make purchases or to leave papers
 for the manager, Wallace Cathcart, who also at this time was presi-
dent of The Western Reserve Historical Society.

“On return from one of these errands, I drove past Mr. Rocke-
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venue, enveloped in a linen duster and sitting in the front seat
eside his chauffeur. As the big car was chugging on its way, a wag-
n approached, pulled by a pair of handsome bays that began to
ear and prance in terror at the oncoming monster.

The drayman tugged manfully at his reins while his wife sitting
chind him, screamed advice and gesticulated frantically. Admir-
g the fine team and sympathizing with the driver, Rockefeller
‘had his chauffeur stop the automobile, go to the man and offer to
lead his horses past the car. :

But the wagoner had another notion. He shouted over to Rocke-
feller: “If you'd take care of me old woman here in the back seat,

I can take care of me horses!”
* * £ *

arithmetic, Mr. Rockefeller! The difference I figured was fo
seven and a half feet.
The messenger recounted his goodbye from the Squire at Fo;
Hill at one summer’s end. Shaking hands warmly he left i
young man’s hand a small envelope: “I am giving you my rul
golf so you can study them this winter,” Rockefeller said w
twinkle. Safely out of sight, the boy opened the envelope. It
tained a one hundred dollar bill. “First I had ever seen,” he s
“And this was repeated the next year, my last at Forest Hill. Mi
you, this was when Mr. Rockefeller was being ridiculed as a stin
rich man who gave away only buffalo nickles and shiny dimes.”
* * * *

Another member of the summer crew was Samuel Augustus
ler, now a retired executive of Jones & Laughlin Steel Corporatiohi
He lived on Holyoke Street not far from Forest Hill. City-br
though he was, his chores for a time were on the farm. One very h
day after he and a fellow worker had been pitching hay, they su
denly decided to cool off and, fully clothed, dove into the lake
a swim. After the refreshing plunge they hid in a sunny spot behin
bushes to dry off. At that moment Rockefeller drove by. “Certain
he had seen us,” Mr. Fuller recounted. “Those sharp eyes of h
took in everything. But he went on and said nothing.” They kne
they would have fared badly if Knapp or his helper had come upc
them. “Mr. Rockefeller might be a taskmaster,” his former summe
helper added, “yet, he liked boys and could overlock an innoces
prank.”
“He was always trying to improve his game,” said Mr. Fuller,
calling how one of his jobs for several days was to follow him £ )
tee to tee and each time Rockefeller started his drive, the boy w:
ordered to cry loudly: “Keep your head down! Head down!” i
Despite what the automobile was to mean to the Standard’s busi
ness, horse-lover Rockefeller accepted the car age reluctanth
However, by the time young Fuller worked on the Hill, Mr. Roc
feller had a' Locomobile and later acquired a Simplex.
A pet story which, in his usual habit, Rockefeller told over ant
over, concerned one of these cars. He was driving along Eucli
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Having a Baptist minister for a father was a great help in getting
coveted summer employment at Forest Hill, as Charles and Clif-
ford Stilwell discovered. The Rev. H. F. Stilwell, their father and a
good friend of Rockefeller, was the pastor of the First Baptist
Church,

The boys working in small gangs under a foreman, trimmed trees
to keep the vistas open. They absorbed a good deal about tree
management. Some of the time they caddied for Rockefeller, both
often pressed into service as a team.

Rockefeller bicycled from the house to and over the golf course.
At the same time as he often explained, he wanted to save his
trength for the game, and so had his caddie, frequently one of the
tilwells, push the bicycle. The other brother was likely to come
long holding a big black umbrella over Rockefeller if the sun was
ot, or if a shower came up.

“Tt took a good deal to keep him from golf,” Mr. Charles Stil-
- well said in recalling those days. “We worked a ten and a half
hour-day with a half hour off for lunch which we brought from
home. Our pay was twelve and a half cents an hour, which seemed
all right—it was, too, for our age in those days. It was a long day,
but there was a fine crowd of young fellows working there, too.
We knew them all.”




One day Rockefeller lost a ball. When the game was over the
superintendent of the estate was summoned and told to have every
man on the place look for it. “Next morning the ball was brought
to him before breakfast.”

One summer he had a small driver made especially for Lizzie,
just right for her height, perfect as to size and proportion. “He pre-
sented it to me with great ceremony and from then on I was often
the fifth wheel of the foursome. After the men had driven off, I
was allowed to drive with a ball Mr. Rockefeller selected for me
from the (caddie’s) willow basket.”

One morning at the beginning of World War I the golf game
was held up by reporters who insisted on seeing Rockefeller. As
Lizzie learned later, they wanted information about a foreign loan
in which it was rumored the Standard Oil Company was involved.
After the newsmen had left, Rockefeller sat down beside his little
friend who had been waiting for him. She asked what he had been
saying to those men.

“He patted my hand and said . .. ‘Oh, I just told them a little
verse that goes like this;

To the Rockefeller montage portrait etched in memories of tee
age boys who worked for him at Forest Hill, must be added
sketch of the famous man as the friend of a little girl.

She was Elizabeth Rhodes, now Mrs. Kenneth Haber of Clev
land, daughter of Dr. E. B. Rhodes, a previously mentioned gol
ing crony of Rockefeller and a near neighbor in East Clevelan
Mrs. Haber has recorded her childhood impressions in an unpu
lished manuscript, “Recollections of My Friend Mr. Rockefeller
from which with her permission the following excerpts are take

“Our friendship began when I was about three. . . . The freedo
of Forest Hill was at all times my privilege. It was a child’s par
dise. . . . Pat and Ed (Lynch), those gnarled Irish custodians o
* the Euclid Avenue gate, and their sister Sarah were my staunche
friends. While other children could get into the estate only by slip
ping over or under fences, I skipped merrily through the fron
gate....” j

On the Rockefellers’ arrival for the summer, word at once w
sent to her parents asking Dr. Rhodes to come the next mornin:
for golf. The little girl went along. Rockefeller’s golf outfit, sh
remembered, consisted of white trousers, a green grass helmet and
on cold days, a paper vest laced down the front and worn unde
his coat. Before driving, he always chalked his club, and he woul
tell her:

“Lizzie, when you play golf be sure to chalk your driver for ther
you can tell just how you hit the balll” '

At a regular time during the morning “a boy arrived from th
house bringing bottles of barley water, ice water and milk .
guests could have their choice, but Mr. Rockefeller always had hall
barley water and half milk, which he mixed himself.” The little gir
usually managed to sit beside him for the repast and was often
teased about her love of milk. “Lizzie,” he would say, “don’t you
think a thin old man like me needs that milk more than a fat li
girl like you?”

Her friend often hummed hymns and popular airs while playing
golf. A favorite hymn was “Jesus Wants Me for a Sunbeam,” whi
“we often sang together.”

A wise old owl lived in an oak,

The more he saw the less he spoke,

The less he spoke, the more he heard,
Why aren’t we all like that old bird?

“Newspapers everywhere printed the verse, which was interpreted
as having significant hidden meaning. . . . Stocks dropped and Wall
Street was upset. . . . "As Lizzie realized afterwards, her friend
“who was famous for never talking, had talked too much.”

. There came a summer when the Rockefellers did not return. . . .
“I remember vaguely there had been some dispute between Mr.
Rockefeller and East Cleveland over taxes.”

The Rockefellers never came back to Forest Hill. Lizzie missed
her friend very much!
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