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Mr. Joseph D. Miller, 850 Broadway, New York City.

Dear Sir:--I have your leﬁter of 2ls£ inst. You ask me for
personél recollections of Henry George. I knew him only as g Boy
and then only for one yesar at the Mt. Vernén School on Catharine
$t., Phila. I was 13 years old and Henry, I should judge, 18; for

he was in the grade ngow me. We were not playmnates as he lived

beyondvcur,district,nand his pdrents did not allow him to play
with boys on the street. I can recall Henry going to Olurch syery
Sunday,'walking between his two older sisters and followed by his
- father and mother—gall of them so neat, trim and reserved. Henry
was then a most delioaﬁe boy, éimost girlish in appearance and
manner. When he was thirteen years old the doctor informed his
father that if he expected Henry to live, I% was absoluielyv noted

sary t6 remove him from his prssent surroundings; that he should

send him to sea for'#ilong cruise. Acting on that advice, his
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father secured for hia a plbce as shipboy on one of the Hast India :
¢lipper ships sailing from Philadelphia. He was away over e&ightesan |
months. One afternoon; as I was walking along third Stfeet, ! |
sturdy little fellow on the opposifs side of the strevt called bo
méf "Hello Ig.l" I mﬁgwered :"Who are you?' He crossed the

gtreet anda taking my hand said: "I am Hen. George.! Tn my surpivide
T said: *"Why, Hen., you are as fat as a pig." "Yes,yes I aifly I .
fesl too truly a pig; pig in body and pig in soul.® Henry Dek¥pe

was a good, sincere and noble boy. Shortly after, he laft fup

the West., I lost all trace of hdm until the sarly 868, W,
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one da&, While‘iiding in the street cars, a gentlemen, who intro-
‘duced himself as an old pupil of Mt. Vernon School came to me and
gaid: "Do you know, Henry George is most anzious to have an intepe
view with you. He recalls the old schoolboy days and the opinien
he had evéf“cparished for you.". Imagine my surpkiss, to leaq@ that
ny little, giriish companion was the famous Henry Georgs, whoss

A
speaches I had been reading and whose name had become so renownsd. .

I had the pteasuré of meeting nim afterwardd, when I becane Bié~
hop of Cléveland. We had a very long discussion on his one tepie?
“Thé single tax." Whatever else may be said of Henry Gearge; I
think all must a&mit that his manhood was but the full Pruitags -ef
his bdyhood~~truth as he saw i*, éinceritv, sarnestness. He was
one of'ﬁatura's noblemen. No one can read Progress and Poveriyy
without admitting that he was a greoat and a good man.

You can use the above if you think it worth whiles; I db nof.
As the head boy of Mt. Vernon School, Henry would 100k up té me,

but as he was in the grade below, I cannot say that we had miish
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BigHop of Cleveland.

intereourse.

Very ressectfully yours,



