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DARD HUNTER, a native of Steubenville,

has for

about forty years called Chillicothe his home. He has
long been regarded as the world’s greatest authority
on paper- makmo by hand. Now, at the age of 75, he is
publishing his autobiography. Unlike his previous books
this one will not sell for hundreds of dollars a copy.

Selections from MY LIFE WITH
PAPER, to be published October 20 by
Alfred A. Knopf, Incorporated. Re-
printed here by the kindness of Dr.
Hunter and Alfred A. Knopf, Incorpor-
ated, Copyright 1958, Dard Hunter.
$5.00.

Not being accorded the privilege of
selecting birthday and birthplace, I came

into this world in the unromantic year of
1883 in a small agricultural and indus-
trial town in eastern Ohio. In Steuben-
ville my father, William Henry Hunter
(1852-1906) was owner and editor of
the Democratic daily newspaper, the Ga-
zette. Before taking up life in this Ohio
River city, he had worked for his father
and brother-in-law on the four-page Sezn-
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t1nel, a weekly newspaper in Cadiz, Ohio,
a sheep-raising community in the rugged
hills of Harrison County. Cadiz was
thirty-one miles from Steubenville, and
when the journey was made by horse and
carriage it was no insignificant distance.

Besides being financially interested in
the Cadiz Sentinel, my grandfather,
Joseph Hunter (1802-1886) conducted
a cabinet shop and a small brass foundry.
Pieces of his mahogany furniture are still
preserved, as are a few examples of brass
doorknockers and andirons. One of my
grandfather’s employees — the boy who
turned by hand the great wooden wheel
that actuated the wood lathe — was
George Ammstrong Custer, who, history
tells us, became an Indian-fighter and at-
tained success and acclaim in that unholy
field. Apart from his ability to work in
wood and metal, Grandfather Hunter had
studied law with Edwin M. Stanton, who
later became Lincoln’s Secretary of War.
During his years in Cadiz, Stanton had
his law office over the Hunter furniture
shop. Grandfather was Associate Judge
under the old Constitution, and in the
family genealogy it is stated that he could
repeat from memory much of Shakespeare
and all of the poems of Robert Burns.

I

I was eight or ten years of age when
Mr. Feckey, foreman of the Gazette, in-
structed me in the art and mystery of
typesetting, and it was through the humor
of this genial old printer that I was in-
troduced to “type-lice.” One compositor
was a deaf-mute, and “Dummy,” as he
was called, could “stick” more type than
any of the other compositors. The five
or six typesetters who could hear and talk
were usually gossiping about the news
stories that were sent up from the copy
room, via pockets in an endless canvas
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belt, by Chauncy Waite, the star reporter.
This reporter looked for all the world
like an unkempt white leghorn rooster.
In fact, we had just such a scrawny old
rooster that we called “Chauncy Waite”
because the two resembled each other so
closely. All of our nondescript chickens
bore names of leading local characters:
the roosters were named after the busi-
nessmen of the town and the hens were
called after members of the Ladies’ Aid
Society of the Methodist Episcopal
Church, of which we were regular attend-
ants and contributors.

In this old square brick church I was
baptized after my father and mother had
given much thought to the ceremony. I
will not mention the name of the minister
who sprinkled the few drops of water
upon my curly blond head, for only a
short time after he performed this sym-
bolic rite the saintly gentleman was made
treasurer of the missionary society and the
responsibility proving too great a tempta-
tion, the kindly old soul absconded with
all the funds. He was convicted and died
in the state penitentiary. After the scan-
dal became known, my parents gave seri-
ous thought to having me “done” again
by a more worthy exponent of the gospel.
For some reason the repetition never
materialized, so I have the dubious dis-
tinction of having been baptized by a
convicted malefactor.
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My mother and brother were much in-
terested in newspaper work, but I could
not adapt myself to the speed necessary
to the publication of a daily paper. I
was fat and rotund, and had a lackadaisi-
cal disposition; a slow and easy way of
life was more to my liking. I recall my
embarrassment when my father ordered
two pairs of trousers for me from a






