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EXCERPT (pp. 6-8) 

“My brother and I decided that it would be necessary for one of us to go to Greece to 
look after the property that Uncle Louis had left us. My brother said I was freer to go than 
he was. The trip was my second trip home. I was lucky to get it because the immigration 
officials told me I would have a hard time getting back. When they found out I was an 
American citizen and that I served during the war, I didn’t have any trouble at all. I 
stayed in Greece about three months, and then came back here. 

“I stayed in New York for a while, and then came back to Spartanburg. I had always 
wanted to come back here. I lived here with some Greek friends for a while. I took up 
school teaching again while I was looking around for something better. Two of my 
brothers in Greece died within ten days of each other. They left me about three hundred 
dollars in American money.” 

“What did you do with the money,” I asked him. 

“Tell you, Bob, it was like this. I found an owner of a small restaurant here - not 
mentioning any names - that needed some capital. With what I had and what I borrowed 
from my brother, I went into business with him. Our business jumped up fast, and we had 
to hire extra people to take care of the trade. We were open day and night. Then his wife 
became sick - or should I say ill? She had the same disease that killed my brothers. He 
decided to take her to Arizona for her health, and he wanted to sell out to me. I bought it 
and was broke in less than six months. I couldn’t get it out of my head that I wanted the 



best restaurant fixtures that money could buy. I was making good money but it wasn’t 
enough to meet the expense of my new fixtures. And I was also playing the stock market. 
One day, one of my customers showed me how much money he was making in the 
market. I had never even thought about the stock market before. For a few days, I looked 
at the market page in the newspaper. It looked good to me, and I bit with what you folks 
call ‘hook, line and sinker.’ All the money I took in, I put into stocks. The first day of 
October in 1929 made me feel like I was rich. The stocks I bought had gone up and up. I 
sold some of them and bought others. I often thought about what my mother had said and 
that was ‘You’ll get rich in America someday!’ I should have paid for my fixtures, but I 
figured I could pay them any time. You might think I would have known better, but I 
didn’t. I figured I could pay my debts any time, and I just let them ride. 

“Trouble hit me hard during the last day of October of that year. I had become so 
interested with the market that I let my own business go down. I wasn’t there half the 
time. I need my own place of business as a place to hang around in. Business dropped off, 
but I didn’t care ‘cause I was making plenty money in the market. 

“During the last days of October, my stocks began to drop. I was gambling on the 
margin. My brother called me and told me I would have to put up more cash. I went to 
the bank and put up all the cash I had in the bank with my brother. It seemed to me that 
things would soon get better. I sent a telegram to my brother and he sent me one thousand 
dollars. I had about five thousand dollars invested. On that day of October 29, they told 
me I needed more cash to cover up. I couldn’t get it. I was wiped out that day.” 
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