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Beside a stove which warms a corner of the cavernous 

and draughty old machine shop and is kept from falling 
apart by an iron chain tied around its red belly, sits a 
group of ancient men. They sit and smoke and talk as 
men have always sat and smoked and talked in smithy or a 
forge. They discuss the weather, politics, history, the 
habits of fish, foxes and bobcats. 

From time to time as the afternoon wags on somebody 
may come in with a small job of work he wants done—a 
hole to be dril led in a brace for a lawn roller, an old drive 
shaft to be converted into a "chise l" for fishing through 
the ice. 

When that happens there rises from his seat beside the 
stove Morton Niles, height, 5-feet-one inch standing on 
his red bandanna, age 72 years, sole surviving Niles 
Brother and the only Tubal Cain between Wyoming and 
the Atlantic Ocean. 

He presses a button (not since 1918 has the shop run 
on water-power), and instantly a l l the machinery in the 
place goes into action simultaneously. Belts whir. P u l 
leys clatter. A gentle sound, like the purring of a kitten, 
causes you to look down. L o , it is a buzz-saw, whizzing 
within an inch of your hand. 

Whatever the job is, it gets done. I f it is forge work, 
the entire assemblage loyally accompanies Mr: Niles to 
the forge department, located in a small building beside 
the road. The old-timers watch intently while Mr. Niles 
swings deftly his hammer, nimble as an elfin smith in an 
I r i sh legend. They shake their heads as they recall the 
time when you could get a hoss shod for 80 cents. 

Mr. Niles shoes no horses. A traveling blacksmith 
does all the horseshoeing business down Wyoming and 
Hope Val ley way. Mr. Niles handles all the wagon-work, 
though. 

"Don't feel so good today," he says. "Guess I won't 
use the big sledge!" That's South County humor. 

Thump-thump! After the job is done everybody moves 
back to the stove. 
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Beside a stove which warms a corner of the cavernous back to the stove. 

Mr. Niles surveys pertly-done job of wheelwrighting. He 
does ell wagon business between Wyoming and the sea. 
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Mr. Niles drills a brace for a lawn roller. He lowers drill 
by means of a counterweight descending into the cellar. Around the stove. Traditional forum of Amer ican village life is the [smithy. Mr. Niles, left, pictured with his cronies. 


