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“REMEMBERING the TYPEWRITER”
SATURDAY, JULY 15, 2017

The July meeting of the Jefferson Township Historical Society will be held on Saturday, July 15, 2017 at 10:00 am in the White Church building located in Eldersville on Fire Road across from the fire hall.  If you are unsure where we are located, type into your GPS the address of 11 Fire Road, Burgettstown, PA 15021.  Look for the new sign crafted by Dave Choman to identify the White Church.
Our July program will include audience participation as we spend time reminiscing about when we used a typewriter, what kind it was and where we used it.  Sometimes it is fun to look back at how things used to be.  Our children and grandchildren today would think it was so archaic to use an old typewriter to type a message to a friend and then mail it.  They cannot imagine doing anything other than grabbing their cell phone and messaging their friends.  But we who are older can remember the days of using a typewriter and we loved it.
This topic came about because our good friend and author Frank Muzopappa wrote an article which is enclosed about his memory of typing on his Underwood typewriter.  His article (below) may very well bring back memories for you.

We have a very old Smith Corona typewriter in our museum that will be on display at the meeting.  We encourage anyone who has an old typewriter to bring it along to the meeting. Tell us your story of using the typewriter.  

You do not have to be a member of the Society to attend any of our meetings.  We welcome everyone, all ages.  Please come and enjoy a good program, fellowship and refreshments.
YARD SALE The Historical Society will have its annual Yard Sale on Friday and Saturday, July 21st and July 22nd.  This will be the weekend after its monthly meeting on July 15th, and we encourage you to come to the meeting and after the meeting bring your donations into the White Church. The hours of the Yard Sale are 9:00 to 4:00.  Reminder that we do not take clothes or shoes.  Let us know if you need items picked up for the sale.  If you live too far away to come to the Yard Sale, we will always accept monetary donations.  It would be appreciated if you could pass on the enclosed flyer to a friend.  Thank you for all the support you give us.
PENOWA BOOK Dorothy Muzopappa still has Penowa books available to sell.  This book was written by Frank Muzopappa and is a great historical book about Penowa.
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The Underwood
It is with mixed emotions that I ask Peg Strain to use her time, expertise, and diligence to add my vignette to this newsletter.   My sympathy goes out to Peg on her bereavement after the death of her husband, Ben.
Several months ago, I called Peg to tell her that my computer was down and that I typed the article on a typewriter that is older than I am, 86 years at the time.  It seemed that she might have had some reservations about the age of my typewriter, or my sanity. Dementia, perhaps?
The Underwood belonged to my grandparents, Frank and Clara Rotunda, who owned and operated a general store in Penowa.   They had the store built in 1921 while Frank continued to work in the Penobscot Mine.
At the age of six, I recall the Underwood on a counter next to the cash register and file cabinet, containing booklets for each family who patronized the store on a credit system. Claude Ferguson, Superintendent of the Jefferson Mine, suggested the system because he felt compassion for the miners receiving a paycheck once a month.   He also suggested selling dynamite sticks and squibs to ignite the dynamite, and carbide for the miners' lamps that hung from their helmets; thus, they would not lose work when available.
As I pondered my comment to Peg about the Underwood, my memory drifted back in time, reliving my experience with the evolution of such a historic machine and how it has impacted every facet of our life.   With me, it all began in 1945.  I elected to take a course in typing as a freshman at Avella High.   The teacher was Mrs. Neva Bertamini (nee Bardella, a family in Avella).She had been my teacher in third and fourth grades at Turney School in Penowa.  I believed her to be a good teacher and was anxious to be in her course.
She assigned me to a Smith-Corona typewriter.  This typewriter did not make the loud clicking and clacking sounds emitted from the older Underwood.  The carriage throw-lever was more accessible, and the carriage moved easier.   The keys were easier to push, which allowed the typist to increase the words per minute typed.
In March of 1952, I entered the Marine Corps.  After completing boot camp, I was assigned an MOS number ("Military Occupation Specialty" or 0111).  I had no idea what the number meant, nor did my drill instructors.
I was sent to Camp Lejeune, North Carolina, along with many others. My assignment, as I finally learned, was to be with Headquarters Company, 8th Engineer Battalion, as a personnel classification clerk.   As I quickly learned, most of my days in the Corps would be spent at a Smith-Corona typewriter.  Sergeant Major Geiger told me that the "Marine Corps get the Army's hand-me-downs," and with a chuckle, he added:  "You gotta live with it."   ·
Most of the typing that I had to do required a carbon copy.  However, reports, special orders, directives to the company commanders, etc. required many copies.   To accomplish these demands, I typed the information on a stencil, then inserted the stencil on a drum filled with ink on the mimeograph machine, and cranked the drum to churn out copies from the stencil.
The IBM Selectric, the ultimate in typewriters, was introduced in 1961, and immediately became the office favorite in business, education, military, law, etc.  It seemed to me to be magic in that a golf-sized ball that possessed all the letters of the alphabet and punctuation marks needed.  However, it required electricity to operate.
It would only be a short time before the death knell of the manual typewriters of Underwood, Royal, and yes, Smith-Corona, would become memories in this rapidly changing world.
In 1970, I began teaching at Kutztown State College, and of course, the Underwood went with me.   The secretary of the Biology Department was Carol Ketner, young, pleasant, energetic, and most of all, capable of adapting to innovations in the use of office equipment, but at times, not above using a few "choice" expletives in dealing with each of the innovations that she was encountering.   On occasion, I would hear the forlorn cry: "I want my IBM back!"
Carol was dealing with a rapid transitional time from the IBM to the Daisy Wheel, and a Gateway (Sil-Flex RTV-7500).  The Gateway word processor simply produced typed information onto a screen and then printed it onto a sheet of paper.
In the decade of the 1960's, computers were already being used to send messages from room to room within a building.   Thanks to an electrical engineer named Ray Tomlinson, who wondered if he could send messages outside of his own university to any of the 15 universities within their weak electrical connections.    In 1971, he thought of using the symbol "@"--itorked, and would lead to the development of the internet in the years to come.
In conclusion, I began my memories of the Underwood as my Uncle Frank Rotunda and I, at age six, banged away at the keys to hear the clicks and clacks, as we pushed a lever on the Underwood to produce red or black letters and numbers.  The top-half  of the ribbon was red, the bottom half was black.
When I look at the computer's keyboard, am I not looking at a typewriter?   However, my job of distributing information in the 1950's to many distant addresses took several hours of labor to prepare and days to reach the intended address.  Today, this entire project can be accomplished in a matter of minutes, thanks to the internet!

But as this old man nears 90 years of age, he still enjoys the clicking and clacking of his 100-year-old anachronism:  the Family Jewel. 

--Frank Muzopappa
