JAMES MELTIDAS KITTLEMAN
STORY OF MY LIFE

WUritten September 1%, 1935-Long Beach, California

I am beginning to write today, and expect to continue from time to
time the story of my own life-with the thought it may be of some
interest to my children, and I shall hope I may say some things in this
accaunt that will be an inspiration to them.

I was barn at Bloomfield, Iowa, August 2Bth, 1BS7. My mother’s
maiden mname was HMary Miller, one of three daughters of Rev. Meltidas
Miller, who was an itinerant Methodist Episcopal Church preacher for

over Fifty years. My father's name was James Finley Kittleman. I know
very little about our early fFamily history. My father died when 1 was
six years old, leaving besides my mother, myself, and two brothers,

Edward Finley Kittleman, four years old, and Willis VUirgil Kittleman,
two years gld.

There was gquite a desparity in ages of my Mother and Father at the
time of their marriage, my Mother being sixteen years of age and my
Father near thirty. My Mother lost her Mother when quite young, and my
Grandfather, HMeltidas Miller, married the second time, and tradition
has told me that 1ife of the Miller girls, including my Mother, her
sisters Helen and Martha, was not happy with the new stepmcther. This
may account for, and probably did, her early marriage. Our home in
Bloomfield, Iowa where my Father had built our Ffirst home, a very
modest cottage, and on which he himself brought on what I have heen
told, was the beginning of his last illness by over wcrk, which one day
resulted in sun stroke, from which after a long sickness took him away.

I have only the faintest remembrance nof my Father’s long illness.
We lived across the street from his brother, my uncle Wick Kittleman,
and I can faintly remember the family relatives, who of course were so
much interested in us.

1 do remember distinctly my Father's funeral, and no douwbt that
was becsuse, he being a memher of the then Bloomfield hand, they
marched and played at the head of the Ffuneral procession. This of
caourse made an unforgettable impression on my childish mind,

My father had alsc been among the ninety day men for the army,
enlisting at the call of Abraham Lincoln at the end of the Civil War,
and I think there was & touch of the military about the services. This
I am not able to give any of the details.

My flother was left without any resources, having anly ocur 1little
home. In those days there were no opportunities for women in
commercial life, and she being left with three sons, two-four-six years
of age, faced the world a helpless inexperienced Mother.- As well as I
can remembher, this was in 1865. 1 shall have to estimate many of my
dates, but all will he approximately naear the time the events occurad.

My Mother was a very devout Christian, and beginning at this
pericd aof her 1life she threw herself an the promises made in God’s
word, and by Faith and Prayer entered upon what proved to be a 1ife of
struggle.- With three boys to rear and care for, 1 being the cldest of
the boys, perhaps caught more of her struggle of those days though anly
a child myself.

1 can remember her life of almost constant prayer, her devotion ta
the church, and always dividing her meagre income in financial support
of the Gospel.
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Within a year, and I am sure not over two years after my father's
dezath she sold our little home, and moved to & small town about twelve
miles. east of Bloomfield, where at that time there was an Academy
located, called the Troy Academy. Her purpose in going to Troy, as 1
have heard her say, was at least two-fold. First, she planned to take
in possible roomer students and possibly board them, and then maybe do
sewing, having purchased a sewing machine for which she went into debt.
It took a1l the money she received for ogur home in Bloomfield to pay
for the house she bought in Troy, a house of only four rooms which aof
course was gntirely inadequate for what she had plammed. As 1 remember
I was betuween seven and eight years of age at this time.

Her second purpose in going to Troy was to place us boys 1in the
public school, and perhaps sometime put us in the Academy. And I have
always believed since growing up, that she had another purpase of far
mare importance to her, to get we boys away From our environment at
Bloomfield, where the evil conditions at that time were not good Ffor
orphan boys.

Her life at Troy was a struggle with dire poverty-she having to
resort to the most menial of tasks, washing and scrubbing to suport her
family. What a brave woman she was, and what suffering both mental and
physical she endured, driven almost to dispair, she took a step, that
even made life more of a misery and hardship, but thinking of course
she might better her condiftion, she married the second time to a man
named John Miller, taking again in married life her maiden name. This
proved after a few years a disastrous fFailure, but in the meantime
another son was born to her, and she had her fourth son. In getting
her divorce, she had restored her faormer name, Kittleman, and was given
the custody of Charles Mark filler, and the courts gave him also
legally the Mother’s namg Charles M. Kittleman.

At the time of my Mother’'s second marriage 1 was near sleven years

cld. I had of course a childish aversion to my Mother's marriage.
Just why I have never been able to clearly define, but having seen a
Few times the man she married, I hated him from sight. It may not have

been reason, but it wes instinct, and what proved to me afterward that
it must have geen given to me From God, was, that almast immediately
after they were married, I was compelled to leave what home I had and
Barn my own way.

But before relating my life from this point on I wish to dwell an
events at Troy, which were to me the most important and Far reaching of
any in my life after life.

I have mentioned that my Mother was a deeply religious woman, and
that her Father was a HMethodist minister. No doubt this early
environment had much to do with my conversion at a very early age.
When I was only eleven years old I was stricken with typhoid Fever and
had a8 very serious case. We were very poor, medical aid very limited,
and only the careful nursing of my Mother saved me. It was at this
time that I found the Savior. Young as I was, 1 had a8 revelation of
the love of Christ to me, at a time when I was helpless and in great
need. So clearly was He revealed to me, and so conscious was I of His
presence, that I have never doubied His nearness that day, when if ever
ong could or did surrender to Him, I did. 1 am certain of all that
came too me in  that little room of aur very humble cottage in Iroy,
Inwa, as I am now that I am writing these words.

As well as I can remember I lived in Troy four or five years. In
the meantime we went to public schools. School coursses at that time






